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VWere do they begin, the roads that lead a man to hell?
Wth a ritua

Li en Takananda sits at the kitchen table wearing her bathrobe, her short
hel met of gray-touched black hair still runpled from sl eep. She holds three
Chi nese coins in her hand and concentrates, only subconsciously aware of her
husband, Harry, in the bathroom singing a |ascivious parody of a saccharine
popul ar song as he shaves. Al nond eyes on the copy of | Ching before her, she
asks the same question of the sage that she has asked every norning for over
fifteen years, since Harry joined the San Francisco police: "WII ny husband
be safe today?" And she throws the coins.

The hexagram produced by the six throws is nunber 10, Treadi ng. Treadi ng
upon the tail of the tiger the text reads. It does not bite the nman. Success.

She sighs in relief, then smles, listening to Harry sing. After a mnute,
she gathers the coins again, and as she has done for nost of the past year
asks on behalf of Harry's partner, "WII|l Garreth M kaelian be safe today?"

This time the coins produce hexagram nunber 36, Darkening of the Light,
with two moving lines. She bites her lip. The text of both the hexagram and
the individual lines is cautionary. However, the noving lines produce a second
hexagram 46, Pushing Upward, which reads: Pushing upward has suprene success.
One nust see the great nman. Fear not.

She reads the interpretation of the text just to be certain of its neaning.
Reassured, Lien Takananda rew aps the coins and book in black silk and returns
themto their shelf, then begins preparing Harry's breakfast.

wi t h naggi ng grief.

Garreth Mkaelian still feels the void in his life and in the apartnent
around him Through the open bat hroom door he can see the nost visible
evi dence: the bed, enpty, slightly depressed on one side but otherw se neat.
Marti's sprawing, twisting sleep used to turn their nights into a westle for
bl ankets that left the bed in a tangled knot every norning.

He | ooks away qui ckly and concentrates on his reflection in the mrror. A
square face with sandy hair and snoky gray eyes | ooks back at him Burly, he

fills the mirror . . . a bit nore so than he would like, admttedly, but the
wi dth does give the illusion of a big man, larger than his actual five foot
ei ght.

And makes you look |ike a cop even stark naked, ny nman, he silently tells
the reflection.

He | eans closer to the mirror, frowning as he works the humr ng razor
across his upper lip. He looks older than he would like, too. Barely
twenty-ei ght and already he can see |lines etching down his forehead between
his eyes and around the corners of his mouth . . . lines not visible six
nont hs ago.



Don't | ever stop m ssing her? He had not cared this way when Judith wal ked
out. There had been nore relief than anything, in fact, though he had m ssed
his son. But, then, Marti was different fromJudith. He could talk to her
After what she saw as a nurse in the trauma unit at San Franci sco Cenera
every day, he had not been afraid of shocking or frightening her by talking
about what happened to himat work, or of the exanples he wi tnessed of nman's
unrel enting and fiendishly imginative i nhumanity to nan. He could even cry in
front of her and still feel Iike a man. They were two hal ves of the sane soul

His fingers tighten around the razor, dragging it under his chin. H's
vision blurs. Fate is a bitch! Wy el se give himsuch a woman and then put her
in an intersection when an inpatient driver tried to beat the light

VWen does the pain stop? Wen does the enptiness fill?

At | east he has the departnment. He can bridge the void with his work .

Wth a corpse

The body floats facedown in the bay, held on the surface by air trapped
under its shirt and red suit coat. Carried on the tide, supported by its
chance water wings, it drifts into the watery span between Fi sherman's \Warf
and the forbidding silhouette of Alcatraz Island. Bobbing, it awaits
di scovery.

"Li en says you need to be careful today, Mk-san." From where he stood
pouring hinself a cup of coffee, Harry Takananda's voice carried to Garreth
above the hom cide squad room s background noi se of nurnuring voices, ringing
t el ephones, and tapping typewiters.

Squatted on his heels paw ng through the bottom drawer of a filing cabinet,
Garreth nodded. "Right," he said around the pencil in his nouth.

Harry added two | unps of sugar to the coffee. "But she says there is
goodf ortune in acting according to duty."

"Devoted to duty, that's me, Harry-san." Now, where the hell was that
damed fil e?

Harry stared into the coffee, then added two nore |unps of sugar before
carrying the cup back to his desk. He sat down at the typewiter. The chair
grunted in protest, bearing witness to how many tines Harry had added those
extra lunps over the years.

Rob Cohen, whose desk sat just around a pillar fromHarry's, asked, "Do you
really believe in that stuff?"

"My wife does." Harry sipped his coffee, then hunched over the typewiter
"I went through the book once and found that of the sixty-four hexagrans, only
hal f a dozen are outright downers. The odds are she'll throw a positive
hexagram nost norni ngs, so, |nspector-san”-he steepled his fingers and bowed
toward Cohen, voice rising into a singsong-"if it give honorable w fe peace of
m nd, this superior man should not object, you agree?"

Cohen pursed his lips thoughtfully. "Maybe | should introduce ny wife to
Ching, too."

At the filing cabinet, Garreth grinned.

The door of the lieutenant's office opened. Lucas Serruto stepped out
wavi ng a meno-pad sheet. H s dark, dapper good | ooks al ways made Garreth think
of an actor cast to play the detective lieutenant in a novie where the cop was
the hero. Garreth envied the way Serruto could make anything he wore appear
expensi ve and customtailored. "Any volunteers to go |ook at a floater?"

Around the squad room heads bent industriously over papers and
typewiters.

Serruto surveyed the roomfor a mnute, then shrugged. "Eenie, neenie,

m ni e- Ser geant Takananda, the Cicione killing is in the hands of the D A,



isn'"t it? That |eaves you with just the Mssion Street |iquor store shooting."

Harry | ooked up. "Yes, but that's so-"

"Good. You and M kaelian take the floater." He handed Harry the nmeno sheet.
"The Coast @uard is waiting for you bayside."

Wth a sigh, Harry gul ped his coffee. Garreth shoved the file drawer closed
and stood up. They left, pulling on coats.

Driving out of the parking Iot, Harry headed toward the Enmbarcadero. The
city flowed past the car, nuted by fog, swathed in it. The radio crackl ed and
mur mur ed, di spatching officers across the city. Foghorns hoot ed.

"Let's try to get out before midnight tonight, shall we?" Harry suggest ed.
"Lien wants to feed us supper before it munm fies keeping warm"

"Us? You're asking nme over again?" Garreth shook his head. "Harry, | can't
keep eating your groceries. If nothing else, Lien's cooking is changi ng ny
nane to Grth Mkaelian." He ruefully ran a thunb inside his snug belt.

"She'll have nmy hide if | don't bring you. Lacking a houseful of
kids"-Harry's smle did not hide an old regret in his voice-"she has only you
and her art class kids to nother. Don't fight it."

There had been several weeks after Marti's death when Lien's nothering was
all that saved himfrom becom ng a basket case. Garreth owed her a great deal
"Il cone."

The car swung onto the Enbarcadero. Harry hugged the wheel, as though
| eani ng forward woul d hel p hi msee through the fog better. "Sometines | wonder
what it would be like living somewhere that has a real sunmer, and nmaybe even
sunshi ne i n August."

"Come along the next tine | go to Davis to visit nmy kid and find out."

They turned in at the pier number on the neno sheet and drove down to a
barrier of vehicles. There they clinbed out. Fog envel oped them cold and
danp. Garreth shoved his hands in his trench coat pockets and huddl ed deeper
into the collar as he and Harry wal ked the rest of the way.

Qut near the end of the pier the usual post-violent-death circus had set
up: uniforned officers, Crinme Lab, Photo Lab, an anbul ance crew fromthe
nmedi cal examiner's office along with an assistant ME., and this tine, Coast
Quard, too.

"H, Jim" Harry said to one of the Coast Guard officers.

Jim Birki nshaw smiled. "Hell of a way to start a norning, Harry."

Garreth moved as close to the body as possible without interfering with the
phot ographer. The victimhad been stretched out on his back, but he stil
| ooked | ess than funeral -parlor neat. H's runpled coat had tw sted up around
his neck, and a spreading stain of salt water surrounded him

Strange how you could always tell the dead ones, Garreth reflected. They
| ooked different fromliving people, even different from soneone unconsci ous.
They | ay awkwardly, slack, collapsed into postures no vital body would assune.

He pulled out his notebook and began taking down a description of the
corpse. Wiite male, brown hair of nediumlength, 160 to 180 pounds. Five ten?
Garreth found estimation difficult in a horizontal position. Red suit coat
wi th black velvet collar and | apels, black trousers, black boots with i nseam
zi ppers. Evening wear. Garreth noved around the outside of the group at work
to look at the face for an age determ nation

Bi rki nshaw said, "I don't think he'd been in the water |long. The pilot of
the Al catraz excursion boat spotted the coat on his first run out this
nor ni ng. "

"A wonderful treat for the tourists,” Harry said, sighing.

Garreth jotted down the discovery details, then wote a dollar sign. Even
wet, the clothes retained a quiet el egance. That kind of understatenent cane
with a high price tag. The carefully manicured nails on the outflung gray
hands mat ched t he cl ot hi ng.

The phot ographer stepped back and was repl aced by the assistant ME., a
wiry Oriental woman. In the course of examni ning the dead man, she pulled | oose
the twi sted coat. Garreth caught his breath, a gasp echoed by others around
him The action rolled the dead nman's head into an unnatural position and



exposed a gaping wound in the throat, a slash stretching fromear to ear and
so deep that spine showed.

Deadpan, Birkinshaw said, "Al nost took his head clear off. Looks like his
neck's broken, too."

Garreth grimaced. Birkinshaw had known . . . had been waiting gleefully for
the nmonent when the rest of themdiscovered it. Garreth knelt down beside the
corpse and studied the face with its hal f-open eyes. Age, mdthirties, he

wrote. Eyes, blue. The face showed care, too . . . closely shaven, sideburns
and nustache trimed.
He stopped witing, staring at the dead nan's neck . . . not at the

puckered gray edges of the wound, but at a mark below it to one side of the
Adami s appl e, alnost black on the pale skin and about the size of a half
dollar. A feeling of déja vu touched him

The mark caught the attention of others, too. Birkinshaw nudged Harry.
"Maybe he was on his way honme from a heavy date when he was attacked. That's
t he biggest hickey |I've ever seen.”

Garreth did not think it could be a hickey. He had made a few as an
adol escent and they never | ooked like this. It rem nded himnore of the marks
he had seen on people's arns from henorrhage into the soft tissues froma poor
lab tech's venous stick. "What can you tell us?" he asked the assistant ME

She stood up. "I'd say he di ed between six and ni ne hours ago. Cause of
death seens obvious. It probably happened w thout warning. The wound is a
singl e continuous incision with no acconpanying nicks to indicate that the
killer started to cut and was knocked away. No defense wounds on the hands or
arms. Fromthe depth of the wound, someone of considerable strength inflicted
it. Do you want us to call you when we're ready to start the autopsy?"

"Please,"” Harry said. "All right, Mk-san, let's see what he can tell us
about hinsel f."

Kneel i ng beside the body, Harry and Garreth searched it. The hands were
bare, but pale skin on the left third finger and right wist indicated the
renoval of a ring and watch. Probably married, Garreth thought. Left-handed.

In the coat they found a handkerchief, not nonogramed, and a hal f-enpty
pack of sodden cigarettes along with a disposable butane |ighter. Nothing
hel pful , 1ike matchbooks that m ght tell them where he had been

The itens went into a property envel ope.

No billfold in the trousers. Nothing in the left front pocket, either

"Looks |ike robbery," Birkinshaw said. "Dressed like he is, he'd be a good
target. Junki es, maybe?"

"Why break his neck on top of cutting his throat?" Garreth dug into the
| ast trouser pocket. His fingers touched sonething. "Cross your fingers and
hope we're lucky, Harry."

He turned the pocket inside out to renove the object without touching it,
on the off chance that the killer m ght have touched it, too, and left a
fingerprint. A key with a plastic tag attached fell into the clear plastic
envel ope a Crime Lab nman held out.

Harry took the envel ope. "Jack Tar Hotel. Overl ooked by our killer, do you
t hi nk?"

"Maybe he was interrupted before he could finish searching the pockets,"
Garreth said.

Harry murrmured noncommittally then | ooked up at the Coast CGuard officer
"Jim will you check the bay charts and see if you can give us an idea where
our boy here went into the water?"

"Right. W'll call you onit."

The anbul ance attendants zi pped the dead nan into a plastic bag and | oaded
himon a stretcher. Thinking about the bruise, Garreth watched themlift the
stretcher into the anbul ance. Were had he seen a mark |ike that before?

He asked Harry about it on the way back to the car

Harry frowned. "I don't renmenber a case of ours like that."

"It wasn't our case, |'msure." But he had still seen that mark, and heard
someone el se making a snide remark about a super-hickey. He wi shed he could



renenber nore

The signboard in the | obby of the hotel read: "Wl cone, Anerican Home
Bui | ders Associ ation. "

Harry showed his badge to the desk clerk and held up the envel ope with the
key. "Who has this roon?"

The clerk | ooked up the registration card and handed it to Harry. "M.
Gerald Mossman. "

Copyi ng down the information on the card, Garreth saw a Denver address and
a conpany nane: Kitco, Inc. "lIs Mdssman a nenber of the convention here?"

The desk clerk said, "Yes. That's the convention rate for the room"

"Do you know where we can find M. Mssman?"

"The convention people mght. Their registration table and function roons
are up the stairs there."

They clinmbed the stairs and showed their badges again, this tine to the
people at the registration table. "I'm Sergeant Takananda. This is |nspector
M kael i an. Do you have a Gerald Mbssman regi stered with the convention?"

"He's an exhibitor," cane the reply. "The exhibition hall is down where you
see the open doors."

At the doorway, however, a young man stepped in front of them barring
their way. "No adm ttance w thout a badge."

Wth a quick, wicked grin at each other, Garreth and Harry produced their
badge cases and dangl ed them before the young nan.

He | ooked down his nose at them "Those are the wong-" He broke off,
coloring, and stamered, "Excuse ne . . . | neant-1'm supposed-may | hel p you?
Do you have busi ness here?"

"Yes," Harry said. "Where is the Kitco display?"

"There's a floor diagramjust inside." He hastily stepped aside for them

The diagramlocated Kitco at the far end of the hall. There they found a
worman and two nen, smartly dressed and flaw essly grooned, working before a
phot ogr aphi ¢ nontage of kitchen cabinets. Leaflets and catalogs |ay on tables
at the front of the booth.

The wonman turned a brilliant, professional snile on them "Good norning.

' m Susan Pegans. Kitco manufactures cabinets in a wide variety of styles and
woods to fit any decor. May | show you our brochure?"

Harry said, "I'mlooking for Gerald Mossman. He's with this exhibit, isn't
he?"

"M . Mossman is our sales nanager, but he's not here at the nmonment."

"Can you tell me where he is?"

"I"'mafraid not. Is there anything I can do for you?"

Garreth opened his notebook. "Does he fit this description?" He read off
that of the dead man

Her smile faltered. "Yes. Steve

The taller of the two nen left the people he was talking to and canme over.
"I"'m Steven Verneau. |s there a problen”

Harry showed his identification. "Wien did you | ast see Gerald Mossnan?"

The bl usher on the woman's face becane garish paint over a bloodl ess face.
"What's happened to hin®"

Harry eyed her. "Could we talk somewhere away fromthis crowd, M.

Ver neau?"

"Sure."

"Steve," the woman began

Verneau patted her arm "I'msure it's nothing. This way, Sergeant."

He led themto a | ounge area off the exhibition hall and noved into a
corner away fromthe few people there. "Now, what's this about?"

There never seenmed to be any easy way of saying it. Harry made it quick



"We've found a man in the bay with Mdssnman's hotel key in his pocket."

Verneau stared, shocked. "In the bay? He fell in and drowned?"

Garreth said carefully, "W think he was dead before he went in. He appears
to have been robbed."

"Someone killed hin?" Other people in the | ounge | ooked around. Verneau
| owered his voice. "Are you sure it's Gary?"

Garreth gave himthe description

Verneau pal ed. "Ch, no!"

"W need to have soneone come down to the norgue and identify him" Harry
said. "Can you do it?"

Verneau went whiter yet, but nodded. "Just let ne give Al ex and Susan somne
excuse for being gone."

4

Garreth had never |iked the norgue, not so nmuch because death filled it as
because it felt inhospitable to life. Fromthe first required visits during
training at the Police Acadeny, he had seen it as a place of harsh light and
hard surfaces, where sound echoed coldly and people reflected distortedly in
the glazed brick, stainless steel, and tiled floors. It reeked of death, an
odor that pervaded everything, hitting himas he canme in the door and
lingering tenaciously in his nostrils for hours after he left. This year he
had come to despise the place, particularly the storage roomw th its banks of
refrigerated steel cabinets. No matter that he intellectually recognized the
necessity of the norgue, and that the dead here served the living . . . every
time he heard the click of the cabinet |atch opening, the rolling bearings as
the drawer slid out, he relived the nightnmare when the face under the sheet
was Marti's and half his soul had been torn away.

He stood with face set, ready to catch Verneau if need be, but although the
sal esman went deathly gray, he renmained on his feet. "Ch, My God!"

The attendant | owered the sheet and they left the | ocker area.

"When was the last tinme you saw hi n?" Harry asked.

Verneau swal | owed. "Last night. The exhibition hall closes at seven and we
wal ked out together."

"Do you know what his plans for the evening were?"

"Eating out with conventioneers, | suppose. He did Monday night, and that
was his usual practice . . . to make personal contacts, you know "

"Did he happen to nention any names, or where he was goi ng?"

"I don't think so."

"A watch and ring were taken fromhim Can you describe then®?"

Ver neau shook his head. "Maybe his wife can. She's in Denver." He ran his
hands through his hair. "Ch, God; | can't believe it. This was his first trip
to San Francisco."

As though that should be sone charm against harm Garreth said, "He had a
| arge bruise on his neck. Do you renenber seeing it |ast night?"

"Brui se?" Verneau blinked distractedly. "lI-no, | don't remenber. Who woul d
do sonething like that? Why?"

Harry caught Garreth's eye. "Wy don't | take M. Verneau back to the hotel
and start talking to people there? You get on the horn to Denver P.D. and have
them contact the wife. See if she knows his enenmies. Tell themwe need a
description of his jewelry ASAP to put out to the pawnshops. Cone on back to
t he hotel when you can."

Garreth hung up the phone. Denver was sending sonmeone to break the news to



Mossman's wife. They prom sed to get back about the jewelry. A message from
the Coast Guard lay on Harry's desk. According to their charts, the body had
nost |ikely gone in somewhere al ong the southern end of the Enbarcadero and
t he China Basin, although probably not as far south as Potrero's Point.
Garreth noted the information in his notebook while he nunched on pink
wi ntergreen candy fromthe sack in his desk. They would need to start talking
to people in that area, too. Perhaps soneone had seen sonet hing.

Serruto canme out of his office to sit on a corner of Garreth's desk.
"What's the story on the floater?"

Garreth told himwhat they had so far

Serruto frowned. "Robbery? Odd that the thief wouldn't take the hotel key,
too, so he could rifle the room"

"Unless it's only supposed to |l ook |ike a robbery."

The |ieutenant tugged at an ear. "You have ot her thoughts?"

Garreth ate another piece of candy. "There's a bruise on his neck." He held
acircle of his thunb and first forger against his own neck to indicate the

size and location. "I remenber another case with the sane kind of mark, also
with a broken neck. It's been within the [ast couple of years."
Serruto pursed his lips for a mnute, then shook his head. "I'mafraid

don't remenber anything |like that. Keep thinking. Maybe you'll renmenber nore."
He went back into his office.

Garreth | ooked around the room Evelyn Kolb and Art Schnei der worked at
their desks. He asked themif they remenbered the case.

Kol b punped the top of the thernos she brought to work every day, filling
her cup with steamng tea. "Not me. Art?"

He shook his head. "Doesn't ring any bells."

Nor did it for anyone else in the squad room Garreth sighed. Damm. If only
he coul d remenber sonething nore. If only he could renmenber who worked the
case.

Loud footsteps brought his attention around to the door. Earl Faye and Dean
Centrello stormed in. He raised his brows. "You two didn't weck another car

did you?"
Faye flung hinself into his chair. Centrello snarled, "You know the
| sennmei er thing? Turkey tried to cut up his girlfriend? Wll, we have

everything set to arrest the dude, statements fromthe nei ghbors and a warrant
in the works. Then the lady says it's off. She refuses to press charges. Seemns
he asked her to many him"

"Save the warrant," Schneider said. "You can use it next tine."

"Lord, 1'd hate to see this fox chopped up," Faye said. He rolled his eyes.
"Everything she wears is either transparent or painted on. The first tine we
went to see her-"

Kol b cocked a brow at Garreth. "Cones a pause in the day's occupation that
is known as the fairy-tale hour."

Faye frowned but continued talking. Garreth listened with anusenent. Faye
was wal ki ng proof that the art of storytelling had survived the age of
electronic entertainnent. If short on anecdotes, he waxed el oquent on wonen or
sports, or described crime scenes in graphic detail

That thought nudged sonething in Garreth's head. He suspended all other
t hought, hunting for the source of the nudge. But the tel ephone shattered his
concentration. The feeling of being close to sonething faded.

Wth a sigh, Garreth reached for the receiver. "Homcide, M kaelian."

"This is the coroner's office, Inspector. W're starting the autopsy on
your floater."

Garreth gathered a handful of wi ntergreen candy to eat on the way over to
the wing where the coroner's office was | ocated. He knew he would not fee
like eating later.



Not every roomin the norgue echoed, Garreth reflected. The autopsy room
with its row of troughlike steel tables did not. It always sounded horribly
quiet . . . no footsteps or casual chatter, only the droning voices of the
pat hol ogi sts dictating their findings into the m crophones dangling fromthe
ceiling and the whisper of running water washing down the tables, carrying
away the bl ood.

The Oriental doctor had al ready opened the abdoni nal cavity and renpved the
vi scera when Garreth canme in and stood at the head of the table, hands buried
in his suit coat pockets. She nodded a greeting at him never breaking her
nonol ogue.

The water ran clear this tine, Garreth noticed. Even that in the sink at
the foot of the table, usually rosy fromthe organs floating in it awaiting
sectioning, sat colorless. The doctor exam ned the organs one at a tine,
slicing themlike | oaves of bread with quick, sure strokes of her knife and
peering at each section . . . and tossing some slices into specinen
contai ners. She opened the trachea its full length and sni pped apart the heart
to check each of its chanbers and val ves. As Garreth watched, a crease
appear ed between her eyes. She noved back to the enpty gray shell that had
been a man and went over the skin surface carefully, even rolling the body on
its side to peer at the back. She explored the edges of the neck wound.

The neck had another mark, too, Garreth noticed, one that had been hidden
before by the dead man's shirt. Athin red Iine ran around, biting deep on the
sides. Amark froma chain ripped off?

"Troubl e?" he asked.

She | ooked up. "Exsanguination-bl ood | oss-is indeed the cause of death.
However "

Garreth waited expectantly.

"It did not result fromthe throat wound. That was inflicted after death.
So was the broken neck. The cord is conpletely severed but there's no
henorrhage into it."

Déja vu struck again. Death by bl eeding, wounds and a broken neck inflicted
after death. Now he knew he had know edge of a previous crime with sinilar
circunmstances. Garreth bit his lip, straining to remenber the previous case.

"He didn't bleed to death internally and | can't find any exterior wound to
account for-"

There had been sonething el se strange about that bruise on the other man.
Now, what had it been? "What about the bruise?" he interrupted.

" for a blood | oss of that magnitude,"” the doctor went on with a frown
at Garreth, "unless we assune that the punctures in the jugular vein were nade
by needl es and the bl ood drai ned that way."

That was the other thing about the bruise!

"Two punctures, right? An inch or so apart, in the mddle of the bruise?"

She regarded himgravely. "I could have used your crystal ball before
began, Inspector. It would have saved ne a great deal of work."

Garreth snmiled. Inside, however, he swore. He renenbered that nuch, those
facts, but still nothing that could help himlocate the case in the files, not
a victimor detective's nane.

The remai nder of the autopsy proceeded uneventfully. Lack of water in the
| ungs established that the victimhad been dead before entering the water. The
skul Il and brain showed no signs of bruises or henorrhage to indicate that he
m ght have been struck and knocked unconsci ous. The stomach contai ned no food,
only liquid.

"Looks like he died sone time after his last neal. We'll anal yze the
liquid," the doctor said.

Garreth bet it would prove al coholic.

VWen the body was on its way back to its | ocker, Garreth prepared to | eave.
He had mi ssed | unch but had no appetite. Perhaps he should just go on to the
hotel. At |east the fog had burned off, leaving a bright, clear day.

Before | eaving the norgue, he called up to the office. Kolb answered. "Is



there a message fromthe Denver P.D. with descriptions of sone nen's jewelry?"
he asked her.
She went to | ook and cane back on the line in a mnute. "No, but there's a

nmessage to call-dam, | w sh Faye would learn to wite legibly. I think the
nane is Ellen or Elvis Hague or Hugie. | can't read the nunber at all."
"Never mind. | think I know" Ms. Elvira Hogue was one of the witnesses to

the Mssion Street |iquor store shooting. He | ooked up the number in his
not ebook and dialed it. "Ms. Hogue? This is Inspector M kaelian. You wanted
totalk to me?"

"Yes." Her thin, old-wonan's voice cane back over the wire. "I saw the boy
who did it, and | |earned his name."

Garreth whooped silently. Once in a while the breaks cane their way! "What
isit?"

"You renenber | told you I've seen himin the nei ghborhood before? Well, he
was here this norning again, bold as brass, talking to that Hanbright girl up
the street. | wal ked very close to themand | heard her call himWnk."

"Ms. Hogue, you're a wonderful |ady. Thank you very nuch."

"You just catch that shtunk. M. Chnel ka was a nice gentleman."

Garreth headed for R and |I-records and identification-to check the nane
W nk through the noniker file. They cane up with a make, one Leroy Martin
Luther O Hare, called Wnk, as in "quick as a," for the way he snatched purses
in his juvenile delinquency days by sweeping past victinms on a skateboard.
Purse snat ching had been only one of his offenses. Wnk added burglary and
auto theft to his yell ow sheet as he approached | egal adulthood, though he had
not been convicted of either charge.

Wth Wnk's photograph tucked among half a dozen others of young bl ack
mal es, he drove to Ms. Hogue's house.

She quickly picked out Wnk. "That's him that's the one | saw this norning
and the one | saw comi ng out of the liquor store after | heard the shooting."

Garreth called Serruto.

"We'|| get a warrant for him" the |lieutenant said.

Garreth visited Wnk's nother and the Hanmbright girl, first name Rosella.
He al so tal ked to the nei ghbors of both. No one, of course, offered any help.
Garreth gained the inpression that even Wnk's nother hardly knew t he person
Garreth asked about. The nei ghbors deni ed any know edge of conings and goi ngs
fromMs. OHare's or Mss Hanbright's apartnent.

"Hey, man, | gots enough to do chasin' rats over here w thout wachin'
someone el se over there," they said, or else: "You wong about Wnk. He no
good, but he no hol dup nan. He never owned no gun."

Garreth dropped word of wanting Wnk into a few receptive ears whose owners
knew he coul d promi se sone reward for turning the fugitive, then he headed for
the Jack Tar. He would see Serruto about staking out the nother's and
girlfriend s apartnments. For now, he had better check in with Harry before his
partner put out an APB on him

"So we both came up enpty today,"
squad room

"Except for identifying our liquor store gunman and the odd results of the
aut opsy. "

"I'"d just as soon do wi thout the autopsy." Harry grimced. "Wio needs a
bl ed- out corpse who died before his throat was cut?"

Garreth had arrived at the hotel just intime to follow Harry back to
Bryant Street.

"The meetings are breaking up for the day," Harry had said. "Everyone will
be going out to play. We'll start in on themagain tonorrow, and this tine you
can join the fun."

Harry said, hanging up his coat in the



In the squad room Garreth rolled a report forminto his typewiter. "D d
m ss anything interesting at the hotel ?"

"Just Susan Pegans fainting dead away when we told her about Mssman. No
one | talked to, conventioneers or other exhibitors around Kitco's booth, saw
hi m | ast night or knew where he was going."

Garreth began his report. "Did you go through Mossman's roon®?"

"Ri ght away. There was about what you'd expect . . . a couple of changes of
clothes and a briefcase full of conpany propaganda. A return plane ticket to
Denver. He traveled light in the city; there's a false bottomin his shaving
kit where | found his credit cards, extra cash and traveler's checks, and
personal keys. No billfold, so he nust have had that on hi mwhen he was
killed. He made two calls, one Monday and one |l ast night, both a little after
seven in the evening and both to his hone phone in Denver."

"Tormorrow why don't | check with the cab conpanies to see if one of them
took a fare of Mossman's description anywhere | ast night?"

"Do that."

Garreth remenbered then that he needed to talk to the lieutenant. He
knocked on Serruto's door. "May | see you?"

"If it's about the warrant on O Hare, we have it. There's an APB out on
him too."

"I"'d like to stake out his mother's and girlfriend s apartnents. He's bound
to get in touch with one or the other."

Serruto | eaned back in his chair. "Wiy don't we see if the APB and your
street contacts can turn himfirst? Two stakeouts use a lot of men." He did
not say it, but Garreth heard, nonethel ess: W can't spend that nuch nanpower
on one small-time crook

Garreth nodded, sighing inwardly. Al are not equal in the eyes of the |aw.
"Yes, sir." And he went back to his typewiter.

An hour |ater he and Harry checked out for the night.

Garreth always |iked going honme with Harry. The house had the sane
at nosphere Marti had given their apartnment, a sense of sanctuary. The job
ended at the door. Inside, he and Harry becane ordinary men. Where Marti had
urged himto talk, however, Lien bled away tensions wth diversion and
serenity. A judicious scattering of Oiental objects anong the house's
contenporary furnishings reflected the culture of her Tai wanese chil dhood and
Harry's Japanese grandparents. The paintings on the walls, nostly Lien's and
i ncl udi ng exanpl es of her commercial artwork, reflected Oriental tradition and
noods.

Lien stared at themin disbelief. "Hone before dark? How did you do it?"

Harry |l owered his voice to a conspiratorial tone. "W went over the wall.

I f soneone calls, you haven't seen us." He kissed her with a great show of
passion. "What's for supper? |I'm starved."

"Not lately." She patted his stomach fondly. "Both of you sit down; [|'l]
bring tea."

Strong and well laced with rum. . . an exanple of what Garreth considered
a happy bl end of West and East. Between sips of tea, he pulled off his shoes
and tie. One by one his nerves | oosened. These days, he reflected, Harry's
house felt nore |ike home than his own apartnent did.

During di nner Lien nmonopolized the conversation, heading off any threat of
shop talk with anecdotes from her own day. She brushed by the frustrations of
finishing drawi ngs for a fashion spread in the Sunday paper to tal k about the
art appreciation classes she taught at various grade schools in the
afternoons. Garreth |listened, benused. Her kids carne froma different world
than the one he saw everyday. They never took drugs or shoplifted. They were
wel |l fed and well dressed, bright-eyed with prom se. Sometines he wondered if



she deliberately told only cheerful stories, but he never objected; he |iked
heari ng about a pleasant world popul ated by happy, friendly people.

Not that he regretted becom ng a cop, but sonetines he wondered what he
woul d be doi ng now, what kind of world he would live in, if he had finished
college . . . if he had been good enough to win a football scholarship |ike
his ol der brother Shane, if he and Judith had not married so young, if she had
not gotten pregnant his sophonore year and had to stop working, |eaving them
with no noney to continue school

O woul d things have been any different? He had al ways worshi pped his
father and wanted to be just like him He | oved going down to the station and
wat chi ng the parade of people and officers. Wile Shane had been starring in
backyard scrinmages and Little League football, Garreth played cops and
robbers. Police work had seemed a natural choice when he had to go to work.

After dinner, helping Lien with the dishes, he asked, "Do you believe
people really have free choice, or are they pushed in inevitable directions by
soci al conditioni ng?"

She smled at him "O course they have choices. Background may linit or
i nfluence, but the choices are still there.”

He considered that. "Consulting | Ching isn't a contradiction of that?"

"Certainly not. If anything, the sage supports the idea that people have
control over their futures. He nerely advises of the possibilities."

She | ooked up in concern. "What's the matter? Are the dreadful broody
what-if's chewi ng at you?"

He smiled at her understanding. "Sort of."

O maybe what really chewed was the thought that tonight one man no | onger
had any choices at all. Soneone el se had taken them away from him

The body in the bay with its peculiar bruise haunted him lurking in the
back of his mnd the rest of the evening, even through the excitenment of
watching the Gants win a 1-0 squeaker. He stared at the TV screen with Harry
and asked hinself who would stick two needles into sonmeone's jugular and drain
out all his blood. Wiwy? It seemed too bizarre to be real. And why did his
menory refuse to give up the information he wanted on that other case like it?

Garreth had no particular desire to go home to his enpty apartnment, so
after leaving Harry and Lien, he headed his car-a bright Prussian red Datsun
ZX he and Marti had given each other on their |ast anniversary-back to Bryant
Street. He sat in the near-enpty squad room doodling on a blank sheet of paper
and letting his mnd wander. Bruise . . . punctures . . . blood | oss. He
recal | ed a photograph of a man in a bathtub, armtrailing down over the side
to the floor. A voice said, "Homicide isn't |ike Burglary, Mkaelian. This is
the kind of thing you'll be dealing with now "

He sat bolt upright. Earl Faye's voice! It had been Faye and Centrello's
case. Faye had told Garreth-new to the section, unpartnered as yet, and stuck
wi th paperwork-all about it in elaborate, gory detail.

Garreth scranbled for the file drawers. Everything canme back to hi m now.
The date was |ate October |ast year, just about Hall oween, one of the factors
whi ch had fascinated Faye, he renenbered.

"Maybe it was a cult of sone kind. They needed the blood for their
rituals.”

Met hodi cal ly, Garreth searched. The file should still be here. The case
remai ned open, unsolved. And there it was . . . in a bottomdrawer, of course,
clear at the back

Seated cross-legged on the floor, Garreth opened the file. Ceveland Mrris
Adair, an Atlanta busi nessman, had been found dead, wists slashed, in the
bat htub of his suite at the Mark Hopkins on Cctober 29, 1982. The death seened
like suicide until the autopsy reveal ed two puncture wounds in the mddle of a
brui se on the neck, and al though Adair had bled to death, his wists had been
sl ashed postnortem by sonmeone applying a great deal of pressure. That someone
had al so broken Adair's neck. Stomach contents showed a hi gh concentration of
al cohol . The red coloring of the bathwater proved to be nothing nore than
grenadine fromthe bar in his suite.



Statements from cabdrivers and hotel personnel established that Adair had
left the hotel alone on the evening of Cctober 28 and gone to North Beach. He
had returned at 2:15 A M, again alone. A maid coming in to clean Sunday
nmorni ng found his body.

Hotel staff in the | obby remenbered nost of the people entering the hotel
around the time Adair had. By the tine registered and known persons were
sorted out, only three possible suspects remai ned, and two of them were
eventual ly traced and ruled out. That left the third, who came through the
| obby just five minutes after Adair. A bellboy described her in detail: about
twenty, five ten, good figure, dark red hair, green eyes, wearing a green
dress plunging to the waistline in front and slit to the hip on the side,
carrying a |l arge shoul der bag. The bell boy had seen her on occasion before,
but never alone. She usually came in with a man . . . not hooking, the bell boy
t hought, just a very easy |lady. He did not know her nane.

VWhat interested Faye and Centrell o about her was that no one saw her | eave.
Their efforts to |locate her failed, however.

Nor did they find any wild-eyed crazies who might have made Adair their
sacrifice in sone kinky ritual

The Crime Lab turned up no useful physical evidence, and robbery was
apparently no notive; Adair's val uabl es had not been touched.

Garreth reread the autopsy report several times. Wunds inflicted by
someone applying a great deal of pressure. Sonmeone stronger than usual ? The
deaths had striking simlarities and differences, but a crawing down his
spine told himthat his gut reaction believed nore in the sinmlarities than in
the differences. Two out-of-towners staying at nice hotels whose bl ood had
been drai ned through needles in their jugulars, then the bodies doctored to
make it seemthat they had bled other ways. It had a ritual sound about it. No
wonder Faye and Centrello had hunted cultists.

After a jaw cracking yawn, Garreth glanced down at his watch and was
shocked to find it alnost three o' clock. At |east he would not notice the
enptiness of the apartment now. He would be |lucky to reach the bedroom before
he col | apsed.

Every eye in the squad roomturned on Garreth as he tried to sneak in. From
the mddle of the neeting, Serruto said, "Nice of you to join us this norning,
I nspector."

Garreth tossed his trench coat onto his chair. "Sorry I'mlate. A potenti al
wi tness wouldn't stop tal king. Have | m ssed nmuch?"

"The overni ght action. Takananda can fill you in later. Now we're up to
daily reports. Let's start with your cases. You've identified the M ssion
Street hol dup man. Any word on himyet?"

"On ny way in this norning | rattled sone cages close to him" Garreth
said. "We'll see what that produces."

"So we're just waiting to collar him right? How about the floater?"

Garreth let Harry answer while he tried not to yawn. Despite the hour he
had fallen into bed, sunrise woke himas usual

"I've been awake since six," he conplained to Harry after the meeting broke
up. "So I went to work. After | rattled cages, | went by China Basin and
tal ked to people there. So far no one seens to have seen a body bei ng dunped
in the bay." He poured hinself a cup of coffee. Do your stuff, caffeine.
"Where are the | ab and autopsy reports you said we have back?"

Harry picked themup fromhis desk and tossed themat Garreth. In return,
Garreth handed Harry the Adair file. "I finally renenbered where | saw a
bruise |like Myssman's before. Take a | ook at this."

The I ab and autopsy reports told Garreth nothing new. No bl oodstains on the
cl othes, confirm ng that Mossman coul d not have had his throat cut on the



street. However, there had been soiling which anal yzed as a m xture of dirt,
resi due of asphalt and vul cani zed rubber, and nmotor oil. It would seem Mossnan
had gone to the bay in the trunk of a car. No surprise there.

The autopsy report nerely made official what Garreth had seen yesterday.
Anal ysi s of the stonmach contents found a hi gh percentage of al cohol, as he had
t hought there woul d be.

He gl anced at Harry, who sat staring at the Adair reports. "Wat do you
t hi nk?"

Harry | ooked up. "I think we'd better get with Faye and Centrello on this."
They nmade it a five-nman neeting in Serruto's office.
Wth both files in front of him Serruto said, "I can see definite

simlarities." He | ooked over at Harry and Garreth. "Do you want to poo
resources with Faye and Centrello on this?"
Harry said, "What | want to do is give Earl and Dean a chance to take over

this case if they want it. After all, the Adair thing was theirs."
Centrello grimaced. "I don't want it. You two play with the cult crazies
for awhile. I'll be glad to give you anything I know that isn't in the

reports, but if you solve it, the glory is all yours."

Faye | ooked |l ess certain, but he did not contradict his partner

Serruto frowned at the Adair file. "Are you thinking cults on the Myssman
thing, too, Harry?"

"I"'mcertainly going to check out the possibility."

"Don't get too tied into it; it didn't solve the Adair killing."

"Wrds of wisdom" Harry said as they left for the hotel

"You know, both men had al cohol in their stomachs, so they were drinking
not long before they died." Garreth pursed his lips. "I wonder if they drank
in the same place?"

Harry punched for the elevator. "Adair went to North Beach. Wen you visit
the cab compani es, check for North Beach destinations on those trip logs."

Garreth sighed. "You know every jack man of those conventioneers went to
ei ther North Beach or Chinatown that night."

Harry grinned and sl apped Garreth's shoulder. "You'll sort themout. That's
detective work, M k-san. Think about me, trying to find soneone who knows

where Mossman went. | can't believe he didn't nention sonething to sonmeone.”
A thought struck Garreth. He frowned at Harry. "You talked to quite a few
peopl e?"

"It seened |ike hundreds."

"And no one knew a thing. Maybe he didn't want people to know. He's a
married man and if he had sonething hot going . "

Harry pursed his lips. "Verneau said this was Mossman's first trip to San
Franci sco and he didn't nake any local calls fromhis room If he had a | ady,
she woul d have to be either a nenber of the convention or soneone he net
Monday. Susan Pegans fainted when we told her Mossman was dead, and that
wasn't even telling her how Skip the cab conmpanies for a bit and help nme at
the hotel. W'll start with our sal esworman."

10

Susan Pegans stared at the detectives with eyes flashing in outrage. "No!
Absolutely not! | didn't go anywhere with Gary. He's a very happily married
man. He calls his wife every evening when he's away from hone."

But Garreth heard the note of regret in her voice as she said it. He was
willing to bet she woul d have gone with Mbssman in a noment, given an
invitation.

"Alex Long and | had dinner in Chinatown with a couple of lowa contractors
and their wves. Ask Alex."

They woul d, but for the nmoment, Garreth continued to press her. "Had you
seen him spendi ng an unusual anount of tine with any single person here?"



"He spent tine with everyone. What does it take to make you understand that
Gary doesn't-" She broke off, eyes filling with tears. She wiped at themwth
t he handkerchi ef Garreth handed her. "Gary didn't play at conventions, not
ever. He worked. Why do you think he was sal es manager?"

"But you knew where he was goi ng Monday ni ght. Verneau said he told al
three of you," Harry said.

"Yes, so we would know who had been contacted and not duplicate efforts.™

"Yet you didn't think it strange when he said nothing to you about Tuesday

ni ght ?"

She shrugged, sighing. "I wondered, yes, but . . . | thought he'd tell us
Wednesday. |-" She broke off again, shaking her head.

"Pity unrequited love," Harry murrmured as they left her. "Well, do we take
her at her word or start questioning sonme of the other |adies? Youll have

noti ced how many really beautiful ones there are here.™

"Maybe we ought to think about guys, too," Garreth said. "That would be a
better reason for keeping it quiet.”

"You talk to beautiful young nen, then; 1'll stick to the |adies. Just find
soneone who went out with him"

Garreth found no one. He worked his way strai ght down the section of the
menbership list Harry gave himand heard negative answers in every interview
As far as Garreth could determine, Mdssman had said to hell with the
convention on Tuesday. Checking with Harry later, he found his partner having
no better |uck

"Maybe you ought to start on the cab conpanies,'
wor ki ng here. "

"Let me bounce one nore idea off you. You nentioned that he may have net
someone Monday evening. So let's talk to the people he was with on Monday. Do
you have their nanes?"

"Verneau gave themto nme." Harry checked off two names on the nmenbership
list. "You take this half of the group.™

Garreth made it easy on hinself. He rounded up both and tal ked to them at
the sane tine, hoping one might stinmulate menory in the other. "Were did you
go?" he asked them

M sters Upton and Suarez grinned at each other. "North Beach. That's sone
entertai nment up there"

"It offers alittle of sonething for everyone. Do you remenber the names of
t he cl ubs you visited?"

"Why do you want to know about Mnday?" Suarez asked. "Wasn't Gary Mossnman
robbed and killed on Tuesday night? That's what's going around."

"W need to know about people he met on Monday. Please, try to think. |
need the club nanes."

They | ooked at each other. "Big Al's," Suarez said.

Bet ween them Suarez and Upton named hal f a dozen of the better known
clubs. Garreth jotted the nanes down. "Any ot hers?"

"Ch, yeah. W nust have hit a dozen or nore. We'd just wal k down the street
and drop in, see a girl or two dance, and go on."

"Did you talk to anyone?"

Their eyes narrowed. "What do you nean?"

Garreth gave thema man-to-man smrk. "You were five guys out on the town
alone. Didn't you buy drinks for any girls?"

The contractors grinned. "Well, sure. W kind of collected four and took
them along with us."

Four. Garreth raised an eyebrow. Wio had not had one? "Did Mossman pay
special attention to any of then? Did he ask any of them back to the hotel ?"

"No. "

"Are you thinking he net someone Monday he mi ght have seen agai n Tuesday,
and that's who killed hinP" Suarez asked.

"We're checking all the possibilities. Can you give ne the nanmes of the
girls? | also need to know if he met anyone outside your group.”

"The girls only told us their first names, and Mossman didn't talk to

Harry said. "I'll keep



anyone except us and the girls,"” Upton said.

"Gve me the girls' names then and their descriptions.” Inwardly, Garreth
groaned. Track down four girls in North Beach by first name and description
Shit.

"Except the singer," Suarez said.

Garreth blinked, feeling he had m ssed a connecti on somewhere. "Except what
singer, M. Suarez?"

The contractor shrugged. "W were in this club-1 don't renenber the
nane- and Mossman coul dn't do anything except stare at the singer. She kept
| ooking at him too, giving himthe eye. | renenber he hung back a bit as we
left, and when | | ooked around, he was talking to her. It was just for a
m nute, though."”

"What did this singer |ook Iike?"

Suarez grinned. "Spectacular. Tall, and | nean really tall, man. Her | egs
went on forever. She was built, too."

Sonething like an electric shock trailed up Garreth's spine, raising every
hair on his body. He stared at Suarez, hardly breathing. "Do you think she was
five ten?"

"O taller. She had on these boots, see, and-"

"What col or was her hair?"

"Red. Not that bright color but darker, |ike nahogany."

Harry was dubious. "He had a few words with a red-haired singer Mnday
ni ght. What makes you think he went back to do nore on Tuesday?"

"A hunch. "

Certainly he could think of no other reason. No real evidence connected
Mossman to this woman any nore than evidence connected Adair to that other
redhead. Only the simlarity in height and col oring suggested that the two

worren might be the sanme. Still . . . two nysterious deaths and two nenorabl e
redheads. He had a feeling about it.
"My Grandma Doyl e gets what she calls Feelings . . . that's with a capita

F. She's Auld Sod stock, full of blarney and superstition, but-well, that
Green Bay-LA gane that wi ped out ny brother's knee, we were all watching the
TV and at half-time she went to her room She said she didn't want to watch
Shane get zapped. And sure enough, in the niddle of the third quarter
scratch one knee and one Rans end."

"Coi nci dence?" Harry suggest ed.

"Except that's just one instance. My grandnother's Feelings are fanobus in
our famly. On the other hand, nmaybe my hunch is nonsense, but crazies come in
all shapes and sizes so we'd better check the redhead out."

Harry nodded. "That reason I'll go along with. But let's eat first; |'m
starved. "

So was Garreth. Lunchtine had | ong passed. "How about Huong' s?"

Huong' s, though a hole-in-the-wall greasy chopsticks eatery up a side
street off Grant Avenue, served some of the best fried rice and egg rolls in
San Franci sco. For love of them Garreth had |earned to ignore the greasy
snoke that seeped out of the kitchen and covered the walls and Chi nese signs
on themwi th a uniformcoat of dingy gray, and to beg silverware from
wai t resses who understood little English and barely nore of Harry's and his
fractured Chinese.

Harry considered. "It'd be too rmuch trouble to drive over there when we
have to cone back here again. How about settling for less this tinme?"

Wth stomach longing for fried rice, Garreth settled for a club sandwi ch in
the hotel coffee shop.

"One thing," Harry said while they ate. "Whether the redhead is in it or
not, we need to know where Mdssman went."



“I"1l get on the cab comnpanies."

He called themfromthe assistant nmanager's office. To be on the safe side,
he expanded the tine limt and asked for single fares picked up at the hotel
between 7: 00 and 8:30 P.M Garreth expected to develop witer's cranp, but
while it appeared that fleets of cabs had picked up passengers Tuesday
evening, nost trips carried groups. Less than a dozen cabs made single-fare
trips in that time period.

He wote down the cab nunber, destination and cabdriver's nanme for each
trip. Then it became a matter of having drivers on duty stop by the hotel to
| ook at a picture of Mossman that the Kitco booth supplied himor calling on
them at home. "Was this man a passenger in your cab Tuesday ni ght?" He
particularly pressed the five whose destinations had been in North Beach
However, none could identify Mossnman.

"That doesn't mean | couldn't have taken him" one fenale cabbie said. "I
just don't renember him you know?"

Garreth met Harry back at the hotel. "Zero. Zp."

Harry | ooked at his watch. "Well, let's call it quits here, then."

Garreth seconded the notion and they headed back to Bryant Street.

VWile they typed up reports at the office, Harry said, "Wat do you say to

taking Lien out for a change? I'lIl call her, and you make reservations for
three somewhere."

Garreth shook his head. "Tonight you have her to yourself. I'mgoing to eat
at Huong's and fall into bed early."

"You sure?" Harry whipped his report out of the typewiter and signed it
after a fast proofreading.

"G home to your wife."

Harry waved on his way out.

Garreth kept typing. Sone tine |ater Evel yn Kol b came through. She said,
"There's a telex for you fromDenver. | think Art put it under sonething on
your desk."

"Under ?" He dug through the pile of papers on the desk, frowning. Under
for God's sake. It could have gone unseen for days.

The tel ex, when he found it, had the descriptions of the jewelry. He read
quickly. A man's gold Seiko digital watch wi th expansi on band and enough
functions to do everything but answer the tel ephone; a plain gold man's
weddi ng band, size 8, inscribed: B.A to GM 8-31-73.

"Ch, CGod," he sighed, feeling his chest tighten. "Today was their weddi ng
anni versary. \Wat a hell of a present.”

Kol b grinmaced in synpathy.

Garreth made hinself go on. A sterling silver pendant two inches |ong,
shaped in the outline of a fish with the G eek word for fish inside the

outline. "lIs that enough silver to bother stealing?' he asked.

Kol b punped tea out of her thernos. "If sone kind of cult killed your man,
they mght not Iike Christian synbols."

Garreth toyed with the telex. "It's alnost too bizarre." He wondered if it

was possible that instead of a cult, they were dealing with soneone who want ed
Mossman dead, but rmade it as weird as possible to confuse everyone. The tel ex
al so said the wife knew of no serious enenies her husband had, but of course
that woul d have to be checked out. For now, he typed up the jewelry
descriptions for a flier to distribute to the pawnshops, then finished his
reports.

"No nore. Bu yao," Garreth said to the waitress who extended the coffeepot
toward his hal f-enmpty cup.

He coul d not be sure he had the Chinese pronunciation right, but it cane
cl ose enough to convey his meaning. Wth a nod and a smile, the girl turned



away.

He drai ned the cup and stood, reaching for the check with one hand and into
his pocket for the tip with the other. He left the girl a generous one; she
had struggl ed hard to overcone the | anguage barrier between them At the cash
register he paid the withered little old woman al nost hi dden from sight by the
machi ne. "Delicious, as always, Ms. Huong."

She smled in return, bobbing her head. "Come back again, Inspector."

"Count on it."

Qut si de, he wal ked down the steep half block to G ant Avenue and stood on
the sidewal k there, surrounded by passing evening throngs of tourists and the
bri ght kal ei doscope of shop wi ndows and neon signs with their Chinese
pi ct ographs, contenplating alternatives to going hone. Perhaps he should turn
over a fewrocks in Wnk O Hare's nei ghborhood. This was about the tinme of
day the little vermin was nost likely to stick his head out of his hole. On
the other hand, just a few blocks up the hill, Gant Avenue intersected with
Col unbus Avenue and Broadway in the beginning of North Beach's bright-1ights
section, and somewhere anong the bars and clubs sang a tall red-haired wonman
who m ght or might not be involved in nurder

He stared up the hill, weighing the choices. Finding Wnk shoul d have
priority-he still had the gun he had presumably used to shoot the |iquor store
clerk-but evening in North Beach frankly appealed to Garreth far nore than the
despairing poverty of Wnk's turf. He had his sources keeping eyes and ears
open, and as long as he was on his own tinme anyway .

He turned uphill

Chi nat own gave way to blocks of glittering, garish signs proclaimng the
presence of countless clubs. Barkers paced the sidewal ks, calling to passershy
in a raucous chorus . . . beckoning, wheedling, |eering, each prom sing the
ultimate in exotic entertainment inside his club. Garreth absorbed it all,
col or and noi se, as he threaded his way through the crowd, but also kept alert
for unnecessary bunps against himand fingers in his pockets. He spotted sone
famliar faces . . . about the tine they recognized him too, and swiftly
faded into the crowd.

He hail ed a barker he had net on previous occasions. "How s business,

Sanmy ?"

"Al'l over legal age, Inspector,” Sammy replied quickly. "Come on in and see
the show, folks! Al live action with the npbst gorgeous girls in San
Franci sco! "

"Any redheads, Sammy?"

Sanmy eyed him "Sure. Anything you want."

"Maybe a very tall redhead, say five ten, with green eyes?"

The barker's eyes narrowed. "This redhead got a nane? Hey, mister!" he
called to a passing couple. "Your timng is perfect. The show is about to
start. Bring the little lady in and warm up together. \Wat do you want her
for, M kaelian?"

"A date, Samy. What el se? Wio do you know with that description? She sings
in the area.”

Sammy | aughed. "Are you kiddi ng? W' ve got nore showgirl redheads than the
stores have Barbie dolls. Come on in and see the show, folks! Real adult
entertainment, live on our stage! Qur girls have curves in places nost girls
don't have places, and they'll show you every one!"

"I need nanes, Samy," Garreth said patiently.

Sammy si ghed, not patiently. "Names. Who knows names? Try the Cul -de-Sac
across the street. There's a red-haired singer | seen there. And maybe in the
Pussywi |l ow, too. Now, will you nove on, man? You're spoiling ny rhythm"

Ginning, Garreth noved across the street into the Cul -de-Sac. Yes, a
barmai d said when he ordered a rum and Coke, they had a redhaired singer. She
cane on after the dancer

He sat down at the bar, which ran around the edge of the stage. A blonde
dragged an enornous cushion out onto the stage and proceeded to withe nearly
naked on it in simulated ecstasy. In the midst of her throes, she rolled over,



saw Garreth watching her with amusenment, and said in a bored nmonotone, "Hi
honey. And what's your day been |ike?"

"About |ike yours, unfortunately, hours wasted grinding away at thin air,"
he repli ed.

A fleeting grin crossed the blonde's face.

The singer appeared presently. Garreth left. The redhead' s hair col or was
bottl e-bred brass and she | ooked ol d enough to have sung on the Barbary Coast
itself.

He tal ked to barkers on down the street, collecting a notebook full of
possibilities, but in checking themout, he found wormen with the wong col or
of red, wong height, and wong age. In two hours he checked over a dozen
clubs with no success and stood on the sidewal k outside of the last with an
ache working its way up fromhis feet. He | ooked around, seeking inspiration

"Hi, baby. Al al one?" a husky voice asked behind him

Garreth turned. A wonman in her thirties with elaborately curled dark hair
arched a plucked, painted eyebrow at him "H, Velvet," he said. Her rea
nane, he knew from busti ng her when he worked Vice, was Cat herine Bukato, but
on the street and with the johns, she always went by Velvet. "How s your

daught er ?"
Vel vet smiled. "Al nost twelve and nore beautiful every day. My nother sends
me pictures of her regularly. | may even go home to see her this winter. You

up here working or playing tonight?"
"“I''"'mlooking for a woman."
Vel vet hitched the shoul der strap of her handbag hi gher. "You're playing ny

song, baby."
"The wonman | want is red-haired, young, and very tall. Taller than | am
She sings sonewhere around here. Wuld you happen to know anyone |ike that?"
Vel vet's eyes narrowed shrewdly. "I tell you what. My feet are killing ne.
Why don't you play like a john who has to work up his courage? Buy ne a drink
where | can sit down for a while and I'Il think onit."

Garreth smled. "Pick somewhere."

She chose the nearest bar and they found seats in a rear booth. She
ordered, then kicked off her shoes and stretched her |egs out, propping her
feet up on the seat on the far side of the booth. She cl osed her eyes. "That's
what | needed. You know, for a cop, you're al most human, M kaelian."

"Every Thursday night." In the right quarters, inexpensive kindness could
reap val uabl e benefits. Velvet's sharp eyes and ears mssed little on the
street.

A fact she knew he knew. Opening her eyes, she said, "So let me pay for the
drink. Who's this woman you're | ooking for?"

Garreth gave her a detailed description

Velvet's drink cane. She sipped it slowy. "Tall? A singer? Yeah, |'ve seen
sonmeone like that. | can't renmenber where, though. What did she rip off?"

“I'"'min Honmicide now, not Burglary. | just want to talk to her."

Vel vet's drawn brows rose again, skeptical. "Oh, sure."

"I'f you have a chance, will you ask around? Its inportant that | find her."

Vel vet eyed hima nonent, but then nodded. "How can | refuse soneone who
al ways asks about ny kid? You have a kid, M kaelian?"

"An ei ght-year-old boy named Brian."

For the remainder of the tinme it took her to finish her drink, they talked
children and exchanged the pictures they carried. As Garreth handed back
Vel vet's snapshot of her daughter, the prostitute started to |augh.

"What's funny?" Garreth asked.

Her teeth gleamed in the dimess of the bar. "Wat a pair we are, a cop and
a hooker, sitting in a bar tal king about our kids." She drained her gl ass,
si ghed, and fished around under the table for her shoes. "Well, time to go
back to work. Thanks for the coffee break."

They headed for the door.

"I hope this won't make trouble for you with Richie, getting nothing for
the tine," Garreth said.



She | ooked up at him "Look, if it isn't too nuch trouble, maybe you could
give me a little sonmething, a kind of advance on information |I'm going to give
you? It'lIl help with Richie."

He dug into his pocket for his billfold and came up with two tens. "One for
Richie Soliere and one for you to buy sonething for your daughter, all right?"

She folded away the bills with a smle. "Thanks a lot." Then she tossed her
head and dropped back into her husky "professional" voice. "Good night, baby."

He wat ched her wal k off into the crowd, then counted what renmained in his
billfold. The inpul sive generosity had nearly cleaned himout. It would nake
the rest of the swing through North Beach a dry trip. He hoped Vel vet gave him
a good return on his investnent.

Rob Cohen raised a brow at Garreth. "That's the third tine you' ve yawned in
the last five mnutes. You single guys sure lead a fast life."

Harry regarded Garreth sharply, however. "You worked all night after all?"

Garreth shrugged. "I couldn't sleep." He gave Harry a recap of the North
Beach canvas. "It was a waste of good shoe |eather, though; | didn't find
her."

"Maybe you're lucky. Your hexagramthis norning was numnber forty-four
Comng to Meet. 'The mmiden is powerful. One should not marry such a maiden.'"
A sudden chill raised the hair down Garreth's spine. He wondered at it. |
Chi ng' s propheci es usually neither disturbed nor encouraged him He thought of

Grandma Doyl e's Feelings. However, he made hinself slap Harry's shoul der.
"Don't worry, Taka-san. | have no intention of marrying any nmaiden in the near
future.”

Too late he realized that the flip response had been wong. Harry's al nond
eyes went grave. "You know the text isn't to be taken literally. Wat's the
mat t er ?"

The chill bit deep into Garreth's gut. "Nothing." Alie? He could not be
sure. H's chest felt so tight he had trouble breathing. "Guess |I'mjust
superstitious enough not to |ike having that caution turn up when |I'm hunting
a wonan." He hurriedly changed the subject. "Here's the flier on Mbssman's
wat ch, ring, and pendant that's going out to the pawnshops."

Harry read it over. "Good."

The tightness and chill eased in Garreth. "What do you want to do this
nor ni ng?"

"I think one of us ought to get started checking out cults and the other
take China Basin. Shall we flip for it? Loser takes the cults."

Garreth chose tails. The quarter came up heads. Harry grinned as he |eft
for China Basin.

Garreth sat down with the Adair file and read through the reports to see
whi ch groups Faye and Centrello had investigated. On the half dozen he found
reports on, only one had a formal name, Holy Church of Asnmpbdeus. The others
were |listed by | eaders' names. The groups varied in size, organization, and
obj ect of worship. Some seened to be satanists or devil worshipers. Qhers
appeared to be variations of witchcraft and voodoo. One group clained to be
neo-druids. All, however, had been runored to use blood in their cerenonies. A
few adm tted it, but insisted it was either aninmal blood or small anounts from
menbers, voluntarily given. Analysis of blood sanples on altars and
instruments confirned that nost was ani mal bl ood. One of the few human sanpl es
proved to be A positive like Adair's, but investigation of the group failed to
establ i sh opportunity for any of the menbers and, further, nore detailed
anal ysis of the bl ood sanple found enough differences in mnor factors to rule
out the possibility of the blood being Adair's.

Neverthel ess, Garreth turned all the names in to Rand | for a check of
current activities, then called Sergeant Dennis Kovar in Fraud.



"Denny, what conplaints have you had in the past year about oddball church
and cult groups?"

Kovar | aughed. "How rmuch time do you have to listen? | don't need to lift
wei ghts after picking up the current file a fewtinmes a day. Parents and
nei ghbors are all out for the blood of these groups.™

"\What about the groups? Do you have any word that any of them are using
bl ood?"

Sil ence canme over the line for a noment before Kovar answered. "Wat are
you | ooking for?" He listened silently to Garreth's reply, then said, "I don't
have many conpl ai nts about those groups. They aren't asking for nonetary
donations. They keep a low profile so they won't be noticed. But you m ght
talk to Angelo Chiarelli. He's undercover full-tine and officially attached to
Narco, but he's fed information to me on sonme of these fraudul ent church
groups and contacted a few kids in the cults for Mssing Persons. Maybe he can
hel p you."

A call to Narcotics produced a prom se to pass on Garreth's request. "You
understand we can't just go calling on himevery day, and he's too busy doi ng
his own job to run errands for other sections.”

Garreth sighed. "He doesn't have to work on nmy case. | just want any
possi bl e informati on on bl ood-using cults that he may know about."

"We'| | get back to you."

He even called the Hunane Soci ety about conplaints of people killing and
mutilating animals and went out to buy underground papers. Wen Harry cane
back to the office around two, they exchanged notes over coffee and doughnuts.

Harry's interviews in China Basin produced nothing for them The
underground cl assifieds had some cult ads, but no direct route of contacting
t he groups.

"We'l | have to get some scrawny kid straight out of the Acadeny, who can
get past their security," Garreth said. "The ASPCA has some conpl aints of
animal nutilation we nmight follow up on, too."

"What about Chiarelli?"

"Still no word back from Narco yet. Here's everything R and | has currently
on the cults Faye and Centrello investigated."

And what, Garreth wondered, |eaning back in his chair with a sigh, did it
mean until they knew where Mossman had been? Until they knew, they had no way
of establishing opportunity for the cults. Checking novements was treadml|
wor k.

Still, it needed to be done, and over the next four days they visited the
cult groups Faye and Centrello listed, then those with ads that their rookie
contacted for them They visited people who had reported animal mutilations to
t he Humane Society. Garreth did not |ike nost of the cultists he net-sone he
detested on sight-but he found them very educational: women who sinultaneously
attracted and chilled him people who he woul d have taken for dull busi nessnmen
on the street, and sone, too, who | ooked |ike escapees from Hol |l ywood horror
nmovi es. No group, though, had a very tall red-haired femal e menber.

None of Mdssman's jewelry appeared in the pawnshops.

At the same tinme, they hunted up the four girls who had joi ned Mossnan's
group on that Monday night-and cleared all four of any Tuesday ni ght
i nvol venment with Mdssman-and kept prodding their contacts for Wnk O Hare's
hidi ng place. Garreth spent his evenings in North Beach on a systematic search
for the singer. On Tuesday, Septenber 6, one week after Gerald Myssman died,
Garreth found her.

4

Calling the singer tall seemed an understatenent. In boots with four-inch
heels, to go with the satin jeans, shirt, and Stetson of her urban cowgirl
outfit, the redhead towered over the patrons of the Barbary Now as she wal ked



between the tables singing a sentinental Kenny Rogers song. The red hair,

bl ack i n shadow, burning with dark fire where the light struck it, hung down
her back to her waist and franed a striking, square-jawed face. Watching the
long | egs carry her between the tables, Garreth renenbered the description the
bel | boy had given of the woman in the Mark Hopkins | obby. She had to be the
same woman. Surely there could not be two like this in San Franci sco. He woul d
slip something extra to Velvet, above the usual, to thank her for finding this
worran.

The hooker had called the office that afternoon. He and Harry had been out,
but she left a nmessage: If you're still looking for that redhead, try the
Barbary Now after 8:00 tonight.

So here he and Harry were, and here was a redhead.

"Nice," Harry said.

Garreth agreed. Very nice. He beckoned to a barmaid. "Rum and Coke for ne,
a vodka collins for ny friend, and what's the name of the singer?"

"Lane Barber."

Garreth watched her. He did not blame Mssnman for having stared at her
Most of the present male eyes in the roomremained riveted on her throughout
the song. Garreth managed to take his own off just |ong enough to see that.

The barmaid brought their drinks. Garreth tore a page out of his notebook
and wote on it. "Wen the set finishes, will you give this to Mss Barber?
I'd like to buy her a drink."

"I"ll give it to her, but 1'd better warn you, she has a long line waiting
for the same honor."

"I'n that case"-Harry took out one of his cards-"give her this instead."

The girl held the card down where the light of the candle on the table fel
on it. "Cops! If you're on duty, what are you doi ng drinking?"

"W're blending with the scenery. Gve her the card, please."

Three songs later, the set ended. Lane Barber disappeared through the
curtai ns behind the Piano. She reappeared five nmnutes later in a strapless,
slit-skirted dress that wapped around her and stayed on by the grace of God
and two buttons. She made her way through the tables, snmling but shaking her
head at various nen, until she reached Garreth and Harry.

She held out the card. "Is this official or an attention-getting device?"

"Official, I'mafraid," Harry said.

"In that case, I'll sit down." Garreth felt her |egs rub agai nst his under
the small table as she pulled up a chair. She sniled at Harry. "Konnichi wa,
Sergeant Takananda. |'ve always enjoyed nmy visits to Japan. It's a beautiful
country."

"So | hear. |'ve never been there."

"That's a pity." She turned toward Garreth. "And you are-?"

"I nspector Garreth M kaelian."

She | aughed. "A genuine Irish policeman. How delightful."

She was not really beautiful, Garreth realized with surprise, studying her
as well as he could in the flickering candlelight, but she nmoved and tal ked
and dressed to seemthat way, and sonething radiated from her, somnething
alnost irresistible in its magnetism She | ooked no nore than twenty or
t went y- one.

"Now, what is this unfortunately official visit about?" she asked. "It
can't be a traffic ticket; | haven't driven anywhere in weeks."

"Were you working | ast week?" Harry asked.

She nodded. Oddly, the flanme of the candle reflected red in her eyes.
Garreth had never seen that in humans before. He watched her, fascinated.

"Do you renenber speaking to a nman on Monday who was in his thirties, your
hei ght when you're barefoot, and wearing a red coat with black vel vet |apels
and collar? He was with four other nmen, all older than him"

She shook her head ruefully. "I must have tal ked to over a dozen different
men that night, Sergeant. | do every night. | like men. I'mafraid | can't
recall any particular one."

"Maybe this will help." Garreth showed her the picture of Mssman.



She tilted it to the flickering Iight of the candle and studied it gravely.
"Now | renmenber him We didn't really talk, though. I flirted with himwhile
sang because he was nice-looking, and as he left, he came over to say how much
he liked ny singing." She paused. "You're fromHomicide. Is he a suspect or a
victin?"

The I ady was cool and fast on the uptake, Garreth reflected. "A victim" he
sai d. "Soneone cut his throat Tuesday night. Did he cone back here at any tine
on Tuesday?"

"Yes. He asked ne out, but | didn't go. | don't date married nen."

Harry said, "W need to know exactly what he said and did Tuesday. What
tinme did he conme in?"

"I don't really know. He was here when |I did nmy first set at eight. He
stayed all evening and we tal ked off and on, but not too nuch. | didn't want
to encourage him Finally |I told himl wasn't interested in going out with
him The bartender, Chris, can confirmthat we sat there at the end of the
bar. About twelve-thirty he left."

Garreth made notes by the Iight of the candle. "Was that the | ast you saw
of hi nP"

"Yes. Lots of men don't know how to take no for an answer, but he did."

"I suppose you have a fair nunmber of guys try to hustle you. Do you ever
t ake anyone up on the offer?"

She smled. "OF course, if the man interests ne. | don't pretend to be a
nun. \What business is it of yours?"

"Where do you usually go, your place or his?" Her eyes flared red in the
candl el i ght, but she replied evenly, "Yes."

Garreth dropped the subject, recognizing evaporating cooperation. There
woul d be tine enough later to question her about Adair, if need be. "I'm
sorry; that was irrelevant. 1'll need your name and address, though, in case
we want to talk to you again."

"Of course." She gave himthe address, an apartnent near Tel egraph Hill.

"Are you a permanent resident of the city?" Harry asked.

"I travel a good deal, but this is hone base, yes."

"Are you a native like Harry there, or an immgrant |ike nme?"

"Yes," she replied, and when their brows rose, she smled. "Wnen are nore
fascinating with a bit of mystique, don't you think? Leave ne mne until you
absol utely nmust have the information, can't you?" She gl anced at her watch.
"It's alnmost tine for the next set. Please excuse ne."

She rose and left, wal king gracefully toward the piano. Garreth | ooked
after her, sighing. He could not see her as a bloodthirsty cultist.

Harry grinned at him "Do you still want to involve her in two rnurders?"
She began a song in sultry tones that jostled Garreth's hornones
pl easantly. "I'd rather date than arrest her," he admtted. "She seens

cooperative enough and she didn't hesitate to admt she'd seen Mossman
Tuesday. Still . . ."
"Still," Harry agreed. "You never know, so we'd better check her out."

In the darkness of his bedroom |ying awake, Garreth heard the foghorns
start. The years living here had taught himto recognize the patterns of a
few, |like the double hoot of the one on Mle Rocks and the single
every-twenty-seconds blast of the one on Point Diablo. Fog nmoving in, he
t hought .

He stopped consciously listening when the horns and di aphone on the Gol den
Gate Bridge joined the chorus. The dial of his watch gl owed on the bedside
table, but he resisted the urge to look at it. Wiy see how |l ong he had lain
awake?

He sat up, huggi ng his bl anketed knees. \Wat was w ong? Wiy shoul d he be



bothered that their interviews with the nanager of the Barbary Now and the
si nger's nei ghbors |ast night and today turned up nothing to connect her with
the murders?

"I wish everyone | hired were as dependabl e,” the nmanager had said. "She's
al ways on tine, always polite to even the biggest asshol e custoners, never
drunk or strung out. Lane never causes trouble."

Her nei ghbors echoed the sentiment. One said, "You'd hardly know she's
there. She sleeps all day and comes hone fromwork after we've gone to bed. If
she brings anyone hone, | don't know it because she never makes a sound. She's
away on tour sonetinmes and it may be a week before | realize she's gone.™

"Do you ever see any of her friends?" Garreth had asked.

"Once in a while. They're nen, nostly, leaving in the norning, but all very
well dressed . . . none of the dirty, hairy, blue-jean types."

Al toget her their questions produced a picture of an ideal neighbor and
enpl oyee. So what did he find so disturbing about that? Maybe just that. He
had an i nnate suspicion of people who kept a profile lowto the point of
invisibility. Even granting differences between professional inmges and
private lives, he could not quite reconcile such a lifestyle with the sexy,
cool |l y sophisticated young woman fromthe Barbary Now. The maiden is powerful,
| Ching said. One should not marry such a mai den. Beware of that which seens
weak and i nnocent.

And yet, he could not picture her threading a needle into Mdssnan's
jugular, either . . . not with his present know edge of her

"l need to know nore," he said aloud into the darkness.

The nmi dchannel Gol den Gate di aphone sounded out of the fog inits
bel | ow and-grunt voi ce, as though replying to his remark.

He woul d talk to her landlord, he decided, Iying back in bed, and then to
nore of the Barbary Now personnel. He would see if all their opinions matched
t he ones he had al ready heard.

That decided, he lay relaxed, listening to the hooting and bell owi ng of the
foghorns reverberate through the night. The rhythm c chorus carried himinto
sl eep.

The wonman inside the protective grille across the doorway wore a bat hrobe
and slippers. She blinked through the grille at Garreth's identification
"Police? This early?"

"I"msorry about the hour, Ms. Arnour, but | need to ask a few questions
about a tenant of yours." He hinself had been up for hours, finding out who
owned the house where Lane Barber |ived.

M's. Arnmour opened the grille with a frown and led the way up a steep
flight of stairs to a sunny kitchen | ooking out over the fog that shrouded the
| ower marina and bay. "Which one, and what have they done?"

"I don't know that Lane Barber has done anything. She nmerely knows soneone
involved in a case |'minvestigating."

The frown faded. She sat down at the table, returning to the toast and
coffee that Garreth's ring had obviously interrupted. "Coffee, Inspector?"
When he accepted with a nod, she poured a cup for him "I'mglad M ss Barber
isn'"t in trouble. Actually, | would have been surprised if you' d said she
was. "

Ms. Armour, too? Garreth added cream and sugar. "You know her wel | ?"

"Not personally, but she's one of ny best tenants. | have a nunber of
properties in that area and nost of themare rented by restless young people
who are here this year and gone the next. | w sh you could see the state they
| eave their apartnments in. It's appalling. But Mss Barber pays her rent on
time every nonth and when | go in with the painters to repaint her apartnment,
as | feel ought to be done every few years, her place is always spotless. She



takes beautiful care of it."

Garreth stopped stirring his coffee. "Every few years? How | ong has she
been a tenant?"

M's. Armour pursed her lips. "Let's see. | think |I've had her apartnent
done three times. She nust have been with ne about ten years. No . . . |'ve
pai nted four tines. She's been there twelve years. She's ny ol dest tenant."

Twel ve years? Garreth blinked. "How old was she when she noved in?"

"Very young, but at |east twenty-one. | renenber she told ne she was
singing in a club.”

Garreth stared at her. The singer was twenty-one twelve years ago? He
clearly remenbered the face above the candle; it had not belonged to a wonman
in her thirties, although her |evel of sophistication certainly seened nore
commensurate with that age than with twenty-one. Had she had a face-lift,
per haps?

"What has her friend done?" Ms. Arnour asked.

For a monent, Garreth struggled to think what the worman was tal ki ng about .
"Ch . . . hedied. Inthe tine Mss Barber has been your tenant, have you ever
had any trouble with her? Has the apartnment . . . snelled strange, or have
nei ghbors conpl ai ned of strange people com ng and goi ng?" Cult types. It
occurred to himthat if she lived in the mddle of a shifting popul ation
former nei ghbors nmay have seen things present ones could not know about.

"Snel |l ed strange? Li ke marijuana?" Ms. Arnour sat bolt upright in
i ndignation. "Certainly not! I've never had a single word of conpl aint about
her."

Garreth could not believe in this paragon. It was obvi ous, however, that
Ms. Arnmour was not going to add any clay to the lady's feet, so he thanked
her for her help and headed for Bryant Street.

As he cane into the squad room Harry said, "You re supposed to cal
Nar co. "

Garreth peeled out of his trench coat. "I hope it's about Chiarelli."
He called after the squad neeting. It was about Chiarelli. A Sergeant
Wodhue said, "It's arranged for you to neet him Join us in the garage at

twel ve-thirty."

Garreth hung up. "Let's hope Chiarelli can help us."

"Maybe. But ny hexagramthis norning said, 'In adversity, it furthers one
to be persevering,' and yours read, 'Success in small matters. At the
begi nni ng good fortune; at the end, disorder.""

Garreth grimaced. "Thanks. | really needed to hear that."
He thought about his conversation with the I andlady on the Barber girl's
age. A strange |ady, this redhead. He ran her name through Rand |I. It cane

back negative for |local and state, even negative NCI Cthe FBI had nothing on
her. She did not even have a traffic ticket. In fact, he discovered that she
had no driver's license. That brought a frown. She had sai d sonethi ng about
driving when they talked to her. Had she been only joking?

"Do you think she can be thirty-three years ol d?" he asked Harry. "She
| ooks much younger."

“I'n the lighting of that bar, Methuselah would | ook |ike an adol escent;
it's designed that way. How el se could some of those hookers snag a john?"
Harry raised his brows at Garreth. "Wiwy so concerned about her age? Isn't that
part of the nystique?"

"Maybe there's such a thing as too much nystique." The first chance he had,
Garreth decided, he would ask the lady a few pointed questions and di spel sone
of it.

A voi ce over Sergeant Wodhue's wal kie-talkie said softly, "It's going down
now. "



Suddenly the ol d warehouse filled with narcotics officers. Garreth hung on
Wodhue's heels, the sergeant's words at the briefing echoing in his head:
This is the drill. W're busting a buy. Chiarelli, who's going by the nane
Demesta, will be there. You' re a hot-dog cop along for the fun. When Chiarell
bolts, you go after him

The nen involved in the buy scattered |ike cockroaches before a |ight.
Garreth searched anong them hurriedly, |ooking for soneone who matched t he
descripti on Whodhue had given hima lean runt in an over-size old arny
jacket-but he could not see Chiarelli. In the nelee and hal f dark, he had
troubl e di stinguishing any particul ar individual

Then Wbodhue poi nted and barked, "Get Demesta!"

Garreth saw the arny jacket then, faded to pale green, with dark patches
where the insignia had been renpved. It dwarfed the man inside it, a man who
bow ed over an officer and was vanishing into the junk littering the buil ding.
Garreth took after it

Chiarelli went out of a broken wi ndow in a shower of flying glass from
remai ning shards in the frame. Trying to avoid cutting his hands as he
followed, Garreth swore. See the stupid cop junp out the wi ndow, he thought
sardonically. See himbreak his |eg.

But somehow he | anded outside wi thout crippling himself and | ooked up in
time to see his quarry scranble across a set of railroad tracks and di sappear
into a passage between two nore warehouses. Garreth pounded after him At the
begi nni ng, good fortune? The hell. It | ooked nore |ike disorder all day.

A hand reached out of a narrow doorway to grab Garreth's coat and jerk him
inside the building. "Let's make this fast, man," Chiarelli said. "You're
interested in cults?"

Garreth nodded, panting slightly. "I have two nmen who've been bled to death
t hrough needl es stuck in their necks. W think maybe a cult did it."

"Li ke the Zebra nmurders? Christ!" Chiarelli shuddered and crossed hinself.
"So you want the nanmes of people or groups who m ght use blood in their
rituals.”

"Right. Can you help ne?"

Chiarelli sighed. "I'"'mnot really next to that scene, you know, not unless
some group al so uses drugs, but . . . | guess I've heard a few things. Gve ne
paper and a pen."

Garreth handed himhis pen and not ebook

Chiarelli printed with the speed of a teletype and tal ked al nost as fast as
he wote, passing on nore information than he had tinme to wite. "Some is just
addresses, not nanes. There have been weird stories about this house on Geary.
Scream ng and snells like burning neat." He had sinmilar comrents on every
person or address he wote down. Wen finished, he handed the not ebook back
"WIIl that hel p?"

Garreth gl anced over the pages, amazingly legible for the speed at which

they had been witten. "I hope so. Thanks." He started to turn away.
"Wait a minute," Chiarelli said. "W have to make it | ook good for nme or
"' m bl own. "

“I"1l just say you outran ne."

He shook his head. "Not good enough. You don't |ook |ike you' ve been
chasing me all this tinme."

"How do you want to handle it, then?" He saw Chiarelli's fist double and
st epped back, shaking his head. "Hey, not that-"

But the fist was already in notion. It sank into Garreth's stomach. He went
down onto hands and knees in a wheeling galaxy of pain and light. H s gut
rebelled at the treatnent by rejecting what remained of his lunch and he
huddl ed retching on the dusty fl oor

A wiry armslipped under his and helped himto his feet as the paroxysm
subsided. Chiarelli's face floated beyond a blue haze. "Take it easy. You'l
be all right in a couple of mnutes," he said cheerfully.

Garreth woul d have gone for Chiarelli's throat, but he could only Iean
agai nst the wall and concentrate on breathing. He could not even swear at



Chiarelli, just gasp and groan

"Sorry, man, but it has to | ook real."

Chiarelli did not have to worry about that, Garreth reflected bitterly.

"See you around, man." Chiarelli slipped out the door

Garreth continued to | ean against the wall for several nore mnutes, then
made his way slowy back to the site of the bust.

Seeing himcom ng, Harry exclained, "Garreth!" and rushed to catch his arm
"\What happened? Are you all right?"

Garreth | eaned agai nst a handy car, holding his stomach. "Bastard ambushed
me. | thought | was never going to make it up off that dammed floor."

"So you let himget away, hot dog?" Wodhue said.

Several prisoners snickered. Garreth glared at them "Next tine | won't
bot her chasing him 1'1l hobble the son of a bitch with a piece of |ead
per manently."

Harry helped himto a car. "N ce acting," he whispered.

Garreth clinbed into the car, remenbering Chiarelli's smrk. "W the hel
is acting?"

He sat silent all the way back downtown. Not until they had left the Narco
officers and returned to Homicide did he give the notebook to Harry. "We'd
better run these nanmes through R and I, then find out who owns or lives in
t hese houses. "

Harry regarded himw th concern. "Are you sure you're all right? Maybe you
ought to go hone and take it easy the rest of the day."

"I"'mfine. W have work to do." He started to take off his coat and w nced
as the notion stretched brui sed nuscl es.

Harry hustled himtoward the door. "Go home. I'Il tell Serruto what
happened. "
"I don't want to go honme. I'll be fine," Garreth protested.

"No one who refuses time off can possibly be fine. I'ma sergeant, but
you're just an inspector, so I'mpulling rank and ordering you out, hear? O
do | have to have sonmeone take you in handcuffs?"

Garreth sighed. "I'll go quietly, papa-san.”

He left Chiarelli's pages of his notebook with Harry and headed for his
car. He slipped the key into the ignition but did not start the engine
i medi ately. As much as he hurt, he hated the thought of going home. He ought
to give up the apartnment with all of its sweet and painful menories and find
anot her. Perhaps one of those places around Tel egraph Hi Il that Ms. Arnour
had nenti oned.

The t hought of themtold himwhat he really wanted to do. He wanted to see
Lane Barber again, to talk to her by daylight and find answers for the
i ncreasi ng nunber of questions she raised about herself. Then he started the
engi ne.

She did not conme to the door until Garreth had rung the bell five times. He
realized that she nust be sleeping and would find his visit inconsiderate and
i nconveni ent, but he remai ned where he stood, |eaning on the bell. She finally
opened the door, wapped in a robe, squinting against the light, and he
di scovered that even by daylight, she | ooked nothing Iike a worman in her
thirties. If anything, she seened younger than ever, a sleepy child with the
print of a sheet winkle across one pale, scrubbed cheek

She scowl ed down at him "You're that mick detective. Wat-" Then, as
t hough her m nd woke bel atedly, her face snmoothed. He watched her annoyance
di sappear behind a facade of politeness. "How may | hel p you, |nspector?"

Why did she bother to swallow justifiable irritation? Did police make her
t hat nervous? Perhaps it was to observe this very reaction, to see what she
m ght tolerate to avoid hassles, that he had persisted on the bell



"I"'msorry to wake you," he lied. "I have a couple of inportant questions
to ask."

She squinted at himfromunder the sunshade of her hand, then stepped back
"Cone in."

Movi ng with the heavy sl owness of someone fighting a body reluctant to wake
up, she led the way to the living room Heavy drapes shut out the afternoon
light, leaving the roomin artificial night. She switched on one | anp and
waved himinto its pool of light. She herself, however, sat in shadowin a
suspended basket chair across fromthe chair by the |lanp. A deliberate
maneuver on her part?

"This couldn't wait until | got to the club?" Wariness | eaked through the
careful nodul ation of her vaoice.

"I'"ll be off duty by that tinme. | try not to work nights if | can help it;
t he police budget can't stand too nuch overtine."

"I see. Well, then, ask away, |nspector.”

Wth her face only a pale blur beyond the reach of the light, Garreth found
hinself listening closely to her voice, to read her through it, and di scovered
with surprise that she did not sound like he felt she should. Inexplicably,
the voice discorded with the rest of her

"Can you renmenber what you and Mbssman tal ked about Tuesday ni ght ?"

She paused before answering. "Not really. W flirted and made small talk.
I"'mafraid | paid little attention to nost of it even while we were talking.
Surely it isn't inmportant.”

"We're hoping that sonething he said can give us a clue to where he went
after leaving the Barbary Now. D d he happen to nmention any friends in the
city?"

"He was far too busy arguing why we shoul d becone friends."

Suddenly Garreth realized why her voice seenmed at odds with the rest of
her. She did not talk |ike soneone in her twenties. Were was the slang
everyone el se used? Just listening to her, she sounded nore |ike his nother
Wiat was that she had called himat the door? A mick. Wo called Irishnmen
m cks these days?

Garreth | ooked around, trying to |l earn nore about her fromthe apartnent,
but could see little beyond the circle of lanplight. The illum nation reached
only to a Dani sh-style couch which matched his chair and a small desk with a
letter lying on it.

He said, "He told you he was nmarried, didn't he?"

"He wore a wedding ring. | could see that even in the Barbary Now s light."
"Of course." Garreth stood up and noved toward the door. "Well, it was a
slim chance he'd say anything useful, | suppose. I'msorry to have bothered

you." On the way, he detoured by the desk to read the address on the letter
Knowi ng sonmeone she wote to mght be useful

"It's a price | pay for my unusual working hours.'’
the lanp. "I'msorry | couldn't help."

Garreth had just time enough to read the ornately witten address before
the Iight went out, |eaving the roomin darkness.

On the steps outside, after her door closed behind him he reread the
address in nmenmory. The letter had to be incomng; it had this address.
However, it had been addressed not to Lane Barber, but to Madel ai ne Bi eber
The simlarity of the two nanes struck him Lane Barber could well be a stage
nane, "prettied up" from Madel ai ne Bi eber

He eyed t he garage under the house as he cane down the steps to the
sidewal k. Did she drive or did she not?

He tried the door. Locked. However, by shining a flashlight fromhis car
t hrough the w ndows, he made out the shape of a car inside and illum nated the
license plate. He wote down the nunber.

Mot i on above him brought his attention up in time to see the drape fal
back into place in the wi ndow over the garage. Lane, of course, watching him
but . . . out of curiosity or fear? Maybe the |icense nunber would help
provi de an answer to that.

She stood and crossed to



Back at Bryant Street, he ran Madel ai ne Bi eber through R and I, and asked
for a registration check on the |icense nunber.

"The car is registered to a Mss Alexandra Pfeifer,"” the clerk told him
The address was Lane's.

"Gve nme a license check on that nane."

The picture fromDW in Sacramento | ooked exactly |ike Lane Barber. M ss
Pfeifer was described as five ten, 135 pounds, red hair, green eyes, born July
10, 1956. Which woul d now make her twenty-seven

Then R and | canme back with a make on Madel ai ne Bieber. "One prior, an
arrest for assault and battery. No conviction. The charges were dropped.
Not hi ng since. She's probably nellowed with age."

Garreth raised a brow. "Mllowed with age?"

"Yeah," the records clerk said. "The arrest was in 1941."

Garreth had the case file pulled for him

Madel ai ne Bi eber, he read, had been singing in a club in North Beach called
the Red Onion. A fight started with a fermal e patron over a man, and when the
worman nearly had her ear bitten off, she preferred charges against the singer
M ss Bieber, aka Mal a Babra, was described as five ten, 140 pounds, red hair,
green eyes. Birth date July 10, 1916. The picture in the file | ooked exactly
like Lane Barber in a forties hairstyle.

Garreth stared at the file. If Lane were born in 1916, she was now
si xty-seven years old. No amount of face-lifting would ever nake her | ook
twenty-one. This Bieber must be a relative, perhaps Lane's nother, which would
explain the |likeness and simlar choice in professions. But why was Lane
receiving her nmother's mail? Perhaps the nother was a patient in a nursing
hone and the mail went to her daughter. It was sonmething to check out. But
anot her question remnai ned: Wiy have a false driver's license and a car
registered to that false |icense nane?

Mystique? Lane generated nothing but, it seemed. The |ady definitely
deserved further attention

At eight o' clock, when Lane cane out through the curtains for her first
song, Garreth sat at a table talking to a barnmaid while he ordered a drink
"How | ong has she been singi ng here?"

The barmai d, whose nane tag read Ni kki, shrugged. "She was here already
when | cane | ast year."

"What do you think of her?"

Ni kki sighed. "I wish | had her way with men. They fall all over thenselves
for her."

Lane worked her way through the club as she sang. On one turn, she saw
Garreth. For a nonent, her step faltered and a nusical note wavered, then she
smiled at himand noved on.

After the last song of the set, she cane over to his table. "W neet again.
| thought you weren't going to work overtime tonight."

He smiled. "I'mnot. I'"'mhere for pleasure. 1'd also |like to apol ogi ze
again for disturbing you this afternoon.”

She sm | ed back. "That isn't necessary; | realize you were only doing your
job."

"Then may | buy you a drink?"
"Later, perhaps. Right now |'ve already promi sed to join some other
gent| emen. "

Ni kki, passing the table, said, "Don't waste your time; you' re not her
type."

Garreth watched Lane sit down with three men in flashy evening jackets.
"What is her type?"
"Adder guys in their thirties and forties. Guys with bread to throw around.



And her man of the evening is always a tourist, an out-of-towner. She only
i kes one-night stands."

Garreth recorded it all in his head. He asked casually, "Man of the
eveni ng? She lets herself be picked up often?"

"Al nost every night, only she does the picking up. The suckers just think
t hey picked her up."

"Real | y?" Be an audi ence. Keep her going, Garreth, my man.

"Real |l y. She chooses one, see, and tells himto | eave but that she'll neet
himlater. She never goes out the door with one of them?"

"Then how do you know that's what happens?" He kept his voice teasing.

"Because," N kki said, |lowering her voice, "I've overheard her giving them
instructions. She tells the guy that the boss is her boyfriend, see, and that
he's very jealous, but then she tells the sucker he's turned her on so much,
she's just got to see him He |eaves thinking he's really a superstud. Every
ni ght she tells a different guy the sane thing."

"Always a different guy? No one ever repeats?"

Ni kki shook her head. "Sometines they try. She's polite, but she never goes
with them again.” N kki sighed. "She nust do sonmething they really dig. |
wonder if | should try the tigress bit, too."

"Tigress bit?" You' re doing great, honey; don't stop

"Yeah. |If they cone back for another try, the guys she's gone with al ways
have thi s huge hickey on their necks. |'ve never-"

The whole world screaned to a halt for Garreth. He felt electricity lift
the hair all over his body. "H ckey?" he asked breathl essly. "About this size
and | ocated here?" He demponstrated with a circle of thunb and finger

The barmai d nodded.

She's dirty! But for a noment Garreth could not be sure whether he felt
sati sfaction or disappointnment at proof of her invol venent. Perhaps bot h.
Wanted or unwanted, this gave hima legitimte excuse to ask all the questions
of her he Iiked.

He gave Nikki a five-dollar bill. "For you, honey. Thanks."

He made his way to the table where Lane sat. Nodding to the three men with
her, he said, "Sorry to interrupt, gentlemen, but | need to speak with the
lady for a mnute."

Lane smled. "I said, later, perhaps."

"It can't wait."

One of the nmen frowned. "The lady said later. Bug off."

Ignoring him Garreth | eaned down to Lane's ear. "I can use ny badge and
make it official."

She gl anced up sharply at him Her eyes flared red in the candl elight
again. Wy did her eyes reflect when nost people's did not? Garreth wondered.
Lane stood, smiling at the nen, cool and gracious. "He's right; it can't wait.
I won't be a minute." As they wal ked away fromthe table, though, the tone of
her voi ce became chiding. "So you' re on duty after all. You lied, Inspector."

"So did you. You said you didn't see Mossman after he left the club on
Tuesday, but we found himw th a bruise on his neck just |like the ones the
girls here tell me you put on all your nen."

She gl anced around. "May we tal k outsi de?"

They left the club. Qutside, the street stretched away fromthemin both
directions, glittering with the lights of signs and car headlights, snelling
of exhaust fumes and the warnth of massed humanity. Like accents and grace
notes, whiffs of perfume and nal e col ogne reached them too. Voices and cars
bl ended into a vibrant roar. My city, Garreth thought.

Lane breathed deeply. "I do so love the vitality of this place."
Garreth nodded agreenent. "Now, about Mossman . "
"Yes, | saw him What else could | do? He would have waked all the

nei ghbors, pounding on ny door that way. He got the address fromthe phone
book. "

"So you invited himin?"

She nodded. She strolled down the street and Garreth followed. "I invited



himin," Lane said, "and then . . . well, he was a charming man and . . . we
ended up in bed. He left about three, alive, | swear. But he insisted on
wal ki ng, even though I warned himnot to and offered to call a cab."

Garreth counted two possible flaws in the story. Three o' clock lay on the
edge of the limts given by the ME for Mssnman's tine of death. He would
have had to die very soon after |eaving Lane's apartment. And would a nman
careful enough to | eave his keys and extra noney and credit cards hidden in
his hotel roomignore the offer of a cab and wal k down a street alone in the
m ddl e of the night?

They turned the corner. Once around it, the traffic thinned and the noi se
| evel dropped dramatically. Garreth asked, "Wy didn't you tell nme this
bef or e?"

She si ghed sheepishly. "The usual reason: | didn't want to be involved."

"The autopsy found puncture wounds in the niddle of the bruise on Myssman's
neck. How did they get there?"

"Punctures?" She stared down at him "l don't have the slightest idea. They
weren't there when he left ne."

Garreth said nothing in response to that. Instead, he waited, curious to
see what nore she might say to fill the conversation gap

But unlike nost people, who felt unconfortable with silence and woul d say
anyt hing, often incrimnating things, to avoid silence, she did not rise to
the bait. She wal ked wordl ess beside himas they turned another corner

Now al most no traffic passed. Garreth found hinself preternaturally
consci ous of the near enpty street. Here on the back side of the block, they
seened a hundred mles fromthe crowds and |ights.

He asked, "Did you ever neet a man naned C evel and Adair?"

Her stride never faltered. "Wo?"

"Cl evel and Adair, an Atlanta businessman. W found himdead | ast year with
a bruise and punctures just |like Myssman's. A woman nmatchi ng your description
was seen in the | obby of his hotel shortly before his estimated tinme of
deat h. "

He expected denial, either veherment or indignant. He was even prepared for
her to try running away. |nstead, she stopped and turned to |l ook himdirectly
in the eyes. "How many deaths are you investigating?"

Her eyes | ooked bottom ess and glowed like a cat's. Garreth stared into
them fascinated. "Two. After all, it looks |ike the sane person killed them
bot h. "

"l suppose it does, Inspector,’
alley."

Like hell I will, he thought, but found he could not say it al oud. Nor
could he act on the thought. Her eyes held his and his will seened paral yzed.
Step by step, as commanded, he noved backward, until he cane up short agai nst
a wal |

"You're here alone." Her hands came up to his neck, |oosening his tie and
unbuttoning the collar of his shirt. Her hands felt cool against his skin.
"Have you told anyone where you are or about ny little |love bites?"

Yes, he thought, but he spoke the truth. "No." Should he have admitted
that? He could not find concern in him all he cared about at the nonent was
staring into the gl owing depths of her eyes and listening to her voice. "I
haven't told anyone."

"Good boy," she crooned, and kissed himgently on the nmouth. She had to
bend down her head to do it. "That's a very good boy." Her voice dropped to a

she said quietly, "please back up into this

whi sper. "I don't think you should ever tell."
He barely heard her. Her voice reached himfroma great distance, |ike al
sensation at the nonent: the rough brick of the wall at his back, the chill of

the evening, the increasing rate of her breathing. Somewhere deep inside,
uneasi ness stirred, but listening to it seenmed too nmuch trouble. He found it
easier to just stand passive and let her tip his head back against the wall.

Her lips felt cool on his nouth and cheek, and her fingers on his neck as
she probed to one side of his wi ndpipe. H s pul se throbbed agai nst the



pressure.

"That's a nice vein," she whispered in approval. Her breath tickled as she
spoke between kisses. "You're going to like this. You'll feel no pain. You
won't mind a bit that you're dying." She kissed himharder and he felt the nip
of her teeth. Her mouth noved down over his jaw to his neck. "You're a bit
short for me so this will be awkward unl ess you stand very still. Watever
happens, don't nove."

"No." It energed in a sigh

"I love you, Inspector. | love all nmen of power." Her teeth nipped harder
nmovi ng toward the spot where his pul se beat against her fingers. "You don't
have noney or position like the others, but you have know edge, know edge
can't afford to have spread around, so that gives you nore power than nost of
my lovers. Still, |I have nore. | have the power of death, and the power to
t ake your power fromyou. | love doing that."

She bit harder. A distant sensation told himher teeth had broken his skin,
but he felt no pain, only a slight pressure as she sucked.

"What -" he began

Her finger brushed across his lips, commanding himto silence. He obeyed.
Al desire to talk had left anyway. A wave of nixed warnth and cold noved
outward through his body fromwhere her mouth touched him He shivered in
pl easure and noved just a little, straining toward her nmouth. Yes. Nice. Go
on. Don't stop

Presently, though, he wondered if maybe she should. He felt very weak. He
needed to sit down before he coll apsed.

H s knees buckl ed, but her hands caught hi munder the arns and hel d him
agai nst the wall. She must be very strong, a |anguid thought cane through the
tingling of his nerves . . . certainly stronger than she | ooked, to be hol di ng
up soneone of his weight so easily. Dreanmily he thought, The maiden is
powerful, just like the sage said.

But with the thought of | Ching | assitude di sappeared. Fear rose up through
himlike a jet of ice water. Two nmen the singer knew had died of blood | oss.
Now she kissed his neck in the very spot where the other nmen had had punctures
and bruises and he felt hinself weakening, too! Wth a profound shock of
horror and revul sion, he realized why. Lane Barber was sucking his bl ood!

He shuddered and tried to pull |oose, pushing at her shoulders with his
hands. Hi s body obeyed only sluggi shly, however, and when she noticed his
effort, her body pressed harder against his, pinning himto the wall.

Use your gun, you dumb flatfoot.

But her hand easily kept himfromreaching it.

Abandoni ng pride in favor of self-preservation, he opened his nouth to yel
for help. Her hand cl anped across his nouth, silencing him

Garreth's breath caught in fear. He did not have the strength to fight her
Only her weight against himheld himupright. She was killing him as she had
killed Adair and Mdssnman-were human teeth really sharp enough to bite through
skin into veins? Were had she | earned such depravity?-and he could do not hi ng
to stop her. He was dying, helpless to save hinsel f.

In desperation, he bit at her hand to nake her let go of his mouth. He sank
his teeth in deep, using all his fading strength. Skin gave way. Her bl ood
filled his mouth, burning like fire. Convul sively, he swallowed, and his
throat burned, too . . . but with the fire came a surge of new strength. Lane
jerked the hand to free it, but he hung on, making the nost of the opportunity
to hurt her. Mre blood scorched down his throat. He managed to bring both
hands up to her shoul ders and push her back

But it was too little effort coming too |ate. She tore | oose fromhim her
hand fromhis mouth and her nmouth fromhis throat. He felt her teeth rip
t hrough his flesh. As she backed away fromhim he fell, collapsing to the
ground.

The pain of striking the ground barely reached him He only saw, not felt,
the bl ood streaming fromhis torn throat to nake a crimson pool around his
head. A suffocating fog nuffled all sensation . . . touch, sound, and snells.



"CGood- bye, lover," a distant, nocking voice said. "Rest in peace."

Her footsteps receded into the darkness. Garreth tried to nove, to drag
hinself to the mouth of the alley where he might find help, but a |eaden
heavi ness wei ghted hi m down, | eaving himhel pl ess. He could not nove, only
stare into the growi ng, cooling pool of blood. He cursed his stupidity .
for com ng after her alone, for not letting soneone know what he had found
out, but nost of all, as his breathing and heartbeat stumnbled, faltered, and
faded, he cursed hinself for underestimating her . . . just what | Ching
war ned agai nst. How could he explain this to Marti when he saw her?

See the idiot cop, he thought bitterly. See him bleeding to death .
dying alone in a cold and dirty alley.

1
Rest in peace. Like hell. Death is not peace. It leads not to Marti, nor to
any kind of heaven . . . not even to oblivion. Death is not that kind. Death
is hell.
It is dreanms . . . nightmares of suffocation and pain, of restless

di sconfort, of aches when one cannot nmove to ease them of itches inpossible
to scratch. It is hallucination invading the void, playing blurrily before
hal f - open eyes that are unable to focus or follow . . . imaginary hands on
him patting him then lights, footsteps, sirens, voices. Ch, God! Call the
wat ch commandeer . . . | didn't kill him Oficer! I'd never kill no cop, and
anyway how could | do that to hinf | just took the gun and stuff out of his
pockets. Wuld | show you where the body was if 1'd done it? . . .Garret ?

Easy, Takananda. Garreth! Ch, God, no! . . . He hasn't been dead |l ong; he's
still warm. . . Are there |oose dogs in this area?

Death is hell, and hell is dreams, but nostly, hell is fear
pani cstricken, frantic. Are all the dead aware? Do they remain that way? Is
this to be eternity . . . lying in twilight and nightrmares, throat aching with
thirst, body crying for a change of position, mnd churning endl essly? Does
Marti lie like this in her grave, insane with | oneliness, begging for peace,
for an end? No, not for her . . . please, no.

He hates giving up life, but accepts that in the jungle, death is the price
of carel essness, of error, and he has errored badly. Surrendering life to
rejoin Marti would be wel cone. He could even accept oblivion. This, though

this linbo? The thought of having to endure it for eternity terrifies him

He screans . . . for himself, for Marti, for all the dead trapped sl eepl ess
and peacel ess and tornmented in their graves. He screams, and because it is
wi t hout sound, unvoiced, it echoes and reechoes endl essly down the |ong, dark,
| onely corridors of his mnd.

The horror escal ated. A sheet over him bl ocked the vision of his eyes;
tenmperature had becone all one to him unfelt; and the |ack of breath
prevented himfrom snelling anything, but he knew he lay in the norgue. He had
heard its cold echoes on arriving, had felt hinmself slid into a drawer and
heard the door close. Now he heard, had lain listening for countless tinme, the
hum of refrigeration units about himwhile he dreaned ni ghtmares and w shed
Lane had thrown himin the bay, too. Maybe he woul d have gone out to sea.
Better to be fish food than lie in this hated purgatory of cold and steel. He
prayed his parents did not have to see him here.

That was when he thought of the autopsy. One would have to be done. H's
heart contracted in fear. What would it be |ike? How would it feel to lie
naked in running water on cold steel, sliced open fromneck to hips, shelled



out like a pea pod .

Heart!

He coul d not cease nmoving or hold his breath, but his mnd paused, waiting.
Yes, there it was! Like the distant boomof a drum his heart sounded in his
chest. It squeezed. A slow ripple noved outward fromit along his arteries. He
felt alnmost every inch of them A |long pause later, the drum beat again, then
agai n.

He listened in wonder. If his heart beat, he could not be dead. H s body
| ay | eaden, held unnmoving to the surface beneath him but a silent cry of joy
bani shed the darkness inside him Alive!

He drew a breath . . . slow, painfully slow, but a breath nonethel ess.

He coul d have sworn he was not breathing before, nor his heart beating. He
had felt-how he had felt!-the silence of his body. Wat mracle caused the
heart and lungs to resune function? He could not imagine, and at the nonent,
overjoyed with the sound and feel of them he did not give a damm about the
reason.

But he remained in a norgue |ocker, naked in a refrigerated cabinet. Unless
he found a way out, the cold would kill himagain. Could he attract attention
by poundi ng on the | ocker door?

He tried, but the weakness that had held hi mnotionl ess the past-how
many?- hours persisted. He still could not nove.

Could he survive until they came to take himout for the autopsy? He did
not feel the cold of the locker right now Perhaps if he kept alert, he could
fight off hypotherm a.

He wi shed, though, that he could change position. H s body consisted of one
continuous, unrelenting ache, stiff fromneck to toes.

By concentrating and straining, he finally managed to nmove. Like the first

heartbeat and the first breath, it cane wi th agonizing slowness. Still, by
persisting, he managed to shift his weight off his buttocks and turn on his
side. Not that that hel ped a great deal; he still felt unconfortable, but at

| east the position of the aches changed.

He tried again to knock on the | ocker door, but he noved in slow notion
and the sound he produced was barely audible even to him He would just have
to wait for themto open the door

He fought his way onto his stomach to change the pressure points once nore.

He did not sleep. Certainly he did not rest, but in spite of hinself, he
must have dozed because the notion of the drawer sliding out startled him He
had not heard the door open. Light flooded himblindingly as the sheet cane
of f.

"What clown put this stiff in on his belly?" a voice demanded irritably.

If he raised upright, would they faint? Garreth wondered. He w shed he
could find out, but gravity dragged at him weighting him He went w thout
resi stance as they rolled himonto the stretcher and rearranged the sheet over
hi m

"Hurry," another voice said. "This one's a cop and Thurl ow wants to get him
posted as soon as possible.”

Garreth worked his hands to the edges of the stretcher and cl anped his
fingers around the rubber bunper. Even if he could not nove fast enough to
attract their attention and they mssed the faint notion of his chest, they
could hardly overl ook this.

The stretcher stopped. An attendant pulled off the sheet. Hands took hi m by

the shoul ders and legs and pulled . . . but Garreth's grip held himon the
stretcher.
"What the hell is going on?" snapped the voice of the medical exam ner

"I don't know, Dr. Thurlow. H s hands weren't |ike that when we put himon
t he gurney."

Now that he had their attention, Garreth forced open his eyes. Half a dozen
gasps sounded around him He focused on Dr. Edmund Thurl ow. "Please." The
whi sper rasped up out of his throat with a plea fromhis soul. "Get nme out of
here.”



Were the doctors at the far end of the intensivecare unit speaking in
unusual Iy | oud voi ces? Garreth wondered. He heard every word clearly.

"I tell you he was dead,"” Thurlow insisted. "I detected no vital signs, no
heartbeat or respiration, and his pupils were fixed and dilated."

"I think it's obvious he couldn't have been dead," another doctor said.
"However, that's beside the point now The question is, can we keep himalive?
H s bl ood pressure is nonexistent and we have brady-cardia as well as a
reduced tenperature and respiration rate."

"Well, he's getting blood just as fast as we can pour it into him W'l
just keep runni ng bl oodwork on himand see how he does."

Garreth | ooked up at the suspended plastic bag with its contents the sane
dark red as Lane Barber's hair. H's eyes followed the tubing down to his arm
The bl ood made himfeel better, but still not good. Exhaustion dragged at him
He desperately wanted to sleep, but he could not find a confortable position
no matter how he shifted and turned.

"What about the throat injury?" a doctor asked.

"I think the skin sutures we put in will be sufficient,” came the reply.
"The trauma doesn't appear nearly as severe as what you described, Dr.
Thur | ow. "

"W have photographs of what | saw. " Thurlow s voi ce sounded def ensi ve.
"Both the left jugular and comon carotid suffered multiple |acerations,
al nrost to the point of conplete severing. There were also nultiple |acerations
of the trachea and | eft sternocleidonastoid nuscles.”

"And yet just over twelve hours later the vessels and trachea appear
intact. The rmuscle is healing, too. | can't believe that this is a recent
injury."

"I don't pretend to understand it; | only know what | found when | exam ned
himin the alley."

They went on tal king, but Garreth tried to ignore them Careful not to nove
the armwith the needle in it, he shifted position again. The cardiac nonitor
above his bed registered the effort with an extra bl eep. Myving proved
poi ntl ess, however. Nothing made himconfortable. Hi s bed stood near the
wi ndow, and the glare of sunlight added to his disconfort.

Foot st eps approached. If it was the nurse, he decided, he would beg for
something to drug himto sleep. Then he sniled weakly as Harry and Li eut enant
Serrut o appeared around the curtain.

"H ," he whispered.

"M k-san,"” Harry replied in a husky voice. H's hand cl osed hard over
Garreth's.

Serruto said, "They're letting us ask you a few questions."

"Yes. What the hell were you doing up there?" Harry demanded. "I'm your
partner. Wiy don't you tell nme what you' re doi ng?"

"Easy, Harry," Serruto said.

Garreth did not mind. He heard the frantic worry beneath the anger and knew
how he woul d have felt in Harry's place. "Sorry."

"What happened?" Serruto asked.

Tal king hurt. Garreth tried to find a short answer. Reaching up to the
heavy col |l ar of bandages around his throat, he managed to whi sper, "Lane
Bar ber bit ne."

They stared. "She bit you! Did she overpower you or what?"

How coul d he explain the loss of will that allowed her to stand him
passively against a wall and tear his throat out? Dam, that |ight hurt. He
shut his eyes.

"Pl ease. Close the curtains. Sun's too bright."

"There's no sun," Harry said in a tone of surprise. "W've been socked in



wi th heavy fog since mdnight."

Garreth opened his eyes again in astoni shment. Noises that sounded overly
loud and light that hurt his eyes . . . bleeding to death produced one hell of
a hangover. But to his relief, Harry closed the curtains. It helped a little.

"Lane bit Mdssman and Adair," he said with an effort. "Drank their blood."

"Christ!" Harry shuddered. "The barmaid thought Barber m ght be kinky, but
she's really bent."

Barmai d? Garreth did not ask the question, but he raised his brows in
query.

Serruto explained. "W went around to the Barbary Now. Harry thought that
you m ght have been there. The barmaid told us what you two tal ked about."

If that was so, Harry nust have nade the sane connections he had. He | ooked
qguestioningly at Harry. Harry sighed, shaking his head, indicating to Garreth
that they had not arrested Lane.

"She's skipped," Serruto said. "Caught a plane to be at her nother's
bedsi de, she told the nanager."

Harry said, "Sonething spooked her. Wen she came to work, she told the
manager that she might have to | eave suddenly. She'd even arranged for another
singer to cone in. After her walk with you, she sang a second set, then nade a
phone call-to her famly, she told the manager-and said she had to | eave.™

Garreth's visit had spooked her. She saw hi mtaking down the |icense nunber
of the car. "Search her apartnent?"

They nodded. "Nothing," Serruto said. "No personal papers in the desk or
trash. Sone had been burned in the fireplace. The lab is seeing what they can
recover fromthem Refrigerator and cupboards bare. A closet full of clothes,
so she didn't take nmuch with her. The manager has no i dea where her nother
mght live."

A nurse pulled back the bed curtains. "Lieutenant, that's enough for now. "
Wien Serruto frowned, she slid between himand the bed and herded both the
i eutenant and Harry away.

Harry call ed back, "Lien sends her love. She'll visit as soon as it's
al | owed. "

When they were gone, the nurse nmoved around the bed, tucking in sheets.
"For soneone so weak, you're a restless sleeper.”

For the first time in his life. "I"mnot confortable. May | have a sl eeping
pill?"

"Absolutely not. W can't allow anything that depresses body functions."
She | eaned across him pulling up the covers. As she did so, the snell of her

filled his nostrils . . . a pleasant mixture of soap and fabric softener and
something with an odd but strangely attractive nmetallic/salty scent. "A bit
later 1'll send an aide to give you a back rub. That may hel p."

The ai de, when she canme, gave a good back rub, but not even that hel ped.
The sheets felt hot and sticky every place they touched him He twisted in
vai n | ooking for a cool spot.

But though he could not nake hinself confortable, he felt better with each
unit of blood put into him The draggi ng wei ght of his body |ightened and he
nmoved with | ess effort. Athirst that had persisted all day turned into
strident hunger and he | ooked forward eagerly to supper

An eagerness which suffered sharp di sappoi ntment when he saw the broth,
gelatin, and tea they allowed him "I don't get real food?" He thought
longingly of fried rice and Lien's sweet-and-sour pork

"W don't want to strain your circulation by making it work at digestion."

Maybe we did not, but he would not have ninded. Then again, perhaps he
woul d. After eating, his stomach churned uneasily, as though debating whet her
to keep the offering or not. Garreth lay quiet, willing the nausea away. Coul d
this be part of last night, or was it an aftermath of Chiarelli's punch?

At length, the nausea subsided . . . and Garreth di scovered he felt nuch
better. Full of new blood and a synbolic nmeal, he felt surprisingly normal.
Though he still needed sl eep, he found sone of the aches had subsided. He
wi shed he had a TV to watch



A doctor appeared later in the evening, introducing hinself as Dr. Charles.
Garreth recogni zed one of the voices fromthe group that norning.

"You' re | ooking much better, Inspector. I'mvery pleased with your bl ood
picture. Now, let's check a few things."

He used a stethoscope and rubber hanmer and tongue depressor, |istening,
peering, tapping, probing. Wile he worked, he humed. Cccasionally the hum
changed key, but Garreth could not tell if that had any significance or not.
What he did notice was the same nmetallic/salty odor about the doctor that he
had noticed on the nurse, and the aides, too, cone to think of it. Did they
all wear the sane antiperspirant or something?

"Ch, you're doing nuch better. Wat you need now is a good night's sleep
and if you're doing this well in the nmorning, we'll nove you out of Intensive
Care," the doctor said.

Garreth, however, did not feel the least |like sleeping now He wanted a TV
or visitors. Lacking both, he could only lie in bed listening to the heart
nmoni tors bl eeping in ragged syncopation around the room He closed his eyes,
but opened them agai n when his mind began replaying the nightmare in the
all ey. Were had she | earned that perversion?

Why did they keep Intensive Care lighted so brightly at night? he al so
wonder ed. There was enough light to read by. How coul d anyone sleep in a glare
i ke this?

He still lay awake when dawn canme, and then, astonishingly, for what nust
be the first tinme in his life, the first rays of the sun were foll owed by an
i ntense desire to sleep. Only he could not. Just as suddenly, he redi scovered
all of yesterday's aches. The sheets heated up and Garreth found hinsel f once
nore in a ceaseless hunt for a confortable position. Wrse, when breakfast
cane, his stomach voted against it. It came back up al nost as soon as it went
down.

On his norning rounds, Dr. Charles frowned gravely about that. Garreth told
hi m about Chiarelli.

"We' || schedule for a barium series tonorrow and see about your stomach."

In the nmeantime, they fed himintravenously. He lay with clear liquid
running i nto one arm and bl ood-after the norning bl oodwork, they decided he
needed still nore blood-into the other. He would | ook Iike a junkie by the
time they dismssed him he refl ected.

The air filled with that netallic/salty scent, stronger than ever. Only
this time, none of the staff were around him Sniffing out the source, Garreth
di scovered that it came fromthe tube feeding blood into his arm

The hair on his neck stirred. That was what he was snelling, blood? He
snel l ed the blood in people? Wiy now, when he never had before? He shivered
uneasily. Weird. Wat was happening to hinf?

Bef ore he had a chance to answer the questions about hinmself, Serruto
arrived with a stenographer to ask official ones. Those seemed to go on
forever, though objectively he knew the lieutenant made it a relatively short
statement. After Serruto left, Garreth was noved to a private room and then
left to sleep. He wished he could. He felt exhausted, and ready to cry in
frustration at being unable to sleep

Garreth did not even attenpt to eat lunch. The nere scent of it set his
st omach | urchi ng.

Lien canme for a short visit in the afternoon. "You |l ook terrible," she
said, "but at least you're alive. | had a frantic call fromyour nother
yest erday norning."

Garreth's stomach tightened. "They'd heard about me on the news?"

"No, it hadn't been broadcast yet. She said your grandnother dreaned you'd
been killed, that Satan tore out your throat." Lien paused. "It's uncanny,
isn't it?"

But typical of Gandma Doyl e.

"Unfortunately, at that tine we thought you were dead. The happi est phone
call 1've ever nade was the one later to let her know you were alive after
all. She said to tell you they'll be up in a couple of days to visit."



He woul d like that. Maybe Judith would let thembring Brian, too.

Lien chattered about her job and art classes, relieving himof the
necessity of saying anything. Wile she tal ked, she distracted himfromhis
di sconfort, but once she had left, he went back to fighting aches and hot
sheets. To make matters worse, his upper gums started to hurt for no reason

He eyed the cushioned chair by the window That night be a hel pful change;
it would be a change anyway. So he threw back the covers and eased over the
si de of the bed.

In two steps he had fallen flat on his face, giving hinself a bl oody nose
and- he di scovered with horror-1oosening his upper canines. They w ggl ed when
he touched themw th his tongue. He was trying to crawl back into bed when an
aide found him

Dr. Charles wasted no tine being polite or solicitous. "That was a stupid
thing to do. In the first place, you' re not ready to get out of bed, and when

| decide you are-when | decide, Inspector-you will be helped in and out. Under
no circunstances are you to do it alone. | presune that as a police officer
you know how to take orders. Wll, I'mgiving you one. Stay in bed. Do nothing

wi t hout asking permssion first. Is that clear?"

Garreth shrank back neekly into the bed. "Yes, sir."

"Good. W have the barium study schedul ed for you tonorrow. A dentist will
check your teeth as well." He stal ked out.

Toward eveni ng Garreth managed to doze sone, but he never really slept,
never truly rested. Wth nightfall, though, he felt better, just like the
ni ght before. The desire to sl eep vani shed, though he renmained tired. He
turned on the TV.

A nurse, coming in to check his vital signs, turned it off. "Dr. Charles
wants you to sleep."

As soon as she left, however, he switched the set back on, keeping the
vol ume as |l ow as he possibly could and still hear. That proved to he very |ow
i ndeed. It seemed that his sharpened hearing was persisting. He al so used that
hearing to listen for nurses in the corridor, so that he could shut off the
set before they caught himwth it on

After midnight, Channel 9 started its Friday Fright Night feature, three
horror novies in a row. Garreth settled back to watch, as he often had since
Marti died. However nel odramatic, the novies diverted him Tonight's offerings
began with Dracula. He sighed. How appropriate. His entire life these days
seenmed to revol ve around bl ood, or the lack of it.

Into the nmovie, with everyone worrying about Mss Lucy's nysterious wasting
di sease, Garreth reflected that his one conplaint with these shows was the way
the characters waded up to their necks in clues and yet never realized they
had a werewol f, denon, or vanpire | oose anong them On the other hand, perhaps
that was reasonable. In a real-life reaction to such a situation, no one would
guess, either. They would hunt for a rational explanation and refuse to accept
anything less. Like with Mss Lucy. They thought the broach on the shaw
caused the punctures on her neck. No real-life person would consider a vampire
bite as-

The t hought ended in a paralysis as though he lay in the norgue again,
wi t hout heartbeat or breath. He could not nove, only stare unseeing at the TV
screen with mind churning. No, that was inpossible. It was a crazy thought!
I"'mlosing ny nmind, he thought. Lane Barber might be psychotic and a killer
but a human one, certainly. Nothing nore or |ess. How could she be anything
el se?

So she slept all day. She worked nights. If she kept no food in her
apartment, perhaps she hated to cook and always ate out. She bit nmen she made
|l ove to and some of themdied, but two men with punctures in their bruises did
not mean punctures in every bruise.

On the TV, Mss Lucy slathered in bl oodlust, turned vanmpire by Dracula's
bite.

Thirst started to burn in Garreth's throat and he reached involuntarily for
t he bandage around his neck. No. He jerked his hands away. That really is



i npossible! If every vanpire bite nade a vanpire, the world woul d be hip-deep
in the breed. Look at all the nen Lane had bitten

He turned off the TV with a decisive stab of his finger. The bl ood | oss
nmust be affecting his mind. Vampires did not exist. He had no insatiable urge
to bite the nurses, did he, despite his thirst and their attractive bl ood
sent? He had not devel oped a desire to don a bl ack opera cape and take the
formof a bat. He just happened to feel better at night.

But cold continued to run up and down his spine, and knots worked uneasily
al ong his gut.

Anger flared in him This was nonsense! He would end it once and for all.
Easi ng out of bed, he groped his way to the bathroom and peered into the
mrror. The face he saw every norning while he shaved stared back at him

There. Satisfied? Everyone knew vanpires did not nake reflections.
Mor eover, barring the drawn appearance and pale color, his square face | ooked
exactly as always. Hi s canines, though sore and | oose fromhis fall this
aft ernoon, | ooked no | onger than usual

Then he realized he had not turned on the |ight.

He quickly flipped up the switch . . . and w shed he had not. The eyes in
the mrror, perceived before as normal gray, now reflected the Iight as Lane's
had, flaring red . . . fire red, blood red, hell red.

Garreth slammed down the switch in a spasmof panic and clutched the edge
of the washbow for support, trembling. No! This was insane. |npossible!

And yet

He sat down on the closed lid of the toilet. And yet, how was it that he,
who al ways woke with the sun, now felt better at night? Wiy could he see in
the dark? Wiy did he snell the blood in people and throw up solid food? On the
other hand, if he had becone-

He could not finish the thought. It stunbled and died before a new fl ood of
pani c. Run! a voice screanmed inside him Run!

It brought himoff the toilet and to the bat hroom door, where he clung to
the janb, breathing hard. He had to get out of here. There was a | ogica
expl anati on for everything but he needed sonmewhere to think. Sonewhere quiet.
He could not do it in this place with its reek of blood and voi ces shouting up
and down the halls and interns and nurses coming in all the time to poke and
prod him

How to get out, though? Wile they could not keep him against his will,
demanding to be released in the mddl e of the night m ght nake them consi der
himirrational. He could not just wal kout wi thout clothes.

But he had to get away sonehow

Shaki ng, he nmade his way back to the bed and pulled the call-Iight cord.

"May | help you?" a femal e voice asked fromthe speaker above the cal
light.

"I need to go to the bathroom WII| you send an orderly to help ne,
pl ease?"

A femal e aide appeared a few minutes later, not an orderly. She opened the
cabi net beside his bed.

"Pl ease, not the urinal," Garreth said. "I can't use that thing. | fee
much better. Can't you let ne use the bathroomif someone takes ne there?"

"I"lIl see," the aide replied, and left.

VWile Garreth waited, crossing nental fingers, he ripped the draw sheet on
his bed into several long strips and w apped them around his wai st under his
hospi tal gown. When the door opened again, he smiled in relief at the brawny
orderly.

"You're sure you want to try this?" the orderly asked.

Garreth nodded. He had no trouble naking the gesture sincere.

"Ckay." Putting an armaround Garreth, the orderly supported himgetting
out of bed and wal ki ng across the room

The orderly's cheerful ness stabbed Garreth with guilt. He consol ed hinself
with the thought that if all went right, no one would be hurt.

The orderly left himin the bathroom Garreth waited a few mnutes, running



the water, then sat down on the floor and called for help.

The orderly hurried in. "Did you fall? Are you hurt?"

"Hel p me up, please.™

As the orderly |l eaned over to do so, Garreth threw an arm around the
muscul ar neck and tightened down. The orderly collapsed flat on the floor in
Garreth's neck | ock

"I don't want to hurt you," Garreth said, "but if you don't shuck your
shirt and pants in one mnute, you're going to have the biggest pain of your
life in your neck."

"M. Mkaelian, you-" the orderly began in protest

"Take off the shirt and pants,” Garreth said.

It was not easy with both of themlying on the floor, but the orderly
managed. Garreth tied his hands with the strips fromthe draw sheet, gagged
himwi th another strip and a washcloth, and tied himto the pipes of the
washbowl , out of reach of the call-light cord beside the toilet. Then Garreth
changed into the orderly's clothes, rolling up a cuff to shorten the trousers
to his length. He helped hinmself to the orderly's shoes and socks.

"I"'msorry about this, but | want a quicker discharge than | think the
doctor is willing to give ne. At least |I'mleaving you your skivvies. |I'll see
the other clothes are sent back."

The orderly sighed in conmbi ned di sgust, anger, and bew | derment.

Garreth wal ked out, shutting off the Iight and cl osing the bat hroom door

No one | ooked twice at himin the corridor. He took the el evator down and
wal ked out of the building w thout once being challenged. On the street he
hail ed a cab. The resolution that |let himwal k without staggering ran out. He
sl unped back in the seat.

"Hey, buddy, you okay?" the cabbie asked.

Onh, God. The cabbie snelled of blood, too, though with the reek of sweet
and cigar nearly overwhelmng it. The conbi nati on sent waves of nausea through
him "I'mfine."

The fifteen-nminute ride home seemed interm nable. Keeping the cab waiting,
he unl ocked the door with his hidden spare key and went in to change cl ot hes.
A sweater with a turtleneck reaching alnost to his ears hid the bandage on his
throat. He clipped his off-duty Charter Arnms Undercover .38 on his belt, then
dropped the extra set of car keys and his bank card into the pocket of a
sports jacket. He had to endure another ride in the cab to his bank's
automatic teller and one |last one to the | ot where he had parked the zZX

It was with relief that he paid off the cabbie, adding sone extra noney
along with the orderly clothes. "See that these reach an orderly naned
Pechanec at General wll you?"

Then he was free, on his own. He started the car. But he hesitated before
backi ng out of the parking slot. Wiere did he go now? "On his own," it
occurred to him this time nmeant alone . . . very, very al one.
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Garreth drove blindly, not caring where he went. Sonme place would fee
right, and there he would stop, and think. Rational answers he had overl ooked
bef ore woul d becone apparent. Then perhaps he could make the terrified child
within himrealize that there was nothing to run from nothing to be
frightened of.

Eventual ly he found hinmself in a deserted parking lot, but it was with
shock that he | ooked up and recogni zed Mount Davi dson. The white cross atop
the hill | ooned above him his strange new night vision seeing it |um nous
with icy fire against the night sky.

Relief and triunph foll owed surprise. This proved his imaginings false. How
could he possibly have come to a place like this if he had . . . changed.

dinmbing out of the car, he made his way up the slope toward the cross.



Still no terrible agony engul fed him I|f anything, each step nade himfee
better. Sitting on the ground at the base brought sheer relief, with all the
aches of the past several days draining away.

Garreth stretched out full length and buried his face in the grass. The
earth felt delicious, so cool, so clean and sweet-snelling. Funny. He had
never |iked sleeping on the ground as a kid on scouting canpouts, but now it
felt better than any bed, certainly better than that torture rack at the
hospital. What a joy it would be to just to continue lying here, to pull the
earth over himand sleep forever.

Pull the earth- He sat bolt upright, shaking, horror and gutw enching fear
fl oodi ng back. What the hell are you thinking, man! He really was goi ng wacko.
He had better take hinmself back to the hospital before his delusions had him
j unpi ng sonme unsuspecting jogger

But Garreth could not make hinself nove, even though he suddenly felt as
t hough his presence defiled the hill. The earth drew him It even soothed the
thirst growi ng nore ravenous by the hour. The sun, he decided. He would wait
for the sun. |If nothing happened when it rose, there was nothing wong wth
hi m except that he had gone bananas and needed a roomat the funny farm And
if-well, it would be a clean end with no one having to know what a foul thing
he had becone.

Garreth crossed his legs, folded his hands in his |ap, and waited.

Eventual |y the sky |ightened.

Hi s heart pounded. Feeling it, he scolded hinmself. Don't be a fool
Not hi ng' s goi ng to happen. But his heart continued to sl am against the wall of
his chest while the sky grew brighter. Pulses throbbed in his aching, burning
throat, in his arns, |egs and tenples.

The upper rimof the sun appeared over the horizon. Garreth braced hinself.
A beam of light |anced westward to the great white cross above him He fought
an urge to bury his face in his hands and nade hinmself lift his chin to neet
the sun.

There was no agony, no searing dissolution. The light burned through his
eyes, however, turning the throb in his tenples to a poundi ng headache. A
great wei ght pressed down on him draining his strength, dragging at his
linmbs. The earth beckoned to him called himto the sweet cool ness that would
shut out this mserable, blinding, exhausting sun-

"No!" He lurched to his feet. "Damm you!" he shouted at the sun. "Kill ne!
You' re supposed to kill me. Please! | won't be-that!" He screamed into the
terrible blood-red sky of dawn. "I won't be! No! No! NO" Screamed in fury and
despair, over and over and over

Garreth could not recall running down Mount Davidson or fishing trooper
gl asses fromthe glove conmpartnment of the car and gunning the ZX out of the
parking lot, but he found hinmself driving again, with mrror |enses hiding the
eyes of his image in the rearview nmrror. Driving where, though? He sl owed
down, groping for orientation. And slowed still nmore as a patrol car passed
hi m going the other direction. He carried no driver's license; that sat in the
Property Roomalong with the rest of his billfold contents, state's exhibits.

A street sign finally told himwhere he was. Fromthat he guessed where his
refl exes were taking him Lien . . . who had kept himsane the last tinme his
life came crashi ng down around him

Garreth parked the car around the corner at the end of the block Harry did
not pass on the way to work and foll owed the narrow footpath between the
backyards to the Takananda gate. Slipping over, he sat down behind the big oak
tree shading the flagstoned patio and settled against the trunk to wait.

From i nsi de the house cane the sounds of norning: a shrill electronic
beepi ng of the alarm cl ock, running water, the murnur of voices. The tel ephone
rang. Harry's voice rose. Minents |ater the front door slamred and the notor
of the car roared to life. Tires squeal ed around the corner at the far end of
t he bl ock.

Garreth pushed to his feet and cane around the tree onto the patio.

Lien saw himfromthe kitchen. Her alnond eyes went wide. "Garreth!" She



ran out of the house to him "Wat on earth are you doi ng?"

He managed a wy smile. "Visiting."

Her eyes flashed. "Don't lie to ne, Garreth Doyle M kaelian! Harry just had
a call about you. Cone in this mnute and sit down! You |l ook ready to fall on
your face."

He foll owed her gladly and dropped into the closest chair.

She sat on the hassock in front of him frowning in exasperation and
concern. Her nearness brought a warm wash of bath-tal cum scent overlying that
of blood. "Wy did you run away fromthe hospital ?"

He could give a half-truthful answer. "I couldn't eat their food or sleep
in their bed. I wanted out."

She stared. "Have you lost-" She broke off to resune in a patient voice,
"Garreth, you alnost died. You're in no condition to be going anywhere. You

need nedical care. Cone on; I|'Il drive you back."

She started to rise.

Garreth reached out to catch her wist. "No! | can't go back. I-1"m" But
the words caught in his throat. He could not tell her about the hateful thing
he had become. Hell . . . he could not even say the words to hinmsel f. Thank

God for the gl asses so she could not see the animal glow of his eyes. "Lien, |
have to sleep and | haven't been able to since | went into that place. Let ne
stay here today, and prom se you won't tell anyone where | am not even Harry.
Pl ease! "

She stared fromhis face to her wist and said softly, "Garreth, you're
hurting me."

He let go as though stung. Shit. "Damm! I'msorry."

Li en rubbed the marks left on her wist by his fingers. "I never knew you
were so strong. Garreth .

How coul d he be so thoughtl ess? He had seen some of his strength when
wrestling the orderly. "I didn't realize-1 never neant-1'msorry," he said
m serabl y.

"CGarreth!"

He | ooked at her.

She patted his arm "You can stay on one condition. That you do nothi ng but
rest. Do you prom se?"

He nodded.

She smled. "Fortunately it's Saturday and | don't have to work, so you
won't be alone. Harry went off w thout breakfast. Wuld you like his waffles?"

Hi s throat burned with hunger but the thought of waffles brought a spasm of
nausea. He grimaced. "I'mnot hungry."

Lien frowned at him"Garreth, you-" Then she sighed. "Al right. Now get
yourself into bed in the guest room"

A bed. He would never be able to sleep on a bed. "I'd rather sleep out on
the patio."

"Patio!" she said in horror. "It's chilly out there."

"Please. | can't breathe in here.”

H s desperation nmust have shown in his voice. Her forehead furrowed but she
made no further protests even when he passed the |ounge chair to lie down on
the grass well in the shade of the tree. Hi s | ast conscious sensation was of
Li en covering himw th sonething.

He slept, but not in oblivion. Garreth dreaned . . . frantic, terrifying
dreans . . . of the alley and Lane tearing out his throat, of being CGerald
Mossman, split open and shelled out on an autopsy table, of chasing joggers
t hrough CGol den Gale Park and tearing out their throats to gulp down the salty
fire of their blood. He fled fromthe nurders, running back through the park
to the Conservatory. Inside, though, it had becone a library. Titles of the



books glared fromthe spines in pulsating red lettering: Dracula, The Ri se and
Fall of the Roman Vanpire, Foundation and Vampire, The Vanpire Strikes Back

Spi nning away fromthe stacks in revul sion, he found hinself anong a group
of children sketching bats and wol ves under Lien's direction. He started to
back away but Lien caught his arm and, pushing himdown in a chair, cradled
hi s head agai nst her chest.

"Hush, Garreth, hush." She rocked slightly, stroking his hair as he
renenbered her doing once after Marti died. "The superior man doesn't panic.
Let's try studying this thing calmy. Look." She rel eased himand began two
lists on her sketch pad. "It's obvious that everything | egends say about
vanpires isn't true. Yes, you rest best on earth, you snmell and crave bl ood,
and something is happening to your teeth. On the other hand, while daylight is
unconfortable and debilitating, it doesn't kill you. There's no nonsense wth
mrrors, either. That woul d viol ate physical |aws. The subject needs nore
research, but perhaps nost of the legend is fal se. Maybe you don't have to
stop being the person you are, the person Harry and | |ove. Once your basic
needs of rest and food are nmet, why shouldn't you be able to go on living your
life as you al ways have? Do you understand, Garreth?" Her voice rose, becane
nore insistent. "Garreth?"

That was a real voice, not a dream He opened his eyes, waking as he had
all hislife, fromsleep to awareness in a breath. That, at |east, had not
changed. The sky showed crinmson through the tree above himand Lien knelt at
his side with an expression of relief.

"You're the soundest sleeper |'ve ever seen," she said. "I don't think you
nmoved all day. | couldn't even see you breathe. | kept com ng out to nake sure
you were still alive." She paused. "Did you know it's al nbst inpossible to

feel your pulse? Your skin is cold, too. Garreth, please, please, let nme take
you back to the hospital."

He sat up stiffly, groping for the dream An exploring tongue found his
teeth | ooser. Had the dream Lien been right? Could he go on being the sane
person? "lsn't Harry home yet?"

"He called to say he'd be late. They're turning the city upside down
| ooking for you."

Garreth flushed at the reproach in her voice. "Thanks for not giving ne
away. "

"You needed the rest." She stood. "Conme inside. It's freezing out here."

It did not seemso to him

"What do you think you can stomach for supper?"

Hi s throat burned. A cranp contracted his stomach. He let it pass before
answering. "Just tea, please.”

She turned around sharply. "This is ridiculous. You have to eat! Are you
trying to kill yoursel f?"

Maybe that woul d be best. Dreams were often just dreans. He did not want to
t hi nk about eating. "Please, Lien."

She fixed the tea and stood with arnms folded, watching himsip it. "If you
won't go back to the hospital, at |east show up at Bryant Street |ong enough
to let them know you're alive so they can go back to hunting peopl e who
deserve it."

He hated lying to her. He did it anyway. "All right. I'lIl turn nyself into
Harry."

She hissed in exasperation. "Don't be childish. It isn't like that and you
know it."

"I"'msorry." The tea curbed none of his hunger, none of the thirst, but at
least its warnth soothed the cranps. He stood, clipped on his gun, and put on
hi s coat.

Lien followed himto the door. "Please take care of yourself."

He hugged her. "I will. Thanks for everything. You re a super |ady."

Pi cking up the car from around the corner, he drove to the public library
in the Gvic Center. The subject needed research, his dream Lien had said.
From t he books containing information on the vanpire | egend, he chose sone



hal f a dozen and after skinmng them copied a nunber of pages to study over
multiple cups of tea in an all-night cafe. It went fine as |Iong as he

consi dered the information just research, as long as he did not think of it as
applying to himpersonally. Once he | et awareness seep in, though, all the
horror, the dread, returned in an icy flood. H's hands shook so nuch he could
not hold either cup or papers.

It all seemed so preposterous, a nightmare. If only he woul d wake up. O
consider it just a delusion born of the trauma of Lane's attack.

He hunored the delusion and resuned reading, still shaking. There appeared
to be two kinds of vanpires, those like Dracula who wal ked around tal ki ng and
reasoni ng, and the zonbies Iike Mss Lucy, nindless, dripping dirt and
gravecl othes, driven only by their lust for blood. Lucy had been bitten by
Dracul a, but he, like Mna Harker, had swall owed sonme of his attacker's bl ood
in turn. Did that make the difference?

A question none of the reading answered, however, was why Lane let him
live. She had broken Adair's and Mdssnman's necks to destroy their nervous
system and prevent themfromrising again. Wiy had she not done the sanme for
hi n?

"I nspector M kael i an?"

He started. A unifornmed officer smled dowmn at him "I saw your car out
front. We've been | ooking for you."

It had been only a matter of time. Myving unhurriedly, Garreth fol ded the
copi ed pages and slipped theminto the inside pocket of his sport coat. "What
are you supposed to do when you find ne?"

"We've already called Lieutenant Serruto in Hom cide."

Garreth stood. "Am | under arrest?"

The officer |ooked young. H's eyes widened in shock. "Ch, no, |nspector
It's just an Attenpt to Locate. You need nedical treatnent, the bulletin
said."

"I don't, but doctors have to play CGod. Let's go."

They waited in the parking lot for Serruto. He arrived with Harry driving.
The lieutenant did not bother getting out of the car, just rolled down the
wi ndow. "G ve one of the uniforms your car keys, Mkaelian. Drive the car to
the ot at Bryant Street," he told the unifornmed officers, "and | eave the keys
on ny desk in Homicide. Get in, Mkaelian."

Garreth debated trying to run. Even fasting, he bet he could still outrun
the rest of them He weighed that agai nst the suspicion bolting mght raise.

"CGet in," Serruto repeated in a voice with steel beneath it.

Garreth clinbed in the back seat, eyes on the nonfunctional handle of the
door cl osing behind him Trapped!

"Thanks," Serruto told the officer, and then, as the car left the parking
[ot, "You nonopolized a | ot of manpower hours, M kaelian."

Garreth slunk down in the seat, flushing guiltily.

"Mnd telling me the neaning of this stunt?"

W shi ng he sounded | ess defensive, Garreth said, "I don't like hospitals.
felt better but didn't think they would believe ne."

"Real | y?" Harry said. "Lien called. She told ne you were al nost conatose
all day."

"I won't go back to the hospital."

Serruto turned around on the seat to face Garreth. "W can raise a charge
of assault to confine you if need be."

Garreth dug his nails into the palns of his hands. Be cool, nman. Vanpires
can hypnotize with a look. Do it. He | ooked Serruto straight in the eyes,
trying to renmenber what Lane had done to him "I don't ook sick to you, do
| ?"

Serruto stared back, eyes widening, then said in a flat voice, "No. What do
you want to do, then? You can't come back on duty w thout an okay from a
doctor."

"I know. | just want to rest at hone for a few days. Then I'll go back for
a checkup and let themrun their blood tests or whatever." He continued to



hold Serruto's eyes.

"Al'l right. You have sick | eave at hone."

"Ah . . . could you arrange a new I D card and badge for ne, and a tenporary
driver's license until | can replace the one in the evidence | ocker?"

"See ne Tuesday about it."

Garreth bit his lip to keep fromgrinning. It worked!

"Why don't you stay at our place?" Harry asked. "W have a guest room"

That would not do at all. "I'd rather be hone."

But Serruto had turned around again and was out of Garreth's influence.
"You go to Takananda's tonight or we charge you with assault and take you to
the hospital ."

Garreth made hinself smle. "Yes, sir.

Garreth did not really sleep. He felt anything but sleepy and he wanted to
be sure he was awake before Harry and Lien, so that he coul d sneak back
i nsi de. Sl eeping outdoors during the day was one thing; discovering that he
had slept out in a chilly night, even when he did not feel the cold, would
di sturb them He rested, though-renm nded of the tines he had gone canping as a
Boy Scout, except that this tine he felt confortable instead of wanting an air
mattress between himand the ground-and while he rested, he considered
solutions for the sleeping situation. A coffin was ridiculous, but he did need
some kind of container for a |layer of earth.

He sat up, thinking again of the Boy Scouts. An air mattress m ght work. As
soon as possible, he would | eave here and try it out.

In the norning he played with the eggs and toast Lien fixed for him
managi ng to l ook |like he was eating without actually doing so. He drank only
sugared tea and took the vitam ns she forced on him

"Since Harry is on duty today," she said, "will you come to church with
ne?"

The knot in his stomach came not from hunger this tine-he no | onger felt
hunger, only |ightheaded euphoria, a comon feeling brought on by fasting, he

renmenbered Marti telling himonce-but fromfear. Church! Well, he mght as
well find out howit affected him
"Of course I'll go."

Lien drove. Garreth sat with his hands clenched in the pockets of his coat,
his eyes hidden fromher and the sun by the mirror-Ilensed trooper glasses. He
could not renenber the last time he had actually felt religious, though he
still went to church with his nother and grandnother when he visited hone. He
had gone regularly as a child, sandw ched wi th Shane between his not her and
Grandma Doyl e, where he could be thunped on the head with a grandnotherly
knuckl e if he wi ggled too nuch.

Lien's church was Roman Catholic, but it renm nded himof the Episcopal one
at honme. Garreth could not shake the conviction that he should not be here,
but sitting beside Lien, he felt no pain other than that of guilt. Lien
touched himwith holy water coming in and it did not burn. Wwuld it if he had
grown up Catholic? If anything, the light com ng through the stained-glass
wi ndows and the rhythm of the Mass gave hima kind of peace. He had a feeling
that if the tall priest had | ooked nore |ike Father M chaels-a small, round,

I aughi ng man who snel |l ed pl easantly of pipe tobacco and was continually
relighting that pipe at the coffee period follow ng Mrning Prayer, froma
seem ngly inexhaustible supply of kitchen matches in the pocket of his black
coat-Garreth woul d have been tenpted to confess his vanpirismand ask for
absolution. O was that cure for his condition pure nyth, too?

Leaving, Lien said, "Shall we eat |unch at Fisherman's \Wharf?"

Hi s teeth rubbed against the inside of his upper lip, so |loose they felt
ready to fall out. He had no doubt they would, and that new, sharp ones were



even now pushi ng through his sore guns. A need to be al one overwhel med him

"Another time, please? | think I'd like to go home and sleep." If she
argued, he was ready to take off his glasses and use his power on her

Though her forehead creased in concern, she did not fight him "Call me if
you need anything."

He wal ked her back to her car, then caught a bus for a shopping center
where he bought an air mattress and several bags of earth fromthe garden
section. At hone he slit the end of each section of the air mattress and
poured in earth a handful at a time until he had a | ayer of earth an inch or
so thick. Mending tape sealed the mattress again.

Garreth lay down experinentally on the resulting pallet. Tension ran out of
himlike knots untying. The slightly lunpy surface felt as confortable as the
softest of beds. He sighed in satisfaction. It worked.

Before he let hinself fall asleep, though, Garreth worried the | oose teeth
free. Pushing his tongue into the spaces left, he felt sharp points com ng
t hrough the guns and shivered. Sonehow the teeth signal ed a watershed, a point
of no return at which he could no | onger doubt the thing he had becone. The
chill of that thought followed himinto sleep

Hunger woke him violent, racking cranps that doubled himin bed, ravenous
thirst which would no | onger be denied. Garreth felt his teeth with his tongue
and found them fully grown, sharp as needles, though to his surprise, they
were no |onger than the teeth they had replaced. H s gut knotted with nore
than cranps. The netanor phosis was conpl ete and he could no | onger avoid the
one problem he had refused to think about: food. Tonight he had to find a
sol ution.

Garreth staggered out of bed to the bathroom and doubl ed over the washbow
gul pi ng down water. But neither hot nor cold water slaked the burning thirst;
it only eased the cranps enough that he could stand upright.

In the mirror his face | oomed gaunt, pale, and unshaven. He was | osing
wei ght, he noticed, and grinaced bitterly. After all the tines |'ve dieted
wi t hout success, this is a hell of a way to-

He forgot all about weight and stared at his reflected teeth. Wth the
drawi ng back of his lips in the grimace, the canines, narrower than his
previ ous ones, had grown, extending nearly half an inch. And as he rel axed,
they retracted again. dancing toward the bed in the other room he thought of
Marti and for the first time, rejoiced in her death. At |east she had been
saved the agony of seeing himlike thisl!

The I ength of his beard astonished him until he thought to switch on the
TV and check the programm ng agai nst the gui de-he had better buy another watch
to replace the one being kept as evidence. This was Mnday evening. He had
slept nearly thirty hours.

He unwound t he bandage from his neck. Wthout surprise he found the flesh
scarred but heal ed. Count the recuperative powers of the vanmpire as fact,
then. Using a pair of nail scissors, he cut and pulled the sutures. Another
turtleneck hid the |lum nous ivory scars.

Is this proper attire for the hunting vanpire? canme a bitterly sardonic

t hought .

He snatched up a coat and headed for the door

Garreth found he still could not think about what he intended to do, how to
do it, or where. He let his body take him guided by its newinstincts. He
found hinself on a bus headed for North Beach. OF course . . . Lane's turf,

rich with gane

He sat staring out the bus wi ndow, heartsick, hating hinmself. How could he
bring hinself to do this to other human beings? Wat if he refused? What
happened to the starving vanmpire since he had never heard of themdying for



| ack of food?

Leaving the bus at the corner of Colunbus and Broadway, he considered the
possibility of suicide. It offered a clean solution . . . maybe.

If vanpires could commit suicide. Driving a wooden stake through his heart
or breaking his neck sounded difficult to acconplish by hinself.

Humanity streamed around him He snelled not just their perfune and sweat
now but the warmnetallic/salty scent of the bl ood pul sing through their
veins. It ignited a frenzy of hunger. His stomach churned. Dear God, don't |et
me cranmp again and attract attention! Cccasionally someone passed whose bl ood
ran hot and strong and he turned toward her like a conpass to north . . . only
to pull back, afraid. How long had it been since he last picked up a girl?
Before he met Marti. He had been turned down a fair nunber of times in those
days, he recalled. A refusal now nmeant nore than a blow to the ego; it neant
no supper. Wrse, what if she cane with hin? What if he killed her?

He could not do it. He just . . . could . . . not . . . do. . . it!

In panic, he turned up a side street and ran, away from Broadway, away from
the bl ood snells fanning his hunger, and did not stop until the next corner
There he | eaned against the wall of a building, swearing at hinself. Sone
vampi re he nade. What was he going to do?

Gradual |y, he becane aware of voices around the corner, sharp, full of
anger and fear. A man's: "And Richie says you're holding out on him He don't
i ke that."

"I"'mnot," a wonan replied. "I just don't get the action. The johns want
young girls. | do the best I can. | swear."

Garreth recogni zed Velvet's voice. Edging up to the corner, he peered
around it. The hooker had been backed up against the building by a man wavi ng
a swi tchbl ade under her nose.

"Well, if you can't convince themyou' re sweet sixteen and a virgin, you
better find something el se they want, baby, because Ri chie says you're running
inthe red. You ain't cost-effective. So unless you get your act together, you
will be running in the red. 1'Il fix your face so you can't get a job ushering
at a dogfight."

CGood old Richie, Garreth thought.

He cane around the corner. In two long strides he was on top of the
nmuscl eman, cl anmping a hand on the wist of the knife hand just as the man
regi stered Garreth's presence and started to turn. Garreth bent the wi st
back. The forearm gave with a sickening crack. He let go of the wist and
snoot hly took the knife as the muscl eman col |l apsed screaming to the sidewal k.

Garreth stepped over himand put a hand under Velvet's el bow. "Conme on
let's get out of here." He hurried her back toward Broadway.

Her eyes | ooked the size of dinner plates. "Why'd you do that? He wasn't
going to cut me this tine. Now Richie will get nmad."

"Tell Richie the nmuscle was getting carried away and was about to use the
knife for fun when a friendly flatfoot cane along. Better yet, drop a dine on
himand we'll nail himto the wall before he does have you carved up."

She bit her lip. "Sonetime, maybe. For now, thanks." She gl anced sideways
at him "Say, what's the story on you? First | hear they found you stiff in an
alley with your throat torn out, then the word is you sat up on the autopsy
tabl e and knocked the knife out of the doctor's hand; now here you are wal ki ng
around breaking arns with one hand. You | ook younger sonehow, too."

He restrained a grimace. Drink blood, the Elixir of Youth. "I owe it all to
clean living and a pure heart," he said al oud.

The blood ran hot in her. He snelled it: fear-driven, richly salty, and
with it, the near audi ble hammering of her heart, just now beginning to sl ow
after the terror. He drew a deep breath and, folding the sw tchbl ade, dropped
it in his pocket. H s hand shook with the driving urgency of his hunger

He felt her |ooking at himand gl anced over to see her smling know ngly.
She had seen his increase in breathing and misinterpreted it, he realized.

"Hey, baby. Maybe you'd like to party?"

He shook his head. "Don't nake nme run you in for soliciting a cop, Velvet."



"Did I nention noney? This is on the house. Call it saying thanks. Cone
on." She reached up to ruffle his hair. "Let nme show you that blondes really
do have nore fun."

He started to say no, but sonmething else in him sonething controlled by
the ravenous thirst, nmade it to his tongue first. "Ckay. Wiy not ?"

She tucked her armthrough his. "It isn't far. You'll like this."
He hated it. Not the sex; that felt fine. But afterward, with the bl ood
snell of her filling his head, making himdizzy with need, she | ooked up and

said dreanmly, "Did you know your eyes glow red, M kaelian? They're |ike
rubi es.”

Hunger overwhel med him He ki ssed her neck, exploring, feeling his canines
extend. She sighed in pleasure when his nmouth found the throb under her silky
skin. The sound goaded him He bit, and . . . nothing! Only a drop of blood
rose to tantalize himwhere each fang pierced. He had m ssed the vein!

A scream of frustration echoed through his head, and then it screaned at
him demandi ng that he tear at her throat until he found the bl ood he needed.
Garreth recoiled, and scranbled off her in horror. No! The guilt he had felt
com ng up here pal ed beside the self-Ioathing flooding himnow He did not
have to stop being the person he was? Like hell. Look at him turning into a
raveni ng damm ani nal

He struggled into his clothes, desperate to | eave before his hunger
destroyed what humanity remained in him

Vel vet stirred drowsily on the bed. "Don't rush off, baby."

How coul d he explain? It was inmpossible. "I"'msorry; | have to go to work."
He buckl ed his belt.

She sat up, frowning irritably. "Well, wham bamthank-you-nma' am"

He clipped on his gun, not daring to | ook at her, breathing through his
mouth so that he would not smell the blood in her. "lI'msorry," he repeated.
It sounded lanme in his ears.

"Cops." She snorted. "Always in a hurry to cone and a hurry to go."

He fled the roomw t hout even bothering to put on his coat. He finished
dressing on the street while he wal ked away as fast as he could and gul ped the
night air to clear her scent fromhis head. He kept wal ki ng, paying no
particular attention to the direction, as long as it was away fromthe crowds
and bright Iights.

M ssed! He could not believe it. Wio ever heard of such a thing? See the
vanmpire mss the vein. See himm ss supper. Poor hungry vanpire. Maybe he
shoul d hire a dowser to find veins for him

How many necks did a neo-vanpire have to nmutilate before | earning the
qui ck, clean bite? He could not do that. How did he eat, then?

A car's horn blared. Garreth scranmbled out of its path. It was then that he
noti ced where he was going . . . east, down to the Enbarcadero. He stopped and
stood | ooki ng across at the pier buildings, forgetting his problemfor a
nmonent to think about the ships nobored over there, where they had been and
where they m ght be going, exotic places. He had never even been out of the
stat e.

A man passed him jogging, with a sleek Doberman running easily at his
side. They left the scents of sweat and bl ood behind t hem

Garreth's spine tingled. He turned to watch the dog. They had bl ood, too.
Coul d he live on animal bl ood? Lane drank human bl ood and all the books tal ked
about vampires drinking human bl ood, but bl ood was bl ood, surely.

The idea of preying on dogs did not appeal to him they were pets, usually
| oved by someone. Cats, too. Besides, he had no idea how much bl ood they could
| ose without dying. However-his eyes noved toward the pier across the
street-the city did have one species that existed in profusion, that would not
be m ssed, and that he would not mind killing. Over there |lay a bounteous
hunti ng ground.

The idea of touching a rat, let alone biting one, disgusted him but a
growi ng weakness in himand the return of his stomach cranps provided
i ncentive for overcoming his squeam shness. People |earned to eat many things



out of necessity, even other people. Better rats than people.

He crossed the street . . . only to find the gate across the entrance
| ocked. He clutched at the grating in frustration. What now? The only open
gates led onto piers with activity. He needed to find a way onto an enpty pier

somehow. He stared into the darkened buil ding | ongingly.

Sonet hing noved in him a gut-jarring wench that sent pangs through him
fromhead to hands and feet. He started to | ean against the grating for
support, to wait for the pain to pass. He alnost fell onto his face. The
grating had di sappeared fromin front of him Looking around, he found, to his
astoni shment, that it lay behind him

Anot her truth! Vanpires could nove through solid objects. He had not
noti ced that he becane mist. How had he done it, then?

Garreth quickly ceased to care about how H's stomach said: hunt. He
started down the | ength of the building, through a dark that appeared no nore
than twilight to his eyes, his ears tuned for every possible sound.

The buil ding creaked around him CQutside, traffic munbl ed and water slapped
the pier and foundations. Then, am d ot her sounds, he caught the scrabbl e of
tiny clawed feet and the hi gh squeak of a rodent voice. One turn of his head
pi npoi nted the sound. He noved in that direction, clinbing over a customns
barrier in his path. The rat's form appeared anpong t he shadows under the
customs count er.

It nust have heard him because it grew suddenly still. Only its head noved,
turning to look up at him Garreth froze in place, too. The tiny eyes net his.

"Don't nove," he said. Then he had a better idea. "Cone here. Cone to ne."
He woul d see just how far this control went.

The rat continued to stare.

Garreth concentrated on it. "Conme here.”

One slow step at a tinme, the rat obeyed. As it came within arm s reach
Garreth squatted on his heels. The snell of the rat reached him a sharp
rodent odor, strong but not quite strong enough to mask the tantalizing scent
of blood. He steeled hinself to touch the creature. Blood is blood. He drew a
breath, snelling that blood . . . and reached for his prey.

The rat's fur felt rough and spiky in his hand. He waited for it to
struggle, but the creature submtted to being picked up, hanging quiescent in
his grasp. One wench would break its neck, or a bend of his el bow bring it to
his mouth, but he hesitated. Rats carry di sease. How did pl ague and rabies
af fect vanpires? Were they immune, or would the di sease organi sm be destroyed
by passing through his digestive systen? This rat |ooked heal thy enough
bri ght-eyed and fat.

The bl ood snell of it was overwhel m ng. Hunger naddened him He had to risk
drinking fromit. He renenbered the switchblade in his pocket. That woul d keep
himfromhaving to actually bite the rat. But what then?

The rat remained quiet. Garreth stood, carrying it, and | ooked around for
inspiration. Draining the blood into the pal mof his hand and licking it up
fromthere sounded not only slow but primtive. He had never |iked canping out
with all the loss of physical confort that neant: digging latrines, boiling
water, bathing in a bucket. He wanted sonething nore civilized now, too.

Hi s gaze fell on a trash barrel. He carried the rat to it and | ooked in.

Al most on top of the litter inside sat a foamcup of the type used for coffee
carry-outs. Lipstick, looking brown in the twilight of his vision, printed one
edge of the rim

After this, he decided, he would bring a cup of his own, maybe one of those
col I apsing things for canping, sonething that fit easily and inconspi cuously
in a pocket. But for now, he set the cup on the custons counter, then, using
bot h hands, broke the rat's neck and brought out the sw tchbl ade.

The bl ade opened with a snap. A pass of it opened the rat's throat, and
Garreth held the rat by its hind legs, letting the blood drain into the cup
Its snell set his stomach churning in anticipation, though his brain stil
recoiled. Blood is blood, he reninded hinmself. Blood is Life.

And when the rat stopped dripping, he resolutely picked up the cup



lipstick away from him and gul ped down the contents before he had tine to
think further.

Any worry that he mght throw up vani shed i mredi ately. The first swall ow
ignited a wild appetite for nore. At the same tine, though, it tasted flat,
| acki ng, as though he drank sinple tomato juice when he expected the peppery
fire of a Bloody Mary. Hs skin crawl ed. Wat he really wanted, of course, was
human bl ood. But this will do and it's all you're getting, beast. He drained
the cup to the last drop and went hunting another rat.

"M k-san!" Harry canme up out of his desk chair grinning fromear to ear
From around the room other detectives converged on Garreth, pounding him

on the back. Serruto cane out of his office. "lIs that our Lazarus behind those
Foster Grants? You're | ooking pretty good, Mkaelian. Did you see the doctor
t oday?"

"Yes, sir."

"What does he say about when you can come back?"

"I'"'m back now Really," he added, handing over the evaluation formfromthe
doctor. He took off his glasses and hung them on the breast pocket of his suit
coat. "I checked out okay. I'mcleared for full duty." O at |east, he had
been after "persuasion" hel ped the doctor perceive the readings for
tenmperature, pulse, and respiration as nornal .

Foreheads furrowed in surprise around himHarry | ooked concerned. "Only a
week after the attack? You still |ook pale, and you seemthin.”

“I"'mon a diet. The doctor approves."

Serruto read the form "He thinks your neck is heal ed?"

Garreth tilted back his head to show the scars above his collar, stil
livid but obviously in no danger of tearing open with exertion. "l agree it's
i ncredi ble, but ny nmother's people were always fast healers, and |'ve been
doi ng not hi ng since Saturday but sleeping and eating, and drinking an herbal
tea ny G andna Doyl e swears by."

He saw by their expressions that they put little credence in the herba
tea, but otherw se swallowed the lies. Garreth fought down a pang of guilt. He
could not very well tell the truth, could he? That he had sl ept days but spent
ni ghts decimating the rat popul ation on the Enbarcadero, feeding the little
corpses to the fishes in the bay. He hated admtting it to hinmself-it seened
li ke a savage, desperate way to be living, and he had cone close to being
caught last night by a watchman. He had had to crouch behind a pile of crates
with breath held until the nman wal ked out of sight. Garreth's chances of being
seen increased with every night. He needed to find some way to hunt |ess
of ten.

Serruto read the formagain. "I don't know, " he said doubtfully.
Garreth met his eyes as the lieutenant | ooked up and stared steadily into
them "I'mfit, the doctor says. You believe him don't you?" It was a cheat

and Garreth's consci ence bothered hi mbecause of it, but he used it anyway. He
wanted to be working.

Serruto stared back, then returned the form "If the doctor says you're
fit, who am| to disagree? Okay, everyone, the reception party is over. Back
to work." He beckoned Garreth toward his office. "Cone in. You, too, Harry."

It was about what Garreth expected, a short |ecture which could be
summari zed as: "The doctors may think you're fit for full duty, but I think
you should take it easy for a while. Make sure he does, Harry. Here's your new
badge, ID card, and gun. Be sure to qualify with it on the firing range.
Here's your tenporary driver's license. Now, | suppose you want to know how
we' re doi ng on your redhead?"

"Yes, sir."

"W haven't found her," Harry said. "The APB is out with the nanes Bar ber



and Al exandra Pfeifer. Odd alias, isn't it? | suppose it sounds nore authentic
than the standard Angl o- Saxon ones.

"It's all crazy. Did you know we dusted her apartment, but the only prints
we found bel onged to your name on the letter, Madel ai ne Bi eber, but she turns
out not to be Barber, but a sixty-seven-year-old woman who was arrested for
assault in 1941? We can't find her, either.”

Garreth bit his lip to keep fromtelling themthat Lane and Madel ai ne
Bi eber were the same worman. Once he accepted Lane as a vanpire, it foll owed
t hat her apparent age bore no relation to her actual one. If he told them and
they believed him then they would inevitably realize what he had becone. He
had no desire to learn how they m ght react to that.

Littl e wonder, though, that Lane hunted so efficiently; she had had decades
of practice.

He asked, "Did you ever learn anything fromthe burned papers in the
firepl ace?"

Serruto shook his head. "The lab only nmanaged to bring up a parti al
postmark with two of the ZI P nunbers, a six and a seven."

"Doesn't that hel p?"

Harry sighed. "It mght if we knew for sure whether they're the first or
second two nunbers. If the ZIP is sixty-seven something, the letter cane from
the mddle of Kansas. If it's something sixty-seven something, it could have

been nailed in any one of nine states. | had the fun of going through a ZIP
directory to check the possibilities." He |aughed. "Isn't being a detective
exci ting?"

"Show himthe picture, Harry," Serruto said.

Harry brought it in fromhis desk. Studying the photograph, Garreth saw
that nost of the envel ope had burned away. In what renai ned, he saw a post mark
circle with the two nunbers at the bottom At the top of the circle, partials
of three letters also remmined, and bel ow t he postmark, an ornate M He
recogni zed the letter as part of the address on the envel ope he had seen. Too
bad they were unable to see the return address. Addressed to her real nane, it
nmust have come from sonmeone who knew her well and froma long tine back

"Did you |l earn anything useful fromher driver's |license or car
registration?"

"Just that the information given for the license was fal se,"” Harry said.

Serruto frowned. "W ran her through NCIC, even asking for Wants on anyone
fitting her description. I know she's dirty. She stinks of 'fugitive.' She
nmust be wanted somewhere for something."

Garreth found satisfaction in knowi ng that he was no | onger the only one
who felt that way.

"Anyway, that's where we stand now," Serruto said. "Mdre is up to you two."
He eyed Garreth intently. "Are you sure you feel |ike working?"

Garreth returned his gaze steadily. "I feel just fine."
Serruto waved themtoward the door. "Then crack the whip over him Harry."
Harry nodded, grinning. On the way back to their desks, he said, "I tried

calling you a couple of tines, to see how you were doi ng, but you never
answered. "

Garreth doubted a nere phone could wake himin the daytinme. "I turned off
t he tel ephone bell so I wouldn't be disturbed.” Even the small |ie bothered
hi m

"Lien was so worried | al nost drove over to check on you personally."

Garreth breathed a sigh of relief that he had not.

"She's down at City of Paris today. Why don't | give her a call to tell her
what the doctor said about you, and ask her to make enough sweet-and-sour pork
for three tonight?"

Garreth hoped the stricken plunge of his heart did not show on his face. He
coul d never eat sweet-and-sour pork again, nor eat with Harry and Li en again,
for that matter. He did not have to fake the di sappointnent in his voice. "I
wish | could, but . . . | have a date."

Harry's brows went up.



"Anurse | nmet while the doctor was checking ne over."

Harry sl apped his shoulder. "That's great. You get along well wth nurses.
G ad to see you back in the gane.™

"Does this nmean you'll be playing Cock of the WAlk with the rest of the
boys now?" Evelyn Kol b eyed himover the cup of tea she was pumnping from her
t her nos.

Garreth paused in the act of putting his glasses back on. "Wat a sharp
t ongue you have."

She smled. He eyed her thernos. That might be how to reduce the nunber of
times he had to hunt. After all, the ability to store food was supposed to be
an advantage of civilization

He wal ked over to her desk and picked up the thernmps. "Does this work very
wel | ?"

"Very well. Tea | put inin the morning is still hot enough to burn ny
tongue twel ve hours later."

He toyed with the punp spigot on the top. "How rmuch does it hol d?"

"A quart. Why?"

"I"mthinking of bringing tea to work the way you do. They cone in |arger
sizes, too, don't they?"

"Sure, but how nuch do you expect to drink in a day?"

He shrugged, noting with dismay how easily he lied these days and to how
many people. Wiy? Right now he could have replied truthfully that he was
t hi nki ng of buying a thernbps. The w cked fl ee where no man pursueth, he
t hought ruefully.

Garreth returned the thernmos to her desk and watched her put it away in the
kneehol e. A thernos full of blood would keep himseveral days. The flaw in
that struck himon the way back to his desk. Qutside its owner's body, bl ood
clotted. The thought of ordinary blood still sounded unappealing to his brain,
but that of clotted blood turned even his stonmach. If he wanted to store
bl ood, he would have to use anticoagul ants. Wiere to conme by those, though?

Harry sat at his desk frowning at the I ab photo of the postmark. "What do
you think these letters are?"

Garreth peered over his shoulder. "The one in the nmiddle has to be either
an Oor U Isn't that a slanted foot to the left? That would be an A, K, R or
X"

"And on the right?"

It |ooked like the bottomend of a straight Iine. "Man, that could be
anything." He checked the keys of the typewiter. "F, H I, KK NN M or P." A
t hought occurred which m ght solve several problens. "Wy don't we ask the |ab
if they can work on making the letters a little nore visible?"

Harry shrugged. "W can ask."

Garreth maneuvered Harry into doing the tal ki ng when they reached the Crine
Lab. He put in a word or two, then slid away and wandered al ong t he wor kt abl es
to where a technician was checki ng bl oodstains on a shirt.

The tech | ooked up with a smle. "G ad to see you back. I'mglad I won't be
gi ving evi dence on your bl oodstained clothes at a nurder trial. | see you got
ina fewlicks yourself."

"Two kinds of blood on the clothes?"

The tech nodded. "Mostly A positive, but some B positive, too."

Casual ly, Garreth asked, "If you wanted to keep bl ood fresh, how could you
do it?"
The tech shook his head. "I'd rather have it dried. It's easier to anal yze.

Bl ood cells decay so fast in liquid or clotted blood."

"What if you wanted to keep it fromclotting? Wuld you use heparin?"

The tech rocked his row of slides back and forth, studying the blood on
them "Heparin? Probably not. That's about the npbst expensive product on the
market. It's cheaper to use things |ike oxalates and citrates." He | ooked up
"I'"d probably choose sodiumcitrate. That's inexpensive and avail abl e at
al nrost any chemical supply house. It isn't a drug, so it isn't controlled Iike
heparin."



"How much woul d you have to use?" Garreth crossed his fingers, hoping the
tech woul d not ask why he was so interested in anticoagul ants.

The bl ood on some of the slides |ooked clunped. The tech wote letters on a
report form then stood and reached for a book on a shelf above the cabi net

behind him "Well, let's see. Anticoagulants . . . Here we are. You need ten
mlligranms for a hundred milliliters of blood. |I've bought it in a two and a
hal f percent solution. That gives you twentyfive mlligranms per cc. So a cc
will keep two hundred and fifty mlliliters. That hel p?"

"Yes. Thanks." Garreth hoped so.

Jubilation carried himinto work on Friday. The citrate worked. Four quarts
of blood sat cold and liquid in his refrigerator. A lot of drained rat bodies
fed the fishes today but the slaughter was worth it. He would not have to hunt

for several days. Rat blood still did not satisfy hin hunger continued to
gnaw no matter how rmuch he drank, but at least it took the edge off. He could
live with what remained, like the time Marti took himoff bread and he

survived very well even though he never stopped craving the bread. Hi s thernos
of tea would help keep his appetite under control during the day. He was al so
learning to live with the pressure of daylight. The dream had been right; he
could go on living a normal |life and no one would ever have to suspect the
changes in him

Not even a useless interview with Lane's agent-current agent, Garreth
qualified silently; she alnbst certainly changed them al ong with her
identity-failed to danpen his spirits.

"She phoned and told nme not to book her any gigs for an indefinite period
of time," the woman said. "She said her nmother is critically ill and she
intends to stay with her until the crisis is over."

"Where's that?" Harry asked.

"l don't know. She never said."

Harry frowned. "You nean you don't have any background information on your
clients?"

The agent frowned back. "Lane has a dozen backgrounds, all probably false.

Look, Sergeant, | find her gigs and she pays ne ten percent. That was our
agreement. She gives nme no trouble with performng drunk or strung out, or not
showing up at all, and she brings me a small but steady incone, so | don't pry

into her life." The agent paused. "Once or twi ce | asked her persona
guestions and she changed the subject. She |ooks |like a hot, foxy kid, but
she's ice and steel underneath."

A very perceptive lady, Garreth reflected.

As they left, Harry asked, "Were do you want to eat |unch?"

The optimismin Garreth faltered only a little. "I'"mon a diet, remenber?
W can eat anywhere you want, as long as | can buy a cup of tea there."

Harry grinned. "You're serious about the diet this tine?"

"Of course." As though he had a choice.

"North Beach being our Italian Quarter, how about Italian food?"

"Fine." Garreth would hate it, whatever the restaurant. He hated all neals.
Tea filled his stomach, but did nothing to neutralize the |ongings that food
snells stirred in him He envied Harry, happily putting away everything
Garreth had | oved but could no | onger eat.

But the nonent they wal ked in the door of the restaurant, Garreth |ost al
future appetite for Italian food. At the first breath of inside air, his lungs
froze. Instant panic set in as he tried to breathe and could not. He cl awed
frantically at his tie and shirt collar, yanking them open

"Garreth! Wat's wong?" Harry shook himby the shoul ders.

Garreth opened his nouth wide, straining, desperately struggling to suck in
air, but he mght as well have been trying to inhale solid concrete.



"CGarreth!"

He woul d suffocate in here! Half dragging Harry, half carried by him
Garreth bolted for the street.

Qutside, the air turned fromconcrete to cold nol asses. Garreth staggered
up the street until the last foul taint of garlic disappeared. Only then did
the air return to normal consistency. He | eaned agai nst a buil ding, head
t hrown back, gulping air greedily.

"Garreth, what happened?" Harry demanded.

Garreth had no idea what to say. Wuld any nmention of garlic start fatal
t hought trains? "I"'mall right." As long as he avoided garlic. Put one nore
pi ece of the legend in the truth colum. "It was nothing."

"Not hi ng! That wasn't nothing, partner. We'd better-"

Fromthe direction of their car, a radio sputtered. "lInspectors 55."

Harry hurried back to the car to roger the call. Garreth followed with
unst eady knees.

"Public service 555-6116," Dispatch said.

Harry's brows rose. "Sound famliar?"

Garreth shook his head.

They drove to the nearest phone booth and Harry dialed the nunber. Garreth
could not hear Harry's end of the conversation, only see his |lips noving
t hrough the glass wall of the booth, but as he tal ked, Harry becane nore
ani mat ed. He cane back to the car at a run and junped behi nd t he wheel

"Hey, Mk-san, are we still interested in Wnk O Hare?"

Garreth sat up straight. "Are you kidding? Did someone find hin"

"A lady who says she's Rosella Hanbright's sister knows where he is. Seens
he got peeved at his girl and worked her over. The sister doesn't approve and
wants Wnk's hide for it."

"Let's go get him" Garreth said.

They coll ected two bl ack-and-whites for backup on the way. Garreth
surreptitiously checked the house, a decaying two-story building with poverty
ground like dirt into its facade, before they nmoved in. Wnk was supposed to
be in the second-floor apartment. Narrow, bare stairs led up froma front hal
t hat reeked of garbage and broken pl unbi ng. Two wi ndows overl ooked the street.
Built against its neighbor, it had no side windows. In back, rotting stairs in
two flights rose to a narrow back porch with one wi ndow into the apartnent and
a back door whose upper half contained nine small panes of gl ass.

The wages of sin is the hell of hiding in stinking holes, Garreth thought
whi | e wal ki ng back up the hill and around the corner to where Harry and the
bl ackand-whi tes waited.

Harry depl oyed everyone, a uniformto be behind a bl ack-and-white out
front, covering the front wi ndows, another around the corner of a building
covering the rear window. A third uniformwould go in the front with Harry,
and the fourth, up the back with Garreth.

"You're sure you're all right?" Harry asked.

Garreth renoved his glasses and | ooked himstraight in the eyes. "I'mfine.
Let's go."

"We'| | give hima chance to conme out. |If he doesn't, you break in the back
door. I'Il go through the front at the sane time. Back door and hall door are

at right angles to each other, so we shouldn't be in each other's cross fire,
but for God's sake be careful about that."

Garreth and his uniformed partner, a barrel-chested veteran named Rhoades,
made their way around to the back of the building and eased up the stairs,
checking each tread to avoid telltale creaks. Keeping |low, they crossed the
porch, then flattened thensel ves agai nst the building on each side of the
door.

Wth his ear pressed against the side of the house, Garreth heard Harry
knock at the front door and call, "Wnk O Hare, this is the police." Nothing
stirred in the apartnent.

"Cone out, Wnk."

A board creaked inside. Listening carefully, Garreth made out the sound of



stealthy footsteps. Garreth shifted his hand up on his gun so that he could
use the handgrip to break the window. H s eyes nmet Rhoades'. The unifornmed
of ficer nodded his readiness. Garreth, breaking the wi ndow, would go in high
Rhoades woul d dive in | ow

"0 Hare, open up!"

The footsteps inside nmoved closer. "Garreth! Get him™"

At Harry's yell, Garreth smashed the handgrip of the gun into the pane
directly above the knob. The gl ass shattered, but with it a wave of pain |ike
fire burned up his armand out through his body at the sane tine a shot
sounded expl osively inside the kitchen and gl ass hi gher up shattered under the
i npact of a bullet.

Rhoades swore. Garreth tossed his gun into his left hand and pointed it
around the edge of the doorjamb to shoot back at Wnk, tilting his head just
enough to expose one eye for aimng. But his finger could not nove the
trigger. The gun nechani sm seenmed frozen

"Shoot!" Rhoades yel | ed.

Garreth could not. Fire seared him

VWhat the hell was wong with his gun? He renenbered then, in dismy, that
he carried a new one, one he had never fired before. Damm. That did not
account for the pain, though

The t houghts raced through his head between one heartbeat and the next.
Anot her foll owed, one that could explain both the pain and apparent failure of
the gun, but he could not accept it. No, that's just a | egend! Besides, this

is a hideout, not a dwelling . . . just a hideout!

W nk di sappeared fromthe kitchen doorway and two nore shots sounded, this
time followed by a man's agoni zed yell. Garreth could not tell whether the
shots came fromWnk's .45 or the hot-|oaded Special that Harry carried.
"Harry! Harry."

"Don't just stand there!" Rhoades yell ed.

The uni formed officer hurled hinself at the door, shouldering Garreth
aside. Athird shot sounded. The agi ng door gave way under his weight. He hit
the floor inside rolling, kept rolling back onto his feet, and vani shed
t hrough the kitchen doorway.

Wth pain wapping himin flame, Garreth pressed at the opening, willing
hi nsel f through it. The hot metallic/salty reek of blood filled the apartnent.
"Harry, are you all right?"

"CGet in here, Mkaelian," Rhoades's voice snapped.

The pain vanished instantly. Garreth stunbled forward, cold with fear. Fear
justified. He found Harry spraw ed groaning in the mddle of the living room
whil e the uni formwho had come up the front with himtried to staunch the
bl ood froma hole in the mddle of Harry's chest. Garreth saw W nk, too,
shoul derwounded and screani ng as Rhoades roughly cuffed his hands behind his
back, but it was Harry he went to, dropping on his knees and pulling out his
handkerchi ef to use as a conpress on the wound.

A hand caught his collar and dragged hi m back. "What the hell were you
doi ng out there?" Rhoades denanded. "If you'd fired when you had the chance,
this woul dn't have happened. You froze, didn't you? This turkey shot at you
and you | ost your nerve!"

"I-" Garreth stared up at him He could hardly admit his defense, that the
apartment was a dwelling and that as a vanpire, he could not enter it the
first time without an invitation. It appeared that not even a bullet fromhis
gun could violate the barrier around a dwelling.

Rhoades pushed himtoward the tel ephone. "See if you can make yourself use
that and call for an anbulance. If we get himto a hospital fast enough, naybe
we can still save your partner's life."

Flushing fromthe |lash of the sarcasm Garreth picked up the phone.

The anbul ance took a lifetime to arrive, and every minute of the wait,
Garreth sat on the floor holding Harry's head in his lap, silently willing him
to live. Hang on, Harry! Dear God, don't let himdie! As though he, unholy
creature, had a right to appeal to a power of Good for anything. Wnk's



conpl aints that he was bl eeding to death, Rhoades's mutter as he read Wnk his
rights, the anger of the four uniformed officers directed at the one who
failed them. . . all existed somewhere beyond Garreth, not touching him Only
Harry felt real, Harry and fury at hinmself. What a fool he was! See the
vampire, funny beast, trying to act |like a human. Foolish, certainly, not to
have systematically checked out every | egendary condition of vanmpire

exi stence. In the jungle, death is the price of error, only this time Harry

m ght pay the price for Garreth's error. Hang on, Harry. Don't let me destroy
you.

He rode with Harry in the anbul ance to the hospital and rooted hinmself in
the trauma unit's waiting room snelling bl ood everywhere and sickened by it.
Li en was not horme. He could only give Dispatch the |icense nunber of her car
and hope that some patrol unit found her before she heard the news on the
radio or TV.

"M kaelian."

Serruto's voice. Garreth knew he could not neet the lieutenant's eyes, so
he kept his gaze riveted on the door through which Harry had di sappeared.

"What happened?" The question sounded concerned, not angry.

Garreth kept his voice expressionless. "They say | froze."

"Did you?"

He could say no. He could say his gun janmed. Or he could say yes, and
blame it on psychol ogi cal shock, on suffering fromthe effects of his own
recent experiences, on having cone back to work too soon, after all. The first
coul d be disproven by exam ning his gun and the second seened too easy. He
stared at the doorway and said, "It's ny fault Harry was shot."

He heard Serruto sit down beside him. . . snelled his mxed scent of soap
aft ershave, and, beneath them blood. "I have this feeling of being ignored.
didn't know what to tell the captain. Sonmehow | thought these operations
needed to be cleared through me first."

Why did Serruto confine himself to mild sarcasn? He ought to be yelling.
Garreth and Harry knew procedure. Why had they failed to follow it? Had his,
Garreth's, eagerness to collar Wnk persuaded Harry in the same way the doctor
and then Serruto had been persuaded to | et himconme back to work? Was all of
it his fault? "I got carried away and forgot to call in."

"And Harry? He's the sergeant. Wiy didn't he call in?"

Garreth sat angrily upright. "Harry's in there naybe dying and you're
trying to blame hinP"

Serruto sighed. "I know how you feel, but-"

Garreth stood. "How can you possibly know how | feel ?* He heard the despair
in his voice, a despair sharpened by the realization of how true the question
was. Serruto could not know. No one normal, no one human, no one who was as he
used to be could ever know exactly how he felt.

And it was | ooking across that now perceived, unbridgeable gulf between
hi nsel f and everyone he knew that Garreth saw Lien cone running white-faced
into the waiting room

She stopped in front of him "How bad is it?"

A constriction in Garreth's throat nade speech inmpossible. He could only
shrug.

Serruto answered her. "W don't know. "

"How did it happen?"

"I"'msorry." Garreth forced the words out. "I"'msorry | didn't take better
care of him It's all my fault."

She, too, disappointed himby |ooking synpathetic instead of angry.

The doctor cane through the doors fromthe trauma unit. They spun to face
him Garreth felt as though even his heart stopped, waiting for what the
doctor woul d say.

The doctor spread his hands. "He's still alive. The bullet mssed his
heart. However, there's massive trauma and henorrhage, so although we have the
bl eedi ng stopped now and the damaged vessels repaired, we'll just have to wait

to see how he snaps back."



Her face like a china mask, Lien asked, "May | see hinP"

"I'"'msorry; not yet."

Pain twisted in Garreth. If Harry lived, it would be through no credit to
Garreth Doyle Mkaelian. And if Harry lived this time, what about the next?
Because there would be a next tinme, inevitably, another dwelling, another
i npenetrabl e barrier Garreth would face and fail. He m ght as well accept a
hard fact . . . he could not continue playing cop when his own personal set of
rules differed so nuch fromthose applied to the rest of hunanity.

Garreth felt in his inside pocket for his badge case. Pulling it out, he
turned toward Serruto and extended it. "l shouldn't be carrying this." The
words pierced like a knife in his gut.

Serruto frowned. "M kaelian-"

The lieutenant did not reach for the badge case, but Garreth let go of it
anyway, before he lost his courage to give it up. It fell to the floor
flipping open.

Lien, Serruto, and the doctor stared startled at him The badge seened to

stare, too . . . a seven-pointed star, the renmaining half of his soul, shining
up fromthe floor.

"M kaelian."

"Ch, Garreth."”

Their voices reached out for him like nets or webs, seeking to snare him

Garreth fled the trap. He spun and bolted fromthe room He fled down the
corridor with their voices chasing him An orderly reached for himbut he
jerked |l oose in one easy pull and escaped into the twlight.

Tears blinded him He jerked his glasses off and wi ped his eyes. \Wat did
he do now? O should he do anything? He did not really want to live. He did
not enjoy it, and his life, or undeath, had endangered the existence of people
who could be integral, productive nmenbers of society.

He started wal ki ng, considering how he mght kill hinmself. It mnust |ook
like an accident, to spare his famly. That nmade it harder than ever. He
cursed the changes in himthat did that to him |f Lane had used her strength
to sinply break his neck, it would have been over, finished with. Damm you for
not doing it!

He stopped short in the niddle of a street. Brakes screaned and horns
bl ared unheard around him

Because Lane had nmade hi m what he was, Harry was dying. Indirectly, she
could be held responsible, too, for that fiasco in taking W nk.

An angry voice swore at him Garreth finally heard and noved on across the
street.

She had destroyed Garreth's life, killed his partner, taken away his job,
and removed himfromhis friends. She had destroyed nore lives than his, too,
when he counted the fanmilies of Adair and Mbssnman. He had no way of know ng
how many others she had killed in her lifetime. The tally nust be high. Al
those lives over all those years, and she still went free, to kill and destroy
again, laughing at |law, sidestepping justice. Growing up with a cop father
working as a cop hinself, Garreth believed strongly in |law and justice as the
foundation of civilization. Wthout them nothing renmai ned but barbari sm and
chaos.

Garreth took a deep breath. He knew now what he could do . . . the sane job
he had been doi ng before. Before he ended his disliked unlife, he would hunt
down the red-haired vanpire. It takes one to catch one m ght be truer for this
case than any. He would hunt her and he would bring her back to stand
account abl e for what she had done to Adair and Mbssman and to Harry and him
If it took himto the end of the earth and tinme, he would find her

By lanplight, the liquid in the cut-glass tunbler had the rich, dark red of



Burgundy. Since giving up regular food, Garreth had taken to gul ping his
nmeal s, dispensing with the unpl easant necessity as quickly as possible.

Toni ght, however, he turned the tunmbler in his hands, wondering sardonically
what Marti's Aunt Elizabeth would think if she knew the end to which her
crystal wedding gift had come. He sipped the blood alnmpst idly, playing with
it as a wine taster mght. This Rattus '83 is a bold vintage, speaking to the
palate with lively authority, while

Garreth ended the gane abruptly by enptying the glass. He played not for
anusement, he knew, but to delay, to avoid considering the problem he had set
hi nsel f. How coul d he hope to hunt down Lane Barber al one when the conbi ned
facilities of the department were failing to find her? Refilling the tunbler
he wondered whet her his nel odramati c resignati on had been prenature.

No, he had no ot her choice, not when carrying the badge endangered fell ow
officers' lives. Besides, as a "free agent" he could spend his tine
exclusively on this one case, and since he knew what Lane was-his excl usive
know edge- he coul d think of |eads that nonvanpires woul d never consi der
Per haps he coul d | earn how she thought, too.

The tel ephone rang, startling him He stared across the roomat it. Should
he answer? He did not feel like learning that Harry had died or, if it was his
parents, like adnmitting to his father how he had screwed up.

It went on ringing. After the ninth tine, Garreth dived on the phone and
unclipped the cord fromit, then wal ked back to the table in the silence and
sat down with his tunbler of blood again.

First question: \Were could she go?

Unfortunately, probably anywhere. In forty-odd years of singing, she nust
have nade nmany connections. She could no doubt travel to any large city in the
country, or perhaps even around the world, and through those connections find
a new job. Mst of themwould not be famliar with anyone named Lane Barber
either. She could change identity again; she nust have that honed to a fine
art.

Habits did not often change, though, the fanmpbus nbdus operandi. She drew
her food supply from custoners where she worked-small, intimate clubs which
of fered anpl e opportunity for meeting custonmers. The Barbary Now and severa
ot her clubs the agent named where Lane had worked were all that type. How nany
such bars and clubs existed in the United States? Thousands? Hundreds of
t housands?

Garreth sighed. Finding her in North Beach had been sinple conpared with
the task that faced himnow. He had the time, of course-her bite had given him
that, at |east-but in another sense, he did not. He needed to find her before
his money ran out and he had to take a job sonewhere. He knew sonet hi ng about
her, but, unfortunately, not enough to narrow down her possible avenues of
escape.

Perhaps the place to start |earning was the one where she shed all facades

hore.

He finished off his supper, washed the glass out, and left it draining on
the sink while he grabbed his trench coat and let hinself out into the
eveni ng.

One doubt troubled himon the drive to her apartnment. It was her dwelling.
Wul d he be able to enter?

He could not. Since he had no key, he tried to pass through the door as he
did through the gates of the piers, but that sane searing pain that had held
hi m paral yzed out si de Wnk's hideout burned through himas he touched the
door. Garreth backed hastily away and | eaned agai nst the porch railing while
the flames cooled in him The fact that she was a vanpire and that he had been
invited in before his transformation did not appear to cancel the prohibition
Now what ?

He doubted he could talk Serruto into letting himin. Being officially off
the case, his interest would probably be classed as interference, if not
vengeance-seeking. Isn't it? He needed to use soneone el se.

He found a public tel ephone and called Lane's |andlady. "Ms. Arnour, this



is Inspector MKkaelian." Resignations took tine to process; officially he
could still be considered a nenber of the department. "We net at your hone
| ast week."

"Ch, yes. You were asking about M ss Barber.’
officers said-did she really try to kill you?"

"I"'mafraid so, ma'am |-we need to | ook through her apartnent again. |'m
sorry to bother you this evening, but could you neet me there with the key?"

"I already gave a key to a very nice-looking lieutenant," she said in a
puzzl ed voi ce.

"Yes, ma'am but the lieutenant is out of touch this evening and the key is
| ocked in his desk. It's an inposition, | know, but this is inportant.”

Her sigh cane over the wire. "All right."

Meeting himat the curb sone time later, she said, "You detectives work
| ong hours, don't you?" She handed himthe key. "WIIl you try to return this
as soon as possible? It's the only other key I have to the apartnment."

He stared at the key and bit his lip. "lI'd appreciate it if you could cone
through with nme. You've seen the apartnent before and | think you can help
ne."

She paused. "The ot her

She | ooked simultaneously interested and reluctant. "WII it take | ong?"

Try not to lie all the time, man. "It mght"

She conplained in a gentle way all the way up the steps, but she agreed to
hel p. Unl ocki ng the door, she nmoved through and began switching on Iights.

Garreth waited on the porch, pain licking at him

She | ooked back fromthe doorway of the living room "Wll, conme on in; |
don't have all night." The pain vanished. Garreth foll owed her quickly. "Look
around and tell me if you think anything is m ssing. Wat she's taken m ght
gi ve us sone idea where she's gone."

Ms. Arnmour stood in the middle of the living roomand turned. "She has
| ovely things, doesn't she? She's collected themfromall over the world."

Spent good noney on them too, Garreth judged, if his termin Burglary had
taught himas nuch as he thought about estimating the worth of objects. Though
no art expert, he recognized the quality of the paintings and sone small
pi eces of sculpture. Ad toys resting on the bookshel ves between sections of

books drew nmore of his attention, however . . . several old-looking dolls, a
mniature tea set, a cast-iron toy stove. Hers, from her chil dhood? he
wondered. He studied a tray hung on the wall, its sections turned into shelves

hol di ng an assortnment of small objects that rem nded himof the "treasures" he
had collected in an old tin tackle box when he was a boy.

She had no broken pocketknife, but there was a top-wooden, not plastic-and
some marbl es-nore beautiful than any he had had, he noted with envy-a gi ant
tooth, a tiny rodent skull, and various stones: colored, quartzlike, or
containing shell and | eaf fossils. He could not identify one group of objects,
t hough. He took down the |argest to study.

Held by its flat base, its large central point and two flanking smaller
ones reached jaggedly upward, like the silhouette of a nountain range. Its
col or was dark and gl assy as obsi dian. Except for size, each object in the
group | ooked identi cal

"Shark teeth,” Ms. Arnmour said.

He blinked at her. "Wat?"

"M ss Barber told nme once that those are shark teeth.”

Bl ack? He shrugged. Very well. His tackle box had never held anything that
exoti c.

Garreth put back the tooth and turned his attention to the books.
Nonfiction outnunbered the fiction, but of the several hundred vol unes
covering a wide range of subjects, including extraterrestrial visitors and
medi cal texts on viruses, only nusic, dancing, and fol kl ore were represented
by any substantial nunber of books.

He gl anced through the folklore. Al the books contained sections on
vanpires.

The publication dates of the library as a whole went as far back as 1919. A



coupl e of children's books-printed with |large color plates tipped in and
bl ack- and-white drawi ngs, not the |large print and easy vocabul ary of the books
he bought to give Brian-bore inscriptions in the front: "To Mada, Chri stnas
1920, Mot her and Daddy," and "To Mada, Happy Birthday, 1921, Mther and
Daddy." The ornate pennmanship | ooked vaguely fanili ar

He went on to check for inscriptions in the front of other books. A few had
them witten in varying hands with dates fromthe twenties to the

m dseventies: "To Maida," "To Della,” "To Delaine,” "To Mala." Some were al so
signed by the person giving the book, but never with nmore than a first nane.
M's. Armour, peering over his shoul der, remarked, "It's odd that the books

are inscribed to so many different people, isn't it?"

"Maybe she bought themin used-book stores,” Garreth said. Now, why, he
wonder ed al nost i mredi ately, had he covered for Lane? Guilt? Let no normnal
human have the chance to di scover what Lane is, for by giving that away, he
woul d gi ve away hinmsel f, too?

He searched the desk. Not that he expected Harry or the | ab boys to have
over | ooked anything useful, but he wanted to make sure. A slimchance existed
that they m ght not recogni ze sonmething as useful that he, with his special
know edge, woul d. But he found nothing except blank witing paper and sone
felt-tip pens . . . no checkbooks, cancel ed checks, credit card records, or
copi es of tax returns.

Movi ng on to the kitchen, he found it as bare as Harry and Serruto had
descri bed, nor did the bedroomyield himinformation aside fromthe fact that
she bought her clothes all over the world and with discrimnation. He pursed
his lips thinking of the price tags that acconpanied | abels |ike those.

"Can you tell me what clothes mght be m ssing?" he asked Ms. Arnour.

She frowned. "Now, how should I-well," she anended as he raised a brow, "I
guess | did peek in once. | think there used to be a blue Dior suit and sone
Engli sh wool skirts and sl acks hanging at the end there."” She described those
and sonme other itens in detail.

The dresser had been cl eaned out. So had the bedside table and the bat hroom
nmedi ci ne cabi net.

"Can you think of anything usually in the apartnent that you haven't seen
here today?" he asked.

From t he bat hroom doorway, M's. Arnour considered the question. "I don't
know. | haven't been here all that often, you know "
"Keep | ooking around, wll you, please?"

He coul d understand Lane destroyi ng papers but he had trouble believing
that she would just walk away fromall her personal bel ongi ngs, an
accunul ati on that she had obvi ously brought with her through the sequenti al
changes of identity. She must have a fewitens too | oved or revealing to be
| eft behind.

He headed back for the living room It had nore of her effects than any
other room It also had the desk. He stared at it, pulled by sone nagneti sm he
could not explain. Aletter had been on that desk the first time he sawit. He
wi shed he had seen nore than the address on it before Lane turned out the
light.

He tried to visualize the envelope in his mnd, picturing the ornate
lettering. He paused. That was where he had seen the witing that matched that
on the flyleafs of the children's books.

Aletter fromLane's nmother! He ticked his tongue against his teeth in
excitenent.

"I remenber sonething," Ms. Arnour said. "There used to be two phot ographs
on that top shelf."

Phot ographs. He turned his full attention on her. "Do you remenber what
t hey were?"

"One was of her grandparents. She never said so, but | assunmed it. It was
very old, that brown color, you know, and the wonan's hair and dress were
Wrld War | style. | have a wedding picture of my parents that | ooks very much
like it. The other |ooked old, too . . . three little girls sitting on the



runni ng board of a car."
An outdoor picture? "What was the background behind the car |ike?"
"Background?" She blinked. "Wy, just a street, | think. Maybe there was a
house in it."
"What kind of house? Brick? Stone? Wod frame? Large or small?"

She stared at him "Really, Inspector, | never paid that rmuch attention. Is
it inmportant?"

"Perhaps.” Little girls might well include Lane as a child. A close | ook at
t he background m ght have hel ped tell himwhere she came from. . . and where

she cane from could give hi msoneone who knew where Lane was now.

"I never thought we'd see you again, Inspector,"” N kki said. The Barbary
Now barmai d set a glass of soda water in front of Garreth, eyeing himwth
avid curiosity. "The cops who came in the other night, your partner and the
handsome one, said you'd been killed."

Garreth smiled thinly. "I was, but death was so boring | gave it up. Can
you stand to answer a few nore questions about Lane Barber?"

She sighed. "Shit. Mre? I've told every frigging detective in the city
every dammed thing | know . . . which is zip, nada. W never passed nore than
the tine of day, little comrents about nusic or fashions or some guy."

Garreth broadened his smle to a friendly, persuasive one. "People say nore
than you mi ght think. You nmention a toy you' ve bought for a nephew or child
and they conme back telling you about one they bought once. Did Lane ever do
that? O nmaybe she nentioned sone gane she liked as a kid, or a pet she had."

Ni kki's fingers drunmed on the bottom of her plastic tray. "No
not hi ng. "

Garreth could hardly believe that. Even soneone with the experience and
control Lane had nust relax once in a while. Wiy should she avoid tal king
about pets and toys as long as the reference did not give away her age?

Then he thought about how he had |lied needlessly to Evel yn Kol b about his
interest in her thernos. Fleeing where no one pursued.

He paid Nikki for the soda water and sat back sipping noodily. Maybe Lane
al ways avoi ded naki ng personally revealing remarks. That was not much
di fferent fromwhat soneone like Chiarelli did, being undercover twenty-four
hours a day every day. After so many years, caution may have becone a reflex.
Had that al ways been true, though? Maybe clues to her past lay in previous
identities. As a younger, |ess experienced person, she m ght have been nore
open.

Her picture, with a different nane attached, nust be in the past files of
agents here and in Los Angel es. Finding those agents would involve tine and
pati ence, but he was used to | egwork. Eventually he could | earn previous names
and where she had worked. That would | ead himto people who had known her

The trouble was, nenories failed. The further back into her past he went,
the fewer people would even renenber her, let alone recall specific
conversations. The trail inevitably became col der and thinner. Except if
someone had a good reason to renenber her

Such as an assaul t?

If he could find themafter forty-odd years, the people involved in that
assault back in '41 mght give himthe best chance he had at her past. The
assault itself suggested a woman nore hot tenpered and | ess cautious than the
one he had nmet. She even gave her real name when booked. Perhaps she told
peopl e about hersel f back then, too.

He wi shed he had witten down the facts and names in that conplaint when he
had the file in his hands. Now he would have to go to Bryant Street in the
nmor ni ng and hope that word of his resignation had not reached the Records
peopl e yet so that he could see the file again.



He al so wi shed he had had a closer | ook at that envel ope on Lane's desk. He
closed his eyes, trying to visualize it. He saw the address with its ornate
penmanshi p cl early enough, but what he needed was the return address, and no
matter how he concentrated, he saw nothing but a blur, a vague, periphera
snudge. He tried visualizing the postmark, too. That had not registered at al
on his menory.

Final ly, sighing, he gave that up. Scratch the luck of a return address.
Wiat el se did he have? Names?

He consi dered nanes. All those she had used for herself professionally
could be considered derivations from"Mdel ai ne." Not unusual. Typically an
alias bore a resenblance to the righteous nane. He could al nost bet that al
her fal se surnames resenbl ed "Bi eber” nmuch as "Barber"” did. However, the nane
on the registration of the car and driver's license, Al exandra Pfeifer, was
another matter. He still saw a resenbl ance, but an ethnic one. What were
"Bieber" and "Pfeifer," Germanic? Could it be she chose "Pfeifer" because she
was familiar with names |like that? Could she have come from an area popul at ed
by people of Gernman descent?

As if an answer to that hel ped. There had to be hundreds of Germanic
settl enents across the country.

Fi ni shing his soda water, Garreth left the club and headed back for his
car. What he needed to do was consult experts and find out where |arge
Germani ¢ groups had settled. It might help him

At his car he was fishing in his pocket for his keys when a voice said,
"Thank God. | was afraid I'd be sitting here all night, Mkaelian."

Garreth spun around.

Rob Cohen stepped from behind a nearby car. "This is getting to be a habit,
turning out the force to find you. At |east you're considerate enough to drive
a conspicuous car. The lieutenant wants you at Bryant Street to talk to the
shooting team™

A schematic drawi ng covered the bl ackboard. Garreth kept his eyes fixed on
it while he answered the questions the detectives on the shooting team asked
over and over again. His throat felt desert dry and his mnuscl es al npst
dayl i ght weak. Maybe dawn was coming. It seemed he had been here all night,
endl essly repeating his version of the afternoon's nightnare.

"The gun wouldn't fire?" one of the team asked for the dozenth tinme. "Is
t hat what you say?"
"No, sir," Garreth replied one nore tinme. "l said | couldn't fire it."

"You said the trigger felt frozen."

"Yes, sir." He carefully told the truth. The team woul d pounce on evasi ons
or lies.

"I's this the gun?"

He | ooked at it. It was the one he had surrendered when Serruto brought him
in. "Yes, sir."

The four uniformed officers with Harry and hi m had undergone sinilar

grillings earlier, he knew, but the knowl edge in no way eased his own
di sconfort.

Pointing the revolver at the floor, the detective pulled the trigger. The
hamrer clicked on an enpty chanber. "It's operating now. Had you ever fired

this particul ar gun before?"

"No, sir. It was issued to nme this norning."

"To repl ace the one being used as evi dence?"

"Yes, sir."

"This is your first day back on duty?"

It went on and on. Pl ease, Inspector, repeat as nearly as you can the exact
events fromthe time you received the radi o nessage to call that phone number.



How was it neither of you called in for clearance to go after O Hare? How did
you determ ne the positions of the various officers at the scene? How nany
shots were fired? By whon? When? Over and over it, ending always in the
schematic of the living room where an outline indicated Harry |ying bl eedi ng.

Weari ness dragged at him Through the slits of the blinds he caught
gli npses of reddened sky. Dawn.

Serruto cane into the room face grim and whispered to one of the shooting
team Fear flooded Garreth. Was it about Harry?

Serrut o backed against the wall by the door. The detective turned to | ook
down at Garreth. "Describe what happened to you in the restaurant where you
and Sergeant Takananda went for lunch."

Garreth stared at him How coul d anyone have | earned about that? The
obvi ous answer took |ong seconds to occur to him but when it did, Garreth
cane out of his chair grinning. "Did Harry tell you about that? Can he tal k?"

"He told us," Serruto said soothingly. "He's going to be all right."

Garreth wanted to cry in sheer happiness and relief.

"Tell us about the restaurant,"” the detective repeated.

So overjoyed about Harry that nothing else mattered, he told them
scrupul ously detailing all his synptons, omtting only his know edge of the
cause. That gave them a whol e new set of questions to ask, of course, but
eventual ly they ran out of even those, perhaps in sheer exhaustion, and | et
hi m go.

Serruto wal ked down the corridor with him "M kaelian, until further
notice, keep in touch. No nore APBs, okay?"

Garreth nodded, too tired to talk. He could feel daylight outside the
building. It nade his head ache. He pulled the dark gl asses out of the coat
over his arm and put them on.

"I have your badge in ny office. If you change your mnd, you can have it
back. "

Garreth bit his lip. "Thanks, but | can't take it."

Serruto eyed him Garreth sensed an enotional junmble in the |ieutenant, but
when Serruto spoke, it was only to say dryly, "Resigning doesn't get you out
of the paperwork for everything up to now "

They stopped at the elevator. Garreth punched for down. "I know. Let ne get
a few hours in the rack and I'Il type the reports.”

"Why don't you see Harry before you do either? Wen they let us in to see
hima couple of hours ago, the first thing he did was ask about you. He bl anes
hi nsel f for everything."

Garreth shook his head. "No. It's ny fault. I|-"

Serruto interrupted. "You don't have to fight for the blame. I"'mwlling to
spread it between both of you. You're not a child, M kaelian; no one should
have had to tell you that that attack indicated you weren't fit for duty. You
shoul d have seen a doctor imediately. Harry shoul d have nade sure you went
and that | was notified of what happened.” He grimaced. "My guess is, before

t he shooting board is finished, all of us will be wearing sone egg."
4
The Records section clerk regarded Garreth with some surprise. "Wll, good
eveni ng, Inspector. | heard you gave up your badge."
The grapevi ne worked as efficiently as ever, he noticed. "I did, but I have

a fewreports to finish before it's official. Wuld you have tine to find this
for me?" He handed her the case and serial nunbers on Madel ai ne Bieber's
assault charge.

"I think so. How is Sergeant Takananda?"

"He's doing fine."

Except for insisting on blamng hinself for the O Hare screwp. "I'm senior
partner," he had repeated several times during Garreth's visit, his voice thin



and weak but enphatic. "I let us go hot-dogging in there."

"Don't worry about it now," Lien had said, just as quietly and
enphatically. "Neither of you died."

Garreth's and Harry's eyes met, mutually agreeing not to discuss the
di fferences between her scale of priorities and that the shooting board woul d
apply.

"What's this Lien tells me about you turning in your badge?" Harry asked.
"You didn't have to do that. You just need nore tine to recuperate before you
cone back to work."

Lien's eyes begged Garreth not to discuss the issue. He gave her the barest
nod in reply. Anything that mght stress Harry should be avoided at all cost,
and Garreth read serious anxiety in Harry over the resignation. "l see that
now. "

"Go ask for it back."

"I will,"” Garreth |ied.

Harry rel axed. A nonent |ater, a nurse appeared and chased them out of the
room

In the corridor, Lien had | ooked up at himand read the truth sonewhere in
his face. "Thank you for giving himpeace. Wiat will you do now?"

"I have sone things to finish first. Then"-he shrugged-"maybe 1'Il go back
to school and finish my degree.”

The Iies went on and on, he thought, |eaning on the counter in Records. D d
he think the web of them would help himbridge the gulf around hin? O were
they building a protective fence to keep others fromdiscovering that gulf and
falling into it?

"I"'msorry, Inspector," the clerk said, returning. "That file is out."

Garreth sighed. Wio el se would want it after all these years? Unless
"Di d Sergeant Takananda check it out?"

"No. Lieutenant Serruto."

Thanki ng her, he went back to Homicide. He found the squad room nearly
enpty. The few detectives there crowded around himas he came in, asking about
Harry. He repeated what he had told the clerk in Records.

Beyond the wi ndows of his office, Serruto slunped tiredly at his desk,
| ooki ng as though he had not slept in days. He glanced up and, seeing Garreth,
beckoned to him

"How do you feel ?" he asked when Garreth reached the open door

"Fine. 1'lIl get started on the reports.” He lingered in the doorway. "
wanted to check out this Madel ai ne Bi eber whose prints were all over Barber's
apartment. R and | says you have the file on her assault arrest.”

"Yes." Serruto eyed him "Wy do you want to know about her?"

Garreth put on a faint smle. "Curiosity, | guess.”

Serruto reached into his desk drawer and pulled out a badge case Garreth
recogni zed. He laid it on top of the desk. "Mkaelian, if you want to play
detective, you pick this up again; otherw se, forget about Madel ai ne Bi eber
and Lane Barber until you're called to testify at Barber's trial. They're
pol i ce business." He yawned hugely and added al nost as an afterthought, "I
nail vigilante hides to the wall."

Garreth retreated to his typewiter.

Now what ? he wondered, feeding a report forminto the typewiter. He could
wait out Serruto. He could sit here working all night until Serruto and the
others left, then search for the file. H s sharpened hearing could detect
someone coming in tinme to avoid being caught burglarizing his lieutenant's
of fice.

I's this how you uphold the | aw, an inner voice asked contenptuously,
breaking it for your own private ends?

He bit his Iip, suddenly ashaned. Wat was he thinking about? It m ght take
a vanpire to catch a vanpire, but if he let hinself beconme |like her in the
process, what right did he have to hunt her? Al right, no shortcuts, he
prom sed his consci ence. Sonmehow, even without a badge, 1'll stay legal. He
rubbed achi ng tenples.



"Why don't you forget that and go back honme to bed?" Serruto asked fromthe
doorway of his office. "On second thought, let's make that an order. Go hone.
You're on limted duty: desk duty only, daytine only."

"Yes, sir," Garreth replied, and obediently left.

Ri ding down in the el evator, however, he considered the problemof legally
seeing the contents of the file. Could he ask Cohen or Kolb to ook at it and
pass on the information? They m ght expect himto say why he wanted to know.
Wrse, they nmight tell Serruto who asked themto look at it. Was there
anywhere outside the file that he could find the same information?

He found the answer to that about the tine he stepped out of the el evator
onto the ground floor. Then he had to run for his car to reach the library
before it cl osed.

"l need the COctober 1941 editions of the Chronicle," he told the librarian
on duty in the microfilmsection. He wi shed he renenbered the exact date of
that assault. It neant searching the entire nonth's newspapers.

He spun the filmthrough the viewer as fast as he could and still read it.
He felt closing time comng and sped up the viewer a bit nore.
By concentrating so hard on snall itens, though, he al nbst nmissed what he

want ed. Lane had earned herself two colums and a picture on the front page.
There was no mistaking her, towering tall between the four police officers
haul i ng her back from a woman who crouched w th bl ood | eaki ng t hrough the
fingers of the hand held over her left ear. "The Barbary Coast Still Lives,"
t he headl i ne procl ai ned.

Garreth thanked Lady Luck for the lurid reporting of that day and pressed
the button for a printed copy of the page. Maybe he had somet hing here. This
Madel ai ne with her face contorted in fury was a far cry indeed fromthe Lane
Bar ber who stood himup against a wall years later and coolly proceeded to
drink his lifeblood, then go back to work.

He read the story in the done light of his car, witing down all nanes and
addresses in his notebook. He smled as he read, anused at both the gossipy
style of the story, laden with adjectives, and what he saw between the |ines,
knowi ng Lane to be what she was.

A woman nanmed Cl audia Darling, described as "a pert, petite, blue-eyed
brunette," was accosted in the Red Onion on the evening of Friday, OCctober 17,
by "a Junoesque" red-haired singer naned Mal a Babra-Lane could fill a phone
book wi th her aliases-enployed by the club. An argunent ensued over a naval
of ficer both had net in the same club the evening before, Mss Babra claimng
that M ss Darling had caused the serviceman to break a date nade previously
with Mss Babra.

Garreth smled. He could just inagine Lane's frustration . . . supper al
pi cked out and some other lady walking off with it.

VWhen M ss Darling denied the allegation, the story went on, M ss Babra
attacked. They had to be separated by police hastily summpned to the scene.
Four officers were needed to subdue and hold Mss Babra. Mss Darling suffered
severe bite wounds to one ear and scratches on the face, but "the popul ar
habi tue of the nightclub scene is reported to be in satisfactory condition at
County GCeneral Hospital. "

Garreth eyed the | ast sentence, ticking his tongue against his teeth. He
sensed a sly innuendo, sonething readers of the tinme had been nmeant to infer
but which he, a generation later, failed to understand. He studied the
phot ograph: the four officers straining to hold Lane, obviously surprised by
her strength; Lane ablaze with fury; and the Darling woman, show ng what the
phot ogr apher nust have considered a highly satisfactory anmount of |eg as she
crouched dazed and bl eeding on the floor. The bare | eg caught Garreth's
attention, but the rest of the woman held it. Even with the differences in
hai rstyl e and fashi ons, he recogni zed what she wore as just a bit flashier
shorter, and tighter than the dresses on the wonen in the background. Now he
under st ood the innuendo and chuckl ed. Even a generation renoved, she clearly
si gnal ed her profession to him hooker

That was a break. If she was in the life, she had probably been busted a



time or two, and that neant a record of her: nanes, addresses, conpanions.
Tormorrow he woul d run her through R and |

Hunmm ng, he switched off the dome |light and started the car, headi ng out of
the parking ot towd honme to pick up his thernmos before hunting supper

Danger! Even in the oblivion of vanpire sleep Garreth sensed it. The heat
of human warnth touched him spiced by the scent of blood. Soneone stood in
the roomwith him. . . stood over him Wke up, Garreth. As though floating
somewhere apart, he saw the young Englishman pick up a spade and bring it down
toward the man lying in the coffin.

Fear dragged Garreth up from darkness, spurring himto open his eyes and
roll away fromthe slashing spade, but sleep and daylight weighted him H s
arms rose with painful slowness to ward off the bl ow

"No, don't," he said.

A hand caught his armand shook it. "Garreth, wake up. You' re having a
nightmare. It's all right."

The words reached his ears, but his brain made no i nmedi ate sense of them
H s eyes, focusing, saw Lien's face above himand recognized that it did not
bel ong to the spade-sw nging man, but his mnd spun in confusion, disoriented.
Li en? Where was he? The pallet under himon the bed indicated that he nust be
horme. So how

Pani ¢ fl ooded through him He sat bolt upright. Lien! She had caught himin
hi s unort hodox sl eeping arrangerment! And naked, too, beneath the single sheet
over him he renenbered, clutching the sheet and pulling it up to his chin.

"Li en, what are you doing here? How did you get in? What time is it?"

She sat on the edge of the bed. "It's past two in the afternoon. | cane
because your nother called nme after church. She's been trying to reach you
since Friday. When | saw your car out front, | knew you had to be honme, but I

pounded on the door for five mnutes without any response, so | used your
spare key to let nyself in."

As of today, the practice of hiding a key outside stopped. What if an eneny
had stood over him 1like Jonathan Harker in his nightnmare? He woul d have been
hel pl ess to protect hinself.

"Why did you unplug your phone?" Lien asked.

Unpl ug his phone? Ch, yes . . . he renenbered now. He had done it Friday.
He sighed. "I forgot | didit."

"I"ve reconnected it. Now you'd better call your nother before she has a
heart attack." Lien started to get up, but paused in the act. "Wy do you have
that air mattress on top of the bed? And how can you sleep with only a sheet?
It's freezing in here."

He avoi ded the question. "I'Il call . . . if you'll let ne get up and
dress.”

She headed toward the bedroom door. "Don't take too long."

He pulled on the first shirt and pair of pants he found, which turned out
to be jeans and a ski sweater. The jeans, always snug before, hung on him He
added a belt, taken up four holes tighter than usual, and slipped his off-duty
gun into an ankl e hol ster

He was hurriedly shaving when he heard Lien call, "Garreth, howold is this
food in your refrigerator?"

He dropped the razor and ran for the kitchen

Li en stood before the open refrigerator, unscrewing the top fromhis
thernmobs. "I thought 1'd fix you something to eat, but everything seens to be
either noldy or numrified."

"Don't open that!" He snatched the thernps away from her, then, as she
stared open-nouthed at him stamrered, "It's . . . the liquid protein that's
part of my diet. It . . . needs constant refrigeration." Carefully tightening
the Iid again, he returned the thernos to the refrigerator



Lien frowned at him "You don't nean to tell ne that's all you' re eating?"

"Of course not," he lied. "It's just all | eat here at hone."

He shut the refrigerator and herded her out of the kitchen, sweating. Had
she seen too nmuch? Wuld it nmake her suspicious? He wi shed he coul d think, but
his mnd only churned, screaming at himto run

"You should eat nore," Lien said. "'Losing weight too fast isn't healthy,
and you | ook positively gaunt."

As much as he adored her, he longed to throw her bodily out of the
apartment. Her concern and solicitude terrified him "Thanks for com ng by."

"I want to hear you call your nother before | |eave."

He did not sigh; that might tell her how anxi ous he was to have her |eave.
I nstead, he made hinself smile and pick up the phone.

After all the fuss, his nother wanted nothing nore than to see how he was.
"Mt her keeps insisting that you're dead," she said, "and you know how
unnervi ng her Feelings can be for everyone el se. Wiy don't you conme home for a
visit? Actually seeing you should reassure her."

"Maybe this weekend," he said, "if | have tine."

"Judith needs to talk to you when you're here, too."

"Judith?" A new fear touched him "Is sonmething wong with Brian?"

"He's fine. It's something else; she'll tell you."

"Do you know?"

She hedged and wandered of f on a tangent, which told himshe knew, al

ri ght.
"Tell me. Don't let her hit ne cold with it."
"Well." He heard her take a breath. "She wants your perm ssion to |et

Denni s adopt Brian."

That single sentence buried all his inpatience to be rid of Lien and on his
way to the office to check the Darling woman through R and I. "She what! You
can tell her-no, I'll tell her nyselfl!™

He stabbed down t he phone button. Releasing it again, he punched Judith's
phone nunber. No one answered. Punching for Information, he asked for Judith's
parents' nunber. She often spent Sunday afternoons there.

"Hello, Garreth,"” Judith said cautiously when her nother put her on the
line. "How are you?"

"What do you mean, you want perm ssion for your husband to adopt Brian?
What the hell nmakes you think I'Il ever agree to that?"

Her breath caught. "So much for polite anenities. No, it's all right," she
said to soneone on the other end. "Just a minute, Garreth." He heard her
nmovi ng and a door shutting, with a dimnution of background sound. "Now. |
t hought maybe you'd agree because you | ove Brian and want what's best for him
Brian and Dennis are al ready good friends, and-"

"They can be friends, but I'"'mhis father. |I stay his father."

"He needs one full-tinme, Garreth, sonmeone he can feel he belongs to. \Wat
are you? He's lucky if he sees you four or five tines a year."

"You were the one who insisted on noving back to Davis. My job doesn't give
me enough time off to-"

"Your job is exactly what you choose to let it be." Her bitterness cane
clearly over the wire to him "It wouldn't have to be twenty-four hours a day
every day, but you wanted it that way. You chose that job over Brian and ne."

Oh Lord here we go . . . tw minutes of conversation and down into the sane
old rut. "Judith, | don't want to start that again."

"Wth Brian adopted, you wouldn't have to pay child support anynore."

She thought she could buy Brian for her precious Dennis? "Forget it!" he
said furiously. "Brian is my son and |'mnot giving himto anyone el sel™

He sl ammed down the receiver, shaking, and turned to find Lien regarding
himwi th synmpathy. Al the anxiety related to her presence here returned in an
icy flood. Don't let her think too nuch.

"I have to be going. | have stacks of paperwork," he said. "Thanks again
for com ng by. | appreciate your concern."

"You'll visit Harry sonetine today, won't you?"



He picked up a ski jacket and hurried her out the door. "OF course. May |
have ny spare key back? Thank you." He clattered down the steps ahead of her
and out onto the street, calling over his shoulder. "I'll come by this
eveni ng. "

Pulling away fromthe curb, he saw Lien in the rearviewmrror, staring
after the car. He shivered. She had caught hi m asl eep! She had al nost found
the blood in the thernos. If he remained friends with Harry and her, sooner or
later he would slip, would give away sonmething fatal. He had to find Lane just
as soon as possible, take care of her, and |l eave the city before he woke sone
nmorning to find soneone standing over himw th a pointed wooden st ake.

According to R and I, Claudia Darling had been born C audi a Bol ogna. Her
yel l ow sheet listed eight arrests for prostitution in the years between 1940
and 1945. After that her only offenses were those of many good citizens:
speeding citations. One had been issued in 1948, one in 1952 by which tinme her
name had become Ms. WIlliamDrumwith a Twin Peaks address-and a final one in
1955.

He copi ed down the information and studied it as he rode up to Hom ci de.

Serruto's office sat enpty, but otherw se the squad room | ooked like it
| ooked any other day. Garreth felt alnost like a civilian in his sweater,
jeans, and ski jacket. He wal ked quickly to his desk, only nodding greetings
to the detectives there. He felt better after he began the reports. They were
easy . . . just typed fromhis notes and nmenory, no real involvement required,
no enmotion. His fingers danced across the keys with al nost selfvolition,
translating the thoughts in his head to words on paper. The rhyt hm soot hed,
drai ni ng away tension and anxiety, even when the report dealt with a dead-end
| ead or Wnk's screwed-up capture. He typed steadily nost of the afternoon,
oblivious to the other activity in the room only occasionally pausing to
greet someone or |et another thought creep in.

VWi | e proofreadi ng, though, his mnd slipped back to his conversation wth
his ex-wife. He funed just thinking of it. Let Dennis have Brian? No way! Yet
he recogni zed that Judith had a valid argunent. Maybe that was what he found
so infuriating. He had to adnit that he had not been rmuch of a father
and what kind could he ever be now? Conme on, son; let's go out for a bite. You
have a hanburger and I'I|l take the waitress.

He tapped the reports into a neat stack and carried theminto Serruto's
of fice. That was enough for today. Now, to M ss C audia Bol ogna Darling Drum
He cl osed the door of the office and sat down behind the desk with the phone
book.

Three WlliamDruns lived in San Francisco, none in the Twin Peaks area.

D aling the nunber of WlliamC Drum he found a Ms. Drum at the other end,
but a young woman and not a C audi a. She had never heard of C audia Drum

No one answered WIlliam R Drum s phone.

He dialed Wiliam R Drum Jr. A child answered. Hearing the high-pitched
voice, Garreth grimaced. This did not sound prom sing. "May | speak to Ms.
Drum pl ease?"

"Who?"

Garreth tried another tack. "lIs your nonmie there?”

"Momm e?"

Garreth felt like an idiot, talking baby talk to make hinsel f understood.
But to his great relief, a woman's voice cane on the line a few nonments |ater.
"This is Inspector Mkaelian of the San Francisco police," he explained.

"I"'mattenpting to locate a Ms. Caudia Drum™

"I"'mafraid I don't know anyone by that nane."

"She's an ol der woman. Your nother-in-law isn't named C audi a?"

"No, Marianna. Wait a minute." Her voice becane nuffled as she called to
someone with her, "Bill, what's your nother's nanme?"



Several voices nurnured, unintelligible to Garreth, then the voice of an
ol der man cane on. "This is WlliamDrum Sr. You' re |ooking for a woman naned
G audi a? | may know her. Can you describe her for ne?"

"She's short, blue-eyed, brunette. Her nmiden name was Bol ogna and in 1955
she lived in the Twin Peaks area."

"And you say you're with the police?"

Garreth gave Drum his phone nunber and invited himto call back. Drum did,
t hen expl ained that Claudia Drumwas his first wife. "W divorced in 1956."

"Do you know where she is now and what name she's using?"

Drum hesitated. "I'm curious, |Inspector, what you want with her. If all you
know i s that name, this nust concern something very old."

"We're | ooking for informati on on a woman who assaulted her in 1941."

A long silence greeted that remark. Garreth pictured Drum staring nonpl used
at the receiver, wondering why the police cared about a forty-year-old
assault. Finally, with a shrug and a dry note in his voice, Drumsaid, "Her
nane is Ms. Janmes Emerson Thouvenelle and she lives on the wall." He gave a
Presi di o Hei ghts address and phone numnber.

Garreth wote them down, inpressed. d audia had done well for herself,
rising fromhooker to the nansions overl ooking the Presidio. He wondered if
Drumis dry tone indicated that he knew he had been a mere stepping-stone to
that mansion. Garreth nade sure he thanked WIlliam R Stepping-stone Drum
warm y before hanging up and dialing the Thouvenel |l e numnber.

How woul d his request to see her be received? As a rude rem nder of her
past ?

When he nmentioned Mal a Babra, however, the rich voice on the other end of
the Iine | aughed. "That crazy singer? Are things so slow for you boys that
you're digging into the basement files? Yes, I'll talk to you."

Garreth saw one problem identification. It was all very well to tell her
over the phone that he was fromthe police. She could call back and verify
that. What did he do when she asked to see identification at her house?

H s eyes dropped to the drawer where Serruta had put his badge case. H's
hand reached out for the drawer pull, then jerked back. You were going to keep
cl ean, renenber?

"WIl this evening be convenient for you?" He would bluff his way in
sonehow.

"I'f you cone before seven."

Garreth parked at the curb at a quarter till the hour. The heavy front door
bore an ornate lion's head knocker in the mddle. He reached out for it, but
t he door swung open even before he touched the knocker. A plunp pouter pigeon
of a wonman | ooking the epitone of grandnother and matron studied himfromthe
| evel of his shoul ders.

"You're the young nman who call ed? M kael i an?" she asked.

"Yes. You're-"

"d audi a Thouvenelle. Well." She | ooked himover, relieved about sonething.
"Pl ease cone in. Do you have a first nane?"

"Garreth." He followed her to a set of double doors down the hallway.

She pul |l ed one of the doors open and leaned into the |ibrary behind.
"Janmes," she said to the man sitting in a leather chair, "this is Garreth
M kael i an, the son of ny old girlfriend Katherine Kane. You renenber ne
telling you about her, don't you? Gary and | will be across the hall chatting
if you need ne."

She | ed an astonished Garreth across the hall to a living roomand settled
herself on a sofa. She nmet his eyes with her own, unnaturally bl ue-contact
| enses?-and cool as ice. "I see no need to reveal the |ong-dead past to ny
husband, though understand that |'m not ashanmed of it. | even find the idea of
tal ki ng about those days after all these years a bit nostal gic. What do you
want to know about that madwoman?"

"Everything you can tell nme: who she was, where she canme from who her
friends were."

She blinked, in disappointnent, Garreth woul d have sworn. "I don't know



anyt hi ng except that she nearly disfigured me. She was crazy. It wasn't ny
fault if the naval officer preferred nme to her. Wo wouldn't prefer a
worman- si zed wonman to that great gall unphi ng el ephant ?"

Garreth silently conpared the matron with her blue-gray hair and saggi ng
jowls to the slim taut-bodi ed redhead who had her choice of nen to bed and
bl eed. He could inmagine that a woman so tall in those days might find the
pi ckings a bit |lean. Lane had the |ast |augh on her generation now, though

"May | ask what your interest in her is after all these years?"

"We're trying to locate her. W think she has informati on we need on a
current investigation."

"Have you checked the state nental institutions? She was quite unbal anced
and shoul d have been confined."

Garreth winkled his forehead. "Then why did you drop the charges?"

"As a favor for a friend, Don Lukert, the manager of the Red Onion. He was
afraid that the owners m ght be upset by the bad publicity, so | agreed to
drop the charges if he'd fire her and use his influence to see that she
couldn't find another job in North Beach. He did and | did."

Vindictive bitch, Garreth thought. Aloud he said, "This manager. Is his
name Donal d Lukert?"

"No. Eldon."

"Do you know where he is today?" M. Lukert m ght have known sonet hing
about hi s singer.

The woman shook her head. "I made enough during the war so that with sone
wi se investnents, | retired after Arm stice and dropped out of my old circles.
I went by the Red Onion a few years later but it had burned and another club
had been built in its place. Don wasn't there. If he's still in the city, he's

probably in a nursing hone. He was in his late forties back then."

"Did M. Lukert ever talk to you about M ss Babra?"

"Ch, a couple of tinmes, perhaps. W had sone | aughs over how ridicul ous and
grot esque she was."

Garreth decided he did not care much for O audia Bol ogna Darling Drum
Thouvenel | e.

"She tried to make himthink she was a Bal kan princess. She carried the
bl ood of ancient nobility in her veins, is how she put it. She gave him sone
fantastic story about having escaped from eastern Europe just ahead of
Htler's stormtroopers. But she wasn't European. That Bel a Lugosi accent she
used di sappeared the nonment she started shrieking at ne and before that, a
client of mine |l met at the club heard her speaki ng what she clai med was her
| anguage and he said it was nothing but a preposterous hodgepodge of Gernan
and Russian."

Garreth blinked. German nmatched Lane's choice of nanmes, but where did the
Russian fit in? Possible German and Russian conmunity? he wote. They woul d
have to be groups insular enough to be speaking their own | anguages in
addition to English.

After asking questions for another ten minutes w thout |earning anything

nore that seemed useful, he closed the notebook and stood. "I think that's al
| need. Thank you for your tine."

She escorted himto the door, speaking in a voice pitched to carry. "I'mso
glad to hear about Kate. I'd lost track of her and thought |1'd never hear of
her again. Gve your nother a big hug for me, will you?"

Garreth sighed in relief as the door closed behind him Wat |uck. She had
never cone close to asking for his ID. Lucky cop. Thank you, Lady Luck. Keep
smling, Lady.

The final, formal steps of resignation took less time and hurt nore than
Garreth anticipated. Checking in all equi pnent issued to him by the departnent
felt like the division of property in a divorce. Gun, theirs; holster, his.



Badge and ID card, theirs; badge case, his. Call box and other assorted keys,
theirs; receipt for itenms currently being kept as evidence, his. So it went,
down to his signature on all the necessary papers and the receipt of his fina
check.

He put that away carefully in his billfold. How long would it last? Unti
he found Lane?

"Good luck, M. Mkaelian," the clerk said inpersonally.

Mster. Civilian. Garreth turned away, biting his lip

Cl eaning out his desk felt like divorce, too . . . packing up what he felt
like taking, giving or throwing away the rest. Sonme of it amazed him had he
really kept so nmuch candy squirreled away in his desk? No wonder he had not
been able to | ose weight. And where had the Valiumcone fron? For the npst
part, however, he worked nunmbly, feeling a chill like an arctic wi nd bl ow ng
through him. . . that despite the heat he had taken the past twelve hours.
See the heat getting the heat.

First it had been Harry | ast night-soneone Harry refused to identify had
told himabout the finality of Garreth's resignation-and then the shooting
board thi s norning.

The officer going in the front with Harry had sighed in relief as the board
rul ed his shooting of Wnk righteous, but no one el se found any confort. The
board gave Harry and Garreth what amounted to the Starsky and Hutch Award for
Hot Dog of the Month, but al so naned the four unifornmed officers as
accessories. Failure to clear the operation with Serruto headed the |ist of
sins, followed by criticisnms of the execution that |left no doubt that the
board felt only divine intervention prevented any |loss of life.

They had reserved an entire section of their opinion just for Garreth.
"Under the best of circunmstances, even if all other procedure had been
correctly observed, this operation would have been handi capped, if not
conprom sed, by the presence of Inspector Mkaelian. Fromthe evidence of his
own statenents and those made by Sergeant Takananda, it is clear that this
of ficer should not have been on duty. The board questions the judgnent of Dr.
Charles in certifying himfit. W question the judgnment of Lieutenant Serruto
in accepting that certification. And in light of the particularly savage
attack on Inspector M kaelian such a short time before, its bizarre aftermath
in the norgue, and the inspector's forcible departure fromthe hospital and
refusal to return for proper nedical observation and treatnment, this board
wonders why a psychol ogi cal evaluation of this officer was not required before
returning himto duty.”

Behi nd his gl asses, Garreth had gl anced over to where Serruto sat with his
handsome face grimy deadpan. Garreth burned in an agony of guilt. The
i eutenant woul d be bearing the brunt of that last criticism Under
guestioning, Serruto had stated that he planned to send Garreth to the
department shrink, but could not explain why he had failed to do so. O course
he woul d not renmenber that the thought had di sappeared the nonent Garreth
| ooked himin the eyes and declared hinself fit.

In Hom cide afterward, checking to be sure Garreth had all the necessary
reports turned in, Serruto had said, "W can't make you see the shrink now,
but you shoul d go. Whatever brought on that attack in the restaurant and nmade
you freeze at O Hare's place is a time bomb ticking away inside you. You ought
to have it defused."

"I"'mfine," Garreth had said, declining, keenly aware that the advice and
its refusal would probably be noted in his personnel jacket . . . the final
coments on his service

He tried not to think of that now, as he went through his desk.

"Tea, M kaelian?"

He | ooked up to see Evelyn Kol b offering himher thernos. He nodded. Maybe
it would help ease the cold inside him

She punped hima cupful. Sipping it, he reflected on M. El don Lukert. The
phone book gave no listing for him though a call to the phone company
reveal ed that he had had one until five years ago. The county tax rolls stil



carried him Garreth had managed to | earn that nuch before the shooting board
sat in judgnment. C audia Bologna etc. might be correct in her opinion that he
was in a nursing hone. Garreth planned to call themall to see.

Al most before he knew it, the tea was gone and the desk cleared. The box of
bel ongi ngs sat filled, ready to be renoved. Reluctantly, Garreth put on his
coat .

Serruto canme out of his office, a hand extended. "Good |luck, M kaelian."

Garreth shook the hand. "Thank you." He thought about going around the room
shaki ng everyone's, but a lunp in his throat warned himthat he might be in
tears by the time he finished, so he shook just Kol b's and waved at the other
detectives. "So |long."

Their eyes reflected a conmon thought: That could be me. They said, "Good
luck."

Garreth felt as though he stood on a ship pulling away fast from shore,
wat chi ng the distance between hinself and them growi ng ever w der. He anbl ed
out of the roomw th the box, wanting to run, silently swearing at Lane. These
were brothers, lady. These were ny family and you took them away from ne. Wy
didn't you just kill me straight out? Wiy couldn't you let nme die clean?

He drove home thinking: M. Eldon Lukert, be good to ne. Lead nme to her
Pl ease.

He started with the A's in the nursing honme section of the yell ow pages and
wor ked his way through the |listings, one phone call at a tine. |If necessary,
he was prepared to call every hone in the Bay Area, including San Mateo,

Al aneda, and Marin counties.

Hal fway t hrough the San Francisco |istings, the woman answering said,
"El don Lukert? No, we don't have a patient by that nanme now. It sounds
fam liar, though. Just a mnute." She went off the Iline.

Garreth crossed his fingers.

She cane back. "W did have an El don Lukert until last nmonth . . . M.
El don Wayne Lukert."

"That's the gentleman | need. Can you tell me where he went?"

She paused. "lI'msorry. He didn't actually go anywhere. He died."

Garreth stood at the window, staring out at the twilight-reddened sky.
Lukert died last nmonth. The bitch Luck strikes again. Dead end
literally. Finis. He rubbed his forehead. Now what ?

Qut of the churning in his mnd, one thought rose: Lane's apartnent. It
still drew him She had lived there, called it home. Pieces of her, collected
and kept over the long years and many changes of identity, filled it. Those
pi eces nust indicate what she was and where she had cone from if only he
could put themtogether right.

Driving to the apartnment, he approached the door with caution. He had been

invited in once. Wuld it still hold good, as the | egend said? O would the
fiery pain bar himagain?

At the door, his body still felt cool and confortable. He | eaned agai nst
the door, willing hinself to the other side. Still no pain touched him There

was only the wenching that he had conme to associate with nmoving through
barriers, unconfortable but not painful, and in a moment he stood in the
hal | way.

How dark it had | ooked that first tinme he wal ked down it behind Lane
Barber. No nore. Now he saw it as gray twilight. For once he felt grateful for
hi s vampire vision; he could nove around the apartment and study it all he
needed without lights to arouse the curiosity and suspicion of neighbors.

He stepped into the living room. . . and stopped cold still. It had been
stripped clean! The furniture remai ned, but the paintings, the scul pture, the
books and objects on the shelves were all gone.

Garreth ran for the bedroom and jerked open the closet. Her clothes stil



hung inside. In the kitchen he found the fewitens in the cupboards untouched,
t 0o.

He went back to the living roomto stare at the enpty shelves. \When had she
cone back? Sometinme in the |ast few days, obviously. She had cone back and
taken the itens that were inportant to her. How did she know the apartnent was
not bei ng wat ched?

Per haps because she herself had been wat chi ng?

He sat down in a handy chair. Could it be she had never left the city at
all? He bit his lip. Never left the city. Wiy had they not thought of that?

Perhaps Serruto had and sinply neglected to nention it to Garreth; after
all, Garreth had not been deeply involved in the investigation since his
injury. He found it easy to inagine how they m ssed finding her. After ridding
herself of the car or hiding it, she probably checked into a hotel in sone
ki nd of disguise. Wth her height, she could even pass as a man.

She had stayed, and watched, and when it was safe, had picked up her
bel ongi ngs. This was one very cool |ady. Wiat was it her agent had said about
her? All ice and steel inside. Really!

A shiver nmoved down his spine. The naiden is powerful. Beware of such a
mai den. Made of ice and steel and with over forty years head start on himin
vampirismand |living experience, did he really stand a chance of finding her?
What m ght she do if she suspected he was after her?

Then he shook his head. Personal danger should be the |least of his worries.
Hs |life was already gone. Al she could take away from hi m now was exi stence.
On the other hand, she had the capacity to harma great many nore people if
al l owed to conti nue unchecked.

Very well, then . . . he nust keep going. He needed a direction, though
Any hel p he mi ght have gai ned from her bel ongi ngs had di sappeared. He had to
proceed on what he al ready knew.

What did he know?

The writing paper still remmined in the desk. He took out a sheet and
item zed his know edge. She came, probably, froma Germani ¢ background. She
someti nmes used Germani ¢ names. She spoke Gernman and Russi an

He made a note to find out through one of the | ocal universities the
| ocation of German and Russi an groups near each other in the United States
around Wrld War | when she was born

Coul d any of her bel ongi ngs regionalize her? Too bad he did not know rocks
wel | enough to describe those in the type tray to a geologist. If all of them
were chil dhood "treasures" as other objects in the tray seened to suggest, and
if two or nore cane froma single geographic area, it mght have been a | ead.
Al'l he remenbered, though, was the black shark tooth. Was that sonething he
coul d use?

The apartnent had given himas nuch as it was ever going to. He left,
checki ng out the wi ndow beside the door to nmake sure the street was clear
bef ore passing through to the porch, and drove down to Fi sherman's \Warf.

A few of the shops in the area remained open, catching late tourist trade.
He wandered into one. "Do you have shark's teeth?" he asked the girl behind
the counter.

She took himto a section where the wall displayed small circles of jawbone
lined with rows of wi cked teeth. He studied the teeth. They | ooked to be the
same shape as the teeth he had seen, but were all white, not black

"Do you have any bl ack shark's teeth?"

She blinked. "Black? |I've never seen black ones before.”

He tried a simlar shop farther down the street with the sane results. The
two clerks and a custoner there had never seen or heard of black shark's
teeth, either.

The tinme had come, he decided, to seek expert advice. In the norning he
woul d call one of the universities and ask them where bl ack shark's teeth cane
from

Morni ng. He chafed at that. Wiy did it always have to be during the day
when he coul d acconplish anything? He crossed Jefferson and began wanderi ng



t hrough the arcades of the Cannery, peering into its shop windows fumng in
i npati ence. Not hing was open when he felt nost |ike working. Lane had taken
conveni ence fromhim too.

Then, in the wi ndow of a jewelry shop, he sawthem. . . earrings, hooped
for pierced ears, with small black teeth dangling fromthem The shop had
cl osed, of course, but a light still burned and he coul d see soneone noving

around inside. Garreth rapped on the w ndow.

A man cane out of a back room He shook his head, pointing at the sign in
t he wi ndow stating business hours.

"I just want to ask a question," Garreth call ed.

I'mclosed, the man's nouth said.

"I just want to know where those earrings cone from"

Conme back tonorrow.

Garreth groped in his jacket pocket, then swore when he renenbered there
was no |l onger a badge to pull out and dangle before the w ndow.

"Sir," he called, "this is very inportant. | nust-"

But the man shook his head a final tine and wal ked out of the room | eaving
Garreth swearing in frustration. The question would have taken only a mnute
to ask and answer. The shopkeeper woul d have opened up fast enough for a
badge. So why did he refuse Garreth that ninute?

Because | don't have a badge; I'monly a civilian now

And as the inplications of that beyond the present inconveni ence sank in,
Garreth saw how truly al one he stood against his quarry, and he shivered in
the cold wi nd bl owi ng down his unprotected back

The TV morning news warned citizens to drive cautiously. Fog had rolled in
overni ght and bl anketed the entire city so heavily that it lay in a dim
shadow ess twilight. Foghorns sounded from Ml e Rocks east to Fl eni ng Point
and from Point San Pablo south to Hunters Point. Traffic accident
i nvestigation units ran fifteen calls behind. Garreth, though, wel coned the
fog. He still felt the sun above it, weighting and weakening him but for once
he coul d enj oy opening the shades and letting such daylight as there was fil
the apartnent. He could sit by the wi ndow wearing his trooper gl asses, feet
upon the sill, phone in hand, and | ook out at the billow ng grayness while he
di al ed the nunber of the biology departnent at the University of San
Fr anci sco.

"My name is Garreth Mkaelian. | need to talk to someone who can tell ne
where certain kinds of shark's teeth are found."

He woul d have thought that was a sinple request, but the phone went on hold
for what seenmed to be an eternity before a reedy nale voice said, "This is Dr.
Edmund Faith. You're the gentleman who needs to know where to find certain
breeds of sharks?"

"I need to know where their teeth are found. Let nme explain."

"By all neans, M.-"

"M kaelian. |I found a shark's tooth in a shop on Fishernman's Warf the
other day. It's unusual because it's black. I'd like to find another and have
a pair of earrings nmade for ny wife. However, the girl in the shop had no idea
where the tooth came fromand neither did anyone else | asked."

"A bl ack shark's tooth?"

"Yes. Do you know where in the world they cone fronP"

"M. Mkaelian, if you're interested in black shark's teeth, you don't want
me; you want a pal eontologist. I"'mnot sure of all the areas they're found,
but I do know that the black ones are fossils."

"Fossils?" Garreth sat upright.

"Maybe | can give you a nane," Dr. Faith went on. "Let's see." Over the
line cane the rustle of paper. "Yes. Try Dr. Henry Ilfrod in the geol ogy
departrment." He gave Garreth a phone nunber.



Garreth jotted the nunmber down, then jiggled the phone button and dial ed
t he new nunber.

Dr. Ilfrod, a secretary inforned Garreth, was in class. Garreth renmenbered
fromhis college days how difficult it could be to find a particul ar professor
when one needed him and with a sigh, said, "I need information on |ocating
fossil shark's teeth. I'll talk to anyone who can help ne."

"I"ll see if the graduate students are in their office,"”
sai d.

The phone went on hold again. Garreth drunmed his fingers. As nuch as he
preferred phoning to running around in daylight, perhaps he should have driven
to the canpus. Listening to a phone in linbo, he found it too easy to inagine
the secretary finishing a letter then going on coffee break, forgetting about
hi m

Bef ore | ong, though, another voice cane on the line, pleasantly female,
inquiring if she could be of help. Garreth patiently repeated his question
"Can you tell me the areas where black shark's teeth are found?"

"Well." She drew out the word. "Fossil shark's teeth can be found in about
seventy-five percent of the country. It's alnost all been under water at one
time or another."

Garreth sighed. Seventy-five percent? So rmuch for the tooth as a lead to
Lane' s background.

"But," the young worman went on, "nost of the teeth are white. The only
places | know to find the black ones are on the eastern seaboard and in
west ern Kansas."

Garreth scribbled in his notebook. "Just those two places? How easy are the
teeth to find there?"

"I think you have to dig back east, but they' re on the surface and
accessi ble in Kansas."

Accessible. "Could a kid find one without nuch trouble?"

"I"'msure he could. I've been told it's possible to pick them up just
wal ki ng across a plowed field or in the cuts along roads and streans."

VWi ch shoul d be how she acquired it, if the tooth in the type tray were a
"treasure." He recalled the other fossils in the type tray. "Are there many
ki nds of fossils available in the Kansas area, say in |linestone?"

"I't's wonderful fossil country."

He thanked her and hung up, then sat staring at his scribbled notes.

Kansas. The postmark the | ab brought up on the burned envel ope had a 6 and 7
init. Harry had said that the Kansas ZlI Ps used those nunbers. He ticked his
tongue against his teeth. Did the trail snell warner?

He went through the phone book again, this tine for the nunber of the
soci ol ogy departnment. "I need to talk to sonmeone who can tell nme where
i mm grant Gernman and Russian groups settled in this country."

That brought himnore intermnable tinme on hold while the secretary hunted
for a likely prospect. She came back suggesting he call in tw hours, when a
Dr. Iseko would be in his office.

Hangi ng up, Garreth sat |ooking out the window A partial Zi p code and-when
he reached this Dr. Iseko-areas of German and Russian settlenments would stil
not pinpoint Lane's home exactly. He needed a town. Three partial letters had
al so been visible on that postmark. Wat were they? An O or U preceded by A,

K, R or X and followed by any letter beginning with a vertical stroke. He
hunt ed t hrough t he bookcase, but had nothing like an atlas, nothing with a
detailed map of Kansas in it. It appeared he would have to go out, after all.

He drove down to what had become his best source of information lately, the
public library. There he spent an hour, with the zip directory, fording towns
with 67 as the first or second two nunmbers and whose nane contained letters in
the right conbination to match the postmark. Hal fway through the |ist of
towns, a nane | eaped out of the book at him Pfeifer. Pfeifer! Eagerly, he
raced through the rest of the nanes. Ten fit. He | ooked up their locations in
an atlas. O the ten, two possibles lay in the imediate vicinity of Pfeifer
Di xon to the southwest and Baunen to the northeast.

the secretary



Then he went | ooking for a telephone to call the university back. This tine
he found Dr. Iseko in his office.

"I"'ma witer doing research for a book," Garreth told him "I need to know
i f Kansas has communities of German inmigrants living in close proximty to
Russi an immigrants, and if so, where."

"I"'mafraid there are none quite like that in Kansas,
replied.

Garreth's stomach dropped. He swore silently in disappointnent. "But what
about towns |ike Pfeifer?"

"That's the Ellis County area? Pfeifer and the comunities around it I|ike
Schoenchen and Munjor don't have German and Russian inmigrants; they were
settled by the so-called Volga Germans, Germans who i mmigrated to Russia and
lived along the Vol ga before immigrating to this country in the latter quarter
of the nineteenth century."

Sonething electric sizzled through Garreth. He felt all his hair stand on
end. "They're a kind of mxed German and Russian, then? Does their |anguage
have both German and Russian in it?"

"It nost certainly does. It's a very unique | anguage. An acquai ntance of
mne wote his dissertation onit."

Claudia etc. had said: It was nothing but a hodgepodge of Gernan and
Russi an.

"How | arge an area did these Vol ga Germans settle?"

"The Catholic group is mainly around Ellis County. However, there was a
Prot est ant Ger man- Russi an group who settled in Bellamy and Barton counti es,
and sonme of themextend into Rush and Ness."

Garreth wote it all down. After thanking the doctor and hangi ng up, he
went back to the library and the atlas. Dixon lay in Rush County; Baumen, in
Bel | amy County.

Back to the tel ephone, calling Information in Kansas, calling Infornmation
in Dixon and Baunen. Did they have listings for Biebers? Yes. Both had
Bi ebers.

Excitement rose in Garreth. He might be conpletely wong, Lane mi ght cone
fromthe East, but Kansas | ooked good. Very good. He had a feeling about it. A
Grandma Doyl e-quality Feeling? Or perhaps blood called to blood. After all, in
a sense, he was Lane's son; she had made him

However strongly he felt the key to her lay in those two small towns,

t hough, he woul d never know for certain w thout further investigation. He
could not do it by phone, either. If she were in touch with people there, they
m ght warn her that she had been traced. To be effective needed subtlety.

He woul d have to go there

t he ant hropol ogi st

10

The country did not have the dinner-plate flatness Garreth expected, but
its gold-brown hills, so unlike either the yell ow ones of California or those
in San Francisco, stepped with streets and houses, rolled to an al nost
uni magi nably di stant horizon, only sparsely dotted with trees and human
constructs. The sky arched overhead, a cobalt bow of infinity broken only
here and there by wi sps of cloud. The sun burned Garreth's eyes even behind
his glasses. Driving south toward Di xon out of Hays, he felt overwhel ned, a
not e crushed between the immensity of earth and sky. He wondered whether it
m ght have been wiser to drive during the day instead of only at night,
sleeping in his little tent at public canpsites by day. Then he could have
gradual | y accustoned hinself to the broadened horizon instead of being
suddenly hit by it on this drive.

To take his mind off his unexpected agoraphobia, Garreth thought ahead to
Di xon, rehearsing his cover story. He wanted to hunt his relatives. Wen his
grandmot her died | ast year, she had left a letter revealing that she was not
the real nother of Garreth's father. Phillip Mkaelian, the letter said, had



really been born to a young girl who rooned with them and becanme pregnant out
of wedl ock. After the birth, the girl ran away, abandoning the baby, and
rather than send it to an orphanage, Garreth's grandnother had rai sed the boy
as her own. She had no idea where the real nother was, but she had a

phot ograph and renmenbered that the girl used to wite letters to a town in the
Ellis County area of Kansas. As he was currently between jobs, he had decided
to trace his real grandmother's famly. He | ooked young enough to pass as the
grandson of a woman born around 1916.

The phot ograph he carried was actually of G andma Doyle, taken in the late
twenti es when she was seventeen and fresh fromlreland. The hard cardboard
square stiffened the inside pocket of his coat. Feeling it, Garreth renenbered
two weekends ago, when he asked for it.

Handing it to him his grandnother had said, "May it bring you she who
killed you, and then a peaceful sleep.”

She had known what he was from the noment he wal ked in the house. She said
not hi ng, but beyond his parents, he saw her reach for the silver Ml tese cross
she al ways wore around her neck

"Garreth," his nother had exclaimed in horror, "you're becom ng skin and
bones!"

Hi s father said, "What the hell is this | read in the paper about your
partner being shot and you quitting the departnent?"

But his eyes and attention were on G andnma Doyl e. "G andma?" He reached out
to hug her but she hurriedly backed away and left the room Garreth stared
stricken after her. "G andma!"

H s nmother touched himon the arm "Please forgive her. | think she's
getting old. Ever since you were attacked, she's insisted you' re dead. | think
she just needs tine to accept that, for once, her Feeling was wong."

Garreth had given silent thanks that his nmother msinterpreted the reason
for his distress. "I understand." Wich did nothing, however, to | essen the
pai n of having someone in his famly fear him

"What's been going on out there with you?" his father asked.

Garreth's jaw tightened in resentnment. Could they have at least a little
of : How are you, son? and: It's good to see you hone in one piece, rather than
i mediately nmoving into: Up against the wall. Spread those feet. You don't
have the right to remain silent, and anything you say or don't say will be
used agai nst you.

Expl ai ni ng was not only going to be difficult; it would be inpossible.
Neverthel ess, Garreth tried.

Hi s nmother went white, listening. "WII you go back to college now?"

He heard the relief in her voice. O course she was glad to have himout;
now she did not have to fear phone calls about him

But his father said, "Shane never gives up. They've operated on that knee
four times and sonetinmes he has to play filled with painkillers, but he al ways
pl ays. He never quits because he's been hurt a little. He's never wal ked out
of a gane because he was going to be penalized, either."

That stung. Garreth protested, "I didn't resign because of what the
shooting board night say or do!"

"Are you going to see a psychiatrist |ike they suggested?" his nother
asked.

Hi s father snorted. "He doesn't need a shrink; he just needs to quit
feeling sorry for hinself." He leveled a hard stare at Garreth. "You ought to
ask for reinstatenent, take your lunps fromthe shooting board |ike a man, and
get back to work."

Garreth had not argued. "Yes, sir," he said, and escaped fromthe house
into the backyard. Even sunlight was preferable to further conversation wth
hi s father.

Wiy did this have to happen? He loved his father dearly. If only the man
could ask a question without making it sound like interrogation and offer an
opi nion that did not seemto be an order. The worst part was, Garreth could
not help wondering if his father was right.



The earth wel comed himas he sat down in the shade of the big cottonwod
where he and Shane had built a tree house years ago. The platformstill sat in
the fork, alittle nore weathered each year but sound enough yet for Brian and
for Shane's kids to play on it when they visited.

Garreth had | ain back agai nst the trunk, rubbing his forehead as he thought
about Brian. As soon as he visited the boy the question of adoption was bound
to come up again. He closed his eyes wearily. What should he do about it this
tine?

Feet whi spered down the back steps and across the lawn toward him but he
left his eyes closed. The scent of |avender overwhel ming that of blood told
hi mwho it was.

The feet stopped a short distance away. "Dearg-due. Undead," his
grandmot her's voice said quietly. Fighting his eyes open, he saw her | ower
herself into a lawn chair. "Wiy is it you're wal ki ng?"

He sat up. "Grandma, |'mnot dead! Look at nme. | walk; | breathe; ny heart
beats. | reflect in mrrors. | can touch your cross, too."

"But what do you eat? Do you still love the sun?" She pointed at his
gl asses.

He could not answer that. Instead, after a hesitation, he said, "Whatever
elsel am |I'mstill your grandson. | won't hurt you."

She regarded himuncertainly, then, with a quick touch on the cross around
her neck, patted the side of the chair. "Cone to ne."

She sat in the sun, but he noved to the ground beside her

She reached out hesitantly to touch his cheek. "lIs it to avenge yourself on
she who did this to you that you can't sleep?"

He consi dered several answers before sighing and giving the one she
appeared nost ready to accept. "Yes."

She stroked his hair. "Poor unquiet spirit."

Hi s inner self protested, denying that he was wal ki ng dead, but he
swal l owed it as useless to say-she would expect the refusal to believe-and
| eaned his head agai nst her knee. "I need your help."

"To find her?"

Garreth nodded.

"What will you be wanting me to do?"

At the fierce tone of her voice, he | ooked up and had to | augh. She | ooked
so righteously angry, so ready to go into battle against the fiend who had
done this to her grandson, that Garreth regretted needi ng only the photograph
fromher. Conming up onto his knees, he hugged her

She hugged hi m back and then, to his di smay, began sobbing. He knew he was
hearing her cry over his grave.

He held her until she quieted, wondering . . . could she be right? Was he
nothing but a tenporarily animated instrument of revenge?

It nade a hell of a thought to take with himwhen he visited Brian
Thinking it, he stood at a distance fromhinmself and the boy. He noticed for
the first time a certain formality in the boy's attitude toward him a
reservation not exhibited toward his stepfather. Logic told Garreth that was
natural ; Brian saw Dennis every day, whereas, for six years, since the boy was
two years old, Garreth had been no nmore than a visitor. How nuch | ess woul d
Garreth be from now on?

"Judith," he said, "I've been thinking about the adoption."

She | ooked quickly at him "I'msorry | brought it up when | did; | didn't
realize the kind of stress you were under."

He shrugged. "It doesn't matter. |If you and Dennis want to go ahead-"

She shook her head, cutting himoff. "OfF course we want to, but can you be
sure you really want us to? Wiy don't we let it ride for a bit, until you have
t hi ngs strai ghtened out for yourself."

He had regarded her with surprise, but nodded, and for once, a visit had
ended am cably.

He wi shed he could have said as nuch for the rest of the weekend, which
became a test in ingenuity in avoiding nmeals and dodgi ng questions about how



he had changed and what he planned to do now Altogether, returning to San
Franci sco had been a great relief.

A relief which, unfortunately, had not lasted long. Harry, feeling better
every day, began nagging himduring Garreth's daily visits. "Kansas? Wat in
the world are you going to Kansas for? Cone on, M k-san; why don't you see the
shrink and come back to the departnent where you bel ong?"

Only Lien kept silent on the subject, quietly hel ping himsublet the
apartment, sell what he no | onger wanted, store what he chose not to take with
him and buy a few new clothes to replace the ones that no longer fit. She had
said nothing until the day she hel ped hi mpack his car. Then, as he closed the

back, she said, "I don't know what's happened to you. | wi sh | knew how to
hel p. | asked | Ching for advice to give you. Do you mind listening to it one
[ast time?"

He | eaned against the car, smling fondly at her. "Wat did the sage have
to say?"

"The hexagram was nunber twelve, Standstill. It says that heaven and earth

are out of communi on and that all things are benunbed. ™"

He bit his Iip. That was certainly true enough for him

"Inferior people are in ascendancy but don't allow yourself to be turned
fromyour principles. There are change lines in the second and fourth pl aces,
advising that a great man will suffer the consequences of a standstill and by
his willingness to suffer, ensure the success of his principles. However,
acting to re-create order nust be done with proper authority. Setting one's
self up to alter things according to one's own judgnent can end in m stake and
failure."

Garreth listened soberly. "Wat el se? The change |ines nake a new
hexagram "

"The second one is nunber fifty-nine, Dispersion.” She smled. "It suggests
success, especially after journeying and, of course, perseverance. Persevere,
Garreth, and be true to yourself. And don't forget about us."

He had hugged her hard, promising to keep in touch. Lien, Harry, San
Franci sco, and his famly seemed so far away fromthese Kansas pl ains he drove
across now that they m ght have belonged to another lifetine, but | Ching
lingered with him Persevere. Yes, he would, to the end of the earth and tine
. whatever it took to find Lane. That threat of failure if he set hinself
up as judge bothered him however. It smacked too closely of the warning
regardi ng powerful maidens. He was not making hinself judge, was he? He only
intended to find her and take her back to San Franci sco.

The hi ghway entered Di xon. After asking directions, Garreth found the high
school. As he was clinbing out of the car outside the small building, the warm
wi nd struck him It had some of the same qualities as a sea breeze, a
pushi ness, an aggressive w |l dness, a singing contenpt for the | and and that
which crawmed there. It buffeted him bringing the scents of fresh-watered
grass and dusty earth, and pushed himup the steps into the buil ding.

He | ocated the office, an expanded broom cl oset bearing the word OFFI CE on
the frosted gl ass panel of the door, and the principal, a M. Charles Yoder
Yoder listened to his story with interest.

"People are nore and nore interested in their roots these days. I'll be
happy to help you if I can.”

VWhat he did was take Garreth to the Board of Education building and down a
steep set of stairs to a dimbasenent. There they hunted through file
envel opes stacked together on nmetal shelves and through ancient netal and
wooden filing cabinets. A secretary joined themeventually. "G aduation
pictures? | know |'ve seen them sonewhere . . . a whole stack of them"™

They finally located the pictures on a top shelf, all still framed, the
gl ass so dusty as to render the sepia-toned photographs behind all but
i nvisible. The principal went back to the high school, |leaving Garreth and the
secretary to bring the pictures up into the Iight and clean them But when al
that had been done, and Garreth compared the picture of the girls in the 1930
to 1940 classes with his nental inage of Lane Barber, he found no match



The secretary wi ped at a smudge on her nose "lI'msorry," she said.

Garreth shrugged. "It would be al nost unbelievable to find the right town
first off, wouldn't it?"
Still, he would have liked that much [uck. Now he had to check all the high

schools in the area, both to maintain his cover and on the slimchance that
even if the letter came from D xon, Lane's famly lived sonewhere else in the
ar ea.

"I met a Bieber in San Francisco,” he said to the secretary. "Madel ai ne
Bi eber. She was a singer. | wonder if she came from sonewhere around here
too."

"Madel ai ne? The nanme doesn't sound familiar."

He dropped back by the high school to thank the principal and managed to
work in the remark about the singer with him too . . . but with no nore |uck
The nane neant nothing to Yoder.

Back in his car, Garreth spread the Kansas nmap on the steering wheel and
studi ed the area around Dixon. He had tinme yet today to visit another town. O
maybe two? Was it possible to cover three a day? A whole cluster of towns sat
at no nore than ten-nmle intervals and he needed to work as fast as possible.
Every day depleted his dwi ndling cash reserves still further

He started the car and headed down the road west toward the next town.

A name on a map did not necessarily mean a town there, Garreth di scovered.
It could indicate no nore than a gas station and a grain elevator-a row of
huge, mel ded col utms whi ch he found an odd but fascinating structure. There
had once been a real town, but it had dried up over the decades until just the
el evator remai ned, a massive tonbstone to mark its passing. The former town
had once boasted a high school, too, in that bygone era, but the records had
di sappeared into |linbo. The best a withered old man tending the gas station
coul d suggest was for himto check the county seat.

"They m ght've noved the town records there."

Garreth visited the county courthouse and the |l ocal high school, as |long as
he was in town-but the county cl erk knew not hi ng about any school records
transferred fromthe defunct town. She advi sed checking back the next day.

The high school had its records, but they were not inmediately avail abl e,
either. They, too, suggested that he cone back the follow ng day.

Tomorrow. Garreth sighed. Wy always tonorrow? Lane's nother had to be
elderly, and if he did not find her soon, he mght be in the sane position he
had been in when | ooking for the manager of the Red Onion, with only a grave
to question.

G oom ly, he wondered at the real chances of finding Lane this way. Between
dead towns and | ost records, he could so easily mss the traces of her. And
t hen what woul d he do? Question every Bieber in the area? Wrd would certainly
find its way back to her then, and knowi ng a hunter had conme this close, she
m ght stop conmunicating with her famly and di sappear forever.

On that depressing note, he headed the car back toward Hays.

11

One nice thing about bad days, Garreth reflected ironically, was that
somet hing el se always came along to offer an alternative worry . . . in this
case, hunger. The four quarts of blood he had collected to keep himfed on the
way east were gone. Tonight he needed to find a new source of food.

Ri nsing out his thernos in the washbow of his notel room he considered
the possibilities. He had al ready concluded that rats would not be as common
in asmll town as along the Enbarcadero, a fact he faced with m xed enoti ons.
As nmuch as he detested being dependent on rats to live, at |east he knew where
and how to hunt them He knew not hi ng about jackrabbits and prairie dogs, the
two conparabl e speci es he npst associated with the plains, and after driving
across this country today, he wondered whet her the creatures could be
considered a viable alternative. Not one rabbit had appeared anywhere near the



road during the drive, nor had he seen a single sign of a prairie dog town.
The sound of distant and not-so-distant barking told himthe town supported a
cani ne popul ation, but he still found hinmself reluctant to use dogs. People
cared about them

Qut si de, the sky blazed scarlet, then darkened. A series of violent cranps
doubl ed him goading himinto action. Garreth headed for his car. He had
learned to hunt rats, after all, by hunting them Wy should rabbits be any
different?

The hi ghway took himout of town al nost inmediately. Somewhere north a few
mles, he turned off the highway onto a graveled road and pulled over. On both
sides of the road lay rolling fields. He studied them alert for any signs of
life, but nothing noved. Still, it must be there. The night w nd brought hima
faint scent of sonething warmly bl ood-filled.

Garreth considered the fence around the pasture on his side of the road.

I nstead of planks, four taut strands of barbed wire enclosed the pasture. He
tested the ends of the bars with a cautious finger. Sharp. Crawling through
the fence could ruin his new jeans, not to nention putting holes in his hide.
Then it occurred to himthat a fence presented | ess of a barrier than a gate
across a pier entrance. Wth a sigh for his nental slowness, he nmoved through
the fence

Once inside and wal ki ng across the pasture, he found plenty of life, nostly
mce and quail, too snmall to do himgood. He literally stunbled over the
quail . They | eaped skyward around himwith startled cries and a storm of
wi ngs. Ahead, though, a rabbit |eaped out of the brush and bounded up a rise,
frightened into flight by the panicking quail.

Garreth followed cautiously, just close and fast enough to keep the rabbit
in sight while he waited for it to halt. Once when it zigged across in front
of him he dropped to a crouch and waited notionless until the rabbit turned
away again. The stal k gave hima vague sense of déja vu, which turned to
anusement when he identified the reason for the feeling. He | aughed silently.
See the excop shadowing the rabbit. Isn't it nice he can put his training to
good use?

Monents | ater Garreth gave thanks he had not gone flat out in a footrace
after the rabbit. It disappeared over the crest of the rise, and when he
followed it, he found hinself face-to-face with a cow that | oomed huge as an
el ephant and pale as a ghost in the twilight brightness of his vision. If he
had been noving fast, he would have run head-on into it.

The cow snorted in surprise.

Garreth backed away. He had better get the hell out of here.

Then he stopped, nostrils flared, nose filled with the bl ood scent that the
wi nd had brought himat the pasture fence. He stared at the cow Cattle had
blood, too . . . in great quantity. If Lane could drink froma man and not
kill him would a cow even niss a quart or two?

On the other hand, could he control a cow as he did rats? This one seened
docil e, but he knew not hi ng about cows, had, in fact, never been this close to
one before. Did they often grow so terrifyingly | arge?

Anot her doubt assailed him too. Could he find a vein? That neck was far
t hi cker than Velvet's had been.

The cow snorted again and | owered its head. Garreth sensed that he nust
either act or retreat. He licked his lips and wi ped suddenly sweaty pal ns on
his jeans. Mving enough to catch the cow s eye, he focused on it. "Hello,
friend. Listen to ne. Stand still for me. Don't nove."

The animal's eyes w dened, showing white rinms that glistened in the night.
Its ears wagged.

"I need alittle of your blood, enough to feed ne. It won't hurt." He kept
his voice | ow and even

The cow rel axed visibly.

So did Garreth. "Lie down for me. Lie down."

The white rinms still showed around the cow s eyes, but its |legs began to
sag, the forelegs folding first, followed by the hind ones. Its nose dropped



to touch the earth.

Still talking, Garreth noved toward the cow. He reached out and gingerly
touched the massive head. The hair felt warm soft, and curly under his
fingers. The cow did not flinch or resist. Mirnuring soothingly, Garreth knelt
and noved his hand back al ong the head past the ear, toward the throat. He
probed the neck behind the jaw, searching for a pul se.

He found it, beating strong and sl ow. Keeping the fingers of one hand on

it, he pushed at the thick shoulders with the other. "Roll," he said softly.
"Lie flat."
Wth a sigh, the cow did so. Garreth, still on his knees, bent over the

out stretched neck and, extending his fangs, bit where his fingers touched.

But found only flesh and the barest taste of blood. Not again! He wanted to
screamin frustration

The cow twi tched. Panic boiled up. Garreth needed all his wllpower to
control it. He thought frantically. The pul se throbbed under his fingers; he
snel l ed the bl ood running hot under the pale hide. It had to be in there
somewhere. He nade hinself try again, biting in a slightly different position

This time blood spurted. The twin gushers filled his nmouth. After his usua
refrigerated diet, its heat startled him He nearly let go. But the driving
hunger in himquickly overcanme surprise, followd, however, by nore
frustration. Despite its heat and volune, the blood still did not satisfy him
only filled his stomach. He sat back, holding thunbs over the punctures wth
longing snarling in him Tears of fury gathered in his eyes. No. It isn't
fair! Blood is blood. Wy isn't this enough? Wiy do | never stop wanting human
bl ood?

The cow |l ay qui escent, its eyes closed, snoring. Garreth renmoved his
t hunbs. The punctures had stopped seeping bl ood. A handful of earth rubbed
into the hide covered the marks. Then Garreth stood.

The cow opened its eyes and rolled onto its chest, but nade no further

attenpt to stand, just closed its eyes again. Still, Garreth eyed it as he
backed away. It was a very large animal. He did not turn until he was over the
hill, then, once out of sight, he ran . . . partially to put distance between

hi nsel f and the huge aninmal, partly in a vain attenpt to run away fromthe
| ongi ngs racking him But there was enjoynent, too, in the nighttine strength
and energy clanoring for rel ease.

He ran, his lungs and heart pumping. The ground streaned beneath his feet
as power surged through him Soon exhilaration drowned all other thoughts and
he gave hinself up to the unthinking joy of notion. He had never been able to
run this fast before

The fence stretched ahead. Should he stop for it? Hell, no. He hit it
wi t hout even sl owi ng down-w ench-passing through Iike the night w nd.

At the car he stopped and to his delighted astoni shnent, found his heart
and breathing barely above normal. He whooped. At this rate, he could run for
mles without even trying. Wat a kick

Headl i ghts found himthere beside the car

He froze in their glare, throwing up an armto shield his eyes. The action
cane reflexively but even as his forearmrose between his eyes and the |ights,
Garreth realized it served another purpose as well, to keep the driver of the
car fromseeing his eyes reflecting red.

The lights halted as the car stopped. A door opened.

Not being able to see who clinbed out of the car, Garreth assumed the
worst-a drunk or bully who thought a man al one on a country road nmade easy
pi cki ngs-and prepared to fight. Since resigning, he had had to stop carrying a
gun, but tonight's run had given himsone hint of the strength his vanpire
change had brought him and between that and police hand-to-hand conbat
training, surely he could tie any assailant in knots.

"Howdy, " a voice said frombehind the Iights.

Garreth heard the hard edge of authority beneath the ami able greeting. He
| owered his armenough to peer over it at the shape of a light bar on top of
the car. Relief swept through him No drunk or bully but a local cop. Then



renmenbering times on patrol with a few partners before Harry, he wondered i f
he m ght not have been better off with a drunk or bully.

"CGood evening, Oficer," he said.

"Deputy sheriff," the voice corrected him "What's your nane?"

"Garreth M kaelian. My driver's license is in ny pocket. Wuld you like to
see it?"

"Yes." As Garreth fished his billfold out of his hip pocket and extracted
the license, the deputy said, "You have California plates. You a student at
t he col | ege, son?"

Col | ege? Yes, he did seemto renenber some sign nam ng a college in Hays.
He debated his answer and chose honesty. "No."

The deputy noved into the headlights to take the license. "Visiting someone
in town?"

"I'"'mhere on personal business . . . staying at the Holiday Inn."

"What are you doi ng way out here?"

VWhat answer woul d the deputy accept? What woul d he accept if their
positions were reversed? The easiest solution was to | ook the man in the eyes
and persuade himto find nothing suspicious in Garreth being out here.

Consci ence stopped him however. The | ast few tinmes he had persuaded peopl e,
he coul d not hel p but renmenber, it brought nothing but trouble to people he
cared about. In any case, who could be sure of the long-termeffects? If
not hi ng el se, the deputy had surely called in before | eaving his car and an
i nconsi stent report would raise questions Garreth m ght not care to answer.
No, sonehow he had to satisfy the deputy here and now in a straightforward
way.

"I"'ma night person and your town goes to sleep before | do. Since there

was nothing else to do, | took a drive. This is a spectacul ar sky."

"I saw you in that pasture.”

Garreth kept his voice casual. "I wanted to see what the countryside | ooked
like fromthe top of that hill. | did, and then | canme back to the car."

"Runni ng in the dark? What was your hurry?"

He could hardly tell the deputy how well he saw in the dark. "Look, Deputy,
maybe | trespassed, but | didn't hurt anything. 1'll take you where | went and
you can see for yourself. There's nothing but a cow asleep on the other side
of the hill."

"Cow?" The deputy | aughed shortly. "The Good Lord | ooks after fools,
guess. Son, that 'cow is Vale's Chablis of Postrock, Postrock ranch's prize
Charol ais show bull, or he was until he got too mean to handle."

Garreth swal | oned. "Mean?"

"He's put three men in the hospital. You could have paid for that walk with
your life." The deputy handed back the driver's license. "Suppose you forget
about | ooking at the night sky and go on back to town."

Garreth went, shaking in retrospective fear. But gradually, new feelings
repl aced the fear. He had found a plentiful source of blood, and he had
controlled the bull. Best yet, he had not had to kill for his nmeal. He had
better find a cover for his nocturnal hunting trips, though. The next deputy
m ght not believe that he was driving for |lack of anything better to do.

He woul d take up "jogging." Everyone ran these days. Tonorrow before he set
out south to | ook at nore school records, he would buy a pair of running shoes
and a warmup suit to lend his story credence. But maybe he should be a bit
nore careful, too, about what cattle he fed on
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Onhe day . . . two . . . a week. Garreth conbed the records of the towns
around Hays, places with exotic nanes |ike Antonino, Schoenchen, Liebenthal
Munj or, Bazine, Galatia, and, of course, Pfeifer. He could hardly afford to
overl ook Pfeifer. But in all of them he drew a bl ank. Deciding that
mentioni ng Lane's nane in any connection mght |eak back to alarm her, he



revised his questions to ask about any Bieber girl who had left hone late in
her teens during the thirties, possibly to go to Europe or one of the coasts.
That shoul d sound i nnocent and expected in light of his cover story to
directly question as many Bi ebers as possible.

The question brought sone response. A nunber of ol der people said, "I
renenber that. She went to the college in Hays and ran off with one of her
prof essors. Caused a big scandal." They spoke with a curious accent, hissing
final s's, turning w,'s to v's and v's to f's.

"Do you renenber her nane and where she lived?" Garreth asked

One ol d woman sai d, "She was one of Axel Bieber's granddaughters, | think
Axel was my nmother's half brother's cousin. They lived in Trubel up in Bellany
County. "

Trubel ? Garreth checked the letters. No, the B would not fit the postmark.
Still . . . Heart pounding in hope, he headed for Trubel

It proved to be another dead town . . . six houses, a general store-cumgas
station and post office, and the inevitable grain elevator. The high schoo
had burned near the close of Wrld War |1, destroying all its records, and had

never been rebuilt.

Garreth tried to swall ow his di sappointnent. "There used to be a famly
here headed by a man named Axel Bieber. Are any of themstill around?" he
asked the nan at the general store.

"There's Rance and Ed Bieber farm ng south of here about six nmiles," was
the reply.

Garreth lost his way twice before finding the farm Rance Bi eber turned out
to be a man in his thirties, a great-grandson of Axel Bieber. He knew not hing
about one of his father's cousins running away with a coll ege professor. His
father, Edward, was off in the state capital at a meeting protesting grain
prices. His nother had been dead for twenty years.

"Where can | find one of your father's brothers or sisters who m ght know
this cousin I'm1l ooking for?"

"Well, the closest are an uncle in Eden and an aunt in Bellany."

Garreth took the nanes and addresses and went to see them Both said
essentially the sanme thing, that they knew of the cousin-the scandal had set
the famly on ear-but they did not know the woman personally.

The aunt in Bellany said, "My G andpa Bi eber woul dn't have anything to do
with Uncle Ben-that was her father. My grandfather was a Lutheran, you see,
and Uncle Ben married a Catholic woman and joi ned her church. G andpa never
forgave him for becom ng a Papist."

"\Where does your uncle live, do you know?"

"He's dead now, | think."

Graves and nore graves. D sappointnent settled in a cold lunp in Garreth's
stomach. "Where did he used to live, then?"

"Ch, up in Baunmen in the northern part of the county."

The lunp in Garreth's stonmach di ssol ved. Baunen was one of the towns on his
list fromwhich the letter to Lane ni ght have been nuil ed.

That day he paid off his notel bill and noved his base of operations to
Baunen. After checking the cash he had left, Garreth bypassed the single notel
to check into the Driscoll Hotel downtown. Fortunately, while old, it was
cl ean, but even at its low prices, he could not afford to stay there long

not unl ess he found a job soon

He swore unhappily, resenting the tinme that working would steal fromhis
hunt. Still, what el se could he do? He had to have noney for gas and his room
He woul d check the | ocal high school, he decided. Maybe that would end his
hunt for Lane here and he would not have to stay any | onger
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For a change, the records for the Baunen Hi gh School were stored in an
attic instead of a basenent. Like the basenents, the attic was dusty, but



unli ke a basenent, it was also hot and stuffy. The school principal, a man
naned Schaeffer, had not been able to find the graduation pictures for the
years 1930 to 1936 and Lane had not been in the '37 to '40 pictures, so he
took Garreth up to the files. "There's a picture in their school records. That
cabi net should hold all the Biebers."

Garreth stood at the cabinet, bending down to go through its second drawer
and praying for the principal to |l eave. As long as the nan breathed down his
neck, he had to check each and every file instead of being able to go straight
to where Lane's file would be | ocated.

"How can you see up here with those gl asses on?" Schaeffer asked.

Eyes. Garreth thought carefully about that, then took off the glasses and
hung themon his shirt pocket. He twi sted around, blinking in the light, to
| ook straight at Schaeffer. "Don't you think it's hot and dusty up here?
know you'd be nore confortable in your office. You don't have to stay with
ne."

Schaeffer's face went blank for a nonent, then he nopped at his brow. "It's
a shame we can't afford air conditioning for this building. M. Mkaelian, if
you don't mind being left alone, | think I'll go back to ny office.”

"Il be fine."

He wat ched Schaeffer |eave, and the nonent the door closed behind the
principal's figure, he slamed the drawer shut and pull ed open one on the
bottom He flipped through the files, past the Aarons, Calebs, Carolyns, and
El doras. Hi s hand paused at Garrett Bieber out of sinple reaction to the
simlarity to his own name, and then went on, through the letters of the
al phabet to the Ms.

The folder there came to his fingers like iron to a nagnet. Bl EBER
Madel ai ne. He pulled it out of the drawer and spread it open on the floor
First the picture. He studied it. Though obviously of a young girl and brown
with age, it was recogni zably Lane. A sigh of satisfaction came up fromhis
soul . He had found her origin. Fromhere, hopefully, he could reach out to
capture her. He paged through the record of her four years in the school
| ooking for anything nore he mght |earn about her fromit.

She had been a good student, he saw, earning straight A s. She had
graduated first academically in her class of ten, but had not been
val edi ctorian at graduati on. The grades he sonehow expected, but the |lack of
honor surprised him that is, it did until he noticed the long list of
di sciplinary actions agai nst her. She had, various teachers stated, an
uncontroll ed tenper and frequently becane involved in fights-the knock-down,
t oot h-and-cl aw variety-with both other girls and an occasi onal boy. Garreth
saw t he young worman who had attacked a prostitute for stealing her supper

but a very different person from Lane Barber. Could any of those teachers
still be alive to appreciate how well Lane had | earned to control her tenper?

The record al so gave her parents' nanes, Benjam n and Anna, and her hone
address, 513 Pine Street. Garreth nade a note of it, though he doubted that it
remained valid after all these years.

VWen he had all out of the file that he thought he could use, he returned
it to the drawer, then he had only to sit in the stifling, dusty heat to wait
until enough tinme had el apsed for searching the files before | eaving the
attic.

He headed for a phone. The phone book listed five Biebers, one of them an
Anna living at 513 Pine. Smiling at the clerk in the high school office, he
copi ed down the addresses of all the Biebers. "I guess I'll talk to a few
peopl e. Thanks for the help."

He started, of course, with Anna Bieber at 513 Pine, just a few bl ocks from
t he high school. A m ddl e-aged wonan answered the door. Her face bore
simlarities to Lane's. "Ms. Bieber?" he asked. If she was not Lane's nother
per haps she was a sister.

"Come on in," the woman said. "I'Il get Mdther."

M's. Bieber turned out to be a tiny, frail-looking wisp, nothing Iike the
strappi ng woman Garreth woul d have expected to spawn an anazon |ike Lane. Like



her daughter, though, she | ooked younger than her years. Though she noved
slowy, she still wal ked straight, wi thout the bend of age, and her eyes net
Garreth's face directly, undimed. For a nmonment, the simlarity to his own
grandmot her seened so strong, panic fluttered in him and he wondered if she,
too, possibly recognized himfor what he was.

But her hand did not touch the crucifix around her neck and she cordially
invited himto sit down. At the end of listening to his story, she | ooked him
over with searching eyes. "My daughter Mada ran away at the age of eighteen
with a professor fromFort Hays. May | see the picture you have?" She spoke
with the distinctive accent he had heard so often these past days.

"It isn't your daughter,"” he said, handing over the photograph of G andna
Doyle. "I've been to the high school, and your daughter's school picture
doesn't match mine. But | thought nmaybe you would renmenber a relative who
| ooked like the girl in ny picture.”

She studied it. "I'msorry. No." She handed it back

Now what ? How did he bring up Lane wi thout asking questions that woul d
arouse suspicion, and w thout appearing to pry?

Garreth pretended to exam ne his photograph. "I wonder how anyone can j ust
| eave hone and never go back. | hope you hear from your daughter?"

The ol d woman beaned. "Mada calls every week, no natter where she is. She's
a singer and she travels a good deal, even to Mexico and Canada and Japan. |'d
be satisfied with a letter; calling nmust be terribly expensive, but she says
she enjoys hearing nmy voice."

Hi s breath caught. Jackpot! He did not have to pretend delight. "Every
week? How | ucky you are.”

"l know. " She launched into stories about friends who had children who
hardly ever called or wote.

Garreth only half listened. Called every week. Could he reasonably ask
where Lane had called fromthe last tine? Knowi ng even just a city- Belatedly

he realized Ms. Bieber had said Lane's nane again. "I'msorry. \Wat was
t hat ?"

"I said, for soneone so huge and awkward as a girl, Mada becane a very
attractive woman. She's still handsone. "

He blinked. "You see her often too?" Could she be somewhere near?

"Every Thanksgiving or Christmas,” Ms. Bieber said with pride "She al ways
cones home for one of the holidays."

Garreth wanted to yell wi th happi ness and hug the ol d woman-Lane canme hone.
Lady Luck, you're a darling! Instead of running around the world | ooking for

her, all he had to do was wait . . . find a job here, make friends with Ms.
Bi eber so he would know when to expect Lane . . . and let the fugitive cone to
hi m

1

The Hel p Wanted section of the local paper had little to offer Garreth. The
j obs advertised all appeared to be day positions. "lIs there night work
avai | abl e anywhere in town?" he asked the Driscoll Hotel's desk clerk

She pushed her gl asses up on her nose. "Well, there's the drive-ins, but
hi gh school kids usually work there. | suppose you could try the Pioneer Cafe
up the street and the Main Street Gill across fromus. They stay open |ate,

until nine o' clock, and until eleven weekends."

That |ate? Gee whiz. Al oud, he said, "Thanks." And |left the hotel

In the street outside he stood orienting hinself. Baumen was a far cry from
San Franci sco. He had never seen a main street with railroad tracks down the
mddle. Wth two lanes of traffic and two strips of diagonal parking on each
side, the far side of the street |ooked al nost as distant as the far end of
Baunen's three bl ocks of stores. Like the grain elevators, though, the
buil dings intrigued him Everything here seened to be built of that buff
sandst one: barns, houses and stores, high schools, courthouses, even



fenceposts. He rather liked it, both for the easy color and the way it gave
human habitation an appearance of having grown organically fromthe prairie
around it.

Headi ng up the street toward the Pioneer Cafe first, he found hinself
alnost alone in the late afternoon. Wth the stores closed for alnost half an
hour now, the street lay enpty of all but a scattering of parked cars. A
placard in the ticket wi ndow of the Driscoll Theatre next to the hotel
announced showtimes on Friday, Saturday, and Sunday. Garreth eyed it in
passi ng. A weekend theatre? What did these people do nights?

Three-quarters of the way up the bl ock, all thoughts of entertainnent were
wi ped fromhis mnd. The breeze carried a foul taint, a snell that turned the
air turgid in his lungs. Garlic! He spun away. So nuch for the Pioneer. But
woul d the Main Street be any better?

He crossed his fingers.

Across the tracks and down the other side of the street, he stopped at the
drug store, which also served as the | ocal newsstand, but they carried no
papers from San Francisco or anywhere in California. A few doors farther down,
a display in Weaver's O fice Supplies included I Ching al ong with other books,
Bibles, religious jewelry, and stationery. The book brought a stabbing pang of
honesi ckness.

Gve it up, a voice in himurged. Go hone and tell Serruto where to find
Lane. Let himhandle it. You don't belong here.

The very | ogical, sensible suggestion tenpted him but he shook his head.
Get thee behind nme, angel. It's my case; she's ny collar.

At the doorway of the Main Street, he paused, cautiously sniffing. The air
snel l ed of grease but no garlic. He went in. The nenu, stuck in a holder in
the mddle of the table, offered a range of neals from breakfasts and
hanburgers to chicken-fried steak, but nothing even vaguely Italian

"Take your order?" the single waitress asked.

"I"d like to speak with the manager, please."

She raised a brow. "You nean the owner? Verl,'
grill, "soneone to see you."

Garreth cane up to the counter and introduced hinself.

"Ver| Hamilton," the stocky, balding man replied. "Aren't you the kid
| ooking for his relatives?"

Word had spread. He nodded. "And | need a job in order to afford the
search. Do you have anythi ng open?"

Ham lton eyed him "I like to see a man's eyes when |'mtalking to him"

Garreth took off the trooper gl asses.

"You know how to cook?"

He considered lying, then shook his head. "TV di nners and hot dogs and
mar shmal | ows over an open fire is about all."

Ham | ton sighed. "I could sure use an evening cook."

"I"'ma fast learner. | was a police officer for eight years and a coupl e of
times had to learn new skills in a hurry for an undercover assignnent. And
really do need a job," he finished earnestly.

The waitress said, "Verl, |'ve subbed on the grill. Let himwait tables and
["I'l cook."

Ham | ton pursed his lips and tugged an ear, then nodded. "W'll give it a
try. "

Garreth grinned. "Wen can | start?"

"Tonorrow. Come in at three o' clock."

"Verl, tonmorrow s Thursday," the waitress said.

"Dam." Hanmilton frowned. "How about starting right now? It'lIl only be a
few hours but you can see what's going on. Tonorrow you can give ne your
soci al security nunber."

"What's wong with Thursday?" Garreth asked.

The waitress replied, "The stores stay open late. Everyone comes in to town
to shop and they stop here for coffee and dessert. It's no time to break in."

So Garreth quickly found hinmself in his shirtsleeves, sitting at a table

she called to a man at the



wi t h Sharon Hagedorn, the waitress, nodding while she explained the table
nunbering and how to wite up orders. They went through it tw ce, then she
turned hi m| oose.

The job seenmed easy enough, barring the tiring drag of daylight on him
Sunset hel ped that. The plates |ightened and his step qui ckened. The novelty
soon wore of f, though. He saw that it would be a job, something to earn noney.
Not hi ng nor e.

Shortly before closing time, a cop walked in to a chorus of: "Hi, Nat,"
fromHam | ton and Sharon. Garreth had seen the car park outside, a
t an- and- dark brown conpact with a sleek Aerodynic |ight bar on top. The
uni form of the stocky cop had the same colors as the car, a tan shirt with
shoul der taps and pocket flaps of dark brown to match the trousers.

The cop, whose nane tag said TOEWS5, slid onto a stool at the counter
eyeing Garreth. "You' re new. "

Garreth nodded. "Coffee?"

"Wth cream Throw on ny usual, Sharon,’

he called toward the wai tress at

the grill, then he set his radio on the counter with the volume adjusted to
make it just audible. He snoothed his mustache-red |ike his sideburns though
his hair was dark-and | ooked Garreth over sonme nore. "Is that your ZX with

California plates in front of the Driscoll? You' re the one | ooking for your
rel atives."

Garreth nodded and poured the coffee. He longed to sit down and tal k.
Seeing the officer was |ike neeting a cousin in a foreign country, but the
brusqueness of Toews's voi ce warned hi m away.

Ham I ton rang up the ticket of the |ast custoner and | ocked the door behind
the man. "This is Garreth Mkaelian, Nat. He used to be a cop out there."

Garreth winced. Now he felt as though he had just badged an officer who
stopped himin a strange town, to keep from being ticketed.

But Toews imredi ately thawed. "You were? |'m Nat han Toews.'
it Taves. "Were did you work?"

"San Franci sco. Hom cide."

Toews raised a brow. The unspoken question was obvi ous: Wiy did you quit?

Garreth felt conpelled to answer it. "My partner got shot up pretty bad and
it was nostly nmy fault. It shook ne up."

"Order up," Sharon said.

Garreth picked up the cheeseburger and fries.

Toews poured catsup over the fries. "Too bad you're transient. W' ve | ost
an officer and god knows how long it'll be before we find a replacenent."

Ham | ton snorted fromwhere he sat counting receipts. "Latta's no loss. He
deserved to be canned for a stunt |ike blow ng out the w ndow of the patrol
car with the shotgun and cl ai ni ng someone took a shot at him"

Garreth stared at Toews for a long tinme before shaking hinself. Forget it,
man. He thought about the officer's remark, though. A permanent job would give
hi m an excuse for staying past the end of his alleged search, and being
of ficial would help when arresting Lane.

"What's the job |ike?"

Toews shrugged. "Door rattling, traffic, refereeing donmestic disturbances,
and pi cki ng up drunks weekends, nostly."

VWi ch did not really answer the big question: Could Garreth handl e the job?
How much would his limtations handicap, if not outright endanger, other
officers? And in view of the circunstances under which he had quit at hone,
why shoul d these people even want hin?

Still, he continued to think about it all the way back to the hotel and
while pulling on his running suit for "exercise."

He followed the nain street north. Fromfour lanes it narrowed to two on
the west side of the railroad tracks, passed the railroad station and stock
pens with a sale bar and fairground east beyond them then crossed the Saline
Ri ver and angl ed west as Country Road 16. The countryside, which had dropped
fromthe plateau Bellany sat on into the river valley around Baunmen, rose
again to rolling plateau, pastureland brightly |ighted by the waxi ng noon and

He pronounced



broken only occasionally by a stretch of barb wire fence. Cattle dotted every
section, block-square beef cattle, sleek black or curly red-and-white. A, he
noti ced, appeared smaller than the white behenpth he drank fromthat first
night, but like the Charolais bull, the black steer he finally approached
yielded to him and he fed, w shing he had sonme way to refrigerate his thernos
so he could bring it along and fill it up.

Patting the cow s head in thanks as he stood, Garreth becane aware of
somet hing el se near him He turned to face another pair of gl ow ng eyes. The
ani mal | ooked like a small, thin German shepherd. A coyote?

The creature eyed him and the supine cow beyond. Garreth shook his head.
"No. Don't bother it."

The coyote's eyes burned into his. Garreth held themuntil the cow
scranbled to its feet.

Leaving, he found to his surprise that the coyote followed, trotting about
ten feet off to the side. Wien Garreth broke into a run, so did the coyote. It
followed |i ke a shadow, not threateningly, he decided, reading curiosity in
the cock of the carnivore's ears. Puzzled by his not-quite-human scent?
Whyever, he enjoyed the conpany.

The coyote paced hi mnost of the way back to town, until Garreth passed
t hrough the fence onto the country road just north of the river. Than it
dropped back and faded into the darkness of the prairie. Garreth jogged on
into town al one.

He heard a car coasting in behind himas the passed the railroad station
d anci ng over his shoulder, he identified the light bar of a patrol car and
stuck up a hand in greeting.

The engi ne revved. The car shot past himto swing across his path and cone
to a tire-screeching halt. A spotlight flashed in his face. Garreth threw an
armup in front of his eyes.

"In a hurry to go sonewhere?" a voice asked from behind the |ight.

Dam! "I'mjogging." Garreth plucked at his jogging suit.

"In the mddle of the night? Sure. Come over here. Put your hands on the
car and spread your feet!"

VWhat ? Garreth opened his nouth to protest, and snapped it cl osed again.
Resi sting would only make trouble. Angrily, he spread-eagl ed agai nst the car.
The spotlight went out. Myving up behind Garreth, the cop began frisking

him Garreth glinpsed an equi prent belt polished to a mrror shine. The
cl oyi ng sweetness of aftershave masked any scent of blood. "You do this like
someone with a ot of experience at it, friend," the cop said.

VWi ch was nore than Garreth would say for the cop. Al nost any of the
scunbags on the street back hone could have turned and taken the man in a
nmonent. The cop's idea of a frisk missed half the places a weapon mi ght be
hi dden, too.

Keeping his voice polite, Garreth explain who he was.

"Ch, the ex-cop Nat net. No wonder you know the routine." The cop stepped
back. "I'm Ed Duncan. Sorry about the frisk, but you understand we can't be
too careful with strangers. There's a lot of drug traffic through the state.
No hard feelings?"

Garreth understood that Duncan had probably been bored out of his skull and
used the first opportunity to create sonme activity. He resented being the
subject of it. "No hard feelings."

Turni ng, he discovered that Duncan bore a faint resenbl ance to Robert
Redf ord. Fromthe way the cop wal ked and wore his uniform Duncan knew it,

t 0o.

The car radio sputtered. Duncan | eaned in through the wi ndow for the m ke
"505 here as always, doll. Wat do you need?"

Soneone had reported a prow er.

Duncan rolled his eyes. "It's probably just the Haas dog again but I'lI
check it out."

WAt chi ng Duncan drive away singing a country western song, Garreth thought
agai n about Toews remark. |If soneone as cavalierly carel ess as Duncan coul d



survive here, maybe Garreth's limtations would not cause trouble. In the
nmor ni ng, he deci ded, he would drop by the station and check out the job nore
cl osel y.

Chi ef Kenneth Danzig had the build of an ex-football player, and though, he
was now in his forties and his waistline was trying to match his shoul ders for
wi dth, he still |ooked capable of battering through a defensive line or a
felon's door. H's blood snelled warm and strong. Seated behind his desk in the
of fice he shared with the padl ocked evi dence | ocker, he nmade the room seem

even smaller than its actual limted dinensions. He fingered Garreth's
application. "I take it you regret resigning?"
"Yes, sir." Garreth had stated the checkable facts of the resignation

frankly. He wi shed he could read the chief, but small town cop though he was,
Danzig wore a city cop's professional mask. "Law enforcenent is ny life. It's
the only kind of job I know or want."

Danzi g's face never noved. "Wy apply here, though? Wiy not ask for
reinstatement in San Francisco?"

Garreth had been expecting that question. He had a half-true answer ready.

"I need a change and this is nice country. | like it nmore every day |I'm here."
Danzig | eaned back in his chair. "Do you think working in a small town
means a soft job? O that you'll never face a shoot/don't shoot choice again?

Remenber the Cutter nurders in In Cold Bl ood? Those were here in Kansas. York
and Lat ham were another pair of turkeys on a nurder spree who cane through
here. W tried themjust over in Russell. W're on the drug traffic pipeline
and al nost every year there's a hi-po trooper killed making a routine stop on
I -70. You get into trouble out here and you're often on your own, with no
backup cl ose enough to do you any good."

He made the job sound as dangerous as any city. Garreth drew a deep breath.
"I don't expect a soft job. OF course | hope I'll never have to draw ny gun
agai n-who doesn't-but I'mnot running away fromthe possibility." |I'mjust
runni ng away from ki cking in doors.

"W work semi-permanent shifts. As a new man, you' d have to work nights,
and be stuck there until we have a daytime opening and you have enough
seniority to claimit. Any objections?"

"No, sir." None at all! "I prefer nights."

Danzig | eaned forward. "Considering your history, I wish | could send you
to a shrink for a psychiatric evaluation, but the taxpayers of this town can't
afford luxuries like that. We're lucky to find officers willing to work here
at all. But I don't hire anyone wthout at |east a physical exam I'Ill set up
an appointnent for you with Dr. Staab at the nedical center."

He had been expecting that, but cold still slid down Garreth's spine. A
doctor he could probably handle, but . . . what about bl oodwork? Using his
powers, he had tal ked the doctor in San Francisco out of running bl oodwork on
t hat checkup before sending himback to work. The sane trick could not work
where it was required as part of the physical. He would have to think of
somet hing el se. Are you crazy, man? Be safe; give it up

He sat frozen in the chair while Danzig nade the phone call and handed
Garreth a meno sheet with the appointment tine. "We'll contact San Franci sco
for your records while you're taking care of this. Now let's fingerprint you
to make sure you' re who you say you are."

Wal king out of City Hall later, Garreth toyed with the meno slip and
debat ed whether to forget the whole thing. Now you see why Lane keeps her head
down. She's smart. You're courting disaster, Garreth Doyl e M kaelian. But
per haps he wanted to be found out, he nused, to be destroyed finally and for
al ways.

He stared at the appointnent slip for a long time, thoughts churning,
before folding it and putting it in his pocket. He nmight be a total fool, but



he wanted the job, and not just to kill tine waiting for Lane. He wanted it
for hinself, wanted a badge again. He wanted to come hone.

The Lord watched out for fools, even dammed ones, CGarreth reflected. A week
after he stewed over it so much, his stuck-out neck not only renai ned
unchopped but here he stood in a suit and tie, carrying copies of the Kansas
Crimnal Code and Vehicle Code to study, beginning six nonths probation. Even
t he physical had gone snmoothly, the bl oodwork probl em solved by catching the
lab tech's eyes and intructing her to destroy the sanples she took from him
repl ace themw th sanples fromherself, and forget she had nade a
substitution.

The chief introduced himto the day office staff, a tiny wisp of a
secretary nanmed Nancy Sue Schaefer and a pretty but broad-beamed di spatcher
CGeri Weaver. Then Danzig led himover to a slim dark-haired young wonan in
uniformat a typewiter. "And this is Margaret Lebekov, our Afternoon officer
and expert with juveniles and domestic disputes. Maggie, this is Garreth
M kael i an."

Garreth held out a hand, smling. "G ad to neet you."

She | ooked up, stared at his hand, and returned to typing. "Yes."

Garreth exanmined his fingers for frostbite. Terrific. Six officers in the
department and one of them hated himon sight. In a sudden spasm of fear he

wondered if she, |ike Grandna Doyl e, sensed his unhumanity.

"When you go on your own you'll be on N ghts, fromeight, taking over from
Lebekov, until four AM" Danzig went on. "That overlaps Toews's and Duncan's
shifts. Until your uniforns cone and you know the town, though, | want you to
ride with Sergeant Toews."

"Yes, sir."

"You'll need a Kansas driver's license. The examiner is in Bellamy on
Thur sdays. Drive down then and take the test."

"Yes, sir."

A look at the three cells and drunk tank upstairs conpleted the station
tour, by which tine Lebekov had left, Toews was comi ng out of the conbination
i nterview | ocker room buckling on his equi prent belt, and a voice on the radio
announced that 102 would shortly be 10-19, conming into the office.

Garreth sucked in a deep breath. Shift change. Despite the vast differences
in place, the rhythmof it felt as famliar as the beat of his heart . . . Day
Wat ch coming in-one Lieutenant Byron Kaufmann, a beefy veteran with fading red
hair-a briefing for Garreth and Toews that differed only in size fromevery
other Garreth had ever attended; checking equi pnent and the car; pulling out
onto the street. It was |ike com ng hone.

Toews eyed Garreth sidelong as they rolled down Cak toward Kansas Avenue.
"Have you found your grandnother yet?"

"No." He had made daily trips to surroundi ng towns, keeping up the cover.
Perhaps the tinme had conme that he could quit. "I'm beginning to doubt | will."

"But you still want to stick around here?"

Garreth shrugged. "There's no reason to go back to California."

Toews peered in his outside mirror at a battered pi ckup which passed them
going the other direction. "That gives us two city boys. Danzig used to be on
the Wchita P.D."

The radi o munbl ed sporadically, but little of the traffic had |ocal cal
nunbers. Garreth quickly gathered that all the area | aw enforcenent agencies
used the same frequency. The | oudest voice kept drawing, "Bellany S. O ," the
sheriff's office

Toews saw Garreth listening. "That's Lou Pfeifer, the sheriff. He's usually
patrolling sonewhere in this end of the county so he can | ook in on his ranch
and his wi fe and daughters.”

"206 Baumen," a wonan's voice said. "Requesting a 10-28 on | ocal K-king,



five-five-three."

Toews shook his head. "That's the fourth registration |'ve heard Maggi e run
since we came on. She's on a rip tonight."

"She didn't seemin a very good nmood when Danzig introduced me to her at
the station," Garreth said.

"Ch." Toews shifted in his seat. He watched a driver slow but roll through
a stop sign across the street. He honked the horn as the car cane at them and
when he caught the driver's eye, shook his head. "It says stop, Walt," he
called. To Garreth he said, "That's because you have the shift she wants."

Garreth wi nced. "Damm."

"It isn't your fault. Danzig will never give it to her because he doesn't
believe in wonen patrolling at night. Do you ride?"

The change of subject threw Garreth. He blinked. "Ri de what?"

Toews's brows rose. "Horses, of course. | have a great little mare out of
Ski pper Wthat | use for calf roping. I'll take you by to see her in alittle
whil e. What do you do when you're not on duty, then?"

The gane of Get Acquai nted had begun, a friendly nutual interrogation that
t hey sandwi ched between calls . . . an elderly wonan whose daughter in Hays
had been unable to reach by phone all day proved to be healthy, only working
in the yard with her hearing aid turned off . . . a notorcycle stopped for
speedi ng had a driver operating on an expired license . . . checking
busi nesses al ong H ghway 282 at the east edge of town they found the Geller
Lumber gate unl ocked. The search for nutual interests went on while they
waited for the owner to conme out and | ock up

To Garreth's di sappointnent, they shared al nost nothing in comon but |aw
enforcenent. Between that and the obvious emity of Mggi e Lebekov, Baunen
P.D. did not look quite |like home after all. On the other hand, it nade a
decent bivouac and woul d keep hi m busy enough not to brood over the uncertain,
per haps nonexi stent future beyond collaring Lane.

4

The house was two stories and | arge by Baunen standards, white-painted
brick with a driveway running under a portico on the side. Large old trees
shaded it, oaks and mapl es whose | eaves, turned | emon yell ow and scarl et,
gl owed al nost incandescent in the autumm afternoon sunlight.

Fl ame touched Garreth, too, but it was inside, licking at himas they stood
bef ore the door.
Toews pushed the bell. A small, elderly, white-haired womman answered the

door. Toews touched the visor of his cap. "Hello, Ms. Schoning. |Is Helen
home?"

The woman nodded. "I'll get her. Please cone in."

They followed her into a wide hallway flooded with rai nbow light froma
st ai ned- gl ass wi ndow at the turn of the stairs. Ms. Schoning left themthere
to di sappear into the rear of the house.

"You ought to have a good chance." Toews said. "I don't know who else in
town she'd have to rent to."

Garreth crossed his fingers.

He needed sonewhere besides the hotel to live, sonmewhere free of the fear
of a maid comng into find his earth pallet on the bed or in the closet and
gossi ping about it. Atown this size had no apartnents, though, just houses.
Except maybe one over the garage of Helen Schoning, the O erk of the Minicipa
Court.

M ss Schoni ng appeared, a slender worman in her late forties with only a
trace of gray in short chestnut hair. Blood-snell eddied warnmy from her
Garreth fought a sudden surge of hunger

She smled at them "Wat brings you here, Nat?"

"This is our new officer Garreth Mkaelian. He's interested in the
apartnment."



"Ah, yes, the Frisco Kid." She studied himkeenly for a nminute, then
ext ended her hand. If the cool ness of his skin surprised her, she did not show
it. "Welcone to Baunen. The garage is this way."

Qut a side door into the portico and back along the drive to a | arge
two-car garage. She led the way up a set of steps on the side to the second
fl oor.

"It's small. | take it you don't have a famly."

"“No, ma'am"

Unl ocki ng the door, she stood back to et himenter first. "Call me Helen
pl ease. Here you are."

Hal f the area had been furnished as a den, with wood paneling, built-in
bookcases, and a large | eather couch and chair. A rear corner was partitioned
for the bathroom Between it and a set of french doors |eading out onto a deck
above the garage doors stretched the cabinets and small appliances of an
apartnment Kkitchen.

Hel en opened the couch out into a bed. "I can provide sheets and bl ankets.
The phone is an extension fromthe house. You can use that and pay part of the
bill or put in a private line. Half the garage is yours to use, too. It's

$75.00 a nonth."
"Baunen 303," the radio on Toews's hip nuttered. "See Ms. Linda Mstert at
415 Sout h Ei ghth about a m ssing person.™

"En route,"” Toews said. "It sounds like M. Halverson is out again,
partner. Come on."

Foll owing himout, Garreth called back, "I'Il take it. May | nove in
t oni ght ?"

"Just knock on the side door and I'Il give you the key."

He waved t hanks.

M. Anpbs Hal verson turned out to be Ms. Mstert's father, a healthy but
someti nes confused old man who regul arly took wal ks and forgot his way hone.
By talking to people in yards along the street, they |learned the old man had
headed north. Twenty minutes later they | ocated hi mworking on his third beer
in the Cowboy Pal ace and drove hi m hone.

Returning to patrol, Garreth said, "I wonder if he's all that confused. Do
you realize we just paid for his beer and gave himtransportati on hone?"

Toews grinned. "He's earned it. He ran a grocery store when | was a kid and
| remenber a lot of tinmes when he gave nme and ny sisters free candy. \Were do
you want to eat tonight?"

Not that they had a great deal of choice. Garreth said, "The Main Street."

"W ate there last night. How about the Pioneer?"

Garreth's lungs cl ogged just renenbering the garlic reek fromit. He
t hought fast. "I . . . got sick once in an Italian restaurant and since then |
haven't been able to stand the snell of garlic."

Toews grinned. "So how | ong have you been a vanpire?"

Every nerve in Garreth overl oaded. He gaped at Toews, feeling the bonb
explode in him. . . unable to nove, scarcely able to think. "A . . . what?"
He guessed; he knows! \What an idiot you are, M kaelian, to ever have opened
your mouth about garlic.

The other's grin broaded. "You're a little slow on the uptake, city boy.
Vampires can't stand garlic, so if you can't, you nmust be one, right? Tell ne,
how do you manage to shave without a mrror?"

Garreth groped in confusion for alnbpst a mnute before he realized Toews
was j oking. Then he cursed hinself. A guilty conscience obstructeth |ogic

not to mention strangled the sense of hunor. He had better say sonething
qui ckly, though, before the |lack of reply betrayed that he had taken Toews

seriously. "I use an electic razor."
Toews chucked. "The benefits of technology. Ckay, it's the Main Street
again."

Garreth drank tea and pretended to study the Crimnal Code. Inside he stil
shook. That had been a near call
Toews wol fed down a cheeseburger. "You better eat sonething nore than tea,



partner. Friday and Saturday are our busy nights."

Garreth quickly | earned what he meant. As dark approached, every parKking
space al ong Kansas Avenue and up the side streets filled with locals coning
downtown to the bars and private clubs, the latter the only place dry Kansas
all owed hard liquor. Garreth and Toews wote up two accident reports for
fender benders resulting fromtrying to park nore cars than intended in the
di agonal spaces al ong the tracks.

Every teenager in the area al so appeared to be downtown, but since they
could not drink, the ones not attending the novie theatre drove, making a | oop
that went north on Kansas to the Sonic Drive-ln, across the tracks, south
seven bl ocks to the A & W and back across the tracks to go north again
endl essly. They drove cars, pickups, and vans, and carried on conversations by
driving al ongsi de each other and | eaning out the wi ndows to shout across the
space between.

Toews ticketed only flagrant violations, the nost flagrant being a blue van
weaving wildly through the traffic, and broke up a couple of inpending fights.
They al so checked busi nesses al ong Kansas. Later came drunk-and-di sorderly
calls, and an accident in the parking |ot outside the VFW Taking a report
fromone driver while Toews tal ked to the other, watching a couple pass
non-too-steadily toward their own car, Garreth shook his head. This was a dry
st ate?

Garreth had intended just to pick up the key, but Hel en Schoning insisted
on comng out with him She raised one of the garage doors. "This is your
side. If you want to work on your car, feel free to use ny tools. Just ask
first and put them back afterward.”

He stared around the garage. She | ooked as though she coul d open her own
auto repair shop. "You use these?"

She sniled and went over to stroke the fender of the car in the other half
of the garage. "Soneone has to keep this running."

He felt his jaw drop. It was a gleaning old Rolls Royce.

"My father bought it in 1955 when his first wells came in. He was so proud
of it. It was the only car like it in Bellany County. Still is." She paused,
chin down, |ooking at himthrough her lashes. "M. Mkaelian, | do have one
favor to ask. If you should cone hone some night and find a car in your side,
will you please park in the drive behind ny side so the other car can get out?
And say nothing about it to anyone?"

He felt hinself staring again and closed his mouth with a snap. "No
probl em"

She smled. "I hoped you'd understand. | enjoy ny solitude-which is not the
same as | oneliness despite what nost people around here think-and am single by
choice, but |I also like conpanionship fromtine to tinme. Discretely, of
course. This is a small town and sonme of ny friends are married."

Garreth regarded her with amazenent. She was not what he woul d have
expected to find here. "You don't miss the stability of a long-term
rel ati onshi p?"

She | aughed. "What stability? Nothing ever stays the sane. People, either
Each of ny relationships has suited my needs at the tine. What nore can | ask?
CGood ni ght."

Moving in did not take long, just luggage and his pallet. Then he sat back
in the deep |l eather chair and sighed happily. Privacy. Better than that, a
refrigerator. He would take his thernmos with himon the run tonight and fill
it.

Hel en had nmade up the couch. Laid under the bottom sheet, the pallet would
fold conveniently, safely out of sight with the bed.

Al that remained was to buy some health foods, even if he had to go to
Bel lany or Hays for them. . . stage dressing so his cupboard would not | ook



as oddly enpty as Lane's. Then like a spider in the center of his web, he
would sit and wait for his red-haired vanmpire fly to appear

M's. Bieber greeted Garreth with delight and invited himin. "How nice to
see you again. Have you found your grandnother yet?"

He shook his head. "No, but | think |I've found a hone." While they drank
tea he told her about the apartnment and job. It was overcast outside, which
made the room enjoyably dim After a while he asked casually, "How are you?
What do you hear from your singer daughter?"

"Mada's in Mexico. Follow ng the herds south for the winter, is how she put
it." Ms. Bieber |ooked apol ogetic and enbarrassed. "People, she neans. |I'm
afraid she's not always very polite."

"Do you know which holiday she's com ng hone for?"

"No." The bright eyes probed him "Wy do you ask?"

Garreth shrugged. "No particul ar reason.”

M's. Bieber frowned. "You don't have to lie to me, young man."

He froze. Dam. What had he done to give hinmself away? "I don't know what
you nean."

She | eaned toward hi m over her teacup with a sly smle. "Deep down don't
you think she's your grandnother?"

Amazi ng. The cup renained steady in his hand despite a surge of relief that

left himfeeling linp as | owtest spaghetti. "How can |? The pictures are
nowhere alike."

"Maybe your picture is wong. | can ask Mada a few questions the next tine
she calls."

"Good god, no!" Garreth |owered his voice as her eyes widened in surprise
at his passion. "Please don't. That would be so enbarrassing to both of us."
Not to nmention fatal to his hopes of trapping Lane here. "Please don't say
anyt hi ng about nme to her."

Her eyes danced but she agreed and he changed the subject to casua
conversation about his job. Wat he wanted nost to tal k about, though, he

could not . . . his run the previous night.
He had taken the thernbs with him Filling it involved nore than he
anticipated . . . biting a large hole in the cow s carotid artery, then

spending the extra time necessary holding off the place until the bl ood
clotted. By that time he had collected an audi ence of three coyotes who stayed
back at his orders but |ater acconpanied himnost of the way back to town.
Mermory of the run still exhilarated him. . . the stars brilliant in the black
vel vet of the noonless sky, his breath white on the night air, the coyotes
running |ike ghosts around him He would so love to be able to discuss it with
someone. How could Hel en think solitude was not |onely?

He stood finally. "1'd better go. I'"'mdue at the station for roll call in a
few mnutes."

She saw himto the door. "Thank you for coming. Visit again if you like."

Hell and garlic could not keep himaway.

The thick |layer of clouds, drooping in dark, waterlogged folds, prevented
Garreth fromseeing the sun, but he felt it set, felt the wel cone cessation of
pressure and the renewed flood of energy through him In the distance, thunder
runbl ed. He stretched, drawi ng a deep, contented breath. "N ce evening."

Nat rolled his eyes. "Californians have strange taste. It ain't nice at al
for soneone who wants to rope cal ves tonorrow afternoon, partner. Say, why
don't you cone over for Sunday di nner? You can neet ny wife and kids and then
wat ch Ski pper Flint Jubilee and me work."



Bef ore he stopped eating food, Garreth had never realized how much soci al
activity revolved around it. He hunted a diplomatic refusal. "Thanks, but I
intend to sleep in late. Gve me atine and I'Il nmeet you at the fairgrounds
for the roping, though."

They noved down the street trying the doors on the Light House electrica
shop and Sherwin-WIIlianms paint store. The Saturday ni ght parade of cars
rolled past in a bright string. The blue van they had cited the evening before
sl owed down opposite them | ong enough for the adol escent boy driving to |ean
sideways and flip themoff. They pretended not to see him

"I got a guy for that once," Garreth said.

Nat tried the door of Rivers Hardware. "How?"

"I wote himup for an illegal signal. He was using his left arm and
indicated a right turn which he then failed to make." Garreth grinned. "And
the judge fined him"

Nat's radi o said, "Baumen 303. 717 Landon. Tom Loxton."

Nat rogered the call and sighed as they hurried up the street to where they
had parked the car. "Dam. He's right on schedule."

"Wth what ?"

"Tom s half Indian. Every tinme he gets liquored up, about twice a nonth, he
sits on his front porch taking pot shots at passing cars. He's never hit
anything yet, but there's always a first tine."

They parked the car across the intersection at one end of the bl ock and
wal ked down to the house. "You wave off traffic at the other end of the block
while | talk to him" Nat said.

A reed-thin man with long hair and a red bandana tied around his head
| ounged in a porch swing at 717, pointing a rifle at them Garreth eyed him
"Maybe | ought to stay with you."

“I'"ll be all right. You just stop cars from com ng past here."

Garreth went reluctantly, itching to reach for the .38 on his belt under
his coat. He kept Nat and Loxton under observation while he watched for cars.

Nat | eaned on the gate and called casually, "H, Tom Wy don't you put the
gun down?"

"Not "til | get me sone whiteyes." Loxton's voice slurred.

The sil houette of a wonan appeared in the doorway fromthe porch. Loxton
yell ed at her.

"Tom let's talk about it," Nat called, and started to open the gate

"CQuard, Cochise!" Loxton yelled.

A huge bl ack-and-tan dog hurtl ed around the corner of the house to plant
hi nsel f barking and snarling in the mddle of the sidewal k.

Nat junped back, slanmm ng the gate.

The wonan said sonething Garreth could not hear. Loxton swore at her and
she sl anmed t he door.

Al ong the bl ock neighbors came out onto porches to watch. Garreth grabbed
the nearest man and stationed himin the intersection, then cautiously noved
back to join Nat.

"Tom call off the dog and put down the rifle," Nat said.

"Go to hell!"

The dog snarl ed.

"What do you usually do with the dog?" Garreth asked.

"He's never been | oose before. Tom nust really be | oaded tonight."

Garreth thought about the coyotes. He sidestepped and when the dog swung
toward the notion, caught its eyes. He said, "Cochise, sit down and be quiet."

Wi ni ng, the dog backed up a step

Loxton yelled, "CGuard, Cochise!"

Garreth held its eyes. "Sit."

The dog whi ned again, but sat. Loxton |leaped to his feet in rage. "You dam
mutt! Guard!"

"Your dog respects the law, M. Loxton," Garreth said. How close did he
need to be to exert influence? He considered what he wanted to do, tried to
decide if there could be consequences as negative as the ones of influencing



the doctor and Serruto to |let himcone back on duty. He saw no obvi ous ones.
Pushi ng through the gate past the dog, he focused all his attention on the
drunken man. "Wy don't you just put down the rifle and show us you respect
the law, too, sir?"

Loxton stared back at Garreth, his expression snoothing fromrage to bl ank
then slowy laid the rifle on the sw ng.

Cinmbing back into the patrol car later, Nat said in awe, "No one but Tom
and MIlie has ever been able to control that dog before."

Col d chased up Garreth's spine. Had he been a fool to draw attention to
hinself with one of his vanpire talents? O could he joke it away as they had
the other night? He made hinself grin at Nat. "The Dolittle Animal Talk course
was one of the electives offered when I went through the Acadeny.”

Li ghtni ng arced across the clouds overhead, followed a few seconds | ater by
a crack of thunder. Mre lightning followed, and thunder so loud it shook the
car.

"Shit," Nat sighed. "There goes the calf roping."

More and nore |ightning chased through the clouds. Garreth's skin craw ed.
The awesone show went on for ten nore minutes before the rain started. That
cane first as a light rattle of drops on the roof of the car, then in blinding
sheet s.

The rain did not noticeably thin the traffic downtown, though, just
transformed it into a glittering |ight show, headlights and reflections of
lights off wet cars and rain-slicked paving.

Over the radio came weather reports from surrounding sheriff offices. Sone
pl aces high wind was bringing down tree |inbs and electric |ines. Maggie
Lebekov announced she was coming into the station. "Tell 303 the town is al
theirs.”

M nutes | ater, though, her voice cane over the radio again, high with
excitement. "206 Baunen. 10-48, Kansas and Pine. One victimis trapped. | need
an anbul ance and the fire departnment's extracting equiprent."

Nat swi tched on the light bar and siren and threaded the car through the
traffic. "This is bad weather for traffic accidents. W' d better help."

At Kansas and Pine three vehicles sat jamed together, two pickups with a
Vol kswagen accor di oned between them A yell ow dickered Lebekov and a tall boy
in a cowboy hat yanked at the driver's door of the Vol kswagen. Inside the car
a girl screaned and pl eaded for help. Garreth snelled bl ood and | eaki ng
gasol i ne even as he cane piling out of the car

"It's jammed, " Lebekov yell ed above the thunder. "The steering wheel is
pi nni ng her, too."

The bl ood snell flowed thick and hot around Garreth, stirring a storm of
hunger. The girl must be bleeding. Peering into the car he saw what the
dark-blind eyes of the others could not, bone protruding fromthe flesh of one
| eg under the dash and bl ood running fromaround it.

He fought down a cranp of craving. They had to free the girl before she
bled to death! Could the fire departnment's equi pnent arrive soon enough?

M nutes m ght be too |ong.

"Turn your face away," he called into the car

The girl did not seemto hear. She went on scream ng and poundi ng on the
steering wheel. Garreth wapped the tail of his suitcoat around one hand and
drove his fist through the w ndow. Breaking out enough glass to give hima
hold on the frane of the door, he braced a foot against the side of the car
and pul | ed.

"Garreth!" Nat yelled, "you can't-"

The door tore loose in a screamof metal. Garreth reached in and | evered up
the steering columm, then scooped out the girl. Some part of himsaw a crowd
of people staring dunbfounded but his main attention renmained on the girl. She
bl ed profusely.

He | aid her on the paving out of fire range, in case the cars went up, and
whi pped off his tie. "Loan me a baton."

Lebekov handed hi m hers, and used her slicker to keep rain off the girl's



face while Garreth make a tourniquet. "Nice work, M kaelian."

Nat said dryly, "I see the Hul k Course of Accident Assistance was one of
your el ectives, too."

Garreth gave hima fleeting smle. He had acted w thout thinking. Wuld it
set people to wondering? "Amazing what adrenalin will do, isn't it?" Not that
it mattered. \Whatever the cost, he had had to do it. He could not let the girl
di e.

She began sobbing hysterically. He reached down to catch her chin and force
her eyes to his. "You're going to be all right, mss. Just relax. If you
breath deeply, the pain will ease up. Conme on, try it. Take a few deep breaths
for me, will you?"

She took one, then anot her

"See. That's better, isn't it?"

She nodded. In the shelter of Lebekov's slicker, her face relaxed in
relief.

Garreth felt his own tension | oosen. He savored the clean wetness of the
rain stream ng down his face, drowning the blood snell. So this vanmpire
ability to control others could be used for nore than personal gain. It mght
actually serve others. So could his strength. In the sound and fury of the
storm that brought a little confort to his personal corner of hell

"That's Mada in the mddle," Ms. Bieber said.

The phot ograph showed three little girls sitting on the running board of a
twenties-style touring car in front of a house that |ooked like this one m nus
an addition and part of the porch. The description Ms. Arnour had given of
t he photograph in Lane's bookcase made it sound like a copy of this one.

"The other two are ny daughter Mary Ellen, who's a year younger than Mada,
and their cousin Victoria. Mada and Victoria were about seven then." She
cocked her head, snmiling at him "Are you sure you don't have anything nore
exciting to do with your evenings off than visit an old wonan who isn't even a
relative?"

Not when he needed to | earn everything possible about his quarry. It neant
using this friendly old wonman, though, which filled himwith guilt even as he
snmled at her. "You're a friend, aren't you?" He bent over the photo al bum
"She's about the sane size as the others.”

"She didn't start growing so tall until later. Here's a picture of her at
ten. "

There was no mi staki ng her now, towering over her younger siblings. Wth
the October night chilly and wi ndy outside, Garreth | eafed through the al bum
and easily picked Lane out in the subsequent photographs, head and shoul ders
above any other child she was wth.

"She's the brightest of my children. Let me show you sonething." Ms.

Bi eber led himinto the dining roomand pointed proudly to rows of plaques on
one wal |, each announcing a First Place in spelling, debate, or archery. "Mda
won all those, but she would have given up every one in a nonment to be six

i nches shorter. My heart ached for her so often. She used to come hone crying
because the other children taunted her about her height. | never knew what to
say. Maybe if I'd been ol der and wiser, but | was barely nore than a girl
nmysel f, just sixteen when she was born. Later she stopped crying. She

devel oped a terrible tenper, flying into a rage at the | east remark. She was
al ways fighting soneone. That only nmade matters worse, of course.”

O course. Children, and even adults, turned |ike animals on sonmeone who
| ooked or acted different. Lane nust have made an easy target, too.

Ms. Bieber said, "'l hate them' she would sob to ne, with such savagery
in her voice. 'Soneday they'll be sorry. 1I'll show themthey don't own the
world." | tried to teach her to forgive, to be kind to her enenies, but it was

many years before she could.™



Garreth doubted that Lane ever did. She sinply gave up threatening. After
all, she had her revenge . . . living off their Iifeblood, reducing themto
cattle, |eaving sone of them nothing but dead, dry husks. Wen she had been
bitten by the vanpire who nmade her, whoever it had been, wherever it had
happened, how had she felt? Had she cursed, or wept in confusion and di snay,
| oat hi ng her body for what it had become? Looking at the pictures in the
al bum imagining the world through the eyes of the tortured child she had
been, he thought not. He suspected that she had seen instantly what the change
woul d bring her and enbraced hell willingly, even happily, greedily. In her
pl ace, perhaps he woul d, too.

In sudden uncertainty, he snapped the album closed and thrust it back at
Ms. Bieber. Maybe this visit was a m stake. He wanted to know Lane, not
synmpat hi ze with her, to understand how her m nd worked, not feel echoes of her
pain in him

"I's something the matter?" Ms. Bieber asked in concern

He gave her a quick smile. "I was just thinking about your daughter's
chi l dhood. No wonder she ran away."

She laid her hand on his arm "It wasn't all that bad. W had happy tinmes
here at hone. It's still good when everyone gets hone together. There's a
tenseness and . . . distance in Mada when she first comes that nakes me wonder
if she's really any happier in all the glitter of those exotic places she
goes, but at |east she's content and happy here.”

He carried the last remark away with him echoing through his head, chew ng
at him She enjoyed coming honme. Only this tinme, instead of a happy famly
reuni on and carefree holiday, she would find a cop waiting, a date with
retribution and justice. Ms. Bieber would be hurt, too, when he arrested
Lane.

Unbi dden, Lien's quotation from| Ching the day he left San Franci sco cane
back: Acting to recreate order nmust be done with proper authority. Setting
one's self up to alter things according to one's own judgrment can end in
m stake and failure.

Driving hone through the windy night, Garreth felt a naggi ng doubt and
wonder ed unhappily about the rightness of what he was doi ng.

Handi ng the keys to the patrol car over to Garreth, Maggie sighed. "Are you
sure there isn't any way | can talk you into going on Afternoons? Wat if |
gi ve you ny body?"

He grinned. "Danzig is the one to sell yourself to if you want N ghts.
What's the matter-rough shift today?"

She grinmaced. "Aside from breaking up another major assault between Phi
and El dora Schunmacher, there was a ten-mnute |lecture fromMs. Mary Jane
Dreiling on how we're harassing her precious little Scott and | am
si ngl e-handedly doomi ng the sanctity of the American Fanmily by not sitting
hone breeding babies |ike a normal wonman! My teeth still ache fromsniling at
her."

"What did you ticket little Scott for this tine?"

"Playing Ditch'emat fifty mles an hour in that hopped-up van of his.
wi sh you'd had the watch. Nat's told me that every time some turkey starts
giving you a bad tinme you just peel off your glasses and say, 'It's a nice
day, isn't it?" and suddenly you're dealing with a pussycat. Wat's your
secret? Come on, share with a needy fellow officer."

Did he really use his hypnotic ability that nmuch? Frowning, Garreth hefted
his equi prrent belt, readjusting it. The worst part of being back in uniform
was becom ng reaccustoned to all the weight around his hips. He made hinself
smle. "It can't be told. The trick is ny Irish blood, Maggie darlin'."

Dear g-due blood. "It's the gift o' blarney."
She sighed. "I mght have known. Well, have fun tonight. You' re all alone.



Wth Nat off, Pfannenstiel's working and you know he'll be on his butt
somewhere all night working nothing but his nouth." She di sappeared through
the station door of Gty Hall

Garreth checked the equiprment in the car and trunk before sliding into the
driver's seat still warmfrom Maggi e's body and snelling of her blood. He did
not dread the shift. Bill Pfannenstiel, who worked Evening and Mdrning relief,
liked to tal k and coul d be maddeni ngly slow, but he had twenty-five years of
experi ence and knew every inch of the town. And unlike some of the ol der
generation of officers Garreth had nmet, he was always willing to try tal king
through a situation before resorting to force. Garreth suspected that Mggie's
di slike stermmed from Pfannenstiel's tendency to call her Maggie-girl honey.

Maggi e' s remarks about persuasive ability echoed around in his head while
he patrolled. Did he use the vanpire ability too often and wi t hout thinking?
He tried not to, no nore than necessary. He preferred to act |ike normal
peopl e.

He moved through the business district, checking doors and keeping an eye
on the Friday night traffic. He spotted the Dreiling boy's blue van in the
thick of it as usual. The kid saw him too, and | eaned out to give himthe
finger before pulling away.

Later as his and Pfannenstiel's cars parked together in the Schaller Ford
ot while they watched traffic, Garreth asked, "Wat is it with the Dreiling
kid? He's inviting soneone to cone down on him™"

Pfannenstiel grunted. "Daring us is nore like it. He doesn't think we can
touch him After all, his folks are plank owners."

Garreth blinked. "What?"

"One of the founding famlies. The town belongs to them™

Garreth eyed the passing cars. "We'll see. The first chance that cones
along, I"'mwiting himup good. It'll cost himhis |Iicense."

Pfannenstiel sighed. "That badge is a pretty big stick, but you want to be
careful you don't trip over it."

VWile Garreth digested that bit of philosophy the radio cane to life,
putting them back to work. He checked on a barki ng dog, then rounded up three
juveniles who had ripped off two six-packs froma local liquor store. Their
parents nmet himat the station. Wth the beer paid for, the |liquor store owner
dropped charges, but watching the boys being dragged away by enraged parents,
Garreth wondered if juvenile proceedings m ght not have been gentler and nore
humane than what what waited for them at hone.

"Li ke some cookies?" Sue Pfiefer asked. "They're fresh chocol ate chips.”

He shook his head.

The Eveni ng di spatcher | ooked down at her plunp self and sighed. "I envy
your will power." The phone rang. "Baunen police:" Her expression went grim
listening. "W'll be right there:" She slamed the receiver down. "That was
the Brown Bottle. Bill Pfannenstiel went over to break up a fight and someone
hit him He's unconscious."

Garreth raced for the door

He found a crowd at the sidewal k outside the Brown Bottle and sounds of
br eakage comi ng frominside

Each crash made the bartender wince. "M. Driscoll will be mad as hel
about this. Get that lunatic out of there.”

"Where's Oficer Pfannenstiel ?" Garreth demanded.

"Still inside."

Garreth eased around the door, keeping |ow, baton in hand. He spotted
Pfannenstiel inmediately, sprawl ed against the bar with blood running down his
face. Anger blazed up in Garreth. He would nail the bastard who did this.

A few patrons still remained . . . but flattened against the walls, too
frightened to nove toward the door

Wth good reason. In the mddle of the barroomfloor, nethodically reducing
tabl es and chairs to kindling, stood a colossus of a man. Garreth guessed his
hei ght at near seven feet. H s biceps | ooked bigger around than Garreth's
t hi ghs.



"Who is he?" Garreth whispered back at the bartender

"I don't know. Part of the road crew repairing 282 south of here. H's
buddi es snoked out when he hit Bill with a chair."

Sone tines tal king was not the answer. This was one of them

"You, Hercules!" Garreth barked. "You're under arrest. Down on your knees!"

The big man whirled. "Another goddamm pig." He sneered drunkenly. "A w np
kid pig. Here, oinker." Picking up a table, he threwit.

Garreth smled grinmMly. Two can play that game, turkey. Dropping his baton
into its ring on his equipnent belt, he caught the table and threw it back

The gasp fromthe bartender behind him matched the big man's open-nout hed
astoni shment. Staring at Garreth, the man al nost forgot to duck as the table
went by ... and Garreth used the opportunity to trap the man's eyes with his.

"I said, you're under arrest." He felt the other resist him saw denial in
the big man's eyes. He nmet the drunken hatred with his own anger-driven will,
however, and held him "You will do as | say. Now, stop where you are!"

The man froze, clenched fists half raised, as though he had suddenly becone
a statue or store-w ndow mannequi n.

"Down on your knees!" Garreth snapped. "Hands together on top of your head!
Cross your ankles! NOW"

The man went down so hard the floor shook. Fierce satisfaction flared in
Garreth. He felt resistance beneath the conpliance, but the man's body stil
obeyed. Garreth controlled this behenoth. He coul d make hi m do anyt hi ng.

Garreth handcuffed him "Up." He pointed himat a remaining chair. "Sit

and stay."

The prisoner did so.

Garreth was headi ng for Pfannenstiel, who had pulled hinself up to sit with
hi s back against the bar and was fingering the gash on top of his head, when
one of the patrons against the walls called, "Hey, that's a good trick. Can
you make himheel, too? O roll over and play dead?"

The words brought Garreth up short. Suddenly he heard hinself as those in
t he bar must have, giving conmands in the sane tone used on a dog. More, he
saw t he expressions on the faces. One waited with glee to see what m ght be
next in the show but others showed varying states of fear. He did not need to
read m nds to know what they feared: him someone in his position who woul d
treat one man that way could do it to anyone el se.

He carried, he realized, a bigger stick than a badge. He carried the
bi ggest stick of all, the power of absolute control, bestowed and limted by
no regul atory body. The responsibility for it rested in just one person
Garreth M kaelian. The thought awed and frightened him He felt the stick
between his ankles, tripping him

To lighten his step, Garreth said dryly, "The gentlenman is through
entertaining tonight. Now, |I'Il need all of you to remain until | can take
your names." He crossed to Pfannenstiel and squatted on his heels beside the
ol der officer. "How do you feel ?"

Pfannenstiel grunted. "Stupid. | should have known to duck."

Garreth smiled in relief. Pfannenstiel did not appear seriously injured.
"You take it easy. The ambul ance will be here as soon as Sue rousts out the
driver."

St andi ng again, he worked his way around the roomtaking names. And while
he did, he slid glances at his prisoner. The big man remai ned notionless in
the chair, staring straight ahead. The biggest stick. Walk softly, a voice
whi spered in his head. Walk very softly.

10

"How | envy you young people sonetines." Ms. Bieber pointed at Garreth's
wi ndbreaker. "It feels like winter today but | see the children out around the
hi gh school in nothing nore than that. You're so thin, too; aren't you col d?"

"Not as long as | keep moving," he I|ied.



She pulled a shawl tighter around her shoul ders and nmoved into the living
room "The older | get, the nore | hate winter. Mada keeps tal ki ng about
novi ng me sonmewhere like Arizona or Florida."

"It's an idea."”

She sighed. "But this is nmy home. Al ny children were born in the bed

upstairs. The few friends of mne still living are all in this town. Mda
called last night and offered to give nme a vacation in Mexico as a Christmas
present. | wouldn't mind visiting there for a while."

Garreth's stomach plunged. "You mean, go to her this year instead of her
com ng here?"

She nodded. "Mada said Acapulco is touristy but warm 1'd |like that, though
of course | would nmiss not spending Christmas with my grandchil dren. Maybe
could go after Christnas."

Garreth's nmind churned. Could he get to Acapulco? He tried to think of al
he would need . . . a visa, and a plane ticket, which mght be hard to come by
with no noney. Dracula, where are ny bat w ngs when | need then?

Maybe he could find nmoney for driving down, or sell the car and fly. Enough
peopl e had eyed the ZX longingly that he should be able to find a buyer. As a
pl ace to arrest Lane, aside fromthe problemof being a foreign country,
Acapul co had its attractions . . . principally that it would save Ms. Bieber
the distress of having her daughter taken in her own hone by soneone the old
worman t hought was a friend.

"Acapul co sounds nice," he said. "Let nme know if you're going, and where
you'll be staying." He nmade hinself smile. "I'Il send you postcards fromthe
shivering north."

She | aughed. "I will."

Silently, he swore. O all the |ousy luck, just when he had hinself settled
in his web. He had better start planning for the trip now so he could | eave
t he nmonent he knew where to find Lane.

11

G ven the tendency of cops to hang out with other cops and the fact that he
and Maggie were the only single officers in the department, Garreth supposed
it was inevitable that they should start dating. It also provided a good
chance to get out of Baumen. Not that seeing Sudden Inpact in Bellany was very
much of an escape, but at |east the novie theatre there ran seven nights a
week.

Once in the theatre, though, Garreth wondered if the novie was a m stake.
He felt as though he were drowning in a sea of blood. The reek of it
surrounded him |eaving himfighting cranps and shaking in |onging. Someone
had been eating Italian food, too; a taint of garlic eddied intermttently,
each whiff bringing a nonment of suffocation

Maggi e peered anxiously at him "Are you all right?"

"Fine." But even saying it he knew the trenor in his voice betrayed the
lie. "I . . . get alittle claustrophobic sonmetines." Not the best excuse in
the world with the theatre just half full this Monday night, but it would have
to do.

Maggi e appeared to believe him "Do you want to | eave?"

He shook his head and put an armaround her. "I'll tough it out."

Sonehow he did, though the effort cost himthe satisfaction he usually felt
watching Dirty Harry bl ow away bad guy after bad guy with blithe disregard for
civil rights, due process, and public safety. It was a relief to escape to the
car. There he could at least roll down the window and |let the wind dilute the
war m bl ood snell com ng from Maggi e.

She snapped her seatbelt and settled back. "A little gratuitous violence is
good for the soul, don't you think? Have you ever wanted to act |ike Harry?"

He shrugged. "Sure, especially after spending two weeks tracki ng down sone
punk who cuts up girls or old ladies only to learn that he's back on the



street before I've finished the paperwork on the arrest.”

A nasty whisper in the back of his head asked himif he m ght not be doing
a Callahan now with this self-appointed hunt of his. Setting one's self up to
alter things according to one's own judgnment can end in mstake and failure.
He shook his head inwardly. No. After all, he was not |ooking to kill Lane,
just arrest her, all perfectly legitimate since there was a warrant out on
her .

"Did you ever find yourself synpathizing with someone playing vigilante,
like Harry did that girl hunting down the nen who'd raped her and her sister?"

He shook his head. "I mght symnpathize, but 1'd never let themgo like he
did. If sonmeone chooses to kill another person, no matter how strong or
justified the notive, they should be willing to accept the consequences of
their act."”

Lord that sounded self-righteous. Wuld he apply it to hinmself, too? There
was probably no way to know until it happened.

They passed the city limts. Garreth floored the accel erator. The car
| eaped forward like a wild thing unl eashed.

Maggi e whooped in delight. "This thing really nmoves. Just don't overrun
your lights too far. Cows sometines get out on the highway al ong here."

"No problem" Even on this nmoonl ess, overcast night the highway stretched
in a shining gray ribbon, clearly visible far beyond the edge of the
headl i ght s.

He sighed. Nightsight. Vanpires. Lane. \What was Ms. Bieber going to do?
Here it was nearly Thanksgi ving and no word yet about whether she was going to
Acapul co or not. Belatedly he realized Maggi e had asked hima question
"What ?"

"l said, what are you doi ng Thursday?"

He bit his Iip. Was she going to invite himto Thanksgiving di nner?
"Nothing in particular. Sleep."

"Not going to pollute your body with delicious, fattening carbohydrates and
preservatives and additive-filled plastic side dishes?"

A flood of Thanksgiving nmenories rose in him bringing a wave of
honesi ckness. He coul d never enjoy another feast |ike those again. Wuld he
even see anot her holidays? A naggi ng suspicion had haunted his dreans lately
that once he had settled with Lane he would sinply cease to exist. "I'm not
going to feast, no."

"Then could I talk you into talking Danzig into letting us trade shifts
just this once, oh golden-tongued one? Dad and | have been invited to Aunt
Ruth's in Victoria and 1'd love to be able to spend the whole day there."

Garreth did not know whether to be relieved or disappointed that she was
not inviting himto dinner. "I'lIl talk to Danzig." Wthout his gl asses on

"Great!" She | eaned over and kissed his cheek. Sitting back, she gl anced
out the wi ndow and said, "Look, it's starting to snow. "

VWhat ? He pulled the car over to the side of the road and switched off the
lights. Fat, feathery flakes drifted down around them and with themthe
dar kness |ightened, as though each snowfl ake brought a bit of moonlight with
it. Garreth | eaned out the window to stare up, fascinated.

Maggi e grinned. "l don't suppose you' ve seen nuch of this before. The
ground's too warmyet for it to stick, but isn't it pretty?"

"You know what 1'd like to do? Run in it. Want to? Just a couple of mles
to that rise over there and back."

"Garreth!" She | aughed. "Run? Just a couple of mles? Look at ny shoes. |
can't run anywhere in them Even if | could, we'd break our legs running in
the dark. Let's go on to your place. W can sit out on the deck in the snow
there, if you like, and think of some way to warmup afterward.”

Pl easure at the snow faded. He put the car in nmotion again and sighed
inwardly. Sitting on the deck would be all right, but . . . he wanted to run
It seenmed he and Maggi e could date and tal k about everyday things. It sounded
like she was inviting himto nake |love later, too. But they could not talk
about the things deep in him could not even share sone of the physica



activities he had cone to take for granted. She could not run through the
magi ¢ of falling snow with him Toni ght he would just about sell his soul for
soneone who coul d.

12

Baumen felt like a ghost town. Garreth saw al nbst no one. Kansas Avenue | ay
conpletely deserted. Wiich did not disturb hima great deal. Wth [uck nothing
woul d happen on the shift. Even beneath an overcast sky threatening snow that
m ght manage to stick in today's near-freezing tenperature, and wearing his
trooper glasses, the light still gave hima headache. Somewhere above the
cl ouds the sun pressed down on him draining his energy. | hope you appreciate
what |'mdoing for you, Maggie. 1 wouldn't take on the sun for just anyone.

He tried not to think about what she was doing at the monent, for fear it
m ght bring on nore nmenories and homesi ckness. But those came anyway. Wul d
calling home after the shift help or just nmake the pain nmore unbearabl e?

"Baumen 407," the radio nurnured. "Public service a Ms. Anna Bieber at
555-7107."

Ms. Bieber? Garreth drove to the tel ephone outside the A & Wand dial ed
t he nunber. Background voi ces al nost drowned out conversation with the wonman
who answered. Garreth had to shout to nake her understand who he wanted to
talk to.

But finally Ms. Bieber cane on the line. "I tried calling you at hone but
Em |y Schoning said Hel en said you were working. Can you cone to the house
after you're off? I have the address of the hotel in Acapulco where |I'Il be

joining Mada after Christmas."

He sighed. So it was decided. At |east he had several weeks to sell the car
and nake ot her arrangements. "It may be eight-thirty before I'mthrough. Is
that too late for you?"

"Il be expecting you."

He hung up the phone and | eaned agai nst the side of the booth, staring out
at the patrol car. @Quilt stabbed himat the thought of wal king out on Danzig
and the department. He could give thema story about a critical illness in his
famly, but it was still unfair to everyone. Doubt at the correctness of his
chosen course nagged himagain. It spread pain fromone tenple across his
forehead to the other, a headache which not even sunset cured.

At the watch change, Maggi e took the car keys from himand said, "You |ook
terrible. I think you're right about being a night person. Wuld you like it
if I come over after | get off and show ny appreciation for the favor?"

Monday ni ght seened to have started somet hing. Wuld she be anused or
insulted if he told her he had a headache? No, headache or not, he wanted her
to come. He needed soneone, however wi de the gulf between them "The bed and

will be waiting."

He raced through his reports and drove straight to Ms. Bieber's, still in
uni form except for the equiprment belt left in his |ocker at the station

The ol d woman answered the door. "My, you |l ook nice. |'ve never seen you in
uni form before. Cone on in the living room" She |led the way.

He smiled at her despite the lunmp in his stomach. "I hope you had a good

Thanksgi vi ng. "
"Ch, yes. My daughter Kathryn hosted this year. It was noi sy, of course,

but | |oved every chaotic mnute." She stopped and turned to face him "I'm
afraid | have a confession to nake."
A chill of unease nmoved down his spine. "Confession?"

"I have a hotel address, but that was just an excuse to get you here. Cone
" She noved on into the living room
He followed, only to stop in the doorway. A woman sitting on the couch
st ood up.

M's. Bieber grinned. "I wanted to surprise you. Garreth, this is ny
daught er Mada."

on.



Mada! H s stonmach plunged. But this was not Lane! The wonman had the right
hei ght, legs that seened to stretch forever and | ooked even |longer with the
hi gh heel s on her black boots and her snugly fitting dark green sl acks.
Mahogany hair swept the shoul ders of a scarlet turtleneck, but . . . gray
streaked the red and her skin had the coarseness and creases of middle age.

He felt nunb with shock. Al these weeks he'd been Iying in wait for the
wrong wonman? But-his mind stunbled trying to think-the postmark, the schoo
picture, Ms. Bieber's description of her daughter as a singer; how could al
that match so well and yet be so totally wong!

"I . . . amvery glad to nmeet you," he nmanaged to force out. He nust not
betray his di sappoi nt nment.

"And | you," Mada said in an amused voice

He stiffened. It was Lane's vaoice.

Looking at her again nore closely, this time he saw her eyes. His heart
junped. The eyes were hers, too. They reflected the light, vanpire eyes, and

they glinted cold and bl ood-red, recognizing him. . . neasuring him
1
A junmbl e of enotions and thoughts jostled each other in Garreth's head:
Admiration . . . That's a really convinci ng nmake-up job.
Relief . . . | don't have to go to Acapulco after all.
Anxiety . . . Oh, lord, we're in the mddle of her nother's living roon 1
can't arrest her here.
Concern . . . This is going to nake the departnment short for the weekend.
Dismay . . . So soon? | thought | wouldn't be dealing with her until after
Christmas. | don't want to | eave here yet.
Apprehension . . . \Wat will happen to nme now, when she's in custody and ny

reason for living is gone?
From somewhere beyond the mindstorm Ms. Bieber's delighted voice reached

him "lsn't this nice? Mada got tired of Acapul co and deci ded to cone hone. W
pi cked her up at the airport in Hays this norning."
"Not tired, Mama," Lane said. "I was there with a friend who had a terrible

accident and | just couldn't enjoy it any longer." The m ddl e-aged nmask sml ed
at Garreth. "Mana says you're from San Franci sco. Are you the same Garreth
M kael i an the papers were calling Lazarus?"

"Accident? You didn't say anything about that before," Ms. Bieber said.

"I didn't want to spoil Thanksgiving, Mama. My nother has been telling ne
somet hi ng about you, M. Mkaelian," Lane said lightly. "It's a very
interesting story, but also a little puzzling. Baunen is a | ong way from San
Franci sco. How did you happen to come here?"

He took off his glasses and nmet her eyes. "Good police work."

"What kind of accident?" Ms. Bieber asked.

Lane shrugged. "He was found at the bottomof the cliff with his neck
broken and throat torn out. The police said he nmust have been attacked by sone
dogs and fell over the cliff trying to escape fromthem™

Garreth reached automatically for his own throat, for the now
al nost -i ndi sti ngui shable lines of scarring.

"He?" Ms. Bieber's forehead furrowed in distress. "You were there with

a-1"msorry," she said as Lane started to frown. "I just can't imagi ne you as
part of this nodern norality. |I'mso sorry about your friend. Are you al
ri ght?"

Satiated, Garreth thought angrily. Replete. She had conme home to wait for
Acapul co to cool

"I"'mfine, Mama. He wasn't a close friend, and there was nothing
i nproprietous.” She snmiled at her nother w thout taking her eyes from Garreth.
"Men don't have wild affairs with wonen nmy age. | shared a roomw th his
t eenage grandaughter in order to hel p himchaperon her. So you' ve decided to
settle here because it's a pleasant change fromthe city, my nother tells ne.



But you're still a policeman."

The nockery underlying the pleasant tone irritated Garreth. He said evenly,
"It's what | know how to do best, enforce the law. " See what she nade of that.

Her eyes flared red.

M's. Bieber glanced fromhimto her daughter, her forehead furrowed,
obvi ously sensing the tension between them but unable to understand the reason
for it. In a determ nedly cheerful tone, she said, "Wy don't you two sit down
and get acquainted while | go make tea. Garreth doesn't drink coffee, either."

She left the room

Garreth took off his jacket but continued to stand, eyeing Lane.

She broke the silence first, raising her brows and | aughing. Wth the sound
of it he seened to see through the mask to the ever-young face beneath. "You
amaze and delight nme, Inspector. |'ve been |ooking forward to our next
nmeeting, but | confess | never expected it to be here. Tell me, how did you
find your way?"

He blinked, nonplussed. She |ooked forward to their next neeting? \Wat made
her think there would be one? "I"Il tell you all about it on the way back to
San Franci sco. "

Lane turned away, walking in a wide arc toward a wi dow, where she peered
out into the night, toying with the jaw high collar of her turtleneck. "Ah. So
that's the reason for your remark just now about enforcing the | aw. You cane
to arrest ne."

The arc took her well around a crucifix on the wall, Garreth noticed.
"Hunting killers is ny job and you killed Mossman and Adair. You tried to kil
ne."

She whirled. "No, Inspector; | did not try to kill you. If I'd wanted you
dead, rest assured you woul d have been found wi th your neck broken

So it had not been a nere oversight. "Wy didn't-" he began

"Tell me, how do you propose to take ne back?"

He frowned. How did she think? "There's a warrant for your arrest.
Extradition will be arranged and you'll-"

She hissed, interrupting him "Are you really so dense? | nean, how will
you take me back? By what means do you propose to force nme to acconpany you
and remai n confined: rosestem handcuffs? A cell with garlic on the bars? My |
rem nd you that anything used against me hurts you equally, if you can even
convi nce your |aw enforcement coll eagues to agree to such nonsense.™

The words echoed unconfortably through his head. It had not even occurred
to himthere would be problens with taking her back and jailing her. Even
gi ven his concentration on finding her, how could he have been so blind, so
unf oresi ghted. Dunb, tunnel-visioned flatfoot. There nust be a way to handl e
her, though. He could not just let her wal k away.

The crucifix caught his eyes. "Maybe | can drape a rosary around your
wists."

Lane's pupils dilated. "Superstition,” she said snoothly.

But Garreth watched her breathing quicken and pupils dilate. Superstition
yes, since crosses and holy water did not bother him but superstition stil
affected those who believed init . . . and the ook of this house told him
she had been brought up in the bosom of the Roman Catholic church. "Then why
did you tear the Christian fish synbol off Mdssman's neck?"

"I detest tacky jewelry." She came back to him again sw nging w de around
the crucifix. "Open your eyes, Inspector. It's useless to arrest or try ne.
Qur kind are beyond the reach of mere human | aws."

"No." He shook his head. No one could be beyond the law. Wthout |aw there
was only chaos. "l don't believe-"

He broke off as Ms. Bieber came in with tea and slices of punpkin pie.
"Mada, you didn't eat a bite at Kathryn's. You nust be starved by now Have
some pie. You, too, Garreth."

Garreth and Lane exchanged qui ck gl ances. He laughed wyly inside at the
irony of finding hinmself on the sane side of a problemas his quarry.

"I'f you don't think I ate, you didn't see ne snacking out in the kitchen



whil e we were cooking," Lane said. "You know | don't have a big appetite
anyway, and | never eat dessert.”

Garreth smiled but shook his head, patting his belt. "Sweets have been ny
downfall for years. Nowthat |1've finally gotten the weight off, | don't dare
rel apse. Thank you for the tea, though."

Shaki ng her head, Ms. Bieber poured the tea. "In ny day, a good appetite
was consi dered healthy. These days it seens everyone wants to starve to death.

Wl |, have you two been getting acquai nted?"

"Yes," they both lied, and sitting down, accepted tea from her

"I"'mso glad. And I'm gl ad you canme hone after all, Mada. WII you be able
to stay through Christmas?"

Lane glanced at Garreth. "I plan to stay until | take you back to
Acapul co. "

Daring himto make her a liar? Garreth sucked in his lower |ip. Wat could
he do about her? Sipping his tea, he listened to Lane tell anecdotes about
peopl e in Acapul co. Opposing feelings warred in him. . . his belief in due
process and justice agai nst the obvious inmpossibility of follow ng proper
establ i shed procedure. He nust violate the latter to acconplish the fornmer,
and that itself violated what his badge said he stood for. | Ching insisted
that one nust act with proper authority or end up in mistake and failure.

The delicate blood snell drifting from Ms. Bieber set hunger gnaw ng at
him Before he did anything, he would eat and think the problemover. If he
appeared to be retreating, Lane mght not feel it necessary to bolt. Garreth
stood and reached for his jacket. "I'd better go. Thank you for asking ne
over, Ms. Bieber. And it's nice to neet you, Mss Bieber." He pulled on the
jacket. "I hope we'll see each other again."

Lane rai sed a brow. "The night isn't over yet. Mama, |'m going to i npose on
this nice young man of yours to drive ne around for sonme fresh air. I'll be
back before too long."

He stared at her.

She ki ssed her nother on the cheek and snmled at Garreth. "Shall we go, M.
M kael i an?" She led the way into the hall, where she picked a coat off the
huge mirrored coat-and-unbrella rack, then fairly pushed Garreth out the front
door before surprise gave himtime to think or react. "W got sidetracked from
our conversation about the nature of reality and I1'd really like to finish
it."

The door cl osed behind them Garreth said, "There's nothing nore to say
except to read you your rights."
"Ch, | think there's a great deal to say yet. That ZX is your car? O

course it is; | sawit outside ny apartnent."” She took his arm "Let's go for
a drive."

I Ching had al so said: The naiden is powerful. Beware of that which seens
weak and innocent. "I don't think so."

She scowl ed. "How paranoid cops are. What can | do to you? Anyway, do you
really think I'd be careless enough to try sonething in ny honetown, where
everyone sees everything? Wiere my nother would see it? | won't foul her nest.
I don't even hunt here, one reason | never stay too long."

Sonehow he found hinself propelled toward the car. "How do you eat?"

"Even during the holidays there are young nen around the coll ege campus in
Hays. They're always willing to pick up an attractive young wonan and
denonstrate what superstuds they are. | hunt in disguise, of course . . . in
my own face." She slid into the passenger side of the car and cl osed her door
"When | was a girl the nost popul ar spots for couples to park were behind the
Coop el evators across 282, around the fairgrounds and sale barn, and in
Pi oneer Park. | think these days you police hang out behind the el evators
waiting for speeders so let's go to the park."



Thi nki ng about it, what could she do to hin? Garreth wondered. He was
strong enough to resist a physical attack and in the reverse of what she had
said to him anything she could use that would hurt himmust also hurt her. He
wal ked around the car, clinbed in, and started it.

Lane | eaned back in the seat. "I have always |oved beautiful cars, though
|'ve never dared own one. They're too conspi cuous. Though | was once seriously
tempted by the Bugatti Royale a friend of mne in Europe had years ago, and
lately |I've thought about Porsches. My favorite |overs have al ways been nen
with fine taste in cars. Yours is passable. Is this stock, Inspector?"

Now why did he feel ashaned to admt it was? "You didn't cone to tal k about
cars." Hunger gnawed at him H's stomach twinged in the threat of a cranp.
Dam! If only he had taken tinme to eat before going over to Ms. Bieber's.
"We're here to tal k about |aw "

Lane sighed. "I told you, human | aw doesn't apply to us, but . . . | don't
intend to tal k about anything nore just yet, except maybe the weather." She
| eaned her head out her open wi ndow and blew Like steamfroma |oconotive,
her breath bl ew back past her in clouds of billowing white. "Fairy weaths. |
hope it it snows. | love snow now | didn't used to because | hated being
cold. Isn't it arelief not having to care whether it's hot or cold out
anynor e?"

The sudden shift fromworld-wise woman to child left Garreth groping in
ment al confusion. Like a child, too, she leaped fromthe car at the park and
raced fromthe parking lot up a path toward the sw nging bridge. The bridge
connected to an artificial island nmade by digging a channel |ooping fromthe
Saline River around a |l arge oval of |and and back

She danced across the bridge in a rapid tap of boot heels, pausing only to
| augh over her shoulder at him "lIn case you haven't already discovered it,
yes, vanpires can cross running water. It's amazing the superstitions hunmans
have dreanmed up to convince thenselves they're protected fromtheir
ni ght mares. "

In the center of the island |ay an open stone pavilion with a raised
bandst and. Garreth caught up with her there, and found her peeling off the
m ddl e-aged face she wore, so that he truely faced Lane Barber again, youthful
face shining pale in the twilight of his nightsight. She raised her brows. "No
lights and yet not a nisstep anywhwere. Isn't it wonderful being able to see
in the dark?"

VWhat was she trying to do? "It has its uses, yes."

She stuffed the latex bits of her nmask in a pocket, grimacing. "How sol emm
you are. Too bad | couldn't have brought you here in the spring, with tulips
and crocus and daffodils everywhere, and peonies later in the sumer. They
used to have a band on Friday and Saturday nights. Lights lit up the pavilion
so you could see it frommles away. Everyone in town came. Mama and Papa
woul d pol ka and waltz until they were alnost too tired to wal k hone. "

The ghosts of those dancers haunted the pavilion. He could see themin the
| eaves the wind whirled across the paving. The ghosts and the sudden
wi stful ness on the girl-wman face sent a pang through him Maybe there were
t hi ngs she could do to himthat had nothing to do with physical assault. He
regretted having cone. "Wenever you're ready to talk, let ne know "

She sat down on the steps of the bandstand. "All right; let's talk." It was
the wonman's voice again. "You can't beat ne, so why try? It isn't worth it for
a couple of arrogant, self-centered humans. There's no reason for you to care
about them There's no reason for you to care what happens to any hunmans any
| onger. "

He sat down at the other end of the steps fromher. "The way you don't care
about your famly?"

She flung up her head, eyes flashing, and in the notion he saw anot her
ghost . . . of the girl in the photo album and the singer who attacked
Claudia Darling in 1941. Then she | aughed. "Touché. But . . . famly is one
thing, the rest of humanity another."

"Not to me. I"'msworn to protect them and all ny friends are human, of



course. "

Lane snorted. "Friends are people you can do things with and bare your soul
to. Do you have anyone who fits that description, anyone you can sit and talk
with as openly as we're talking? Is there a soneone you'd trust to tell what
you are without being afraid that the next time you saw himhe'd be carrying a
sharp wooden st ake?"

That stung. He renenbered the norning he woke up to find Lien above himand
had wondered about that very thing.

She | eaned toward him "Reality, Inspector . . . humans are only one thing
to us: a source of food."
He sat up straight. "Not to nme. |'ve never drunk a drop of human bl ood."

Her eyes narrowed. "You drink only animl blood?" She shook her head
nmocki ngly. "No wonder you're so thin. You really ought to eat properly,
I nspector."

Hs jaw tightened. "I refuse to prey on people!™

"Ch, really.” Her lip curled. "How righteous. But | notice you have no
scrupl es agai nst using my nother as an informer and tricking her into thinking
you're a friend to get to ne."

That stung even harder. He felt faint heat crawling up his neck and face.
"I"'msorry about that. |I didn't like doing it. I like your nother."

Her voice flattened to a hiss. "I could kill you for that. It al nbst nakes
me sorry | didn't break your neck when | had the chance.”

"l keep wondering why you didn't."

For a minute he wondered if she were going to answer. She | eaned back
agai nst the steps and | ooked away. But after a bit, she said, "I intended to,
but . . . you bit nme."

He blinked. She sounded as though she expected that to explain everything.
" goo"

Lane sighed. "The drawback to immortality is that while we go on, nothing

el se does. | hold on to nmy possessions because | |ose the people. They die or
are left behind when | take a new identity. I'"'menjoying ny famly while | can
because when they're dead, | won't have anyone left in the world | give a dam
about. Everything | know best, the world | was born into, will be gone
forever. It'll happen to you, too."

Wthout wanting to, Garreth sawit . . . his parents dying, even his son

passing himin age. Eventually, he could becone the contenporary of his
grandchil dren and great-grandchil dren, except they would be alien to him

| ooking at the world through different eyes and even speaking a different

| anguage. Look at how the little slang Lane permitted herself-like calling him
a mck-dated her.

"Inmortality and vanmpirismare very lonely, Garreth."

The words echoed through him Al nost desperately, he thought of Helen
Schoning. "It doesn't have to be. There's nothing wong with serial
rel ati onships. Every tine period ought to offer at |east several people who
can meet sone of our enotional needs."

"And what if you could find someone |ike that, someone just right, like
your late w fe, say?"

That hit like a knife in the ribs. Garreth shot to his feet with the pain.
"How do you know about Marti ?"

Lane smled. "I asked around about you. Your neighbors were only too happy
to talk to a reporter about the Man Who Canme Back From The Dead. They told ne
you and Marti had a very special relationship. Her death nust have been
extrenmely hard for you."

His throat closed tight, trapping the pain suddenly filling his chest.
"Leave ny wife out of this."

"But that's just the point." Lane leaned toward him "What if you found
someone el se like that. You'd know fromthe begi nning that you were going to
| ose her eventually. And what if you found another soul mate, then another
al ways to | ose her. How |l ong coul d you endure that kind of pain?"

Agony wracked hi mnow just thinking about it. He clenched his fists and



whi spered hoarsely, "God damm you!" Then he | aughed bitterly. "Except you
al ready are, and nme, too."

She raised her brows. "Surely you don't believe that nonsense. Damation
has nothing to do with us. We're neither demonic nor Undead. W're as alive as
humans, only in a different, superior way. Wat nechani smdo you think
actual ly produces a vanpire?"

The question surprised him He thought about it for a minute and had to
shrug. "I never thought about it."

"Well | have, and |'ve studied. |I'mconvinced there's a vanpire virus."

He remenbered the nedical books on her shelves. "Like rabies."

She | aughed. "Cd ose enough. It's carried in blood and saliva |ike rabies. A
person bitten receives a snmall inoculation of the virus. In a normal, healthy
person the i mMmune system destroys it. If there are repeated inocul ations,

t hough, some viruses survive to set up housekeeping in the host's cells, and
when the body becones very weak-dies-they take over, nodify the host to suit
their needs, and reanimate it." Lane's eyes gl eamed as she warned to her
subject. "It would appear to take very little to just reanimate the body. The
amount of virus from several bites or one long drinking session ending in
death are sufficient for that, but apparently there has to be a |l arge col ony
to affect the brain enough to restore higher intellectual functions."

He stared at her, suddenly understanding. "Blood would carry the nost, and
| received your blood by biting you."

She nodded. "I knew you would reanimate with higher functions intact,
unl i ke Mbssman or Adair." She stood and came over to reach toward the scars on
his neck. "Flesh of ny flesh. Blood of ny blood."

The Iight spicy-musky scent of her perfume curled around him He jerked
away. "l don't believe you, lady. I"'ma cop and you're a killer and you
t hought you'd nake ne your conpanion? How in hell did you ever think I'd
agree? Didn't it occur to you that once | realized what had happened to ne |
mght tell everyone what you were and destroy you?"

Her smile was knowi ng. "You didn't, did you? You haven't told anyone
anyt hing, just canme after ne on your own."

Sonet hi ng he had done once before, he remenbered with a sudden chill, and
had died for the error. He bounded up the steps into the bandstand. "But not
to become your conpanion. |'mtaking you back, even if | have to tell everyone
everything."

She foll owed hi mup. "And destroy yourself, too?"
He turned his back to the rail and | eaned against it for support. "Wy

not?" he said steadily. "l detest what you' ve made ne. You destroyed ny life;
you al nbost destroyed ny partner's. You've brought msery to the lives of
Mossman and Adair's fanmilies. Al | care about is seeing you face judgnent for
that, then | want to die . . . finally and for always."

Lane's breath wapped white around her and nelted away into the night air.
"Do you? \When there's so nmuch you' ve never seen or experienced?" The nusica
cadence of her whisper filled the bandstand. "You lived on the bay for years,
but did you ever once clinb aboard one of the ships that dock there every day
and sail away with her? Do you really want to die before you' ve seen wonders
like the Hi mal ayas above Katmandu or clinbed to the tenmples of Tibet? O
wal ked the Great Wall of China and explored the ancient ruins of Karnak and
Zi mbabwe? Poling through the Okavanga Delta in Africa at flood tine there is
such beauty and richness of life that it nakes your throat ache, and there's
not hi ng nore awesone than the migrations in the Serengeti, when the plains
stretch like a sea of grass and there are w | debeest and zebra as far as the
eye can see. There's a city in northern China that holds a winter festival
every year and fills the city with ice scul ptures, not just snowren but pure,
clear ice chiseled into a wonderl and of heroes and nythical aninmals and
castles, and ice arbors with ice benches to sit on."

The whi sper sang on, namng cities, describing nmountains and rivers and
caves, nost he had never heard of but all sounding awesonely breat ht aki ng

sang on and on until Garreth's head swam and he ached in | onging. He had



| ooked at the ships along the bay, yes, and thought about the places they
sail ed, but he could never afford to board one. "Mst people don't ever see
t hose places," he said. "There isn't time for themall inalife."

Garreth did not recall seeing her nove, but Lane suddenly stood beside him
The scent of her perfune filled his head. "Not a human life, no, but we have
all the time in the world. We can explore every wonder conpletely before
nmovi ng on to the next."

Yes, he thought with a slow wonder. "You can afford a trip |ike that?"

She slipped an armthrough his and | aughed-a low, rich sound. "My dear, a
worman with hypnotic powers can learn a great many investnent tips fromthe
busi ness gi ants she beds." She sighed happily. "It will be the grand tour of
grand tours. Vienna and Rone and Copenhagen. They aren't l|ike they were before

the war, but they're still beautiful, and Peking, Mecca, and Sri Lanka.

Carrara, where the best marble in the world is quarried, and Venice, where al
the greatest glass craftsnen work. And there are pleasures I'll show you that
are beyond your imagining, pleasures no human can appreciate. |I'll teach you

survival techniques it's taken me decades to learn. Garreth, ny love, we wll
bestride the world |ike a col ossus."

The bandstand felt |like a carousel, with the night spinning dazzlingly past
them But uneasiness still stirred beneath his grow ng excitenment and
antici pation. What? Sonet hing he had forgotten? No matter; he would renmenber
it later.

He shook his head. "I'm surprised you've waited this long to go. Wasn't the
vanmpi re who made you interested?"

Lane sighed. "W were going to. Al the signs indicated Europe was about to
fall apart, though, and we couldn't |eave until the Polish property was
secured or sold off. Another week and we'd have been clear, but . . . Hitler
pushed in so nuch faster and nore brutally than anyone ever anticipated." She
shuddered. "Blitzkrieg isn't just a word when you've lived through it. Warsaw
was in chaos. Irina and | got separated and | never saw her again, not even
when | went back to | ook for her after the war."

Garreth blinked. "Irina? Her? A woman made you?"

"Don't sound so scandalized, |ove." Lane squeezed his arm "Human bl ood is
human bl ood; we don't have to drink fromthe opposite sex. That's usually the
choice and Irina normally fed only on nmen, but . . . | begged her to take from
me and let me drink fromher. She called herself Irina Rodek and she had a
Pol i sh passport.™

He felt his brows hop. "Polish."

Lane giggled. "All vanpires aren't Transylvani an, you know. Not that she
was really Polish. She once told me she was nearly five hundred years ol d.
She' d been Russian for a while, an aristocrat, but had to flee during the
Revolution. W net in Vienna." Her voice went dreamny. She |eaned her head down
on his shoulder. "July, 1934. Vienna really wasn't the place to be that nonth
with Hitler's putsch and Dol I fuss's killing, but Mtthew was stubborn. Wat
were politics to us, he said, as long as the cafes and nuseums stayed open?
That was when he had his reservations and that was when we woul d use them"

"Matthew? That's the professor you ran away with?" Garreth said.

"Matthew Carl son, yes, but it's nmore accurate to say | ran after him 1'd
had him for history that spring and knew he'd be going to Europe on his
sabbatical, and | wanted so much to get the hell away from Baunen and Kansas.
| threw nyself at him He was niddl e-aged with a mddl e-aged wife so the idea
of some coed, even an over-sized, clumsy one, finding himsexy turned himto
putty. He left his wife and took me with himinstead. W were sitting in a

cafe and | noticed his eyes going past ne. | turned around to see what he was
looking at. It was a who, a woman at the next table." Lane |aughed. "I hated
her on sight. She was so exquisite, like a Dresden figurine, small, perfect

cream conpl exion, hair |like sable, and violet, violet eyes. And she was

| ooking at Matthew, flirting with him Wrse, he |ooked back, all goggl e-eyed.
Suddenly | was furious. | threw myself at her, fully intending to ruin her
beauty for life."



Garreth renmenbered the photograph in the Chronicle. "You have tended to
react violently to other women interfering with your neal ticket, haven't
you. "

She grinned. "Ch, yes. And this would have been another nasty scene except
she | ooked straight at nme and said very calmy, in the npst charm ng accent,
'Please don't be angry. Sit down. It would delight me to have you join ne for
tea." And suddenly | wasn't angry any |longer, and Matthew and | did join her."

The scene played in Garreth's head. He gl anced si deways at Lane,
fascinated. "How did you cone to find out she was a vanpire and ask her to
make you one, too?"

"I found out by observation, watching her with nen, always a different one,
i ncludi ng Matthew once, and seeing the man afterward. She sort of took ne
under her wing after that afternoon. '|I sense you are a very unhappy young
worman,' she told nme several days later. 'You think you are ugly.' She taught
me to dress and wal k properly. 'You cannot be small and cuddly so don't waste
your youth longing to be. Think of yourself as a goddess, a queen, and nove

like one.'" Irina was the one who showed ne that | had a singing talent. She
even paid for coaches to train ny voice. But that was later. At first she was
just kind and when | saw how nuch nen fawned over her, | wanted to be just
like her, so | watched her closely in order to inmtate her." Lane frowned.
"Way | realized she was a vanpire, | don't know. Even though | had al ways been
fasci nated by werewol ves and vampires and ogres while growi ng up, dream ng of
becom ng one and weaking revenge on all ny tornmentors, | didn't believe in

them If I'd been back in Kansas, the idea would never have occurred to ne; it
woul d have seened preposterous. But | was in Vienna, where it seened all the
fairytales in the world mght be true. 1'd found nyself a kind of fairy

godnot her, hadn't 1? | figured it out and when it cane time for Matthew and ne

to leave, | refused to go with him | went running to Irina, weeping, claimng
he'd been over come with renprse and guilt about the way he'd treated his wife
and had abandoned nme. | begged to stay with her, as her maid if nothing el se.”

"And she let you."
A complacent snile lifted the corners of Lane's nouth. "Yes, but as a

conpani on, not maid. | was useful to her, you see. She quickly realized | knew
what she was and didn't care. She al so saw that as | gai ned sel f-confidence, |
attracted men . . . neals for her. After a couple of years, | begged to join

her in her life. She refused at first, saying how hard and lonely a life it
is, but when | pointed out that she wouldn't have to be lonely anynore, she

agreed. | think she was sorry. She kept scolding ne and threatening to | eave
me on my own if | killed another man. 'It is excessive; it is dangerous. You
must | earn control,' she would say."

The uneasiness, the feeling that he should be remenberi ng sonet hi ng,
stirred again in Garreth. "lrina was right," he said.

Lane snorted. She flung herself away from him pacing across the bandstand.
"Not if it's done right, like a wild animal did it, or a fanatic cult. | knew
what | was doing. Irina came froma superstitious age, when people believed in
vampires, and was careful out of habit. Even so, sonetimes . . ." She turned

back to face him "Sonetinmes | wonder if she conprehended how much power we
have. And how much safety in this age of |ogic and technol ogy. W can do
what ever we like with no fear of reprisal."

The chill inside himexploded outward, shattering the warm spell her plans
had woven around him reninding hi mwhy he was here and what he had to do.
"No. We can't. W still have to be accountable.”

Her frown told himshe saw she was | o0sing himagain. Lane hesitated, m nd
churning visibly, then shook her head with an indulgent smile. "Ah, we're back
to that again, are we?"

"I msorry, yes."

She shrugged. "I'msorry, too, but | suppose it's too much to forget what
you were so soon. You have to grow out of it. Then let me start you on your
way by dispensing with this foolish illusion you have of returning ne to San

Franci sco. It can't be done. Rosary handcuffs and a garlic cell mght hold ne,



but you'll never get ne fromhere to there. I'Il kill you first, even though I
adore you and long to show the world to you. Now |l ay down these w sps of
humanity you cling to and come with nme. Enjoy the power that is ours.”

Cold and dread sunk into his spine, bones, and gut. Dread? O maybe j ust
uncertainty. Wat she said carried a ring of truth. "Power? Sonething |'ve
| earned as a cop, and maybe as a vanpire, too, is that power always carries
responsibility, and the greater the power, the greater the responsibility for
not abusing it."

Lane snorted. "A human notion. For us there is no responsibility because
there is no one with nmore power who can punish us."

The dread grew. The latter was certainly true. Garreth felt |eaden, as
t hough daylight pressed down on him Very soon, he feared, he would see what
the dread was, and he did not want to. That she was right. That he nust forget
Lien and Harry, Maggi e and Nat, everyone he cared about, and | ook on them as
no nmore than wal ki ng bottles of blood?

"And we certainly have no responsibility to humans," Lane continued coldly.
"They are only food. We prey on them W nmust. It's our nature.”

The words cut like a knife, but to his surprise, the knife did not stab
him Rather, it sliced through his uncertainty, suddenly releasing him He
straightened like a drowning man finding a bottomunder his feet and his head
out of the water. "Bullshit! It's the vanpire nature to need bl ood and prefer
dar kness and sleep on the earth, and that is all! The rest we choose: our
source of blood, killing or not in obtaining it, the way we use our power. |
may be newto this life, but | can recognize the difference between what |
must do and what | may do. So don't do any nunbers on me about predestination
and compul sive behavior!" H's voice was rising. Wth an effort, Garreth
dragged it down again, to keep the whole town from hearing. "You abuse people
because you hate them You kill because you enjoy it. | understand why you do
it, but that doesn't nean you have to do it, and it sure as hell doesn't
justify it! You're a killer and you have to answer for it."

Her eyes flared. "You' ve decided that, have you? Tell me, how do you
justify that? What gives you the right to judge ne? That badge?"

The dread burst in him like ice, like hunger cranps. He wanted to turn
away and throw up. "No, not the badge." There was no responsibility, she said,
because there was no one with greater power to punish her . . . the sane

principle punks Iike Wnk lived by: get away with everything you can unti
you' re caught. And of course they never thought they would be caught. There
was anot her principle, though, one that worked in human | aw and coul d apply
equally to vanmpires. An awareness of it must have been working at himsince
the evening's first nmention of the difficulty of taking her back to San
Franci sco. He drew a deep breath and said steadily, "I'myour peer."

She froze. "A jury of one?"

Acting to recreate order must be done with proper authority. He | eaned back
against the rail, fingers biting intoit. "I'mall there is."

Lane stared at him He avoi ded her gaze. After a nonment, she gave up trying
to trap his eyes and shrugged. "Very well. How does the jury find me? Guilty?"

He felt as though he were suffocating. "Yes."

"Then what sentence do you pass?"

The question stunned him Sonething el se he had not thought through. Wat
could he do? Have her make some ki nd of anonynmous cash gift to conpensate the
dead men's famlies? But that did nothing to restrain her fromkilling again.
"I . . . have to think about it."

"Poor baby." She strolled back and reached out as though to stroke his
cheek.

But before she touched him her hands dropped to grab his upper arnms. A
knee drove hard up into his groin.

Pai n expl oded through Garreth. The worl d di sappeared beyond a ragi ng bl ue
haze and he dropped to the floor, withing and gasping in anguish.

Dimy, he felt her hands going through his jacket pockets, and heard the
jingle of keys. 