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[1]


The Lutyen Hagg





THE ROWING BOAT slid silently through the still water. The blades of the oars cut against the black tide and scattered ripples in the light of the full moon. Neither man spoke. Each had pulled his collar high and his cap tight against the night. As he heaved the long poles with paddle ends, the small fat man grimaced. His face was flushed red; a single lock of hair fell across his brow. With every drag of the oar he groaned to himself as the blisters swelled in the palms of his hands.


Chain by chain, the boat glided towards the shore. The black, glassy water hardly moved as the full moon was eased from the tranquil sea. No seabird called or rock-dog cried; all was silent but for the gentle sloshing of the paddles as they beat against the water.


Far ahead, the island loomed from the sea. The stone-banked shore gave way to thick twists of hemp-grass. There, rising up like the arched, scaled back of a colossal dragon, was the crag. At the pinnacle of the rock were the dark shadows of the castle, which stood half-ruined by long years of battle. The bleak stone clung to bleak stone, held fast by nothing more than tufts of heather and the will to stand. High on the ramparts at the smallest window was a light. It was the only thing that burnt in the darkness. It stared, shadowed by the moon, and glinted on the sea like the eye of a beast.


‘Three shillings … three shillings is not a price for a secret trip across to the island,’ the boatman said belligerently, hoping the man who sat in the back of the boat would hear his words. ‘Could cost me my job. Not right to be doing this – there is a war on.’


‘I am sure the war will not pay as well,’ the man answered in a soft Irish voice as he rubbed the chin of his thin face and scowled from under the brim of his black hat. ‘We are all lucky to have work.’


‘Work?’ the man asked. ‘Gudruns have been doing this since the time of the Ulrich. I am the fifty-third son of a Gudrun to row these waters. This isn’t work, it is life.’


‘Then Gudrun, you will get me safely to the island?’ the man asked.


‘What do you want at this time of night? Couldn’t it wait until the morning?’ the boatman asked in a voice that resembled the growl of a large cat.


‘The causeway has been mined against an invasion and what I need has to be done tonight,’ the man answered, not caring how much he gave away.


‘Wouldn’t step foot on that island, too many ghosts,’ the fat man answered. Beads of sweat dripped from under the brim of his hat and trickled along the strand of hair.


‘That is what I love about the North. You are all believers in superstition.’


‘Lutyen Hagg isn’t a superstition. I saw her myself. Stands on the rocks under the castle and howls. Many a ship has gone down at her call. We all keep away.’


The passenger sat back in the rowing boat and smiled to himself. ‘I would love to meet such a woman,’ he laughed as the boat slipped slowly into the shadow of Castle Lutyen. ‘Tell me, have you ever been in the castle?’


Gudrun stopped his rowing and panted as he looked at the man from the tip of his polished boots to the top of his crooked black hat.


‘You’re not from these parts,’ he answered, staring at the fingers of the hand-stitched leather gloves that the man wore. ‘If you were, you would have never asked such a question. No one goes to the castle, tide or no tide. Day or night, it is not a place for humans.’


‘And the one who lives there, do you see much of him?’ the man asked.


‘His food is left by the harbour and no one waits until he collects it. Leaves the money in an empty barrel,’ the boatman answered as he took up the oars and began to row again. ‘If you ask me, he doesn’t like people. Been on that island for twenty-seven years and never left. How can a man live like that?’


‘Does he have visitors?’ the man asked.


‘You are the first, and if you get from that place you will be the last.’


The boatman shrugged his shoulders and sighed. The castle loomed, blotting out the night with its dark shadow. All around them the water was still and unbroken. It was as if they crossed from land to island on a darkened looking-glass.


In the silver light of the moon the castle brooded in dimly tarnished languor. The man looked up. There in the spire where the lamp shone was the shadow he wanted to see. A face looked out, as if all they had said had been overheard.


‘I think I am expected,’ he said. ‘The news of my arrival has gone before me.’


‘Don’t know how,’ answered the boatman as he steered the craft towards the shore and skulled in and out of the jagged rocks. ‘Treacherous place, like the teeth of a dragon. So many men have been ripped to pieces on these rocks.’


‘Guided by the voice of the Lutyen Hagg?’ the man asked.


‘You will not jest when you see her. I stop here. Won’t let my boat touch the shore,’ he said. He shipped the oars and tied the boat to a large rock that appeared to be the first of a number of stepping stones.


‘How do I get ashore?’ the man asked.


‘You can fly if you want – or hop or even swim – but I go no further.’


Crawling from the boat, the man stepped on to the rock. Gudrun looked up. In all his life he thought he had never seen anyone as tall or dressed as strange. A long black coat trailed on the rock, hiding the pointed shoes that stuck out of the narrow trousers. Underneath the coat, the boatman had seen that his passenger wore an old naval tunic with brass buttons.


‘You English?’ the boatman asked.


‘No,’ the man answered curtly. ‘Do I look English?’


‘Never seen anyone so strange. You look as if you are in fancy dress, this being 1940 and all that.’


‘We all dress this way in Dingle,’ the man answered as he looked down and made his way from stone to stone until he stepped to the beach. ‘I will be back within the hour and you will wait.’


‘If I must and only because I want my money – don’t be late back or I won’t be here.’


His words went unheard. The man had crossed the shingle beach and picked his way over the broken rocks that through the ages had fallen from the high crag. Soon he was out of sight of the boat. Looking back to the land, he could see the far hills and the outline of a harbour.


‘Just another mile,’ the man said as he pulled himself through the barbed grass and on to the track that led from the landing on the far side of the island. Below the crag were the broken, derelict houses of the old village. All were made of upturned sailing boats that had come to grief on the rocks. Their tarred hulks were now open to the sky. Rowan branches burst through the doors, and windows hung on broken catches. For a moment the man wondered why so many people had left the island. When he turned to the castle and looked up and saw the battered ramparts, he could understand why.


By the time the moon had broken over the battlements, he had walked the mile of twisting pathways in and out of the strewn rocks. Before him was the door to the castle, its bleached oak frame glowing in the moonlight. Four iron teeth jutted from the bottom of the small portcullis that slid into the stone roof.


The man took hold of the metal rapper and beat it three times against the wood.


The door trembled and shuddered. Footsteps scurried across dry stone steps.


‘Who is it?’ enquired the voice. ‘I have invited no one to my island.’


‘Toran – Toran Blaine,’ the man said.


There was a sudden whirring noise above his head and the portcullis dropped suddenly. As it smashed into the stone Toran Blaine pressed himself against the door.


‘You have no business here, no business at all,’ the voice said from inside the castle.


‘I am here to find Vincenzo Verzenzi,’ Blaine shouted.


‘There is no one here of that name,’ the man answered.


‘I know it is you. I have heard your voice before,’ Blaine said.


‘I am an old man. A writer and a recluse. I do not know anyone called Vincenzo Verzenzi,’ the man argued, hoping that Toran Blaine would leave. ‘Don’t you understand, I wish no harm. Go away.’


Blaine pressed himself against the door and listened. The bars of the portcullis pushed into his back. He could hear the man breathing. They were slow, deliberate gasps of breath.


‘I need to talk to you. Vinnie, it is important.’


‘You have the wrong man and the wrong place. Go back to your boat and leave this castle,’ the man answered.


‘I will, if you answer me truthfully one thing,’ Blaine said as his hand gripped the iron handle.


‘And you will go?’ the man asked.


‘I promise,’ Blaine replied.


‘And all I have to do is answer truthfully?’ the man said as he stepped closer to the door. ‘Very well, ask what you wish. You stand on the outside of an impregnable castle. Many people have tried to smash down that door and all have failed.’


‘Then you have nothing to fear,’ Blaine answered. Slowly he began to climb the door, his fingers gripping each iron stud, his feet pressed against the wall. ‘Are you Vincenzo Verzenzi?’


‘Is my name so important?’


‘Do you know that man?’ Blaine asked.


‘Yes,’ he answered.


‘And … Sibilia Trevellas?’ Blaine asked. ‘Is the name familiar to you?’


The man did not answer. There was silence. Blaine listened as he climbed higher into the chamber above the door. The metal chains of the portcullis hung from the high ceiling. The winding handle was locked so the gate could not be lifted. From the small balcony he looked down into the hallway of the castle. The room was lit with oil lamps that cast long shadows on the vaulted stone roof. A raging fire burnt in the grate of the large stone fireplace that looked as though it was made from a myriad of beach stones washed in by the tide. There he could see the man. He looked much younger than Blaine had expected. The man held a sword in his hand, a cutlass with wrist guard, the metal as bright as the day it was forged. He wore riding breeches and a thick tweed jacket. His long black hair was tied back with a gold clasp. This was not the old man that Blaine had been told lived in the castle.


Blaine took from his pocket an old portrait painted on a wooden block of white holly. He looked at the face painted upon it. The hair, the eyes, everything was just as it should be. He read the words painted beneath in a fine gold script in a woman’s hand:


Vincenzo Verzenzi, Rome 1658


‘So you are still alive?’ Blaine asked as he looked down.


Without any sign of surprise, the man looked up and stared at him.


‘You are the first one ever to get inside this castle,’ he said as he gripped the sword tightly. ‘Before I kill you, please tell me why you are here?’


‘I have tracked you across a continent,’ Blaine answered.


‘To a castle in the North of England by the German Ocean?’ Verzenzi answered as he stepped back towards the fireplace. ‘A good place for you to die.’


‘For one of us to die,’ Blaine answered.


‘So, Irishman, am I just another Vampyre to add to the list of my friends you have murdered?’ Verzenzi asked.


At that moment Blaine leapt from the balcony of the portcullis to the floor below.


‘Who said anything about murder?’ Blaine asked as he pulled a small silver-capped bottle from the pocket of his long coat.


‘Baron Muller, Vienna 1934 – François Dupec, Paris 1936 – Lord Lawrence, Glastonbury 1937 …’ Verzenzi listed the names ceremoniously as if he read them from an epitaph. ‘Some of the friends I have lost, and in each case the name of Toran Blaine was mentioned as the murderer.’


‘Murderer?’ Blaine asked as he took the cap from the bottle and dripped two drops of green liquid on to his finger. ‘It is impossible to kill that which is already dead.’


‘A Vampyre is very much alive, Mr Blaine. It is only people like you who live in a world of pain and drudgery who are dead. I am surprised that you have never been tempted.’


Blaine caught a fleeting glimpse of himself in the large gilt mirror that filled one wall of the hallway. His face was gaunt and lined beyond his years. Several sleepless nights had darkened the eyes. A growth of beard covered his chin.


‘I did once,’ he answered. ‘Then I realised that you are outside the created order, you are creatures of death and could not be said to be living.’


‘I heard François Dupec nearly killed you – is that right? Didn’t he try to cut off your ear?’ Verzenzi asked.


Blaine threw his hat to the floor and pushed back the long strands of red hair that covered a scar. ‘It was a lucky blow. Dupec was resistant to the poison,’ he answered.


‘Myrrh balm?’ Verzenzi said as he eyed Blaine to see when he might strike. ‘In all my years I have never seen it before.’


Blaine screwed the silver cap back on the bottle and then dipped the flask back into his coat. From another pocket he pulled a long knife with a curved blade. He smeared the blade across his palm.


‘There is always the option that you could just allow me to kill you,’ Blaine said. ‘How long have you been alive?’


‘I was born in November 1177 on the day Saladin was defeated,’ he said proudly as he watched Blaine inch closer.


‘Isn’t that long enough?’ Blaine asked, his eyes flicking from the door to the window, wondering how the Vampyre would try to escape. He knew Vampyres well and could see the battle in his mind. Verzenzi would attack half-heartedly and then run. He would hope that Blaine would give chase. There would be a room somewhere in the castle where Verzenzi would strike. The plan would have been rehearsed many times. It was what Vampyres always did.


‘Life can never be long enough. I am thankful that I became a Vampyre so young. I have never had the moribund thoughts of death that plague humankind,’ Verzenzi said as he stepped towards a spiral stone staircase at the side of the room.


It was as if Verzenzi were trying to look into Blaine’s mind. He eyed him warily, his eyes flickering across his face, wanting to hear his inner thoughts. Blaine realised what he was trying to do.


‘Can’t you understand my thoughts?’ he asked.


‘They are somewhat blurred. I knew you were coming to the island. Gudrun told me. He has been my assistant for many years, as were his father and grandfather. His mind is an open book. The wild and barren lands of Lindis blow through his thoughts like bread flour. Everything can be heard, even the thoughts he knows little about.’


‘And me, my dear Verzenzi. What do my thoughts tell you?’ Blaine asked.


‘I cannot hear a thing, it is as if you are a –’ Verzenzi stopped. A sudden and frightening thought rushed through his mind. ‘Impossible! No, never …’


‘A Vampyre? Is that what you are trying to say?’ Blaine asked as he stepped forward.


Verzenzi didn’t stop to cast a blow. He ran for the spiral staircase. Up and up, faster and faster, as Blaine followed. The Vampyre dived into a recess in the stone wall and pulled a curtain as he opened a secret door.


Blaine tore down the drape just as the stone slab was sliding back into place. He stabbed the wall with the knife. The stone crunched against the blade and he heard Verzenzi screaming in the passageway.


‘Leave me – what have I done to you?’ he shouted.


Calmly, Blaine pushed at the stone. It opened slowly to reveal a torch-lit passage within.


‘It is no use running,’ Blaine shouted as the shadowy figure of Verzenzi disappeared into the darkness.


In ten long strides, Blaine was at the end of the passageway. It opened out into a large room that looked like the captain’s cabin on a grand old sailing ship. Blaine stepped into the room. An iron sceptre hit him square in the chest and he fell to the floor, the wind gone from his body.


‘I thought you would have known?’ Verzenzi asked, as he stood over him ready to strike again.


Blaine kicked his legs from him. As Verzenzi staggered back towards the open fire Blaine was already on his feet.


‘Do you remember Sara Giardina?’ Blaine asked as Verzenzi stood before the flames, clutching the sceptre in both hands.


‘Should her name mean anything to me?’ he asked as he made ready to strike.


Blaine could see the blow. Every muscle twitched as Verzenzi struck out. The sceptre missed by inches. Blaine lashed out with the knife, the steel cutting through the tweed jacket and white shirt as if they were paper.


As he fell back into the fire, Verzenzi screamed. The fire took hold instantly.


‘Madrid, 1939 – Sara Giardina, aged twenty-seven …’ Blaine answered.


The blazing body of Vincenzo Verzenzi fell from the fireplace on to an ornate Persian rug, which began to smoulder.




*





In the small bay beneath Lutyen Castle, the boatman waited. The dark figure stepped from the shadows of the crag and tiptoed across the stones.


‘I thought you would have gone?’ Toran Blaine asked as he placed a tightly tied canvas bag into the boat and stepped in, taking his seat quickly.


‘I never expected –’ the boatman answered.


‘Vincenzo said you were a faithful servant and that you would never leave anyone in distress,’ Blaine answered eagerly, the arm of his long black coat still smouldering from the fire.


‘You know the master?’ Gudrun asked as he pushed the boat from the rocks and began to paddle.


‘An old friend,’ Blaine answered.


‘But I thought you didn’t know him?’ the boatman said.


‘Didn’t know if you knew our secret. Vincenzo assured me you do,’ Blaine replied as he sat back in the boat.


‘So you and the master are …?’


‘Certainly one would think so,’ Blaine said.


‘And the bag?’ Gudrun asked. ‘A gift?’


‘Proof,’ Blaine replied as if he didn’t care any longer. ‘You may look if you so desire.’


Eager to see, the boatman stowed the oars neatly and began to untie the canvas bag. It was smoking, and had the smell of herrings on an oak rack. He rolled back the fabric of the bag so the moonlight would reach the inner depths. Then he froze as the eyes of Vincenzo Verzenzi stared back at him – locks of burnt black hair tight to the scorched skin, the mouth open, the teeth like a dog’s fangs in the severed head.


‘The master?’ Gudrun asked. ‘You killed him?’


Blaine kicked the paddle across the boat. Gudrun suddenly fell back into the sea.


‘Never lie to a man like me,’ Blaine said, and he watched Gudrun reach out in vain as he slipped beneath the water.
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Hawks Moor





JAGO HARKER stared out across the sea. He could not sleep. Night had become a time of terror. As soon as he lay down his head, the dreams would come. Within his mind he would see the meteor as it plunged towards the earth, and Sibilia Trevellas standing over him with sword outstretched. The nightmare left him breathless, his chest pounding, his mind dazed. It had been seven days since the Lyrid of Saturn, the night when the stars had fallen to earth and the sea had washed away the labyrinth at Hawks Moor.


Each night, just before sleep he had heard the same voice. It whispered in the land between waking and slumber as if it were waiting for him. Throughout the dark hours, it called to him. Jago knew it was a voice of warning, but could not tell if it came from the life beyond or from his own heart.


In the moonlight Hawks Moor looked as it always had for hundreds of years. The stone gargoyle still sat on the roof and stared its frozen stare. The wisteria clung to the high baronial walls like a witch’s hands clambering to dig deep within. Arched stone windows faced the sea and the light from his bedroom burnt brightly. Jago looked up and counted the windows as the breeze blew the leaves from the salt-washed trees. He smiled, remembering how Jack Henson had found codfish stuck in the high oak, washed in by the gigantic wave that had broke against the cliff. It had threatened destruction and yet the house of Hawks Moor stood firm. To the north, the town of Whitby had escaped the rage of the sea. It was as if the wave had come upon the house alone.


There had been no sign of the Gladling boys. Lawrence and his brothers were missing. It was believed by Hugh Morgan that they had drowned in the deluge, with no hope of survival. That was also the fate of Sibilia and Ezra Morgan. Since the night of the Lyrid, they had not been seen. A sense of disturbed tranquillity hung over the house. Hugh Morgan smiled more than ever. His father, Ezra Morgan, was gone and he cared not.


‘Having a Vampyre for a father was not always easy,’ Hugh had said that morning at breakfast. ‘You could never tell friends and I could certainly not tell Martha,’ he added as he served the scrambled eggs.


‘But she found out in a way that cost her her life,’ Jago had answered, in a way that ended the conversation for the whole day.


Jago was too tired to care. He craved sleep, but was too fearful to close his eyes during the dark hours. Like every night, he would wait for morning. He would damn the equinox for dividing the light and wished for summer. Jack Henson had said that the time of oak was over and holly would rule until spring. Jago didn’t understand what he meant. All he knew was that as winter approached the dark hours would grow longer and he would have to wait until he knew it was safe to sleep.


‘Still here?’ Jack Henson said as he strode through the arched doorway and across the shingle left by the great wave. ‘Thought you would be tucked up in your room. Safe inside, better than out here.’


‘Somehow, the dark isn’t as frightening when you stand under the moon,’ Jago answered.


‘They won’t be back,’ Henson said as he laid a consolatory hand on his shoulder. ‘If there’s one thing that will kill a Vampyre it is drowning. There were at least a hundred here that night and not a body was found. All of them washed out to sea and if you ask me, that is the best place for them.’


‘But I know that Strackan is not dead,’ Jago answered as he took the steaming cup of Ovaltine from Henson and cupped it warmly in his hands. ‘I can hear his voice.’


Just the mention of the name made Jago shudder. Strackan had come so close to killing him, taking his blood and transforming Jago into a Vampyre. He could still smell the beast as he drew close and that voice would never be forgotten.


‘He’s dead,’ Henson insisted, ‘and the Lyrid of Saturn is no more. That night you were supposed to die. He would have drunk your blood and been transformed.’


‘But he still can,’ Jago answered. ‘I am still here and Strackan is still alive.’


As he spoke a solitary wishing-star sped overhead. It crossed the heavens from east to west and vanished far over the high moor.


‘Take it,’ Henson said. ‘Pray on the star and keep that promise.’


‘Superstition,’ Jago muttered as he sipped the hot drink and felt the malted chocolate trickle down his throat.


‘It was knowing superstition that kept us all safe,’ Henson answered.


‘And now it stops?’ Jago asked. ‘Every time I talk to Hugh it is as if he wants to get on with our new life. Happy families.’


‘What can you expect? He has found you, his son, after many long years of knowing you were alive but not being able to be with you. Don’t you expect him to feel that way?’


‘But it’s the voice and the dream. Every time I close my eyes at night I can hear the voice of Strackan and see Sibilia Trevellas with the sword.’ Jago looked out across the bay and watched as the waves broke on the shore. ‘It is as if I am being told something.’


‘Dreams can be made of cheese. They are our minds telling us what troubles them,’ Henson said as he put his arm around Jago. ‘I remember a night when I saw a boy who looked so frightened by all this. Dreams – whisperers – ghosts … You had trouble believing, Jago.’


‘Now I know they are true. I have seen them with my own eyes.’


‘Then go to sleep. Rest and take comfort – all will be well.’


Together they looked out to sea. Far to the south, they could hear the drone of enemy bombers. The horizon began to glow red with the flames of the town. The low rumble of exploding bombs came nearer like distant thunder.


‘Hull is getting it tonight,’ Jago said, and he remembered the bombing raid that killed his mother.’


‘It will all soon end, Jago,’ Henson said. ‘Come inside, Biatra has been asking for you.’


Jago was not sure if he wanted to see Biatra. He followed Henson across the driveway and back to the house. The large oak door stood proudly open and there by the fireplace was Biatra. On her wrists were the holly bands that kept the venom from the Vampyre bite in control. Jago knew that without them she would become a monster just like Sibilia Trevellas.


In the time since she had been attacked, Henson had studied every book in Hawks Moor to see if there was a cure. They had even taken her to Mallyan Spout and held her beneath the waterfall. It was what the hermit had told them to do. Sagacious had said it would cure her of the venom. Jago remembered his words. ‘There is a place. A spring of water that falls over holy rocks. It is spoken of in the Book of Krakanu. Take her there, it is not far,’ the hermit had said as the magic took the life from him and dried his bones until he turned to dust. ‘Push her deep within the pool and hold her down until she cannot breathe.’


All Biatra felt was cold and wet. Whatever magic there was, whatever incantation they made, it had not the power to break the spell. That night, as the moon rose from the sea, she wanted blood. Now she paced the hallway of Hawks Moor restless and ill at ease.


‘Where have you been?’ she asked edgily as Jago stepped down into the hallway and walked towards her.


‘Couldn’t sleep. I was outside watching the stars,’ Jago answered.


‘Next time I’ll come with you. We could go into the woods or to Whitby,’ she said quickly, her eyes flashing around the room. ‘Is that chocolate?’ she asked as she took the cup from him and sipped the dregs. ‘So thirsty, can’t get enough to drink.’


‘You should try to rest, Biatra,’ Henson answered as he tried to comfort her. ‘Better stay inside and not go out at night, not like this.’


‘Like what?’ she snapped. ‘Like a Vampyre?’


‘That’s –’ Henson tried to reply.


‘That’s what I am. I can feel it. There’s no lying. You know it and I know it. I’m changing to be like her,’ Bia argued.


‘There will be a cure,’ Jago interrupted, having heard her talk like this for the last seven nights. ‘I will stay awake with you and in the morning we will sleep.’


Biatra appeared to calm down. She crossed the stone floor and sat on the high hearth of the fire. She picked a log from the basket, then placed it into the flames.


‘Feel so cold,’ she said as she pulled her coat tighter to her chest. ‘Can’t get warm.’


Jago noticed a thin blue haze edging her lips. It was as if she was starved of blood and that nothing filled her veins. He had mentioned it to Henson, who had assured him that it was temporary and she would be well.


‘Then I will bring more Ovaltine and some food,’ Henson said, nodding to Jago.


Jago had seen that look before. He knew it meant to keep an eye on Biatra and not to let her from the house. Hugh Morgan had said that she could stay with them for ever. Hawks Moor would be her home until her mother was found or her father came back from the war.


Biatra thought they were both dead. She had tried not to believe it but in her mind the evidence was overwhelming. Yet there was something about Hawks Moor that made her feel welcome.


Jago sat with her and held her hand. It was icy cold and sent a shiver down his spine. The fire raged in the grate, the logs burning brightly. As he slipped his arm around her, Biatra felt chilled to the bone.


‘I keep seeing her,’ Biatra whispered, ‘Sibilia … every time I close my eyes. I know she is somewhere very close.’


‘Hugh has searched the caves beneath the house and blocked off the entrance to the sea. There is no one hiding,’ he said.


‘I checked the painting. Her face has not appeared on the canvas. Come and see.’


Biatra got up from the fireplace and pressed the panel on the wall that made the secret door open. Jago stepped aside as she opened it further to reveal a small room set into the wall next to the large stone fireplace. As it had done for eight hundred years, a candle burnt brightly on a table by the far wall. A cladding of dripped wax covered the holder until it could not be seen. On the wall high above everything else was the old painting of the Vampyre Quartet. It was set in a gilt frame that looked as new as the day it had been made.


Two of the faces were unfinished, as if the artist had been called away and never returned – and they would remain unfinished until those members of the Quartet were dead, at which time their features would appear. Everything else about the image was perfect. Staring down at them was the smiling face of Crispin Draigorian. Jago remembered the eyes clearly. They were the same as on the night when Draigorian had begged Jago to kill him. There too was Julius Cresco, scowling as if his life had been taken from him without his consent. Each figure had the stain of blood across the back of a hand. It ran from the wrist and followed the course of the veins to the longest finger.


‘I can’t believe they were Vampyres,’ Jago said. ‘I knew Cresco so well. He cared for me since I was a baby.’


‘It was for a reason,’ Henson said as he stepped inside the small room and closed the door. ‘The Vampyre Quartet wanted you for their own purpose. They were not to be trusted.’


‘I am amazed that when they die their faces appear in the painting,’ Jago answered.


‘Soon we will see the face of Ezra Morgan and Sibilia Trevellas. They have to be dead,’ Henson said as he handed Biatra a steaming cup of chocolate.


‘She isn’t dead,’ Biatra replied as she sipped the drink very slowly. ‘Her face would have appeared in the picture by now.’


Henson looked at the painting as if he were willing the image of Trevellas to appear.


‘Then we have to believe she will leave us alone,’ he said.


‘Is that likely?’ Jago asked.


‘We shall know tonight. I couldn’t tell you before, but now seems a good time.’ Henson pulled a chair from the wall and sat down. ‘Hugh went away this afternoon to find out what has happened to his father. He thinks … he thinks his father may still be alive.’


‘How?’ asked Biatra, and she shuddered at the thought of Ezra Morgan being alive.


‘Last night, just before dawn, Hugh heard someone in the library. At first he thought it was one of you walking the house, unable to sleep. Then he realised it was not.’ Henson paused momentarily and looked at them. ‘The sounds were coming from Ezra’s old room. When Hugh opened the door he saw what he thought was Ezra Morgan disappearing into the passageway.’


‘He had come back – that is what the voice kept saying,’ Jago answered as he held Biatra by the hand.


‘But how will he know for sure?’ Biatra asked.


Jack Henson looked more than slightly uncomfortable. He fidgeted in the chair and ran his long fingers through his fine strands of white hair.


‘He has gone to see a Vampyre – slightly aged and very benign. What happened at Hawks Moor has attracted the attention of the Lodge Maleficarum.’


‘What?’ Jago asked.


‘There are more Vampyres in this land than just the ones you know of,’ Henson said with a ruffled brow. ‘I thought even from your brief encounter that you would have realised that.’


‘But how do they go undetected?’ Biatra asked.


‘By keeping quiet and living lives away from the world,’ he answered. ‘The Lodge Maleficarum keeps them from harm’s way and maintains the status quo.’


‘To let them murder and kill when they want?’ Jago said standing to his feet.


‘Kings, prime ministers, writers, famous men and women have all had the taste of blood. If you live for ever and always look young, imagine what you can do in several lifetimes. Just like old Crispin Draigorian, there are Vampyres who are kept well and live long with the help of their living companions.’


‘Blood-bottles like Clinas Macarty?’ Bia asked.


‘Just like Clinas and Bartholomew Bradick. Clinas helped old Draigorian for many years,’ Henson answered.


‘Then what is the Lodge Maleficarum?’ Jago asked Henson. The eyes of the face of Draigorian in the painting appeared to follow him around the room.


Jack Henson swallowed hard, as if what he was about to say was impossible to believe.


‘The Lodge Maleficarum is a gathering of Vampyres. They have summoned Hugh Morgan to explain all that has happened. In return they have promised to try and protect you both from Strackan and Trevellas.’


‘Vampyres are protecting us?’ Biatra asked.


‘It would seem that they have a sense of conscience,’ he said suspiciously. ‘I more suspect that they are frightened. Their fear is that what and who they are will seep into the world of men and they will be exposed, hunted and killed.’


‘It seems ridiculous. I thought it was just Strackan we had to deal with.’


‘Jago,’ Jack Henson said, and then paused. ‘In this land there are millions of people. Hugh Morgan told me that out of those millions there are no more than two thousand Vampyres. They have been added to year in and year out by the likes of Strackan. For three centuries the Vampyres have had the Lodge Maleficarum. I heard of it some years ago but didn’t believe it to be true.’


‘Where has he gone?’ Biatra asked.


‘To Whitby, the White Horse and Griffin Hotel in Church Street,’ Henson answered.


‘By the Town Hall?’ Bia said.


‘That is where they gather,’ Henson answered. ‘He had to meet the afternoon train from London. A Miss Vibica de Zoete.’


The room fell silent. Jago opened the door and stepped back into the hall. The fire burnt brightly and yet the room was chilled. It was as if a window was open somewhere in the house. Far away in the dark high tower a door slammed. Biatra stood in the doorway of the secret room and listened. She pulled the long overcoat around her to keep in the warmth and her eyes scanned the high ceiling, as if she traced the path of a star across the sky.


‘What can you see?’ Jago asked, knowing her eyes were following some hidden thing.


‘I can’t see them. But I know they are there,’ she answered.


‘Listen,’ Henson said as a sound of whirring blades settled on the galleried landing above them. In the shadows of the oak staircase, high on an upper landing just out of sight, a creature drew breath and sighed. Through the narrow banisters it stared down at Jago and it picked its teeth with a long claw.


‘Can you see anything, Biatra?’ Henson asked.


‘I can hear it breathing. It has travelled far, that is all I know.’


Henson snatched a sword from the wall and then gathered two more. He gave them to Jago and Biatra.


‘I have a bad feeling,’ he said as the whirring started again.


Without warning, the creature fell towards them. Down and down it plunged, arms outstretched, claws forward and wings folded. Then like a primeval beast it swooped and turned.


‘Look!’ Biatra shouted as it plummeted towards her.


Jago lashed out with the sword. It struck the creature a glancing blow.


‘Quickly,’ Henson said. ‘Back in the room!’


He pulled Biatra towards the open door in the oak panels as Jago watched the creature get to its feet and cower in the corner by the kitchen door.


‘It is a poltergeist,’ he shouted to Henson. ‘Just like Sagacious the Hermit.’


‘Get inside, quickly,’ Henson ordered as Jago stepped towards the middle of the hallway.


‘It’s too late,’ Jago replied, knowing he would never make it.


The creature paced slowly towards him, half man, half beast. Its feet slipped on the stone floor as it drew closer. Like an old gargoyle, it stared at Jago with one eye while the other gazed back and forth across the room.


Jago could not believe what he saw. In the shadows of the fire the creature gathered itself, breathing slowly as a trickle of blood oozed from its side.


‘Jago Harker?’ it croaked as it rose up and shook its dragonlike wings.


‘That is who I am,’ Jago answered.


‘I bring you these,’ it answered, and it rolled two gold coins across the floor towards him.


‘Leave them,’ shouted Henson from the doorway. ‘It has to pay you luck-money before it takes your life.’


It was too late. The coins rolled to his feet. Jago stooped and picked one from the cold stone. It burnt, hot to the touch, as he rolled it in his fingers.


‘Time to die,’ the poltergeist screamed as it leapt towards him.


Jago fell back, dropping the sword. Biatra ran from the room, pulling the holly bands from her wrists.


‘NO!’ he screamed as Bia pounced upon the creature.


Jago cowered by the fireplace as Biatra pulled back the neck of the creature and bit deep within its fish-like skin, then plunged her sword through its heart. The rapier burst through its chest as she twisted the blade.


There was a sudden shrill scream that rattled the rafters as the poltergeist shuddered, squirmed and breathed its last.


Biatra let the limp body fall to the floor as she wiped the blood from her mouth.


‘Tastes like cabbage.’ Biatra laughed, the hunger gone from her belly. ‘But beggars are never choosers.’


‘Burn the beast – can never trust them to be dead unless they have been burnt,’ Henson shouted as he pulled the sword from it and dragged the poltergeist towards the fire. ‘Take it by the hand and help me. Come on, Jago.’


Jago hesitated as he looked at Bia taste the blood on her fingers. He got to his feet and hauled the beast to the fire and watched it burn.


‘Why?’ he asked as the flames of the fire grew brighter. ‘Why should it want to kill me?’


‘Because you are the one,’ said a soft Irish voice from the steps at the front door. ‘The one that has been chosen to put an end to all this.’
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Vibica de Zoete





STANDING IN THE DOORWAY of Hawks Moor was a young woman. She was as tall as Jago and immaculately dressed, every inch pronouncing she had taken great care in her appearance. A large silver brooch clasped the scarf around her neck. She smiled as she looked around the room, her eyes stopping for a moment at Biatra as she wiped away the blood from her face.


‘Have I missed supper?’ she asked, her voice soft and warm.


‘Vibica de Zoete,’ Henson whispered so only Jago would hear.


‘Quite correct,’ the woman replied, clearly having heard what he said.


‘She’s staying the night,’ Hugh Morgan added as he stepped in from behind the long curtain carrying a small leather case. ‘There is not a train until the morning and I thought it would be better if she was with us.’


Henson shrugged his shoulders.


‘I see you are not convinced?’ Vibica asked. She pulled off her leather gloves and folded them neatly and placed them in her leather bag. ‘I take it you do not like Vampyres?’


‘Jack Henson is a good friend, Vibica. He won’t mind – will you, Jack?’ Hugh Morgan asked in a way that Henson could not refuse.


‘We live in strange days,’ he answered.


‘I promise I won’t bite,’ Vibica quipped. ‘And this must be Jago Harker – you look just like your father.’


Jago didn’t know what to say. He looked at Hugh and then Biatra.


‘I have a painting of me when I was a lad and the resemblance with Jago is amazing,’ Hugh answered, breaking the silence.


Vibica stared at the burning remains of the creature in the fire and the bloodstained sword in Henson’s hand. She turned to Hugh and whispered something to him.


‘What happened?’ Hugh asked as he took her long leather coat and stepped towards the fire where the creature burned.


‘We were attacked,’ Biatra said casually. ‘It died …’


‘So I can see,’ Vibica answered as she glanced at the burning bones. It looked as though Henson had been cooking a dragon. ‘Did you kill it?’


Biatra didn’t reply. She looked away as she checked her fingers for blood.


‘Did the creature make itself known?’ Hugh asked Jack Henson as Vibica picked the gold coins from the floor and examined them closely.


‘It would never have told you where it was from or who had sent it, Hugh,’ Vibica said. She looked at the coins and held them towards the light of the fire. ‘I have seen something similar when I visited Reykjavik. Once you touch the coins then the creature has the right to kill you. There, they call it Soul Money.’


‘Why should it come here?’ Hugh asked.


‘Why here?’ Vibica replied as she handed the coins to Jago with a smile. ‘What has happened recently is of interest to many people.’


‘Vampyres,’ Henson muttered.


‘We are still people,’ she chided. ‘I never asked to be this way. It was something that was thrust upon me. I was little more than the age of Biatra when I was taken. I have regretted that moment every day for the last two hundred years.’


Her voice trailed off into a whisper. She looked at Hugh Morgan, hoping he would intervene.


Jack Henson shrugged his shoulders. ‘You want sympathy?’ he muttered.


‘I can assure you, Mr Henson, I do not need sympathy. I have done well with my life as a Vampyre and try to harm no one. My companion sees to all my needs.’


Hugh looked uncomfortable; he glared at Henson, his eyes pleading for him to say no more.


‘I am sorry, Miss Vibica. I should never have spoken that way. You are welcome here.’ Henson tried to smile as he bowed his head.


‘My visit is reluctant but I hope it will be worthwhile. We have much to talk about.’


Jago noticed her eyes narrow as she smiled at Henson. She was beautiful, but there was something about her that he found threatening. It was as if she could see everything he thought and read his mind like an open book.


‘I promised Vibica some supper. She would like to talk with you, Jack, about all you know. She has information that may be of help to us,’ Hugh said as he walked towards the drawing-room door. ‘I am sure she will want to talk to you as well,’ he added as he looked at Biatra and Jago, ‘in the morning.’


‘But –’ Jago protested.


‘You have trouble sleeping? Conversations in your mind that keep you awake?’ Vibica said.


‘Yes,’ he answered.


‘Try this,’ she said, and she reached in to her leather bag and produced a bag of what looked like boiled sweets. She held them towards him. ‘There is one for Biatra as well. I know how hard the transformation really is.’


Biatra and Jago hesitated.


‘It will be fine,’ Hugh said. ‘I trust her implicitly.’


Henson shrugged as he stacked the fire with even more wood and poked the embers with a sword. ‘This thing won’t burn as well as it should,’ he scolded.


‘Take one,’ Vibica said, offering them both the bag.


Jago reached out and took a sweet from the brown paper. He held it to his lips and touched it with the tip of his tongue. ‘Lemon?’ he asked.


‘More than that,’ she answered.‘One will be enough.’


Jago rolled the sweet in the palm of his hand as Biatra reached in, took a candy and ate it. She crunched against the toffee coating and smiled.


‘I promised some time with Vibica,’ Hugh said. ‘We will see you in the morning.’


Parents were always the same, Jago thought, knowing that Hugh’s look meant they both had to go upstairs.


‘But what if there is another one of those?’ Biatra asked. ‘I heard a door slam in the tower.’


‘I will go,’ Henson offered as Hugh Morgan opened the door of the drawing room.


‘In the morning, then,’ Jago said as he followed on.


Instinctively he took hold of Biatra by the hand. She felt strangely warm. He smiled at her as they looked briefly at each other. Biatra knew what he was thinking.


‘I feel well. It’s the blood – well, that and the boiled sweet.’ Biatra laughed. It was the first time he had heard her sound so happy. She squeezed his hand tighter. ‘All will be well,’ she said.


‘What?’ Jago asked as they followed Henson up the wooden stairs to the landing above.


‘All will be well,’ she said again. ‘I don’t know what it means but I know it is true.’


The staircase turned on the landing. Jago looked at all the paintings of the Morgan family throughout the ages. Many were of Ezra Morgan in his various lives throughout time. In each he had tried to disguise himself in some way. Yet in them all, the same eyes shone through. Eyes like a wolf, steel blue and cold. Eyes like the man on the train that had brought Jago from London to Whitby on the day he was evacuated.


‘Do you trust her?’ Jago asked Henson as he opened the door to the tower room.


‘I never trust a Vampyre,’ he answered.


‘You trust Hugh Morgan,’ Biatra said dreamily. ‘He’s a Vampyre.’


‘Born of a woman. Makes him different in so many ways,’ Henson answered. ‘And he has never been bitten.’


‘Do Vampyres ever fall in love?’ Biatra asked as Henson crossed the room and pulled the window shut.


‘Why do you ask?’


‘Nothing …’ she said as she slumped on her bed and looked up at the ceiling.


‘Well, you’ll be safe. Nothing will get in here now,’ Henson said as he walked to the door. ‘Keep this locked. I’ll bring you some supper before I turn in.’


‘Are you staying here?’ Jago asked him, wondering why he hadn’t gone back to his home in Whitby.


‘Hugh has asked me to live here for a while. Doesn’t want to be on his own,’ Henson answered as he tapped the door with his fingers. ‘Keep this locked,’ he insisted.


They didn’t speak until they knew he had gone. Jago counted his footsteps along the landing until they could hear them no more. Henson had the most annoying habit of listening at doors when least expected.


‘She’s going to fall in love with him,’ Biatra said.


‘With Henson?’ he asked.


‘With Hugh … I could see it in the way she looked at him.’ Bia seemed to be dreaming with her eyes wide open.


Jago didn’t like the thought. It made his stomach churn.


‘She’s a Vampyre,’ he said.


‘So am I,’ Bia answered. ‘I don’t think I will be cured and I will be just like her. One day I will fall in love and what then?’


She looked at Jago as he stood before the fireplace and she smiled. His face was hidden from her but the memory of it was forever in her mind.


‘There will be a cure. I made you that promise,’ he said as he pushed a log deeper into the flames with the tip of his boot. The fire sparked and smouldered, sending smoke into the room.


‘I’ve been thinking. Perhaps it is better if you leave me this way.’ Biatra yawned.


‘It’s not right. I couldn’t,’ Jago said as he turned to her.


Biatra was asleep and snoring gently. It was the first time he had seen her that way since Sibilia Trevellas had attacked her. There had always been a look of torment in her eyes. But now she was peaceful.


‘It is sometimes …’ she whispered, her words carried in her dream.


‘Boiled sweets,’ Jago said as he took the candy from his pocket and again tasted it with the tip of his tongue.


He was unsure if he should eat the candy. Something made him wary, told him he would do better to sit and guard Biatra as she slept. Taking a handkerchief from his pocket he wrapped the candy as tightly as he could and held it in the palm of his hand. Then, hearing voices downstairs, he unlocked the door and walked on to the landing. Words were broken by laughter. Hugh Morgan spoke loudly as he recounted the night of the Lyrid of Saturn. He was excited and he stammered his words. Every now and then, Jack Henson would speak. Jago crept down the stairs and observed what took place through a crack in one of the panels of the drawing-room door.


‘He did well. It was a fearful night for us all, but the boy did well.’


‘And you have found your son,’ Vibica answered. ‘What is it like to be half Vampyre?’


‘That is a curse within itself,’ Hugh answered truthfully, his voice quieter than before.


Vibica looked about the room. She was surprised by its grandeur. It was filled with objects of great beauty.


‘We are like magpies,’ she said. ‘Vampyres tend to surround themselves with shiny objects and things of beauty. Don’t you find?’


‘Are you familiar with the story of my ancestor Tristan Morgan?’ Henson asked Vibica as she sipped on a small glass of sherry that she held precisely between her china-white fingers.


Vibica de Zoete nodded her head to say she did. Henson went on regardless to explain the history of the Morgan family. Hugh spoke every now and then to fill in the details of the history of the house. He found it hard not to sob when Henson spoke of the murder of his mother at the hands of Sibilia Trevellas. Then, when he told her of how the same woman had murdered his wife and child, Vibica’s face changed.


‘I can understand your contempt for Vampyres. Sometimes I forget how those who breathe think of us,’ she answered.


‘Do you breathe?’ Henson enquired. ‘I often thought that true Vampyres were not in need of air, water or food, and yet you enjoy the sherry as do I.’


‘That is the misconception. We are not monsters, as some would have the world believe. Sadly, there are those of us who out of their own desire will take a life. At the Lodge Maleficarum we try to ask those who seek our help to live a silent life.’


‘But what of your need for blood?’ Henson pressed her to answer as he stood up.


Vibica tried to remain calm. She could see the next sentence formulate in his mind and she wanted to answer it before he spoke.


‘You are right in thinking that there have been murders and yes, I do pay for the blood I drink. I know a doctor in London who supplies my companion with whatever I need. In Lyme Regis, life is still quite sedate.’


‘And no one suspects?’ Hugh Morgan asked.


‘Not in two hundred years,’ she said with a half-hearted smile. ‘Companions come and go. Every fifty or sixty years I move on and start again. I have a collection of wigs and make-up so I can change my age.’ She was about to continue when she saw what Henson was thinking. ‘I would never starve myself, Mr Henson. I have heard that was the fate of Pippen Draigorian. I could never do that.’


‘So what of Strackan and Ezra Morgan? Are we to be in fear of them?’ Henson asked.


‘You should fear them in every waking moment. As Regent of the Lodge I have heard much in this last week. Many were killed by the wave at the Lyrid of Saturn and some would say the world is well rid of them. But Strackan has been seen. He fled to the north with Ezra Morgan and Sibilia Trevellas. A loyal companion has told us that Sibilia wants the girl. She has developed an attraction for her.’


‘But what of Jago?’ Hugh Morgan asked about his son.


‘Jago is to be killed. They have realised that he is the one who has been sent to put an end to the Vampyre Quartet,’ she said as Jago listened in his hiding place. ‘They will wait until they can strike and then take their chance.’


‘And Jago – what chance does he have?’ Hugh asked. ‘He is a boy of little more than fifteen. How can he be protected from Strackan?’


‘The rumour is that it is your father who has been tasked with his death. That is why the poltergeist was sent,’ Vibica said as she pulled the coins from her bag and held them out for Hugh to take.


‘My father?’ he asked.


‘It was thought quite fitting as it would test your loyalty.’


‘Strackan toys with you, Hugh,’ Henson interrupted.


‘I wish that was the only concern of the Lodge Maleficarum.’ Vibica de Zoete sighed as Henson poured her another glass. ‘There is an assassin on the loose, a henchman paid good money to take the life of a Vampyre.’


Henson smiled. ‘Perhaps he could do our job for us?’ he asked Hugh Morgan.


‘This man cannot be trusted. He kills because he enjoys it. He has destroyed several of our Lodge. He knows much about our ways and some suspect that he may even be a Vampyre himself.’


Vibica looked down as she spoke. She didn’t want them to see that she was crying.


‘Why should a Vampyre kill a Vampyre?’ Hugh asked Vibica as she moved uncomfortably in her chair.


‘Why do humans kill humans?’ she asked as she held back the tears and swallowed hard. ‘We have the same desires and vices as everyone else who shares this world. We are no different in that.’


‘Do you know this man?’ Henson asked.


‘He will not help you. I know what you are thinking. What you desire is a cure for Biatra. You only have one hope.’


She stopped and put the glass on the small table next to her.


‘What is that hope?’ Henson asked.


‘Dust Blood …’ she said slowly.


‘A riddle for mortals?’ Henson replied warily.


‘The blood of the Vampyre that first bit you. It has to be bled on the full moon whilst the Vampyre is still alive. Then it is dried, powdered and mixed with milk. Taken the next night on a silver spoon it will stop the venom.’


‘So to save Biatra we have to find Sibilia Trevellas?’ Hugh asked.


‘I think it will be more likely that Sibilia will want to find you,’ Vibica said heedlessly as she brushed the dust from her jacket. Taking a gold vial from her purse, she painted her lips. ‘Whatever you do, for the sake of the Lodge Maleficarum, I request you do it quietly.’


‘Quietly?’ Henson asked, incensed by her words. ‘It is the life of two people at stake – possibly more.’


‘There are hundreds of innocent Vampyres and their companions who could die because of this. I know from your heart that you have no concern for any of us. But I ask you, Jack Henson, do not start a war.’


Vibica bristled with anger. Her voice was sharp as glass. She stared at him after she had stopped speaking.


‘Jack is right, Vibica,’ Hugh said as he held her hand to stop it from shaking. ‘Our concern is for Jago and Bia. We wish it could all end now. If you could get a message to Strackan and Sibilia – a truce –’


Vibica de Zoete laughed loudly as she touched his face with her fingers and traced the line of his jaw to his neck.


‘Strackan is a monster. He will not listen. I heard the wound to his neck nearly killed him. It took the blood of three young children to keep him alive,’ she said coldly.


‘You know much of Strackan,’ Henson said as he warmed himself by the fire. ‘Are you sure you can be trusted?’


‘You are the last person in the world who would ever trust a Vampyre. Should I ask the same of you? When I sleep here, could I not be pinned to the bed with a holly wand through my heart and a stone put in my mouth? I can sense that you have thought about it more than once as we have spoken, Jack Henson.’


‘Old habits die hard,’ Henson said. ‘You remind me of Sibilia Trevellas. There is something of her in your ways.’


‘Hardly surprising,’ Vibica de Zoete answered. ‘We are bloodline. It was Sibilia who killed my parents. That was in Dublin, in the Bread Riots, 1740. She kept me imprisoned as a companion for two years and then needed my blood.’
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