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It was a night for dreaming and for murder too, a night that would live in infamy or be celebrated for a thousand years, a night which lay over the Witch Doctor’s complex like a crisp, black linen. It was also a night for destruction, and for the holding down of triggers, for the flames to flow like water over everything he had ever known and the past to blacken and curl upon itself like so much burning paper. It was, in short, a night for monumental change—and for everything to stay the same—depending on the actions (and the fortune) of a few; a night in which the fates of many would hang in the balance, while the fates of five would be sealed—Chairman Kill-sin and Sister Samain, Jasper, Jeremiah, Satyena—a night that would decide everything from whether the Witch Doctors or the witches (but preferably neither) would at last be dominant to whether there would even be another generation to tell the tale. It was a night through which Jeremiah moved like a wraith—having watched the last of the War Wagons depart with its red lights flashing and its music of yesteryear playing—until he came to the center of the complex ... and paused, for it was from this very spot that he would raze everything to the ground. Nor had he stood for long before Jasper’s voice whispered into his ear—but really his mind—saying, simply, Burn it, Jeremiah. Do not hesitate; show no mercy.

But he did hesitate, if only for an instant. For the truth of it was he felt a sense of comfort here he had not felt since the raid on Satyena’s coven. Indeed, here was the very heart of the place’s psychical energy—something he was aware of only because of the third eye Satyena had somehow opened in his mind. Here was where the lines of force met—the witches called them ley lines, he somehow knew—where the wings of the complex nearly converged, and where he had taken his oath to uphold the Pogrom and all that it represented. But then the moment passed, and he squeezed the trigger: unleashing a stream of fire as well as an explosive projectile—which punched through one of the armory’s windows and caused white light to flash blindingly—after which he backed away quickly and began to methodically shoot charges into all the remaining buildings, knowing, as Jasper did, that the blasts from the armory (and their falling embers) would do most of the work ... but wanting to make sure, regardless.

Good, said Jasper into his ear. Now, quickly, move onto the east lawn and look up, above the cliff face. You should see an antenna farm and several aircraft warning lights; align yourself with them and continue forward, until you come to the base of the—

A series of enormous explosions rocked the grounds and Jeremiah hit the deck, pieces of glass and other debris raining down upon him, pattering his shoulders. Thump! Ka-thump! Thump!

Now it is too late to turn back, he thought to himself, and wondered if Satyena, wherever she was, were laboring under the same yoke: the yoke of wanting to destroy a thing while at the same time yearning (paradoxically) for its embrace. Then he was up and running, running for the base of the cliff, wanting to look back and yet too terrified to do so, a Bible quote from one of Kill-sin’s sermons echoing in his ear: But Lot’s wife looked back, and she became a pillar of salt.
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IT HAS BEGUN, Satyena projected as she used an unlock spell to open the door to the service elevator, and stepped in. The complex of the Witch Doctors is in flames.

She had returned to Home Coven in secret and accessed the utility floor of what had once been a high-rise hotel; now, as she slid the cage door closed and pressed the button that would take her to the uppermost floor (the former restaurant which was Sister Samain’s personal residence), she wondered if she would be able to carry out her end of the deal. For what she hadn’t told Jeremiah and Jasper was the true extent of Samain’s power: that the witch might, if she became aware of Satyena’s presence in Home Coven (and in the service elevator especially!), cast any manner of spells and misdirects—indeed, that with her power she could make Satyena see things that weren’t there or not see things that were;  that she could freeze her blood and stop her very heart if she so chose; that it all depended on surprise, and above all, luck. It all depended upon Satyena’s ability to conceal her physical presence for as long as humanly possible—to keep Samain engaged no matter the level of effort—while at the same time completely masking Jasper’s psychical footprint ...

Do you hear me, Sister Samain? she repeated as the elevator rattled steadily upward. I tell you that your plan has worked, and that the Witch Doctors will soon be no more. Why do you not answer?

I am here, came her reply at considerable length, causing Satyena to jump, for its closeness and clarity were startling. And yes, I know ... I am monitoring the situation through the Transom.

Satyena’s heart skipped a beat. Through the Transom? She seized upon the thought as soon as it manifested, taking care to shield what followed from Samain’s certain inspection. If that were true, then it meant it was at least possible that Samain had eavesdropped upon their entire conversation; that she perhaps even knew of Satyena’s intent to kill her—and that meant she could be walking directly into a trap. But how is that possible, Sister Samain? No witch has ever penetrated the Transom ... what wellspring of power have you drawn upon that you could do such a thing?

Again, there was a silence, which gave Satyena the impression that penetrating the Transom might be coming at a terrible cost to her old nemesis; and she immediately sought to exploit her condition by pressing her with further questions: Is it something that you can teach us, Samain? Something you can teach all the witches? Why, if—

Silence, Satyena! Why do you carry on in such a way, when you know, surely, that penetrating the Transom requires all of my attention? Besides, we have other matters to discuss—you and I, alone—when the time is right. What matters now is that you stay as close to the Witch Doctor, our fool, our Puck, our King for a Day, as possible, and push the trust spell as needed. There can be no further contact between us until it is over—do you understand?

Satyena watched as the numbers above the door winked on and off. 11 ... 12 ... 13 ...

Our fool, our Puck, our King for a Day, she thought, ensuring her interior was well-hidden from Samain’s view. Ah, but Puck was a trickster as well as a servant, Sister Samain, and the night is young. Who can yet say who will be the fool, nor King or Queen for a Day?

Then to Samain she projected: I understand. When it is over, my High Priestess.
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AS IT TURNED OUT, JEREMIAH need not have looked back anyway, for the burning complex was reflected perfectly in the elevator’s
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