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"A man who | oves a vanpire |ady need not die young, but cannot live
forever'

(wWal achi an proverb)

It was the thirteenth of June in the Year of Qur Lord 1623. Warm weat her
had come early to Grand Normandy and the streets of London were bat hed
in sunlight. There were crowds everywhere and the port was busy with

shi ps, three having docked that day.
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One of these ships, the Freemartin, had come fromthe equatorial regions
and had produce fromthe nmysterious heart of Africa, including ivory,
gol d and the skins of exotic animals. She had al so brought back l|ive
animals, for the prince's nenagerie in the Lions' Tower. Runour spoke of

three nore lions, a snake as long as a man was tall, and brightly-clad
parrots which the sailors had taught to speak. There was tal k, too, of
secret and nore precious goods - intricately-carved jewels and magica

charnms - but such gossip always attended the docking of any vessel from
renote parts of the world.

Beggars and street urchins had fl ocked to the dockl and, responsive as
ever to such whisperings, and were plaguing every seaman in the streets,
as anxious for gossip as for copper coins. The only faces not ani nated
by excitenent were those on the severed heads atop the Southwark Gate.
The Tower of London, though, stood quite al oof fromthe hubbub, its tal
and forbidding turrets so renbte fromthe streets that they seened to
belong to a different world.

Ednmund Cordery, Mechanician to the Court of Prince Richard, was at work
in his garret in the south-west turret of the White Tower. Carefully, he
tilted the small concave nmirror on the brass device which rested on his
wor kbench, catching the rays of the afternoon sun and deflecting their
light through the hole in the stage, and then through the system of

| enses which nmade up the instrument before him

He | ooked up, then stood and noved aside, directing his son, Noell, to
take his place. 'Tell me if all is well," he said, tiredly. 'l can
hardly focus ny eyes.

Noel | closed his left eye and put the other to the mcroscope. He turned
the wheel which adjusted the height of the stage. 'It's perfect,' he
said. 'What is it?

'"The wing of a noth,' his father replied.

Ednmund scanned the polished tabl etop, checking that the other slides
were in readi ness for the denonstration. The prospect of the Lady
Carmilla' s visit filled himwith a conpl ex anxi ety which he resented
Even in the old days, she had not cone often to his workroom but to see
her here now woul d perforce awaken nmenori es which the occasi ona

gl i npses which he caught of her in the public parts of the Tower and on
cerenoni al occasions did not recall

"The water slide is not ready,' Noell said. 'Shall |4&€?

Ednmund shook his head. 'I shall make a fresh one when the tine cones,’
he said. 'Living things are fragile, and the world which is in a water
drop is all-too-easily destroyed.'

He | ooked further along the bench-top, and noved a crucible, placing it
out of sight behind a row of jars. It was inpossible--and
unnecessary--to nmake the place tidy, but he felt it inmportant to
conserve some senbl ance of order and control. He went to the wi ndow and
| ooked out, over the Col d-Harbour Tavern and St. Thomas's Tower, at the
sparkling Thanes and the distant slate roofs of the houses on the
further shore.

Fromthis high vantage-point the people in the precincts of the Quter
Ward seened tiny. He was hi gher above themthan the cross on the steeple
of the church beside the Leathernmarket. Edmund's gaze dwelt on that

di stant synmbol. He was by no nmeans a devout man, but such was the
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agitation within himthat he crossed hinmself, nurnuring the ritua
devotion. As soon as he had done it, he chided hinself for his weakness
of spirit.

I amforty-four years old, he thought, and a nmechanician. | am no | onger
the boy who was favoured with the |ove of the lady, and there is no need
for this trepidation.

This private scolding was a little unjust. It was not sinply the fact
that he had once been Carnilla Bourdillon's |over which provoked his
anxi ety. There was the mcroscope on the bench. There was the fact that
he was foll owed whenever he went about the Quter Ward, so that his every
chance neeting had conme under scrutiny. If that were not enough, there
was the ship fromAfrica, whose nmaster had undertaken a mission for the
Invisible College while fulfilling Richard's denand for new |lions for
hi s col |l ecti on.

But he had lived with danger for many a year, and had school ed hi nsel f
to stay calm Lady Carnmilla was a different matter. His rel ationship
with her had been a genuine affair of the heart, and it pai ned hi mthat
she was now doing Richard's work, beconing an internediary between
prince and nmechanician. The fact that an internediary had been brought
in at all was an overt sign that Edrmund had | ost favour. He hoped that
he woul d be able to judge by the lady's reaction how much there really
was for himto fear.

The door opened, and she entered. She hal f-turned, dism ssing her
attendant with a brief gesture. She was alone, with no friend or
favourite in tow She cane across the roomcarefully, lifting the hem of
her skirt a little, though the fl oor was not dusty. Her gaze flicked
fromside to side, over the shelves with their bottles and jars, the
furnace, the turning-nmachine, and the nunerous tools of the
mechani ci an's craft.

To many, vanpires and commoners alike, this would have seened a room
full of nysteries, redolent with unholiness - like the alchem st's den
which the unfortunate Harry Percy had nade for hinmself while he was an
unwi | ling guest in the Martin Tower. The Lady Carnilla probably saw no
very great difference between the work of the w zard earl and that of
the nmechanician, but it was always difficult to judge what the opinion
of vanpires was regarding the nultifarious quests for know edge which
common nmen nowadays pursued. Her attitude was cool and controlled. She
canme to stand before the brass instrunent which Ednund had recently
conpl eted, but only glanced at it before raising her eyes to stare fully
into his face.

"You | ook well, Master Cordery,' she said, calmy, 'but you are pale.
You shoul d not shut yourself in your roons now that summer is conme to
Nor mandy.

Ednmund bowed slightly, but continued to nmeet her gaze.

She had not changed in the slightest degree since the days when he had
been intimate with her. She was already four hundred and fifty years old
- not a great deal younger than Richard - but her beauty had not begun
to fade. Her colour was very white, as was common in the vanpires of
northern Europe, and had that lustrous purity - alnpbst a silvery sheen -
whi ch was the unm st akabl e badge of immortality. No nole or wart, no
scar or pockmark, could mar the perfection of a vanpire face. Her eyes
were a deep liquid brown and her hair was jet black, in striking
contrast to her skin. Vanpires very rarely retained fair hair after
conversion, even when they had been born with it. Her |ips were gently
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He had not stood so close to her for several years, and he coul d not
help the tide of menmories rising in his mnd. For her, it would be
another matter: his hair was greying now, his skin beginning to crease;
he must seem an altogether different person. But as he met her gaze it
seemed to himthat she too was remenbering, and not entirely w thout

f ondness.

"My lady,' he said, his voice quite steady,
apprentice, Noell.'

may | present nmy son and

Noel | bl ushed, and bowed nore deeply than his father

The Lady Carnilla favoured the youth with a smle. 'He has the | ook of
you, Master Cordery,' she said. To Noell, she added: 'In the days before
you were born, your father was the handsonmest man in England. You are
very like him and should be proud.' She returned her attention then to
the instrument. 'The designer was correct? she asked.

"Yes, indeed,' he replied. 'The device is npbst ingenious. | would dearly
like to neet the man who thought of it. It taxed the talents of ny

| ens-grinder severely, and | think we m ght nmake a better one with
greater care and skill. This is a poor exanple, as one nust expect from
a first attenpt.’

The Lady Carnilla sat down, and Edrmund showed her how to apply her eye
to the instrunent, and how to adjust the focusing-wheel and the mrror
She expressed surprise at the appearance of the magnified noth's w ng,
and Ednmund showed her the whol e series of prepared slides, which

i ncluded ot her parts of insects' bodies, and thin sections cut fromthe
stems and seeds of plants.

"I need a sharper knife and a steadier hand, ny lady,' he told her. 'The
device shows all too clearly the clumsiness of nmy cutting.

'"Ch no, Master Cordery,' she assured him politely. 'These are quite
pretty enough. But we were told that nore interesting things mght be
seen. Living things too small for ordinary sight.

Ednmund expl ai ned the preparation of water-slides. He nmade a new one,
using a pipette to take a drop froma jar full of dirty river-water
Patiently, he hel ped her search the slide for the tiny creatures which
human eyes were not equi pped to see. He showed her one which flowed as
if it were alnost liquid itself, and tinier ones which noved by nmeans of
cilia. She was captivated, and watched for sone little tine, noving the
slide very gently with her painted fingernails.

Eventual |y, she asked: 'Have you | ooked at other fl uids?

"What kind of fluids? he asked, though the question was quite clear to
him and di sturbed him

She was not prepared to nmince words. 'Blood, Master Cordery,' she said,
softly. Her past acquaintance with him had taught her respect for his
intelligence, and he half-regretted it.

"Blood clots very quickly," he told her. 'l could not produce a
satisfactory slide. It would take nore skill than |I have yet acquired
But Noell has made draw ngs of nmany of the things which we have studied.
Woul d you like to see then®'

She accepted the change of subject, and indicated that she woul d. She
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moved to Noell's station, and began sorting through the draw ngs,
occasionally | ooking up at the boy to conplinment himon his work. Ednmund
stood by, renmenbering how sensitive he once had been to her npods and
desires, trying hard to work out exactly what she m ght be thinking.
Somet hing in one of her contenplative glances at Noell sent an icy pang
of dread into his gut. He did not know hinmself whether it was anxiety
for his son, or jealousy.

"May | take these to show to the prince? asked the vanpire, addressing
the question to Noell rather than his father. The boy nodded, too
enbarrassed to construct a proper reply. She took a selection of the
drawi ngs, and rolled theminto a scroll. She stood up, and faced Ednund
agai n.

"The court is nost interested in this apparatus,' she infornmed him 'W
must consider carefully whether to provide you with new assistants, to
ai d devel opnent of the appropriate skills. In the neantinme, you may
return to your ordinary work. | will send soneone for the instrunent, so
that the prince may inspect it at his leisure. Your son draws well, and
must be encouraged. You and he may visit ne in nmy chanbers on Mnday
next; we will dine at seven o' clock.'

Ednmund bowed to signal his acquiescence; it was, of course, a comand
rather than an invitation. He noved before her to the door and held it
open for her. He exchanged a brief glance with her as she went past him
but her expression was distant now, and inscrutable.

When she had gone, sonething taut unwound inside him |eaving him
rel axed and emptied. He felt strangely cool and distant as he considered
the possibility that his life was in peril.

It was not even ny invention, he thought, angrily. After so nmany years
of carejul treason, so nuch endeavour to find the secret of their
nature, aml| to be thought too dangerous to live only because | have
seen what another man has devi sed? O have they changed their mnds
about our schol arly endeavours, and decided to keep watch on all of
Francis Bacon's friends, and the Earl of Northunberland s magi too?

He wat ched Noell while the boy carefully put away the slides which they
had used in the denonstration. He had enjoyed these | ast few weeks,
since his son had joined himin his work. As the Lady Carnilla had said,
Noel | was very like his father, though he had not yet grown to his ful
stature, and his mind was only beginning to quicken with that

i nqui sitiveness and ingenuity which had made Ednund Cordery what he was.

Al as!, thought Edmund, | had hoped the day m ght come when | no | onger
need protect thee fromthe truth of ny pursuits. Now, perhaps, | nust
send thee away, and trust thee to the hands of another tutor.

Al oud, he said only: 'Be careful, ny son. The glass is delicate and
sharp in the edge; there is danger of injury on either side.'

When the twilight had faded Edmund Iit a single candle on the bench, and
sat staring into the flanme. He had been turning the pages of Antonio
Neri's Arte Vitraria, which had nade the secrets of the Venetian

gl assmakers known t hroughout Europe, but he had found hinself unable to
concentrate on the text. He put the book aside, and poured dark wi ne
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froma flask which he kept in the room He did not | ook up when Noel
came in, though he heard the door open and cl ose; but when the boy
brought another stool close to his and sat down, Ednund offered himthe
flask. Noell seened surprised, but took it, then found hinmself a goblet,
poured a neasure, and sipped carefully.

"Am | old enough to drink with thee, then?' he asked, with a hint of
bitterness in his voice.

"You are old enough,' Ednund assured him deliberately using the |ess
intimaite formof address. 'Beware of excess and never drink al one.
Conventional fatherly advice, | believe.'

Noel | reached across the bench so that he could stroke the barrel of the
m croscope with slender fingers. He had not had nmuch of fatherly advice,
conventional or otherw se. Edmund had t hought it prudent to keep him at

a safe distance fromtreasonous activities, and from dangerous thoughts.

"What are you afraid of ?” Noell asked, matching his father's form of
speech, so that they addressed one another not as parent and child, but
as equal s.

Ednmund sighed. 'You are old enough for that, too, | suppose?

"I think you ought to tell ne.

Ednmund | ooked at the brass instrument, and said: 'It mght have been
better to keep a machine like this a secret anong common nen, at | east
for a while. Some clever Italian mechanician, | dare say, eager to

pl ease the vampire lords and | adies, showed off his invention as proud
as a peacock, avid for their applause. Doubtless the trick was bound to
be di scovered, though, now that all this play with | enses has becone
fashi onabl e; and such a secret could not be kept for |ong.'

"You'l | be glad of eyegl asses when your sight begins to fail,' Noel
told him 'In any case, | can't see the danger in this new toy.

Ednmund sniled. 'New toys,' he nused. 'Clocks to tell the tinme, nills to
grind the corn, lenses to aid human sight. Turni ng-nachi nes to nmake
screws, coin-presses to mark and nmeasure the wealth of the Inperium All
produced by comon craftsnen for the delight of their nmasters. | think
we have succeeded in proving to the vanpires how very cl ever nodern nen
can be, and how rmuch nore there is to knowthan is witten in the pages
of the Greek and Ronan sages.

"You think that the vanpires are beginning to fear us?

Edmund poured wine fromthe flask and passed it again to his son. 'They
have encouraged schol arshi p because they thought it a fit distraction; a
defl ection of our energy fromresentful and rebellious ideas. They never
| ooked for the kinds of reward which our |earned nen have begun to reap
Great changes are renmking the world: changes w ought by artifice and

di scovery. But an enpire of imuortals |oves constancy. Vanpires m strust
the new, whenever it rises above nere novelty. Yes, the vanpires are
becom ng anxi ous, and justly so.'

"But conmon nen, without immunity to pain, disease and injury, could
never threaten their dom nion.

"Their rule is founded as much in fear and superstition as in their
nature,' Edmund said, quietly. 'To be sure, they are long-lived; they
suffer only a little fromdi seases which are fatal to us; and they have
marvel | ous powers of regeneration. But they are not invul nerable. Their
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enpire is nore precarious than they dare admt. After centuries of
strife they still have not succeeded in inmposing vanpire rule on the
Mohammedan nations. The terror which keeps themin power in Gaul and
Wal achia is based in ignorance and superstition. The haughtiness of our
princes and knights conceals a gnawi ng fear of what night happen if
comon men | ose their reverence for vanpirekind. It is difficult for
themto die, but they do not fear death any the less for that.'

" There have been rebellions against vanpire rule in Gaul and WAl achi a.
They have al ways failed."'

Edmund nodded. 'But there are three million comoners in Gand

Nor mandy,' he said, 'and less than five thousand vanpires. There are no
nmore than forty thousand vanpires in the whole Inperiumof Gaul, and no
greater nunber in Walachia. | do not know how many there might be in
Cathay, or India, or in the heart of Africa beyond the Mhammedan | ands,
but there too, common nen nust out nunber vanpires very greatly. If
commoners no |onger saw their nasters as denons or dem gods, but only as
creatures nore sturdily made, the vanpire enpires would be frail
Vanpires say that the centuries through which they live give thema

wi sdom whi ch conmon men can never attain, but that claimhas becone
increasingly difficult to believe. Al but a very few of the new things
in the world are the work of comron nen: Dutch ships and Dutch | oonms,
Nor man cannon and Nornan gl ass. Qur arts nechanical have outstripped
their arts nagical, and they knowit.'

"Woul d not the vanpires argue that such devices are only useful to nake
the world nore confortable for common nmen - that our nechanical arts are
but a poor substitute for the magical power to renake oursel ves, which
they have and we do not?

Edmund | ooked carefully at his son, with a certain pride. He was gl ad
that the boy knew how to handl e a disputation. He had given Noell to
other teachers at an early age, thinking it best to keep hinself apart
fromthe boy. In these |last few weeks of closer association, though, he
had seen much in the boy's conduct which rem nded himof his own habits
and inclinations, and it had pleased him- affection for his son had
never been lacking in him but circunstances had not allowed himto
bring it to a proper fruition. It seemed |ikely that they never woul d.
Perhaps this was his only opportunity to pass on that fraction of the
know edge he had gl eaned whi ch he had never dared trust to another.

He hesitated. But there could be no harm- could there? - in a
di scussi on and di sputation such as scholarly nen engaged in for
anmusenent .

'Vanpi res have a power,' agreed Edmund, 'which we call a nagi c power.

But what do we nean by a magic power? |Is it nagic when we design the
sails of a ship so that it nakes headway against the wind? Is it a nagic
power which is in the vacuum which we use in punps to draw water from
our nmines? Is it magic which allows silver to dissolve in nercury as
sugar dissolves in water? All these tricks were magi c when they were
shown to people who did not known how they were done. Magic is sinply
that which we do not yet understand.

"But a vanpire is very different froma common man,' insisted Noell. "It
is a difference of the soul, nothing to do with mechanical art. The sou
whi ch ani mates the body of a common man is nmuch | ess powerful than the
soul which animates a vanpire body, and no nere physick will grant it
that power.'

"No nere physick,' echoed Ednund. 'And yet, | wonder. That wi zard earl,
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Harry Percy, who was locked in the Martin Tower for so many years,

| aboured to make an elixir of life which would nake us all the equal of
the vanpires. Richard' s knights | ooked on in anmusenent, and called him
the mad earl--but they watched himvery carefully for all that. R chard
was fascinated by his experinments in prophecy and his studies of

al chemical texts. Had Percy's researches ever cone close to the neans by
whi ch the vanpires nmake thensel ves, they would have killed hi mnost
expedi tiously."'

'The Gregorians believe that vanpires are the devil's creation,' said
Noel | . 'They say that the vanpires hold sabbats at which Satan appears,
and that vanpires are nore powerful than conmon nen because they are
possessed by the souls of denobns, which Satan puts into their bodies
when they have renounced Christ and sworn to do evil.'

Edmund was nonentarily alarned by this speech. It was not wi se to speak
that heresy within the Tower walls, for fear of being overheard. Pope
Gregory's condemmation of the vanpires mght be reckoned a nore danagi ng
rebellion against their rule than any arnmed insurrection, and the
vanpire princes knew it. They had been quick to force a new pope to
condemm Gregory as the foulest of heretics, and had now gone so far as
to place a vanpire on the throne of St. Peter, but they had not entirely
stanped out the notion of their denonic status, and perhaps never woul d.
It was such a fine and lurid story--the kind of forbidden slander in

whi ch every man del i ghted, whatever he might really believe

'The orthodox viewis that the vanpire estate was ordered by God, as
were the estates of common nen,' Ednund reninded his son. 'The Church
now tells us that the vampires were granted long |life upon the earth,
but that this is as nuch a burden as a privil ege, because they nust wait
all the nore patiently to enjoy the bounty of Heaven.

"Wul d you have nme believe that?' asked Noell, who knew well enough that
his father was an unbeliever.

"I would not have you believe that they are devil's spawn,' said

Ednmund, gently. "It is unlikely to be true, and it would be a pity to be
burned as a heretic for casually speaking an untruth.

"Tell me then,' said Noell, 'what you do believe.'
Ednmund shrugged, unconfortably. 'Il amnot sure that it is a nmatter for
belief,'" he said. 'l do not know. Their longevity is real, their

resi stance to disease, their powers of regeneration. But is it really
magi ¢ that secures these gifts? | amprepared to believe that they carry
out nysterious rituals, with strange incantations, but | do not know
what virtue or effect there is in such conduct. | often wonder whether
they are certain in their own mnds. Perhaps they cling to their rites
as common nen in Europe cling to the mass, and the foll owers of Mhamed
to their own cerenpnies, out of habit and faith. Cearly, they know what
must be done to nake a common man a vanpire, but whether they understand

what they do, | cannot tell. Sonetimes, | wonder whether they are as
much the victinms as we of that superstitious terror which they try to
instil in us.'

"Do you believe, then, that there is an elixir - a potion which m ght
make every man safe fromall disease and injury, and delay death for
many centuries?

"The alchenmists talk of a secret wi sdom whi ch was known | ong ago in
Africa, of which the vanpires are now the custodians, but | do not know
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whether to believe it. If it were only a nmagi c brew whi ch nade vanpires,
I think the secret might have escaped | ong ago.

Noel | stared at the instrument which was before him lost in
contenpl ati on. Then he said: 'And do you think that this device night
somehow reveal the secret of vanpire nature?

"I fear that Richard thinks so. He is very uneasy. The Inperiumis
troubled, and it is said that the Freemartin has confirmed runours of a
pl ague in Africa which can kill vanpires as well as conmon nen.'

H s tone was very sonbre, and he was surprised when Noell uttered a
smal | | augh.

"I'f we discovered the secret, and all became vampires,' he said,
lightly, 'whose blood would we drink?

It was a comon remark--the kind of ironic jest which children liked to
ask of one another. Ednund was tenpted, for a nonent, to be flippant in
his turn, and turn the whol e conversation in a hunmorous direction, but
he knew t hat was not what the boy intended. Noell's |augh had been a
sign of enbarrassnent--an apol ogy for introducing an indelicate subject.
But if one had to tal k about vanpires, one could hardly avoid the topic
of bl ood-drinking, however indecent its nention was supposed to be.
Carmilla Bourdillon had not been ashaned to speak of it - why should the
boy?

"It is another thing which we do not understand,' he said. 'It nakes us
unconfortable. It is not for ordinary nourishnment that a vanpire takes
the blood of nen; it does not serve themas bread or neat, and the
anounts they need are tiny. And yet, they do need it. A vanpire deprived
of blood will go into deep sleep, as though badly injured. It also gives
them a kind of pleasure, which we cannot wholly understand. It is a
vital part of the nystery which nakes them so terrible, so unhunana€

and hence so powerful .’

He stopped, feeling enbarrassed, not so nmuch because of conventiona

i deas of indecency, but because he did not know how nmuch Noel
under st ood regarding his sources of infornmation. Ednmund never tal ked
about the days of his affair with the Lady Carmlla--certainly not to
the wife he had married afterwards, or to the son she had borne him -
but there was no way to keep gossip and rumour fromreaching the boy's
ears. Noell nust know what his father had been

Noel | took the flask again, and this time poured a deeper draught into
his cup. 'l have been told,' he said,'that humans find a speci al
pl easure tood€ when they offer their blood to be drunk.'

"Not true,' replied Edmund, awkwardly. 'The pl easure which a common man
takes froma vanpire lady is the same pleasure that he takes froma
common lover. It night be different for the women who entertain vanpire
men, but | suspect that the unique pleasure which they claimto
experience has nore to do with the fact that nale vanpires so rarely
make | ove after the fashion of conmon nen. Then again, the nistresses of
vanpi res have the excitenent of hoping that they may becone vanpires
thensel ves. They seemto be&€ favouredd§ in that respect.' Ednmund
hesitated, but realised that he did not want the subject dropped, now it
had been broached. The boy had a right to know, and perhaps night one
day need to know. He remenbered how the Lady Carnilla had | ooked at the
boy when she told himthat he was |ike his father.

"But perhaps it is true, in a way,' Edmund went on. 'Wen the Lady
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Carmilla used to taste ny blood, it did give nme pleasure. It pleased ne
because it pleased her. There is an excitenment in loving a vanpire | ady,
which makes it different fromloving an ordi nary womanéd€ even though a
vanpire |lady's lover very rarely becones a vanpire--and never sinply
because he is her |over.

Noel | bl ushed, not knowing quite howto react to this acceptance into
his father's confidence. Finally, he seened to decide that it was best
to pretend a purely acadenic interest.

"Why are there nany nmore vanpire wonen than vanpire men in London and
the other Gaulish courts? he asked.

"No one knows for sure,' Edmund said. 'No comon nen, anyhow. | can tel
you what | suspect, from hearsay and by reasoni ng, but you nust
understand that it is a dangerous thing to think about, let alone to

di scuss. You nust know that | have kept many things hidden fromyou, and
I think you know why. Do you understand that there is danger in this, if
we continue?

Noel | nodded. The boy took another sip fromhis cup, as if to signify
that he was ready for all adult responsibilities. He was eager to |learn,
and Ednmund was glad to see it.

Ednmund set his own cup down, and drew breath, wondering how nuch Noel
m ght al ready know, and how nuch his know edge mi ght be confused by
col ourful fantasies.

' The vanpires keep their history secret,' said Ednund, 'and they have
tried to control the witing of human history, though the spread of
printing presses has made it inpossible for themto stop the

di stribution of forbidden books. It seens that the vanpire aristocracy
first cane to Western Europe in the fifth century, with the vanpire-|ed
horde of Attila, which conquered Rome. Attila nmust have known wel |
enough how to nake vanpires of those he wi shed to favour. He converted
Aetius, who becane the first ruler of the Inperiumof Gaul, and
Theodosius |1, who was then Enperor in Byzantium before that city
becane part of the Khanate of Wal achi a.

"OfF all the vanmpire princes and kni ghts who now exist, the vast majority
must be converts descended fromAttila and his kin. | have read accounts
of vanpire children born to vanpire |ladies, but they are probably fal se
Vanpi re worren are barren, and vanpire nmen are nuch less virile than
human men - it is well-known that they couple very rarely, though they
sunmon their mstresses nightly to take bl ood. Neverthel ess, the

m stresses of vanpires often becone vanpires thensel ves. Vanpire knights
claimthat this is a gift, bestowed deliberately by nmagic, but | am not
so sure that every conversion is planned and deliberate."'

He paused, then went on. 'It is possible that the senen of vampire nen
m ght carry some kind of seed which comuni cates vanpirismnuch as the
senen of common nmen nmakes wonen pregnant - - perhaps as haphazardly. The
mal e | overs of vanpire | adies don't becone vanpires; the female | overs
of vanpire nen often do; |ogic suggests the conclusion.'

Noel | considered this, and then asked: 'Then how are new vanpire |ords
made?’

'They are converted by other nale vanpires,' Edmund said. 'No doubt the
conversion involves elaborate rites and incantations, and perhaps an
elixir such as the Earl of Northunberland sought, but | suspect that the
ol d descriptions of the vanpire sabbat which the G egorians bandi ed
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about may have a little truth in them if we only assunme that Satan's
part is played by a vanpire lord.' He did not el aborate, but waited to
see whether Noell understood the inplication

An expression of disgust crossed the boy's face, followed by an
expressi on of disbelief. Ednund did not know whether to be glad or sorry
that his son could foll ow the argunent through, but he was not

surprised. The Gregorian accounts of the vanpire sabbat, which described
Sat an enj oyi hg unnatural sexual intercourse with his mnions, were so
thrilling as to be told and retold in scrupul ous detail. Then again,
there was a pillory outside the Lord Lieutenant's |odgings, where

di sl oyal servants were sonetimes |odged; it was comon practice for
those yeomen of the guard who were so disposed to visit the pillory by
night, to use the hapless victimwhile his wists and neck were pinned.
This too woul d be common know edge ampong the youths and servants of the
Tower, and Noell could hardly hel p but know what buggery was.

"Not all the wonen who lie with vanpire nmen becone vanpire | adies,’
Ednmund went on, 'and that nakes it easy for the vanpires to pretend that
they have sone special magic. But some wonen never becone pregnant,
though they lie with their husbands for years. | amnot certain whether
I should believe in the special magic.'

‘"It is said,' observed Noell,'that a common nman may al so becone a
vanmpi re by drinking vampire blood, if he knows the appropriate magic
spell."

"That,' said Ednund, 'is a dangerous nyth. It is a rumour which the

vanpi res hate, for obvious reasons. They exact terrible penalties if
anyone i s caught trying the experinment, and I know of no believable case
of anyone who becane a vanpire by such nmeans. The | adi es of our own
court are for the nost part one-time lovers of the prince's knights -

Ri chard, for all his | egendary handsoneness, has never been interested
in mstresses. W can only specul ate about the conversion of the prince
hi nsel f, which was probably a planned affair, done entirely for

political reasons, but he is said to have been a favourite of that

W1l liamwho brought this island into the Inperiumof Gaul in 1066. He
seenms to have been favoured above his father Henry, or that other Henry
who was hi s great-grandfather, each of whomwere made into vanpires |ate
inlife. WIliam my have been converted by Charl emagne hinsel f.

Noel | reached out a hand, pal m downwards, and made a few passes above
the candle-flame, making it flicker fromside to side. He stared at the
m croscope.

'Have you | ooked at bl ood?' he asked.

"I have,' replied Ednund. 'And senen. Common bl ood, of course--and
common senen. '’

" And?'

Ednmund shook his head. 'They are not honpbgeneous fluids,' he said, 'but
the instrument isn't good enough for detailed inspection. You' ve seen
yoursel f how col oured hal oes confuse the outlines of things, and the
magni fication is too weak. There are snall corpuscles--the ones in senen
may have long tails - but there nust be nored€ nuch nored€ to be seen
if I only had the chance. By tonmorrow, this instrument will be gone;

do not think I will be given the chance to build another.’

"You're surely not in danger!' protested Noell. 'You're an inportant man
- and your loyalty has never been questioned. People think of you as
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bei ng al nost a vanpire yourself. You are called al chenmi st or black
magi ci an, like the wizard earl! The kitchen girls are afraid of ne,
because |'myour son; they cross thensel ves when they see ne.'

Ednmund | aughed, a little bitterly. 'No doubt the ignorant suspect me of
intercourse with denons. Many avoid ny gaze for fear of the spell of the
evil eye. But none of that matters to the vampires. To the vanpires,
amonly a common nman, and for all that they value ny skills, they'd kil
me without a thought if they suspected that | m ght have dangerous

know edge. '

Noell was clearly alarnmed by this. '"Wuldn'ta€? He stopped, but
carried on after a brief pause. 'The Lady Carnmillad€ wouldn't shea€ ?'

"Protect me?' Edmund shook his head. 'Not even if | were her |over
still. Vanpire loyalty is to vanpires.'

He stood up, then, no |longer feeling the urgent desire to help his son
to understand. There were things the boy could only find out for

hi nsel f, and might never have to. He took up the candl e, and shiel ded

the flame with his hand as he wal ked to the door. Noell followed him

| eaving the enpty flask behind, but could not resist the tenptation to
ask one | ast question.

'But 4§ she did | ove you, did she not?

' Perhaps she did,' said Edmund Cordery, sadly. 'In her own way.'

Ednmund |l eft the Tower by the Lions' Gate, and crossed quickly into Petty
Wal es, | ooking behind himto see whether he was foll owed. The houses

whi ch extended fromthe edge of the wharf to the Bulwark Gate were in
darkness now, but there was still a trickle of traffic; even at two in
the nmorning the business of the great city did not cone entirely to a
standstill. The night had cl ouded over, and a light drizzle had begun to
fall. Sone of the oil-lanps which were supposed to keep the thoroughfare
lit at all times had gone out, and there was not a lanplighter in sight.
Ednmund did not mind the shadows, though; he hoped that they m ght be to
hi s advant age.

He di scovered as he wal ked towards the wharf that two men were doggi ng
his footsteps, and he dawdled in order to give themthe inpression that
he did not care where he was goi ng. Wen he reached the wharf, though,
he was quick to find a waterman--the only one who was abroad at this
ungodl y hour--and gave himthree penny pieces to row himacross the
Thanmes as fast as his boat could go.

Looki ng back, Ednmund saw the two spi es pause beneath a | anp. They were
di scussi ng whether to follow him One | ooked al ong the wharf towards
Traitors' Gate, but even the devil on horseback could not get to Tower
Bri dge, then back al ong the south bank to Pickle Herring Street, in tine
to catch himthat way. It was too soon, though, to congratul ate hinself,
because he knew that there mi ght be agents of the Lord Lieutenant

al ready waiting on the further shore.

He made his way to Druid Street with great care, listening for the sound
of footsteps behind him They came, though this time there was but one
man on his track. Once he entered the network of streets surrounding the
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Leat hermarket he could easily give the nan the slip, or so he judged,

but he was growi ng weary of this pestilent attention. Whomthe vanpires
destroyed, they first nade nad with the prying of their catspaws, and he
|l onged to draw his sword and have it out with the spy. But such
precipitate action could only work to his di sadvantage this night, and
he hoarded his wath for another tine.

He knew the maze of filthy streets around the Leathermarket very well.
He had been born in Crucifix Lane, and had lived in this district as a
child. It was while he was apprenticed to a | ocal clockmaker that he had
| earnt the cleverness with tools which had taken himinto the Tower, to
work with Sinmon Sturtevant under the tutel age of Francis Bacon. He had
been the best of the apprentices, though he was honest enough to know
that he could never have conme to his present position of authority but
for the interest taken in himby the Lady Carnilla. Her interest in the
cleverness of his fingers and the strength of his back had been entirely
different fromthe interest of poor Francis, who had hoped to be a
vanpire, but took one bribe too many, and |ost even his position as
Chancel | or.

Ednmund had a brother and a sister still living and working in this
district, though he saw themvery rarely. Neither one of themwas proud
to have a reputed magician for a brother, and though they were not
Gregorians, they neverthel ess thought that there was sonething unholy
about his one-tinme association with the Lady Carmilla. He sent noney to
his sister, sonetinmes, because her husband was often at sea and she did
not always find it easy to feed her children

He picked his way carefully through the rubbish in the dark alleys,
unperturbed by the sounds nmade by scavenging rats. He kept his hand on
the ponmel of the sword at his belt, but he had no need to draw it. The
packs of rats which plagued the shores of the Thanes woul d attack

chil dren under cover of dark, and sonetine bit whores as they plied
their trade, but they were too wily and cowardly to bother grown nen.

Because the stars were hidden the night was pitch-dark, and very few of
the wi ndows whi ch he passed were illum ned by candl elight, but he was
able to keep track of his progress by reaching out to touch famli ar
wal | s every now and agai n. Soon, he no |onger heard the footsteps of his
foll ower, and knew that he was safe.

He cane eventually to a tiny door set three steps down froma
side-street, and rapped upon it quickly, three tines and then twice.
There was a | ong pause before he felt the door yield beneath his
fingers, and he stepped inside hurriedly. The door clicked shut again,
and he rel axed, unaware until then how tense he had been.

He waited for a candle to be lit.

The light, when it canme, illuminated a thin femal e countenance, crabbed
and wrinkled. The crone's eyes were very pale and her wi spy white hair
was gat hered inperfectly behind a |inen bonnet.

"The lord be with you,' he whispered.

"And with you, Ednmund Cordery,' she croaked.

He frowned at the use of his name. It was a deliberate breach of
etiquette, a feeble and neani ngl ess gesture of independence. The old
worman did not |ike him'though he had never been |less than kind to her.
She did not fear him as so many others did, but she considered him
tainted. They had been bound together in the business of the Invisible

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harryl/...tableford%20-%20The%20Empire%200f%20Fear.txt (14 of 312) [2/24/2004 10:39:19 PM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/New%20Fol der/Brian%20Stabl ef ord%20-%20T he%20Empi re%200f %20Fear .txt

Coll ege for nearly twenty years, but she would never conpletely trust
him To her, he would al ways be a vanpire-I|over

She led himinto the inner roomwhere he had arranged to conduct his
business, and left himthere.

A stranger stepped fromthe shadows. He was short, stout and bald,
perhaps sixty years old. He nade the special sign of the cross, and
Ednmund did the sane.

"I am Edmund Cordery,' he said. 'Are you the one who was appointed to
take care of Richard's lions, and the other beasts, aboard the
FreemartinT

"Aye,' replied the other. "It fell to ne to take care of all the
beasts.' The older nman's tone was deferential, but not fearful. He
enphasi sed the word all very faintly, with a certain irony in his voice
He seened to Edmund to be an educated man, and no nere sail or.

"You have served Richard well - and the Coll ege even better, | hope,’
Edmund told him with careful courtesy.

"That | have,' said the other,'though it was mad work which your friends

asked ne to do. | think you do not know what evil matters you are toying
with.'
"Ch yes, sir,' said Edmund, coldly. "I know, indeed |I do. | understand

that you are a brave man. Please do not think that your nission is
underval ued. '

"I hope that you were not inconvenienced in comng to ne here,' said the
st out man.

"By no neans,' Ednund told him inmediately taking his neaning. ' Two
followed me fromthe Tower, but were |eft on the other bank. One cane
after ne on the south shore, but it was easy to shake him]l oose."'

"That is not good.'

"Perhaps not. But it has to do with another matter, not with our

busi ness. There is no danger to you, | think, and if the creatures for
the nenagerie are in a good state, Richard will be generous. He |oves
his lions, ever since they named him Lionheart. He is proud of his
reputation.’

The ot her man nodded uncertainly. 'Wen | was first told what you

wanted,' he said, 'l was told that it was Francis Bacon who needed these
things. | amunhappy to hear of his fall fromgrace. | have been asked
to tell you that the Coll ege does not want you to take risks. | w sh you

woul d | eave this gift with me, to be destroyed.'

' Destroyed! Wiy, man, you've risked your life to bring themhere! In any
case, it is not for you to guess what the College my want of me. | know
that better than anyone you may have seen in London.'

The stout man shook his head. 'Forgive ne if | appear to doubt you,
sir,' he said, 'but |I have seen one gentleman who is your friend. He is
anxi ous, sir, nobst anxious for your welfare.'

"My friends,' Ednmund replied, 'are sonetines over-careful.' H's voice
was stern, and he stared down into the smaller man's eyes, forbidding
further disagreenent.
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The stout man nodded again. It was a gesture of resignation, a

submi ssion to authority. He pulled sonething frombeneath a chair. It
was a large box, clad in leather. A row of small holes was set in the
side, and there was a sound of scratching fromwithin which testified to
the presence of living creatures.

"You did exactly as you were instructed? asked Ednmund.

The other nodded. 'Each tinme two died, two others were put in to feed
upon the corpses. Because of this, and the business of feeding the
pyt hon, there was hardly aé€

He broke off suddenly as Edmund reached out to the box, putting his hand
upon the mechanician's arm 'Don't open it, sir, | beg you! Not here!’

"There is nothing to fear,' Edmund assured him

"You haven't been in Africa, sir, as | have. Believe ne, everyone is
afraid. They say that vanpires are dying too, though there were no
vanpires to be found in the places we visited. Africa is a strange and
frightful continent, Master Cordery. No nan alive could go there and
return believing that there is nothing to fear.

"I know,' said Ednund, distractedly. "Tis a different world, where al
i s upside-down, where the nmen are black and the vampires are not
princes. | have told you what | think of your bravery; spare nme, | beg
you, your traveller's tales.' He shook off the older man's restraining
hand, and undid the straps which sealed the box. He lifted the Iid, but
not far - just enough to let the light in, and to |l et himsee what was
i nsi de.

The box contained two big black rats. They cowered fromthe |ight.
Edmund shut the Iid again, and fastened the straps.

"It's not ny place, sir,' said the stout nan hesitantly, '"but | really
do not think that you properly understand what you have there. |'ve been
in Corunna, and Marseilles. They renmenber other plagues in those cities,
and all the horror stories are energing again to haunt them Sir, if any
such thing ever cane to Londona€'

Ednmund tested the weight of the box, and found it Iight enough to give
himno difficulty. "It is not your concern,' he said. 'Your task nowis
to forget everything that has happened. | will comunicate with your
masters. The matter is in ny hands.'

"Forgive ne,' said the other, "but | nust say this: there is naught to
be gained from destroying vanpires, if we nust destroy ourselves too. It
is atragedy too terrible to contenplate that half the conmon nen of
Europe mi ght be wiped out, as the result of an intenperate attack upon
our oppressors.’'

Ednmund stared at the stout man, angrily. 'You talk too nuch,' he said.
"I ndeed, you talk a deal too much.’

"Il beg your pardon, sir.' He cowered away from Ednund's anger, but he
was obviously sincere in his anxiety.

Ednmund hesitated for a nonment, wondering whether to reassure the
messenger with a fuller explanation, but he had | earned | ong ago that
where this kind of business was concerned, it was best to say as little
as possible. There was no way of know ng when this nan woul d next be
required to speak of this affair, or to whom or with what consequence
In any case, a fuller explanation was by no neans certain to make the
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messenger rest any easier with his conscience or his fear

The mechani ci an took up the box. The rats stirred inside, scrabbling
with their small clawed feet. Wth his free hand, Ednund nade the sign
of the cross again.

"CGod go with you,' said the nessenger, with urgent sincerity.

"And with thy spirit,' replied Ednmund, dully. He left wi thout pausing to
exchange a ritual farewell with the old womman who lived in the house.

He wal ked quickly through the pitch-dark streets, with his free hand
still resting on the hilt of his sword. This time, he wal ked across
Tower Bridge, though he knew that there would be nmen there waiting for
him They would not dare to challenge him but would sinply follow him
back to the entrance of the Wite Tower, and then, when he left it
again, to his apartnents near the Munt. They would report to the Lord
Li eutenant that he had brought a box with him but if men were sent to
search for it in the hope of learning what it contained, they would not
findit.

It was by Traitors' Gate that he gained entry to the Tower. He was as
certain as he could be that whatever transpired during the next few
days, it would not be by the same gate that he would quit the citadel
however much he deserved the appellation which it bore. Hs aimwas to
carry betrayal to such unprecedented | engths that he woul d pl ace hinself
beyond the reach of the vampires' ordinary processes of vengeance.

FOUR

When Monday canme Ednund and Noell made their way to the Lady Carmilla's
chanmbers, which were in the gallery near to the Salt Tower.

Noel | had never been in such an apartnment before, and it was a great
source of wonder to him Ednmund watched the boy's reactions to the
carpets, the wall-hangings, the mirrors and the ornanents, and coul d not
hel p but recall the first tine he had entered the chanber hinself.
Not hi ng had changed here, and the roons were full of provocations to
stir his faded menories.

Younger vanpires tended to change their surroundings often, addicted to
novelty, as if they feared their own changel essness. The Lady Carnilla
had | ong since passed beyond this phase. She had grown accustoned to
changel essness, and had transcended the attitude to the world which
permitted boredom She had adapted herself to a new aesthetics of

exi stence, whereby her private space participated in her own eterna
saneness. I nnovation was confined to tightly-controlled areas of her
life, exenplified by the irregular shifting of her erotic affections
fromone |over to another.

The sunptuousness of the lady's table was a further source of

astoni shmrent to Noell. The knives and spoons which he normally used were
silvered pewter, though the forks which his father had |l ately bought
were solid silver, because imtations were not yet being nmade. Here, al
the inplements were silver, including the salt-cellars and casters.

I nstead of earthenware drinking vessels there were crystal goblets, and
carved decanters for the wines. The oval gateleg table was covered by a
fine linen cloth woven with a danmask design. The one thing that Carmlla
Bourdillon's table had in comon with Edmund Cordery's was the gl azed
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pottery made in Southwark, the plates and bow s being decorated with
bl ue brush work, representing entw ned fl owers.

The | avi shness of provision for just three diners was sonethi ng which
obvi ously took Noell aback, and Edrmund coul d see that his son was
confused. At home, the boy would be served with his nmeal and expected to
eat it, but here the table was set with a nunber of diverse dishes, from
whi ch he must choose. In the first course were included two soups, roast
beef and pork, and a sallet. Ednmund caught his son's eye, and let him
wat ch whil e he took what he needed, so that the boy could copy him

Al t hough the constant novenent of the |ady's servants seened to bother
Noell a little, Edmund was pleased to see that the boy settled down
qui ckly. When the second course was set out, with gane and sweet neats,
he hel ped hinmsel f nore casually.

Ednmund had been very careful in preparing his dress for this occasion,
fetching fromhis closet finery which he had not put on for nany years.
On official occasions he was al ways concerned to play the part of the
mechani ci an, and dressed in order to sustain that appearance. He never
appeared as a courtier, always as a functionary. Now, he was reverting
to a role which Noell had never seen himplay, and though the boy had no
i dea of the subtleties of his father's part, he clearly understood
sonet hi ng of what was going on; he had earlier conplained, in acid
fashion, about the dull and plain way in which his father required him
to dress. Edmund had di smissed his objections in a perenptory nmanner.

Ednmund ate and drank sparingly, and was pleased to see that Noell did
i kewi se, obeying his father's instructions despite the obvious
tenptations of the lavish provision.

When the second course was done with, the servants brought in nore sweet
things, including a sack posset flavoured with mace and ci nnanon.

"Do you like it?" she asked, when Ednund took his first taste. 'l had
the recipe fromone who is a friend of yours: Kenel m D gby.

Ednmund rai sed his eyebrows. Kenel m Digby was only a few years ol der than
Noell. He was a friend of Ednund's, but he was al so a nmenber of the
Invisible College, and it was disturbing to hear his nane nenti oned.
Kenel mwas the son of Sir Everard D gby, who had been executed in 1606
for his small part in hatching the Gunpowder Plot -a bold but fool hardy
attenpt to destroy Prince Richard.

"I did not know that he had visited the court,' said Ednund, politely,
though it was a |lie. He wondered - as she may have intended himto
wonder - whether the Lady Carm |l a planned to nake Di gby her next
favourite.

'The posset is excellent,' he assured her, pushing it to one side, 'but
I have little appetite left, after so remarkable a neal .’

For a while the Iady was content to exchange ordinary courtesies with
her guests, but she came quickly enough to the real business of the
eveni ng.

"Qur beloved Prince Richard,' she told Ednund, 'is quite enraptured by
your clever device. He finds it nobst interesting.

"Then | am pleased to nmake hima gift of it,' Ednund replied. 'And
woul d be pl eased to make another, as a gift for your |adyship.'

"That is not my desire,' she said coolly. '"In fact, | have other matters
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in mnd. The prince and the Lord Lieutenant have di scussed certain tasks
whi ch you might profitably carry out. Instructions will be conmunicated
to you in due tine, | have no doubt.'’

Ednmund bowed i n acknow edgenent .

"The | adies of the court were pleased with the draw ngs which | showed
to them' said Carmilla, turning to |l ook at Noell. 'You have a good
hand. Wuld you like to be a portrait painter, and have pretty vanpires
to copy?

‘I think | would rather be a nmechanician,' replied Noell.

"OF course,' she replied. 'After all, you are very like your father. Is
he not, Ednund?'

'"He has a way to grow, yet,' replied the nechanician.

The | ady again addressed herself to Noell. 'Even Richard narvelled at
the thought that a cupful of Thanmes water mi ght contain thousands of
tiny living creatures. Do you think that our bodies, too, mght be the
habi tati on of countless invisible insects?

Noel | opened his nmouth to reply, because the question had been so
obviously directed to him but Edmund interrupted smoothly. 'There are
creatures which may |live upon our skin,' he said, 'and worms within us.
We are told that the nmacrocosm reproduces in essence the m crocosm of
human bei ng; perhaps there is a smaller mcrocosmw thin us, where our

natures are reproduced again, incalculably small. The Earl of

Nort humber | and has i deas upon this subject, | believe, and | have
reada€

"I have heard, Master Cordery,' she cut in,'that the illnesses which

afflict common men mght be carried fromperson to person by neans of
such tiny creatures.'

'The idea that diseases were carried fromone person to another by tiny
seeds is an old one," Edmund replied, 'but I do not know how such seeds
m ght be recognised, and I think it very unlikely that the creatures we
have seen in river-water could possibly be of that kind. Galen tells
usag'

"It is a disquieting thought,' she said, interrupting again,'that our
bodi es m ght be inhabited by creatures of which we can know nothi ng, and
that every breath we take m ght be carrying into us the seeds of change,
too snmall to be seen or tasted. It nmakes ne feel uneasy.'

"There is no need,' Edmund protested. 'Seeds of corruptibility take easy
root in comon flesh, but yours is inviolate.'

"You know that is not so, Master Cordery,' she said levelly. 'You have
seen ne ill.'

‘I't was a pox which killed many comron nen, ny |ady, yet it gave to you
no nore than a nild fever.

"There are reports fromthe captains of Dutch ships, and fromthe nmaster
of the Freemartin, that the plague which has been raging in Africa has

now reached the southern regions of the Inperiumof Gaul. It is said
that this plague makes little distinction between comobn man and
vanmpire.'

"Runours, ny |lady,' said Edmund, soothingly. 'You know how news becones
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bl acker as it travels. | doubt that this disease is half as bad as it is
pai nted by travellers' tales.

The Lady Carnilla turned again to Noell, and this time addressed hi m by
nane so that there could be no opportunity for Ednund to usurp the
privilege of answering her. 'Are you afraid of me, Noell?" she asked.

The boy was startled, and stunbled slightly over his denial.

"You must not lie to nme,' she told him 'You are afraid of ne, because
am a vanpire. Mster Ednmund Cordery is a sceptic, and nust have told you
that vanpires are not such marvell ous nmagici ans as sone believe. But he
must al so have told you that a vanpire |lady can do you harmif she wills
it. Wuld you like to be a vanpire yourself, Noell?

Noel | hesitated before replying, but said: 'Yes, | think so.

"OfF course you would,' she purred. 'All humans woul d becone vanpires if
they could, no matter how they m ght pretend when they bend their knee
in church and thank God for naking themwhat they are. And nen can
becone vanpires; imortality is within our gift. Thus, we have al ways
enjoyed the loyalty and devotion of the greater nunber of our conmmon
subj ects. We have rewarded that devotion in fair measure. Few have
joined our ranks, but many have enjoyed the fruits of our favours. Even
the nobl es anong the comon nen, which you call in England earls and
baronets, have nuch to thank us for, because we are al ways generous to
those we |ove.'

"I have told himthe sane thing, ny |ady,' Ednmund assured her

"I could not doubt it,' said the Lady Carnmilla. 'And yet, had | asked
you whet her you earnestly desired to be a vanpire, you would not have
said yes. Am| correct?

"I amcontent with ny station, ny lady,' said Edmund. 'It is all that |
have desired. | amnot nobly born, even anong the common fol k.

"Of course,' she said. 'Your first delight was always to shape things
with your hands, to work with metal and with fire, to make new things,
and learn all you could of the nmechanical arts. You have done well,
Ednmund, and | am sure that you have sung our praises to your son, and
told hi mwhat excellent nasters we are.

'Have you expl ained to himhow the vanpire princes rescued Europe froma
Dark Age, and that as long as vampires rule, barbarismw || always be
hel d in check? No doubt you have told him rightly, that our rule has
not always been kind, and that we tolerate no defiance, but that we are
just as well as hard. It would have been far worse, would it not, for
Gaul to remain subject to those terrible nad enperors of Rone?

"I fear, ny lady, that ny duties have made it difficult for me to
supervise nmy son's education,' replied Edmund, 'but he has had the best
tutors in the court to teach himLatin and Greek, and rhetoric and

history.'
"And | amsure that he learnt his lessons well,' said Carnilla, turning
again to face Noell. 'Even so,' she said, softly,'there are men who

woul d upset our rule, and destroy us - did you know that?

Noel | did not know how to reply to this, and sinply waited for her to
continue. She seened a little inpatient with his gracel essness, and
Ednmund deliberately let the awkward pause go on. He had seen that his
i nterruptions would not dissuade her. Perhaps, he thought, there was a
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certain advantage in allowing Noell to nmake a poor i npression

"There is an organi zation of rebels,' the lady went on, '"anbitious to
di scover the nysterious way by which vanpires are made. They put about
the idea that they would make all nen immortal, if only they could

di scover how it mght be done, but this is alie, and foolish. The
menbers of this secret society seek power for thenselves.'

The vanpire | ady paused to ask for a new bottle of wi ne. Her gaze
wander ed back and forth between the gauche youth and his self-assured
fat her.

"The loyalty of your family is, of course, beyond question,' she
eventual ly continued. 'No one understands the workings of society better
than a nechanici an, who knows how forces nust be bal anced, and how the
different parts of a machine of state nust interlock and support one
anot her. Master Cordery knows how the cleverness of rulers resenbles the
cl everness of cl ocknmakers, do you not, Ednmund?'

‘"Indeed | do, ny lady,' replied Edmund.

"There m ght be a way,' she said, in a strangely distant tone,'that a
good nechanician nmight earn a conversion to vanpirism'

Ednmund was wi se enough not to interpret this as an offer or a prom se
He accepted a neasure of the new wine, and said: 'My |lady, there are
matters which it would be as well for us to discuss in private. My |
send nmy son to his roon®?

The Lady Carnilla' s eyes narrowed a little, but there was hardly any
expression in her finely-etched features. Edmund held his breath,
knowi ng that he was trying to force a decision upon her that she had not
i ntended to make so soon

' The poor boy has not quite finished his wine,' she said.
Ednmund did not argue. She clearly did not want the boy to go yet.

"Why do you think, Noell,' she said,'that so many conmon nen are opposed
to our rule?

Edmund | ooked quickly at Noell, and saw that he was flustered. He wanted
to deflect the Lady Carmilla's attention away fromthis perverse
interrogation, but had already found that he could not do it with polite
i nterventions. He wondered whet her she was using the boy to provoke him
or whether she was sinply indul ging herself in cruel playful ness.

She was capabl e of casual cruelty. None knew that better than he.

"Noel I cannot know these things,' he said, his voice now sharper and
more insistent. 'May | be allowed to make the expl anati on?

She rai sed her eyes, as though in defeat. 'Very well,' she said,
pr et endi ng di spl easure.

" Conmon men,' said Ednund, 'believe vanpires to be very cruel. They know
that vanpires are thensel ves al nost inmune from pain--that a vanpire can
becone quite indifferent to pain, by an effort of will. They cannot help
but be envious of this immunity, when tortures of every horrible kind
are prescribed as punishnents by Iaw. They see nen cast into dark and
filthy dungeons, shackled and pinned. They see nen flogged. They see
hands struck off, and the stumps di pped in boiling pitch. They nay not
see prisoners stretched on the rack, or broken by the strappado, or torn
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wi th pincers, but they know that these things happen in the crypts
beneath this very building. They nay see executions on Tower Hill, and
at Tyburn, if they have the stomach for it.

" You spoke earlier of KenelmDi gby, and whether you intended to or not,
you reni nded nme what happened to his father, whose part in the plot
against the prince was but a little one. He and three others, if you
will recall, ny |ady, were |ashed to hurdl es and dragged by horses a
full mle to the scaffold in St. Paul's churchyard, through streets
crowded with onl ookers. He was sorely bruised, and cut, and sneared with
all manner of filth. No sooner had Sir Everard clinbed the |adder, mny

| ady, than Richard's | oyal executioner cut the tightened rope by which
he hung, so that he had not even time to become unconscious, |et al one
to choke to death. Then he was dragged, still bound, to the bl ock, where
he was castrated, and his belly cut so that the entrails could be drawn
out. Then he was quartered, and his heart cut out to show to the crowd.

'l do not believe, as some have said, that when the executioner declared
hi m an eneny of his own people, Sir Everard' s dead |ips pronounced the
words "Thou liest!" but | know that he was a good man, who did not
deserve to die thus because he gave unknow ng succour to rebels.

'Common nen, my |ady, believe that such things could not happen, were
they ruled by their own kind. Ch, they have heard of Nero and the other
mad Romans, but they cannot credit that common nen of today, who know
the meani ng of pain, could subject their fellow nen to such ordeals.
Christian nen have little synpathy for the heathen Turks, but they are
si ckened by tales of what the Wal achian warlord Viad the Inpaler did to
his prisoners when he recaptured Byzantium Wen our own Richard fought
the Saracens, and when Charl enagne nmade treaty with Haroun al Raschid,
things went differently, but these days, which should have becone | ess
cruel, have instead becone bl acker. Alleged Gegorian heretics burn
daily throughout Gaul, and when so many nmen are consigned to the fire,
how can others be bl aned for wonderi ng whet her vanpires mnight indeed be
denons?

"That, ny lady, is why so many conmon nen detest you.

Ednmund gl anced at Noell, then, and saw that his son wore an expression
of horror, fearful for the fate of a man who could say such things to a
vanpire's face. But the Lady Carnmilla was not horrified at all. In fact,
she | aughed al oud, in apparent delight. 'Oh Ednund,' she said, 'l had
forgotten what it is to dispute with an honest man!’

"But father,' said Noell, '"you only describe what other nmen m ght think,
do you not?

"My lady knows,' said Edmund, gently,'that | amno Gegorian. | know
that she is no demon in disguise. But she also knows that | pity those
who nmust burn to death for nere foolishness, and all those who are hurt
only for the sake of hurting them | would that the world were a kinder
pl ace, and | understand why sone nen think that it never can be, while
those who reign over us have no proper understandi ng of that thing which
truly rules all our lives.

"Which thing is that?' asked Carmilla, no | onger |aughing.

"Fear,' ny lady, said Edmund. 'Only fear. Fear of death itself, but
chiefly fear of pain. | think we could all bear to die, even though our
masters do not. But men find it hard to suffer pain, in the know edge
that those who inflict such punishment coul d never be thus punished in
their turn.’
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"W punish vampires who are guilty of crines,' said Carmlla, flatly.

"Ch yes. You kill them in the ingenious ways by which vanpires nust be
killed. But you do not make them suffer pain, because you cannot. All of
your kind are indifferent to pain, unless you choose to feel it. |Is that
not so?

"It is so," she conceded. 'But will you tell nme, Ednund, whether the
greater nunber of nmen are any happier in those |ands where they are
ruled by common | ords? You take leave to pity the Turks, but do you not
al so pity those who were their victinms when they ravaged Byzantiun? |s
there no pain in the world of the Arabs, who |ikew se cut off the hands
of thieves, and execute nurderers, and devise cruel tortures - and keep
sl aves besides! There are no slaves in Gaul, save only for felons and
Mohamedans who serve as oarsnen in the galleys.

"You are right, ny lady,' said Ednund,'to rem nd ne that savages are
savage. | have no doubt that matters in the heart of Africa stand as
ill, though if what is said can be believed, comon nmen may there rule
over vampires. But the people of Gaul are Christians, who have heard
that they rmust |ove one another, and you cannot bl ame those poor

foll owers of Jesus who think the vanmpire princes have turned an uncaring
ear to that nmessage. They believe that kings who were conmon nen, and
under stood pain, and were Christians besides, could never do the things
whi ch vanpire princes do. Perhaps they are wong, but they believe it.

"And do you think that they might succeed in taking our place? she
asked. There was a sharper edge to her voice now.

"I think they might, ny lady. Once, all the vanpires of Europe were
united by the cause of conquest, which took themfar into the northern
nations, extending the Inperiumof Gaul to Denmark and these British

i sles, and taking Wal achia's boundaries deep into Russia. Afterwards,
the vampires of Gaul and Wal achia were united by the threat of a comon
foe: the Turks. But the Turks are chastened now, and have retreated from
Byzantium Now is the tinme when the vanpire-led nations will devel op
their owmn rivalries - and an enpire divided is an enpire which one day
must fall.'

"By your own account,' she replied, coldly,'the vanpire race can never
|l ack for a comon eneny.'’

Edmund snil ed, and acknow edged the point by raising his wineglass in
salute. Then he glanced, briefly, at Noell, before trying to neasure the
nmood to which the argunent had brought the | ady.

"I think ny son has had wi ne enough, ny lady,' he said. 'l will send him
away, if you will permit. There is a matter | would discuss with you in
private.'

Carmilla studied himfor a few seconds, then waved a |l anguid hand to
signal her consent. Noell came quickly to his feet, and took an awkward
| eave, bowi ng and bl ushi ng. Ednund watched the boy go quite calmy,
reacting not at all to Noell's last apologetic glance in his direction.
Ednmund knew t hat Noell would carry out his instructions, and dared not
ri sk suspicion by any hint of an untoward farewell.

When Noell had gone the Lady Carnmilla rose fromher seat and went from
the dining roominto an inner chanber. Edmund foll owed her

"Thou art presunptuous, Master Cordery,' she told him He marked the
change in the manner of address, and knew that the gane was all but won.
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"I was carried away, ny Lady. There are too many nenories here.'
"The boy is mne,' she said, 'if | so choose.

Ednmund bowed, but sai d not hing.

"And wilt thou be jeal ous of hin®

"Yes ny lady,' said Ednund. "I will. But | grow ever older, while he
must take his turn to becone a man such as | once was; and as for
theed€ why, the tine will be no different, but just the sane.

"I did not ask thee here tonight to nake love to thee. Nor was it ny
intention to begin the seduction of your son. This matter which thou
woul dst di scuss with ne--does it concern science or treason?

'Science, ny lady. As you have said yourself, ny loyalty is not in
question.'

Carmilla stretched out upon a sofa, and indicated that Ednmund shoul d
take a chair nearby. This was the antechanber to her bedroom and the
air was sweet with the odour of fine perfune.

' Speak,' she bade him

"I believe that Richard is anxious as to what ny little device m ght
reveal,' he said. "But | think you know well enough that a di scovery
once made is likely to be made again and cannot properly be unmade. Do
you want my advice, Lady Carmilla? He had changed deliberately to the
less intimte formof address, and was perversely pleased to observe
that she did not seemto like it.

'Do you have advice to offer, Ednmund?

'l do. Do not try to control the things that are happening in Gaul by
terror and persecution. If your rule is as unkind as it has been in the
past, you nmay open the way to destruction. Should the vanpires of G and
Nor mandy be prepared to concede power gradually to a parlianment of
commoners, they might show the way to a better world; but if instead
they strike out, their enemes will surely strike back.

The vanpire | ady | eaned back her head, |ooking at the ceiling. She
contrived a small laugh. "I cannot take advice such as that to Prince

Li onheart,' she told him 'He would not hear it. He rules, in his own
estimation, by divine right, according to his code of honour. He is
certain that the comon peopl e acknow edge the propriety of his clains.'

"I thought as nmuch, ny Lady,' Edmund replied, snmoothly. '"But | had to
say what was in ny mnd.'

" Conmon men have their own imortality,' she conplained. ' The Church
promises it, and you all affirmit. Your faith tells you that you nust
not covet the inmortality which is ours, and we do no nore than agree
with you when we guard it so jealously. You nmust |ook to Christ for

sal vation. | think you understand that we could not convert the whol e
world if we wanted to. Qur nmagic is such that it nust be used sparingly.
Are you distressed because it has not been offered to you? Are you

j eal ous? Woul d you becone our eneny because you cannot becone our kin?

"Prince Richard has nothing to fear fromne, ny lady,' he lied. Then he
added, not quite sure whether it was a lie or not: "I |oved thee
faithfully. | still do.'
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She sat up straight, and reached out a hand as though to stroke his
cheek, but he was too far away for her to reach.

"That is what | told Richard,' she said, 'when he said to nme that thou
wert a traitor. | said to himthat | could test thy loyalty nore keenly
in nmy chanbers than his officers in theirs. | do not think thou coul dst
del ude me, Edmund.'

She rose to her feet, and cane to him and took his face between her
hands.

"By norning,' she told him gently, "I will know whether or not thou art
atraitor.'

"That thou wilt,' he assured her

Fl VE

He woke before her, his nmouth dry and his forehead burning. He was not
sweat i ng; indeed, he was possessed by a feeling of desiccation, as

t hough the noisture was being squeezed fromhis flesh. H's head was
aching and the light of the norning sun, which streaned through the
unshuttered wi ndow, hurt his eyes.

He pulled hinmself up to a half-sitting position, pushing the coverl et
back fromhis bare chest.

So soon! he thought. He had not expected to be consuned so quickly, but
he was surprised to find that his reaction was one of relief rather than
fear or regret. He had difficulty collecting his thoughts, and was
perversely glad to accept that he did not need to do so.

He | ooked down at the cuts which she had made on his breast with her
little silver knife; they were raw and red, and nmade a strange contrast
with the faded scars whose criss-cross pattern told a story of
unforgotten passions. He touched the new wounds gently with his fingers,
and winced at the fiery pain.

| suffer, he thought, but there is virtue in suffering which those who
cannot suffer cannot know. Who feels no pain can feel no pity.

He pitied his sleeping |over, and was proud to do it. 'W are nartyrs
bot h," he whispered, very softly. 'Martyrs both.'

She woke up then, and saw hi minspecting the nmarks.

"Hast thou m ssed the knife?' she asked sleepily. 'Wert thou hungry for
its kiss? Thou may'st delight in its caress, for 'twas lovingly done.’

There was no need to lie now, and there was a delicious sense of freedom
in that know edge. There was a joy in being able to face her, at I|ast,
quite naked in his thoughts, and unashamed. 'Yes, ny Lady,' he said,
faintly. 'l had m ssed the knife. Its touch rekindled flames in my soul
where | had thought to find nmere enbers.

She had cl osed her eyes again, to allow herself to wake sl owy. She

| aughed. 'It is pleasant, sonetinmes, to return to forsaken pastures.
Thou canst have no notion how a particular taste may stir congeni al
menories. | amglad to have seen thee again, in this way. | had grown
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quite used to thee as a grey mechanician. But nowad€ the flush of youth
i s upon thy countenance.’

He | aughed, as lightly as she, but the laugh turned to a cough and
sonething in the sound al arned her. She opened her eyes and rai sed her
head, turning to face him

"Why, Edmund,' she said,'thou'rt as hot as fire!

She reached out to touch his cheek, and snatched her hand away again
when she found it unexpectedly strange and dry. A blush of confusion
spread across her own sil ken features, renmoving just for an instant that
magi cal gl amour whi ch marked her for what she was.

He took her hand, and held it, looking steadily into her eyes.
"Edrmund,' she said, softly. 'Wat hast thou done?

"l cannot be sure what will cone of it,' he said, "and | do not think
that | will live to find out whether | have succeeded, but | have tried
to kill thee, my Lady.

He was pl eased by the way her nouth gaped in astonishnment. He watched
di sbelief and anxiety mingle in her expression, as though fighting for
control of her features. She did not call out for help.

"This is nonsense,' she whi spered.

"Perhaps,' he admitted. 'Perhaps it was al so nonsense which we tal ked

| ast eveni ng. Nonsense about treason. Thou knowest only too well that it
was a doomed man which thou took to thy bed. Wy didst ask me to make
the mcroscope, ny Lady, when to nmake nme a party to such a secret was to
sign ny death warrant ?'

'Ch, Ednund,' she said, with a sigh. 'Thou couldst not think that it was
I who decided it. | have tried to protect thee fromthe Lord

Li eutenant's fears and suspicions. It was because | was once thy
protector that | was nmade to bear the nessage. What hast thou done, ny
poor traitor?

He began to reply, but the words turned into a fit of coughing.

She sat upright, wenching her hand away from his enfeebled grip, and
| ooked down at himas he sank back upon the pillow

"For the love of God!' she cried, as fearfully as any true believer. "It
is the plague: the plague out of Africa!’

He tried to answer, wi shing to congratul ate her on her |ucky guess, but
could only nod his head as he fought for breath.

"But there was no sign of any sickness on the Freemartin,' she
protested. ' They woul d have held the ship by the Essex coast, but there
was no trace of plague anong her crew. '’

'The disease kills men too quickly,' said Edmund, in a shal |l ow whi sper
"But animals can carry it in their blood for nmuch | onger, before they
die.'

"You cannot know this!'

Ednmund managed a snmall |augh. 'My lady,' he said, 'l ama menber of that
Fraternity which interests itself in everything which mght kill a
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vanpire. This information came to us in good tine for us to arrange
delivery of other animals, as well as those which brave Prince Richard
demanded as synbols of his val our. Wien we asked for them we had not in
m nd the neans of using themwhich | have enpl oyed, but nore recent
eventséd§' Again he was forced to stop, unable to draw sufficient breath
to sustain the thin whisper

The Lady Carmilla put her hand to her throat, swallowing as if she
expected to feel evidence already of her infection

' Thou woul dst destroy nme, Ednund?' she asked, as though she genuinely
found it difficult to believe.

"I would destroy you all,' he told her. 'I would bring disaster, turn
the world upside down, to end your ruled€ we will not allow you to
stanp out learning itself to preserve your cruel enpire. Order nust be
fought with chaos, and chaos is cone anpong you, ny |ady, ne'er to be
subdued again. Where'er your kind will sup,'twill be the blood of
martyrs that is spilt. Wth all nmy heart, | curse your kinda§ despite
that | have | oved thee, |ady m ne.

VWhen she tried to rise fromthe bed he reached out to restrain her, and
t hough there was no power left in him she allowed herself to be
checked. The coverlet fell away fromher, to expose her breasts as she
sat upright. Her skin had the polished brightness of a marble statue,
such as those giants anong commn men, the G eeks, once made with such
consummate artistry.

'The boy dies for this, Master Cordery,' she said. 'H s nother too.

"They are gone,' he told her. 'Noell went directly fromyour table to
the custody of the society which | serve. By now, they are beyond your
reach. Richard will never find them for the true extent of his realmis
|l ess than the precincts of this castle. Common nmen may easily hi de anong
conmon men, and you cannot find what you cannot truly see.'

She stared at him and now he could see the beginnings of hate and fear
in her stare. 'You came here last night to bring ne poisoned blood,' she
said. 'In the hope that this new di sease mght kill even nme, you
condemned yourself to death. What did you do, Ednund?

He reached out again to touch her arm and was pleased to see her flinch
and draw away, because he had becone dreadful in her eyes.

"Only vanmpires live forever,' he told her hoarsely. 'But anyone nay
drink blood, if they' ve the stomach for it. | took full measure from ny
two sick rats, and | pray to God that the seed of this fever is raging
in ny blood, and in nmy senen too. You have received full neasure, ny

| adyd€ and you are in God's hands now |ike any conmon nortal. | cannot
know for sure whether you will catch the plague, or whether it wll kill
you, but this unbeliever is not ashanmed to pray. Perhaps you m ght pray
too, ny lady, so that we may know how the Lord prefers one unbeliever to
anot her.'

She | ooked down at him her face beconming masklike in its steadi ness, so
that she was indeed |like a statue of some unkind goddess.

"I trusted thee once,' she whispered, 'and | m ght have made Ri chard
trust thee now, had thou not chosen to be guilty. Thou coul dst have
becone a vanpire. W might have shared the centuries; |overs forever.

This was dissinmulation, and they both knewit. Vanpires did not |ove
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vanpires. They could not; tinme, it seemed, killed that kind of |ove.
Only nortal bl ood could feed a vanpire, and a vanpire nust have that
food. Edmund could not pretend to know why these things were true, but
he did not doubt that they were. He had been Carnilla Bourdillon's

| over, and then had ceased to be, and had grown ol der for so nmany years
that now she renenbered himas nmuch in his son as in hinself. Her

promi ses were hollow, and she nust have realised as he | ooked at her
that she could not even taunt himw th them There was not a pang of
regret to be wung fromhim

From besi de the bed she took up the small silver knife which she had
used to let his blood. She held it nowas if it were a dagger, not a
delicate instrument to be plied with care and | ove

"I thought that thou still loved ne,' she told him
That at |east, he thought, m ght be true.

He actually put his head further back, to expose his throat to the
expected thrust. He wanted her to strike him- angrily, brutally,
passi onately. He had nothing nore to say.

He knew that his notives had been m xed, and that he genuinely did not
know whether it was nerely loyalty to his cause which had made him
submit to this extraordi nary experinent, or whether there was in what he
had done a fury against this perfect |ady, who had outgrown his |ove.

It did not matter, now.

She cut his throat, and he watched her for a few | ong seconds while she
stared at the bl ood which gushed precipitately fromthe wound.

I was right, he thought. No pity at all

But then he saw her put stained fingers to her |ips, know ng what she
knewd§ and he realised that after her own particular fashion, she did
still love him

' Then Jesus said unto them Verily, verily, | say unto you, Except ye
eat the flesh of the Son of man, and drink his blood, ye have no life in
you.

"Whoso eateth ny flesh, and drinketh nmy blood, hath eternal life; and
will raise himup at the | ast day.

"For nmy flesh is neat indeed, and my blood is drink indeed.

'"He that eateth ny flesh, and drinketh nmy blood, dwelleth in ne, and
in him€ '

(John 7:53-56)
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The de-ciphered text of a letter received by Sir Kenel m D gby at
Gayhurst in the sunmer of 1625.

Car di gan Abbey, June 1625
My friend,

I am not yet accustonmed to the cipher with which you have entrusted ne,
but I shall not allow nyself to be content with a short missive on that
account. If this is the |language of the Invisible College, then | am
ardent to nmaster it, for my one nmissionis to serve that College well.
It is what my father hoped for ne, and it is what | now rnust hope for
mysel f.

I have found Cardigan very different fromthe other places where |I have
stayed. It seens hardly to be a part of the same real mas London, and
one could easily believe that it lay altogether beyond the bounds of the
I mperium of Caul. To hear the ordinary fol k tal k--when they condescend
to use the English which | can understand - one mght think that this

was still Ceredigion, the Kingdom of El phin, where Taliesin was found.
O course there are no druids any nmore, nor bards either, but the notto
of the Bardic Order is still quoted as if it carried the allegiance of

all: Y OGnuMr yn erbyn y Byd; which neans, The Truth agai nst the Wrld.
| suppose there are worse wat chwords which a man m ght adopt.

The nonks of the Abbey who are nmy hosts are certainly no Gregorians, and
do not seemto hate the vanpires, but they observe a privacy in their
faith which all but disowns the authority of Rone--and hence ignores the
pronouncenents of the Borgia pope. There were Christian churches in

Wal es, so they say, before Augustine cane to Britain to convert the
Saxons, and the Saxons once converted then set out to slaughter the

Wel sh nonks in the nane of Rone. In a place such as this, a thousand
years is not sufficient to wi pe out the nmenory of a grudge; there is
little witing here to nake ol d news stale, and the tales passed down by
word of mouth fromfather to son (or from abbot to novice) renmain
forever fresh in the telling.

I can only judge, fromwhat | have seen here, that the Abbey is not
flourishing - though I do not know how rmuch this reflects the

i ndependent spirit of the monks. | dare say that if heresy-hunting
Dom ni cans were sent here they mght find cause for displeasure, but I
cannot imagi ne that these am able and pious nmen would bring down any
reasonabl e wath upon thenselves. | think the | ack of novices may have
more to do with the general apostasy which has been rotting the faith
ever since the vanpires turned it upside-down, and nade it plain to al
Christendomthat nere power is the governor of doctrine.

What ever the reason, there are but twenty nonks here, who enploy a
single bailiff to look ajier their business. One of the brothers nust
serve as al noner, and though he has three boys to help himin his work
it does not seemto ne that any of themis determned to take Holy
Orders hinself. There are no lay worknen in the Abbey, not even in the
brewery, and the nonks cultivate very little land of their own, |easing
the rest of their snall estate to tenant farmers. They have few visitors
to put a claimon their charity, though they help a good many of the
poor men and wonen of the town--which is called Aberteifi by all its
citizens, save for the petty nobles and soldiers who live in the castle.

| pay for ny keep here by performng certain duties within the
monastery. | had initially hoped to nake sonme contribution by the
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mechani cal arts which | had begun to learn as ny father's apprenti ce,

but the nonks have sone tool -nmeking skill thensel ves, and have no use
for those punps and turning-machi nes which were nmy father's pride and
joy. The only trick which | have been able to put to use here is to show
the nmonks how to nake a wei ght-driven clockwork jack which will turn the
roasting-spit before the kitchen fire, relieving the al nbner's boys of
the sonetinmes-painful task of acting as turnspit.

The outcone of this inspiration, has been that | amput to work in the
ki tchen, hel ping Brother Martin and Brother |Innocent to prepare the
prandi um and the coena each noon and eveni ng. Wen the brothers are at
vespers | amin sole charge of the kitchen, but by then the day's work
i s al nost done, the bread having been taken fromthe ovens, and nothing
left within but custards in pastry cases. My time is nostly spent in
carrying water fromthe well, or in watching the caul drons si mrer.

I do nost of ny studying in the library, which is a plain roombut not
unconfortable. The forbidden books are kept in a cellar beneath a hidden
trapdoor. | grow weary of ny lessons in Latin and Greek, and the study
of books which were witten before there were vanpires in Europe. | want
to know ny eneny, that | may learn to fight him but Qinsists that |
must becone a man of |earning before | endeavour to set ny learning to
speci al use.

Qis a strange person, and | do not understand why ny father ordered
that | be given into his care. | know that ny father was an unbeliever,
and it seens remarkabl e that he shoul d have appointed a nonk to be ny
guardi an, even a nonk who is nore than a little sceptical of certain
itenms of dogma. It is not that | question Qs wisdom for | amquite
ready to believe that he is the wisest nman in Gaul, but | cannot quite
perceive his position within the Invisible College. He seens so detached
and calm less than fervent in his opposition to vanpire rule.

Qis no nmore a Gregorian than the monks who |ive here, though he is no
more a Roman either. He is a guest here, as aml, and has no specia
intimacy with our hosts by virtue of his cloth. He is an outsider,
respected for his | earning, but kept distant. He does not seemto mnd
this in the least, being a man much wapped up in his own thoughts, and
al though he is not a big man - | outweigh himby at |east two stones,
now that | amnearly full-growm - | think he is very strong of
constitution and character.

I understand, now, why ny father kept so much hidden fromne. | know
that it was to protect nme that he would not let me share his secrets
until the very end, and would not tutor nme in treason. But the result of
his carefulness is that | have grown up hardly knowing himat all, and
cannot di scover what m ght have been in his mind when he laid down the
instructions which you have faithfully followed. | would far rather be
at G-than here, though | know that if | were | would be inviting danger
to your household as well as to nmine. The fact that | am now parted from
my not her makes things even harder to bear. O course | ama man now,
and no longer a child, but to find nyself so utterly renoved from al

that | have known is a trial. Perhaps it is not right that | should air
conpl aints before you, who |ost your own father at a nuch earlier age;
but | cannot hel p but wish, sonetinmes, that ny father had net a
martyrdom as mani fest as the one which yours suffered. There is too nuch
that | cannot fathomregarding his life and his notives.

I am anxious for action. | ambeginning to think that | was not cut out
to be a scholar, and though | know that you conbine with ease the arts
of the scholar and the skills of the fighting man, | do not know whet her

| dare try to be a man of so many parts. If it were to cone to a choi ce,

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harryl/...tableford%20-%20The%20Empire%200f%20Fear.txt (30 of 312) [2/24/2004 10:39:19 PM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/New%20Fol der/Brian%20Stabl ef ord%20-%20T he%20Empi re%200f %20Fear .txt

I think that | mght rather be a swordsnan, to pit nyself against the
vanpires in open conbat, than a cunning man striving to defeat them by
stealth. That is not what ny father imagined for ne - but did ny father
know me any better than | knew hin? How can | trust that he knew best
what path of life | should foll ow?

I wish that | were not a hunted outlaw, so that | night go nmy own way,

i nstead of |looking to others to hide and take care of ne. Sonetines, |

| ook out over the sea, watching the herring-ships, and the fluyts which
collect the lead fromthe nearby mnes, and think of taking passage for
sone alien |and, where no one has ever heard ny nanme, there to nmake a
career of adventuring. But you will doubtless think nme foolish, and that
the child in ne is slowto yield to the nman.

Even Q sonetines watches the ships with a curious light in his eye, and
I have heard himsay that the vampires' fear of the sea is one nore nai
in the coffin of their dying enpire. He argues that the big sailing
ships which ply the northern seas are marki ng out a new enpire, which
the I and-1ovi ng vanpires cannot own. Sonetimes he stares westward as if
he were | ooking across the world; to that lost Atlantis which some nen
believe mght still exist on the far shore of the ocean, between Ireland
and di stant Cathay. The ot her nobnks, though, think he is mad to
specul at e about undi scovered continents, and | believe some of themare
not yet reconciled to the belief that the world is round. Wen they | ook
westward, their dreans are of lost cities and fortresses which are said
to have been drowned by the sea in Elphin's time. There are many tales
to be heard hereabouts of sea-sprites more beautiful than vanpire | adies
whi ch haunt such | ost estates, sometines tenpting foolish mariners to
leap fromthe safety of their decks to the nercil ess enbrace of the sea.
I have never heard such sirens calling, though, and |I trust that | never
will.

But | nust not trouble you with nmy discontents, which can only nmake you

weary. | hope that in future time | will wite you letters with nore
substance in them and nore of a cargo of joy. In the neantinme, | beg
you to see that ny nother is well cared for, and will let her know that
I amhale and hearty in nmy exile. | do not often pray, for | cannot

bring nyself to believe that the prayers of nen are anywhere in Heaven
heard, but when | do, | pray for you, and for ny nother, and for the
deliverance of England. If there is in truth a God, | amsure that ny
doubting Hmw Il not prevent His giving just attention to ny pleas.

Fare wel | .

In the cellar beneath the library of the Benedictine nonastery at

Cardi gan, Noell Cordery |ooked up fromthe book whi ch he had been
studying. He rubbed his tired eyes. Although it was barely four o'clock,
and the sumer sun still stood high in the sky, he was forced to read by
candl el i ght, because the room had no wi ndow. Indeed, the cellar had no
official existence; it was where the forbi dden books were kept.

At one time, Noell had thought the cellar a fine place, and it had given
hima thrill of excitenent to place hinself init, with the stone
concealing the trapdoor set firmy in place. It had seened then to be a
pl ace gravid with magic - magic as white, of course, as its whited
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wal | s, but nagic nevertheless. It had been stinmulating to be anong so

many fabul ous secrets, inscribed on parchnent by nonki sh hands because
they were too precious or too dangerous to be trusted to the printing

press.

Now, Noell had learned to see the roomin a different way - |ess

magi cal , though arguably no | ess strange. Now, it seermed to himthat the
wi ndowed |ibrary up above was the storehouse of the world of the
orthodox Church, of belief lit by official wisdom In that world were
vanpi res and common nen, alike made by God, alike in adoring God, each
in their own particular way a chosen people. It was a world not entirely
happy, no doubt, but a world fundanentally at peace with itself; a world
reconciled to its order. Here, by contrast, was an underworld, dark and
mur ky, where Gregorians and Gnhostics, nagicians and al chenists coul d
deposit their whispering voices and discords. In the world glinpsed in
the pages hidden here, vanpires were the spawn of the devil and conmon
men hel pl ess victins of their outrage--two races constantly at odds,
destined to be at war until the Day of Judgenment. This world was by no
means peaceful, but was instead a veritabl e pal ace of Pandenonium a
riot of painful cries forlornly demanding justice, hearing no answer.

Noell no longer liked to read in the cellar. He could see little risk in
renovi ng books to the upper room which was well-lighted, or even to his
quarters in the outer court, beyond the private and sacrosanct bounds of
the i nner abbey. The exi stence of the secret room was undoubtedly known
to every one of the nonks, despite the fact that those not supposed to
know woul d never acknow edge the fact. The nopnastery had few | ay
visitors, save for the bailiff who conducted its business affairs, and
was rarely required to play host to the peripatetic friars who were the
secret police force of the vanpire-led Coll ege of Cardinals. Cardigan
was one of the safest places in the nation - which was one reason why
Noell was there - and its rules had conme to seemoverly protective. To
hi s Benedictine hosts, though, the idea of breaking or bending a rule to
take advantage of the | eniency of circunstance was unthi nkabl e.

oedi ence was the very core of their existence, and all rules had for
themthe sane force as the rule: the Regula Benedicti

As he watched the candle-flanme flickering in the draught fromthe
ventil ation-holes, Noell allowed hinself to be distracted fromhis

St udi es, asking hinself yet again why his father night have sent himto
a place like this, placing himin the care of a priestly scholar like
Quintus. He could not answer the question; his father's plan,
interrupted by his death, renained unexpl ai ned.

He | ooked back at the book which he had been studying. It was the

Di scoverie of Vampyres, witten by the Kentish gentleman Regi nal d Scot
in 1591, followi ng an earlier tract exposing the follies of
witchfinding. It was the first substantial treatise on vampirismwitten
in English, and treated with scal ding sceptici smnmany popul ar beliefs
regardi ng the supernatural powers of vanmpires. It also contained a |ong
specul ative essay on the origins of the vanpire race. Cearly Scot, a

| ay scholar who was al so an expert in the cultivation of hops, had had
access to other forbidden books, including the early editions of that
encycl opedi a compi |l ed by many hands, The Vanpires of Europe, and an
English translation of Mchiavelli's book of cunning advice to tyrants,
The Vanpire Prince.

Wy, conpl ai ned Noell, could I not have been entrusted to the care and
tutelage of a man like Scot? Even if he was a man of words, and not
action, he was a man of bold words.

Pal e sl anting sunbeans suddenly streamed in above himas the stone which
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seal ed the cellar was drawn back. Quiltily, he bowed his head over the
page, as though he were studying it assiduously, trying to give Quintus
the inpression that nothing in the world mattered to himnore than
Scot's argunent to prove the case that vanpirismoriginated in Africa,
not in India as Cornelius Agrippa had asserted.

Qui ntus had brought hima cup of cool ale, which would no doubt have
been very wel cone had he been tending the cabbages and kale in the

ki tchen gardens, sweating in the sunlight. In the cold of the cellar,
t hough, he would far rather have had hot tea.

"The bailiff has gone on his way,' said the nonk. 'He brought news from
the town. The galleon Firedrake linped into the fisherport at MIford
Haven two days ago, battered by a great stormoff the south of Ireland.
She had been chasing the pirate Langoi sse, and her captain clainms that
the pirate's caravel, dismasted and hol ed, went down off Cape Cear.'

' Langoi sse!' exclainmed Noell, then added, dolefully: "If "tis true,
there will be celebration in Swansea Castl ed€ and when the news reaches
London, Prince Richard will likely declare a public holiday.

Langoi sse was the hero - or villain - of many a broadsi de ballad. The
romantic version of his |life suggested that he had once been a French
aristocrat, darling of the court at Versailles, certain one day to be
inducted into the True Aristocracy, but that his enenies had conspired
to have himcast down, wongly convicted of treason. Sentenced to the
gal l eys, he had one day struck a whip-man in protest against his
brutality. He had been flogged near to death, and had sworn a curse
against the entire Inperiumof Gaul. Later, he had | ed a successfu
mutiny, and used the captured galley as a pirate ship against the

mer chant shi ppi ng of the Mediterranean. The French and Spani sh had both
sent ships to hunt him but he captured one of the finest after a great
battl e, and becanme master of the seaways.

Noel | had heard a different story in London. It was comon know edge in
the Tower that the pirate's real name was Villiers. Like Noell, this
Villiers had been brought up in the Tower, but had been taken into exile
by his nother when his father was inprisoned. He had i ndeed gone to the
court in Versailles, to ask the Enperor Charles to intervene on his
father's behal f, but Charles had taken Richard's part in the quarrel
Later, when Richard had visited Charles's court, the enperor had tried
unsuccessfully to reconcile the two. Villiers, claimng to have been
insulted, had tried to challenge the Prince of Grand Nornmandy to a duel
though the | aw made all princes i mune to such chall enges. Sone tine
after, while living in Paris, Villiers was charged with nurder. Though
he had been in | ow conpany of |ate, he nmay have been unjustly accused,
perhaps by agents of Richard and perhaps by a vanpire |ady. In any case,
he had gone to the galleys. He had i ndeed becone a nmutineer, and had
taken his captive galley to Malta, where he had ki nsnen who were
important nen in the Order of St. John--the Knights Hospitallers.

Al t hough the knights of Malta were |loyal to the Inperiumof Gaul, and
had made thensel ves great heroes in defendi ng Europe agai nst the Turkish
fleet in a great siege, they were also known for bei ng sonmewhat

i ndependent of spirit, and made their |iving by piracy when the need was
t here.

Sailing with the Maltese privateers, the man now call ed Langoi sse had

| earned the arts of seanmanship, and established a reputation of his own.
The greater part of his piratical exploits involved stealing cargoes
fromunarmed nerchantnen--the small galleys whi ch pl odded between the
Medi terranean ports were no match for sailing ships in terns of speed.
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Nevert hel ess, Langoi sse had al ways been enthusiastic to conme into the
rougher northern waters where he m ght prey on English ships, and in so
doing offer insult to Prince Richard. Noell guessed that a careful count
woul d probably show that this brave buccaneer had attacked far nore
herring-fishers than carracks, and had not grown greatly rich by his
depredations, but the big slow ships of such navies as vanpire princes
kept could not put a stop to his activities. Their inability to catch
hi m had been el evated into a | egend by his own boasting.

Despite knowing this truer account, Noell considered Langoi sse to be a
hero. He was, after all, a true rebel against the vanpire aristocracy of
the I nperiumof Gaul. He was a free man, who need not and woul d not bow
the knee to bl ood-suppi ng masters. The vanpire enpire was extensive, but
its security on land contrasted with its fragility at sea, and on the
oceans of the world nmen could fight vanpires on al nost equal terns,
because vanpires could drown as well as burn, and a vanpire admral who
went down with his ship would surely die.

Because of this, Noell was troubled by Quintus's news. |If Langoi sse was
dead, then Noell had to reckon it a tragedy.

' Perhaps he reached safety,' he said to the nonk. 'The pirate nust have
more friends than enenmies in Ireland.’

"Aye,' said Quintus. 'But that was a fearful w nd bl owi ng across St
George's channel, as we found when we caught the tail of it ourselves.
D smasted, he woul d not have been able to steer for Baltinmore or
Kinsale. On the other hand, the Firedrake's captain has every reason to
hope that the caravel went down, if he is not sure. He will not be
lightly forgiven if Langoi sse has escaped him- the bailiff says that
the pirate had earlier taken a vanpire |lady fromthe weck of the
Wanderer, else he'd not have been caught in the stormat all, but would
have run for safe harbour when the wi nd began to bl ow. '

"Now that would be a fine tale for a broadside, if any printer dared
publish it,' said Noell. '"A vanpire |ady prisoned by a handsone pirate,
spirited anay to sone hot lair in the Canaries, to be wooed or tornented
at his whim'

O course, no printer could issue such an article legally. The presses
in

London operated under the strictest supervision of secular and religious
authorities, and the Star Chanber was notoriously sensitive to any
direct slander against the aristocracy. Vanpires were mentioned by nane
and by race only in the nost favourable terns, even in the plays
performed in inn-yards and the lyrics of popul ar songs--though
scurrilous versions of such lyrics were often better known than the true
ones. But the eyes of the vampires' agents could not watch every
printing press through every hour of every day, and when this runour
reached London, broadsi des woul d appear, as fanciful and as scandal ous
as their printers cared to nake them

Noel | already knew fromhis years in London how obscene tal es of
vanpires and their human | overs enjoyed w de circul ation; he had

di scovered before comng to Wales that the tale of Ednmund Cordery and
the Lady Carmilla was becom ng well-known, told and told again in the
taverns and narket-places of Gand Nornmandy. It had such a glorious end,
with Cordery wel coming his own death in order to destroy his |over

This was one tale of rebellion, though, for which Noell did not care at
all, and he would far rather that his father had never been |lover to a
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vanpire in the first place, no matter how noble or clever his rea
intention m ght have been. Many who had heard the tale were of the

opi nion that Edmund Cordery had | oved the vanpire with all his heart and
soul, and that his thoughts had turned to nurder only after she had
rejected him Even Noell's nother had harboured that suspicion, else she
woul d not have told him before he set out on his long journey to
Cardigan, to disregard conpletely any such notion

"Tell me, then,' said Quintus, bringing Noell back fromhis flight of
fancy, 'what you have | earned today from Master Scot.'

Noel | | ooked up into the tall nonk's gaunt face. Despite its |leanness it
was not a harsh face. Quintus was one who took the adnonitions of St
Benedi ct very seriously, and lived a genuinely ascetic life, but that
had not nade himnmean. He snmiled a good deal, and could be very gentle
and patient, though he could also be stern. Lately, he had had nore
occasions to be stern, as Noell's inpatience with his studies had begun
to show.

"That he knows very little,' replied Noell, with a slight edge to his
voi ce, 'except that other men know still less.'

Quintus sighed. 'It is a valuable thing,' he said,'to know where

i gnorance truly begins. The greatest handicap to the growth of w sdomis
not the difficulty of discovering that which we do not know, but the
difficulty of forgetting that which we think we know, but is false.
Franci s Bacon, who was a friend to your father, tells us that there are
many idols in the Church of Know edge, which nust be cast down if we are
to clear the way to the truth.

Noel | had often sat on Francis Bacon's knee in the days when he was a
tiny child. That sonehow nade it difficult for himto maintain a proper
reverence for the phil osopher's views.

' The end of scholarship is surely not to debate where it was that
vanmpires first wal ked upon the earth,' said Noell. 'The true end is to
di scover a way by which they m ght be destroyed. If the world is to be
made ready for the return of Christ, it nust be purged of the ninions of
Sat an. '

Quintus frowned at this reply. He knew that Noell was no G egorian, nor
even a believer, and that his invocation of the nane of Christ was
entirely for dramatic purposes. Noell realised that he was causing his
ment or sone pain by trying to use his beliefs to taunt him but Quintus
did not pause for an apol ogy, |et al one demand one.

"My son,' he said. 'You cannot properly fight evil unless you first
understand evil. That is a truth we have too | ong negl ected. The power
of arnmed mght is | essened by ignorance no | ess than the power of
prayer. Satan operates by the perm ssion of God, in order that we may
under stand what evil is--how could we reject evil and becone good if we
had no opportunity to understand it?

"My father said the sane,’ Noell admitted. 'The vanpires rule us first
and forenost because they terrify us. W cannot |learn to hate themin a
| evel - headed way, unless we know exactly what they are and what they are
not. It is good that Scot reduces them by his argunent, to a | esser
stature than they have in the fearful imagination. It is no better to
think of themas the progeny of Satan than to think of them as the
favoured sons of God. Conmon nen they are not, but nmen they are, and
only men - we nust learn to hate themas nmen, and then defeat them'
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Qui ntus was not entirely happy with this answer, and Noell knewit. He
sonet i mes wonder ed whet her Qui ntus woul d have preferred not to hate the
vanpires at all, renenbering Christ's advice that nen should | ove even
their enem es. But even Quintus nust be at a | oss to suggest how t he
evils of vampire rule mght be set aside without the assistance of hate.

"Judgenent,’' said Quintus, 'nust in the end be left to CGod.

"Perhaps,' said Noell, "but for nyself, | would rather believe that they
who can feel no pain deserve no pity.'

Noel | 's bedroomwas in the alnonry. It had its own separate stair, so
that he m ght cone and go wi thout being seen by other |lay guests, on the
very rare occasions that the abbey played host to such, or by the

busi nessmen who sonetinmes had dealings there. He did not bother to
conceal hinself fromthe poor who cane for gifts of food, or fromthe

al moner' s boys who hel ped to dole out such charity, because none anobng
them coul d possi bly know that he was not what he seened, but he hid from
all who might wonder at his presence. For this reason, he was usually
alert even while he rested, anxious to catch any noise of hoofbeats on
the road, or any conmotion in the outer court, and he slept lightly
enough that any disturbance of the silence would normally wake him

In the dark ni ght which followed the night of the great storm though,
Noel | was sl eeping nore soundly than usual, and when he was startl ed
fromhis slunber he was too confused to know i mediately what it was
that had di sturbed him

Had there been a cry? Was it one of the al nbner's boys whose fearfully
rai sed voi ce had woken hin? O had it been a drean?

He could not tell; by the tine he was fully awake the cry, if cry it
was, had been stifled. He lay still for a while, listening, and was

al nrost sure that he had been dream ng when he heard the sudden sound of
many footsteps, as though a nunber of nen were hurrying through the
precincts of the gatehouse.

I medi ately, he sat up in bed. Fearfully, he strained his ears to hear
nmore, and heard steps approaching fromthe direction of the cloister,
which told himthat the nonks were alert to the presence of strangers.
No doubt the abbot woul d be sunmoned.

He rose fromhis pallet, and put on his clothes. The thought uppernost
in his mnd was that R chard' s nen had di scovered his whereabouts, and
had come to capture him There were, no doubt, a hundred expl anations
whi ch nmight account for the noise, but something was wrong. Few guests
came to claimtheir right of shelter at this renote religi ous house, and
they were not inclined to arrive at dead of night.

Noel | crept fromhis room and began to nmake his way through the dark
corridor to a wi ndow, where he could | ook down into the court, to judge
what was af oot .

Bef ore he reached the w ndow, though, he heard a furtive foot upon the
outer stair, and knew that someone was coming up as silently as he
could. He turned, as quietly us he was able, intending to go to the
other stair, but it was too |late; he had given hinmself away. He was

sei zed before he had taken three steps, dragged back fromthe doorway of

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harryl/...tableford%20-%20The%20Empire%200f%20Fear.txt (36 of 312) [2/24/2004 10:39:19 PM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/New%20Fol der/Brian%20Stabl ef ord%20-%20T he%20Empi re%200f %20Fear .txt

his room and bundl ed al ong t he passage.

There was |ight upon the stair, fromcandles burning |low, but it was
difficult to turn to look at his captor, because his shirt was held
tight at the collar, choking him H s struggles were inpotent against
his captor's greater strength. He caught a glinpse as he twi sted, of a
dark and terrifying face, scarred and bearded, which m ght have been a
denmon in sone nightmarish Dutch painting of Hell. Its nost horrible
feature was the seening absence of a nose; there appeared instead to be
an ugly patch, like a huge wart.

He was hurried by this nonster - who nmust have been a tall and powerful
man to handl e himso casually - down the steps, and out into the
courtyard

There was already a great crowd in the open space, sone of them hurrying
past the brewhouse to the cloister, where laynmen did not belong, others
guardi ng the gate, which stood open. There was no doubt that these were
| aynen, who had no right to go where they were going, but Noell could
not tell what m ght be happening. He was shoved and harried al ong the
pavenent, through the arch into the inner precinct. He was not the only
one who was subject to such uncerenonious treatnent, for the three boys
who served the al noner were being |likew se | ed, by captors hardly |ess
brutal in appearance than the one which held him though they were
smal l er of stature. Their clothes were stained and ragged, and they
carried pistols which they clapped to the heads of their prisoners,
demandi ng sil ence.

Noel | found hinself set up against the cloister wall, alongside the boys
and one of the monks who had come to see what was happeni ng. Then his
captor stepped away fromhimto join others of his band.

Faci ng the prisoned conpany was a rank of ruffians who seemed in the

hal f-1ight as odd and dirty as any Noell had seen in the worst parts of
London. All were armed, nmost with swords and daggers, the great majority
of which were drawn. He counted seven, but there had to be nore, because
they were | ooking back and forth as if waiting for a fuller gathering,
and there was none yet to be seen who took the part of |eader. There was
a knife-point aimed at Noell's chest froma short distance away, its

owner a small, w zened man whose eyes glittered in the near-darkness.
The gi ant who had brought hi mdownstairs had stepped away into the
shadows.

More | anterns were brought fromthe dormtory where the nonks slept. The
abbot was with them and Quintus too. Noell's racing heart slowed
slightly as these figures of authority approached, though the nore the

| anpl i ght showed himof the notley crew into whose eager hands he had
fallen, the |l ess reassuring he found them The wi zened nman was reveal ed
to have an awful toothless grin, and the yellow seans of his face were
contorted in an expression of determ ned fierceness, as though he would
dearly | ove an excuse to use his bl ade.

It was not until the abbot demanded to know what was goi ng on that Noel
saw the | eader of the band, which was now revealed to be at |east a
dozen strong. He was a tall, handsone nman with black hair, who carried
hinself |ike a gentlenan - alnost |ike a vanpire - and had not dei gned
to draw his sword. He seenmed nuch calner than his fellows, but his
expression was grim his lips seening tight and bl oodl ess. He was
dressed all in black, and his clothes were of good quality, though
spoil ed by grine and sea-salt.

On either side of this curious captain were his |ieutenants, even
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stranger in kind than he. One of themwas the nonster who had carried
Noel | down the stairs, taller than his naster, disfigured horribly about
the face. It was indeed the case that he had no nose, nerely a puckered
wound where it had been cut away. Hi s hei ght was enphasi zed by a

col oured turban wound about his head. He was dark-ski nned, as Noel

i magi ned a Saracen or a Turk might be; he was certainly no man of Gaul

On the leader's left-hand side was a figure by no means as fearful, yet
all the nore unexpected for that. It was a wonan in man's cl othing, or
perhaps a girl, for she | ooked no ol der than Noell hinself, and a good
deal snaller. She was as dark-skinned as the nonster, with her |ong

bl ack hair in braids. For a common worman she had exceptionally pure
skin, but her brightly-rouged |ips were incongruous. She was wielding a
pistol in her right hand, a dagger in her left, and raised these weapons
in a curiously excited display. Her conpani ons seemed in deadly earnest,
but her eyes were alight with excitenent, as though this affair were a
game whi ch she was fervent to play. And while her conpanions | ooked to

t he approachi ng nonks, she fixed her eyes instead upon Noell, | ooking

hi mup and down with an eagerness he did not like. This girl was
shadowed in her turn by a tiny petticoated servant, surely no nore than
twel ve years ol d.

When the | eader of the invaders began to speak, Noell |ooked away from
the woman, hungry to discover what had brought these ruffians to the
abbey.

"W are in urgent need of sanctuary, ny lord abbot,' said the tall nan,
“and we are hungry enough to think ourselves starving. W have cone a

| ong way, and are unused to wal king. W beg hospitality, and a neasure
of kindness.'

"Who are you?' demanded the abbot, fearfully. He had to | ook up at the
i nvader, being small of stature and rather fat. Noell judged that he

| acked the natural authority required to challenge the haughty intruder
on equal terns.

"My nane,' said the other, with a nock bow, 'is Langoi sse.' He was
obvi ously pleased by the audible reaction which this news caused.

"The pirate!' The exclamation came not fromthe abbot but from severa
of the brethren

"A poor sinner,' said Langoisse, languidly, 'forced by injustice to live
by thievery, who seeks the charity and protection of Mther Church, and

who has brought potential converts to the faith. This' - he indicated
the nosel ess nonster - 'is Selim a Turk, who was a galley-slave with nme
many years ago; and this' - he pointed to the amazon - 'is Leilah, a

Mar oc gypsy princess, whose soul stands in desperate need of salvation,
though she is gentle of tenper and noble in heart.' Hi s ironic tone was
lightly contrived, as though he were addressing an audi ence of ladies in
a very different court.

It was Quintus who noved forward now, trying to take control, because he
saw t hat the nonks were very frightened, and that the abbot was
uncertain what to do

"There is no need for your nmen to bare their steel here,' he said.

"I ndeed you nust have bread, if you are hungry, for it is our Christian
duty to provide relief for those in need. No doubt your eventua
destination is far away, and you nust eat and rest to prepare
your sel ves. "'
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Langoi sse | aughed. He did not imrediately reply to Quintus, but sent two
of his men across the cloister to the dormitory, telling themto rouse
the remai ning nonks and bring themall to the refectory. Then he sent
two others, with orders to search the entire premnises bordering the
outer court, and then the church, and to bring anyone they found. Then
he turned to Quintus and said: 'W are anxi ous that news of our com ng
is not carried into the town. No doubt the Englishmen sleep soundly in
the castle, and would not like to be disturbed. It may be necessary for
us to claimhospitality for several days, and though we have been told
that this is a good and safe house, we nust be sure that we are secure.'

The pirate turned around, |ooking back towards the gate. Noell could not
see it, but he could hear the wooden bolts being drawmn to seal it
agai nst the world. Then Langoi sse ran his eyes over the line of those

stationed against the wall, pausing when he saw Noell, who knew hi nsel f
to be conspi cuous because his dress marked himout as neither nmonk nor
servant.

"Who is this?" he asked, bluntly.
"Alay scholar,' said Quintus, quickly. "A guest |ike yourself.'
But anot her voi ce spoke up then, and said: 'Master Cordery!’

Noel |, astoni shed to be recogni sed, turned towards the brewhouse door,
where the last of the pirates were now gathering. It was a newconer who
had spoken, and he realised that the intruders had other prisoners. They
were bound, and their hands were pinioned behind them despite the fact
that both were skirted. One had her face conceal ed by a heavy hood, but
the ot her was bare-headed, and it was she who had spoken. She was
fair-haired, and seened just as young as the so-called gypsy princess.
Noel | recogni sed her as readily as she had recogni sed him and was

di stressed to see her condition. She was Mary Wiite, the child of a
servant in Prince Richard' s service, who had grown up in the court at
the Tower of London, and had known himthere.

Langoi sse canme quickly to stand in front of him and now he did draw his
sword, to place the point at Noell's throat. 'How does she know you?' he
demanded, in an anxi ous tone.

But before Noell could answer, he saw the pirate's face change, as the
nane which the girl had spoken touched a chord of famliarity.

'Cordery?' repeated Langoi sse. 'Cordery, indeed! A guest here, like
nmysel f.' The sword-tip was lowered slightly, and then w thdrawn. The
pirate put the blade away in its scabbard.

"I aman outlaw,' said Noell, trying with all his nmight to sound bold,
"like yourself. But the price on ny head is a nere thirty gui neas, and
think you are held to be worth near seven tines as nuch.'

Langoi sse smled at him '"As little as that?" he said. 'Richard is too
unki nd. He knows how much it wounds ne when he pretends that nmy death

woul d be of little interest to him | think he m ght renenber nme better,
now, for | have borrowed something fromhis court which | found aboard
the stricken Wanderer. The loss of this handmaid's mistress will surely

rem nd the prince what a debt of honour he owes ne, and increase the
di sli ke which he has for nme.' He took three steps al ong the pavenent,
and with a theatrical flourish of his hand he tipped the hood fromthe
face of the second prisoner.

The wonman seened undi sturbed by this treatnment, and did not flinch from
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the rough hand. Though the lantern was not near to her, there was no
doubting her considerabl e beauty. Her black hair was very sl eek, her
features finely-formed. Her polished conplexion, utterly w thout

bl em sh, reveal ed her for what she was in a world where nost conmon
worren painted their faces to erase pockmarks and di scol ourations. Her
eyes were al nost closed, and it seened that she was on the brink of
col l apse, held up by the rough man who gri pped her upper arm

"May | present the vampire lady Cristelle d Ufe,' said Langoisse. 'Late
of the court of Prince Richard, unfortunately interrupted in her journey
to Lisbon, by untinmely weather and unforeseen circunmstance. She is not
entirely well.'

The | ast sentence inplied far nore than it said. Vanpires were rarely
made unwel | by ordinary sickness or disconfort. Noell guessed that she
had been given a drug, perhaps a poison to bring her near to the trance
whi ch overtook vanpires when they were sorely hurt. That may have been
necessary in order to subdue her for what nust have been a difficult and
danger ous j our ney.

Noel | | ooked round to see the abbot's reaction. The little man's face
seened quite drained of bl ood.

' How dare youa€ ?' he began

Langoi sse was quick to interrupt him 'Bring the devil into a cloister?
he queried. 'But there are no Gregorians here. And if there were, what
better place to bring the devil's kin than the Lord's house, where her
evil can be countered by your piety? What harmcan she do in this holy
pl ace?'

Noel | realised that this little speech was ai med not so rmuch at the
monks, who were all assenbling nowin the cloister, but at the pirate's
own foll owers. Many of them would be sinple nmen, for whom vanpires were
the stuff of nystery, possessed of supernatural nmalefic power. They

m ght well need reassurance that their captain was not |eading themto
destruction. Yet he mght be doing exactly that, for the vanpires were
ever enthusiastic to punish conmon nen who hurt their own. Langoi sse was
quite right to say that when Richard found out that a lady of his court
had been captured, he would spare no effort to pursue the pirate.

"I'f you need food,' said Quintus, quickly'then soneone nust go to the
storehouses, and to the kitchen. Perhaps we should go now to the
refectory, where we nay talk nore confortably, and | et those who nust go
about their work.'

'Exactly so,' said the pirate. 'But we nust make sure that we understand
one thing while we are all gathered together, and all mnust hear what |
have to say. If we are betrayed to the Normans, all will die, beginning
with the abbot and ending with the | east of the boy servants. You know
who we are, and you know that we are enough to carry out our threat.'

Noel | | ooked again along the rank of the pirate crew, counting their

bl ades and their pistols. They had no nuskets with them and only one or
two carried packs. He guessed that it was by necessity rather than by
choi ce that the band was travelling so light; they nmust have |ost the
greater part of their possessions in the gale. Many of the men | ooked
back at him suspicious or intrigued by the fact that his name was
known, and he inmagi ned the kinds of thought that nmight be stirring in
those ninds where the nane of Cordery had neaning. Qutlaw he m ght be,
but he was not like them He was the son of a vanpire-lover who had

sl aughtered his noble mstress, and tried to wel come a plague to the
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streets of London. There was no reason why they should |ike him

When t he whol e company began to go indoors, the small man kept the tip
of his blade close to Noell's neck. It was as though, in the pirate's
reckoning, he required to be watched as carefully and superstitiously as
the vanpire lady herself. But the gypsy girl carefully fell into step
beside him and he was surprised to see that she regarded himwith a
more fascinated and kindly eye. It was as though she sought to assure
hi m by her presence that no harm coul d possibly come to him She had put
her own weapons away.

When norni ng came, the nonastery had already returned to a senbl ance of
normality. The nonks were in attendance at matins, consigning thenselves
to the safety of the Lord's authority with the inperturbable Iitany of
their prayers. The pirates were discreetly quartered, though they kept a
wat chman at the gate and a | ookout in the church tower.

The Lady Cristelle and her servant Mary Wiite had been secured in the
cells which were kept, in theory, for the use of penitents. Sonetines,
even nowadays, a nonk would be ordered to be confined there to expiate
sone m sdeneanour, but the tinme was | ong gone when gentl enen who had
incurred the wath of the Church would conm ssion the brothers, in
consideration of suitable gifts, to undertake burdensone penances on
their behalf. It was a neasure of the gradual decline of religious
authority that such penances were now very rarely handed down, nor taken
al t oget her seriously when they were. The cells of Cardi gan Abbey had
seen few occupants these last fifty years, and the nonks had been well
content to | eave them al one. None cried sacril ege, though, when

Langoi sse decided to redeemthe prison fromits |ong disuse.

Everyone had been commanded, by the pirate and the abbot alike, to

mai ntai n the appearance of nornality. In accordance with this
instruction Noell went to the library, but he sat in the |arger room
and did not even attenpt to work. He wondered whether the visitors knew
of the existence of the secret cellar, and concluded that they probably
did not. Al of a sudden, the docunents which had cone to seem so

tedi ous regai ned their aura of nystery and their preciousness. He
resolved to protect them if he needed to and if he could, fromthe
danger of being stol en.

He was not entirely surprised when he was interrupted in his pretence of
readi ng the scriptures by Langoi sse, who took a chair nearby.

"I knew of your father, Master Cordery,' he said, in a friendly tone. 'l
never met him but | heard that he was a good and trusted man.' In the
daytinme, he seened slightly | ess handsone; the good |ight showed up the
ageing of his skin, and the oiliness of his hair. He was thirty-five
years old or thereabouts, and his cheeks were roughened with old snall
scars. Hs eyes, though, were a vivid brown, and very clear. He had a
penetrating gaze.

"I amsure that he knew of you,' replied Noell, evenly.
"W have a deal in common, you and |,"' said the pirate. '|I spent ny own
chil dhood in the Tower, and was simlarly exiled. | have sone notion of

what you must be feeling.
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"W heard that your ship went down off Cape Clear,' Noell told him not
wanting to speak of personal matters. 'Did you know that the Firedrake
isin MIford Haven?

"My own ship was | ong past Carnsore Point before we had to abandon her,’
Langoi sse replied, 'and the kind wind blew our boat into Cardi gan Bay.
We canme to the bare coast east of here, and made our way across country.
It mght have been better had we been driven into the Bristol Channel.
could easily gain passage on a ship out of Swansea, but it would be
difficult there to avoid an alarm being rai sed. Now, those who would do
me harm need not know that |I'malive until |'mgone, but it may not be
so easy to find a shipnmaster to take us away.'

"It nust be an inconvenience to be a pirate,' observed Noell, 'and yet
to have no ship.'

Langoi sse | aughed, taking no offence. 'Tis not the first tine |'ve | ost
one,' he said. 'l dare say 'twill not be the |ast.

"When they do discover that you're alive, and what you' ve done, they'l
hunt you nore ardently than before. The kidnap of a vanpire lady is not
a crime they'll forgive.'

"Forgive!' Langoisse's voice had nore of a snarl than a laugh in it now
"There is no forgiveness asked. Richard is not forgiven for what he has
done to nme, nor shall | ever forget what | owe him and | will not be
qui eted by fear of the vanpires' revenge.'

"But you have placed the good nonks in danger by bringing the vanpire

| ady here. They woul d be bl aned enough for sheltering you and your crew,
but no one need know about that were you quick enough to | eave. The
presence of the lady nmakes this a rather different nmatter, nore
difficult to conceal and nore likely to invite punishment.'

"I always heard,' said Langoisse,'that the nonks of Cardi gan bel onged to
the True Church. Your presence here woul d cause themtroubl e enough, if

it were known. | hope to go quietly, and if it should not be so, then
the abbot is welconme to tell all questioners that | forced himto help
me. | wish no harmto the brothers.

Noel | knew that the nonks of Cardigan did indeed think thenselves part
of the True Church, but whether that was the same True Church that

Langoi sse neant, he could not tell. For all he knew, Langoisse night be
a Gregorian, believing that the vanpires were instrunents of Satan, and
that the vanpire papacy and the Holy Ofice were parts of the devil's
enpire. But as he net the pirate's gaze, he thought that he could see
the soul of a fellow unbeliever. After all, Langoi sse had been hi gh-born
anbng comobn nen, near to becom ng a vanpire hinself.

There was justice, in any case, in what Langoi sse said. Noell's presence
here was proof enough that the abbot's loyalty was not to the Nornans.

If he ever were to be found, the abbot would claim under the spur of
necessity, that the nmonks had not known his true identity. There was
little to distinguish the inmposition which he nade upon the abbey's
hospitality fromthe sanctuary whi ch Langoi sse demanded. And yet, to be
accessory to the abduction of a vanpire |lady was a crinme of a very high
order, even if enacted under threat.

"What woul d you have me do?' asked the pirate, when Noell did not reply.
"Wul d you have nme |let her go, or murder her and burn her body?

" You shoul d not have brought her here.
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"Now | have her,' replied Langoisse, '|I mght take her to hell with me,
if I judge it worth ny while. If I could get her safe away, | mght try
to ransom her for another ship, but it mght be best to destroy her.
have not made up nmy mnd. Wuld you like to see her?

1 \Myl?l

"Are you not a scholar, come here as a nenber of the Invisible College
of England? Is it not your purpose to |earn what you can about vanpires,
in order to fight then? | have heard of this Quintus, too, you see. It
is true, is it not, that your father sought to |l earn the secret of that
magi ¢ whi ch nakes vanpires of comon nen?'

"Aye,' said Noell, quietly.

"And is there aught in your dusty books which pronmses to |l ead you to
that secret?

"If it were ever witten in a book,' answered Noell, '"it would be no
secret. No common man knows yet how vanpires m ght be nmade. |f anyone
did know that secret, it would surely be a nan |ike you, who once had
every expectation of reaping that reward.' The words were not sincerely
spoken; there was a sarcastic edge to them But Noell, somewhat to his
own surprise, was not afraid of the pirate, who seemed for the nonent
anyt hi ng but wathful.

"Perhaps you are right,' said Langoi sse. 'Perhaps | could have |earned
that secret, if | had nmade the nost of mnmy opportunities. But when |
expected to beconme a vampire, there seemed no urgency, and when it
becane evident that even ny kinsman, the G andnmaster of the
Hospitallers, considered me so little as to use me as a common bri gand,
the secret was far out of reach. It was then but a brief step which nade
me a rebel against their kind. Do you think that the lady might tell us
the secret which we crave, if she could be persuaded?

"What powers of persuasion do we have?' asked Noell. 'The vanpires can
overcone pain, and need not yield to torture."'

"But they can be threatened with death, can they not? A brave nan of
honour |ike Richard would never yield to such a threat, of course, but a
gentle creature like the lady is surely made of different stuff. Pain is
not the whole of torture, and there is nuch that might be achi eved by
fear and horror.

Noel | wondered whether the pirate was trying to test his reaction
Langoi sse approached himnow as a friend, but had no real reason to
trust him Wy should the pirate take it for granted that Noell was his
ally? For the greater part of his life, Edmund Cordery had pl ayed the
part of a loyal servant to the vanpire race. The fact that he had died
in order to kill his |Iover was not enough to convince everyone that he
had all along been a nenber of the secret society whose purpose was to
free Britain fromvanpire rule.

"It is said that vanpire | adies, and even certain knights, are not
permitted to |l earn the secret by which they are made,' said Noell
cautiously. 'The whole rites are said to be known only to the princes
and their magicians, and to be well-guarded. If the threat of death were
enough to pry the secret |oose fromany captive vanpire, do you think
that it could have been kept for a thousand years and nore?

'Have you heard it said that a common man who drinks a vanpire's bl ood
may beconme a vanpire hinsel f?
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"I have heard it said. My father told ne that it is alie.’

Langoi sse smled. 'You do not want to try the experinent, then? You
would not like to see what Cristelle d Ufe mght be forced to tell us,
or taste what virtue there m ght be in her blood?

Noel | licked his lips, which seenmed very dry. 'I think not,' he said.

"You are a handsone lad,' said the pirate. "My little Maroc is quite
taken with you. She is a pretty thing, you nust agree. Wuld you like to
be a pirate, and cone with ne when | go? |I'll make you third mate of ny
next ship, and you can have the Maroc for your own, if she likes you
better than ne.'

Noel | renmenbered his yearning for a life of action, but the attractions
of piracy seemed to himslighter now than they had then

'Cone, Master Cordery,' said the pirate softly, "a lusty lad like you
was never nmeant to be a nonk.'

Noel | | ooked down at the Bible which he had been pretending to read, but
the open page offered no inspiration. 'l do not yet know, ' he said,
"what course | would prefer to followin ny life.

The pirate smled, mrthlessly. 'The offer will still stand, until we
| eave. Think on it, | pray you. Now | ask again, would you like to see
my | ady captive, and hear what she has to say?

Noel | could not help but recall the sight of the vanpire's face in the
| anplight, and suffered a rush of feeling, which he dared not nane. He
stood up, and said: 'If you insist.'

The pirate bowed nockingly, urging the boy to precede him Noell led the
pirate fromthe library, and wal ked with himthrough the desol ate and
| abyrinthine corridors to the penitential cells.

The Turk Selimwas standing guard in the anteroom whi ch gave access to
the cells, though all the doors were securely barred on the outside.
When Langoi sse took away the bar fromthe rel evant door, and beckoned
Noell to follow himinside, the noseless man renai ned wthout. Noel
heard the sound of the bar sliding back into its bed, and wondered
whet her he woul d be allowed to come out again, when the pirate |eft.

The Lady Cristelle was sitting on a wi de wooden bench which had been
brought into the roomto serve as a bed. Mary Wite was not with her,
and Noell assuned that she had been put in a different cell in order to
deprive the vanpire of her donation of blood.

When Langoi sse canme in the | ady shrank back against the cold wall, but
though she was certainly ill at ease she was by no neans terrified. Her
face, so pale as to seemal nbost | um nous, was quite still. Her eyes were

not so gl azed, now, whatever poison they had used to drug her was
wearing off.

'l see that you are rested,' said Langoisse. '| have brought Master
Cordery to see you. You nust have known himat court.'’

Cristelle turned her dark eyes to Noell, and | ooked at himcuriously. '
knew his father,' she replied. '"But | do not think |I ever saw Master
Noell. Hi s father was a handsone man, but he shoul d not have destroyed

hinsel f that way for love of a lady. It was a silly thing to do.
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The lady's voice was | ow and nusical. She seened | ess proud and | ess
assertive than the Lady Carnilla, who had died of the plague which she
had drunk in Ednund Cordery's bl ood, but Noell thought that such
humility might sinmply be the result of her being so far from hone.
Haughti ness was natural in those who ruled the world when they were safe
inside their castles, but she was in a dungeon now.

"He mi ght help ne to question you,' said the pirate. '"He is a schol ar,
and may know better than | what questions we should ask of you.'

"I will not answer your questions,' said the lady, calmy, 'and you know
that there is no conpul sion by which you nmay force me to reply."

Langoi sse turned to Noell. 'She neans, Master Scholar, that she has no
fear of pain. But are we to believe that, without a test? Perhaps it is
only a lie, which vanpires broadcast for their own protection.'

"Al'l vanpires can control pain,' Noell replied, unwilling to play a
part. 'It is one of the attributes of their nature. Long life, immunity
to di sease, the healing of wounds that would kill a man. Common men tel

all under torture; vanpires reveal nothing.'

'Have you seen that opinion put to the proof, Master Cordery?' asked the
pirate.

Noel | shook his head. He felt a slight unease in his stomach as
Langoi sse took a dagger fromhis belt. 'Were would you like to cut
her?' asked the pirate.

Noel | would not reach out to take the dagger. It was not because he was

frightened of the lady's curse - if such curses worked, then all who
sought to do the vanpires harm woul d have been dead | ong ago - but his
awe of common mankind's nmasters was still sufficient to make the futile

gesture repugnant to him

"You are convinced by what your books have told you, perhaps?' said the

pirate, ironically. 'l was once a scholar nyself, and | have since found
that many assured truths are not so certain as the masters of ancient
| ore woul d have us believe. | have heard it said that a man who tastes a

vanpire's blood, as vanpires taste ours, may becone a vanpire hinself,
but | may not say it is true, and | nay not say it is false, while
have never tried it for nyself.'

Noel | said nothing, w shing now that he had not cone.

Langoi sse said: 'Perhaps, on the other hand, it is the G egorians who
are correct. Demons shoul d be exorcised, and we ought not to traffick
with them Should we, then, plunge a stake into her heart, cut off her
head, and burn her body, in the fashion prescribed by the |ast true
pope? Authorities proclaimit the nmost correct and proper method by
which a vanpire's death can be assured, do they not? O would you

per haps, favour the nmagic which your father used to curse his vanpire
| over with the plague? He taught you that magic, | trust?

Noel |l felt sweat on his brow, though the roomwas very cool. H s heart
was beating very quickly. He felt that it was he, and not the Lady
Cristelle, who was under attack

‘"Let the boy be,' said Cristelle. 'He has not the savage heart for your
wor k. Send himaway, and do as you will. It will do no good to spill nmny
bl ood, and it were better for everyone if its shedding should be on your
hands al one.'
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The pirate reacted with quick annoyance to her intervention. He | ashed
out at her without warning, striking at her face with the dagger

She barely flinched, and it seenmed to Noell that she mi ght even have
avoi ded the blow if she had wi shed. The bl ade ran across her cheek
beneath the right eye, and stopped against the bony part of her nose. It
was as if she wanted to cone quickly to the business of bl oodshed, as
though it would be better for her to bring this matter to a head.

Langoi sse watched the bl ood coursing fromthe wound like a red curtain
drawn down to her chin. The flow was sudden and strong, for the cut had
gone deep, but it slowed very quickly, and was stemmed within seconds,
after the fashion of vanpire injuries. The lady drew the fingers of her
ri ght hand across her cheek fromear to nose, and then held the hand out
to Langoi sse, a pendul ous drop of blood at the tip of each finger

"Drink,' she commanded hi m

He woul d not, but Noell could see in his face that it was the fact that
she had dared to command hi m whi ch prevented the act, not any | ack of
desire. There was a fascination in his eye which suggested that he did
not entirely disbelieve the dangerous rumour he had quot ed.

Cristelle put her hand to her own lips, then, and licked the blood from
the fingers. She nmade no pantom ne of it, and yet Noell found the
qui ckness of the gesture sonehow al arm ng.

"Shall | offer you ny heart?' she said, to Langoisse. 'O ny throat,

per haps?' She tilted her head back, though her gaze was unwaveri ng.

Noel | knew that there was sense in this taunting. If Langoi sse were
tenpted to use the dagger to inflict a deeper wound, then she might slip
into the deep coma which all vanmpires required in order to exercise
their extraordinary powers of self-repair. Once in that state she woul d
be beyond the reach of any questioning. Langoisse might kill her, then,
but there was nothing else he could do.

The pirate refused to strike again. Instead, he put the dagger back in
his belt. He | ooked at Noell, as if uncertain whether or not to |eave
himin the cell, but then said: 'Conme away, Master Scholar. | would
consult with you.' Hi s voice had regained its ironic edge, but there was
no lightness in the tone now.

Noel | s gaze was trapped by the sight of the vanpire lady, and he felt a
catch in his throat at the thought of such perfection spoiled by the
dagger's careless cut. He knew that she felt no pain, but the tragedy of
beauty despoil ed seened none the | ess for that. When a nonent had gone
by, though, he tore his gaze away, and foll owed Langoi sse to the door

As the Turk let themout of the cell, and then replaced the securing
bar, Noell heard Mary White sobbing in another cell. He wanted to cal
out to her, to offer her encouragenent and a pronise of safety, but he
knew only too well that such a proni se was beyond his ability to keep

Poor Mary!, he said to himself, angrily. It was a safer thought to hold
in his mnd than any i dea of synpathy for the vanpire.

FOUR

Noel | sat upon the three-legged stool before the kitchen fire, staring
into the flanes. The twi n caul drons suspended over the fire were each
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host to a pot of simrering neat and herbs, a string bag full of
veget abl es, and a puddi ng wapped in a cloth. This would be the

subst ance of the evening neal, stretched to serve the abbey's unwel cone
visitors as well as the brethren. Though he had worked hard earli er,

al ongside Martin and I nnocent, now he had only to watch while the
cooking ran its course, rising only occasionally to carry nore dry wood
to feed the fire, and to pour water fromthe big ladle into the

caul drons. The food woul d be served on the wooden trenchers which the
monks of Cardi gan had used for hundreds of years; they scorned plates,
as they scorned forks, precisely because those things were newy

fashi onabl e in the nundane worl d. The followers of St. Benedict were not
to be hastily taken up by the currents of change.

Noel | had never found his work in the kitchen arduous, because the good
brothers took a great pride in their managenent of the choppi ng and

m xing, while his own role was restricted to lifting and fetching. In
spite of the simplicity of the |abour, though, Noell often found it
oppressive in the hot kitchen, especially in the sunmer nonths. He had
suggested once to Brother Martin that his work was a sharp rem nder of
the threat of Hell's fires, but Martin could neither appreciate the jest
nor synpathise with the suggestion of blaspheny which it harboured.

On the evening which followed his reluctant excursion with Langoisse to
Cristelle DUfe's cell Noell was pleased to have a place of retreat,
where he could be unconfortably alone with thoughts and feelings which
were prickly with guilt. For once, he did not mind in the |east the
angry heat of the fire, and relished its pressure, as though it ni ght
help to burn away the fernment in his soul, purging himof his fears and
his doubts. But he was not to be left alone for Jong.

He was lost in a dream eyes bedazzled by the flanes which |icked the
belli es of the caul drons, when Langoisse's nmistress came quietly to his
side, and startled him He would have bl ushed but his cheeks were

al ready ruddy fromthe heat.

"Il amsorry,' she said. 'l did not mean to alarmthee."’

Noel | had read in the grubby broadsi des which carried news of pirates
and hi ghwaynen even into the precincts of Richard's tower that nen |ike
Langoi sse had femal e conpani ons, but had never known whether it was a
true report or an enbellishnment of the literary inmagination

Such tales, their excitenment masked by a hypocritical pose of alarm and

censure, delighted in painting pictures of scarlet wonen, tenptresses of
exotic beauty and uncertain tenper. Now he found hinself confronted by a
| egend nade cor poreal

Despite Langoi sse's description of her as a Maroc gypsy princess, Leilah
did not seemquite as exotic or as glorious as a broadsi de heroi ne. She
seemed to him now that she cane to stand before him a paradoxica
creature. She still wore male attire, and a dagger in her belt, but the
exci tenment which had ani mated her face the night before was gone now,
and she seened less than intrepid. Her dark eyes were shadowed, and her
expressi on seened regretful

When Noel |l spoke to her, his tone was petulant. 'Wiat do you want with
me?' he asked.

' Langoi sse has asked nme to seek thee out, Mster Cordery,' she said. 'He
i s anxious that he has offended thee, when his wish is to be thy
friend.' Her voice was accented, somewhat in the Spanish way. He was
surprised that she addressed himin the famliar way, for it seenmed to
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contrast with the pretence of nobility inplied by the title 'princess',
and by the fact that Langoisse had given her a little servant girl of
her own. 'Thee' and'thou’ were not used at court, save by lovers in
their intimte nonments, or by parents and children. He wondered whet her
she had | earned her English in an archaic fashion, or whether she had
chosen to address himin this way, perhaps at Langoi sse's instruction

"I bear himno ill-will," said Noell, '"but I ama guest here, and | fear
for the safety of ny hosts. | think he will understand that | would |ike
to see himquickly gone, with | east disturbance |eft behind.

She stood in front of him perhaps a little closer than he woul d have
liked. Wiile he was sitting down she was as tall as he, and her dark
eyes | ooked into his own, though he could not see themclearly while her
face was sil houetted by the fire. He stood up, and noved away, so that
when he turned to | ook down at her he could see her in a better light.
She was good-| ooki ng, by comon standards, but not truly beautiful. She
had only the prettiness of comon youth, which nmight be very likeable in
its way, but she had nothing, in his eyes, to conpare with the pale and
opal escent spl endour of the vanpire |ladies of the court, who had set for
hi mthe standards of desirability.

She, on the other hand, seened to be looking at himwith a fascination
whi ch he found enbarrassing. It put himstrangely in mnd of the

specul ative gaze with which Carnilla Bourdillon had addressed himon the
fatal eve of his flight fromLondon. He had never been nuch in the
conpany of wonmen, and felt that he could neither properly read nor
properly respond to such overtures.

"He would be thy friend,' she told himagain. 'A better friend, perhaps,
than these nonks.'

"His, | think, is the nore dangerous vocation,' he replied. 'The
brothers are cold friends, but their coldness prom ses a certain
security.'

She did not understand that. 'WIt thou become a nonk thyself? she
asked. 'Art thou nade for celibacy and for prayers, instead of adventure
and the | ove of wonen?

‘Men make of themsel ves what they can and what they will,' he told her.

She | ooked around the kitchen, as if to inply that his surroundings told
the tale of what he was naking of hinmself. 'Perhaps,' she said, 'but |
was a slave until he freed ne, and coul d have nade no nore of nyself,
had he not given nme the chance. He calls ne princess now, but that is
only his way. | amfree, though, and have killed one or two of that kind
of men which once kept and used ne.'

"Well,' said Noell, softly, 'l amglad of that. | could not w sh that
you were a slave, or that you were miserable in what Langoi sse has nade
of you. | beg you to be happy in your fashion, but | truly do not know

whet her a pirate could be made of ne.'

She smled, then, at the kindness of his words, and he was caught by
surprise at the sight of the snmle, which gave hima thrill of pleasure.
He smiled in return

Now, it seened, it was she who becane a little shy, and she | ooked away.
"I like thee,' she said, sinply. 'l wish thou woul dst conme with us when
we go.'

"Perhaps | will," replied Noell - who felt he could say so honestly
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enough, so uncertain was he of his fate.

' There was anot her nessage too, which | was asked to bring to thee,' she
said. '"WIt thou see that the vanpire lady and her naid are fed, but do
not | eave themtogether, for ny master does not want the |ady to have
her ration of blood. Take Selims food too. He is guarding them'

Noel | frowned, and becane curt again, saying that he would do as he was
asked. Then he sat down on the stool, and nade it clear that he wanted
her to go. She hesitated, but then Brother Martin cane in, vespers
havi ng been concl uded, and she quickly went away from his censorious

gl are. The nonk | ooked sharply at Noell, too, but Noell took no heed of
the appearance of displeasure. He hardly spared Martin a gl ance as he
went to take up his station, seizing one of the Ievers with which he and
the brother woul d haul the bags of food out of the caul drons and away
fromthe fire.

Later, Noell took the food to the cells as he had been asked. He carried
two trenchers, while one of the alnoner's boys carried a third for the
Turk. First, he went in to Mary Wite, and though the door renained
open, denying them any neasure of privacy, she flew to himand took him
by the shoulders as he laid down her food.

'Ch Master Cordery,' she said. 'You nust help us, for they nean to burn
nmy lady, and | dare not think what will happen to ne!' She was
terrified, and he knew that the presence of the man wi thout a nose could
only feed her fears with an extra neasure of horror

He could not bring hinself to offer her false confort, though he knew it
m ght be kinder if he did. He only replied: 'l must see to the |ady
first, Mary. | will come back in a nmonent.

She | et himgo, and watched himwhile he closed her door, without
setting the bolt back in place. The Turk, who was al ready shovelling
food into his nmouth, watched himbut did not speak. Noell did not know

whet her Selimcoul d speak English, or whether he could speak at all, so
he said nothing to excuse or explain hinself. He had to set the lady's
supper down while he renoved the bar securing her cell, and he felt the

Turk's eyes upon his back as he opened the door and went in.

The Lady Cristelle | ooked at the nmeat, not only w thout enthusiasm but
with suspicion. She was still seated on the bench, exactly as he had
seen her earlier in the day. The scar on her face was al ready fading,
and woul d soon be gone.

‘It is only neat, nmy lady,' he said, interpreting her anxiety. 'There is
no poison init. |I sawit prepared, and no hand but m ne has touched
it.'

She favoured himwith a wan smle. 'So they are less afraid of ne now,
she said. 'They will let me regain ny strength, because they think ne
hel pless in nmy inprisonnent. | think I would rather they persisted, so
that | could take refuge in the deep sleep.

"Can you not?' he asked, genuinely curious.

She | ooked up at him her expression unfathomable. 'Have they sent you,
then, to question me with cunning? In this case, it hardly matters. |
cannot seek the deep sleep; it nmust seek me. It is not something that we
do, but somet hing which happens to us. If | amdeni ed bl ood, as the
pirate seens to intend, then | will eventually fall into the sleep, as
would if he fed ne nore poison. W are all, in our various fashions,
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prisoners of our being. But do not wait here, Mster Cordery--Mary needs
you nore than |, and you nmust do what you can to help her.'

He was suspi cious of her apparent concern, not know ng whether it was
mere show, intended to inpress him Vanpire wonen were famed for the
subtleties of their seductions and the heartl essness of their betrayals.
He dared not take what she said at face value. If all he had been told
of vanpires was true, she could not care at all what happened to a
comon servant.

He left the cell, and secured the door behind him He | ooked at the
Turk, who was stabbing the point of his knife into a piece of nmeat with
surprising delicacy and precision. He went back into Mary Wiite's cell.

She had not yet touched her food, and was waiting inpatiently for his
return. 'What do they nean to do?' she asked, in an agony of fearfu
anticipation. She did not come to take hold of himagain, but stood five
feet away, her hands on her shoul ders, crossed over her breasts as if
she were huggi ng herself.

"I do not know,' he told her. 'But the nmonks woul d not see you harned,
and even a pirate crew has some respect for a house of God. Langoisse is
not a rough man, and would not kill you sinmply for the sake of adding
one nore nurder to his soul's burden of sin.'

"But you will help me, will you not? You will not let themhurt ne?
Wuy, thought Noell, she thinks me one of them an outlaw anpbng outl aws!
"I will do whatever | can to preserve you fromharm' he told her.

"And ny | ady too?" Her voice was doubtful, as if she dared not hope for
reassurance

"It is not ny wish to see anyone killed, or hurt,' he told her, 'not
even the vanpire. You nust eat, if you can. The food will warm you, and
gi ve you strength.'

She nodded, too eagerly, and sat down upon the bed, taking up the
trencher fromthe floor where he had set it down. He went out of the
cell, and after a nonent's pause, picked up the bar which seal ed the
door and slotted it in place. Then he | ooked again at the Turk, who was
wat chi ng himincuriously while he ate. As Noell went back al ong the
corridor he felt those eyes, made nonstrous by their scarred and rutted
setting, followi ng the course of his retreat. The boy, who had waited
for him was alnost trenbling with fear as he wal ked al ongsi de.

In the refectory, where he was to take his own neal, Noell was called to
the high table by the abbot. Langoi sse was sitting on the abbot's right
hand, where Quintus was nornally stationed, and the ancient Brother

I nnocent was displaced fromhis station by the pirate's m stress.

"l nust ask you to undertake a m ssion on behal f of the abbey,' said the
abbot, in a tone whose evenness could not conceal an underlying anxiety.
"Tonorrow, you nust go into the town, to help in arrangi ng a passage to
Ireland for ouré&§ guests. It is undesirable to involve the bailiff or
any of the tenant farmers who work the nonastery | ands, and we are
agreed that you are the one nmpst suited to the task. You will be
provided with an appropriate letter of authority.’

Noel | gl anced at Langoi sse, who was watching himcarefully. It was
probabl e that the pirate had asked for him though what the abbot said
about the inadvisability of involving the bailiff, who normally acted as
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the intermediary in matters of nonastery busi ness, was undoubtedly true.
It would be for the best if news of the abbey's invasion could be kept
securely within its walls. The reference to the tenant farners was a
veil ed plea for circunspection and secrecy, though Noell had his own
reasons for discretion whenever he went abroad. He felt that he was
bei ng subjected to a newtrial, and that his performance woul d be under
strict exam nation fromall concerned

Wiy, he asked silently of an invisible witness, may | not sinply be
ignored, while all this vile business conmes to its conclusion? Wiy is
there no one here who has naught to ask of ne?

He told the abbot, politely, that he would be pleased to do as he was
bid. After all, the thought that he night contrive to find a way to rid
the abbey of its visitors was welconme. If only they could all be sent on
their way, without trace of their sojourn remraining, then his world
mght regain its steady course

He went to his place to eat his meal, dreading that every eye in the
roomwas upon him and that those watchers who were not judgi ng himwere
schenming instead, to draw himstill further into a gane of treason as
deadly as the one which his father had pl ayed.

FI VE

Noel | would have preferred to go to Cardi gan al one to execute his

commi ssion on behalf of the pirates, but Langoi sse insisted on
acconpanyi ng him The abbot told hi mwhich of the ships whose masters
had dealings with the abbey were likely to be in the harbour at this
time; those masters could be trusted to respond to the appeal for help
whi ch Noell carried. The abbey had sonetinmes |ent noney to Wl sh
fishermen and traders, and still had a part-share in a nunber of vessels
- a legacy of nore prosperous days. For this reason, Noell thought that
the business mght perfectly well be carried out quietly and
expeditiously, by himself and no other, but it seened that the pirate
did not trust him

Langoi sse was unperturbed by Noell's protest that it would be an
al t oget her unnecessary risk for the pirate to show hinself. 'There are
few here who would know ny face,' he said, 'even if they knew enough to

|l ook for it in the crowd. In any case, | ought to see the vessel on
whi ch you intend to book ny passage; | know these herring-fishers and
wherries, and need sonething seaworthy. | nust see her captain, too, to

agree with hima place and tinme at which we mght conveniently enbark. |
mean to get away cleanly if | can, but | cannot march the vanpire to the
har bour, even by night, and we will need to discover a quiet place where
a sizeable ship mght cone discreetly close to shore.

So they set off, after prime, together. Langoisse took only a little
trouble to hide his features, donning a straw hat such as chapnmen often
wor e, and wearing nondescript clothing.

The Abbey was cl oser to the sea than the town, and was on the north side
of the Teifi, isolated on the crown of a low hill. Fromthe north side
of the church one could | ook across the green-and-yellow fields, and see
the way the coast curved away fromthe river's nouth, the fields gently
sl opi ng towards the dunes. Langoisse did not like it. 'Too open,' he
said. ' 'Twould be better if there were sheltered bays, as you find in
Gower. If it should conme to a fight and a chase, 1'd wish to find your
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hedgerows taller, and woods in which to hide.'

The | and around the abbey was under intense cultivation, rather because
of the need of the people than the greed of the nonks. The popul ati on of
the Wel sh towns had grown rapidly these last fifty years or so, and this
strip of land close to Cardigan Bay woul d bear good wheat if kindly
treated, while the hilly country which lay inland was fit only for
sheep. When Langoi sse enquired what | ands bel onged to the Abbey, Noel
expl ai ned that the abbot |eased alnost all of that |and to yeonen,
collecting rents and heriots through the bailiff; and that the nonks
nowadays tended only their vegetabl e plots and chicken-runs, being too
old and too few to plough, plant and harvest an entire demesne.

' Perhaps they should take to highway robbery, |ike the old brigand nonks
of Valle Crucis,' Langoi sse suggested, as they set off on the rough road
whi ch forked near to the abbey. The right-hand track woul d take themto
the bridge, which spanned the Teifi two mles upriver of the town.

After a while, the pirate conplained that there was a stink in the air
the like of which he had never known. Noell told himthat it was al ways
the case, whenever rain was followed by hot sunshine. 'W are too far
away fromthe Gower quarries for the farners to buy cheap line to
fertilise the fields,' he explained. 'They use seaweed fromthe shore,
chopped fine and rotted, for their manuring. Even now, when the crops
are high, the scent cones out.'

Soon, when they made the descent towards the bridge, they could see the
town arrayed on the distant slope above the harbour, with its castle
towering over the cottages like a great Norman carbuncle in frail Wl sh
flesh. The castle was not nuch of a fortress, its purpose being to
defend its Norman | ords against the Wel shmen rather than to guard the
town against an invasion fromthe sea. It had never been attacked in
earnest, even in the time of Ovain Ayn Dw's rebellion, which had been
the |l ast serious attenpt in any part of Britain to oppose the vanmpire

enpire.

Quintus had told Noell soon after his arrival in Cardigan that what the
Wel sh resented in Norman rule was not so much the fact that they

bel onged to an Inperiumruled by Attila' s kin, but rather that English

| andl ords and magi strates had been set over them Had dyn Dwm been nmade
a vanpire, the nonk opined, Wales mght easily have been nade a | oya
encl ave of the Inperium as it was, the descendants of Oaen Tudor were
anong the nost devout enenies of Richard, and would tal k treasonously of
thenselves as the rightful royal famly of the British nation. Sone that

were loyal to the Tudors called themthe scions of Arthur, linking them
thereby to a heroic kingdom of |egend, but that was nere ronmanci ng. But
when all the mseries of the Wl sh were counted up, still the present

hol der of Cardigan Castle did not entirely belie his fam |y nane, which
was Vel | bel ove, and there was no very fierce resentnent of his tenancy,
t hough even | andl ess | abourers spoke of himas 'the Norman cuckoo'

The road into Cardi gan was busy. Though it was not narket day, there was
a continual trickle of oxcarts carrying various goods into the town, and
men on horseback. There were dozens of nen afoot, hunping packs of al
shapes and sizes. Noell was not unhappy to find that there were so nmany
ot hers about, because he thought it easier to attract no attention in
the midst of a throng of strangers. Langoi sse seened | ess enthusiastic
about the crowd, which he seened to like as little as the fields.

"How full the world nmust be of fools!' he exclainmed, as a little cart
| oaded with | eeks, cabbages and onions rattled past, followed by a
greater one pulled by two horses, which was | oaded with coal. Between
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themthe carts had rai sed an unconfortable cloud of dust, which made the
travellers on foot guard their faces with their hands

" How so?' asked Noell. 'But for honest toilers |ike these, there' d be
none to feed a pirate his ration of plunder, or vanpires their ration of
bl ood. You should take heart, as Richard would, fromthe sight of
advances in wealth and industry.'

Langoi sse gave hima black | ook on hearing his nane coupled with
Richard's. Noell could see that the special spite which existed between
the two of them was not exaggerated by the stories which told of it.

"Richard would |ike to see his subjects prosper, no doubt,' answered the
pirate sourly, 'for he likes to strut the part of a statesman hero, and
i s ever annoyed when any fail to honour or to like him Did you know
him in London?

Noel | 1 aughed. 'Oh no,' he said. 'My father was a nechani cian, not a
courtier. | kept conpany with servants like Mary Wiite, not the grand
peopl e."'

'The prince was not so proud, in certain noods,' said Langoisse bl ackly.
" A handsone youth |ike you m ght have aspired to be a vanpire, had you
caught his foul yellow eye.' Richard's eyes were an odd colour, for a
vanpire, but Noell had not heard them described in quite that way
before. It was in his mind to reply that Langoi sse m ght have been a
handsonme youth hinsel f, once upon a tine, but he did not dare. I|nstead,
he said: 'It is no anbition of mne to becone a vanpire.'

Langoi sse | aughed, sarcastically. '"A man of the people! No need to be a
hypocrite, boy. There's no shane in yearning for eternal youth, even

t hough you hate the nobl e rabble which has so nmeanly hoarded the gift to
support their tyranny. No one truly seeks to see vanpirism externinated,
save a handful of Gegorian fanatics and puritans. Fight against the
legion of imuortals, by all neans, but fight nmeanwhile for thine own
immortality. That's what 1'd tell my own son, if son | had.'

"Perhaps Leilah will bear you one,' nuttered Noell, turning away with a
cough fromthe dust of another heavy cart.

"I do not think so,' Langoisse replied, calmy. 'She bore a child while
still a slave, when she was no nore than twelve years old. It nearly
killed her, and | do not think she can ever bear another.'

Noel | | ooked at himin astonishnent, but said nothing.

"How do you like ny little princess? asked Langoi sse, nockingly. 'She
is very pretty, is she not?

'Yes, she is,' answered Noell. 'She told nme she had been a slave, and
that you set her free.'

"I killed the man that owned her,' agreed Langoi sse. '| cannot say that
| didit in any noble spirit, for it was a matter of necessity. But |
woul d not keep her as a slave, and told her she was free. She seened
deli ghted by the news, though | cannot say that she has |learned to act
the part. Perhaps you shoul d seduce her, to teach her what freedom
really neans.'

Noel | bl ushed, which anmused the pirate.

"Ah,' said Langoisse, 'l see you have not the passion for it. She is
pretty, but not beautiful, like the Lady Cristelle.
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"I amnotéd€ ' Noell began, but realised that he did not know exactly
what he was, or what he was not, and felt miserable in his confusion
But Langoi sse relented in his nockery, and went on in a different way.

' The beauty of the vanpire ladies is the nbst cunning instrument of
their rule. The officers of their armies are won over by nere anbition,
but they have many nore |oyal servants secured by the passion these
ladies inspire. | think it a marvellous cleverness that so nany conely
girls are inducted into vanpirism and what | know of vanpires suggests
to ne that they cannot take the sane pleasure in their |adies as comon

men woul d. They are not all like Richard, of course, any nore than al
Turks are like nmy faithful Selim but long Iife makes themvery cold and
deadens their desire. They create vanpire ladies, | think, not for their

own arusenent but to benuse and captivate |ove-struck boys and
passionate nmen. Adnmire the likes of Cristelle d' Ufe if you must, but
al ways renenber that she is the lure in a deadly trap, and learn to hate

rather than to | ove her. Mark ne, Master Cordery, | know whereof |
speak. '

"My father had a different account,' said Noell. 'He told nea€’

Langoi sse interrupted, his voice grown harsh again. 'Your father had
every reason to offer another account. | do not nmean to malign himin
your eyes, but he did not see such matters straightly. | know that he

killed the lady in the end, but | think that he served the vanpires al
his life, nore honestly and nore productively than he knew. Wy God gave
vampire | adi es such charnms, | cannot tell, but | know how the vanpire

| ords and princes use those charnms, and | tell you again that the w se
man | earns to hate instead of |ove. Instruct your heart, Master Cordery,
and make it learn the lesson well, else it will betray you, and bring
your life to an end on a traitor's scaffold or a heretic's pyre.

Noel | saw well enough the force of the pirate's argunent, but he was by
no nmeans ready to accept it. 'My father knew the vanpires well,' he
sai d. 'He understood better than anyone what nmanner of being they are,
and how their empire of fear is built. The rule of so few over so nmany
is not secured easily, even though the few are so difficult to destroy.
They al ways pretend that they conpletely control the way by which
vanpires are made, but ny father was not so sure. H s opinion was that
they would nake nore if they could, to nmake certain of their enpire. He
told me once that the vanpires m ght be as much slaves to superstition
as we are, and that even Attila may not fully understand the way by

whi ch vanpires are made. There may be less design in all of this than
you assune.'

"You do not believe in the vanpire sabbat, then?' asked Langoi sse, in
his ironically challenging fashion. "It is not so that the devil hinself
is summoned by Prince Richard to the Tower, appearing in the formof a
great beast, to offer the privilege of vanpirismto those who have done
nmost evil in his service? Was it not argued by sone | earned school man
that a man need only be fed the flesh of a new born babe and allowed to
pl ant a bl asphenbus kiss on Satan's arse, in order to be recruited to
the ranks of the undying? And are there are not other versions of the
sabbat, too, in which the devil nakes nmen vanpires by buggery?

"Ch yes,' said Noell, '"but those are fevered fantasies, spread in order
to rouse the horror of ordinary men against the vampires, if any such
rousi ng were needed. My father used to say that Satan's presence
expl ai ned far too nuch, and nothing at all.’

"Ariddler, too! What a man of many parts Ednmund Cordery becane, under
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the tutelage of his great |ady! And yet, | beg to doubt his ommiscience,
if you will permt.'

Noell had no alternative but to pernmit it. They were approaching the
town gate by now, and the crowd had thickened to the point where they
m ght easily be overheard. It was not wi se to di scuss vanpires where
spi es m ght |urk.

They went down the hill once they were in the town, away fromthe castle
and toward the harbour, where the masts of the fishing fleet were

cl ust er ed.

"W nust look in the waterfront inns,' said Noell. 'There we will find

the men we are | ooking for.'

"Aye,' said the pirate. 'And there we mght find the truest news, and

di scover whet her any know that | amnot dead and drowned.' Hi s voice was
suddenly | ow and bl eak; he could not feel safe on land, in a port where
he had never been before, not know ng whether those who sought hi m had
gi ven up the chase or not.

Noell led himfirst to the Mernmai d, where two good captains indebted to
the abbey usually | odged, but neither was there to be found when he
inquired after them Noell bought beer for themboth - better beer than
came fromthe Abbey's brewery, as it chanced--so that they mght sit in
a shadowed corner, playing the eavesdropper thenselves. They heard

not hing of inport, though, and Langoi sse soon told Noell to lead on to
anot her place. They went next to the Three Cups, and there they found
the captain of a herring buss: a man naned Ral ph Heilyn, who stood
second on the abbot's list of nen who could be trusted to help. He was a
rough, grey man of sixty years and nore, but stout and strong, and a
gentl eman of sorts.

Heil yn had never seen Noell, but when Noell showed himthe abbot's
letter he pronmptly took the two of themup to the room above a
corviser's shop, where he |l odged his mstress. He dispatched the
slattern about sone errand, and bade his guests be seated. He seened
ready enough to discuss business with nysterious strangers, and Noel
judged that he was not entirely unused to the carrying of extra cargoes
of one kind or another

Noel | expl ai ned that discreet passage to Ireland was sought for fifteen
men who were friends of the Wel sh Church. He did not say so, but
attenpted to inply that they were heretics in whomthe Dom ni cans had
taken an interest. Heilyn | ooked at Langoi sse, though, and Noell saw
that he was suspicious. Though the Wel shman could not tell a pirate
merely by his face and manner, he could surely see that this was a nan
of action, who had far nore likely offended the vanpires by his deeds
than by his thoughts.

The only conplaint which Heilyn i medi ately nade was that fifteen was
too many, and Noell was quick to counter that with an assurance that the
price paid would be appropriate.

"You can pay in gold? asked the captain.

Noel | hesitated, but Langoisse quickly cut in. "Alittle,' he said. 'W
do not have nuch, and need nobst of what we have in Ireland, but | wll
gladly give you ten sovereigns, which is a full fifth of what we carry.'

"Too little!' said Heilyn, but there was no force in his refusal, and
Noel | saw what Langoi sse intended by stating that he woul d be carrying
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nmore gold than he was able to give. Heilyn was thinking that he m ght
ask a higher price, once away fromthe shore, and tenptati on was
distracting his attention fromthe question of how to nmake certain that
he could collect any fee at all

"Do not forget, Master Heilyn,' said Noell,'that the abbey will be in
your debt when you have done this, though while we speak it is the abbot
who is the creditor.'

Hei |l yn made a show of | ooking again at the letter which Noell had
brought, but only said: 'It nmight be dangerous work. | have no wish to
of fend Wl | bel ove or the Dom nicans. | am an honest man.'

"Master Heilyn,' said Noell, '"it is because of your honesty that we cone
to you. | have the abbot's authority to inplore you. The good nonks
woul d be in your debt, and woul d nmake good your debts to them'

"I do not know your name, Master Scholar,' said Heilyn to Noell, '"but I
think I know your kind. True Faith you may nane your calling, but you'd
draw the devil to the heels of such as I. | wish noill to the brothers,
and | stand in their debt, tis true, but they must know I'll not thank
them for work like this.'

"They will thank you, Master Heilyn,' Noell assured him

"There is a troop of horse from Swansea in the castle,' said the
captain, uneasily, 'and marines fromthe Firedrake are on their way here

fromMIford Haven. | want no trouble with such as these, if they are in
any way concerned with you.' His wary eye was now directed at Noell's
conpani on.

'They are not,' lied Langoisse. 'Qur business is entirely secret, and

need expose you to no risk. You need make no unseemy haste, but should
provision the ship as you would for a normal sailing. You need not take
us aboard in sight of the town. Wat is the safest place where we m ght
be fetched fromthe shore by one of your boats?

Hei l yn hesitated, but answered. 'There is a tiny inlet four mles to the
north of the Abbey. It is Evan Rhosier's |and. The abbot will knowit,
and will show you on a chart.’

"You must send a boat to the shore there,' said Langoisse. '"At four in
the norning, the day after next.

"W'll have no fair wind for the Irish shore,' said Heilyn. 'And
cannot do it so soon.'

"Who knows where the wind will lie, after tomorrow?' countered
Langoi sse. 'And the sooner it is done, the better for us all. | wll
double the price; it is all that I can do. You have the abbot's good
will to add to that.'

"I must know who you are,' Heilyn said. '|I cannot do it otherw se.'

"Do you know Meredydd ap Gawys?' asked Langoi sse, before Noell could
gi ve any answer. The man naned was a Wl sh gentleman, currently secured
in Swansea jail, awaiting the G eat Sessions, when he was likely to be
condemed to death for treason. It did not seemlikely to Noell that
Langoi sse knew the man, but Heilyn certainly woul d.

"You are not one of his nmen,' said Heilyn, carefully.

"I amhis friend,' said the pirate.
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"But are you not a Norman?' asked the Wl shman

"I'f I were a Norman,' answered Langoisse, grimy, 'l would not be asking
the help of a loyal Welshman. | tell you that | amfriend to Meredydd ap
Gawys, and you have the abbot's letter. If you refuse to help us, your
own countrynen will curse you in tine to cone. Now, enough of this
haggling. | would have this matter settled. How big is your ship?

Heilyn hesitated, but in the end he answered the question. 'Thirty-five
| ast,' he said.

' How many crew?’
' Si xt een.
" And what weapons do you have aboard?

Heilyn frowned at this, and Noell did not like it. The shipmaster tried
to stare down the pirate, but could not. 'Five half-pikes and four
muskets,' he eventually replied, 'with six pounds of gunpowder and two
pounds of |eaden bullets. Do you think that we will need then?

"I'f you tell no one what you are doing,' said Langoisse, 'we will all be
safe in Ireland without so nuch as the speaking of an angry word. Do not
be annoyed because | question you. W are in your hands, now, and at
your nmercy. | must put my trust in an unknown captain and his ship; you
need only trust in the Abbot of Cardigan, whomyou know, and in God, who
is kind to honest nen.'

"I will doit," said Heilyn, sullenly. 'l ama nman who can be trusted,
as the abbot knows.'

When they left, having confirned once again the details of the appointed
pl ace and tine, Langoisse insisted that they made their way to the wharf
where Heilyn's buss was berthed. He said that he nmust satisfy hinself
that the ship was sound, though Noell never doubted that she woul d be.
As far as his untutored eye could judge, she was. Langoi sse admitted
that he could see nothing am ss, but observed that the passage woul d be
I acking in confort, given the fee which had been agreed.

"She will serve,' said Noell. 'You should not have asked hi m about his
weapons. You m ght have frightened himoff.

"He is greedy enough not to be easily frightened,' nuttered the pirate.
"He knows there is danger in it, and 'twould have been a nistake to be
too careful. A man like that nust be bullied as well as bribed, if he is
to be persuaded.'

"It is your business,' said Noell, with a shrug of the shoul ders. ' You
are the one who needs the passagea€ though the nonks will be very gl ad
to see you gone.'

"Ch yes,' replied Langoisse. 'You |l overs of peace want only to see ne
gone. But I've to think further ahead than that. While your abbot seeks
to make an end of his part in nmy affairs, |I've to make a new begi nni ng
as well .’

"W have made that beginning,' Noell told him 'Now we must hasten back
to the Abbey, to wait for the appointed tine, and pray that naught
di sturbs our peace until it cones.

Langoi sse | ooked down at himfromthe shadow of his straw hat, and
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favoured himwith a wolfish smle. 'The waiting will not be heavy,' he
said. 'We are friends, now, are we not? W shall find ways to anuse
oursel ves, | do not doubt.

That night, Noell slept soundly for the first tine since the invasion of
the Abbey. He had a sense of everything being in order, because it
seenmed now that the nightnmare night pass, and | eave the Abbey and his
life there intact and undi sturbed. He had come to the point where he

wi shed sinply to be let alone, with no one denandi ng proni ses which he
had to give and coul d not keep. He thought ill of hinself for this
craven desire, but that did not stop himdesiring it. Sleep cane to him
as a wel cone rel ease: a surrendering of the duty of thought.

But he was not to be allowed to sleep through the night. Some tinme in
the small hours, after the end of the night-office, he was awakened by a
touch. Despite his tiredness, the touch was enough to startle him and
bring himinstantly back from sl eep

By the light of a single candle which she carried he could see the face
of the person who had roused him It was Leilah, the gypsy, her features
softened by anxiety and her lips slightly apart. For a nmonent, his mnd
was crowded by lust-driven inmages, but she had not cone to clinb into
his bed. Her expression had nore fear init than lewd intent.

"Master Cordery,' she said, in a voice not nuch above a whisper, "I
woul d that thou m ght do a favour for nme.' She reached out to touch his
shoul der with her fingertips, inmploring his concern

The words mi ght have been taken as a rude invitation, but for her face.
Noel | stared at her, unable to guess what it was which had so al arned
her .

"What is it?" he asked. 'Have the soldiers cone to take Langoi sse?

"He is with the lady,' she said. '| beg thee to come. She has said that
she woul d curse him | heard her tell him before we cane here, that if
he hurt her, she would have her revenge.'

Noel | realised that Leilah was very nmuch afraid of the vanpire | ady. She
was a Mohamedan, and bel onged to a nation where vampires were not

tol erated. She could never have seen any other vanpire than Cristelle

d Ufe, and all that she knew of vanpires nmust have cone fromfantastic
tales of magic and vill ainy.

"I do not think that she has any power to hurt him' Noell said.
"And thou dost not care what he might do to her?

What | ay behind the question he could not tell. Mght it be a snhare set
by the pirate? And what, in any case, was the true answer? 'Wy do you
care?' he asked, harshly.

She did not reply. Perhaps she was jealous as well as afraid and had

called himin order to spoil a rape. But her fear was real. It was the
fear of dire magic, of evil incarnate - a superstitious dread of the
unl eashed power of the devil, in whom Mohammedans believed no | ess than

Christians, though they knew him by a different nane.
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He could not bring hinself to tell her to go away. He dressed hinsel f
hastily, not knowi ng what he intended to do. He owed no debt to the
pirate's mstress, and had no reason to think that he had any greater

i nfluence with Langoi sse than she had herself. Nor did he owe any debt
to the vampire sufficient to nake himintercede on her behalf with a
bitter man who would do her harm and yet he felt conpelled to go
Perhaps it was because of the futile pronise which he had given to Mary
Wi t e.

Leilah took himquickly to the cells. The small man who had once held a
knife to Noell's throat was on watch by the outer door. He seened
greatly surprised by their arrival, and noved to stop them but Leil ah
moved ahead of Noell, and put her hand upon her dagger. The man
hesitated, but he |let them go forward.

The door to Mary's cell was shut, and there was no sound fromwthin,
but the other door was open w de. Langoi sse and the Turk were both

i nside. They had brought a lantern with them and a brazier of coals
fromthe kitchen

They had bound the vanpire's wists with cords, passing themthrough a
ring set in the walls, to which shackl es had once been attached. In the
anci ent days before the Normans had built their castle, the Abbey had
been the only secure place which could provide Aberteifi with a jail for
its felons.

The | ady was unconfortably stretched, for the ring was set high on the
wal | ; only parts of her feet could touch the floor, and her face was
pressed to the cold wall, quite hidden

One or other of her tornentors had furiously |ashed her back with a
knotted rope, and the flesh was badly torn. Bl ood was coursing down her
thighs in long streans. There were two knives bal anced on the brazier's
rim their blades warnming in the coals, and the Turk was blowi ng air
fromthe kitchen bellows to make them gl ow nore fiercely.

Langoi sse was at a pause in his work, waiting for these knives, with

whi ch he intended to burn the lady. He did not seem surprised by Noell's
arrival, but rather anused, though he | ooked with some slight

di spl easure at his m stress.

"Master Scholar!' he said. 'You are nobst welcone to join us at our play.
Per haps you have a stroke or two of your own that you'd like to pay
back, and a question or two that you'd like to put, in the hope that it
m ght be answered.'

The Lady Cristelle was still and silent. She did not turn her head to
see who had arrived. Noell could not tell whether or not she had escaped
into trance

"This is a fool's gane,' he said to the pirate, trying his best to sound
stubbornly reasonable. 'She can control her pain, and will tell you

not hi ng."'

Langoi sse | aughed. ' How do we know what she feel s?' he asked. 'Tis true
that she will not screamor beg for mercy, but her body recoils under
the lash, and I'll warrant that her flesh shrieks just a little when

burn her. Perhaps she is indifferent, after her fashion, but | amsure
that she does feel, and knows what it is that is happening to her. She
is conscious still, | know She may yet think it desirable to tell us a
little about how she was nade a vanpire, and what elixir of life it was
whi ch gave her the gift of undying.' Langoisse turned his eyes again to
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Leil ah, who cringed fromhis stare. 'She cannot hurt ne, little fool,"
he said, scornfully. 'Do you not think that |I'mas good a servant of

Sat an as she could ever be? Wiy should he let her curse ne, or conme to
her rescue? Do you think, if she'd magic of her own, she'd not have
taken wing rather than fall into our hands? | amnot tenpting fate; it
is fate which has made ne this present, so that | may collect sone debts
which I am owed.'

"What debts?' asked Noell.

Langoi sse stared at the glow ng coals, and the bl ades of the heated
knives. 'l have faced torture and humiliation at the hands of her kind,"'
he said. 'They sent nme to the galleys, despite ny station, |like sone
beggarly street-thief. It was not enough that they scourged ne while
plied the oar; they had ne flogged upon the coursier of that hellish
galley with all the Arab slaves and the scum of Marseilles | ooking on,
rejoicing with every cut. Then they sent ne to the stinking hospita
where ny wounds m ght fester, where nmen w thout noses screaned while
their faces were consunmed by great running sores. And they pronised ne
that if I was not neek, they'd slice ny nose fromny face, to nake ne
prettier for the day | met the devil.'

Noel | could make no reply. The tone of the pirate's voice, both utterly
col d and desperately angry, adnitted no objection

"Do you know, Master Cordery,' Langoisse went on, in a lighter way,'that
they cauterise a galleyman's punished flesh with hot pitch? I have none
here available, but | think hot blades are a fair substitute. Do you
think 1 healed as easily as she will? | would reclaimthe pain which
felt, too, if only | could, and in the fullest measure. And will you
say, either of you, that | amnot due this settlenment?

"I't was not she who hurt you,' answered Noell, bluntly, finding courage
enough to say so.

Langoi sse canme close to him then, and net himeye to eye with an
expression full of simering wath. '"Was it Carmilla Bourdillon who hurt
your father?' he shouted into Noell's face. 'Do you not know that all
who share the privilege of tyranny must bear the guilt of its cruelties?
Does not Rone's own Inquisition assert, when they burn old crones for
witches, that a witch once proven guilty of any maleficia is guilty of
all the crinmes which her kind commt? How can we say | ess of vanpires?
Each acts for all, and this lady nust stand trial for all. She answers
not only for what was done to ne, but for all that has been done to
Englishmen in the name of the peace and prosperity of the Inperium of
Gaul. |I'd rather tornent |ionhearted Richard or sonme mighty warlord |ike
Viad the Inpaler, that | own, but Cristelle d Urfe is all | have, and
will not be softened by her fairness, which is a siren mask hiding a

wi cked soul .'

Noel | saw that there was in this man a rage agai nst the vanpires which
was not yet born in himself, and perhaps never would be, unless he were
to suffer one day the kind of pain and degradati on which the pirate had
known. '| beg you to stop,' he said, 'for the sake of the good nonks.
You rem nded nme today that you rnust think further ahead than what you
will do here. So must we. If, after you have gone, it becones known that
a vanpire was tornented within these walls, Wllbelove will have no
choice but to tear the abbey down, and the brothers will likely be
burned as heretics by that Holy O fice of which you spoke. They will be
held guilty by association in the exact manner which you have argued.’

Langoi sse was in no nmood to listen kindly to this plea. 'They belong to
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the True Faith,' he said. '"In the eyes of the Borgia pope and the Holy
Ofice, they are heretics, and seditious too. Wat is your schol arship,
Mast er Cordery, but pure heresy? Every time you turn a page in one of
your forbidden books, you license your own burning, do you not?

It was true, though it was not a way he liked to think of his work.

"And in the eyes of the True Faith,' Langoi sse went on, his voice
reduced to a seething hiss, 'is it not the vanpires who nust burn, to
redeem manki nd?'

Wth this he turned away to the brazier. He wapped a cloth around his
hand, for the hilt of the knife which he took up was hot enough to burn
him and he went quickly to the lady, to lay it across her shoul der
There was an awful sound, which seened to Noell very like the hiss that
had been in the pirate's voice, and then a stench of burning, which nade
the Turk laugh and clap his hands with glee. These were the first sounds
whi ch the creature had ever made in Noell's hearing

Leilah recoiled in dread, and Noell had to catch her in his arns, so
that she could hide her eyes in his shoul der.

When Langoi sse | ooked around, he seened di spl eased to see themthus, and
the 1 ook of angry triunph in his eyes wavered, but he smled crookedly.
He dropped the hot knife upon the floor, but unlike the Turk he could
not seem delighted with what he had done.

He is human after all, thought Noell.

The Lady Cristelle nade no sound, despite what was now a horrid wound
upon her back, with the nuscle over the shoul der-bl ade seemni ng

hal f-nolten in its calamty. Her body, though, had shuddered reflexively
with the shock, and that made Noell shiver in sympathy.

The | ady responded now for the first tinme, turning her head to | ook over
the afflicted shoulder at her tornentor. The expression in her eyes was
difficult to name, but had a certain mal evol ent contenpt which nmade
Noel | glad that the gypsy girl could not see it. The Turk, Selim could
see it well enough, but it only made hi mchuckle the nore. He feared no
supernatural vengeance for what his master had done.

"WIl you burn her, inch by inch?" asked Noell, hoarsely. 'Is that what
you i ntend?

"Why not?' said Langoisse. 'And injure her in any other way | can

Bef ore she goes to sleep, | have prom sed the Turk and ny | oyal servant
wi thout that they may take their pleasure with her. Selimprefers boys,
i ke your noble Prince of Gand Normandy, but will favour a fenale arse
if the occasion takes his fancy. He has never had a vanpire, and though
my | ady must have had many a common lover, |I'll hazard a guess that
there was never one without a nose.

The gypsy npaned, and gripped Noell's shoul der nore tightly.
"For myself,' said Langoisse, '|I take only a neasure of blood."'

He ran the fingers of his right hand up her spine, and then held up the
bl oodi ed tips much as the | ady herself had held up bl oodi ed fingers
before, inviting himto taste them Wat he would not take from her
fingers before, he greedily sucked fromhis own. He | ooked again at
Noel |, and plainly found somet hing objectionable in the boy's stare.

"I would that | could beconme a vanpire,' he said, bitterly. 'For then
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I"d turn their own wath back upon themwith all due ferocity, and that
coward Richard could no | onger say, as once he did, that 'twould not be
honourable to face me. I'd be as cruel, then, as their fabled Dragulya,
and glad to be.' But as he spoke these words, he did not seem so very
glad, or so very certain of his own resolve, and he | ooked at the tips
of his fingers thoughtfully. It did not appear to Noell that the bl ood
had been as sweet to the pirate's taste as he had anti ci pat ed.

Langoi sse went to fetch the other knife. First, he wapped the cloth
around his hand as he had before. As he did so, he cleaned in a furtive
manner what was left of the vanpire's blood fromhis fingers. But as he
pi cked up the heated bl ade, another hand fell on Noell's shoul der, and
eased him aside fromwhere he stood in the doorway. Noell |ooked around,
and was glad to see that it was not the abbot, who would |ikely have
fainted with the shock, but Quintus, who was made of sterner stuff.

"Put down the knife, | beg you,' said the nonk, his voice soft but
clear. The small nan who had stood guard had cone with him but plainly
had not nustered enough resolve to stop him

"CGo to your dormitory,' said Langoisse. 'This is ny own business.

The pirate noved towards the vanpire, but Quintus quickly crossed the
space between them and interposed hinmself between the torturer and his
victim He put out his hand, alnost as if he were inviting Langoisse to
pl ace the red-hot dagger in his palm The inplied invitation was as
startling to the pirate as to anyone, and he pulled the blade back to
his own chest. His face was white, and Noell knew that the hot weapon
must be hurting himeven through the cloth.

In the end, Langoisse could not bring hinself to strike at the nonk, and
he dropped the bl ade unused.

"You are a guest here,' said Qintus, steadily, 'and you have no

busi ness of your own. \What happens in our house, which is God's house
al so, is our concern and His. In H s name, | beg you to desist. Thief
and nurderer you are, but you are not yet excommunicate fromthe
faithéd€§ That is not your desire, | think, and | believe that the nane
of Christ still means sonething to you. Can you truly tell nme that you
|l ong to be damed?

Noel | could not believe that the threat of excomunication neant much to
Langoi sse, but perhaps the | aws of hospitality neant nore. In any case,
the pirate said and did nothing. Quintus had taken control

"I thank you for your nmercy,' Quintus said to Langoisse. 'If you wll
take the Maroc |ady and your giggling Turk away, | will see to natters
here. I will stand watch until matins.'

But that was to ask too much. Langoi sse said 'No!'

For a few nonments, the nonk and the pirate tried to stare one anot her
down. Though Langoi sse had outfaced Ral ph Heilyn with ease, Quintus
proved a nuch stiffer test of his resolve. It was the nonk who dropped
his gaze, but he seened to do it unforced

Langoi sse was pleased with this tiny victory. 'The abbot has been kind
to ne,' he said. 'l have always been a friend of the True Church, and
woul d not invite its wath. You may go now, it is over.

Qui ntus bowed, deliberately, and said: '| amcontent to take your word,
sir, that you will not hurt the |ady any nore.’
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'Then have it,' retorted Langoi sse, with as much nockery as he could
muster. "But 1'll set nmy own watch upon her, nevertheless. If you want
her wounds tended, Master Cordery can do it.'

' Thank you,' said Quintus, glancing briefly at Noell, who nodded.

The gypsy had rel eased her grip on Noell's shoul der, and she thanked him
with a | ook of profound relief, though he knew that he had done not hi ng
- and woul d have achi eved nothi ng, had not Quintus intervened.

He wat ched Langoi sse lead the Turk fromthe cell. Selimand the little
man went neekly enough. Then Noell turned to help Quintus, who was
already trying to free the vanpire's hands. He felt sick in his stomach
and wanted to go out himself, to hide his eyes and his heart. But he had
agreed that he would stay, and so he nmust, to show the mercy demanded by
that Lord in whom he could not quite believe.

Langoi sse, however, renmi ned deternined to nake one | ast gesture of
defiance, and when Qui ntus had gone, Noell heard the door of the cel
cl ose behind him The bar which secured it fell dully into place,
imprisoning himwth the injured | ady.

Noel | hel ped the Lady Cristelle to lie face-downwards on the bench which
served her for a bed. He dared not put a garnent on her back, nor | ook
for a blanket, but the flesh of her arns felt cold to him and he was
anxi ous on her behalf. The brazier was still in the room however, and
he hoped that its heat m ght soothe her now, instead of offering a neans
to injure her.

She was still conscious, and seemed racked with disconfort, though the
bal eful | ook which she had turned on her torturer was gone. It was plain
to Noell that the power which this vanpire had over her own pain was not
qui te absolute, and that the control which she exerci sed was not w thout
its cost.

Nevert hel ess, she nanaged to speak to him 'Do not be afraid,' she said.
"I will not hurt you.'

He smiled, as if to deny that he was afraid, though he was certainly
anxi ous.

"I's there aught el se which you need?' he asked, thinking of water or
ointnent. He could not fetch ointnment, but there was a flask of water by
the side of the cot.

"Why, Master Cordery,' she said, faintly and sweetly, 'what | need above
all else is a gift of thy bl ood.

He recoiled in confusion, thinking at first that she m ght be teasing,
but her dark eyes | ooked up into his with all seriousness, and he knew
that she neant it.

"I do not understand that need,' he whispered. After a nonment, he added:
‘"It does not nourish you.'

"It is need enough,' she said, in a whisper. "It is a need | feel so
sharply that | can hardly bear to debate the point. | would not try to
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force you, when you have been kind to nme, but | swear that you have no
cause to be afraid. There is no cost or hazard in such donati on.

He wi shed that the door were unbarred, and would have left her if he
could. To cover his dismay he picked up the first of Langoisse's
daggers, which had grown cold now, fromthe stone floor.

"Don't go, Master Cordery,' she said quickly, not know ng that the door
was seal ed. 'Do you know what they have done to Mary? | think they m ght
have hurt her.'

"I do not know,' he said. 'l think they have let her alone.' The fact
that he did not know nade hi m ni serabl e because of his inpotent prom se
to preserve her. Perhaps the girl had been hurt. Suddenly, it seened

al arming that he had heard no noi se from the nei ghbouring cell

Noel | moved the other dagger with his foot, then picked it up, though it

was still warm He threw the two weapons into the corner of the bl eak
cell. The lantern-light flickered, sending his shadow danci ng nmadly
across the wall, as though it were sone denonic apparition: a malign

i ncubus, | oom ng above the recunbent body of its intended victim

'They would not let ny Mary cone to ne,' said the Lady Cristelle, her
voice little nore than a whisper. 'Langoisse told his man to silence her
when she cried out. | fear that she nmay be dead.

She cane slowy to a sitting position, then, and drew her cl oak about
her to hide her nakedness. He winced at the thought of the hurt it nust
cause her ruined back, but then called hinself fool for having forgotten
that if she could control the pain of the cuts and the burns, the added
friction of the woollen cloth could hardly hurt her. Even so, her face
seenmed very drawn and it was difficult to believe that she had not been
agoni sed by her ordeal

How do we really know, asked Noell of hinself, what capacity for feeling
she has? He wondered what it mght be like to feel pain in its ful
measure, and yet be forced by duty not to acknowl edge it. It could not
be done, he concluded. No creature, whatever its nature, could have
forborne to scream had it really felt the full measure of the fire in
that red-hot blade. And yet, who but a vanpire could say what a vanpire
felt when its flesh was rent or burned? Still, she was distressed; m ght
Langoi sse be right, that she could have been made to tell what she knew,
if in truth she knew anyt hi ng of val ue?

He stood there | ooking at her, not know ng what to say.

"You need not be sorry, Master Cordery,' she said. 'You owe ne no pity.
Richard will treat you as badly as the pirate has treated ne, if ever he
finds you.'

"Why?' asked Noell, suddenly enbol dened. 'Because | amkin to the man
who destroyed a | ady of his court, or because | know the secret of the
maki ng of the mcroscope?

She seened genuinely puzzled by his question. 'Wiat has the toy to do
with it?" she asked.

Noel | felt that he nmust be careful, for there was no way of know ng for
sure what woul d beconme of this |ady when Langoi sse renoved her fromthe
abbey. But he could not pursue his own curiosity wthout maki ng sone
play with hers. She did not seemreluctant to tal k. Perhaps the

di straction was welcone to her, to help her forget her need for bl ood
and the nutilation of her flesh.
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"My father thought that the instrument might tell us a great deal about
the body and its fluids,' said Noell. 'He knew that Richard planned to
have himkilled, for fear of what he m ght discover concerning the
nature of human and vanpire flesh.'

Her gaze was steady as she | ooked at him though her face was stil
drained of all colour. She had | ooked | ess vanpire-like in her distress,
as though her uncanny flesh were faintly tarni shed, but now she had a
grip upon herself again, and her conposure was al nost restored.

"Edmund Cordery woul d have been arrested for his secret treason,' she
said. 'What vanity can have nmade himbelieve that he could | earn
anything to his advantage through that strange spy-glass? Could it see
men's souls as well as the texture of their skin? Richard has that

skryi ng-gl ass which John Dee and Edward Kel |l ey used; | have | ooked into
it, and thought perhaps | caught a glinpse of its host of angels, but
even that glass could not instruct Master Kelley as to how he ni ght
become immortal .’

"I't was not a magic thing,' Noell told her. "My father did not believe
that there is any magic in the nmaki ng of vanpires, but sinply a
mechani smto be reveal ed.’

"How | i ke a nechani cian,' she said, with a faint attenpt at
lightness,"to inmagine the world and the flesh as a nere nest of
machi nes. But what was his intention? Did he hope to find a way to
destroy vampires, or a way to becone one?

Noel | could not be certain of the answer to that, but he answered as if
he were. 'He found a way to destroy one vanpire,' he said. 'Wth tineg,
and the mcroscope to show himthe world of seeds and corpuscles, he

m ght have killed you all.’

"He was a very foolish nman,' replied Cristelle. 'No vanpire save
Carmilla Bourdillon has yet been killed, but ordinary nen and wonen are
dying in the London streets. The reputation of this disease was
ill-deserved. Like all others, it harnms humans far nore than it harns
vanpires.'

"And yet Carmlla Bourdillon is dead,' he countered.

"Are you proud of that, Master Cordery? To have put a brutal end to a
| ovely thing, which m ght have endured for a thousand years? Do you know
how ol d Carmilla was?'

"Six hundred years and three,' said Noell, too pronptly, realising too
|ate that his know edge woul d reveal that he had read The Vampires of
Europe, the forbidden book where the histories of many vanpires were
recor ded.

But she only snmiled, and said: 'Perhaps you imagi ne that you can
understand what it is like to live, as nmy kind does, in the shadow of
eternity. Perhaps you think that it is only like your own life, but

| onger, and no nore than that. No doubt you think it a trivial matter,
too, that we may live apart frompain, apart fromsorrow, and apart from
wath. Yet you cannot imagine how different we truly are. You have no
notion of our nature or our heritage, poor little mayflya€ brief

flicker of shadowy life.'

"I understand how cruel you are,' he said. 'l understand how your own
i mmunity from pai n nakes you casual in inflicting it on others, so that
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there is no part of the Inperiumof Gaul where torture is not a
comonpl ace infliction. | know the tales they tell of Attila, of
Dragul ya. You Gaulish vanmpires pretend to be a better breed, nmintaining
Char |l emagne' s code of chivalry, pretending nmercy and nodesty and
nobility of spirit. Yet things happen even now within the precincts of
the Tower which are a shane upon its builders, and all the gibbets in
London are well-supplied with victins. Wiy should | reckon you, or any
other vanpire | ady, better than Erszabet Bathory, who bathed in the

bl ood of children, because she thought it woul d nmake her fair enough of
face to be enpress of the east? | know the evil that is in you, so do
not mistake what | have tried to do for you this night. Perhaps the
fault in this is mne, that | have not stronger stomach yet for

Langoi sse' s work.'

She seened surprised by this outburst of anger. 'W are not wantonly
cruel,' she told him w th apparent sincerity. 'Erszabet Bathory was
condemed for her crimes, even in Attila's enmpire. They walled her up in
her castle - did you not know?'

"But they could not pay her in her own coin,' said Noell, bitterly.
"They coul d not nmake her suffer as she caused suffering in others. Cast
alive into the tonb she sinply went to sleep, and m ght wake up at any
time in a thousand years, quite ready to resune her life. How | ong woul d
it take her to die, do you think? O can she withstand starvation
forever?

"I do not know,' said Cristelle. 'But she is paying for what she did,
under the law. There nmust be law, to keep the world in balance, and if
the world were rul ed by common nen the estates of nen would be

di sordered, and | aw much harder to sustain. Do the Mohamedans have no
torturers? Are they | egendary for their gentleness? There would not be
one hundredth of the suffering that there is in the world i f comopn nen
coul d be content with the estate which God has ordered for them They
are prom sed a happy imortality of their own, in the kingdom of Heaven
if they will only live as they should."'

"Hypocrisy!' said Noell. 'Vanpires are no true followers of Christ, and
| ove cruelty nmore than nerely human beings could ever do. My father told
me nore than once how you treated Everard Digby for his part in the
gunpowder plot. He was dragged through the streets by horses, hung from
the gi bbet, castrated and quartered. Do you imagi ne that nmen could have
done so foul a thing had he tried to murder a common princeling? Your
lust for human bl ood and hurman pain is the nost terrible thing on earth,
and cannot be ordered by God no matter what your puppet pope nay say.
Woul d Chri st have given you |l eave to drink the bl ood of men?

She gat hered her cloak about her a little nore tightly, and dropped her
gaze. 'The bl ood which | have drunk has been given willingly,' she said,
in a strangely distant tone. 'Gven, for the greater part, with love, or
at least with false prom ses of |ove. Wuld you not give willingly of
your bl ood, Master Cordery, for love' ? Your saviour was not ashanmed to
bl eed for | ove of mankind, and you partake of that blood in holy
conmuni on, do you not ?'

"It is not the sanme,' said Noell, insistently.

She | ooked up at himagain, and it seened to himthat she had only
| ooked away in order to prepare that transfixing glance. She had
bani shed the tiredness fromher face, and the distress too, and she
spoke now in a very different tone of voice.

"I'f thou wert in love with me, Noell Cordery,' she said, 'wouldst thou
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not offer to thy lover the gift of thine own sweet blood? Wul dst thou
not offer it with joy, as Ednund Cordery offered blood to Carnmilla
Bourdillon? And in refusing it now, art thou not seeking to torture ne,
in thine own fashion, as the unkind and furious pirate tried to do?

He was caught by her stare, as she had plainly intended, and felt

hi nsel f trapped by the force of his own sight. How could he deny that
she was nore beautiful than any comon girl? How could he help but fee
the pressure of his own desire? It was nothing of his choosing; desire
moved within himlike a supernatural force, a wind fromhell. He was,
after all, no nonk, and if he felt hinself nore aroused by the vanpire
than by the so-called gypsy princess or poor Mary VWite, was it not
simply a mirror of the way the world was made? WAs Langoi sse right, and
this beauty of hers a monstrous trap, and she a siren, a Satanic whore?
And if not, or even if so, what was a man to think or feel or do?

‘"I do not love thee,' he replied, his voice nuch strained, and realised
as soon as he had said it howsilly his reply must seem when he had
echoed her'thee' unthinkingly. He nmade the sign of the cross, not
ostentatiously, but covertly and ashanedly, driven by necessity to seek
what protection it mght give him

"Carmilla Bourdillon nmight have | oved thee,' she said, 'as she loved thy
father before thee. Such confort might have been found in her white arns
as to nake thee loathe the life which now nust be thine. It was a
confort which Ednund Cordery did not deny hinself, even when he thought
to nurder her in the mdst of his loss.'

He backed away fromthis curious assault, feeling hinself nore
endangered by argunment than by any threateni ng novenent she m ght have
made. He found hinself backed up against the stone wall, as though

pi nned there by his consternation.

But she did not |augh to see himso anxious. |Instead, she softened her
expression again, and | ooked at himwith all the innocence of a child.

'Pl ease, Master Noell,' she said to him 'for pity's sake, spare ne a
little blood."'

"No,' he replied, hoarsely. 'l cannot. | will not.' He turned away from
her, putting his face to the door, wishing that it might open. It did
not .

When he turned round again, at |last, she was no | onger disposed to pay
himthe slightest heed. She had gathered up her ankles beneath her
thighs, and was curling up as if to sleep. It was as if she were
settling herself to sleep for a hundred years, in that nysterious way
whi ch vanpires had, not to wake again until blood was gently spilled
upon her eager |ips.

As he watched her long black hair fall across her pale face, he saw that
there was now no sign of the scar nmade by Langoi sse's dagger on the
earlier occasion when he had tornmented her. In tine, the wounds on her
back woul d fade away as if they had never been. Langoi sse's back, no
doubt, still carried its scars and weals, and caused hi m pai n whenever
he must use the damaged nuscl es. Perhaps they had cut so deeply into the
franme of his being that they would remain even if he were soneday to win
that prize which he sought, and becone inmortal. Some of Richard's

kni ghts, converted in maturity, still bore the stigmata of earlier
wounds, whose state had passed beyond repair. Langoi sse was not
concerned with appearances, and would be proud to keep the welts; it was
the pain fromwhich he sought his freedom
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Coul d there ever be an end, Noell wondered, to the toll of blood which
the vanpires demanded of conmon nen - not just the trickles which were
freely and lovingly offered in unnatural passion, but the great floods
whi ch were drawn by the torturer's lash and the warrior's blade? Al the
| egacy of vanpire rule, it seened just then, was neasured in scars and
spoliation; the scars of Langoisse's ruined back; the scars of Edrmund
Cordery's ill-used breast; the scars of sin on the souls of the undying,
who need not hurry to nmeet their judge and naker.

I want no scars, said Noell to himself, so vehenently that he nearly
spoke the words al oud.

Even as he made this declaration, he felt the sin of Adamroiling in his
soul, an awful desire whose release could only be bought w th bl ood.

"Ch, Qintus,' he nurnured, as he sat hinmself down in that |onely
corner, wedged between wall and door, 'what am|, after all, but a thing
of common clay? | dearly wish that | might pray, to ask that God ni ght
make me other than | am though | know full well that He would not do it
if He could.'

Noel | was awakened from exhausted sl eep by the sound of the bar which
had inprisoned him scraping along the stone as it was w thdrawn. He
came slowy to his feet, picking up the two daggers which he had thrown
down. He turned to face the opening door

It was not Langoi sse but Selimwho had come to set himfree. The Turk

| ooked at himdully, his eyes seem ng the only human part of his ruined
face as he beckoned, ordering Noell to come out. Noell turned instead to
| ook at the vanmpire, who was silent and still upon her cot. He picked up
the cl oak whi ch she had gat hered about her, and raised it gently. He was
careful because he thought it might stick, caught by the drying bl ood
whi ch had fl owed from her wounds, but it did not. He could hardly
bel i eve, | ooking down at her naked skin, that this was the same flesh
whi ch had been | acerated only hours before. There was hardly any bl ood,
and where she had been cut by the |lash the wounds were al ready cl osed.
Only where the hot bl ade had burned her was there clear evidence of the
damage whi ch had been done--a great ugly weal, pink and gl eamni ng.

She did not wake up, and Noell guessed from her stillness that she would
not wake at all, today or tonorrow. She had escaped into that deeper
unconsci ousness of whi ch vanpires were capable- a coma which mght | ast
a year, or a hundred years, from which she m ght wake briefly at
irregular intervals to seek the blood which she still needed. Her wounds
woul d heal, but there remained a hungry void within her, which only
common bl ood could fill.

Noel | laid the cloak down again, gently, and then went out of the cell.
The Turk pointed to the passage which led fromthe cells to the
cloister, but Noell, having handed over the two knives, told himto
wait. While Selimbarred the lady's cell, Noell took down the bar from
Mary White's door, and went in.

Mary |l ay on her straw pallet, hands tied and mouth gagged. Her cl ot hes
were torn. She noved when she heard himcome in, but she could not see
who he was, and her novenents were inspired by dread.
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He quickly went to her, soothing her by calling her nane, several tines.
He took the gag from her nmouth, and then began to untie her hands. She
whi npered faintly, as though she could not speak, and he fetched her
water fromthe jug. She sipped avidly, but she would not speak, and
turned her face away in pain and shame. He realised that she had been
raped, and that she was near-delirious with anxiety and | ack of sleep
She writhed away from his touch, and he did not know what he ought to

do.

He opened his mouth to ask her who it was that had hurt her, but the
question died on his lips as she shrank away fromhim After all, he
thought, I amonly an outl aw anmong outl aws, who shares their station

Why shoul d she not cower away from nme? He ached with guilt.

"I will send one of the nonks,' he told her. "He will bring a draught to
hel p you sl eep.

She tried to reply, but could not formwords. She had | ooked to himfor
hel p, and he had given none. He felt that he had betrayed her. He felt
betrayed hinsel f, by his own inpotence.

He did not know where to go, but wanted to hide. He did not want to go
to the refectory, or to his room or to the quiet church where, for him
there was only an absence of God. So, when he had told Brother Innocent,
as he had prom sed, about Mary Wiite's distress, he went to the library.
He coul d not have expl ai ned precisely why he chose this place above al
others, but it was the only place in which he had any sense at all of
bel onging. For a while he stayed in the upper room but when the chines
told himthat the nmonks woul d be at matins, he went down instead into
the cellar, there to consult The Vampires of Europe on the subject of
Lady Cristelle d Urfe.

Little was said of her in the book, whose many authors had been nore
interested in the activities and anbitions of the nmales of her species.
The text reveal ed that she was a relatively young vanpire, having been
born in Less Nornmandy about the year 1456, the younger daughter of a
cousin of the Marquis de Verney. In 1472 or 1473 she had becone the

| over of the vanpire knight Jean de Castrys, who lived at the tine in
Rhei ms, and while in Rheinms had becone a vanpire. It seened that she had
never been to Charl enmagne's court at Aachen, and that de Castrys had
brought her to Grand Nornmandy in 1495 - apparently because of sone
quarrel with Prince Geoffrey. De Castrys, though, had returned to Rheins
when he had patched up his quarrel, leaving Cristelle at Richard's
court.

The list of Cristelle's conon |overs contai ned only one name which

Noel | thought notable: the adventurer Ral eigh, who had later married the
daughter of Henry Tudor and Nan Bul | en before being executed for
treason. The crines |listed against her were trivial, and Noell judged
that as a stranger in Richard' s court, brought there by a foreign

kni ght, she had never been entrusted with any of its |abour of intrigue.

When he had replaced the book, and returned to the sunlit room above, he
could not bring hinself to read. Instead he sat alone with his thoughts,
wat ching the clouds drift in fromthe sea upon the westerly wind. |
would that it were Elphin's time, he thought, when vanpires had not yet
come to British soil, and the truth mght still nake a stand agai nst the
world, in the voices of honest nen.

Later, Quintus canme to him as he was accustoned to do, alnpost as if it
were an ordinary day. 'l ambitterly sorry,' said the nonk, 'for al
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that happened | ast night. There is no sanction we can use agai nst the
pirate, who has us all in his power. | do not think that he is an evi
man, but his blacker noods bring himclose to madness. He is fearfully
anxi ous of his situation, though he dare not let his fear show in any
honest way. W nust pray that naught disturbs himuntil the hour of his
departure.’

"What will happen to Mary Wiite?' asked Noell.

"I will ask that he | eave her here, so that we may find a place for her
in a convent,' replied the nmonk, carefully.

'Despite that we do not wish her harm' said Noell, bitterly,'she is as
much a danger to us as she is to Langoisse. If she were ever to tel

what had happened to her here, she could have us all destroyed. And why
shoul d she hold her tongue, when the Lord's house offered her no

ef fective sanctuary? Perhaps, good Christians though we be, we shoul d
pray that Langoi sse m ght renove her, and take her for a brigand's
whore; or that he might kill her, when she has been raped a few tines
more by the vilest of his crew. She is innocent of any crine, and yet
she is a threat to your safety and mne. 'Tis a dire world, which sends
us such vexations.'

"I will ask Langoisse to | eave her,' Quintus said again, nore
definitely. "I will tell himthat we shall send her to the nuns at
Llanllyr. | pray that he will let her go, and that the nuns can persuade

her not to betray to the Normans what happened to her here.
"And the vanpire?' asked Noell. 'Wuld you send her to a nunnery too?

Qui ntus shook his head. 'I do not know what ni ght be done with the
vanpi re, now that she sleeps, but |I know that Langoisse will not
surrender her.'

"I know nothing,' Noell said, in a voice bitter with pent-up anxiety.
"For all ny studies, | know nothing of what | need to know. | do not
know t he purposes of the Invisible College which took ne when ny father
died. Nor do | know the purposes of these quiet nonks, who keep what
they call the True Faith, owing allegiance neither to Al exander nor to
Gregory. | do not know what work there is for a cormon man to do in this
world of lordly vanmpires and vengeful brigands. | thought that | did
know t hese things. | thought it a courageous ideal to preserve an

aut hentic Church of Christ fromdestruction by a fal se pope and his
inquisitive friars. | thought | understood, too, why nmenbers of the
court mght belong to a secret society, plotting against the vanpires
even while pretending to support them | even thought that | knew what
heroic work a pirate nmight do, trying to claimthe oceans for comopn mnen
al t hough the land belongs to the vanpire Inperia. Now | see that | know
not hi ng. '

"It is an inmportant discovery to nake,' said Quintus, evenly, 'and one
which frightens us all.’

"I amtoo sick to stomach sophistries,' said Noell, sharply. 'It seens
that the whole of justice, and nercy, and courage, and wi sdom are in
hiding, while in the open part of what we do there is onl