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For Dennis Etchison,
who introduced us both
to The Dark Country . . .





INTRODUCTION:


HORROR IN 1993


WE SAY IT EVERY YEAR, but in 1993 the much-heralded collapse of the horror market once again failed to materialize. In fact, the number of original horror books published on both sides of the Atlantic was slightly up on the previous two years.


There were no new novels from Big Names Stephen King or James Herbert, but Dean Koontz as usual top-and-tailed the year with a brace of better-than-usual books: Dragon Tears featured two cops being stalked by a superhuman killer, while Mr Murder dealt with a psychopathic clone.


Lasher was Anne Rice’s sequel to The Witching Hour, about the titular demonic spirit, while Darkest Hour was the fifth in the Gothic “Cutler Family” series by Andrew Neiderman, writing as the trademarked V.C. Andrews.


Peter Straub’s The Throat was a thriller sequel to both Koko and Mystery, Whitley Strieber’s The Forbidden Zone concerned the reawakening of an ancient evil, and The Last Aerie marked the second volume in Brian Lumley’s follow-up vampire series to his bestselling Necroscope volumes.


There were major new novels by such modern masters of the genre as Ramsey Campbell (The Long Lost), Dennis Etchison (Shadowman), Charles L. Grant (Raven), Graham Masterton (The Sleepless), Kathe Koja (Skin), and Peter James (Host).


Richard Laymon kept himself busy with a pair of dark thrillers, Alarms (aka Alarums) and Endless Night, plus the unwieldily-titled Savage: From Whitechapel to the Wild West on the Track of Jack the Ripper. Meanwhile, Jack the Ripper’s dog Snuff narrated Roger Zelazny’s Hallowe’en fantasy A Night in the Lonesome October, illustrated with typical ghoulish glee by Gahan Wilson.


As usual, serial killers were popular as evidenced by Facade by Kristine Kathryn Rusch, I’ll Be Watching You by Samuel M. Key (aka Charles de Lint), Dark Visions by T. Lucien Wright, Bloody Valentine by Stephen R. George, and Flesh and Blood by D.A. Fowler.


Garry Kilworth added the middle initial “D” to his byline for Angel, about a serial killer angel, which shared shelf-space with Angels by Steve Harris, Angel Kiss by Kelly Wilde and Stone Angels by Mike Jeffries.


There were also plenty of detectives around battling against the forces of evil, as detailed in Christopher Fowler’s Darkest Day, a sequel-of-sorts to Rune which once again featured his characters Bryant and May; R. Chetwynd-Hayes’ aptly-titled The Psychic Detective, and Goodlow’s Ghosts by T.M. Wright, about another psychic investigator. Sleepeasy, from the same author, concerned the exploits of a dead detective; Shawn Ryan’s Brethren featured a homicide detective who used the powers of his warlock ancestor to defeat a serial killer; while The Thing That Darkness Hides by Robert Morgan (aka C.J. Henderson) was the third in a series about private eye Teddy London, who had to buy a millionaire’s soul back from Satan himself.


Michael Cadnum’s The Horses of the Night was about another deal with the Devil, and demons and evil spirits turned up in After Life by Andrew Neiderman, Panic by Chris Curry, Gideon by Stephen Laws, The Curse by John Tigges, The Living Evil by Jean Ruby Jensen, Playmates by Abigail McDaniels, and Harrowgate by Daniel H. Gower.


Many of these manifestations were the result of witchcraft and voodoo, and the Black Arts were conjured up by Guy N. Smith in Witch Spell, Megan Marklin in The Summoned, Elisabeth Graves in Black River, Brian Hodge in The Darker Saints, and Ellen Jamison in Stone Dead.


The old-fashioned ghost story rematerialized in Ghosts by Noel Hynd, Ghost Beyond Earth by Australian author G.M. Hague, Don’t Take Away the Light by J.N. Williamson, And Then Put Out the Light by Deborah Grabien, Help Wanted by Richie Tankersley Cusick, Darkling by Michael O’Rourke, and The Possession by Ronald Kelly.


It was no wonder that property prices were falling according to Drawing Blood by Poppy Z. Brite, House of Lost Dreams by Graham Joyce, Cradlesong by Jessica Palmer, and The Voice in the Basement by T. Chris Martindale (all featuring haunted houses); Shattered Echoes by Barbara A. Shapiro (a haunted apartment); The Chosen by Edward Lee (a haunted inn); or Beloved by Antoinette Stockenberg (a romance about a haunted cottage).


The family unit wasn’t all that supportive either, with that old mid-list staple, the evil child, getting up to tricks in Black Ice by Pat Graversen, Shadow Walkers by Nina Romberg and Animus by Ed Kelleher and Harriet Vidal. In Stephen R. George’s Deadly Vengeance a murdered child was reincarnated as the family dog, Shawn MacDonald’s The Darkness Within featured a demonic grandmother, while Patricia Simpson’s romance The Haunting of Briar Rose was about a family curse. Obviously hoping to appeal to all tastes, Rick Hautala’s Ghost Light combined a ghost, a psychopathic father, and two abused children.


If you tried to escape into the country, then there were always the regional horrors to be found in the evil Scottish forest of Joe Donnelly’s Still Life; Phil Rickman’s Crybbe (aka Curfew), about a town on the Welsh borders where the dead don’t stay dead, or the cursed mine of Mark Chadbourn’s Underground. In Bats by William Johnstone vampire bats developed a taste for human blood, something nasty waited beneath the waves in both The Lake by R. Karl Largent and Dark Tide by Elizabeth Forrest, while hot-on-the-heels of Michael Crichton’s Jurassic Park and Harry Adam Knight’s Carnosaur, Penelope Banka Kreps decided that the idea of genetically-mutated prehistoric monsters was worth another shot in Carnivores.


The Book of the Damned by D.A. Fowler was a horror novel about people who read horror novels, Pranks by Dennis J. Higman featured a joker from beyond the grave, and The Keeper by Robert D. Lee (aka Mary Ann Donahue and Robert Derek Steeley) concerned a veritable circus of horrors. There were also new novels from Freda Warrington (Sorrow’s Light), Shaun Hutson (Deadhead and White Ghost), Tanith Lee (Elephantasm), Graham Watkins (Kaleidoscope Eyes), and Ed Gorman (Shadow Games and, under his “Daniel Ransom” pseudonym, The Long Midnight). Veteran Richard Matheson also returned to the horror genre (almost) with an entertaining Twilight Zone-ish thriller, 7 Steps to Midnight.


1992 proved to be a phenomenally successful year for vampires, thanks to the publicity surrounding Francis Ford Coppola’s movie of Bram Stoker’s Dracula. And proving that the old themes still remain popular, vampire fiction accounted for around 21 per cent of adult horror books published in 1993, an increase over even the previous year’s rise.


The Golden by Lucius Shepard was a superior vampire murder mystery with more than a nod to Mervyn Peake’s Gormenghast trilogy. Anne Billson’s Suckers was satire about yuppie vampires in contemporary London, and there were more modern bloodsuckers in The Book of Common Dread: A Novel of the Infernal by Brent Monahan. Lois Tilton’s Darkness on the Ice featured Nazi vampires in Greenland, a virus turned people into vampires in Blood by Ron Dee, and Shadows After Dark by Ouida Crozier was a lesbian novel about an alien vampire.


The undead overran Chicago in Yvonne Navarro’s After Age, and they stalked the small town streets of Arizona and Oregon respectively in The Summoning by Bentley Little and Golden Eyes by John Gideon.


And still they kept bating away: The Knighton Vampires by Guy N. Smith, The Night Inside by Nancy Baker, Night Blood by Eric Flanders, Blood Feud by Sam Siciliano, Blood and Roses by Sharon Bainbridge, Precious Blood by Pat Graversen, Blind Hunger by David Darke (aka Ron Dee), Insatiable by David Dvorkin, and Domination by Michael Cecilione.


Steven Brust took time off from his successful heroic fantasy novels to produce Agyar, an acclaimed dark fantasy about a contemporary vampire’s love affair. Eternity by Lori Herter was the fourth in her romance series about vampire David de Morrissey’s search for an eternal companion, and other romance titles featuring the undead included Forever and the Night by Linda Lael Miller and Twilight Phantasies by Maggie Shayne.


The Phallus of Osiris by Valentina Cilescu was an erotic vampire novel and a sequel to her Kiss of Death, and The Vampire Journals by Traci Briery was another sequel, this time to The Vampire Memoirs.


Chelsea Quinn Yarbro’s Darker Jewels and Better in the Dark were both in her historical “Saint-Germain” series, set in the court of Ivan the Terrible and the Dark Ages respectively. Tanith Lee’s Personal Darkness was the second volume in her “Blood Opera” sequence and a sequel to Dark Dance.


P.N. Elrod followed up her series The Vampire Files with Red Death, the first in a new series set during the American Revolution. In Laurell K. Hamilton’s Guilty Pleasures vampire hunter Anita Blake, also known as The Executioner, was hired by the undead to hunt down a serial killer depleting their ranks in an alternate New Orleans.


Some Things Never Die by Robert Morgan was the second volume featuring private investigator Teddy London on the trail of killer vampires in New York City, while Blood Pact by Tanya Huff was the fourth book in her series featuring private investigator Vicky Nelson and her vampire partner Henry Fitzroy, this time involved with a Frankenstein-like mad scientist.


Making Love by Melanie Tem and Nancy Holder was an erotic reworking of the Frankenstein story, while Sophie Galleymore Bird explored a similar concept in Maneater, about the creation of a “perfect” woman. In another variation on the theme, Michael Blumlein’s gender-swapping novel X, Y, concerned a man who found himself in a woman’s body.


Another horror icon received the splatterpunk treatment in Animals, a novel about shapechangers and apparently the final collaboration between John Skipp and Craig Spector. The Community by Ben Leech (aka Stephen Bowkett) featured the inhuman Kin living among mankind, and there were more immortal shapeshifters in The Others by D.M. Wind.


Children of the End by Mark A. Clements was about a race of genetically-created lycanthropes, and Moonrunner: Gathering Darkness by Jane Toombs was the second book in a series about a family of shapeshifters. For a change there were also Embrace of the Wolf by Pat Franklin and Wild Blood by Nancy A. Collins, while The Werewolf’s Kiss and The Werewolf’s Touch by Cheri Scotch were both romances set in the Louisiana bayous.


Proving that horror was still not the moribund genre most people predicted, a wealth of debut novels appeared in 1993 by both newcomers and more experienced hands: Richard Christian Matheson’s eagerly awaited first full-length work, Created By, skilfully blended the author’s knowledge of Hollywood and the television industry with his proven skill as a horror writer. It also came with some of the most impressive quotes of the year (including Clive Barker, William Friedkin and NBC-TV’s Brandon Tartikoff). Another book laden down with a remarkable number of quotes was Wet Work by Philip Nutman, however this expansion of an impressive short story about the walking dead didn’t really live up to its hype.


Much more promising novel debuts were Nina Kiriki Hoffman’s The Thread That Binds the Bones, about a family of witches, and Elisa DeCarlos The Devil You Say, an enjoyable P.G. Wodehousean-type spoof about psychic detective Aubrey Arbuthnot and his faithful manservant Hornchurch. An equally entertaining prequel, Strong Spirits, followed.


The first in a series, Knights of the Blood was an enjoyable romp mixing crusader vampires, undead Nazis and contemporary serial killings, created by Katherine Kurtz and written by her husband Scott MacMillan. Gail Petersen’s The Making of a Monster featured a rock star vampire in modern Los Angeles, while The Vampire Legacy: Blood Secrets by Karen E. Taylor was the first book in new series about a vampire fashion designer.


Other first novels included The Living One by Lewis Gannett, Rapid Growth by Mary L. Hanner, Night Sisters by John Pritchard, Imp by Michael Scott, and John Boston’s Naked Came the Sasquatch which was described as a cross between television’s Northern Exposure and Twin Peaks.


The Unfinished by the late Jay B. Laws was a gay horror novel consisting of three stories and a framing device set in a haunted house in San Francisco. Another gay novel, John L. Myers’ Holy Family, about demonic possession and ghosts, was the winner of the Lambda Rising First-Novel Contest. Robert Wise’s Midnight was billed as a Christian horror novel.


In 1993, the burgeoning Young Adult horror fiction market almost doubled, accounting for nearly twice as many titles as the adult horror market. In turn, vampire novels apparently contributed to around 18 per cent of the YA total.


The undisputed stars of teenage horror remained Christopher Pike and R.L. Stine (with a reported 8 million and 7.5 million books in print, respectively). Amongst a slew of reprints, Pike’s new novels included Road to Nowhere, The Eternal Enemy, The Immortal, and The Wicked Heart. Stine published The Dead Girl Friend and a new trilogy entitled The Fear Street Saga (1: The Betrayal; 2: The Secret; 3: The Burning) detailing the background to one of his most popular series.


Ghostly fiction was well represented with A Ghost Waiting and A Box of Tricks by Hugh Scott, The Ghosts of Mercy Manor by Betty Ren Wright, The Summer of the Haunting by William Corlett, Summer Lightning by Wendy Corsi Staub, Acquainted With the Night by Sollace Hotze, and A Taste of Smoke by Marion Dane Bauer.


Other teen terror titles included The Wheatstone Pond by the late Robert Westall, Game Over by Joseph Locke (aka Ray Garton), Sweet Sixteen and Never Been Killed by Richard Posner, Somebody Help Me by Beverly Hastings, The Dead Hour by Pete Johnson, Call of the Deep by Linda Piazza, The Phantom by Barbara Steiner, The Initiation by Dian Curtis Regan and The Stranger by Caroline B. Cooney.


Cooney also published The Vampire’s Promise, while Angela Sommer-Bodenburg’s The Vampire in Love was translated from the original German by Sarah Gibson. Bad Blood by Debra Doyle and James D. MacDonald concerned a werewolf on a camping trip, and Children of the Night: Dark Dreams by Ann Hodgman was the first book in a series about a young girl who turns into a lycanthrope.


Series fiction was the Big Thing in YA publishing, and there were plenty of examples to keep the voracious readership happy: eight volumes of The Nightmare Club appeared by such authors as Richard Lee Byers, Rick Baron, Vincent Courtney, and Bruce Richards. T.S. Rue contributed Room 13, The Pool and The Attic to the Nightmare Inn series, and Diane Hoh’s new Nightmare Hall series included The Silent Scream, Deadly Attraction, The Wish, and The Scream Team.


Other new series included Haunted: You Can Never Go Home Anymore by Dyan Sheldon and three volumes of Dark Moon Legacy by romance writer Cynthia Blair. Charles L. Grant continued his Midnight Place series with two novels under the “Simon Lake” psuedonym (Death Cycle and He Told Me To), Michael August and Jo Gibson contributed to five more volumes in the loosely-connected Scream series, Jesse Harris added volumes seven and eight to The Power series (The Vampire’s Kiss and The Obsession), and Terror Academy: Night School by Nicholas Pine was the seventh book in that particular series.


Besides publishing a Star Trek The Next Generation novelization and two YA horror novels, Talons and Shattered, the prolific John Peel also launched another new series entitled Shockers featuring teens involved with aliens (Alien Prey), demonic killer wolves (Blood Wolf), a dream killer (Grave Doubts), and of course the ubiquitous vampire (Night Wings). Each volume had an initial print run of 50,000 copies.


Among those authors shying away from the genre appellation was Patrick McGrath, whose bizarre novel set in World War II Britain, Dr Haggard’s Disease, was as usual classified under the evasive “New Gothic” nomenclature. Jonathan Carroll and his publishers also went out of their way to distance his latest novel After Silence from the genre, despite its theme of realistic horror.


Bradley Denton’s acclaimed novel Blackburn was about the exploits of the titular psycho-killer in contemporary America, while In the Electric Mist with Confederate Dead by James Lee Burke featured the author’s New Orleans detective Dave Robichaux solving a murder with help from a ghost.


Peter Ackroyd’s latest, The House of Doctor Dee, was also a ghost story, as was The Vanishment by Jonathan Aycliffe (aka Denis MacEoin/“Daniel Easterman”), published as part of the boxed set Here Lie Three Tales That Will Never Die. A.S. Byatt’s Angels & Insects was a collection of two novellas, one of which was a ghost story, and The Oracle at Stoneleigh Court by Peter Taylor contained eleven stories and three one-act plays, mostly about the supernatural.


Voodoo Dreams by Jewell Parker Rhodes was an historical novel about New Orleans voodoo queen Marie Laveau, John Whitbourn’s episodic novel Popes and Phantoms was set in an alternate Renaissance Italy peopled by animated corpses, while Mrs de Winter was Susan Hill’s belated sequel to Daphne du Maurier’s classic Rebecca.


The List of 7 was a first novel by Mark Frost (co-creator of television’s Twin Peaks) in which Sir Arthur Conan Doyle teamed up with the inspiration for his famous fictional detective to battle the Dark Brotherhood, a satanic secret society planning world domination. Screenwriter/director Nicholas Meyer used his third Sherlock Holmes pastiche, The Canary Trainer, to pit the great detective against the Phantom of the Paris Opera. As usual it featured cameos by historical figures, including Gaston Leroux, Degas and Sigmund Freud.


1993 was also a year to re-appraise some of the classics of the field: Leonard Wolf offered both The Essential Dracula and The Essential Frankenstein, two newly annotated editions of the novels by Bram Stoker and Mary W. Shelley.


Dracula: The Ultimate Illustrated Edition of the World Famous Vampire Play collected together the two stage versions of Stoker’s novel – by Hamilton Deane, and Deane and John L. Balderston – edited and annotated by David J. Skal. Robert M. Philmus edited and introduced The Island of Dr Moreau: A Variorum Text by H.G. Wells, which included manuscript deviations and two essays by Wells.


Elaine Bergstrom and P.N. Elrod both contributed to the adventures of vampire Count Strahd Von Zarovich with Ravenloft: Tapestry of Dark Souls and Ravenloft: I, Strahd respectively, based on the dark fantasy game from TSR. And from Games Workshop came Warhammer: Genevieve Undead by Jack Yeovil (aka Kim Newman), which included three novellas featuring the vampire character first introduced in the same author’s Drachenfels.


In the Fog edited by Charles L. Grant was subtitled The Last Chronicle of Greystone Bay, the fourth in the shared-world series, and Mary Gentle and Roz Kaveney edited The Weerde: Book 2, a shared-world anthology about a secret society of shapechangers.


The Aliens series of novelizations, based on the movie series from Twentieth Century Fox and the Dark Horse graphic novels, continued with Nightmare Asylum by Steve Perry, The Female War by Steve Perry and Stephani Perry, and Genocide by David Bischoff. Todd Strasser’s Addams Family Values was another movie tie in.


The big Stephen King book of the year was Nightmares & Dreamscapes, with a first printing of 1.5 million copies. The 800-page volume collected together twenty stories and various associational material.


Lovedeath by Dan Simmons was subtitled Five Tales of Love and Death, only two of which were really horror. No such problem with Alone With the Horrors, an Arkham House retrospective of Ramsey Campbell’s thirty year career, containing thirty-nine stories and beautifully illustrated by J.K. Potter. Strange Things and Stranger Places was another Campbell collection, containing ten stories and including the first US publication of his novella “Needing Ghosts”.


Fruiting Bodies and Other Fungi by Brian Lumley collected thirteen tales of the macabre, while Thomas Ligotti’s Noctuary contained seven stories, a new novella, an introductory essay, and nineteen vignettes.


Garry Kilworth published two collections, In the Country of the Tattooed Men and Hogfoot Right and Bird-Hands, both containing some horror material, the latter introduced by Robert Holdstock. Tanith Lee’s Nightshades was subtitled Thirteen Journeys Into Shadow, while Bestsellers Guaranteed by Joe R. Lansdale was an omnibus volume of sixteen stories, revised from his 1991 Pulphouse collection Stories By Mama Lansdale’s Youngest Boy.


In the Young Adult market, Demons and Shadows: The Ghostly Best of Robert Westall was the first of two very welcome volumes containing eleven tales. Joan Aiken’s A Creepy Company collected the same number of stories, while Night Terrors by Jim Murphy contained twelve tales narrated by a sinister gravedigger. Darkness Creeping by Neal Shusterman consisted of eight stories and two poems, and Bruce Coville’s Book of Monsters: Tales to Give You the Creeps offered a baker’s dozen of YA shorts.


Martin H. Greenberg, the reigning king of the anthology market, was as prolific as ever during 1993. He solo edited Frankenstein: The Monster Wakes and teamed up with Ed Gorman for Predators, Carol Serling for Journeys Into the Twilight Zone, Mike Resnick for Christmas Ghosts, Charles G. Waugh for Lighthouse Horrors, Robert Weinberg and Stefan R. Dziemianowicz for The Mists from Beyond, and Richard Gilliam and Edward E. Kramer for Confederacy of the Dead. Although his name didn’t appear on the covers, Greenberg was also involved with Robert Bloch’s Monsters In Our Midst, a follow-up to the editors’ earlier Psycho-Paths, and Ramsey Campbell’s Deathport, the latest in a series of anthologies from the Horror Writers Association, featuring twenty-eight stories set in an airport built over a cursed Indian burial ground.


Veteran anthologist Peter Haining returned to the genre with The Television Late Night Horror Omnibus containing thirty-two stories used as the basis for late-night horror shows on television, while Richard Dalby’s Vampire Stories included eighteen tales of the undead plus an introduction by Peter Cushing.


Pam Keesey edited Daughters of Darkness: Lesbian Vampire Stories, Michelle Slung followed up her bestselling 1991 anthology I Shudder At Your Touch with Shudder Again, and Hottest Blood edited by Jeff Gelb and Michael Garrett continued the series presenting “the ultimate in erotic horror”. Dark Seductions edited by Alice Alfonsi and John Scognamiglio attempted to cover similar ground, and from the same publisher, Zebra, came Spellbound Kisses, an anonymous anthology of four romantic novellas.


The Mammoth Book of Zombies edited by Stephen Jones contained twenty-six stories of the walking dead but no mammoths, while The Ultimate Zombie and The Ultimate Witch, both edited by Byron Preiss and John Betancourt, failed to live up to their titles. Phobias was another theme anthology edited by Wendy Webb, Richard Gilliam and Edward Kramer, with an introduction by Robert Bloch, and Peter Crowther’s Touch Wood: Narrow Houses Volume Two built upon the success of the first book.


Maria Lexton edited The Time Out Book of London Short Stories which included new fiction by Clive Barker, Anne Billson, Jonathan Carroll, Christopher Fowler, Neil Gaiman, Kim Newman and Lisa Tuttle, amongst others.


Despite Thomas F. Monteleone’s claim that his much-delayed Borderlands 3 was the only regular non-themed anthology in the field, The Pan Book of Horror reached its thirty-fourth year with Dark Voices 5 edited by David Sutton and Stephen Jones.


Unfortunately, only members of the Science Fiction Book Club saw Masterpieces of Terror & the Unknown, containing fifty-eight stories and poems of the macabre, edited by the always-reliable Marvin Kaye. The Oxford Book of Gothic Tales edited by Chris Baldick included thirty-seven stories, while 4 Classic Ghostly Tales edited by Anita Miller somewhat confusingly featured eight examples of Victorian horrors.


The expanding instant remainder/bargain book market was ideal for value-for-money anthologies and, to be expected, Martin H. Greenberg was at the forefront of this growing outlet. Along with Stefan R. Dziemianowicz and Robert Weinberg he edited To Sleep, Perchance to Dream . . . Nightmares, Nursery Crimes, and 100 Ghastly Little Ghost Stories, and teamed up with Al Sarrantonio for 100 Hair-Raising Little Horror Stories. Cathleen Jordan edited Alfred Hitchcock’s Tales of the Supernatural and the Fantastic, but nobody would own up to compiling Horror By Lamplight.


When it came to the Young Adult market, Greenberg was there again, editing A Newberry Halloween with Charles G. Waugh, containing thirteen ghost and horror stories by winners of the prestigious Newberry Award. There was also All Hallow’s Eve: Tales of Love and the Supernatural edited by Mary Elizabeth Allen, Don’t Give Up the Ghost: The Delacorte Press Book of Original Ghost Stories edited by David Gale, Short Circuits: Thirteen Shocking Stories by Outstanding Writers for Young Adults edited by Donald R. Gallo, Please Do Not Touch edited by Judith Gorog, and the anonymously-edited Mysterious Christmas Tales: Horror Stories for the Festive Season.


Sometimes it is easy to forget that America and Britain are not the only countries where horror fiction is published. As a timely reminder of this fact, Leigh Blackmore edited the first Australian mass-market horror anthology, Terror Australis: The Best of Australian Horror, while from Canada came Northern Frights, the first in a new series edited by Don Hutchison.


As always, The Year’s Best Fantasy and Horror: Sixth Annual Collection edited by Ellen Datlow and Terri Windling contained a bumper selection of forty-nine stories and three poems. The Year’s Best Horror Stories celebrated its twenty-first anniversary under the distinctive editorship of Karl Edward Wagner, and our own Best New Horror 4 was once again the only annual showcase to appear on both sides of the Atlantic.


With most mainstream publishers already planning to cut back their output for the next couple of years, it has fallen to the small, independent imprints to pick up many worthwhile projects, publishing them in often beautifully designed, small press editions.


One of the fastest-growing of these young imprints is Minneapolis-based Fedogan & Bremer, which continued its policy of publishing the kind of books Arkham House used to with House of the Toad, a new Lovecraftian novel by Richard L. Tierney, and Basil Copper’s The Exploits of Solar Pons, a collection of four novellas illustrated by Stefanie Hawks, based on the Holmes-like investigator created by August Derleth.


Another Minneapolis publisher, DreamHaven Books, issued Neil Gaiman’s first collection, Angels & Visitations: A Miscellany, a very handsome collection which lived up to its subtitle with ten stories and various poems, articles and essays.


From publisher Mark V. Ziesing came Pat Cadigan’s new collection Dirty Work, which pretty much covered all the genres, and a revised version of Harlan Ellison’s impressive psycho novella Mefisto in Onyx.


Borderlands Press issued Poppy Z. Brite’s first collection of Southern Gothic tales, Swamp Foetus, while from Deadline Press came Richard Laymon’s collection of twenty stories, A Good, Secret Place with an introduction by Ed Gorman. Gorman’s own collection, Dark Whispers & Other Stories, appeared from Pulphouse/Mystery Scene Press, and the long-delayed last volume of Pulphouse The Hardback Magazine: Issue Twelve finally appeared, edited by Kristine Kathryn Rusch.


Sinistre: An Anthology of Rituals edited by George Hatch was the seventh volume of Noctulpa: Journal of Horror from Horror’s Head Press, illustrated with collages by t. Winter-Damon. It is perhaps easier to understand why no mainstream publisher would be interested in Spartacus Publications’ Blood-Lust of the Devil by Desmond Edwards, an apparently self-published collection of nine horror stories.


Mindwarps was a self-published collection of twenty-two horror stories by John Maclay, and from the same publisher, Maclay & Associates, came one of the best anthologies of the year, After the Darkness, containing seventeen stories edited by Stanley Wiater. Claudia O’Keefe edited Ghosttide for Revenant Books, and from CD Publications came Thrillers edited by Richard T. Chizmar, the first in a new series, featuring an introduction by Joe R. Lansdale and new fiction by Rex Miller, Nancy A. Collins, Chet Williamson and Ardath Mayhar.


Cold Cuts was the first volume in another proposed series, edited by Paul Lewis and Steve Lockley, which included seventeen Welsh-based stories. Chris Kenworthy edited two anthologies for his own Barrington Books, The Sun Rises Red and Sugar Sleep, and also published Nicholas Royle’s novel debut Counterparts.


A first novel about Native Indian magic, The Charm by Adam Niswander, was in danger of publicity overkill from Integra Press. Matthew J. Costello’s novel Garden was a sequel to his 1991 book Wurm, introduced by F. Paul Wilson and published by Twilight Publishing Co., and Donald Tyson’s occult novel The Messenger appeared from Llewellyn Press. Joe R. Lansdale’s Mister Weed-Eater was a slim limited edition from Cahill Press.


As part of its “Creation Classics” line, Creation Press kicked off an H.P. Lovecraft reprint series with Crawling Chaos: Selected Works 1920–1935, edited by James Havoc and introduced by Colin Wilson. It was followed by a new edition of Arthur Machen’s The Great God Pan. From Chaosium came Robert Bloch’s collection of Lovecraftian stories, Mysteries of the Worm, and The Hastur Cycle, a collection of twelve Cthulhu Mythos tales and one poem edited by Robert M. Price.


The Gothic Society published a collection of eight supernatural stories, Tales My Mother Never Told Me by Jennie Gray. Richard Dalby’s Ghost Story Press resurrected two welcome short story collections from obscurity, Tedious Brief Tales of Granta and Gramarye by “Ingulphus” (aka Arthur Gray) and Flaxman Low, Psychic Detective by Kate and Hesketh Prichard, and followed them up with Two Ghost Stories: A Centenary by M.R. James, edited by Barbara and Christopher Rhoden, and Fear Walks the Night by Frederick Cowles.


For those small publishers with slightly less resources, then regular journals or signed, numbered and illustrated chapbooks proved to be the best format for showcasing old masters, new authors, and important reprints.


Probably the most prolific publisher of these limited edition booklets was Necronomicon Press, who turned out a bewildering variety of titles on a regular basis: Ramsey Campbell’s Two Obscure Tales would perhaps have been better titled Too Obscure Tales, while S.T. Joshi edited The Count of Thirty: A Tribute to Ramsey Campbell which contained fours essays, an interview and a working bibliography.


The Lodger by Fred Chappel was a Lovecraftian short story illustrated by Stephen Fabian, and William Hope Hodgson’s At Sea included four previously uncollected non-fantasy stories, edited with an introduction by Sam Gafford. On the non-fiction front, there were various editions of Crypt of Cthulhu and Lovecraft Studies, H.P. Lovecraft Letters to Robert Bloch edited by David E. Schultz and S.T. Joshi and its subsequent supplement, plus the first issue of The New Lovecraft Collector.


Necronomicon was also responsible for issues of The Dark Man: The Journal of Robert E. Howard Studies and The Dark Eidolon: The Journal of Clark Ashton Smith Studies, Studies in Weird Fiction, and the debut of Other Dimensions: The Journal of Multimedia Horror, which included an interview with Clive Barker. Necrofile: The Review of Horror Fiction clocked up four issues and is, quite simply, the best magazine devoted to the subject currently available.


From the World Fantasy Award-winning Roadkill Press came Edward Bryant’s short collection Darker Passions, and a new author double featuring Going Mobile by Glen E. Cox back-to-back with La Luz Canyon by Royce H. Allen. Meanwhile, Del Stone Jr’s Roadkill, from Caliber Press, was a post-holocaust zombie story illustrated by David Dorman.


Silver Salamander Press launched itself into the chapbook market with Close to the Bone, featuring ten erotic horror stories by Lucy Taylor, and followed it with Adam-Troy Castro’s debut collection Lost in Booth Nine and a revised version of Michael Shea’s novella I, Said the Fly. From Bump In the Night Books, another new imprint, Voyages Into Darkness contained stories by Stephen Laws and Mark Morris, illustrated by Frank X. Smith, and Jwindz Publishing collected six Brian Lumley stories in The Last Rite. Lemon Drops and Other Horrors was a debut collection by Donald R. Burleson from Hobgoblin Press, while Southern Discomfort, subtitled “The Selected Works”, was a first story collection by Elizabeth Massie, published by Dark Regions Press.


From Rosemary Pardoe’s Haunted Library came Supernatural Pursuits, three humorous ghost stories by William I.I. Read. Nigel Taylor’s Prodigies & Effigies contained thirty-two short tales, and Transients and Other Strange Travellers by Darrell Schweitzer, published by W. Paul Ganley, contained fifteen stories illustrated by Stephen E. Fabian.


Crossroad Press tried to do something different with the chapbook format, producing Andrew Vachss’ psycho story A Flash of White as a short story, a script adaptation by Rose Dawn Bradford, and a finished graphic sequence by David Lloyd. It was followed by Vachss’ Crossroads Drive, which included the story, a treatment by Joe R. Lansdale, and the finished comics version illustrated by Gary Gianni.


Stanislaus Tal continued his bid for worldwide small press domination with his ubiquitous TAL Publications. Unfortunately, such releases as Yellow Matter by William Barton, Bizarre Sex & Other Crimes of Passion II, Bizarre Bazzaar 93, and Deathrealm only reflected the dearth of writing talent and editing skills, coupled with an adolescent treatment of sex and violence, which permeates far too much of the American small press. It was also hard to know what to make of Wayne Allen Sallee’s episodic misery Pain Grin, t. Winter-Damon’s non-fiction rant Rex Miller: The Complete Revelation, or even The Best of D.F. Lewis, although Ramsey Campbell made a brave effort with his introduction to the latter.


As usual, Interzone turned out some of the most eclectic and interesting fiction in the field on a monthly basis. Its companion publication, Million: The Magazine About Popular Fiction, included a Clive Barker interview, a look at Dracula movies by Kim Newman, and a controversial essay about Stephen King by S.T. Joshi. However, editor and publisher David Pringle admitted that it was impossible to keep Million afloat with a weak subscription base and poor bookstore sales and the two magazines combined with the August 1993 issue of Interzone.


The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction continued to thrive under the editorship of Kristine Kathryn Rusch, but the enlarged-format Weird Tales only managed two issues, devoted to Nina Kiriki Hoffman and Ian Watson. The Scream Factory included stories and interviews with Brian Lumley and Andrew Vachss and also produced a special edition, The Night of the Living Dead: A 25th Anniversary Tribute, featuring (almost) everything you needed to know about zombies. The World Fantasy Award-winning Cemetery Dance included interviews with Clive Barker, Gahan Wilson and Poppy Z. Brite.


Dead of Night was resurrected with the seventh issue, after a three-year hiatus, and followed it up with a special holiday supplement in the eighth number showcasing a trio of Christmas tales by J.N. Williamson. Gordon Linzer’s Space & Time was also revived under a new publisher with number 81. There were also various issues of Aberrations: Adult Horror, Science Fiction and Dark Fantasy, Avallaunius: The Journal of the Arthur Machen Society, Chills, Dark Horizons, Eldritch Tales, The End, Grue Magazine, Peeping Tom, Pulphouse: A Fiction Magazine, The Silver Web, 2AM, The Urbanite, and Weirdbook.


The Australian magazine Sirius made its debut with an article on Dan Simmons and a checklist of Charles L. Grant’s Shadows anthologies, and The New York Review of Science Fiction included David J. Skal’s look at horror in the 1950s and ’60s.


For news and reviews, Americans could choose between Hugo Award-winners Locus or Science Fiction Chronicle, while in Britain readers could pick from a revitalised British Fantasy Newsletter or the faltering Critical Wave. Looking like a poorly-produced copy of Locus, John Betancourt’s Horror: The News Magazine of the Horror & Dark Fantasy Field, managed just one hard-to-find issue in 1993.


Probably the most entertaining non-fiction book of the year was Once Around the Bloch: An Unauthorized Autobiography by the always fascinating Robert Bloch. David J. Skal’s The Monster Show: A Cultural History of Horror took an informed look at the role of horror in pop culture. Although many of the horror entries are missing from the updated edition, The Encyclopedia of Science Fiction edited by John Clute and Peter Nicholls still weighed in at a hefty 1400-plus indispensable pages.


Stephen King: Master of Horror by Anne Saidman was a biography aimed at children about the bestselling author. On Poe: The Best from American Literature edited by Louis J. Budd and Edwin H. Cady was an anthology of seventeen critical essays about Edgar Allan Poe published between 1934 and 1987. Classic Horror Writers edited by Harold Bloom looked at twelve nineteenth century authors of horror and Gothic fiction, while Clive Bloom edited the highly selective Creepers: British Horror and Fantasy in the Twentieth Century. Wordsmiths of Wonder: Fifty Interviews with Writers of the Fantastic by the reliable Stan Nicholls included chats with eleven horror writers, including Clive Barker, James Herbert, Ramsey Campbell, Kim Newman and Guy N. Smith. The British Library issued Shadows in the Attic: A Comprehensive Guide to British Ghost and Supernatural Fiction 1820-1945, compiled by Neil Wilson.


Katherine Ramsland’s The Vampire Companion: The Official Guide to Anne Rice’s “The Vampire Chronicles” was an encyclopedia for those devoted to the best selling series. The Vampire Encyclopedia by Matthew Bunson was a coffee table volume aimed at fans of the undead, but didn’t really live up to its title. Greg Cox’s long-awaited The Transylvanian Library: A Consumer’s Guide to Vampire Fiction might not have included every vampire story and novel, but it at least tried with the help of a bat rating system.


(Vampires) An Uneasy Essay on the Undead in Film by Jalal Toufic and The Vampire Film: From Nosferatu to Bram Stoker’s Dracula by Alain Silver and James Ursini both looked at cinematic bloodsuckers, while The Illustrated Vampire Movie Guide by Stephen Jones reviewed more than 600 titles with bat ratings and included an introduction by Peter Cushing.


It was followed by the second volume in the series, The Illustrated Dinosaur Movie Guide, introduced by Ray Harryhausen, and dinosaurs proved to be big business in 1993 with The Making of Jurassic Park by Don Shay and Jody Duncan reaching the bestseller lists.


Brian Senn and John Johnson’s Fantastic Cinema Subject Guide: A Topical Index to 2500 Horror, Science Fiction and Fantasy Films contained a fully annoted and cross-indexed filmography arranged in subject categories. With Songs of Love and Death: The Classical American Horror Film of the 1930s, Michael Sevastakis took a critical look at eleven horror movies, and Michael F. Blake’s Lon Chaney: The Man Behind the Mask was generally regarded as the best biography yet of The Man of a Thousand Faces. Philip Riley continued his invaluable series of filmbooks reprinting the Classic Universal scripts with The Wolf Man.


Given all the fuss over its authenticity, perhaps The Diary of Jack the Ripper more properly belonged with the fiction titles . . .


Underwood-Miller continued its attractive series of art books with Virgil Finlay’s Strange Science (with a foreward by Robert Bloch and an introduction by Harlan Ellison), Virgil Finlay’s Phantasms (introduction by Stephen E. Fabian), Ladies & Legends by Stephen E. Fabian (introduction by the late Gerry de la Ree), and the very welcome A Hannes Book Treasury (with an introduction by Ray Bradbury).


Horripilations: The Art of J.K. Potter was another beautifully produced volume from Paper Tiger, with text by Nigel Suckling and an introduction by Stephen King. The Art of Michael Whelan was an equally impressive, if somewhat expensive, volume and included separate interviews with the artist by Anne McCaffrey, Terry Booth and David Cherry. Morpheus International’s Mind Fields combined the distinctive art of Jacek Yerka with original short fiction by Harlan Ellison.


Danger is My Business: An Illustrated History of the Fabulous Pulp Magazines by Lee Server included chapters on the horror and science fiction titles, and Playboy fiction editor Alice K. Turner took her readers on an illustrated tour of The History of Hell. James Herbert’s Dark Places: Locations and Legends was a collection of photographs by Paul Barkshire of locations which either inspired or featured in Herbert’s novels, with accompanying text by the author himself.


Clive Barker created a variety of superheroes for Marvel/Razorline’s Hyperkind, Hokum and Hex, Ecktokid and Saint Sinner comics, and Eclipse continued its series of graphic adaptations of Barker’s Books of Blood stories with The Yattering and Jack coupled with “How Spoilers Bleed” (illustrated by John Bolton and Hector Gomez), Dread with “Down Satan!” (illustrated by Dan Brereton and Tim Conrad), and The Life of Death with “New Murders in the Rue Morgue” (illustrated by Stewart Stanyard and Hector Gomez). Eclipse also used Ed Gorman to adapt Dean Koontz’s Trapped into a graphic novel illustrated by Anthony Bilau.


Malibu continued its comic adaptations of Brian Lumley’s Necroscope series with Book II: Wamphyri, illustrated by Dave Kendall. The Ray Bradbury Chronicles reached a fourth volume from NBM with original graphic adaptations of Bradbury’s stories and a reprint from EC Comics’ Haunt of Fear. New California publisher Tuscany Press released System Shock 1, featuring graphic adaptations of “Metastasis” by Dan Simmons, “Special” by Richard Laymon, and “Film at Eleven” by John Skipp.


Meanwhile Skipp and Craig Spector returned to one of their favourite themes – zombies – with a story called “Triumph of the Will” in DC Comics’ Green Lantern Corps Quarterly No.7. Joe R. Lansdale scripted the five issue mini-series Jonah Hex: Two-Gun Mojo, illustrated by Tim Truman, and DC’s new series Anima was a gritty combination of horror and magic dealing with, among other things, the AIDS crisis, written by Paul Witcover and Elizabeth Hand. Grant Morrison and Mark Millar took over the scripting chores on Swamp Thing from Nancy A. Collins, promising to expand the character in new directions. Morrison also published a new graphic novel, The Mystery Play.


DC collected Neil Gaiman’s The Books of Magic into graphic novel format with a new introduction by Roger Zelazny. Gaiman’s ongoing Sandman saga included such spin-offs as Death: The High Cost of Living, introduced by singer/songwriter Tori Amos, and The Children’s Crusade, a crossover project involving characters from a number of different titles.


After 1992’s sixteen year low, the boxoffice bounced back with the best year ever for movies. The estimated total American gross for 1993 was more than $5 billion. Despite Steven Spielberg’s Jurassic Park becoming the highest-earning film of all time (almost $869 million worldwide and still climbing), it wasn’t a particularly good year for genre movies. The only other title in Variety’s Top Ten was Disney’s animated Aladdin at number six, which continued to add to its 1992 total, pushing past the $200 million mark.


The third most successful genre film of the year was the fantasy comedy sleeper Groundhog Day starring Bill Murray, followed by the science fiction adventure Demolition Man, which didn’t do as well as Cliffhanger for revitalized star Sylvester Stallone. Arnold Schwarzenegger’s Last Action Hero was not the hit everyone expected, and its domestic gross was little more than producer Tim Burton’s delightfully bizarre Nightmare Before Christmas (which cost a great deal less to produce).


Among the rest of the top earners, the year’s sequels included Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles III, Addams Family Values, Jason Goes to Hell, Army of Darkness (Evil Dead III), RoboCop 3, Warlock: Armageddon and Witchboard 2.


Stephen King had three movie adaptations of his work released, but Sometimes They Come Back, The Dark Half, and the unjustly ignored Needful Things all failed to work at the boxoffice. Films attempting to cash in on the success of Jurassic Park also never made much of an impact: Super Mario Brothers, Spielberg’s animated We’re Back! A Dinosaur’s Story and Carnosaur did marginal business and only the latter, based on the novel by Harry Adam Knight, probably had a good gross-to-budget ratio.


Hocus Pocus presented a trio of comedic witches, Man’s Best Friend explored Cujo territory, and Leprechaun (“The Luck of the Irish Just Ran Out!”) marked the start of another franchise series. Most of the following titles quickly found their way onto the video shelves: Bloodstone: Subspecies II, Abel Ferrara’s powerful Body Snatchers (the third version of Jack Finney’s novel), Jennifer Lynch’s Boxing Helena, Coneheads, the underrated Dust Devil, Stuart Gordon’s Fortress, Freaked, Frogtown II, Maniac Cop 3, Puppet Master 4, and The Unnamable II, which was supposedly based on H.P. Lovecraft’s story.


One of the best new shows on television was The X Files, about two likeable FBI agents investigating the paranormal. Highlander badly needed the charm of Sean Connery, but at least The Adventures of Briscoe County Jr had Bruce Campbell. Time Trax concerned criminals from the future being hunted in the twentieth century, while Babylon 5 suspiciously resembled Star Trek Deep Space Nine.


For superhero fans there was the wonderfully witty Lois and Clark (retitled The New Adventures of Superman in Britain for those who didn’t get the joke), and Batman proved to be the most popular animated show in syndication, even spawning a theatrical feature, Batman Mask of the Phantasm.


ABC-TV’s mini-series of Stephen King’s The Tommyknockers may have been overlong but at least it was fun. Showtime’s anthology movie Body Bags was not even up to the standard of HBO’s variable Tales from the Crypt series, despite being directed by John Carpenter and Tobe Hooper. Home Box Office’s remake of Attack of the 50 ft Woman starred Darryl Hannah and was just as cheesy as the 1958 original. The Spielberg-produced SeaQuest DSV was thankfully pulled from British screens after only a few weeks, and most people either loved or hated Oliver Stone’s virtual reality (and virtually incomprehensible) Wild Palms.


In March, the third annual World Horror Convention moved to the snowbound climes of Stamford, Connecticut, where the guests of honour included authors Peter Straub and Les Daniels, artist Stephen Gervais, actor Paul Clemens, and Master of Ceremonies Stanley Wiater. The winner of the 1993 Grand Master Award was Richard Matheson.


The Horror Writers of America held their annual meeting and Bram Stoker Awards banquet in June in New York City. After speeches by HWA President Dennis Etchison, Whitley Strieber and movie director John Carpenter, the award for Novel went to Thomas F. Monteleone’s Blood of the Lamb, Elizabeth Massie’s Sineater picked up the First Novel award, and Novelette was a tie between Stephen Bissette’s Aliens: Tribes from Dark Horse Comics, and “The Events Concerning a Nude Fold-Out Found in a Harlequin Romance” by Joe R. Lansdale (from Dark at Heart). Dan Simmons’ “This Year’s Class Picture” (from Still Dead) won in the Short Story category, Norman Partridge’s Mr Fox and Other Feral Tales picked up Collection, and the Non-Fiction award was presented to Cut!: Horror Writers on Horror Film edited by Christopher Golden. The Life Achievement award went to Ray Russell. Because of complaints from international members, the HWA officially changed its name to The Horror Writers Association during the weekend’s business meeting.


The eighteenth British Fantasy Convention was held in Birmingham in early October. Guests included Peter James, Tad Williams, artist Les Edwards, and master of ceremonies Dennis Etchison. The British Fantasy Award for Best Novel was presented to Graham Joyce’s Dark Sister, while Peeping Tom was named Best Small Press for the second year running. Nicholas Royle collected both the Best Short Story award for “Night Shift Sister” and the Best Anthology Award for Darklands 2. Jim Pitts received the Best Artist award for the second consecutive year, Conrad Williams was voted Best Newcomer, and the Special Award went to Michael Moorcock.


Horror got a chilly reception at the 1993 World Fantasy Convention held in Minneapolis later the same month. Despite all-but-ignoring the field for their guests and programming, the organisers couldn’t help but notice that the award winners continued to reflect the overall popularity of the genre: Tim Powers’ occult fantasy Last Call won Best Novel, Best Novella went to “The Ghost Village” by Peter Straub (from MetaHorror), and Best Short Story was a tie between Joe Haldeman’s “Graves” (from The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction) and “This Year’s Class Picture” by Dan Simmons. Jack Cady’s The Sons of Noah was awarded Best Collection, while Best Anthology went to Dennis Etchison’s MetaHorror. James Gurney was voted Best Artist, Dell/Abyss editor Jeanne Cavellos picked up the Professional Special Award, and the Non-Professional Special Award went to Doug and Tomi Lewis of Roadkill Press. Harlan Ellison received the Life Achievment Award.


When California dealer Barry R. Levin announced his 6th Annual Collectors Awards, Michael Crichton was voted Most Collectable Author of 1993, Mark V. Ziesing Books won the Most Collectable Book of the Year Award for the lettered state of Mefisto in Onyx by Harlan Ellison, and the Lifetime Collectors Award went to Arthur C. Clarke for “the creation of a body of classic works that ennoble the genre of science fiction”. Unfortunately, the presentation ceremony had to be cancelled because of the Los Angeles earthquake.


To paraphrase an old saying, books and films don’t kill people – people kill people. However, given the current moral climate on both sides of the Atlantic, it would appear that all society’s ills can be neatly blamed on horror fiction, television violence or Britain’s so-called Video Nasties (which have not legally existed since the Video Recordings Act of 1984). Obviously, this just ain’t so.


More than two decades after its original release, Stanley Kubrick’s A Clockwork Orange still remains banned in Britain, ever since the director withdrew the film from distribution in 1974 after a media outcry blaming it for outbreaks of senseless violence. In early 1993 the British courts upheld the ban in a lawsuit filed by Warner Bros., the movie’s distributors, against a London cinema that screened the film – despite prints being freely accessible in almost every other country in the world.


At a TV Programme Executives meeting in January, Motion Pictures Association of America (MPAA) president Jack Valenti said he didn’t “give a damn” about research which showed no correlation between television violence and the rising crime rate. He insisted that the entertainment industry should act as if television is a factor in anti-social behaviour and not leave to the government the role of “surrogate guardian of family value standards”.


On April 2nd, author and bookseller David Britton was convicted under Britain’s Obscene Publications Act, and ordered to serve a four-month jail sentence because of comics found in a 1991 raid on his bookstore. Manchester police had made numerous raids on the premises and in 1992 failed in their attempts to get Britton’s satirical novel Lord Horror destroyed.


ELSPA, the UK trade association for computer and video game publishers, teamed up with the Video Standards Council to draft a self-regulating rating system for video games which are exempt from classification by the British Board of Film Classification. In 1992 the BBFC began to classify video games depicting human sexual activity or mutilation.


In February, two boys aged ten years old were charged with the abduction and horrific murder of James Bulger in the Merseyside area. At their trial in November, finding both boys guilty, the judge made spurious reference to a video – Universal’s Child’s Play 3 – which one of the boy’s fathers had rented prior to the killing. He inferred (without any proof) that the boy might have been exposed to the video and consequently influenced by it (a totally unsubstantiated conclusion).


This was quickly picked up by the UK tabloid press, which began a sensationalist witch-hunt, spurred on by Liberal Democrat MP David Alton (whose previous attempt at profile-raising was trying to repeal Britain’s abortion law) and a moral minority who called for a ban on all films deemed “unsuitable for home viewing”. All this despite the police stating that the video had absolutely no bearing on the case, James Ferman of The British Board of Film Classification denying any connection between screen violence and young offenders, and the British government describing the country’s censorship laws as “Draconian” enough.


But in the end, it wasn’t enough. The Newsom Report, a document claiming that a group of child psychologists had changed their minds about the effects of screen violence on children, was conveniently produced for Alton to cite, even though several of the signatories had not changed their minds at all. In April 1994 Home Secretary Michael Howard caved in to cross-party pressure and introduced new classification and censorship laws on films and video games. Films would be refused a release, or forced to carry a restricted classification, if the BBFC decided that a viewer could become a threat to society. Twentieth Century Fox succumbed to pressure to drop its UK theatrical release of The Good Son, in which Macaulay Culkin plays a child murderer. Vadim Jean’s Beyond Bedlam, based on the horror novel by Harry Adam Knight, was initially denied a video certificate by the BBFC and condemned, like the acclaimed Reservoir Dogs and Bad Lieutenant, to languish in the UK video wasteland.


David Alton has said that he plans to target television and books next. British booksellers are already resisting horror titles and several films have been “voluntarily” withdrawn from video distribution or denied television screenings. So long as such controversy can be fanned by the cynical media, hypocritical politicians and misinformed public opinion, we should all be on our guard. It is all too easy to use horror fiction and films as a scapegoat for economic and social deprivation. As most intelligent people realise, fiction is only a reflection of life. The real problems exist elsewhere . . .


The Editors,
May, 1994
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I REMEMBER STANDING in the bedroom before we went out, fiddling with my tie and fretting mildly about the time. As yet we had plenty, but that was nothing to be complacent about. The minutes had a way of disappearing when Rachel was getting ready, early starts culminating in a breathless search for a taxi. It was a party we were going to, so it didn’t really matter what time we left, but I tend to be a little dull about time. I used to, anyway.


When I had the tie as close to a tidy knot as I was going to be able to get it, I turned away from the mirror, and opened my mouth to call out to Rachel. But then I caught sight of what was on the bed, and closed it again. For a moment I just stood and looked, and then walked over towards the bed.


It wasn’t anything very spectacular, just a dress made of sheeny white material. A few years ago, when we started going out together, Rachel used to make a lot of her clothes. She didn’t do it because she had to, but because she enjoyed it. She used to trail me endlessly round dress-making shops, browsing patterns and asking my opinion on a million different fabrics, while I half-heartedly protested and moaned.


On impulse I leant down and felt the material, and found I could remember touching it for the first time in the shop on Mill Road, could remember surfacing up through contented boredom to say that yes, I liked this one. On that recommendation she’d bought it, and made this dress, and as a reward for traipsing around after her she’d bought me dinner too. We were poorer then, so the meal was cheap, but there was lots and it was good.


The strange thing was, I didn’t even really mind the dress shops. You know how sometimes, when you’re just walking around, living your life, you’ll see someone on the street and fall hopelessly in love with them? How something in the way they look, the way they are, makes you stop dead in your tracks and stare? How for that instant you’re convinced that if you could just meet them, you’d be able to love them for ever?


Wild schemes and unlikely meetings pass through your head, and yet as they stand on the other side of the street or the room, talking to someone else, they haven’t the faintest idea of what’s going through your mind. Something has clicked, but only inside your head. You know you’ll never speak to them, that they’ll never know what you’re feeling, and that they’ll never want to. But something about them forces you to keep looking, until you wish they’d leave so you could be free.


The first time I saw Rachel was like that, and now she was in my bath. I didn’t call out to hurry her along. I decided it didn’t really matter.


A few minutes later a protracted squawking noise announced the letting out of the bath water, and Rachel wafted into the bedroom swaddled in thick towels and glowing high spirits. Suddenly I lost all interest in going to the party, punctually or otherwise. She marched up to me, set her head at a silly angle to kiss me on the lips and jerked my tie vigorously in about three different directions. When I looked in the mirror I saw that somehow, as always, she’d turned it into a perfect knot.


Half an hour later we left the flat, still in plenty of time. If anything, I’d held her up.


“Later,” she said, smiling in the way that showed she meant it, “Later, and for a long time, my man.”


I remember turning from locking the door to see her standing on the pavement outside the house, looking perfect in her white dress, looking happy and looking at me. As I walked smiling down the steps towards her she skipped backwards into the road, laughing for no reason, laughing because she was with me.


“Come on,” she said, holding out her hand like a dancer, and a yellow van came round the corner and smashed into her. She spun backwards as if tugged on a rope, rebounded off a parked car and toppled into the road. As I stood cold on the bottom step she half sat up and looked at me, an expression of wordless surprise on her face, and then she fell back again.


When I reached her blood was already pulsing up into the white of her dress and welling out of her mouth. It ran out over her makeup and I saw she’d been right: she hadn’t quite blended the colours above her eyes. I’d told her it didn’t matter, that she still looked beautiful. She had.


She tried to move her head again and there was a sticky sound as it almost left the tarmac and then slumped back. Her hair fell back from around her face, but not as it usually did. There was a faint flicker in her eyelids, and then she died.


I knelt there in the road beside her, holding her hand as the blood dried a little. It was as if everything had come to a halt, and hadn’t started up again. I heard every word the small crowd muttered, but I didn’t know what they were muttering about. All I could think was that there wasn’t going to be a later, not to kiss her some more, not for anything. Later was gone.


When I got back from the hospital I phoned her mother. I did it as soon as I got back, though I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to tell anyone, didn’t want to make it official. It was a bad phone call, very, very bad. Then I sat in the flat, looking at the drawers she’d left open, at the towels on the floor, at the party invitation on the dressing table, feeling my stomach crawl. I was back at the flat, as if we’d come back home from the party. I should have been making coffee while Rachel had yet another bath, coffee we’d drink on the sofa in front of the fire. But the fire was off and the bath was empty. So what was I supposed to do?


I sat for an hour, feeling as if somehow I’d slipped too far forward in time and left Rachel behind, as if I could turn and see her desperately running to try to catch me up. When it felt as if my throat was going to burst I called my parents and they came and took me home. My mother gently made me change my clothes, but she didn’t wash them. Not until I was asleep, anyway. When I came down and saw them clean I hated her, but I knew she was right and the hate went away. There wouldn’t have been much point in just keeping them in a drawer.


The funeral was short. I guess they all are, really, but there’s no point in them being any longer. Nothing more would be said. I was a little better by then, and not crying so much, though I did before we went to the church because I couldn’t get my tie to sit right.


Rachel was buried near her grandparents, which she would have liked. Her parents gave me her dress afterwards, because I’d asked for it. It had been thoroughly cleaned and large patches had lost their sheen and died, looking as much unlike Rachel’s dress as the cloth had on the roll. I’d almost have preferred the bloodstains still to have been there: at least that way I could have believed that the cloth still sparkled beneath them. But they were right in their way, as my mother was. Some people seem to have pragmatic, accepting souls, an ability to deal with death. I don’t, I’m afraid. I don’t understand it at all.


Afterwards I stood at the graveside for a while, but not for long because I knew that my parents were waiting at the car. As I stood by the mound of earth that lay on top of her I tried to concentrate, to send some final thought to her, some final love, but the world kept pressing in on me through the sound of cars on the road and some bird that was cawing in a tree. I couldn’t shut it out. I couldn’t believe that I was noticing how cold it was, that somewhere lives were being led and televisions being watched, that the inside of my parents’ car would smell the same as it always had. I wanted to feel something, wanted to sense her presence, but I couldn’t. All I could feel was the world round me, the same old world. But it wasn’t a world that had been there a week ago, and I couldn’t understand how it could look so much the same.


It was the same because nothing had changed, and I turned and walked to the car. The wake was worse than the funeral, much worse, and I stood with a sandwich feeling something very cold building up inside. Rachel’s oldest friend Lisa held court with her old school friends, swiftly running the range of emotions from stoic resilience to trembling incoherence.


“I’ve just realized,” she sobbed to me, “Rachel’s not going to be at my wedding.”


“Yes, well she’s not going to be at mine either,” I said numbly, and immediately hated myself for it. I went and stood by the window, out of harm’s way. I couldn’t react properly. I knew why everyone was standing here, that in some ways it was like a wedding. Instead of gathering together to bear witness to a bond, they were here to prove she was dead. In the weeks to come they’d know they’d stood together in a room, and would be able to accept she was gone. I couldn’t.


I said goodbye to Rachel’s parents before I left. We looked at each other oddly, and shook hands, as if we were just strangers again. Then I went back to the flat and changed into some old clothes. My “Someday” clothes, Rachel used to call them, as in “some day you must throw them away”. Then I made a cup of tea and stared out of the window for a while. I knew damn well what I was going to do, and it was a relief to give in to it.


That night I went back to the cemetery and I dug her up. What can I say? It was hard work, and it took a lot longer than I expected, but in another way it was surprisingly easy. I mean yes, it was creepy, and yes, I felt like a lunatic, but after the shovel had gone in once the second time seemed less strange. It was like waking up in the mornings after the accident. The first time I clutched at myself and couldn’t understand, but after that I knew what to expect. There were no cracks of thunder, there was no web of lightning and I actually felt very calm. There was just me and, beneath the earth, my friend. I just wanted to find her.


When I did I laid her down by the side of the grave and then filled it back up again, being careful to make it look undisturbed. Then I carried her to the car in my arms and brought her home.


The flat seemed very quiet as I sat her on the sofa, and the cushion rustled and creaked as it took her weight again. When she was settled I knelt and looked up at her face. It looked much the same as it always had, though the colour of the skin was different, didn’t have the glow she always had. That’s where life is, you know, not in the heart but in the little things, like the way hair falls around a face. Her nose looked the same and her forehead was smooth. It was the same face, exactly the same.


I knew the dress she was wearing was hiding a lot of things I would rather not see, but I took it off anyway. It was her going away dress, bought by her family specially for the occasion, and it didn’t mean anything to me or to her. I knew what the damage would be and what it meant. As it turned out the patchers and menders had done a good job, not glossing because it wouldn’t be seen. It wasn’t so bad.


When she was sitting up again in her white dress I walked over and turned the light down, and I cried a little then, because she looked so much the same. She could have fallen asleep, warmed by the fire and dozy with wine, as if we’d just come back from the party.


I went and had a bath then. We both used to when we came back in from an evening, to feel clean and fresh for when we slipped between the sheets. It wouldn’t be like that this evening, of course, but I had dirt all over me, and I wanted to feel normal. For one night at least I just wanted things to be as they had.


I sat in the bath for a while, knowing she was in the living room, and slowly washed myself clean. I really wasn’t thinking much. It felt nice to know that I wouldn’t be alone when I walked back in there. That was better than nothing, was part of what had made her alive. I dropped my Someday clothes in the bin and put on the ones from the evening of the accident. They didn’t mean as much as her dress, but at least they were from before.


When I returned to the living room her head had lolled slightly, but it would have done if she’d been asleep. I made us both a cup of coffee. The only time she ever took sugar was in this cup, so I put one in. Then I sat down next to her on the sofa and I was glad that the cushions had her dent in them, that as always they drew me slightly towards her, didn’t leave me perched there by myself.


The first time I saw Rachel was at a party. I saw her across the room and simply stared at her, but we didn’t speak. We didn’t meet properly for a month or two, and first kissed a few weeks after that. As I sat there on the sofa next to her body I reached out tentatively and took her hand, as I had done on that night. It was cooler than it should have been, but not too bad because of the fire, and I held it, feeling the lines on her palm, lines I knew better than my own.


I let myself feel calm and I held her hand in the half light, not looking at her, as also on that first night, when I’d been too happy to push my luck. She’s letting you hold her hand, I’d thought, don’t expect to be able to look at her too. Holding her hand is more than enough: don’t look, you’ll break the spell. My face creased then, not knowing whether to smile or cry, but it felt alright. It really did.


I sat there for a long time, watching the flames, still not thinking, just holding her hand and letting the minutes run. The longer I sat the more normal it felt, and finally I turned slowly to look at her. She looked tired and asleep, so deeply asleep, but still there with me and still mine.


When her eyelid first moved I thought it was a trick of the light, a flicker cast by the fire. But then it stirred again, and for the smallest of moments I thought I was going to die. The other eyelid moved and the feeling just disappeared, and that made the difference, I think. She had a long way to come, and if I’d felt frightened, or rejected her, I think that would have finished it then. I didn’t question it. A few minutes later both her eyes were open, and it wasn’t long before she was able to slowly turn her head.


I still go to work, and put in the occasional appearance at social events, but my tie never looks quite as it did. She can’t move her fingers precisely enough to help me with that any more. She can’t come with me, and nobody can come here, but that doesn’t matter. We always spent a lot of time by ourselves. We wanted to.


I have to do a lot of things for her, but I can live with that. Lots of people have accidents, bad ones: if Rachel had survived she could have been disabled or brain-damaged so that her movements were as they are now, so slow and clumsy. I wish she could talk, but there’s no air in her lungs, so I’m learning to read her lips. Her mouth moves slowly, but I know she’s trying to speak, and I want to hear what she’s saying.


But she gets round the flat, and she holds my hand, and she smiles as best she can. If she’d just been injured I would have loved her still. It’s not so very different.
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“I had read Michele Slung’s Crime on Her Mind anthologies as they came out,” recalls the author, “and when Michele asked me for a ‘Victorian vampire’, I wrote this story as a tribute to her delicious, half-criminal heroines. Like many resort towns, Portsmouth, New Hampshire, is more stridently Edwardian now than in 1905, but surprisingly little changed. I recommend the capuccino in Market Square where Miss Wentworth met her Carpathian count.


“Count Zohary may or may not be a vampire, but Susan Wentworth indubitably becomes one. Relationships are so often like that . . .”





“DO YOU BELIEVE in vampires?” he said.


I snapped Dracula closed and pushed it under the tapestry bag containing my neglected cutwork. “Mr Stoker writes amusingly,” I said. “I believe I don’t know you, sir.”


“What a shame,” he said, putting his hand on the café chair across from me. I looked up – and up; he was tall, blond; his uniform blazed crimson, a splash of blood against the green trees and decent New Hampshire brick of Market Square. The uniform was Austro-Hungarian; his rank I did not know, but clearly he was an officer.


“You should be better acquainted with vampires.” He clicked heels and bowed. “Count Ferenc Zohary.” Without invitation he sat down, smiling at me.


In this August 1905, in Portsmouth where I was spending the summer before my debutante year, negotiations were being held that might finish the long Russo-Japanese War. Aboard his yacht Mayflower at the naval yard, President Roosevelt had hosted the first meeting between the Russian and Japanese plenipotentiaries, Count Serge Witte and the Marquis Komura. Now the opponents met officially at the naval yard and schemed betweentimes at the Wentworth Hotel. My aunt Mildred did not encourage newspaper reading for unmarried women, so I was out-of-date, but knew the negotiations were supposed to be going badly. The town was crowded with foreign men; there was a storminess in the air, a feel of heavy male energy, of history and importance. Danger, blood, and cruelty, like Mr Stoker’s book: it made my heart beat more strongly than any woman’s should. Don’t talk to any of them, Aunt Mildred had said. But for once my aunt was out of sight.


“You are part of the negotiations? Pray tell me how they proceed.”


“I am an observer only.”


“Will they make peace?”


“I hope not, for my country’s sake.” He looked amused at my surprise. “If they continue the war, Russia and Japan will bleed, Russia will lose, turn west; they will make a little war and probably lose. But if they sign their treaty, Russia will fight us five years from now, when they are stronger; and then the Germans will come in, and the French to fight the Germans, and the English with the French. Very amusing. My country cannot survive.”


“Is it not wearying, to have such things decided and to be able to do nothing?”


“I am never wearied.” My companion stretched out his hand, gathered together my half-finished cutwork linen, and waved it in the air for a moment like a handkerchief before dropping it unceremoniously on the ground. “Your mother makes you do this,” he said, “but you prefer diplomacy. Or vampires. Which?”


I flushed. “My aunt controls my sewing,” I said. Cutwork had been my task for this summer, sitting hour after hour on Aunt Mildred’s verandah, sewing hundreds of tiny stitches on the edges of yards of linen, then clipping out patterns with my sharp-pointed scissors. Linen for my trousseau, said Aunt Mildred, who would not say the word “sheets.” In the fall I would go to New York, planning my strategies for marriage like a powerless general. The battle was already hopeless; without greater wealth than I commanded, I could not hope to be in the center of events. I would become what I was fit for by looks but not by soul, the showy useless wife of some businessman, whose interest in war extended only to the army’s need for boots or toothbrushes.


But now, because Admiral Togo had won at Tsushima, I had my taste of war, however faraway and tantalizing; I was sitting with a soldier, here in the hot thick sunlight and green leaves of Market Square.


“Do you like war,” my companion asked, “or simply blood?”


An interesting question. “I think they both concern power.”


“Precisely.” He leafed through the book while I watched him secretly. In the exquisitely tailored crimson uniform, he had a look of coarseness combined with power. Above the stiff gold-braided collar, his neck was thick with muscle. His hands were short and broad-nailed, his fingertips square against the yellow-and-red binding of Dracula. Perhaps feeling my eyes on him, he looked up and smiled at me. He had assurance, a way of looking at me as though I were already attracted to him, though he was not handsome: a thick-lipped mouth, a scar on his jaw, and a nick out of his ear. And he had thrown my cutwork on the ground. “My name is Susan Wentworth,” I said.


“Wentworth, like the hotel. That is easy to remember.” No sweet words about my face being too beautiful for my name to be forgotten. “Do you stay at the hotel?” he asked.


A gentleman never asked directly where a lady lived, to save her the embarrassment of appearing to desire his company.


“My aunt has a cottage at Kittery Point.”


“That is not far. Do you come to the tea dances at the hotel?”


“Seldom, Count Zohary. My aunt thinks the diplomatic guests are not suitable company.”


“Very true. But exciting, no? Do you find soldiers exciting, Miss Wentworth?”


“Soldiering, yes, and diplomacy; I admit that I do.”


“A certain amount of blood . . . that is nice with the tea dances.” With his thumbnail he marked a passage in the book and showed it to me. As she arched her neck she actually licked her lips like an animal, I read. “Do you find that exciting?”


“I am not a vampire, Count Zohary,” I said, uneasily amused.


“I know that.” My companion smiled at me, showing regular even teeth. “I, for instance, I am a vampire, and I can assure you that you are not one yet.”


“You, Count Zohary?”


“Of course, not as this man Stoker describes. I walk in the sun, I see my face in my shaving mirror; I assure you I sleep in sheets, not dirt.” He reached out and touched the thin gold cross I wore around my neck. “A pretty thing. It does not repel me.” His fingers hovered very close to my neck and bosom. “The vampire is very sensual, Miss Wentworth, especially when he is also a soldier. Very attractive. You should try.”


I had let him go too far. “I think you dare overmuch, Count Zohary.”


“Ah, why I dare, that is the vampire in me. But you don’t hold up your cross and say, ‘Begone, necuratul!’ ” he said. “And that is the vampire in you. Do you like what you read, Miss Susan Wentworth? You look as though you would like it very much. Are you curious? If you will come to the tea dance at the hotel, I will show you the handsome hotel sheets, and teach you that vampires are – almost – as civilized as diplomats.”


He looked at me, gauging my response: and for a moment, horrified, I felt I would respond. I wanted the brutal crude power of the man. “Count Zohary, you have mistaken me, I am respectable.” I snatched the book away from him and stuffed it deep into my tapestry bag. “I have – certainly no desire to see your – ” I would not give him the satisfaction of finishing the sentence. “You’re making me talk nonsense.”


He brushed his mustache with his finger, then lifted one corner of his lip. “What will convince you, dear respectable Miss Wentworth? My fangs? Shall I turn into a wolf for you? Come into your chamber like a red mist, or charge in like cavalry?” Over our heads the leaves rattled and wind soughed through the square. Count Zohary looked up. “Shall I tell you the future in your blood? Shall I control the sea for you, or call a storm? That is my best parlor trick. Let us have a thunderstorm, Miss Wentworth, you and I.”


The tide controlled the sea, and the Piscatequa River called thunderstorms once or twice a week in August, without help from Hungarian counts. “If you can tell the future, Count Zohary, you know that everything you say is useless.”


“It is not my most reliable gift, Miss Wentworth,” he said. “Unfortunately, or I would not be here watching Witte and Komura, but back in New York drinking better coffee at the embassy. It works best after I have had a woman, or drunk blood. Shall we find out together what Witte and Komura will do? No? You do not wish to know?” On the café table there was a ring of condensation from my glass of ice water. With mock solemnity he shook salt from the table shaker over it and stared at the water as if into a crystal ball, making passes like a fortune-teller. “Seawater is better to look into; blood best. Ice water – ach, Miss Wentworth, you make me work. But I see you will come to the tea dance. Today, Wednesday, or Thursday you will come.”


“I will not,” I said. “Of course I will not.”


“Tomorrow?”


“Certainly not.”


“Thursday, then.” From the direction of the ocean, thunder muttered above the white tower of First Church. Count Zohary made a gesture upward and smiled at me. I began to gather up my things, and he bent down, stretching out his long arm to pick up my fallen linen. “This is almost done; you must come Thursday.”


“Why Thursday?” I asked unwillingly.


“Because I have made a bet with myself. Before you have finished this Quatsch,” he said, “I will give you what you want. I shall have turned you into a vampire.”


A sea-salt wave of breeze rolled over the square, hissing; the leaves were tossed pale side up like dead fish. I stared at him, the smell of the sea in my mouth, an acrid freshness. He smiled at me, slightly pursing his lips. Flushing, I pushed my chair away. Count Zohary rose, clicked his heels, raised my hand to his lips; and through the first drops of rain I saw him stride away, his uniform the color of fresh blood against the brick and white of the Athenaeum, darkening in the rain. A soldier, his aide-de-camp, came forward with a black cape for him. Unwillingly I thought of vampires.


That night the rain shook the little-paned windows of my white bedroom. This monster has done much harm already, I read. Moisture in the air made the book’s binding sticky, so that both my palms were printed with fragments of the red name backward. The howling of wolves. There were no wolves around Portsmouth, nor vampires either. I could tell my own future without help from him: this fall in New York would decide it, whatever my strategies. Women of my sort all had the same future.


How much less alive could I be if I were a vampire’s prey?


I pictured myself approaching young men of my acquaintance and sinking my teeth into their throat. This was fancy; I had no access even to the ordinary powers of men such as the count.


But he had told me one quite specific thing, and it intrigued me: he was with the embassy in New York.


The next day, though I was tired, I assiduously sewed at my cutwork and pricked at it with my scissors, and finishing this respectable task, I felt as though I were again in control of myself, triumphant over Count Zohary, and ready to face him.


At my instigation, Mrs Lathrop, my aunt’s friend, proposed that we visit the Wentworth, and Aunt Mildred was persuaded to agree.


On Thursday, Elizabeth Lathrop and her daughter Lucilla, Aunt Mildred and I, all fit ourselves into the Lathrop barouche, and at a gentle pace we were driven through the curving streets of Kittery and past the Federal mansions of Portsmouth. It was a perfect day, the breeze from the sea just enough to refresh us, late day lilies and heliotrope blooming behind old-fashioned wooden trellis fences; a day for a pleasant, thoughtless excursion; yet as we passed through Market Square, I looked for his glittering red figure, and as we pulled into the handsome gravel driveway of the Wentworth, I found myself excited, as if I were going to a meeting of some consequence.


Aunt Mildred and Mrs Lathrop found us a table by the dance floor, which was not large but modern and well appointed. An orchestra was playing waltzes; a few couples practiced their steps on the floor, and many soldiers sat at tables under the potted palms, flirting with young women. Mrs Lathrop and Lucilla intended a sight of Count Witte, whose manners were reported to be so uncouth that he must eat behind a screen. I saw no sign of Count Zohary. At one table, surrounded by a retinue of men, the notorious Mme N. held court, a laughing, pretty woman who was rumored to have brought down three governments. While the orchestra played, Mrs Lathrop and my aunt Mildred gossiped about her. Lucilla Lathrop and I discovered nothing in common. From under my eyelashes I watched clever Mme N.


Three women from the Japanese legation entered the dining room, causing a sensation with their kimonos, wigs, and plastered faces. I wondered if there were Japanese vampires, and if the painted Japanese ladies felt the same male energy from all those soldiers. Were those Japanese women’s lives as constrained as mine?


“The heat is making me uneasy, Aunt Mildred; I will go and stroll on the terrace.” Under my parasol, I let the sea wind cool my cheeks; I stared over the sandy lawn, over the sea.


“Miss Wentworth. Have you come to see my sheets?”


“By no means, Count Zohary.” He was sitting at one of the little café tables on the terrace. Today he was in undress uniform, a brownish-gray. In the sea light his blond hair had a foxy tint. Standing, he bowed elaborately, drawing out a chair. “I would not give you the satisfaction of refusing.” I inclined my head and sat down.


“Then you will satisfy by accepting?”


“Indeed not. What satisfaction is that?” I looked out over the sea, the calm harbor. While yachts swayed at anchor, the Star Island ferry headed out toward the shoals, sun gleaming off its windows and rail. I had seen this view for years from Aunt Mildred’s house; there was nothing new in it.


“Come now, turn your head, Miss Wentworth. You don’t know what I offer. Look at me.” On his table was a plate of peaches, ripe and soft; I smelled them on the warm air, looked at them but not at him. A fly buzzed over them; he waved it away, picked up a fruit, and took a bite out of it. I watched his heavy muscular hand. “You think you are weary of your life, but you have never tasted it. What is not tasted has no flavor. I offer everything you are missing – ah, now you look at me.” His eyes were reddish-brown with flecks of light. He sucked at the juice, then offered the peach to me, the same he had tasted; he held it close to my lips. “Eat.”


“I will have another, but not this.”


“Eat with me; then you will have as many as you want.” I took a tiny nip from the fruit’s pink flesh. Soft, hairy skin; sweet flesh. He handed the plate of fruit to me; I took one and bit. My mouth was full of pulp and juice.


“I could have your body,” he said in a soft voice. “By itself, like that peach; that is no trouble. But you can be one of us, I saw it in the square. I want to help you, to make you what you are.”


“One of us? What do you mean?”


“One who wants power,” he said with the same astonishing softness. “Who can have it. A vampire. Eat your peach, Miss Wentworth, and I will tell you about your Dracula. Vlad Draculesti, son of Vlad the Dragon. On Timpa Hill by Braşov, above the chapel of St Jacob, he had his enemies’ limbs lopped and their bodies impaled; and as they screamed, he ate his meal beside them, dipping his bread into the blood of the victims, because the taste of human blood is the taste of power. The essence of the vampire is power.” He reached out his booted foot and, under the table, touched mine. “Power is not money, or good looks, or rape or seduction. It is simple, life and death; to kill; to drink the blood of the dying; but oneself to survive, to beget, to make one’s kind, to flourish. Komura and Witte have such power, they are making a great red storm, with many victims. I too have power, and I will have blood on my bread. Will you eat and drink with me?”


“Blood –?”


He looked at me with his light-flecked eyes. “Does blood frighten you, do you faint at the sight of blood, like a good little girl? I think not.” He took a quick bite from his peach. “Have you ever seen someone die? Did they bleed? Did you look away? No, I see you did not; you were fascinated, more than a woman should be. You like the uniforms, the danger, the soldiers, but what you truly like, Miss Wentworth, is red. When you read about this war in the newspapers, will you pretend you are shocked and say Oh, how dreadful, while you look twice and then again at the pictures of blood, and hope you do not know why your heart beats so strong? Will you say, I can never be so much alive as to drink blood? Or will you know yourself, and be glad when the red storm comes?” He tapped my plate of peaches with his finger. “To become what you are is simpler than eating one of those, Miss Wentworth, and much more pleasant.”


“I wish some degree of power – who does not – but to do this – ” He was right; I had been fascinated. The next day I had come back to the scene, had been disappointed that the blood was washed away. “This is ridiculous, you must wish to make me laugh or to disgust me. You are making terrible fun of me.”


“Drink my blood,” he said. “Let me drink yours. I will not kill you. Have just a little courage, a little curiosity. Sleep with me; that last is not necessary, but is very amusing. Then – a wide field, and great power, Miss Wentworth.”


I swallowed. “You simply mean to make me your victim.”


“If it seems to you so, then you will be my victim. I want to give you life, because you might take it and amuse me. But you undervalue yourself. Are you my victim?” For a moment, across a wide oval in front of the hotel, wind flattened the water, and through some trick of light and wave, it gleamed red. “See, Miss Wentworth. My parlor trick again.”


“No – I often see such light on the water.”


“Not everyone does.”


“Then I see nothing.”


By his plate he had a little sharp fruit knife. He picked it up and drew a cut across his palm; as the blood began to well, he cupped his palm and offered it to me. “The blood is a little sea, a little red sea, the water I like best to control. I stir it up, Miss Wentworth; I drink it; I live.” With one finger of his right hand he touched his blood, then the vein on my wrist. “I understand its taste; I can make it flow like tide, Miss Wentworth, I can make your heart beat, Miss Wentworth, until you would scream at me to stop. Do you want to understand blood, do you want to taste blood, do you want your mouth full of it, salty, sweet, foul blood? Do you want the power of the blood? Of course you do not, the respectable American girl. Of course you do; you do.”


He took my hand, he pulled me close to him. He looked at me with his insistent animal eyes, waiting, his blood cupped in his hand. I knew that at that moment I could break away from his grip and return to Aunt Mildred and the Lathrops. They would not so much as notice I had gone or know what monstrous things had been said to me. I could sit down beside them, drink tea, and listen to the orchestra for the rest of my life. For me there would be no vampires.


The blood, crusted at the base of his fingers, still welled from the slit he had made in his palm. It was bright, bright red. I bent down and touched my tongue to the wound. The blood was salty, intimate, strong, the taste of my own desire.


The white yacht was luxuriously appointed, with several staterooms. We sailed far out to sea. Count Zohary had invited the Lathrops and my aunt to chaperone me. On deck, Mr Lathrop, a freckled man in a white suit, trolled for bluefish and talked with Count Zohary. I heard the words Witte, Sakhalin, reparations; this evening there was to be an important meeting between the plenipotentiaries. Aunt Mildred and Mrs Lathrop talked and played whist, while Lucilla Lathrop’s crocheting needle flashed through yards of cream-white tatting. I began still another piece of cutwork, but abandoned it and stood in the bow of the boat, feeling the sea waves in my body, long and slow. In part I was convinced Count Zohary merely would seduce me; I did not care. I had swallowed his blood and now he would drink mine.


Under an awning, sailors served luncheon from the hotel. Oysters Rockefeller, cream of mushroom soup with Parker House rolls, salmon steaks, mousse of hare, pepper dumplings, match-sticked sugared carrots, corn on the cob, a salad of cucumbers and Boston lettuce, summer squash. For dessert, almond biscuits, a praline and mocha-buttercream glazed cake, and ice cream in several flavors. With the food came wine, brandy with dessert, and a black bottle of champagne. I picked at the spinach on my oysters, but drank the wine thirstily. In the post-luncheon quiet, the boat idled on calm water; the sailors went below.


Mr Lathrop fell asleep first, a handkerchief spread over his red face; then Lucilla Lathrop began snoring gently in a deck chair under the awning, her tatting tangled in her lap. Mr Lathrop’s fishing rod trailed from his nerveless hand; I reeled it in and laid it on the deck, and in the silent noon the thrum of fishing line was as loud as the engine had been. Aunt Mildred’s cards sank into her lap. She did not close her eyes, but when I stood in front of her, she seemed not to see me. Alone, Mrs Lathrop continued to play her cards, slowly, one by one, onto the little baize-colored table between her and my aunt, as if she were telling fortunes.


“Mrs Lathrop?” She looked up briefly, her eyes dull as raisins in her white face, nodded at me, and went back to her cards.


“They have eaten and drunk,” Count Zohary said, “and they are tired.” A wave passed under the boat; Aunt Mildred’s head jerked sideways and she fell across the arm of her chair, limply, rolling like a dead person. I almost cried out, almost fell; Count Zohary caught me and put his hand across my mouth.


“If you scream you will wake them.”


Grasping my hand, he led me down the stairs, below decks, through a narrow corridor. On one side was the galley, and there, his head on his knees, sat the cook, asleep; near him a handsome sailor had fallen on the floor, sleeping too; I saw no others.


The principal stateroom was at the bow of the ship, white in the hot afternoon. The bed was opened, the sheets drawn back; the cabin had an odor of lemon oil, a faint musk of ocean. “Sheets,” he said. “You see?” I sank down on the bed, my knees would not hold me. I had not known, at the last, how my body would fight me; I wanted to be not here, to know the future that was about to happen, to have had it happen, to have it happening now. I heard the snick of the bolt, and then he was beside me, unbuttoning the tiny buttons at my neck. So quiet it was, so quiet, I could not breathe. He bent down and touched the base of my neck with his tongue, and then I felt the tiny prick of his teeth, the lapping of his tongue and the sucking as he began to feed.


It was at first a horror to feel the blood drain, to sense my will struggle and fail; and then the pleasure rose, shudders and trembling so exquisite I could not bear them; the hot white cabin turned to shadows and cold and I fell across the bed. I am in my coffin, I thought, in my grave. He laid me back against the pillows, bent over me, pushed up my skirts and loosened the strings of my petticoats; I felt his hand on my skin. This was what I had feared, but now there was no retreat, I welcomed what was to come. I guided him forward; he lay full on me, his body was heavy on me, pressed against me, his uniform braid bruising my breasts. Our clothes were keeping us from each other. I slid the stiff fastenings open, fumbled out of my many-buttoned dress, struggled free of everything that kept me from him. Now, I whispered. You must.


We were skin to skin, and then, in one long agonizing push, he invaded me, he was in me, in my very body. Oh, the death pangs as I became a vampire, the convulsion of all my limbs! I gasped, bit his shoulder, made faces to keep from screaming. Yet still I moved with him, felt him moving inside me, and his power flowed into me. I laughed at the pain and pleasure unimaginable, as the sea waves pulsed through the cabin and pounded in my blood.


“Are you a vampire now, little respectable girl?” he gasped.


“Oh, yes, I have power, yes, I am a vampire.”


He laughed.


When I dressed, I found blood on my bruised neck; my privates were bloody and sticky with juice, the signs of my change. I welcomed them. In the mirror, I had a fine color in my cheeks, and my white linen dress was certainly no more creased than might be justified by spending an afternoon on the water. My blood beat heavy and proud, a conquering drum.


I went on deck and ate a peach to still my thirst, but found it watery and insipid. It was late, toward sunset, the light failing, the sea red. In the shadows of the water I saw men silently screaming. I desired to drink the sea.


Mr Lathrop opened his eyes and asked me, “Did you have a pleasant afternoon, Miss Wentworth?” His eyes were fixed, his color faded next to mine. Lucilla’s face, as she blinked and yawned, was like yellow wax under her blonde hair. Flies were buzzing around Mrs Lathrop’s cards, and Mrs Lathrop gave off a scent of spoiled meat, feces, and blood. “Good afternoon, Aunt Mildred, how did you nap?” She did not answer me. Oh, they are weary, I thought, weary and dead.


Count Zohary came up the stairs, buttoning his uniform collar gingerly, as if his neck were bruised too. To amuse him, I pressed my sharp cutwork scissors against the vein of Aunt Mildred’s neck, and held a Parker House roll underneath it; but he and I had no taste for such as Aunt Mildred. I threw my scissors into the blood-tinged sea: they fell, swallowed, corroded, gone.


Under a red and swollen sky, our ship sailed silent back to the white hotel. Count Zohary and I were the first to be rowed to shore. Across the red lawn, lights blazed, and outside the hotel a great crowd had assembled. “In a moment we will see the future,” he said.


“I saw men dying in the ocean,” I answered.


We walked across the lawn together, my arm in his; under my feet, sea sand hissed.


“Count Zohary, perhaps you have friends who share those interests that you have taught me to value? I would delight to be introduced to them. Though I know not what I can do, I wish for wide horizons.”


“I have friends who will appreciate you. You will find a place in the world.”


As we entered the even more crowded foyer, Count Sergei Witte and the Marquis Komura stood revealed, shaking hands. From a thousand throats a shout went up. “Peace! It is peace!”


“It is the great storm,” said Count Zohary. For a moment he looked pensive, as though even vampires could regret.


He and I gained the vantage point of the stairs, and I looked down upon the crowd as if I were their general. Many of the young men were dead, the Americans as well as the foreign observers. I looked at the victims with interest. Some had been shot in the eye, forehead, cheekbone; some were torn apart as if by bombs. Their blood gleamed fresh and red. The flesh of some was gray and dirt-abraded, the features crushed, as if great weights had fallen on them. Next to me stood a woman in a nurse’s uniform; as she cheered, she coughed gouts of blood and blinked blind eyes. Outside, Roman candles began to stutter, and yellow-green light fell over the yellow and gray faces of the dead.


But among them, bright as stars above a storm, I saw us, the living. How we had gathered for this! Soldiers and civilians; many on the Russian and Japanese staff, and not a few of the observers; the eminent Mme N., who bowed to me distantly but cordially across the room; by a window a nameless young man, still as obscure as I; and my bright, my blazing Count Zohary. The hotel staff moved among us gray-faced, passing us glasses of champagne; but my glass was hot and salty, filled with the sea of blood to come. For the first time, drinking deep, I was a living person with a future.


That autumn I was in New York, but soon traveled to Europe; and wherever I went, I helped to call up the storm.
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EVERYWHERE BRIGHT PAINTED letters shouted promises of FUN and PLEASURE, as though all you had to do to get them was queue up at a counter somewhere. FUN, Suzie imagined, would turn out to be pink and fluffy like candy floss, PLEASURE a cool, green syrup-like pine-scented bubble bath. Both would disappoint when taken home.


Her father was more easily pleased. She had already been obliged to accompany him in a game of crazy golf, wincing at his loud laughter and groans every time he missed a shot. She had won, not being fooled by the supposed craziness, the seeming obstacles – wooden rocket ship, windmill, water jump – which in fact were little more than cosmetic. Coolly, she negotiated each hole in no more than four putts. Her father, pretending dismay, was delighted, as though she had won for him. “Damn her! The new Arnold Palmer!” Now she stared out over the pier railings at the grey, troubled sea while her father shot at two-dimensional German tanks behind her. “Ohhh!” he exclaimed every time he missed, “Oh-Ahhhh!” He was the only holidaymaker to have responded to the blunt invitation of the gallery’s sour looking proprietor, but it didn’t faze him, nothing did. Not the atmosphere of desertion, not the determinedly grey sky, not even her.
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