
SERVANTS OF DARKNESS

THIRTEEN CREEPY TALES

––––––––
[image: ]


BY

MARK EDWARD HALL

––––––––
[image: ]


Published by Lost Village Publishing

[image: image]

Copyright 2012 by Mark Edward Hall

All rights reserved.

By Mark Edward Hall

––––––––
[image: ]


Apocalypse Island

Soul Thief

Song of Ariel

The Lost Village

The Haunting of Sam Cabot

The Holocaust Opera

The Fear

The Hero of Elm Street

The Sun God

Haunted Tales

Blue Light Series: Books 1&2

Blue Light Series: Books 1, 2&3

Servants of Darkness

Dark Places: Three Novels of Horror

Copyright 2012 by Mark Edward Hall

This book is a work of fiction. Names characters, places and incidents are either a product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events or locales is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review.

Published by Lost Village Publishing

Richmond, ME 

––––––––
[image: ]


Cover Designer: Neil Jackson

Visit Mark’s blog for updates

Follow Mark on Twitter

Like Mark’s Facebook Page

To be alerted of new releases, sign up here.

TABLE OF CONTENTS

The Comfort of a Stranger

The Holocaust Opera

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

PART TWO

AUSCHWITZ

12

13

14

15

16

PART THREE

THE ANGEL OF DEATH

17

18

19

20

21

Bugshot

New Years Eve

The Nest

Darkness is the Demon’s Breath

Room Number 9

The Swamp

The Rain after a Dry Season

The Manor

My Leona

The Sun God

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Epilogue

Present Day

The Hero of Elm Street

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Comfort of a Stranger


[image: ]


They met at the ruins of Saint Michael’s Cathedral. The city was razing it to make room for a new subway station. The police had roped the area off and posted guards along its perimeter, hoping to keep the curious away. It hadn’t done much good. The news of the crypt’s discovery spread quickly in the neighborhood and there had been an influx of pedestrians throughout the day. Most had gone away disappointed, however. The authorities were adamant in their protection of the site and maddeningly clandestine about what had been discovered there. Rumor was they’d uncovered a strange breed of humanoids, long dead and forgotten, buried beneath the cathedral.

Danielle knew that such rumors were easily fabricated and just as easily dispelled; nevertheless, she had been perversely drawn to the demolition. She’d gone there that evening after reading a short piece in the morning paper. An earlier rain had ceased, and the streets were streaked with silvery puddles. It was late October and a cool wet wind blew around her bare legs. She pulled her wool coat around her and stood staring into the ruins shivering. The site was now deserted. There were no guards, and the excavated catacombs all appeared empty. Sadly, she had come too late for any sort of glimpse. 

“A pity, don’t you think?”

She started and whirled. A tall, thin man in a gray overcoat stood beside her at the barricade staring into the empty catacombs. His features were fine, feline, almost feminine, and curiously unlined. If not for the timbre of his voice, and the slight gray stubble on his chin, Danielle would have had trouble identifying him as anything but androgynous. 

He had appeared out of nowhere. Impossible, Danielle knew. She’d simply spaced out again. It was a reasonable diagnosis. Her grief, coupled with the medication, had recently brought on strange blank spaces, long hours of depression, and spats of daydreaming.

“A pity?” she asked.

“That we didn’t get to see the strange beings before they carted them all off.” The man smiled.

“You heard the rumors,” Danielle said.

“Oh yes. Hard to miss.”

“And you believed them?”

“Why does that surprise you?”

“I don’t know.”

“You didn’t?”

Danielle gave a small, nervous laugh. “No, not really.”

The man had turned to face her, his hand extended. “Decker,” he said. “John Decker.” His eyes were small and pale, their color indefinable. Danielle took his hand, even though she did not want to. It was cold, as she’d expected.

“Danielle Gray,” she said, pulling her hand back and tucking it into the sleeve of her overcoat, hoping she could warm it again.

“Pleasure,” Decker said. “What I meant was—”

“You believe, right?” Danielle interrupted. “That’s all that counts.” She turned back toward the ruins, as if to dismiss him.

“I think there are so many things about this life that we don’t yet understand. Don’t you?”

“Yeah, I suppose so.”

“You don’t sound very convinced.”

“I have my own beliefs.”

The stranger watched Danielle for a long moment. She could feel his cold, colorless eyes on her. 

“Exactly what were the rumors?” he asked. “Do you know?”

Danielle shivered hugging her arms to her bosom. “Freaks of some kind. The paper called them humanoids. Supposedly they were all small, like children, and not properly decomposed. Something to do with the lack of oxygen beneath the church.”

“I see,” said Decker. “Is it possible that they were children?”

Danielle shrugged. “Their physiology was ... different.”

“How so?”

Danielle turned back to the stranger. “Their faces were distorted in some way ... I don’t know. Like they were all screaming or something. Whenever things like this happen people make up stories.”

“So, you think it was all a fabrication?”

Danielle frowned. “The authorities aren’t talking. Do you have business here?”

“No. Just a curious citizen, like you. These dead ... humanoids. Where do you suppose they took them?”

“The morgue, I imagine. Look, I told you, I don’t believe the rumors. And I really have to be going. I’m not sure why I came here.” She turned to leave.

“You were searching for something,” the stranger said, freezing Danielle in her tracks. She reluctantly turned back to him. His colorless eyes held hers.

“What are you talking about?”

“Something ... terrible has happened, some catastrophe. And you were hoping to find answers here.”

Danielle gave a short nervous little laugh. “That’s ridiculous ...”

“Is it?”

Danielle lowered her head. “I haven’t been well.”

“Would you like to talk about it?”

“No.”

“No?”

Her eyes were drawn back to his. “I don’t know who you are.”

“Does it matter?”

Since the deaths and the recent breakdown, she’d been staying at the boarding house for the elderly in Jackson Heights. She worked in the kitchen there twenty hours a week to cover the rent and she got her meals free. It was a room, a place to lay her head down and hang her clothes until she could get back on her feet. Nothing more. These days her expectations were low.

She’d surprised herself by telling the stranger to come later. She knew that most of the other residents—all of them elderly—turned in early. She’d told him to be discreet, that a few of the more restless had taken to wandering the corridors in the night and she wasn’t sure how they’d react if they saw a strange man. She told him she’d be waiting at the back door. She paced restlessly, smoking a cigarette, wondering if he’d come, decidedly edgy with anticipation. At quarter past ten there came a soft knock. She opened it and let him in.

They’d gone immediately to her room and had made love. Or rather the stranger had. Danielle had felt nothing. His body, pressed against hers, was cold. Like embracing an emptiness. When he was done, he rolled off her. She lay on her back for a long time, silently staring up at the ceiling. After a while she reached for the pack of cigarettes on the bedside stand, tapped one into her hand, placed it between her lips, and lit it with a plastic lighter. She inhaled deeply letting the smoke trickle slowly from her nostrils. The encounter had been her first in more than a year. After what had happened, she’d been unsure if she could ever have sex again. She looked over at the stranger. Even though she felt no sexual attraction, something about his soft, almost feminine features and his coldness attracted her. 

“Was it all right?” he asked her.

“It was okay,” she admitted, wondering if he would take offense at her candor.

The stranger frowned. “Why did you do it?” he asked. “I’m just curious, you understand.”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. Just to see if I could. It’s been a while.”

“I see.”

“You’re hurt.”

“No.”

She took one last drag on her cigarette and stabbed it out in the ashtray. She rolled over and propped herself up on one elbow facing him. “How about you? Did you enjoy it?” 

“Yes, Danielle,” he replied. “I enjoyed it very much.”

Danielle stared into his colorless eyes, blank and featureless. She was shivering. “Back at the ruins,” she said. “You mentioned some catastrophe. You said that I’d gone there in search of answers.”

“Ah.” Decker nodded sagely.

“How did you know that?”

“It was a lonely place. You were alone. What other conclusion might I have drawn?”

She stared at him. “No. It was more than that. Somehow you knew.”

He was staring at her breasts as if he was trying to read something from them. Feeling self conscious she pulled the sheet up to cover herself.

“You’ve had children,” Decker said.

“It’s that obvious, huh?”

“A woman’s breasts tell a lot about her. How many?”

“Three,” she said, and began to weep.

“That’s what you were doing at the cathedral ruins,” Decker said. “Searching for your lost children.”

Danielle stared at Decker in awe. How could he know such a thing? How could a complete stranger know the secret heart of another? He was right, of course, but until this very moment even Danielle had been unaware of why she’d been drawn to those ruins. What could that place possibly tell her about her children? Decker shifted his weight and the sheet fell away from his body. He was white and thin, androgynous. His ribs shown through stretched skin. His shrunken penis and miniscule sack lay limp against the paleness of his flesh. 

“How did they die, Danielle?”

“I left them at home with a babysitter to go out for the evening. There was a ... fire. It was nobody’s fault. Something to do with the wiring. The babysitter had fallen asleep.”

“You say it was nobody’s fault, yet you blame yourself?”

Danielle nodded, unable to reply. Tears coursed down her cheeks. She wondered where they were coming from. She thought she’d lost the capacity to shed them. 

Decker looked at her with concern. “It must have been a very traumatic experience.”

“Yes. Yes, it was.”

“Please, tell me exactly what happened.”

“I don’t really know many of the details. The entire episode is rather sketchy in my mind. They tell me I had some sort of breakdown. It took me months to convalesce. Upon my release I was handed an urn of ashes. I was told that the fire burned with such intensity that individual bodies were unidentifiable. The ashes of what I was told were my babies are buried in a single grave in the old Cross Cemetery at Arlington Heights. I go there as often as I can and put flowers on it.”

“I see,” said Decker. “You’ll have to take me there sometime, show me.”

“What on earth for?”

“I like places of death,” he said. “I always have. Cemeteries have their own kind of charm, don’t you think? Some of the finest properties have been used to bury the dead. Tombs, mausoleums, some of the most superb architecture. That says something about man’s reverence for the lost.”

Danielle did not know how to reply. She wasn’t sure she shared the stranger’s enthusiasm for death.

“What were you doing the night your children died, Danielle?”

“I told you, I was out for the evening.”

Decker nodded. “Yes, that’s right, you did. But what were you doing?”

Danielle stared at Decker for a long moment, understanding somehow that he already knew the answer to his own question. “Who are you, Mr. Decker?”

“Please, call me John. Now that we’re intimate ... well ... I think it would be appropriate. Don’t you?”

“I’m not sure what you’re getting at.”

“I think you are, Danielle. Come now, confessions can sometimes be good for the soul.” The stranger smiled, and for the first time Danielle got a good look at his teeth. They seemed very small, like those in the mouth of a fish. Danielle was suddenly repulsed.

“I’ve done enough confessing for one night,” Danielle said, getting out of bed. “I don’t think I’m up for any more. Please, I’d like you to leave now.”

The stranger got out of bed and dressed in silence. Danielle, the sheet still wrapped around her, watched him. After he left, she felt sick, and ran into the bathroom to throw up. 

It began to rain lightly again before dawn. Unable to sleep, Danielle got out of bed, dressed and went outside.

She drifted uneasily along the rain-slicked sidewalks, depressed by the drab storefronts and apartment blocks that flanked the street. All the buildings seemed empty, windows blanked out against dark, silent rooms. As dawn rose, cold white light engulfed the city, washing away all other colors. 

Danielle was mildly surprised to find herself back at the ruins of St. Michael’s. She’d had no real destination in mind when she’d left her room. Nothing had changed here, she saw. The workmen had not yet returned. The catacombs were still empty. 

Danielle closed her eyes and remembered walking aimlessly away from the police station the morning after her children had perished. The city had been hidden under a soft veil of mist. Much like today. She’d gone to the park and had sat on a bench wet with dew, feeling the rain run through her hair and down her cheeks like tears. She’d never felt so vacant. She’d left the bench and had walked into the deepest part of the park. Glistening leaves left wet smears on her skin as she wandered aimlessly through the undergrowth. The silence was like the city holding its breath. Everything seemed empty, nothing alive. She came to a small lake and began walking into it, feeling nothing, wondering how long it would take for them to find her body. 

She’d come awake in a hospital. A passer-by had found her floating and had saved her life. Months of therapy and rehabilitation followed.

In time she’d been informed that she was healing well and could return to a normal life whenever she felt capable. A normal life? That was a laugh. How could anything about her life ever again be normal?

Turning her attention back to the ruins she decided to duck under the rope and go in for a closer inspection of the empty catacombs. The mist had begun to abate, and she knew that at any moment workmen would begin arriving and her chance would be missed. There was something else here besides her. An emptiness that felt somehow alive. She could sense it. Behind her ... or just ahead. She couldn’t quite see it, but she knew that it was here, nevertheless. Danielle stood gazing into the empty crypts, concentrating, aching, knowing.

“You feel them, don’t you, Danielle?”

Danielle was not surprised at the sound of the stranger’s voice. She supposed that some part of her had been expecting him to show up.

“What am I supposed to be ... feeling?”

“Something,” said the stranger. “Anything. It’s been so long since you’ve allowed yourself to feel.”

Danielle turned to the stranger. “What’s going on? How do you know what I feel or don’t feel? Who are you?”

“You came here in search of answers,” Decker replied. “I’m just trying to offer a little comfort.” He raised his arm and pointed into the ruins. “They’re here, you know. You just have to go in and find them.”

Danielle shook her head, backing away. “No!” she said. “You’re crazy.” 

“Are you absolutely sure that everything happened the way you think it happened, Danielle?”

Danielle turned and hurried away from the stranger, not looking back, but she heard his laughter, like the sound of breaking glass.

She’d made it only halfway down the block before curiosity got hold of her and she stopped and glanced back. The stranger was still standing in the midst of the ruins staring at something she couldn’t see. She tried to see the expression on his face. She thought for a moment that he was still laughing, but the city had come to life and with its noise she could not tell. Everything seemed so twisted, so uncertain.

She looked at her watch, surprised to see that she was late for work. What the hell would she tell them? Oh bullshit! Who cared what they did. They could fire her, kick her out. She hated the place anyway. 

A Lincoln Town Car pulled up to the curb and Danielle recognized the man behind the wheel. He kept glancing at her through the window, a look of astonishment on his face. She tried to ignore him and kept walking, but the car kept pace. 

“Hey, Danielle,” the man called through the open window. “Is that you? Jesus, I thought you were dead. What happened? Where have you been?”

“Working at a boarding house.”

“What? Are you kidding me?”

Danielle shook her head.

“Well, when are you coming back to work for me, girl?” The man’s voice sounded hurt, almost pleading.

“When hell freezes over.”

“Oh, don’t be that way, Danielle. You were one of my best girls. One of my best money makers.”

“I don’t give a shit about you or your lousy money, Jimmy. I have a new life now. So fuck off.”

Jimmy laughed. “Life?” he said, his voice filled with incredulity. “I haven’t seen you in months and now you tell me you’re working at a boarding house. I’m finding this really hard to believe.” The car stopped abruptly. Jimmy got out and swiftly approached Danielle. “You better not be holding out on me, girl—”

Danielle pulled a hand gun out of her coat pocket and pressed the muzzle against Jimmy’s forehead, cocking the hammer with her thumb. “I paid with the lives of my children because of the things I did for you, asshole.”

Jimmy backed away, his hands in the air. “That fire was an accident, Danielle. Jesus Christ, it wasn’t my fault.”

“If I’d been at home with my children instead of out with one of your perverted tricks, they might still be alive.”

Jimmy’s face crumbled. “You’ll pay for this, you bitch,” he said, his voice filled with hate.

“What will you do, asshole, kill me?” Danielle laughed. “If you try, you’d better make it good. I’ve got mental problems now, you know. I’m certified. I could blow your ass away and walk within a year. So, if you’re smart, you’ll get back in that piece of shit pimpmobile of yours and get the fuck out of here.” 

Jimmy did as he was told, stumbling toward the driver’s door, his face purple with rage. Danielle’s trembling hands held the revolver pointed at him. “You’re dead, girl!” he screamed. “Dead! Dead! Dead! Do you hear me?” The sound of his voice was like syncopated hammer blows in Danielle’s ears.

Danielle went back to her room. She paced back and forth across the floor, unsure what to do. She lit a cigarette, hands shaking. There was a small cubby at the foot of the bed, too small to be considered a closet. She opened the door and pulled out a small cardboard box. She sat the box on the bed looking at it for a long time, waiting—trying to get her thoughts straight. She dropped the lit cigarette onto the floor and crushed it out beneath her shoe. She sat down on the bed and opened the box. Inside there were drawings her children had done and given her. They were the only things salvaged from her other life. The only evidence her children had ever existed. It had been more than a year since she’d looked at them. She carefully lifted the sheets of paper out of the box smoothing them with her fingers as she did so. One by one she put the sheets to her lips and began kissing them as though she could taste her children on them. She pressed them against her face, hearing the noise her eyelashes made as they scratched against the paper. Tears flowed from her eyes and onto the drawings. But the wetness from her tears seemed to be distorting the images. What once had been happy moon-faces with wide smiles and bright eyes now looked like demons with black gaping mouths. Each nose had become a jagged red gash; the eyes were dark sinkholes of despair. And the twisted faces seemed to be screaming in abject agony. The more Danielle wept the more the images morphed into visions of horror and despair. Danielle could almost hear their shrieking voices. She began pulling more sheets from the box, looking at them, spilling tears on them. Now they were all the same. Tortured faces with gaping mouths and abysmal eyes. Was this some new pathos she would have to endure, or had the images been this way from the beginning? Had she just refused to see the truth?

Are you absolutely sure that everything happened the way you think it happened, Danielle?

She quickly put the images back in the box and buried it beneath some old clothes in the closet. She sat on the bed smoking cigarettes until nearly all the light had drained out of the day. 

She kept thinking about herself and the stranger, how his cold body had pressed against hers, feeling like an emptiness. They were like two dead things floating on the surface of a lake.

Twilight came on the heels of a cold, dry wind and clear skies. The dampness had moved on across the Atlantic Ocean to settle into someone else’s bones. She approached the ruins just as evening’s shadows began to descend over them. She stopped at the rope, gazing into the heart of the partially demolished cathedral. It was as if the workmen had totally abandoned the project. Everything seemed exactly as it had earlier, abysmal, depressing, an emptiness unto itself. She ducked under the barricade making her way toward the heart of the crypt. Footsteps followed her, keeping a short distance. She did not turn to identify her pursuer, confident as she was in his identity. She stopped where the catacombs began. There were square indentations in the earth where bodies had once lain. She stared into them.

What sort of bodies had they been? Human? Something else? 

In the darkness just beyond the catacombs she saw three small standing forms, unmoving. She could see no individual features, however. They were just ghosts, shadows cast by the very same darkness that had plagued her life for so long.

“Why?” she asked.

“You needed comfort,” said the stranger.

“And you were the one sent to offer it.”

“You needed to see what you have refused all along to see.”

“That my children are dead?”

“No, Danielle. You’ve always accepted that.”

“What then?”

“Remember the day at the park, the morning after your children ... well.”

“Yes, the day I walked into the lake ... a man came along and ... saved ... me.” She stared at the stranger, studying him. God, why had she not recognized him sooner? She’d felt it in his coldness, seen it in the paleness of his flesh, in his thin, nearly emaciated body. And she’d heard it in his words. Yes, every single one had been a clue, but she hadn’t had the sense to pick up on it. “It was you.”

Decker gave a short bow. “At your service, Danielle.”

“But you didn’t save me,” Danielle said. “You didn’t even try. In fact, you dragged me under. Why, for God’s sake?

“I was sent to give you comfort.”

“Comfort?”

“From the moment your children died you were wracked with grief. You blamed yourself. You wanted death. It is why you walked into the lake, is it not?” 

“But I lived.”

“Are you absolutely sure about that, Danielle?” 

“Who are you?”

The stranger stared.

“No,” Danielle said, backing away. “I don’t believe you.” She closed her eyes, now not wanting to see. She wondered what she would find if she returned to her room. Would there be a lock on the door? A sign that said vacancy? Would there be a box filled with children’s drawings hidden under a stack of clothing in a cubby that wasn’t large enough to be a closet? Had everything that had happened in the past year been some colossal and twisted deception?

“Open your eyes, Danielle. See the wonders.”

Danielle obeyed the stranger. She opened her eyes and stared. The ruins were filled with death, she saw, dozens, perhaps hundreds of small creatures occupied the vast space there. There were black gaping mouths and sunken eye sockets. Each nose was a jagged red gash; the eyes were dark sinkholes of despair. And the twisted faces seemed to be screaming in abject agony. Just like in the pictures her children had drawn and left for her to discover and shed tears over. Had they somehow known about this? Had they known that this is where they would end up?

“The children have gathered here for centuries,” Decker said. 

“Why didn’t you just tell me?”

“You needed to see for yourself. Now, sadly their deaths are being disrupted and they need a guardian to show them the way home.”

“But I don’t know ... how.”

“I think you do, Danielle.” 

Danielle stared into the ruins, at the carnival of wickedness that had gathered there. It was a veritable festival of rot and suffering, absurdly beautiful in its grotesquery. Her children were there among them, of course, the architects of her demise, all three of them, standing at the forefront, waiting to be taken home.

“There, see what you’ve been missing,” Decker said.

“Yes, I see,” Danielle replied. “Life only allows us a partial glimpse of what actually exists, doesn’t it?”

“Ah, now you believe.”

“I have finally found my children. That’s all that counts.”

The stranger nodded and gave a slight smile. He was death, of course, his business here finished, at least for the moment. But death would soon again beckon in all its myriad complexities and peculiarities, and he’d be off to usher it forth. It was the way of life, after all. Why had it taken her so long to see this simple truth? Danielle took hold of the stranger’s cold hand and together they moved into the heart of the ruins toward the shadows that awaited them on the other side.
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I SENSED THE MOMENT I met Jeremiah Gideon that my life had been altered in some incontrovertible way. I ignored that sense. I stepped into his world willingly. He was an enigma, the most gifted talent I had ever encountered, and I was in awe of him.

I was a singer back then, raised in a small Iowa city. I came to New York chasing a dream. It was the first time I had been out from under the sheltering wings of my wonderfully-wise parents. I sought stardom, and I had their fond blessing to help guide me. When I look back on it now, I can see just how naïve I was. Dear God, if only I could have seen the future.

My parents were from the Beat generation. Their bible had been, On the Road, by Jack Kerouac. For them, it had been a time of free love and following one’s heart. They wanted me to experience life as they had. They wished me only happiness and had always encouraged me to follow my dreams. So I did.

I had been singing since the age of three, at first hamming it up for my family, then church choir, later glee club, and when I was fourteen, I formed my first band. I called it Leather & Lace, after the Stevie Nicks song. We stayed together for five years. We were popular in and around my hometown, but that was it. There was nothing original about our sound, and when I finally woke up one day and admitted to myself that we were never going anywhere, I bailed out. Two of the guys in the band were married with families and couldn’t just pack up and leave everything, and the drummer, a girl, wanted to be my lover. She was a sweet kid, but I wasn’t interested. I liked guys.

I was good and knew it. Fate had blessed me with a soprano’s voice and a full four-octave range. I had been telling people for years that I was destined to be a star. I don’t think anybody ever doubted me. So, I came to New York, a green twenty-one-year-old. It was springtime and the city enchanted me. Everything about it looked, sounded, and smelled like success, and I was more excited than ever before in my life. I hadn’t come from a wealthy family and I had very little to start me on my way. I came in a clunky old Chrysler mini-van, two suitcases filled to the brim with the remnants of my life, an old Gibson guitar, and my dreams.

I had been in town only two days when Jeremiah’s and my paths crossed. I can’t tell you it was destiny because I don’t know about such things.

I was out searching for a cheap apartment. A joke, right? In New York? I was somewhere in the East Village, an old residential area near Avenue A and Bond. Here the streets were lined with stately brownstones; homes that had once been symbols of New York’s old-style elegance. During the 19th century, millionaires like the Astors and Vanderbilts had built homes here, but the waves of Irish, German, Jewish, Polish, and Ukrainian immigrants who flooded into New York City in the 1900s soon displaced the elite, who moved uptown. Now the buildings were decrepit and rundown, their vacant eye-like windows blackened with soot that seemed to completely seal off the outside world from whatever secrets lay within.

I knew from what my parents had told me that the area had been home to the Beat generation of the 1950s, the hippies of the 1960s, and the punks of the late 1970s and 1980s. Today it’s still a young person’s neighborhood, with its experimental music clubs and theaters and cutting-edge fashion. So, of course, that’s the section of the city I was drawn to. I did a lot of walking in those first few days. I could have driven but I didn’t. I wanted a real feel for New York, and walking was very liberating, and educational. I let my feet lead the way, and that’s where they took me.

I expected a bustling neighborhood, but that’s not what I found. Instead I discovered a stark, nearly forsaken place, a shadow world; a quiet village that existed, tenuously at best, within the confines of the greatest city on Earth. There were few cars parked on the deserted wind-swept streets and even fewer pedestrians walking its sullen sidewalks. The people I did encounter, faceless, all of them, walked briskly, heads down, collars of windbreakers turned up against the biting late-march chill, hats pulled down over unseen eyes. Like vampires scurrying from sunlight’s dark promise.

Somewhere near East-80th and Willow I began to slow my pace, for it was there that a feeling of melancholy seized me. I sensed more than heard music, soft and poignant, haunting, as though it was coming from the depths of my own romantic soul. I stopped, looking around for its source. It seemed to be coming from everywhere all at once, a permeation of soulful melancholy. How could such beauty exist? I wondered. I had to pinch myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. It was the sound of angels weeping. The melody was gorgeous, with a counterpoint that was oddly foreign yet strangely familiar, so lush that I wanted to both laugh and weep. I had suddenly been transported to a world of dreams.

I soon located the music’s source. It was coming from one of the brownstones. I stood there for a long time in front of that building unable to move, staring mutely toward that sound as though I’d been hypnotized. Finally, I went to my knees in front of a grimy basement window. I used the sleeve of my blouse to wipe at the glass and I peered in. I felt no shame, no embarrassment; only enchantment.

Back to at a piano in a small, neatly kept flat sat a young man with long dark-brown hair. I could not see his face but somehow I knew that it would be as haunting as his music. He would play some of the melody and counterpoint and then he would write notes on a lead sheet. It seemed he was composing. I can’t begin to describe the complex emotions that stirred inside me as I watched, nor can I tell you how long I knelt there. I was lost in an imaginary dream-world, a virtual haze of delirium. I fancied myself a young Billy Holiday, standing on stage in a small smoky cellar singing those gorgeously poignant melodies.

“What’r yer doin there, girly?”

The voice startled me back to reality. I twisted around in a panic and struggled to my feet. My legs were aching, and my knees felt raw from kneeling on the rough sidewalk.

I stood blinking in surprise. There before me stood a bag-lady with piercing eyes and a twisted gray mouth. She was very thin. Her deeply-lined sallow face was streaked with grime, and her sharp blue eyes had sunk abysmally into the bony architecture of her small skull where bruise-colored indentations lined them. Her outfit consisted of a dirty brown buttonless overcoat, an oil-streaked printed polyester blouse and a pair of oversized black men’s trousers tied around the waist with a frayed electrical cord. On her head she wore a green felt cap that was so full of rips and holes it could have been salvaged from the maw of some crazed animal. Beneath the cap her gray straw-like hair hung untidily around her stooped shoulders.

“Well?” she demanded.

I stammered some idiotic reply. Even now I’m not sure what it was.

“Stop babbling, fool! I asked you what yer doin there?”

I was still blinking, bewildered when suddenly I found my voice, or rather this squeaky little voice that I didn’t recognize as my own. “I ... I was ... ah ... I was just listening to the music,” I said, stuttering like a little fool, ashamed suddenly, afraid that I had violated some sacred trust.

“Lovely, ain’t it,” she said, picking at a rotten tooth with a grubby fingernail. Her voice was grainy and scratched, as though her interior mirrored the visible, outward part of her.

“Yes,” I said breathlessly, and gratefully relieved that I was not going to be scolded for my shameful eavesdropping. “It’s the most beautiful music I’ve ever heard. “Please, do you know who he is?”

The bag-lady’s sharp, sunken eyes drew down on me leaving me decidedly uncomfortable in their grasp. She grunted and threw her head back laughing heartily. “You don’t know, do you, girly?”

“Know what?” I replied puzzled. If there was a joke here, I certainly didn’t get it. “I’m from out of town,” I explained.

“Yes, girly,” she said in a small, ironic whisper. “Yes, you are.” She looked me up and down, an expression of complete and unequivocal contempt on her seamed face. “Believe me, you don’t want to know him. If I were you, I’d walk on down that street and forget you ever heard that music.”

At the thought of doing what the lady had suggested I felt a sudden aching loss inside of me. It was as if the universe I had imagined while absorbing those lush melodies had begun to crumble to dust at my feet. I could no more have walked away than I could have put a gun to my own head and pulled the trigger, and the bag-lady knew it. She shook her head ruefully and emitted a disgruntled-sounding little squawk. “Who is he?” I demanded, this time without shame, without reservation.

“A troubled soul,” the woman replied, now with a slight hint of resignation in her voice. “A troubled soul who writes troubled music. His name is Gideon, Jeremiah Gideon. That’s all he does, you know, sit at that piano and compose those haunted melodies.”

“He’s incredible,” I said. “Do you know him?”

“No!” the bag lady barked. “He’s not a very sociable soul. But most everybody on these streets knows about him.” She looked sharply at me. “We all have ears, you know!”

“His music seems so filled with passion ... but somehow sad,” I said, my mind ushering in visions of everlasting love turned tragic. Of loneliness, heartache, despair.

The bag lady gave me a sour look. “You’re a romantic little fool,” she opined. “Could get you in trouble.”

I could only look at her, unable or unwilling to take issue.

She snorted at my non-reaction. “Rumor has it he’s writing some sort of modern saga based on the experiences of his ancestors.”

“That sounds wonderful,” I said in reply.

The woman looked at me as though I’d said something obscene. “Don’t be such a little twit,” she scolded. “They were in the holocaust. His grandparents were exterminated. His parents managed to escape ... barely with their sanity. Now they’re all gone. The boy’s alone and he’s wracked with pain and grief. Can’t you hear it in that music?”

My hand went to my mouth to stifle a gasp. Of course, I could hear it. That’s what the emotion was about, sorrow and grief, not passionate love turned tragic as I’d first imagined. The lady was right. I was a little fool. “Oh my,” I said shocked. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t know.”

“Of course, you didn’t, girly. Now you do.” Her piercing blue eyes stared at me from the depths of that seamed face. “Rumor also has it that if you listen to that music long enough, you’ll become infected with its message of despair and that eventually you’ll go stark-raving-mad.”

“That’s ridiculous,” I replied shocked. “It’s only music.” But as I was mouthing the words, I realized that I might be kidding myself. I had already come to the conclusion that there was something extraordinary, perhaps even supernatural at work here.

“Well, it’s of no consequence to me,” said the bag lady. “You’ll do what you will. Haven’t you wondered why there’s nobody else on this street?” I glanced up and then down the stark street and realized for the first time that other than the bag lady I hadn’t seen another living soul in more than two hours.

“They scurry like saints with crosses from that music, girly. So, beware.”

The lady turned then and shuffled on her way, her hands over her ears, as if the music was indeed causing her pain. I watched her for a long time, speechless, knowing that something else should be said but unable to find words to describe my emotions. Halfway down the block she stopped and stared back at me. A flight of noisy pigeons took wing from an alley and my eyes were drawn to their fluttering ascent. When I looked back the bag lady was gone.
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I SUDDENLY BECAME FRANTIC and fidgety. I didn’t know what to do next. I knew what I wanted; I just didn’t know how to go about getting it. I felt like an addict in need of a fix. I knew that I did not have the courage to heed the bag-lady’s admonitions. I stood on the sidewalk whirling around like a mad dervish. I needed to get into that apartment. I could not control my emotions. I had to talk to that boy about his music, his pain. I felt that our lives had somehow intersected, that his pain was now my pain. I sensed that no one else could understand the deep turbulence inside him like I could. I knew of no graceful way to get what I wanted, so finally I just went to the door and knocked.

I was persistent. He didn’t come immediately so I stood and hammered. After a while the music stopped, and I heard the clatter of a chain-lock on the other side. The door was finally opened and there stood the young man, six feet tall, handsome, with sad, haunted brown eyes and a jagged scar on his right cheek. I winced when I saw it and hoped that he hadn’t noticed my reaction. He wore faded blue jeans and a white button-down shirt open at the throat. Around his neck hung a gold chain with the Star of David resting against his hairless chest.

He just looked at me, his face expressionless. “I’m Roxanne Templeton,” I said. “I ... heard your music from the street.” My voice trailed off as I felt color rise in my cheeks.

“Yes?” he said.

“It’s beautiful,” I replied in a soft voice but not without a trace of awe. I knew my description paled, however, in the face of those indescribable melodies. “I wonder if you might be in need of a ... singer?” What made me say that? I had no idea. In all honesty I hadn’t known what I was going to say until the words were out of my mouth. I think I would have said just about anything to get close to that boy. My mouth was cottony-dry, and I felt like I might pee down my leg any second.

Finally, a small smile creased the corners of the young man’s generous mouth. “Are you a singer?”

“Yes,” I replied

He nodded. “How did you know it was me playing?”

“A bag lady,” I said. “She told me about you.”

He stepped past me and looked up and down the street. His face wore a grim look. “I haven’t seen a bag lady on this street for months,” he said. “Since the garbage strike ended. What did she look like?”

I shrugged. “A bag lady. Gray hair, green cap, bad teeth, piercing blue eyes.”

He nodded. “And what did she tell you about me?”

I was really blushing now. I did not want to mention the holocaust. She was probably a crazy old bat who’d made the whole thing up. “She said you were a composer of beautiful melodies,” I said finally, shaping what felt like a pathetically inept smile.

“She did, huh?”

“Yes, and I have to agree with her.” I smiled, a little more sincerely this time, and the young man’s face finally broke into a wide grin.

“Jeremiah Gideon,” he said, extending his hand.

“How do you do?” I said taking it. His handshake was strong, and his fingers were hot, like tines of pure energy, and oh-so-soft. I might have been touching something divine. I fairly swooned, and so help me God, an electric shock sped through my arm and arrowed directly into my heart. My legs shook and for a short, panicky moment I thought they might give way beneath me.

“Are you just out for a stroll or do you live in this neighborhood.”

“I’m looking for an apartment.” I told him, and I could hear my voice quavering.

“I see,” he replied. “Do you often knock on strange doors when you hear music?”

“This is my first time,” I said blushing. “The melodies were just so beautiful ... I ... couldn’t leave. I had to hear more.”

“Well, come in then,” he said, leading the way down a set of stone steps into a basement flat. “I’m flattered.”

“Don’t be silly,” I told him. “You’re really quite good, you know.”

“I’m trying to write an opera. Do you sing opera?”

“No,” I replied in all honesty, blushing, scared to death that he would send me away. “Actually, I’m a rock singer, but I have the voice for opera. I could do it if someone would show me how. Besides,” I said, deciding to make a bold move but shaking in my shoes. “Your music doesn’t sound like opera to me.”

“Oh? It doesn’t?”

I shook my head. “No, it sounds more modern, less stuffy,” I said, wrinkling my nose. “And I’ve never heard opera with melodies like those.”

“No?”

“Uh,uh.”

He sat down at the piano and began playing the pentatonic scale. “Sing along,” he told me. I was so nervous. I felt like I was auditioning for the most important gig of my life. When I began it was with a shaky, somewhat hesitant voice, and then as the moments passed, I began to sing more confidently.

“You’re a soprano. That’s good,” he said. “Try this. In the key of C, he began the introduction to Hoagie Carmichael’s beautiful and timeless, Stardust. Luckily, I knew the song and so I sang it with confidence. When we finally stopped Jeremiah was silent for a long moment looking at me. I watched him carefully. His features held the same enigmas and complexities as his music. I saw a depth of emotion in his eyes that astounded me, as though they were windows to some lost and forgotten soul, and what I saw inside that soul, imagined or otherwise, both enthralled and troubled me. There was a war going on inside that boy, and it contained all the elements of the real thing. I saw hate, and passion and despair and resolve, and the turbulence was so chaotic, so powerful that I could not look away. He held my gaze like a hypnotist. I was astonished by his level of passion. It was something my life lacked. But I realized also that it was the kind of passion necessary to attain a profound level of artistic achievement.

“That was very good,” he said finally, breaking the psychic spell he held over me. “You have a beautiful voice, and a four-octave range. I’m impressed. Yes, I believe you could be a great opera singer. Would you like to sing some of my songs?”

For a moment I could not find my breath. I couldn’t believe he was asking that question. “Yes,” I hissed and almost fainted.
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That was the beginning of it all. I still needed an apartment, and a job. I found work almost immediately with a semi-popular rock band called Chained City. Their singer, a girl, had overdosed on heroin the week before and they needed to replace her immediately or lose important gigs. I answered an ad in a local music paper and went to an audition. I was the seventeenth one and they hired me on the spot. It was for the money, nothing more. My heart was never really in it. I wore the clothes and did all the moves, but from the moment I’d heard Jeremiah Gideon’s music and had looked into those dark, sad eyes, I was hooked; nothing else in the world mattered to me.

With Jeremiah’s help I found an apartment that very afternoon. He knew some people in the neighborhood. He asked around and within forty-eight hours I was moving my two suitcases and my guitar into a tiny fourth-story attic which had been converted into a loft apartment. It wasn’t the greatest place in the world, but it faced north and on cloudless, smog-free days I could see a piece of the downtown skyline in the distance. Better still, the price was right. I didn’t care about the pitfalls. The important thing was, I was here, finally, in New York and I would be working with the greatest young composer in the city. Everything else seemed inconsequential.

Jeremiah knew his way around town. In the days that followed he took me to some thrift shops where I purchased enough tattered furniture and used appliances to meet my needs.

Jeremiah was indeed an enigma. Although he owned the entire building in which he lived, he resided alone in that small basement apartment. For reasons that were unclear to me, the bulk of the building had long ago been sealed off from occupancy.

This much I managed to glean from him. Mostly he kept silent about his life, even as I blabbed on about my own. I told him about my wonderful upbringing, church choir, glee club, of my parents’ encouragement to follow my dreams.

“You’re very lucky,” he said.

I had to agree. I believe I told him everything there was to know about my life—something I’d never done with anyone before—and he was an attentive listener, but still, he remained maddeningly clandestine about his own past.

*
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ONE DAY WHILE WE WERE working on some of his gorgeous melodies, I finally got up enough nerve to ask him what had happened to his parents.

He stopped playing and avoided my gaze, perhaps recalling some long-lost poignancy. Finally, he turned to me, shrugged his shoulders and said, “They were old. They had me late in life.”

“They died?” I prodded.

“They were in their fifties when I was born,” he said. “I was sort of an afterthought, I suppose.” Although he didn’t come right out and say they were dead, I took this to be an affirmation of that fact.

“They say children who are born to older parents oftentimes have the spark of genius,” I opined.

He scowled. “Who are they?”

I shrugged and gave him a wry smile. “People. I don’t know ... I heard that once.” Jeremiah was very modest about his talent. He did not like being called genius and he set me straight almost immediately.

“You’re an only child?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he replied. There was a long pause and another one of those sad smiles clouded his face. “You know what I’m trying to do here, Roxanne?” He nodded in the direction of the sheet music on his piano stand.

I shrugged, remembering again what the bag lady had told me, but never daring mention it to Jeremiah. “Whatever it is, I’m sure you’ll be successful at it,” I replied. I wasn’t just being nice. I was telling him the truth. His music went far beyond anything I had ever experienced, and carried me to places I never imagined existed, and did it with textures I’d never dreamed possible. It was as if his talent had taken music to the next step in the evolutionary process. I felt privileged that I had been fortunate enough to be touched by this boy and his genius. If it suddenly ended right here and now it would have been enough to last me a lifetime.

“I’m trying to write a body of music that captures the spirit of what it must have been like in the death camps,” Jeremiah said. “Are you familiar with the holocaust?”

I winced. Here it was, finally, the confession. “Well, sort of,” I replied. “Isn’t everybody?”

He emitted a small humorless laugh. “No,” he said, shaking his head grimly. “There’s an entire generation of children growing up now who are being denied the truth. People are saying that Jews made it all up to get sympathy, and in some schools, they’ve stopped teaching it altogether. They say it’s too morbid. Today everything must be politically correct. We tend to deny the horrific, or make light of it, even as our modern society has turned into the most violent in history. Go figure.

“History is supposed to teach us about the mistakes of our past so that we don’t repeat them, but it can’t happen when we have this tendency to rewrite it to suit the politically correct whims of the day.” And it just so happens that now, more than sixty years after the fact, for whatever reason, society has decided to deny the extinction of millions of innocent human beings.”

I nodded, not knowing how to reply. My knowledge in these matters was sorely lacking. “Your parents were there, weren’t they?”

“Yes,” Jeremiah said. “They were at Auschwitz, the Nazi death factory in Poland.” A quicksilver tear traced a line down his scarred cheek.

I couldn’t bear to see him in pain. “Jeremiah,” I said. “That was then, this is now,” not realizing until it was too late what a lame thing it was to say.

“Oh, so you think I should get on with my life and stop dwelling on the morbid, huh?”

“I think it’s non-productive to dwell on a past that can’t be changed.”

“That’s the trouble with this world. People try too hard to forget. They believe that forgetting is healing. It’s a mistake, I tell you. We must always remember. Remembering is healing. If we forget then we’ll keep making the same mistakes over and over again. Don’t you see?”

I sat looking at him. I suppose I didn’t see. I’d read about the holocaust, of course; had studied it in school, in fact, but it was just a story in a text book; another bland assignment on the rocky road to graduation. There was no way I could begin to grasp the terrifying reality of what it had actually been like there. I’m from the Midwest; the members of my family had never been kidnapped, raped, humiliated, tortured or gassed. My life had been a sheltered one. Concepts of that magnitude of cruelty and suffering were beyond my ability to fathom.

“I want people to imagine it,” Jeremiah cried out. “I want them to feel it as if they were there. I want them to taste it, to suffer the same indignations. I don’t ever want the citizens of this planet to forget what happened to those wonderfully-brave people. I want everyone in this world to be stripped for a moment of every conceivable human dignity, to live in total despair without the luxury of even hope.” Jeremiah’s voice dropped to an angry whisper, his entire body was trembling, and tears were coursing down his cheeks. “That way they’ll remember, and that’s what I want my music to convey!”

“It sounds like you want all of civilization to keep on suffering—”

“Yes!” he shouted. “I do! Everyone is to blame for what those people had to endure!”

“Jeremiah, it was one crazy madman—”

Jeremiah had become very animated now, jumping up from the piano bench and pacing, gesturing with his arms and hands, his eyes wildly turning in their sockets. “So, when the next crazy madman comes along are we going to fall right in step behind him? I’m telling you it was more than one person who did it. It was a mindset. It was mass hysteria. The darkest caverns of human nature. Hitler alone didn’t hold the machine guns on those people and herd them like cattle into the gas chambers. He alone didn’t sterilize them without anesthetic. He alone didn’t rape them and torture them and strip them of every conceivable human dignity ...” Jeremiah stopped and was silent for a long moment. His throat worked but no more words came out, only these tiny little choking sounds. Tears were streaming down his cheeks and I had never in my life felt more empathy for a person than I did at that very moment. When he began speaking again his voice was filled with resolve. “I will be successful at conveying the feelings inside me,” he said. “I’m determined. I must send my message to the world.”

“A message of despair?” I shot back.

“Yes!”

I then began debating with the same ferocity as Jeremiah. I suppose his anger was contagious, because it began to swell within me as well. “I must confess then,” I said, “that from the moment I first heard you play, I could feel your anguish and your sorrow, and yes, your despair. But at the same time, I was uplifted, as if there was an entire world of hope in it for all of us. That’s what your music did for me.”

Jeremiah took me by the shoulders, forcing me to look directly into his wet eyes. “Are you absolutely sure about that, Roxanne? Are you positive that hope is what you’re hearing in my music?”

“Yes!”

Jeremiah smiled then, but beneath the smile I saw something I couldn’t quite pigeonhole. It could have been fear, or anger, or even relief. I wasn’t sure, and I was suddenly quite confused about everything. 

“Jeremiah, the human spirit is not capable of existence without hope,” I said. “And you’re no exception. It’s part of what makes us human. How do you think the ones that survived that horrific time did it? They never let go of the dream. I may not be very old, or wise, but this much I do know. Whether you want to admit it or not, hope is there in your music, larger than life. Hope is there inside you. It’s the part I’m attracted to.”

Jeremiah’s eyes softened then, and another small smile gently kissed his soft lips. “Where did you come from, Roxanne Templeton? You’re such a bright shining star in my life. Somehow you manage to see good in everything.”

I blushed. “I see good because it is there. I don’t understand all the heartache in your life, Jeremiah. I don’t understand why you’re so bitter. Maybe someday I’ll be able to. Perhaps someday you’ll feel comfortable enough with me to confide totally in me. It’s even possible that I could help you.”

He looked at me fondly, his wet eyes shining like brown jewels. “You are helping me,” he said “You believe in me. That’s help enough for right now.”
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Hope blossomed. For the first time I felt like I was making progress getting close to that boy, and, for the time being that was enough. It would have to be. We went back to the music. It was, after all, the reason for my being there in the first place. I dared not hope that anything else would ever come of it. The music took precedent over everything else in our lives. Jeremiah was extremely passionate about it. We were at a stage where, if there was going to be an opera—as Jeremiah liked to call it—we would have to start adding other musicians, singers and actors and Jeremiah would have to start soliciting theatres for rehearsal space.

Whether he wanted to admit it or not, future generations would enjoy his compositions for the textures alone. They would not be reminded of the evil of the Nazi uprising and the subsequent holocaust. This was a personal thing to Jeremiah. But I never lost sight of how important it was to him. It was, after all, the very thing that had inspired him in the first place.

But Jeremiah and his pain had kindled a spark of curiosity inside me. When I wasn’t working with him or the band, I found myself spending a considerable amount of time at the library researching the holocaust. And I discovered things that horrified me. I never knew that man had the propensity to be so cruel. And over time I began to understand a little more about Jeremiah and his anguish.

I rehearsed and performed with Chained City at night, but the rest of my time belonged to Jeremiah. He was a patient and forgiving maestro and I was grateful for that.

We spent a great deal of time together in the months that followed. Spring turned into summer and summer to fall. When we weren’t working we would walk in central park holding hands like lovers, laughing and talking. We weren’t lovers, though. Not yet anyway. But I began to see changes in Jeremiah. Changes for the good. And I was happy.

In late September the leaves rioted into brilliant shades of red, orange and yellow and in October they fell, a cool wind that held the promise of winter scattering them helter-skelter throughout the park and onto the busy streets of Manhattan.

Jeremiah came out several times and listened to Chained City, although I could tell that it was merely a placating gesture to appease me. He would sit expressionless, sipping on a beer and would never offer a whisper of praise, advice or criticism to myself or the other members of the band, which, by the way, infuriated them. Later, only after we had left the club would he comment. And his comments were limited pretty much to praise for me alone and on the amazing difference between my two voices; the rock voice of which I made my living, and the sensitive voice I used to convey Jeremiah’s gorgeous melodies.

I never pressed him for blandishments. I could not have cared less. What we were doing together was light years ahead of what I was trying to accomplish with Chained City, and I supposed his indifference was his way of conveying his total lack of interest in rock n’ roll and the state of the pop music industry in general.
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IN ALL THE MONTHS SINCE making Jeremiah’s acquaintance, I had never seen him interact much with anyone but me. It’s when I began to realize that, as far as I knew, I was his only social life. Rarely did I go to Jeremiah’s home without an invitation. And never to just socialize. We worked hard, and our work was so exhaustive that on most days I would all but crawl home fatigued, and on nights when I wasn’t working or rehearsing with the band I stayed in, reading or watching television, usually falling asleep from sheer exhaustion.

One night, feeling depressed, I decided to walk to the market, buy a bottle of wine and surprise Jeremiah. Yes, I suppose I was feeling a little insecure, and perhaps even a little bit horny. No shame in that. I had begun to wonder much about Jeremiah in those days. Although he had casual acquaintances, I realized he had no real friends, and I wondered why a handsome and sensitive young man would live his life in the reclusive manner in which he did.

But mostly I wondered why he had not made a move on me? I knew I was attractive. I had a mirror, for God’s sake, and in the clubs, at night, the men and boys would fall all over themselves trying to impress me.

So why not Jeremiah?

We seemed to have everything else, friendship, and a good working relationship. Why did we not have sex? In my naiveté I decided that he was just a shy boy and that shy boys sometimes needed a little coaxing.

So, I decided to dress a little more seductively than usual on that night. First, I showered and powdered, put on my sexiest underwear, topped it off with a frilly white blouse, cut low in front, a pair of tight leather pants and high-heeled boots. I poofed my long, wavy autumn hair with a blow dryer, gave it a little tease, grabbed my coat and left the apartment.

After buying the wine I made my way up Bond Street on foot. Although a cold and biting wind fluted through the brownstone canyons, there seemed to be quite a few people out and about. The holidays were drawing near, and the atmosphere was festive. The closeness of other human beings helped to lift my spirits, and in some odd way comforted me. But as I approached Jeremiah’s block, the windswept streets quickly became deserted. I wasn’t surprised. Nor was I alarmed when I began to hear the faint stirrings






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
AUTHOR OF 7HELOST VILLAGE

MARK EDWARD HALL

“Poetic and eenly seductive, Hall pushes you to the edge....”
: X ~ Midvest Book Review

 SERVANTS
OF DARKNES

~ THIRTEEN STRANGE TALES ~






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
ZEN
~Qit7





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





