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-the love of my life.

Rejoice, O young man, in thy youth; and let thy heart cheer thee
in the days of thy youth, and walk in the ways of thine heart,
and in the sight of thine eyes; but know thou, that for

all these things God will bring thee to judgment.

ECCLESIASTES11:9.King James Version

| WANT to be asaint. | want to save souls by the millions. | want to do good far and wide. | want to fight
evil! | want my life-sized statue in every church. I'm talking six feet tall, blond hair, blue eyes-.



Wait a second.
Do you know who | am?
I'm thinking maybe you're a new reader and you've never heard of me.

Weéll, if that's the case, allow me to introduce myself, which | absolutely crave doing at the beginning of
every one of my books.

I'm the Vampire Lestat, the most potent and lovable vampire ever created, a supernatural knockout, two
hundred years old but fixed forever in the form of atwenty-year-old male with features and figure you'd
die for-and just might. I'm endlessly resourceful, and undeniably charming. Death, disease, time, gravity,
they mean nothing to me.

Only two things are my enemy: daylight, because it renders me completely lifeless and vulnerable to the
burning rays of the sun, and conscience. In other words, I'm a condemned inhabitant of eternal night and
an eternally tormented blood seeker.

Doesn't that make me sound irresistible?
And before | continue with my fantasy let me assure you:

| know damned well how to be afull-fledged, post-Renai ssance, post-nineteenth century, post-modern,
post-popular writer. | don't deconstruct nothin'. That is, you're going to get afull-dress story here-with a
beginning, middle and end. I'm talking plot, characters, suspense, the works.

I'm going to take care of you. So rest easy and read on. Y ou won't be sorry. Y ou think | don't want new
readers? My name isthirst, baby. | must have you!

However, since we are taking this little break from my preoccupation with being a saint, let me say afew
words to my dedicated following. Y ou new guys follow along. It certainly won't be difficult. Why would
| do something that you find difficult? That would be self-defeating, right?

Now, to those of you who worship me. Y ou know, the millions.

Y ou say you want to hear from me. Y ou leave yellow roses at my gate in New Orleans, with handwritten
notes: "L estat, speak to us again. Give us a new book. Lestat, we love the Vampire Chronicles. Lestat,
why have we not heard from you? L estat, please come back."

But | ask you, my beloved followers (don't all stumble over yourselves now to answer), what the Hell
happened when | gave you Memnoch the Devil? Hmmm? That was the last of the VVampire Chronicles



written by me in my own words.

Oh, you bought the book, I'm not complaining about that, my beloved readers. Point of fact, Memnoch
has outsold the other VVampire Chronicles completely; how's that for avulgar detail? But did you embrace
it? Did you understand it? Did you read it twice? Did you believe it?

I'd been to the Court of Almighty God and to the howling depths of Perdition, boys and girls, and |
trusted you with my confessions, down to the last quiver of confusion and misery, prevailing on you to
understand for me why I'd fled this terrifying opportunity toreally become a saint, and what did you do?
Y ou complained!

"Where was Lestat, the Vampire?' That's what you wanted to know. Where was Lestat in his snappy
black frock coat, flashing histiny fang teeth as he smiles, striding in English boots through the glossy
underworld of everybody's sinister and stylish city packed with writhing human victims, the majority of
whom deserve the vampiric kiss? That's what you talked about!

Where was L estat the insatiable blood thief and soul smasher, Lestat the vengeful, Lestat the gy, Lestat
the...wdl, actualy ... Lestat, the Magnificent.

Yeah, | likethat: Lestat, the Magnificent. That sounds like agood name to me for thisbook. And | am,
when you get right down to it, magnificent. | mean, somebody hasto say it. But let's go back to your song
and dance over Memnoch.

We don't want this shattered remnant of a shaman! you said. We want our hero. Where's his classic
Harley? Let him kick start it and roar through the French Quarter streets and alleys. Let him sing in the
wind to the music pumping through histiny earphones, purple shades down, blond hair blowing free.

WEell, coal, yeah, | like that image. Sure. | still have the motorcycle. And yeah, | adore frock coats, | have
them made; you're not going to get any arguments from me on that. And the boots, always. Want to know
what I'm wearing now?

I'm not going to tell you!
Well, not until further on.
But think it over, what I'm trying to say.

| give you this metaphysical vision of Creation and Eternity here, the whole history (more or less) of
Christianity, and meditations galore on the Cosmos Big Time-and what thanks do | get? "What kind of a
novel isthis?' you asked. "We didn't tell you to go to Heaven and Hell! We want you to be the fancy
fiend!"



Mon Dieu! Y ou make me miserable! You realy do, | want you to know that. Much as | love you, much
as | need you, much as | can't exist without you, you make me miserable!

Go ahead, throw this book away. Spit on me. Revile me. | dare you. Cast me out of your intellectual orbit.
Throw me out of your backpack. Pitch me in the airport trash bin. Leave me on abench in Central Park!

What do | care?

No. | don't want you to do all that. Don't do that.

DONT DO IT!

| want you to read every page | write. | want my prose to envelop you. I'd drink your blood if | could and
hook you into every memory inside me, every heartbreak, frame of reference, temporary triumph, petty
defeat, mystic moment of surrender. And al right, already, I'll dress for the occasion. Do | ever not dress
for the occasion? Does anybody look better in rags than me?

Sigh.

| hate my vocabulary!

Why isit that no matter how much | read, | end up sounding like an international gutter punk?

Of course one good reason for that is my obsession with producing areport to the mortal world that can
be read by just about anyone. | want my books in trailer parks and university libraries. Y ou know whét |
mean? I'm not, for all my cultural and artistic hunger, an €litist. Have you not guessed?

Sigh again.

I'm too desperate! A psyche permanently set on overdrive, that's the fate of a thinking vampire. | should
be out murdering a bad guy, lapping his blood as if he was a Popsicle. Instead I'm writing a book.

That's why no amount of wealth and power can silence me for very long. Desperation is the source of the
fount. What if al thisis meaningless? What if high-gloss French furniture with ormolu and inlaid |eather
really doesn't matter in the grand scheme of things? Y ou can shudder with desperation in the rooms of a
palace aswell asin acrash pad. Not to mention a coffin! But forget the coffin, baby. I'm not what you'd
call a coffin vampire anymore. That's nonsense. Not that | didn't like them when | slept in them, however.
In away, there's nothing like it-but what was | saying:

Ah, yeah, we're going to move on, but-.



Please, before we proceed, let me whine about what was done to my mind by my confrontation with
Memnoch.

Now, pay attention, all of you, new readers and old:

| was attacked by the divine and sacramental! People talk about the gift of faith, well, I'm telling you it
was more like a car crash! It did sheer violence to my psyche. Being afull-fledged vampire is atough job
once you've seen the streets of Heaven and Hell. And you guys should give me some metaphysical space.
Now and then | get these little spells: | DON'T WANT TO BE EVIL ANYMORE!

Don't all respond at once: "We want you to be the bad guy, you promised!"

Gotcha. But you must understand what | suffer. It'sonly fair.

And I'm so good at being bad, of course, the old slogan. If | haven't put that on a T-shirt, I'm going to.
Actually, | really don't want to write anything that can't be put on a T-shirt. Actually, I'd like to write only
on T-shirts. Actually, I'd like to write whole novels on T-shirts. So you guys could say, "I'm wearing
chapter eight of Lestat's new book, that's my favorite; oh, | see, you're wearing chapter six-."

From timeto time | do wear-Oh, stop it!
ISTHERE NO WAY OUT OF THIS?
Y ou're always whispering in my ear, aren't you?

I'm shuffling along Pirates Alley, a bum covered with morally imperative dust, and you slip up beside me
and say: "Lestat, wake up," and | pivot, Slam bang! like Superman dodging into the all-American phone
booth, and voilal There | stand, full-dress apparitional, in velvet once again, and I've got you by the
throat. We're in the vestibule of the Cathedral (where did you think 1'd drag you? Don't you want to die on
consecrated ground?), and you're begging for it al the way; oops! went too far, meant for thisto be the
Little Drink, don't say | didn't warn you. Cometo think of it. Did | warn you?

All right, okay, yeah, forget about it, so what, stop the hand wringing, sure sure, knock it off, coal it,
shoveit, eh?

| surrender. Of course we're going to revel in pure wickedness here!

And who am | to deny my vocation as a Roman Catholic storyteller par excellence? | mean, the Vampire
Chroniclesare MY invention, you know, and | am only NOT a monster when I'm addressing you, | mean,
that's why | write this, because | need you, | can't breathe without you. I'm hel pless without you-.



-And | am back, sigh, shudder, cackle, tap dance, and I'm almost ready to pick up the conventional frame
of this book and fix its four sides with the infallible super glue of sure-fire storytelling. It's going to all
add up, | swear to you on the ghost of my dead father, there's technically, in my world, no such thing asa
digression! All roads|ead to me.

Quiet.
A beat.

But before we cut to Present Time, let me have my little fantasy. | need it. | am not al flash and dash,
boys and girls, don't you see? | can't help myself.

Besides, if you can't really bear to read this, then cut to Chapter Two right now. Go on, get!

And for those of you who really love me, who want to understand every nuance of the tale that lies ahead,
| hereby invite you to go with me. Please read on:

| want to be asaint. | want to save souls by the millions. | want to do good everywhere. | want to have my
life-sized plaster statue in every church in the world. Me, six feet tall with glass blue eyes, in long purple
velvet robes, looking down with gently parted hands on the faithful who pray as they touch my foot.

"Lestat, cure my cancer, find my glasses, help my son get off drugs, make my husband love me."

In Mexico City, the young men come to the seminary doors clutching small statues of me in their hands,
while mothers weep before me in the Cathedral: "L estat, save my little one. Lestat, take away the pain.
Lestat, | can walk! Look, the statue is moving, | seetears!"

Drug dealers lay down their guns before me in Bogoté, Colombia. Murderers fall to their knees
whispering my name.

In Moscow the patriarch bows before my image with a crippled boy in his arms, and the boy isvisibly
healed. Thousands return to the Church in France due to my intercession, people whispering as they stand
before me, "Lestat, I've made up with my thieving sister. Lestat, | renounced my evil mistress. Lestat, |
have exposed the crooked bank, thisisthefirst timel've been to Mass in years. Lestat, | am going into
the convent and nothing can stop me."

In Naples, as Mt. Vesuvius erupts, my statue is carried in procession to halt the lava before it destroys the
seashore towns. In Kansas City, thousands of students file past my image pledging to have safe sex or
none at all. | am invoked at Mass for special intercession throughout Europe and America.

In New York, agang of scientists announces to the whole world that, thanks to my specific intercession
they have managed to make an odorless, tastel ess, harmless drug which creates the total high of crack,



cocaine and heroin combined, and which is dirt cheap, totally available and completely legal! The drug
trade isforever destroyed!

Senators and congressmen sob and embrace when they hear the news. My statue isimmediately put into
the National Cathedral.

Hymns are written to me everywhere. | am the subject of pious poetry. Copies of my saintly biography (a
dozen pages) are vividly illustrated and printed by the billions. People crowd into St. Patrick's Cathedral
in New Y ork to leave their handwritten petitions in a basket before my image.

Little duplicates of me stand on dressing tables, countertops, desks, computer stations worldwide. "Y ou
haven't heard of him? Pray to him, your husband will be alamb afterwards, your mother will stop
nagging you, your children will come to visit every Sunday; then send your money in thanksgiving to the
church."

Where are my remains? | don't have any. My entire body has become relics, scattered all over the world,
bits and pieces of dried flesh and bone and hair put into little gold cases called reliquaries, some
fragments fitted into the hollowed-out backs of crosses, some in lockets that can be worn on chains
around the neck. | can feel all theserelics. | can Slumber in the awareness of their influence. "L estat, help
me to stop smoking. Lestat, is my gay son going to Hell? (Absolutely not.) Lestat, | am dying. Lestat,
nothing's going to bring my father back. Lestat, this pain will never end. Lestat, isthere really a God?"
(Yes!)

| answer everyone. Peace, the certainty of the sublime, the irresistible joy of faith, the cessation of all
pain, the profound abolition of the meaninglessness.

| am relevant. | am vastly and wondrously known. | am unavoidable! | have pierced the current of
history! | am written about in the pages of the New York Times.

And meantime, I'm in Heaven with God. | am with the Lord in the Light, the Creator, the Divine Source
of All Things. The solution to all mysteriesis available to me. Why not? | know the answers to positively
every question.

God says, Y ou should appear to people. It's the proper work of a great saint. People down there expect
this of you.

And so | leave the Light and drift slowly towards the green planet. Thereisadlight, prudent, loss of Full
Understanding as | dlip into the earthly atmosphere. No saint can carry the Fullness of Knowledge into
the World because the World couldn't grasp it.

| adorn myself with my old human personality, you might say, but | am still agreat saint, and | am totally
geared for an apparition. And where do | go? Where do you think?



Vatican City is dead quiet, the smallest kingdom on Earth.
| am in the Pope's bedroom. It's like amonk's cell: just a narrow bed, one straight-back chair. So simple.

John Paul 11, eighty-two years of age, is suffering, the pain in his bones too much for true sleep, the
Parkinson's tremor too strong, the arthritis too widespread, the ravages of old age so mercilessly upon
him.

Slowly he opens his eyes. In English he salutes me.
"Saint Lestat," he says. "Why have you come to me? Why not Padre Pio?'
Not a great response.

But! He means no dlight. It's a perfectly understandable question. The Pope loves Padre Pio. He has
canonized hundreds of saints. Probably he loved them all. But how he loved Padre Pio. Asfor me, | don't
know if he loved me when he canonized me, because | haven't yet written the part of the story in which |
get canonized. And as | write this, Padre Pio was canonized |ast week.

(I watched the whole thing on TV. Vampireslove TV.)
Back to the moment.

The frigid stillness of the papal quarters, so austere, despite the palatial dimensions. Candles glow in the
Pope's private chapel. The Pope groansin pain.

| lay my healing hands upon him, and | banish his suffering. A quiet penetrates hislimbs. He looks at me
with one eye, the other squinched closed asis often his manner, and between us there is suddenly an
understanding, or rather | come to perceive something about him which the entire world ought to know:

His deep selflessness, his profound spirituality, come not only from his complete love of Christ but from
hislife lived under Communism. People forget. Communism, for al its hideous abuses and cruelties, isin
essence a vaunting spiritual code. And before that great puritanical government shrouded John Paul's
young years, the violent paradoxes and horrifying absurdities of the Second World War surrounded him,
tutoring him in self-sacrifice and courage. The man has never, ever, in hislifelived in anything but a
Spiritual World. Deprivation and self-denia are intertwined in his history like the double helix.

It is no wonder that he cannot yield his deep-rooted suspicions of the tumultuous voices of the prosperous
capitalist countries. He simply cannot grasp the pure charity that can arise from abundance, the sublime
immensity of vision possible from the vantage point of secure excess, the selflessness and sweeping
sacrificial ambition that can be born when all needs are luxuriantly met.



Can | broach this subject with him in this quiet moment? Or should | only assure him that he must not
worry about the "greed" of the Western World?

Softly | talk to him. | begin to elucidate these points. (Y eah, | know, he's the Pope, and I'm a vampire
writing this story; but in this story I'm agreat Saint. | cannot be intimidated within the risks of my own
work!)

| remind him that the sublime principles of Greek philosophy arose in affluence, and slowly, acceptingly,
he nods. He is quite the educated philosopher. A lot of people don't know that about him, either. But |
must impress upon him something infinitely more profound.

| seeit so beautifully. | see everything.

Our biggest mistake worldwide is our insistence on perceiving every new development as a culmination
or aclimax. The great "at last" or "inth degree." A constitutional fatalism continuously adjusts itself to the
ever-changing present. A pervasive alarmism greets every advance. For two thousand years we have been
getting "out of hand."

This derives of course from our susceptibility to viewing the "now" as the End Time, an Apocalyptic
obsession that has endured since Christ ascended into Heaven. We must stop this! We must percelve that
we are at the dawn of a sublime age! Enemies will no longer be conquered. They will be devoured, and
transformed.

But here's the point | really want to make: Modernism and Materialism-elements that the Church has
feared for so long-are in their philosophical and practical infancy! Their sacramental nature is only just
being reveal ed!

Never mind the infantile blunders! The electronic revolution has transmuted the industrial world beyond
al predictive thinking of the twentieth century. We're still having birth pangs. Get into it! Work with it.
Play it out.

Daily life for millionsin the developed countriesis not only comfortable but a compilation of wonders
that borders on the miraculous. And so new spiritual desires arise which are infinitely more courageous
than the missionary goals of the past.

We must bear witness that political atheism has failed totally. Think about it. In the trash, the whole
system. Except for theisland of Cuba, maybe. But what does Castro prove? And even the most secular
power brokersin America exude high virtue as a matter of course. That's why we have corporate
scandals! That's why people get so upset! No morals, no scandals. In fact, we may have to re-examine all
the areas of society which we have so blithely labeled as "secular.” Who is really without profound and
unshakable altruistic beliefs?



Judeo-Christianity isthe religion of the secular West, no matter how many millions claim to disregard it.
Its profound tenets have been internalized by the most remote and intellectual agnostics. Its expectations
inform Wall Street as well as the common courtesies exchanged on a crowded beach in Californiaor a
meeting between the heads of Russia and the United States.

Techno-saints will soon rise-if they have not aready-to melt the poverty of millions with torrents of well-
distributed goods and services. Communications will annihilate hatred and divisiveness as Internet cafés
continue to spring up like flowers throughout the slums of Asia and the Orient. Cable television will bring
countless new programs to the vast Arab world. Even North Korea will be penetrated.

Minorities in Europe and Americawill be thoroughly and fruitfully assimilated through computer
literacy. As already described, medical science will find cheap harmless substitutes for cocaine and
heroin, thereby eliminating the evil drug trade altogether. All violence will soon give way to arefinement
of debate and exchange of knowledge. Effective acts of terrorism will continue to be obscene precisely
because of their rarity, until they stop altogether.

Asfor sexuality, the revolution in thisregard is so vast that we of this time cannot begin to comprehend
its full ramifications. Short skirts, bobs, car dates, women in the work place, gaysin love-we are dizzy
with mere beginnings. Our scientific understanding and control of procreation gives us a power undreamt
of in former centuries and the immediate impact is but a shadow of things to come. We must respect the
immense mysteries of the sperm and the egg, the mysteries of the chemistry of gender and gender choice
and attraction. All God's children will thrive from our growing knowledge, but to repeat thisis only the
beginning. We must have the courage to embrace the beauty of science in the name of the Lord.

The Pope listens. He smiles.
| continue.

The image of God Incarnate, become Man out of fascination with His own Creation, will triumph in the
Third Millennium as the supreme emblem of Divine Sacrifice and Unfathomable Love.

It takes thousands of years to understand the Crucified Christ, | say. Why, for example, did He come
down to live thirty-three years? Why not twenty? Why not twenty-five? Y ou could ponder this stuff
forever. Why did Christ have to start as a baby? Who wants to be a baby? Was being a baby part of our
salvation? And why choose that particular time in history? And such a place!

Dirt, grit, sand, rocks everywhere-1've never seen so many rocks as in the Holy Land-bare feet, sandals,
camels; imagine those times. No wonder they used to stone people! Did it have anything to do with the
sheer simplicity of the clothes and hair, Christ coming in that era? | think it did. Page through a book on
world costume-you know, areally good encyclopediataking you from ancient Sumer to Ralph Lauren,
and you can't find any ssimpler clothes and hair than in Galilee First Century.



| am serious, | tell the Holy Father. Christ considered this, He had to. How could He not? Surely He knew
that images of Him would proliferate exponentially.

Furthermore, | think Christ chose Crucifixion because henceforth in every depiction He would be seen
extending His armsin aloving embrace. Once you see the Crucifix in that manner, everything changes.
Y ou see Him reaching out to all the World. He knew the image had to be durable. He knew it had to be
abstractable. He knew it had to be reproducible. It is no accident that we can take the image of this
ghastly death and wear it around our necks on a chain. God thinks of all these things, doesn't He?

The Popeis still smiling. "If you weren't asaint, 1'd laugh at you," he says. "Exactly when are you
expecting these Techno-saints, by the way?"

I'm happy. He looks like the old Wojtyla-the Pope who still went skiing until he was seventy-three. My
visit has been worth it.

And after all, we can't al be Padre Pio or Mother Teresa. I'm Saint Lestat.

"“I'll say hello for you to Padre Pio," | whisper.

But the Pope is dozing. He has chuckled and drifted off. So much for my mystical import. I've put him to
sleep. But what did | expect, especially of the Pope? He works so hard. He suffers. He thinks. He has
already traveled to Asia and Eastern Europe this year, and he will soon be going to Toronto and
Guatemala and Mexico. | don't know how he can do these things.

| place my hand on his forehead.

Then | leave.

| go down the stairsto the Sistine Chapel. It is empty and dark, of course. It is chilly too. But never fear,
my saintly eyes are as good as my vampire eyes, and | can see the swarming magnificence.

Alone-cut off from all the world and all things-I stand there. | want to lie on the floor face down in the
manner of apriest at hisordination. | want to be apriest. | want to consecrate the host! | want this so
badly that | achefor it. | DON'T WANT TO DO EVIL.

But the fact is, my fantasy of Saint Lestat isdissolving. | know it for what it isand | can't sustain it.

| know that | am no saint and never was or will be. No banner of me ever unfurled in St. Peter's Square in
the sunlight. No crowd of hundreds of thousands ever cheered for my canonization. No string of cardinals
ever attended the ceremony because it never took place. And | have no odorless, tasteless, harmless
formulathat exactly mimics crack, cocaine and heroin combined, so | can't save the world.



I'm not even standing in the Sistine Chapel. | am far away from it, in a place of warmth, though just as
lonely.

| am avampire. For over two hundred years I've loved it. | am filled with the blood of othersto my very
eyeballs. | am polluted with it. | am as cursed as the Hemorrhissa before she touched the hem of Christ's
garment in Capharnaum! | live by blood. | am ritually impure.

And there's only one kind of miracle I can work. We call it the Dark Trick and I'm about to do it.

And do you think all this guilt is about to stop me?Nada, never,mais non, forget about it, get out of here,
not in apig's eye, pa-lease, gimme abreak, no way.

| told you I'd come back, didn't 1?

I'mirrepressible, unforgivable, unstoppable, shameless, thoughtless, hopel ess, heartless, running rampant,
the wild child, undaunted, unrepentant, unsaved.

And baby, thereisastory to tell.
| hear Hell's Bells calling me. It's time to boogie!

SO SLAM CUT TO:

BLACKWOOD FARM: EXTERIOR ;EVENING .

A LITTLE COUNTRY CEMETERY on the edge of a cypress swamp, with a dozen or more old cement
graves, most names long ago effaced, and one of these raised rectangular tombs black with soot from a
recent fire, and the whole surrounded by a small iron fence and four immense oak trees, the kind
weighted down by their dipping branches, and the sky the perfect color of lilacs, and the heat of the
summer sweet and caressing and-

-you bet I've got on my black velvet frock coat (close-up: tapered at the waist, brass buttons) and my
motorcycle boots, and a brand-new linen shirt loaded with lace at cuffs and throat (pity the poor slob who
snickers at me on account of that!), and | haven't cut my shoulder-length blond mane tonight, which |
sometimes do for variety, and I've chucked my violet glasses because who cares that my eyes attract



attention, and my skin's still dramatically tanned from my years-ago suicide attempt in the raw sun of the
Gobi Desert, and I'm thinking-

-Dark Trick, yes, work the miracle, they need you, up there in the Big House, you Brat Prince, you Sheik
among vampires, stop brooding and mourning down here, go to it, there's a delicate situation up there in
the Big House-and it is

TIMETO TELL YOU WHAT HAPPENED AND SO | DO:

| PACED , having just risen from my secret hiding place, and | mourned bitterly for another Blood Drinker
who had perished in this very cemetery, on the aforementioned blackened grave, in an immense fire, and
of her own will, leaving us only last night, without the slightest warning.

Thiswas Merrick Mayfair, only three years among the Undead or less, and I'd invited her here to
Blackwood Farm to help me exorcise an evil spirit that had been haunting Quinn Blackwood since
childhood. Quinn was very new to the Blood, and had come to me for help with this ghost, which, far
from leaving him at his transformation from mortal to vampire, had only grown stronger and meaner, and
had actually caused the death of the mortal dearest to Quinn-his great Aunt Queen, age of eighty-five, by
causing the beautiful lady to fall. | had needed Merrick Mayfair to exorcise this evil spirit forever.

Goblin was the name of this ghost, and as Merrick Mayfair had been both scholar and sorceress before
she sought out the Dark Blood, | figured she would have the strength required to get rid of him.

WEell, she came, and she solved the riddle of Goblin, and, building a high altar of coal and wood which
she set ablaze, she not only burnt the corpse of the evil one but went into the flames with it. The spirit
was gone, and so was Merrick Mayfair.

Of course | tried to snatch her back from the fire, but her soul had taken flight, and no amount of my
blood poured on her burnt remains could conceivably revive her.

It did seem to me as | walked back and forth, kicking at the graveyard dust, that immortals who think they
want the Dark Blood perish infinitely more easily than those of us who never asked for it. Perhaps the
anger of the rape carries us through for centuries.

But as | said: something was going on in the Big House.
| was thinking Dark Trick as | paced, yes, Dark Trick, the making of another vampire.

But why was | even considering such athing? |, who secretly wants to be a saint? Surely the blood of
Merrick Mayfair was not crying out from the Earth for another newborn, you can scrap that idea. And this
was one of those nights when every breath | took felt like a minor metaphysical disaster.



| looked up at the Manor House as they call it, the mansion up on the rise, with its two-story white
columns and many lighted windows, the place which had been the locus of my pain and fortune for the
last few nights, and | tried to figure how to play this one-for the benefit of all involved.

First consideration: Blackwood Manor was buzzing with unsuspecting mortals, most dear to me on short
acquaintance, and by unsus-pecting | mean they've never guessed that their beloved Quinn Black-wood,
master of the house, or his mysterious new friend, L estat, were vampires, and that was the way Quinn
willed it with all his heart and soul-that no untoward evil thing would happen, because this was his home,
and vampire though he was, he wasn't ready to break the ties.

Among these mortals were Jasmine, the versatile black housekeeper, a stunner when it comes to looks
(more on that as we go aong, | hope, because | can't resist), and Quinn's one-time lover; and their little
son Jerome, begat by Quinn before he'd been made a vampire, of course, four years old and running up
and down the circular steps just for fun, hisfeet in white tennis shoes a little too big for his body; and Big
Ramona, Jasmine's grandmother, aregal black lady with white hair in a bun, shaking her head, talking to
nobody, in the kitchen cooking up supper for God knows who; and her grandson Clem, a sinewy black
man seemingly poured into hisfeline skin, attired in a black suit and tie, standing just inside the big front
door looking up the steps, the chauffeur of the lady of the house just lately lost, Aunt Queen, for whom
they were all still painfully mourning, highly suspicious of what was going on in Quinn's bedroom, and
with reason.

Back the hall upstairs was Quinn's old tutor Nash Penfield, in his bedroom, seated with thirteen-year-old
Tommy Blackwood, who was actually Quinn's uncle by natural blood but more purely an adopted son,
and the two were talking in front of the cold summer fireplace, and Tommy, an impressive young man by
anyone's standards, was crying softly over the death of the great lady, to whom | just referred, with whom
Tommy had traveled all over Europe for three years, "the making of him," as Dickens might have said.

Hovering about the back of the property were the Shed Men, Allen and Joel, sitting in an open lighted
portion of the shed, reading theWeekly World News and howling with laughter at it, while the television
was blaring Football. There was a giant limousine in front of the house and one in the back.

Asfor the Big House, let me go into detail. | loved it. | found it perfectly proportioned, which wasn't
aways the case with American Greek Revival houses, but this one, preening on itsterrace of land, was
more than agreeable and inviting, with its long pecan-tree drive, and its regal windows all around.

Interior? What Americans call giant rooms. Dustless, manicured. Full of mantel clocks, mirrors, portraits
and Persian rugs, and the inevitable mélange of nineteenth-century mahogany furniture that people mix
with new reproductions of classic Hepplewhite and Louis X1V styles to achieve the look they call
Traditional or antique. Eh? And all pervaded by the inevitable drone of massive air-conditioning, which
not only cooled the air magically but provided the Privacy of Sound, which has so transformed the South
in this day and age.



| know, | know. | should have described the scene before | described the people. So what? | wasn't
thinking logically. | was pondering fiercely. | couldn't quite leave behind the fate of Merrick Mayfair.

Of course Quinn had claimed that he saw the Light of Heaven receiving both his unwanted ghost and
Merrick, and for him the scene in this cemetery had been a theophany-something very different from
what it was for me. All | saw was Merrick immolating herself. | had sobbed, screamed, cursed.

Okay, enough about Merrick. But keep her in mind, because she will definitely be referred to later. Who
knows? Maybe I'll just bring her up anytime | feel likeit. Who'sin charge of this book anyway? No, don't
take that seriously. | promised you a story, you'll get one.

The point is, or was, that on account of what was going on in the Big House right now, | didn't have time
for all this moping. Merrick was lost to us. The vibrant and unforgettable Aunt Queen waslost. It was
grief behind me and grief before me. But a huge surprise had just occurred, and my precious Quinn
needed me without delay.

Of course nobody was making me take an interest in things here at Blackwood Farm.
| could have just cut out.

Quinn, the fledgling, had called on Lestat the Magnificent (yeah, | like that title) to help him get rid of
Goblin, and technically, since Merrick had taken the ghost with her, | was finished here and could go
riding off into the summer dusk with all the staff hereabouts saying, "Who was that dashing dude,
anyway?' but | couldn't leave Quinn.

Quinn was in areal snare with these mortals. And | was greatly in love with Quinn. Quinn, aged twenty-
two when Baptized in the Blood, was a seer of visions and a dreamer of dreams, unconsciously charming
and unfailingly kind, a suffering hunter of the night who thrived only on the blood of the damned, and the
company of the loving and the uplifting.

(The loving and the uplifting??? Like me, for instance??? So the kid makes mistakes. Besides, | wassoin
love with him that | put on adamned good show for him. And can | be damned for loving people who
bring out the love in me? Is that so awful for afull-time monster? Y ou will shortly come to understand
that | am always talking about my moral evolution! But for now: the plot.)

| can "fall inlove" with anybody-man, woman, child, vampire, the Pope. It doesn't matter. I'm the
ultimate Christian. | see God's giftsin everyone. But ailmost anybody would love Quinn. Loving people

like Quinn is easy.

Now, back to the question at hand: Which brings me back to Quinn's bedroom, where Quinn was at this
delicate moment.



Before either of us had risen tonight-and | had taken the six-foot-four inchestall, blue-eyed black-haired
boy to one of my secret hiding places with me-amortal girl had arrived at the Manor House and
affrighted everybody.

This was the matter that had Clem looking up the steps, and Big Ramona muttering, and Jasmine worried
sick as she went about in her high-heel pumps, wringing her hands. And even little Jerome was excited
about it, still dashing up and down the circular stairs. Even Tommy and Nash had broken off their
mourning laments earlier to have a glance at this mortal girl and offer to help her in her distress.

It was easy enough for me to scan their minds and get a picture of it, this grand and bizarre event, and to
scan Quinn's mind, for that matter, asto the result.

And | was making something of an assault on the mind of the mortal girl herself as she sat on Quinn's
bed, in a huge random display of flowers, atruly marvelous heap of helter-skelter flowers, talking to
Quinn.

It was a cacophony of mindsfilling me in on everything from the beginning. And the whole thing sent a
little panic through my enormous brave soul. Work the Dark Trick? Make another one of us? Woe and
Grief! Sorrow and Misery! Help, Murder, Police!

Do | really want to steal another soul out of the currents of human destiny? | who want to be asaint? And
once personally hobnobbed with angels? | who claimed to have seen God Incarnate? Bring another into
the-get ready!-Realm of the Undead?

Comment: One of the great things about loving Quinn was that | hadn't made him. The boy had come to
me free of charge. I'd felt alittle like Socrates must have felt with all those gorgeous Greek boys coming
to him for advice, that is, until somebody showed up with the Burning Hemlock.

Back to now: If | had any rival in thisworld for Quinn's heart it was this mortal girl, and he was up there
offering her in frantic whispers the promise of our Blood, the fractured gift of our immortality. Yes, this
explicit offer was coming from the lips of Quinn. Good God, kid, show some backbone, | thought! Y ou
saw the Light of Heaven last night!

Mona Mayfair was this girl's name. But she'd never known or even heard of Merrick Mayfair. So cut that
connection right now. Merrick was a quadroon, born among the "colored" Mayfairs who lived downtown,
and Monawas a member of the white Mayfairs of the Garden District and Mona had probably never
heard aword spoken of Merrick or her colored kin. Asfor Merrick, she'd shown no interest ever in the
famous white family. She'd had a path all her own.

But Monawas a bonafide witch, however-sure as Merrick had been-and what isawitch? Well, itisa
mind reader, magnet for spirits and ghosts and a possessor of other occult talents. And I'd heard enough
of theillustrious Mayfair clan in the last few days from Quinn to know that Mona's cousins, witches all, if



I'm not mistaken, were undoubtedly in hot pursuit of Mona now, no doubt desperate with worry for the
child.

In fact, I'd had a glimpse of three of this remarkable tribe (and one of them awitch priest, no less, awitch

priest! | don't even want to think about it!), at the funeral Mass for Aunt Queen, and why they were taking
so long to come after Mona was mystifying me, unless they were deliberately playing this one out slowly

for reasons that will soon become clear.

We vampires don't like witches. Can you guess why? Any self-respecting vampire, even if he or sheis
three thousand years old, can fool mortals, at least for awhile. And young ones like Quinn pass, no
guestion. Jasmine, Nash, Big Ramona-they al accepted Quinn for human. Eccentric? Clinically insane?
Y es, they believed all that about him. But they thought he was human. And Quinn could live among them
for quite awhile. And as I've already explained, they thought | was human too, though | probably couldn't
count on that for too long.

Now, with witches it's another story. Witches detect all kinds of small things about other creatures. It has
to do with the lazy and constant exercise of their power. 1'd sensed that at the funeral Mass, just breathing
the same air as Dr. Rowan Mayfair and her husband, Michael Curry, and Fr. Kevin Mayfair. But
fortunately, they were distracted by a multitude of other stimuli, so | hadn't had to bolt.

So okay, where was | ? Y eah, cool. Mona Mayfair was a witch, and one of supreme talent. And once the
Dark Blood had come into Quinn about a year ago, he had forsworn ever seeing her again, dying though
she was, for fear she might at once realize that evil had robbed him of life, and contaminate her he would
not.

However, of her own free will and much to everyone's amazement:

She'd come about an hour ago, driving the family stretch limousine, which she'd hijacked from the driver
outside the Mayfair Medical Center where she'd been dying for over two years. (He'd been walking the
block, poor unlucky guy, smoking a cigarette, when she'd sped off, and the last image in her mind of him
was of hisrunning after her.)

She'd then goneto florist after florist where the Mayfair name was good as gold collecting giant sprays of
flowers, or loose bouquets, whatever she could get immediately, and then she'd driven across the twin
span as they call the long lake bridge and up to the Blackwood Manor House, stepping out of the car
barefoot and wrapped in a gaping hospital gown, a perfect horror-a wobbling skeleton with bruised skin
hanging on her bones and a mop of long red hair-and had commandeered Jasmine, Clem, Allen and Nash
to take the flowers to Quinn's room, asserting that she had Quinn's permission to heap them all over the
four-poster bed. It was a pact. Don't worry.

Scared as they all were, they did as they were told.



After all, everybody knew that Mona Mayfair had been the love of Quinn'slife before Quinn's beloved
Aunt Queen, world traveler and raconteur, had insisted Quinn go to Europe with her on her "very last
trip,” which had somehow stretched into three whole years, and Quinn had come home to discover Mona
inisolation at Mayfair Medical quite beyond his reach.

Then the Dark Blood had come to Quinn in venality and violence, and another year passed with Mona
behind hospital glass, too weak even for a scribbled note or a glance at Quinn's daily gift of flowers and-.

Now back to the anxious passel of attendants who rustled the flowers up to the room.

The emaciated girl herself, and we're talking about twenty years old, that's what I'm calling a girl, could
not possibly make it up the circular staircase, so the gallant Nash Penfield, Quinn's old tutor, cast by God
to be the perfect gentleman (and responsible for agreat deal of Quinn's finishing polish), had carried her
up and laid her in her "bower of flowers" as she'd called it, the child assuring him that the roses were
thornless, and she had lain back on the four-poster twining broken phrases from Shakespeare with her
own, to wit:

"Pray, let me to my bride bed, so bedecked, retire, and let them strew my grave hereafter."

At which point, thirteen-year-old Tommy had appeared in the doorway of the bedroom, and had been so
upset by the sight of Mona, in hisraw grief for lost Aunt Queen, that he'd begun to shake, and so the
amazed Nash had taken him out while Big Ramona had stayed to declare in a stage whisper worthy of the
Bard:

"That girl'sdying!"
At which the little red-headed Ophelia laughed. What else? And asked for a can of cold diet soda.

Jasmine had thought the child was going to give up the ghost on the spot, which could easily have
happened, but the child said No, she was waiting for Quinn, and asked everybody to leave, and when
Jasmine had come running back with the cold soda in a bubbly glass with a bent straw, the girl would
hardly drink it.

You can live al your lifein Americawithout ever seeing a mortal in this condition.

But in the eighteenth century when | was born it was rather common. People starved in the streets of Paris
in those days. They died all around you. Same situation prevailed in nineteenth-century New Orleans
when the starving Irish began to arrive. Y ou could see many beggars of skin and bone. Now you have to
go to "the foreign missions" or to certain hospital wards to see people suffering like Mona Mayfair.

Big Ramona had made a further declaration, that that was the very bed in which her own daughter died
(Little 1da), and that it was no bed for asick child. But Jasmine, her granddaughter, had told her to shush,



and Mona had taken to laughing so hard she was in agony and began to choke. She had survived.

As| stood in the cemetery, monitoring all these marvelous mirrors of near immediate events, | reckoned
Mona was five-foot-one or thereabouts, destined to be delicate, and once a famous beauty, but the
sickness-set into motion by a traumatic birth which was despite all my power still unclear to me-had so
thoroughly done its work on her that she was under seventy pounds in weight and her profuse red hair
only heightening the macabre spectacle of her total deterioration. She was so dangerously close to death
that only will was keeping her going.

It had been will and witchcraft-the high persuasion of witches-that had helped her get the flowers and to
force so much assistance when she arrived.

But now that Quinn had come, now that Quinn was there with her, and the one bold idea of her dying
hours was consummate, the pain in her internal organs and her joints was defeating her. There was also a
terrible pain in the entire surface of her skin. Merely sitting amid all the precious flowers hurt her.

Asfor my brave Quinn renouncing every execration he had laid on his fate and offering her the Dark
Blood, no big surprise, | had to admit, but | wished to Hell he hadn't.

It's hard to watch anyone die when you know you possess this evil paradoxical power. And he was still in
love with her, naturally and unnaturally, and couldn't abide her suffering. Who could?

However, as| have already explained, Quinn had received a theophany only last night, seeing Merrick
and his doppelganger spirit both passing into the Light.

So why in the name of God had he not consented to merely holding Mona's hand and seeing her through
it? She certainly wasn't going to live until midnight.

Fact of the matter, he didn't have the strength to let her go. Of course Quinn never would have gone to
her, | should add, he'd protected her from his secret valiantly, as noted, but she'd come here to Quinn, to
his very room, begging to diein his bed. And he was a male vampire, and this was his territory, hislair,
S0 to speak, and some male juices were flowing here, vampire or no, and now shewasin hisarms, and a
monstrous possessiveness and high imaginative perception of saving her had taken hold of him.

And assurely as | knew all that, | knew he couldn't work the Dark Trick on her. He'd never done it
before, and she was too frail. He'd kill her. And that was no way to go. Shoot, the child, having opted for
the Dark Blood, could go to Hell! | had to get up there. Vampire Lestat to the rescue!

| know what you're thinking. Y ou're thinking, "Lestat, is thisa comedy? We don't want a comedy." No,
it's not!

It's just that all the debasing subterfuge isfalling away from me, don't you see? Not the glamour you



understand, keep your mind on the image, baby! We're only losing those elements which tended to
cheapen my discourse, and throw up a barrier of-artificial quaintness, more or less.

Okay. Onward. | went the human route, through the front door, clickity click, startling Clem, throwing
him an ingratiating smile, "Quinn's friend, Lestat, yeah, gotcha, hey, and Clem, have that car ready, we're
going into New Orleans afterwards, okay, dude?' and headed up the circular stairs, beaming down at little
Jerome as | passed him, and giving Jasmine a quick hug as she stood stranded in the hallway, then
telepathically turned the lock on Quinn's bedroom door and entered.

Entered? Why not went in? That's the artificial quaintness that has to go. Y ou see my point? Matter of
fact, | barreled into the room, if you must know.

Now, I'll let you in on alittle secret. Nothing seen telepathically is ever one tenth asvivid aswhat a
vampire sees with his own eyes. Telepathy is cool, no doubt about it, but our vision is amost intolerably
vivid. That's why telepathy doesn't play much of arolein this book. I'm a sensualist anyway.

And the sight of Mona sitting on the foot of the big glowering four-poster was heartbreaking. The girl
was in more pain than Quinn could conceivably realize. Even his arm around her was hurting her. |
calculated without wanting to do it that she should have died about two hours ago. Her kidneys had shut
down, her heart was sputtering and she couldn't fill her lungs with enough air to take deep breaths.

But her flawless green eyes were wide as she looked at me, and her fierce intellect understood on some
complete mystical level, quite truly beyond words, what Quinn was trying to tell her: that the progress of
her death could be utterly reversed, that she could join with us, that she could be ours forever. The
vampiric state; the Undead. Immortal killer. Outside life for all time.

| know you, Little Witch. We live forever. She amost smiled.
Would the Dark Trick undo the damage which had been done to her miserable body? Y ou betcha.

Two hundred years ago in a bedroom on the Ile St.-Louis, | had seen old age and consumption drop away
from the emaciated form of my own mother as the Dark Blood realized its full magic within her. Andin
those nights, 1'd been a mere postulant, compelled by love and fear to do the transformation. It had been
my first time. | hadn't even known its name.

"Let mework the Dark Trick, Quinn," | said immediately.

| saw therelief flood through him. He was so innocent, so confused. Of course, | didn't much like it that
he was four inches taller than me, but it really didn't matter. | meant it when | called him my Little
Brother. | would have done just about anything for him. And then there was Mona herself. Witch child,
beauty, ferocious spirit, almost nothing but spirit with the body desperately trying to hold on.



They drew closer to each other. | could see her hand clasping his. Could she fedl the preternatural flesh?
Her eyes were on me.

| paced the room. | took over. | put it to her in grand style. We were vampires, yes, but she had a choice,
precious darling that she was. Why hadn't Quinn told her about the Light? Quinn had seen the Light with
his own eyes. He knew the measure of Celestial Forgiveness more truly than | did.

"But you can choose the Light some other night, chérie, " | said. | laughed. | couldn't stop myself. It was
too miraculous.

She'd been sick for so long, suffered for so long. And that birth, that child she'd borne, it had been
monstrous, taken from her, and | couldn't see to the core of it. But forget that. Her conception of eternity
was to feel whole for one blessed hour, to breathe for one blessed hour without pain. How could she
make this choice? No, there was no choice here for this girl. | saw the long corridor down which she'd
traveled inexorably for so many years-the needles that had bruised her arms, and the bruises were all over
her, the medicines that had sickened her, the half sleep in agony, the fevers, the shallow ruminating
dreams, the loss of all blessed concentration when the books and films and letters had been put aside and
even the deep darkness was gone in the seasonless glare of hospital lights and inescapable clatter and
noise.

She reached for me. She nodded. Dried cracked lips. Strands of red hair. "Yes, | want it," she said.
And from Quinn's lips came the inevitable words: " Save her."
Save her? Didn't Heaven want her?

"They're coming for you," | said. "It's your family." | hadn't meant to blurt it. Was | under some sort of
spell myself, looking into her eyes? But | could hear them clearly, the fast-approaching Mayfairs.
Ambulance sans siren pulling into the pecan-tree drive, stretch limousine right behind it.

"No, don't let them take me," she cried. "l want to be with you."
"Honey bunch, thisisfor always," | said.

"Yesl"

Darkness eternal, yes, curse, grief, isolation, yes.

Oh, and it's the same old beat with you, Lestat, you Devil, you want to do it, you want to, you want to see
it, you greedy little beast, you can't give her over to the angels and you know they're waiting! Y ou know
the God who can sanctify her suffering has purified her and will forgive her last cries.



| drew close to her, pushing gently against Quinn.

"Let her go, Little Brother," | said. | lifted my wrist, broke the inside skin with my teeth and put the blood
to her lips. "It has to be done thisway. |'ve got to give her some of my blood first." She kissed the blood.
Her eyes squeezed shut. Shiver. Shock. "Otherwise, | can't bring her through. Drink, pretty girl. Good-
bye, pretty girl, good-bye, Mona."

3

SHE DREW THE BLOOD from me as if she'd broken the circuit that kept me alive, asif she meant to kill
me. A witch had me by the blood. | gasped and reached with my left hand for the post of the bed and
missed it, falling gently back with her on the nest of flowers. Her hair was catching in the roses. So was
mine.

In ablatant rush, | felt myself emptying my life into her-dank country castle, Paris, the boulevard theater,
stolen, stone tower, made by Magnus, fire, alone, orphan weeping, treasure; did she laugh? | saw her
teeth in my heart, my very heart. | pulled back, dizzy, and clung to the post, each one is unique, staring
down at her.

Witchlet!

With glazed eyes she looked up at me. The blood was on her lips, just atouch, and all her pain was gone,
and the moment had come, the moment of peace from pain, peace from struggle, peace from fear.

She ssimply couldn't believeit.

In the twilight between human and vampire, she breathed deeply and slowly, hungry hybrid, doomed
hybrid, her skin plumping exquisitely and the sweetness unfolding in her face as the cheeks formed and
her lipsfilled out, and the flesh around her eyes grew firm, and then the breasts were rising beneath her
cotton gown, and a roundness came to her arms, such a delectable roundness, | am such afiend, and she
sighed again, sighed asif ecstatic, looking at me, yeah, right, I'm gorgeous, | know, and now she could
endure the Dark Trick. Quinn was stunned. So in love. Get away. | pushed him back. Thisismine.

| snatched her up from the flowers. Vessel of my blood. Petals falling. Whispered poetry was tumbling
from her lips, "Or like a creature native and indued unto that element.” | hugged her to me. | wanted my
blood from her. | wanted her.

"Little Witch," | hissed into her ear. "Y ou think you know all | can do!" | crushed her to me. | heard her



sweet soft laugh. "Come on, show me!" she said. I'm not dying. Quinn was afraid. He put his arms around
her and touched my arms. He was trying to hold us both. It was so warm. | loved him. So what? | had her.

| grazed her neck with my teeth. "I'm coming to get you, Little Girl!" | whispered. "You're playing in the
big time, Little Girl!" Her heart was racing. Still on the brink. | sank my teeth and felt her body stiffen.
Lovely paralysis. Slowly | drew on the blood, her salt mixed with my own. | knew her: child beauty,
nymphet, schoolgirl scamp, the one on whom nothing was lost, pronouncements of genius, nursing
drunken parents, freckles and smile, her life aromp, and always dreaming, restless at the computer keys,
designée to the Mayfair billions, burying father and mother, no more worry there, lover of more men than
she could count, pregnancy-now | saw it!-horror birth, monster child, Look at it: woman baby! Morrigan.
"Walking Baby," said Dolly Jean. Who ar e these people! What is this you are showing to me! *You think
you're the only monsters | know?" Morrigan gone forever, monster child, What is this mutant that grows
to be a full woman at its birth, wants your milk? Taltos! Gone, taken, ruined her health forever, made her
start dying, have to find Morrigan, emerald around Mona's neck, look at that emerald! Mona fastened to
Quinn, so in love with Quinn, tell Quinn, no, poetry of Ophelia sustaining her soul, heart beat, catching
breath, dying for too long, Don't you realize what thisis! | do, | do! Don't stop! Don't let me go! Who is
that trying to take you from me? | knew that ghost! Oncle Julien!

He came at me. Angry phantom! In the midst of my vision! Was he in the room? This tall, white-haired
man assaulting me, trying to wrench her from me! Who the Hell are you? | sent him flying back, receding
so fast he became atiny speck. Damn you, let her go!

We lay on the bower of flowers, sheand | in each other's arms, no time, look at him, he's coming again,
Oncle Julien! | was blind. | drew back, tore my wrist again, pushed my wrist to her mouth, clumsy,
spilling blood, couldn't see, felt her clamp hard, body [urch,0Oncle Julien, you're out! She drank and
drank. Oncle Julien's face furious. Faint. Vanish. "He'sgone,” | whispered. "Oncle Julien gone!" Did
Quinn hear? "Make him go, Quinn."

| swooned, giving her my life, seeit, seeit all, see the devastated core, move beyond regret, go on, her
body growing stronger, the iron of her limbs, her fingers digging into my arm as she drank from my wrist,
go on, take it, sink those teeth into my soul, do it, now I'm the paralyzed one, can't escape, brutadl little
girl, go on, wherewas |, let her drink on and on, | can't, | snuggled my face against her neck, opened my
mouth, no power to-.

Our souls closing to each other, the inevitable blindness between Maker and Fledgling meaning she was
made. Couldn't read each other's thoughts anymore. Drink me dry, beautiful, you're on your own.

My eyes were shut. | dreamt. Oncle Julien wept. Ah, so sad, was it? In the realm of shadows, he stood
with hisface in his hands and he wept. What is this? An emblem of conscience? Don't make me laugh.

And so the literal dissolves. She drinks and she drinks. And alone | dream, a suicide in a bathtub with
streaming wrists, | dream:



| saw a perfect vampire, a soul unlike any other, tutored in courage, never looking back, lifted from
misery, and seeking to marvel at all things without malice or lamenting. | saw a graduate of the school of
suffering. | saw her.

The ghost came back.

Tall, angry, Oncle Julien, will you be my Hound of Heaven? Arms folded. What do you want here? Do
you realize what you are up against? My perfect vampire does not see you. Go away, dream. Go away,
ghost. | have no time for you. Sorry, Oncle Julien, she's made. Y ou lose.

She let me go. She must have. | drifted.
When | opened my eyes, Mona stood beside Quinn and they were both looking down on me.

| lay amongst the flowers, and there were no thorns on the roses. Time had stopped. And the distant
commotions of the house didn't matter.

She was fulfilled. She was the vampire in my dream. She was the perfect one. Ophelia's old poetry
dropped away. She was the Perfect Pearl, caught speechlessin the miracle and staring down at me,
wondering only what had become of me, as another fledgling of mine had done long ago-when I'd
worked the Dark Trick just asfiercely and just as thoroughly and just as dangerously to myself. But
understand that for Lestat there are only temporary dangers. No big deal, boys and girls. Look at her.

So this was the splendid creature with whom Quinn had fallen so fatally in love. Princess Mona of the
Mayfairs. To the very roots of her long red hair the Blood had penetrated, and it was full and shining, and
her face was oval with plumped and smiling cheeks and lips, and her eyes clear of all fever, those
fathomless green eyes.

Oh, she was dazed by the Blood vision, of course, and above all by the vampiric power that pervaded the
cells of her entire frame.

But she stood resolute and quick, staring at me, as robust no doubt as she'd ever been, the hospital gown
now skimpy and straining to contain her. All that juicy and enticing flesh restored.

| brushed off the petals that clung to me. | got up on my feet. | was dizzy still, but healing fast. My mind
was clouded and it was almost a nice feeling, a delicious blurring of the light and warmth in the room,
and | had a swift, profound sense of love for Mona and Quinn and a profound sense that we'd be together
for along time, just the three of us. Three of us.

Quinn appeared shining and steadfast in this feverish vision of mine. That had been his charm for me
from the beginning of knowing him, a secular crown prince of sorts, full of openness and self-confidence.



L ove would always save Quinn. Losing Aunt Queen, he had been sustained on the love he'd felt for her.
The only one he had hated, he had killed.

"May | give her my blood?" he asked. He reached out for me, squeezed my shoulder and bent forward
hesitantly and then kissed me.

How he could take his eyes off her | didn't know.

| smiled. | was gaining my bearings. Oncle Julien was nowhere about that | could see.
"Nowhere," echoed Quinn.

"What are you saying?' asked the shining newborn.

"Oncle Julien, | saw him," but | shouldn't have said it.

Sudden shadow in her face. "Oncle Julien?"

"But he was bound to-." Quinn said. "At Aunt Queen's funeral | saw him, and it was as if he was warning
me. It was his duty, but what does it matter now?"

"Don't give her your blood,” | said to Quinn. "Keep your minds open to each other. Of course you'll
depend on words, no matter how much you read of each other's thoughts, but don't exchange blood. Too
much, and you'll lose the mutual telepathy."

She reached out her arms to me. | embraced her, squeezed her tight, marveling at the power she'd already
achieved. | felt humbled by the Blood rather than proud of any excess to which I'd taken the whole
process. | gave alittle accepting laugh as | kissed her, which she returned in her enchantment.

If any onetrait in her made me aslave it was her green eyes. | hadn't realized how clouded they'd been by
her illness. And now as | held her back, | saw a sprinkling of freckles across her face, and a flash of her
beautiful white teeth as she smiled.

She was a small thing for all her magical health and restoration. She brought out the tendernessin me,
which few people do.

But it was time to move out of the rhapsody. Much as | hated it. The practical matters came to intrude.

"Okay, my love," | said. "Y ou're going to know one last bout of pain. Quinn will see you through it. Take
her into the shower, Quinn. But first, arrange some clothes for her. On second thought, you leave that to
me. I'll tell Jasmine she needs a pair of jeans and a shirt."



Mona laughed almost hysterically.
"We're always subject to this mixture of the magic and the mundane,” | replied. "Get used to it."

Quinn was all seriousness and apprehension. He went over to his desk, punched in the intercom number
for the kitchen and gave the order for the clothes to Big Ramona, telling her to leave them right outside
the door. Okay, good. All the roles of Blackwood Farm are played smoothly.

Then, Mona, stunned and dreaming, asked if she might have awhite dress, or if there might be awhite
dress downstairs in Aunt Queen's room.

"A white dress," said Mona, asif she were caught in some poetic net as strong as her mental pictures of
drowning Ophelia. "And is there lace, Quinn, lace that nobody would mind if | wore. . ."

Quinn turned to the phone again, gave the orders, yes, Aunt Queen's silks, make it all up. "Everything
white," he said to Big Ramona. His voice was gentle and patient. "Y ou know, Jasmine won't wear the
white dresses. Y es, for Mona. If we don't use them, they will all end up packed away. In the attic. Aunt
Queen loved Mona. Stop crying. | know. | know. But Mona can't go around in this disgusting hospital
gown. And someday, fifty years from now, Tommy and Jerome will be unpacking all those clothes and
figuring what to do with it al and . . . just bring something up here now."

As he turned back to us his eye fastened on Mona and he stopped in histracks asif he couldn't believe
what he saw, and a dreadful expression came over him, as though he only just realized what had
happened, what we'd done. He murmured something about white lace. | didn't want to read his mind.
Then he came forward and took Monain hisarms.

"This mortal death, Ophelia, it won't be much,” he said. "I'll get into the stream with you. I'll hold you.
WEe'll say the poetry together. And after that, there's no pain. There'sthirst. But never any pain." He
couldn't hold her close enough.

"And will | aways see as| see now?' she asked. The words about the death meant nothing to her.
"Yes," hesad.

"I'm not afraid,” she said. She meant it.

But she still had no real grasp of what had been done. And | knew in my heart, the heart | closed off from
Quinn and the heart she couldn't read, that she really hadn't consented to this. She hadn't been able.

What did this mean to me? Why am | making such a big deal of it?



Because I'd murdered her soul, that's why.

I'd bound her to the Earth the way we were bound, and now | had to seeto it that she became that vampire
which 1'd seen in my moment of intense dream. And when she finally woke to what she'd become she
might go out of her mind. What had | said of Merrick? The ones who reached for it went mad sooner than
those who were stolen, as | had been.

But there wasn't time for this sort of thinking.

"They're here," she said. "They're downstairs. Can you hear them?' She was alarmed. And asis always
the case with the new ones, every emotion in her was exaggerated.

"Don't fear, pretty girl,” | said. "I'm on to them."

We were talking about the rumblings from the front parlor below. Mayfairs on the property. Jasmine
fretful, walking to and fro. Little Jerome trying to slide down the coiling banister. Quinn could hear all
thistoo.

It was Rowan Mayfair and Fr. Kevin Mayfair, the priest for the love of Heaven, come with an ambulance
and anurse to find her and take her back to the hospital, or at least to discover whether she was alive or
dead.

That wasit. | got it. That's why they'd taken their time. They thought that she was already dead.

And they were right. She was.

4
| UNLOCKED the bedroom door.

Big Ramona stood there with an armful of white clothes.
Quinn and Mona had disappeared into the nearby bathroom.

"Y ou're wanting this for that poor child?' Big Ramona said. Small-boned woman, white hair, sweet-
faced, starched white apron. (Grandmother of Jasmine.) Deeply troubled. "Now, don't you just grab for
al this, I've got it folded!"



| stood back to let her march into the room and lay the pile on the flower-strewn bed. "Now, there's
underwear and slips here, too," she declared. She shook her head. The shower was running in the bath.
She passed me as she went out, making her share of little grumbling noises.

"I can't believe that girl is still breathing,” she said. "It's some kind of miracle. And her family down there
brought Fr. Kevin with the Holy Oils. Now, | know Quinn lovesthat girl, but where does it say in the
Gospel that you have to let a person die in your house, and what with Quinn's mother sick, you knew that
didn't you, and Quinn's mother run off somewhere, did you know that, Patsy's up and gone-"

(Flash on memory of Patsy, Quinn's mother: country-western singer with poofed hair and painted
fingernails, dying of AIDS in the bedroom opposite, no longer up to putting on her fringed leather outfits
with the high boots and war paint makeup and going out, just pretty on the couch in white nightgowns
when | had last seen her, lady full of irrational and overriding hate for Quinn, atwisted kind of sibling
rivalry from awoman who'd been sixteen when Quinn was born to her. Now vanished.)

"-and leaving all her medicine behind, sick as sheis. Oh Patsy, Patsy, and Aunt Queen just laid in the
grave, and then this redheaded child coming here, I'm telling you!"

"Well, maybe Mona's dead," | said, "and Quinn's washing her corpse in the bathtub."
She broke into laughter, muffling it with her hand.

"Oh, you're adevil," she said. "Y ou're worse than Quinn," she went on flashing her pale eyes at me, "but
don't you think | don't know what they're doing in that shower together. And what if she does diein there,
what about that, are we going to be patting her dry with towels and laying her out like it didn't happen
and-"

"Well, shelll bereally clean,”" | said with a shrug.

She shook her head, trying not to laugh out loud, and then shifted emotional gears as she headed back to
the hall, laughing and talking to nobody as she went on, ". . . and what with his mother running off, and
she sick as adog, and nobody knows where she is, and those Mayfairs downstairs, it's a wonder they
didn't bring the sheriff."” And into the back bedroom she went, The Angel of Hot Coffee, where Nash and
Tommy talked in hushed voices, and Tommy cried over the loss of Aunt Queen.

It occurred to me with uncommon strength that | had grown too fond of all these people, that | understood
why Quinn insisted on remaining here, playing the mortal aslong as he could, why the entirety of
Blackwood Farm had a hold on him.

But it was time to be awizard. Time to buy some time for Mona, time to make her absence somehow
acceptable to the witches below.



Besides, | was curious about the creatures in the double parlor, these intrepid psychics who fooled the
mortals around them as surely as we vampires did, pretending to be wholesome and regular human beings
while they contained a host of secrets.

| hurried down the circular stairs, grabbed up tiny Jerome with his big tennis shoes off the banister just in
time to save hislife as he nearly fell some ten feet to the marbletile floor below, and put him in the
waiting arms of a very anxious Jasmine; and then, gesturing to her that everything would be al right, |
went into the cooler air of the front room.

Dr. Rowan Mayfair, founder and head of Mayfair Medical, was seated in one of the mahogany chairs
(picture nineteenth-century Rococo, black lacquer and velvet), and her head turned sharply asif jerked by
acord when | entered.

Now, we had seen each other before, as | noted, at Aunt Queen'sfuneral Massin St. Mary's Assumption
Church. In fact, I'd sat dangerously close to her, being in the pew right in front of her. But I'd been better
camouflaged at the time by ordinary clothes and sunglasses. What she saw now was the Brat Princein his
frock coat and handmade lace, and I'd forgotten to put on my sunglasses, which was just a stupid mistake.

| hadn't had areally good look at her at al. Now | found myself instantly fascinated, which wasn't too
comfortable since it was my role to fascinate as our conversation went on.

Her lean oval face was delicately sculpted and as clean as alittle girl's and needed nothing in the way of
paint to make it remarkable, with its huge gray eyes and cold flawless mouth. She wore a severe, gray
wool pants suit, with ared scarf wrapped around her neck and tucked down into her lapels, and her short
ash blond hair appeared to curl under naturally just below the soft line of her jaw.

Her expression was intensely dramatic, and | sensed an immediate and sweeping probe of my mind,
which | locked up tight. | felt chills down my backbone. She was creating this.

She had fully expected to read my thoughts and she couldn't. And she was blocked from knowing what
was going on upstairs. She didn't like it. But to put it more Biblically, she was deeply grieved.

And being shut out, she tried to make sense of my appearance, not at all concerned with the superficial
eccentricity of the frock coat and my messy hair, but of elements which were more purely vampiric-the
subtle sheen of my skin and the electric blue of my eyes.

| had to start talking quickly, but let mefill you in first on my instantaneous take on the other Mayfair-Fr.
Kevin-who was standing at the far mantel, the only other occupant of the room.

Nature had dealt him the same cards as Mona-deep green eyes and red hair. In fact, he could have been
her big brother, the genes were so close, and he was my height, six feet, and well built. He wore clerica
black with the white Roman collar. And he was not the witch Rowan was, but he was more than slightly



psychic, and | could read him easily: he thought | was weird and he was hoping Mona was aready dead.

| sparked off the memory of him at Massin his Gothic robes holding the chalice in his hands.Thisis my
blood. And for reasons | couldn't possibly explain, | was taken slap back to my village childhood in
France, to the ancient church and the village priest saying those very same words, chalice in hand, and for
amoment | lost my perspective on everything. Other mortal memories threatened, perfected in color and
lucidity. | saw the monastery where I'd studied, so happy, where I'd so wanted to be a monk. Oh, thiswas
sickening.

And with another decided chill, | realized that Dr. Mayfair had caught these images out of my mind
before | closed it up again.

| shook it off, annoyed for a moment that the double parlor was so crowded with shadow. Then my eyes
latched on to the stark, don't belong, figure of Oncle Julien, three-dimensional and exquisitely solidin a
dlim gray suit, standing in the far corner, arms folded, eying me with calculating opposition. He was
fiercely actual, and fiercely bright.

"What's wrong with you?' Dr. Rowan Mayfair asked. Her voice was deep, husky and sensual. Her eyes
were still picking me apart.

"Y ou don't see any ghost in here, do you?' | blurted out without thinking, the ghost just standing there all
the while as it came clear to me that of course they didn't, neither of them. This shining and self-
contained menace had it in for me.

"No, | don't see anything,"” Rowan answered promptly. "There's aghost in thisroom that | ought to see?*
Women with these husky voices have a miracul ous advantage.

"Y ou do have your ghosts here," Fr. Kevin said acceptingly. Y ankee accent. Boston. "As Quinn'sfriend, |
thought you'd know."

"Oh, | do, yes," | said. "But | never get used to them. Ghosts scare me. So do angels.”
"And didn't you hold an exorcism to get rid of Goblin?" asked the priest, throwing me off guard.

"Yes, and it worked," | said, glad of the distraction. "Goblin's gone from this house, and Quinn's free of
him for thefirst timein hislife. | wonder what it will mean to him."

Oncle Julien didn't budge.

"Where is she?" asked Rowan, meaning Mona, who else?



"She wants to stay here," | said. "Y ou know, it'ssimple." | crossed in front of her and sat down in a chair
with its back to the floor lamp, putting myself in a bit of shadow, and so | could see everyone, even my
nemesis. " She doesn't want to die at Mayfair Medical. She managed to drive the limousine all the way
over here. You know Mona. And she's with Quinn upstairs. | want you to trust us. Leave her with us.
WEe'll take care of her. We can call Aunt Queen's old nurse to help us.”

Rowan was staring at me asif 1'd lost my mind.

"Do you realize how difficult it's going to be?' she asked. She sighed and a great weariness showed itself
in her, but only for an instant. "Do you realize how difficult it can get?'

"Y ou've brought the oxygen and morphine, haven't you?' | glanced over my shoulder in the direction of
the ambulance out front. "L eave them. Cindy, the nurse, will know how to use them."

Rowan raised her eyebrows. Same weariness again, but her strength was greater. She was trying to figure
me out. Absolutely nothing about me frightened her or repelled her. | found her beautiful. There was a
limitless intelligence behind her eyes.

"Quinn can't possibly understand what he's taking on," she said gently. "I don't want him to be hurt. |
don't want her to die in pain. Do you follow me?"

"Of coursel do," | said. "Trust me that we'll call you when it'stime.”
She bowed her head, but only for a second.

"No, no, you don't understand,” she said, the husky voice so expressive of concern. "There's no
reasonable explanation for her being still aive right now."

"It's her will," | countered. I'm telling you the truth, there is no reason to be concerned for her. "She's
resting, free of pain,” | said.

"That's impossible," Rowan whispered.
Something flickered in her expression.
"Who are you?' she asked, that deep voice underscoring her seriousness.

| was the one being spellbound. | couldn't break loose of her. | felt the chills again. The room was too
dim. | wanted to tell Jasmine to turn up the chandelier.

"My name doesn't matter,” | said, but it was hard for me to speak.



What was it about this woman? Why was her strip down beauty so provocative and threatening? | wanted
to see into her soul but she was far too clever to let it happen. Yet | sensed secretsin her, atrove of them,
and | felt an electric connection to the monster child that Mona had revealed to me when | made her, and

other things.

| knew suddenly this woman was hiding something dreadful to her own conscience, that the dominant
note of her character was this concealment and this conscience, and a great striving rooted in her
brilliance and her guilt. | wanted it, whatever she was hiding, just to know it for a moment, just to know it
in warmth with her. | would have given anything-.

She looked away from me. | had unwittingly stared her down and lost her, and she was fumbling silently,
and | almost saw it: a power over life and death.

Fr. Kevin spoke up:

"I have to see Mona before we go," he said. "I must talk to Quinn, about the exorcism. | used to see
Goblin, you understand. I'm concerned for both of them. Y ou have to tell Monawe're here-."

He had taken a chair opposite me and | hadn't even noticed. "Perhaps we should both see her," he said to
Rowan. "Then we can decide what to do." His was a gentle voice, perfect for a priest, humble yet totally
unaffected.

| locked eyes with him, and it seemed for an instant | caught hold of shared secrets, things that they all
knew, these Mayfairs, things they couldn't tell, things so profoundly connected to their wealth and their
roots that they could never be outgrown or expurgated or overcome. With Fr. Kevin it was doubly hard
because he was the confessor of this family, bound by that sacred oath, and also he'd been told things he
could scarce believe and it had profoundly changed him.

But he too knew how to lock his mind. And again, all | got when | probed him was that aching memory
of my own childhood schooling, of my wanting so badly to be good. An echo of my own mental voice
coming back on me. | hated it. Away with it! It struck me, sharp and hard, that | had been given so many
chances to save my soul that my entire life had been constructed around these chances! That was my
nature-going from temptation after temptation, not to sin, but to be redeemed.

I'd never seen my life that way before.
Had that long-ago boy, Lestat, fought hard enough, he could have become a monk.
"Accursed!" whispered the ghost.

"That's not possible,” | said.



"Not possible to see her!" Rowan said. "Y ou can't be serious.”

| heard a soft laughter. | turned around in the chair.

To my far right the ghost was laughing. “Now what are you going to do, Lestat?' he asked.
"What isit?' asked Rowan. "What are you seeing?"

"Nothing," | insisted. "Y ou can't see her. | promised her. No one would come up. For God's sakes, let her
alone." | threw al my conviction behind it. | suddenly felt desperate. "L et her die the way she wants, for
the love of Heaven. Let her go!"

She glared at me, glared at this display of emotion. An immense inner suffering was suddenly visible in
her face, as if she could no longer conceal it, or asif my own outburst, muted as it had been, had ignited
the dim fireinside of her.

"He'sright," said Fr. Kevin. "But you understand, we have to stay here."

"And it's not going to be very long," said Rowan. "We'll wait quietly. If you don't want usin the house. .

"No, no, of course you're welcome,” | said."Mon Dieu!"
Again came the ghostly laughter.

"Y our hospitality iswretched!" said Oncle Julien. "Jasmine has not even offered them a cracker and glass
of water. | am appalled.”

| was bitterly amused by that, and | doubted the truth of it. | found myself worrying about it and became
incensed! And at the same time | heard something, something nobody in the room could hear, except
perhaps the laughing ghost. It was the sound of Mona crying, nay, sobbing. | had to go back to Mona.

All right, Lestat, be a monster. Throw the most interesting woman you've ever met out of the house.

"Listen to me, both of you," | said, fixing Rowan in my gaze, and then flashing on Fr. Kevin. "l want you
to go home. Mona's as psychic asyou are. It distresses her dreadfully that you're down here. She sensesiit.
Shefeelsit. It addsto her pain.” (All thiswas true, wasn't it?) "I gotta go back up there now and comfort
her. Please leave. That's what she wants. That's what gave her the strength to drive here. Now | promise
you | will contact you when it's al over. Please go."

| rose, and | took Rowan's arm and all but lifted her out of the chair.



"You are a perfect lout," said the ghost, disgustedly.
Fr. Kevin was on hisfeet.

Rowan stared at me, transfixed. | guided her into the hallway and to the front door, and the priest
followed.Trust in me. Trust that it's what Mona wants.

Could they hear Mona's sobs now?

Without taking my eyes off Rowan's eyes, | opened the front door. Blast of summer heat, scent of
flowers. "Y ou go now," | said.

"But the oxygen, the morphine,”" said Rowan. Whiskey voice, they called it. It was so seductive. And
behind her delicate probing frown was this conflict, this unadmitted and sinful power. What was it?

We stood on the front porch, like dwarves underneath the columns. The purple light was suddenly
soothing and the moment lost its proportions. It was like eternal dusk here in the country. | could hear the
birds of the night, the distant unquiet waters of the swamp.

Fr. Kevin instructed the orderlies. They brought in the supplies.

| couldn't break away from this woman. What had | been saying to her? The ghost was laughing. | was
getting confused.

What is your secret?

| felt aphysical push, as though she had stretched out her two hands and laid them on my chest and tried
to move me back from where | stood. | saw the ghost over her shoulder. It came from her, the push. It had
to come from her.

Her face was engraved with a hostile beauty.
She tossed her hair just dlightly, let it stroke her cheeks.

She narrowed her eyes. "Take care of Monafor me," she said. "l love her with al my heart. Y ou cannot
know what it meansto methat | failed with her-that all my gifts, all my resources-."

"Of course. | know how you love her,” | said. "I love her and | hardly know her." Thiswas babble. This
woman was suffering. Was | suffering? The ghost was accusing me. A tall man right behind her but she
had no sense of him.



What was it that was slipping out of her conscious to me? Something so very dreadful that it had shaped
her entire existence; and she felt it keenly at this moment. | have taken life.

| shuddered. Her eyes wouldn't let me move.
| have taken life again and again.

The orderlies swept by with more equipment. Cool air flooded out of the open front door. Jasmine was
there. The ghost stood firm. It seemed to me that the curve of the limbs of the pecan trees marching down
the gravel drive meant something, a secret communication from the Lord of the Universe, but what?

"Cometome," | said to Rowan. A life founded upon suffering, upon reparation. | couldn't bear it, | had to
touch it, enclose it, saveit.

| took her in my arms, Dear God Forgive Me, kissing her cheeks and then her mouth. Don't fear for
Mona.

"Y ou don't understand," she whispered. In a scalding moment | saw the hospital room, atorture cell of
machines and pulsing numbers, glistening plastic bags feeding into dangling tubes, and Mona sobbing,
sobbing the way she was now, and Rowan standing in the doorway.Almost used the power, almost killed-.

"I see, | do," | said. "And it was not the right time and she wanted to come to Quinn,” | whispered the
wordsin her ear.

"Yes," shesaid, her own tearsrising, "and | frightened her. Y ou see. She knew what | meant to do, she
knew | had the power, it would have showed up as a stroke on the autopsy, just a stroke, but she knew! |
amost. . . . | terrified her. And. . . ."

| held her so tight. | drew in my breath.

| kissed her tears. | wished | wasasaint. | wished | was the priest who stood by the car waiting for her,
pretending not to see our kissing. What was kissing? Mortal kissing? | kissed her mouth again. Mortal
loving and all the while the thundering desire for the link of the blood, not her death, no, Dear God, no,
just the link of the blood, the knowing. Who was this Rowan Mayfair! My head swam.

And the ghost beyond her glared as though he'd harrow Hell to bring its forces against me.

"How could you tell when was the right moment?* | answered. "And the thing to cling to is that you
didn't do it. And now she has her time with Quinn." Oh, such deceitful euphemisms for one who detests
all euphemisms, and with reason. | kissed her hard and eagerly and felt her body soften, felt her lock to
me for one precious instant, and then the flash of icy coldness as she pulled away.



She hurried down the steps, her heels barely making a sound. Fr. Kevin was holding the door of the car
open for her. The ambulance was already backing up. She turned and looked at me and then she waved at
me.

Such atender, unexpected gesture. | felt my heart grow huge, and its beating too much for me.

No, you poor darling. You didn't kill her. I did it. I killed her. I'm guilty. And she's sobbing again. And
the ghost knows.

5
NONE OF THE MORTALS in the house could hear Mona sobbing. The walls were too thick.

Meantime, the middle of the dining room table was being draped and set for supper, and Jasmine wanted
to know if Quinn and | would join Tommy and Nash; | told her No, we couldn't leave Mona, which she
already knew.

| told her to please call Cindy, the Nurse, though she probably wasn't needed, and to put the oxygen tank
and the medicine out of the way. (Actualy, thislovely lady spells her name Cyndy, so we will start
spelling it this way from here on.)

| went into the living room. | tried to clear my head. The simple perfume of Rowan on my hands
paralyzed me. | had to get straight.

Snap to atender affection for everybody in the house. Go to Mona.

What was all this succumbing to a human witch! The entire Mayfair family was full of troublemakers!
Mayfair design and Mayfair will were quickening my pulse. | think | even cursed Merrick, that she had
planned to immolate herself last night on that altar, that she'd somehow found away to save her immortal
soul, and left me to my own usual damnation.

And then there was the ghost. The Mayfair ghost had returned to his corner. He stood there giving me the
most malevolent look I've ever seen on any creature, vampire or human.

| took his measure: amale, aged sixty perhaps, short curly hair, snow white; eyes gray or black; excellent
facial features and regal bearing, though why the age of sixty | couldn't figure unless he'd felt most
especially powerful at that earthly time of life, because | knew for afact that he'd died long before Mona



and could therefore haunt in any guise he chose.

These thoughts didn't bait him. There was something so intrinsically menacing in his stillness that |
couldn't bear it.

"All right, then, be quiet," | said firmly. | detested the quaver in my voice. "Why the Hell are you
haunting me? Y ou think | can undo what I've done? | can't. Nobody can. Y ou want her to die, haunt her,
not me."

No changein him.

And no way could I trivialize and diminish the woman who'd just waved to me before stepping into the
car, salt of her tears still on my lipsto be licked. So why keep trying? What had befallen me?

Big Ramona, who happened to glance in from the hall, drying her hands on her apron, said, "And now we
have another madman talking to himself, and right by the desk that Grandpa William used to go to al the
time for no reason. Now that was a ghost that Quinn used to see, and me and Jasmine too."

"What desk, where?' | stammered. "Who is Grandpa William?' But | knew that story. And | saw the
desk. And Quinn had seen the ghost over and over pointing to the desk, and they had searched it over and
over, year in and year out, and found nothing.

Snap back, you idiot!
Upstairs Quinn tried tenderly and desperately to comfort Mona.

Tommy and the ever distinguished Nash came down for their dinner and passed, without noticing me,
into the dining room across the way, their low conversation uninterrupted throughout, and seated
themselves.

| went to the cameo case near the piano. That meant walking away from the ghost who was to my far
right, but it made no difference. His eyes followed me.

This case was where Aunt Queen's cameos were displayed, and it was never locked. | opened the glass
top-it was hinged like the cover of abook-and | picked up an oval cameo with atiny display of Poseidon
and his consort in achariot pulled by sea horses, with agod to lead them over billowing waves, al of this
spectacular progress intricately wrought. Cool.

| dipped the cameo into my pocket and went upstairs.

| found Monalying on the bed, crying dreadfully among the flowers, with a desperate Quinn standing by
the far side of the bed, leaning over her and trying to comfort her. Quinn was more frightened than I've



ever seen him. | made a quick gesture to let him know everything was working well.

The ghost wasn't in the room. | could neither feel him nor see him. Cagey. So he doesn't want to be seen
by Mona?

Monawas naked, Lady Godiva hair everywhere, her body shimmering and fine as she lay sobbing among
the poetic blooms; and the neat stack of Aunt Queen's white garments had fallen and was scattered all
over the floor.

For amoment | felt a deep stab of horror, ahorror | deserved and couldn't escape, and which | didn't
intend to confide to either Quinn or Mona as long as we all lived, no matter how many years or decades
that might be; a horror of what whim and will can do and had done. But as usual with grand moral
realizations, there was no time for it.

| looked at Quinn-my Little Brother, my pupil.

He'd been made by monsters he'd loathed and it had never occurred to him to weep in their presence.
What Monawas doing was entirely predictable.

| lay down on the bed right beside her, and when | lifted her hair back and looked into her eyes, she went
utterly silent.

"What the Hell's the matter with you?' | demanded.
A pause in which her loveliness struck me with all the subtilty of an avalanche.
"Well, nothing," she said, "if you're going to put it like that."

"For the love of God, Lestat," said Quinn, "don't be cruel to her. Surely you know what she's going
through.”

“I'm not being cruel," | said. (Who, me, cruel?) | kept my tight focus on her. "Are you afraid of me?" |
asked.

"No," she said. Her eyebrows puckered. The blood tears stained her cheeks. "It's only that | know so well
that | should have died," she said.

"Then sing arequiem,” | said. "L et me supply some words: 'O heat, dry up my brains! Tears seven-times
salt, burn out the sense and virtue of mine eye!" "

She laughed.



"Very well, honey bunch, let me hear it. I'm the Maker. Let it go."

"I knew that for so long, that | ought to die. God, when | think of it, it'sthe only thing | really know right
now! | was supposed to die." Her words flowed calmly. "People around me got so used to it, they slipped
up. They'd say, "Y ou used to be so beautiful, we'll never forget that.' Dying, that had become the central
obligation of my life. | used to lie there and try to figure how to make it easier for people. | mean they
were so miserable. Thiswent on slowly for years-."

"Keep talking," | said. | loved her easy trust, her immediate openness.

"There was a period of time where | could still enjoy music and chocolate, you know, special things, like
bed jackets with lace too. And | could dream of my child, my lost child. Then | couldn't really eat
anything anymore. And the music only made mejittery. | kept seeing people who weren't really there. |
thought Maybe | never had that child. Morrigan, gone so fast. But then | wouldn't have been dying if |
hadn't had Morrigan. | saw ghosts. . . ."

"Oncle Julien?' | asked.

She hesitated, then: "No. Oncle Julien only came to me way, way back, when he wanted me to do
something, and it was always in adream. Oncle Julien isin the Light. He doesn't come to the Earth unless
there's areally important reason.”

(Deep carefully concealed shudder.)

She went on, the vampiric musicality sharpening her soft words: "These ghosts | saw were just really
dead people like my father and my mother who were waiting for me-you know, the ones who come to
take you across-but they wouldn't speak to me. It wasn't time yet, that's what Fr. Kevin said. Fr. Kevin'sa
powerful witch. He never knew until he came home South. He goesinto St. Mary's Assumption Church
in the night when it's completely dark except for the candles, you know, and he lies down on the marble,
full-length, you know-."

(Secret heartache. | know. )

"-and with his arms outstretched, he contemplates Christ on the Cross. He imagines himself kissing the
bloody wounds of Christ."

"And you in your pain? Did you pray?"'

"Not very much," she said. "It was like prayer would have required a certain coherence. Thislast year, |
was incapabl e of that coherence.”



"Ah, yes, | see," | said. "Go on."

"And things happened,” she said. "People wanted me to die. Something happened. Someone . . . People
wanted meto get it over with. . . ."

"Did you want to get it over with?"

She didn't answer right away, then she said, "I wanted to escape. But when someone . . . someone. . . . My
thoughts became-"

"-became what?"
"Becametrivial."
"No, not s0," | insisted.

"How to get out of the room, how to get all the way down the steps, how to scoot behind the wheel of the
limo, how to get the flowers, how to get to Quinn-."

"| see. Poetic. Specific. Not trivial."

"A destination with the sanction of poetry, perhaps," she said. " 'There with fantastic garlands did she
come.' And so | did."

"Most certainly,” | said. "But before you could do it-you were going to say something, you were about to
say something about someone. . . ."

Silence.

"Then Rowan came," she said. "Y ou don't know my cousin Rowan."
(I don't?)

Flash of painin her clear brilliant eyes.

"Y eah, well, Rowan came," she said. "Rowan has this power. . . ."
"Was it for your sake or her sake that she was going to kill you?'

She smiled. "l don't know. | don't think she knew, either."



"But she realized you knew and she didn't use her power."

"| told her, | said, 'Rowan, you're scaring me! Stop it, you're scaring me!' And she burst into tears. Or was
it me?1 think | burst into tears! It was one of us. | was so scared.”

"And so you escaped.”

"Yes, | did, indeed | did."

" "'Which time she chanted snatches of old tunes.'"

She smiled again. Would she talk about the Woman Child? She lay very still.
| could feel Quinn's anxiety, and the outpouring of hislove.

All the while, he hadn't moved the hand that lay on her shoulder.

"I'm not dying," she said with a shrug. "I'm here."

“No, you're not," | said, "that's finished."

"I've got to reach back and remember when | wanted things."

"No, you don't," | said. "That's mortal talk. Y ou're Mona-Born to Darkness now." | tried to take it slowly,
watching her smile come and go. Faint freckles on her face. The inevitable glister of her skin.

"That'sit," | said. "Let your eyes drink mein. You're seeing colors you never saw before. You're realizing
sensations you never even dreamt about. The Dark Blood's a magnificent teacher. Y ou shiver because
you think the pain's going to come back, but you couldn't go back to that pain if you wanted to. Stop
shivering. | mean it. Stop."

"What are you asking of me?' she said, "that | surrender to you or to the Blood?'

| laughed under my breath. "I don't know why women always surprise me," | said. "Men don't. | think |
underestimate women in general. They distract me. Their loveliness always strikes me as alien."

She laughed outright. "What do you mean, alien?"
"You're the Great Unknown, Sweetheart."

"Elaborate," she said.



"Well, think about Adam in the Bible, | mean this guy isthe Wimp of All Time saying to Almighty God,
the Creator, Y ahweh Who made the stars, "The woman gave meto eat!' | mean the poor slob isjust a
spineless hopeless jerk! And thisis Original Sin, no less! The Primal Catastrophe. Oh, | mean-pa-lease.
BUT! When you see a magnificent woman-like you-with your green eyes just the perfect distance apart,
tinsel voice giving out intelligent words, lying naked and staring with an expression of keen unerring
comprehension, you can sort of read into Adam an inevitable bafflement in the face of Eve, something
that defies clarification, and that's how Adam could come up with such aludicrous excuse! 'This
completely weird, way out, strange, mysterious inscrutable seductive being which you made out of my
rib, gave meto eat.' Get it?"

Quinn gave me alittle laugh against hiswill. He was seething with possessiveness. Me and her on the
bed. But thiswas nice, his laughter.

| locked in on her again. Enough about the Garden of Eden. (And enough about what had just happened
downstairs on the front porch between me and someone infinitely better than any figment of my longing.)

Hell. It was the damned flowers all over the bed! She was patiently waiting, naked breasts against me, red
hair snarled in the roses, just looking at me, green eyes and soft mouth actually sweet. A preternatural
being, and | had known the most miraculous of them. What was getting to me? Kindly continue as if
nothing was wrong.As if you have not done Evil again, you fiend!

"Surrender to both of us, me and the Blood," | said. "l want you and Quinn to be perfect the way I'm not.
| want to take you through an apprenticeship that's flawless. Y ou hear me? Quinn was twice maimed
when twice born. Bad mothers. | want to erase that from his heart.”

| felt Quinn's gentle squeeze on my arm. An assent even though | was lying practically on top of the
succulent little love of hislife, now transformed into his immortal companion.

"The Blood told me things," she said. She wasin no hurry. Her tears were dried, like ashes flaking on her
cheeks. "It was coherent, the Blood," she said. "I didn't realize it until it was over. It felt too good. Then
came the thoughts. | know you've survived centuries. You've even survived yourself. You went into a
desert place like Christ. Y ou didn't die because your blood's too strong. Y ou're afraid you can't die.
Everything you've believed in has been shattered. Y ou tell yourself you have no illusions, but that's not
true."

She shivered again. It was advancing too fast for her. Maybe too fast for me. Where was that ghost? Tell
her about the ghost? No. | was relieved she couldn't read my mind anymore.

"I have no theology of us,” | said to her. | was really talking to Quinn too. "God tolerates us, but what
does that mean?"



She smiled amost bitterly. "Who has a theology of now, anyway?" she asked.
"Lots of people. Your Fr. Kevin, it seems," | replied.

"He has a Christology,"” she replied. "It's different.”

" Sounds awfully good to me," | said.

"Oh, come on, he couldn't convert you if he had the next hundred years."

| thought bitterly of Memnoch, the Devil. | thought of God Incarnate, with whom I'd spoken. | thought of
all my doubts that any of it had been real, of al my suspicions that | was the mere pawn of spiritsin some
elaborate game, and of how I'd fled Perdition, with its myriad roaring holographs of confrontational guilt
for the cold snow-filled streets of New Y ork, avowing the material, the sensual, the solid above all
illusions. Did | really not believe in those things which | saw? Or had | ssmply found that cosmos to be
unendurable?

| didn't know. | wanted to be asaint! | was frightened. | felt emptiness. What was the nature of her
monster child? | didn't want to know. Yes, | did.

And then | fixed my eyes on her. | thought of Quinn. And there flared for me in dim luminescence a
scheme of meaning.

"We do have myths," | said. "We had a goddess. But now is not the time for all those things. Y ou needn't
believe all I've seen. What | do haveto giveyouisavision. | think avision is stronger than an illusion.
And the vision is that we can exist as powerful beings without hurting anyone who's good and kind."

"Slay the Evil Doer," she said with inevitable innocence.

"Amen," | said. "Slay the Evil Doer. And then we do possess the world, the world you wanted when you
were a crazed kid, daydreaming on your long restless walks all over New Orleans, your professed
Wander Slut days, the little Sacred Heart Academy girl seducing all of her cousins, | know you, and
thriving at home on junk food and the computer, yeah, | saw it, your drunken parents safely out of your
hair, their names already inscribed in the Book of Death, all that before anything broke your heart.”

"Whoa!" She gave me back a soft laugh. " So vampires can say all those words without taking a breath.
You got it. And you just told me not to look back. Y ou like to give orders.”

" So we ransacked each other's souls during the Dark Trick, that's what's supposed to happen,” | said. "l
wish | could eat your little mind now. Y ou've got me puzzled. Dreaming dreams. I'm forgetting things,
like, for instance, that those | make in the Blood usually wind up despising me or leaving me for ssmpler
reasons."



"I don't want to leave you," she said. Then came the pucker of her red eyebrows again, tiny distinct
wrinkles in the smooth flesh that vanished instantly. "I'm thirsting," she said. "Am | supposed to thirst? |
can see blood. | can smell it. | want it."

| sighed. | wanted to give her mine. But it wasn't the right way to go about things. She needed her
appetite for the hunt. | was flustered suddenly.

Even Quinn, with all the adolescent mortal lust boiling in his brain, was handling her rebirth better than |
was. Let's get agrip.

| withdrew from the flower-strewn bower. Woke up to the room. And Quinn standing there, patient, with
so much confidence in me that he kept his jealousy in check. | sparked off his blue eyes.

She ruffled the flowers on the bed into ruin and mumbled poetry again.

| took her hand and brought her up off the bed and onto her feet. She shook all the petals out of her hair. |
tried not to look at her. She was as ripe and glowing as any dream-world sacrificial virgin. She sighed and
looked at all the scattered clothes.

Quinn gathered them up, swooping down, circling her carefully asif he didn't dare to touch her.

She looked at me. No flaw remained. All the bruises of those needles, they were gone as | knew they
would be. But I must confess (to you) that I'd been alittle unsure. She'd been so weak, so worked over, so
torn. But the cells had been there, hiding, waiting for the renewal. And the Blood had found them out and
re-created her.

Her lips were trembling alittle and she said in a half whisper,

"How long do you think before | can go to Rowan? | don't want to fake my death, tell them lies, all that,
disappear leaving a space where | was. |-. There are things | want to know from them. My child, you
know, she went away. We lost her. But maybe now . . ." She was looking around at the most common
objects, the bedpost, the edge of the velvet spread, the carpet under her naked toes. She flexed her toes.
"Maybe now. . . ."

"You don't haveto die," | said. "Isn't Quinn the clear proof of that? Quinn's been living here at
Blackwood Farm for ayear. Things arein limbo for you. Later on tonight you can call Rowan. Tell her
you're all right, that the nurseishere. . ."

"Yes..."

"She's a sweet and loving nurse whom | can dazzle like that, I've done it, | know, and they'll feed her



Creole chicken and rice in the kitchen. Y ou're blinding me, Beautiful. Put on your clothes."
"Right-O, Boss," she whispered.

A smileflitted across her face, but | could tell her mind was giving her no peace. One minute she was
looking at the flowers as though they were out to attack her and the next she was plunged into thought.

"But what about the people left in this house?' she asked. "They all saw mewhen | camein. | know what
| looked like. Wetell them it'samiracle?"

| burst out laughing.

"Isthere araincoat in your closet, Quinn?"

"I can think of something fancier than that," he replied.

"Cool. And you can carry her down the steps? | already told Clem we'd be going into New Orleans."”
"Right-O, Boss," she said again, with afaint smile. "What are we going to do in New Orleans?"

"Hunt," | said. "Hunt and drink from the Evil Doer. Y ou use your telepathic power to seek them out. But
I'm going to assist you. I'm going to lead you to the kill. I'm going to be there with you."

She nodded. "I'm positively parched," she said. Then her eyes went wide. Her tongue had just touched her
tiny fang teeth. "Good God," she whispered.

"He'sin Heaven," | said softly. "Don't let Him hear you."

She took the panties from Quinn and slipped them on, pulling them up over her little nest of red pubic
hair. That was ten times worse than pure nakedness. The lace dlip with its delicate straps came over her
head, a bit long for her because she wasn't astall as Aunt Queen had been, but otherwise it was fine, snug
over her breasts and hips, the broad lace hem just above her ankles.

Quinn took out his pocket handkerchief and wiped the caked blood off her cheeks. He kissed her, and she
fell to kissing him, and for a moment they were just lost to each other, kissing and kissing, like two long
graceful catslicking at each other.

He picked her up off her feet and wouldn't stop kissing her. They were both of them purring. He wanted
so badly to drink just ataste of her blood.

| Slumped down in the chair at Quinn's desk.



| listened to the house. Clatter of dishesin the sink, Jasmine talking. Cyndy, the Nurse, was there crying
at the sight of Aunt Queen's room; and where was Quinn's mother, Patsy? Clem out front waiting for us
with that big car, yes, right, don't frighten her by carrying her through the air; take the car.

In adaze of small considerations, | watched her slip on the silk dress. The silk dress appeared handmade
with embroidered cuffs and a tight embroidered collar that Quinn clasped at the back of her neck. It hung
to her ankles. It looked divine on her-like a gown rather than a dress. She was a barefoot princess. Oh
yeah, that's a cliché, well then, so is afulsome and comely young woman. Shoveit.

She put on a pair of slightly scuffed little white slippers, the kind you can buy in any drugstore, the ones
she'd obviously worn over here, and after she put her head back and tossed her hair, she was amost
complete. It was vampire hair now, and it needed no real brushing, each strand fighting with the strand
next to it, the whole voluminous and gleaming, her forehead high and well proportioned, with eyebrows
divinely set, and then she flashed on me. I'm still here, guys.

"It'stricky," she said gently, asif she didn't want to be rude to me. "He knows you have a cameo in your
pocket, and so | know because | can read his thoughts."

"Oh, so that's what I've done here," | said, laughing under my breath. "I forgot about the cameo." | gave it
to Quinn. | could foresee this triangular telepathy being something of a nightmare.

Y es, I'd wanted them free to read each other's thoughts, so why the Hell was | jealous?

Towering over her, he pinned the cameo carefully in the center of the embroidered white collar. It looked
old and fine.

Then in an anxious whisper he put a question to her.
"Y ou wouldn't wear Aunt Queen's high-heel shoes, would you?"
She went into ariot of soft laughter. So did I.

Till her dying day, Aunt Queen had apparently gone about in breakneck high heels with ankle straps and
open toes, some covered in rhinestones or, for al | knew, real diamonds. She'd had on such wondrous
shoes when | made her acquaintance.

One of the enduring ironies of her death was that she had been in her bare stocking feet when she suffered
the fall that killed her. But that was the evildoing of Goblin, who had deliberately startled her and even
pushed her.

So the shoes were innocent and there were probably piles of them in her closets downstairs.



But slap together the image of Mona, the tramp kid, in saddle oxfords, and any vision of Aunt Queen's
heels, and it was uproariously funny. Why would Mona do such athing as that to herself? And if you
knew how much Quinn noticed women's high heels-namely Jasmine's and Aunt Queen's, it was twice as
uproariously funny.

Mona was stuck someplace between vampire trance and total love, gazing into Quinn's earnest face trying
to figurethis.

"All right, Quinn, I'll try her shoes,” she said, "if you want me to." Now that was pure transnatural female.

He was on the phone to Jasmine in an instant. Bring upstairs Aunt Queen's finest big white satin wrapper-
one of the full-length articles with the ostrich feather trim, and a pair of her new heels, very glittery, and
hurry.

It didn't require avampire's hearing to pick up Jasmine's answer:

"Lawd! You're going to make that sick girl put on those things? Have you lost your mind, Little Boss! I'm
coming up there! And Cyndy, the Nurse, is here and sheis as shocked as | am, and she's coming with me,
and you better leave that child aone. Lawd! | mean Lawd! Y ou can't go undressing her like adoll, Taw-
guin Blackwood, you lunatic! Isthat child dead already? |s that what you're trying to tell me? Answer me,
Taw-quin Blackwood, thisis Jasmine talking to you! Do you even know that Patsy's run off and left all
her medicines, and nobody knows where the Hell she's gone? Now, | don't blame you for not caring about
Patsy but somebody's got to think of Patsy, and Cyndy's crying her eyes out down here over Patsy-."

"Jasmine, cam down," Quinn said. He went on in the most courteous and calm manner. "Patsy's dead. |
killed her night before last. | broke her neck and dumped her in the swamp and the alligators ate her. Y ou
don't have to worry about Patsy anymore. Throw her medicines in the trash. Tell Cyndy, the Nurse, to

have some supper. I'm coming down for Aunt Queen's shoes and negligee myself. Monais completely
better." He put down the phone and went straight out the door. "Latch this after me."

| obliged.

Mona looked at me searchingly.

"He was telling the truth about Patsy, wasn't he?' she asked. "And Patsy's his mother 2?7
| nodded. | shrugged.

"They'll never believe him," | said, "and it was the smartest thing for him to do. He can repeat that
confession until doomsday. But when you know more about Patsy, you'll understand.”



She looked horrified, and the Blood was intensifying it.
"Which was the smartest thing?' she asked. "Killing Patsy or telling them that?"

"Telling them iswhat | meant," | pursued. "Killing her only Quinn can explain. Patsy hated Quinn, | can
attest to that, and she was a hard merciless woman. She was dying of AIDS. She didn't have much time
on the mortal clock. The rest he can answer."

Mona was aghast, a virgin vampire about to faint from moral shock.

"In all the years I've known him, he has never mentioned Patsy to me or even answered by E-mail one
single solitary question about his mother."

| shrugged again. "He has his secrets as you have. | know the name of your child. Morrigan. But he
doesn't.”

She flinched.

There was the pounding sound of argument rising through the floor below. Even Nash and Tommy, fresh
from the supper table, had been pressed into the cause on Jasmine's side, and Big Ramona declared Quinn
anecromaniac. Cyndy the Nurse was sobbing.

"But still," said Mona, "to kill your own mother."

For one brief technicolor second, | let myself think of my own mother, Gabrielle, whom | had brought
into the Blood. Where in the wide world was she-that cold silent unmovable creature whose solitude was
unimaginable to me? It hadn't been so very long ago that I'd seen her. I'd see her again, some time or
other. There was no warmth, no solace, no understanding there. But what did it matter?

Quinn rapped on the door. | let himin. | could hear the engine of the limousine started outside. Clem was
getting ready for us. The night was hot. He was running the cooling. It would be sweet driving into New
Orleans.

Quinn leaned back against the door when it was shut and bolted, and took a deep breath. "It would have
been easier,” he said, "to rob the Bank of England.”

He thrust the glittering high-heel dlippersinto Mona's waiting hands.
She looked them over.

She dlipped them on her feet, gaining a good four inchesin height and atension in her legs that even



through the dress appeared ruthlessly seductive. The shoes were just atiny bit too short, but it was hardly
noticeable, the rhinestone-studded strap cutting across her toes exquisitely. He buckled one ankle strap as
she did the other.

She took the long white negligee from Quinn and put it on, wrapping it about her and laughing as the
shivering featherstickled her. It was loose and shimmering and gaudy and glorious.

was perfect. Just the beginning of her strength, and so some sense of frivolity inside of her wanted these
impossible torturous slippers. Round and around, and then she froze against the far window:

"Why on earth did you kill your mother?" she asked.

Quinn stared at her. He seemed at atotal loss. He went towards her in a great fluid gesture. He took her in
his arms and pressed her to him as he'd done before and said nothing. Momentary fear. The mention of
Patsy had enveloped him in darkness. Or maybe it was Aunt Queen'sfinery.

There came aloud rapping at the door. Jasmine's voice followed:
"Y ou open up, Little Boss, and let me see that child, or | swear to God I'll get the sheriff."

Cyndy's sweet voice followed, so reasonable and kind. "Quinn? Quinn, please let me have alook at
Mona?'

"Pick her up,” | said to Quinn. "Carry her through them, past them, down the stairs and out the front door
and into the car. I'm right with you."

6

WE WERE OUT OF THE HOUSE and on the road within three minutes, maybe less, moving on mortal time
so as not to alarm any further the full chorus of those shouting at us. Mona had sense enough to pull up
the shivering feathers of the wrapper over her face so that nothing could be seen of her but heaps of red
hair and dangling bejeweled feet, and we made our exit with polished polite assurances to the clamoring
herd, directing the profoundly indifferent Clem to head for New Orleans "immediately."

It was | who gave the command with a quick smile that elicited the driver's sarcastic expression and
shrug, but the mammoth limousine was soon rocking down the gravel drive, and Mona was between me
and Quinn in the back seat, and then and only then did | begin to scan the city of New Orleans for



possible victims.

"I can hear the voices like the din from Hell," | said. "Toughen up, baby. I'm looking for the eternal scum.
Call them grim soulless mortals feeding off the downtrodden or the downtrodden feeding off each other. |
always wonder-and never learn-whether or not the genuine Power Thugs ever stop to look at the violet
evening sky or the overhead branches of an oak. Crack peddlers, child killers, teenaged gangsters for a
fatal fifteen minutes, the morgue's never empty in our town, it's an eternal brew of calculated malice
mixed with moral ignorance."

Mona dreamed, staring out the windows, caught up in every shift of the landscape. Quinn could hear the
distant voices. Quinn could tune in from afar. Quinn was anxious, so in love with her, but far from happy.

The car gained speed as it took to the highway.

Mona gasped. She dlipped her fingers around my left arm. Y ou can never tell just what a fledgling will
do. It's all so intoxicating.

"Listen," | said. "Quinn and | are listening."

"l hear them," she said. "l can't take one thread from the knots, | can't. But look at the trees. There's no
tint on these windows. Mayfairs always tint their limousine windows."

"That was not Aunt Queen'sway," said Quinn, staring forward, washed in the voices. " She wanted the
clear glass so she could see out. She didn't care if people looked in."

"I keep waiting for it all to settle," Monawhispered.
"It never will," said Quinn. "It only gets better and better."

"Then trust me," she said to him, her fingers tightening on my arm. "Don't be so afraid for me. | have
requests.”

"Hit me with them, goon," | said.

"I want to go past my house-I mean the Mayfair house on First and Chestnut. I've been in the hospital for
two years. | haven't seen it."

"No," | said. "Rowan will sense your presence. She won't know what you are any more than she knew at
Blackwood Manor. But she'll know you're close. We're not going there. There'll come atime, but thisisn't
it. Go back to the thirst."



She nodded. She didn't fight me. | realized she hadn't fought me on anything.

But | knew she had heavy thoughts, more than usual links in the chain that bound fledglings to their
living past. Something was catching hold of her, something to do with the warped images she'd shown me
in the Blood-the Monstrous Offspring, the Woman Child. What had that been, that creature?

| didn't let Quinn pick this up from me. It was too soon to reveal all that. But he might well have caught it
al in the room when I'd brought her over. I'd belonged to her during those moments, exclusively and
dangerously. He might know all 1'd seen. And he might be reading it from her now, though | knew she
wasn't ready to reveal it.

The car was speeding across the lake. The lake looked like a huge dead thing rather than a body of living
water. But the clouds rose in a triumphant mass beneath the emerging moon. When you're a vampire you
can see the clouds that others can't see. Y ou can live off things like that when faith is destroyed-the
random shifting shapes of clouds, the seeming sentience of the moon.

“No, | need to go there," she said suddenly. "I have to see the house. | haveto."

"What isthis, adamned mutiny?' | answered. | was just congratulating you in my mind that you didn't
fight me."

"What? Do | get amerit badge for that?' she fired back. "We don't have to go close to the house," she
went on, sob in her throat. "I just need to see those Garden District streets."

"Oh yeah, right," | said under my breath. "Y ou care that you'll draw them right out of the house, right out
of their peace of mind? Y ou ready to follow up on that in some way? Of course I'm not saying you have
to follow up. You understand, I'm just trying to respond to you and Mr. Quinn Blackwood as exemplary
decent little people. | myself? I'm a scoundrel.”

"Beloved Boss," she said with astraight face, "let me just go as close as we can, as close as you can
figure. No, | don't want to rile them up. | hate theidea. But | wasin solitary confinement for two years."

"Where are we headed, Lestat?' Quinn asked. "Will we hunt downtown?’

"Back of towniswhat | liketo call it,” | said. "No Creole like meis going to call it downtown. Y ou know
where the scum grows on the bricks. Listen for the city, Mona."

"I hear it," she answered. "It's like opening a floodgate. And then the discrete voices. Plenty of discrete
voices. Bickering, threats, even the muffled snap of guns. . ."

"The town's full tonight in spite of the heat," | said. "People are out on the streets, thoughts flooding me
in sickening waves. If | was a saint, thisiswhat | would haveto listen to al the time.”



"Y eah, like prayers,” she said. "All those petitions.”

"Saints haveto work," | said, asif | really knew.

And then with one fine blow it struck me. Their presence.

It hit Quinn at the same instant, and he said, "My God" under his breath. He was astonished.
"Closein on them," | said.

"What isit?' Monaasked. "I can't hear it." Then she locked her eyes on Quinn.

Oh, this was nothing short of providential! | was absolutely furious and deliriously happy at the same
time. | closed my focus.

Oh, yeah, right, killing at random as they fed, a pair of male and female vampires, constitutionally cruel,
high-toned, style versus character, brilliant gold and brand-name leather, drunk on their powers, lapping
up New Orleans asif it weren't real, baiting the "great vampire Lestat,” in whom they didn't really believe
(who does?), prancing through my French Quarter streetsto alavish lair in apricey hotel, key in the lock,
blood full, laughter echoing to the ceiling, turn on the TV, donein for the night, innocent victims strewn
in the back alleys, but not all of them, ready to groove on music or the color images of the mortal world,
feeling totally superior, vague plan to sleep in the day in the filthy old whitewashed tombs of St. Louis
No. 1 Cemetery, like, very bold! Unwittingly waiting to die.

| sat back laughing under my breath.

"Thisistoo rich! Too deliciously wicked! She'sup for it. Don't give it another thought. It's the lightning
narcotic of enemy blood. It's perfect for her. And the sooner she learnsto fight her own kind the better.
Same for you, Quinn. You've never had to battle the cosmic trash that's out there."

"But this has to be perfect for her, Lestat," Quinn said. "Y ou know what happened on my first night. |
blundered. | can't let something ugly and bad happen to her-."

"Y ou're breaking my tender little heart,” | said. "Are you and she going in alone? | am going with you.
Y ou honestly think | can't handle this pair of mavericks? I've made myself too domestic for you, Quinn.
Y ou forget who | am and maybe | do too."

"But how will it end?" he persisted.

"Y our innocence is so genuine," | responded.



"Y ou should know that by now!" he said. And then at once, "I'm sorry. Forgive me. It's only-."

"Listen to me, both of you," | said. "We're talking the misbegotten of Hell. They've been swaggering
through eternity for a decade at most, just long enough to make them very cocky. I'll get the lowdown on
their souls before | dispatch them, of course. But as of now | know they're outlaws. And | don't like them.
And vampire blood is aways hot. And the fighting will be good. They're greedy filth. They break the
peace on my streets. That's a death sentence, at least when | have the time for it. And right now | have the
time, and you have the thirst, and that's what interests me. No more questions.”

A little laugh came from Mona. "And | wonder how their blood tastes,” she said, "but | wouldn't dare ask
you. Let'sjust say I'm up for it if you say so."

"Y ou're amocking little thing," | replied. "Do you like to fight? Fighting with mortals is no fun because
it's no fair. No honor-bound immortal would do it any more than necessary. But fighting with these
revenantsis going to be great. And you can never tell how strong they're going to be, absolutely never.
Then there are the images that come through their blood-sizzling, more electric than those from the
human prey."

Squeeze of her hand.

Quinn was distressed. He thought of the night he first hunted: a wedding in Naples, and the bride had
pulled him into a bedroom, intent on a caper to cut her new spouse, and he'd drunk her dry, spilling the
first draught all over her dress. Over and over herelived that fall from grace, that awful moment of the
full curse.

“Little Brother," | said. "Those were human beings. Look at me."
He turned towards me, and in the flashing lights of the freeway | peered into his eyes.

"I know I've played it elegant with you up till now," | said. "I've played the sage European and now
you're seeing the rough side of me. And | have to remember you've been through Hell just telling me your
story, and what with the death of Aunt Queen, it's been pure torture for you, and you richly deserve any
good thing that | can conjure or give. But | have to rid the world of these two Blood Hunters. And you
and Mona mustn't miss this opportunity.”

"What if they're strong, what if they were made like me by someone very old?' he asked.

| sighed. "I've given you my blood, Quinn. And Mona's been made with it. My blood, Quinn. They're no
match for you now. They're no match for her, | told you."

"I wannado it!" Monainterjected immediately. "If you say they're fair game, then they're fair game, and
that's good enough for me, Beloved Boss. | can't tell my own heart and soul what I'm feeling now, how



much | crave thislittle battle. | can't find the words, it's so raw, so rooted inside me! It goes way back into
the human part of me that's not going to die, doesn't it?"

"Yes," | said. "Precisely."

"Bravo," she said. "I'm picking them up. But, something's, something's confusing me. . ."

"Saveit, we're almost there," | said.

A soft subdued expression came over Quinn, unmistakable in the light of the cars that flew by.
"What if they beg for mercy?' he asked.

"Y ou can count on that happening,” | said with alittle shrug.

"What if they know poetry?' he asked.

"It would have to be very fine," | said. "Don't you think? To make up for all those innocent victims?"
He wouldn't et up. He couldn't.

"What if they love you?"'

v

TIME OUT for one quick meditation on the matter of saints, as you know how much | want to be one and
can't.

Now, when we |eft the Pope he was safely in his quarters, but in the time which it has taken meto
faithfully record these events-don't worry, we'll snap back in less than five minutes!-the Pope has been to
Toronto, Guatemala and Mexico, and in Mexico has canonized a saint.

Why do | make mention of this when Pope John Paul |1 has done many other things on thislittle trip,
including beatifying a couple of guys and canonizing asaint in Guatemala as well?

Because when it comes to this saint in Mexico, | am particularly moved by the circumstances-that it was
one Juan Diego, a humble Indian ("indigenous person," as some headlines claim) to whom Our Lady of



Guadalupe appeared in 1531. This humble Indian, when first he told the local Spanish bishop about the
Virgin's appearing to him, was ignored, naturally, until Our Lady worked a double miracle. She provided
some gorgeous red roses for Juan Diego to gather for the bishop, roses growing impossibly in the snow
on top of Juan Diego's home mountain, and when the little guy gladly opened his tilma (poncho) before
the bishop to reveal these lovely blooms, there on the tilma itself was afull-color picture of Our Lady in
unmistakable Virgin Mary form but with Indian skin.

Thistilma, agarment made from cactus fibers, with its glorious picture of the Virgin Mary, still hangs
intact in the Cathedral in Mexico City, and thousands flock to it every day. It is called Our Lady of
Guadalupe, and there is no one in Christendom who has not seen this depiction of Christ's mother at one
time or another in his or her life.

Okay. Now, | lovethis story. | dways have. | think it's neat what happened to Juan Diego. When he was
first trudging over the mountain, the Blessed Mother called to him: "Juanito!" Isn't that touching? And
touching that thousands of Indians converted to Christianity after these miracles. And certainly it is
wonderful that Pope John Paul 11, ailing and eighty-two years of age, made it to Mexico to canonize Juan
Diego.

But the Pope's critics aren't so happy. There are rumblings, says the press. Mal contents say thereis no
proof that Juan Diego ever existed.

Now, that isreally rude!

And it pointsto area misunderstanding of what the great spiritual wealth of Roman Catholicismis all
about.

If nobody can prove that Juan Diego existed, then obviously nobody can prove that he did not.

But let's suppose for a moment that Juan Diego doesn't exist, or didn't. The Popeis still infallible, right?
"Whatever you shall bind on Earth shall be bound in Heaven," Christ said to Peter. Okay?

Even the worst critics of the Papacy admit that it's a modern marvel, no?

Therefore, without doubt, and without rumblings, at the instant that John Paul declared Juan Diego a
saint, the little guy popped into existence in Heaven! Now think about what probably went through Juan
Diego's mind. And don't forget that thisis"an indigenous person” of the Americas no less, and here he
finds himself in aHeaven which is, by anyone's description, totally beyond description.

In fact, if the latest crop of mystics are correct and the Heaven to which we go when we enter the Light is
very much shaped by our own preconceived notions, Juan Diego, endowed by the full definition given
him through the arguments and decisions of the Roman Curiais probably roaming around in histilma
made of cactus fiber, picking roses. | wonder if he has shoes.



Is he going to be lonely? Of course not. Only an atheist would entertain such anotion. Take it from me,
the indescribable Heaven is an indescribabl e hurricane of magnificence.

But let'stone it down for our Foot of Sinai senses. Surrounded by his ever blooming garden, Juan Diego
can if he wishes keep company with dozens of other saints who spent no time on Earth whatsoever,
including the Blessed Virgin Mary's famed parents, Joachim and Anne, and St. Veronicawhom | have
personally met.

But it is much more likely that Juan Diego will find himself besieged by prayerful petitions. The voices
from "indigenous persons' on Earth as well as the descendants of colonists will bring him in contact with
the suffering and the misery of the planet he escaped.

What am | talking about?

Simply this. Whether he existed on Earth or not, Juan Diego is probably hard at work, dipping down
through the astral layersin his human-shaped soul, listening earnestly to the faithful and relaying their
petitions to the All Knowing One. He has to be. He is a saint of immense importance. And no doubt Our
Lady of Guadalupe is looking down benevolently upon awhole new stream of tourists and veneratorsin
Mexico City.

And the Pope has gone home to the Vatican, having canonized in hislifetime 463 saints.

| wish | was one of those saints. Maybe that's why | had to write this chapter. I'm envious of Juan Diego.
Hmmm.

But I'm not asaint. And that didn't even take five minutes and you know it, so don't complain. It's just
that | cannot forget my passion to be officially canonized.

Alas. Anon. Alors. Mais oui. Eh bien. Proceed to Chapter Eight directly.

8

SO, NOBODY EVER ACCUSED ME of acquiring any real wisdom in my two hundred years on this Earth. |
know only one way to proceed.

Clem let us out in front of the hotel, a new one, quite luxurious, and most expensive, and in the thick of
things, so to speak, with an address on Canal Street, the great shabby divide of New Orleans, and an



entrance out back to the French Quarter, the little world | preferred.

Monawas in such atrance that we had to propel her to the elevator, | on her left and Quinn on her right.
Naturally everyone in the lobby took note of us-not because we were blood-sucking immortals bent on
destroying two of our kind on the fifteenth floor, but because we were exceedingly and severely
gorgeous, especially Mona, wrapped in feathers and shimmering fabric and poised atop a pair of
breakneck heels.

Quinn was thirsting now as strongly as Monawas, and it would see him through what we had to do.

But | wasn't immune to the questions he'd raised in the car. Poetry, love. And me secretly aspiring to
sanctity! What an everlasting life!l And remember, honorary Children of the Night, what | said about
telepathy. It ain't the real thing, no matter how good it is.

As soon as we reached the suite, | pushed the door in fairly quietly, without breaking its hinges, since
intended to close it again, and the spectacle into which | plunged on feline feet astonished me.

Ah, the Savage Garden of this Earth that hath such creaturesin it!

The mavericks were dancing in dim light to the most intense music-a Bartok concerto for violin and
orchestra flooding the room at max volume. The music was sad, ripping, overpowering-a command to
abandon all things cheap and tawdry, a full-blown engulfing majesty.

And though they themselves were infinitely more arresting than | had ever anticipated, these two, | spied
beyond them on the long deep burgundy-colored couch a cluster of mortal children, bruised, unconscious
and obviously being used at random as blood victims.

All three of us were in the room with the door closed, and the insurgents danced oblivious to us, their
senses drenched in lustrous sound and rhythm.

They were absolutely spectacular in appearance, with tanned skin, rippling jet black hair to the waist-
being both of Semitic or Arabic descent-very tall and with large facial features, including magnificent
mouths, and they were inherently graceful. They danced with closed eyes, oval faces serene, in huge
swaying and arching gestures, humming through closed lips to the music, and the male, who was on the
surface almost indistinguishable from the female, every now and then shook out hisimmense vell of hair
and swung it rapidly around him in acircle.

Their sleek black leather clothes were stunning and unisexual. Supple pants, sleeveless and collarless
tops. They wore gold bracel ets on their naked upper and lower arms. They embraced each other now and
then and let each other go, and as we watched, the femal e dipped down into the cluster of mortal children
and brought up to her lipsalimp little boy, and drank from him.



Mona let out a scream at the sight of this, and at once the two vampires froze, staring at us. So similar
were their movements, one would have thought they were grand automatons operated by a central
system. The unconscious child was dropped to the couch.

My heart became a little knot inside me. | could scarcely breathe. The music flooded my brain, the
ripping, sad, compelling voice of the violin.

"Quinn, shut it off," | said, and scarcely had | spoken when the music stopped. The parlor was plunged
into aringing vibrant silence.

The pair drew together. The figure they made was statuesque.

They had exquisite arched black eyebrows, heavily lidded eyes with thick eyelashes. Arabic, yes, from
the streets of New Y ork. Brother and sister, petty merchant class, real hard work, sixteen when made. It
came flooding out of them, and also atorrent of worship for me, atorrent of exuberant happiness that |
had "appeared.” Oh, God help me. Juan Diego stand by me.

"We didn't dream we'd see you, actually see you!" said the female, with heavily accented words, voice
rich and beguiling and reverent. "We hoped and prayed, and here you areand it isreally you." Her lovely
hands unfolded and reached out to me.

"Why did you kill innocent victimsin my town," | whispered. "Where did you get these innocent
children?

"But you, you drank from children yourself, it'sin the pages of the Chronicles," the male said. Same
accented words, courteous, gentle tone. "We were imitating you! What have we done that you have not
done!"

The knot in my heart grew tighter. Those accursed deeds, those accursed confessions. Oh God, forgive
me.

"Y ou know my warnings," | said. "Everyone knows. Stay out of New Orleans, New Orleans belongs to
me. Who doesn't know those warnings?"

"But we came to worship you!" said the male. "We've been here before. Y ou never cared. It was asif you
were alegend.”

Suddenly they realized their immense miscalculation. The male raced for the door, but Quinn caught his
arm effortlessly and swung him around.

The female stood shocked in the center of the room, her jet black eyes staring at me, then silently moving
over Mona



"No," she said, "no, you can't smply destroy us, you won't do it. Y ou won't take from us our immortal
souls, you will not. You are our dream, you are our model in all things. Y ou cannot do thisto us. Oh, |
beg you, make of us your servants, teach us al things. We'll never disobey! We'll learn everything from
you."

"Y ou knew the law," | said. "Y ou chose to break it. Y ou thought you'd slip in and out, leaving your sins
behind you. And you murder children in my name? Y ou do thisin my city? Y ou never learned from my
pages. Don't throw them in my face." | began to tremble. "Y ou think | confessed what | did for you to
follow my example? My faults were no template for your abominations.”

"But we adore you!" said the male. "We come in pilgrimage to you. Bind us to yourself and we'll be filled
with your grace, we'll be perfected in you."

"I have no absolution for you," | said. "Y ou stand condemned. It's finished."
| heard Monal let out alittle moan. | could see the struggle in Quinn's face.

The male tensed his entire body trying to get loose. Quinn held him with one hand wrapped around his
upper arm.

"Let usgo," said the male. "WEe'l leave your city. Well warn others never to come. Welll testify. Well be
your holy witnesses. Everywhere we go, we will tell others that we've seen you, heard the warning from
your own lips."

"Drink," | said to Quinn. "Drink till there's no more to drink. Drink as you've never done it before."

"I begrudge nothing!" whispered the male and he closed his eyes. All the struggling left him. "1 am your
fount in love."

Without hesitation, Quinn put his right hand on the huge mass of springy hair of the male and brought the
head to the proper position, twisting it until the neck was bared, and then, closing his eyes, he sank his
teeth.

Mona stared enthralled, then turned sharply to the female. The thirst transformed Mona's face. She
appeared half aseep, eyes fastened to the female.

"Take her," | said.

The female gazed fearlessly on Mona. "And you, so beautiful,” the vagrant said in her sharpened words,
"you so beautiful, you come to take my blood, | give my blood, here, | giveit to you. Only spare me for
eternity.” She opened her arms, these arms with gold bracelets, long fingers beckoning.



Monamoved asif in atrance. She embraced the sleek body of the female with her left arm, and pushed
the hair away from the right side of the female's face, and bent her supple body down and took her.

| watched Mona. It was always a spectacle-the vampire feeding, a seeming human with her teeth locked
to another, eyes closed asif in deep sleep, no sound, only the victim shuddering and twisting, even her
fingers motionless as she drank deeply, savoring the drug of the blood.

And so she was launched on the Devil's Road with this wretched sacrament, without the need of
prodding, letting the thirst carry her through it.

The male collapsed at Quinn's feet. Quinn was dazed. He staggered backwards. " So far away," Quinn
whispered. "An ancient one, from Jericho, can you imagine it, and he made them, and taught them
nothing? What am | to do with this treasure of images? What am | to do with this curious intimacy?"

"Keepit close,” | said. "Store it where the finer things are stored until such time as you need it."

| moved towards him slowly, then took the limp, soft victim from the floor and brought him into the tiled
bathroom of the suite, a palatial marvel with a spacious tub completely surrounded by steps of green
marble, and | threw the unfortunate one into the tub where he tumbled like a marionette without strings,
settling silently. His eyes had rolled up into his head. He was murmuring in his native tongue, afine
collection of bronzed limbs and glints of gold, and the massive hair nesting beneath him.

In the parlor, | found Monawith her victim on their knees, and then Mona drew back, and for a moment it
seemed she would lose consciousness herself, and they would be together in this, these two, their hair
intermingling, but Monarose and lifted the female.

| beckoned.

She carried the female, as a man would carry awoman, arm under her knees, arm around her shoulder.
Dark hair streaming down.

"There in the tub, with her companion,” | said.
Mona heaved her over with a sure gesture, letting her tumble in beside him.
The female was silent, unconscious, dreaming.

"Their Maker was old," Mona whispered, asif not to wake either of them. "He was tramping through
eternity. Sometimes he knew who and what he was. And other times he didn't. He made the pair of them
to run his errands. They found out everything on their own. They were so cruel. They were cruel for
pleasure. They would have killed the children in the other room. They would have left them here.”



"Y ou want to kiss them good-bye?" | asked.

"I loathe them," she responded. She sounded so sleepy. "But why are they so lovely? Their hair so fine? It
wasn't their fault. Their souls might have been beautiful."

"Y ou think so? Y ou really think so? Y ou didn't taste their free will when you drank from them? Y ou
didn't taste an immense sweep of modern knowledge when you drank from them? And what was the
summit of their existence, may | ask, other than bashing innocent souls; was it dancing and listening to
fine music?'

Quinn came up behind her, keen for my words, and wrapped his arms around her. She raised her
eyebrows and nodded.

"Watch what | do," | said. "Remember it."

| let loose the Fire with all my consuming power. Let it be merciful, Saint Lestat. | saw the outline of
their black bones in the flames for a second, the heat blasting my face, and it was in that second, and that
second only, that the bones moved.

Thefire flashed to the ceiling, scorched it, and then shrank to nothingness. A tracery of the bones
vanished. All that remained was black grease in the spacious tub.

Mona gasped. Her cheeks were beating with the blood she'd drunk. She stepped forward and peered down
at the black bubbling grease. Quinn was speechless and plainly horrified.

"And so you can do that to me when | want to go, can't you?' Mona said, her voice raw.
| was shocked.

“No, dolly dear,” | said. "I couldn't. Not if my life depended onit."

| let loose the Fire again. | sent it into the oily residue until there was nothing |eft.

And so the tall graceful long-haired dancers would dance no more.

| felt dlightly dizzy. | shrank back into myself. | felt sick. | moved away from my own power. | collected
al my force into my human-shaped self.

In the parlor, in the gentle manner of a human, | examined the children. There were four of them, and
they had been beaten as well as bled. They were lying in a heap. All were unconscious, but | detected no



blows to the head, no rushing of blood within the skulls, no permanent damage. Boys in shorts and skivy
shirts and tennis shoes. No familial resemblance. How their parents must have been weeping. All could
survive. | was certain of it.

The sins of my past rose up to taunt me. All my own excesses mocked me.

| made the requisite call to seeto their care. | told the astonished clerk what | had discovered.

In the hallway, Monawas crying. Quinn held her.

"Come on, we're headed for my flat now. So it wasn't perfect, Quinn, you were right. But it's over."

"Lestat," he said, his eyes glittering as we pulled the weeping Mona into the elevator. "l thought it was
nothing short of magnificent."

9

WE HAD TO DRAG MONA through the French Quarter streets. She fell in love with the colors made by
spilt gasoline in mud puddles, with exotic furniture in the store windows of Hurwitz Mintz, with antique
shop displays of threadbare gilded chairs and lacquered square grand pianos and idling trucks belching
white smoke from their upturned exhaust pipes and laughing mortals passing us on the narrow sidewalks
carrying adorable babies, who twisted their little necksto peer at us-

-and an old black man playing a tenor saxophone for money, which we gave him in abundance, and a hat-
wearing hot dog vender from which Mona could not buy a hot dog now save to stare at it and sniff it and
heave it into atrash bin, which gave her staggering pause-

-and of course we attracted attention everywhere, in very unvampirelike fashion, Quinn being taller than
anyone we passed and perhaps four times as handsome, with his porcelain face, and all the rest you know,
and every now and then Mona with hair flying broke from us and ran ahead frantically, the lazy evening
crowds opening and closing for her as though she were on a Heavenly errand, thank God, and then she'd
circle back-

-dancing and clicking and stomping like aflamenco dancer, letting the feather wrapper fly out, trail, sag,
and then gathering it in again, and crying to see her reflection in shop glass, and darting down side streets
until we grabbed ahold of her and claimed custody of her and wouldn't let her go.

When we got to my town house | gave two hundred dollars to my two mortal guards who were happily



astonished, and as Quinn and | started back the open carriageway, Mona gave usthe slip.

We didn't realize it until we'd reached the courtyard garden, and just when | was about to exclaim about
the ancient cherub fountain and all the tropical wonders blooming against my much cherished brick walls,
| sensed that she was totally gone.

Now, that is no easy feat. | may not be able to read the child's mind, but | have the senses of agod, do |
not?

"We have to find her!" Quinn said. He was instantly thrown into protective overdrive.

"Nonsense," | said. " She knows where we are. She wants to be alone. Let her. Come on. Let's go upstairs.
I'm exhausted. | should have fed. And now | don't have the spirit for it, which isaHell of asituation. |
have to rest.”

"You're serious?' he asked as he followed me up the iron stairway. "What if she gets into some sort of
jam?'

"She won't. She knows what she's doing. | told you. | have to crash. Thisis no selfish secret, Little
Brother. | worked the Dark Trick tonight, and forgot to feed. I'm tired."

"You really believe she'sall right?' he demanded. "I didn't realize you were tired. | should have realized.
I'll go and look for her."

“No, you won't. Come on with me."
The flat was empty. No otherworldly bodies hovering about. No ghosts, either.

The back parlor had been cleaned and dusted earlier this very day and | could smell the cleaning lady's
distant perfume. | could smell her lingering blood scent too. Of course | had never laid eyes on the
woman. She came by the light of the sun, but she did her job well enough for me to leave her big bills. |
loved giving away money. | carried it for no other purpose. | slapped a hundred on the desk for her. We
have desks everywherein thisflat, | thought. Too many desks. Didn't every bedroom have alittle desk?
Why so many?

Quinn had only been here once and only under the most lamentable circumstances, and he was suddenly
enthralled by the Impressionist paintings, which were quite divine. But it was the new and slightly
somber Gauguin which caught my eye for amoment. Now, that was my purchase and had only been
delivered in the last few days. Quinn hooked into that one too.

| made my usual beeline for the front parlor over the street, peeking into each and every bedroom on the
way, as though | really needed to, in order to know that no one was home. The place had too much



furniture. Not enough paintings. Too many books. What the hallway needed was Emile Nolde. How
could | get my hands on the German Expressionists?

"I think | should go after her,” Quinn said. He followed me, taking in everything reverently, mind on
Mona, no doubt monitoring her every move.

Front parlor. Piano. There was no piano now. | should tell them to get a piano. Hadn't we passed an
antique piano in awindow? | had a sudden urge to play the piano-to use my vampiric gift to rip at the
keys. It was that Bartok concerto still assaulting my mind, and the picture of those two macabre dancers
accentuating the music.

Oh, give me all things human.
"I think | should go get her," Quinn said.

"Listen, I'm not one to talk much about gender," | said, flopping down in my favorite of the velvet wing
chairs and throwing one foot up on the chair before the desk, "but you have to realize that she's
experiencing afreedom you and | don't appreciate as men. She's walking in the darkness and she's afraid
of nothing, and she lovesit. And just maybe, just maybe she wants to taste a little mortal blood and she's
willing to take the risk."

"She's amagnet,” he whispered. He stood at the window, his hand pulling gently at the lace. " She doesn't
know I'm tracking her. Sheisn't that far away. She'staking her time. | hear her idle thoughts. She's
walking too fast. Somebody's going to notice-."

"Why are you suffering, Little Brother?' | asked. "Do you hate me for bringing her over? Do you wish it
hadn't been done?'

He turned and looked at me as though I'd grabbed him by the arm.

"No," he said. He walked away from the window and sort of tumbled into the chair in the far corner
opposite me, diagonally, hislong legs sprawling as though he wasn't sure what to do with them. "I would
have tried it if you hadn't come,” he admitted. "I couldn't have watched her die. At least | don't think so.
But | am suffering, you're right. Lestat, you can't leave us. Lestat, why are those guards outside the
house?'

"Did | say | would leave you?' | countered. "I hired those guards after Stirling came here,” | said. "Oh,
it'snot that | think any of the Talamascawill come back here. It's just that if Stirling could walk right in
here, then somebody else might."

(Flash on the Talamasca: Order of Psychic Detectives. Don't know their own Origins. At least a thousand
years old, maybe much older. Keep records on all sorts of paranormal phenomena. Reach out to the



telepathically gifted and isolated. Know about us.)

Quinn and | had visited with Stirling at the Oak Haven Retreat House of the Talamasca right after the
exorcism of Goblin, and the immolation of Merrick Mayfair. Merrick Mayfair had grown up in the
Talamasca. Stirling had aright to know she was no longer one of the (sigh) Undead. The Retreat House
was an immense square plantation house on the River Road just outside of town.

Stirling Oliver had not only been afriend of Quinn's during his mortal years, but he was afriend of
Mona's as well. The Talamasca knew much more about the entire Mayfair family than they knew about
me.

It gave me no pleasure to think of Stirling now, much as | admired him and liked him. Stirling was about
sixty-five years old and very dedicated to the highest principles of the Order, which for all its avowed
secularity might have been Roman Catholic with its strictures against meddling in the affairs of the world
or using supernatural persons or forces for one's own ends. If the Order hadn't been so fabulously and
mysteriously and undeniably wealthy, | would probably have been a patron of it.

(I am aso fabulously and mysteriously and undeniably wealthy, but who cares?)

| felt compelled to go see Stirling at the Retreat House and tell him what had happened with Mona. But
why?

Stirling wasn't Pope Gregory the Great, for the love of Heaven, and | wasn't Saint Lestat. | didn't have to
go to Confession for what I'd done to Mona, but a terrible Contrition settled over me, a profound
awareness that all my powers were dark powers and all my talents evil talents, and nothing could come
from me but evil no matter what | did.

Besides, hadn't Stirling told Quinn last night that Mona was dying? What had been the meaning of that
information? Wasn't he in some way in collusion with what had happened? No. He wasn't. Quinn hadn't
left him last night to seek out Mona. Mona had come to Blackwood Manor on her own.

"Sooner or later, I'll explain all thisto Stirling," | said under my breath. "It's as though Stirling will
absolve me but that just isn't true.” | looked at Quinn. "Can you still hear her?”

He nodded. "She's just walking, looking at things," he said. He was distracted, the pupilsin his eyes
dancing slowly. "Why tell Stirling?' he asked. "Stirling can't tell the Mayfairs. Why burden him with the
secret?' He sat forward. " She's wandering along Jackson Square. A man's following her. She's leading
him. He senses something isn't right with her. And she's on to him. She knows what he wants. She's
luring him. She's certainly having a great time in Aunt Queen's high-heel shoes.”

"Stop watching her," | said. "I mean it. Let me tell you something about your little girl. She's going to
make herself known to the Mayfairs very soon on her own. Nothing's going to stop her. There are things



she wants to know from the Mayfairs. | had a sense of it when-."

The room was empty. No Quinn. | was talking to all the furniture.

| heard the back door open and closg, it was that fast.

| stretched out and scrunched down and put my head back and drifted, eyes shut at once.

| was half dreaming. Why the Hell hadn't | fed? Of course | didn't need to feed every night or even every
month, but when you work the Dark Trick, no matter who you are, you must feed afterwards, you're
giving from the very sap stream of your life. All isvanity. All isvanity under the sun and under the
moon.

I'd been in a weakened state when |'d gone down to deal with Rowan Mayfair, that was my problem, that
was why the creature obsessed me. Never mind.

Someone pushed my foot off the desk chair. | heard awoman's piercing laugh; | heard dozens of people
laughing. Heavy cigar smoke. Glass breaking. | opened my eyes. The flat was full of people! Both
windows to the front balcony were open and it was jammed with people, women in long low-cut
sparkling dresses, men in fine black dinner jackets with flashing black satin lapels, the roar of
conversation and merriment almost deafening, but deafening to whom, and atray went by, held high by a
waiter in awhite coat who all but tripped over my legs, and there sat a child on the desk, arosy child,
staring at me, adainty girl with quick black eyes and beautifully waved black hair, seven or eight,
enchanting, precious.

"Ducky, I'm sorry!" she said, "but you're in our world now, | do hate to say it. We have you!" She was
mocking up a British accent. She had on alittle sailor dress, white with blue trim, and high white socks
and little black Mary Janes. She drew up her knees. "Lestat," she laughed. She pointed at me.

Then, down into the desk chair facing me, slipped Oncle Julien, dressed for the party, white tie, white
cuffs, white hair. The crowd pressed in on him. Someone was shouting from the balcony.

"She'sright, Lestat,” Oncle Julien said in flawless French, "we have you in our world now, and | must say
you have a divine apartment here, and | so admire the paintings which have only just come from Paris,
you and your friends are so very clever, and the furniture, there is so much of it, yes, it seems you've
crammed every nook and cranny, yet who could have asked for anything finer?"

"But | thought we were mad at him, Oncle Julien,” said the little girl in English.

"We are, Stella," he said in French, "but thisis Lestat's house, and whether we are angry or not we are
Mayfairsfirst and foremost, and Mayfairs are aways polite."



This sent little Stellainto aregular riot of laughter, and she gathered up her little self-soft cheeks, sailor
suit, socks, shiny shoes-and leapt from the desk right into my lap, plop.

“I'm so glad," she said, "because you are so absolutely dandy; don't you think, Oncle Julien, he's too
beautiful to be aman, oh, | know, Lestat, you're not one to talk about gender-."

"Stopit!" | roared. A flashing, cleansing power went out of me, flushing against the walls.
Dead quiet.

Mona stood there, eyes wide, wrapper gone, sleek silk, Quinn right beside her, towering over her, face
full of concern.

"Lestat, what isit?' asked Mona

| got up, | staggered into the hallway. Why was | walking like this? | glanced back at the room. All the
furniture had been moved-just alittle. Things were askew! The doors were open to the bal cony!

"L ook at the smoke," | whispered.
"Cigar smoke," said Quinn questioningly.

"What isit, Boss?' asked Mona again. She came up to me and put her arms around me and kissed me on
the cheek. | kissed her forehead, smoothed back her hair.

| didn't answer her.
| didn't tell them. Why didn't | tell them?

| showed them the bedroom with the sealed-up window that was painted to look like a window. | showed
them the steel plating on the door and the lock. | told them about the human guards twenty-four hours.
They wereto pull the curtains around the bed, and sleep in each other's arms. No ray of the sun, no
immortal, no mortal intruder, no one would bother them here. Of course they had along time before
sunrise. Talk, talk, yes. They could wander. But no spying on the Mayfairs, no. No probing for secrets,
no. No searching for alost daughter yet, no. No going home to Blackwood Manor, no. | told them |
would meet them tomorrow at dusk.

Now | had to leave, had to.

Had to get out of here. Had to get out of there. Had to get out of everywhere.



The open country.
Near the Talamasca Retreat House.
Distant rumble of trucks on the River Road. Smell of the River. Smell of the Grass. Walking. Grass wet.

Field of scattered oaks. White clapboard house tumbling to ruin, the way they do in Louisiana, swaying
walls and caving roof embraced and held suspended by the vines.

Walking.
| spun around.

He was there. Technicolor ghost, black tailcoat, walking as | had been, through the grass, tossing aside
the champagne glass, coming on. Stopped. | lunged at him, grabbed him before he could vanish, had him
by the throat, fingers dug into what sought to be invisible, holding him, hurting what would be
immaterial. Yeah, got you! Y ou impudent phantom, look at me!

"Y ou think you can haunt me!" | growled. "Y ou think you can do that to me!"

"I know | can!" he said in caustic English. "Y ou took her, my child, my Mona!" He struggled to dissolve.
"Y ou knew | was waiting for her. Y ou could have let her come to me."

"And just what crazy haf-illuminated Afterlife are you from!" | demanded. "What are your half-baked
mystical promises! Y eah, come on, what Other Side are you hawking, yeah, spill it, let's hear about
Julien's Summerland, yeah, testify, how many ectoplasmic angels are on your side, give me the
splendiferous images of your famous fabulous friggin' self-created self-sustained astral plane! Where the
Hell were you going to take her! Y ou're going to tell me some Lord of the Universe sends spooks like
you to take little girlsto Heaven!"

| was clutching nothing.
| was all alone.

It was sweetly warm and there was a numbing quiet in the vibration of the distant trucks, awinking
beauty in the passing headlights.

Who missed the deep silence of so many past centuries? WWho missed the deep darkness of the long ago
pre-electric nights? Not me.

When | reached the Talamasca Retreat House, Stirling was standing on the terrace. Loose gray hair



mussed, cotton pajamas, sashed robe, bare feet. A mortal couldn't have discovered him, standing in the
shadows, waiting. An empathetic face, patient celibate alertness.

"I brought her over," | said.

"I know," he answered.

"| kissed Rowan Mayfair."

"You did what?' he answered.

"They're after me, the Mayfair ghosts.”

He didn't respond, except for a small scowl and an undisguised ook of wonder.

| scanned the Retreat House. Empty. Maid out in the back cottages. One postulant out there writing in a
notebook by a gooseneck lamp. Saw her in her self-conception. Hungered for her. Had no intention of
feeding on her. Ridiculous idea. Absolutely verboten.

"Give me abedroom, please," | asked. "Just aroom in which heavy draperies can be drawn."
"Of course," he said.

"Ah, the Talamasca, ready again to count upon my honor."

"I can depend upon it, can | not?"

| followed him into the front hallway and then up the broad staircase. How curious it was, to be his guest,
to be walking on thiswool carpet asif | were amortal. Sleeping under the roof that wasn't mine. Next I'd
be doing it at Blackwood Farm. This could get out of hand. Please let it get out of hand.

And here the fragrant and cozy bedroom with all itsinevitable details. Pineapples carved into the four
posts of the bed, canopy of hand-worked lace through which you could peer at the faint water stains on
the ceiling, loving, caring, patchwork quilt of loops and circles and careening colors, parchment lamp
shades, dark clots breaking through the old mirrors, needlepoint tiptoe chairs.

"What Mayfair ghosts are after you?' he asked softly. It was respectful, his manner. "What have you
seen?' And when | didn't answer, "What have they done?"

"Mona gave birth long ago to a daughter,” | whispered. Y es, he knew al about it, didn't he? "But you
can't tell me, can you, what you know?'



"No, | can't,” hereplied.

" She wants to find that child," | said.
"Does she," he said politely. He was afraid.
"Sleep well," | said and turned to the bed.

He left me. But he knew the child's name. That much I'd filched from him. He knew its name and its
nature but he couldn't tell.

10

| KNEW that Rowan Mayfair was in the Retreat House when | opened my eyes. Heavy. Somebody who
loved her was with her, somebody who knew all about her too. Way heavy. And Stirling in a state of
angst.

| went to the right front window and drew back the velvet drape. The sky was scarlet over the distant
levee. Oak tree branchesfilled the top of my view. It would have been a cinch to open this window and
slip out onto the porch and disappear from this place quietly.

But | wasn't going to do it. Why give up an opportunity to see her again? There wasn't any harm in just
seeing her. Maybe | could figure out the source of her power over me. Maybe | could nullify it. And if
nothing else, | could give them some platitudes about Mona.

| stopped in front of the old mirror over the dresser to comb my hair. My black frock coat looked all right.
So did the lace at my collar and cuffs. More than a bit of vanity there, and | knew it. So what? Have |

ever said | wasn't vain? | have lifted vanity to a poetical level, have | not? | have transmuted vanity into
the spiritual, have | not?

My body had fully restored itself from bestowing the Dark Gift, but my thirst was strong, rather in the
style of acraving than a physical need. Was that because of her? Certainly not! | would repair to the first
floor to discover this woman was an ordinary woman and nothing more and | would then come to my
senses! How's that for a stiff upper lip!

| paused to close in on New Orleans, scanning for the Romantic Couple. They were just rising, crawling
out from among the velvet pillows, Long Tall Quinn still groggy, rambunctious Mona already on the



prowl. Caught clear images of her through Quinn's overprotective mind. She wasn't sobbing. She was
taking stock of the paintings, still wearing that dashing feather-trimmed wrapper with flair. This augured
very well for the next hundred years.

Suddenly they were both talking at each other in rapid rips and slashes of life story and love professions.
Hunt and feed now or later? Little Drink or something serious. Where was the Boss? | sent a swift silent

message to Quinn.

Yo, Little Brother. Y ou're the teacher for now. The Little Drink is the name of the lesson. I'll be with you
soon enough.

| went out into the hallway of the Retreat House, where the sconces were already lighted, and sweet
yellow and red flowers adorned the demi-lune tables, and made my way slowly down the main stairs.
Saint Juan Diego, please preserve the Mayfairs from me.

Hum of heavy anxious mortal conversation below. Deep scent of mortal blood. Worry about the mortal
Mona. Stirling intensely miserable, struggling to vell his conflicted heart. It takes the skills of a priest and
alawyer to be an effective member of the Talamasca.

All this coming from a garden room on the back of the house, just off the dining room, on the right side
proper.

| made my way there. Real Rembrandts on these walls. A Vermeer. | took my time. Temples throbbing.
Mayfairs, yes, witches again, yes. Why walk right into it? Nothing could have stopped me.

The furnishings of the dining room were regal and faintly charming. | saw the fine leavings of a recent
meal on the long black granite table, with a mess of linen and heavy old silver. | stopped to examine the
silver carefully.

Flash of Julien oppositein his everyday gray suit, eyes black. Hadn't they been gray before? "Enjoyed
your rest?' he asked. He vanished. | caught my breath. | think you're a cowardly ghost. You can't handle
a sustained discourse. | personally despise you.

Stirling called my name.

| moved towards the rear double doors.

The little conservatory was octagonal Victorian style, everything trimmed in white, and the wicker was
white, and the floor was pink flagstone, and the whole was three steps down.

They were closely gathered at a round glass-top wicker table, far more cheerful than the dining room
could ever have been, with lighted candles nestled among the countless flower pots, the sky already going



dark beyond the glass walls and glass roof.
A lovely place to be. Scent of blood and flowers. Scent of burning wax.

All three mortals, who sat in comfortable wicker chairs virtually surrounded by magnificent tropical
plants, had known | was coming. Conversation had stopped. All three mortals were watching me with a
wary politeness now.

Then the two men shot to their feet asif | were the Crown Prince of England, and Stirling, being one of
them, presented me to Rowan Mayfair asif I'd never met her, and then to Michael Curry, "Rowan's
husband,” and gestured for me to take the empty wicker chair. | did.

Rowan struck me immediately as uncalculatedly lovely, colorless and svelte in a short skirted gray silk
suit and leather pumps. There came the chillsagain as | looked at her, in fact, an utter weakness. |
wondered if she knew her dress matched her eyes and even the gray streaksin her dark hair. She was
positively ablaze with an inner concentration of power.

Stirling wore a white vintage linen jacket with faded blue jeans and his pale yellow shirt open at the neck.
| sparked off the linen jacket suddenly. It had belonged to someone who died of old age. It had been worn
in the South Seas. Packed away for years. Rediscovered, loved by Stirling.

My eyes settled on Michael Curry. Thiswas ssimply one of the most aluring mortal males whom | have
ever struggled to describe.

First off, he was reacting powerfully to my own apparent physical gifts without even being aware of that
dimension of himself, which always confuses and excites me, and secondly he had the exact attributes of
Quinn-black curly hair and vivid blue eyes-in aheavier, stronger, more physically comfortable frame. Of
course he was much older than Quinn. He was in fact much older than Rowan. But age doesn't really
mean anything to me. | found him irresistible. Whereas Quinn's features were elegant, this man's were
large and almost Graeco-Roman. The gray hair at his temples drove me crazy. The sunburnt tan of his
skin was wonderful. And then there was the easy smile on hislips.

He was wearing something, | suppose. What was it? Oh, yeah, the de rigueur New Orleans white linen
three-piece suit.

Suspicion. | caught it from both Michael and Rowan. And | knew that Michael was as strong awitch as
she was, though in wholly different ways. | knew too that he had taken life. She'd done it with the force of
her mind. He'd done it with the strength of hisfist. It seemed that other invaluable secrets were going to
dlip right through his gaze when suddenly he closed himself off from me artfully yet completely
naturally. And he began to speak.

"| saw you at the funeral for Miss McQueen,” he said. New Orleans Irish voice. "Y ou were with Quinn



and Merrick Mayfair. You're Quinn'sfriend. Y ou have a beautiful name. It was alovely service, wasn't
it?

"Yes" | said. "And | met Rowan yesterday at Blackwood Manor. | have news for you both. Mona's doing
well, but she doesn't want to come home."

"That's not possible," said Rowan before she could stop herself. "That ssimply can't be."

She was beyond exhaustion. She'd been crying and crying for Mona. | didn't dare try to draw herinas|'d
done yesterday, not in front of this man. The chills came again. A wild vision possessed me of snatching

her up and away from this place, my teeth pressed to her tender neck, her blood mine, al the chambers of
her soul yielding to me. | banished it. Michagl Curry was watching me, but the man's mind was on Mona.

"I'm happy for Mona," he volunteered now, putting his hand over Rowan's hand on the arm of the wicker
chair. "Mona's where she wants to be. Quinn's strong. He always was. When that kid was eighteen, he
had the poise of afull-grown man." He laughed softly. "He wanted to marry Monathe first time he saw
her."

"Sheisdoing better," | insisted. "l swore I'd tell you if she needed you." | gave Rowan my level gaze. "
will tell you. It makes her happy to be with Quinn."

"I knew it would," said Rowan, "but she can't survive off dialysis."

| didn't answer. | didn't know what dialysis was. Oh, I'd heard the word, but | really didn't know enough
about it to bluff.

Standing behind her, indeed behind the cluster of flowersjust over her shoulder, was the figure of Julien,
with agrim smile on hislips, taking visible pleasure in my confusion.

A little shock went through me when my eyes met his, and suddenly Michael Curry turned and looked in
that direction, but the figure had vanished. Hmmm. So this mortal sees ghosts. Rowan was unchanged.
Rowan was examining me all too closely.

"Who is Stella?" | asked, looking again into Rowan's eyes. My only hope was to keep her talking. She
was staring at my hand. | didn't like it.

"Stella? Y ou mean Stella Mayfair?' she asked. Her low voice was sultry in spite of herself. She was
feverish. She needed sleep in a cold room. Involuntary flash of the sorrow inside her, the knot of secrets.
"What do you want to know about Stella Mayfair?"

Stirling was very uneasy. He felt deceitful but there was nothing | could do about it. So he was the
confidant of the family, of course.



"A littlegirl,” | said, "who calls people Ducky, and has black wavy hair. Picture her in alittle white sailor
dress trimmed in blue, with high socks and Mary Janes. Does it ring a bell?"

Michael Curry let out agenia laugh. | looked at him.

"Y ou're describing Stella Mayfair al right. One time Julien Mayfair told me this story-Julien was one of
the mentors of the Mayfair family-the story was all about Julien taking little Stella downtown with him,
Stellaand her brother Lionel Mayfair-he's the one who shot and killed Stella-but in the story Stellawas
wearing a sailor dress and Mary Janes. Oncle Julien described it. At least | think he did. No. He didn't
describeit. But | saw her that way. Y eah, | saw her that way. Why in the world would you ask such a
guestion? Of course I'm not referring to the living breathing Julien. But that's another tale.”

"Oh, | know you're not. Y ou're referring to his ghost,” | answered. "But tell me, I'm just curious, | don't
mean any disrespect, but what sort of ghost was Julien? Can you interpret? Was he good or was he bad?"

"My God, that's a strange question,” said Michael. "Everybody idolizes Oncle Julien. Everybody takes
him so for granted.”

"I know Quinn saw Oncle Julien's ghost,” | went on. "Quinn told me all about it. HE'd come to see you
and Rowan and Mona, and Oncle Julien let him in to the First Street property, or whatever you call it, and
Quinn talked with Oncle Julien for along time. They drank hot chocolate together. They sat in arear
garden. He thought Oncle Julien was alive, naturally, and then you guys discovered him back there all
alone and there was no hot chocolate. Not that the absence of hot chocolate means anything
metaphysically, of course."

Michael laughed. "Y eah, Oncle Julien's big on long conversations. And he really outdid himself with the
hot chocolate. But a ghost can't do something like that unless you give him the strength to do it. Quinn's a
natural medium. Oncle Julien was playing off Quinn." He went sad. "Now, when the time comes, for
Monal mean, well, Oncle Julien will come and take her to the other side."

"You believein that?' | asked. "Y ou believe in the other side?’

"Y ou mean you don't?" asked Michael. "Where do you think Oncle Julien comes from? Look, I've seen
too many ghosts not to believe in it. They have to come from somewhere, don't they?"

"I don't know," | said. "There's something wrong with the way ghosts act. And the same holds true for
angels. I'm not saying there isn't an afterlife. I'm only maintaining that those entities who come down here
so beneficently to meddle with us are more than alittle cracked.” | was really getting heated. "Y ou're not
really sure, yourself, are you?'

"Y ou've seen angels?' asked Michael.



"Well, let'sjust say, they claimed to be angels,” | responded.

Rowan's eyes were moving sluggishly and rudely over me. She didn't care what | asked about Julien or
what Michael said. She was back in that terrible moment when she'd come into the hospital room, the
death room, to bring death, and Mona had been frightened. Back there and here studying me. Why
couldn't | just hold her for a moment, comfort her, vanish with her into a bedroom upstairs, tear this
house apart, fly with her to another part of the world, build her a palace deep in the Amazon jungles?

"Why don't you try!" said Oncle Julien. He stood behind her again, arms folded, sneering insofar asit
didn't mar hischarm. "Y ou'd like nothing better than to get your hands on her. She'd be such a prize!"

"Kindly go to Hell!" | said. And to myself, Snap out of it.
"Who are you talking to?" asked Michael, turning in his chair as before. "What are you seeing?'
Julien was gone.

"Why are you asking about Stella?' Rowan murmured, but she was hardly thinking of it. She was
thinking only of Mona and of me, and of that ghastly moment. She was noticing my hair and the way that
it curled, and the way that the candlelight played on it. And then the grief over Mona again, almost killed
her.

Michael fell into deep absorption, as if nobody was there. There was something defensel ess about the
guy. Stirling was studying me with a sharp angry expression on his face. So what?

Michael was plainly much more forthright than Rowan, more conventionally innocent. A woman like
Rowan had to have a husband like Michael. If he'd known how I'd kissed her yesterday in that greedy
fashion he'd be wounded. She hadn't told him. Not even he could roll with a punch like that. When a
woman of that age lets you kiss her it means something entirely different from what it means with a
young girl. Even | knew that and I'm not human.

"You can't figure it with Julien,” Michael said, suddenly emerging from his thought. "He makes mistakes-
sometimes absolutely awful mistakes."

"How do you mean?" | asked.

"Julien appeared once, trying to help me, | think, yes, it had to be," said Michael. "But it didn't work out.
It led to adisaster. A total disaster. But he had no way of knowing. Absolutely no way at all. | suppose
that's what I'm trying to say, that ghosts don't know everything. Of course, Mona has that old saying that
aghost just knows his own business, you know-and | guess that coversit, but there's moreto it than that.
Don't speak of it to Mona. Whatever you do, don't ask Mona these questions. | wouldn't . . . | mean,



Julien made a dreadful mistake."

Well, now that's fascinating! So this dapper dude doesn't always know what he's doing. My thesisis
correct! Why don't you appear now so that | can laugh at you, you impotent jerk?

| tried desperately to read the thoughts behind Michael's words, but | couldn't. These Mayfairs were so
casually and maddeningly gifted. Maybe the man wasn't defenseless. He was just so strong he didn't
bother to put up any defenses.

| glanced at Rowan. She was staring at my hand again. How could she not notice the sheen of my
fingernails? All vampires have lustrous fingernails. Mine are like glass. She reached out, then drew back.

| had only moments here.
"Can you tell me what kind of mistake Julien made?' | asked.

"| think there's a photograph of little Stellain asailor dress," Michael said, drifting off into his thoughts
again. He didn't notice anything about me. He just aternated between intense thought and looking
directly into my eyes. "Yeah, I'm sure thereis."

"Did you say that Stella's brother shot her?' | asked.

"Oh, she was awoman by that time," Michael said, half dreaming. "She'd given birth to Antha. Antha
was six years old. Stella nearly ran off with a man from the Talamasca. She wanted to escape the family
and the ghost that went with it. Stirling knows all about it, of course.” He looked at me asif startled. "But
don't ask Mona. Don't say anything about all thisto Mona."

"I won't say aword about it to Mona," | answered.

Rowan was sensing things about me, sensing that my heart rate was far too slow for a functioning mortal.
Sensing things about the way that candlelight reflected off my face.

“I'll tell you what | think happens,” said Michael. "When they come on an errand, they leave behind the
totality of salvation."

"Ghosts, you mean,” | said.
"What was that?" Stirling asked.

"Of course, the Totality of Salvation,” | whispered. | smiled. | loved it. "Of course, they have to, don't
they? Or every haunting would be atheophany, wouldn't it?* | flashed on Julien last night in my clutches,



my guestions to him coming angrily as accusations. He knew nothing about any Totality of Salvation, did
he? Why, I'd already figured that out, hadn't I? That when I'd drifted to Earth in my fantasy as Saint
Lestat | had to leave behind a certain Heavenly knowledge.

"I wouldn't trust any ghost, really," Michael said. "I think you're right about all that. But Julien triesto do
good. He has the family's welfare in mind when he appears. If only-."

"If only what?' | pressed.

"Why did you ask that question about Stella?' Rowan asked. Her voice was rich yet sharp. "Where did
you see Stella?' Her voice rose. "What do you know about Stella?”

"Y ou don't mean the ghosts have already come for Mona, do you?* asked Michael. "Y ou realize what that
means, of course. Shouldn't we be there? Shouldn't we be near at hand?”

"No, they haven't come for her," | replied. "Shell tell us when that happens, | know she will." But | felt
the lie catch in me. They were trying to come for her, weren't they, in some sort of grim game, or wasiit
my soul they wanted?

| stood up.
“I'll let you know when she needsyou,"” | said. "l promise you."
"Don't go," said Rowan crossly but under her breath.

"Why, so you can keep studying me?' | said. | was suddenly trembling again. | didn't know what | meant
to say. "Would you likeit if | gave you a sample of my blood? Is that why you're staring at me?"

"Lestat, do be careful," said Stirling.

"What would | do with a sample of your blood?' Rowan asked, eyes moving up and down my figure. "Do
you want me to study you?" she asked coldly. "Do you want me to ask questions about you? Who you
are, where you come from? | have the feeling you do. | have the feeling you'd like nothing better than to
let me take a sample of your skin, your hair, your blood, everything you have to give. | seethat,” she said,
tapping the side of her forehead.

"Doyouredly?' | asked. "And you'd analyze all thisin Mayfair Medical in some secret laboratory." My
heart was pumping. My brain was on overdrive. "Y ou're some genius doctor, aren't you? That's what's
behind those gray eyes, those enormous gray eyes. Not the ordinary surgeon or oncologist, not you-." |
broke off. What was | doing?

Julien's laughter. "Y es, isn't she awonder? Play into her hands." Julien near the back door of the



conservatory, deep in shadow, laughing: "Y ou're no match for her, you impudent fiend. Maybe shelll
construct a glass enclosure for you. They have such marvelous materials in this new century. Even such
exotica as you-."

"Shut up, you miserable bastard,” | whispered in French. "It sounds to me like you're far more fallible
than you let on. What was your disastrous mistake, would you like to tell me?"

"Areyou talking to Julien?' asked Michagl. He glanced to the very spot. But there was nothing there.
"Detestable coward," | said in French. "He's gone. He won't let anyone else see him."

"Come, Lestat," said Stirling, tugging at me. "It'sreally time for you to go. Y ou have Monawaiting for
you."

Rowan never once turned to look at the ghost. She was angry. She rose to her feet. | felt that push again,
just asif she'd laid her two hands on my chest. Y et her face was radiant with a complex of anguish behind
it that not even anger could mask.

"Whereis Monal" she demanded. Her husky voice had never been more effective. "Y ou think | don't
know you took her away from Blackwood Manor? | was there first thing this morning, as soon as | could
get away from the Medical Center. Clem drove the three of you to the Ritz Hotel last night. | went to the
Ritz Hotel. No Mona. No Quinn either. And no Lestat de Lioncourt. That's the name you signed in Aunt
Queen's funeral book, isn't it? | checked the spelling and your flamboyant handwriting. Y ou like signing
your name, don't you?-

"-And you have such alovely French accent, oh, yes. Where is Monaright now, Monsieur de Lioncourt?
What in the name of Heaven is going on? Why are you asking questions about Stella? Y ou think | don't
know that you're behind everything that's happening? Jasmine and Big Ramona think you're some sort of
foreign prince, with your melodious French accent and your mind reading gifts and your exorcism to rid
the house of ghosts and spirits. And oh, yes, Aunt Queen absolutely adored you! But you sound more like
Rasputin to me! You can't just steal Monafrom me! Y ou can't!"

A stinging hurt spread through me, over my face, my skin. I'd never felt anything quite like it.

Julien was back there, in the shadows, laughing cruelly, collecting just a seam of the light along the edge
of hisface and form.

Michael was on hisfeet and so was Stirling.

"Rowan, please, honey," Michael said, trying to cam her. He seemed hesitant to touch her, hesitant to
enclose her with his arms, though this might have been welcomed by her.



"I'vetold you all | know," | said. | stammered.
"Let me seeyou out,” said Stirling. | felt his hand on my arm.
"Y ou tell Monawe love her," said Michadl.

"Is Mona afraid of us?' Rowan whispered. The anguish inside her defeated her anger. She drew close to
me. "She's afraid of us now, isn't she?' She and Mona, a shared history of horrors. Y es, an unbreakable
link. Child. Woman Child. Morrigan. No admissions and explanations. Just an image. The same image I'd
seen in the Blood. Woman Child. "I demand that you tell me! |s she afraid!"

"No," | said. | reached forward right through the aura of palpable power that surrounded her. | put my
hands on her arms. Vague binding shock. To Hell with Michael. But Michael didn't stop me. "Not
anymore," | said, peering into Rowan's eyes. "Mona's not afraid of anything. Oh, if only | could give you
some peace of mind. | wish | could. Please, please wait for her to call you, and don't think about her
anymore."

| felt her strength recede, and her eyes misted. A great glowing fire was quelled, and | had doneit, and an
ever present grief enfolded it. A protective surge rose in me and the wild fantasies reigned again inside of
me as if no one else was present.

| let her go.

| turned and | left the company.

Behind me the ghost whispered contemptuously, "Y ou're not a gentleman, you never were!"
| muttered all the obscenities | knew in French and English in atight whisper.

| walked alittle too fast for Stirling. But we came together at the front doors of the house.

Rush of sweet warm air. The night was purring and grinding with the tree frogs and the cicadas. | defy a
ghost to distract me from this! The sky wasrosey and it would be all night. | closed my eyes and let the
warm air hold me close and lovingly and totally.

Thewarm air didn't care whether or not | was a gentleman, which | was not.
"What are you doing with Rowan?" Stirling demanded.

"What are you, her older brother?" | shot back.



We walked across the paved porch and onto the drive. Fragrance of grass. Roar of the River Road traffic
as sweet as the roar of water.

"Perhaps | am her brother," he said shortly, "but | mean it. What are you doing?'

"Good God, man," | replied. "Night before last you told Quinn that Mona was dying. What was your
motive? Weren't you tempting him to go to her? He didn't, asit turned out, but you were tempting him,
goading him to use his power, to bring her over. Don't deny it. Y ou provoked him. You with all your
records. Y our volumes. Y our studies. Quinn had fed on you, almost taken you. | saved your life, man.

Y ou who knew. And now you question me for alittle word game with a mortal who detests me?"

"All right," he said, "so in the back of my mind | abhorred the fact that Mona was dying, that Mona was
desperate, and that Mona was so young, and | believed in sinister fairy tales and magic blood! But that
woman is not dying. She is the magnate of her family. And she knows something's profoundly wrong
with you. And you're playing with her."

"Not so! Leave me alone!"

"I will not. You can't entice her-."

"I'm not enticing her!"

"Did you see Stella?' he asked. "Is that who's haunting you?"

"Don't go back to acivil tone with me," | scolded. "Yes, | saw Stella. Did you think that was all part of a
game? | saw her in the little sailor dress and she jumped into my lap. They were in my town house in the
Rue Royale, both of them, Julien and Stella, with awhole crowd of people. Julien was out there in your
fine little conservatory, taunting me. But in my flat last night, they said threatening things to me.
Threatening things! Oh, | don't know why I'm telling you."

"Yes, you do," he answered.

"I've got to get back to the intrepid wanderers,” | said. | took a deep breath.

"Threatening things?' he asked. "What threatening things did they say to you?"

"Oh, God in Heaven!" | said. "If only | were Juan Diego."

"Who is Juan Diego?"' he asked.

"Maybe nobody," | said sadly. "But then again, maybe somebody, maybe somebody very very



important!" and | went away.
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| WENT UPHIGH inthe air. | traveled fast-faster than aghost, or so | figured. | drifted above the city of
New Orleans, lulled by itslights and its voices. | wondered how Mona would handle this power, if she'd
be weeping again. | let myself believe there were no ghosts who could touch me up here or anywhereiif |
used all my considerable powers, no ghosts who could make me afraid.

| said No to hunger. | said to thirst Be till.
| slipped down silently into the realm of my fellow creatures.

| caught sight of Quinn in the Rue Royale, pulling behind him a pile of suitcases, all dependent upon one
huge rectangular bag equipped with excellent little wheels. He was whistling a melody by Chopin and
walking very briskly, and | fell into stride beside him.

"Y ou're the most dashing man on the street, Little Brother," | said. "What's with all the suitcases?"

"Areyou going to let us stay at the flat, Beloved Boss?' he asked. His eyes were fired with love. In our
short acquaintance, 1'd never seen him so happy. In fact, I'd never seen him happy before at al. "What do
you think?' he asked. "Do we crowd you? Do you want us out?"'

"Not at all, | want you there," | replied. "I should have told you." We walked along together, me trying to
keep up with hislong legs. "I'm the worst of hosts and Coven Masters, to use the old lingo. Not a
gentleman. A thoroughgoing Rasputin. Settlein. You had Clem bring clothes to the Ritz? (Yes.) Clever.
Where's Princess Mona right now?"

"In the bedroom, working on the computer we bought at sunset, first thing she had to have," he said with
an airy gesture. "She's recording every experience, every sensation, every subtle distinction, every
revelation-."

"I getit,” | said. "Hmmm. Y ou've both fed."
He nodded. " Greedily, among despicable wretches, though | had to oversee the operation somewhat. She

fallsinto states of utter paralysis. Perhapsif | wasn't there she wouldn't. Physically she's stronger than |
am. | think it confuses her. It was a couple bums back of town, both drunk, nothing to it."



"But it was her first human victim," | said. "Particulars.”

"The men were unconscious, it was acinch for her. She's yet to confront the living breathing struggling
type."

"All right, that can wait. Asregards her being stronger than you, you know | can level the playing
ground,” | said quietly. "l don't share the gift of my blood with many. But I'll share it again with you."
Was there anything in the world | wouldn't have done for Quinn?

"I know that," he answered. "God, | love her. | love her so much it's overtaken everything else in my
mind. | don't even think about Goblin being gone. | thought when Goblin was actually gone I'd suffer
some crippling emptiness. | was sure of it. It seemed bound to happen. But Mona's the partner of my soul,
L estat, just the way | used to dream it would be when we first met, when we were both kids, before the
Blood ever came between us."

"That's the way it's supposed to work, Quinn," | said. "And Blackwood Farm? Have you any news?"'

It was fun walking along the street again. Feet on the summer pavements with the heat of the sun still
rising from them.

"Perfect," said Quinn. "Tommy's staying the week. I'll be able to see him before he goes back to England.
| wish he didn't have to go to school in England. Of course, they're making calls to anyone or everyone
connected to Patsy. It's the damned medicine. | should have gathered up her medicine and thrown it in the
swamp with her. Then they would have assumed that she'd run away. | told them again that | murdered
her. Jasmine just laughed. She said she wished she could murder Patsy right now. | think the only one
who loves her, really loves her, is Cyndy, the Nurse."

| pondered the matter, perhaps for the first time since Quinn had done it only afew nights before. A body
couldn't survive being dumped in Sugar Devil Swamp. Too many gators. It made me smile bitterly to
remember that once others had tried to dispose of mein just the same way. But poor dead Patsy had
lacked my resources when she tumbled down into the darkness. Her soul had fled to the Totality of
Salvation, of course.

We walked on together through a crush of valiant tourists. The town was drippingly hot.

Last week at thisvery time I'd been awanderer, hopeless