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  WELCOME to The Brian Lumley Companion—an illustrated roadmap to the dark and fantastic worlds of this award-winning, bestselling British author. This is the first and only compilation of its kind—and one purposely designed to be the premier resource guide and official reference work for Brian Lumley’s millions of fans worldwide.


  To do the job faithfully, we have, of course, gone right to the source—Brian Lumley himself—to advise and assist in selecting a crack team of essayists and bibliophiles: a truly international gathering of hardcore “Lumleyites” and acclaimed horror scholars who have contributed their own comprehensive entries to the definitive sourcebook of this modern master of horror. To further that end, Barbara Ann Lumley—no less a source than Mrs. Lumley herself—has compiled definitive bibliographies to her husband’s novels, short story collections, short fiction, even his infrequent poetry. She has also contributed to a number of “A to Z” concordances, each of which will inform the reader about everything and anything you may desire to know about the who/what/when/where of literally every series that Lumley has created in the course of his amazing career.


  From a more personal perspective, longtime friend and fellow horror author Robert Weinberg offers a warm look at Lumley the man. Noted Lovecraftian scholar Robert M. Price contributes a trio of highly thoughtful—and undeniably exhaustive!—essays into the early work of Lumley the writer. While anthologist and fellow countryman, Stephen Jones, offers his insight into the sometimes overlooked short fiction of an author best known for his multivolume, and multi-million-word, novel series. Besides a career-length interview—the most in-depth and unflinchingly candid he’s ever sat for—Lumley has also supplied his own chronology, outlining what he sees as the most important events in his colorful life and career. Lumley has in fact contributed a good deal more for his fans: a selection of personal and revealing photographs from his own private scrapbook.


  While this volume is by no means a biography, the story behind his stunning international success as an award-winning author is something to keep in mind as you delve into the many accomplishments detailed in The Brian Lumley Companion. And just consider the staggering odds against him: What other writer would begin to carve out his dark dreams while still engaged in a full-time career in the military?


  Who began writing with no formal training or even a living role model? Who started writing professionally so relatively late in life? Who had his first collection of stories (3,600 copies!) issued with no fanfare by an obscure small press publisher? Who published many now classic stories in small press publications then usually seen by only a few hundred readers? Who had his first novels indifferently published as paperback originals by American genre publishers? Whose growing body of work was initially either almost universally ignored or instead unjustly dismissed by the so-called critics?


  And yet, who eventually became so wildly popular that, although many of his novels were first published as mass-market paperbacks, they were then reprinted as prestigious hardcovers by major publishers? What other writer in the supposedly disreputable genre of horror and dark fantasy has gone on to be published in dozens of languages worldwide—and is only growing more wildly popular and universally accepted each and every year?


  The answer, of course, is the one and only Brian Lumley.


  No less an authority than H. P. Lovecraft (of whom it can be safely said Lumley himself may have read once or twice along the way) once said this about another great writer of weird tales: “It is hard to describe what made his stories stand out so—but the real secret is that he was in every one of them, whether they were ostensibly commercial or not . . . he had an internal force and sincerity which broke through to the surface and put the imprint of his personality on everything he wrote. . . .” Lovecraft happened to be discussing Robert E. Howard of Cross Plains, Texas, but for anyone who has had the pleasure of meeting the rugged man from Horden, England, it can be truthfully said that this deft analysis by HPL, word for word, applies equally to Brian Lumley.


  And, having had the good fortune to follow Lumley’s career from its very infancy (the present editor was, early on, a devoted reader of HPL and REH fanzines, and anyone published by Weird Tales or August Derleth’s now legendary Arkham House), we sincerely hope that The Brian Lumley Companion will be the cornerstone to any collection of one of the most entertaining and accessible authors of our time. His millions of devoted readers around the world are, at the very least, testament that this literary companion is an honor certainly well-timed—if not long overdue.


  —STANLEY WIATER
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  [image: Image] CONSIDER this writing exercise: Describe a unique individual, in a manner other than listing the usual facts and figures associated with his work or his career. Paint an honest word-picture of him as seen through your eyes. Do it in a way to inform and entertain an audience of writers and editors, people who are not easily impressed.


  Sound challenging? Like most assignments, it depends entirely on the person in question. In the fantasy field, few individuals are both colorful and talented enough to make it easy. Brian Lumley leads that list. Let me tell you a little about him. Done strictly from a first-person viewpoint and colored somewhat by years of friendship.


  First and foremost, there’s Brian’s appearance. Most authors just don’t look tough. We are by and large a very plain lot. Decadent and Goth are terms used to describe a small enclave of our community, but a vast majority of us blend in with the crowds at the supermarket. Despite the hundreds of skulls we’ve crushed beneath our jeweled sandals, the scores of arms we’ve ripped from their sockets, the dozens of bellies we’ve sliced open with one slash of our scimitar, we do not fair well dealing with used car salesmen. With one notable exception: Brian Lumley.


  Brian does more than walk the walk and talk the talk. When you shake his hand, all of the clichés from those old detective pulp magazines pop into your head. This guy’s got the goods. There’s no need for him to mention his military background. You sense it right away. Meeting Brian Lumley, you suddenly realize here’s Harry Keogh and Titus Crow and a bunch of other Lumley heroes rolled into one. Brian’s a walking advertisement for his books, he’s the real McCoy, the genuine article. When he casually states he knows seventeen ways to kill you with the rolled-up newspaper you are holding in your hand, you believe him. Though Brian is always the perfect gentleman, there’s that certain glint in his eye that informs you that if you’re going to a book signing in Iran, this is the writer you want at your side.


  Brian favors Western string ties—the kind with black straps and silver and turquoise slides. One possible explanation for this fondness is that they can easily double as a strangler’s noose. However, the more probable reason is that they are the type of neckwear favored by John Wayne. And Brian Lumley is the world’s greatest John Wayne fan.


  Wonder what’s the most memorable line spoken by Wayne in the movie version of True Grit? Can’t recall the best fight scene in Wayne’s many westerns? Need a reminder of the Duke’s big break in Stagecoach? Ask Brian. But be prepared to be overwhelmed.


  Not only does Brian Lumley know everything about Wayne’s roles, his dialogue, and his characters, but he can imitate the Duke’s voice with the skill of a trained impersonator. Brian does his impression with such verve and good humor that you’d swear he’s John Wayne’s long-lost brother who was raised in England. Which would probably be worth investigating if it wasn’t for his other favorites.


  For Brian isn’t just a John Wayne fan. His tastes in films are broad and varied. He has an astonishing memory for film history and dialogue. And what he likes, he can mimic with astonishing skill. Brian does a great Humphrey Bogart. In fact, he does pretty good impressions of all of the male leads in Casablanca! But writers, even ones who lovingly describe unholy vampiric monsters from another dimension, don’t thrive on action alone. Along with the Duke, Brian’s other favorite actor is Peter Sellers, the sillier the better. In other words, in the Pink Panther films.


  Brian doesn’t imitate Sellers. No one can. But he does know the Pink Panther movies inside out. He remembers every gag, every joke, every pratfall. And, if you let him, he will describe them to you with boundless enthusiasm while pouring you glass after glass of his special punch.


  That punch deserves a paragraph in itself. The elixir, as concocted by Brian from an ancient secret recipe (handed down from Bran Mak Morn, I suspect, or perhaps even Cthulhu itself), is right out of the films. It’s the stuff that Bob Hope drank and then passed out. Miners used it to numb the cold, and race car drivers poured into their fuel tanks to get an extra kick in their engines. It’s the stuff that turned Casper into a ghost.


  Might I mention Brian’s fiction? Over the past few years, he’s gained worldwide fame for his Necroscope series, which blends vampires and fast action in a wild brew that is incredibly addictive. But the Necroscope novels, while among Brian’s very finest work, aren’t his only claim to literary fame.


  His H. P. Lovecraft pastiches are highly entertaining and definitely not the same old stuff. His tales of Titus Crow feature a psychic investigator who is pleasingly competent and quite dangerous when the necessity arises. And in those stories it always does.


  Plus Brian also writes contemporary horror belonging to no particular series. Remember “Big C?” Or the award-winning, and particularly frightening, “Fruiting Bodies?”


  Brian Lumley is an author of astonishing skills. And he is a gentleman of equally amazing talents. I’ve known him for more than a decade and I’m proud to be numbered among his friends.


  Remember what I said about some assignments being easier than others, depending on the subject? Writing this one was a pleasure.


  Class dismissed.
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  [image: Image] DECEMBER 2, 1937.


  I was born at number 25 Yoden Avenue, Horden, County Durham, on the northeast coast of England—which not only makes me a Sagittarian but also a very close relative (geographically) to the Geordies . . . both of which species are notorious for their apparent thoughtlessness of speech, attitude, and action, which often causes them to appear blunt, gauche, and frequently downright rude. Similarly, they are wont to dive headlong into all manner of doubtful situations, usually at the deep end without first checking that there’s water in the pool. And in case all this conjures up a very incorrect impression, let me say that in my experience most Sagittarians are totally loyal and trustworthy, and Geordies the veriest salt of the earth.


  1946, or maybe early 1947.


  I read Dracula—I think I understood most of it.


  1952, maybe 1953.


  I was a member of NEZFEZ, or the North-East Science Fiction Society, aged 14 or 15. We had monthly get-togethers at the Red Lion pub in Gateshead. I was doing some black-and-white artwork, not to mention, er, “poetry” (I said not to mention that!) and some of it got used in the society’s magazine, Satellite. Other artwork found its way into British and American fanzines such as Camber and Peon. I loved the idea of being “published.” I also wrote one or two short “stories”. They were pure space opera: all action with no plot, no characterization, nothing. T read them to my father, a miner, who told me, “Aye, all very nice, lad—but there’s no money in words.” Which put me off writing for the next fifteen years.


  About the same time I read my first Cthulhu Mythos story, Robert Bloch’s “Notebook Found in a Deserted House.”


  Also in 1953, I started work as an apprentice sawyer, the “proper job” my parents wanted me to have. Some eighteen months later, in a news agent’s window on my way to work, I saw a lurid jacket on a British edition of Weird Tales—“the unique magazine”—price one shilling. I bought it, unnaturally, and a few years later began to obtain from the same news agent EC’s wonderful monthly honor “comics” trio, Tales From The Crypt, et cetera. Science fiction was now on the back burner, while macabre fiction had well and truly taken over. But not long after that I got interested in rock ‘n’ roll, girls, beer, and many another good thing, so that my reading became more and more sporadic as my attention strayed from the path of the true weird fiction addict . . .


  1958.


  I got married—I was just a very young guy—and was drafted to do two years then-compulsory national service in the British Army. Leaving my wife and yet-to-be-born baby girl in England, I ended up as a lance corporal (a noncommissioned officer) in Germany, in the Corps of Royal Military Police.


  April 1959.


  It was in Bielefeld, West Germany, that I first read Richard Matheson’s I Am Legend. At least I think it was then . . .


  The Army: at first I hated it. Then . . . I got used to it! And as the two years drew to a close, I began to wonder what I would do as a civilian. Probably nothing; jobs were scarce in 1960, and I certainly wasn’t going back to my trade. The Army was security, a roof over my head, a shirt on my back, food in my mouth. I “signed on” for the full twenty-two years, and was joined by my wife and child in married quarters.


  1960.


  Yes, I found Lovecraft. I didn’t “discover” him like several other writers who have spoken about his influence; no, for H.P. Lovecraft had been discovered—his literary value recognized—long before them by the man who was mainly responsible for saving him and his fabulous stories from oblivion, which is to say August Derleth (but more about him later.)


  Lovecraft: I had probably met him earlier in Weird Tales, but I think that had been in a handful of not very remarkable stories or one or two pieces of poetry—“bits” of Lovecraft, you might say. But this was different, the real thing: an entire paperback book by Lovecraft, containing some of his best supernatural stories. A “World Distributors, London” book, it was called Cry Horror!—and the price was two shillings and sixpence, which was one eighth of a pound sterling, or about nineteen U.S. cents in today’s money. And there for the first time I read “The Call of Cthulhu.” That was the beginning; from then on—for eight or nine memorable reading years—I was a devout Lovecraft collector.


  1963–1966.


  In Cyprus, the Greeks and Turks were murdering each other. I went out there as a member of the RMP Company in Dhekelia, a British Sovereign Base Area. I fell in love with the Mediterranean and I’ve stayed that way ever since. I read more of H.P. Lovecraft, and others of August Derleth’s Arkham House school of macabre writers.


  1966.


  I think it was about then that I read Matheson’s I Am Legend again. Whichever, Legend is a superb novel that probably stopped me writing my own vampire novels for some twenty years.


  Late 1966, England.


  Prior to flying to Berlin, my next posting, I picked up most of the unread or previously unavailable Lovecraft material. And by the fall of 1967, settled into my new duties, I was dabbling with one or two short stories of my own. I wrote to August Derleth at Arkham House in Wisconsin, ordering the last few bits and pieces of Lovecraft that I still hadn’t read, and I included in my letters some lines of loathly lore “from the Necronomicon” and a handful of “esoteric quotes” from one of my own “black books.”


  Amazingly, Derleth responded by asking if I had anything suitable he might be able to use in a new Mythos anthology he was planning! Its title was to be Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos. Eventually he used two of my stories in the book. Heady, heady days . . .


  1968.


  But perhaps more importantly—this being a chronology—Derleth bought three of my shorter stories for use in The Arkham Collector, his house organ or journal. The first of these, “The Cyprus Shell,” appeared in the Summer of ’68 issue of TAC. And thus “Shell” was my first ever published story.


  1969 and 1970.


  More of my stories and poetry appeared in various issues of The Arkham Collector.


  1971.


  My first book—and a hardback at that, a collection titled The Caller of the Black—was published by Arkham House. This reprinted three of my stories from TAC, alongside eleven previously unpublished tales written for the book.


  Arkham House would eventually publish two other books of mine: Beneath the Moors, a short Mythos novel, in 1974, and The Horror at Oakdeene, a second collection, in 1977. Between times, in 1971, alas, Derleth had died—following which Arkham House never seemed the same . . .


  1973.


  With seven years left to complete my twenty-two in the Army (I hung in there because I wanted to pick up my military pension), I was getting stories published in the fantasy magazines. The prestigious Fantasy & Science Fiction published “Haggopian” in June. This excellent magazine would publish three more of my stories in later issues, the last being “The Sun, the Sea, and the Silent Scream” in February 1988. (Well, not quite true, because F&SF did publish something else of mine—a very small something—as recently as February 1990.)


  Another item published by F&SF was my long short story (?) or novelette titled “Born of the Winds” . . . that was the December 1975 issue. Interestingly, it was nominated for a World Fantasy Award—a fact of which I remained ignorant for a decade, only finding out about it at the ’86 World Fantasy Convention in Providence, Rhode Island!


  Also in 1973, I believe, my first Primal Land story, “The House of Cthulhu,” found a home in Stuart Schiff’s semi-prozine Whispers. It was the first story in the very first issue.


  February 1974.


  My first mass-market paperback book, a Mythos novel titled The Burrowers Beneath, was published by DAW Books.


  I had met Donald A. Wollheim (DAW) at the Frankfurt Buchmesse in 1972. I found him a remarkable man. Don’s been gone a long time now, but his paperback publishing house continues to flourish. (After Burrowers, DAW went on to publish The Transition of Titus Crow.)


  1976–1977.


  Fantastic Stories used two Primal Land tales; this series eventually ran to two collections of short stories and a novel, all three published eventually by W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook Press some years later. The House of Cthulhu was the title of the first volume, and when Paul and I saw a hardback copy at a convention in the mid-’90s it carried a “very reasonable” dealer’s price of $160. How we wished we’d hung on to a few more copies!


  1978.


  An editor at Berkley asked me to do a big novel set in an Egypt that was yet more ancient. He wanted SF, fantasy, horror, sex: everything but the kitchen sink . . . which I threw in anyway. I wrote Khai of Khem in the eight months from November 1978 to June 1979. It wasn’t published until March 1981. And it is still one of my own personal favorites.


  1979.


  A year and a bit to go, and I would have completed my term in the Army. By then I was the Initial Training Sergeant Major at the Depot of the RMP in Chichester, England. And that’s when I started the Hero of Dreams series. All three of the Hero novels followed one after the other, almost without a break. Hero of Dreams, Ship of Dreams, and Mad Moon of Dreams . . . all written between September 1979 and January 1981, just a month after I stood down from my military career. (The fourth, final book in the series, Iced on Aran, composed of connected short stories, was written in the latter half of 1985. Two more novelettes of Earth’s dreamlands, again featuring David Hero and his pal Eldin the Wanderer, appeared in W. Paul Ganley’s long-lived and rather wonderful semi-prozine Weirdbook Magazine in issues 26 and 27. Ganley also published all of the Hero books in paper, cloth, and even signed slipcased editions.)


  Interesting note: Paul Ganley picked up two World Fantasy Awards for his publishing ventures. He published a long list of well-known genre names—far more people than just me—but I remain inordinately proud of his awards.


  December 1980.


  I was out of the Army and facing a couple of traumatic years. Still, in early 1981 I finished “Lord of the Worms,” chronologically the first real Titus Crow story, which I reckon is one of my best Mythos stories. A novelette, it was published by Ganley in Weirdbook 17.


  1981.


  Suddenly aware that I had to make a living at this writing game—that H.P. Lovecraftian, or Robert E. Howardian, or Clark Ashton Smithian stuff couldn’t any longer cut it. I was ready to leave behind what I had done for fun (and a little profit) and start to write “seriously.” I started Psychomech in August 1981 and finished the trilogy (Psychosphere and Psychamok!) in January 1984. In that same period I did short stories and novelettes for anyone and everyone who would take them, and even so just managed to keep my head above water. Example: The London-based publishers Grafton advanced me just £1500 for Psychosphere. You couldn’t live on it, believe me.


  But then, in the six months between March 14 and September 14 of 1984, almost immediately after Psychamok!, Necroscope happened. And immediately after Necroscope, Demorgorgon. Hey! At last I was finding my feet.


  1986.


  Necroscope was published by Grafton and at first it didn’t sell. Nick Austin was my editor, and he was very enthusiastic about the book. He suggested we re-jacket it, and from 1987 on, with its new artwork, it began to sell very well indeed. (And fifteen years later it still is.)


  Also in 1986: I had a battered, dog-eared copy of the original, yellow-jacketed, failed Necroscope with me at Halloween, when I attended my first World Fantasy Convention in Providence, Rhode Island, H. P. Lovecraft’s hometown. I gave the book to Tom Doherty at the TOR Books party. Meeting Tom—the publisher/owner of TOR Books—was perhaps the single most important event of my entire career. Not only was he to become a real friend—a visitor at my home in Devon, England, just as I have become at his in New York—but along with the brilliant jacket artist, Bob Eggleton, Tom was destined to establish me as a bestselling author, putting my name on the jackets of millions of mass-market paperbacks. Eventually, between 1988 and 2002, 2003, or 2004 (because it’s still happening) Tom’s TOR Books would/will publish more than thirty of my books!


  1987.


  By the time TOR bought Necroscope, Wamphyri! was also available, and my agent was able to advise TOR’s buying editor, Melissa Singer, that the third book in the series was also nearing completion. Melissa bought Necroscopes One, Two, and Three (Three was The Source; she purchased it sight unseen) all on one contract. And in the next three years I went from a struggling writer to a bestselling author. But I should point out that by that time (1990) I had been scribbling frantically away for some twenty-three years! It didn’t happen overnight . . .


  1988.


  A short story, “Fruiting Bodies,” made its first appearance in Weird Tales, and won me the British Fantasy Award for that year. I was informed by someone in the know that the closest competitor had been “The Sun, the Sea, and the Silent Scream.” Since that was one of my stories, too (F&SF February 1988), I couldn’t have been more delighted!


  1989.


  The Source picked up Fear magazine’s award for Best Work by an Established Author. I received the award at the British Fantasy Convention in Birmingham.


  1990.


  The Source had been written in just five months in 1987. By early 1990, I had also completed Necroscopes Four and Five (Deadspeak and Deadspawn,) and The House of Doors. These were pretty good years—perhaps my most prolific—for short stories and novelettes, too. Best-remembered are the following titles:


  “No Sharks in the Med” (WT). “The Pit Yakker” (WT). “Fruiting Bodies” (WT). “The Sun, the Sea, and the Silent Scream” (F&SF). Sorcery in Shad (Ganley, a Primal Lands novel). “Synchronicity or Something” (Carl Ford’s Dagon Press). “Stealer of Dreams” (Weirdbook). “The Thief Immortal” (Weirdbook). “Weird Wines of Naxas Niss” (Weirdbook). “Back Row,” (Terror Australis). “Big ‘C’ ” (Lovecraft’s Legacy). “Disapproval of Jeremy Cleave” (WT). “The Luststone” (WT). “The Man Who Felt Pain” (Fantasy Tales) . . . oh, and there were one or two other, lesser things.


  There was one other period of fairly intense scribbling I feel I should mention. In May 1980 I had written a Primal Land story called “Treasure of the Scarlet Scorpion” for Paul Ganle’s Weirdbook. The hero of the story was a wandering Hrossak named Tarra Khash . . . not your typical barbarian. And Tarra had sort of wormed his way into my heart (or my typewriter.) So when in January 1983 I had a little time on my hands I wrote “Isles of the SuhmYi.” And what do you know, Tarra tightened his grip on me! In February and March 1983 it was “Told in the Desert”; in February of ’84 it was “Curse of the Golden Guardians” and “Kiss of the Lamia,” and in March 1984 it was “In the Temple of Terror.” And they were all tales of Tarra Khash!


  Then came Sorcery in Shad, a Tarra novel (see my list above) written in late 1986, early 1987. All bar one of these stories first appeared in W. Paul Ganley publications, and he eventually published the entire Primal Lands trilogy in beautiful Weirdbook Press editions. (They were later reprinted in the UK as Headline paperbacks.) So I have reason to thank W. Paul for a good many things, not least the enjoyment he seems to have derived from my work.


  Also in mid-1990, I began working on Blood Brothers, the first book in the Vampire World trilogy. Perhaps my most ambitious effort, Blood Brothers was a Necroscope spin-off; it occupied a whole year of my time.


  From then on the writing of the rest of my novels would settle into a similar routine or time frame, taking roughly a year each to complete:


  June 1991–July 1992.


  The Last Aerie.


  August 1992–August 1993.


  Bloodwars.


  1993.


  The latter third of the year saw me gathering some of my short stories together for collections in the UK and USA. Also, I began receiving more and more letters from fans requesting that I continue the Necroscope spin-offs.


  1994–1995.


  I heard what they were saying and wrote Necroscope: the Lost Years.


  1995–1996.


  Necroscope, the Lost Years II: Resurgence.


  1996–1997.


  House of Doors II (Maze of Worlds in the USA). I wrote this one mainly to give myself a break from writing Necroscope novels! By the end of 1997, however, my website was up and running; there were a lot more letters and a lot more fans. And if you remember Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s master detective Sherlock Holmes, and what happened after the Reichenbach Falls episode . . . That’s right! And so back to Necroscope.


  1997–1998.


  Necroscope: Invaders.


  1998–1999.


  Necroscope: Defilers.


  And at Halloween 1998—in Phoenix, Arizona—the World Horror Convention made me a Grand Master of the genre. The incredible award is a plaque created by Alan M. Clark; it sits on a shelf in my study and is one of my most prized possessions.


  1999–2000.


  Necroscope: Avengers. But this time I burned my boats, leaving no possible avenue whereby the series might somehow continue, and at long last Necroscope is at an end . . .


  As I write these last few words it’s Christmas Eve 2000. Another week and we’ll be into the true new millennium. Where we go from here . . . who knows? Avengers has been proofed and will see publication in the UK and USA in the New Year, and I guess I’ll play it safe and look no further forward than that. Because as everyone knows:


  The future can be a very devious thing . . .


  Brian Lumley

  Devon, England

  Dec. 24, 2000


  
    
  


  P.S. Here’s me reading the proofs, July 2002. And since December 2000 I’ve submitted a new Necroscope volume (featuring Harry Keogh, the original Necroscope) to TOR Books. What did I tell you about the future, eh?
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  [image: Image] IT IS by now proverbial that, while H. P. Lovecraft attracts many disciples, many would-be imitators, few are any good at it, unlike, say, the literary partisans of M.R. James. Lovecraft’s followers, we are often rightly told, cannot properly articulate what is so effective in their Master’s tales. They regurgitate only the most superficial elements of Lovecraft, especially the Cthulhu Mythos names and titles, books and monsters. It is not necessarily that nothing deeper than this has earned their own devotion to the stories (and one hopes this is not so); it is just that they cannot put their finger on the deeper features of Lovecraft’s vision and style that attract them. In short, the inadequacy of their efforts is a sad reflection on their authors, but not on the work of Lovecraft, whom they would emulate. All this, it seems to me, is fair criticism. But there is another factor: much would-be Lovercraftian fiction suffers because few authors of it linger in that subgenre long enough to perfect their skills in Lovecraft pastiche. They rather go on to develop their writing abilities in other vineyards more authentically their own. The result is that one is seldom reading any Lovecraftian writer’s mature work. By the time they are mature, they have retained no less fondness for HPL, but they have claimed their own patch of ground elsewhere than Arkham and Dunwich.


  It is famously true that Lovecraft’s immediate disciples—including Robert Bloch, Henry Kuttner, and Fritz Leiber—soon went on to find their own voices, and, later, so did Ramsey Campbell and Brian Lumley, the latter being our subject here. It didn’t always happen this way. Authors like Robert E. Howard, Clark Ashton Smith and, later, Lin Carter and John Glasby, had already established both their talents and their natural spheres, but out of admiration for Lovecraft they paid him tribute with this or that Cthulhuvian talc. August Derleth kept on writing them, alongside his much superior Regionalist material, simply because they were marketable. And my paradigm is slightly misleading in another way. For while most of Kuttner’s early Lovecraftian work is negligible and fannish, that of Bloch, Campbell, and Lumley is already decidedly good. It is as if their early pastiches signaled to these writers that they had what it took, and then they decided to leap out of the nest. Of these, Lumley spent the longest time enjoying himself in Lovecraft’s literary universe before moving on, and the result is a treat for his fans, a considerable body of work very different from the later series (Necroscope, Vampire World, Psychomech, etc.) for which he is better known worldwide.


  Out of the Past(iche)


  The first of Lumley’s Lovecraftian stories was “Cement Surroundings,” completed in June 1967, which appeared in the classic volume edited by August Derleth, Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos (Arkham House, 1969). Derleth did a fine job of putting together the best Cthulhu Mythos fiction by Lovecraft’s original and latter-day disciples. The result is a strong statement of Lovecraft’s legacy, and most of the stories are cut from the genuine Lovecraftian/Derlethian fabric. There are only a couple of nods toward the future when “Lovecraftian” fiction would risk evolving in less recognizable directions. James Wade’s “The Deep Ones” updated the Mythos by adding what must now be called 1960s relics, including a Timothy Leary clone and the phenomenon of dolphin research. Ramsey Campbell began extending himself into the gritty urban realism that would mark the next phase of his work in “Cold Print.” But other contributions to the volume rang true to the old ways, including Colin Wilson’s “The Return of the Lloigor” and most definitely Brian Lumley’s “Cement Surroundings.” And this raises the tricky question of what precisely is good in a good pastiche. How can one be original in writing an intentionally derivative story?


  The answer is not far to seek. In a pastiche, a piece of genre fiction, the familiar conventions of the genre function as a subtext beneath the flow of the narrative. A subtext may be a set of metaphors reinforcing the story’s events (see Michael Riffaterre’s excellent discussion of same in Fictional Truth) or a real-life pattern of tragedy that will be translated into supernatural dimensions (as Stephen King does so well in Pet Sematary, and William Peter Blatty in The Exorcist). It may be a recurrent chorus of biblical precedent or prophecy. In any case, a subtext is like a sounding board beneath the narrative against which the action seems to ring true. In Mythos pastiches, the well-worn formulae of Cthulhu Mythos fiction serve this function, and readers will approach any new story with this subtext in mind. If the events of the new tale echo properly, the story is judged a good one, an authentic one. This is hardly the only criterion for evaluating literature; far from it. But I think it does explain the phenomenon of “good” Mythos pastiches. They are good, despite the sneering of snobs. It is only a question of what it is that makes them good, and I think I have answered that question. And Lumley’s “Cement Surroundings” is a good one.


  But the employment of familiar themes is only half the battle. The story must not come off as mere repetition or paraphrase of previous work. There is a great degree of originality in being able to ring new changes on the old themes. Even if one is to stretch the genre, to innovate by means of transgression, one must surmise exactly at what point and how far one may stretch the old fabric before one runs afoul of the old parable of the wineskins: If you try to patch a split one with new fabric, you’re just going to make things worse. A good pasticheur manages to avoid that danger. Let us briefly see how he does so, as Lumley does. The critical tools we will have gained will help us in understanding Lumley’s major transformations of the Cthulhu Mythos genre later on.


  We must distinguish between the syntagmic and the paradigmatic axes running throughout the work. (Surely pieces of jargon like these will not daunt anyone willing to sound out jawbreakers like “Cthaat Aquadingen” or “Shudde-M’ell”!). The syntagmic axis of a story is simply the narrative logic, the plot structure. “Syntagmic” comes from “syntax” and refers to the plot syntax, as if the whole story were a single sentence and we could diagram the structure of that sentence—which we can! What I have up till now called the genre conventions of a Mythos tale are the syntax. “Cement Surroundings” is built around the standard plot syntax of the Mythos: A scholarly recluse pursues clues provided by incredibly old, even prehuman, snippets of ancient script and discovers a similarly ultra-ancient city in ruins. His interloping, however, stirs up ancient monster-gods believed to be either legendary or long extinct. Some of his companions are destroyed or devoured on the spot, but the protagonist/narrator escapes long enough to return home. At the time of writing, he is always nervously looking over his shoulder but reluctantly trusts some provisions he has made to escape the final revenge of the monster. The major plot elements appear in stories including “Dagon,” “The Nameless City,” “The Hound,” At the Mountains of Madness, “The Hounds of Tindalos,” and many others. Not every element is always present, but most appear, and when they do, they bear the same logical interrelation.


  The paradigmatic axis refers to the choices made by the author from a table of options available to him at every juncture in the story. How will he fill in the blanks? What field of study will he choose for the scholarly protagonist? Wilmarth is a literature professor with an interest in folklore. Peaslee is a political economist. Armitage is a librarian, etc. Lumley makes his man an archeologist. A man or a woman? In Mythos stories, it is almost always a man, given social roles in Lovecraft’s day, imitated by pasticheurs. What will his name be? Something perhaps symbolic, like Lovecraft’s Henry Wayland Thurston (“The Call of Cthulhu”), whose thirst for secret knowledge dooms him; Ward Phillips (“Through the Gates of the Silver Key”), who is HPL himself; Robert Olmstead (“The Shadow over Innsmouth”), who discovers his ancient homestead. But usually the name will simply be an index for his patrician position or New England heritage. Lumley calls his man “Sir Amery Wendy-Smith.” Yes, a solid and trustworthy narrator, despite whatever he may tell us.


  What ancient writing will seduce him? A Mythos title may refer to the nature of its contents without narrowing them down too far, but the author writes himself a real blank check when the ancient text is named for the place it was found or associated with in ancient times, a name meaning little to the modern reader, like the Pnakotic Manuscripts, the Celaeno Fragments, the Ponape Scripture, the R’lyeh Text, the Mnemabic Fragments, or the Eltdown Shards. And if they happen to be mere fragments, shards, scraps, all the better, since there will be plenty of room for conjectural interpretation, the wilder the better! And rest assured the wildest hypothesis will turn out to be truest to the facts. All such props function to keep the reader at arm’s length from certainty. There must remain some element of doubt as to the supernatural nature or explanation of the events as far as possible into the story to maintain suspense. Uncertainty must not be allowed to resolve itself into (pat) certainty much before the end of the story. Of course, this goal is hard to reach given the taken-for-granted nature of a Mythos pastiche, where we know good and well what in general terms must finally happen, but this only asks of us one more effort of the same “willing suspension of disbelief” (Coleridge) we owe all fiction anyway. In “Cement Surroundings” Lumley has named his G’harne Fragments after a whispered lost city, now, with the aid of the ancient text, vindicated as real. But mysteries remain (such as that of the Cthonians, as he will later call them, the children of burrowing Shudde-M’ell) for the protagonist to learn the hard way, thanks to the fact that the text is, after all, fragmentary.


  The protagonist, having escaped for the moment, makes some effort at safety. The sailor in “Dagon” flees the ocean and moves as far away as he can from the shore. The decadent in “The Hound” returns the amulet and destroys his tomb-loot in an act of attempted atonement. Robert Blake (“The Haunter of the Dark”) keeps the lights on (as does Don Sebastian de Rivera in Lin Carter’s Zarnak tale “Dead of Night”), while the narrator of “Pickman’s Model” henceforth steers clear of subways where ghouls might lurk. Sir Amery seeks the solace of concrete, which he imagines may deter the tunneling of the Cthonians, and a seismograph to warn him of their ominous approach. But the device fails, just as the lights in Providence do, precipitating Blake’s collection by the avatar of Nyarlathotep. It is not a simple case of imitation; anyone who charges Lumley or Lovecraft with that simply shows his shortsightedness. Instead what we see here is the employment of an archaic mytheme, that of the long arm of divine justice, finally closing in on the one who has with hubris overreached his (human) limits in the scheme of things.


  It is worth noting Lumley’s daring in using the narrative death rattle, the termination of the story in mid-sentence as the monster finishes off the narrator. Lovecraft, Frank Belknap Long, August Derleth, C. M. Eddy, and others have ended otherwise effective stories on a ridiculous note: “. . . am being dragged to the cellar . . .”; “Their tongues . . . ahhh . . .” Lumley knows how effective such an ending might be, an unsurpassable degree of bringing the reader face-to-face with the horror, but it has to be done right. And Lumley pulls it off twice! Both Sir Amery and his nephew Paul write a terminal account, breaking off before it becomes absurd. Paul’s typescript shows the effects of the tunneling avengers, as the shocks make the typewriter jump and skip spaces.


  It is amazing how many times the same syntactical skeleton may be reincarnated by means of different paradigmatic choices. Perhaps the best example would be the hundred-plus Doc Savage novels written by Lester Dent. As is well-known, Dent actually had a kind of flip-chart plot diagram on his wall. From left to right, there was the same basic plot structure (the syntagmic axis). Vertically, there were flaps of paper he would pull up or down, providing a menu of choices (the paradigmatic axis) as to the name, goals, motives, and powers of the villain. Again, he could choose between types of risks, rescues, gimmicks, etc. The result was a hundred novels that always read each as fresh and compelling as the one before it!


  Seminal Surroundings


  “Cement Surroundings” is in many ways the seminal Lumley Mythos tale. That is, it is a seedbed of themes and notions that would appear for greater development in subsequent Lumley stories. For instance, the fate of Sir Amery Wendy-Smith is recalled repeatedly in later stories as a cautionary tale which nonetheless does no one any good, so great is the lure of forbidden knowledge.


  We hear in passing of certain suspected horrors lurking beneath the innocent veneer of the Cotswold hills and the Yorkshire moors; these are nods to other Lumley tales, including “The Sister City” (also appearing in Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos), “The Statement of Henry Worthy”, and Beneath the Moors. An intriguing bit about horrors buried at Hadrian’s Wall and the discovery of the skeleton of the Roman centurion Silvanus, identified by his surviving signet ring, will grow into the early Titus Crow tale “An Item of Supporting Evidence.”


  No Mythos scribe, it seems, can resist the temptation to beget gods for the Lovecraftian faith. Lumley’s major pair of demons appear already in this, his first completed tale. We read of “sacrifices to Yog-Sothoth and Yibb-Tstll that would make your blood run cold,” and of “a buried land where Shudde-M’ell broods and bubbles, plotting the destruction of the human race and the release from his watery prison of Great Cthulhu.” We will have to wait till later to meet Lumley’s other totems, Bugg-Shash, Yegg-Ha, Othuum, Summanus, and Cthylla.


  It is Shudde-M’ell who dominates the Lumley Mythos, coming to greater prominence in the 1974 novel The Burrowers Beneath (based on and incorporating “Cement Surroundings”). He is a great tentacled slug who has no trouble tunneling like a living drill through the earth’s crust. In some ways Shudde-M’ell might be viewed as a development of Henry Kuttner’s witch-god Nyogtha (“The Salem Horror”), except that Nyogtha seems to ascend to the surface through cracks and fissures in the crust (as Lumley somewhere puts it, like mucus through the earth’s sinuses!). Some have pointed to the Star Trek episode “The Devil in the Dark” as the direct inspiration for “Cement Surroundings,” as it involves alien miners inadvertently rousing the avenging wrath of a rock-heap creature which can melt its way through stone to retrieve its eggs. The miners have mistaken them for pearly gems and appropriated them, much as Sir Amery does in G’harne. Nor would it be too surprising if Lumley had been inspired to some degree by the gigantic divine sand worms, Shai-Hulud, in Frank Herbert’s Dune. Richard L. Tierney makes the link explicit in his excellent Simon of Gitta tale “The Worm of Urakhu,” in which he links Shudde-M’ell with Shai-Hulud, and supplies, in classic Lovecraftian style, a plausible Semitic version of Shudde-M’ell as “Shuddam-El.” This is especially insightful, packing an awful lot into a single brief allusion, since it understands Lumley’s “-ell” suffix as the Hebrew theophoric suffix, “ell” meaning “god,” and combines it with the name of Dune’s Padishah emperor Shaddam IV. This combination in turn makes us think of God-Emperor of Dune, where Muad’Dib’s son Leto Atreides II seeks to transform himself into the holy Shai-Hulud.


  In Lovecraftian fiction, the old books of black lore are at least as important as the devil-gods they conjure, and Lumley has lost no time introducing his two major tomes, both appearing already in “Cement Surroundings.” Both will appear again and again, to good effect, throughout his Mythos fiction. The first is Joachim Feery’s Notes on the Necronomicon. (Lumley loves this alliteration: Look out for Notes on Nitocris and Notes on Nessie in subsequent stories!) One of the greatest ironies of post-Lovecraft Mythos fiction is the degree to which the supposedly scarce Necronomicon of Abdul Alhazred is overused. A fabulously rare book, copies of it wind up being discovered with surprising ease in more and more stories until we reach the absurd suggestion, made into reality in 1980 by Avon Books, of a paperback edition!


  Lumley, like nearly all Mythos writers, has felt either tempted or obliged to drag out Alhazred’s hoary tome again from time to time, but he has made a brilliant move by having his characters usually access the Necronomicon through the medium of Feery’s “often fanciful reconstruction” of the original text. The implication is that Feery was something of a medium himself and supplemented Alhazred’s text with revelations of his own, gratuitously ascribing them to the original author, just as ancient authors did not venture to propound their ideas under their own names but propagated them in purported commentaries on classic texts, or in epistles and treatises pseudonymously attributed to great names of the past. Thus, in Lumley, one may or may not be reading the oh-so-scarce Necronomicon. There is once again room for doubt and speculation, an element we lose when the Necronomicon is definitively cited as a clue to what is about to happen in a story. The device is equivalent to Lovecraft’s in stories where he had Alhazred merely supply equivocal hints in prescientific terms of the true horrors to come. Lumley has restored this vital element of distancing.


  One might see Feery’s Notes on the Necronomicon as a potent symbol of all of Lumley’s Lovecraftian work. The Necronomicon stands for Lovecraft’s originals. Joachim Feery is Lumley himself, adding his own inspirations to the ancient deposit, true to the old, yet shockingly new.


  The Jacobi Mythos


  The other Lumley grimoire is the strangely titled Cthaat Aquadingen. It appears often in Lumley (e.g., “Billy’s Oak,” “An Item of Supporting Evidence,” “De Marigny’s Clock,” “Lord of the Worms,” “Name and Number,” “The Horror at Oakdeene,” “Rising with Surtsey”). In one place (“House of the Temple”), to make it sound more exotic still, Lumley adds an umlaut over the first “a”—Cthäat Aquadingen. In the same story we find the single attempt to explain the title: “ ‘Cthäat’ frankly baffled me, unless it had some connection with the language or being of the pre-Nacaal [sic] Kthatans.” Since this is, again, the typical distancing device of hedging (like the ubiquitous use in horror fiction of “apparently”!), we can be pretty sure that it does have the suggested connection—but with whom? Lumley refers to Colonel Churchward’s Lost Continent of Mu, with its fanciful lost Pacific civilization that spoke the Naacal language. Lovecraft mentions all this in “Out of the Aeons,” as does Lin Carter in “The Thing in the Pit” and Colin Wilson in. The Philosopher’s Stone. Back to Lumley: “. . . but ‘Aquadingen’ was far less alien in its sound and formation. It meant (I believed), ‘water-things’, or ‘things of the waters’; and the Cthäat Aquadingen was quite simply a compendium of myths and legends concerning water sprites, nymphs, demons, naiads, and other supernatural creatures of lakes and oceans, and the spells or conjurations by which they might be evoked or called out of their watery haunts.” It is a Latin-German hybrid, and any German dictionary will supply numerous such German compound words with the Latin “aqua-” prefix, just as we have English words with the same.


  Of the Cthaat Aquadingen we now and then read various other details, such as Titus Crow’s copy being hideously bound in still-sweating human skin, and that Joachim Feery eventually gave it the same treatment he had given the Necronomicon: Feery’s Notes on the Cthaat Aquadingen. One might see this as perfectly natural, as the Cthaat Aquadingen has the same centrality for Lumley that the Necronomicon had for Lovecraft (likewise Unaussprechlichen Kulten for Robert E. Howard, De Vermis Mysteriis for Robert Bloch, and the Revelations of Glaaki for Ramsey Campbell). But Lovecraft’s Necronomicon cannot be called the direct inspiration for Lumley’s Cthaat Aquadingen. For that we must look elsewhere, but no farther than what might seem an obscure tale by Carl Jacobi, “The Aquarium,” which Lumley first chanced upon in August Derleth’s 1962 anthology Dark Mind, Dark Heart when on a tour of duty in Cyprus. Lumley was already an experienced skin- and scuba-diver, familiar with the eerie beauties of the ocean floor, and a passage from the Jacobi tale of a deadly inhabitant of a clouded aquarium tank struck home immediately: “To Miss Rhodes, everything about the collection was unhealthy—from the ancient mouldering covers to the quasi-factual, half-mystical content, steeped in superstition. There was, for example, a copy of Gantley’s Hydrophinnae, containing some of the most hideous and horrible illustrations she had ever seen. There was a first edition of Dwellers in the Depths by Gaston Le Fe who, the foreword stated quite blandly, had died insane. And there was a pirated manuscript of the German Unter Zee Kulten, all copies of which had supposedly been destroyed in the seventeenth century.”


  Lumley recalls. “It wasn’t until years after I first read it that I discovered that in the first place it had been written as a Mythos story and that August Derleth had deleted all the Mythos references [that is, to Cthulhu and his sunken city of . . . Flann!]. Jacobi wrote it as a Mythos story; I didn’t know that, but anyway it struck me as so beautifully part of the Mythos” (Francesco Cova, “An Interview with Brian Lumley.” Kadath, Vol. 1, #3, November 1980, p. 36) that he couldn’t resist adopting Jacobi’s three esoteric titles into his own Lovecraftian library. He would go on to mention these three in story after story (“The Cyprus Shell,” “De Marigny’s Clock,” “Rising with Surtsey,” “The House of the Temple,” “Lord of the Worms,” and The Return of the Deep Ones), as well as to ascribe the ominously evocative Unter Zee Kulten to one Graf (Count) Grauberg (in Return of the Deep Ones). But they weren’t enough. Lumley plumbed ever new secrets of the ocean depths, so there had to be ever more sourcebooks for such mysteries. Beside the Cthaat Aquadingen, he would go on to add Konrad von Gerner’s Fischbuch (1598) in “Name and Number” and “Lord of the Worms,” Oswald’s Legends of Liqualia, and Hartrack’s In Pressured Places (both in “De Marigny’s Clock”). Here one must almost speak of a “Jacobi Mythos” distinct from the larger Cthulhu Mythos, consisting of sea-bottom horrors and their reemergence. Yes, it was easy enough, quite natural, for Lumley to attach Jacobi’s sea-lore to the Lovecraftian Deep Ones, but Jacobi had had his own ideas of seabed monstrosities (as witness not only “The Aquarium” but also “The Temple from Beyond”). Likewise, Lumley’s marine horrors often have but the most limited connection, if any, with Lovecraft, e.g., “The Cyprus Shell,” “The Deep-sea Conch,” “The Pearl,” “The Night Sea-Maid Went Down,” and “Haggopian.”


  Enter Titus Crow


  “The Caller of the Black” (completed 1967) is the first Titus Crow story to be written, though not the first in narrative sequence. And yet in another sense it is, since in this story we meet Titus Crow as he first emerged in the mind and from the pen of his creator. Crow will grow and change in conception from this point on, even as Lumley will ask us to revise our impression of Crow and to reimagine him retroactively. For instance, in “The Caller of the Black” we do not yet discover intimations of the messianic Crow the later works will reveal. Additionally, later he will become more cerebral, a mite less personal and humorous, more like Seabury Quinn’s occult investigator Jules de Grandin. But he is already well on the way, in his own sprightly fashion, when Cabot Chambers visits Blowne House to beseech his help in averting the doom assigned him by one James D. Gedney. Chambers and his fellow idle-rich decadent Symonds had sought cheap thrills by joining Gedney’s occult circle, only to wind up balking at the more insidious demands of initiation required of them. They tried too late to extricate themselves from a web which had proven itself to be much more than a hobby, whereupon Gedney saw to Symonds’s death by sending him a notecard containing ancient runes which turn out to be a summons to the demon Yibb-Tstll. This fiend manifests himself as a rapidly thickening cyclone of black flakes smothering the victim. Crow agrees to take the case, and though finally unable to save the fretting Chambers, he does cast the gauntlet at Gedney’s feet, eventually turning his own diabolical avenger back on him. Crow has in the meantime discovered that good old running water will cause the tarry ectoplasm to disperse.


  Though the spectacle of Crow soaping away Yibb-Tstll in the shower may seem almost anticlimactic (though certainly much less so than the similar scene in the movie Dracula 1972 AD, where the vampire is done to death by the horror of falling into a bathtub!), this is an important “Lumleyism”—a draft of mischief suddenly wafting through the venerable halls of horror fiction. Specifically, “The Caller of the Black” must be understood as Lumley’s third alongside M. R. James’s “The Casting of the Runes” and H. R. Wakefield’s “He Cometh and He Passeth By.” But Lumley will not take himself quite so seriously as he takes his honored predecessors.


  Like James’s Mr. Karsweil, Wakefield’s Oscar Clinton, and Dennis Wheatle’s Mr. Mocata (The Devil Rides Out), Lumley’s Gedney is a fictive counterpart to Aleister Crowley (whose avocation as the biblical Antichrist Lumley will ascribe later to his characters George Guigos in Demogorgon, Sturm Magruser in “Name and Number,” and Julian Carstairs in “Lord of the Worms”). The Antichrist element is also present, albeit under the surface, when we realize that Gedne’s establishment the Demon Club corresponds to Clinton’s Chorazin Club in Soho, Chorazin being the doomed Galilean town where the Antichrist was to be born (as detailed in Demogorgon). Lumley’s Julian Carstairs’s name recalls both the Emperor Julian the Apostate, something of an Antichrist character, as well as James’s Karswell. Chambers may derive from Lumley favorite Robert W. Chambers, while, given the Crowley business, we might trace Symonds’s name to John Symonds, biographer of Crowley (The Great Beast: The Life and Magick of Aleister Crowley, 1973). As for the name Titus Crow itself, Lin Carter felt sure that Lumley had based it on Mervyn Peake’s Titus Groan—a good guess, though Lumley calls it a coincidence; he has never read Peake.


  Titus Crow’s enviable domicile, a rambling bungalow filled with occult treasures and esoteric curiosities, such as all Lumley readers would like to have, is named “Blowne House,” and one must suspect it was only a matter of time till it lived up to its name and vanished from the earth in a great windstorm (in The Burrowers Beneath).


  From Surtur’s Realm


  “Rising with Surtsey” was written first in December 1967, slightly revised the next year, and worked over yet again in 1990 for inclusion in James Turner’s revised version of Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos—the mentions of Bugg-Shash reflect the 1973 “The Kiss of Bugg-Shash.” Lumley admits that “Lovecraft’s influence is very strong here . . . an homage, most certainly, to Lovecraft, but also to August Derleth” (in the story intro in The Second Wish and Other Exhalations, New English Library, 1995, p. 298). Both Lovecraft and Derleth nods come fast and thick. The story takes the form of an affidavit, just like “The Statement of Randolph Carter” and “The Thing on the Doorstep,” and for the same reason: The narrator would seem the most likely candidate for having murdered his friend/brother. And like Dan Upton, he admits to having actually pulled the trigger—on an alien presence inhabiting his brother’s body!


  But the basic premise of the tale is the same as that of “The Call of Cthulhu.” Lumley has erected his own more modest version of that story’s events on the actual report of the rising of the island of Surtsey in the North Atlantic. (Surtsey itself was named for the Cthugha-like Norse fire giant Surtur.) The rising of the island coincides with the stars becoming right for the apocalyptic return of Cthulhu, Yibb-Tstll, Shudde-M’ell, Othuum, and the Old Ones. The psychic ripples thus produced include the nightmare inspiration of a canvas called “G’harne Landscape” by Chandler Davies, a “sensitive” artist mentioned several times in Lumley’s tales, his version of Lovecraft’s Arthur Wilcox. Julian Haughtree, the doomed brother of the narrator, is himself a delver into arcane secrets, and he becomes supplanted by the soul of an inhuman priest named Pesh-Tlen. The process of personality transition is traumatic, landing Julian temporarily in Oakdeene Sanitarium for a time until his apparent complete recovery (à la Joseph Curwen in The Case of Charles Dexter Ward)—except that he now affects a pair of heavy dark glasses, claiming light sensitivity from his long confinement, but really needing them to cover his new inhuman orbs. In this he resembles Derleth’s psychic sleuth Laban Shrewsbury—the testamentary chapters of whose adventures (The Trail of Cthulhu) are mentioned by name in this story! Like Derleth, in this story Lumley cites the Necronomicon, Weird Tales and Arkham House books side by side! It is all great Lovecraftian/Derlethian fun!


  Titus Crow as Randolph Carter


  The dream-inspired Chandler Davies makes a return appearance, albeit in a different capacity, in the Titus Crow story “An Item of Supporting Evidence,” as does the Roman Centurion Silvanus, whom we have earlier met in “Cement Surroundings” and “The Thing from the Blasted Heath.” This time, Davies has come across a story by Titus Crow called “Yegg-ha’s Realm” in a pulp magazine called Grotesque. And Crow’s description of the horned, winged, cycloptic-eyed but otherwise faceless titan Yegg-ha seems just too outrageous for Davies, who recognizes the image’s Lovecraftian roots but feels such fiction is just outmoded. (Just why he should feel this way, after his own nightmare visions of Shudde-M’ell in “Rising with Surtsey,” is not clear.) Crow invites Davies for a visit, listens to his friendly objections, then settles the argument by producing the horned skull of Yegg-ha which he had himself dug up years earlier at Hadrian’s Wall. It was no fiction!


  Titus Crow is Lumley’s version of Lovecraft’s Randolph Carter, and though Crow will follow Carter’s footsteps into Dreamland and into other worlds by means of the four-handed clock, he is never closer on his predecessor’s heels than in this tale. The resemblance to what must have been its chief inspiration, Lovecraft’s “The Unnamable,” is striking. There, Carter has become a weird fictioneer, author of tales appearing in the magazine Whispers, and a friend takes him to task for inventing an all-too-amorphous and contradictorily-described monster (much like the subterranean servitors of the maggot men in “The Festival”). It just strains readerly suspension of disbelief! Or so the critic prates until the real-life counterpart of the monster appears, putting the issue to rest in gooey fashion. In this tale Crow is the occult antiquarian par excellence, but not so much the phantom fighter he will usually be.


  We will discuss the next four tales together (slightly out of their order of composition), “Billy’s Oak” (March 1968), “The Mirror of Nitocris” (June 1968), “Darghud’s Doll” (April 1970), and “The Viking’s Stone” (August 1970); they, too, all portray Titus Crow (or his actantial alter ego, Henri) as the occult collector, not the ghost-chaser. Two of the tales merely recount the stories behind occult relics in possession of the narrator (the juju doll and the haunted Blowne House itself), while the other pair deal with dangerous possessions that the collector might better have passed up.


  “Billy’s Oak” explains why the visitor to Blowne House can hear a strange, apparently sourceless, creaking sound. What one hears is the protest of the oak tree from whose stout branch an old wizard, William “Billy” Fovergue, long ago twisted in the wind. The oak had been chopped down seventy years before the time of the story, to make room for the foundation of Blowne House. And the never-ceasing creak still reminds whomever shall live there of the otherwise forgotten wizard. Of course, antiquarian that he is, Titus Crow is happy for the reminder—it is itself part of his collection!


  “Darghud’s Doll” explains the origin of a relic not exactly in Crow’s possession, but the knowledge of it is one of his favorite stories, and thus, in a manner, so is the doll. Crow recounts the tale of the effigy in order to document the effectiveness of voodoo curses. The case in question is that of one Dr. Maurice Jamieson who visits his brother, also a physician, and a missionary, in Africa. Maurice puts his fatigued brother to bed and takes over his practice until he can be up and about again. He uses up most of their supply of penicillin treating the people for a raging epidemic, until only two shots’ worth remain. Then, at the worst possible time, a sick tribal chief sends his son and his shaman to ask for some of the medicine for the chief’s own illness. Maurice regretfully refuses, since he is saving these last two injections for his brother; anyway, they would not be enough to save the chief. The shaman, till now suspicious of Western medicine anyway, failing to understand, takes great offense. Leaving, he passes Maurice a huge beetle, for no apparent reason.


  The doctor, an amateur entomologist, is delighted, and that very night preserves the remarkable specimen in transparent resin, adding him to his collection of jungle insects. Hours later, the beetle has vanished, somehow leaving the resin block untenanted. Terrible headaches begin, Maurice’s head throbbing in time with village tom-toms. Brother David recovers and sends Maurice back to England, where, however, his pain only grows worse. David discovers the misunderstanding, treats the chief with a new stock of medicine and gets the shaman to call off the curse (which had, of course, been carried by the beetle). A doll effigy of Maurice had been fitted with a cord about the temples, regularly tightened! But now the cord is cut, and Maurice, back home in England, breathes easily once more. That is, until his wife becomes worried over the fate of the doll. David has sent it to them with his explanation. Maurice’s wife fears that it may yet bring inadvertent doom to her husband—so she encases it in resin to keep it safe, and Maurice suffocates!


  “The Mirror of Nitocris” introduces us to someone who will turn out to be one of Lumley’s major characters, Henri-Laurent de Marigny. This name ought to ring familiar to Lovecraftians. Henri is Lumley’s creation, the son of a character in the E. Hoffmann Price collaboration with HPL, “Through the Gates of the Silver Key,” one of Lumley’s confessed favorites. The collaboration, a purported sequel to Lovecraft’s solo effort “The Silver Key” (one of Price’s favorites), was Price’s suggestion, not originally Lovecraft’s idea. HPL collaborated with him only reluctantly, but when he agreed, he tipped his hat to his co-writer by adding to Price’s draft a character called Etienne-Laurent de Marigny, in whose New Orleans apartment the narration of “Through the Gates of the Silver Key” is set. This man happens to be the owner of the strange four-handed clock that will become Titus Crow’s version of Dr. Who’s inter-dimensional phone booth. Lovecraft based him on E. Hoffmann Price himself, easily as exotic a character as his fictional counterpart! In fact, HPL had visited Price in the latter’s New Orleans apartment and describes it vividly in the story. Here we may see some fitting symbolism: At least in this story, Henri stands for Lumley himself, like E. Hoffmann Price, an eager bearer of the mantle of Lovecraft, son of a later generation than the original Lovecraft Circle to which Price, the elder de Marigny, belonged.


  In “The Minor of Nitocris,” in which there can be found no hint of Titus Crow, Henri appears in Titus’s own accustomed role, the sophisticated esthete of the outré. He has acquired a fabulously rare relic, the scrying glass of the ancient witch-queen Nitocris, of whom Herodotus told the tale of her revenge against the plotters of her royal brother’s death. She invited them to a banquet under the pyramid, excused herself, sealed the place, and drowned them all like the craven rats they were. The tale is found in Herodotus’s Histories (Book II, 100), but Lumley encountered Nitocris in the more recent versions of Tennessee Williams (“The Vengeance of Nitocris,” Weird Tales, August, 1928) and H.P. Lovecraft, who mentions her as still alive in the subterranean darkness (“Under the Pyramids”/“Imprisoned with the Pharaohs”). The curious antique comes from the collection of the suddenly-vanished Bannister Brown-Farley, an archaeologist of doubtful repute known to have smuggled antiquities from Egypt into England. The queenly mirror is sort of a second Shining Trapezohedron, enabling its viewer to glimpse forbidden sights, including an entity that will look back at one with a face having absorbed the likeness of every previous viewer.


  These things manifest themselves at the stroke of midnight so long as the glass remains uncovered, so Henri decides to wait and see what will happen. He gets more than he bargained for when it develops that the occult image does not remain safely on its own side of the glass! Rather, as an amorphous fright-blob begins to rise like congealing mist from the face of the mirror, taking on foul substance and unwholesome bulk, the thing in the mirror can be seen not just to have preserved the images of its gazers but to have absorbed their very souls! Come to think of it, there is the jowled ectoplasm of old Bannister Brown-Farley! So as to avoid making his own contribution, Henri shatters the glass with a hale of silver bullets, which do the trick, though they emerge from the wreckage strangely twisted in a way not natural for spent cartridges.


  “The Viking’s Stone” plays off the ancient theme, “Do not move the ancient marker” (Prov. 22:28), in this case a grave marker. This is a standard, that is to say, classical horror/spectral theme, and here it is Lumle’s turn to use it. The irony of all such tales is that greedy antiquarians, whom one would expect to be most appreciative of the past, happen to approach the relics of the past as mere trinkets, i.e. from a purely modern commercialistic frame of reference. Archaeologists like Benjamin Sorlson in this story view the past as a conquered province to loot rather than as a neighbor in time whose boundaries we must respect. Sorlson does not suspect what Titus and Henri know, that the menhir of the ancient Norse reaver Ragnar Gory-Axe is no mere tourist attraction, but rather the only anchor keeping the bloodthirsty spook down! Once Sorlson absconds with it, his doom is sealed, and this even after Titus gets him to repent (those nightmare-haunted nights helped, too!) and to promise to replace the stone. As Sorlson, Henri, and Titus Crow ride together on a rain, the ghostly dragon-prow of Ragnar’s ship appears outside the coach window, keeping pace with them and plainly in pursuit. After Sorlson succumbs to the blows of otherwise-invisible weapons, the legion of the damned disappears.


  Any resemblances the reader may spot to “The Hound,” “Count Magnus,” or other classic tales is simply due to the syntagmic DNA they all share. To blame Lumley for borrowing the plot from this or that specific story, as some critics are inclined to do, only shows one’s lack of acquaintance with the larger field and heritage of supernatural fiction (which is, believe it or not, bigger than Lovecraft).


  On the other hand, in “Ambler’s Inspiration” (written February 1968), we seem to have before us an intentional recombination of themes from Lovecraft, as explicit references to the C.M. Eddy/H.P. Lovecraft collaboration “Deaf, Dumb, and. Blind” implies. But the real inspiration, it seems to me, is “Pickman’s Model,” with perhaps a bit of “The Picture in the House” thrown in. The narrator, a writer of weird fiction himself, sets out to investigate the rising star in his field, a young fellow named Biron Ambler. This newcomer’s fiction, though short on commodities like plot development and characterization, gains its strength from vivid and powerful descriptions of pain and horror from a genuinely inhuman vantage point. The narrator seeks out the young colleague at the latter’s father’s estate. The father is a research scientist, and his son still lives with him. After a teasing interview, it finally emerges that the younger Ambler gains his knowledge of the pain of inhuman minds by the expedient of devouring his father’s experimental animal brains! Somehow, like a flatworm, he has the ability to absorb and inherit the sensation-memories of those whose tissues he eats! Declining Ambler’s invitation to dinner (!), the narrator heads quickly for the door, only to read later of the death of the senior Ambler. He had secured for study the brain of a murderer. His son ate it and began to follow precedent. You are what (or whom) you eat.


  Lumley seems to have adopted the premise of “Pickman’s Model,” namely, that certain weird artistic works derive their truly inhuman sense from living models, not the artist’s imagination. In Ambler’s case, it was the recovered, shared memories of the suffering animals. He had drained them off like the old cannibal in “The Picture in the House” did the life force of his victims.


  Plunkettism


  Lovecraft’s Mythos seized Brian Lumley’s imagination early on, later giving way to a fascination with his Dunsanian Dreamworld stories, which have influenced his Lovecraft-inspired novels, including Clock of Dreams, Hero of Dreams, Ship of Dreams, and Mad Moon of Dreams. But there were early hints of the Dunsanian magic in a pair of 1969 stories. The first was “Dylath-Leen,” completed in March 1969. The story develops the theme, seen in HPL’s The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath, of the insidious encroachment of the half-human Moon-Beasts upon the pleasant seaport towns of the Dreamworld. The alien visitors, tradesmen in gems and slaves, ply the people of DylathLeen with strange red jewels, including a huge one in the middle of the town, and thereby gain hypnotic control over them. About the only one who sees what is happening and tries to stop it is our narrator, a visitor from the mundane waking world. The pathos (and the narrative structure) of this fine tale is provided by a device borrowed unashamedly from Lord Dunsany’s series of stories “Idle Days on the Yann,” “A Shop in Go-by Street,” and “The Avenger of Perdondaris,” in which a man visits and revisits a parallel world of wonders only at great intervals of years, poignantly observing the great extent of change and decay that have transpired since his previous visit. Lumley has used the same device, with the result that the dream-narrator laments the destruction he had previously seen but could not stop, though finally turning back the menace by destroying the great central gem, lest the Moon-Beast sphere of influence extend even further. Here we see a foreshadow of the great Dreamland war against Cthulhu and the Old Ones, chronicled in the later novels.


  The other Dunsanian Lumley tale, from June of the same year, is “De Marigny’s Clock.” In it we witness Titus Crow in a distinctly uncharacteristic posture. He is not in control, nor is he contesting against rival magicians. Rather, he has been awakened by common burglars intent upon making away with the riches they are certain must lie hidden somewhere in Crow’s bohemian abode. Crow tries his best to convince the thugs that he has no money stored away, and to steer them away from doing any damage to his cherished collectibles. He is not without resources to manipulate the crooks, and yet they are canny, too, and we witness an entertaining battle of wits. The payoff comes when the thieves catch sight of the strange clock-like machine Crow bought at auction from the effects of the late New Orleans occultist E. Hoffmann Price, er, that is, Etienne-Laurent de Marigny, uncle of Crow’s own Dr. Watson, Henri. The clock-like face sports four hands, moving both clockwise and counter-clockwise, and at different rates, apparently at the dictates of some unearthly rhythm. And according to report, the case of the coffin-like box might be opened and even entered as a passageway to other worlds. Crow had exhausted his own skills (with no help from Walmsley’s Notes) trying to get the thing to open up. But suddenly it appears that the safe-cracking skills of one of the pair can do what Crow’s resourcefulness could not, and, presto, the clock opens and swallows both thieves, depositing them who knows where in some cosmic hell.


  Lumley says that, in retrospect, he wonders if he may not have been subconsciously influenced by Lovecraft’s “The Terrible Old Man” in writing “De Marigny’s Clock” (story intro in The Second Wish and Other Exhalations, New English Library, 1995, p. 94), but I suspect he was more influenced by Dunsany stories like “The Distressing Tale of Thangobrind the Jeweler and the Doom That Befell Him,” “The Hoard of the Gibbelins,” and “The Probable Adventure of Three Literary Men.” The theme of a would-be thief preying upon a wizard and getting much more than he bargained for is an old one, and many modern weird fiction writers have used it. See also, for example, Robert E. Howard’s “The Tower of the Elephant,” Henry Kuttner’s “The Hunt,” Robert Bloch’s “The Creeper in the Crypt,” and Lin Carter’s “The Thievery of Yish.”


  “The Last Rite” (September 1969), a forthright homage to Lovecraft’s “The Hound” (though with plenty more to it), recombines features of the characters from “De Marigny’s Clock” in that now the protagonists are both a pair of thieves and occult aesthetes. We have already met their like by the names of Symonds and Chambers in “The Caller of the Black.” We will meet them again as Geoffrey Arnold and Ben Gifford in “The Black Recalled.” The narrator plays the role of the unnamed collaborator of Lovecraft’s Herbert West: Willing to go along with seemingly endless blasphemous outrages against nature and morality, he is finally too alarmed to continue. Only Lumle’s character (typically more of a man of action than Lovecraft’s) takes some definite action. He comes to realize his friend is impatient with the thrills of decadence and means to end the world as we know it, opening the transdimensional gates to Othuum, “Great Master of Those Who Wait Without.” This is a bit much for him, and the alarmed partner substitutes the wrong incantation, causing the ultimate conjuration to misfire and destroy his partner. He flees the scene but fears in the end that he has only deferred the danger. He feels his old friend and master’s consciousness impinging on his own, and fears he may soon be displaced, his body made an instrument to carry out wicked, world-threatening schemes.


  In Pressure-Padded Cells


  One of the major markers on the map of the Lumley narrative universe is Oakdeene Sanitarium. To be sure, there are genuine cases of insanity there, but, as one might suspect in stories of this type, there are others interred there who are more in the nature of political prisoners, ideological criminals whose crime is heresy, dissent from the common creed about reality and how it works. Often in the old Soviet Union political dissidents were committed to asylums. Out of touch with officially defined reality, what else might one call them but insane? Thomas Szasz argues (The Myth of Mental Illness) that pretty much all incarceration of the insane amounts to this: Their beliefs or behaviors are simply intolerable to the rest of us, and we will not put up with such nonconformity. At any rate, if a major character in a tale of weird fiction finds himself in a padded cell, it is not unlikely he is suffering for having confessed his faith, or better, his knowledge, of the Old Ones and their plans.


  It is so with the narrator of Lin Carter’s “Something in the Moonlight,” and it is true with Wilfred Lamer in Lumle’s “The Horror at Oakdeene” (August 1970). Lamer is a scholarly inmate under the supervision of a staff of male psychiatric nurses including Martin Spellman and Alan Barstowe. Spellman (the man who will finally supply the deadly magic spell) has taken the grim job for purposes of research. He is working on a book documenting particularly disturbing mental cases. Barstowe (the man who stows people behind bars) is a sadist. He terrorizes the inmates of the security ward called “Hell” with a cane he always carries (which later turns out to have been an extender device with a concealed knife at the tip). Before it is over, Lamer (the learner of esoteric lore) will have gained revenge on Barstowe and manipulated Spellman into helping him achieve his occult ends. Essentially, Lamer, a convincing portrait of someone genuinely learned but genuinely insane (“Your great learning has driven you mad,” Acts 26:24), is planning a jail break of sorts, organizing his fellows in the Hell ward into a coven to chant a spell that will open the gates to Yibb-Tstll when the stellar time is right. To do this he needs a certain ritual text from the Cthaat Aquadingen, but he is not allowed access to his copy, much in the spirit of asylums that ban the Bible lest the inmates literally pluck out their eyes. He bargains with poor naive Spellman for a copy of the rite, the Sixth Sathlatta, which he and his friends memorize. Spellman is intrigued and reads over the seductive text, a mistake which first issues in a set of vivid “nightmares” in which he encounters Yibb-Tstll. Then, once Spellman inadvertently joins the chorus with the Oakdeene coven, the barrier is breached and business is transacted: Lamer and four others are killed; five more are miraculously cured and released; two are in catatonic stupors; and of the attendants, Barstowe, having fled down a country road, is found with half his head eaten away, while Spellman is reduced to drooling imbecility and given a cell in “Hell”!


  The variegated outcome of the tale reminds us of “The Four Who Entered Paradise,” a cautionary tale told in circles of Rabbinical “Merkabah” (Throne) mysticism, in which one would meditate upon Ezekiel’s vision (Ezekiel, chapter one) of God’s throne-chariot in hopes of gaining a similar vision of one’s own. It was no light matter, and no one under the age of forty was even allowed to try. According to the story, four rabbis gathered to undertake the visionary ascent. Of these, only the saintly Johannon ben Zakkai came out of it edified and unscathed. The second misconstrued what he saw and became a heretic. The third went mad. The fourth died.


  “The Horror at Oakdeene” is another of Lumley’s finest. Even if one judges that he found his distinctive voice in his later novels, it is equally true that in this story we hear a mature and consistent narrative voice in which sober Lovecraftian tone and diction are fitted perfectly to their theme. And, given its nicely realized scenes of moldy cells and leering horrors, it would have made a great Hammer Studios film. As it is, we at least have Stephen Fabian’s wonderful illustration of the Yibb-Tstll vision on the Arkham House dust jacket of The Horror at Oakdeene and Others (1977). A convincing rendition of the Sixth Sathlatta chant by Michael Cisco can be found on the CD Strange Aeons by Steve Lines and Storm Clouds (Rainfall Records, 2001).


  A final note: Looking closely at Lumley’s tales reveals the gradual growth of background characters, authors of his occult tomes, etc. “The Horror at Oakdeene” tells us a bit more about Baron Kant, an old time witch-hunter. Henri-Laurent de Marign’s collection of curiosa includes der Baron’s silver pistol. Now we learn that he was named Ernst Kant and that he died in a Westphalian madhouse, claiming that his every mad act was dictated by Yibb-Tstll, an adumbration of poor Spellman’s fate.


  Step Right Up!


  Lumley wrote “The Fairground Horror” in May 1972, and passed it on for inclusion in Edward. Paul Berglund’s important 1976 anthology The Disciples of Cthulhu, a book that helped jump-start a revival of popular interest in the Cthulhu Mythos which has not yet peaked. The story falls into a recognizable type before receiving the unique Lumley treatment. Like Lovecraft’s “The Horror in the Museum,” Ray Bradbury’s “The Jar,” the films House of Frankenstein and X (The Man with the X-Ray Eyes), and others, “The Fairground Horror” takes for granted the eerieness of the carnival world and its denizens, a Gypsy caravan of freaks and gods traveling from one twilight to the next. It zeroes in on the Hall of Horror sideshows, asking what if the manifest fakes were not fake, just this once? It is a great moment in The House of Frankenstein when Dr. Lahos, having commandeered the traveling show of the murdered Professor Lampini, tells the crowd that he has the actual coffin of Count Dracula on display and warns the snickering onlookers that, should he extricate the wooden stake from the skeletal breast, the vampire would return to raven and feed once more, and then closes the curtain, withdraws the stake—and Dracula materializes! In “The Fairground Horror” we are treated to what would happen if Lampini instead boasted of having on his fairway “The Temple of the Great Old Ones” and could back up the claim!


  Initially the show is run by the pair of Tharpe brothers, of whom Hamilton had become the prodigal, traveling abroad, not in pleasure-seeking, but in occult research, returning with a trunk full of bizarre artifacts and a head full of stranger beliefs. He sets up a shrine to Cthulhu and lures to the place a select trickle of appreciative gawkers, scholars who know something of the rarity of what he shows. Then he promptly feeds them as fit sacrifices to Great Cthulhu, who receives them through a green-lit interdimensional portal created by a particular arrangement of the various idols and totems. The other brother, Anderson, wholesomely mundane but a scoundrel, gets wind of what is happening and first imagines that it is a robbery and murder racket. Confronting his brother in the hidden shrine, he learns the true nature of the operation and narrowly manages to avoid being sacrificed himself! Sending Hamilton through to Cthulhu instead, Anderson sets out to make the shrine into what he thought it was in the first place. Only now the idols have been displaced, and he does not know the necessary words to say to open the Gate. His late brother has already exhausted much of the supply of erudite visitors who might have known the needful secrets, but Anderson steps up publicity, hoping to attract a savant to help him.


  Finally he is visited by one Hiram Henley (well named to recall King Hiram of Tyre, whose esoteric knowledge King Solomon sought in order to construct the Jerusalem Temple). Henley is a former professor who lost his position because of his unorthodox researches into Mythos matters. He seems to have the goods, all right, but in the end the joke is on the proprietor, since in fact Henley is a priest of Cthulhu sent to put things in order after the disappearance of Hamilton! In the struggle with Anderson, Henley loses a finger, sheared off by a knife. The liberated digit then squiggles away, worm-like, with a horrible life of its own. This is a clue that we are reading Lumley’s version of/homage to one of his favorite supernatural tales, Robert W. Chambers’s “The Yellow Sign,” where much the same happens to a mysterious visiting harbinger of doom. (See also the defingering of Bannerman in The House of Doors.)


  Perhaps the most significant of the debates over Lumley’s Lovecraft-influenced fiction concerns whether he adequately preserves the superhuman transcendence of the Old Ones. Are their ways and thoughts so far beyond our own that we can never be privy to their motives, if they can even be said to have motives? Sometimes in Lovecraft we feel that we as humans are utterly shut out. In these moments Lovecraft is showing the influence of his favorite tale of spectral fiction, Algernon Blackwood’s “The Willows.” But there are other moments when, as Danforth says of the Antarctican Old Ones, “they were men,” and we feel we are dealing with beings not completely alien. This is why Henry Armitage is able to defeat Yog-Sothoth in “The Dunwich Horror.” And Lumley rightly appeals to the latter emphasis in HPL as his precedent. Well, “The Fairground Horror” presents us with the debated issue in prime form. We seem to be privy to a series of dream-warnings sent to Anderson Tharpe not to exploit the deep things of R’lyeh for mere monetary gain. In his nightmares he beholds Great Cthulhu seated loftily on his sunken throne. But is Cthulhu deigning to speak to a mere mortal? The prose is stately and grave, by no means informal or colloquial, so we probably are to understand it to be the Lord of R’lyeh on the other end of the oneiric hookup. But it is never actually stated. Can it be some other priest, some Deep One, some servitor? Lumley keeps the door open by avoiding anything like explicit “I, Cthulhu” declarations. The eerie chill remains in the air, since, as Tzvetan Todorov (The Fantastic) tells us, the sense of wonder depends on making the reader keep on wondering, “Could it be?”


  Another Fine Day for Bananafish


  Brian Lumley’s last Cthulhu Mythos stories fit pretty neatly into three categories. Considering them that way somewhat violates strict chronological sequence, but since none of the tales was written so far distant from the others, this scarcely matters. The first group of the last tales are solidly placed within the tradition of Jacobi and Lovecraft horrors of the deep. No one can miss the overt relation of The Return of the Deep Ones (finished June 1978) to HPL’s “The Shadow over Innsmouth,” but Lumley’s story is so creative, evolving in its own direction and in its own way, that his novella and Lovecraft’s seem not so much dependent but genuinely intertextual, creating the impression (such as I think we never quite had in Derleth’s many sequels to “The Shadow over Innsmouth”) that we are getting independent glimpses into the same strange world. This is true despite the fact that the narrators of both stories find themselves in the position of turning gradually into one of the batrachian fish-men they so despise. It is interesting to compare the differences.


  For one thing, Lumley’s hero does not manage to avoid the net through which Lovecraft’s protagonist first manages to slip. The fish-frog-men do capture Lumley’s narrator and set about immediately to catechize and metamorphose him into one of themselves (which genetically he already is), just what the Innsmouth mob would have done with Lovecraft’s man, though he imagined their intention was simply to lynch him, as the men of Sodom wanted to do to the interlopers in Genesis, chapters 18–19. Lumley’s protagonist does escape later, and the section in which he holes up besieged in his house is structurally more or less equivalent to the sequence in “Shadow over Innsmouth” where the narrator bars his hotel room door and manages to escape. And the process by which Lumley’s narrator gradually comes to accept the lore of Mythos is strikingly convincing, almost like the stages of a new recruit coming to find the theology of a cult less and less outlandish till at length he joins up.


  Why do the two narrators write at all? Here, too, the difference is fascinating. Lovecraft’s narrator says he has embarked on his literary adventure so as to provide himself some perspective for a great decision he must now make (that of embracing his heritage or killing himself), and by the time he finishes, he has decided to buy a one-way ticket to Yha-N’thlei. We can only suppose that he has left the document behind so as to mark the ancestral path more clearly than it was marked for him, should he, too, one day leave “tainted” offspring behind him. Lumley’s narrator, on the other webbed hand, has never come to acquiesce to his finny fate. He resents the Deep Ones for mining a life he could have continued to live in the surface air. He is like an “outed” gay man who hoped to continue to “pass” in the larger society. Though he seems to realize he will wind up in the same pious, weedy chorus one day as Lovecraft’s narrator, he makes it his last human act to write up his account and alert the surface world to the peril of the Deep Ones. Remember, HPL’s narrator only called in the authorities before he realized he was a Deep One himself. Lumley’s man calls them in afterward! Even if he one day comes to regret it (as HPL’s narrator did), it will be a new version of himself, not really him at all. So the story is a last-breath curse of vengeance before his old self disappears for good.


  And because of this significant difference in viewpoint, Lumley is able to avoid a narrative difficulty Lovecraft fell prey to. Wanting to save the shock till the end, HPL had to make the narrator seem to share the reader’s loathing of the Deep Ones till the very end, whereas surely his narrative tone should have ameliorated, reflecting the change undergone during the very process of writing the story. But Lumley’s narrator only anticipates converting to Deep One allegiance and so consistently writes before his loyalties have changed.


  “Dagon’s Bell” (written March 1983) is vintage Lumley. The style is straight, not too lighthearted, not too Lovecraftian. The world of the action appears to be our world, though soon enough we will learn that Innsmouth exists, with all that implies. The story shares with The Return of the Deep Ones the premise that the Deep Ones (as one might naturally expect) are present in the North Atlantic, with colonies off (and under) the British Isles. The narrator’s friend marries and buys an abandoned house which lies at the heart of a strange miasma, which soon afflicts his wife. Across the countryside one can hear the muffled sound of a bell echoing somewhere far below, a fine shudder! A piece of ancient masonry, depicting in bas relief certain unconventional marine creatures masks, marks a shaft leading down from a rundown outbuilding into a vast cavern below, where Dagon’s Bell tolls for the human race. The Deep Ones breed and gather thickly there. They had cost the previous owner of the house his precious wife, and he sought them out in the nether gloom for revenge. He failed and died, as our protagonists discover while on their own descent. They go equipped with sufficient dynamite to make an end to the place. The husband gives his life fending off the throng of Deep Ones, while the narrator escapes and soon finds the ground beneath him shaking with the reverberations of a cleansing explosion underground.


  “The Statement of One John Gibson” (written December 1982, at the present writer’s request, for Crypt of Cthulhu #19) plays off the amusing coincidence that one of Lovecraft’s minor yet most effective revision pieces, “The Diary of Alonzo Typer,” was based on a draft by his friend William Lumley. Who, then, better to write the sequel than Brian Lumley? (There is no relation between the two.) Lumley leaves poor Typer to his fate (HPL had him still scribbling as ectoplasmic talons materialized and dragged him down to the cellar!), yet does follow up the story, placing backstory events in the haunted Van der Heyl house where Typer disappeared. After the death of his father, John learns the secret of his half-human descent from some Old One, which his mother had encountered in the shadows of the evil Van der Hey! mansion years before. The token of this miscegenation is a small medallion featuring in impossible, nearly microscopic detail (a mark of superior, prehuman technology) the aftermath of the primordial defeat of the Old Ones by the Elder Gods. The various monsters are distinguishable from one another, and the style is not without a certain realism despite the outré subject matter. And the metal is inexplicably cold.


  Once a series of telling dreams begins, from which he seems to awaken with a tentacle emerging from his pajama sleeve, his descent into the maelstrom of his fiendish heritage is swift, his sudden rage abetted by the fact that his lineage had been so long concealed from him. Once he understands the terrible truth, which he cannot help embracing, he is off for the sanitarium where, like HPL’s own mother Susie, his mother resides. There he confronts her. She had always dreaded the day but is prepared for it, pronouncing the Seven Words of Doom (a vestige of the original William Lumley story). These potent vocables rapidly reduce one John Gibson to less than one, as he implodes into a pool of slime! The image of the tiny cameo of the Mythos Armageddon is a subtextual precedent for the fact that the story itself compacts into a tiny space the larger scenario of Wilbur Whateley, spawn of an Old One, murdering his mother, skipping his further exploits and ending with his identical collapse into a puddle.


  (I recall how, once the story appeared in Crypt of Cthulhu, Lin Carter took one look at my crude illustration of the dream mentioned above, and cried, “Roberto! What’s this?”, because what I meant as Gibson grasping the dream-tentacle in horror looked for all the world like he was sitting up in bed grabbing his huge phallus, masturbating!)


  Return to Stregoicavar


  Brian Lumley has expressed his great admiration for Robert E. Howard and especially for his Mythos masterpiece, “The Black Stone.” Two of his last Lovecraftian stories may be read as tributes to “The Black Stone,” namely “The Second Wish” (June 1976) and “The House of the Temple” (April 1980). The first is also something of a salute to Robert W. Chambers, as we will see. Lumley’s fondness for “The Black Stone” also evidences itself by his frequent attribution of epigrammatic verse to Justin Geoffrey, Howard’s mad poet. Bits of Geoffrey’s verse adorn “The Caller of the Black,” “The Mirror of Nitocris,” “An Item of Supporting Evidence,” and “Name and Number.”


  “The Second Wish” takes place in Hungarian Stregoicavar (“Witch Town”), the site of the Black Stone in Howard’s story. A couple of jet-set tourists, Harry, a gigolo, and his girlfriend, Julia, happen to be passing through the picturesque country, when an innkeeper warns them away from a day trip to the ruins of a monastery run by a dubious old hermit. Needless to say, they go, figuring such forbidden fruit must be more tasty than anything legitimate. They meet the old caretaker, who teases the increasingly uneasy pair further and deeper into his moldering habitat, whispering of secrets and wonders awaiting them. The reader knows well the feeling of having made a wrong choice, setting off down the road, step by innocent-seeming step, towards something that will try the patience, at the very least. How can one extricate oneself from an increasingly uncomfortable, potentially dangerous, plainly grotesque situation without painful rudeness? Finally the foul little homunculus leads them into the presence of a swathed and surprisingly healthy-looking mummy. On the wall is a bas relief of tentacled Cthulhu. The old man freely declares he is no Christian cleric, not even a heretic, but the last priest of Great Cthulhu, and that this shrouded beauty (named Cassilda) was the last priestess of the sect. Have we suddenly stumbled into the standard scene of Mythos catechism? Has the story just erupted into cosmic crisis? No. The old priest himself immediately minimizes the whole business, turning it into quaint folklore: Why does not the foreign visitor amuse himself with an old legend that promises a wish to whomever shall clasp the dusty hand of the inert priestess? Sure, anything to get this over with! Surprised at how supple and lifelike the limb of the corpse appears, the protagonist idly reflects how he wishes he might have seen her as she was in the full flower of life and beauty.


  That night he finds he cannot sleep and leaves his snoozing partner for a local festival. There he spies a voluptuous beauty and becomes obsessed with her. She is responsive to his overtures and offers to drive him to a mysterious location where they can be intimate. She wants no more than a one-night stand, so she blindfolds him, preventing him from finding her again afterwards. Throughout this odd mating dance, his lust is not quenched by moments where he thinks he feels something loathsomely furry and moist brushing against his leg, someone’s cat, no doubt. He tells her dreamily that he wishes they might never be separated from one another. At the scene of the rendezvous, he takes off the blindfold and finds that the priestess has reverted to her crumbling form, for of course it is she, fulfilling his half-mindful wish. And since he has now made a second wish, grasping a good deal more than her hand, he is doomed to have this one fulfilled, too. He is soon seen returning to the inn in his sports car—naked! Harry collapses back in his room, where Julia awakens to find him in shock—and with a wizened hand ineluctably clenched in the skin of his chest. As if this were not enough, a hairy varmint appears and takes a bite out of poor Harry, sending through his body a virulent poison that disintegrates him in seconds.


  The story is nasty enough, but there is a good bit more to it than disgusting moments. Lumley uses a plot structure surprisingly similar to that of “The Fairground Horror,” in that we see again a fanatical priest of Cthulhu in the form of a humble eccentric who uses a tourist trap to lure the unwary into becoming victims of his god. But more than this, we can see how the same actantial role first assumed by Cthulhu (as the object of the mythology described by the old priest) is then assumed by his priestess Cassilda, since she has plainly become the subject of the couplet, “That is not dead which can eternal lie, and with strange eons, even death may die.” Equally, the pimping priest continues on in the story in the form of the Count Magnus-like familiar. What was first cast in large dimensions on the wall bas relief, the Mythos itself, enacts itself on the stage of scaled-down human interactions. The Mythos serves, again, as a subtext for the horrors on stage.


  “The House of the Temple,” one of Lumley’s own favorites, falls into a familiar type (which is a good thing, not a bad one). We recognize the same plot syntax we have seen before, say, in “The Rats in the Walls,” Lin Carter’s “The Winfield Heritance,” Richard L. Tierney’s “The Howler in the Dark,” Derleth’s The Lurker at the Threshold, and many others, according to which a hapless heir takes possession of an ancestral manor and soon learns of a bad air surrounding it, ancient local legends making it the seat of sleeping evil. The evil soon manifests itself tangibly, history just waiting for a chance to repeat itself.


  John McGilchrist is the heir this time, and he is a relative of someone we already know, or know of, in Lumley’s fiction, being the great grandson of Robert Allen McGilchrist, author of one of Lumley’s books of submarine secrets, Notes on Nessie. It seems that his own ancestral property, built on the site of an ancient temple to aquatic monster-deities, provided him with a good deal of inspiration! Sacrifices had once been made at an old pond, now weed-occluded, adjacent to the manor house. John moves in with an artist friend, Carl Earlman. Carl is a Hungarian, born where else but Stregoicavar, which must account for a gift (?) of second sight which enables him to see and paint scenes of sacrificial abominations from the past. Meanwhile, John is poring through the shelf of esoteric tomes in the house, following up cross-references made by his great grandfather, gradually piecing together the horrid mystery of the place. There men had worshipped a soul-eating entity like Yibb-Tstll, Bugg-Shash, and the dweller in Nitocris’ mirror, only this one is a minor devil, a mere parasite on the stinking hide of Yog-Sothoth. No less deadly for that reason, though, it used to consume and add to its own persona the trapped ghosts of its sacrificial victims.


  At the climax of the story, McGilchrist witnesses a ghostly reenactment of the ancient sacrifice (just as Howard’s narrator witnessed ancient rites in the moonlight before the Black Stone). The pool-thing emerges, absorbs Carl’s soul, and turns next to McGilchrist, who is saved in the nick of time by the rising of the wholesome sun. But he ends the tale in the local madhouse, complaining that others cannot seem to hear the orgiastic piping he hears, that he heard at the pool that night. He fears it is just a matter of time till the pool-thing comes for him, for had not poor Carl’s painting prophesied as much when, as McGilchrist saw at the last, Carl had filled in the latter’s face among those clustered about the soul-absorbing thing?


  It is worth noting Lumley’s nod to Lin Carter when John McGilchrist’s researches lead him to consult “Carter in SR, (AH ’59) p. 250–51.” This is, of course, Lin Carter’s glossary “H. P. Lovecraft: the Gods,” which Lumley read in the pages of the Arkham House collection The Shuttered Room. (Lumley elsewhere mentions various Carter characters, monsters, and book titles.)


  Titus Crow Recalled


  The third major group of Lumley’s last Mythos tales are devoted to filling in the background of Titus Crow, retroactively. After Lumley had Titus transfigured like the biblical patriarch Enoch in The Transition of Titus Crow, he thought it best to go back and fill in the portrait of the pre-transition hero. The result is a trio of tales filling out and accounting for Titus Crow’s messianic character, something unanticipated in previous Crow stories like “The Caller of the Black,” “Billy’s Oak,” etc., according to which Crow is just a very clever and learned fellow. These new tales seek to harmonize the two versions of Crow, occult sleuth on the one hand and demigod scion of the Elder Gods on the other. “Lord of the Worms” (February 1981) shows Crow’s first major battle against the forces of darkness, turning back the scheme of the evil Julian Carstairs, who is scoping out young Crow as a fit successor to house the horde of evil maggots he keeps bottled up inside him, as the living vessel of Beelzebub (“Lord of the Flies”). He is the very Antichrist who lives on from age to age in body after body. He hires young Titus to catalogue his occult library and entertains him with a strange and potent wine. Suspecting that the stuff is sapping his will and placing him under the influence of the sinister-seeming old man, Titus has the wine analyzed and manages to outwit his employer, deceiving him as to his real birthdate, so that Carstairs thinks Crow an astrologically ideal host body for his next transition. Once the crucial moment comes, however, Titus is neither so pliant nor so welcome a habitat as Carstairs had intended, and his rotten husk releases the maggots, who have no place but hell to go to.


  “Name and Number” (written just one month before “Lord of the Worms,” in January 1981), too, sees Crow outwit and destroy the Antichrist, a different candidate for the job, one Sturm Magruser, in which Crow meets the challenge of the Apocalypse of John 13:18, “This calls for wisdom: let him who has understanding calculate the number of the Beast, for it is the number of a man. Its number is six hundred sixty-six.” Crow knows that the Antichrist may surface several times in history and did so as recently as Hitler, and all one need do is identify him and confront him with one’s discovery. This makes the puzzle in Revelation 13:18 a kind of magical formula for defeating the Antichrist, a novel interpretation. (Lumley’s interest in the Antichrist figure will later culminate in the novel Demogorgon.)


  Note that in both these stories, Crow’s task is to defeat the biblical Antichrist, and this implicitly makes Crow the, or a, Christ. So why not give him a miraculous nativity, too, just to complete the parallel? Sure enough, in “Inception” (1984) we find that the infant Titus’s baptismal font had been “contaminated” with an elixir designed to increase the psychic awareness of magicians! What was this powerful serum doing in the baptismal water? Unbeknownst to anyone involved in the ritual, the chapel had lately been the site of the climax of an unearthly pursuit, a thief carrying an ultraworldly prize fleeing from a living cadaver out of the past! The thief had penetrated the secret cavern dwelling of the secret sect of the Sanusi in North Africa, where he had lifted a tiny vial of glowing Elixir. Should it be imbibed by someone of unimpeachable purity of heart, it would give him mystic enlightenment, but even failing such stellar character, a magician who knew enough might be able to turn the potion to his own use. The Sanusi were apparently far from pure, but their leader, Moora Dunda Sanusi, required the Elixir to renew his preternaturally prolonged “life.” Dead for over 270 years, he lived on in a ghastly semblance of humanity as a zombie of sorts, and it is he who chases the hapless thief. The latter no longer has any particular desire for the magical drink; he only wants to survive. Dogged halfway round the world by his nemesis, the thief returns to his native London and seeks refuge in an old stone ediface remembered from his childhood.


  He does not realize it, but it is a church, and once he spots what we know for a baptismal font, he thinks to rid himself of the dangerous substance by pouring it into the holy water. The mummified wizard corners him at last, squeezing the very brains out of his cracking head, then homes in on the Elixir. The blazing holiness of the stuff, now magnified or fortified by its dilution in the baptismal water, proves too much for him who had sought to use it to renew his half-life, and Moora Dunda Sanusi liquifies on the spot. And of course, shortly afterward, baby Titus Crow is christened there, using the charged water. He is the pure one such as the Elixir was intended for. Like Paul Muad-Dib’s baby sister Alia in Dune, who drinks the mystical Water of Life secondhand while in the womb, Titus starts out with the enlightenment it takes other adepts a lifetime to attain! Note an interesting transformation of the narrative logic of “Lord of the Worms” here. This time, by sheer accident (or Providence?), Titus does become the successor of an age-old magician who employs an enchanted drink.


  “The Black Recalled” (mid-May 1983) is a short postscript to the Crow series, bringing together two old lieutenants of James Gedney, the warlock Crow defeated in “The Caller of the Black,” to reminisce about old times amid the ruins of Blowne House. One of the now rival magi seeks to destroy the other and so co-opt his small sect by sicking the Black upon him, smothering him with the blood-flakes of Yibb-Tstll. He has brought the stuff with him, actually wearing it like a terrorist’s dynamite vest under his shirt. But it will not obey him, circling back and killing the both of them. It seems that Crow’s house, even in ruins, is a holy place, his charms and spells of protective magic still in place, ready to cause any hexes cast there to fall back upon their authors. Crow never appears in the story. His legacy is powerful enough without him.
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  [image: Image] THE Cthulhu Mythos novels to be considered in this chapter, besides being immensely entertaining in their own right, mark a major transition in Brian Lumley’s writing career. In them we see him experimenting with greater and greater length and complexity. The first of these novels, The Burrowers Beneath (DAW Books, 1974), manages to attain what length it has (160 pages in the first edition) by incorporating two earlier short stories, “Cement Surroundings” and “The Night Sea-Maid Went Down.” The Transition of Titus Crow is longer (and was longer still before draconian cuts demanded by the publisher who suddenly wanted a smaller book), and this it manages by the expedient of adding adventure to adventure in the pearl-string of a picaresque novel. It would not be long, however, before Lumley mastered the intricacies of genuine plot and subplot interrelations, and soon his novels would wax larger and deeper still. Thus we might say that these Mythos novels mark the transition of Brian Lumley from short story scribe to novelist, and, as with Titus Crow, that transformation is a move from one world to another.


  The Burrowers Beneath derives its title from one of the self-satirical titles Lovecraft ascribes to Robert Blake (Robert Bloch) in “The Haunter of the Dark.” Blake is said to have penned “In the Vale of Pnath,” “The Feaster from the Stars,” “Shaggai,” “The Stairs in the Crypt,” and “The Burrower Beneath.” Lovecraft’s acolytes have proven unable to resist these evocative titles. Lin Carter wrote a draft called “The Burrower Beneath,” which I believe he later rewrote as “The Winfield Heritance.” The other titles he used for various Clark Ashton Smith-inspired stories that were set as episodes from the Book of Eibon—except, oddly, for “The Burrower Beneath.” I supplied this lack with a Carter pastiche that appears in the collection The Book of Eibon (Chaosium, Inc.). Fritz Leiber had for decades been working on and off on his own version of “The Burrower Beneath,” but Lumley’s version beat his into print, so it later appeared as “The Terror from the Depths.” Lumley had no idea Leiber was working on such a project and so hadn’t tried to steal his elder colleague’s thunder, yet Leiber seems to have been so irritated by the circumstance that, when Lumley’s book appeared, Leiber gave it a scathing review in the pages of Fantastic Swords & Sorcery and Fantasy Stories. Not that The Burrowers Beneath is above reproach, but Leiber eventually admitted to Lumley that his comments were likely enough fueled by pique at their unwitting rivalry.


  For Lumley, the Burrowers are the spawn, the species, of one of his two Great Old Ones (or as he now starts calling them, the Cthulhu Cycle Deities), Shudde-M’ell, whom we first met in the brief tale “Cement Surroundings,” a story to which the present novel forms an elaborate sequel, somewhat in the manner of Beneath the Moors built on the foundation of “The Sister City.” “Cement Surroundings” chronicled the events leading to the disappearance and presumed messy death of Sir Amery Wendy-Smith, a typical Lovecraftian scholarly protagonist who had unearthed secrets not meant for human eyes. He had excavated the lost city of G’harne in Africa. The sole survivor of the expedition (the rest being done to death by the eruption of subterranean monsters), Sir Amery bore away with him what appeared to be a box of huge pearls. Back home, he realized they were actually eggs! And, as in the 1961 motion picture Gorgo, the protective parents were on their way to retrieve them! His flimsy precautions availed him naught, and he disappeared in the wreckage of his house once the vengeful tunnelers arrived to claim what was theirs.


  Well, now Titus Crow, Lumley’s occult investigator, has learned of what sound like similar goings-on in an abandoned coal mine up north. He contacts the miner whose account he read in the newspaper and, comparing notes, determines that certain hitherto-inexplicable tunnels bored into the ground intersecting with the old mine shafts must be the tracks of Shudde-M’ell’s brethren. Apparently those that journeyed to Britain to reclaim the eggs poached by Wendy-Smith never left. Based on certain clairvoyant dreams and bits from the Cthaat Aquadingen, Crow has concluded that a series of recent seismic disturbances herald massive destruction. And he persuades the miner to send him a new set of Burrower eggs he had discovered in his recent delvings. Crow calls Henri-Laurent de Marigny, his counterpart to Sherlock Holmes’s Dr. Watson, in on the case and explains. It seems that, despite earlier flirtations with the Mythos, these events have for the first time caused Titus Crow to decide that the whole business is more than an outré mythology motivating certain occult cranks to their misdeeds. Remember, few if any of the Crow shorts written previous to this novel had more than the most superficial Mythos trappings.


  Hatching a plan to throw the Burrowers off the track, Titus sends Henri home with the eggs, charging him to mail them off, first thing in the morning, to Wingate Peaslee, Professor of Psychology at Miskatonic University (and the son of the narrator of Lovecraft’s “The Shadow out of Time”). Peaslee is then to ship them off, rapid-fire, around a circle of Crow’s correspondents across the Atlantic, in order to keep the Burrowers busy chasing their tentacles. De Marigny obeys. But Crow has left something out of the equation. More careful scrutiny of “Cement Surroundings” (the manuscript is in his possession) shows him that the Burrowers are not limited to tracking strictly the eggs themselves, but remain a danger to anyone associated with their possession—which, after all, is how Sir Amery’s son, Paul Wendy-Smith, died. Crow’s pounding on the door awakens de Marigny from a nightmare-haunted sleep next morning and the two, realizing their dangerous error, drive to de Marigny’s convenient houseboat on the Thames for refuge. Wendy-Smith had noted that the Burrowers, at home in molten magma, cannot withstand water (any more, we recall, than can Yibb-Tstll).


  Holed up in their floating bunker, Titus and Henri receive three visitors. The first supplies the true climax of horror for the whole book, though the novel continues in another, more scientifictional, direction. While chancing a dry land visit to a tavern for dinner, Crow is handed a card on which the bartender has written the name of a gentleman who has called for him and promises to see him soon. The name? Sir Amery Wendy-Smith!


  This revelation is truly chilling not simply because we know the man is supposed to be dead, but because the ideal Lumley reader (i.e., the one he has in mind as he writes) will have known for a long time that Wendy-Smith died horribly. It has been regularly rehearsed as one of the basic facts of the Lumley Mythos in tale after tale. So now to hear it has been reversed, that he is back from the dead, reverberates through a whole series of previous tales.


  In a sequence recalling both “The Thing on the Doorstep” and “The Shadow out of Time,” we witness a half-seen shadowed thing approach the plank of the houseboat, seeking desperately to deliver a warning to Titus and Henri before, mercifully, its abnormally protracted existence ceases. Sir Amery’s brain had long ago been transplanted to a living sheath of alien tissue by the Burrowers, to preserve it while they telepathically debriefed it to learn all they could of the surface world. The Wendy-Smith thing bids Crow and de Marigny give up their plans before they come to a like end. Before he melts away, he leaves one hint of how the Burrowers might be destroyed: Titus should consult De Vermis Mysteriis on the subject of Azathoth. This will lead to the revelation that atomic radiation is of some effect against the monsters.


  The second visitor is Wingate Peaslee himself. Having received the eggs and a letter from Titus, he has decided to intervene personally. Titus’s plan is now thrown out in favor of a better. Unbeknownst to him, Peaslee and several Miskatonic colleagues had long since banded together, with government assistance, to form the Wilmarth Foundation. It is a worldwide secret intelligence service seeking to track and, if possible, finally eliminate the CCD. Their troop of telepaths are able to turn Cthulhu’s dream-sending technique against him by tracking the psychic emissions of the Old Ones and their minions. Other secrets include the manufacture of artificial star-stone talismans (the originals occur in August Derleth’s Mythos tales, borrowed from Lovecraft’s vague reference in “The Shadow over Innsmouth” to “the Old Ones’ signs” which might have power against Deep Ones and shoggoths). Peaslee supplies both men with their own protective star-stones.


  The third visitor is a shoggoth which rams the boat, but is turned back by Peaslee brandishing a star-stone before it. Our heroes finally leave the boat and inaugurate a grand project to fumigate the British Isles of CCD influence once and for all. We witness one such strike when Pongo Jordan, the narrator of “The Night Sea-Maid Went Down,” now working with the Wilmarth Foundation, directs a drilling operation to deliver a bomb into the heart of one of the hibernating monsters such as the Sea-Maid had accidentally skewered years before. This one rests in an underground cavern. Despite unforeseen casualties, as the monster fights back, the operation is the first of many successes, a blitzkrieg against the CCD.


  In another episode, Titus and Henri find themselves maneuvered by the Burrowers into taking the wrong road into a valley where one of the monsters emerges from a rock wall to destroy them. Henri nearly succumbs, having left his talisman in his coat pocket, but Titus rescues him. At last all the beasties are sent burrowing home, and more are nuked as they pass under Algeria.


  As we reach the end of The Burrowers Beneath, things have returned to something approaching normalcy for Titus and Henri, with Henri off on holiday and Titus fooling with his four-handed “clock” mechanism. But suddenly Titus realizes that they are under siege again. The expulsion of the Burrowers has left them complacent, and now Ithaqua’s forces are being brought against them. The two retreat to Blowne House and, according to Peaslee’s postscript, seemingly escape the demolition of Crow’s bungalow by the storm. The clock is gone, too, so presumably they have used it to seek shelter in parts unknown.


  Brian Lumley has caught quite a bit of flack over The Burrowers Beneath from critics motivated at least as much by fannish Lovecraftian “purism” as by aesthetic judgment. Insofar as Lumley has bent Lovecraft’s ideas to new uses and taken them in new directions, it is hard to see what is blameworthy. All genres grow (as Tzvetan Todorov reminds us in The Fantastic) by authors bending and then transgressing the former boundaries of the genre, until their very transgressions become the new genre conventions! One may prefer the old to the new, but that is no judgment of superiority or inferiority.


  But in fact there is a far greater degree of continuity between Lovecraft, Lumley, and Lumley’s predecessors in the Mythos than Lumley’s critics seem to recognize. Granted, it is something of a shock to go from Lovecraft’s Miskatonic University, a place of worldly erudition oblivious of the eon-old truths sprouting in its neighborhood (remember the cluelessness of Miskatonic savants in “The Colour out of Space” and the sneering of sophisticated Arkhamites at Dunwich in “The Dunwich Horror”), to Lumley’s James Bond-like Wilmarth Foundation. But it is not much of a jump. There is a bridge. First, recall how many of Lovecraft’s Miskatonic faculty had learned the secrets of the Old Ones. By stories’ end, Wilmarth, Peaslee, Rice, Morgan, Danforth, and Armitage knew rather too much to just shrug it all off, and Armitage went into the whole Whateley mess knowing full well of the reality of the dark powers of the Old Ones and the Necronomicon. That is why he refused to let Wilbur copy the incantations he sought. Lovecraft never told us what these men would have done next with their knowledge of the world-threatening conspiracy of the Old Ones’ cult.


  But Fritz Leiber did. In his touching tribute to Lovecraft, “To Arkham and the Stars,” he has assembled the surviving Miskatonic sages into something like Lumley’s Wilmarth Foundation already, as had Lin Carter in his “The Horror in the Gallery” / “Zoth-Ommog,” a tale already in the works when Lumley’s The Burrowers Beneath appeared. It is odd to hear people who bemoan the endless rewriting of formula Lovecraft pastiches also complain about Lovecraftian writers striking out in a new direction, and one, as I have just argued, entirely consistent with the direction to which several Lovecraft stories point.


  Closely related to this one is the complaint that Lumley has mere humans capable of resisting, even defeating, the Old Ones. Lovecraft’s vision seems to many critics to have been so pessimistic, so designed to depict humans as negligible in the face of far greater impersonal powers of nature, that to give human protagonists a fighting chance against them seems like a reduction of Lovecraftian “cosmicism” to a puerile case of cops and robbers. But wait a moment. As Lumley himself has had more than one occasion to point out in his own defense, Lovecraft himself has his heroes defeat, outwit, and overcome the Old Ones. Henry Armitage defeats the plans of Yog-Sothoth and destroys his earthly spawn in “The Dunwich Horror.” Randolph Carter outwits Nyarlathotep in The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath. Dr. Willett defeats and dispatches Joseph Curwen in The Case of Charles Dexter Ward. One wonders whether Lovecraft’s depictions of the Old Ones were not so demoralizingly titanic precisely in order to highlight the greatness of his heroes’ victories!


  Another major criticism of The Burrowers Beneath concerns what might be called Lumley’s scientific “demythologization” of the Old Ones. For example, he tries to rationalize the effectiveness of chants and magical signs as being some sort of phobic neurosis; off of which so-called magic plays. This idea is far from outlandish, and for two reasons. This is exactly how the psychodrama of demon possession and exorcism operates. Levi-Strauss (“The Effectiveness of Symbols”) long ago showed how powerful almost any extant symbol systern can be in the treating of psychogenic disorders. So if you are going to attempt to rationalize the magic of binding and loosing spells, this isn’t a bad way to go.


  But, second, Lumley is again following Lovecraft’s own trajectory. HPL hints in his earlier Mythos tales, then makes quite clear in the later ones, that what ill-informed humans like Abdul Alhazred inevitably interpreted in their own terms as magic and supernaturalism were instead the secrets and powers of an extraterrestrial science far beyond them. This is made most explicit in the neglected tale “The Dreams in the Witch-House,” but it is common throughout Lovecraft. Surely in describing Azathoth as “the monstrous nuclear chaos” at the heart of all things, and in having Wilmarth tell us that the notion of a “daemon-sultan” named Azathoth is a mercifully obscure allegory, Lovecraft himself is already coming mighty close to what Lumley has Titus Crow declare: Azathoth is the secret of atomic fission (or other subatomic paradoxes in the age of quantum physics!). And this in turn is quite faithful as a development of Arthur Machen’s implicit Neo-Platonism on exhibit in “The Great God Pan” (chief inspiration for “The Dunwich Horror”), namely that the undifferentiated ground of all things, precisely because it is chaos, is evil. That is why it is evil and suicide-provoking to reveal it, as Machen’s villainess does to her victims in that story.


  Likewise, Lumley “reduces” Nyarlathotep, messenger between the Old Ones, to the power of telepathy, and Shub-Niggurath the Goat with a Thousand Young to the power of miscegenation. “Power” of miscegenation? Lumley does not explain it quite this way, but we have to assume it refers to the fact that some of the interspecies mating in Mythos tales would seem to be impossible from a scientific viewpoint, unless there is some special factor introduced to facilitate it. Maybe the formula “Ia Shub-Niggurath!” has something to do with this. As Gilbert Murray (Five Stages of Greek Religion) described, it was common in the ancient world to personify aspects of ritual, which is how there came to be Hindu gods named Soma and Agni (the sacrificial mushroom and fire preparation). At any rate, who can deny that Lumley is going in a Lovecraftian direction? After all, do not some of the same critics hasten to remind us (rightly) that Lovecraft’s horror is not about monsters so much as it is about natural forces? Perhaps Dirk Mosig and Brian Lumley are not so far apart.


  This leads us to one last criticism, one that, whether justified or not, illuminates an important issue. We are told that Lumley does not sufficiently safeguard the transcendence of the Old Ones. It is unbecoming for Ithaqua or Cthulhu or Shudde-M’ell to try to settle a score with a mere mortal like Titus Crow, who ought to be beneath their notice. And yet in The Burrowers Beneath (not to mention its sequels), the CCD do hold precisely such a grudge against individuals.


  Again, a closer look at Lovecraft is called for. How did the Cthulhu cult, consistently described as a sorry pack of degenerates and half-wits, maintain such an infallible degree both of secrecy and of international surveillance so that Professor Angell and his nephew were both wiped out in an untraceable way? Do we not have to imagine Cthulhu himself lending his idiotic worshipers a hand? Or think of Nyarlathotep’s flock of the million favored ones, the crustacean Fungi from Yuggoth. Didn’t they have their sites pretty much set on Henry Akeley? And it is Nyarlathotep himself who impersonates Akeley to confront Wilmarth at the end of “The Whisperer in Darkness.” If Great Cthulhu himself can wade after the fleeing Johansen, a clueless interloper, in “The Call of Cthulhu,” it can hardly be ruled out that he might pursue Titus Crow! But here, we will find in a later novel, Lumley himself engages in revisionism precisely to elevate Cthulhu beyond such hands-on operations: He tells us Johansen encountered not Cthulhu himself but merely one of the Cthulhu spawn.


  In The Burrowers Beneath Lumley is careful, more than once, to distance Shudde-M’ell, the granddaddy of them all, from the burrowing Cthonians. Shudde-M’ell himself appears only in one incident, where he survives the best attempts of the Wilmarth commandos to destroy him, surely a gesture by Lumley to elevate the CCD themselves above their would-be human rivals. This failure causes the Miskatonic sages to realize that Cthulhu and the rest of the Old Ones proper, as distinct from their minions, must remain beyond their reach. Here Lumley is trying, it seems, to safeguard the transcendent majesty of Lovecraft’s Old Ones, the same goal his critics share.


  The choice of Wingate Peaslee as Crow’s link to the Wilmarth Foundation is more significant than it might at first appear, because he has been borrowed from a Lovecraft story in which the threat of “elder, outer entity” is not focused on any one named being like Cthulhu or Yog-Sothoth. Instead, Peaslee and his father dealt with an alien race, the Great Race of Yith. It has usually gone unnoticed that the Elder Gods of Derleth’s invention are merely another such alien race (located specifically in Orion, after all: space aliens!). So are Lumley’s Cthonians. When Lovecraft made this shift from specific Old Ones to alien species (again, like the star-headed Old Ones in At the Mountains of Madness), it was perhaps the chief marker for his transition from an emphasis on cosmic horror (symbolized as demon gods) to straight science fiction (represented by aliens), even to a kind of Lost Race genre. Lumley is writing on the far side of this transition. He maintains the magic of the Mythos names, but even here, under Derleth’s influence (see the long laundry lists of names in Derleth’s Necronomicon pastiches), Lumley views the pantheon of Cthulhu, Yog-Sothoth, et al, almost interchangeably and collectively as an extraterrestrial race. And, paradoxically, the more collectively he viewed them, the more anthropopathic Lovecraft regarded his aliens: “They were men.” Lovecraftian critics are in the final analysis criticizing Lumley for following the later Lovecraft’s own trajectory. They are being more Lovecraftian than Lovecraft.


  The Transition of Titus Crow (DAW Books, 1975) presents itself as a dossier of fragmentary narratives, some from Henri-Laurent de Marigny’s journal, the rest from a set of tape-recorded monologues of Titus Crow that Henri made for posterity. Preface, notes, and epilogue frame the stories, informing us that in 1980, just after the (future) events recorded, venerable Miskatonic University in Arkham, Massachusetts, was destroyed by the Fury, a “freak” wind and lightning storm brought on by the Old Ones in retaliation for certain stratagems of the Wilmarth Foundation. As often in Lumley, to understand the action we must pause for some Mythos catechism, in this case the generations of Great Cthulhu. Peaslee informs Henri that the Wilmarth Foundation has learned (from the mysterious Ponape Scripture and Xanthu Tablets) of the existence of three sons of Cthulhu: Ghatanothoa, Ythogtha, and Zoth-Ommog. The first of these we recognize from the Lovecraft piece ghostwritten for Hazel Heald, “Out of the Aeons.” The second and third (as well as the two book titles) come from Lin Carter’s Xothic Legend Cycle (specifically, “The Thing in the Pit,” “Out of the Ages,” and “The Horror in the Gallery” / “Zoth-Ommog”). But worse than these three titans of terror is the hitherto-unsuspected daughter of Cthulhu, namely Cthylla. Cthulhu’s plan is one day to be resurrected/reincarnated as the fruit of Cthylla’s womb. Apparently this is the only way he can finally escape the oddly-angled confines of sunken R’lyeh. Well, the Wilmarth Foundation dared aim some explosives at the resting place of Cthylla, and this her father could not tolerate. She crept away with only injuries, but Miskatonic, caught in Cthulhu’s elemental reprisals, was not so lucky.


  By the way, Cthylla would seem to represent a cross between Homer’s Scylla, the tentacled sea-monster from whom Odysseus escaped, and Cthulhu. She does not come to Lumley by way of Lin Carter, but she had appeared in print before, in the Archie Goodwin/Gray Morrow story, “The Island at World’s End” (Eerie, # 4, July 1966, pp. 45–54). In that story, Cthylla is a beautiful human (at least so she appears), who proclaims herself “last of the Great Elder Race . . . high priestess of dread Shoggath!” This last is a gigantic, roughly humanoid titan who feasts upon the subhuman inhabitants of the island, sacrificed by Cthylla.


  The story of Transition begins with the sudden reappearance of the vanished Henri himself, last known to have sought refuge from a freak storm in Blowne House with Titus Crow, just before it was “blowne” up! But the file remained open since subsequent searches could not find evidence of either man’s remains, or, strangely, of the bizarre four-handed clock in Crow’s study. Of course, we knew from the ending of The Burrowers Beneath that the two occult adventurers had vanished into the machine and escaped the elements. Now it appears that Henri “fell overboard” as the time-craft picked up speed, and he fell back into the space-time continuum merely a decade from his starting point, returning to London (awash in the Thames) not a day older but ten years later. Discussions with Wingate Peaslee and the medium Mother Quarry, both Crow allies, plus a series of vivid dreams, make this much clear to him. The old spiritualist tells him that, as his dreams intimate, Crow is trying to return to earth and needs Henri to concentrate so that he may home in on the familiar patterns of his friend’s mind. This is soon accomplished, and Crow, who miraculously looks not only unaged but actually some twenty years younger than when he departed, does appear, coffin-shaped vehicle and all. Henri starts taping.


  Crow relates a long tale worthy of Odysseus and putting the scope of his wandering predecessor to shame. The time-clock (as the vehicle of the Elder Gods is understatedly called) enables its operator to move through the dimensions with the speed of thought. The box is something on the order of a sophisticated, self-aware robot, and one operates it by merging with its psyche. Crow had to wing it, and did not make his way without a lot of bumps! In a sequence (perhaps inevitably) reminiscent of H. G. Wells’s The Time Machine, Crow rockets to a far-future age of earth and soon comes to suspect it is absent of all human life. Further scrutiny indicates that its last inhabitants have long since fled the dying globe into space. Crow sees a giant shadow-draped statue commemorating this migration: A colossus holds skyward a model space-ark such as his race must have used but the figure is revealed as that of a great beetle! It was they, not superannuated humanity, who inherited, then abandoned, the earth! (As Richard L. Tierney has noted, here Lumley is perhaps saluting Edward Grendon’s tale “The Figure” [Astounding Science Fiction, 1947; reprinted in Treasury of Science Fiction, Groff Conklin, ed., 1948, and in Isaac Asimov, ed., Fifty Short Science Fiction Tales, oft reprinted], which concludes with the same revelation. Perhaps Lumley deemed Grendon’s story so Lovecraftian in flavor that he wanted to stitch it into Lovecraft’s cosmic history, which of course also has beetles dominating the earth after mankind.)


  Plunging into the past, Crow next touches down on a beach in Cretaceous times. He is captivated by the familiar fossils now come to life, and he tarries long enough to get himself into trouble when a high tide, caused by the rising of a volcanic reef nearby, envelops the time-machine! How can he retrieve it, with all those toothy predators infesting the waters? Not to mention that he must attend to dodging hungry pteranodons! At one point Crow replays a favorite Lumley theme from “The Cyprus Shell” and “The Deep-sea Conch” when he usurps the shell of a huge hermit crab to escape the interest of two pterosaurs fighting over him. In the end, the tide goes out with another geological tempest, and he recovers the craft with no great difficulty, albeit narrowly escaping another hungry maw.


  It’s on from there to a lifeless gray planet, where, attempting to avoid a roving pack of the time-ranging Hounds of Tindalos, he crashes the ship. Whether luck or the providence of the Elder Gods is responsible, Crow’s mishap is spotted by an intelligent robot who happens to be doing research on the planet and takes an interest in reassembling him. Crow, it seems, is or was living proof of the robot’s theory that robots were originally created by organic life-forms! Crow has been pretty badly smashed up, but over a period of some sixty years (of which Crow is awake and aware for a total of about four hours!) the friendly robot reassembles him (following Crow’s memories stored in the time-clock), improving on the original design. Crow is now apparently twenty years younger, strong as three men, and does not need to breathe!


  It is not only the Hounds of Tindalos who are monitoring Crow’s travels. From an iridescent palace on an unthinkable shore a haloed goddess named Tiania is glued to the tube, following Crow’s exploits with furrowed brow. She is destined by some unknown Fate to be the soul mate of Titus Crow. She wishes she might aid him more overtly in his quest, but a divine voice of reassurance and counsel warns her that she may endanger herself if she follows him too closely. Of all this, Titus receives puzzling intimations in his dreams. Who can the divine maiden be?


  Titus is lost in the Great Void and seeks earth’s familiar stratospheric shores. At length he finds his way back to Britain itself, even to his own region of Yorkshire. He rejoices to see Hadrian’s Wall, a favorite archaeological site since childhood. Only it is no ruin! He has returned to earth in Roman times! Clubbed by a local, he awakens in the villa of a Roman nobleman, who has mistaken him for his beloved and departed son—also named Titus—for whose return he has petitioned the gods. Fearing that the “returned” Titus may depart again in his strange chariot, the old man has the time-clock buried in a moor. Meanwhile, Titus has befriended an intellectual named Lollius Urbicus, whom we recognize as the writer of Frontier Garrison, the source of Titus’s short story, “Yegg-Ha’s Realm” in “An Item of Supporting Evidence.” Suddenly Titus finds himself whisked away and captive in the rugose, cone-shaped body of one of the Great Race of Yith! He figures that they must have intended to nab his friend Lollius—and missed! He tricks the cones into believing that he is one of the Elder Gods (which they believe, based on what he tells them of his time machine). They agree to send him back pronto, projecting his disembodied mind straight into the time machine. But it doesn’t work. His plan to raise the machine telekinetically from inside has failed, but his awareness does manage to discover the whereabouts of the machine and of his inert body, and soon he is on his way again.


  With stops in a black hole, the Lake of Hali, Atlantis, and the Outside dimension imprisoning Yog-Sothoth (where with the resourcefulness of a comic book superhero, he turns the Old One’s omnipresence against him in a clever stratagem), Crow makes his way to his unanticipated but real destination: Elysia, paradise of the Elder Gods and home of the divine Tiania. Even with so force-marched a summary as this one, it should be apparent that a narrative of this scope would seem to require a much longer book than The Transition of Titus Crow (253 pages in the original printing). In order to confine such a sprawling epic to so tight a space, a challenge recalling the non-Euclidean dimensions of the time-clock itself, whose inside is bigger than its outside, Lumley hit upon the expedient of writing what read like excerpts of a longer, fuller narrative of which we are reading but samples (all that survived of de Marigny’s tapes after the Fury). In this way he strikes a unique balance between scene (on the spot, minute-by-minute narration) and summary (retrospective survey). Now, as it happens, The Transition of Titus Crow actually is a set of fragments; his publisher forced him to hack out great portions, almost at random, and we are reading what is left. Only Lumley himself can tell us how far the ellipses presented as such in the book reflect the actual omissions.


  By the end of this recital, we are meant simply to have the impression that Crow’s experiences have been so expansive, so mind-bending, that he has gone beyond the pathetic ghetto of mere humanity. We need not behold every marvel to get this point, and Lumley realizes that after a certain point endless wonders, no matter how imaginative, can be numbing. The final adventure is his advent in Elysia, where he is met by an intelligent dragon, sent to be his mount to carry him to meet his mysterious beloved. But Titus is too aware of how long it has been since his last shave and bath, so he gets his new friend to make a stop at the dragons’ bathhouse, where he sports with the giant fun-loving lizards, or “lithards” as they lispingly call themselves. Titus is dressed and given an anti-gravity flying harness, and it’s on to Tiania. He is wined and dined in divine fashion. All this Techni-Color welcome-wagon splendor can come from only one source, The Wizard of Oz. In fact, Lumley admits this when we learn the name of Titus’s friendly dragon: “Oth-Neth,” i.e. Oz-Ness with a lisp. He is “Nessie” in Oz!


  Once Titus is finally taken to meet Kthanid, one of the Elder Gods, he whom we have glimpsed off camera up till now, he attains the climax of eschatological knowledge, “knowing as he is known” (1 Cor. 13:12). He learns, among other things, that the CCD, or Great Old Ones, were themselves members of the pantheon of Elder Gods, an intriguing embellishment of August Derleth’s Mythos. Knowing this, we should not be too surprised to behold the true form of Kthanid: he is identical to octopoid Cthulhu, except in color scheme. That is a brilliantly Lovecraftian moment, it seems to me. If Derleth and Lumley have modified Lovecraft by allying benign god with mere humans, Lumley has regained the Lovecraftian perspective by making these benign beings just as repulsive to human sensibilities as the “evil” Old Ones!


  Titus learns that he possesses the very DNA of the Elder Gods themselves, just as does Tiania and the other aliens who have made Elysia their adopted home. It seems the Elder Gods were not altogether aloof, not deistically neglectful. They had mated with lesser species to generate a phalanx of supermen and women who would rise to the challenges of the Old Ones in case they might reemerge. Titus, of course, is one of these. No wonder he has evidenced such gifts and proclivities against the forces of darkness in heavenly places! Remember, Lumley had not at this time penned the short tale “Inception,” which supplies a different accounting for Titus’s superhuman gifts.


  What we have here is a classic piece of Gnostic/Apocalyptic mythology. The scholarly Titus resembles the transfigured scribe Enoch. Gen. 5:23–24 has Enoch translated into heaven (or so later readers took it), on account of his righteousness. Enoch seems to be one of several Near-Eastern sun gods. Note his lifespan of 365 years. His ascent to the summit of heaven was, like Elijah’s (2 Kings 2:11), the noontide rising of the sun. But once raw myth evolved into saga, as it always does, the gods becoming demigods and heroes, Enoch became a wise scribe who was transported into heaven by Yahweh. Jewish mystics and philosophers used the story of Enoch’s ascension to field their own speculations, composing apocalypses pretending to reveal the secrets Enoch had learned in heaven. According to their retellings, Enoch had returned briefly to earth and told everything to his family, then returned heavenward (come to think of it, just like Titus Crow does in Transition!). These revelations described the working of the weather, the blueprint of the constellations, the origin of evil in primeval times, etc. There were a great many Enoch books, and several are extant today. They have Enoch not only taken to heaven but, logically, transformed into a heavenly being (see 1 Cor. 15:51–55, For this perishable nature must put on the imperishable, and this mortal nature must put on immortality). In 1 Enoch, he finds he is destined to become the avenging Son of Man who will vindicate the elect. In 2 Enoch, he becomes clothed with angelic glory. In 3 Enoch, he becomes a fiery angel, henceforth known as the Little Yahweh!


  Enoch was one of several ancient Hebrew patriarchs to whom ancient Apocalyptic books ascribed privileged revelation. Adam, Seth, Shem, and others had their own revelation books, many of them Gnostic in character. Gnostic theology promoted the idea that these ancient favorites of God were not unique, but that all Gnostics could awaken within themselves a similar spark of the divine. If they responded to the Gnostic teaching it meant that they were among the elect who had a true, divine soul within them, whose true home was heaven. Armed with this knowledge (“gnosis”) of their divine origin and destiny, they would, after death, be able to travel in astral form upward through the concentric heavenly spheres, passing by the monstrous guardians of the gates, finally ascending to the Divine Pleroma (Fullness) whence their souls sprang eons ago. Titus Crow and, as it turns out, Henri, too, are among the Gnostic elect. Titus makes the ascent through the dimensions in his time-clock (like Elijah’s chariot), meeting the challenges of those who would bar his way, e.g. the Hounds of Tindalos and Yog-Sothoth, finally attaining heavenly Elysia. At the end of The Transition of Titus Crow, Henri learns of his own heavenly origin and sets out on the Gnostic journey of self-discovery for himself.


  Even Tiania fits the pattern. The true Gnostic was an ascetic vis-a-vis earthly desires, pledging himself instead to a heavenly soul mate, Dame Sophia (Wisdom). As Denis de Rougement shows (Love in the Western World), the beloved of the Troubadours was a thinly-veiled allegory of Dame Wisdom, the soul’s true mate. Tiania is Sophia, the destined but unknown heavenly bride of Titus, the illuminated Gnostic. This accounts for why, as a character in the novel, she has no backstory. She is not a mortal, but a heavenly archetype.


  Once we understand this, and we do not really need the secrets of Gnostic theology to see it, we can understand something that has somehow evaded Lumley’s critics. Is it true that Lumley is debasing the Great Old Ones by having them regard a mere mortal, Titus Crow, as an enemy worthy of their personal attention? Not exactly, since the whole point is that Crow himself is no mere mortal after all! He is practically one of the Elder Gods himself! We should think back to the Lovecraft-Price story “Through the Gates of the Silver Key,” where Randolph Carter is invited by ‘Umr at-Tawil to take his place on a throne as one of the (benign and sublime) Ancient Ones.


  In view of all this, we might ask why Titus’s revamping as a physical superman is not accomplished by simple fiat of the Elder Gods once he gets to Elysia? One guesses that Lumley had the robot reconstruct Titus in order to reinforce his cardinal theme, often repeated through these books, that there is no supernatural, only advanced science. Even the “magic” of the Elder Gods is science. But it would look too much like a traditional miracle for Kthanid to transform Titus as Yahweh does Enoch. The scientific nature of the whole business is better reinforced by having the robot do the job.


  The Clock or Dreams (Jove Books, 1978) is the next installment in the series, but its true context is as the sequel to the story “Dylath-Leen” and the prequel to the Hero and Eldin series (Hero of Dreams, Ship of Dreams, Mad Moon of Dreams, and Iced on Aran), which also take place in the Dunsanian-Lovecraftian dreamworld. In fact, the whole of “Dylath-Leen” reappears here, cannibalized. The premise of the novel is just brilliantly clever: If Great Cthulhu is the sender of nightmare dreams, and there is a whole Lovecraftian world of dreams, then wouldn’t it make sense for Cthulhu to seek to conquer the waking world by infiltrating the world of dreams? Sure it would! What an idea! So what in “Dylath-Leen” was a much more modest scenario, the Moon-Beasts infiltrating and finally taking over Dylath-Leen and then looking outward, becomes something much more cosmic, or should we say geopolitical? It is like The Lord of the Rings in reverse: First there is the threat of petty villains on the home front, and only later a cosmic contest with the forces of evil.


  As our story opens, Henri-Laurent de Marigny has decided to take up Titus Crow’s challenge to transcend his humble humanity and strive for his heavenly destiny. He enters the time-clock and heads in the direction of Orion, hoping to locate Elysia, the home of the Elder Gods, somewhere in the vicinity. But he knows his quest must be more than a long trip geographically: There will surely be hurdles and trials set in his path. They are not long in coming, as Henri is suddenly yanked off course in what seems, ironically, a foretaste of his goal: He finds himself transported in a vision to the throneroom of Kthanid, who enlists his aid on behalf of Titus and Tiania. The once-happy couple have ventured into the dreamworld and been trapped there. Shortly they are to be tortured and killed by Nyarlathotep’s minions in Dylath-Leen. Henri’s ticket to Elysia is guaranteed, Kthanid tells him, if he can manage to bring Titus and Tiania back safely to Elysia, where their recumbent forms sleep in seeming peace.


  After a briefing on the geography of the dream plane and a referral to Atal the Wise, a Lovecraftian character from “The Other Gods” and The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath, Henri awakens again in the soaring clock-ship. Drifting off for the dreamworld, he does not think to direct the machine to join him there, and it simply deposits him in slumberland. Equipped, at any rate, with Titus’ levitation cloak, he seeks out Atal, who warns him of resurgent evil in Dylath-Leen and suggests he look for his missing friends there. He supplies him with a vial of serum that will cause him to awaken back in the waking world, should he find himself in a tight spot. From there, Henri heads for the house of Grant Enderby, narrator of “Dylath-Leen,” who regales Henri with his old adventure to prepare him for his own trip to the shadowed city. Since Enderby’s seeming liberation of Dylath-Leen, the same old villains have returned in force, with another giant ruby and the same old Yuggothian demon inside it. In short, Enderby had pretty much wasted his time, since Lumley wants to credit the same adventure now to a more recent character.


  Henri sets out for the city and in no time discovers Titus and Tiania, stripped naked and about to be tortured. Titus, usually so resourceful, is dulled by near proximity to the occult ruby. Henri manages to surprise the three Moon-Beasts guarding them and to free the rejoicing couple. He deposits Tiania on a cliff, returning for Titus (the cloak cannot bear the weight of all three together), and, wouldn’t you know it, in the meantime she is wafted away in the claws of a huge gray night-gaunt! Titus takes the cloak from Henri and wings his way in pursuit, while Henri decides to return to Ulthar. But he is overtaken by thugs from Dylath-Leen who are desperate to recover Crow and Tiania, since Nyarlathotep (who exists on this plane as a personification of the dream-sendings of all the Old Ones) wants to interrogate the strangers from the waking world (from Elysia, if he only knew!). Knocked out, Henri awakens precisely at the spot from which he had earlier rescued Crow and his girlfriend. He contrives to get the chief of the oafish Moon-Beasts to imbibe some of Atal’s wake-up serum, and since the Moon-Beast has no extra-oneiric existence, he simply vanishes into thin air! Henri slurps the rest and gratefully awakens back aboard the time-clock.


  But he knows his friends are still in trouble. We know that Titus has been pursuing the Night-Gaunt through the Peaks of Throk and the Vale of Pnoth (“Thok” and “Pnath” in Lovecraft’s original, hence the variant printed spellings), and he is nearing a white-sand desert when suddenly his flying cloak disappears off his back! Why? Because Henri had brought it to the dream-world, and it returned to the waking dimension along with him! Titus is forced to fight and kill a symbiotic trio of revolting creatures with the aid only of his wits, reflexes, and scimitar. Following the cries of Tiania, he comes upon the daunting scene of an ancient metal dome-cage (rather like that in the later movie Mad Max: Beyond Thunderdome) adjacent to a pit, where Tiania is about to be fed to underground engines that literally (as much as it can be in a dream) manufacture nightmares in Cthulhu’s name to be sent to torment sleeping minds. The whole thing is presided over by a leprous giant called The Keeper. In waking life he had been a priest of Cthulhu, whose wry sense of humor rewarded the acolyte with a scarcely endurable position as a gargoyle in hell! Titus nearly rescues Tiania, but the two are about to be deposited in the torture pit when Henri comes over the horizon, ray-gun blazing! Now where did he come from?


  Awake in the time-machine, Henri frantically sought some way to return to sleep, seemingly impossible in view of Atal’s stimulant that had awakened him only moments before. But then he remembers the three bottles of cognac he had stowed away to present to Titus if he ever managed to reach Elysia. Unstoppering one of them, Henri chug-a-lugs the contents and passes out drunk. He returns, albeit tipsily, to the dreamland, to the very point of his sudden departure from Dylath-Leen. The trolls are puzzled by the arrival of the coffin-shaped box and decide to build a fire around it. The craft is impervious to the flames, but Henri’s belligerently-drunk temper is not, so he activates the death-ray with which Kthanid had equipped the clock and lays waste to the Moon-Beasts, smashes the ruby—and frees the Yuggoth-devil inside! Sizzling like an exposed vampire in the sunlight, the monster desperately seeks to hitch a ride into space with the time-clock, planning to ooze through its hull and absorb Henri. But our man unleashes another bolt which fries the demon for good. Wondering where Titus and Tiania have got off to, Henri finds the machine takes his question as a command to find the couple, and it does, in the nick of time. Henri saves Titus and his beloved from the Keeper of the Cave.


  The group is about due a respite, which they enjoy for three days at Grant Enderby’s home in Ulthar. And then it’s off to Ilek-Vad, home of Lovecraft’s hero Randolph Carter and, if rumor may be trusted, of Henri’s father Etienne-Laurent de Marigny, who followed his friend Carter into the dreamworld and now serves as counselor to the king. Barred from landing by some sort of force-shield, Titus and Henri contrive to take a circuitous route through parallel dimensions into the city. They withstand an attack of ray-gun blasts from Carter’s troops, but as soon as their friendly intentions are ascertained, King Carter welcomes them, recognizing his old friend’s features reincarnated in his son. The party sits to eat and to catch up on the situation.


  Carter is by no means unaware of the encroachments of the Great Old Ones (incongruously, he, too, though no Wilmarth Foundation agent, calls them the CCD) in Dreamland. He and his ally, King Kuranes of Celephais, have been building a cloud-born armada and recruiting troops. Actually, there is a bit of the Wilmarth Foundation in the wind here, as Carter, Kuranes, et al are mounting a similar campaign to eradicate all influences of the Old Ones from the dreamland, just as Peaslee and his colleagues sought to do in the waking world. Carter confers the rank of general on both Titus and Henri, and sends them next to visit Kuranes. But no sooner do they arrive than word comes from Atal by carrier pigeon that Tiania and Grant Enderby’s daughter Litha (whom Henri is sweet on) have been abducted by those pesky Moon-Beasts!


  Returning to Ulthar, Titus, in the clock, and Henri, in the cloak, undertake aerial reconnaissance. Finally word comes that a party of the trolls carrying suspicious-looking burdens has been spotted heading for the Enchanted Forest. Remembering the Keeper’s plans for himself and Tiania, Titus suspects the Moon-Beasts mean to deliver their captives to the torture factory of dreams that Cthulhu maintains below a sealed door in the forest floor. Overtaking their quarry aboard their time-vehicle, Titus and Henri ambush them in the woods, but they are nearly overwhelmed by the geyser of unwholesome dream creatures that erupt from the open portal! Their efforts to vaporize these dream-demons with the clock’s ray-gun are abetted by the timely arrival of some of Kuranes’s sky-ships, similarly outfitted. Crow then uses his beam to melt the chasm shut once and for all. But they are not, pardon the expression, out of the woods quite yet, for Nyarlathotep himself appears, beckoning Titus to join him. He will take him to a future of torments undreamt of, as if Titus should be only too happy to go along. And he is! Hypnotized by the master mesmerist, Titus nearly walks into the Pharaonic figure’s embrace—until Henri hurtles from the sky and separates the two figures. And from the open, glowing door of the time-clock emerges the shining visage of Kthanid! He strips away the visible form of Nyarlathotep to reveal the combined forces of just about all the CCD, caught red-tentacled in a last-ditch effort to defeat their no-longer-mortal nemesis Crow.


  In an adventure with such overt connections with Lovecraft’s The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath, it seems fitting that Crow, like Randolph Carter himself, should have a penultimate showdown with Nyarlathotep as the spokesman of the gods he has defied. Only, in Lovecraft, the hero was aided at the last by a different god, Nodens. Derleth made this episode the entire basis for his Manichean theology of Great Old Ones versus Elder Gods, Nodens being the only one of the latter he ever named. It is interesting to wonder why Nodens never once appears in. Lumley’s Mythos fiction. Perhaps he felt that, as the name of an actual Romano-British sea deity, Nodens was too tame an entity to be the head of the Elder Gods.


  The idea of Cthulhu operating a series of factories in the dreamworld, pumping out noxious nightmares for dreamers’ consumption, is somehow perversely charming in a storybook kind of way. And it reflects the fact that one of Lumley’s chief inspirations for his dreamworld adventures (especially the soon-coming Hero and Eldin adventures) is the Oz books. We had a glimpse of the Oz influence in The Transition of Titus Crow, and only another here, but it comes to full flower in the Hero and Eldin series (see there the Sea of Stickistuff, the clockwork Curator and his museum, etc.). And this is altogether proper once one recalls the apparent influence of Oz on Lovecraft’s The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath. This becomes obvious in the closing scene in which Nyarlathotep shows Carter the obvious, that the Sunset City of his dreams was merely a thinly-veiled counterpart to the cities of Boston, Providence, Kingsport, and Arkham which he so loved in waking life. In the same way, Oz and its splendors, as well as its major characters, were dream reflections of places and people familiar to Dorothy in the waking world.


  Some Lovecraft purists criticize Lumley’s Titus Crow books for being too heroic, too Burroughsian, as if this were not another obvious influence on Lovecraft’s own Dream-Quest. HPL was a boyhood admirer of ERB’s stories and said so in letter columns of the day. Who can miss the fact that Randolph Carter’s adventures in Dreamland echo those of John Carter on Barsoom? Lovecraft even drafted the ghoul-changeling Pickman (from his earlier tale “Pickman’s Model”) to play the analogous role of Tars Tarkas to his Carter. And this, too, was quite appropriate, since John Carter’s adventures on Mars were dreams he experienced while his body lay inert in a gas-filled (hence “Helium”) cave!


  Lumley seems to have had Spawn of the Winds (Jove, 1978) in mind ever since writing The Burrowers Beneath, since he had what amounts to a “coming attractions” anticipation of it near the end of Burrowers, when a postscript by Wingate Peaslee regretfully notes the mysterious loss of one of the Wilmarth Foundation’s finest young telepaths, strapping Texan Hank Silberhutte, while on a reconnaissance mission in Canada. What happened to him? He had been looking for Ithaqua when the Wind-Walker found him! The story is presented as the mediumistic transcripts of Silberhutte’s telepathic sendings to his contact back on earth, Juanita Alvarez.


  The veteran Lumley reader (and even this early in his career it was already possible to be a veteran Lumleyite!) might expect Spawn of the Winds to follow precedent and form a sequel to the novella “Born of the Winds,” with that earlier text reproduced as a few chapters of the novel. But in fact the events of the earlier work are but briefly alluded to, and there is only the common premise that Ithaqua’s Zeus-like dalliances with mortal women have produced powerful demigods who may be turned against him by virtue of their human heredity. Just as Kirby Bridgeman in “Born of the Winds” turned against his father to defend his mother Lucille, so here does Ithaqua’s hybrid daughter Armandra make war against him, allying herself with his victims.


  Despite brief cosmetic references to the Wilmarth Foundation and Professor Peaslee, this book leaves the familiar scenes and characters of the previous books in the series altogether behind, breaking new ground. No Titus Crow, no Henri, scarcely any mention of the CCD, except for Ithaqua, who has very nearly become a genuine character, not just a story prop. As already mentioned, Silberhutte and his fellow Wilmarth agents, Jimmy Franklin and clairvoyant “hunchman” Paul White, along with stowaway Tracy Silberhutte (Hank’s sister), are batted out of the sky by Ithaqua, who had been by no means ignorant of their devices. The three men are enveloped in icy sheathes of suspended animation for a trip to Borea, a planet on which (we later discover) Ithaqua had first been imprisoned by the Elder Gods. Tracy survives the trip, worried about the others, whom she first fears dead. Once safe on alien ground, the men thaw out and discover Ithaqua has altered their physical constitution, allowing them to thrive in sub-zero temperatures. Tracy is unaffected because she alone was carrying a Wilmarth Foundation star stone. Thus, she is pretty cold but survives. Conversely, Hank and the others, now tainted by Ithaqua, cannot touch the stones without blistering. They sit in their crashed plane, puzzling over the eerie landscape outside.


  Soon the party is greeted by a motley group of Eskimos, blond Nordics, and Indians, led by a Russian, head priest of Ithaqua. Brusquely he invites the men to join lthaqua’s flock, meanwhile demanding that Tracy be handed over to Ithaqua’s harem. Not surprisingly, this offer is rebuffed. Shortly afterward, Ithaqua’s goons return in strength, but Hank and his friends are ready with arms and ammunition. They take a considerable toll among the cultists and settle in for the next assault. When it comes, they face even greater numbers and realize their time is short—until a rival army of Nordics, Eskimos, etc., burst onto the scene aboard a fantastic armada of ski-equipped sailing ships racing across the polar ice. Joining forces with the newcomers, the quartet help repel the Ithaquan host and clamber aboard one of the ships. They witness the tide of battle turned by a strange aerial phenomenon: a swirling black cloud-disk emitting lightning bolts on the heads of the enemy. Soon they see the origin of the bizarre elemental force: a snow-white goddess with scarlet hair. She is Armandra, Ithaqua’s rebel daughter, gifted with limited powers like his. As she steps from the very heavens onto the deck of their ship, all bow except for Hank, who is too overcome with her divine beauty to remember himself. For this he receives a lash from the bully Northan, Armandra’s warlord, who is jealous of his queen’s royal dignity. Silberhutte, himself a mighty man, does not take such an indignity lightly and responds with his fists, knocking Northan overboard. Armandra, already attracted to Hank, calls a halt to the burgeoning brawl.


  The visitors are escorted to their comfortable quarters in the vastness of the Plateau, a honeycombed megalith that had, eons earlier, been the site of Ithaqua’s imprisonment. The Plateau is the home of all the tribes hostile to Ithaqua, while Ithaqua’s loyal subjects/stooges dwell on the Plains. All alike are abductees, or descendants of abductees, of the Wind-Walker. Hank and his friends are escorted into a meeting of the ruling council of the Plateau, where all silently witness the enthroned Armandra telepathically monitoring Ithaqua to discover his plans. Hank—a telepath himself, remember—taps into her trance and finds himself sharing consciousness with father and daughter and witnessing the destruction of the failed high priest, the Russian. Ithaqua becomes aware of Armandra’s surveillance, then of Silberhutte’s. Ithaqua’s wrath is kindled in a psychic strike, but Hank makes his presence known, offering psychic reinforcement to Armandra. Successfully disengaged with no harm done, Hank and Armandra exchange thoughts, and she is more impressed with the earthman than ever.


  Hank trains in the Plateau’s arts of combat and comes into minor conflict with warlord Northan, giving Hank another chance to demonstrate his strength, if not his prowess. Rumors spread news of the rivalry, which many relish, not caring for the haughty arrogance of the admittedly heroic Northan. The rivalry, of course, has come to include both men’s ambitions toward Armandra. Finally the day comes when Armandra must choose a mate. She has already made known to Hank her feelings for him, but she must respect the ritual whereby Northan declares his claim on her and invites challenge. Hank presents the challenge and narrowly defeats Northan, completely humiliating him. The warlord, disgraced, elects to abandon the Plateau and to switch sides. With Ithaqua’s aid, he hopes to kidnap Armandra and Tracy, whom Ithaqua has not forgotten.


  An undercurrent of the plot concerns a tunnel leading away from the Plateau. It provokes terrible fear and dread in everyone—except Tracy, apparently because of her freedom from the taint of Ithaqua. Eventually we learn that the tunnel leads to the ancient place of Ithaqua’s imprisonment, and that star stones abound there in the hundreds. They will come in handy. (Lumley has amply justified what might otherwise seem too convenient an ace up the sleeve; the device enables him to explain the oddity, which his characters note, that Ithaqua’s imprisonment by the Elder Gods seems to have been considerably less severe than that of Yog-Sothoth, Cthulhu, and the rest. Ithaqua, then, had managed to escape his original close confinement, if only to a longer leash.)


  Silberhutte has been installed as the new warlord, and he plans elaborate defenses against the final assault that Northan is sure to lead. He promises to stay out of direct combat if Armandra will refrain from challenging her father. Against his better judgment, the battleships meet the advancing Ithaquans. They do considerable damage, but all finally succumb to the onslaught, gaining the glorious death they had sought. The invaders and their trained wolves (as large as ponies!), manage to gain access to the tunnels of the Plateau, though many are turned away by strategically mounted star stones. Battles rage along the tunnels, gorily described. Armandra waits out the battle in her aerie atop the Plateau, releasing some of her bodyguards to join the fight. But this leaves her open to assassins, and Silberhutte gets there just in time to save her.


  The final assault by Ithaqua’s troops is a suicide mission, as hundreds of kite-gliding warriors drop from the windy sky to the roof of the Plateau. The doomed men have been assigned to pull up the protective star stones and throw them over the side. They do, despite their flesh blackening and crisping! This leaves Ithaqua himself free to join battle. He appears in the sky above, eager to take revenge on Hank, abduct Tracy, and invite Armandra to rejoin him. But Tracy escapes him, and Armandra attacks him, to no purpose, and falls to her possible death. Hank’s friend Paul White manages to fit one of the star stones onto the head of a spear and to pass it to Hank before being crushed by an ice boulder spun at him by Ithaqua. Hank hurls the spear at the Wind-Walker, and it seems to do him damage. Armandra recovers, and we learn the fate of the traitor Northan: One of Hank’s men, Kota’na, master of the trained polar bears which Plateau warriors ride, offers him the chopped-off head of the former warlord. Ithaqua has the spiteful last word when he telepathically traces Hank’s transmission of this very story to Juanita Alvarez and blows her car off the road to a flaming death.


  We saw that Lumley wrote The Clock of Dreams under heavy Burroughsian influence, following Lovecraft’s own example in his Burroughs-influenced Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath. But Lumley has pulled out all the stops in the present Burroughsian epic. Here we have another like John Carter and Carson Napier (and their many, welcome imitators), an interloping earthman, raptured to an alien world and rising to royal rank as the consort and warlord of the alien princess. This is unashamed and confessed Burroughsianism, right down to the nature of the narrative as psychic transmission from the other-worldy protagonist to his channeler on earth. And Lumley surely ranks with the best of the many Burroughs pasticheurs!


  Perhaps the greatest of those influenced by Edgar Rice Burroughs was Robert E. Howard, though his writing was enriched also with a heavy dose of Talbot Mundy’s Oriental color and atmosphere. REH also painted his pictures in blood, buckets of it, laid on thick. Howard could recount the strategic movements of whole armies, never losing the detail of hand-to-hand combat. Lumley has learned the same art, and it is apparent that Spawn of the Winds is just as much a tribute to Howard as it is to Burroughs. The gory battle descriptions, the choreography of combat, the red tide of heroism, all sound like Howard. Hank Silberhutte himself is plainly a Howard hero. He is a gigantic Texan, gallantly devoted to his kid sister and fiercely protective of female honor in general. His Indian companion Kota’na reminds us of King Kull’s comrade Brute the Pict. Lumley has pulled off the same trick his colleague Lin Carter did in the latter’s Thongor novels: He successfully crossbred Burroughs with Howard, and the result is terrific fun, marvelously written.


  Lin Carter wrote a book on classic fantasy and its practitioners, called Imaginary Worlds, and part of the book was devoted to the question of plausible versus implausible, earthly versus alien, worlds. In Spawn of the Winds, Lumley has ventured his own imaginary world. We have witnessed his gradual expansion from his own versions of Arkham, etc., to the Oz-like Elysia, to a Wellsian desolate future, to the Lovecraftian Dreamworld. Here on Borea he has designed a fascinating world completely his own: a colony of Ithaqua abductees! Multicultural, yet all more or less Arctic dwellers, maintaining their ancient heritages and bloodlines while adapting their weapons technology to a new world. One feature of the new world of Borea (“Northia,” as in the Boreal Pole) is its three moons, and in the next book, the action shifts there.


  In the Moons of Borea (Jove, 1979), advertises its Burroughsian inspiration right off, its title recalling Burroughs’s title “Under the Moons of Mars.” As a direct sequel to Spawn of the Winds this book obviously has much in common with it. It jumps ahead in time long enough for Hank Silberhutte and his beloved Armandra to have done a bit of windy spawning of their own, producing what one might call a quadroon demigod with yet-undisclosed powers. Lumley has begun to explore (by having Hank do so in the narrative) the larger face of the planet Borea, which though named for its northerly climate, now seems likely to have a temperate face as well, though one never glimpsed by the inhabitants of the Plateau or the Plains. Hank has begun to suspect that this world must have a varied climate something like earth, if he can only find his way to the other regions. This would presumably mean that Ithaqua does not and cannot terrorize all of Borea, any more than all earth is at his disposal. Perhaps he is confined here, as there, to the Arctic portions and wants to keep his captives ignorant of the whole picture lest they flee his chilly hegemony!


  This fascinating expansion of the series’ scope is put on the shelf early on in the story (though an even wider scope will be opened soon enough) by the fortuitous arrival upon Borea of the hapless clock-pilot Henri-Laurent de Marigny, whose adventures here continue from The Clock of Dreams. Like a cosmic letter carrier fleeing the heel-nipping Hounds of Tindalos, Henri seeks respite by dropping back into the familiar three dimensions where his pursuers cannot follow. But he goofs and goes further off track than intended, popping up in Borea. Hank Silberhutte, accompanied by Kota’na the bear trainer and others from the Plateau, witnesses the comet-like descent of the clock-vehicle and heads for its probable touchdown site. Unfortunately, they are preceded by a pack of Ithaqua’s wolf-warriors, who proceed to bludgeon Henri unconscious and to stake him out by a pool of vicious vampiric jellyfish-things. Hank rescues him, but the clock is gone. The two of them follow in aerial pursuit (Henri still has Titus Crow’s flying cloak) and manage to catch up to the thieves. They make them pay dearly for their theft, but in the end the heroes are overwhelmed. Henri escapes and follows at a distance. He catches up again and assists Hank in escaping, but it is a choice of retrieving Hank or the clock. Hank knows Ithaqua is shortly due back on Borea and decides they must leave the clock for another occasion. They barely make it back to the safety of the Plateau, since Ithaqua does return and spot them, but with Armandra’s strategic meteorological help, they make it home.


  Henri wows the crowd with his magic cloak and is hailed as the newest arrival in their community. Armandra especially appreciates Henri’s cultured grace and urbanity. But she opposes any attempt to infiltrate Ithaqua’s pyramid of treasures, where the clock now lies inert. Why? Simply that she fears Hank will recognize the clock as a chance to abandon her and their baby to return to his native earth, despite her husband’s disavowals. During this period of forced inactivity, Henri fills his time in the gymnasiums and weapons-training rooms of the Plateau, growing buff as befits the kind of story he now finds himself in. No room here for nerdish Lovecraftian bookworms!


  In the same vein, it is good to see, in this book as well as in The Clock of Dreams, Henri getting a bit more respect from his author and his fellow characters. Henri no longer comes off as the well-meaning buffoon we saw in The Burrowers Beneath and The Transition of Titus Crow. In those books, as well as tales such as “The Viking’s Stone,” poor Henri suffered from what we might call “Watson’s Syndrome.” He functioned simply as a straightman for the reader’s benefit, to provide ample occasions for the author, through the mouth of Titus Crow, to explain things. There must be a slightly dim sidekick in order for the reader to be shown what the main character is thinking. Holmes’s Dr. Watson plays this role, as do Dr. Lyndon Parker (for Solar Pons), Simon Peter (for Jesus), and Ananda (for the Buddha). But now Henri’s period of foot-in-mouth apprenticeship appears to be over, and he has graduated to the status of a protagonist in his own right. He is partner to Hank Silberhutte, no longer sidekick to Titus Crow. No more chiding put-downs like “Follow me, Henri! With your mind, man! With your mind!” Indeed, one might subtitle this novel, “The Transition of Henri-Laurent de Marigny.”


  At length Armandra comes to realize that the only way to test her husband’s protestations of undying love is to reverse herself and do what she can to help recover the time-clock. Then she can see what choice Hank will make. So she hits upon a fantastic scheme. Having learned that Ithaqua has taken the clock with him and deposited it on one of the moons of Borea, she contrives to create a tornado-funnel that will propel Hank and Henri through space to the moon Numinos (“divine,” or, better, “planet of holy terror”). Off they go, protected by some of her wind-familiars.


  Once the duo descend by cloak to a Viking village on the inhabited moon (essentially a smaller version of Borea), Lumley starts creating cultures again. This time we have a nicely realized hybrid culture, populated originally by Norse abductees of Ithaqua ages agone, and more recently augmented with folk nabbed from Ireland. Not exactly peaceful coexistents on earth, they have melded well on Numinos. What is really fascinating is the religious history of Numinos. Ithaqua has come to function as a substitute for Odin and/or Thor, whom, after all, he much resembles! (One might add the Hebrew Yahweh and the Greek Zeus, not to mention the Vedic Indra.) Henri and Hank speculate as to whether it may not in fact be the other way around, Ithaqua having first given rise to these Nordic storm deities. At any rate, Ithaqua is no mere totem. It is he who has peopled the world and stocked it with animal life for food, who controls the climate, blessing with bounty and cursing with famine according to whether his people keep faith with him, as he defines it, or not. In this Ithaqua is also like the Gnostic Demiurge, a being superior to his human creatures, but only posing as an omnipotent, omniscient, and righteous god. There are above him, like the Pleroma in Gnostic theology, the whole pantheon of Elder Gods.


  Ithaqua’s volatile relation to his people comes to the fore in a recital of the Wind-Walker’s infatuation with a particular girl from the settlement, Moreen. As a cherubic girl-child she already caught his carmine eye and called forth an unaccustomed tenderness in the Old One. But this kind-heartedness only presaged horrors to come, of course, implying that Ithaqua had already chosen little Moreen for his future bride. When the villagers later sought to protect her, terrible reprisals followed (here is a scenario we will meet again in Khai of Ancient Khem, where the unwelcome honor of the Pharaoh’s degenerate affections creates crisis for the hero’s family).


  Silberhutte and de Marigny learn all this from Annahilde, a witch-woman of the village who, for her own purposes, has proclaimed Hank and Henri as sky-borne apostles of Ithaqua sent to lead the village warriors to the Island of Mountains, where Moreen, now grown to young womanhood, is kept, and to retrieve her for Ithaqua’s pleasure. The island is shaped like a five-pointed star, hence off limits to Ithaqua. But the villagers, having learned their lesson trying to protect Moreen once, are now more than happy to turn her over to the monster if it will save the skins of their own loved ones. The shamaness, however, secretly charges our heroes to rescue Moreen in their time-clock, the whereabouts of which she claims to know.


  The two Henrys (Hank and Henri) embark with the none-the-wiser Vikings in a three-ship spearhead for a larger armada sailing from adjacent Norse settlements, headed for the Island of Mountains. They are on the watch for sudden betrayal by the Vikings, who may not be as dumb as they look, and by intervention from Ithaqua, who is not likely to want to see the time-clock rescued. Soon the son of the Viking chief makes an attempt on their lives, but is forestalled by the swooping of man-sized bats from the misty skies. Hank knows telepathically that they are enemies only of the Vikings and allies of Moreen (and of her allies), so they jump ship and make for the island via flying cloak.


  The pair befriend the populace of the island, who live in a network of caves and inactive lava beds. Moreen, who functions almost as a goddess to them, lives alone, protected by the giant bats, on one of the volcanic crests of the island. After welcome and feasting, in the course of which Henri and Hank promise to defend the island against the Vikings, Hank goes off to inspect their defenses, while Henri searches out Moreen, whom Annahilde has assured them can decode a message she sent with them, revealing the whereabouts of the stolen clock. Battle ensues quicker than anyone imagined, but amid the fray Henri and Moreen fall in love at first sight, as the witch-woman predicted. The invaders outnumber the islanders some thirty to one, but finally the tide turns when Armandra intervenes at long distance, through a telepathic link with Hank. Together, they whip up another cosmic cyclone to transport Henri, Hank, and Moreen to the second Borean moon, Dromos, where it turns out the clock lies hidden. The same whipping winds and shrinking ring of whirling water and debris destroy the Viking ships and troops.


  Dromos (“race course,” which might refer to its orbit, except that these moons don’t) is a barren ice-world, inhabited apparently only by a dozen shriveled mind-wizards Ithaqua brought there from the prehuman earthly civilization of Theem’hdra, narrowly rescuing them from a lynch mob of their former subjects. Our heroes are separated and knocked unconscious, partly by the impact of landing, partly by unknown felons. Hank awakens to confront the circle of mind-priests and to expend considerable energy fighting an endless stream of half-reptile, half-insectoid creatures sent against him. Meanwhile, Henri and Moreen awaken to find themselves guarded by a couple of the very same creatures. Moreen quickly surmises they must be illusions, since all animals (like the giant bats) are friendly toward her, and these things are not. Their secret exposed, the monsters vanish. Rejoining Hank, the two shout out the secret with the same results. Hank threatens the circle of ice-priests, toppling a couple of their ice-encased forms into the nearby lava pit to make his point. He wants information, but only narrowly escapes further hypnotic manipulation. In the end, Hank and Henri kill the rest of the prehuman priests, but not until they find the location of the time-clock. Once they find their way to it through the winding subterranean caverns, they are crestfallen to discover they are separated from it by a forty-foot river of magma! Hank leaves Henri and Moreen to solve the dilemma, while he heads back to the surface, now telepathically alerted that Armandra herself has arrived on Promos to square off against her father, Ithaqua. Hank fears for her in such an unequal contest.


  Moreen and Henri discover that the river of lava is just another hallucination cast by a surviving ice-priest, and Moreen dispatches him. Meanwhile, Hank has found Armandra, and Ithaqua immediately appears, wishing to reclaim his daughter. The Snow-Thing shrinks down to merely thrice-human proportions and pursues the pair down the volcanic tunnels. But he has not reckoned with the laser cannon of the time-clock, constructed by the Elder Gods, and by now Henri has got it up and running. He takes aim and wings Ithaqua, then chases him ignominiously back out the way he came and into the sky. Though he then has a clear shot at the Wind-Walker, he finally does not take it and lets his foe escape to lick his wounds, explaining to an exasperated Silberhutte that he figured it was better to send Ithaqua away scared of crossing them in the future than to try, and perhaps fail, to kill him with the ray.


  All aboard the time-clock! The party returns to Borea and to great celebrations. Using the machine to do a bit of hasty exploration, Hank confirms his suspicions that the other side of Borea is a paradise, ever bathed by the half-eclipsed sun. Hank, of course, elects to remain on Borea with his beloved family and subjects, who now include the former minions of Ithaqua, welcomed into the civilization of the Plateau. Henri and Moreen say fond farewells and enter the clock, resuming the quest for Elysia.


  Elysia: The Coming of Cthulhu (Ganley, 1989) writes the finish not only to this series of novels, but to the Primal Land stories (Clark Ashton Smith-influenced tales of Theem’hdra) and to the Hero and Eldin books as well. All are tied together and tied up in Elysia. If we don’t look carefully we may imagine that this book picks up directly where In the Moons of Borea left off, which it might as well, if it were the sequel to that book alone. We find Henri and Moreen among friends Hank, Armandra, and the rest in the Plateau of Borea, with Henri’s nagging wanderlust bidding him to reenter the clock and seek out Elysia. Isn’t this where the previous book concluded? Yes, but a closer look reveals that this time Henri and Moreen are back on Borea after three years of fruitless searching through the universe. They are merely vacationing among familiar faces before the next leg of the journey begins. The additional three years allow us to imagine an increase in Henri’s desperation (hadn’t Kthanid promised him more or less instant access to Elysia three books ago, once he had rescued Titus and Tiania?), as well as allowing room/time for the adventures of David Hero and Eldin the Wanderer (Hero of Dreams, Ship of Dreams, Mad Moon of Dreams, Iced on Aran) to transpire in the Dreamworld since the events of Clock of Dreams, the last Titus/Henri adventure there.


  Back in Elysia, a sense of brooding doom makes the air heavy. Titus and Tiania join the throngs converging on Kthanid’s palace. There are even others of the Elder Gods present, including Yog-Sothoth’s noble twin Yad-Thaddag. Great Kthanid has in fact been awaiting Titus and gives him a private audience. It seems that the stars are very nearly approaching their ancient configuration, the sign of Cthulhu’s great resurgence. The soon-to-be freed Old Ones/CCD will wreak havoc, and it will again be the job of Kthanid and his kindred to stop them as they once did, eons past. The trouble is, they can no longer recall precisely how they did this! This notion, which may at first sound unduly comical, is nonetheless the inevitable outworking of all those hints in August Derleth’s stories and Necronomicon passages to the effect that the Elder Gods’ vigilance grows less strict over the centuries and that their spells of imprisonment are weakening. Lumley has fleshed out this inevitable segment of the Derlethian epic-plot. At any rate, Kthanid has hatched some sort of scheme, somehow involving Henri’s exasperating efforts to get to Elysia, to save the day. To this end, Kthanid sends off a series of cosmic messengers, one to a sorcerer playing chess on a lava-world called Lith, another to the robotic Curator of the Serannian museum, another to an Ent-like giant, sentient Tree at the edge of Dreamland, and to Henri on Borea.


  Meanwhile, Armandra hits upon a scheme that might help Henri (now known as The Searcher because of his pitiful quest) locate Elysia. She summons the various winds that sweep between the stars and worlds and asks them what they may have heard of Elysia. (It is a scene strikingly reminiscent of that in 1 Kings 22:19–23, where the prophet Micaiah tells of a meeting in Yahweh’s heavenly council, where he asks his attendant spirits for ideas to trip up Ahab, king of Israel, until finally one volunteers, “I shall become a lying spirit in the mouths of the king’s prophets!” and is dispatched to execute the plan, tempting the king into a doomed war.)


  One interstellar breeze has just overheard a sentient gas, beleaguered by the Hounds of Tindalos, calling out in prayer to the Elder Gods. Might he/it not therefore know where to find them? It’s not much to go on, but it’s something. Henri’s resolve to follow up the hint is reinforced when an apparition of Titus Crow, whom he has not seen in many a year, steps forth from the mummy-case of the time-clock with his message from Elysia. He tells his friend to look to the past, especially his own past, and to the Dreamworld for clues, and don’t forget that desperate gas-creature! And with that he must go.


  Henri and Moreen manage to find their way to the sentient gas and to rescue him from the yapping Tindalos Hounds by taking potshots with the laser cannon of the clock, then by luring the rest of the pooches into a time-devouring black hole. As utterly bizarre as one might expect the thought-patterns of an intelligent gas to be, Moreen’s natural empathy with all life-forms (she is the organics equivalent to Armandra, a different character-name for the same actantial role, as is also Tiania) somehow deciphers the thoughts of Sssss (as he calls himself—what else?). Sssss sees Henri and Moreen as an answer to his prayer, as well he should, and as it happens he is able to offer a modicum of information. He had briefly communicated with the time-clock device Kthanid had sent to the dreamworld, who/which reiterated the cryptic words of the Crow apparition. So it’s on to Earth and Dreamland. Once there, Henri and Moreen meet with Atal the Wise in familiar Ulthar. Atal has heard of the arrival of a small gray metal device, a miniature time-clock robot, in Serannian, where it interfaced with the robot Curator. That, of course, must be their next objective.


  Once there, they meet with King Kuranes, who fills them in on the events of the Hero and Eldin novels, especially the War of the Mad Moon. They are at once interrupted, in a scene right out of Clock of Dreams, by the arrival of an emergency message. This time it is not news of the kidnapping of Tiania and Litha back in Ulthar, but rather of the capture and crucifixion of Hero and Eldin, who are doomed to die on the morrow. They had been dispatched by Kuranes to infiltrate the ranks of certain pirates who have recently been preying on the sky-lanes of Dreamland. Instead of a green pirate-parrot, the bumbling pair brought along a pink temple-pigeon from Ulthar and were quickly discovered. But the pigeon has now brought their desperate message. Now where to find them?


  Henri and Moreen board the time-clock and seek out a major character from Mad Moon of Dreams, the undead Princess Zura of the corpse-kingdom of Zura, the afterworld of those who die in Dreamland. She had struck a deal with the pirates, who promised to replenish her decimated kingdom with an endless supply of the dead, killed in their raids, if only they might pass unobstructed through her airspace. But they have lately reneged, mysteriously using the corpse-supply for other purposes. Thus, after an initial attempt to seduce and capture Henri, she is easily won to an alliance against the pirates, as is her counterpart Lathi, a termite-human queen, also from the Hero and Eldin books. Off they all go to rescue Hero and Eldin.


  The crucified pair await their doom with ill humor (though it’s still pretty humorous), realizing that the pit they are about to be sent down is the mouth of an underground nightmare factory such as Titus and Tiania were almost fed to in Clock of Dreams. This is what the pirates have been doing with the dead they had promised to give Zura. The pirates themselves are just the sneaky Moon-Beasts of Leng, trying to reestablish their foothold in Dreamland following their sound thrashing in the War of the Mad Moon. But before they become fuel for nightmares, Hero and Eldin are to be interrogated by Nyarlathotep, the combined telepathic persona of the Old Ones. But the time-clock appears just in time, dispatching the Moon-Beasts and their boss. Lathi destroys one fleeing pirate ship, Zura another, and Henri allows the third, no longer a threat, to escape.


  With Zura’s help, Hero and Eldin ferret out directions to the Great Tree, who gives Moreen a bit more information, sending them back to Curator and his museum. He seems not to be in, but Hero and Eldin know how to get him to show up—they make to steal jewels from the museum. The robot does appear and makes a move to stop them. He gives the rogues a spanking, then communicates with Henri’s clock. He must plumb the distant past and set the controls for ancient Theem’hdra, specifically the manse of sorcerer Exior K’mool. Lumley effortlessly slides into his effective Clark Ashton Smith voice, replete with coruscating hues and a droll edge. We witness a frantic mage trying to extricate himself from besiegment by a sickening tide of filthy ooze which sporadically solidifies sufficiently to whip an amoeboid pseudopod around a wizardly turret. It is the Crawling Chaos Nyarlathotep in his scarcely evolved ancient form. Exior casts a spell summoning any ancestor whose magical expertise might get him out of this mess. Instead, it is Henri who appears and rescues him narrowly. But Exior suspects his spell did pretty much work, because their facial resemblance suggests Henri is his millennia-removed descendant! And his “magical” expertise did save the day! Aha! This is the secret Titus bade him seek out in his own past. The trio heads for the lava-world of Lith to meet with Elysian magus Ardatha Ell. The final secret (or is it?) now awaits revelation.


  The stars, Ardatha explains, will be “right” once the star their very world of Lith is orbiting goes supernova, as it must in mere moments! Then Cthulhu must return. No, Henri, don’t jump into that clock! Not just yet! What does it mean for the stars to come “right”? It all goes back to the Big Bang that created the universe. Azathoth, we have known ever since The Burrowers Beneath, was the Big Bang, the shattering introduction of power that disrupted the eternal peace of nullity and created our Universe. But there were three indescribable aftershock-entities, each a great power source capable of disruption almost equal to the original, and these might figuratively be called the children of Azathoth, entities greater in power, though lacking real sentience, than the CCD. To keep them straight, one might call them Azatha, Azathe, and Azathu, collectively the Azathi. The third could not be located, but Cthulhu discovered the other two embedded in two stars. When the stars in their evolutionary cycle reached the point of supernova, the Azathi within would be ignited, producing what might be called (though Lumley does not) “Little Bangs.” These explosions would be enough to warp space and time and to free the Old Ones from their prisons. So Cthulhu planned it, and the final explosion is mere seconds away. Henri, Moreen, and Exior dive into the clock as the explosion begins, ripping the planet asunder. They flee through a rift newly blasted through the space-time fabric, a rift which just happens to be the path to Elysia!


  But they do not arrive alone, because the liberated Old Ones, Cthulhu, Yog-Sothoth, Hastur, Ithaqua, Shudde-M’ell, Yibb-Tstll, Bugg-Shash, Hydra, Dagon, and Nyogtha follow them through the rift and begin to devastate Elysia utterly! Like de Marigny, they did not know the path to the Elder Paradise either, until he showed them the way. Homecoming hero? Or Judas goat? Henri reproaches himself. Heading for the palace of Kthanid, the Old Ones in hot pursuit, Henri, Moreen, and Exior arrive to behold the withdrawing of the veil of Kthanid’s pearl and crystal throne room, but the Holy of Holies lacks Kthanid! Instead, it is Titus Crow who is there to greet them! And despite the apocalyptic chaos erupting all around them, with the CCD themselves arriving just outside, Titus seems in good spirits! He tells Henri not to worry, that he did everyone a favor, luring the Old Ones into a trap. For buried here on Elysia is the third Child of Azathoth, the one whose location Cthulhu could never find, Azathu, and it, too, is about to blow! Everyone into the clock! The vehicle spins end over end, tossed by a new cosmic convulsion.


  Afterward, on a new planet, where the Elysian races have resettled, Titus calmly explains that they have been thrown back, all the way back, into time, and that they have just now witnessed the moment of creation! And, more, they have witnessed the primordial rebellion of the Old Ones that led to their immemorial imprisonment by the Elder Gods. It was the very assault on Elysia that constituted that ancient crime, never before specified. The whole thing happens and happens, over and again! Thus it is “the Cthulhu Cycle” in a deeper sense than they had imagined! The detonations of the Azathi freed the Old Ones, true, but it also imprisoned them and left them brain-damaged, rather as the Azathi had been.


  But, as Henri asks Titus, where is Kthanid? And Titus refuses to say, implying that Henri should be able to reason it out from the clues he already has: What is the answer? One may venture this hypothesis: The key is the fact that we do not see Kthanid and his counterpart Cthulhu, Yad-Thaddag and his opposite number Yog-Sothoth, on stage at the same time. Recall also that we have from time to time received hints that the Old Ones were of the same race as the Elder Gods, but something went wrong, connected with some Elder Gods’ Promethean experiments, issuing in the rebellion and the banishment of the rebels, part of whose punishment was semi-retardation (e.g. Cthulhu’s age-long coma). It would boil down, once you peel away the time paradoxes and space-time continuum rifts, to a scenario something like this: In the beginning were the Elder Gods. Their experiments with the nuclear power (“Azathoth” and the Azathi) disrupted the universal equilibrium, creating our universe, but deforming them physically, morally, and mentally. Kthanid became Cthulhu. Yad-Thaddag became Yog-Sothoth. The Tindalos Hounds were set running like a computer virus throughout the space-time continuum. So Kthanid has not fled Cthulhu; Yad-Thaddag has not fled Yog-Sothoth (remember, the Elder Gods are not there waiting for Titus and Henri after the story).


  Rather, the presence of the one supplants that of the other since we have returned in time to the point when one became the other. We must suppose, I venture, that all the scenes set in Elysia are to be located in the dim past, before the initial “rebellion.” Titus has arrived there by means of time-travel. Messages to him and to de Marigny come through time. And no wonder Kthanid does not recall how to defeat the Old Ones! He never had! What he has forgotten is that the Elder Gods were the Old Ones and will become the Old Ones in an endless round dance.


  The situation is just the reverse of that in Henry Kuttner’s story “A Cross of Ages,” set millennia after the war of Armageddon, when the world king, called the White Christ, had defeated the Red Christ, or Antichrist. Now he regenerates himself periodically by means of a swim through a great chemical bath. But his memory is still hazy. Finally, though, he recalls that he himself had been the Red Christ! The conventional reading of history had been written by the winners after the fact, and when enough time had passed, the winners themselves had come to believe it. The Red Christ and the White Christ are one and the same but occupy different points along the time line. Likewise, Cthulhu and Kthanid, the Great Old Ones and the Elder Gods, are the same, just arranged at different points on the time line.


  Brian Lumley’s series of novels set in the worlds of Lovecraft go far beyond HPL’s influence, though they do so by means of Lumley’s keen discernment that Lovecraft was himself strongly influenced by such seemingly unlikely authors as Edgar Rice Burroughs and L. Frank Baum. Then Lumley proceeds, so to speak; to remix these factors, these ingredients, in ever new recipes. Along the way, he adds the spices of other influences connected to Lovecraft, other writers influenced by him, especially Robert E. Howard (in the Hank Silber-hutte adventures) and Fritz Leiber (Hero and Eldin, it seems to me, are cousins of Fafhrd and the Gray Mouser, though, as Lumley has remarked, their mutual sniping comes from Bob Hope and Bing Crosby in their famous The Road to . . . movies). But everywhere we witness the sparkling wit and sheer exuberance of Brian Lumley himself. He is a chatty and entertaining tour guide no matter how eldritch or astounding the worlds he is guiding you through. And it remains to be noted that, though he has finished a number of story arcs in Elysia, there would seem to be plenty of room for further adventures on Borea and in Dreamland if the Muse should strike him.
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  [image: Image] DEMOGORGON is a tale of the Antichrist and of Him Who is Not to Be Named. First, who or what is the Antichrist? Scripture calls him variously the man of sin (2 Thess. 2:2), the son of perdition (ibid.), the Beast (Revelation 13), and Belial (2 Cor. 6:15), though the title Antichrist does occur there, too (I John 4:3). The roots of the Antichrist myth, not surprisingly, are closely intertwined with those of its opposite, the Christ myth. We must go back to the royal ideology of ancient Middle Eastern kingdoms including Babylon, Sumer, and the Canaanite states, which in turn rests upon more ancient agricultural religion. At first there was the notion that the king was a god embodying the vitality of nature. As the seasons passed and vegetation waned, it was believed this was because the king’s power waned. When the plants died, so must the king. At first, James Frazer speculated, the queen in such societies was the real locus of power, and the king, really just her majesty’s consort, was expendable. Thus he would really have been put to death and replaced each year! But soon this custom gave way to the practice of the death of a “king for a day” who took the place of the king for just long enough to fill in at the execution. Thus the “new” king was the old one again. The controlling myth behind this system was that of the dying and rising god, resurrected by his goddess consort. The syntax is the same, the names changing from culture to culture. The god is Attis, Adonis, Osiris, Tammuz, Baal, etc., the goddess Cybele, Aphrodite, Isis, Anath, etc. The queen abides, the king dies and rises at her behest. At least in the case of Osiris, Isis resurrects him by anointing him with oil, and this may well be the origin of the “messiah” idea, “christos” (Greek) and “messiah” (Hebrew) both meaning “anointed one.”


  The death of the god sometimes includes (e.g., Baal and Marduk) a battle with a cosmic sea dragon. Sometimes the battle eclipses the death and resurrection, and the god prevails without being killed. In any case, once the god prevails he becomes king of gods, having proven the only one strong enough to destroy the threatening dragons. We usually find vestiges of a three-generation pattern. The first generation is that of the dragons or titans (Leviathan, Lotan, Nehushtan, Vritra, Tiamat, Apsu, Behemoth, Uranos, Azdahak), who beget the second generation. This group of entities are either monsters like their parents (e.g., Cronos) or a pantheon of gods afraid of their evil parents (the kings of these mid-level gods include Ea, El, Varuna, and Elyon). Their children, the third generation, are led by a brave young warrior god, often also the thunder god (Marduk, Baal, Yahweh, Zeus, Indra), who offers to destroy the monster in exchange for kingship of the gods, who readily agree. Indra destroys Vritra, Baal kills Lotan, Zeus slays Typhon, Marduk vanquishes Tiamat, Yahweh crushes Leviathan. Winning victory, his reign is assured, and the world is created, rescued, or regenerated. This is the mythic structure implicit in many Biblical texts including Psalms 74:12–17, and 89; Job 40–41.


  Why did anyone tell this myth? It was all a matter of the mandate of heaven. The earthly king was the stand-in, the earthly representative, of the king of the gods. Every year at the enthronement festival the king would renew his reigning authority and the vitality of the crops by means of a ritual dance depicting him killing the Chaos Dragon (a bunch of guys in a Chinese parade dragon outfit!). As the men in the dragon suit fell down, the king climbed up the steps to the throne, his authority vindicated and restored for another year, and the strength of nature along with him. The king, every king as of the day he became king, was the messiah, the resurrected, the son of God, reigning with divine authority (see the coronation Psalms sung on such occasions, Psalms 2 and 10).


  What happened when ancient Judah lost its independence, absorbed into the Babylonian Empire? Bereft of kingship, they did not lose the royal ideology, but rather projected it into the future, to one day when God would bring a new king to the throne, a survivor of the Davidic dynasty. Of course, history has witnessed the rise and fall of many messianic claimants. According to Jewish theology, none has been genuine, by virtue of the simple fact that none managed to restore Jewish independence or usher in the prophesied golden age of peace. Those who tried and failed have sometimes been vilified as Antichrists, deceivers of Israel.


  The Antichrist, too, has primordial origins and is not merely a variation on the messiah theme. The Antichrist is a transformation of the ancient Chaos dragon into human form. He represents Leviathan in a last-ditch effort of the Powers of Evil to regain control, issuing in the Armageddon scenario of the Last Days. Endzeit equals Urzeit. The end replays the beginning. The last days shall be as the first, a common rule of apocalyptic thinking. All this is pretty clear in the Revelation of John, where the ancient dragon with seven heads, Leviathan, makes a comeback to try to reverse Yahweh’s ancient victory over him. But just as the authority of God has been concretized into the human figure of the Christ, so has the dragon his human embodiment, the Antichrist. He is to appear as a seductive spiritual and political leader who seeks his own glory, even worship, rather than God’s. The spiritually astute can spot his counterfeit signs, but most will be deceived. The rude awakening will come when he demands his own worship, persecuting the faithful (Jews, Christians, Muslims) and inviting the advent of the true messiah to end his terrible mischief. Thus the title “Antichrist” implies both “false messiah” and “opponent of the messiah.”


  By what signs might the Antichrist be recognized? In the beginning, when it most matters, it would be the most difficult. Does the ostensible messiah flout the Torah in any way? Does he seek his own glory? These things might be hard to discern, especially in the context of a mass movement. How many observors would ever be in a position to notice? So medieval thinkers decided the signs of the Antichrist would be plain to all: He would have one bad eye; he would be lame, maybe even with one rooster claw! Modern lore (such as the movie The Omen) has taken the biblical Mark of the Beast, the number 666, and transferred it from the hapless minions of the Beast, who take the mark as a token of fealty (Rev. 13:16–17), to the Beast himself, making it a telltale birthmark. This is not far off the track. The number 666 was intended as code enabling the original readers to recognize the Beast (Rev. 13:18) as either Nero or Domitian understood as a second Nero. The trick was to convert the letters of a name into its numerical equivalents. Hebrew, Greek, and Latin all use the same written characters as both letters and numbers, so you just take your name and pretend it is a collection of numbers, and add them up. It was common to do this in the ancient world. Six hundred sixty-six surely stood for Neron Kaisar, Nero Caesar. You could spell “Caesar” with or without the second “n” and the sum would be six-hundred sixteen. What do you know? Some manuscripts of Revelation 13:18 have 616 as the number of the Beast. Since Nero and Domitian are long dead, subsequent readers of Revelation have sought to identify various other historical figures as the Antichrist by fiddling with their names in various ways. Brian Lumley uses such numerology in one of his Antichrist tales, “Name and Number,” based on Revelation 13:17, “no one can buy or sell unless he has the mark, that is, the name of the Beast or the number of its name.” But in Demogorgon he opts for the alternate approach: The Antichrist is marked by gross physical deformities, having one satyr-like leg and foot of a donkey. He wouldn’t have it, and he doesn’t in every incarnation, but he gains the deformity through a bungled ritual of regeneration, as we will see.


  As for Demogorgon, here we have a delightfully dreadful piece of heretical folklore. Lumley has admittedly borrowed his Demogorgon from these lines of Milton’s Paradise Lost: “. . . when straight behold the throne / Of Chaos, and his dark pavilion spread / Wide on the wasteful deep; with him enthroned / Sat sable-vested Night, eldest of things, / The consort of his reign; and by them stood / Orcus and Hades, and the dreaded name / Of Demogorgon . . .” Why would this name be dreaded? Medieval lore held that, should this name ever be pronounced, it would undo creation itself. It is hard to explain the currency of a legend so easily disproven, but there it is. In it we can detect a germ of earlier belief, namely, the Gnostic doctrine of the Demiurge. “Demiurge” is simply the Greek for “craftsman, carpenter,” and Plato made it into a theological term when he posited that there must be some sort of heavenly being intermediate between the gods and the eternal Forms on the one hand and the material creation on the other. Plato held that material objects represent but the temporary and imperfect copying by matter of the eternal prototypes of shapes, numbers, etc. But what is it that causes matter to assume these forms? The Demiurge. He does not create ex nihilo, but rather out of preexistent matter. Thus he is like a carpenter who does not create the wood but chops it down and then proceeds to work on it.


  In the later Gnostic religion, a mystical movement cutting across Judaism, Zoroastrianism, Hermeticism, and Christianity, the Demiurge became the center of a more complicated mythology. In an effort to explain how the world could be so full of evil and suffering if God were good, Gnostic thinkers suggested, perhaps drawing on Neo-Platonism, that the goodness of God had radiated out of him in pairs of twin entities, each one a person of the Godhead, and that each pair “begat” the next pair in the sequence, and so on. One hundred eighty pairs were produced in this way, according to Valentinus, self-proclaimed disciple of Theodas, disciple of Paul the Apostle. At last there emerged a single entity, Sophia (Wisdom). She wanted to procreate but lacked a partner (without reproducing she could not grasp the fullness of divine revelation), and so she managed to effect a virgin birth. The ill-starred result was a malign and dim-witted deity called Ialdabaoth (Yahweh Sabaoth, Lord of Hosts), the Hebrew God. In his overweening arrogance he proclaimed himself the only god (a satire on monotheistic Judaism), provoking the hilarity of the heavenly beings above him. Nonetheless, he set about creating the material world, which was at first a mere lump of inanimate matter. To get it organized and moving, he had to kidnap one of the heavenly beings and use the divine light to lend order and life to the creation. It worked, and ever since Gnostics (“knowers”), those relative few humans possessing sparks of that original divine light within them, have been reincarnated again and again, awaiting the day when they would discover their origin and destiny and rise upon death to escape this vale of tears. Here was a religion that believed in a creator God and reviled him as a devil! “Demiourgos” became “Demogorgon,” and the idea of his being an anti-Creator somehow led to the belief that his name could undo creation! Lumley associates Demogorgon with the Antichrist, setting up a kind of Gnostic chain of infernal beings. Demogorgon appears to be the son of Satan, with the earthly Antichrist as his son. It is Demogorgon who empowers the Antichrist on earth.


  What actually happens in Demogorgon? For one thing, the end of the world does not. Few novels of the Antichrist have ever ventured anything on this scale. Ironically, one of the few to try was Salem Kirban’s fun but crudely written 666, a piece of fundamentalist evangelistic propaganda. But Lumley’s novel, like The Omen movies, contracts the action into a more manageable scope. This change is quietly facilitated by Lumley’s option for a non-eschatological version of the Antichrist; his job is no longer to provoke Armageddon, so Lumley need not trouble himself to describe it. Rather, the Antichrist is conceived here as something like the Wandering Jew, another intriguing piece of medieval Christian lore. According to this legend, as Jesus was struggling with his cross through the crowded Jerusalem streets on the way to Golgotha, the loudest of his tormentors—variously named Ahasuerus (Artaxerxes, from the Book of Esther), Cartaphilas (Heart of Love, acquired later), and Battadeus (God-beater)—receives this retort from the object of his derision: “Tarry thou till I come again.” He is doomed to wander the world, longing for death, fated to witness the suffering of the world. He is perhaps an allegory of the Jewish people as understood by pre-Vatican II Christian theology.


  At any rate, the Antichrist as Lumley creates him is a continuing presence through world history, wreaking havoc at every opportunity. He was born in Galilee, Jesus’ own homeland, but not in Nazareth. He hailed from Chorazin, traditionally the destined birthplace of the Antichrist. Why? The tradition grew from the curse of Jesus upon the village, unresponsive to his preaching: “Woe to you, Chorazin! Woe to you, Bethsaida! For if the mighty works done in you had been done in Tyre and Sidon, they would have repented long ago in sackcloth and ashes. But I tell you, it will go easier on Judgment Day for Tyre and Sidon than for you!” (Matt. 11:21–22). The nature of this connection is not quite clear: Was Chorazin supposed to be aloof to Jesus because Satan already had it staked out? Hard to say.


  The story opens on the terrible night of the Antichrist’s rebirth (in 1936). He returns to his birthplace in Chorazin, bringing with him three hired assistants. One of them, young Demetrios Kastrouni, 22, leaves the party to reconnoiter the area for safety, while the other two, Ihya Khumnas and Yakob Mhireni, follow the directions of their employer George Guigos, opening the way to a subterranean chapel of nightmares. The name “Guigos” refers to the prophecy of Ezekiel 38–39:


  
    The Word of Yahweh came to me: “Son of man, set your face toward Gog, of the land of Magog, the chief prince of Meschech and Tubal, and prophesy against him and say, ‘Thus says the Lord Yahweh: “Behold I am against you, O Gog, chief prince of Meschech and Tubal; I will turn you about and put hooks into your jaws, and I will bring you forth, and all your army” ’” (Ezekiel 38:1–4a).

  


  
    
  


  The same image of Yahweh hooking his enemy like a fish and drawing it, flopping and slapping, into his boat, occurs in Job 41:1–2, where his catch is called Leviathan. Gog, too, is a symbol of the primordial dragon, applied by Ezekiel to the threatening hordes of Scythia from the Caspian shore towns of Meschech and Tubal. “Gog” comes from Gyges, legendary king of Lydia in the same region. Gog and Magog appear again as symbolic of the armies of the wicked in Revelation 20:7–8: “And when the thousand years are ended, Satan will be loosed from his prison and will emerge to deceive the nations which are at the four corners of the earth, that is, Gog and Magog, to gather them for battle. Their number is like the sand of the sea.” Magog, by the way, just means “Land of Gog,” though it has become a personal name by the time of Revelation.


  Guigos and his stooges, who think they are helping him find an ancient treasure in which they will share, do manage to enter the underground fastness. There they find a strange mechanism: A great stone lever, barely moveable, ratchets up a huge stone tablet on which are inscribed blasphemous diabolical commandments, each of which, appearing one by one with a new wrench of the bar, seems to rejuvenate the tottering skeleton of Guigos, as well as to release one of the fabled plagues of Egypt. Guigos’s henchmen, soon choking on flies and frogs, rapidly come to understand that something is gravely amiss, but his vain assurances that they are merely hallucinating reinforce their greed, and they keep at it. Meanwhile, Guigos is fretting over the absence of Demetrios—the third man must be there when midnight strikes! He means to absorb the three fools, whose flesh, blood, and vitality he needs to form a new physical vessel. This he must perform again and again, at diminishing intervals, throughout history. (The basic idea comes from Lumley’s story “Lord of the Worms,” though the development here is entirely different.) In this way, Lumley harks back to the original myth of the god who must periodically be rejuvenated through human sacrifice, one of the earliest roots of the Christ myth.


  Once the delayed Demetrios catches up to the others, he sees enough of what has begun to transpire to decide he wants no part of it and flees, leaving Guigos a man short. So at the last moment, the metamorphosing entity draws into his mix one of their pack animals, a donkey, as the third. The result is the satyr-like form already mentioned. And now Guigos has a score to settle.


  We jump forward twenty-one years, and Demetrios has returned to his native village in Greece, whence he had fled years before after murdering his romantic rival. His mother is dead, and his father rejoices to see him again. Now he is doubly a hunted man, though he, too, hunts Guigos. While home, he takes a drive out to a villa his father rents to tourists and, sneaking around, discovers it is tenanted by none other than the rejuvenated Guigos, now going under the name Khumeni, a combination of the names of the two men whom he had absorbed two decades before. He beholds the Antichrist raping three kidnapped woman, a Greek, a Turk, and a British nurse. The plan is to produce fit bodies to be absorbed next time around. Demetrios finds an old spear gun and attempts to kill the Beast, but he fails and is captured. A fire in the building saves him, and he goes into hiding.


  The action switches to Britain in 1983, and to Charlie Trace, a skilled burglar. We join him in an audacious and successful heist of gold jewelry from a gangland boss. We meet his voluptuous girlfriend Jilly and get a good impression of his risky but easy life. All this relative equilibrium is disturbed, however, by the visit of none other than Demetrios Kastrouni, who drops the bombshell that Charlie, who had known little of his mother (mad and institutionalized) and nothing of his father, is the son of Guigos/Khumeni, the Antichrist (which might just account for his own club foot, an inheritance from the satyr-like Guigos?). He joins Kastrouni in his hotel for a drink and hears him out until his thirst for self-knowledge takes a back seat to his disgust and incredulity, whereupon he barges away. Later he awakens to discover Kastrouni has visited his apartment, left a suitcase at his door, knocked and departed. Out the window Charlie beholds the cab containing Demetrios pursued by “walking” lightning bolts and blown to smithereens! He realizes there must have been something to the man’s strange talk after all, and he books passage to Greece, where Kastrouni and his notes had directed him, breaking up with Dilly before he leaves.


  On the Greek island of Karpathos he aims to visit a near-inaccessible mountaintop monastery, where a monk will have more information for him. On the last leg of the journey he makes the acquaintance of three fellow tourists, an apparent gay couple and another voluptuous woman, Amira Halberstein, with whom he shortly becomes involved. On his way to see the old hermit, Saul Gokowski, mentioned by Kastrouni, he becomes aware that one of the seeming tourists is trying to beat him there, and after an exciting motorcycle race, Charlie accidentally kills his rival, however saving the life of Gokowski. The latter exchanges information with Charlie, and soon Charlie is convinced of the truth Kastrouni sought to convey to him. He learns that years ago, Saul, like his father, was an archaeologist working on the excavation of Chorazin, recruited by Guigos, along with others, including Amira Halberstein’s father! Saul received an angelic revelation warning him off the project. He has since conspired with Kastrouni to destroy the Chorazin tablets and thus eliminate the source of the Antichrist’s power. And Charlie becomes convinced that he is not the Antichrist’s son. He had a stillborn twin who was massively deformed, and he and Saul reason that this must have been the demon spawn. It would have been his half-brother.


  Returning to Amira, Charlie confronts her, but it is too late. He is drugged and kidnapped by her and the other “tourist,” working for Khumeni/Guigos. Amira professes to be in it reluctantly on account of her father, who is in the Beast’s power. Finally they arrive in Palestine to meet Guigos and his other two sons. The Israeli military have in the meantime become apprised of the situation and take action, but Guigos withstands them. In the final showdown at the Chorazin cave, Kastrouni reappears. It turns out he had seen his doom coming and exited the cab just in time. Charlie Trace joins forces with him, and the tablets are destroyed. The rejuvenation of Guigos is nevertheless accomplished, but only partially, as before, and this time the only animal available as the third is a pig! Guigos emerges from the transformation with a swine’s head (and brain, apparently), and imitates the ancient Legion of demons inhabiting the Gadarene swine (Mark 5:1–20), throwing himself into the Sea of Galilee.


  Back home, Charlie must face one more menace, the vengeance of the crime boss he robbed! With the help of the spurned Jilly, the boss has tracked down Trace and has him thoroughly worked over. As his enemies leave, threatening more beatings to come, Charlie swiftly realizes, by the urgings of an inner voice, that there is a chance for revenge ready to hand. His eyes glow sulfur yellow, his hand beckons to the roiling clouds above, and he summons the power of Demogorgon, his own birthright, to slay his tormentors.


  It turns out, then, that Charlie really was the son of Guigos/Khumeni, that the Antichrist had begotten twins, one more human than the other, just like Yog-Sothoth in “The Dunwich Horror.”


  What would have happened next? Would Guigos’s plans for the destruction of humanity have resumed with Charlie at the helm? We don’t know: Lumley did start a second Demogorgon novel, then trashed it.


  If we discount the Necroscope series, Khai of Ancient Khem (1980) just may count as Brian Lumley’s purest and best piece of writing. It has epic grandeur, surprising plot twists, sex and romance, pulp horror, and a narrative power and sense of historical sweep reminiscent of Robert E. Howard. The novel takes place, for the most part, in something like Howard’s Hyborian Age, an earlier age of Egypt and Ethiopia (Khem and Kush) than archaeologists have evidence for. The book begins in medias res and then doubles back to catch up and wind itself up, but we will summarize the action in chronological order (as much as we can in a story of time travel!).


  The hero Khai is the son of the Pharaoh Khasathut’s chief architect. All pharaohs claimed descent from the gods, and this has led recent flying saucer enthusiasts to speculate that the pharaohs were descended from, or at least patronized by, space aliens whose technology allowed them to build the pyramids, so astonishing an architectural feat for a culture that did not yet have even the wheel that extraterrestrial help starts sounding like a likely hypothesis! (Until, that is, you wonder why the aliens didn’t also give them the damn wheel!) In Khai of Ancient Khem, this guess is confirmed: The ancestors of the pharaohs did descend from outer space (between which and heaven the ancients would have drawn no distinction anyway). When young Khai first beholds the Pharaoh he can easily believe these claims, for the potentate does appear literally larger than life, enclosed, as he later learns, in a golden armored suit that makes him seem to tower over all present in godlike splendor. (We later learn that the suit encases a feeble homunculus of a man, bearing the marks of dynastic inbreeding as well as of unsuccessful interbreeding between humans and aliens.) The Pharaoh terrifies Khai’s father and mother when he tells them he is pleased with his family and wishes to consider Khai’s sister for his harem when she is of age, and to take Khai himself into his personal service. Knowing what degenerate horrors these promises portend, the royal architect spends the next few years in terrible depression, as does his wife. Meanwhile, an assistant, working as a spy for Pharaoh, plots to betray him. When this plan comes to fruition, Khai is traumatized at seeing his mother and sister gang-raped by Pharaoh’s guards, his father butchered. And he, speechless, is taken in hand by the effeminate high priest and vizier of Pharaoh, who begins to coach him in his new duties, which include grotesque sexual favors which the vizier himself has till now been providing, though he professes to be happy to share the work with Khai.


  This is enough to make the shell-shocked youth plot to flee the palatial pyramid in which Pharaoh dwells, something made possible by his knowledge of the blueprints of the place, his father having designed it. Khai is taken in by Adonda Gomba, the Slave King, foreman of all his fellow black slaves in the royal city of Asorbes. He naturally hates Pharaoh and senses the destiny of Khai to overthrow the madman one day. Disguising him as a slave, Gomba sends him down the river on a slave transport with instructions as to when and where to jump overboard and shed his manacles. He does so and is picked up by the voluptuous trader Mhyna. She initiates him sexually, but bids him farewell when they arrive at his next point of departure. Khai heads in the direction of Kush and soon stumbles onto a scene of murder and torture. A couple of Arabs have recaptured a party of runaway slave-recruits and are making an example of some of them. Unable to prevent the terrible deaths of two men, Khai’s arrows, with which he is expert, cut down two of the slavers, saving one of the women from rape. One Arab escapes, and eventually Khai and his new companions are recaptured. He manages to escape again and finally contacts a roving party of Kushite troops in a guerrilla campaign against Pharaoh. Leading them is Melembrin the Fox, King of the Kushite tribes. Khai had appeared again just in time to prevent a rape, this time that of the King’s daughter, the Princess Ashtarta. He immediately joins their ranks, glad to have any chance to oppose Pharaoh and his interests.


  It is not long before Melembrin’s forces learn of a major Khemite initiative to crush them and end their harassment once and for all. But the Kushites are ready with an avalanche ambush that destroys half the Khemite host. During the ensuing fighting, the King is wounded with a poison arrow, though he will linger, his strength fading, for some years yet. Peace descends on the land, during which time Khai earns more and more of a reputation among his adopted people. His rival for the affections of the princess is a young soldier named Manek Thotak, who befriends Khai but still holds his Khemite origins against him, fearing that he might one day seek the throne, impossible for a foreigner. The collective calm is shattered by the visit of the seven magi, a group of savants from all the ancient nations, each specializing in one of the metaphysical arts. (Pharaoh has working for him their opposite number, the Dark Heptad, who practice analogous Black Arts). The magi report that such a massive assault is soon to overtake Kush from Khem that the only possible course open to them is for all Kushites to abandon their country under the leadership of Khai and others, splitting up and seeking temporary shelter among other nations, in the meantime preparing themselves for counter attack. Pharaoh’s army will find but leagues of scorched earth, a land not worth the conquering. At the same time, the Kushites will augment the strength of other enemy nations to make war against Pharaoh, who will then withdraw from Kush to fight elsewhere. Khai takes over from here, explaining that during the time of sojourning and rebuilding it will be possible to manufacture certain new devices that will give them the clear advantage when it comes time, three and a half years hence, to attack Khem. You see, Khai has visionary dreams of other times, past and future, and through these dreams he is aware of advanced weapons like war chariots and iron swords.


  All goes according to plan, except that, in order to counter his enemies’ new military advantages, Pharaoh has his Dark Heptad take time off from their usual work of trying to discover the secret of immortality (he is old and near death) to work on magical counter attacks. They send plagues of disease- bearing rats against the Kushites and their allies, then swarming insects and other vermin to devour all in their path. The seven magi are able to warn Khai and the others in time, so losses are minimal. At last the Kushite host lays siege to Asorbes, and Manek Thotak sees an opportunity to get his rival out of the way for good. He is not so enamored of the queen (Ashtarta) as he is jealous that no Khemite should rule Kush, not even Khai. So, by clever stratagem he delivers Khai into enemy hands. The Dark Heptad send his soul off into a future incarnation, leaving his inert body untenanted. This they allow Manek Thotak to take back to Kush so that his betrayal may not include actual murder. (Ironically, it seems to be this meddling with the time stream that has retroactively caused Khai to have knowledge of the future and its weaponry!)


  The seven magi contrive to work the same spell on Manek Thotak himself, whose treachery they do not suspect, sending his soul into the future to find that of Khai and guide him back. The plan is successful, and the latter-day incarnations of the two men meet in the offices of an English museum of Egyptology. They instinctively recognize one another and begin to fight a desperate combat. Both fall limp, and their ancient personae awaken back in their earlier bodies. They quickly resume their fight, then decide, given the circumstances, that they had best resume cooperation against Pharaoh. Rejoining the siege, they are witness to one more magical scheme when the Dark Heptad unleashes clouds of unnatural lightning, blasting Khai’s charioteers from the heavens. But the seven magi soon turn this weapon around onto the walled city of Asorbes itself, initiating the collapse and rout of Pharaoh’s defenses. The slaves revolt at Adonda Gomba’s signal, and the city is breached. Pharaoh’s empire has imploded, but the greatest danger still awaits, as the Dark Heptad have finally managed to find a way Pharaoh may become immortal. It involves conjuring the dread Nyarlathotep and bargaining with him. Pharaoh Khasathut may become immortal, all right, but he will reign over a planet of universal insanity. And that is fine with him, already quite insane as he is! Khai manages to overcome psychic barriers set up around the chanting coven and to burn them all to death. The slowly congealing ectoplasmic presence of Nyarlathotep disperses just in time, and Khai leads his troops in a desperate escape from the collapsing pyramid, now rapidly filling with sand through a system of trap doors his father had designed.


  Safe outside, Khai at last confronts the scrawny Pharaoh on the ramp leading up the pyramid’s face. To his consternation, the Pharaoh activates a spell placed upon him by the Heptad at the same time they sent his soul into the future: Should it return, it would come under Pharaoh’s mesmeric control, and now it does. Khai drops his sword helplessly. But the Pharaoh’s doom is nonetheless at hand. Certain signs had led him to believe that he might hope for last-minute deliverance by the return of his extraterrestrial ancestors, and now indeed their spaceship, a revolving golden pyramid, fills the sky. A death ray blasts him, heedless of his pleas, and destroys what is left of Asorbes. Apparently his agenda was his own, and the aliens never intended any domination of the earth. They depart as suddenly as they arrived. It is a bit of a deus ex machina ending (Lumley fans may recognize a similar device in the later novel The House of Doors, where alien authorities show up at the last minute to capture a rogue alien who had been threatening the earth with destruction). But this doesn’t mean it is a cheat ending. Lumley hadn’t painted himself into a corner. In fact, if anything, it is the last-minute ability of the Pharaoh to paralyze Khai that seems artificial, as it is the only way to prevent natural vengeance from taking its course. But having begun with the element of alien origins, Lumley properly wants to bring it full circle, hence the sudden appearance of the spaceship.


  Khai and Manek Thotak are left to pick up the pieces. They agree that Manek Thotak is right: A Khemite can never rule Kush. But Khem is now leaderless, and Khai proposes that he and his beloved Ashtarta shall rule it, while Manek Thotak and an old girlfriend become king and queen of Kush. Done.


  An epilogue informs us that the future, twentieth-century incarnations of the two men have dropped their half-remembered quarrel and undertaken new excavations in the sands of Egypt, where they may perhaps find a clue to the destiny that mysteriously links them, as well as some clue to the whereabouts of Ashtarta’s modern persona, for whom Khai’s heart still longs.


  Khai of Ancient Khem is a tale of sword and sorcery, of romance and reincarnation, that Robert E. Howard would have been proud of. We are hard pressed not to think of Howard’s James Allison stories in which Allison, a modern man, recalls all his previous incarnations, many of them, naturally, heroic and barbaric. We think especially of “Children of the Night” and “People of the Dark,” in which the narrator’s present-day conflict with another man is a race-memory reenactment of an ancient feud between them.


  The use of the Cthulhu Mythos in Khai of Ancient Khem is particularly astute. If anyone complains that Lumley sometimes cannot exclude from the narrative his fascination with the Lovecraftian pantheon, lecturing the reader on details of Cthulhuvian belief, such a reader will have no complaint here. Nyarlathotep appears where he works best, as a menacing shadow looming up behind. He is never quite on stage, and that is enough. Less is more. Instead of predictable Great Old Ones and Cthulhu Cycle deities, here we read more ambiguously and evocatively of Powers of Evil.


  Lumley has admitted that he wrote his early Lovecraftian pieces simply for his own amusement (the same motivation, by the way, that Lovecraft had for his early Lovecraftian pieces!). This did not stand in the way of his writing a great number of highly effective Lovecraft homages. But in Khai of Ancient Khem we sense for the first time that he is really trying to create a serious fantasy novel, and he has admirably succeeded.
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  [image: Image] THOSE readers who only know Brian Lumley’s work through his bestselling Necroscope series of novels are missing out on some of the author’s best, and most creative, fiction.


  Although he wrote some “humorous” science fiction stories when he was around fourteen years old, Lumley actually began his career as a short story writer while he was still serving as a sergeant with the British Royal Military Police in Berlin. But before that:


  Around 1961, while stationed in West Germany, he had come across a copy of Cry Horror! (1958) in a YMCA bookshop. Originally published in 1947 as The Lurking Fear and Other Stories, it was a British paperback collection of H. P. Lovecraft’s short stories, several of which were in the Rhode Island author’s interrelated Cthulhu Mythos series. “I was fascinated,” Lumley later revealed.


  Although he later mislaid his copy of the book, Lumley had recognized certain similarities between Lovecraft’s stories and a tale he had read by Robert Bloch many years earlier, while still a young boy growing up in Horden, County Durham.


  Then, while he was stationed in Cyprus in 1964, he came across a paperback copy of August Derleth’s anthology Dark Mind, Dark Heart (1962). And as he recalled: “For the first time it became clear to me that Lovecraft (of whom I still knew very little) had originated this style and complicated theme that I found so completely fascinating, and that he had inspired many other such tales by a fantastic following of fellow authors, many of them friends and contemporaries of his, but at least one, though later I was to discover many more, who was not even born until years after Lovecraft’s death.”


  Over the next couple of years, Lumley added to his collection of Lovecraftian books whenever and wherever he could. And finally, when he was stationed in Berlin, H. P. Lovecraft and his “Mythos” changed Lumley’s life forever.


  “Around 1967 I contacted Arkham House and had a lot of Lovecraft material sent to me by August Derleth,” he explained. “He later suggested that I should try my hand at writing Mythos fiction.”


  Lumley had started writing during his night shifts, and he’d sent three of his Lovecraft-inspired tales off to Derleth with an order for some books. He was astounded when the veteran editor purchased two of these stories straight away and suggested a revision of the third one.


  “Most of what Derleth read he liked and bought,” the author told David Sutton and Mike Barrett. “I had no agent, no other contact with the genre, I was not even part of fandom . . . Derleth took me under his literary wing and aimed me in the right direction.”


  Lumley’s first professionally published story appeared in The Arkham Collector Number Three (Summer 1968). “This slim magazine or ‘house journal’ didn’t have room for long pieces,” Lumley later recalled, “so Derleth liked to keep stories short and to the point.”


  The nine-page tale, entitled “The Cyprus Shell,” takes the form of a letter. Although not a Mythos story, it was inspired by H.P. Lovecraft’s horror of the sea and seafood.


  “Manuscripts from beginners at writing come in to Arkham House with fair regularity,” explained Derleth, while introducing his new protégé to the readership, “and in particular from young Lovecraftians who want to write in the vein of the Cthulhu Mythos . . . The Mythos is more challenging than most writers would believe. But from time to time we chance upon a writer who shows far more than ordinary promise. Such a writer was John Ramsey Campbell, who has grown consistently from his first stories. Brian Lumley is another.”


  The story was subsequently reprinted in the Corps Journal of the Royal Military Police (1st quarter, 1969). At the time Lumley had been writing seriously for less than a year. However, he knew Cyprus very well and, as he later confided, “I created my own little milieu.”


  Not long after the story was published, the author was having dinner in Berlin when he suddenly developed an unexpected allergy to shellfish. “I couldn’t believe it, I’d always eaten shellfish!” Lumley explained to Francesco Cova. “I think that the story was perhaps the source of the allergy. And if anybody had said this to me I’d have laughed, but it happens to be a fact!”


  Lumley’s next appearance was in The Arkham Collector Number Four (Winter 1969) with “The Thing in the Moonlight II.” Originally titled “The Man in the Dream,” it is the completion of a fragment which, at least in part, was written by Lovecraft.


  “Back in early 1968 when I was filling up with HPL and issuing Mythos ichor from every pore like some savagely stricken fungus beast, I did dream pretty much what follows after the Lovecraft fragment called ‘The Thing in the Moonlight,’ ” Lumley recalled. “On awakening I remembered it, wrote it down and sent it to August Derleth.”


  Derleth wrote Lumley four or five consecutive letters praising the story, which he particularly liked. However, despite his status as a newcomer, Lumley did not always agree with Derleth’s editorial suggestions. “Usually, if the story was any good at all, we’d make a compromise,” explained the author. “I’d perhaps write a couple of paragraphs over, rarely more than two or three pages; that would usually suffice.”


  When the story was published in The Arkham Collector, it included some minor textual and layout changes. Derleth apologized to the writer and said the errors had not been his fault. Lumley’s original version eventually appeared as the cover story in Fantasy Tales No. 5 (Winter 1979).


  With only two published stories to his credit, Lumley made his hardcover debut in Derleth’s next Arkham House anthology. “He was looking for stories for Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos (1969),” the author recalled, “and suggested that my story ‘The Sister City,’ which was very long, should be shorter.”


  Originally submitted to Derleth as a 14,000-word novelette in three chapters, the editor bought it straight away, but asked if it could be cut by around 10,000 words! Lumley reluctantly agreed and over two nights managed to reduce the story by two-thirds while still retaining his original theme. “I personally cut it down,” he explained, “but later I incorporated all the original material and built upon it for my first novel, Beneath the Moors (1974).”


  He also did the same thing with “Cement Surroundings,” his second contribution to Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos. Meanwhile, “The Sister City” became Lumley’s first story to be published in his native Britain when editor Richard Davis included it in The Year’s Best Horror Stories No. 1 (1971), published by Sphere Books and later reprinted by DAW Books in America.


  While still developing his own version of H.P. Lovecraft’s Cthulhu Mythos, Lumley introduced readers to his occult investigator Titus Crow in “Billy’s Oak,” an unconventional ghost story first published in The Arkham Collector Number Six (Winter 1970) and reprinted in the Corps Journal of Royal Military Police (2nd quarter, 1970).


  Despite its mention of Lumley’s own contribution to the library of “black” books, the Cthaat Aquadingen, the author later admitted to Francesco Cova that “ ‘Billy’s Oak’ wasn’t intended to be a Mythos story at all. It was intended to be a ghost story. The Mythos crept in, perhaps because at the time I was seeped in the Mythos, I was full of the Mythos.”


  Titus Crow returned a few months later in “An Item of Supporting Evidence” in The Arkham Collector Number Seven (Summer 1970). It was inspired by the fascination of Lumley’s coal miner father for museums and ancient civilizations.


  The writer found himself sharing the contents page with his mentor, August Derleth, in Gerald W. Page’s magazine Witchcraft & Sorcery No. 6 (May 1971), subtitled “The Modern Magazine of Weird Tales.” Illustrated by Stephen E. Fabian, Lumley’s “Mother Love” was a very short post-apocalyptic story with a nasty twist in the tail.


  Lumley also had two stories in Derleth’s next Arkham House anthology, Dark Things (1971). “The Deep-Sea Conch” (reprinted in Ramsey Campbell’s young adult anthology The Gruesome Book [1983]) is again written in letter form, as a “reply” to the narrator of “The Cyprus Shell,” with which it forms a diptych.


  “Rising with Surtsey” is once again a typical Mythos tale and was one of the author’s most ambitious stories to date, an homage to both Lovecraft and Derleth (it was slightly updated for James Turner’s Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos [1990]).


  Amongst Lumley’s earliest literary influences was reading William Hope Hodgson’s “The Voice in the Night” in his father’s copy of The Mammoth Book of Thrillers, Ghosts and Mysteries (1936) when he was eight or nine years old. “I’ve always loved the sea,” he told David Sutton and Mike Barrett, and the two stories in Dark Things, along with “The Night Sea-Maid Went Down” and “Haggopian,” form a loose quartet of Mythos “sea” stories by the author.


  Unfortunately, Dark Things was the fourth and final Derleth-edited anthology of new stories to be published by Arkham. Although he had prepared much of the imprint’s publishing schedule throughout the 1970s, Derleth died on July 4, 1971. “He was a mentor, a friend, a teacher,” recalled Lumley.


  Meanwhile, more than a year earlier, Derleth had suggested to the writer that they should put together a collection of Lumley’s stories to be published by Arkham House.


  Delayed due to rapidly increasing costs and decreasing space for stock, the result finally appeared after Derleth’s death as The Caller of the Black (1971). Published in a hardcover edition limited to approximately 3,600 copies, the volume contained fourteen stories written between 1967–69.


  “Introducing the work of a gifted new author is a welcome event for every publisher,” proclaimed the dust jacket copy. “And readers who appreciate the literature of fantasy will find in this book an exceptional talent, as Mr. Lumley proceeds from the world of reality to the realms of unlimited dream.”


  Although Derleth had a reputation for often rewriting the work of new authors, Lumley was adamant that “Derleth hardly touched my stuff at all. He did, on several occasions, remove a bit of purple prose, but I would guess that he didn’t change one percent of my work.”


  However, in an interview with Francesco Cava, the author also admitted: “He pointed out numerous errors. I won’t mention the story, but he once said that a certain story was liable to make the reader laugh more than make him frightened. It infuriated me at the time, but later it appeared it was a very sensible suggestion. When I read the story five years later I was brought to laugh rather than to fear.”


  Although still heavily influenced by his reading of Lovecraft and the Mythos, many of the stories in The Caller of the Black already revealed that Lumley was willing to experiment with different concepts: from the reclusive psycho of “A Thing About Cars!” (calling to mind the backwoods maniacs of Tobe Hooper’s The Texas Chainsaw Massacre [1974]) and the EC comics style retribution of “The Writer in the Garret” (subsequently revised slightly for its appearance in Gaslight & Ghost [1988]), to the hypnotic killer tree of “The Thing from the Blasted Heath” and the mad scientist/author of “Ambler’s Inspiration,” Lumley’s fiction was already beginning to mature away from its initial influences.


  However, he would (or could) never totally leave the Cthulhu Mythos behind. “Dylath-Leen,” a dream-quest story inspired by Lovecraft’s tales of Randolph Carter, was later incorporated into Lumley’s 1978 novel The Clock of Dreams, while “In the Vaults Beneath” and “The Night Sea-Maid Went Down” (included in the author’s first novel, The Burrowers Beneath [1974]) were also firmly rooted in the Mythos.


  Like other writers before him, notably Robert Bloch and Ramsey Campbell, many of Lumley’s Cthulhu Mythos stories took various Lovecraftian trappings—the Elder Gods, the Great Old Ones, various forbidden tomes—and updated them for a contemporary audience. Since first appearing in the pulp magazines of the 1920s and ’30s, this had been an inherent strength in Lovecraft’s Cthulhu fiction and, at the urging of Derleth, Lumley was more than happy to extrapolate the late author’s eldritch deities into the modern world.


  “My primary interest in the Mythos was directed towards opening it up,” he told Sutton and Barrett. “To stick to the stereotyped formulas would be to have assisted in the stagnation and death of the Mythos.”


  However, the author also noted that Derleth had advised him that once he had got Lovecraft’s influence out of his system, then he would “really write.”


  Lumley’s Titus Crow stories, “Billy’s Oak” and “An Item of Supporting Evidence,” were both included in The Caller of the Black, which also featured Crow in the title story and “De Marigny’s Clock” (reprinted in Fedogan & Bremer’s Dark Detectives: Adventures of the Supernatural Sleuths [1999]), which Lumley realized in retrospect had probably been subconsciously inspired by the Lovecraft tale “The Terrible Old Man.”


  The collection also introduced Crow’s Watson-like assistant Henri-Laurent de Marigny in the character’s only “solo” short story appearance, “The Mirror of Nitocris.” Written in the summer of 1968 and originally titled “Nitocris’s Mirror,” it was reprinted in Imagine No. 13 (April 1984).


  Crow and de Marigny later became the main protagonists of a trio of Lovecraftian novels: The Burrowers Beneath (1974), The Transition of Titus Crow (1975), and The Clock of Dreams (1978). Two more Crow stories, “The Viking’s Stone” and “Darghud’s Doll,” were included in the author’s second Arkham House collection, The Horror at Oakdeene and Others (1977), while the novellas “Name and Number” and “Lord of the Worms” appeared in Kadath No. 5 (July 1982). and Weirdbook No. 17 (1983), respectively.


  Henri-Laurent de Marigny was himself the hero of the novel In the Moons of Borea (1979), a sequel to Spawn of the Winds (1978), and a coda to the series, “The Black Recalled,” was published in the World Fantasy Convention 1983 souvenir book. All the Titus Crow stories were eventually collected in The Compleat Crow (1987, revised 1997).


  The Caller of the Black included reprints of three tales which had originally appeared in The Arkham Collector—“The Cyprus Shell,” “Billy’s Oak,” and “An Item of Supporting Evidence.” These stories, along with “The Thing in the Moonlight II” and Lumley’s poems “Enough” (from issue No. 8) and “In Pressure-Pounded Chasms” (from No. 9) were featured in The Arkham Collector Vol. 1 (1971), a hardcover binding of the less than 700 remaining complete sets of the magazine/catalogue.


  There was no second volume. After ten issues, the title was suspended indefinitely with Derleth’s untimely death. However, the periodical and its astute editor had been instrumental in launching Lumley’s writing career. “He gave me a push when I might have stopped,” acknowledged the author, who now had to begin looking around for new markets.


  From the files of Titus Crow, “The Burrowers Beneath” appeared in Penny and Meade Frierson’s one-shot small press publication HPL in 1972. It was the first chapter (“The Nethermost Caverns”) from the forthcoming novel of the same title.


  Written in 1969, “David’s Worm” is a slice of comedy grue about a freshwater flatworm that would not have been out of place in the pages of The Pan Book of Horror Stories. It originally appeared in editor Richard Davis’s The Year’s Best Horror Stories No. 2 (1972) and was reprinted in the short-lived British fiction magazine Short Stories (August 1981). It has also been read on German, French, and Italian radio.


  Lumley returned to the Mythos with “Haggopian” in the June 1973 issue of The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction. Also read on German radio, it was subsequently selected by Davis for Sphere Books’ The Year’s Best Horror Stories No. 3 (1973) and formed part of the short novel “Return of the Deep Ones.”


  Despite having a title which apparently places it amongst Lumley’s series of Lovecraftian pastiches, “The House of Cthulhu” is in fact the first of a series of high fantasy stories more obviously inspired by Zothique and Hyperborea, the “lost worlds” created by Weird Tales author Clark Ashton Smith.


  Set in the primal continent of Theem’hdra—an advanced civilization which existed millions of years before the dinosaurs, Atlantis, or Mu—the story describes a quest by ruthless reaver Zar-thule to plunder the fabled treasure of the tentacled god.


  First published in the premier issue of Stuart David Schiff’s influential small press magazine Whispers (July 1973), “The House of Cthulhu” was nominated for a prestigious World Fantasy Award and subsequently reprinted in Richard Davis’s The First Orbit Book of Horror Stories (aka The Year’s Best Horror Stories Series III, 1975). and Schiff’s own Whispers: An Anthology of Fantasy and Horror (1977).


  According to Schiff, it was “the first heroic-fantasy addition to the Mythos to appear professionally.”


  Lumley obviously enjoyed writing the Theem’hdra stories (which he had commenced in the early 1970s). The central conceit was that they purported to be transcriptions of manuscripts written by the wizard Teh Atht of Klühn, discovered by Icelandic professor Thelred Gustau after a volcanic eruption and passed on to the author for publication. The reader will note that “Thelred Gustau” is a small Lumley homage to August Derleth!


  Throughout the remainder of the decade, Teh Atht’s “historical” narratives from Legends of the Olden Runes were continued in such stories as “Tharquest and the Lamia Orbiquita” (Fantastic, November 1976), “How Kank-Thad Returned to Bhur-Esh” (Fantastic, June 1977), “Mylakhrion the Immortal” (Fantasy Tales No. 1, Summer 1977), “The Sorcerer’s Dream” (Whispers No. 13/14, October 1979, a special tribute to Fritz Leiber issue), and “Cryptically Yours” (Escape No. 1, Fall 1977, and reprinted in Swords Against Darkness IV [1979] edited by Andrew J. Offutt and The Year’s Best Fantasy Stories 6 [1980] edited by Lin Carter).


  All these tales, along with an original introduction and five new stories (“The Sorcerer’s Book,” “Isles of the Suhm-Yi,” “Lords of the Morass,” “Curse of the Golden Guardians,” and “The Wine of the Wizard”) were eventually collected in The House of Cthulhu and Other Tales of the Primal Land (aka Tales of the Primal Land Volume 1, 1984), illustrated by Jim Pitts and published by W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook Press in an edition of 1,200 copies, of which approximately twenty percent were bound in hardcovers. Another Theem’hdra story, “To Kill a Wizard,” was published in Weirdbook Sampler (1988) and included in a revised 1991 paperback edition of The House of Cthulhu.


  A second series of Primal Land stories featuring swordsman Tarra Khash the Hrossak appeared in Ganley’s occasional magazine Weirdbook. These included “Treasure of the Scarlet Scorpion” (No. 16, 1982), “The Kiss of the Lamia” (No. 20, 1985), and “In the Temple of Terror” (No. 22, 1987), while a further tale, “Told in the Desert,” turned up in the last issue of the Italian magazine Kadath (No. 6/7, Fall 1984), an Heroic Fantasy Special which eventually appeared after more than a year’s delay.


  These tales of gods, lamias, and wizards were subsequently collected by Ganley’s new publishing imprint in the Jim Pitts-illustrated The Compleat Khash: Volume One: Never a Backward Glance (aka Hrossak! Tales of the Primal Land Volume 2, 1991), along with “Isles of the Suhm-Yi” and “Curse of the Golden Guardians” from The House of Cthulhu. A novel set in the same milieu, Sorcery in Shad: Tales of the Primal Land 3, followed two years later from the same publisher.


  Originally written under the title “Told in the Dark,” “Problem Child” is a story about a ghoul that was accepted by editor Roger Elwood for his 1974 anthology Vampires, Werewolves and Other Monsters. In fact, Elwood liked the tale so much, he used it again in Spine-Chillers: Unforgettable Tales of Terror by Algernon Blackwood and Others, which he co-edited four years later with Howard Goldsmith.


  “The Last Rite” formed the first chapter of the round-robin tale “Othuum!” and appeared in the tenth issue of Witchcraft & Sorcery (1974). That magazine’s editor, Gerald W. Page, included Lumley’s story “What Dark God?” in his Arkham House anthology Nameless Places (1975). Written at a time when the author was turning out an average of two stories a month, this tale of a hellish train journey was originally intended for The Arkham Collector and had remained unpublished since Derleth’s death in 1971.


  “Aunt Hester” originally appeared in The Satyr’s Head and Other Tales of Terror (1975) edited by David A. Sutton. It was reprinted in The 20th Fontana Book of Great Ghost Stories (1984), where editor R. Chetwynd-Hayes explained that “Brian Lumley writes the kind of story that should have some future anthologist rubbing his hands with glee.” He went on to add: “Needless to say the climax is really horrifying.”


  Although inspired by the work of Lovecraft, Lumley admitted that “Aunt Hester” did not have the feel of a Lovecraft story: “The closest it comes to HPL is in its theme, or motif.”


  “No Way Home,” published in The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction (September 1975) and Short Stories (July 1981), was written in 1974, just after Lumley had finished a tour of duty in West Germany. The author came up with the idea after he got lost on a British motorway while returning home by car.


  Of his many Cthulhu Mythos-related stories, Lumley has described “Born of the Winds” as probably his favorite. Published as the cover story in The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction (December 1975) and reprinted by Robert M. Price in Chaosium’s The Ithaqua Cycle (1999), it was nominated for a World Fantasy Award but came runner-up to Fritz Leiber’s “Belsen Express.” However, the author did not learn this until ten years later!


  “Remember, I wasn’t a writer,” he recalled, “I was a soldier. What I was doing then I was doing as a hobby; I was writing for no one except me. If it was published, then that was a bonus.”


  However, Lumley was beginning to build an enthusiastic following on both. sides of the Atlantic with his already impressive body of work (all the more remarkable since he was still writing part-time).


  In 1976, the fourteenth issue of the British Fantasy Society’s journal Dark Horizons honored the author with a special Brian Lumley edition. Edited by Stephen Jones, it included two reprint stories (“Mother Love” and “Problem Child”), a career overview entitled “Brian Lumley: Latter Day Lovecraftian” by Mike Barrett and Dave Sutton, plus an interview with the author and a bibliography. Among the artists who contributed to this issue were Stephen E. Fabian, Jim Pitts, David Lloyd, Stephen Jones, and Alan Hunter.


  The author next strayed into Ray Bradbury territory with “The Fairground Horror” in Edward P. Berglund’s The Disciples of Cthulhu (1976). This tale of the rundown Hodgson’s Funfair and its eldritch attraction proved to be an atmospheric return to his Mythos roots.


  “To Lovecraft’s ideas Lumley brings a robust enjoyment of storytelling and adventure, and a strongly English style,” said fellow Derleth discovery Ramsey Campbell. “But his best work doesn’t depend on Lovecraft.”


  This was never more obvious than in Lumley’s thrilling story “The Viaduct” in Campbell’s anthology Superhorror (aka The Far Reaches of Fear, 1976). A deceptively simple tale about two boys trapped on a railway viaduct by an approaching train and the local crazy, it grew out of the author’s fear of heights. The story also contains distinct echoes of Stephen King’s novella “The Body” (famously filmed as Stand By Me), which was written around the same time but not published until six years later.


  Nearly as impressive was “The Man Who Photographed Beardsley,” a neat snapshot of psychopathic horror which appeared in The Star Book of Horror Stories No. 2 (1976), edited by Hugh Lamb.


  Soon after August Derleth died, Lumley had been approached by a young fan named Kirby McCauley, who asked the author if he was looking for an agent. Over the intervening years, McCauley had risen to become one of the most successful literary agents in America, not least because his major client list included Stephen King.


  McCauley’s 1976 anthology Frights showcased the work of a number of authors the agent represented, including Lumley’s “The Whisperer.” The author claimed that this was his effort to write the flip side to his then- unpublished story “Snarker’s Son.” “It was my attempt back in 1972 to write a weird tale without reference to the standard props of the game.”


  Derleth had accepted Lumley’s first novel, Beneath the Moors, towards the end of September 1970, although it did not see publication from Arkham House until four years later. The author’s third and final volume from Arkham was a second short story collection, The Horror at Oakdeene and Others, which eventually appeared in 1977.


  Limited to just over 4,160 copies, the book contained eight stories written between 1970–1973, including reprints of “Aunt Hester,” “No Way Home,” and the short novel “Born of the Winds.” Two new Titus Crow tales, “The Viking’s Stone” and “Darghud’s Doll,” were also included, while the title story was set in Oakdeene Sanatorium (previously alluded to in such stories as “Ambler’s Inspiration” and “In the Vaults Beneath”) and again revolved around Lumley’s cursed antiquarian tome, the Cthaat Aquadingen.


  However, despite various references to the Cthulhu Mythos, it was becoming obvious with this new collection that Lumley’s earlier adherence to Lovecraft’s concepts were beginning to give way to his own distinctive voice as a writer of contemporary horror and fantasy.


  Published in Cold Fear: New Tales of Terror (1977), “In the Glow-Zone” is a short post-apocalyptic tale that is similar to the earlier “Problem Child.” Editor Hugh Lamb described it as “sufficiently grim” enough to be included in a book of horror stories.


  “I find the borders between horror, fantasy and SF increasingly difficult to define,” revealed the author, “and I think it entirely possible that readers are having the same trouble.”


  Lumley has always expressed the greatest admiration for the small press, and after seeing “The House of Cthulhu” published in Whispers, it was perhaps inevitable that he would look to America’s second most successful semi-professional magazine, W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook, as another potential market.


  “Remember, I was still a soldier,” he explained. “I didn’t really give a damn; my wages were safe. Also, at that time my agent was American. 1 never gave much thought to being published in Britain I was never there! Apart from having a couple of stories in Richard Davis’s original Year’s Best Horror Stories, I didn’t even consider a UK publisher at that time.”


  Lumley’s first story for Weirdbook, “Zack Phalanx is Vlad the Impaler,” appeared in the eleventh issue of the magazine in 1977. The tale, in which a Hollywood film crew in Transylvania discovers that some legends never die, was reprinted in the centenary anthology The Mammoth Book of Dracula: Vampire Tales for the New Millennium (1997).


  Remaining with the small press for a while, “The Kiss of Bugg-Shash” was published in Jon M. Harvey’s Cthulhu 3: Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos (1978). It was a sequel to David Sutton’s story “Demoniacal,” which also appeared in the same chapbook.


  “His tale was so obviously a Mythos story that I wrote him and said, ‘Let me do a sequel!’ because I had an idea for just such,” Lumley told Robert M. Price. “He okayed that and I wrote ‘The Kiss of Bugg-Shash,’ which definitely was Mythos and so brought Dave’s tale firmly into the genre also.”


  The story subsequently appeared in Price’s magazine Crypt of Cthulhu No. 19 (Candlemas, 1984) a Lumley “Special,” and his Fedogan & Bremer anthology The New Lovecraft Circle (1996).


  Lumley made a return appearance in Stuart David Schiff’s Whispers No. 11/12 (October 1978) with “Vanessa’s Voice.” About a man haunted by the singing voice of the wife he pushed over a cliff, the idea for this story came when the author was serving in West Germany and lost his own voice while he was a drill instructor. It was reprinted in the first volume of After Midnight Stories (1985), edited by Amy Myers.


  “The Man Who Saw No Spiders” was published in Weirdbook No. 13 (1978). This tenth anniversary edition of the magazine was also available in hardcover.


  “Swordsmith and Sorcerer” in Fantasy Crossroads No. 1.5 (January 1979) was Chapter 11 in a round-robin story based upon a fragment by Robert E. Howard. Contributing authors included Karl Edward Wagner, Michael Moor-cock, Manly Wade Wellman, Frank Belknap Long, Ramsey Campbell, H. Warner Munn, and Marion Zimmer Bradley. All seventeen chapters were eventually published by Necronomicon Press in the trade paperback Ghor, Kin-Slayer (1997), edited by Jonathan Bacon.


  Lumley returned to Arkham House with “The Second Wish” in New Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos (1980), editor Ramsey Campbell’s follow-up volume, of sorts, to August Derleth’s 1969 anthology. Involving a pair of tourists who encounter an ancient evil in an Eastern European church, Lumley rewrote the ending at the request of the editor but reverted to his original version when the story was reprinted in his collections The Second Wish and Other Exhalations (1995) and Beneath the Moors & Darker Places (2002).


  “Snarker’s Son” was described as “a science fiction romp” by editor Hugh Lamb when it appeared in his 1980 anthology New Tales of Terror. “It is gratifying to report that Brian has successfully produced many good stories outside the Lovecraftian milieu,” continued Lamb, “and here is one of them.”


  The third issue of Kadath (November 1980), the bilingual Italian magazine edited and published by Francesco Cova, was completely devoted to Lumley’s work. Along with Italian-language reprintings of “Zack Phalanx is Vlad the Impaler,” “The Thing in the Moonlight II” and “The Kiss of Bugg-Shash,” this handsome tribute also included a new interview with the author, an updated bibliography, plus three original stories and a poem.


  “Too Much Monkey Business” was another humorous science fiction tale with two endings, allowing the reader to choose the one they liked best, while “The Man Who Got Slotted” was a modern-horror story about a gambler’s obsession. However, the high point of the issue was undeniably “The House of the Temple.” Lumley returned to his literary roots with this 13,000-word Cthulhu Mythos novella set in Scotland and involving a strange inheritance and an ancient horror dwelling in a valley pool. The story was justifiably nominated for a British Fantasy Award and reprinted in Lin Carter’s Weird Tales #3 (1981) and The Mammoth Book of Terror (1991).


  Having joined up in 1958, Lumley decided to finally leave the army after he had completed his twenty-two years of service. “I could have stayed on,” he explained, “but by then I had decided to take up writing full-time. It wasn’t that I’d had enough—it was a wonderful life—but I could now turn my attention to writing and hopefully make a success of it.”


  In December 1980 he became a full-time author. “After I left the military it soon became apparent to me that if I wanted to be successful I must stop writing for me and write for them—for the readers who pay hard cash for their pleasure,” Lumley told Horror Magazine. To this end he began producing novels like the Psychomech (1984–85) and Necroscope (1986–89) trilogies, yet he still continued to submit short stories, often to the smaller magazines. “I suppose it was desperation that had me sending this stuff out all over the place to make a few dollars,” he later admitted.


  “Recognition” is a classic haunted house story with a difference. It was first published in Weirdbook No. 15 (1981) and was reprinted in the William Kimber anthology Uninvited Guests (1984), edited by Peter C. Smith.


  Lumley returned to his science fiction themes with “The Strange Years,” an apocalyptic gem about a world ravaged by shape-changing ticks that appeared in Fantasy Tales No. 9 (Spring 1982) and The Best Horror from Fantasy Tales (1988).


  “Name and Number” was another novella featuring Crow and de Marigny. It was published in the Special Occult Detectives issue of Kadath No. 5 (July 1982), and was nominated for a British Fantasy Award. However, a more significant entry in the Crow canon was “Lord of the Worms,” which was featured in Weirdbook No. 17 (1983). Chronologically the first story in the sequence at that time, Lumley considers this major novella the “definitive” Titus Crow story: “When I wrote ‘Lord of the Worms’ there were some good markets out there,” he told Horror Magazine. “(For instance, The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction had already done my ‘Born of the Winds’.) But I didn’t think twice about where to send the story. It went to Paul Ganley. If he had turned it down, then I would have tried the pro houses. Crazy? Not in the least: loyal. He had championed me, and I would return the favor.”


  The author continued to support the small press with the appearance of “Late Shopping” in Weirdbook No. 18 (1983) and “The Unbeliever” in Fantasy Book No. 9 (August 1983), while “The Black Recalled”—a tale involving Blowne House, the residence of the missing Titus Crow and his friend Henri-Laurent de Marigny—appeared in Robert Weinberg’s souvenir book for the World Fantasy Convention 1983 in Chicago.


  Lumley has always been fascinated by the ichthyoid denizens of “The Shadow Over Innsmouth,” which he has cited as his favorite Lovecraft story, and he paid splendid tribute to the tale with his short novel “Return of the Deep Ones,” which incorporated his story “Haggopian.” It was first published over six chapters, illustrated by Dave Carson, in Fantasy Book No. 11 (March 1984), No. 12 (June 1984) and No. 13 (September 1984).


  “To write a good Mythos story is an extremely difficult thing,” the author explained to David Sutton and Mike Barrett. “To begin with, you’ve first got to find your way through the fringe Mythos garbage to the solid core—the good stuff—and then work outwards.”


  Lumley remained in Lovecraftian mode for “The Statement of One John Gibson” in Crypt of Cthulhu No. 19 (Candlemas 1984). This sequel to the story “The Diary of Alonzo Typer,” which Lovecraft revised from a draft by William Lumley (no relation), was reprinted in Robert M. Price’s anthology The New Lovecraft Circle (1996). from Fedogan & Bremer. Meanwhile, “Cthaat Aquadingen” in Crypt of Cthulhu No. 23 (St. John’s Eve 1984) purports to be a brief passage from Lumley’s mythical volume of forbidden law and includes helpful notes by Henri-Laurent de Marigny!


  The author next had a run of stories in the Weird Tales-inspired American magazine Etchings & Odysseys, edited by the controversial R. Alain Everts and others. These included “Spider in the Bath” in No. 4 (October 1984), “Little Man Lost” in No. 7 (1985) and “Swamped” in No. 9 (1986). The latter two tales were eventually reprinted in Britain in Peeping Tom 19 (July 1995) and Peeping Tom 23 (July 1996) respectively, while “Little Man Lost” also appeared in the two-in-one magazine Dark Regions/The Year’s Best Fantastic Fiction (1998).


  Following “Spaghetti” in Weirdbook No. 21 (1985), Lumley returned to the vampire genre with one of his most memorable short stories: “Necros” is a clever twist on the theme, with an ending which is guaranteed to come as a surprise. It first appeared in The Second Book of After Midnight Stories (1986) edited by Amy Myers before being reprinted in The Mammoth Book of Vampires (1992) and The Hot Blood Series: Crimes of Passion (1997). More importantly, it was also chosen by editor Karl Edward Wagner for his annual anthology, The Year’s Best Horror Stories XV (1987)—the sixth of ten appearances Lumley made in the prestigious series published by DAW Books.


  “Necros” was also one of three half-hour pilot episodes adapted for The Hunger (1997), a made-for-cable TV sex and horror anthology series created by Jeff Fazio and hosted by Terence Stamp. Yet despite being directed by Russell Mulcahy in Montreal and featuring veteran actor Leonardo Cimino as the suspected vampire, there was not much left of Lumley’s superior story in the broadcast version.


  “Hell is a Personal Place” was published in Fantasy Tales No. 17 (Summer 1987), the tenth anniversary edition of the British small press magazine and the final one in that format. The story involves a confrontation in Hell between Adolph Hitler and the Grim Reaper and was subsequently included in the anthology Dante’s Disciples (1995) edited by Peter Crowther and Edward E. Kramer.


  When The Compleat Crow was published in 1987, the collection included a new story, “Inception,” which chronologically became the first Titus Crow story, but the last to be written. “I ‘blame’ this story on Paul Ganley,” revealed Lumley. “When we were talking about a Crow book, he said: ‘What about Crow’s early years? Why exactly was he the way he was?’


  “I could see what he was after, and so answered: ‘No, no—we already have Titus Crow’s origin in “Lord of the Worms.” ’ But Paul’s questions had been sufficient to set the wheels turning in my head, and damned if I could stop them! I became immediately caught up in the new story, so much so that the novel I was writing had to wait. It waited for three days, at the end of which time I wrote Finis—a very satisfying Finis—on Titus Crow’s beginnings.”


  “Inception” was reprinted in the souvenir booklet for Fantasycon XIV (October 1989) to commemorate Lumley’s appearance as Master of Ceremonies at the British Fantasy Convention.


  “The Thin People” was included in Whispers 23/24 (October 1987), the final issue in that format of Stuart David Schiff’s influential magazine which, by this time, had grown into a 170-plus page perfect-bound paperback. Inspired by the author’s residency in north London’s Crouch End area (whose other inhabitants have included Clive Barker, Stephen King, Peter Straub and Kim Newman), this is one of Lumley’s most atmospheric stories. It deals with the strange denizens of London’s Barrows Hill—the very tall, very thin residents who unfold themselves at night. It appeared the same year in Amy Myers’s The Third Book of After Midnight Stories and was selected by Karl Edward Wagner for The Year’s Best Horror Stories XVI (1988).


  Lumley revealed that “1987–88 were very good writing and publishing years for me,” and the new year began with one of the author’s most effective honor stories. In “The Sun, the Sea and the Silent Scream” a tourist couple discover there is something nasty in the water on a Greek Island. It first appeared in The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction (February 1988) and was reprinted in Dark Voices 2: The Pan Book of Horror (1990).


  The author continued his winning streak with “Fruiting Bodies” in Weird Tales No. 291 (Summer 1988), illustrated by Stephen Fabian. A town crumbling into the sea is infested with a particularly virulent and adaptable type of fungoid dry rot in this, one of Lumle’s very best non-Mythos stories. The tale was not only chosen for Wagner’s The Year’s Best Horror Stories XVII (1989), but it also won the British Fantasy Award for Best Short Fiction of that year.


  Lumley returned to the Cthulhu Mythos and the race of batrachian Deep Ones in “Dagon’s Bell,” which is set on the northeast coast of England, an area the author knows well. This dynamic novella was originally set to appear in Kadath in 1983, before that magazine folded. It was finally published in Weird book No. 23/24 (1988) and later included in the Fedogan & Bremer anthology Shadows Over Innsmouth (1994) and the collection Beneath the Moors & Darker Places (2002).


  In contrast, “Synchronicity, or Something” (1988) was a lighthearted novella about Cthulhu gaming published as a chapbook by Carl T. Ford’s Dagon Press in a 350-copy signed and numbered edition illustrated by Dave Carson.


  “Dead on Time,” about an IRA bomber who gets his just reward, appeared in The Fourth Book of After Midnight Stories (1988), and there were more EC comic-style terrors loose in a local cinema in “Back Row,” published in Terror Australis (Autumn 1988) and reprinted in Dark Voices 5: The Pan Book of Horror (1993) and Jeff Gelb and Michael Garrett’s erotic anthology series The Hot Blood Series: Stranger By Night (1996).


  “Uzzi” is another neat slice of grue about a witch’s vampiric curse that attaches itself to a human host. It appeared in the British newsstand magazine Fear No. 2 (September—October 1988) and also the first volume of the Dark Terrors anthology series (1995).


  “The Man Who Felt Pain” in the second volume of the new paperback incarnation of Fantasy Tales (Spring 1989) is a futuristic chiller about a unique medical problem. It was voted by the readers as the best story in that issue, and subsequently appeared in the Australian anthology The Giant Book of Fantasy Tales (1996).


  The author reached back into his childhood, growing up on the coal-black coast of northeast England, for the superior psychological chiller “The Pit-Yakker” in Weird Tales No. 294 (Fall 1989). It was reprinted in DAW Books’ The Year’s Best Horror Stories XVIII (1990), wherein editor Karl Edward Wagner warned readers that the story “makes strong and effective use of the sort of English locales that won’t be included in your tour package.”


  The subsequent edition of Weird Tales (Winter 1989/90) was a Special Brian Lumley Issue, nicely illustrated in the pulp style by Vincent Di Fate. Along with an interview with the author, it included three new stories.


  “The Disapproval of Jeremy Cleave” is a blackly comic chiller which reveals that not all the living dead have to return from the grave complete . . . Lumley described the story, which was reprinted in The Mammoth Book of Zombies (1993), as being “in its way a small homage to Mr. Ronald Chetwynd-Hayes, a dear old Brit friend of mine who has often been ‘accused’ of introducing humor into horror.” In fact, Chetwynd-Hayes called the author on the telephone after reading the story and described it as “lovely.” Lumley also admitted that after he had written this story back in August 1988, he read it back to himself and started chuckling “. . . until somewhere in the distance an old church clock chimed out.”


  A regular visitor to the Greek Islands, Lumley drew on that firsthand experience for “No Sharks in the Med,” a terrifying tale about a very different type of predator than those usually to be found in the Mediterranean. It was reprinted in the first volume of Best New Horror (1990) edited by Stephen Jones and Ramsey Campbell.


  The final new story in Weird Tales No. 295 was “Iced on Aran” which, along with “The Weird Wines of Naxas Niss” in Weirdbook No. 26 (Autumn 1991) and “Stealer of Dreams” in Weirdbook No. 27 (Spring 1992), were improbably inspired by the author’s love of the Bing Crosby and Bob Hope series of Road movies from the 1940s and 1950s. These tales continued the exploits in Lovecraft’s exotic Dreamlands of transformed warriors Eldin the Wanderer and Hero of Dreams, previously featured in the novels Hero of Dreams (1986), Ship of Dreams (1986) and Mad Moon of Dreams (1987).


  “I like these characters as much as any others I have ever written about,” declared Lumley.


  “Iced on Aran” became the title story for the collection Iced on Aran and Other Dreamquests (1990), which also included three new tales and a novella featuring the antics of Eldin and Hero.


  Following the appearance of an extract from Necroscope III: The Source (1989) in Fear No. 8 (August 1989), readers were asked to nominate their favorite piece of fiction published in the magazine by an established author. Lumley was the clear winner.


  However, the author had suffered a major heart attack in 1989, and with his best-selling (and far more lucrative) novels—especially the various Necroscope spin-offs—now taking up so much of his time, Lumley’s short story output decreased significantly during the 1990s.


  “Deadspeak” in Fear Issue 22 (October 1990) was an extract from Necroscope IV (1990), while “The Thief Immortal” in Weirdbook No. 25 (1990) is another variation on the vampire theme.


  The author felt that there was something left over after he had completed “The Man Who Felt Pain” for Fantasy Tales, so he wrote “Big ‘C,’ ” a trans-mutative science fiction story for Lovecraft’s Legacy (1990), an anthology of original tales in honor of H. P. Lovecraft’s centennial edited by Robert E. Weinberg and Martin H. Greenberg.


  “Clean Slate” in The Fifth Book of After Midnight Stories (1991), the final volume in Amy Myers’s anthology series, is about a vampire who makes a pact with the Devil, while “Necroscope V: Deadspawn” was another novel extract in Fear Issue 32 (August 1991).


  A more substantial piece was “The Luststone,” published in Weird Tales No. 302 (Fall 1991). Illustrated by Bob Eggleton, the novella had been written in five weeks, and in its original form had been a short pornographic novel of 60,000 words.


  “I just wanted to see if I could do it,” explained Lumley. After submitting it just once, he decided to scrap the manuscript, only retaining the parts which he could rework into another tale. “I find ‘The Luststone’ very visual,” continued the author. “It’s funny, but of all the stories and novels I’ve written, this one is probably the most filmable.” An extract from the tale was reprinted in Nancy Kilpatrick and. Thomas S. Roche’s anthology In the Shadow of the Gargoyle (1998).


  “Gaddy’s Gloves” is a science fiction novella about bizarre alien technology which appeared in the souvenir book for Fantasycon XVI (November 1991), where Lumley was co-guest of honor with Dan Simmons and Jonathan Carroll.


  Far more impressive was “The Picnickers,” which was published in Final Shadows (1991), the tenth and last volume in Charles L. Grant’s superior anthology series. About a strange family of ghoulish gypsies, it also appeared in Dark Voices 3: The Pan Book of Horror (1991) and was reprinted in The Year’s Best Horror Stories XX (1992), where editor Karl Edward Wagner stated that “Lumley is directly on target with a tale set in the well-remembered environs of his youth.”


  In 1992, Lumley was master of ceremonies at the World Horror Convention II in Nashville, Tennessee. “Blood Brothers,” an extract from the first volume in the Vampire World series, was published in the convention souvenir book, while The Last Rite was a thin collection published by Minneapolis small press imprint Jwindz Publishing. Illustrated by John Borkowski, and available in both deluxe hardcover and trade paperback editions, it included six disparate reprint stories and a new introduction by the author in which he explained that none of the fiction included therein fitted into a “theme.”


  A far more substantial volume was Fruiting Bodies and Other Fungi (1993), the first major collection of Lumley’s fiction for more than fifteen years. The book contained “a witch’s dozen” tales and, as the author explained in Fear magazine, “It includes some of my best horror stories for the last twenty years.


  The following year Lumley collected together an impressive number of previously published stories and novellas for two further superior collections, Dagon’s Bell and Other Discords and Return of the Deep Ones and Other Mythos Tales.


  The author was again guest of honor at Fantasycon XIX in September 1994, and the souvenir book included “Bloodwars,” a brief extract from the third and final volume in the Vampire World trilogy.


  Another new collection, The Second Wish and Other Exhalations (1995), contained thirteen diverse stories, each introduced by the author.


  “A Really Game Boy” was originally written in 1981 but remained unpublished until editors Stephen Jones and David Sutton took it for Dark Terrors 2: The Gollancz Book of Horror (1996). As the author recalled: “It was laid aside and forgotten, and only came to light among a pile of old manuscripts when the editors asked my agent if there was anything available. Now we find ourselves wondering what else may be in there—‘rotting down’, as it were—among those old manuscripts . . .”


  To celebrate his stint as toastmaster at The 22nd World Fantasy Convention held in Schaumburg, Illinois, over the 1996 Halloween weekend, the souvenir book entitled The Many Faces of Fantasy included Lumley’s “Mandraki,” about the vampiric secret that exists beneath the soil of a Greek island.


  Published by Call of Cthulhu gaming imprint Chaosium in 1997, Singers of Strange Songs: A Celebration of Brian Lumley was edited by David Scott Aniolowski and included two reprint stories arid a poem by Lumley, plus eleven other Lovecraftian tales by Donald R. Burleson, Don D’Ammassa, and others. Rod Heather’s Lore No. 8 (1997) included “The Vehicle,” a previously unpublished science fiction story that had originally been destined for Kadath.


  In His Own Write: Brian Lumley: Necroscribe collected three previously- published Lovecraftian stories—“The Writer in the Garret,” “The Thing in the Moonlight,” and “Synchronicity or Something”—along with a new foreword by Lumley and illustrations by Dave Carson to commemorate his appearance as guest of honor at the third NecronomiCon, dedicated to celebrating H.P. Lovecraft and the Cthulhu Mythos in all it forms, held in Providence, Rhode Island, in August 1997.


  Initially inspired by August Derleth’s Arkham House imprint, World Fantasy Award-winning Minneapolis publisher Fedogan & Bremer has carved out its own niche in the field with a series of attractive hardcover novels, collections, and anthologies. As someone who had started his career with Arkham, it was therefore only appropriate that they published Lumley’s themed collection A Coven of Vampires in 1998. The book included thirteen reprint tales, along with a new foreword by the author plus artwork by Lumley’s frequent collaborator, Bob Eggleton. Issued in a trade hardcover edition of 1,000 copies and a limited edition of just 100 signed copies, it became Fedogan & Bremer’s fastest ever book to go out of print.


  Lumley and Tom Doherty, his publisher at Tor Books, were among the guests of Honor at The 8th World Horror Convention held in Phoenix, Arizona, in May 1998. The program book contained “E-Branch Survivors” (I: See the Creechur), an advance excerpt from the first volume in Lumley’s final Necroscope sequence.


  The informal Rhode Island horror convention, Necon, celebrated its twentieth anniversary in 2000 with a 333-copy trade paperback featuring a history of the gathering, and stories and articles by regular attendees and past guests. Lumley (who was co-guest of honor in 1994) contributed “Wratha’s Story,” an extract from the 1992 novel Blood Brothers, to the instantly collectible book, which also included a previously unpublished collaboration between Stephen King and Edgar Allan Poe.


  With the Necroscope series now reportedly behind him and no new novels anticipated, Lumley’s American publishers began casting around for other books by the author which they could publish. As a result, and despite not having had a new short story appear for several years, Lumley compiled two fresh hardcover collections for a new generation of fans. Again illustrated by Bob Eggleton and featuring another original introduction by the author, The Whisperer & Other Voices (2001) contained reprints of nine stories, including the short novel “The Return of the Deep Ones,” with the oldest tale dating back to his second collection from 1977.


  Beneath the Moors & Darker Places (2002) featured such classic stories as “Dagon’s Bell,” “The Sun, the Sea, and the Silent Scream,” “Rising With Surtsey,” and “The Fairground. Horror.” It also included Lumley’s complete Arkham House novel Beneath the Moors (1974).


  It should also be noted that over the years a number of Lumley’s short stories have been lost, destroyed, or abandoned for various reasons. Among these missing manuscripts are such tantalizing titles as “The Crystal Thing,” “Mandelt’s Meteorite,” “Bad Habit” (1969), “Breasts” (1970), “The Familiar” (1970), “The Scenic Route Through Hell” (aka “Alias Hookman, or: The Chromium-Plated Chrone,” 1974/81), “The Girl With Toilet-Roll Eyes” (1975), and “The Dark Wisdom” (1972), the latter scheduled to appear in the fanzine Is.


  August Derleth had looked at the Mythos tale “Nitre,” “The Facts in the Hammond Case,” and the 7,000-word “The Fruit of the Line.” Although Lumley acknowledged that the last two needed revision, all three manuscripts subsequently went missing. “In those days I didn’t always keep copies,” admitted the author.


  Written especially for the Italian magazine Kadath, the only copy of “The Brothers Kova” (1981) was apparently lost by editor Francesco Cova, while “The Enemy” (1980) was pulled by Lumley from Fantasy Tales, and the author now admits that he “can’t even remember what it was about!”


  Perhaps even more intriguing, “Dracula vs. the Burrowers” was an original story featuring Titus Crow and Henri-Laurent de Marigny that Lumley submitted to the Marvel comic magazine Dracula Lives! in 1975. Apparently the author once again never kept a copy.


  One “lost” science fiction story which has recently resurfaced is “The Ugly Act.” Written in 1974, it is set in a dystopian 2047 where the ugly Hesch Blarzt discovers that he has the power to “zoop” himself onto an idyllic desert island. It was submitted to Spectral #1 (1981) but pulled by the author due to the long delay in publication. It was subsequently offered to the American fanzine 2 A.M. in 1988, in which it finally appeared.


  “I suppose I’m lucky to have been an Arkham House acolyte,” recalled Lumley, “for Arkham was surely the major source of my sort of verse.”


  Lumley’s own earliest recorded attempt at writing poetry dates back to 1952 or 1953, when he evidenced an early interest in the macabre with a piece entitled “Witch.”


  Since then his work has appeared in numerous magazines and fanzines such as The Arkham Collector No. 8 and No. 9 (1971); The HPL Supplement No. 2 (1973); Nyctalops No. 8 (1973), No. 14 (1974), No. 15 (1980), No. 17 (1982), and No. 18 (1983); Eerie County No. 1 (1976) and No. 5 (1981); Weirdbook No. 11, No. 12 and No. 13 (1977); Fantasy Crossroads No. 10/11 (1977); Fantasy Tales No. 2 (1977), No. 3 (1978), No. 6 (1980), and No. 8 (1981); Astral Dimensions No. 1 (1977) and No. 6 (1979); Escape No. 1 (1977); Near Myths No. 3 (1978); Kadath No. 3 (1980) and No. 5 (July 1982); Amanita Brandy No. 1 (1980); Crypt of Cthulhu No. 12 (1983), No. 14 (1983), and No. 19 (1984); and Dark Regions/The Year’s Best Fantastic Fiction (1998).


  “What I do write is readable,” declared the author, “and occasionally I manage a damn good one.”


  The special Brian Lumley issue of Kadath included the eponymous acrostic poem on a signed parchment limited to 100 copies and loosely inserted into the magazine, while “Visions from Aeons . . . Dead?” appeared in Omniumgathum: An Anthology of Verse by Top Authors in the Field of Fantasy (1976), edited by Jonathan Bacon and Steve Troyanovich for Stygian Isle Press.


  In 1982, Jon M. Harvey’s Spectre Press collected thirty-two of the writer’s best poems, most of them original, in Ghoul Warning and Other Omens. “Looking at these poems again, it suddenly dawns on me that I know what they are—stories I never got around to writing in full,” revealed Lumley in his preface. Published in both a 500-copy trade paperback and a signed collector’s hardcover of just eighty copies, it was illustrated by Dave Carson with an afterword by David A. Sutton. It quickly became the author’s rarest book.


  Consequently, it was reprinted in 1999 by Necronomicon Press as Ghoul Warnings and Other Omens . . . and Other Omens in a revised, corrected, and expanded edition. With new illustrations and an introduction by Donald W. Schank, plus a new afterword by the author, it is available as I write in a trade paperback edition of 800 copies and a signed hardcover edition of 250 copies. The lettered edition of twenty-six copies has of course gone out of print, and I suspect that just like its earlier incarnation this book, too, will quickly become a much sought-after item among Lumley fans.


  Having now entered his fourth decade as a professional author, Lumley has stated that he believes it is easier to break into print today with a short story than it was when he started out.


  “The fanzines proliferate,” he explained. “There are a lot of Lovecraft- oriented fanzines and there are hundreds of others that are fantasy or science fiction-oriented. Desktop publishing has really opened the field up.


  “Even if someone had talent, twenty or thirty years ago he or she would have to push really hard to get into print. But over the past few years we have seen good writers start out in fanzines and rapidly go on to be published in more permanent form. However, whereas it’s easier to get into print nowadays, the standards have to be just a little higher as there are so many people trying to do it.”


  He is also adamant that there are certain recurring themes to writing genre fiction. “I believe that there are very few new stories in science fiction,” he said. “You’ve got time travel, space travel, war stories, and love stories. And I suppose you must add to that alien stories. So whatever new stories you read in science fiction, they contain combinations of some of those elements and there is no escaping from it.


  “Now horror is the same: there are certain basic themes which you can’t escape from—you either have dead people walking about, or you have creatures invading the bodies of human beings. You have man’s worst nightmares—that’s what horror stories are all about—and any of those themes you explore have been explored before by another writer.


  “Of course, the way to overcome this problem is to not deliberately set out to find a type of story which has been done before and do it better, but to try and find something that frightens you.”


  Brian Lumley has come a long way since he sent that first batch of stories off to August Derleth at Arkham House in 1967. Now widely regarded as a classic contributor to the Cthulhu Mythos and one of the world’s most successful and popular horror novelists, he has remained remarkably candid about his attitude to his own fiction.


  “I think it’s quite obvious that there is no hidden meaning to my work,” maintained the author. “I’m not advocating anything. I’m just telling stories that I like and I want other people to like.”


  Based on the evidence of his worldwide popularity, it is an approach that is undoubtedly succeeding.
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  [image: Image] BY MOST people’s standards, Harry Keogh had a miserable childhood. Before the age of seven, he had lost his father (to a stroke) and his mother (murdered), had been rejected by his cruel stepfather (who had secretly murdered Harry’s mother), and fobbed off onto an aunt and uncle. In school, Harry proves to be a dreamy, isolated child, tormented by bullies and virtually friendless—at least among the living.


  But Harry Keogh is no ordinary orphan. Before her untimely demise, Mary Keogh loved her son with the fierceness of a mother lion and a warmth that persisted long after her death. And in Harry, his mother’s—and grandmother’s—psychic sensitivity was transformed and strengthened into an extraordinary ability to communicate with the Great Majority. Harry might not have many friends among the living, but it is rather a different story among the teeming dead!


  Long trapped, silent, in their graves, the dead are overjoyed to “talk” to Harry and eager to share with him everything they have learned. For after death, the mind goes on thinking and exploring, and the skills one had in life grow sharper. With the help of his friends, Harry triumphs over the indignities of the educational system, publishes a successful novel, and sets up his first home, a modest flat . . . across the street from the cemetery. His growing powers enable him to communicate with the dead across great distances, but Harry’s polite nature keeps him in faithful attendance at his friends’ gravesides.


  Harry’s unique talents can open the doors of communication between the dead, so even when he cannot be with them, members of the Great Majority can talk to each other. Their endless conversations are part celebration and part think tank—but they are always most happy when Harry appears, bringing with him the warmth of life.


  Life has gotten interesting indeed. Harry and his childhood sweetheart, Brenda, become pregnant and marry (in that order, youthful passion being what it is). Harry learns the truth about his mother’s death. His desire for justice—and revenge—can no longer be denied. When Harry confronts his now-maniacal stepfather, the older man tries to kill him. Desperate, Harry cries out to his dead mother . . . and she rises from her watery grave to save her beloved son!


  Thus Harry learns to what lengths the dead will go to protect him.


  Surely Harry Keogh isn’t the only psychic in the world?


  No.


  Both Britain and Russia maintain secret forces of “gifted” espionage agents, and both have “noticed” Harry Keogh’s presence in the psychic ether and are eager to recruit him. Despite their many talents, the agents of Britain’s E-Branch are unprepared when Boris Dragosani, a horrific necromancer, kills their leader. Dragosani tortures both the living and the dead, ripping the very guts out of corpses to wrest from his victims their final secrets.


  Sharing his unliving friends’ repugnance for Dragosani’s butchery, Harry vows to destroy the ghoul. A British E-Brancher—a precog, who can catch glimpses of the future—directs Harry to the grave of the great mathematician, August Ferdinand Mobius. Mobius’s powerful mind has not lain still in death; he has discovered a way to bend space-time to his will! Harry must learn this secret before facing Dragosani.


  Attacked by Dragosani’s East German allies, Harry creates and uses his first door into the weird, timeless universe of the Mobius Continuum. Quickly gaining control of the necessary equations, Harry transports himself to Dragosani’s headquarters in wintry Russia. The necromancer’s chateau is heavily armored and strongly defended. And Harry is but one man.


  One living man, that is. Harry discovers, buried deep in half-frozen muck, the rotting—nay, rotted—remnants of a bloodthirsty band of Tartars . . . and summons them to the surface, to a hellish, brief semblance of life. The battle is brutal, with bodies, and parts of bodies, flying everywhere. At last Harry confronts Dragosani and makes a horrifying discovery. Within Dragosani’s powerful corpus grows a fetid evil unlike any Harry has ever known. The necromancer harbors a vampire egg.


  In the climactic fight, Harry destroys Dragosani and his nascent vampire . . . but Harry pays the ultimate price of physical death. His mind lives on, fleeing into the ever-and-never changing Mobius Continuum, where his only companions are the shimmering lifelines of every soul on earth. But without a body, what will become of the Necroscope?


  What is most hungry for knowledge, for power, for control? What but the forming mind of a human infant!—in this case, that of Harry’s son, Harry Jr. In a twist on Oedipus, young Harry’s mind fastens onto his father’s incorporeal id. Battling to hold himself together, the Necroscope finds that when the child is asleep, the elder Harry can still speak to the dead and enter the Mobius Continuum . . . where he discovers, crossing the blue line that traces his son’s life, the scarlet thread of a vampire!


  Harry’s investigation of the threat to his son draws him into a verbal fencing match with two masters of riddles—a pair of once-undead, now truly dead vampires whose evil has persisted far beyond the grave. Despite all that he has seen and experienced, despite his friendship with the Great Majority, Harry is only twenty years old. Can he even hold his own with, much less outwit, Thibor Ferenczy and his father, Faethor, the Master of Lies?


  The vampiric taint Harry detected belongs to Thibor’s “son,” Yulian Bodescu, a fledgling vampire of eighteen terrestrial years. Bodescu has amazing powers of mental domination, easily enslaving any soul who crosses his path. On Harry’s disembodied instructions, E-Branch prepares to assault both Bodescu’s home in England and, in Romania, the final resting place of Thibor Ferenczy, who schemes to return to the land of the living in the body of his undead son.


  Something goes dreadfully wrong. In Romania, the head of Russia’s ESPionage organization is killed, and Alec Kyle, head of E-Branch, is framed for the murder. Imprisoned in Russia, Kyle is subjected to monstrous tortures that combine high-tech machinery with old-fashioned ESP to rip all knowledge from his mind—all knowledge, so that his lungs will breathe and his heart will beat, but his brain will contain not one single thought. . . .


  In England, Bodescu’s house is discovered to be a hellish vampire nursery. In the terror and confusion of the attack, Bodescu somehow escapes the pyre E-Branch makes of his home. Bent on revenge not only for himself and his vampire offspring, but for his father Thibor, who communicated the details of his own destruction to Yulian, Bodescu heads straight for Harry’s wife and infant son, his wake littered with slaughtered F-Branch agents.


  Brenda tries desperately to protect her child, but the monster flings her aside as easily as if she were a sheet of paper. Harry Jr. is awake and his father is powerless—but Harry Jr., like Yulian Bodescu, is his father’s son. Together, the two Harrys fling themselves into the Mobius Continuum just as Harry Jr. summons the dead from the cemetery across the road. Acting as one to protect their precious Necroscopes, they shamble from their graves and treat Bodescu to the surest methods of destroying a vampire: the stake, decapitation, and finally, cleansing fire.


  Harry Keogh can no longer piggyback on his son’s mind. Harry Jr. needs all his mindspace to contain his own vast mental powers. Homeless once more, Harry’s id drifts through the Mobius Continuum . . . until it finds the untenanted brain of Alec Kyle, still alive in Russia. An empty mind is a terrible thing to waste—Harry is sucked in irresistibly. Taking vengeance on the Russian ESPers who destroyed Alec Kyle, Harry blows their headquarters to hell. Then he returns to his wife and son . . . only to discover that they have disappeared. They are nowhere in England. They are, in fact, nowhere on Earth!


  Hidden deep in the Urals is a secret Soviet base—the Perchorsk Projekt—originally conceived as a competitor to the US’s Star Wars missile shield. A massive failure of the experimental weapon at the complex’s heart twists the fabric of space-time itself and opens a doorway to hell.


  A year after the precipitating incident, something ungodly escapes from Perchorsk. Thankfully, it is finally destroyed by the American Air Force, but not before enough video was shot to let E-Branch, called in to consult on the unearthly thing, identify the monster. Can it be that the Russians are creating vampires in the Urals? E-Branch places a spy, Michael “Jazz” Simmons, in Perchorsk. What he learns, before he disappears, sends Darcy Clarke, the current head of E-Branch, straight to Harry Keogh.


  It’s been eight years since Harry “became” Alec Kyle and lost his wife and son. Eight long, hopeless years, much of it spent searching fruitlessly for his missing family. If they were dead, he would know it. But they are simply . . . gone. Where, he cannot say.


  When Clarke turns up on Harry’s doorstep he can tell that the Necroscope isn’t interested in the monsters in Russia. But the missing agent intrigues him. Like Brenda and Harry Jr., Jazz isn’t dead—he’s just not anywhere on earth! Finding the spy may lead Harry to his long-lost loved ones.


  Investigating, Harry learns that the accident at Perchorsk opened a “gray” hole—a rent in space-time that connects a parallel world with our own. But the world on the other side of the Gate is no green and pleasant land like Earth but a hellish nightmare, the origin world of the vampires!


  Sunside of the vampire world’s barrier mountains, the days are as long as a week on Earth; north of the mountains, Starside is dark and doomful—the realm of the Wamphyri!—where the sun has never shone on moonscape boulder plains, and vampire aeries tower thousands of feet high. Only in the fertile fringe of the barrier mountains on Sunside is found true human life . . . there the Traveller tribes survive as best they can, roaming and foraging in the forests by day . . . and by night cowering in terror from the marauding vampires!


  Humans are a wonderful resource for the Wamphyri. They are food and drink, slave labor and sex toys, raw material for metamorphic creatures the vampire Lords and Ladies have created to be their tools and pets, their warriors and weapons.


  The Wamphyri need their humans, for they are perpetually at war. Alliances are formed and nearly instantly disrupted by betrayals, as their massive game of cat-and-mouse plays out over the planetary gameboard. Jealous, scheming, feuding incessantly, covetous, the Wamphyri trust each other not a whit, but there is one they fear and hate above all others: the Dweller in His Garden in the West. The united forces of all the Wamphyri Lords—Shaithis, Menor Maimbite, Lesk the Glut, and others—prepare to attack the Garden and rid the master-monsters once and for all of this thorn in their collective protoplasmic sides.


  Unknown to the Wamphyri, the Dweller has powerful allies, including one of their own, the Lady Karen, a beautiful vampire who has not yet completely forsaken her Traveller roots. Also fighting beside the Dweller are many Travelers, plus visitors from another world: Jazz Simmons, the stunning telepath, Zek Foener—and Harry Keogh.


  The Necroscope has been surprised more than once by the beauty and monstrousness of the vampire planet and those who reside there. But nothing surprises him more than meeting the Dweller at long last . . . and finding that it is his own son, Harry Jr., grown to manhood, who stands before him! A sideslip through time explains young Harry’s rise to adulthood; he has in the years since taken exquisite care of his increasingly demented mother. But there is no time for a cheerful reunion, for the Wamphyri have begun their attack.


  Using their supernatural talents and the Mobius Continuum, the Necroscopes, father and son, defeat the marauders and destroy their aeries, save for Karenstack, the home of their Wamphryi ally. But the Dweller is infected with vampirism, and Harry is desperate to cure his son before Harry Jr. becomes a danger to everyone around him.


  The Lady Karen will be his guinea pig. Harry succeeds in driving out and destroying her vampire . . . but it takes with it most of her spirit. Unable to face life without magnified emotions—the Wamphryi’s tremendous lust and power, the complete freedom from guilt and remorse—Karen hurls herself from the aerie’s battlements. Harry is bereft, for he regarded Karen as more than a friend and ally. Yes, the Necroscope loved a vampire.


  The Dweller knows of his father’s failure, and of the Necroscope’s desire to rid his son of the vampiric taint. But without the vampire’s power boost, the Dweller is “merely” an ordinary Necroscope, not a Master of his domain. To protect himself, Harry Jr. uses his amplified abilities to vanquish his father, in a completion of the Oedipal circle that began with father and son’s too-intimate connection in the boy’s infancy. Returned to Earth as if blind and deaf—unable to speak to the dead lest he be crippled by unimaginable mental and physical agony and robbed of the skill with numbers that lets him manipulate the Mobius Continuum—Harry Keogh is, for the first time since childhood, a normal man, albeit one bowed down by grief and loss.


  But though he is cut off from the Great Majority, they have not forgotten him. They have an urgent message for the Necroscope, and if it cannot be delivered directly, well, there are other ways!


  Into Harry’s dreaming mind comes the warning from the terrified dead: A Great Vampire stalks the world!


  Janos Ferenczy—son of Faethor, brother to Thibor—preys among the Greek islands. Already he has added two E-Branch agents to his army. First Janos will recover his treasure hoards, concealed centuries before against the depredations of his bloodthirsty father, Faethor. Then, with this untold wealth feeding his metamorphic forces, Janos will easily spread his evil web from Greece through Europe, the Middle East, Asia, and throughout the world.


  Without his deadspeak, Harry is nearly powerless against Janos. Help comes from a most unexpected source—the crimson shade of Faethor Ferenczy himself! Faethor explains his motives thusly: Ruled by jealousy in death as he was in un-life, Faethor will not see his bloodson stride the living earth lost to him, the Father of Fear. If one vampire with overwhelming mental powers could seal away the Necroscope’s deadspeak, then surely another could restore it—and Faethor would be that vampire.


  But Faethor is not the Master of Lies for nothing, and Harry Keogh, mentally deaf, cannot detect his duplicity. While Harry sleeps, the vampire’s ghost seeps into his mind and opens the mental doors locked by the Dweller. Then Faethor squatted in the recesses of Harry’s mind, making plans for his own conquering march across the Earth.


  Awake, his deadspeak and numeracy restored, Harry turns Janos into dust and evicts Faethor from his mind, casting the fang-gnashing remnant of the Master Vampire into the endless future of the Mobius Continuum. It is in the Mobius Continuum that the Necroscope discovers the final cost of his victory.


  His life thread, previously the pure blue of all human souls, is now tinged with red—the color of the vampire!


  Harry is eager to conceal his growing vampire taint from his friends and colleagues at E-Branch. He knows what his fate would be if they found out he was no longer human. But for now Harry is mostly still Harry, so when Darcy Clarke, still the head of E-Branch, asks him to find a gruesome serial killer, he agrees to help—particularly once he discovers, by talking to the dead girl, that the murderer is a necromancer like the hateful Dragosani, and worse, a necrophiliac!


  Harry knows that death is not the end, but some, Harry feels, were taken too early from life. Using occult rituals learned from his enemies, Harry resurrects Trevor Jordan, a loyal E-Branch telepath, and Penny Sanderson, the necromancer’s last victim. E-Branch learns Harry Keogh is a vampire . . . and anyone who has had close contact with him—like Penny, whose contact with Harry is as close as a woman can be to a man—is presumed contaminated.


  On the vampire world, a very few, very powerful Wamphyri escaped the devastation wrought by Harry, Harry Jr., the Lady Karen, and their allies. Frozen nearly to death in the farthest reaches of the Icelands, these foul fiends plot their return . . . and feud with each other, for such are the ways of Wamphryi Lords. . . . Deep within the ice, waiting with inhuman patience, sits Shaitan, monster and father of monsters. The Wamphyri’s short-lived victories are nothing to Shaitan’s dreams of glorious resurrection.


  Harry’s wife, Brenda, was lost to him years before; the Lady Karen chose death over life without the powers of the Wamphyri, but Penny chooses Harry, even as he becomes Wamphyri. Is it a choice made of her own free will, or is she in thrall to Harry’s developing vampire?


  With the help of the revived Trevor Jordan, Harry identifies the Necromancer as Johnny Found, who in childhood tortured animals and murdered his adopted sister. Using Penny as bait, Harry pursues Johnny—and is himself pursued by a terrified E-Branch. Struggling against the vile and violent urges of the Wamphyri, Harry manages to resist killing those hunting him.


  Against Johnny, however, Harry need not be restrained. Delivering the murderer to the waiting, animated corpses of his victims—who quickly reduce Johnny to shards of flesh—brings him a dark joy. But the second death of Trevor Jordan brings him new grief . . . and a warning that E-Branch is closing in on Penny!


  Fully Wamphyri now, Harry speeds into battle, even though he knows how this war must end. With Penny safe, Harry offers Ben Trask, the new head of E-Branch, a truce. After all, E-Branch is only doing its job, keeping Earth free of the Wamphyri.


  Mounted on a Harley-Davidson, with Penny riding pillion, Harry Keogh abandons the world of his birth for the vampire world, zooming through the Perchorsk Gate. . . .


  But Penny Sanderson is still mostly human. She can’t resist opening her eyes as they pass through the Gate; she loses her grip on Harry and falls to her doom. Harry is bowed down by grief, a grief redoubled on Starside when he discovers that Brenda is dead and that his son is now more wolf than man.


  From the depths of despair rises new joy. Through an old Wamphyri trick, the Lady Karen did not die, and she welcomes the transformed Necroscope to her bed, where metamorphic flesh finds new ways to give and receive pleasure. Once their lusts are sated, Karen tells Harry of the invasion of the old Lords out of the ice.


  Shaitan, Shathis, and their vat-made armies face off against Harry Keogh, the Wamphyri Necroscope, and his meager allies in fierce battles that rage across land and air alike. Defeated, crucified near the Gate, his tortured body held prisoner by silver nails, Harry hangs above an inexorable pyre as the Wamphyri begin their assault on the barrier between their world and ours.


  In Perchorsk, mankind has not been idle. The few monsters that have made their way through the heavily-defended Gate are terrible enough to warrant the most final remedy. In the last moments of his life, Harry sees that Earth has acted: Nuclear missiles soar into the smoke-filled skies of Starside.


  And all is ended.


  Or is it?


  Note: Harry Keogh also features in Necroscope: The Lost Years, and in Necroscope: Resurgence. He also plays a cameo role in the Invaders trilogy. The history of his twin sons, Nathan and Nestor, is chronicled in the Vampire World trilogy.


  And as I write there’s a new Harry Keogh manuscript sitting on my desk, which—


  But that is for the future. . . .


  


  
    
      The Brian Lumley

      Interview


      
        
      


      CONDUCTED BY STANLEY WIATER


      
        
      

    

  


  
    
  


  [image: Image] SW: Brian, for good or ill, parents and relatives often play a crucial part in someone’s decision to go (or not go) into the arts. Was this the case with your family when you first expressed yourself as a writer?


  
    BL: Stanley, I came up in a colliery town in the northeast of England. My father, while he was a very knowledgeable man, was a miner, which was something I was never able to understand. He was a sober, hard-working, conscientious, and highly intelligent man with a very real love of knowledge. He loved museums, books, words, and the one imperative in his daily routine was to “keep up with the news.” (I mention this because that’s how I am now: I like to know what’s going on in the world.) Anyway, I didn’t understand why he hadn’t bettered himself. Not that it mattered, because even as a child I knew that miners were the salt of the earth, and I was proud of him anyway. But as I got older I came to understand something of it, at least. It was all there in the things he would say. For example, on mother’s Day when I took a bunch of flowers in and gave them to my mother, “Aye, very nice and thoughtful, lad,” he said, “but you can’t eat flowers.”

  


  
    Another time, when I had a weekend at home during military training, he admired my boots and told me he got his first pair when he was nine. Before that he’d gone mainly barefoot. I knew, of course, that he had been in the Durham Light Infantry for the duration of World War I—I still have his medals, which I keep alongside my own—and it had used to puzzle me when he’d mention how a man could do a lot worse than have a billet, food in his belly, and clothes on his back, even if they were all khaki colored. So bit by bit I gleaned that my father hadn’t enjoyed what we today would call a great childhood and youth. (In fact, he had lied about his age and gone into the Army aged sixteen.)

  


  
    The ultimate downer came when I was fourteen, or possibly fifteen just turned. I read him a science fiction “story” I had written—I seem to remember two or three cardboard characters, no plot as such, just lots of space-opera type action. And when I’d finished the old man nodded, sighed and said, “Very clever, son, but there’s no money in words.” (I often wonder what he’d say now!)

  


  
    But in fact he and Ma did see my first handful of books as they were published. And would you believe it, after he saw the first one he said, “Brian, that’s great. I’m truly delighted—let’s hope it’s not just a flash in the pan, eh?”

  


  
    I’m sure he meant well; it was just that earning a living as a writer was so far removed from the ways he knew—well, it was inconceivable. Fortunately I’d taken on in the Army, become a career soldier, before I started to write seriously. So Dad’s opinions no longer counted a great deal.

  


  
    SW: Could you tell us something about your background growing up in England in the 1940s and 1950s? Did you grow up with people who encouraged your reading? Did you have a local library that you could haunt? Or know a teacher who encouraged your literary endeavors? Or were your interests pretty much yours alone?

  


  
    BL: As a child my situation was pretty much ideal. My parents loved me; my elder brother and sister, too. In fact, I suppose I was the spoiled one—I benefited from the fact that my brother was working, earning a wage while I was just a kid. There was a gap of twelve years between me and my sister—there still is, because she’s still alive—and ten between me and Harry, the big brother who is no longer with us.

  


  
    When I was a kid the beaches of the northeast were still reasonably clean—the filth from the pits hadn’t quite ruined them yet. So I spent all those long summer holidays down on the beach with my school pals. Morning till night, my family didn’t see me at all! But, of course, in those days children were mainly safe out in the world on their own. You couldn’t expect any such carefree lifestyle now, not with all of the leering child molesters and rabid loons out there.

  


  
    As for being encouraged to read . . . well, not really. My parents bought me the weekly comics of the time; titles such as the Dandy and Beano, the Wizard, Hotspur, Adventure, and Rover, were delivered weekly. Not such a big deal at tuppence which is to say two pennies—per title. That was a whole shilling a week, or twelve cents to you American readers. Wow! But then at the age of ten I also bought and read The Eagle, a real classic of a comic featuring “Dan Dare, Pilot of the Future!” And there you go . . . I was into science fiction.

  


  
    A local library? Oh, yes, and only a quarter mile from the house where I was born and lived until I joined the Army. And I was into high adventure long, long before SF. At seven or eight I was reading H. Rider Haggard: King Solomon’s Mines, She, etc. And one of my all time favorites, Nada the Lily. I loved those books and even fancied myself as Umslopogas of the Axe. I think it’s possible that if I’d read Robert E. Howard’s stories about then I would now be writing heroic fantasy. So it’s probably as well that I didn’t. (Or, since fantasy is doing so well, maybe I should have!)

  


  
    But was my reading, or writing, encouraged at school—by a teacher? You must be joking! This was a colliery village full of tough kids and tough teachers where the only “encouragement” you got was belted if you didn’t do exactly as you were told. I often went home with blisters on my hands from being caned.

  


  
    I was twelve when I passed an examination and moved on to a technical college education in Hartlepool, a nearby town. On my last day, as I went out through the old school gates, there was my English teacher. His parting shot was something straight out of Arnold Schwarzenegger: “You were very lucky to pass that examination, Lumley. But—you’ll be back!” He was only a young guy himself, and he’s probably still alive. I used to think it would be fun to send him an armful of my books, with a reminder that I never did go back . . .

  


  
    SW: I know you’ve mentioned elsewhere that you read Dracula at the tender age of nine or ten. What kind of impact did that novel have on you?

  


  
    BL: Yes, I read Dracula about the same time as I was working my way through Haggard. But I read it in the library because my folks thought it was a bit frightening for me at that age. That way they didn’t know I was reading it, but I wouldn’t have even wanted to if they hadn’t gone on a bit about this film they had seen at the Ritz: Tod Browning’s Dracula. The movie was perhaps fifteen, sixteen years old by then, but the village was a backwater and my folks had only recently got around to seeing it.

  


  
    Impact? The book? Very little. I found it long-winded, even boring after Haggard, but certain passages stood out so that I always remembered them. Such as Dracula clinging like a bat to the sheer walls of his castle . . . his narrative—in fact his memories—of Wallachia’s invaders, how his “ancestors” (Dracula himself!) had fought off wave after wave of would-be conquerors. And that awesome feel, the awareness of his agelessness and terrible evil. Wonderful stuff, but at that age it was far more easily forgotten than my comics. My parents needn’t have concerned themselves, and Christopher Lee’s Dracula was still some way in the future.

  


  
    SW: You’ve also stated in various interviews that your parents possessed several collections of macabre tales among other books in their own small library. Can you recall what these books were, and what it was that initially attracted you to them?

  


  
    BL: No, there was no library in the house. Books certainly, but nothing you’d call a library. In a passageway that divided the living room from the bedrooms there was a cupboard with a high shelf where my father kept books. Among these were three or four big, heavy, hardbound volumes that I think belonged to my mother. She enjoyed horror stories; late nights, she would listen to Valentine Dyall—I think that’s how it was spelled—“The Man in Black!” on the radio. As for myself, I got to hear one or two episodes. Can’t remember what they were about, but I do know they had me jumping at shadows.

  


  
    Anyway, it’s possible these books of my mother’s were the Odhams Press series, with titles such as Fifty Strangest Tales Ever Told, and Fifty Tales of Mystery & Imagination. Fifty this and fifty that, and they were marvelous! I remember the smell of the old paper and the embossed bindings, the shadowy figure with a knife, leering from behind curtains held half open; the bat in flight, stamped into the spine. And some of the titles: “The Coat,” and “Dearth’s Farm;” even a few of the interior black-and-white illustrations, especially one of a naked black girl carried aloft in the winding tendrils of a carnivorous tree . . .

  


  
    And on those irregular occasions when my old folks would go off to the cinema I would get these books down and read some of the stories in front of an open coal fire. So there you go; it’s very likely I got some of my fascination with the fantastic from my mother.

  


  
    SW: Did you get to see many horror films as a youth, and did they influence your interests in the genre in any way?

  


  
    BL: Once I hit thirteen or fourteen I was into all the horror and SF movies, absolutely. I would go to see them with my pals, or my big brother, or this or that girl. Harry was the obvious choice because he had the funds! There are a handful of movies that stuck in my mind. I remember something called The Flying Serpent, with George Zucco—for some reason I liked that one. I found Zucco just as menacing as Bela Lugosi. And of course I finally got to see Frankenstein, The Mummy, Wolfman, and Dracula. Later there were some very pleasant surprises—I mean, I went to see Invasion of the Body Snatchers for a laugh! What, with a title like that? Oh, really? But it became a classic! It still is a classic! There were other movies—not necessarily horror movies, but always with fantastic themes—that left big dents on my young mind. Such as George Pal’s War of the Worlds and The Time Machine, but that last was a lot later, of course.

  


  
    Come 1958, the year I was drafted into the Army, and Cristopher Lee’s Dracula was let loose. I still reckon it’s one of the best. Such scenes! Disturbed at Drac’s coffin, Van Helsing looks up . . . to see the Count himself at the top of the stairs! And the scene where Dracula is striding the parapet, his cloak belling behind him. And the final shot where Van Helsing traps Dracula in the sunlight, and the poor old guy shrivels to dust leaving only his ring behind! Oh, yes, those shots were really something.

  


  
    I still enjoy horror, SF, and action movies, but boy, have they moved on a-ways. With the special effects capabilities they have now, filmmakers can do just about anything . . .

  


  
    SW: Tell us about those flea markets and newsstands where you first discovered the legendary Weird Tales, and later on the equally legendary E.C. horror comics from the U.S. Did family and friends approve of your passion for such strange and grisly material? Or were they considered “forbidden fruit” that had to be hidden away?

  


  
    BL: You know, Stanley, in the northeastern clime where I came up, once you started earning your keep you were reckoned a man. I didn’t find Weird Tales until I was fifteen, by which time I was an apprentice woodcutting machinist in a big sawmill in the local town. So there were no longer any “forbidden fruit” worth mentioning. I spent the small allowance I kept from my wages on myself, usually on books. It was amazing the bargains you could pick up at the flea markets in town, where I’d spend my hour’s lunchtime going through the paperbacks and comics.

  


  
    As for Weird Tales:

  


  
    At fifteen, as stated, I was working in town. Close to the stop where I left the morning bus a newsagent displayed various magazines in his window. That’s where I first saw WT. The British editions were one shilling (that magic twelve cents again,) and of course I couldn’t resist those frequently lurid jackets. From then on I got a monthly dose of the macabre or just plain weird, and my mother was just as eager to get her hands on the magazine as I was! My brother wasn’t so keen; he was still into SF and mourning a Vargo Statten phase that was just staggering to a close. (Vargo Statten was one of the many pseudonyms of a writer called John Russell Fearn, who wrote God knows how many fast-action space operas. There was a brief run of large-format “Vargo Statten Magazines,” that he allegedly edited, following which he just seemed to disappear.)

  


  
    But I loved WT! I loved the covers by Bok, Finlay, Coye, Brundage. I loved the format, and that slanted “S” falling off the end of the title. I loved the stories and the poetry—and I still love it, even in its new, large-size, modern format!

  


  
    Alas, there wasn’t a lot of Lovecraft in those early British editions. (Because, of course, they were simply duplicates of their American originals, overstamped with a British price tag, and the better Lovecraft stories had been used many years earlier, in fact during his lifetime or shortly thereafter.) And so his name didn’t make much of an impression on me at that time. But I really do wish that I’d kept those magazines in pristine condition. The price of good secondhand copies now is . . . well, ridiculous doesn’t say the half of it . . .

  


  
    I think I was maybe, oh, sixteen when E.C.’s horror comics commenced publication (or reprinting, whichever) in England. I loved them even more! Now, for the sake of nostalgia pure and simple, I have the Russ Cochran series bound up in hard covers; then, I had the originals! But just like WT they went the way of all cheap paperbacks. The one thing I’ve simply got to say: Anyone who read those “comics” when they were published back in the early ’50s—and by “anyone” I mean any young horror fan—I can’t imagine that he’d ever forget the titles. Tales from the Crypt, The Vault of Horror, The Haunt of Fear. They were quite simply unforgettable.

  


  
    There was a huge daily flea market in Stockton Street on the rough side of town, down towards the docks and steelworks; at least, that’s how I remember it. Then again, I haven’t been back that way for thirty years. I’m pretty sure, however, that Stockton Street was pulled down in its entirety long ago. Anyway, two or three stalls in this massive hall of a place bought and sold used paperbacks and comics. And if only I’d known then what I know now; why, a single one-pound note could have bought me forty titles! Just think of it: forty WT or Crypts or Vaults for just one pound (or a dollar fifty to you, Stanley).

  


  
    And I’m just quoting obvious titles here. But there was a lot of other material that had never even seen the inside of a regular bookstore. Let me explain:

  


  
    Hartlepool was a seaport; had been ever since the Vikings called it Hjartapol. When I was a little kid, people were still building and launching ships there; it was a major shipyard and many of the vessels that came in for refits or simply to unload their cargoes were from America. Sometimes they carried ballast consisting of great bales of old books or magazines that hadn’t sold in the USA. And some of these dated as far back as the ’30s and ’40s. Weird Tales may well have been the “Unique Magazine,” but it was only one of many, many pulps. And great job lots of these things were finding their way onto the stalls in the flea market.

  


  
    Such titles as Strange Tales, Ghost Stories, Black Book Detective, Argosy, and many others, for as little as sixpence a copy; and whole heaps of the “newer” magazines, such as Planet Stories, Fantastic, Amazing, and Astounding. And if it’s gaudy covers you wanted, then you couldn’t possibly have done better than Fantastic and Amazing! Impressive interior art, too. And I bought them, and I read them . . . and I never saved a single one of them. Now that is horror! Arghhhh!

  


  
    SW: Do you recall where you first read Robert Bloch’s classic tale, “Notebook Found in a Deserted House”? Why did that story have such an impact on you?

  


  
    BL: Now, I can’t any longer be sure about this, but I think I must have been about thirteen when I read “Notebook.” Certainly it was before WT, before E.C., before I joined NEZFEZ (the North-East Science Fiction Society.) And it did have an impact on me, yes, because it was a tale told by a young lad who just might have been me! And of course it’s of that classic, nightmarish breed of horror story—that dreamlike subgenre—where the narrator is pursued along dark brooding paths from a place of horror, only to find that he’s been running in circles, and that instead of escaping from the nightmare he’s back where he started.

  


  
    Now, that’s twice I said “nightmare,” and that’s because I associate Bloch’s tale with a dreamplace that I’ve named the Stickistuff Sea. And I’m pretty damn sure that anyone who ever had a bad dream has been there. It’s that place where you find yourself pursued by a nameless monster, and no matter how fast you run you can’t escape it. In fact you can’t run—certainly not fast enough—because your feet seem stuck in treacle, or molasses to my American friends . . . or the inescapable Stickistuff Sea. And all the time this nameless thing is hot on your heels, getting closer second by second.

  


  
    That’s the mood conjured by Bloch’s “Notebook,” and I find it very much to my taste. And while I’ve enjoyed almost every story of Bloch’s that I ever read, I think this one has to be my favorite. Also, and this is important, it’s set firmly in Lovecraft’s Cthulhu Mythos. In fact it was probably the first easily recognizable Mythos story I ever read; which is a paradox in its own right, because of course I didn’t yet know what the Mythos was! I hadn’t as yet made the connection between one or two strangely similar stories I’d read; I didn’t know that even then (or long before then) authors other than H. P. Lovecraft had been drawn to try their hands at his weird Mythos.

  


  
    And Stanley, talking about Lovecraft, it wouldn’t at all surprise me to discover that that last question of yours was a deliberate ploy aimed at guiding us in the Old Gentleman of Providence’s general direction. Am I right?

  


  
    SW: Well, now that you mention it . . . some critics have stated that “if H.P. Lovecraft were writing today instead of the 1930s he would be Brian Lumley.” Just how accurate is that statement? If it’s remotely fair, do you take the comparison as a compliment—or as something less desirable?

  


  
    BL: Some “critics” don’t know what they’re talking about. If they mean I’m art updated HPL . . . well, how wrong can they be? I mean, HPL wrote in an outmoded style even in his own day. Which is to say, his style was dated, leaning very much towards Edgar A. Poe and Dunsany. And right now my writing is bang up to date and leaning towards nobody! Lovecraft didn’t introduce love or sentimentality into his stories; indeed, he criticized Algernon. Blackwood for his romanticism. If you try to remember any women in HPL, you will invariably come up with the albino cretin Lavinia Whately having it off with Yog Sothoth atop Sentinal Hill. Or maybe Asenath Waite (I think it was she) who inhabited dead folks or some such, in “The Thing on the Doorstep.” Well, yes, I do have some wicked females among my Wamphyri, but I also have female heroes (or heroines). HPL’s characters were very likely to faint at the hint of a bad smell, or perhaps a “meep” in the night. But my guys whip out their guns and go to investigate. Lovecraft died, if not in penury, in a state pretty close to it. He couldn’t find decent paying markets; he didn’t write nearly enough stories; he spent far too much time scrawling reams and reams of letters. My books sell; I live well; I don’t much care to waste a lot of time. And poor old HPL: If he knew that this comparison was being made—if he knew where I have been, some of the things I’ve seen and done—he would be turning in his grave!

  


  
    But if, on the other hand, these critics you mention mean that like Lovecraft I’ve tried to get away from run-of-the-mill themes in my writing—just as Lovecraft himself avoided common or garden monsters—then I would have to agree. Yes, I’m aware that a great many weird writers seem stuck in a rut, going over the same old ground time and again and again. And I have tried hard to avoid it, hence that the Necroscope books have had to die the inevitable death sooner rather than later.

  


  
    And again, if these critics mean simply that my stories have the same power of fascination as HPL’s . . . well, who could complain about that?

  


  
    Or, finally, do they mean I suffer from purple prose and adjectivitis, as did Lovecraft? If so then I can only point to Poe, whose literary style and punctuation was as far out as you can get. And of course Poe’s stories have been “classics” for a long, long time. Nobody knocks Poe . . . and for that matter, not too many critics knock HPL’s addiction to him.

  


  
    SW: Well, okay, that’s now. But how much of an influence did Lovecraft have on your early career? In what ways was your own voice as a writer restricted? Or was it in fact set free?

  


  
    BL: I had tried to write as a boy, not yet a man. My imagination then was colored by the gaudy jackets of SF magazines, I believe. But on reading HPL for the first time—or rather, on reading an entire book full of Lovecraft, something called Cry Horror, which I found in a YMCA bookshop in the Westfalian town of Bielefeld—I was very much influenced. Not enough to start writing, but certainly enough to begin thinking about it.

  


  
    But the Army was the Army, and as a young soldier I didn’t have time for writing or much anything else! The Cold War was at its height, and for me that meant training, training, training. Later, after my three years in Cyprus—after I’d absorbed the Cthulhu Mythos and HPL’s other works, and then found myself in Berlin—that was when I found the time. And, oh yes, Lovecraft’s influence was still very strong.

  


  
    As for any restrictions that might have imposed: I really don’t think it was that important. They certainly didn’t stain many of my early tales. I mean, how often do I sound like HPL? (Or sound like I’m trying to sound like him?) Yes, I was writing Mythos stories, but where was I trying to be HPL?

  


  
    In Beneath the Moors, my first novel, probably. But in The Burrowers Beneath, my second novel, I’ve already moved on. It’s Mythos, but it isn’t HPL. And in “Born of the Winds,” a novelette written in 1972, it’s still Mythos but definitely me—not HPL. In fact, only half a dozen or so of my earlier tales ape HPL’s style. After that, while I utilized his themes, the stories were all mine, written as I write, not as Lovecraft wrote.

  


  
    SW: And yet I remember one of your earliest books, a paperback, where someone saw fit to do a back jacket blurb stating that you had “inherited Lovecraft’s mantle,” or some such. Did you have anything to do with that?

  


  
    BL: Only incidentally, or maybe accidentally. You’re talking about The Burrowers Beneath, Stanley. That was my first paperback, a slim little DAW Book with its distinctive yellow spine and a jacket by Tim Kirk. And that blurb you mentioned was the work of the publisher, Donald A. Wollheim, “DAW” himself.

  


  
    I met Don at the Frankfurt Buchemesse in 1971 or 1972. He had read a manuscript copy of Burrowers and asked to see me. I was in Germany; I managed to take a weekend off, went to Frankfurt to meet him at the book fair. We ate at a German restaurant and talked about the book. He loved Lovecraft and things Lovecraftian, and said he’d never read anything more “redolent” of HPL’s Mythos in a long time. Note: He wasn’t talking about me imitating HPL but my use of Lovecraft’s Mythos; he was very much taken with it.

  


  
    Don was interested in my birthday; he had read somewhere, probably in the contributor notes for Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos, that I was born in 1937. I told him the actual date, December 2nd, then asked him what was interesting about that. “Because you were born nine months after HPL died,” he told me, a fact which I don’t think had been brought home to me before. And he actually made a note of it. And to and behold, when he published Burrowers he took the opportunity to publicize that fact.

  


  
    Do I personally make anything of it? Hell, no! But apparently certain Lovecraft “purists” and “authorities”—amateur critics, mainly—were outraged by the blurb. What do I think about that? Well, tough!

  


  
    SW: What’s your opinion of critics in general? What do you think they most misunderstand about your work?

  


  
    BL: I suffer critics, and that’s about it. I don’t really care much anymore. I used to lose my cool; there was so much garbage spouted by certain people that I admit I got rattled. This was mainly in connection with my Cthulhu Mythos fiction. But hey, were these people important? I mean, did they command respect in anything but their own very small circles? Not a bit of it. Mainly they were frustrated writers venting their venom in obscure fanzines. And really it was dumb of me to get upset. (The moment you show your anger you give the game away; people know that they’re getting to you.) But at least there was one occasion when I had a laugh at their expense.

  


  
    That was when I challenged a pack of critics—or rather, of wanna-be writers—to do better, when later an entire issue of the Crypt of Cthulhu was given over to their efforts. One or two of their stories were half-decent attempts at writing; with a lot more work they’d be passable, but still probably wouldn’t sell to a pro magazine. But the rest of this stuff was puerile junk with all of HPL’s worst excesses and none of his incredible erudition and narrative power. To my delight the very worst “story” of all was by this terribly wordy person who’d made no secret of the fact that he detested my work.

  


  
    As for misunderstanding my work: I’m not sure that was the case. I think it was sheer jealousy. I could write Mythos stories; I had written them; the dean of macabre publishers himself (August Derleth) had seen fit to publish them in hardcover; and my paperbacks were on sale right across the U.S. of A.

  


  
    But speaking of Derleth: There again you have to remember that these same Lovecraft “purists” were very much against him, too. They couldn’t seem to get it into their heads that but for August Derleth, HPL might well have slipped into the same literary vacuum that claimed so many of the old Weird Tales authors. Derleth had singlehandedly kept him from that fate.

  


  
    Enough on critics. A very famous person—but right now I can’t remember who—once pointed out that nobody ever erected a statue to a critic. Doesn’t that say it all?

  


  
    Wait! Now I remember who said that thing about statues and critics: It was Jean Sibelius. Also, one Christopher Hampton, a writer for The Sunday Times Magazine, I believe, made a comment I wish I’d made first: “Asking a working writer what he thinks about critics is like asking a lamppost how it feels about dogs . . .”

  


  
    SW: Indeed it would seem to! But Brian, if we can stay with this subject and with The Burrowers Beneath—just a little bit longer: Didn’t Fritz Leiber once have a go at you, too?

  


  
    BL: Yes, he did. But here we’re talking about Fritz Leiber, one of the gods! And when someone like that—someone I respected enormously—takes a stance, you just have to listen to what he’s saying. But Stanley, this is something of a story in its own right, and it may take a while to tell. Especially if I go back to the start of it. And that’s the only way, right?

  


  
    So, did you know that Fritz once wrote a story called “The Burrowers Beneath?” Well, he did—and I don’t have to tell you what inspired him, it was the same thing that inspired me . . . and Lin Carter! That fascinating lineup of stories by “Robert Blake,” quoted by Lovecraft in “The Haunter of the Dark,” specifically (what else) “The Burrowers Beneath.” Irresistible.

  


  
    Lin Carter wrote to me in (I think) the early 1970s, when I was serving in Northern Ireland. He was organizing some kind of list of Cthulhu Mythos Elder Gods, Great Old Ones and their minions, etc. and like that. He wanted my input. He also said he was working on a story called—you guessed it—“The Burrowers Beneath.”

  


  
    His letter caught me at a bad time; I probably wasn’t too diplomatic when I answered, telling him that DAW Books would be publishing my Burrowers, a novel, in the near future. Following which . . . I don’t know what became of his Burrowers.

  


  
    Well, we didn’t communicate for some time after that. But it was silly, wasn’t it? I’m pretty sure I would have liked Lin but never got the chance to know him better . . .

  


  
    So I had written a novel called The Burrowers Beneath—my first paperback book—and Lin had at least started a story of the same title, and Fritz Leiber, too. But I wasn’t aware of that at that time. DAW (Donald A. Wollheim) published my book; Fritz really ripped into it in his review column in Fantastic. It hurt because this was Fritz Leiber and I loved his stuff. It was like having your personal hero call you a dung beetle. And I couldn’t figure why he would go to such lengths to swat a fly—little more than an amateur fly at that—like me. Fly? I wasn’t even a gnat, and this giant of a fellow was after me with an elephant gun!

  


  
    But lo and behold, a couple issues of Fantastic later, in the “According to You” readers’ column of the February 1976 issue, there was a letter from a Texan called Bob Allen, in which he really ripped into Fritz! Well, I don’t know who you are, Bob, or where or even if you are now, but thanks. And I’ll tell you now, I cringed at some of the things you said to Fritz, while secretly wishing I had said them. And I rather suspect that Fritz cringed, too—especially about one of the things you said. Just a little innocent thing, but I had reason to recall it later. Much later, in fact . . .

  


  
    However, and not that much later, I was represented in a book called The Disciples of Cthulhu. And so was Fritz Leiber, with a story called “The Terror from the Depths.”

  


  
    While reading “The Terror from the Depths,” I began to get this feeling that I had been here before and I knew exactly where I’d been. Especially when I kept bumping into that title within the framework of the story, that very familiar title “The Tunneler Below”—for what was it but “The Burrower Beneath”? And a picture kept crossing my mind, of Fritz in high dudgeon working on his manuscript, striking his pen through the words “Burrowers Beneath” and inserting “Tunneler Below.” Suddenly the answer seemed plain to me: I knew why Fritz had taken a trip-hammer to crack a walnut!

  


  
    I, me, myself . . . I’d had the temerity, the effrontery, to steal a Fritz Leiber idea right out from under his nose and get it into print first.

  


  
    I went back and read the editor Edward Berglund’s foreword, where he states that “The Terror from the Depths” was “a collaboration between Fritz Leiber 1937 and Fritz Leiber 1975.” A manuscript Fritz had had hanging around all those years—indeed from a time just months before I was born! Well, little wonder he was pissed with me! But if I had been him I’d be a lot more pissed at myself.

  


  
    And before anyone cries “Speculation! Speculation!” please let me finish my story . . .

  


  
    Chicago, Illinois, 1990. The World. Fantasy Convention. I was there with my then-wife, Dorothy. Fritz was a guest at one of the TOR Books’ tables—in fact, my table—along with two or three others I can’t recall. (I think David Drake might have been there.) Melissa Ann Singer, my editor at TOR, was very capably looking after her guests at the table.

  


  
    Dot and I were seated together, as were Fritz and Margot Skinner (at least I think that was the lady’s name; in any case she was looking after Fritz, who was kind of frail; several times it seemed he was about to fall asleep in his soup).

  


  
    During a break in the proceedings I spoke to him. He got it together and before I could make a proper introduction said, “Ah, Mr. Lumley!” He’d obviously read the seating cards or he’d checked on who he’d be seated with. “Sir,” I said. “I just want to tell you how very much pleasure your work has given me over the years.” For of course he wouldn’t remember that I was this same upstart Brit from fifteen, sixteen years ago. Oh, really?

  


  
    “But not all of my work,” he said, smiling. I knew what he meant, shrugged, and said, “Well, we all have opinions, without which we wouldn’t be individuals.”

  


  
    And then he said, “You are far more charitable than I was. But you know, Mr. Lumley . . . you really picked the icing off my cake.”

  


  
    Those are my italics.

  


  
    Well, then the conversation moved on and I can’t remember where it went. But as I’ve said, he wasn’t in the best of form. And our words as I have them above may not be exactly as spoken—but close as damn after a further hiatus of ten years.

  


  
    But something rang in my mind and wouldn’t stop ringing “You really picked the icing off my cake.”

  


  
    Back home, months or even years later, restacking my books on new bookshelves, I came across the February 1976 Fantastic and was prompted to turn to the readers’ letters section; there once again were these one and a half columns written in my defense by Bob Allen. And there again was that line that had made me cringe so: “Fritz pouts like a baby who has had the sparkles picked off his rattler . . .”

  


  
    Well, Fritz was a regular columnist, a reviewer, for Fantastic. Of course he’d read these comments on his comments. Now me, I’m not quite sure I know what “sparkles off a baby’s rattler” means, and maybe Fritz didn’t, either. But it is entirely possible the phrase had stuck in his mind—and it had become “icing off a cake,” which we both understood perfectly well.

  


  
    Thus Burrowers was condemned. But you know, a gentleman by the name of Wilson—not Colin—once condemned Lovecraft, too. And where did it get him? Right now, as I tell this true story, The Burrowers Beneath by Brian Lumley has been issued in nineteen editions in eleven countries (that I know of and have been paid for) and is about to be reissued in omnibus editions in China. The Spanish hardcover has a Giger jacket; several editions have learned introductions; some name the book as a “cornerstone of the Mythos” after Lovecraft’s own work.

  


  
    There are usually a host of reasons why each and every man or woman born likes or dislikes this or that film, book, painting, whatever. That being the case, can any so-called critic’s opinion be one hundred percent impersonal? I doubt it.

  


  
    SW: What do you think is most appreciated about your work by your readers? Is there a “type” of reader that you have in mind when you write? Or are you yourself the only audience you are aiming to please?

  


  
    BL: I have no type of reader in mind. According to my e-mails and letters, my readers range from thirteen to sixty-five years old. Most of them, however, are in their late teens to late twenties, early thirties. And it’s difficult to say what they like best. (Well, not really; they like Necroscope and its sequels the best.) But they’re not only into my most recent novels and stories—most of them like everything! They start with Necroscope and rapidly expand outwards. Guys who missed the Titus Crow Mythos volumes catch up with them after reading the big Necroscope novels.

  


  
    The reason I’ve never analyzed this is simple: I started writing in the Army, so it wasn’t my bread and butter. I didn’t need to know who was reading or not reading me; it didn’t concern me because I wasn’t dependant upon it. And I’ve stayed that way. As long as they read and enjoy (which they seem to), then that’s good enough for me.

  


  
    But you make an interesting point. For it’s true that in the Army I really was only writing for myself. In fact, for the first eight or so years of my “career” I wasn’t trying to be a writer at all! Or at least, not a “real” or successful one. Oh, I was writing at full steam, true, but it was all for me. Yes, I was the only audience I was trying to please.

  


  
    My first stories were published in 1968 while I was serving in goldfish-bowl Berlin. And between then and 1981 I was a full-time soldier, dedicated and committed (and so I should be, you might reason!). In fact, I finished my time as the training sergeant major at the Royal Military Police training center. I assume you’ve seen An Officer and a Gentleman? It was something like that, except of course I’m a white guy. My point? I was a committed soldier and everything I wrote before ’81 was for me. It was my hobby. No one was more surprised and delighted when my work was accepted and published, but the Army was my bread and butter while this stuff was just me having fun. It didn’t become hard work until I had to make a living at it. The main difference between a hobby and a career is the money—if it doesn’t earn you your keep, it isn’t a career. I suspect it’s the principal reason why H. P. Lovecraft was happy to declare himself an amateur.

  


  
    SW: Can you tell us about some of your most dedicated fans? What have their letters, messages, e-mails meant to you over the years?

  


  
    BL: Stanley, my fans mean everything to me! They constitute an utter condemnation—a complete contradiction—of every downer that was ever thrown on my tracks to derail me. I have one young fellow (I won’t call him a “fan” because it goes way beyond that) who built what has to be one of the most outstanding personal sites on the Internet—dedicated to yours truly. Dave is a personal friend now. We and our ladies spend as much time as possible together when we’re in the States; we’ve done Las Vegas together and several conventions; we speak regularly by e-mail and telephone. And he runs that website exactly as I would run it if I was that way inclined.

  


  
    Another great friend is Keith Grant Evans of The Downliner Sect. Keith and his pals are London-based rockers from way back. And now a little known fact: Back in 1965, the Sect’s “Little Egypt” knocked the Beatles off the top of the Swedish charts! I last saw them play just a few weeks ago (February 2001) at a charity in London, and these blokes are still rocking, and they’re still something else. Parts of Keith’s house—especially a bookcase he built—are like a shrine to Brian Lumley! And I have every record the Sect ever cut. What? But my voice can be heard on a couple of the tracks on their recent CD, Dangerous Ground. So I suppose this fandom thing works both ways for me.

  


  
    And what about all the people who “demanded” to be allowed to do something for this book? Okay, so they get paid for it—but each and every one of them said they’d do it for nothing if needs be. (Believe me, with what they are getting paid, they’re almost doing it for nothing anyway!) I mean the Bob Prices and W. Paul Ganleys, the mediators from my website, the folks I see almost every time I do a signing at a bookstore.

  


  
    My fans (or rather, my dedicated readers) mean just about everything to me. And me, I’d be a miserable son of a bitch if I couldn’t return something of what they’ve given me.

  


  
    SW: Have you ever used a pseudonym?

  


  
    BL: There was a time when I was sending maybe one short story a month to August Derleth at Arkham House. And yes, I did think to use a pseudonym. I came up with the idea to create this pen name using all the letters in “Shagnasty.” (I know what you’re thinking, that I’m a terrible person.) Anyway, I called myself “Hagna Syts” or some such—which just didn’t work. So instead I settled for “Hagna S. Grey.”

  


  
    Derleth said, “God, no! That sounds like Theda Bara! Brian Lumley is a perfectly good name.” So out the window with Hagna, and I’ve been Brian ever since. And I’m not pulling your leg—that’s a perfectly true story.

  


  
    SW: When someone contacts you and sincerely asks for advice on what it takes to become a successful writer . . . what do you advise them?

  


  
    BL: First off, I look at the composition of the letter. Let’s face it, if an adult can’t spell, doesn’t know how to construct a sentence, mixes up his tenses, and goes all to hell on punctuation, then he first of all must learn to write, let alone have ideas about becoming a writer. And a lot of letters are of that kind.

  


  
    But, of course, if someone shows a grain of talent, there are ways he or she can be helped. First requirement is a good basic reference library: an atlas of the world, a modern dictionary, a thesaurus, books on the sciences, with special reference to the writer’s areas of interest, a concise history of the world, a volume on natural history, and so forth. Then he should write about what he knows. If he doesn’t know a thing or a place, he can’t write about it—or at least, not until he’s made himself familiar with it.

  


  
    Next I’ll tell him/her to read as much as possible within his sphere of interest. And finally I’ll give him/her a couple of writers’ rules: Whatever you start, finish it. Having finished it, submit it, and if it bounces back, submit it elsewhere and so on. Then—if it’s any good at all—sooner or later it will be taken for publication.

  


  
    A perfectly sensible piece of advice is always “Don’t give up your day job!” This isn’t a cliche, it’s a must! (Or a must not, if you like.) And finally I’d tell this wanna-be the awful truth: that writing is bloody hard work, and only a very small percentage of us ever make a decent living at it.

  


  
    A good sign that he/she might make it is if he/she simply has to write! If he/she is driven to it, can’t let a day go by without writing something, only suffers the day to go by until he/she can get at the typewriter or word processor . . . that is the kind of obsession that makes a writer. Ask Stephen King.

  


  
    But really, you wanna-bes, don’t ask me because I’ve said it all right here.

  


  
    SW: What is the best advice someone gave you when you were aspiring to be a professional writer?

  


  
    BL: That person was August Derleth. First with the pseudonym thing. He said he knew people who would be household names if they had only one name. But they’d diluted themselves with all the pen names.

  


  
    And again he told me not to kill off a main character. I did precisely that—or at least I planned to kill off Titus Crow in a short story! “No,” said Derleth. “Remember Sherlock Holmes and the Reichenbach Falls!”

  


  
    And then there was Don Wollheim. In Frankfurt he asked me if The Burrowers Beneath had been published anywhere before the DAW Books printing that was still to come. I told him the first chapter had been used as a taster in a fanzine (Meade and Penny Frierson’s HPL.) He asked what they’d paid and I told him they gave me half a dozen copies of the magazine. “OK,” said Don, “I’ll publish your book and give you a dozen copies—free!” He was only joking, but I got the point: You can’t give stories away and then expect professional publishers to pay top dollar. It wasn’t merely a salutary lesson but very good advice, and I’ve followed it ever since. However little, I always get paid.

  


  
    Other than these few instances I honestly can’t remember anyone advising me about anything.

  


  
    SW: In your Chronology, it’s reported that you read Richard Matheson’s I Am Legend at least twice at the start of your own career, and that it “probably stopped [you] writing [your] own vampire novels for some twenty years.” Can you elaborate?

  


  
    BL: Matheson’s book told a knockout story. It was—it still is—excellent! And it’s one of my fondest memories that I was able to introduce Richard Matheson himself to a very appreciative audience at the 2nd World Horror Convention in Nashville, Tennessee, in 1992. I was doing MC (toastmaster to you Americans) and he was the guest of honor. But I Am Legend is in my opinion the ultimate vampire story. The only way round it was not to try to beat it but to do something entirely different, which is what I eventually attempted to do with Necroscope.

  


  
    Vampires had always been rave reading to me—from Stoker, when I could barely understand him, through Bela Lugosi and the Weird Tales era, to E.C.—but Legend was the one that did it. I vowed that one day I would write about vampires, too, but I was going to have to work really hard at it if I wanted to get anywhere near Matheson. And I did work hard, for more than twenty years, as specified. But actually, that was one hell of a good goal to set my sights on. If you are going to have an ambition, make it a big one, right?

  


  
    SW: How crucial was writing for “fanzines” and the small presses for you? Would you advise new writers to take that same route?

  


  
    BL: Yes, I would. If you’ll take a quick look at the short story bibliography that Barbara Ann has prepared for this book, you’ll find that at least half of my stories first appeared in small press anthologies, small press collections, and fanzines. I mean, that’s fantastic! I myself hadn’t realized that it was so until you asked the question. Important? I’ll say it was! I wasn’t exactly “writing for the fanzines,” but it’s a damn good job they were there anyway! My stories didn’t stay in the small press magazines; most of them quickly moved on into rather more professional books and magazines. But at least they had found a market . . . at least they had been showcased in the small press.

  


  
    New writers could do a lot worse than accept the one (or if they’re lucky two) cents per word that many small press magazines offer. I did, from semi-pro magazines like Whispers and Kadath and Fantasy Tales. It meant that when the better paying markets opened, I could send carefully prepared tear sheets or clean Xerox copies from the original printing—and stories always look so much better in print than in type. And whatever editor was getting them could see they’d been published before. Maybe it’s not so important now that we have these wonderful computers that produce whatever typeface you require, but in those early days it was important to me.

  


  
    I think W. Paul Ganley, a small press publisher, was the best of the bunch. And since he’s won two World Fantasy Awards, it looks like plenty of other people think so, too. It’s probably fair to say that Weirdbook Press kept me afloat when I could easily have gone down with the boat, or the book. And he has first-published more of my stories than anyone else in the world.

  


  
    Long live the fanzines. . . .

  


  
    SW: How important was August Derleth when you began your career? Would it be fair to say he was your mentor? Do you consider yourself a mentor to anyone who is up and coming?

  


  
    BL: I didn’t have a mentor. Derleth gave me the advice I’ve specified above, but that’s about it. I seem to remember that he did offer bits of advice here and there, but I wasn’t listening. It’s probably a fault in my character; I’ve never been too good at taking advice. I usually go my own way, and so far (touch wood) I’ve rarely regretted it.

  


  
    But a mentor to anyone else? No way! For despite what I say about critics, it so happens that I am my own worst critic. And if I can be mean to me, God only knows what I’d be like to someone else.

  


  
    But Stanley, I do have more to say about August Derleth; he was of the utmost importance to me, as he has been to many others. So if we could pick it up later I’d be grateful.

  


  
    SW: Fair enough, Brian. So while you think it over: How far back do you possess your earliest writings? Could you tell us what they’re about—and why you’ve held on to them?

  


  
    BL: Stanley, I don’t possess any of my early work! I’ve never been someone who keeps files, copies, records, etc. So it isn’t until Barbara Ann (Silky) comes along that my life and business show any sign of tidiness. In my person I’m neat and tidy, maybe even fastidious in the way I dress; I can’t stand looking sloppy. But as for administration . . . forget it. Both facets stem from my Army years, all twenty-two of them. I looked after so much admin as a training sergeant major that I vowed never to give a rat’s ass about it again—but at the same time I’ve never lost the habit of looking as smart as I can. I have to admit, though, it’s getting harder as I get older.

  


  
    SW: Let’s stay with that military theme for the next question. When you were in the Army, where on earth did you find the time to write all those stories? You’ve told elsewhere how you wrote some of them on night desk duties in Berlin—but if I remember correctly you were only there for two years.

  


  
    BL: Yes I was, but they were two all-important years. I certainly don’t mind going over that period again. And it gives me the opportunity I need to talk some more about August Derleth.

  


  
    I arrived in Berlin (the Military Police HQ there, in the 1936 Olympic Stadium, where your black athlete Jesse Owens gave Der Fuhrer apoplexy by winning so many medals) in the autumn of 1966. By that time I had soaked up just about all of H.P. Lovecraft and a great many of the other writers published by August Derleth at Arkham House. It was time to try my hand at it, but I didn’t know where to start.

  


  
    Just fooling around, I did a couple of short “pieces”—excerpts from the old “forbidden Black Books,” etc.—and later, when I wrote to Derleth to inquire about the one or two bits of Lovecraft that I was still missing, I enclosed samples. He sent me my books, commented critically, seriously, on where I’d gone wrong in my purely-for-fun scribblings, and said, “It’s a pity you don’t have something more solid for an anthology I’m planning.” I didn’t know it, but he was talking about Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos.

  


  
    Well, to me that was an invitation, and it was irresistible! I had no inclination at that time that Derleth was the dean of macabre publishers, or that the names of the people he had published was a Who’s Who of many of the greatest writers in the field. So in all innocence—or ignorance—I wrote a bunch of stories while on duty on Night Desk. This wasn’t difficult; after 2 A.M. when the last wayward “squaddie” (or soldier) had been locked away and the Berlin Wall and Wire were quiet, I was there in this room like a set from a Bond movie—with its big illuminated wall maps, multicolored telephones, and radio contact with the patrols—with nothing much to do except stay alert. You couldn’t sleep because the Duty Desk backed onto the armory and magazine, and you never knew what was going to go down. Berlin was a hot spot.

  


  
    So I stayed awake writing, for at least four or five hours a night during a week of shifts, until the Provost Company came awake again in the morning. And I sent the results of my labors to Derleth in “Arkham House, Wisconsin, 53583,” an address I’ll never forget. And what do you know, he began to buy my stories!

  


  
    That was toward the end of 1967, and of course 1968. saw me busy as a beaver. By mid-1968 I had sold to Derleth such tales as “Cement Surroundings” and “The Cyprus Shell,” along with several shorter pieces written especially for publication in Arkharn’s biannual Arkham Collector. But it wasn’t until he’d seen the outlines and first drafts of a handful of other stories that he said we should now begin collecting tales toward an entire book of my own. What a bombshell!

  


  
    At that time I had been writing seriously, or as seriously as time allowed, for less than a year, and his suggestion threw me flat on my back. If right then August Derleth had told me he couldn’t afford to pay for such a book, I would have accepted it and gone ahead and finished those stories anyway. But he did no such thing . . . with scrupulous fairness he paid at a rate which eventually proved amply remunerative—for a beginner. And when the book was later translated into Japanese, I was well pleased to get paid again.

  


  
    So there you go. Others may have had bad or unsatisfactory experiences with Augie, but how many fully-fledged writers are there today who wouldn’t have made it without Augie’s presence and his help there at Arkham House? There are a handful I know who probably never would have seen print—or never would have suspected they had the ability to see print—myself included.

  


  
    But don’t let anyone take it from the above that I never experienced any problems with Derleth myself—that would be a mistake. He was (I realize now) usually right, but at the time that didn’t stop me from thinking he was wrong. On those one or two occasions when we skirmished, he could have won the argument simply by saying, “Okay, I don’t want it.” But if a story was any good at all we’d make a compromise; I rarely rewrote more than a few words, a paragraph or page or two, but usually that would suffice to keep him happy.

  


  
    Since his death in the summer of 1971, I am sure Derleth has been sadly missed by the horror fiction community, especially the people he championed. And anyone who says he wasn’t a force for good in the genre is out of his tiny mind. The reason Arkham House books are so collectible is really quite simple . . . it’s called August Derleth.

  


  
    Back to your original question: Where did I find the time?

  


  
    Well, Stanley, it’s like I said somewhere else: If you are going to succeed at this game, you make time. Oh, yes, there was many a function I missed down at the pub or the sergeant’s mess when I was banging away at a story; many a weekend (when I wasn’t on duty) spent wracking my brains for the solution to a story that wouldn’t come—but all worth it in the end. For if you have to write, then you have to write. The only terrible thing about it is that every hour you make is in fact an hour lost. That’s the price a writer pays: The world moves along without him while he is there at his desk. . . .

  


  
    SW: Talking about arguments with Derleth, don’t I recall reading somewhere about just such a skirmish, with regard to one of your earliest stories? Tell us about “The Sister City” and how it became Beneath the Moors, your first novel.

  


  
    BL: And so we’re back to Lovecraft’s Mythos.

  


  
    Sometime in 1968 I had sent Derleth a Mythos novelette in three chapters called “The Sister City” which ran to maybe 14,000 words. He liked it and bought it (at least he bought the title) straight off, and said he wanted to use it . . . but he couldn’t fit in into Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos because of its length. Could I not bring it down to say 5,000 words?

  


  
    I didn’t much like it but did it anyway. By mutilating a couple of paragraphs (and more or less amputating two chapters), I reduced the tale by two-thirds and close on 10,000 words, managing at the same time somehow to leave the main theme unscathed. It only took me a couple of nights to make the changes and have the story as it would later appear in TOTCM.

  


  
    But a whole year later I found that this attack of literary butchery was still on my mind, and by then I’d developed an idea for my first short novel. I talked to Derleth about it and he wished me luck with “Under the Moors”—which at least told me that he’d given some consideration to my title!

  


  
    Anyway, to cut a long story short (but in fact to make a short story long!), Beneath the Moors provided me with an opportunity to return all of “The Sister City” ’s excerpted words back into print, and to add another 25,000. All in all it was a very good, very useful exercise, and made my journey into professionalism that much more interesting.

  


  
    SW: Once you became a full-time professional, could you tell us about your “standard” work habits? Have they changed at all over the years, and if so by how much? (Do you set a goal of so many pages a day, or so many words? Do you write in longhand or on a typewriter, or a word processor?)

  


  
    BL: I’ve used all of those methods. My early tales in Berlin were hand-written at first pass; I went to an Army typewriter, then a Japanese portable when I could afford one; from that I moved to an Adler electric, which I’ve still got; but for the last twelve years I’ve been working on an Amstrad (nothing to do with violins) PCW 9512, so stripped-down that it will do nothing else but write. It’s way out of date yet more than the sum of its parts; the monitor is Spanish (“Ordenador personal Procesador de texto”) while the printer—a “Typenraddrucker”—is obviously German, and it has been repaired or “fixed up” so many times it looks like something out of a robot junkyard in Star Wars! But I know exactly what it will or won’t do, and I don’t need anything more than that.

  


  
    Sixteen years ago, when I sat down to write Necroscope, I wouldn’t have been content with anything less than seven or eight pages (2,000 words) a day. And in fact four years later, late ’88 to early ’89, I was going even stronger. It only took me four months to write Deadspeak. But nowadays, I have to tell you I’ve slowed right down. If I managed three or four pages a day on the E-Branch trilogy, I considered myself in good form. Maybe it’s because I don’t need to anymore, or maybe because I’m getting old.

  


  
    It could well be, Stanley, that this book’s my last . . .

  


  
    SW: Oh yes, and I recall now some talk of retirement. You’ve mentioned this as becoming increasingly likely. But considering how much pleasure you’ve given to your millions of fans worldwide, do you think they’ll readily or willingly understand how a writer can have a life beyond his pen?

  


  
    BL: Well, quite a few of them don’t! I’ve had e-mails, a lot of them, begging me not to stop writing (especially the Necroscope novels, but also from Cthulhu Mythos buffs) because they don’t know what they’d do if they had nothing else of mine to read! Which to me is utterly astonishing . . . I mean, I’ve actually met people who only read Lovecraft—like, God help them, they only read Lovecraft! Now, there’s something really out of whack here somewhere. They’ve never read Burroughs or Haggard, or Bradbury or Matheson, or James or anyone else but Lovecraft? I personally loved Lovecraft—but there was always room in my mind for others. Currently, I’m into Jack Vance again because it’s been way too long since I enjoyed his work. And personally I find it just too weird that people read only one author, even if I’m it. I’m not knocking anyone; I just find it weird. So, to tell the truth, I’ve stopped answering the handful who hector me about it. I mean, I give them my very good reasons . . . and then they start over again as if I were denying them their lives, or I’m lying or something.

  


  
    SW: Your good reasons? What reasons? I think this has to be an important question, because anyone who dreams about being a best-selling author probably can’t imagine a life more satisfying than the one you’ve attained with your career. So when they ask, “Why stop? Why ever stop?”, how do you answer them?

  


  
    BL: I tell them that while I’ve been to maybe fourteen Greek islands (I lived for three years on Cyprus) there remain a few that I haven’t seen—one of which, I’m pretty much ashamed to admit, is Crete. And I haven’t seen the Great Barrier Reef, the Pyramids, the Great Wall of China. And I get really pissed when I’m stuck in my study and the sun’s shining (which is something it never does enough of in England) and I can’t go out to enjoy my pool because of this or that deadline, even when it’s only a deadline I’ve set myself because I’m way too disciplined, self-disciplined, as a relic or hang-up of my twenty-two years in the army. And I suppose I could tell them I’m still living with the memory of a heart attack I had back in ’89. Oh sure, I got over it, with a couple of little aftershocks, but . . . intimations of mortality, Stanley. I’m not the kind of guy who is going to be found one morning slumped across his desk with the cursor blip-blip-blipping uselessly away on his word processor.

  


  
    SW: Okay, enough of the morbids. What brings you the greatest pleasure as a writer? Is it the outlining of a project, the writing of the first draft, the revising of the work? Or is it the complete unleashing of your imagination to create your own worlds?

  


  
    BL: Stanley, a few surprises for you. I don’t do outlines; I have never submitted a synopsis; with me there is no such thing as a first draft. As a beginner back in 1968 I would write some short stories, leave them alone for a couple of months, then go back to them to see if I could improve them . . . but that was a long time ago. So, when it’s written, it’s written. Oh, sure, I may well discover a few ambiguities in the story as it progresses, and fix them along the way, but that’s all. And I’ll probably find a few little errors (and sometimes a big one) when we get to the proofs stage, but doesn’t everyone?

  


  
    Anyway, the question was what gives me the most pleasure. I think it’s when I’m right at the end and I’m looking for that perfect way in which to tie up all the threads—or not so much when I’m looking for it as when I’ve found it, when I know how to end it in the best possible way and can finally say, “That’s it!”

  


  
    That’s what I like best. And second best is when I get to hold my first copy of the book in my hands. The only thing that can spoil that is if I don’t much care for the jacket or cover. But that’s rare these days. Usually I’ve had at least some say in the jacket artwork.

  


  
    SW: By most standards you’ve written a “fair” number of words in the course of your career. What has driven you to write so much—or don’t you consider yourself a truly prolific author?

  


  
    BL: Well, I think I must have been. When you consider all the time I spent in the Army . . . I suppose I must have been sort of prolific. Volume-wise it works out on average something like, I don’t know, maybe a book and a half for every year I’ve been in the business. But you know, some of those books were big little items. By big I mean word length. Take Vampire World: Bloodwars, for example. It has to be between a quarter million and 300,000 words long. Probably leaning more towards the 300,000.

  


  
    But my short story output wasn’t nearly so great. I’ve only written a few more than one hundred or so short stories or novelettes. Actually, I find that while short stories are nice when they turn out to be little jewels—I mean when they’re really pleasing—they do use up a lot of good ideas, scenarios that would have been best used and a lot more profitable in novels. That could be why I’ve written so few.

  


  
    As for what has driven me to write:

  


  
    Looking back, I’m really none too sure. I remember at one time thinking that if I could write and stay home, then I’d be well fixed to look after my brother, Harry, when the old folks were gone. Harry had an accident—he fell off a double-decker bus—and it left him more or less a cripple. That was while I was still in the Army, before it dawned on me that writing just might be a way to make a living despite what my father said.

  


  
    But my brother’s condition got worse and he died aged forty-five, when I was only thirty-five. By then, of course, I was five years or so into writing, which would eventually become my new career when the military let go of me. So if Harry had lived my plan would have worked.

  


  
    SW: Well, it seems to me your plan has definitely worked . . . at least as far as becoming a bestselling writer is concerned! By your own personal standards, are you satisfied with what you’ve achieved? Or maybe I should ask, do you consider yourself a success?

  


  
    BL: But Stanley, isn’t that one of those catch-22 questions? I mean, I’m damned if I do and damned if I don’t, so however I answer, I’m damned! If I don’t consider myself a success, then what was the point? And if I do—well, how big-headed can a man get!?

  


  
    Okay, let’s handle it this way:

  


  
    I can’t stand these people who get up there, smile at you, and say, “My life? I did it my way and wouldn’t change a single thing.” Oh, really? They never did anything they’re ashamed of? They never messed up, hurt a friend, let suffering happen which could have been avoided? They never permitted an occurrence—I mean something bad—that they could have stopped? Never told a lie to a loved one? Or never told the truth, when it just might have saved a relationship? They’ve never reveled in revenge or put the boot in when a rival was down? In fact, they have never done anything that preys on their consciences? Nothing at all? I mean, that’s what they seem to be saying—“I wouldn’t have had it any other way.”

  


  
    Well, I would! I admit I’ve messed up on occasion, and I can’t honestly say that my life has been a success. I sometimes look at my kids and think: “Where’d I go wrong? Have I brought them up so badly?” But then I think of the gap between them and me—the so-called generation gap—and I look around and see how other kids came up. And what do you know? My friends are in the same boat, wondering the same things. But you know, my kids have kids of their own, and in ten years time maybe they’ll be looking at them and wondering, “Where did I go wrong?”

  


  
    Anyway, suffice it to say I have gone wrong now and then, and no use trying to excuse myself. So my life could have been better . . . I could have been better. But as for my writing:

  


  
    How does one measure success in genre writing? Especially my chosen genre. By critical acclaim? (Well, that might be one of my big mistakes: I have this penchant for saying fuck you to the critics; you’ve probably noticed.) Or can one measure it by the number of strange sculptures and esoteric awards squatting on one’s mantlepiece? Not really. Brian Lumley and awards seem to orbit in entirely different spheres, along diverging routes. But on the other hand—and as Tom Doherty relates about Jerry Pournelle—“Tom,” Pournelle said, “I find that money gets me through periods of no awards better than awards get me through periods of no money.” Well, me too. I know several people who could probably build sizeable extensions on their homes using their many awards as bricks—but they probably can’t afford the mortar! Okay, I’m exaggerating, but you know what I mean.

  


  
    I have a couple of nice things that I’m proud of, one of which I’m especially proud. In 1998 the World Horror Convention made me a Grand Master—which meant that at that time I joined the company of Robert Bloch, Stephen King, Richard Matheson, Anne Rice, Clive Barker, Dean R. Koontz, and Peter Straub in that order. That’s pretty good company, and maybe it’s also a good way to calculate success, by measuring yourself against (or alongside) your contemporaries.

  


  
    SW: Personally, I think you’ve established your credentials, certainly as a writer of horror fiction. But if you were required to introduce someone to your work for the very first time, which three books would you recommend they read—and why?

  


  
    BL: I’ve generally found that if one of my books pleases me, it’s most likely to please my readers. This was the case with Necroscope: When it was finished, I remember saying to myself “This is the one that will do it.” I mean, every writer needs his breakthrough book, and I knew that Necroscope was it. And I was right. Similarly with the short story, “Fruiting Bodies”: for the first time I actually reckoned one of my short stories as an award-winner; I knew it must stand a chance. And what do you know, it picked up a British Fantasy Award. I believe it’s true that I’ve only ever submitted four stories to Fantasy & Science Fiction—which I’ve always considered the finest of the genre magazines—and all of those submissions were accepted. The stories were “Haggopian”; “No Way Home”; “The Sun, the Sea, and the Silent Scream”; and “Born of the Winds.” I sort of “knew” that they were worthy of F&SF, which was why I sent them to the best first.

  


  
    Okay, so which three books would I recommend? First (especially if I knew the prospective reader to be a Cthulhu Mythos fan), The Burrowers Beneath. Why? Because this was my first long venture into the Mythos, and usually when people read this one they go on to read all the rest. Next, Necroscope. Why? Because it’s my best, and (on a mercenary level) I honestly believe the series has an addictive quality, and there are twelve more Necroscopes for this fellow, who got the first one free, to go out and buy! Third and last, I think I’d choose Iced on Aran. Why? Because it’s a book of short stories that I truly enjoyed writing. These tales of David Hero (Hero of Dreams) and his companion Eldin the Wanderer literally fell off my pen like Conan the Barbarian fell off Robert E. Howard’s—they wrote themselves. And I like these characters as much if not more than any others I’ve ever written about.

  


  
    SW: To carry on with the theme of short stories: Do you still write the occasional short? And won’t you be tempted to do some more in your, planned retirement . . . I mean, if the ideas are there?

  


  
    BL: It’s possible that I might be tempted. But really, the last short story I did was for “The Many Faces of Fantasy,” the book of the 22nd World Fantasy Convention, Chicago, 1996, where I was the toastmaster. The story was “Mandraki,” which is “about a man seeking his roots”—hah! Now, that was five years ago, or maybe six by the time this sees print. And I haven’t been tempted yet. But . . . it’s possible.

  


  
    SW: Other than Iced on Aran, which of your shorter works most satisfy you—and why?

  


  
    BL: There is that handful of stories I’ve mentioned earlier, other than which several titles come to mind. I’m particularly pleased with “Lord of the Worms,” published in Weirdbook by Paul Ganley. Not really a short story—more a novelette—it covers a period in Titus Crow’s life when he was a young man. It had a certain feel to it: antique horror, I suppose you’d call it. I also like “No Sharks in the Med,” from the Lumley issue of Weird Tales. Now that’s a rare one among my things, because it doesn’t have anything of a supernatural or “inexplicable” theme at all, but it is most definitely a horror story—suspense, too. I remember Steve Jones telling me how it had him clenching his fists and gritting his teeth from the first few paragraphs to the end! Most satisfying, yes.

  


  
    Oh, yes and at least two more of my stories fall into that same category: “The Viaduct” and “The Pit-Yakker.” No ghosts or ghoulies or demon things, just demoniac people. And finally, I suppose I really should mention my Tarra Khash stories.

  


  
    Paul Ganley was the first to publish most of those, too—first in Weirdbook, then in illustrated hardbacks. Tarra is a Hrossak, an itinerant adventurer—but by no means a barbarian—in a primal land at the dawn of time. And just like the Hero stories, these literally wrote themselves. All I had to do was sit down at the typewriter.

  


  
    When I read these Hero and Tarra Khash stories, I’m continually finding things I had forgotten having written! And I’m always laughing at the adventures of these guys. These are the stories I couldn’t find anywhere else so I wrote them myself.

  


  
    SW: About this retirement: Is it perhaps that you feel you’ve written all the books you had inside you?

  


  
    BL: You know, Stanley, it would be oh-so-easy to deny that and yet it’s quite possibly the truth. No! No, it isn’t! I have good books inside me still, but it’s such a bloody mess—such a long, drawn-out process—getting them out. It doesn’t seem to matter that you have a good editor (which I do), or a publisher who pays decent wages (likewise), when bonuses such as that are set against incompetent or totally nitpicking copy editors, or printers who miss entire pages and sometimes chapters, or binders who invert chapters, or people who ask you as the author to supply your own jacket blurb, and after you’ve done so miss out or misspell or misalign the words that you’ve supplied!

  


  
    And I don’t want to put off any would-be author, or malign anyone by name here in print, but there are people in this business who would rob you blind without a second thought and then pretend they’re doing you a big favor. Myself, I’ve had enough of people chatting me up while busily pissing in my wallet, and I’m just not about to settle for that anymore.

    What I’m saying is: I don’t any longer need to write, and I won’t any longer suffer clowns and leeches. What I do need is a long break from all of that, some travel in warm lands, meetings with a handful of those good friends I see far too little of, and some time spent sipping a few favorite brews with my feet up.

  


  
    And if I do write another book, it will be strictly for me . . . which I believe is where I came in?

  


  
    SW: Okay, and I can sense that it’s time we got away from all that. So then, how about your lesser or rarer works—for instance, your poetry?

  


  
    BL: The last thing I am is a poet, but I have done one or two pieces that are worthy of being called “poetry.” Not many, mind you, but a few. So it was something of a surprise way back when (in 1980, in fact) when Jon Harvey’s amateur Spectre Press, a small-press publishing venture, set out to publish a whole book of my stuff. And yes, over the next twenty years to date, Ghoul Warning has become my rarest work. There were only ever a couple of hundred copies to begin with, and the pages of the hardbound copies were wont to fall out not too long after you cracked the spine, so maybe that explains some of its rarity.

  


  
    Then again, Ghoul Warning had the benefit of being illustrated by Dave Carson, a multiple British Fantasy Award winner, so maybe that’s the reason it became one of my “most wanted.” I honestly don’t know.

  


  
    Anyway, some few years ago this fellow called Don Schank, an American artist, got in touch with me to see if I had spare copies of Ghoul Warning—which I didn’t. Oh, yes, I know I should have had copies, because by now they’re selling for $100 or $150, and even $200 on the Internet! So Don suggested we do a reissue: that we find a new publisher and endeavor to update and reprint Ghoul Warning—he even had someone who could do the job. Well, that didn’t work out, but W. Paul Ganley stepped in (again) and joined forces with Necronomicon Press on the updated version. So that’s how that came to be.

  


  
    Actually it’s a very nicely done little book—in a small edition, too—so I can’t help wondering if maybe this one will end up as a rarity along with the original! But as I’ve already said: Poetry isn’t my thing and I won’t be trying my hand at it again. If my poetry could be said to set the standard, then I’m fairly sure we would know how come rhyming—or not, as is the case these days—is the least popular of all literary arts. . . .

  


  
    SW: But on the other hand your most popular work is very definitely the Necroscope series. And one of the most interesting spin-offs from that series was the role-playing game manufactured by West End Games in the mid- 90s. What did that do for you, and did you enjoy the experience?

  


  
    BL: I quite liked what the guys at West End Games did. There were things I would have liked done a little bit better (I mean, closer to the original) but all in all the game and its supplementary volumes were pretty good. That’s from a writer’s point of view, of course, and not from a role-playing gamer’s. Like, the last time I played a role it was Batman when I was ten—I wore an old quilt done up by my mother into a cloak that she’d stitched a big “B” on. Or occasionally I’d be Roy Rogers, with a Diana slug pistol that didn’t work.

  


  
    I suppose I must seem a bit ambivalent about the game; I mean, it was nice that someone wanted to do it, but I didn’t really understand it anyway. It’s hard to get all excited about something you don’t fully understand. Anyway, there were distribution problems and despite the quality of the work—the packaging, the artwork, the scenarios—the thing failed. Or maybe it was West End Games that failed, I’m not sure which. But it did kind of dull my appetite for things peripheral to books, which made me just a bit standoffish when Mobius Entertainments approached me about the Necroscope CD-ROM. You know what they say about once bitten, etc.

  


  
    SW: Then there was Necroscope in the “graphic novel” format. How satisfying was that? Did the comics medium at least show you how cinematic some of your work can be?

  


  
    BL: Well, I’m sorry to put such a downer on it, Stanley, but the fact is I’m really pissed with the comics scene. I really can’t tell you how disappointed I was with Malibu. You see, if your “hero” doesn’t wear a cloak and fancy knickers, these blokes don’t know what to do with him. Wherefore:

  


  
    Wave goodbye to Necroscope.

  


  
    I found them an artist for Wamphyri! Dave Kendall is an excellent artist, and in fact he’d come to me looking for work. So it was me who found him for them! They loaded him up with so much work that he couldn’t get on with mine—which resulted in us closing Wamphyri down after only three issues. And you know, I simply can’t help wondering what was going on there, because then Malibu sold out to one of the bigger outfits, DC or Marvel or someone. See, Malibu didn’t own me—so maybe Necroscope was getting in the way of something? I really don’t know, only that it left me as mad as hell. So, there’s this whole list of names on that team that need never come to me looking for any kind of favors.

  


  
    And the same goes for Caliber. They started off doing The Source—and then apparently “forgot” to pay the artist, a guy called Mike Perkins. Again, I don’t know the whole story—can’t tell you who messed up—but that’s another team well and truly in my black books. No wonder the comics field is in such a turmoil.

  


  
    So there you go. You asked me, and I told you true.

  


  
    SW: Has Hollywood displayed any sign of interest in your work over the years? Which of your works do you feel might withstand an adaptation to the silver screen or to a television miniseries?

  


  
    BL: Actually, there are several of my things that would—or that could—go down very well on the big or little screen. And there have been offers, a good many of them, but never the right sort, which my agent has deftly fended off; from bottom-feeders and wanna-bes, etc. There are too many fly-by-night wankers out there to take anything too seriously, at least not until it has the right number of zeroes or a solid contract featuring names you know to be guaranteed trustworthy—alas that there aren’t too many of those around!

  


  
    Yes, I would allow Necroscope (or part of the saga) to be made into a movie; I think I would also be quite pleased to see “The Sun, the Sea, and the Silent Scream” end up on telly . . . oh, and there are several others. “The Picnickers,” “No Sharks in the Med,” “Fruiting Bodies” . . . to mention a few.

  


  
    I would choose the last four for the simple reasons that, A) they are, I think, very filmable; B) they would all be best shot in England or Greece, so I could easily make myself available on the set if required; and C) only a total bloody cretin could foul up the plot! These plots, while simple, are devastatingly effective.

  


  
    But . . . once the contracts were signed, the money in the bank (with me able to draw on it, buy bread, and actually start munching on a crust or two), then I’d probably back off and let them get on with it, do it their way. Reason: If they fouled up I would say, “That had absolutely nothing to do with me.” And if they got it right I could bask in the warm glow of glory.

  


  
    But let’s face it, they’d probably get it wrong. Stanley, I’ve seen some terrible things done under the banner of Hollywood. The best I can say is I wouldn’t be holding my hopes too high.

  


  
    So there you go. Like, downers on all the spin-off genres, eh? When you get right down to it, I suppose it’s simply that I trust or believe in myself best. Don’t we all?

  


  
    SW: Speaking of beliefs, to what extent are you swayed by the paranormal or supernatural? I mean, even today there are people who claim they can talk with those who have passed on—not to mention those who claim psionic powers.

  


  
    BL: Science can usually explain away most of these peculiar occurrences. And I can usually rationalize some of the weirder things that have happened to me—just as they’ve happened to everyone. We give names to our rationalizations: synchronicity, déjà vu, bad dreams, psychosis, paramnesia, marsh damp rising over the swamp, weather balloons . . . and so on and so forth.

  


  
    If you’d asked me this question twenty-five years ago, I would have laughed aloud and said absolutely not! I definitely do not believe in any of that stuff. And I still don’t believe in most of it. Let’s face it, when we hear someone speaking of his or her supernatural experience, we usually nod politely and make our getaway while the getting’s good, right? And we tend to forget, or excuse, or, well, rationalize our own confrontations with the uncanny.

  


  
    Let’s make it brief: Yes, I’ve had an encounter. You can check it out in Steve Jones’s book Dancing with the Dark.

  


  
    SW: But would you say that to be a convincing writer on such topics, an author should at least entertain such beliefs?

  


  
    BL: No, I don’t think so. I mean, a writer of weird fiction is a liar by definition, at least where his work is concerned. We all tell lies for fun and profit, every single one of us. We dream them up and write them down, and then hope they’ll sound real enough that they’ll sell a million, or at worst get a few laughs! You might as well ask if a space-opera writer believes he’ll ever get to go there, or if a fantasy writer believes in dragons. They don’t, and neither do I . . . with the above-mentioned exception or caveat, that is.

  


  
    And with one or two other taboos. For instance, I won’t mess with tarot cards, and certainly not with ouija boards. No, I don’t believe, but at the same time I’m not pushing my luck.

  


  
    SW: Speaking of “luck,” how important is that elusive element in becoming a successful writer? We’ve all heard tales of talented writers and artists who are basically unknown and starving. So what “lucky breaks” did you have along the way to becoming a best-selling writer? Or was it all hard work and sheer determination?

  


  
    BL: It was mainly that last, Stanley. Sure, catching August Derleth’s eye—and then meeting up with Tom Doherty—these things did me no harm, but there were a lot of downers, too. I remember early 1982, when I’d been out of the Army for a whole year, getting a call from a literary agent who didn’t pull any punches in telling me he couldn’t handle me any longer because he was making too much money from his top writer! When he sent back my manuscripts I found almost two years worth of packages that hadn’t even been opened. I mean, how “lucky” was that? So I went to Les Flood, a British agent who at one time or another had handled most of the big names in the field, and he at once commenced selling my stuff . . . so maybe it was a “lucky break,” after all!

  


  
    No, I think I’ll just stick to my guns and tell you that it was mainly long hours, hard work, and a lot of sweat. And in any case, I’ve always believed that we determine our own destinies. Our buscs are on the road from the day we’re born, true, but it’s our hands on the steering wheel. The trick is not to fall asleep at the wheel, that’s all . . . and especially not to let someone else take over the job of driver.

  


  
    SW: Would you agree that it’s unusual for any writer—with basically no formal training—to first be published in obscure fanzines, then in limited or small press editions, then in paperback originals, to finally go on to be published in hardcover editions which are successfully reprinted throughout the world?

  


  
    BL: I honestly don’t know. I mean, am I the only one it happened to that way? I can’t say how other writers got their start or where it took them and by what route. I only know the way it was with me. And with me, actually, the small press came first, then the paperbacks, the fanzines, and so on. Perhaps we should go back to your last question—the one about luck—and reconsider. The one way in which I really was lucky was that when my first paperback contacts dried up, I was able to switch to selling to the semi-pro and fan magazines. Also, and as I have said elsewhere, my earlier work was done while I was still a serving soldier; I didn’t rely upon earnings from authorship; it wasn’t how I made my living.

  


  
    SW: Looking back now on a career spanning three decades, are there any regrets? Any works you later wished you hadn’t published? Any publishers you wish you hadn’t worked with? Or once again have you been “lucky,” overall?

  


  
    BL: There’s nothing I wouldn’t have published. I have no real regrets about my writing or my career—except perhaps all the hours I’ve spent behind my desk. But I mean, hey, surely that’s the same for everybody! Doesn’t everybody who works wish he/she didn’t have to spend so much damned time at it? Sure they do—but on the other hand all I said about hard work and long hours stands. So really it’s swings and roundabouts . . . or maybe love and marriage: You can’t have one without the other.

  


  
    Or maybe there is some stuff I wouldn’t have published—but let’s face it, at the time I needed the money. And even the poorer stuff isn’t hack writing . . . it was all straight from the heart. A hack is a guy who does it only for the money. And that was never me.

  


  
    So, lucky overall? I suppose I have to say yes.

  


  
    SW: In terms of reaching your worldwide readership, could you tell us about the creation of brianlumley.com? How important is a website in helping an author be part of the 21st century?

  


  
    BL: I wouldn’t have said it was at all important . . . but that was before my webmaster got my site up and running. ShadoeWolfe is one of the most (if not the most) dedicated Lumley fans. Now, I’m not much stuck on the term “fan” which is short for “fanatic,” obviously—but I’ve got to say that where Dave McDougle is concerned it’s the only applicable term. The Wolfe really is “my biggest fan.”

  


  
    And because your question sort of hints at my own involvement in the creation of the site, let me put you straight. Dave and Dave alone got the thing up and running, and only when he’d got it right did he approach me to ask that I give it my blessing, participate, and use it as an official organ with which to speak to my readers. The man has spent hours, days, and weeks—hell, and months, too ensuring that the thing runs properly. And with its updates, its newsletters, threads, pages and pages of commentary, reviews, and readers’ comments . . . it has become indispensable.

  


  
    So while at one time I wouldn’t have said the website was at all important, now I say it’s all important. The genre magazines publish this or that snippet about me and my work, but my website publishes everything. Full-color book jackets, publication dates, appearances, conventions . . . you name it. And most of this done by a guy simply for the love of my work. What more could anyone ask?

  


  
    SW: Do you have any hobbies or pastimes? Brian, what do you do to relax?

  


  
    BL: Relax? Oh, yeah—I remember that! That was back in 1958, just before the Army . . .

  


  
    Actually, relaxing doesn’t come easily to me. While there is work that needs doing, I’ll usually be found hard at it. For a guy who is supposed to be retiring, here I am working on this Companion. And I’ve got to tell you I know of a dozen jobs that want doing round the house and garden, and it irritates me that the way things are progressing I can’t see me getting around to them until the fall—maybe!

  


  
    But hobbies, pastimes? Well, I have a bunch of illustrations from various stories of mine that need framing, and that’s not to mention several original jacket paintings from my books. I have a complete set of all the old (and new) Las Vegas casino match books that I also want to frame. There are many places in the Greek islands I’ve promised to return to—and haven’t yet. I have two or three spearguns that need cleaning; I’ll be getting to them shortly, ready for our next trip to the Med. And so forth. Hobbies as such—like the hang-gliding I used to do all over the Scottish Pentland Hills when I was based in Edinburgh Castle—no, not any longer. But things to do—Lord yes! Lots of them.

  


  
    SW: We’ve heard that some rock groups have been influenced by your work. Could you tell us more about that? How important is music to you, creatively speaking?

  


  
    BL: Back in 1961, in Germany, I was listening to the American Forces Network radio one night after duty, and heard this amazing force come shrieking out of the speaker. It was Ray Charles doing “What I Say,” off Atlantic’s Ray Charles in Person album. And I’ve been a “fan” ever since and have one of the best ever collections of Ray’s recordings on vinyl, tape, and CD. During the last thirty-odd years it’s been one hell of a rare day when I haven’t played something of Brother Ray’s to help me get that last paragraph or page or chapter finished.

  


  
    So that was me, if not influenced by music at least inspired by it, lifted up by it. Which is probably one and the same thing. And the funny thing is it works both ways. It seems that I’ve done my share of inspiring, too! Don’t ask me for names—there must have been a dozen groups over the last fifteen years who have been discovering something in my words, repeating them in their vocals, and dedicating their albums to me. That’s both in America and the UK (and I’m told in Germany, too). But certain names I do remember.

  


  
    Necroscope was a heavy metal group up in the English Midlands a few years back. I tried to contact them, failed, never got to hear them play. As for the group’s name . . . well, pretty damned difficult to forget that!

  


  
    But there are other groups, too, like The Watchmen, from Canada, I think; and Stormclouds, a sort of fey Brit band. Oh, and Epoch of Unlight, with their CD What Will Be Has Been. I mean, titles such as that, and “From Northern Aeries,” “Silver Mistress” and “Immortal Crucify” pretty much give the game away, right? These guys dedicated this one: To Brian Lumley—for the Inspiration His Many Great Works Have Given. (And there’s that “I” word again.)

  


  
    Most worthy of mention, however, is The Downliners Sect, a bunch of London-based blokes who have been rockin’-n-rollin’ for years without number; in fact my good friends Keith Grant-Evans and Don Craine have been in the pop music business a lot longer than I’ve been in the writing business! A recent release from them is Dangerous Ground, which has yours truly doing a Necroscope voice-over on a track called “Bookworm;” and putting a Fu Manchu finish to “Escape from Hong Kong.” Great fun!

  


  
    For me, when I’m writing, music sets the mood. And when I read this stuff back to myself, or maybe to Silky, I can still hear the blues, or that driving rock-‘n’-roll beat, or even Gene Krupa’s frenzied drumming on such as “Sing, Sing, Sing.” And I can even listen to one or two of the classics; I’m especially fond of Bizet’s Carmen.

  


  
    Inspiration, yes. I suspect there are whole other worlds of fantasy hidden away in the mathematical swirls of good music, just waiting for some writer to call them forth.

  


  
    SW: Speaking of other worlds, you’ve created several yourself during the course of your career. Was this deliberate? Did you especially see yourself as a world-builder?

  


  
    BL: Well, in the case of Necroscope III: The Source, I more or less had to be a world-builder. I built that world—the world of Sunside/Starside, at the other end of a “gray hole”—the so-called “Vampire World,” from scratch. There was no other way to do it; there is no other way, not only for me but for any other writer. If you’re going to write about an alien world then it’s simply got to be alien, extraordinary, and that’s that.

  


  
    And that goes for primal lands (prehistoric worlds), like Atlantis, Mu, and the Hyborian Age, too, and all the great many and varied dragonlands. It’s why there are so many “maps” illustrating or fronting fantasy novels.

  


  
    So yes, it was deliberate . . . but only because it had to be. In the Primal Land stories I wrote of an age before Mu and Atlantis, when Nature hadn’t yet decided which species to keep and which to discard. Men had talents which we’ve since lost—and there were wizards and worse in those dim forgotten times. And again, in the Titus Crow novels, I’ve written of plenty of other worlds; some mythic, some monstrous, and others as ethereal as the creatures that people them. In fact one of the most difficult things I did—one of my “hardest to write” books—was The Last Aerie, because I had to keep swapping between our earth and the Vampire World. Which meant my mode of story-telling and the tone of my characters’ conversations had to change apace with their locations, from the modern world and language we know to the antique and sometimes primitive design and dialogues of Sunside/Starside. Difficult, sure, but it was a whole lot of fun.

  


  
    SW: Which prompts my next question. Dean Koontz has frequently described himself as a “cross-genre” writer. Surely you do this, too—and probably more so—mixing elements of horror, fantasy, science fiction, espionage, and high adventure into a rich brew? Another deliberate ploy?

  


  
    BL: No “ploy” as such was ever intended; it’s just the way I write. See, I don’t really think of fiction as having “genres,” per se. Fiction itself is the genre! So I feel free to roam at will. An example would be the Titus Crow (or Cthulhu Mythos) series. The Burrowers Beneath is a horror story; its sequel, The Transition of Titus Crow, is a fantasy! The next novel in line, The Clock of Dreams, is a pure fantasy, while number four, Spawn of the Winds, is one of those science-fantasy things as might have been written by Abraham Merritt. And finally, numbers five and six, In the Moons of Borea and Elysia, are both back in the realms of sheer fantasy again.

  


  
    So if you believe in genres, then yes, I’m a cross-genre writer. And if that’s the case with Necroscope, well I really can’t knock it because it seems the readers like it, too.

  


  
    SW: Koontz, however, dislikes being identified with horror. But you have no hesitation in declaring that you’re best known as a “horror writer.” What, if anything, does that label mean to you?

  


  
    BL: “Horror” is the closest thing we have now to a word that used to be in common usage: “macabre.” It seems that the public understands the former better than the latter. But in Derleth’s day he wasn’t so much known as a publisher of horror as macabre fiction. I liked Arkham House because I knew I would find weird or macabre tales in Derleth’s anthologies.

  


  
    Now, all of my stories have these elements; I don’t think I’ve written a single story that isn’t macabre. Not all of them were horror, but they were all weird they might all have been published in “Weird Tales,” or indeed by Arkham House. So obviously I prefer first and last to be known as a “horror writer.” And, since it isn’t my intention to branch out into other kinds of fiction, that’s the way it will stay.

  


  
    Actually, it annoys me that people who don’t know how to write the stuff have so diluted it. I mean, “Dark Fantasy?” Are they talking about horror? “Quiet Horror?” What? But isn’t that like a Western without guns and horses?

  


  
    I remember being at some convention or other where I was on a stupid panel titled “Are We Now Mainstream?” or some such, where the other panelists were trying very hard to convince one another that if they lost the “horror” label on their books they’d all become amazingly successful. I never heard such garbage! So it happened; publishers stopped putting horror on the spines of their books; bookstores got rid of their horror sections—and what do you know? sales of these bloody things went down like lead balloons!

  


  
    Well, of course they did! Because dedicated readers no longer knew where to find their kind of reading material. Well-established names such as King and Koontz, etc., didn’t suffer, but the lesser-knowns simply got lost among all the other stuff on the shelves. And Stanley, that time I really was lucky, because by then Necroscope was so well established that it carried my other titles along with it.

  


  
    So in a nutshell: yes, “horror” suits me just fine.

  


  
    SW: Which leads us on naturally to the next question: Do you think the horror field is in any way responsible for the violence in our society? You see, there are people who believe the entire genre in all its media—movies, books, comics, etc.—is basically rubbish. Do you ever find yourself defending your livelihood simply because it is in the horror genre?

  


  
    BL: Stanley, ask yourself this: Which “genre” was responsible for gladiatorial Rome? Or the bloody atrocities of the Crusades, or the Dark Ages witch- hunts, or the way the second World War Japanese military treated POWs? What kind of “literature” was good old Vlad Drac reading, or Pol Pot, Idi Amin, or many another we could mention? Society has to have its scapegoats, that’s all, and horror fits the bill.

  


  
    But your question asks, do I have to defend my livelihood? So far, no—no one has seen fit to blame what I write for anything, while on the other hand many hundreds have commented on the pleasure they’ve derived. And you know, this is something we could take a lot further. Are “romantic” novels—which are often in the form of soft porn—responsible for all the rapes? Was science fiction responsible for all those crazy cultists who killed themselves in order to catch a spaceship to cloud cuckoo-land? Is The Sopranos responsible for gang warfare? Are Wile E. Coyote and the Road Runner, or Sylvester and Tweety, responsible for the steady rise of vicious animal rights activism? The answer in every case is of course not!

  


  
    The James Bond stories use nuclear weapons as a fictional threat; Fleming didn’t invent them or advocate their real-life use. Zombies, vampires, mummies, and werewolves were a big part of worldwide folklore long before Bram Stoker, King, Rice, and all the rest of us began making up stories about them. So then, is horror to blame for the world’s horrors? No, people are.

  


  
    SW: In spite of your lack of affection for literary critics—not only your own, but those of horror in general—you’ve won several awards for your work. You’ve also been recognized as a Grand Master by the World Horror Convention folks, attendees and organizers. Your reaction?

  


  
    BL: Well, the British Fantasy Award came my way as a result of my short story “Fruiting Bodies.” The story was also voted the best story in that issue of Weird Tales, where it appeared. So I was naturally highly delighted on both counts. Since then the tale has been reprinted in “best this” or “best that” collections, so it wasn’t simply a momentary glitch in the group consciousness of the people who chose it. All very gratifying.

  


  
    Then there’s my Fear magazine award for Necroscope III: The Source. Fear has long since disappeared, but at the time it was a quality genre magazine. And the award was based on a vote by the readers—not by a back-room clique or personally biased committee. So again I felt fairly well honored.

  


  
    As for the Grand Master Award, and as I’ve said elsewhere, I found myself in extremely good company. And as you point out: it’s an award given not only by the organizers but also by the attendees of the convention.

  


  
    And Stanley, I am afraid that’s it: a complete listing of my awards. They are very nice, very ego-boosting things, but I never let myself forget that there isn’t a single award—not one of them—that’ll buy me or anyone else breakfast at Mickey Dee’s if ever we’re broke.

  


  
    SW: That Fear award for The Source was well deserved. I remember marveling at the depth, the multilayered texture and pace, of that particular novel. How much research is involved in creating your various worlds or mythos?

  


  
    BL: In almost everything I’ve written except the Necroscope series, very little research was required. But for Necroscope and the books that followed it—all twelve of the books that followed it—I had to do a whole lot of research. I tried to get into the minds of various real-life historical characters, dead people that my hero Harry Keogh, the eponymous Necroscope, would be speaking to with his deadspeak; people like Pythagoras, Nostradamus, the biblical Witch of Endor, August Ferdinand Mobius, Harry Houdini, etc.

  


  
    And the locations: I wanted the Earth settings to be as genuine as possible. Scenes set in the Ural mountains, in Nicolae Ceausescu’s Romania, the Greek islands, and so on. Names were also important; almost all the foreign names (or foreign-sounding alien, Wamphyri names in those books) are taken from ancient Greek, Romanian, or Thracian sources. And because the stories must fit together as seamlessly as possible, I had to research my own books! For example, by the time I was writing The Lost Years volumes it was getting harder to remember much of what had gone on in the original five books . . . because it was ten years later!

  


  
    Oddly enough—considering the very different kind of material I was working with I also had to do some research on the Hero or Dreamlands series, based on H. P. Lovecraft’s dreamland stories, and especially “The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath.” (Well, that is to say, based on the backdrop to Lovecraft’s stories; for of course Lovecraft’s “heroes” and my own David Hero and Eldin the Wanderer are horses of very different colors. His guys are wont to faint where mine will go barreling in with teeth bared and swords at the ready.)

  


  
    So in order to get the background right I was obliged to read everything he’d done in those stories over and over again until I knew it like the back of my hand.

  


  
    And that’s me on research. If it needs researching, I’ll do it. But in things like my Primal Land stories, it was more a work of creation than of research. If it doesn’t exist except in your own mind you can’t research it—well, except in your own mind! And that’s called world-building, which we’ve already discussed.

  


  
    SW: And what about character-building? Long before the Necroscope series appeared in 1986, longtime readers of your work were familiar with your psychic detective Titus Crow. Is there anything you’d care to tell us about his origins?

  


  
    BL: Now we’re going back a-ways! Of course, ever since buying my first Weird Tales and all those Arkham House books, I had been aware of the so-called psychic sleuths. (I mean, let’s face it, my E-Branch crowd is simply an updated extension.) So I knew all about John Silence, Carnacki, Jules de Grandin, and etc.—and especially about August Derleth’s Dr. Laban Shrewsbury.

  


  
    Derleth was looking for very short stories—just a few thousand words—for use in his house organ, The Arkham Collector. And aware of his penchant for psychic detectives, I saw it as a way to get into print. Thus the stories “Billy’s Oak” and “An Item of Supporting Evidence” first appeared in TAC, and other tales which I had written for TAC—“De Marign’s Clock” and “The Mirror of Nitocris”, etc. went into my first Arkham House collection, The Caller of The Black.

  


  
    But Titus Crow seemed to grow with me, and I sort of liked the way he was shaping up. I mean, I like to be able to watch a character grow; I’m not too keen on fictional people who suddenly appear, full-blown, and we don’t know where they sprang from except the author’s cobbled-together three-paragraph “history” of the character in question. (One of the things that makes the highly unlikely 007 seem so real is his cleverly detailed background.)

  


  
    And one of the things that lets down Derleth’s Dr. Shrewsbury is the fact that he steps out of thin air full grown, and we never know exactly what he is or how he got to be. Not good enough!

  


  
    So as I wrote the stories I let Crow acquire this or that bit of occult knowledge, expanding his powers until I was ready to pit him against The Burrowers Beneath. And I think it’s true to say that Crow favorably impressed quite a few people. Robert Bloch wrote a marvelous quote for Paul Ganley’s edition of The Compleat Crow: “Lumley’s rara avis really soars!” And it was W. Paul Ganley himself (at least I think it was) who suggested two of the stories in that book. I called one of these stories “Lord of the Worms.”

  


  
    I was gradually working on the tale and corresponding with Paul during the same period. But when I told him what the story was about, he wanted to see it at once—at least, that’s how I remember it. Anyway, his interest sparked my creativity; I went at it with renewed vigor; Paul really enjoyed the story at his first (and subsequent) readings.

  


  
    So, we planned to do this book together: all of the short tales of Titus Crow, in fact The Compleet Crow. But . . .

  


  
    Paul wondered, just as you have wondered, about Crow’s origins, what was it that had made him the way he was? Could I perhaps write an “origin” story, brand hew to the book, which would explain Crow’s fascination with all this esoteric stuff?

  


  
    And that’s how “Inception” came to be. I wrote it—a very atmospheric tale set in a misty postwar London—and Paul used it as the introductory tale in The Compleet Crow, which went on to become the fastest-selling book ever from Weirdbook Press. But . . . if I were to say any more about “Inception” here it would give the game away. So there you go: You still don’t know about Crow’s origins . . .

  


  
    SW: If someone were about to discover Titus for the first time, what book would you recommend, and why?

  


  
    BL: It would have to be The Compleet Crow, so that the reader could watch him grow, too. After that—and if he continues to be interested—he should read the six novels in the order they were written, starting with The Burrowers Beneath.

  


  
    SW: Okay, let’s stick with “origins” for now. How about David Hero and Eldin the Wanderer—where did they spring from? Would it be fair to say that before writing the Dreamlands series you had already assimilated the works of Robert E. Howard and Edgar Rice Burroughs? (Oh, and HPL, of course!)

  


  
    BL: All of those, and Clark Ashton Smith and Abraham Merritt, too. Bob Price believes he can see something of Fritz Lieber’s Fafhrd and Grey Mouser characters in these stories—and it’s possible he can—but I suppose they came into being by virtue of my being influenced by just about every writer in the heroic fantasy field. And I’m not alone in that. I mean, look how many “diverse hands” have had a bash at Conan. Sprague de Camp, poor old Lin Carter, Bjorn Nyberg, Poul Anderson, Karl Edward Wagner, Robert Jordan, oh, and a handful of others.

  


  
    So, yes, it is possible there’s a trace of Fritz Lieber in my stories, and Robert E. Howard, Clark Ashton Smith, and Rider Haggard, but none of these was the source or origin of Hero and Eldin. For in fact their forebears are Bing Crosby and Bob Hope, in all those wonderful Road pictures!

  


  
    I mean, take another look at those movies. They invariably start out with our intrepid heroes fleeing from one dire situation—a shotgun wedding or a failed scam—slap-bang into the next, like a continual flight from never-ending, life-threatening crises. And they battle monsters: giant apes and octopuses, in deserts and jungles on the “road” to their next farce. Bing, of course, always gets the girl, while Bob Hope plays the clown to the crooner’s romantic situations and inclinations. Well, my heroes follow similar routines, but set against the backdrop of HPL’s Dreamlands. Why, you even might have noticed that Hero sings—even if it’s only a lullaby to the occasional demon or lamia!

  


  
    I loved those pictures when I was a kid, and they really must have impressed me a hell of a lot because I’m chuckling at the thought of them even now. But it shouldn’t be thought that these stories are simply spoof Lovecraft; for aimed at a specific audience—younger (or young at heart) lovers of high adventure and swords and sorcery—I took their creation very seriously indeed. And if I say so myself, the lands I describe and their weird and wonderful denizens are mainly faithful to that fabulous Old Gent, H. P. Lovecraft, Esq., of Providence, Rhode Island.

  


  
    Incidentally, when Iced on Aran—a string of connected Hero and Eldin short stories, forming a “novel” of sorts—was published by TOR in early 1994, two less well-known Dreamlands tales were excluded. This was because the mass-market book was taken directly from the Ganley edition, before I’d written “The Weird Wines of Naxas Niss” and “Stealer of Dreams” for Paul’s Weirdbook Magazine. I believe Tor are going to include those in an upcoming collection, so folks will be able to see what we’ve been talking about.

  


  
    SW: We all know what your readers like best—your most acclaimed series—but the question remains: Do you have a different personal favorite? Or do you agree with your readers?

  


  
    BL: Necroscope is the one, yes. Or rather, the spin-off Vampire World trilogy. The three books, Blood Brothers, The Last Aerie, and Bloodwars are probably the best of my writing, ever. And as a part of Necroscope they form the best of my best series.

  


  
    SW: Which series for you was the easiest to write, and which the most challenging?

  


  
    BL: The easiest were the Hero and Primal Land books; as stated, they wrote themselves. I might even have been like Robert E. Howard sitting there, the way those tales just flew off my pen. For as he wrote Conan (or as Conan wrote himself) so I wrote of David Hero and Eldin the Wanderer and Tarra Khash.

  


  
    And not only wrote but enjoyed writing them. It was very satisfying to see those stories take shape—even if I did occasionally wonder who had designed them!

  


  
    As for challenging: Well, once again, that would have to be the Vampire World trilogy. Moving between Earth and Sunside/Starside—swinging from viewpoint to viewpoint, and likewise varying the mode of the tale, dependant on which character was relating it—caused me to have to stop to ponder what I doing time and time over. And when the last word of Bloodwars was set down . . . I don’t think I had even been happier or more relieved in all my years of writing.

  


  
    SW: Why do you think your Necroscope series has reached such great heights of popularity?

  


  
    BL: If I could answer that one, Stanley . . . you can bet it’s something I would have done thirty years earlier! But I’ll try to answer it. The hero of the series, Harry Keogh—the Necroscope himself—could be any one of us. We guys would like to be him, and the women would like to be loved by him. Harry has this dark fascination for us: He knows things, does things, has been places we can never know, do, go. But he’s no superman. He has had his oh-so-hard times, and we’ve been through them with him. That’s Harry’s secret—not merely that he’s mastered the Mobius Continuum, or that he can speak to dead folks, but that he’s human, very human—which makes us all care for him. And that’s what turned the trick, I believe, that I’d created someone we could believe in and feel for.

  


  
    Similarly, if I was going to have someone with this enormous pulling power (not to mention amazing powers) as a character, it was obvious that my villains must be worthy of him. And the Wamphyri emerged as a result. Also, I tried to give them as much in-depth character—tried to make them as real—as I’d made Harry. And much to my surprise, it’s gone fifty-fifty with my readers—as much as they love Harry, they love the Wamphyri (especially Faethor) just as much! What, Faethor? That evil old you-know-what? It beats me, Stanley, it certainly beats me. But what the hell, I can’t say I’m sorry about it.

  


  
    SW: The artist Bob Eggleton was interviewed for this book. To what extent did his distinctive covers aid in giving your books their “brand-name” identity? Rarely in recent years have we seen such a perfect marriage of author and artist.

  


  
    BL: I couldn’t agree more—and a good many of Bob’s jackets adorn my walls. I was lucky to get George Underw000d in England; his jackets for the British editions of the Necroscope books did them no end of good. But I was luckier still to get Bob in the States. If I had been asked personally to supply the name of an artist to do these jackets, I couldn’t have chosen better than Bob Eggleton. He just has this knack of seeing a book—the story, that is—as a single frame of artwork, even as a single figure. And what better typifies Necroscope than a leering skull? Time and again readers tell me they bought their first Necroscope (not necessarily the first Necroscope, but their first) because they were fascinated by the jacket painting. So Bob’s art was definitely the hook, following which the story line pulled them in.

  


  
    SW: Now that you have concluded the Necroscope series, does that mean we can expect you to expand to any extent upon your other series?

  


  
    BL: It’s always possible that I’ll write something else. Hey, anything is possible. But right now I just want to take a long, long break.

  


  
    SW: Is there any one book in particular that you personally feel may be considered your best, in terms of the blood, sweat, and craft you put into it?

  


  
    BL: If you’ll accept that the Vampire World trilogy “is” one book (albeit in three volumes), then that would be it.

  


  
    SW: To what extent have readers influenced the kind of books you’ve written, and indeed the number of books you’ve written?

  


  
    BL: It works out to the same thing. What I mean is: It could be that I would have stopped after Necroscope 5: Deadspawn. If there was a point where I felt I had done it all, that was it. But they quite literally wouldn’t let me stop. They? My fans and readers. Letters of protest, e-mails, even telephone calls—not just in the UK but from America, too, and even Russia—out of which came the Vampire World trilogy, and then the Lost Years volumes, and finally Invaders, Defilers and Avengers.

  


  
    But that’s it . . . the readers have had their say. I gave in once, and rightly so; for, let’s face it, it’s not the piper who calls the tune but the one who throws the pennies. But it’s time “finis” was written on these things before the first sour note. I don’t want to write—I won’t write—if it’s only for the money. And I definitely won’t write if I don’t any longer get a kick out of it. And the fact is I feel we’re approaching that barrier now and might even be straining against it.

  


  
    The time to stop, I think, is now.

  


  
    SW: Is there anything you’d like to add which no other interviewer ever formally asked you?

  


  
    BL: Did I ever have a childhood nickname? Yes. It was, of all things, “Gumboil.” (shrugs) No, Stanley, I could never understand it either. Nothing about writing, I know, but no one ever asked me that one before.

  


  
    SW: We all come and we go (ashes to ashes, and all that) but how would you like to be remembered by your colleagues in the literary community, and what would you like to have inscribed on your tombstone?

  


  
    BL: Colleagues in the literary community? If you’re talking about publishers like Tom Doherty and Paul Ganley (each to his own spheres, large or small), or editors like Steve Jones, Nick Austin, or Melissa Singer—and definitely the many artists who have done their damnedest to present my books attractively and in their most saleable form—then I’d like to be remembered by them as a friend who appreciated their professionalism and very genuine friendship.

  


  
    If on the other hand you’re talking about other writers . . . well that’s a different matter. A very popular, enormously successful adventure writer was once asked much the same question. And he said it was difficult to have real friends among other writers because if they were doing better than him they looked down on him, and if he was doing better than them, fuck ’em!—or words to that effect. And with very few exceptions I have found his words to be true.

  


  
    I do have friends (yes, a few) among the people who came up with me. There are writers “above” me and “below” me in the scheme of things who have never been, and I hope will never be, anything other than my friends. But alas, there’s a far greater majority who . . . well, let’s not beat about the bookshelf: Fuck ’em! They have said nothing pleasant about me or my work, made no great effort to be “a colleague,” and in fact I know that I have been stabbed in the back on several occasions . . . fortunately their knives were as blunt as their minds and even less effective.

  


  
    But let it be known that I hold no real grudges in this particular arena, except to say that while I won’t do anything unpleasant to these people, I won’t do anything nice for them either. They just don’t matter.

  


  
    As to what I would like on my tombstone:

  


  
    I was asked this selfsame question by Ginger Buchanan (I believe at Necon, in or near Providence, Rhode Island) some six or seven years ago. My answer was probably flippant, and may well have been swiped from someone else. I think I told the audience I’d like to see something like this:

  


  


  Here lies the body of

  Brian Lumley, author, who died

  quite happily, crushed under the

  vast weight of his most recent

  royalty check.


  


  
    Less flippantly, I would like to think my words will be remembered long after I’m dust. And let that suffice.
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  [image: Image] IT SHOULD come as no great shock that the art of Bob Eggleton is quite familiar to anyone who is a dedicated follower of the fiction of Brian Lumley. Although he is widely recognized as an accomplished artist equally adept at illustrating spaceships and dinosaurs, his career interests took an unexpected turn toward the dark side when he began to paint the covers of the Necroscope series in 1987. Besides the artwork reproduced here in The Brian Lumley Companion (and need we inquire as to who did the cover?), there’s an extended gallery of his accomplishments in the horror genre in Alien Horizons: The Fantastic Art of Bob Eggleton (Paper Tiger, 1995). As Robert Bloch once said of him, “One picture is worth a thousand words, and thus Bob Eggleton’s illustrations can speak for themselves—eloquently and elegantly.” And we’re equally certain Brian Lumley couldn’t agree more.


  
    SW: For starters, how did you first get involved in illustrating the fiction of Brian Lumley? Were you even aware of him before you were commissioned to illustrate his work?

  


  
    BE: Yes, I was. I had heard about his fan work, the early Lovecraft inspired stuff. What happened was that TOR editor Melissa Singer called me in I think in December of 1987—with this first book in the series. I had already done Lisa Cantrell’s first book The Manse and it sold very well, and everyone at TOR realized: “Bob . . . Can do horror?” Because up to this point I had been known almost exclusively for doing spacescapes and spaceships and futuristic stuff. I like all that and always will—I just find horror appeals to this really dark side of me.

  


  
    I have always liked monsters. I collected Famous Monsters of Filmland, Creepy, Eerie, all those kinds of magazines and comics at an early age, so my illustrating horror was only an extension of this. Anyway, Melissa said, “We want this skull, and we want it looking icky and have this drippy tongue on it . . . not too much gore . . . now, go have fun!” I mean, I’ve liked monsters all my life. When I was little everyone said, “Where will this ever get you?!” Some teachers thought I belonged in an asylum for some of the stuff I drew pictures of. Now I do it for a living and it’s like . . . justice. I love it!

  


  
    SW: Why did TOR Books come to you when you were not known as a “horror” artist?

  


  
    BE: I had already worked with TOR, as I said, on other projects. It’s just that publishers tend to classify artists: “spaceship artist,” “dragon artist,” and so on. I assume they just liked my “textures” and thought bones and skulls would be fun to do.

  


  
    SW: What was the reaction of Lumley when he first saw your work?

  


  
    BE: Well, this was funny. I was at the 1988 World Fantasy Convention in London. Someone comes up to me and goes, “You’re Bob? Bob Eggleton . . . right?” I nod. “Well, Brian Lumley would like a word with you . . .” He points into the autograph party. “He’s that big tough-looking guy sitting over there.” So now I am thinking: “Great. Now I am gonna get it . . . !” So I introduce myself and he says with that great Geordie accent, “You’re Bob!? Yeah??? You did those bloody fantastic covers of mine for Necroscope, yeah? Sit down! They’re just brilliant. Just fuckin’ brilliant! I owe you a drink for those. Do you know how bloody well they’re sellin’?!” So I said to him, “Well, they were bloody fun to do!” And we’ve been friends ever since!

  


  
    I did the cover for his most recent short story collection Beneath the Moors, and his reaction was: “To you, mate, there is no comparison! Just bloody brilliant!” He also puts his money where his mouth his; Brian owns the originals to several of my covers, I am proud to say.

  


  
    SW: How many times do you believe you have illustrated Lumley, and why is it still enjoyable or special for you to do so?

  


  
    BE: Oh man, I’ve lost count! It’s the connection he thinks like I do. We both came at this from the fan point of view, and so view this as entertaining people. So it’s the people who like the work and buy it that count. Besides, I always get a new way to do a skull or something different. It’s fun to think up all kinds of dark stuff I might want to do. And painting those textures . . . lotsa fun . . . very cool. See, science fiction can get so intense and serious. I mean, you get guys who tell me how many craters I should paint on Mars and why my spaceships don’t work and such. . . . And in horror, you just let loose and have a blast!

  


  
    The funniest story I heard was a friend who had a friend who took the first Necroscope novel on board a plane as reading material. Two other passengers were so mortified by the cover that she ended up having to rip the cover right off because she was told by the flight attendant these two passengers would make a scene and then the plane could not take off!

  


  
    SW: What is your favorite Lumley piece to date, and what style do you work in on his paintings?

  


  
    BE: Hmm . . . my next one—each time! I paint in a glazing style now. I used to use a lot of airbrush and colored pencils on the first ones. Very slick. Now, I use a technique the old masters did. The most successful done this way are the ones for Necroscope: Invaders and the short story collection The Whisperer and Other Voices . . . and those are fairly recent. I really liked doing the Fedogan & Bremer book A Coven of Vampires. I did that in watercolors and it just knocked me back when it was finished. I really loved that one! Interestingly, it was the first F&B book to totally sell out in both editions.

  


  
    SW: What is the most challenging—or frustrating—part of illustrating Lumley?

  


  
    BE: Getting to that essence of horror. I mean, he always has great characters and such, but things don’t always look so black and white . . . so iconographic, if you will. So I have to connect with that which says to me, “This is horror . . . this is Brian Lumley!” And it is whatever helps sell the book, frankly. That sounds crass and commercial, but it’s true. But no author ever complains about good sales.

  


  
    SW: Would you say that the Necroscope covers have had as positive an effect on your career as they have had on Lumley’s? Just how recognized are these damn skull covers?

  


  
    BE: Oh, man . . . oh, yes! They have become iconographic. Even people that do not know of my fantasy work see the covers and go, “I knoro those!” Those skulls show up everywhere. Most recently a guy e-mailed me to tell me he wants to send me photos of his body where he had five Necroscope skulls tattooed on himself. Now that is a compliment. I once saw this Hell’s Angels type biker guy with Necroscope III on his arm. Someone who was with me said I should go up to him and tell him he used my artwork illegally and he should pay me a royalty! This guy looked like he could charm the paint off of walls—if you dig my drift. But more than anything I was just incredibly flattered by the whole experience.

  


  
    SW: How do you approach illustrating a Lumley assignment? Does Lumley ever give you any input or suggestions on how to approach his work?

  


  
    BE: Yes, he does. I usually digest things he says and then regurgitate them onto a canvas! Well, usually, I get told by TOR’s art director Irene Gallo, “Bob, do an icky creepy thing for us . . . it’s beastie time . . .” For Beneath the Moors, the title itself was so Lovecraftian, I felt the urge to connect with it and be a little more literal—but still work that classic skull motif. The idea of skulls under the ground, with mushrooms and moss all over them, was too good to pass on! So I stuck in this black “shaggoth”-like tentacle assortment worming their way into the skull from beneath. It just painted itself.

  


  
    SW: Any final thoughts as to why you and Lumley are such a perfect fit as author/artist?

  


  
    BE: I think it’s simply because we like to entertain. Some people can sit in their ivory towers and say, “Oh, this is too commercial!” or “How can you prostitute yourself?” The point is, we do something people can connect with; that has a mass appeal. Vampires, monsters, they are all so part of our popular culture that it’s not even funny. So ultimately, horror, SF, fantasy, it’s all about the monsters, the creatures, the things that slop around in the night—I’m not afraid of exercising that part of my imagination, and I am not too lofty to think such weird creations aren’t of value. And I think Brian is the same way. So we connect in that sense; it’s stuff we as fans of the genre already like—and we just like doing it ourselves as professionals, too. People give me lots of crap, [such as] “Why do you do these depressing horror paintings?” Like I am supposed to just stop doing them because they don’t like them. Well, they aren’t depressing. They are a blast to do . . . a real joy.

  


  
    Personally, too, Brian and I get on very well. On one occasion at a restaurant in London—after a few glasses of a very good wine—the two of us were doing Monty Python lines back and forth! What’s not to enjoy?
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  [image: Image] The Caller of the Black. Arkham House, 1971. Hardcover. Jacket by Herb Arnold. Contents: “A Thing About Cars,” “The Cyprus Shell,” “Billy’s Oak,” “The Writer in the Garret,” “The Caller of the Black,” “The Mirror of Nitocris,” “The Night Sea-Maid Went Down,” “The Thing From the Blasted Heath,” “An Item of Supporting Evidence,” “Dylath-Leen,” “De Marigny’s Clock,” “Ambler’s Inspiration,” “In the Vaults Beneath,” “The Pearl.”


  Beneath the Moors. Arkham House, 1974. Hardcover. Jacket by Herb Arnold.


  The Burrowers Beneath. DAW Books, Inc., 1974. Paperback. Cover by Tim Kirk.


  The Transition of Titus Crow. DAW Books, Inc., 1975. Paperback. Cover by Michael Whelan.


  The Horror at Oakdeene and Others. Arkham House, 1977. Hardcover. Jacket by Stephen E. Fabian. Contents: “The Viking’s Stone,” “Aunt Hester,” “No Way Home,” “The Horror at Oakdeene,” “The Cleaner Woman,” “The Statement of Henry Worthy,” “Darghud’s Doll,” “Born of the Winds.”


  The Clock of Dreams. Jove/HBJ, Inc., 1978. Paperback. Cover by Michael Whelan.


  Spawn of the Winds. Jove/HBJ, Inc., 1978. Paperback. Cover by Boris Vallejo.


  In the Moons of Borea. Jove/HBJ, Inc., 1979. Paperback. Cover by Boris Vallejo.


  Khai of Ancient Khem. Berkley Publishing, 1981. Paperback. Cover by Franco Accornero.


  Ghoul Warning and Other Omens. (Poetry) Spectre Press, 1982. In hardcover and paperback editions, simultaneously issued. Cover and interior illustrations by Dave Carson. Contents: Introduction, “Ghoul Warning,” “Nyctalops,” “Y’ha-nthlei,” “Tindalos,” “Kraken,” “Old Houses Know Too Much,” “Enough,” “The Immortal Sword,” “Last of the Lizards,” “Whistler,” “Visions From Aeons . . . Dead?,” “Amber Man,” “Author! Author!,” “The Sea,” “The Unbearable,” “Black Prayer,” “Loup Garou,” “Foundling,” “In Pressure-Pounded Chasms,” “Survivors,” “Witch,” “Witching Hour,” “Inmate,” “A Cry at Night,” “Mirrors at Midnight,” “I am the Bat,” “The Dreamer Wakes,” “City Out of Time,” “The Warlord,” “Sword,” “Warhorse,” “Good God!—Goodrod,” Afterword.


  The House of Cthulhu. Weirdbook Press, 1984. In hardcover and paperback editions, simultaneously issued. Cover and interior illustrations by Jim Pitts. Contents: Introduction., “How Kank Thad Returned to Bhur-Esh,” “The Sorcerer’s Book,” “The House of Cthulhu,” “Tharquest and the Lamia Orbiquita,” “To Kill a Wizard,” “Cryptically Yours,” “Mylakhrion the Immortal,” “The Wine of the Wizard,” “The Sorcerer’s Dream.”


  Psychomech. Panther Books, Granada Publishing Ltd., 1984. Paperback. Cover by Terry Oakes.


  Psychosphere. Panther Books, Granada Publishing Ltd., 1984. Paperback. Cover by Alan Hood.


  Psycharaok. Panther Books, Granada Publishing Ltd., 1985. Paperback. Cover by Alan Hood.


  Hero of Dreams. W. Paul Ganley, 1986. In slip-cased, signed, deluxe hardcover, trade hardcover, and paperback editions, simultaneously issued. Jacket and interior illustrations by Jean Corbin.


  Ship of Dreams. W. Paul Ganley, 1986. Editions as immediately above. Jacket and interior illustrations by Allen Koszowski.


  Necroscope. Grafton, 1986. Paperback. Cover by Alan Hood.


  The Compleat Crow. W. Paul Ganley, 1987. In slip-cased, signed, deluxe hardcover, trade hardcover, and paperback editions, simultaneously issued. Jacket and interior illustrations by Stephen E. Fabian. Contents: Introduction, “Inception,” “Lord of the Worms,” “The Caller of the Black,” “The Viking’s Stone,” “The Mirror of Nitocris,” “An Item of Supporting Evidence,” Billy’s Oak,” “Darghud’s Doll,” “De Marigny’s Clock,” “Name and Number,” “The Black Recalled.”


  Mad Moon of Dreams. W. Paul Ganley, 1987. Editions as per Ship of Dreams, immediately above. Jacket and interior illustrations by Dave Carson.


  Demogorgon. Grafton, 1987. Paperback. Cover by Alan Hood.


  Synchronicity, or Something. Dagon Press, 1988. A novelette issued in pamphlet or chapbook form, with card covers, illustrated by Dave Carson.


  Necroscope II: Wamphyri! Grafton, 1989. Paperback. Cover by George Underwood.


  Necroscope III: The Source. Grafton, 1989. Paperback. Cover by George Underwood.


  Elysia: The Coming of Cthulhu. W. Paul Ganley, 1989. Editions as per Ship of Dreams, above. Jacket and interior illustrations by Stephen E. Fabian.


  The House of Doors. TOR Books, 1990. Paperback. Cover by J. Thiesen.


  Iced on Aran and Other Dream Quests. Headline, 1990. Paperback. Cover by Mark Salwowski. Contents: “Iced on Aran,” “Augeren,” “A Day in the Life,” “A-mazed in Oriab,” “Tale’s Tail.”


  Necroscope IV: Deadspeak. TOR Books, 1990. Paperback. Cover by Bob Eggleton.


  The Compleat Khash, Volume I: Never a Backward Glance. W. Paul Ganley, 1991. (Also by Headline in 1991, in paperback as Tarra Khash: Hrossak!) The Ganleys were hardcover, signed, deluxe editions, and the jacket and interior illustrations were by Jim Pitts. Contents: “Treasurer of the Scarlet Scorpion,” “Isles of the Suhm-Yi,” “Told in the Desert,” “Curse of the Golden Guardians,” “Kiss of the Lamia,” “In the Temple of Terror.”


  Necroscope V: Deadspawn. TOR Books, 1991. Paperback. Cover by Bob Eggleton.


  Sorcery in Shad. Headline, 1991. Paperback. Cover by “Melvyn.”


  Vampire World I: Blood Brothers. TOR Books, 1992. Hardcover. Jacket by Bob Eggleton.


  The Last Rite. Jwindz, 1992. In deluxe hardcover, paperback, and “defective” paperback editions. Jacket and interior illustrations by John Borkowski. Contents: Introduction, “Vanessa’s Voice,” “The Thing from the Blasted Heath,” “Back Row,” “A Thing About Cars,” “The Last Rite,” “Uzzi.”


  Fruiting Bodies and Other Fungi. TOR Books, 1993. Hardcover. Jacket by Bob Eggleton. Contents: Introduction, “Fruiting Bodies,” “The Man Who Photographed Beardsley,” “The Man Who Felt Pain,” “The Viaduct,” “Recognition,” “No Way Home,” “The Pit-Yakker,” “The Mirror of Nitocris,” “Necros,” “The Thin People,” “The Cyprus Shell,” “The Deep-Sea Conch,” “Born of the Winds.”


  Vampire World II: The Last Aerie. TOR Books, 1993. Hardcover. Jacket by Bob Eggleton.


  The Return of the Deep Ones and Other Mythos Tales. Penguin/Roc, 1994. Paperback. Cover by George Underwood. Contents: Foreword. “Inception,” “Lord of the Worms,” “Beneath the Moors,” “The Return of the Deep Ones.”


  Dagon’s Bell and Other Discords. Hodder & Stoughton, NEL, 1994. Paperback. Cover by Les Edwards. Contents: Introduction, “Dagon’s Bell,” “No Sharks in the Med,” “In the Glow-Zone,” “The Caller of the Black,” “The Picnickers,” “The Fairground Horror,” “Problem Child,” “Aunt Hester,” “The Whisperer,” “The Statement of Henry Worthy,” “The Strange Years,” “Big ‘C’,” “The Disapproval of Jeremy Cleave.”


  Vampire World III: Bloodwars. TOR Books, 1994. Hardcover. Jacket by Bob Eggleton.


  The Second Wish and Other Exhalations. Hodder & Stoughton, NEL, 1995. Paperback. Cover by Les Edwards. Contents: Introduction, “The Second Wish,” “The Sun, the Sea, and the Silent Scream,” “De Marigny’s Clock,” “The Luststone,” “Mother Love,” “What Dark God?,” “The Thief Immortal,” “The House of the Temple,” “Back Row,” “Name and Number,” “Snarker’s Son,” “Rising With Surtsey,” “David’s Worm.”


  Necroscope: The Lost Years, Volume I. Hodder & Stoughton, 1995. Hardcover. Jacket by George Underwood.


  Necroscope: The Lost Years, Volume II. Hodder & Stoughton, 1996. Hardcover. Jacket by George Underwood.


  Titus Crow. (Double) Volume One. TOR Books, 1997. Hardcover. Jacket by Bob Eggleton. Contents: The Burrowers Beneath, The Transition of Titus Crow.


  Brian Lumley’s Mythos Omnibus, Volume One. HarperCollins, 1997. Paperback. Cover by George Underwood. Contents: The Burrowers Beneath, The Transition of Titus Crow, The Clock of Dreams.


  Titus Crow. (Double) Volume Two. TOR Books, 1997. Hardcover. Jacket by Bob Eggleton. Contents: The Clock of Dreams, Spawn of the Winds.


  Brian Lumley’s Mythos Omnibus, Volume Two. HarperCollins, 1997. Paperback. Cover by George Underwood. Contents: Spawn of the Winds, In the Moons of Borea, Elysia.


  In His Own Write, Brian Lumley: Necroscribe. Necronomicon Press, 1997. Chapbook or pamphlet issue, with cover and interior illustrations by Dave Carson. Contents: Foreword, “The Thing in the Moonlight” (by Lovecraft/Lumley), “The Writer in the Garret,” “Synchronicity, or Something.”


  Titus Crow. (Double) Volume Three. TOR Books, 1997. Hardcover. Jacket by Bob Eggleton. Contents: In the Moons of Borea, Elysia.


  A Coven of Vampires. Fedogan & Bremer, 1998. Released in both signed, deluxe slip cased hardcover, and in hardcover. Jacket and interior by Bob Eggleton. Contents: Foreword, “What Dark God?,” “Back Row,” “The Strange Years,” “The Kiss of the Lamia,” “Recognition,” “The Thief Immortal,” “Necros,” “The Thing From the Blasted Heath,” “Uzzi,” “Haggopian,” “The Picnickers,” “Zack Phalanx Is Vlad the Impaler!,” “The House of the Temple.”


  The House of Doors: Second Visit. Hodder & Stoughton, 1998. Hardcover. Jacket by George Underwood. (See immediately below.)


  Maze of Worlds. This is the American title for The House of Doors: Second Visit, as above. TOR Books, 1998. Hardcover. Jacket by Peter Bolinger.


  Ghoul Warning and Other Omens . . . and Other Omens. Jointly published by W. Paul Ganley and Necronomicon Press, 1999. Hardcover and paperback editions, issued simultaneously. Jacket and interior illustrations by Don Schank. The edition has signed hardcovers lettered “A” to “Z,” 250 signed and numbered hardcover copies, and 800 paperbacks. Contents: as per the original long out-of-print Ghoul Warning, plus several new items, introductions, and etc. Also, its physical presentation is much more durable than that of the original publication.


  E-Branch: Invaders. Hodder & Stoughton, 1999. Hardcover. Jacket by George Underwood. (In the USA published as Necroscope: Invaders. Jacket by Bob Eggleton.)


  Necroscope: Defilers. TOR Books, 2000. Hardcover. Jacket by Bob Eggleton.


  Necroscope: Avengers. Hodder & Stoughton, 2001. Hardcover. Jacket by Paul Stanczykowski.


  The Whisperer and Other Voices. TOR Books, 2001. Hardcover. Jacket by Bob Eggleton. Contents: Introduction, “Snarker’s Son,” “Aunt Hester,” “The Whisperer,” “No Sharks in the Med,” “Vanessa’s Voice,” “The Statement of Henry Worthy,” “The Disapproval of Jeremy Cleave,” “The Luststone,” and the complete novel The Return of the Deep Ones.


  Beneath the Moors and Darker Places. TOR Books, 2002. Contents: Introduction. “David’s Worm,” “Dagon’s Bell,” “The Sun, the Sea, and the Silent Scream,” “The Second Wish,” “A Thing About Cars,” “Rising With Surtsey,” “Big ‘C’,” “The Fairground Horror,” and the complete novel Beneath the Moors.
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  [image: Image] A-mazed in Oriab. In the collection Iced on Aran and Other Dream Quests, published by W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook Press, 1990.


  Ambler’s Inspiration. In the collection The Caller of the Black, published by Arkham House, 1971.


  Augeren. In the collection Iced on Aran and Other Dream Quests, published by W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook Press, 1990.


  Aunt Hester. In the anthology The Satyr’s Head, edited by David Sutton, published by Corgi Books, 1975. (U.K.)


  Bad Habit. A “lost” story of about two thousand words. (The author says, “It was just an exercise, really . . . I can’t remember the theme and I certainly don’t miss it.”)


  Back Row. In the Australian fanzine Terror Australis, Vol. 1, No. 1, Autumn 1988.


  Big “C”. In the anthology Lovecraft’s Legacy, edited by Robert E. Weinberg and Martin H. Greenberg, published by TOR Books, 1990.


  Billy’s Oak. In The Arkham Collector, No. 6, Winter 1970, edited and published by August Derleth for Arkham House.


  Black Recalled, The. In the World Fantasy Convention Book 1993, edited by Robert E. Weinberg and published by Weird Tales Ltd.


  Born of the Winds. In The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction No. 295, December 1975. Published by Mercury Press.


  Breasts. Destroyed. (The author says, “It was bloody and a mess! I tried it as an experiment and found that I couldn’t ‘hack’ it!”)


  Brothers Cova, The. A “lost” Mythos story of nine or ten thousand words. (According to the author: “Francesco Cova, an Italian friend and once-publisher of Kadath—an excellent fanzine—lost his copy during his return to Genoa after a British convention. He was going to press with a new issue of Kadath, and requested a second copy. Like a clown I sent him my only copy! I can only think it never reached him, and various attempts to contact him have failed.”)


  Caller of the Black, The. In the collection of the same name, published by Arkham House, 1971.


  Cement Surroundings. In the anthology Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos, edited by August Derleth, Arkham House, 1969.


  Challenge, The. In the anthology Dancing with the Dark: True Encounters with the Paranormal by Masters of the Macabre, edited by Stephen Jones. Published by Vista, an imprint of the Cassell Group, 1997. (U.K.)


  Clean Slate. In the anthology The Fifth Book of After Midnight Stories, edited by Amy Myers. Published by Robert Hale, Ltd., 1991. (U.K.)


  Cleaner Women, The. In the collection The Horror at Oakdeene and Others, published by Arkham House, 1977.


  Concerning Titus Crow. In the collection The Compleat Crow, published by Weirdbook Press, 1987. (As the Introduction in fact.)


  Cryptically Yours. In the American semi-professional magazine Escape!, No. 1, edited and published by Charles W. Melvin, Fall 1977.


  Crystal Thing, The. A “lost” short story. (Submitted before 1980 to an editor in the USA but never published. The author has no copy.)


  Cthatt Aquadingen. (According to the author, “This purports to be an excerpt from this so-called ‘black book.’ ”) In the “Pulp Thriller & Theological Journal” know as The Crypt of Cthulhu, No. 23, St. John’s Eve 1994.


  Curse of the Golden Guardians. In the collection The Compleat Khash, Vol. 1. Published by W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook Press, 1991.


  Cyprus Shell, The. In The Arkham Collector, No. 3, Summer 1968, edited and published by August Derleth for Arkham House.


  Dagon’s Bell. In the magazine Weirdbook, 23/24, 1988, and published by W. Paul Ganley.


  Darghud’s Doll. In the collection The Horror at Oakdeene and Others, published by Arkham House, 1977.


  Dark Wisdom, The. A “lost” short story. (According to the author it was scheduled to appear in the 1970s in a “thing called IS.” It never appeared, and the author lost his personal copy.)


  David’s Worm. In the anthology The Year’s Best Horror, series 2, 1974. Edited by Richard Davis and published by DAW Books (Donald A. Wollheim).


  Day in the Life, A. In the collection Iced on Aran and Other Dream Quests, published by W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook Press, 1990.


  De Marigny’s Clock. In the collection The Caller of the Black, published by Arkham House, 1971.


  Dead on Time. In The Fourth Book of After Midnight Stories, edited by Amy Myers and published by William Kimber & Co., Ltd., 1988. (U.K.)


  Deep-Sea Conch, The. In the anthology Dark Things, edited by August Derleth, Arkham House, 1971.


  Disapproval of Jeremy Cleave, The. In the “Unique Magazine,” Weird Tales, No. 295, Winter 1989/90. Published by the Terminus Publishing Co.


  Dracula vs. the Burrowers. Presumably a “lost” story. (An original story featuring Titus Crow and Henri-Laurent de Marigny, written for the Marvel comic Dracula Lives! Submitted in 1975, the author was paid “quite well paid”—but kept no copy. It would appear that ultimately Marvel decided not to use it.


  Dylath-Leen. In the collection The Caller of the Black, Arkham House, 1971.


  Enemy, The. In Randy Everts’s “Lovecraftian” fanzine Etchings & Odysseys, published by The Strange Co. in 1985/86.


  Facts in the Hammond Case, The. A “lost” Mythos story. (The author says, “Derleth saw a copy at Arkham House. It needed some revision. Since then . . . who can say?”)


  Fairground Horror, The. In the anthology The Disciples of Cthulhu, edited by Edward P. Berglund. Published by DAW Books, 1976.


  Familiar, The. An unfinished, “lost” story. (The author says, “I don’t remember what happened to it, but no big deal.”)


  Fruiting Bodies. In Weird Tales, No. 291, Summer 1988. Published by the Terminus Publishing Co.


  Gaddy’s Gloves. In the one-time publication the British Fantasy XVI Convention Book, 1991.


  Genseric’s Fifth-Born Son. In the fanzine Fantasy Crossroads, No. 15, edited by Jonathan Bacon and published by the Stygian Isle Press, January 1979.


  Girl With Toilet-Roll Eyes, The. Destroyed. (The author says, “I don’t know what it was about, only that it was experimental and very poor.”)


  Grotesques Before Nine. In the magazine Skeleton Crew, Vol. 2, No. 3, edited by Dave Reeder and dated September 1990. An Argus Specialist Publication.


  Haggopian. In The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction, No. 265, June 1973.


  Hell is a Personal Place. In the semi-professional magazine Fantasy Tales, Vol. 9, No. 17, edited and published by Steve Jones and David Sutton, Summer 1987. (U.K.)


  Horror at Oakdeene, The. In the collection of the same name. Published by Arkham House, 1977.


  House of Cthulhu, The. In the semi-professional magazine Whispers, Vol. 1, No. 1, July 1973. Published by Stuart David Schiff’s Whispers Press.


  House of the Temple, The. In the fanzine Kadath, Vol. 1, No. 3, November 1980. Edited and published by Francesco Cova. (Italy)


  How Kank-Thad Returned to Bhur-Esh. In Fantastic, Vol. 26, No. 2, published by the Ultimate Publishing Co., Inc. and dated June 1977.


  Iced on Aran. In Weird Tales, No. 295, Winter 1989. Published by the Terminus Publishing Co.


  Inception. In the collection The Compleat Crow. Published by W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook Press, 1987.


  In the Glow-Zone. In the anthology Cold Fear: New Tales of Terror, edited by Hugh Lamb. Published by W. H. Allen, 1977. (U.K.)


  In the Temple of Terror. In Weirdbook, No. 22, Summer 1997, and published by W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook Press.


  In the Vaults Beneath. In the collection The Caller of the Black, Arkham House, 1971.


  Isles of the Suhm-Yi. In the collection The House of Cthulhu. Published by W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook Press, 1984.


  Item of Supporting Evidence, An. In the journal, or house organ, The Arkham Collector, No. 7, Summer 1970, edited and published by August Derleth for Arkham House.


  Kiss of Bugg-Shash, The. In the pamphlet or chapbook Cthulhu: Three Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos. Published by Jon M. Harvey’s Spectre Press, 1978.


  Kiss of the Lamia. In W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook, No. 20, Spring 1985.


  Last Rite, The. In the magazine Witchcraft & Sorcery, published by the Fantasy Publishing Co., Ltd. in 1974.


  Late Shopping. In W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook, No. 18, 1983.


  Little Man Lost. In Randy Everts’s fanzine Etchings & Odysseys, No. 7, 1985. Published by The Strange Company.


  Lord of the Morass. In the collection The House of Cthulhu. Published by W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook Press, 1984.


  Lord of the Worms. In Weirdbook, No. 17, 1983.


  Luststone, The. In the magazine Weird Tales, Fall 1991. Published by the Terminus Publishing Co.


  Mandraki. In The 22nd World Fantasy Convention Souvenir Book, Chicago, 1996.


  Man in the Dream, The. (Titled by August Derleth “The Thing in the Moonlight II,” as by Lovecraft and Lumley.) Published in The Arkham Collector, Arkham House, Winter 1969.


  Man Who Felt Pain, The. In the magazine Fantasy Tales, Vol. 10, No. 2, Spring 1980, and edited by Stephen Jones and David Sutton. (U.K.)


  Man Who Got Slotted, The. In Francesco Cova’s fanzine Kadath, Vol. 1, No. 3, November 1980. (Italy.)


  Man Who Photographed Beardsley, The. In the anthology The Star Book of Horror, No. 2, edited by Hugh Lamb. Published by Wyndham Publications, 1976. (U.K.)


  Man Who Saw No Spiders, The. In Weirdbook, No. 13, 1979.


  Mandelt’s Meteorite. A “lost” story. (The author says, “August Derleth saw it at Arkham House. It was about three thousand words long, a ‘visitor from out there’ story; lost, but no great loss.”)


  Mirror of Nitocris, The. In the collection The Caller of the Black, published by Arkham House, 1971.


  Mother Love. In the magazine Witchcraft & Sorcery, 1, No. 6, May 1971. Publisher: Fantasy Publishing Co.


  Mylakhrion the Immortal. In Fantasy Tales, Vol. 1, No. 1, 1977. Editors Steve Jones and Dave Sutton. (U.K.)


  Name and Number. In the fanzine Kadath, Vol. 2, No. 1, July 1982. (Italy)


  Necros. In an anthology The Second Book of After Midnight Stories. Edited by Amy Myers. Published by William Kimber & Co., Ltd. 1986. (U.K.)


  Night Sea-Maid Went Down, The. In the collection The Caller of The Black, published by Arkham House, 1971.


  Nitre. A “lost” story. (The author reports, “This was a good little story—I think. Derleth saw it, and then it went missing. In my Army days I didn’t always keep copies.”)


  No Sharks in the Med. In the magazine Weird Tales, No. 295, Winter 1989/90. Published by the Terminus Publishing Co.


  No Way Home. In The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction, September 1975. Published by Mercury Press.


  On Receiving a Small RPG Piece. In a role-playing-game fanzine called Dagon, No. 13, June-September 1986, edited and published by Carl Ford’s Dagon Press.


  Pearl, The. In the collection The Caller of the Black, Arkham House, 1971.


  Picnickers, The. In the anthology Final Shadows, edited by Charles L. Grant and published by Doubleday, 1991.


  Pit-Yakker, The. In Weird Tales, No. 294, Fall 1989. Published by the Terminus Publishing Co.


  Problem Child. In the anthology Vampires, Werewolves and Other Monsters, edited by Roger Elwood and published by Curtis Books, 1974.


  Really Game Boy, A. In the anthology Dark Terrors 2, edited by Steve Jones and David Sutton, published by Victor Gollancz, an imprint of the Cassell Group, 1996. (U.K.)


  Recognition. In W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook, No. 15, 1981.


  Return to Arkham. The script for a Cthulhu Mythos comic strip, (art by Martin McKenna) in Carl Ford’s Dagon, No. 15, November—December 1986. Published by Dagon Press.


  Rising With Surtsey. In the anthology Dark Things, edited by August Derleth, Arkham House, 1971.


  Running Man, The. (Nothing to do with “Big Arnie!”) In the RPG Cthulhu source-pack titled Green and Pleasant Land, compiled by Pete Tamlyn, published by Games Workshop, 1987.


  Second Wish, The. In the anthology New Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos, edited by Ramsey Campbell, Arkham House, 1980.


  Sister City, The. In the anthology Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos, edited by August Derleth, Arkham House, 1969.


  Snarker’s Son. In the anthology New Tales of Terror, edited by Hugh Lamb and published by Magnum Books, Methuen Ltd., in 1980. (U.K.)


  Sorcerer’s Book, The. In the collection The House of Cthulhu, Weirdbook Press, 1984.


  Sorcerer’s Dream, The. In Stuart D. Schiff’s fanzine Whispers, Vol. 4, No. 13/14. Whispers Press, October 1979.


  Spaghetti. In Weirdbook, No. 21, August, 1985.


  Spider in the Bath. In Randy Everts’s fanzine Etchings & Odysseys, No. 5, October 1984. Published by The Strange Company.


  Statement of Henry Worthy, The. In the collection The Horror at Oakdeene, Arkham House, 1977.


  Statement of One John Gibson, The. In The Crypt of Cthulhu, No. 19, Candlemas 1984. Edited by Robert M. Price.


  Stealer of Dreams. In Weirdbook, No. 27, Spring 1992.


  Strange Years, The. In Fantasy Tales, Vol. 5, No. 9, Spring 1982.


  Sun, the Sea and the Silent Scream, The. In The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction, February 1988. Published by Mercury Press.


  Swamped. In Randy Everts’s Lovecraft-dedicated fanzine Etchings & Odysseys, No. 9, 1986. Published by The Strange Company.


  Swordsmith and Sorcerer. (See “Genseric’s Fifth-Born Son.”)


  Synchronicity, or Something. A Cthulhu Mythos-based story, written on commission for Carl Ford’s Dagon Press, and published in 1989 in the same format as Ford’s RPG fanzine Dagon.


  Tale’s Tail. In the collection Iced on Aran and Other Dream Quests, published by W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook Press, 1990.


  Tharquest and the Lamia Orbiquita. In the magazine Fantastic, Vo. 25, No. 5, November 1976. Published by the Ultimate Publishing Co.


  Thief Immortal, The. In W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook, No. 25, Autumn 1990.


  Thin People, The. In Stuart D. Schiff’s fanzine Whispers, Vol. 6, No. 23–24, October 1987. Published by Whispers Press.


  Thing About Cars, A. In the collection The Caller of the Black, published by Arkham House, 1971.


  Thing From the Blasted Heath, The. In the collection The Caller of the Black, Arkham House, 1971.


  To Kill A Wizard. In the collection The House of Cthulhu, 1984. Published by W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook Press.


  Told in the Desert. In Francesco Cova’s fanzine Kadath, Vol. 2, No. 2/3, Fall 1984. (Italy)


  Too Much Monkey Business. In Francesco Cova’s fanzine Kadath, Vol. 1, No. 3, November 1980. (Italy)


  Treasure of the Scarlet Scorpion. In W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook, No. 16, 1982.


  Ugly Act, The. (The author isn’t sure if this has ever appeared anywhere—he has a note that mentions the publications Spectral and 2 AM.)


  Unbeliever, The. In the magazine Fantasy Book, No. 9, August 1983. Published by Fantasy Book Enterprises.


  Uzzi. In the magazine Fear, No. 2, September/October 1988. Edited by John Gilbert and published by Newsfield, Leisure Monthly. (U.K.)


  Vanessa’s Voice. In Stuart D. Schiff’s Whispers, No. 11/12, October 1978. Published by Whispers Press.


  Vehicle, The. In a fanzine called Amulet, No. 1, 1987, Amulet Publications.


  Viaduct, The. In the anthology Superhorrors, edited by Ramsey Campbell, published by W. H. Allen, 1976. (U.K.)


  Viking’s Stone, The. In the collection The Horror at Oakdeene, Arkham House, 1977.


  Weird Wines of Naxas Niss, The. In W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook, No. 26, Autumn 1991.


  What Dark God? In the anthology Nameless Places, edited by Gerald W. Page, Arkham House, 1975.


  Whisperer, The. In the anthology Frights, edited by Kirby McCauley and published by St. Martin’s Press, 1976.


  Wine of the Wizard, The. In the Weirdbook Press collection, The House of Cthulhu, 1984.


  Writer in the Garret, The. In the collection The Caller of the Black, Arkham House, 1971.


  Zack Phalanx Is Vlad the Impaler! In W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook, No. 11, 1977.
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  [image: Image] NOTE: BRIAN’S memory with regard to his “poems” (he does not regard himself by any means a poet) is vague to nonexistent, and he has no notes worth mentioning. But his poems have appeared in many publications over the years, and it is entirely possible that other or previous “first” publications do exist. Leigh Blackmore’s 1984 “New Bibliography” was very helpful to my research into these last bits of Brian’s output.


  Amber Man. In Ghoul Warning, Spectre Press, 1982. (Illustrated by Dave Carson.)


  Author! Author! In the fanzine Astral Dimensions, No. 6, 1979. Black Prayer. In the fanzine Eerie Country, No. 5, 1981.


  City Out of Time. In the excellent semi-prozine Fantasy Tales, Vol. 1, No. 2, Winter 1977.


  Cry At Night, A. In the fanzine Midnight Fantasies, No. (?) Pre-1977. (It was written in 1968.)


  Da Vinci’s Ghost. In the Royal Military Police Journal, the 3rd Quarter, 1975.


  Destiny. First version, in W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook, No. 11, 1977; Second version, in the fanzine Etchings & Odysseys, No. 10, 1987. Together in the updated Ghoul Warning. (Written in 1968.)


  Dreamer Wakes, The. In Ghoul Warning, 1982.


  Dylath-Leen. In the fanzine Kadath, Vol. 2, No. 1, July 1982.


  Enough. In The Arkham Collector, No. 8, Winter 1971. Published by Arkham House. (Written in 1968.)


  Escape. In the fanzine Escape!, No. 1, Fall 1977.


  Fantasy Crossroads. In the fanzine Fantasy Crossroads, Nos. 10/11, March 1977.


  Fantasy Tales. In the semi-prozine Fantasy Tales, Vol. 2, No. 3, Summer 1978. Ghoul Warning. In Ghoul Warning, 1982.


  Good God!—Goodrod. In Ghoul Warning, 1982.


  I am the Bat. In Ghoul Warning, 1982.


  Immortal Sword, The. In Ghoul Warning, 1982.


  In Pressure-Pounded Chasms. In The Arkham Collector, No. 9, Spring 1971. Published by Arkham House. (Written in 1968.)


  Inmate. In Ghoul Warning, 1982. (A second version appeared later, in either Tales After Dark, No. 2, 1986, or Etchings & Odysseys, No. 10, 1987. And both appeared in the reissued Ghoul Warning, published by W. Paul Ganley and Necronomicon Press in 1999.)


  Kadath. In the Brian Lumley Special Edition Kadath, Vol. 1, No. 3, November 1980. (Written in 1980.)


  Kraken. In Ghoul Warning, 1982.


  Last of the Lizards. In Ghoul Warning, 1982.


  Mad Dreamer. (Lost?)


  Maggot. In the fanzine Nyctalops, Vol. 3, No. 1, January 1980.


  Mammoth Rider. In the Brian Lumley issue of the Lovecraftian fanzine Crypt of Cthulhu, Vol. 3, No. 3 (whole number 19), Candlemas 1984.


  Mirrors at Midnight. In Ghoul Warning, 1982. (Illustration by Dave Carson.)


  Nyctalops. In Nyctalops, Vol. 2, No. 6 (whole number 13), May 1977.


  Old Houses Know Too Much. In Ghoul Warning, 1982.


  Pesh-Tlen. In Nyctalops, Vol. 2, No. 1 (whole number 8), April 1973. (Written in 1968.)


  Sea, The. In Ghoul Warning, 1982.


  Sea Fret. In the Brian Lumley issue Crypt of Cthulhu, No. 19, 1984.


  Shadow Man, The. In the fanzine The HPL Supplement, July 1973. (Written in 1968.)


  Skull of H. P. L., The. In W. Paul Ganley’s Weirdbook, No. 12, 1977. Survivors. In Ghoul Warning, 1982.


  Swamp Call. In Fantasy Tales, Vol. 4, No. 8, Summer 1981.


  Sword. In Ghoul Warning, 1982.


  Tindalos. In Nyctalops, Vol. 2, No. 7, March 1978.


  Unbearable, The. In Ghoul Warning, 1982.


  Visions From Aeons . . . Dead? In the book of poetry Omniumgathum, 1976.


  Warhorse. In Ghoul Warning, 1982.


  Warlord, The. In Ghoul Warning, 1982.


  Weirdbook. In Weirdbook, No. 13, 1977.


  Whistler. In the fanzine Eerie Country, No. 1, 1976.


  Wind-Walker, The. In Fantasy Tales, Vol. 3, No. 6, Summer 1980.


  Witch. In Ghoul Warning, 1982.


  Witching Hour. In Ghoul Warning, 1982.


  Y’ha-nth lei. In Ghoul Warning, 1982.
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  [image: Image] Kadath. Long since gone the way of most amateur or small press magazines, in its time Kadath was a class act. An Italian fanzine edited and published by Francesco Cova, the November 1980 issue (Vol. 1, No. 3) was a “Brian Lumley Special.” It contained (in Italian!) “Zack Phalanx Is Vlad the Impaler,” by Lumley; “The Thing in the Moonlight” by Lovecraft/Lumley; “The Kiss of Bugg-Shash,” by Lumley, and, illustrated with reproduced book jackets, a Lumley bibliography. In an English section there was the bibliography, and the stories “Too Much Monkey Business,” “The House of the Temple,” and “The Man Who Got Slotted.” Finally, there was an interview conducted by Cova, and the acrostic poem, “Kadath,” written especially for the magazine. The cover had a photograph of Lumley in military uniform with a handful of early books. In addition, the magazine had some gorgeous illustrations by Steve Jones (after Virgil Finlay) and Dave Carson (after what must have been some pretty heavy nightmares!). And as if that wasn’t enough, copies 1 to 100 of this 450-copy printing had the poem “Kadath” on parchment, signed by Lumley and loosely inserted.


  Crypt of Cthulhu. No. 19 (Vol. 3, No. 3), dated Candlemas 1984. With a jacket by Stephen Fabian, this “Pulp Thriller and Theological Journal” is one of a long run dedicated to the fiction and legend of H. P. Lovecraft. This issue features Lumley as a major contributor to Lovecraft’s Mythos; it contains one original and one reprint short story by Lumley, two reprint poems, also by Lumley, an article titled “Brian Lumley—Reanimator,” by Robert M. Price, and an interview with Lumley (probably by the same Robert M. Price).


  Return of the Deep Ones. (Fantasy Book.) First published as a serial in three parts—in issues for March, June, and September 1984—this full-size, 60,000- word novel is illustrated by Dave Carson in his finest Lovecraftian fashion. Of special interest: On page 31 of the September issue, the fun-loving Carson draws a portrait of Lumley himself . . . as a changeling Deep One! The day Lumley opened his personal copy was the first he knew of Carson’s joke.


  Brian Lumley: A New Bibliography, by Leigh Blackmore. Dark Press, 1984. A pamphlet, containing in paper covers and 54 pages a comprehensive bibliography of all Lumley’s works to date, including some artwork from the fanzines, book jacket art, and etc. This was obviously a labor of love by Blackmore; despite that, the book contains some errors.


  Dagon. A British fanzine similar in format to American Crypt of Cthulhu, but aimed more specifically at players of the “Call of Cthulhu” role-playing game, Dagen 13, dated June—September 1986, is a Brian Lumley issue. It contains an interview with Lumley by the editor, Carl T. Ford, the second and final part of a serialized novelette (“The House of the Temple”), poetry (“The Whistler”), and a few short Lumley-oriented articles, among various non-related items. The cover bears a photograph of the featured author.


  Synchronicity, or Something. Published by Carl T. Ford’s Dagon Press (see Dagon above) in 1988, “Synchronicity” appeared in the same format as the fanzine but on quality paper and with superb jacket and interior illustrations by Dave Carson. A short story done very much tentacle-in-cheek, still this “role-playing-game oriented” tale has its horrific moments amid a host of in-jokes concerning contemporary writers and situations. There were just 350 copies, signed and numbered on a Carson-bordered plate. Now a much sought-after collector’s item, pristine copies of “Synchronicity” are extremely scarce and come with a high price tag.


  Weird Tales. “The Unique Magazine.” Winter 1989, No. 295. This has to be the longest-running macabre magazine ever. Ever since Brian was a youth, he dreamed of having stories in Weird Tales; but he never dreamed of having an issue dedicated to him! Illustrated by Vincent DiFate, this magazine contains three Lumley stories: “The Disapproval of Jeremy Cleave,” “Iced on Aran,” and “No Sharks in the Med”. Also in this issue (among many other stories by various authors), an early Necroscope review and an interview conducted by Stephen Jones.


  Necroscope (Graphic Novel). In 1994 Boxtree published the five Malibu Necroscope comics in graphic novel format. This was Lumley’s first adventure into the world of comics; others later proved less successful. Necroscope graphic novels in good condition (originally sold for $19.95) can be found on dealer’s lists for up to $50.


  Singers of Strange Songs. Chaosium, 1997. This takes its title from a chapter in Beneath the Moors, the short novel which was Lumley’s second Arkham House book. Singers is a trade paperback that sells for $12.95. An anthology of short stories and novelettes, and purporting to be “A Celebration of Brian Lumley,” it contains the following: an introduction by the editor, Scott D. Aniolowski; a poem, “City Out of Time,” by Brian Lumley; a short story, “Cement Surroundings;” and a novelette, “Spaghetti,” both by Lumley; plus eleven other tales by writers who have been influenced by Lumley’s work in Lovecraft’s Cthulhu Mythos milieu. Illustrated internally by Allen Koszowski, of special interest is a plate depicting Lumley emerging from Henri Laurent de Marigny’s time-clock amidst a horde of Mythos monsters.


  In His Own Write, Brian Lumley: Necroscribe. Necronomicon Press, 1997. Published in conjunction with Lumley’s appearance as guest of honor at NecronomiCon III, Providence, Rhode Island, (as was Singers of Strange Songs, as above) this pamphlet contains a rambling introduction plus three stories by Lumley. The stories are: “The Thing in the Moonlight,” as by H. P. Lovecraft and Brian Lumley, “The Writer in the Garret,” and “Synchronicity, or Something.”


  Dangerous Ground. Lumley is a fan of The Downliners Sect, a R&R-cum-R&B-cum-C&W group that’s been doing the circuits for many a year. And the guys are fans of his, especially the Lumley-collector Keith Grant-Evans. Dangerous Ground is a CD that came out in 1998. The liner notes—illustrated by Art Wood, brother of Rolling Stone Ronnie—carry a picture of Don Craine, Lumley and Grant-Evans, and track numbers 2 and 15 (“Escape From Hong-Kong” and “Bookworm”) feature Lumley doing respectively a Fu Manchu one-line ending and a Necroscope-type narrative.


  Ghoul Warning and Other Omens—and Other Omens. A joint effort by W. Paul Ganley and Necronomicon Press, Ghoul Warning and Other Omens—and Other Omens, 1999, reprints all of the poetry from the much earlier, very rare Spectre Press edition of Ghoul Warning, plus several poems missing from that volume, and a new introduction by Lumley; also a preface and eleven illustrations by the artist Donald W. Schank, who first suggested this new or reprint edition. The book also includes three “stories” in just fifty words each, one of which, “War of the Worlds II: Earthlings v. Pondlings,” first saw print as a basis for a competition in The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction. (26 hardbound, signed, lettered copies A to Z, plus 250 hardbound signed and numbered copies, plus 800 softbound). The fifty-word “stories” follow.
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  [image: Image] The Do-It-Yourself Carpenter


  The idea was to take some six-by-fours, a handful of nails, and a little inspiration, and start a craze to change the entire world. Impossible? But he did it! Blood, sweat, and tears played their parts—personal sacrifice, you know? They rewarded him with a crown of thorns.


  War of the Worlds II: Earthlings v. Pondlings


  Ron and Mikh, joining forces, went out to explore space. There they found an alien race: weird shapes, sizes—sexes! Outnumbered, the armies of Ron and Mikh bred and bred, finally defeating their diversified foe. Mankind stood no chance against intelligent amoebas whose single strategy was to divide and conquer.


  Decreation


  Monday. Looking down from on high, the astronaut gaped. Where was everyone? On Tuesday the animals disappeared; Wednesday, the birds and fishes; Thursday saw sun and stars snuffed, the moon magicked away. Then the trees died, and Saturday was Chaos. But the astronaut had been right. On Sunday God rested.
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  [image: Image] Andropov, Yuri. Head of the KGB; also, a member of the five-strong committee that questions Gregor Borowitz about the Chateau Bronnitsy incident.


  aura. A supposed subtle emanation given off by living things, which provides an atmosphere for occult phenomena. According to Viktor Shukshin, a “spotter” who feels pain and murderous rage upon sensing the intrusion of paranormal powers, Harry Keogh has a “mutant” aura.


  Baikonur. In Kazakhstan, the top secret Russian space center.


  Banks, Arthur. Sir Keenan Gormley’s nephew.


  Batu, Max. A Mongolian esper with a fearful talent, Max claimed he could trace his bloodline back to the Great Khans. Educated in Omsk, he had a high IQ, but had opted out of civilization and returned to the steppe to herd goats. Insulted by a neighbor, he killed him with his talent—the Evil Eye!


  Belov, Karl. An asthmatic telepath working for Soviet E-Branch, usually in foreign embassies.


  black hole. In interstellar physics, theoretically, a region of ultimate gravity.


  Bolshevik. In this definition: a violent, revolutionary Marxist Communist.


  Bonnyrigg. A village near Edinburgh, Scotland. The Necroscope, Harry Keogh, inherited a house close by.


  Borowitz, Gregor, ex-General. The Head of the Soviet E-Branch, Borowitz is described as being: “In his mid-sixties, completely grey at the temples, with a broad contrasting central stripe of jet-black hair swept back from a high, much-wrinkled brow.” (In fact, he closely resembles Oscar Homolka.)


  boyar. A member of the old Russian aristocracy, next in line to the princes (before Peter the Great).


  Braida. (Should read “Braila.”) A town in eastern Romania.


  Brasov. A place in Romania where Thibor Ferenczy tortured his sister’s (?) killers before hurling them from the cliffs Also, Faethor Ferenczy, “father of vampires,” was known to hunt here.


  Browning 9mm (short). A pistol named after its inventor, John Moses Browning. The weapon is in use by the military of several countries. It is a sidearm favored in the UK by E-Branch, also by the Royal Military Police.


  cat’s-eye. A semi-precious stone set in a gold ring belonging to Viktor Shukshin. Lost in a river for many years, the ring is eventually returned to Shukshin by Harry Keogh, which serves to remind the Russian just exactly how he lost it.


  Chateau Bronnitsy, the. The secret headquarters of Soviet ESP-Branch is located in a wooded tract of land set back from the Serpukhov Road, not far out of Moscow in the direction of Podolsk. While from the air it looks derelict, the chateau is in fact a well-equipped center for ESP research and mindspy activity. Following a security incident, Borowitz reinforces the Chateau’s defences with searchlights, sensitive tripwires, the latest electronic detection devices, pillboxes, and even a belt of anti-personnel mines.


  Checkpoint Charlie. The famous crossing point between East and West Berlin.


  Chichester. Town in West Sussex, England, home of Arthur Banks’s family.


  CIA. Central Intelligence Agency (American).


  clairvoyant. An esper. A person who perceives things beyond the normal range.


  cloak-and-daggery. Mindspy parlance for conventional espionage. Also “thud-and-blundering,” and “DTB” (Dirty Tricks Brigade) in connection with spying.


  Collins, Jimmy. The Necroscope’s one normal male friend (among the living) during his school days. Jimmy is an athletic boy, a footballer and sportsman, a doer as opposed to Harry’s thinker. (He scored the winning goal against Blackhills.)


  Cowell, Brenda. Harry Keogh’s teenage grande passion, lives on the same street in Harden. She becomes Harry’s wife and mother of his son, Harry Jr.


  Crimdon. (Crimdon Dene.) A wooded valley; a resort on. England’s northeast coast.


  cruciform hills, the. A place of wild, forbidding, uncut woods in the shape of a cross in the Romanian countryside. The vampire Thibor Ferenczy, so-called “egg-son” of Faethor Ferenczy, was buried alive (or undead) there.


  Crusade, the Fourth. 1202–1204. A military expedition of western Christendom, primarily to recover the holy places of Palestine from Muslim occupation. The Fourth Crusade, diverting from its initial objective, sacked Constantinople in 1204.


  dacha. A Russian country house. Frequently a second or holiday home, government property, “on loan” to high-ranking officials and their families.


  decapitation. (Beheading.) One of the ways to kill a vampire. But to be absolutely certain the old rules should apply: which is to say: “The stake, the sword, the fire!” The stake to pin the vampire’s heart (and sometimes his leech), the sword to behead him, and the fire to reduce him to smoke and smoulder.


  defector. Someone who escapes (usually an oppressive political system or regime) to a friendly country or sanctuary. In this case, Viktor Shukshin defected from Gregor Borowitz’s E-Branch to live in Scotland.


  détente. A relaxation of strained relations (here between the USSR and the USA and its western allies).


  Diary of a Seventeenth-Century Rake. Title of a book “by” Harry Keogh. (In fact the story of a real seventeenth-century rake, as told to the Necroscope from beyond the grave.)


  Djannov, Karl. A junior cabinet minister, one of a five-strong panel or committee of investigators that questions ex-General Gregor Borowitz after the Chateau Bronnitsy incident.


  Dimitri. A malformed satyr, the playmate of Boris Dragosani’s nymphomaniac “aunt” and his precocious “cousins.”


  DO. Duty Officer, as found in both British and Soviet Mindspy organizations.


  Draculs, Vlads, Radus, Mirceas, Basarabs, and Vladislays. All former rulers of Romania (Wallachia), as remembered by the Old Thing in the ground in his conversations with Boris Dragosani.


  Dragasani. The foundling, Boris Dragosani, was named after this Romanian town.


  Dragosani, Boris. A senior member of “the Opposition” (the ESP-Branch of the Soviet Secret Services) and would-be “Necromancer to the Kremlin.” Dragosani is Thibor Ferenczy’s egg-son. (See Egg.)


  E-Branch. (Secret Service.) The British ESP organization run by Sir Keenan Gormley. Other countries—America, France, Russia, and China—have their own ESP organizations in various stages of development.


  E-Branch HQ. The top floor of a hotel in central London within a few minutes walking distance of Whitehall.


  egg. (Vampire.) Needs no ovipositor. It will simply soak right through the skin. A single egg may be brought forth out of any Great Vampire (member of the Wamphyri). Normally the Wamphyri seek out an egg-son or -daughter—who they believe will make a worthy recipient. The newly “adopted” recipient suffers hideous agonies as the egg, the foetal vampire, lodges in his/her body.


  Endor. A place of Biblical legend, where the Necroscope Harry Keogh speaks to the Witch of Endor, as did Saul three thousand years ago on the night before he died on the slopes of Gilboa. (Lacking in his knowledge of Biblical time-scales, the young Necroscope incorrectly calculated that the witch’s dust was only two thousand years old.)


  esper(s). A person or persons skilled in one or more of the many forms of ESP (extrasensory perception).


  ESPINT. ESP Intelligence. Better known as E-Branch, most secret of all Great Britain’s security services.


  exorcism. To drive out or remove an evil spirit.


  far-seeing. Scrying—the PSI or parapsychological “skill” to envisage distant occurrences in the mind’s eye.


  Ferenczy, Castle. Allegedly, an accumulation of methane in the vaults was responsible for the blast that blew Castle Ferenczy from its high vantage point in the Carpathian Mountains.


  Ferenczy, Faethor. Strong, tall, handsome as a man but utterly monstrous as a shape-changing member of the Wamphyri!


  Ferenczy, Giorg. One of Faethor’s many pseudonyms. He “became” Giorg after Bela Ferenczy allegedly was swept away by an avalanche in 1840. (In fact Bela had not been killed; he and Giorg were one and the same. Moreover, and before Bela, Faethor was Grigor, Karl, Peter, and Stefan.)


  Ferenczy, Janos. Bloodson of Faethor, last known inhabitant of Castle Ferenczy.


  Ferenczy, Thibor. Egg-son of Faethor and, according to Boris Dragosani, “the Father of Lies.”


  Ferenzig, Faethor. That selfsame Faethor, when he was a ninth-century White Khorvatian princeling.


  formulae. Mathematical constants. Numbered and/or algebraically slanted recipes used for solving specific mathematical problems (usually spatial). In Harry Keogh’s case: he has “formulae (we) haven’t even dreamed of”—the numbers that govern the Möbius Continuum. And when Harry visits August Ferdinand Möbius: “Formulae, tables of figures, astronomical distances and non-Euclidean, Riemannian configurations beat against Harry’s awareness like the pulses of mighty, living computers.” A dead man, obviously August Ferdinand has had lots of time to work on his maths.


  future-time door. In the Möbius Continuum there are past- and future-time doors. The Necroscope will eventually learn how to use them to travel in time, albeit incorporeally.


  “gadgets and ghosts.” The extraordinary interface between the esp-endowed agents of E-Branch and its technology: “Robots and romantics—super-science and the supernatural—computerized probability patterns and precognition . . . gadgets and ghosts!”


  Galenski, Yul. Borowitz’s secretary, killed by Harry’s zombie Tartars in the battle at the Chateau Bronnitsy.


  Garden of Repose. A cemetery in Kensington, London, where Sir Keenan Gormley has been put to rest.


  Gargetya. Site of a secret Russian atomic and plasma research station in the Ural Mountains.


  Gartezkov, Hadj. A KGB operative murdered by Andrei Ustinov at Opposition HQ (the Chateau Bronnitsy), following a necromantic “examination” by Dragosani.


  Gauss, Karl Friedrich. (1777–1855) A German regarded as being on a par with Newton and Archimedes; one of the world’s greatest ever mathematicians. August Ferdinand Möbius suggests that Harry consult Gauss about probability and topology.


  GCEs. General Certificates of Education.


  genius loci. A local presiding spirit or deity. (Such as Thibor Ferenczy, buried on the cruciform hills in a glade of stirless trees.)


  Germany, East. Before the reunification of Germany, the Soviet-occupied part of the country.


  Giresci, Ladislau. Lives a mile outside Titu in Romania. He is an expert on the undead, particularly the Ferenczy dynasty.


  Gormley, Sir Keenan. Ex-MI5, the first head of E-Branch. Murdered by Max Batu, Keenan Gormley’s body was then mutilated by Boris Dragosani in the necromantic rape of E-Branch’s innermost secrets. Gormley was also a “spotter,” E-Branch parlance for someone who can sense the presence of an ESP- endowed person.


  Gormley, Jackie (Jacqueline). Sir Keenan’s wife.


  Gower, Miss Gertrude. A prudish teacher (religious instruction, natural history, geography) at Harry Keogh’s school in Harden.


  Great Wallachian Hyperstate. How Dragosani dreams of Romania’s future dominion, with himself as a vampire overlord.


  Greek fire. Of unknown composition, an incendiary when wet.


  Green, Stanley. A bully at Harry Keogh’s school. Goaded beyond endurance, the Necroscope calls upon the help of a dead friend to put Green in his place.


  GREPO. Grenzpolizei. The East German border police. Members of this force had Harry Keogh trapped in a graveyard in Leipzig.


  Grunbaum, Klaus. An ex-POW (prisoner of war) who married an English girl and settled in Hartlepool after the war. He died of a stroke in 1955. Through Grunbaum, the Necroscope is able to speak fluent German.


  Hannant, George. A maths teacher at Harry Keogh’s school. But: “Harry could give him formulae he hadn’t even dreamed of.”


  Hannant, James Gordon. George Hannant’s father. In his time, he also taught maths at Harry’s school. His headstone in Harden’s cemetery reads thus:


  James Gordon Hannant

  13 June 1875–11 Sept. 1944

  Master at Harden Boys School

  for Thirty Years, Headmaster

  for Ten, now he Numbers

  Among the Hosts

  of Heaven.


  
    
  


  Harden Modern Boys. A secondary modern school in a coal-mining village on England’s northeast coast. Harry Keogh’s school.


  Harmon, John “Jack.” The headmaster at Hartlepool’s Technical College, who first brings Harry Keogh to Sir Keenan Gormley’s attention.


  Hartlepool. A coastal town in the northeast of England.


  Hartley, Dorothy. A pretty young teacher (English and history) at Harry Keogh’s school in Harden. Fiancée to Graham “Sergeant” Lane before his untimely death.


  Herod. (Herod the Great.) Biblical mass-murderer of the infants of Bethlehem. Hence Borowitz’s use of the term “the Herod Principle,” the removal of a perceived future threat before it has the opportunity to materialize.


  Hildegard, Aunt. Dragosani’s stepfather’s nymphomaniac younger sister. A widow, she has two precocious daughters, Katrina and Anna, only a year or so older than Boris himself. They live on the Budesti road in Bucharest.


  Hyperspace-time Dimension. The Möbius Continuum.


  Impaler, Vlad the. Supposedly, the real-life model for Dracula.


  Innocent III, Pope. Innocent called the Fourth Crusade, then lost control of it. Aimed at Egypt, the crusade—Faethor Ferenczy and his mercenaries included—diverted to sack Constantinople.


  Jamieson, Howard. Headmaster at Harry Keogh’s school in Harden. A staunch survivor of “the Old School” of headmasters.


  Kalashnikov. A Russian sub-machine gun.


  Keogh (genealogy). Harry’s grandfather, Sean, was Irish, and his grandmother was a Russian lady of some note. She fled the Revolution in 1920 and met Sean in Edinburgh. They married in 1926; three years later Harry’s uncle Michael was born, and in 1931 his mother, Mary. Mary assisted her aristocratic Russian mother with the psychic circle she had built up, taking part in the séances for which Natasha Keogh had become something of a local celebrity. In the winter of ’55 Mary married one Gerald Snaith, a banker in Edinburgh . . . thus Harry “Keogh” was born Harry “Snaith” in 1957—just a year before his banker father would die from a stroke in his office at the bank. When Harry was two years old his mother remarried, to an assumed Russian dissident, Viktor Shukshin, who had escaped to Scotland. A linguist, Shukshin had been giving private lessons in Russian and German in Edinburgh. In the winter of ’63 Mary died at only thirty-two years of age and Harry was brought up by his uncle Michael and his wife Jenny in the colliery village of Harden in northeast England. (See Keogh, Mary, and Shukshin, Viktor.)


  Keogh, Harry. The eponymous Necroscope. In Harry’s incorporeal state, and according to Alec Kyle’s description, he would be: “about five-ten in height. If (his) flesh were real instead of milky mist, he would weigh maybe nine stone. Everything about him was faintly luminous, as if shining with some inner light, so that one couldn’t be sure about his coloring. His hair, an untidy mop, seemed sandy. Faint and irregular marks on his high cheeks and forehead might be freckles. He would be, oh, maybe twenty-five years old; he had looked younger at first but that effect was wearing off now.”


  Keogh, Mary. Harry’s mother had loved to skate. She drowned in a river after falling through thin ice. Her death was recorded as an accident; in fact, she was murdered by her second husband, Viktor Shukshin, who had deliberately weakened the ice.


  KGB. (Komitet Gosudarstvennoi Bezopasnosti) The Soviet secret police.


  Kinkovsi, Hzak. The proprietor of the “guesthouse” where Boris Dragosani stayed in the Romanian countryside. Of peasant stock, Hzak is described as having, “yellow, worn-down teeth in a face of creased leather.”


  Kinkovsi, Ilse. Hzak’s temptress daughter. She has large green eyes framed by a white face in an oval of raven-black hair. In front of Dragosani, she flaunts herself.


  Krakovitch, Felix. A lesser prognosticator or precog working for Borowitz. (In Necroscope II: Wamphyri! Krakovitch becomes the head of the Soviet E-Branch.)


  Krisich, George. A member of the Presidium and one of the five-strong panel of investigators that interrogated Borowitz after the Chateau Bronnitsy incident.


  Kurtsuzov Prospekt. A street in central Moscow with buildings that house government offices, including Yuri Andropov’s.


  Kyle, Alec. A precog and the second head of E-Branch. Kyle’s description here is somewhat vague; we don’t see him close up until chapter six of The Source (And then we see him as the Necroscope!) Brain-drained by the Opposition’s scientists, Alec Kyle “dies” at the Chateau Bronnitsy . . . only to be reanimated by an incorporeal Harry and to come back as Harry to serve briefly in E-Branch until the disappearance of his (Harry’s) wife and infant child.


  Lane, “Sergeant” Graham. An ex-army PTI (Physical Training Instructor), Lane champions Harry from beyond the grave.


  leech-thing (the vampire leech). Variously described, mainly as a giant slug with a corrugated underside, like a blind flatworm, the leech is the true vampire. Forming a symbiotic yet parasitic relationship with its host, the leech’s protoplasm—which permits of metamorphism—invests him with volatile passions, incredible strength and tenacity, and an instantaneous shape-changing ability, so that in battle a vampirized man becomes a veritable engine of blood- thirsting destruction. The leech may enter a host as a leech full-grown, or as an “egg” passed down by one of the Wamphyri, which will develop into a leech, or as a spore as seen in later volumes of Necroscope.


  Leipzig. City in East Germany. Where Harry speaks to Möbius, and learns from him, in the graveyard where the great astronomer is buried.


  life-lines. Seen through time-doors in the Möbius Continuum, human lives are blue threads or lines of life diminishing into the past or progressing into the future. The threads of men are blue; those of vampires are red. As children are born new, pure blue threads come into being. When people die their threads are extinguished.


  lignumvitae. Incredibly hard wood of a tropical American genus of trees. Ladislau Giresci’s crossbow fires lignumvitae bolts.


  longevity. (of the Wamphyri). “The blood is the life!” “Anonymity is synonymous with longevity.”


  magic square. A numerical puzzle. The perfect answer to a four-by-four square, with which Harry amazes his teachers, is given in chapter three of Necroscope.


  medallion. Faethor’s golden medallion, with which he “rewarded” Ladislau Giresci for taking his head on the night Faethor died. Described thus: “On one face of the disc, a highly stylized heraldic cross which could only be that of the Knights of St. John of Jerusalem, but which had been scored through again and again by some sharp instrument and defaced. And on the other side, in harsh, almost crude bas-relief, a triple device: that of a devil, a bat, and a dragon.”


  Mediterranean. The “middle-Earth sea” where Borowitz’s Russian mindspies track French and American nuclear subs using psychic sensitives and telepaths. However, Soviet E-Branch can’t track British nuclear subs because, as Borowitz has it: “The British outfit has espers who can deflect our best sensitive as easily as a scrambler on a telephone.”


  Meridionali, Carpatti. The Transylvanian Alps.


  metaphysical. Abstract; beyond nature or the physical. Normally in connection with Harry Keogh’s mind or the Möbius Continuum.


  Möbius, August Ferdinand. The astronomer and mathematician who invented the Möbius Strip (1790–1868). (Take a narrow strip of paper, give it a half twist and join up the ends. The resultant loop has only one surface and one edge.) Möbius has learned how to utilize Strip theory and move metaphysically without covering the distance between current location and destination. He tries to teach Harry how to do it, until the Necroscope’s “intuitive math” takes over and Harry masters the Möbius Continuum.


  Möbius Continuum, the. A description of the Möbius Continuum—as first experienced by Harry—follows: “It was not only the absence of light but of everything. He might be at the core of a black hole, except a black hole has enormous gravity and this place had none. In one sense it was a metaphysical plane of existence, but in another it was not—because nothing existed here. It was simply a place—but a place in which no god as yet had uttered those wonderful words of evocation, Let there be light!


  “It was nowhere, and it was everywhere; it was both central and external. From here one might go anywhere, or go nowhere forever. And it would be forever, for in this timeless environment nothing ever aged or changed, except by force of will.”


  MVD. (Ministervo Vrytrennikh Del.) Until 1960, the Soviet Ministry of Internal Affairs.


  Natasha. Gregor Borowitz’s wife.


  necromancy. The most morbid form of ESP. (See Dragosani, Boris.) “The necromancer doesn’t simply talk to the dead; he doesn’t ask for information, just reaches in and takes it, steals it, rapes it away. Nothing can be hidden from him: He’ll find his answers in the blood, the guts, in the very marrow of his victim’s bones. The dead can’t, or shouldn’t, feel pain, but the necromancer’s monstrous skill or talent is to make them feel it. As if they lived again, they actually feel his instruments, his hands, his tearing nails. They know everything that he does to them, and all of it is hell! After one small minute they would tell him anything, everything, but that is not his way. How could he be sure they told the truth? But his way, he knows it’s the truth. For it’s written in skin and muscle, in ligaments, tendons and corpuscles. He reads it in brain fluid, in the mucus of the eye and ear, in the texture of the rotting tissue itself!”


  Necroscope. A person psychically endowed to such an extent that he or she can converse with the dead; not to be mistaken for a necromancer! Definitions:


  “Tele-(Gk. tele: ‘far’). A telescope is an optical instrument which enlarges the images of distant objects. For example: The surface of the Moon may be viewed as from a few hundred miles away.


  “Micro-(Gk. micros: ‘small’). A microscope is an optical instrument which makes small objects visible to the human eye. Through a microscope, a drop of supposedly clear water is seen to contain countless unsuspected microorganisms.


  “Necro-(Gk. nekros: ‘a corpse’). A Necroscope is a human instrument which permits access to the minds of the dead. A Necroscope knows the thoughts of corpses in their graves.


  “The main difference between these instruments is this: The first two perform purely physical, one-way functions. They are quite incapable of changing anything. The Moon can’t look back through the telescope, and the amoeba has no way of knowing it is under microscopic scrutiny. And that in a nutshell is Harry Keogh’s big problem: His talent works both ways. The dead know—and they won’t lie still for it!” (See Keogh, Harry.)


  open sesame. Sir Keenan Gormley’s security password.


  Opposition, the. E-Branch parlance for Gregor Borowitz’s Soviet mindspy organization.


  Ottoman. Relating to the Turkish Empire as it was.


  photophobia. In. Dragosani’s case, a morbid fear of daylight and especially sunlight.


  pi. 3.14159. A mathematical constant; the ratio of any circle’s diameter to its circumference (pi × d = c). According to Möbius, “space-time is a constant, fixed and immutable as pi.”


  Ploiesti. The Romanian town where Dragosani underwent his first schooling.


  Politburo. Effectively the most powerful organ of the Communist Party’s executive. (Later known as the Presidium.)


  precog. An esper with the ability to glimpse future occurrences (precognition).


  presidium. The most senior governmental committee in the former Soviet system.


  Primal Darkness. The absence of light in the Möbius Continuum.


  probable future. In a dream, and using Harry’s mother as their medium, the dead show Harry certain details from his “probable future” by displaying three headstones in a misty graveyard:


  The first stone says:


  Brenda Cowell

  Born 1958

  Soon to die in childbirth

  She loved and was loved greatly


  
    
  


  The second one says:


  Sir Keenan Gormley

  Born 1915

  Soon to die in agony

  First and foremost a patriot


  
    
  


  And the third one says:


  Harry Keogh

  Born 1957

  The dead shall mourn him


  
    
  


  pseudopod. The means by which the undead and buried Thibor Ferenczy passes his egg to Boris Dragosani, infecting him with vampirism.


  psychokinesis. Movement by psychic agency.


  Pythagoras (of Samos). The sixth century B.C. Greek philosopher mentioned by Möbius says: “A talent like yours and you use it to track down murderers? Boy, you should be out talking to Euclid, Aristotle, Pythagoras! No, cancel that last . . . you would get nothing from him! Him and his damned secretive Pythagorean Brotherhood! It’s a wonder he even passed on his Theorem!”


  Queen Anne chair. A piece of furniture used as a torture tool by Boris Dragosani in the necromantic “examination” of Keenan Gormley.


  relativity (of time). “What will be has been.”


  Shaitan. In vampire legend, the first of all the Wamphyri. (Also known as Satan.)


  shape-changing. According to Thibor Ferenczy, this is only an “alleged” skill of the Great Vampire. (But of course vampires, and especially the Wamphyri, are notorious liars.)


  Shukshin, Viktor. Harry’s stepfather is a “spotter.” His ESP skill is to recognize or detect other espers. Unfortunately, the presence of ESP-endowed persons causes him great pain, so that he will fly into murderous, uncontrollable rages. (Hence the murder of Harry’s mother.)


  silver. A deadly poison to vampires just as mercury is a poison to men, but faster acting. Thibor Ferenczy was buried beneath a mass of silver chains which, according to Dragosani’s calculations, must have weighed five or six hundred pounds.


  Siretul, the; Motrul; and the Dunarea (the Danube). Rivers in or bordering Romania. Thibor mentions them in his explanation of the legend regarding the vampire’s fear of running water.


  slivovitz. A dry plum brandy, very much favored by the Mongol. Max Batu. “He could drink it until it came out of his ears.”


  spiritualist. In this meaning, someone who claims an ability to commune with the dead. Such people are “usually” fakers.


  sputnik. Slang for any Russian orbiting satellite.


  symbiosis. A mutually “beneficial” partnership or togetherness between two different organisms. Vampirism is perhaps a kind of symbiosis, but where the human host is concerned it brings into question the word beneficial.


  Szekely. A Transylvanian Magyar, often of Romany stock. Szgany. The Romany folk (Gypsies).


  Tasker, Jean. A science teacher at Harry’s school. Described as being “older than Gertrude Gower but less frumpish.”


  telekinesis. Production of motion at a distance by willpower alone. Thus far, in the espers of East and West, we see little or no evidence of a telekinetic, except in Harry’s ability to move through the Möbius Continuum.


  telepathy. Communication between minds, often over a distance. But Harry Keogh uses a different kind of telepathy to talk to the dead.


  teleportation. To move by telekinesis.


  topology. In connection with Möbius maths.


  Transylvania. Part of Romania since World War One.


  undeath. The morbid condition or state of being in persons who have suffered the conversion to vampirism.


  USSR. Union of Soviet Socialist Republics.


  Ustinov, Andrei. The Russian traitor who infiltrated Borowitz’s organization; when discovered, he shot and wounded the old general at the Chateau Bronnitsy.


  Vlady, the. Early Russian and Wallachian princes.


  Vlady, Igor. A precog working for Borowitz and the Opposition. Described as a small, dark man, Vlady predicts the troubles at the Chateau Bronnitsy. But the future is a devious thing; when the precog attempts to escape from Boris Dragosani, his flight incurs the very event he’s trying to avoid—his own death.


  voevod (or voivode). A warlord.


  Wallach or Wallachian. A member of the Vlach people of a former Romanian principality.


  Wamphyri, the. The changeling species of Great Vampires—the “highest,” most powerful form of the vampire—(as opposed to the common vampire thrall or lieutenant).


  Watergate. In 1972, the US political scandal involving agents employed by then President Richard Nixon.


  Waterloo. The railway station in London where Jackie Gormley begins her journey to Chichester.


  Zollner, J. K. F. A German physicist and spiritualist, in connection with topology.


  zombies. The tartars as called up from the dead by Harry Keogh at the Chateau Bronnitsy.


  Zukhovka. A wooded area on the Moscow River, some twenty miles out of the city. An especially charming region where certain of the Soviet elite, including Gregor Borowitz, have their dachas.
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  Andropov, Yuri. Head of the KGB. (Komitet Gosudarstvennoi Bezopasnosti, or the Soviet secret police.)


  Arvos of the Szgany. A gypsy in thrall to Faethor Ferenczy. He becomes fodder for the protoflesh beast under the earthen floor of Thibor’s prison cell.


  Baker, Joe. Hartlepool constable guarding the Keogh home from the mad killer (Yulian Bodescu) trying to get to Brenda Keogh and her infant son.


  Batu, Max. See Necroscope.


  Bodescu, Georgina. Wife of Ilya Bodescu and mother to Yulian_ While on vacation in Romania with her husband, the pregnant Georgina passes out when Ilya is badly injured in a cross-country skiing accident. While she is unconscious, Thibor Ferenczy at that time, a rotten, evil Thing in the Ground—discovers the fetus in her womb and taints it with his touch so that a small part of himself grows with the child. Georgina survives with no conscious memories of that night but numerous hideous nightmares.


  Bodescu, Ilya. Husband to Georgina and biological father to Yulian. A Romanian linguistics teacher.


  Bodescu, Yulian. The son of Ilya and Georgina. While still in his mother’s womb, Yulian was tainted by Thibor (“The Thing in the Ground”) Ferenczy, and as he matures his Wamphyric powers come to fruition.


  Brezhnev, Leonid. Soviet Premier during the late 1970s. He orders Felix Krakovitch to rebuild E-Branch and find out what happened at the Chateau Bronnitsy. He appoints Ivan Gerenko to be Krakovitch’s second in command.


  Brissom Mark III. A type of flame-thrower used by INTESP agents during the raid on Harkley House.


  Carpatii Meridionali. The Transylvanian Alps.


  Carson, Mike. An INTESP agent and telepath. Trevor Jordan, Ken Layard, Guy Roberts, and Carson pool their talents to locate Carl Quint in the Soviet Union.


  Chateau Bronnitsy. See Necroscope.


  Chevenu, Janni. A Romanian civil engineer whose team helps Alec Kyle’s party to destroy the remains of Thibor Ferenczy. Chevenu and his men are told they are destroying a plague, but the Thing they see annihilated in the flames casts many horrific doubts.


  Clarke, Darcy. A psychic sensitive with British E-Branch. His involuntary talent is always on guard to keep him “safe.” He is Yulian’s first contact with E-Branch during their surveillance on Yulian’s home, Harkley House.


  Collins, Dave. A Hartlepool constable guarding the Keogh home from the mad killer trying to get to Brenda Keogh and her infant son, Collins is killed during his assault upon the house. Not long after, however, and despite being dead, he is able to avenge himself.


  Dobresti, Irma. An extremely thin, middle-aged Romanian official with the Ministry of Lands and Properties. She is assigned to Kyle, Quint, Krakovitch, and Gulharov to be a guide as they travel to the burial ground of the Old Thing in the Ground.


  Dolgikh, Theo. Top KGB field agent, and a cold-blooded killer. The native Siberian is ordered to follow Alec Kyle and Carl Quint. He is delayed by “Mr. Brown” until he turns the tables on his captor. Theo later captures Alec Kyle on an airport runway and delivers him to his superiors for a special “interrogation.”


  Dragosani, Boris. See Necroscope.


  Ehrig. A stumpy Wallach warrior who follows Thibor on his mission to Faethor’s castle. Thibor believes Ehrig dead when Ehrig and Arvos are forced from the rim of a mountain ledge by two wolves. But Ehrig, transformed into a vampire thrall, later turns up in the dungeons of Castle Ferenczy.


  Faethor’s Castle. Located in the Khorvaty. This was where Faethor Ferenczy took Thibor prisoner before transferring his egg in a “fatherly kiss” and making Thibor his egg-son and a vampire.


  Ferenczy, Faethor. A Lord of the Wamphyri who lived in seclusion high up in the almost impenetrable Carpathians. (See Necroscope.)


  Föener, Zekintha. A beautiful young telepath and member of the Soviet E-Branch, “Zek” is ordered by Ivan Gerenko to brainwash Alec Kyle, stealing all of his memories and information regarding British E-Branch and leaving him in a brain-dead state. Zek is the only witness to Harry Keogh’s reincarnation in the body of Alec Kyle.


  Frankie’s Franchise. A seedy bar lost in the labyrinth of alleys deep in the guts of the city of Genoa, Italy. Alec Kyle and Carl Quint meet Felix Krakovitch and his assistant Sergei Gulharov there to discuss their mutual problems.


  Gerenko, Ivan. Felix Krakovitch’s second in command and Theo Dolgikh’s “controller.” He is a diminutive man suffering from a rare disease that has stunted him physically and aged him prematurely. He is also a physically gifted “deflector.” His talent deflects danger away from him. Gerenko plots to have Krakovitch killed so that he may take over the Soviet E-Branch.


  Giresci, Ladislau. See Necroscope.


  Gower, Simon. An INTESP agent on duty in the control room at the temporary Headquarters when Peter Keen is found murdered by a panic-stricken Darcy Clarke. Simon was a prognosticator, or precog, able to divine the future with a certain degree of accuracy. Alas that he failed to see what was waiting for him at Harkley House.


  Great Majority, The. See Necroscope.


  Grieve, John. An INTESP agent with two psychic talents: an undeveloped gift of far-seeing (or scrying) and a unique form of telepathy.


  Gulharov, Sergei. A non-psychic Soviet Army truck driver who assists Felix Krakovitch in destroying the zombie corpses at the Chateau Bronnitsy. Gulharov is later assigned to be Krakovitch’s bodyguard.


  Harkley House. The name of the Bodescus’ residence in Devon, England. The agents of British E-Branch burn Harkley House to the ground during their assault on Yulian and his vampiric brood. Alas that they miss Yulian himself.


  Hartlepool. A coastal town in the northeast of England. A flat on the Blackhall Road is home to Brenda Keogh and her infant son, Harry Jr.


  INTESP. The British counterpart to the Soviet E-Branch. (Later, simply E-Branch.)


  Jordan, Trevor. An INTESP telepath who is relieved of duty by Peter Keen just before Yulian commences his murderous rampage. Jordan is one of the agents involved in the raid on Harkley. He and Ken Layard are responsible for putting an end to the vampirized Helen Lake inside the Bodescu seat of evil.


  Kamenets. A town under siege, which Thibor relieved by luring away the Pechenegi invaders and trapping them in ambush.


  Keen, Peter. The INTESP agent who relieved Trevor Jordan at Harkley House. Keen is attacked and murdered by Yulian, who uses his monstrous necromantic skills to learn about INTESP’s plans for him and his vampiric brood.


  Keogh, Brenda. See Necroscope.


  Keogh, Harry. The disembodied psyche of the Necroscope is trapped in his son’s mind. Only when Harry Jr. is asleep can Harry Sr. be free to roam the Möbius Continuum. By manifesting his psychic form to Alec Kyle and other members of INIESP, Harry is able to warn them about Yulian Bodescu and his “father,” Thibor Ferenczy. During a trip in the Möbius Continuum when he uses a future-time door, Harry finds his life-thread merging with another life-thread and continuing as one. For quite some time he is bewildered by this apparent joining of psyches.


  Keogh Jr., Harry. The infant son of the Necroscope Harry Keogh and his wife Brenda. When Harry Jr. is awake his will is dominant; when he sleeps the Necroscope is free to roam in his incorporeal form. But Harry Jr. is siphoning off his father’s intelligence and psychic abilities, and if Harry Sr. doesn’t find a way to exist outside his son’s mind he will soon be absorbed into Harry Jr.’s psyche and lose his individual identity.


  Kiev. Site of Prince Vladimir Svyatoslavich’s palace, where Thibor the Wallach presented his lord with a small sackful of the thumbs of his enemies—with the flesh boiled off them!


  Krakovitch, Felix. A Soviet E-Branch precog of limited ability, Krakovitch becomes the new Head of Branch after the death of Gregor Borowitz. Under orders from Soviet Premier Leonid Brezhnev, he seeks to uncover the mystery behind the decimation of Soviet E-Branch at the hands of Harry Keogh.


  Kyle, Alec. The head of British E-Branch. Kyle and fellow agent Carl Quint travel to Romania to find the grave of Thibor Ferenczy and put a final end to his evil. They team up with Felix Krakovitch and Sergei Gulharov to find the cruciform hills, where Thibor awaits the coming of his “half-son” Yulian Bodescu in order to be reborn in Yulian’s body and mind. Kyle is later kidnapped by the Soviet E-Branch and brainwashed into a vegetative state. With Alec’s brain emptied, Harry Keogh takes permanent possession of his rapidly expiring body and yawningly vacant mind.


  Lake, Anne. Godmother to Yulian, sister to Georgina, wife to George Lake, and mother to Helen Lake. Anne becomes enthralled by Yulian and suffers the terrible embrace of the Thing seething in a cauldron down in the vaults of Harkley House.


  Lake, George. Godfather to Yulian and husband to Anne Lake. Harboring constant suspicions about the “weird” Yulian, George pays for his curiosity when he is “introduced” to the Thing in the great cauldron. After dying he returns undead, whereupon Yulian uses him to discover the best way to kill a vampire. The old ways are always the best, hence the stake, the sword, the fire.


  Lake, Helen. Cousin to Yulian and daughter of George and Anne Lake. Helen, like her mother, is enthralled by Yulian. Helen and her mother feed their blood to the Thing in the vaults under the Bodescu home.


  Lane, Graham. See Necroscope.


  Layard, Ken. A psychic agent on duty in the INI ESP control room when Darcy comes in to make up his missed surveillance shift. Layard is a “locator” whose talent allows him to find people and things of his acquaintance anywhere in the world. He is one of the agents involved in the raid on Harkley House.


  Mirnosti, Greta. A member of the Great Majority who helps Harry Keogh find the final resting place of Ladislau Giresci in Titu, Romania.


  Möbius, August Ferdinand. See Necroscope.


  Möbius Continuum. See Necroscope.


  “Mr. Brown.” An alias for Jason Cornwell, ex-SAS. A British secret agent, or “minder,” assigned to guard Alec Kyle and Carl Quint during their rendezvous with Felix Krakovitch and Sergei Gulharov. He alerts Kyle and Quint to the presence of KGB agent Theo Dolgikh.


  Moupho Alde Ferenc Yaborov. A village in the Carpathian mountains beyond the town of Kolomyya. The name meant “Place of the Old One,” or “of the Old Ferengi.” The Szgany Ferengi live there to pay their respects to the boyar Ferenczy who dwells in the mountains above the village.


  Newton, Harvey. An INTESP agent and telepath. One of the agents involved in the raid on Harkley House.


  Obour. A Bulgarian word meaning “vampire.”


  Old Thing in the Ground, The. The undead remains of Thibor Ferenczy, chained and buried in the cruciform hills of Romania.


  Other, The. The mindless vampire creature Yulian grew from a lost tooth. Yulian keeps the thing in a copper vat in the vaults beneath his family home.


  Pechenegi, The. Nomadic invaders of the tenth-century Kievan state. They were driven back by Vlad’s boyar forces, particularly Thibor the Wallach and his mercenaries.


  Ploiesti. The town in Romania where Faethor Ferenczy met his “final” demise in a bombing raid during World War II.


  Politburo. See Necroscope.


  Quint, Carl. INTESP (E-Branch) operative. A psychic sensitive (a “spotter”), he travels with Alec Kyle to Romania. There, Quint and Kyle meet Felix Krakovitch and his bodyguard Sergei Gulharov. Together the four men seek to discover what lies beneath the cruciform hills of Romania.


  Reverend Pollock. The country vicar who attempts to baptize Yulian and witnesses a demonic hallucination as he blesses the possessed infant. He dies of a stroke shortly after the ceremony, but not before insisting that George Lake should have the baby exorcized!


  Roberts, Guy. An INTESP “scryer,” he is commonly used to track Russian submarines and terrorist bomb squads around the world. He is tasked with scrying Harkley House and Yulian Bodescu—a job he does not enjoy due to the mental miasma that makes it difficult to pinpoint the half-vampire. Roberts is one of the agents involved in the raid on Harkley House.


  Svyatoslavich, Vladimir. (980–1015) Prince of Kiev. Prince Vladimir sends Thibor to investigate the boyar Ferenczy in the Carpathian Mountains. Thibor returns with a morbid, mobile, mindless sample of what he finds in Faethor’s mountain keep.


  Syzestu, Jahn; also Dmitri, Franz, and Anna. A dead Romanian family, members of the Great Majority, who help Harry Keogh find Ladislau Giresci.


  Szekely. Thibor’s followers when he was Voevod for Vlad II.


  Szgany Ferengi. Gypsies loyal to Faethor Ferenczy.


  Thibor the Wallach. Former Wallachian warlord serving Vladimir I. He is imprisoned and vampirized by Faethor Ferenczy. During his “apprenticeship” in the dungeons of Faethor’s castle, Thibor quickly masters several of his vampire powers. Ultimately he rebels and hurls his “father” from the battlements. Later he becomes a Voevod, a warlord, under the dragon banner of Vlad II, and butchers Vlad’s enemies by the thousands. The nickname “the Impaler” given to Vlad Tepes is actually based on the atrocities committed by Thibor.


  Tokarev. A Russian automatic pistol used by Theo Dolgikh.


  Torquay. The English town where Yulian Bodescu goes to make his travel arrangements in order to meet his “father,” Thibor Ferenczy . . . a meeting which never takes place.


  Trask, Ben. An E-Branch agent skilled as a “human lie-detector.” He can detect the truth or lies of any person, place, or thing. He is one of the agents involved in the raid on Harkley House.


  Varyagi. The Vikings, as they were known to the ninth-century Slavs.


  Vasily. A slender, aggressive Wallach warrior who follows Thibor to Faethor’s castle. Although he dies in a rock fall, Faethor still finds a use for him.


  Viesczy. A Russian peasant word meaning “vampire,” which Faethor defines when explaining Thibor’s condition.


  Vlad. Yulian’s evil-looking black Alsatian dog . . . which is much more than just a dog.


  Volkonsky, Mikhail. A Russian construction foreman who leads Felix Krakovitch, Sergei Gulharov, and Carl Quint into the Carpathian Mountains to the ruins of Faethor’s Castle. Under their direction Volkonsky sets explosive charges around the ruins to bury and destroy any remnants of the creatures that Thibor Ferenczy had left entombed in the dungeons of the castle.


  Vrykoulakas. A Greek word meaning “vampire,” which Vlad’s Greek priests cry out in their terror when Thibor displays a mindless but mobile piece of undead protoflesh in the palace in Kiev.
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  [image: Image] Aeries. The Starside aeries are half-mile-high stone stacks fretted from the mountains; hollowed out and embellished with buttresses and turrets, they numbered some two dozen until Harry Keogh and the Dweller destroyed all but one. The aeries were home to the Starside Wamphyri and their creatures.


  Agursky, Vasily. A scientist at the Perchorsk Projekt, he was a small, myopic man who studied the Thing in the Tank for eighteen months, becoming vampirized when its egg invaded his system.


  Andropov, Yuri. (1914–84) He was the Russian premier between 1982–1984, and had headed up the KGB for the preceding fifteen years.


  Ayvas, Franz. A Russian physicist researching particle beam acceleration. The founder of the Perchorsk Projekt, Ayvas died in 1983 three years after its inception when the experiment went disastrously wrong. (See Perchorsk Incident.)


  Baikonur Space Center. The Baikonur Cosmodrome in Kazakhstan was the heart of Soviet space operations. Perchorsk was reckoned to be just as secure, if not more so.


  Barrier Mountains. A mountain range on the Vampire World dividing Sun- and Starside. With scree bases and wooded foothills, the march of weathered, fang-like buttresses of rock from east to west is broken only by the Great Pass.


  Belath, Lord. A Lord of the Wamphyri whose cloaked mind rendered him unreadable.


  Bereznili. A port on the Kama River. One of the main industrialized areas in the Russian Urals.


  Bildarev, Erich. A KGB agent at the Perchorsk Complex. Slain by the vampire Agursky, his mutilated corpse was discovered by Litve and Khuv.


  Bodescu, Yulian. A vampire created by Thibor Ferenczy (“the Old Thing in the Ground”), Bodescu was sought out and destroyed by Harry Keogh and E-Branch. (See Wamphyri!)


  Bone Throne. A chair standing upon a dais in Lady Karen’s aerie. Fashioned from a cartilage creature’s jawbone, the throne is five feet in length. The eyeteeth form handgrips at the front, so that the user’s aims rest along the white cartilage ridges. Toward the rear of the jaw its sides rise up steeply to the hinge, where a backrest supports a massive red-tasseled cushion. At front and back, the four corners, knobs of cartilage protrude downward, making symmetrical feet, and the whole piece is intricately carved and arabesqued.


  Cartilage Creatures. Humans or sub-humans transformed into fashionable materials which are used to repair or build extensions onto an aerie. Once molded by the metamorphic skills of the Wamphyri, these unfortunate things are locked into place to die, and eventually fossilize.


  Chateau Bronnitsy. Soviet E-Branch’s former headquarters. (See Necroscope.)


  Chung, David. The chief locator for British E-Branch. Of direct Chinese descent but born and raised in London, Chung could divine a subject’s whereabouts by touching a personal possession of his/hers and thus developing a sympathetic link.


  Clarke, Darcy. The head of British E-Branch. He took up the position following the death of Yulian Bodescu and the reanimation of Alec Kyle. His talent was unique: He was a “deflector,” the opposite of accident-prone; a “Guardian Angel” talent would protect him from dangerous situations and keep him from harm. (See Wamphyri!)


  Corlis. A servant of the Lady Karen. An aspiring Lord, he tried to rape and destroy Karen in the hope of gaining her egg. He failed and was taken to be banished through the Hell-Lands Gate.


  D-Cap. A capsule containing poison for MI6 field agents, enabling them to take their own lives in the event of capture. The unfortunate user would bite down hard on a denture to release the poison. Jazz Simmons had his capsule removed by the butt of Karl Vyotsky’s pistol when he was captured spying on the Perchorsk complex.


  Desculu, Klaus. The egg-son and heir to Lesk the Glut, Klaus tried to steal Lesk’s stack; Lesk responded by torturing him for ten years and then banishing him through the Gate.


  Desmodus Bats. Large bats similar to Earth’s Desmodus species, commanded by the Wamphyri.


  Desert-Dwellers. The Szgany name for a brown-skinned race of occasional traders who inhabit the Furnace Desert.


  Doombody, Lord Dramal. A Lord of the Wamphyri who drank the blood of a leper only to succumb to the disease himself. Fearful of being usurped by other lords or his own thralls, Dramal initiated an egg for a Szgany girl, Karen Sisclu. He taught Karen the ways of the Wamphyri and transferred his egg to her in the hope that she would become a mother of vampires and preserve his bloodline. (See True Mother.)


  Dweller, The. The name given to Harry Jr. by the Travellers and Trogs of Sunside/Starside. A son of Harry Keogh and a Necroscope in his own right, he escaped the jaws of Yulian Bodescu by using the Möbius Continuum to take himself and his mother to safety, and eventually to the parallel world of Sunside/Starside. But Harry Jr. was vampirized by a wolf and forced to cover his face with a golden mask to hide the change in his looks. However, he did not succumb entirely to his “leech” but fought on alongside his father to save Sunside from vampiric invasion. (See Keogh, Harry Jr.)


  Dweller’s Garden. A haven built by The Dweller high in the foothills of the Barrier Mountains. Complete with greenhouses, fish ponds, and bungalows, it is maintained by Szgany who have given up their nomadic lifestyle, and Trogs out of Starside. The garden is the scene of a ferocious battle with the Waznphyri.


  Ferenc, Lord Fess. A Lord of the Wamphyri who stood eight and a half feet tall. He needed no gauntlet as he had hands like talons. Following the battle at The Dweller’s Garden, Fess fled with Shaithis and Volse Pinescu to the Icelands. (See Deadspawn.)


  Ferenczy, Faethor. Thibor Ferenczy’s egg-sire, who died the true death during a bombing raid in WWII when he was burnt to ashes. Faethor was exhorted by the Great Majority to assist Harry in his quest to find Brenda and Harry Jr. (See Wamphyri!)


  Ferenczy, Thibor. The egg-son of Faethor, Thibor was known as “the Old Thing in the Ground.” Thibor is now truly dead. (See Necroscope and Wamphyri!)


  Fertile Fringe. The habitable region of Sunside between the Barrier Mountains and the Furnace Desert, the fertile fringe is populated by nomadic Szgany.


  Flyers. The steeds of the Wamphyri, these manta-shaped aerial beasts can be fifty feet long with a wingspan something greater than that. A flyer has a spatulate head on the end of a long neck, and a long trailing tail for balance. On its underside are huge lidless eyes, a barbed pouch that can swallow a man whole, and pink, worm-like tentacles which are used like coiled springs to launch the creature into the air. These beasts are commonly fitted with ornate saddles and harnesses.


  Föener, Zekintha. Claiming to have lost her telepathic talent, “Zek” spent six years in a Russian mental asylum and two more in a labor camp before being sent through the Perchorsk Gate. In Starside she was captured and befriended by the Lady Karen, who eventually gave her her freedom. Having met up with Jazz Simmons, she later joined The Dweller and his Necroscope father in the battle against the vampire horde. (See Wamphyri!)


  Furnace Desert. The region south of the fertile fringe which is uninhabitable by the Szgany. It is, however, home to the dusky-skinned bushmen or Desert-Dwellers.


  Gasbeasts. Living, mindless, methane-producing bladder-creatures used to heat the aeries. They are fed on coarse grasses and grain. In the battle at The Dweller’s Garden, the Wamphyri used gasbeasts like bombs, dropping them explosively from the clutches of aerial warriors.


  Grenzel, Leo. A locator for Soviet E-Branch, Grenzel was murdered and vampirized by Vasily Agursky, and finally destroyed by Major Chingiz Khuv using a flame-thrower.


  Hell-Landers. The Sunside/Starside term for the human inhabitants of the Hell-Lands (Earth!).


  Hell-Lands Gate. In fact two gates, one on top of the other. The uppermost and newest sphere sits in a crater and is linked to the Perchorsk Gate. The lower one is obscured from view and is linked to the gate at the Radujevac Resurgence.


  Icelands, the. A cold, windswept polar region to the far north of Starside. Wamphyri legend tells of mountains and ice castles. Both Shaithis and his ancient ancestor Shaitan were exiled to the Icelands.


  Igarka. Founded on the lower Yenisei River, this Russian town is a major lumber port. During Stalin’s era, forced labor camps were sited there for the purpose of logging.


  INTESP. The official name for E-Branch, derived from the words “Intelligence” and “ESP” (extrasensory perception). Its role and abilities are so closely guarded a secret that outside of its staff only six people in the British Government know of the agency’s existence.


  Karen, Lady. The heir to Dramal Doombody, Karen was a woman of great beauty and was remarkably philanthropic for a vampire. She befriended the telepath Zek Fbener, granting her freedom from enthrallment. As Shaitan rallied the other Lords to attack The Dweller’s Garden, Karen chose to side with The Dweller.


  Karis, Jasef. An old Szgany telepath who would relay messages from Lord Shaithis to the Lidesci Travellers. His talent was inherited from his father who was captured and “changed” by Lord Belath before escaping and returning to his wife and tribe. Nine months later Jasef was born.


  Keep, The. An ancient and elaborate castle of some all-but-forgotten lord built into the rock face of The Great Pass.


  Keogh, Brenda. The estranged wife of Harry Keogh Sr., now living in Sunside with her son, Harry Jr. (See Wamphyri!)


  Keogh, Harry. (The eponymous Necroscope.) In 1985, Harry is drawn into the E-Branch search for field agent Jazz Simmons after Simmons’s disappearance in the USSR; he wonders if the mystery is related to Brenda and Harry Jr. He investigates and discovers that a failed experiment at Perchorsk has blown a hole in space-time, a “gray hole” leading to a world “parallel” with our own—also that the world on the other side is the spawning ground of vampires, indeed the source of all vampire myth and legend. The Necroscope “talks” to his many friends among the dead and discovers an alternate route into the Vampire World through a well-hidden subterranean Gate in Romania. Meanwhile, following a nightmare series of adventures, a party of Travellers—including Jazz Simmons and the telepath Zek Föener—have joined forces with The Dweller. By the time Harry arrives, the Wamphyri are all set to launch a united attack on The Dweller’s territory in the Starside foothills.


  Keogh, Harry Jr. A Necroscope whose powers are greater than those of his father, Harry Jr. made his way to the Vampire World and took his poor dazed mother with him. He is now known as The Dweller.


  Keogh, Mary. The mother of Harry Sr. and one of the most respected “voices” among the Great Majority, Mary is a constant source of inspiration to Harry in his times of need. (See Necroscope and Wamphyri!)


  Khuv, Chingiz. A major in the KGB and military commander of the Perchorsk Projekt, Khuv is just over six feet tall, pale and slender; he is in charge of what is left of Soviet E-Branch.


  Khuv’s Kommandos. A platoon of infantrymen from the Moskva Volunteers. They were to be sent though the Perchorsk Gate to discover all they could of the Vampire World, which information would then be relayed back to Major Khuv.


  Kirescu, Anna. The mother of the Kirescu family, Anna was sent to a labor camp by the KGB after unknowingly harboring the spy “Mikhail Simonov” in her home.


  Kirescu, Kaspar. The youngest son of the Kirescu family. He was sent to a state orphanage by the KGB because his parents had harbored a spy in their home.


  Kirescu, Kazimir. The father of the Kirescu family, Kazimir took Mikhail Simonov (Jazz Simmons) into his home as a supposed lumberjack on the “reform.” Only Kazimir and his eldest son, Yuri, knew that Simmons was a spy for the West. The KGB captured Kazimir and his family. In Perchorsk, the old man was tortured and killed by Roborov and Rublev, then fed to Encounter Three, “the Thing in the Tank.” In death, Kazimir told Harry all about Perchorsk.


  Kirescu, Taschenka (“Tassi”). The daughter of Kazimir and Anna, she became Jazz Simmons’s lover and was captured by the KGB along with the rest of her family. While under interrogation she was rescued by Harry and taken to British E-Branch HQ via the Möbius Continuum.


  Kirescu, Yuri. The eldest son of the Kirescu family, Yuri helped his father in aiding the spy Mikhail Simonov. In attempting to escape capture by the KGB he was shot and killed.


  Kneblasch. The Szgany word for garlic. Kneblasch is common on Sunside and poisonous to the Wamphyri.


  Kopeler, Ernst. Kopeler was a Soviet precog who was punished for attempting to defect to the West. He was the second person to travel through the Perchorsk Gate into Starside.


  Layard, Ken. A locator for British E-Branch, Layard found out that Soviet E-Branch was back in operation while he was monitoring military activity in the Ural Mountains.


  Lesk the Glut. A ferocious Lord of the Wamphyri. Lesk lost an eye and half of his face when fighting one of his own warriors to the death; following which he wore a leather patch stitched to his jaw and temple, and grew a lidless eye on his left shoulder.


  Lidesci, Lardis. The leader of the Szgany Lidesci. Lardis was respected for keeping his five-hundred-strong tribe out of the clutches of the Wamphyri. He forged strong friendships with Zek Fôener and Jazz Simmons.


  Longtooth, Lord Lascula. A vampire Lord whose refined metamorphic powers allowed him to extend his jaws and teeth at will.


  Luchov, Viktor. The director of the Perchorsk Projekt. A survivor of the Perchorsk Incident, he manages to survive a second time after triggering the failsafe mechanism.


  Magmass Wormholes. Glass-smooth tunnels surrounding the Hell-Lands Gate and burrowing through the rock face around the Perchorsk Gate.


  Maimbite, Lord Menor. A Lord of the Wamphyri who was allegedly immune to kneblasch and silver. His banner was a splintered skull between a pair of grinding jaws.


  Möbius, August Ferdinand (1790–1868). The renowned German mathematician and astronomer, Möbius helped the Necroscope to discover the principles of the Möbius Continuum. Now he goes one further and aids Harry in his understanding of parallel worlds. (See Necroscope.)


  Nadiscu, Gari. A Romanian caver who died in 1966 while swimming the river now called the Radujevac Resurgence, Nadiscu helped Harry to find the second Gate to Starside.


  Nunescu, Ariek. A member of the Szgany Lidescu who attempted to barter Jazz Simmons’s and Zek Fôener’s lives for his tribe’s safety. He was killed by Lardis Lidesci for his treachery.


  Pass, the (aka “the Great Pass”). A split in the Barrier Mountains, and the easiest route between Sunside and Starside. The pass narrows and rises to a saddle in the middle where the Keep is located.


  Perchorsk Incident. A disastrous Soviet experiment in exotic weapons technology which created a “gateway” to the vampire homeworld. The accident did not go unnoticed by those members of the western intelligence agencies who were keen to discover what the Russians were working on.


  Perchorsk Pass. A route across and through the Ural Mountains, and the location of the secret Perchorsk Complex. The scene of Jazz Simmons’s capture by Soviet troops.


  Perchorsk Projekt. What was to have been the Russian answer to America’s Strategic Defense Initiative or “Star Wars” scenario. Franz Ayvaz led the project, which was essentially the creation of an accelerated particle beam that would be fanned out by motorized mirrors, enabling it to sweep the sky and create a force field that would shut out incoming missiles and render their nuclear capability harmless. The complex, in the bed of a ravine, was the scene of a catastrophic accident which resulted in the creation of a Gate to the vampire homeworld. (See Perchorsk Gate.)


  Perchorsk Gate. The Perchorsk Incident created a gateway to the Starside in the Vampire World. Within the core of the Perchorsk Projekt floats the Gate: a brilliant white sphere thirty feet in diameter, surrounded by a ringed wooden walkway and a ten-foot-high electrified fence. Trained upon the Gate: a bank of video cameras, and three twin-mounted Katushev cannons!


  Pheropzis, Belos. Faethor Ferenczy’s grandfather, this Lord of the Wamphyri was crucified and burnt in 100 B.C. by the Romans.


  Pheropzis, Waldemar. Faethor’s father, Waldemar may have been lost at sea in 547 A.D. while fighting for the Ostrogoths against Justinian.


  Pinescu, Lord Volse. A Lord of the Wamphyri who made himself look yet more monstrous by developing sores and boils all over his face and body.


  Radujevac Resurgence. The subterranean tributary of the Danube River whose source in Romania contains the second Gate, linked to the original sunken Hell-Lands Gate on Starside.


  Roborov, Andrei. Overweight and overly sensitive KGB thug sent to work for Chingiz Khuv. Along with Nikolai Rublev, Roborov killed Kazimir Kirescu during an interrogation. Later, vampirized by Vasily Agursky, he was destroyed by Khuv and the incendiary heat of his flame-thrower.


  Rublev, Nikolai. Pale and skinny KGB thug sent to work for Chingiz Khuv. Along with Andrei Roborov, he killed Kazimir Kirescu. Vampirized by Agursky, he suffered the same fate as Roborov.


  Sanctuary Rock. Providing the Szgany Lidesci with a sanctuary from vampire raids, this colossal rock resembles a human skull. Within, it is riddled with deep tunnels and cavern systems.


  Savinkov, Paul. An esper for Soviet E-Branch, Savinkov is a fat and oily man who telepathically “witnessed” the murder of Grenzel and Roborov. Before he himself was murdered by Agursky, he wrote a note revealing the author of these hideous crimes in Perchorsk.


  Shaithis, Lord. A direct descendent of Shaitan, Shaithis is perhaps the most feared amongst the Lords of the Wamphyri. He rallies the others against The Dweller but is no match for his or his father’s Necroscope powers.


  Simmons, Elizabeth. The mother of Jazz Simmons, she was a British journalist who was widowed when her estranged husband, Sergei, was reportedly shot dead while attempting to escape a Russian labor camp.


  Simmons, Michael Jason (“Jazz”). An MI6 agent. In 1985, Jazz spied on the Perchorsk Projekt until his capture by Chingiz Khuv and Karl Vyotsky. He was soon sent through the Perchorsk Gate into Starside and met Zek Fôener in The Great Pass. Then he and she joined forces with The Dweller and Harry Keogh against the Wamphyri.


  Simonov, Sergei. The father of Jazz Simmons, Sergei was a Russian ice-skating coach who defected to Canada in the mid-1950s and westernized his surname to “Simmons.” His work took him to New York where he met and married Elizabeth Fallon. They moved to England and had a son (see Simmons, Jazz). By 1962 the marriage had failed; Sergei entered the Russian Embassy in a bid to return to his homeland. Two years later he was shot dead.


  Siphon Beasts. These are unsightly creatures (once men) hidden away in the upper levels of the Starside stacks. Their veins and arteries—which are extruded and can reach half a mile or more down the interiors of the stacks—are used to draw up water (by capillary action) from the wells in the bowels of the aeries.


  Slepak, Nik. A telepath and psychic sensitive for Soviet E-Branch, stationed within the Perchorsk Complex.


  Starside. The barren land to the north of the Barrier Mountains. This region is a boulder-strewn plain upon which sits the Hell-Lands Gate to the west of the Great Pass, and the sentinel aeries of the Wamphyri to the east.


  Sunside. The land to the south of the Barrier Mountains, primarily with reference to the Fertile Fringe but also encompassing the Furnace Desert.


  Szgany. Sunside/Starside word-equivalent for “Gypsy.”


  Tear Down the Mountains. A Szgany greeting and invocation of evil directed at the Wamphyri. (If there were no mountains, the sun would shine on Star-side.)


  Travellers. Szgany inhabitants of Sunside; Gypsies who band together into nomadic tribes, staying on the move so as to avoid the predations of the Wamphyri.


  Trogs. Short, Neanderthal-like troglodytes inhabiting caverns in the Starside foothills. They regard the Wamphyri as gods and as such are easy prey. A trog tribe found favor with The Dweller and were instrumental in the battle for The Dweller’s Garden, joining Szgany, wolves, and zombies in the fight against the Wamphyri.


  True Mother. A Lady of the Wamphyri whose leech will allegedly produce multiple vampire eggs. Because of the vampire’s dislike for serious competition, the creation of female vampires is discouraged lest a Mother comes into being who will produce many new Lords.


  Vampire Swamps. The birthplace of vampires. East and west of the Fertile Fringe, these swamplands are home to fungi from which vampire spores are released. Any living thing which breathes these spores becomes infected with vampirism. This is why the Szgany destroy any man or beast that emerges from the swamps.


  Vyotsky, Karl. A sadistic KGB agent and bodyguard to Major Chingiz Khuv, this brutish man “accompanied” Jazz Simmons through the Perchorsk Gate to the vampire homeworld, where he found a degree of favor with Shaithis. After the battle for The Dweller’s Garden, however, Vyotsky was transformed into a warrior creature and sent though the Gate.


  War Gauntlet. The “honorable” sidearm of the Wamphyri. Metal gloves heavy with spikes, blades and barbs, the gauntlets are employed to settle disputes between vampire enemies.


  Warrior, Aerial. In flight these nightmare “creations” of the Wamphyri appear akin to gigantic squids squirting through the sky, and they can reach astonishing speeds. One such beast entered the Hell-Lands Gate and emerged at Perchorsk.


  Warrior, Ground. Massively armored Wamphyri constructs—utterly mindless fighting machines equipped with saws, scythes, pincers, knives, and talons and teeth of near-indestructible chitin—the warriors guard the areas around the bases of their master’s aeries. They are also used in feuds and bloodwars, and in raids on the Szgany of Sunside.


  Warrior, Guardian. Metamorphic familiars bred by the Wamphyri as personal bodyguards within the confines of an Aerie. They come in many different forms, depending on the whim of whichever Lord or Lady designs them.


  Wolf. Zek’s companion in Sunside given to her by Lardis Lidesci. A real wolf, Wolf is responsive to Zek’s telepathy.
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  [image: Image] Aenos, Arakli. A Greek priest who in olden times had a reputation as a witch finder and vampire hunter.


  Alba Iulia. A town in the province of Alba situated in central Romania, where Arakli Aenos built a church.


  Alimnia. An island between Rhodes and Halki in the Sporadhes. Used as a navigation point by Manolis Papastamos to get to Halki.


  amphorae. Vases used by the Greeks and Romans, usually for holding liquids. Used by Janos Ferenczy as lekythoi, to contain the remains of the deceased.


  anemia. A medical condition in which the red blood cells are depleted or absent from the blood.


  Angstrom, Abel. One of the duty officers at E-Branch HQ.


  Armstrong, Seth. A Texan researcher who accompanied George Vulpe to Romania. Vampirized, he later served Janos Ferenczy.


  Berciu, Radu. A member of the Area Planning Council of Ploiesti. Currently residing in Ploiesti Cemetery. One of several dead men who befriended Harry Keogh in Romania.


  Berretta 92S. An automatic pistol of Italian manufacture.


  Bettley, Dr. David. A retired E-Branch operative with the abilities to sense people’s emotions. As a psychiatrist, Dr. Bettley is responsible for looking after Harry Keogh’s mental well-being.


  Blue Lagoon, The. A bar in Trianta Bay, Rhodes. Visited by Trevor Jordan and Ken Layard as guests of Manolis Papastamos.


  Bodrogk. A Thracian warrior king, Bodrogk was resurrected by Janos Ferenczy to defend him against the threat posed by E-Branch. (See Thracian.)


  bouzouki. A stringed musical instrument from Greece.


  boyar. Before the reforms of Peter the Great, a member of east European/Russian aristocracy ranking below the ruling princes.


  Cape Koumbourno. Close to the northeastern point of the Greek island of Rhodes. A landmark that Manolis Papastamos used to navigate en route to Halki.


  Cape Minas. A Rhodian coastal feature navigated by Darcy Clarke and Manolis Papastamos on their way to Halki.


  Carpathian Sea. An ancient name for the sea around the Dodecanese Islands and Karpathos.


  Castle Ferenczy. An ancient castle situated in the Zarundului Mountains. The castle was destroyed in the late 1920s by a mysterious explosion.


  Ceausescu, Nicolae. The infamous Romanian premier and tyrant who came to no good end on Christmas Day, 1989.


  Chung, David. An E-Branch operative with a talent for locating people; a “locator.” (See The Source.)


  Clarke, Darcy. An E-Branch operative with the ability to avoid danger. The opposite of accident-prone. Commonly regarded as having a “guardian angel.” (See Wamphyri!)


  Colossus of Rhodes. A bronze statue of the Sun God Helios that once guarded Rhodes harbor. It was ranked as one of the Seven Wonders of the World. An earthquake toppled the statue in 224 B.C.


  Corneliu. A member of the Romanian Securitatea, Corneliu made an attempt to arrest Harry Keogh at a cemetery just outside Ploiesti.


  Craiova. A university town in Southern Romania. This is where George Vulpe’s parents relocated shortly after he was born.


  Dakaris, Nichos. Owner of the taverna Dakaris in Old Rhodes Town.


  Dodecanese. A cluster of Greek islands to the west of Rhodes and southeast of the Aegean Islands.


  Dr. Sakellarakis. A doctor who worked in a hospital off the Papalouca road in Rhodes. Responsible for the autopsy on Ken Layard.


  Dragosani, Boris. A vampire and necromancer in the employment of the Soviet E-Branch. (See Necroscope.)


  empath. A person with the ability to sense other people’s emotions.


  Eugen. A member of the Romanian Securitatea. Eugen tried to detain Harry Keogh in the cemetery outside Ploiesti. Along with Corneliu, he later regretted this action.


  Ferenczy, Faethor. A Lord of the Wamphyri who passed away during a bombing raid on Ploiesti during World War II. This incorporeal vampire assisted Harry Keogh in researching the Wamphyri. (See Wamphyri!)


  Ferenczy, Janos. A boyar who lived in the Castle Ferenczy during the tenth century. The natural son (bloodson) of Faethor Ferenczy and Marilena Zirra. Also, later, the patron of the Szgany Zirra.


  Ferenczy, Thibor. A Wallach vampirized by Faethor Ferenczy. (See Necroscope.)


  Füener, Zek. An ex-member of the Russian E-Branch, Zek married Michael “Jazz” Simmons, a British agent. (See Wamphyri! and The Source.)


  Fort of St. Nikolas. One of the thirty fortresses built by the Knights of St. John when they moved their headquarters from Jerusalem to Rhodes in 1248. This fort overlooks Mandraki Harbor.


  frescoes. Wall paintings in which the subject is painted on the wet plaster of the wall. As the plaster dries, the painting becomes permanent. The frescoes in the vaults of Castle Ferenczy depict scenes of necromancy and torture.


  Gogosu, Emil. A Romanian hunter who acts as a guide for George Vulpe and his expedition.


  GREPO. “Grenz Polizei.” The East German border police. (See Necroscope.)


  Gyula. A village on the border of Romania and Hungary. Harry Keogh crossed into Romania at the Gyula crossing point.


  Halki/Khalki. An island in the Dodecanese ten miles west of Rhodes Island. Named for the chalk shells of its beaches, Halki is the site of an archaeological excavation funded by Jianni Lazarides.


  Halmagiu. A village in Romania situated at the base of the Zarundului mountain range. This is a site of weird pilgrimage for the Szgany Zirra.


  Hutchinson, Edward. A necromancer and wizard who was expelled from Salem, Massachusetts, in the seventeenth century. He took up residence at Castle Ferenczy to research the “art” of necromancy.


  Jordan, Trevor. An agent of E-Branch, working in Rhodes on a drug-smuggling case in conjunction with the Greek police. (See Wamphyri!)


  Karavolas. One of the “rock islands” southwest of Rhodes. Part of the route Manolis Papastamos chose from Halki to Karpathos to track down the Lazarus.


  Karpathos. An island midway between Rhodes and Crete. This is where Manolis Papastamos expected to find the Lazarus, in one of the small bays south of the island.


  Khorvaty. A region on the Russian/Romanian border which was the site of a castle formerly inhabited by Faethor Ferenczy. (See Necroscope.)


  Kiokis, Hari. An alias for Harry Keogh. The identity of Hari Kiokis, Greek antiques dealer, was arranged by the Greek authorities so that Harry could travel to Eastern Europe undetected.


  Knights of St. John. An order of knights who were originally based in Jerusalem in the eleventh century. They took their name from St. John of Jerusalem.


  Laverne, Randy. From Madison, Wisconsin. A companion of George Vulpe and Seth Armstrong, Laverne was similarly involved in researching the Ferenczy legends.


  Layard, Ken. An operative of E-Branch working to detect a drug-smuggling operation in Rhodes. (See Wamphyri!)


  Lazarides, Jianni. An alias for Janos Ferenczy.


  Lazarus, the. Janos Ferenczy’s ship, named for the biblical connection.


  lekythoi. Painted vases of Greek origin, popular in the fifth century as grave ornaments. Used by Janos Ferenczy to store the remains of Thracian warriors.


  Mandraki Harbor. In Rhodes Town on Rhodos. In ancient times it was referred to as Mandrákion Harbor. This is where Ken Layard and Trevor Jordan were based during their drug-smuggling investigations.


  Markham, Sandra. An E-Branch operative romantically linked to Harry Keogh, she also has telepathic abilities.


  menhir. A coarse stone obelisk or monolith of ancient origin.


  Metaxa. A potent Greek spirit similar to brandy.


  Mezobereny. A village in Hungary, northwest of Bekes in the Sarkad district. A stopover point for Harry Keogh on his way to Ploiesti.


  “Mickey Finn.” A drugged drink.


  Mount Codrului. A mountain in Romania, not far from Halamagiu.


  New Scotland Yard. The headquarters of the London Metropolitan Police. New Scotland Yard is situated south of St. James’s Park in Westminster.


  Nixos, Christos. The first mate of the Samothraki.


  Old One, the. Name the Szgany Zirra use to describe the incorporeal voice which originates from the Zarundului Mountains. A pact was made between “the Old One” and the Szgany Zirra four hundred years previously, whereby the Zirras are obligated to answer his call.


  oneiromancy. Divining the future by use of dreams.


  ouzo. In Greece, an aniseed liqueur.


  Papastamos, Manolis. The second in command of the Athens Narcotics Squad.


  pariah. An outcast. A word Faethor Ferenczy uses to describe his standing with the rest of the dead.


  Ploiesti. A village in Romania and the last resting place of Faethor Ferenczy, among others. (See Necroscope.)


  Priapus. An ancient deity of Greek or Roman origin personifying male generative power. The chief god of lasciviousness and sensuality.


  protoflesh. Flesh tainted by vampirism and made subject to metamorphosis.


  Rhodes. (Rhodos.) A major Greek island in the Dodecanese.


  Salem, Massachusetts. In 1692 this was the site of one of the most famous witch trials in America, in which twenty people were executed for witchcraft. This was also the town from which Edward Hutchinson fled to Transylvania.


  Samothraki. A Greek ship owned by Pavlos Themelis. Used primarily in a drug-smuggling operation in the Mediterranean.


  Sarkad Hotel. A Hotel in Mezobereny named after the region visited by Harry Keogh prior to his crossing the Hungary-Romania border.


  Scythians. The Scythians were an Indo-European people who part-settled the country north of the Black Sea in the sixth century B.C. and traded with the Greeks. They remained mainly nomadic until they disappeared from history during the Gothic invasions of the third century A.D.


  Securitatea. In Romania, special security forces loyal to Ceausescu.


  skyvan. A propeller-driven light aircraft used for transporting cargo or people. The type of plane owned by Janos Ferenczy.


  slivovitz. An eastern European brandy made from plums.


  SMG. “Sub-machine gun.” A 9mm weapon, standard issue in the British forces since 1953.


  Sofia. A Thracian lady and the wife of Bodrogk, Sofia was resurrected by Janos Ferenczy for use as a persuader against her husband Bodrogk’s intransigence . . . and for other purposes.


  St. Paul’s Gate. A location on the sea wall in old Rhodes Town, giving access to the mole.


  Szgany. Nomadic peoples, more commonly known as Gypsies or travelling folk.


  Szgany Ferengi. A Szgany tribe loyal to their patron, Faethor Ferenczy. (See Necroscope.)


  Szgany Zirra. A Szgany tribe who entered into the service of Faethor Ferenczy. Faethor became aware of the Zirras when he heard that the daughter of their king had the gift of oneiromancy.


  taverna. In Greece, a restaurant, frequently alfresco.


  Taverna Dakaris. Near Mandraki Harbor in Rhodes Old Town. Used as a meeting place for drug dealers, the Dakaris is under surveillance by the Greek police.


  Themelis, Pavlos. Captain and owner of the Samothraki.


  Thracian. The Thracians were the people of “Thrace,” the Balkan region bordered by the Black Sea, the Aegean, Macedonia, and the River Danube. This was traditionally the birthplace of mysterious and orgiastic rites associated with the worship of Dionysus. Janos Ferenczy has a “collection” of the remains of Thracian warriors, stolen from their tombs.


  Touloupa, Ella. A prostitute and resident of the Taverna Dakaris.


  viesczy. The Russian word for vampire.


  Visigrad. A town in Yugoslavia. Priests came from Visigrad to search out the vampire Janos. Later, he took his revenge on Arakli Aenos.


  vlad. A Romanian or Russian prince.


  voivode. An ancient Russian or Romanian military leader. A warlord.


  Vulpe, George. An American, originally from Romania. George Vulpe, a Szgany child, was orphaned and adopted by American parents. But . . . he had a direct lineage to Janos Ferenczy.


  Wallachia. A country situated between the lower River Danube and the Transylvanian Alps. In 1859 Wallachia joined with Moldavia to create the state of Romania.


  Wamphyri. The most advanced stage of vampirism. (See Necroscope.)


  Wellesley, Norman Harold. The head of the British E-Branch. A Russian “sleeper” who passed information to the Soviets. The KGB was blackmailing Wellesley following an old indiscretion with a prostitute in Moscow.


  Zaharia, Alexandru. An “acquaintance” of Harry Keogh, and a resident of the Ploiesti cemetery.


  Zaharia, Ion. Another acquaintance, similarly situated.


  Zante (Zekinthos). Southernmost of the Ionian Islands. Zek Fôener was born there, and was named after this Greek island.


  Zarundului. A mountain range near the Carpathian Mountains adjacent to Mount Codrului and southeast of the Metalici Mountains. Known locally as the Szgany Mountains. The site of Castle Ferenczy.


  Zharov, Nikolai. A Russian Secret Service operative who was the main contact between the KGB and Norman Harold Wellesley. Nikolai Zharov was tasked with Harry Keogh’s disposal.


  Zigeuner. In the German tongue: a Gypsy.


  Zirra, Dumitru. The son of Vasile Zirra, of the Szgany Zirra.


  Zirra, Grigor. The leader of the Szgany Zirra in the tenth century. Originally entered into the service of Faethor Ferenczy and eventually Janos Ferenczy.


  Zirra, Marilena. The daughter of Grigor Zirra, mistress to Faethor Ferenczy, and mother to Janos. Marilena was oneiromantic and could read the future in dreams.


  Zirra, Vasile. The leader of the Szgany Zirra in the 1980s. He sent a son, Dumitru, into the “service” of Janos Ferenczy, and warned Harry Keogh to turn away.
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  Al. A dual carriageway and occasional motorway. Sections of the Al have been built on the Great North Road, an ancient Roman artery leading from London to Edinburgh.


  Ainwick. A town in Northumberland. A “Frigis Express” depot.


  Arthur’s Seat. An elevated volcanic outcrop containing a lake, about two miles from Edinburgh Castle.


  Bishop Aukland. A town in County Durham. A “Frigis Express” depot.


  “Bobby.” British slang for a uniformed police officer.


  Bodrogk. A Thracian warrior king whose remains were often reactivated by the necromancer Janos Ferenczy.


  Bonnyrig. A suburb of Edinburgh, where Harry Keogh’s home is to be found.


  Byzarnov, Major Alexei. Appointed by Viktor Luchov as director of the Perchorsk Projekt should anything happen to himself.


  Clarke, Darcy. A deflector, the opposite of accident-prone. Darcy is now head of the British E-Branch, and a close friend of Harry Keogh’s. He used to live in Hoddesdon, Herts, but now lives in Crouch End, London. A nondescript man, he is very average and almost unnoticeable. He is also unaware of Harry Keogh’s tampering with his talent, which ultimately is the cause of his death—two fatal shots fired by Geoffrey Paxton.


  Cleary, Millicent. A telepath with embryonic abilities, “Millie” is young and pretty.


  Cowell, Brenda. The mother of Harry Keogh Jr., Brenda’s mental balance never stabilized after the shock of the Yulian Bodescu affair. She died peacefully in The Dweller’s Garden tended by Trogs and Travellers. (See Wamphyri!)


  Crouch End. The area of North London where Darcy Clarke’s flat is located.


  Darlington. A town in the northeast of England where a “Frigis Express” depot is located. Johnny Found had a flat in Darlington. And the second time Trevor Jordan was killed, that occured in Darlington, too.


  Deadspawn. The fungi-borne spore-like residue of incompletely destroyed vampires; these red spores are the bearers of vampiric infection.


  Deadspeak. The ability to communicate with the Great Majority (dead people).


  Desmodus. A “vampire” bat familiar of the Wamphyri. Smaller albino species exist in the Icelands.


  ecopath. An ecopath is “at one with the Earth.” Mass extinctions or exterminations make the ecopath feel sick. As deserts spread so do sores on the skin of the talented (or cursed) one. Anna-Marie English, an E-Branch agent, has just such a “talent.” Anything that is damaging the Earth is at the same time hurting the ecopath.


  Edinburgh Castle. Located at the top of the Royal Mile, a victim of Johnny Found was discovered outside the castle wall. The castle was where Darcy Clarke met Harry Keogh for the first time following the Janos Ferenczy affair.


  Edinburgh Tattoo. An event where British and Commonwealth armed forces (and civilian guests) get to show off their skills with armaments, dressage, and intermilitary games. A custom-built stadium seats around eight thousand spectators and the show is televised both in the United Kingdom and across the world.


  English, Anna-Marie. An ecopath. Only twenty-three years old, she has the appearance of someone much older—dowdy, pallid, and drawn.


  Ferenc, Fess. Standing at eight feet four inches tall, Fess Ferenc fled with Volse Pinescu to the Icelands after the battle in The Dweller’s Garden. (See The Source.) The bloodson of Ion Ferenc, Fess was ambushed and killed by Shaitan the Unborn.


  Föener, Zek. A powerful telepath, Zek was at first an unwilling member of the Russian E-Branch; she later defected to the British E-Branch. Zek (Zekintha) was named after the Greek island of her birth, Zekinthos. Now living retired on that same island, she is married to Jazz Simmons. (Zek first appeared in Wamphyri!)


  Found, Johnny. So called because he was found abandoned in a church. He was adopted by the Prescotts in 1967. Johnny murdered Carol Prescott, his adopted sister, after she found him torturing her pet cat, Moggit. He was returned to the orphanage but was never accused of killing Carol. Johnny works as a long-distance lorry driver for “Frigis Express,” which facilitates his need to kill, and rape the dead bodies of young women.


  Frigis Express. The haulage company that employs Johnny Found. The company operates two hundred refrigerated vehicles (half of which can be on the road at any one time) which are used to transport meat across the UK. They have a dozen branches and a like number of warehouses and freezer depots.


  Garvey, Paul. A telepath in the employ of British E-Branch, Garvey had half his face torn away by Johnny Found.


  Icelands, “north” of Starside. A. place where the sun never shines. The Iceland’s denizens include great white bears around eight feet tall on their hind legs; also smaller, albino cousins to Starside’s bats. Here may be found ice-stacks carved by banished vampire lords of legend. It is said that if one were to travel across the icecap and beyond, one would find more mountains and valleys for the conquering . . . but that is a legend that has never been tested.


  Jordan, Trevor. As previously, but: Despite that this E-Branch telepath died in the Greek operation against Janos Ferenzy (see Deadspeak), he was revived from his ashes by Harry Keogh. Jordan then activated that part of Harry’s mind that houses telepathic abilities. He was killed again with a flame-thrower in a deserted stockyard not far from the Darlington main line railway station by Gareth Scanlon and Alan Kellaway.


  Karen, Lady. As previously, but: Harry Keogh thought her dead after he had coaxed the leech out of her (see The Source), but her leech left an egg in her as it exited. She and Harry renewed their relationship on his return to Starside. Karen died when she “kissed” Shaithis with a fragmentation grenade in her mouth.


  Katushevs. Russian-built cannons used at the core of the Perchorsk Complex as weapons against whatever may come through the Gate from Starside.


  Kellaway, Alan. A spotter in the employ of British E-Branch. Along with Gareth Scanlan, he shadowed Trevor Jordan, who was mistakenly believed to be a vampire, eventually killing him with a flame-thrower.


  Keogh, Harry. The man who can speak to the dead, Harry’s body died in Necroscope and he now possesses the body of Alec Kyle (see Wamphyri!). Infected by Faethor Ferenczy’s deadspawn, Harry left this Earth for Starside lest his condition contaminate the world. Burned at the stake by Shaithis and Shaitan, he took the next step up the metaphysical ladder—just as his mother, August Ferdinand Möbius, and a great many others have done before him.


  Keogh, Harry Jr. Harry’s son with Brenda Cowell. He escaped from this Earth to Starside after the Yulian Bodescu affair (see Wamphyri!), but he has since been infected by a vampirised wolf and his condition has become considerably worse since battling the massed forces of Starside’s Wamphyri (see The Source). Now, to all intents and purposes a wolf himself (though he retains his human hands), the Number Two Necroscope must go up against Shaitan, Shaithis, and all their creatures.


  Keogh, Mary. Harry Keogh’s mother. A medium in life and sometime “voice” of the Great Majority. Murdered by her second husband (whom she later killed as he tried to murder Harry), Mary’s soul has now passed beyond death to whatever mysteries await her.


  Laird’s Larder. A quality cafeteria off the Royal Mile in Edinburgh.


  Largazi, Belart. Twin brother of Goram. Largazi and aspiring lieutenant of Arkis Leperson. Arkis killed and gorged upon him, Belart’s punishment for abandoning Arkis in the Icelands. Belart’s body was then stolen away into storage by Shaitan.


  Largazi, Goram. Twin brother of Belart, who went the selfsame way.


  Layard, Ken. A former member of E-Branch, Layard was vampirized by Janos Ferenczy and ultimately terminated by Bodrogk and his Thracians. Talented as a locater, Layard then came to Harry Keogh via deadspeak to offer what help he could.


  Leperson, Arkis. A Lord of the Wamphyri, also known as Arkis Diredeath, who escaped to the Icelands after the battle for The Dweller’s Garden (see The Source). Egg-son of Radu Arkis, also known as Arkis the Leper. Or is he the bloodson of Morgis Griefcry and a Traveller waif?


  Luchov, Viktor. The director of the Perchorsk Projekt, now charged with protecting Earth from whatever lies beyond the Gate. Shot in the back by Major Alexei Byzarnov, Luchov set in motion the Tokarev’s firing sequence.


  Lugoz, Kehrl. Exiled to the Icelands millennia ago with Shaitan, Kehrl survived in a sheath of glacial ice.


  M1. Motorway, main artery from London to Leeds in the north of England.


  Magula, Lord. A Lord of the Wamphyri who fashioned a great mound of a woman in which to sleep!


  McCulloch, Hamish. Operator of a kiln where Harry took the run-over dog Paddy to be cremated. Later Harry revived Paddy in the fashion practiced by Janos Ferenczy.


  Metaxa. Greek brandy infamous for inebriating certain British military police officers during their off-duty hours in Cyprus.


  Moggit. The feline family pet of the Prescotts, beloved of Carol. Johnny Found practiced his necromantic “art” upon this poor cat.


  O-Group. (Operations or Orders Group.) An O-Group meeting serves to bring up to date and apportion tasks to all the members of E-Branch prior to or during an operation.


  oneiromancy. Divination by dreams, or in this case the ability to predict the future through dreams.


  Paxton, Geoffrey. An E-Branch telepath employed by the Minister Responsible to watch Harry Keogh. His is a middling ability but growing rapidly. Referred to by other members of E-Branch as a “mind-flea” because of his voyeuristic tendencies, Paxton had his telepathic abilities “neutered” by Harry Keogh after he tried to kill the Necroscope at Bonnyrig.


  Pentland Hills. A mountainous area of Scotland lying southwest of Edinburgh.


  Pete. A dead biker late of the Hell’s Angels. When alive he was known as “The Vampire”; in death Pete helped Harry in handling his Harley Davidson ride to Starside.


  Peter. The boy whose pet dog, Paddy, was killed by a car and later revived by Harry Keogh.


  Pheropzis, Belos. Faethor Ferenczy’s “grandfather.”


  Pinescu, Volse. Most ugly of all lords, whose habit it was to foster the growth of festering boils and warts on his face and body. Volse escaped to the Icelands with Fess Ferenc after the battle in The Dweller’s Garden. (See The Source.) His end was frighteningly swift, brought about by one of Shaitan’s creatures.


  Prescott, Alice. Wife of David Prescott, who adopted Johnny Found.


  Prescott, Carol. The daughter of David and Alice Prescott and stepsister to the adopted Johnny Found. She was Johnny’s first human victim.


  Prescott, David. A Darlington man who adopted Johnny Found, Prescott was a shopkeeper and pigeon fancier. He sent Johnny back to the orphanage soon after the death of his daughter, Carol.


  Pythagoras. The great Greek mathematician; a cult was formed around his memory, and even the dead find it near impossible to get an audience with him because of the secrecy of the cult.


  Robinson, Frank. A lesser member of British E-Branch. A spotter.


  Royal Military Police. Criminal investigation wing of the British Armed Forces.


  Sanderson, Penny. Found dead in the grounds of Edinburgh Castle, Penny was murdered and mutilated, her corpse raped by Johnny Found. Later she was resurrected by Harry Keogh, who inadvertently vampirized her.


  Savinkov, Paul. A telepath once in the employ of KGB Major Chingiz Khuv. (See The Source.) Savinkov appealed to Viktor Luchov from beyond death, telling him that it was time to use the Tokarev missile.


  Scanlon, Gareth. A telepath in the employ of E-Branch, Scanlon shadowed Trevor Jordan and along with Alan Kellaway killed him. This was Jordan’s second death!


  semtex. A very powerful plastic explosive.


  Shaigispawn, Shaidar. The egg-sire of Shaithis, Shaidar was adept at creating monstrous creatures—flyers, warriors, siphoneers, and the like.


  Shaitan. The oldest and the first of all the Wamphyri. He may also be known as the One Original, the Lord of Liars, Shaitan the Fallen, and Shaitan the Unborn. Shaitan is in fact Satan! In his Starside incarnation he is a proud lord who has spent the greater part of his life or undeath in the Icelands. Once a devilishly handsome being, now devolved in appearance to that of a giant appendaged leech, he returned to Starside with his descendant, Shaithis, to reclaim his old domain from the Lady Karen, Harry Keogh, and The Dweller. In the end, however, he was returned to his beginnings for a “second chance.” (NB: Shaitan is the old Persian word for the Fallen Angel.)


  Shaitan’s progeny. Prior to his banishment, Shaitan had sired Shaithos, Shailar the Hagridden, Shaithag, and others. Shaitan gave his egg to Shaithar Shaitanson (who in turn sired Sheilar the Slut).


  Shaithis, Lord. Once leader of a massed Wamphyri army against Harry Keogh, his son and the Lady Karen (see The Source), Shaithis was sent into forced exile in the Icelands to plot his revenge and encounter one of his Wamphyri ancestors—Shaitan. The egg-son of Shaidar Shaigispawn, Shaithis was killed by the Lady Karen when she kissed him with a live grenade in her mouth.


  siphon-snouts. Creatures designed by Shaitan. Swift, deadly, and specialized in draining the blood of other creatures, including men, on behalf of their master.


  Szalny, Felix. A scientist at the Perchorsk Projekt.


  Teale, Guy. A lesser member of the British E-Branch. A seer.


  Tokarev Mk II. A short-range missile with a “tactical” nuclear warhead.


  Trotter, Pamela. A young prostitute and victim of the necrophiliac necromancer Johnny Found. Straight-talking and world-wise, she helped Harry Keogh learn more about the murderer and gave him vital clues as to Found’s location. Pamela was the one who came forward when Mary Keogh was trying to locate Found’s victims; in the end she rose from her grave to bring her murderer to justice.


  Ural’skiy Khrebet. Russia’s Ural Mountains.


  Yog-Sothoth. Ancient “God” of the Cthulhu Cycle whose name is quoted in the resurrection evocations of Harry Keogh and Janos Ferenzy.
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  [image: Image] Annais. Thyre ancient who, through Nathan, provided the living of the Thyre with a formula of preservation. A mirror-polisher.


  Arxei. Gourmet Thyre who, through Nathan, revealed to the living of the Thyre myriad secret recipes that he had not revealed in life.


  Atwei. Thyre female who nursed Nathan back to health following his trek across the furnace lands. Became Nathan’s aide, dear friend, and Thyre sister during his time with the Thyre.


  Babeni, Dezmir. Squat man of the Szgany Hagi who first encounters Shaitan as a young vampire. After being killed by Shaitan, he returns undead!


  Babeni, Maria. Daughter of Dezmir, Maria was seduced and used by Shaitan in every way. Making the mistake of thinking he could impose his will on the Szgany Hagi as easily as on the trogs, Shaitan slept in Maria’s bed.


  Belath. It was Belath who, during the battle for The Dweller’s Garden, with his gauntlet dipped in poison, sliced open Hzak Kiklu’s shoulder, causing Hzak to die six days later.


  Berea, Brad. The burly bearded fisherman who found Nestor’s near-dead body floating in the river. Father of Glina and husband of Irma, Brad and his family were Szgany.


  Berea, Glina. Homely daughter of Brad and Irma Berea, who took Nestor’s innocence and thus taught him the ways of women.


  Big Swirly Hole. Thirteenth Thyre colony visited by Nathan during his time with the Thyre.


  Biteri, Karz. A thrall of Maglore the Mage. Maglore eventually grew suspicious of Karz and changed him into a flyer while leaving a good portion of his brain intact. It was this Karz Biteri who fled Turgosheim with Nathan on his back across the Great Red Waste.


  Blaze. One of Nestor and Nathan’s “nephews.” One of the Grey Brotherhood, named for the diagonal white stripe across his flat forehead from his left eyebrow to his right ear. “Son” of Harry Wolfson.


  Canison, Canker. One of the renegades who followed Wratha out of Turgosheim. A spore-infected dog or fox is obvious in his ancestry. He was named for a disease of the inner ear which had driven his father baying mad.


  cartilage creatures. Flesh of men, fashioned by the Wamphyri to make leathers and coverings for the aeries’ exterior stairways, and other articles of furniture. (See The Source.)


  Cavern of the Ancients. Probably the greatest of the Thyre mausoleums. It is located in Place-Under-the-Yellow-Cliffs, where Nathan first learned of his deadspeak from Rogei, the Thyre ancient.


  Crack-in-the-Rocks. Second of the Thyre colonies Nathan visited along the course of the Great Dark River.


  Cragspire. One of the tallest spires of Turgosheim. The home of Karl the Crag and the location of his demise at the hands of Wratha the Risen. It then became Wrathspire.


  Cragsthrall, Radu. Chief lieutenant to Karl the Crag and brother of Lathor. Wratha was given to Radu for killing Lathor, and then taken by Karl for his own purposes. Radu then walled her up in a niche in a blocked cave in a deserted ravine to die. After clawing her way out, Wratha was allowed, by Karl, to kill Radu with a giant silver sword.


  Cronesap, Zindevar. Zindevar was given the name “Cronesap” because she gradually sapped the blood and energy of the ancient lady who occupied her aerie before her. Squat, hairy, and of lesbian persuasions, Zindevar kept a minimum of men in her aerie and they were all eunuchs.


  Cronespire. The aerie of Zindevar Cronesap in Turgosheim.


  Crumble Cavern. The fourteenth Thyre colony visited by Nathan during his time with the Thyre.


  Dock. One of Nestor and Nathan’s “nephews” of the Grey Brotherhood. Named for the shortening of his tail when he was a cub and wanted to play with some brave vixen’s brood. “Son” of Harry Wolfson.


  Doombody, Dramal. Lord of the last aerie in its prime, who upon his demise gifted it to his heir, the Lady Karen.


  eastern Necromancers. Seeming much like the Thyre, yet not Thyre. Without telepathy, but able to perform necromancy, they invaded the Thyre and were vanquished in a flood released by the Thyre.


  eastern Szgany. Szgany who dwell on the Sunside of the Turgosheim gorge. Under total Wamphyri domination, they live in sorry townships, give their young freely to the Wamphyri, and travel no more. Scarlet sustenance for the Wamphyri.


  Ehtio. Spry “young” Thyre elder who was Nathan’s guide through an uninhabitable region along the Great Red River.


  Eight-Trees-Leaning. The seventh Thyre colony Nathan visits on his journey along the Great Dark River.


  Ekhou. Grandson of Rogei and father of Petais. His name is used as proof to Petais that Nathan is a Necroscope, when Nathan speaks to the dead Thyre ancient, Rogei.


  Ethloi. The Elder in the Cavern of Long Dreams who knew numbers. Having gone deaf before his death, Ethloi had no trouble talking to Nathan via dead- speak.


  Evil Eye. The power of Eygor Killglance, capable of destroying enemies with a glance. It was the Evil Eye that the Killglance brothers feared, compelling them to trap and kill their father.


  Ferenc, Freyda. Daughter of Lagula Ferenczy. A Mother of Vampires in the time of Shaitan who died from the depleting process of issuing hundreds of eggs.


  Ferenc, Ygor. Leader of the Szgany Ferenc and father of Ymir.


  Ferenc, Ymir. Son of Ygor Ferenc, who was killed by Turgo Zolte over a woman’s favors.


  Ferenczy, Lagula. Father of Nonari the Gross and Freyda Ferenc. Of the early times of Shaitan.


  Freydastack. The aerie of Freyda Ferenc.


  furnace lands. Beyond the edge of the forest. A wasteland of sand, scorched earth, and rock piles. The Thyre colonies are located along a river flowing through and under the furnace lands.


  Garden-Gorge-Over. The ninth Thyre colony Nathan visits along the course of the Great Dark river.


  Garden-Gorge-Under. The tenth Thyre colony Nathan visits along the course of the Great Dark River.


  Glowworm Lake. The eighth Thyre colony Nathan visits along the Great Dark River.


  Glowworm Lake. The eighth Thyre colony Nathan visits along the course of the Great Dark River.


  Gogosita, Vidra. Of the Szgany Hagi, Vidra was one of the first three men Shaitan encountered after leaving the trogs. Shaitan vampirized him and used him to gain entry into the Hagi settlement. After fleeing with Shaitan, Vidra was thrown into the Hell-Lands Gate for conspiring against him with Turgo Zolte.


  Gorvi the Guile. Deceitful and insinuating Lord of the Wamphyri who fled Turgosheim with Wratha and her renegades. It was Gorvi who stole Jason Lidesci away to Starside.


  Great Dark River. In the bowels of the earth, beneath the Thyre colonies, it is called the sump of the world. Running parallel to the great barrier range and flowing beneath the Great Red Waste, it is the course Nathan follows to eastern Sunside.


  Great Red River. The name given to the Great Dark River beyond Red Well Sump, after all the mineral wastes washed into it from the rusty, ruined earth of the Great Red Waste.


  Great Red Waste. Said to be one of the places where the white sun bounced before shrinking and skipping across the earth to form the Great Barrier Range. Upon impact, shattering into countless pieces, it left the earth scorched and seething with smoking chemicals, tar, sulphur, and mordant acids. The Great Red Waste separates “Olden Starside” from Turgosheim.


  Grey Brotherhood. Great wolves who owned the silver moon for mistress and Harry Keogh Jr. for master. The wolves were never dominated by the Wamphyri and shied away from contact with them. Includes Grinner, Dock, and Blaze.


  Grinner. One of Nestor and Nathan’s “nephews,” named for his damp black lips that forever twitched as if on the verge of smiling. “Son” of Harry Wolfson.


  Gutawei. Also called Gutawei the Seer. Telepathy was passed down from generation to generation from Gutawei, First Remembered of the Thyre.


  Hackson, Grigor. Wamphyri of Turgosheim. The name he is known by best, Grigor the Lech, says it all about this creature.


  Halfstruck, Lom. A dwarf among the Wamphyri, Lom dwelled in the depths of Turgosheim.


  Hall of Endless Hours. Thyre mausoleum, located in Rivers Rush, where Nathan went to seek out the Thyre ancient, Thikkoul.


  Hagi, Heinar. Leader of the Szgany Hagi. Turgo Zolte recounts his horrifying story of the Szgany Ferenc to Heinar, convincing him that Shaitan is a menace.


  Icelands. The far northern regions beyond Starside. The least of Shaitan’s punishments was to banish miscreants into the Icelands, never to return.


  Ionescu, Oulio. Of the Szgany Ferenc. A mountain man, Oulio was infected by the vampire swamps and was recovered by a search party. Unaware of this new plague, the Szgany Ferenc cared for him, only to have him ravage a young girl.


  Javez. The son of Wratha’s former Szgany chief whom she runs into after clawing her way from her early grave. Neither Javez nor his father met a clean fate.


  Jhakae. A Thyre storyteller who created stories for the limited audience of dead Ancients. Through Nathan, he was able to pass them on to the living.


  Karenstack. The Last Aerie. Left intact by Harry and his son after reducing all the other stacks to rubble. Standing out on the boulder plains, it reaches almost a full kilometer high with ledges and caverns in its column, some as vast as halls. The name once again changes when Wratha and her renegades take it over. She calls it Wrathspire after her old manse in Turgosheim, even though it dwarfs even the tallest spire in the east.


  Karl the Crag. Lord of Cragspire, Karl was seen as a dolt by the majority of Turgosheim’s Wamphyri. Killed by Wratha the Risen by depleting him with her sex, strapping him down with chains, and throwing wide the drapes. After the sun steamed Karl to a pulp, she lopped off his head with the same silver sword used in the killing of Radu Cragsthrall.


  Karpath. The right hand lieutenant of Maglore the Mage who craved Maglore’s egg and worried that Nathan was a rival.


  Kiklu, Hzak. Killed in the battle for The Dweller’s Garden, Hzak was Nana Kiklu’s husband and the man everyone assumed was the father of Nathan and Nestor, including the twins themselves.


  Kiklu, Nana. One of the women who cared for Harry Keogh following the battle for The Dweller’s Garden and the brain-stripping done by his son, Harry Jr. (See The Source and Deadspeak.) Being mutually attracted to each other through their separate losses, they had one night together, resulting in the conception of Nathan and Nestor.


  Kiklu, Nathan. Misfit son of Nana Kiklu. Without the normal Szgany coloring, he has deep blue eyes, hair the color of damp straw, and pale skin to match. If this weren’t enough proof of his heritage, Nathan also hears the dead whispering in their graves and is tortured by a whirling vortex of numbers that he cannot understand. A Necroscope, only the dead of the Thyre will speak to him.


  Kiklu, Nestor. Brash and outspoken son of Nana Kiklu and twin brother of Nathan. During the raid on Settlement, Nestor is taken by a flyer which crashes in the foothills allowing him to escape. Regaining consciousness, he remembers only his “name”—The Lord Nestor of the Wamphyri! (This is remembered from a childhood game played with Nathan and Misha.) Eventually, as if predestined and with very rapid ascension, his name becomes exactly that!


  Killglance, Eygor. Former Wamphyri Lord in Turgosheim. With the power of the Evil Eye, Eygor so scared his sons, Wran and Spiro, that they blinded him and trapped him in a pit all of one hundred years ago. Now, a monstrous amalgram, Eygor plagues his sons and all of Madmanse with bad dreams.


  Killglance, Spiro. Bloodson of Eygor and twin brother of Wran the Rage. Haunted by the ghost of their murdered father, Spiro and Wran flee Turgosheim with Wratha and the other renegades.


  kneblasch. Garlic oil. Sickening to all vampires and possibly fatal to some. As a Szgany titheling, Wratha uses kneblasch oil to overcome a vampire thrall and kill him. Now, as Wamphyri, she is partly immune and uses it to warn off Wamphyri confrontations.


  Kotys, Iozel. The so-called mystic of eastern Sunside who is in actuality a spy for Maglore the Mage. Nathan seeks out lozel after being told of him by Thikkoul.


  Lathor. The vampire thrall of Karl the Krag and the brother of Radu Cragsthrall. With the titheling Wratha straddling the flyer behind him, Lathor became lax and allowed her to use her wiles (and a little kneblasch) to overcome him, and topple him to his death.


  Lidesci, Jason. Son of Lardis and Lissa Lidesci, and childhood friend of the Kiklu twins. Just a year younger than Nathan and Nestor, Jason is taken by Gorvi the Guile in the raid on Settlement.


  Lidesci, Lissa. Wife of Lardis Lidesci. It is Lissa who knows the way to the leper colony, and leads Nana and Misha there to safety following the Warnphyri raid on Settlement.


  Light-in-the-West. The same incident referred to by Lardis as “a breath of hell.” Seen by Maglore fourteen years prior, when he awakened to see the night as bright as day far off in the west. It was on this occasion that Maglore dreamed of what he now takes for his sigil: a Möbius strip!


  Madmanse. The aerie of Eygor Killglance before his murder, and of Wran and Spiro Killglance before fleeing from Turgosheim. Located directly below Rune- manse, it is now desolate and haunted by the spirit of Eygor.


  Magda. A thrall to Maglore the Mage. Against Maglore’s commands, Magda attempts to seduce Nathan as he explores Runemanse. Nathan learns later that for punishment she has been used in the stack’s provisioning.


  Maglore the Mage. Also called the Seer Lord, Maglore is a powerful thought- thief and seer, able to scry upon events in distant places. One hundred and sixty years old, he is much given to rumination and is somewhat of a Zoltiest. When the other Lords of Turgosheim leave the gorge for Olden Starside, it is Maglore who stays behind to be the “caretaker” of Turgosheim.


  Manculi, Bela. Szgany thrall who received the one surviving egg of Freyda Ferenc, Bela became heir to Freydastack.


  Mangemanse. The aerie of Canker Canison.


  Many Caverns. The third Thyre colony along the course of the Great Dark River.


  Mother of Vampires. A female of the Wamphyri who in a single confinement can produce hundreds of eggs. Very rare among their kind, Mothers normally die from this exhausting occurrence.


  Nanosi, Giorge. The assignor of the tithelings in Turgosheim. A thrall to all and no one, Giorge draws lots to determine which manse gets which tithelings. Under suspicion of tampering with the draw, he is altered by Maglore and becomes a siphoneer.


  Nonari the Gross. Bloodson of Lagula Ferenczy. The fingers on his left hand were fused into a club.


  numbers vortex. Incredible metaphysical equations that form a whirlpool in Nathan’s mind. The swirling algebraic equations are described by Thikkoul as “perhaps a key to a door or many doors to far places—even far times.” Having little understanding of numbers, Nathan must learn to control the vortex in order to discover its meaning. Using the numbers vortex as a way to shield his thoughts, Nathan is not aware that it is as a beacon to his lost brother, Nestor of the Wamphyri, who uses it to locate his Great Enemy.


  Olden Starside. The name the Wamphyri of Turgosheim use when referring to the “legendary” lands west of the Great Red Waste. Wratha and her band of renegades, tired of living a restricted life, cross the Great Red Waste and discover the legends to be accurate.


  One Who Listens, The. The god of the Thyre. Not knowing exactly who or what is listening, the Thyre simply pray to Him, The One Who Listens.


  Open-to-the-Sky. A Thyre colony that is, quite literally, open to the sky. A real canyon with lush foliage and walls rising up over two hundred feet.


  Orlea. A Szgany girl who gave herself in the tithe to escape the brutalities of her tribe’s leader. Kept by Maglore the mage as a real woman, she is ordered to show Runemanse to Nathan and take away his innocence so there is nothing left for the female thralls.


  Petais. Son of Ekhou and grandson of Rogei the Ancient. It is Petais who must be convinced of Nathan’s authenticity by the invocation of the secret names of his father and grandfather.


  Petrescu, Dimi. Old man of the Lidesci tribe who for the last eighteen years has been trying to duplicate the black powder used in the shells given to them by the Dweller for their shotguns.


  Piatra, Urak. Also called Urak Long Life. The tattered leader of the leper colony who gives shelter to Nana, Lissa, and Misha. Later, finding a young Wamphyri Lord crashed in his vicinity, he also provides succor to him . . . the young Lord Nestor!


  Place-of-the-Beast-Bones. The sixth Thyre colony Nathan visits on his journey along the Great Dark River.


  Place-of-the-Hot-Springs. The twelfth Thyre colony along the course of the Great Dark River.


  Place-Under-the-Yellow-Cliffs. The first Thyre colony that Nathan wakes to, to find himself being nursed back to health by the Five in the Cavern of the Ancients. The location of the mausoleum where Rogei first spoke to Nathan.


  Raccas, Janos. When Nathan returns from across the Great Red Waste to Settlement, he is greeted and inspected by a group of the Lidesci headed by Kirk Lisescu, and including Janos. Upon meeting with Lardis, who was preparing Settlement for a Wamphyri attack, Janos stayed behind to light the fires for the warrior traps when Lardis and Nathan made their way to Sanctuary Rock.


  Rivers Rush. A Thyre mausoleum beyond the Great Red Waste where Nathan finds Thikkoul, the star gazer. From here, the Great Red River’s course becomes a bore hole, and the river itself a solid chute of water hurtling underground for eleven miles.


  Rogei. The chosen spokesman for the dead of the Thyre in the Cavern of the Ancients, Rogei speaks to Nathan in his fever where he has come to die in the furnace lands. Nathan, near death, cannot help himself and so the mummified Thyre ancient in his niche in the wall must come to his aid, further proving Nathan’s Necroscope heritage.


  Romani, Andrei. Lithe and rangy man of the Szgany Lidesci. Andrei is an old and trusted friend of Lardis. But following the raid by Wratha on Settlement that very night, Andrei reverts to a grim and ruthless killer of the Wamphyri.


  Romani, Franci. The younger brother of Andrei Romani, who fourteen years ago accompanied Lardis to Starside to witness the battle resulting in the “End” of the Wamphyri. On the way, Franci stayed behind to care for his younger brother.


  Romani, Ion. The youngest brother of Andrei who steps wrong in the foothills of the barrier mountains and breaks his leg. Having to stay behind, he and Franci do not witness The “End” of the Wamphyri.


  Runemanse. The lofty aerie of Maglore the Mage, located directly above Madmanse in Turgosheim.


  Saltstone Sump. The last Thyre colony Nathan visits, where he learns of the precog Thikkoul in River’s Rush.


  Sanctuary Rock. A gigantic rock jutting from the wooded foothills a half mile from Settlement. Bald and domed on top but hollow and honeycombed at its base, Sanctuary Rock provides the people of Settlement with relative safety throughout the long period of sundown.


  Shailar the Hagridden. Half-mad bloodson of Shaitan. Hereafter, insanity was never completely eradicated throughout Wamphyri history.


  Sintana, Eleni. Sister of the Traveller man, Nikha Sintana. Having lost the man she had planned to marry in the raid on Twin Fords, Eleni and her brother have hopes of Nathan joining their band of Travellers.


  Sintana, Nikha. The brother of Eleni and the leader of the Sintana Travellers, Nikha had planned to finally settle his band on the outskirts of the forest in a place the Wamphyri might not dare to venture. He underestimates the appetite and lust of this new breed of Wamphyri.


  Scorpi, Emil. The son of the leader of the Szgany Scorpi. As Lardis and his crew are making their way to Starside to see how Harry and Karen fare in the confrontation with Shaithis, they come across Emil who, with a few others, have barely made their escape from a devastating Wamphyri attack.


  Seersthrall, Nicolae. A young vampire in thrall to Maglore. As punishment for telling Nathan more than Maglore might have intended, Nicolae ends up in the manse’s provisioning.


  Septais. A young Thyre male, five or six years Nathan’s senior, who is his guide through many of the colonies along the Great Dark River.


  Settlement. The place where the Szgany Lidesci have settled and built permanent homes. Settlement is located eighty-five miles from the great pass, where the grassy, temperate, but abrupt foothills of Sunside climb towards rocky outcrops of steep, forested heights. Surrounded by catwalks, turret watchtowers, and various defensive systems, it has proven difficult for the Wamphyri to raid with much success on Settlement.


  Seven-Wells-South. The eleventh Thyre colony along the course of the Great Dark River.


  Shaeken. A Thyre ancient who, while resting in his niche, has pondered ideas and inventions immediately applicable to Thyre existence. Through Nathan, Shaeken is able to share these ideas with the living.


  shad. A shaggy beast used for the hauling of caravans. A hugely overgrown goat, but less boisterous, wider in the shoulder and sturdier in the legs.


  Shaitanson, Shaithar. The name given to Turgo Zolte by Shaitan. The name was shunned by Turgo but nevertheless was how he was known from that day forward. Eventually he took the name to remind himself of the hatred he had for his “father.”


  Shielar the Slut. Blooddaughter of Turgo Zolte and mother of Thador Thorn- skull. Met her fate in the embrace of a creature she had constructed for sexual purposes.


  Skullguise, Devetaki. The so-called virgin grandam of Masquemanse who lost the right half of her face, flensed from the cheekbone. Since then she has worn gold filigreed half-masks of lead, a smiling mask if her mood is good, and one which frowns if she is sour. When she is most angry, however, she wears no mask at all. One of the Wamphyri Triumvirate.


  Sloughskin, Pedar. Son of Turgo Zolte. Pedar caught leprosy at the age of thirteen; he was called the Leper and went only with trog women.


  stack wars. The period of time, lasting over a hundred years, in which the Wamphyri of Turgosheim warred among themselves, depleting their armies. Followed by a very bloody time for the Szgany when the Wamphyri must replenish their stacks.


  Sucksthrall, Zahar. Former thrall to Vasagi the Suck, now Lord Nestor’s top lieutenant. It is Zahar who is commanded by Nestor to toss Nathan into the Hell-Lands Gate.


  Sul, Ilya. A watchman for the Szgany Hagi who, with his wolf, Lupe, chased Shaitan from the town and became the first entirely human underling of the Wamphyri.


  Szgany Ferenc. A Szgany tribe headed by Ygor Ferenc that had settled far west of the barrier range where the hills slump into misted valleys. Seventy miles short of the vampire swamps, it was still too close. The taint of the Wamphyri on this clan is seen to this day.


  Szgany Hagi. A group of three hundred or more Szgany, headed by Heinar Hagi. The first human beings that Shaitan attempted to bend to his will.


  Szgany vow. An oath that is made and carried out no matter the cost. Whether spoken aloud or privately, it is held sacred until it is seen through, or until death.


  Taintspore, Vormulac. Called Unsleep after his insomnia of seventy years. His lover, having contracted leprosy from Vormulac’s old master, had to be poisoned and burned by Vormulac to spare her the rotting deterioration suffered by old Engor.


  Ten-Springs-Spurting. The last Thyre colony before the Great Dark River goes under the Great Red Waste. It is here that Nathan and Septais part ways.


  Tharkel. A Thyre gardener in life, Tharkel had come to conclusions on bees, pollination, and the keeping of hives. Through Nathan he was able to reveal these to the living. With the advent of Shaeken’s Hydraulic Hoist, the Thyre living would be able to combine the discoveries of the two Ancients and create an oasis in the desert.


  Thikkoul. The Thyre Ancient in Rivers Rush who reads men’s future in the stars. Through deadspeak, Thikkoul is able to look out through Nathan’s eyes and tell him something of what is to come.


  Thornskull, Thador. The bloodson of Sheilar the Slut. After her gruesome death, Thador was heir to Whorestack and later became known as the Lust Lord.


  Thyre. Dessert folk who occasionally trade with the Szgany at the fringes of the forest. Thought of by the Szgany as desert trogs or submen, the Thyre are as mentally advanced, if not more so, than the Szgany. Their numbers not exceeding five thousand, the Thyre prosper out in the furnace lands along the course of the Great Dark River in colonies both above and below the surface of the desert. Their existence and way of life, even their names, are secrets they guard closely and reverently. The Thyre’s greatest secret, however, is their mentalism. Telepathic to a man in life, they are no less so in death, and immediately accept Nathan’s deadspeak as a blessing. With the help of the Thyre Ancients, Nathan is able to prove himself to the living and become a friend and even a legend among the Thyre.


  Tireni Scarp. A Szgany township eighty miles west of Settlement. Other than Settlement, it is the only tribe to hold onto its lands after the return of the Wamphyri.


  Tireni, Yanni. The chief of Tireni Scarp who, along with Anton Mirlu, had ground-beating arrangements with Lardis. Trading off every few cycles, they would each send men to check the vampire swamps for outbreak and contagion.


  titheling. The eastern Szgany payment to the Wamphyri. The “legitimate” get out of Sunside to be taken back to the Turgosheim gorge, where lots are drawn to see if they will meet their fate as a vampire thrall . . . or worse.


  Tormanse. The Turgosheim aerie of Ursula Torspawn.


  Torspawn, Ursula. A Lady of the Turgosheim Wamphyri who affected an almost human guise even to the extent of wearing Sunsider clothes. Not entirely sanguinary, Ursula is somewhat of a Zolteist.


  Trogmanse. One of the Turgosheim manses, along with Gonarspire, that was laid to waste by Vormulac. Their masters (who are not named) were decked in silver chains and hung from their own battlements to await the sun.


  Turgosheim. A vast gorge with soaring ravines and jutting crags. A part of a secondary range of mountains across the Great Red Waste, its mouth opens towards the Icelands, and its several tails taper into the passes which lead to Sunside. Named for Turgo Zolte, Turgosheim houses the descendants of all that had flown west with him.


  Tukini, Gobor. The headman of Orlea’s village in eastern Sunside. Brutal and abusive, it was Gobor who caused Orlea to give herself up in the tithe, preferring life in Turgosheim over his abuse. Later, after hearing of this, Maglore arranged for Gobor to be taken.


  Twin Fords. A Szgany township situated between twin streams that tumble from the heights. After crossing the Great Red Waste, the renegades out of Turgosheim hit the unsuspecting town just hours before raiding on Settlement. Led by Karl Zestas, the people of Twin Fords are now Travellers again.


  Vasagi the Suck. Lord of the Wamphyri who, being the victim of an hereditary bone disease, stripped his upper jaw of teeth, unhinged his lower jaw, and withdrew all the flesh from the offending bones. His mouth is now a tapering pink tentacle, with a flexible needle siphon, capable of sliding into the smallest vein with amazing dexterity.


  Vladistown. The eastern Szgany town where Nathan was given up in the tithe to the Wamphyri.


  Vladmanse. The aerie of Mendula and Vlad Zolson.


  Wamphyri Triumvirate. The self-proclaimed leaders or high council of the Turgosheim Wamphyri. They are Lord Vormulac Taintspore, Maglore the Mage, and Devetaki Skullguise.


  Whorestack. The former aerie of Shielar the Slut and her heir, the Lust Lord Thador Thorskull, in the time of Shaitan.


  Wransthrall, Vratza. The Wamphyri lieutenant of Wran the Rage who fled Turgosheim with his master. A vampire for a very long time, Vratza was very nearly Wamphyri.


  Wran the Rage. Twin brother of Spiro Killglance. Known and named for his awesome rages, Wran, being Wamphyri, cannot suffer the silent Vasagi the Suck, and eventually sets off to Sunside to duel with him to the “death.”


  Wratha the Risen. The Wamphyri Lady who drew together the renegades to lead them out of Turgosheim. Dead and buried ninety-five years ago, Wratha had risen up again to take vengeance on those who put her down.


  Wrathspire. The name given to both the Turgosheim aerie of Wratha the Risen and the Last Aerie itself in Olden Starside. Of the latter, it was shared by all the renegades with Wratha at the top, Gorvi in the bottoms, the Killglance brothers sharing the levels just above Gorvi, and Canker Canison in the center. Vasagi the Suck resided for a while directly below Wratha, until his duel with Wran left him incapacitated and his levels were taken over by his “eggson,” Nestor.


  Zanesti, Eugen. The brother of Misha and Nicolae Zanesti who was taken in the initial raid on Settlement.


  Zanesti, Misha. A childhood friend of Nathan and Nestor. As they grow older together, Misha must choose between the twins. Just before the Wamphyri raid on Settlement, her mind is made up for her when Nestor tries to take her by force.


  Zanesti, Nicolae. The brother of Misha, who along with their father, Varna, gives his approval for Nathan to wed Misha.


  Zanesti, Varna. The huge and cantankerous father of Misha, Eugen, and Nicolae Zanesti. Upon Misha’s return to Settlement, Varna steps in the way of Lardis when he tries to examine her for contamination. Misha gently holds her father back and shows Lardis that she is untarnished.


  Zestos, Bela. Father of Karl Zestos and the leader of the Twin Fords Szgany until his heroic death during the Wamphyri raid on the town.


  Zestos, Karl. The oldest son of Bela who takes over leadership upon his father’s death. Karl offers Nathan a place in his tribe during his search for Nestor.


  Zolson, Mendula. Better known as Farscry and later The Cripple. The first bloodson of the bloodson of Turgo Zolte, with a Szgany witch-wife for a mother, whose talents came out threefold in her son. Having a crippling bone disease, Mendula set his sights on discovering and recording the history of Turgosheim and the time before, in Olden Starside.


  Zolson, Vlad. The younger brother and protector of Mendula Zolson.


  Zolteist. Wamphyri who uphold the beliefs of Turgo Zolte, and attempt to deny the leech its “natural” desires and lusts.


  Zolte, Turgo. As a man, Turgo was a loner, not quite an outsider. Proud and independent, he was staying with the Szgany Ferenc near the swamps, when the mountain man, Oulio Ionescu, became infected. Moving on after that confrontation, Turgo came to be with the Szgany Hagi when Shaitan infiltrated their camp. After warning the leader of the tribe, Turgo put a crossbow bolt in Shaitan’s shoulder, causing him to flee. With Shaitan established in Starside, several cycles later a lieutenant of his brought Turgo in from a raid on Sunside. Defiant as ever, Turgo would not bow to Shaitan. Eventually Turgo would become Shaitan’s chief lieutenant and receive his egg. Following many years of war, Turgo was banished to the Icelands. Heading out, he turned away to the west and flew out across the Great Red Waste. Weary from flight, Turgo urged his followers on while he crashed into the vampire swamps. His descendants would be the founders of Turgosheim.
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  [image: Image]Aldershot. The old garrison town where Nathan practiced with a variety of weapons, on an all but obsolete army firing range.


  Berea, Bairn. The child of Nestor and Glina Berea, burned to death when the cabin of Brad Berea was set ablaze by the raiding Nestor and Canker Canison.


  Berea, Brad. Burly Sunside fisherman who saved Nestor from drowning. Later to be vampirized by Canker Canison.


  Berea, Glina. Brad Berea’s daughter and seducer of Nestor. Unbeknownst to him until he returned as Wamphyri to capture her, she bore him the child which was burned to death in Brad’s cabin.


  Berea, Irma. Wife of Brad Berea. Often surly, she’d even begrudged Nestor his food. Along with her husband Brad, she became enthralled to Canker during the raid by Canker and Nestor.


  blender. Branch jargon for a communications scrambler.


  bonesong, the. The song first played by Canker’s wind instrument for the new Lord Nestor.


  Bryant, James. Nathan’s math teacher at E-Branch HQ. Not an E-Branch member but bound by the Official Secrets Act. He had taught at Oxford, but even his knowledge of math was soon exhausted by Nathan.


  calculator. Wafer-thin, powered by light, given to Nathan as part of his false ID kit. From that time forward the calculator would be his pride and joy.


  Canison, Canker. Moon-worshipping Wamphyri hybrid with fox, hound, or wolf ancestry. He also observes the future in dreams, and aspires to lure his silver mistress by playing music through a bone instrument of his design. He befriends Nestor and together they raid on Sunside.


  Carmen. One of the two vampire thralls who bedded Nestor on his ascension to Suckscar. Afterward, drained to undeath by Nestor in his sleep, she would become Wamphyri unless destroyed. Carmen supplied Nestor with his first indication of his necromantic power by talking with him from a place beyond life.


  carpet creatures. “They looked like thick brown rugs sewn up from the skins of bears, but rugs don’t creep.”


  Chung, David. “A hugely talented locator and scryer.” Especially employed to track drug runners. One of the witch’s dozen and heir apparent to the E-Branch chair.


  Cleary, Millicent. “A pretty little telepath whose talent was still developing.” One of the witch’s dozen.


  Cynthia. The seven-year-old girl who pleaded with Nathan to pass her message of hope to her parents while she lay dead in the Blackhill Road Cemetery in Hartlepool. He agreed to help her if he could, and was rewarded with a favor—a kiss on the cheek.


  Dam, Sigrid. Tzonov’s one time lover. “Siggi” to her friends. A telepath. After seducing Nathan, she then aided his escape.


  dart. The splinter that escaped from Harry’s room and found Nathan drowning. Its entry into Nathan’s mind was the catalyst for the opening of his first Möbius door.


  English, Anna-Marie. E-Branch’s one and only ecopath. Ecologically aware, or “as one with the Earth,” Anna Marie feels for the Earth and suffers all of its sicknesses.


  Ferengi, Vladi. Chief of the Traveller band whom Nathan befriended in order to escape from Perchorsk.


  Finsbury Park. Location in North London where Lynn Scofield’s jewelry was being fenced.


  Föener, Zek. Powerful telepath and friend to Harry Keogh. Now lives in Zante, a Greek island.


  Garvey, Paul. “A full-blown telepath” who lost half of his face tackling Johnny Found (in Deadspawn). Despite reconstructive surgery, he no longer smiles. One of the witch’s dozen.


  Goodly, Ian. Night duty officer at E-Branch when Anna-Marie English and Trask arrive. Also a prognosticator or “hunchman.”


  Gorvi the Guile. The dark and devious Lord of Guilesump in the basement of the Last Aerie.


  Gorvisman, Turgis. Gorvi’s messenger to Nestor, inviting him to meet for mutual benefit.


  Great Enemy. How Nestor feels about his twin brother, Nathan.


  Great Hall, Wrathspire’s. Where the Lady Wratha holds audience; it is one hundred fifty feet long and sixty feet wide. Here we find her great bone throne.


  Great Pass, the. Splits the Barrier Range in a dogleg north to south.


  guardian, bat-thing. Once Vasagi’s, now Nestor’s. Black as night, shaped like a bat hanging from a ceiling—but upright, with its head at the top.


  guardian, wolf-fox thing. Canker’s guardian that welcomed Nestor into his kennel. A creature spawned of Canker’s vats, it had been bred in something of his image.


  hairbrush, pig-bristle. Harry’s old hairbrush. By holding it Chung knew through sympathetic tracking if Harry was still alive, or dead. Or alive again, in the guise of Nathan Kiklu.


  Hannant, James Gordon. Master at Harden boys school. The one who thought to teach Harry his mathematics. (See Necroscope.) He went on to speak with Nathan.


  Hartlepool. A town in England where Harry once lived. Nathan stayed in a hotel there with Trask and Zek.


  infant. The child stolen away by Nestor, untainted, to be given to Glina as recompense for her own lost Bairn.


  Ivanovich, Lance Corporal. Driver of the supply truck that bore the stowaway Nathan from Perchorsk toward Ukhta. Intercepted at Little Kozhva by Tzonov, who discovered that Nathan had escaped.


  Izhma. The new oil field, where British and American engineers labored alongside Russian workers. It was here that Nathan was rescued by a Swedish jetcopter as he escaped from Tzonov.


  jade clasp. A small green jade clasp given to Nathan by Siggi Darn. A keepsake, used by David Chung to determine Siggi’s absence from this world.


  jet-copter. The “streamlined wasp of an aircraft” that transported Trask and Goodly to Perchorsk. A small, short-range military reconnaissance aircraft.


  Junior, Harry. “The Dweller.” Harry Keogh’s son and master of the Möbius Continuum.


  Karl the Crag. To whom Wratha was supposedly in thrall. She “turned his hair to smoke, and burned his eyes out!” by tying him to their bed and opening the curtains. (See Blood Brothers.)


  Keogh, Nathan. How Trask referred to Nathan Kiklu after their first meeting, and how Nathan eventually accepted his relationship to Harry.


  Khorvaty, Mountains of. One of the “strange places” referred to by Vladi Ferengi. A device is carved in the rock there.


  Krasin, Staff Sergeant Bruno. One of Tzonov’s trusted men. He would one day lead Tzonov’s expeditionary force through the Perchorsk Gate.


  Lane, Graham “Sergeant.” Sergeant told Nathan about his part in Harry’s education: unarmed combat. (See Necroscope.)


  Lichloathe. The cognomen given to Nestor by the other Wamphyri of Wrath- stack in respect of his necromantic skills; that and the fact that the dead loathed him and his “talent.”


  Lichloathe, Zahar. (Formerly Sucksthrall.) Lord Nestor’s lieutenant. Once Vasagi’s man.


  Lidesci, Jason. Lardis’s son, named after Jazz Simmons, who managed to fend off Gorvi the Guile during the first raid on Settlement. He was captured and vampirized. (See Blood Brothers.)


  Lidesci, Lardis. (See Blood Brothers.)


  Lycanthrope. The shape-changing talent of Canker the dog-lord, “which made him look even more like some monstrous wolf when he went off hunting on Sunside.”


  Machine, Tzonov’s. “. . . Such a machine, banned now throughout the civilized world . . . a mechanical vampire, with (Nathan) himself as its victim!”


  Madmanse. The Killglance brothers’ place within Wrathstack, named after their old aerie in Turgosheim.


  Mangemanse. A higher level of the stack than Madmanse, where Canker Canison dwells directly beneath Suckscar.


  Marla. One of the two vampire thralls who bedded Nestor on his ascension to Suckscar. Unlike Carmen, this one was not drained.


  Masquemanse. Home of Devetaki Skuliguise, in Turgosheim.


  McCulloch, Peter. The son of John and Mary and owner of Paddy, the dog that Harry Keogh resurrected following his death in a road accident.


  Mitrea, Agon. The old dead chief tormented in death by Nestor, who wanted his memories of the time when the Old Wamphyri were vanquished.


  Mitrea, Lexandru. Father of Agon Mitrea. Onetime leader of the Szgany Mitrea.


  Moon Mistress. Mythical goddess of the moon, as believed in and yearned for by Canker Canison.


  Nestor, Vampire Lord. Nathan’s brother and a necromancer. Nestor was rescued, fed, and tended by Szgany lepers on the fringe of Sunside’s prairie belt.


  Nightmare Zone. Originally the morgue that joined a police station and an old Victorian hospital. By placing the bodies of rapist and murderer Todd Prentiss and the psychic telekinetic John Scofield (whose wife and son were Prentiss’s victims) in close proximity, the police created the Nightmare Zone, or NZ. Now subject to more generalized poltergeist and zombie activity, the NZ has been growing over the months and covers a large area of London.


  Northstar. The sinister star of ill omen. “Like a clot of blue ice frozen and glittering over the Barrier Mountains, the Northstar was both beacon and companion” to Nestor.


  Ops Room. Inside E-Branch HQ, complete with briefing podium.


  Paddy. The McCulloch’s mongrel dog that Harry Keogh brought back from death.


  Prairie Belt. Area of Sunside between the forests and the furnace deserts.


  Prentiss, Todd. Rapist and murderer of Lynn Scofield and her eight-year-old son.


  Prison, Barlinnie. Prison in Glasgow where the empath Geoff Smart had been studying psychopaths.


  Protze Prospekt. Location of the Soviet E-Branch HQ in Moscow. An obvious military target.


  Pythagoras. After dissolving the Brotherhood and making himself available in Harry’s time, he withdrew back into his shell, retreating “to the safety of obsolete doctrines, surrounding himself in secrecy once more, and awaiting his grand metempsychosis.”


  Radujevac Refuge. Outwards, a refuge for orphaned Romanian children. But the refuge is also the resurgence of a subterranean river that guards the natural Gate to Starside.


  Robinson, Frank. Teale’s sometime partner, a spotter. Also one of the witch’s dozen. In his early forties but looks much younger.


  Samos. A Greek island in the Aegean close to the Turkish mainland. Also the birth and resting place of Pythagoras, where Nathan visited him.


  Sanctuary Rock. The location of the principal refuge of the Szgany Lidesci. A great hollow boulder, almost a small mountain in its own right, in the Sunside foothills near Settlement.


  Scofield, Andrew. Eight-year-old son of John and Lynn Scofield, murdered while protecting his mother against an intruder.


  Scofield, John. An E-Branch agent and the son of a psychic medium. A telekinetic whose wife and son were brutally murdered, he turned to E-Branch for assistance in locating the perpetrator, Prentiss. After Prentiss was shot dead, Scofield cut his own throat with a cutthroat razor so that he could pursue him in the afterlife!


  Scofield, Lynn. John Scofield’s wife; brutally raped and murdered, along with her eight-year-old boy.


  sigil, Canker Canison’s. A sickle moon fretted into the lobes of his furry ears.


  sigil, Devetaki’s. Grin-Scowled Mask.


  sigil, Eran Painscar’s. Spiny Gauntlet.


  sigil, Ferengi. Head of a devil, with crimson eyes, bifurcate tongue and grinning jaws that dripped gouts of blood.


  sigil, Grigor Hakson’s. Rampant Rod.


  sigil, Vormulac’s. Hanging Man.


  sigil, Wratha’s. Kneeling man in silhouette, with slumped shoulders and bowed head.


  sigil, Zindevar Cronesap’s. Spitted Pig.


  Simmons, Jazz. Michael J. Simmons has died recently from cancer. But he returns from the grave to assist Zek and Nathan, fugitives from their ex-KGB would-be assassins on the shores of Zakinthos. (The J is for Jason, hence Jazz.)


  Skullguise, Devetaki. A great Lady of the Wamphyri. The so-called “Virgin Grandam.” A schemer extraordinary, and the real leader of the Turgosheim Triumvirate.


  Slough. Location of the E-Branch “safe house” where Nathan was taken upon arrival in England.


  Smart, Geoff. An empath. “He didn’t just feel for a person but became him, experienced his emotions, pains, passions.”


  spider cavern. “Six hexagonal tubes formed the base, with five more on top, then four, three, two and one. A pyramid of tubes. Storage tubes of wax, produced and fashioned by the spiders, in which to preserve . . . what?”


  spiders, aerie. “They were at least four times longer, with forty or fifty times the bulk!”


  spiral staircase. Connecting Suckscar to Mangemanse. Nestor uses it to visit his “ally” Canker Canison.


  Suckscar. Vasagi the Suck’s old home, now Nestor’s. Suckscar is located directly above Mangemanse.


  Sucksthrall. See Lichloathe, Zahar.


  Sucksthrall, Gore. Keeper of the Vats and Vasagi the Suck’s first-made lieutenant. He challenged Nestor as leader of the Suckscar manse, and was destroyed by Nestor in Wrathspire’s Great Hall.


  Sucksthrall, Grig. Nestor’s new thrall, forced to eat the finger of Zahar to pledge his allegiance to the new Lord Nestor.


  supplicants. The name given to Szgany groups who accept the Wamphyri tithe system.


  Szgany Ferengi. The Travelling folk joined by Nathan as he escaped south from Little Kozhva. They have waited years without number for the Wamphyri—the Old Ferengi—to return and lead them to greatness.


  Taintspore. The other name for Lord Unsleep.


  Teale, Guy. A prognosticator. One of the witch’s dozen.


  televiewer. The device through which Trask and Tzonov communicated, a large flat screen on a central console in the Operations Room at E-Branch HQ. Those present included Trask, Goodly, Teale, English, Cleary, and Chung.


  Trog. Canker’s spider hatchery. A neanderthal Trog was used as a receptacle, a hatchery. Inside the Trog, a new generation of grubs is burgeoning.


  Trollmanse. Lom Halfstruck’s stump of a stack in Turgosheim.


  Tzonov, Turkur. The Opposition’s top man. Tzonov can read minds face to face. A martial arts devotee, he met the British delegates at Moscow airport.


  Unsleep, Vormulac. Master of melancholy Vormspire in Turgosheim.


  Vanadze, Projekt Director. In Turkur Tzonov’s absence, the man who arranged for Trask and Goodly to leave Perchorsk.


  Vasagi the Suck. Defeated in battle by Wran Killglance, Vasagi’s egg was torn from him and used to vampirize Nestor. Vasagi was then rescued from imminent death by Nestor himself.


  VTOL Hawk. The British Airways Vertical Take-Off and Landing aircraft that bore Ben Trask and Ian Goodly to Moscow to meet with the Opposition.


  Wills, Jim. Referred to by Mrs. Wills as “My Jim.” Her late husband who talks to her even now: “Meg, me love, you look after ‘arry’s room. Well, yer never knows when he’ll be needin’ ter use it again, now does yer?”


  Wills, Mrs. Meg. The cleaning lady at E-Branch HQ. Not an esper herself, still she hears the voice of her late husband.


  witch’s dozen. Thirteen observers who gathered in the ops room at E-Branch to witness Harry’s demise.


  Wratha, the Lady. Also known as Wratha the Risen. Leader of a small group of Wamphyri in their exodus from Turgosheim.


  Wrathstack. Once Karenstack, home of the Lady Karen. Later to become home to the Lady Wratha and her band of emigrant Wamphyri.


  Yefros, Alexei. “A misogynist with an especially ugly sadistic streak.” An esper assistant from Moscow, brought in to help Tzonov locate Nathan and later to use his machine on Siggi.


  Zakinthos. Zek’s island home in the Ionian, where Nathan and Zek went to visit Jazz Simmons’s grave and relay messages between Jazz and Zek. It was at this time that Nathan’s two minders were killed by agents of Turkur Tzonov, and Nathan and Zek were subsequently attacked by would-be assassins.
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  [image: Image] Ahhhhhhhhhhh! In the Möbius Continuum (looking through a time-door). An interminable one-note “sound” not actually heard but imagined; this phenomenon accompanies perhaps the most amazing sight in all the worlds of the Necroscope.


  big equation, the. Another name for the ultimate mathematical formula that can open the Möbius Continuum’s hyperspace doors.


  Big One, the. The precog Ian Goodly’s way of describing some incredible but unreadable future event which he knows will be of the utmost importance.


  biopropulsion. As in the propulsive systems of certain Terran organisms, such as the squid, octopus, or squirting cucumber; and, in Starside, Wamphyri warrior creatures, whose posterior vents permit aerial mobility. Also, in battle, these warriors produce overpowering, indeed poisonous, stenches with which to dismay and defeat their enemies. One notable comparison in Earth creatures is immediately apparent in the common skunk.


  Black Boris. A Turgosheim Lord who was frowned upon for cohabiting with trogs. He became Guardian of the Way at the eastern limit of Olden Starside’s Barrier Mountains, and was stationed there to prevent deserters from Wratha’s group fleeing back to Turgosheim.


  bolas. The Starside variety of the weapon consists of a whorl of three rope spokes, each equipped with a razor-sharp, eight-inch hook. The device may be hauled in, and is mainly used to drag the riders of enemy flyers out of their saddles. Victims of this cruel weapon are then cut loose and let fall to their deaths.


  Brothers Romani, the. Andrei Romani is a survivor to the end. His brothers Franci and Ion . . . are not so fortunate.


  Bykov, Private Vasily. A soldier under Sergeant Bruno Krasin.


  Carmen-Who-Should-Not-Be. The same Carmen whom Lord Nestor had thought to reduce to a stain, rescued by Lord Vasagi the Gape, and returned now to avenge herself on Nestor.


  Chernobyl sarcophagus, the. The “tomb” of a nuclear meltdown, in the former USSR, which Ben Trask compares to the menace of the Wamphyri.


  CMI. Combined Military Intelligence. Created when MI5 and MI6 joined up in the early years of the new millennium, a “cosmic secret” branch of CMI is ordered to capture, or kill, Nathan Kiklu-Keogh before he can make a return to the Vampire World.


  Ethloi’s symbols. Pictographs shown to Nathan by Ethloi, who saw them in a vision.


  fountain of light. In the lake at the Starside Gate, a great resurgence of water from Earth.


  Goban. A lieutenant belonging to Wratha the Risen, blown into two pieces by a rocket fired by Nathan.


  Gorvisman, Turgis. One of Gorvi the Guile’s lieutenants, last survivor of his Turgosheim subordinates. Trapped by the Szgany Lidesci, Turgis died on Sunside and was burned in a firepit.


  hundred-year-death, the. Leprosy, as it is often referred to by the Wamphyri.


  Ingrison, Kalk. Once a Lord of Turgosheim, said to have held his leprosy at bay for one hundred and forty years, who finally withered to a husk and crumbled into pieces in a single night.


  Kalkas, Zestos. A lesser Lord of Turgosheim, swept from the rim of a gorge to his death during Vormulac’s crusade against Lady Wratha and her renegades.


  Kalksman, Gaul. After Zestos’s death, Gaul cut out his vampire leech, accepted its egg, and so became Wamphyri!


  Lom the Stunted. “. . . whose knuckles drag on the floor.” Another name (of Devetaki’s) for the dwarf Lord, Lom Halfstruck.


  loup-garou. A werewolf. (In this case, Canker Canison.)


  Mexican Jumping Bean. Nathan’s analogy as to the physics and mechanics of Sunside/Starside and the Vampire World’s weird orbit and tumbling moon.


  mind-darts. Telepathic “bolts” hurled by the Wamphyri to stir reluctant or (in a very few cases) rebellious constructs into obedient activity.


  moon music. The “music” Canker Canison plays on his instrument of giant warrior bones, an organ that utilizes the wind out of the north and a series of baffles operated by Canker. He plays the thing in order that he may “lure his silver mistress down from the moon.”


  Mordslump. A minor Turgosheim manse or aerie.


  Nathan’s earth weaponry. He uses these against the Wamphyri in the Vampire World of Sunside/Starside. Fragmentation grenades; a 30mm rocket launcher; a lightweight flame-thrower; a machine-pistol and ammo; self-loading rifles; explosive crossbow bolts.


  Nestor’s transformation. “Two and a half years ago he had been a six-footer, and now was almost seven. He’d been tanned by the sun, and was now pallored by both the night and his condition. His Szgany eyes had been dark naturally, but now—as the eyes of a Lord of the Wamphyri—they were as red as fire.”


  One-Who-Scans. The name that Nathan’s wolf nephews give to the locator Alexei Yefros.


  Paxton, Geoffrey. Once a telepath, Paxton originally worked for E-Branch. His last job for the Branch was to “eavesdrop” Harry Keogh during his transition to vampirism. Harry found out what was happening and stripped Paxton of his mentalist powers. But the ex-telepath hasn’t given in. Now he ranks high in CMI, and has even changed his appearance.


  Raiken. A soldier under Bruno Krasin’s command.


  schaudenfreude. A German word, meaning “to take pleasure at the discomfort of others.”


  shewstone. A wizard’s crystal ball, as in this new description of the damaged Perchorsk Gate: “Three giant cat’s-eye slits or wedges of light shining out from the four-foot gaps in the carbon steel shell, where mighty rams had drawn back and torn the welded sections apart, leaving strips of weld hanging down like the rind of some strange metal fruit. The alien light came flooding from the Gate, of course, exposed like the blind, free-floating eye of a Cyclops, or the all-seeing orb of some colossal shewstone . . . or the seething evil of Pandora’s box.”


  Skullmanse. The name that Devetaki Skullguise would give to the upper levels of Wrathstack when (if) she could whelm them. Devetaki likewise suggested names for the levels below Skullmanse, such as: “Eranscar! Trollsump! Gruntmanse!” And finally, looking at Grigor the Lech, “Lechlodge?”


  Smart, Geoff. An E-Branch empath.


  snapper plant. An insectivorous, flowering Sunside herb whose foul smell is most attractive to stink-gnats.


  speleologists. Experts in subterranean exploration. A trio of explorers who accompany the E-Branch party up the course of an underground river to the first and natural Gate, and through it into Starside. Their names are: John Carling, Jim Bentley, and Orson Sangster.


  steam engine. Nathan’s gift to the Thyre: a model steam engine which they (and the Szgany) could copy to a larger scale. “With this (they) could make the desert bloom!”


  Stone-Like-a-River. A place in the heights, to the east of the Great Pass on Sunside/Starside. Known to Nathan’s wolf nephews, especially Dock, who leads a pack in that region. This is where the Wamphyri out of Turgosheim alighted before beginning their systematic attacks on Sunside’s Szgany.


  Szgany Stengi. One of Sunside’s oldest Traveller tribes.


  trogskin gloves, Wratha’s. To disguise her burgeoning leprosy, the Lady Wratha wears “gloves of a pale cream to her elbows: thin leather trogskin—peeled from living arms—softened and bleached in urine, and scented with oil of rose.”


  trog threads. Trog life-threads as seen through the time-doors in the Möbius Continuum are green. (As opposed to human threads which are blue, red vampire threads, and golden Thyre threads.)


  Vasagi. Now No-Longer-the-Suck. Having lost his snout siphon, and with his leech ripped out of him, still Lord Vasagi survived to become Vasagi the Gape . . . and to wreak vengeance on Lord Wran the Rage Killglance.


  Wamphyri emblems. The sigils or “heraldic devices” of the Wamphyri of Turgosheim, as noted by Maglore the Mage during the departure of Vormulac’s army en-route to Olden Starside: “Vormulac’s ‘hanging man’ emblem, Grigor Hakson’s odious ‘rampant rod,’ Devetaki’s ‘grin-scowl mask,’ Ursula Torspawn’s ‘Szgany bells,’ Eran Painscar’s ‘spiny gauntlet,’ Tangiru the Grunt’s ‘warrior-tooth necklace,’ Zun’s ‘bloodied tusks,’ and Zindevar’s ‘spitted pig’ (in fact a spitted man, right down to the apple in his mouth!) and many another.”


  Wamphyri Lords and Ladies. They likewise accompanied Vormulac’s punitive expedition: “Lom Halfstruck, Lord of Trollmanse . . . Lord Wamus, who was far more bat than man . . . Lady Valeria of Valspire . . . Laughing Zack Shorn- skull of Zackspire . . . Lord Freg of Fregscarp . . . oh, and at least a dozen and a half more . . .”


  Wamscarp. Lord Wamus’s aerie; one of Turgosheim’s major manses, “an echoing cathedral of a place in a stalagmitic cavern system located high in the wall of the gorge.”


  Wamskeep. As a reward for doing battle with Sergeant Bruno Krasin’s men at the keep in the pass, Lord Wamus and his bloodsons were to be honored by having their family name applied to both the keep, “Wamskeep,” and to the pass itself, “Wamus Pass.” Since they failed disastrously in their undertaking, this honor (in fact part of a ploy of Devetaki’s designed to remove them) was never conferred.


  watcher, the. A Wamphyri construct in the keep in the pass. It is described as being: “An alien, six-legged centaur—a monster created from the flesh of men—with a great many eyes along its neck and in its tapering nub of a head . . .” A creature formed in Lord Shaithis’s vats of metamorphosis (and Shaithis himself dead for sixteen years), this thing had stood watch in the keep, all unfed and untended, for a like period of time.


  weaponry, Earth. Some of the weapons taken into Starside by Turkur Tzonov, his immediate subordinates and soldiers: The precog Alexei Yefros—a small- caliber, high-powered automatic pistol in a shoulder holster. Sergeant Bruno Krasin—a short-barrelled, laser-targeting, 10.32mm self-loading rifle. The telepath Turkur Tzonov—a machine pistol. Bruno Krasin’s men were also armed with grenade launchers, flame-throwers, machine guns and rocket launchers.
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  [image: Image] Aberdeen. A city on the east coast of Scotland.


  Adrano, Hotel. Harry’s residence in Paterno, Sicily, when he planned his raid on the vault of the Francezcis.


  alcohol. Alec Kyle (former owner of Harry Keogh’s body) had a thing for alcohol when he was under stress. Harry Keogh believed this had brought on his own “addiction,” but in fact the wine that B. J. Mirlu gave him was drugged; she used it to hypnotize and control him.


  amber. A gem stone formed of fossilized resin. Radu Lykan wore a piece of amber round his neck as he knew that his future was tied up with the substance.


  Anderson, Dr James. A hypnotist hired by E-Branch to leave post-hypnotic commands in Harry Keogh’s mind so that he would not reveal his talents after he left E-Branch. This backfired and made Harry paranoid; with these commands in place it was easier for others to get into his mind, such as B.J. Mirlu.


  Andropov, Yuri. Head of the KGB.


  Arthur’s Seat. On the outskirts of Edinburgh, Arthur’s Seat is a volcanic rock formation with a lake on top of a hill.


  Auld John. A seemingly elderly Scottish man of Inverdruie who was in thrall to Bonnie Jean; he turned against her when Radu Lykan promised him immortality as a Lord of the Wamphyri. Auld John guarded the difficult routes up to Radu’s near inaccessible hideaway in the Cairngorms, and was the only survivor of the final battle between Radu and Harry Keogh.


  Avars. (Juan-Juan.) Fifth- and sixth-century invaders from Mongolia.


  Banks, Jim. The first police officer murdered for getting too close to a gang of London-based car thieves led by A. C. Doyle Jamieson.


  Barcelona. A city in Aragon (Spain). Radu Lykan stayed there while trying to outdistance the plague.


  Bargosi, Arlek. One of a group of rapists who took Magda Lykan. Arlek paid for his crime when Radu Lykan shot him with a bolt from a crossbow.


  Basti, Lady Rusha. A Lady of the Wamphyri out of Starside history. By all accounts she had a very good figure but never showed her face.


  Belisarius. A Roman general under the Emperor Justinian, Belisarius commanded a fleet against the Vandals in North Africa. Radu Lykan might have joined him in the field of battle, but chose to protect his mountain territories instead.


  Ben Vorlich. A mountain near Loch Lubnaig in Scotland. This was the location of Harry Keogh’s first climb with B. J. Mirlu, where he was helped by an unknown member of the Great Majority.


  Betts, Ray. An empath who worked for E-Branch.


  Bishop, Andrew. The owner of the Kincraig Wildlife Park in Scotland, where the animals were attacked by what looked like a part-wolf, part-woman creature. Bishop was the husband of Liz, who was at the wildlife park the night that the attack took place.


  Black Death. A plague that decimated Europe in the 1300s. Radu Lykan “contracted” the disease during a fight with Faethor Ferenczy in 1348. Radu’s leech could not cure him while he was active in the world, and he was obliged to “retire.”


  Blair Atholl. A town in Scotland where wolves were seen.


  Brezhnev, Premier Leonid. Russian premier who initiated the Soviet E-Branch.


  Bulgars. Old World Bulgarians who hounded vampires in the Carpathian Mountains and killed them whenever possible.


  C.A.A. The Civil Aviation Authority.


  Cairngorms. A major mountain range in Scotland—the site of Radu’s lair.


  Cairngorms Nature Reserve. Located in the Cairngorm Mountains, one hundred square miles of mountain heights and wilderness, the reserve is home to deer, wildcats, foxes, otters, and other animals, but rarely men. B. J. Mirlu hunted here when visiting Radu.


  Cavee, Guy. A Francezci thrall who was used as an example or scapegoat after Harry Keogh’s break-in at Le Manse Madonie.


  Central Committee Hotel. This is where the Russian parapsychological convention was accommodated.


  chloroform. A colorless volatile liquid used as an anaesthetic. Chloroform was used by Francezci thralls to sedate Dr. James Anderson and facilitate his kidnap.


  Church of St. Laurent. The resting place of Nostradamus, in Salon-de-Provence in the south of France.


  Clarke, Darcy. The head of E-Branch. (See Necroscope IV.)


  Colonel Tsi-Hong. The head of the Chinese E-Branch.


  Cornwall. The southernmost county in England and the site of “big cat” attacks.


  Dacia. War-torn region in Europe when Radu was up and about, before he contracted the Black Death. This was the country in which Radu emerged from the river Danube—today Romania.


  Dalkeith. Burial place of the man who helped Harry Keogh when he was climbing Ben Vorlich. George lanson was also from this town.


  Dalwhinnie. A town in Scotland where B.J. Mirlu and Harry Keogh stayed after an attack by the Drakesh thralls.


  Danube. Once known as the Danuvius; now, locally, as the Dunarea or Dunav, this is the river whose subterranean contributory Radu Lykan and the other Wamphyri Lords (the Drakuls and Ferenczys) used to enter into our world from Starside.


  De Petralia, Constanza. The mother of Angelo Francezci.


  Desmodus bats. Giant bloodsucking bats of Middle and South America. Similar species exist in Starside.


  Devon. A county in southern England situated to the east of Cornwall, where “big cat” attacks took place.


  DNA. The building blocks of life. The Chinese took some of Daham Drakesh’s DNA to see if they could clone an army. The experiment went wrong and all of the things that they brought to life had to be killed instantly.


  dons. Heads of the Mafia, most powerful crime families in the world. These men went to the Francezcis for information on possible future events.


  Drakesh Monastery. Home to Daham Drakesh and his “religious” sect. Located on the Tingri Plateau in Tibet.


  Drakesh, Daham. Last in the line of the Drakul family of Great Vampires.


  Drakesh, Singra Singh. Senior lieutenant of Daham Drakesh. A very powerful telepath, Singra Singh could “talk” with Daham Drakesh over continent- spanning distances.


  Drakul brothers. Egon and Karl Drakul rivalled Shaitan of the Wamphyri in their evil! Original vampires from a parallel world, they were among the first of the Wamphyri to establish themselves in Starside. The brothers were the younger sons of a family vampirised in the swamps, and they were later thrown into the Starside Gate for treachery against Lord Shaitan.


  Dumitresti. A town in Romania, located in a district known for its werewolves.


  Ehrig the Wen. One of the lesser lords of the Wamphyri on Starside. He formed part of the uprising against Shaitan . . . which promptly failed!


  Ferenczy, Faethor. As previously but we have learned a lot more about him, his feuding, and his enemies. Angelo Ferrenzig played a part in his death by instructing Emilio Francezci to tell the Americans to carpet-bomb the area of Faethor’s home in Romania during WWII. Also, in A.D. 1348, Faethor had attacked Radu with a plague-infected sword; this brought about Radu’s sleep of centuries in Scotland.


  Ferenczy, Janos. Seen in a precognitive glimpse by Harry. (See Deadspeak.)


  Ferenczy, Lagula. Brother of Rahki Ferenczy and one of the first in a long dynasty of vampires. He played a part in the rape and death of Magda Lykan.


  Ferenczy, Nonari. (Nonari the Gross.) Nonari was thrown into the Starside Gate at the same time as Radu and the Drakuls. Nonari may have been the beginning of the Ferenczy dynasty on Earth.


  Ferenczy, Rahki. Brother of Lagula and one of the first in a long dynasty of vampires. He played a part in the rape and death of Magda Lykan—for which Radu beheaded him on Starside, then ripped his parasite from him and devoured it.


  Ferengus, Onarius. A Ferenczy in Roman guise. Radu Lykan had no doubt that this was none other than Nonari the Gross.


  Ferrenzig, Angelo. The son of Constanza de Petralia and Waldemar Ferrenzig, and father of Anthony and Francesco Francezci. Angelo was a master of metamorphism, but when his “talent” became uncontrollable, his twin sons imprisoned him a pit under Le Manse Madonie. There he was useful to the twins as a scryer on future times.
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  Ferrenzig, Waldemar. The son of Belos Pheropzis, Waldemar was known to have sided with the Vandals against the Romans in north Africa. (See Fuhrenzig, Valdemar.)


  Forest of Atholl. North of the Grampians in central Scotland. Harry Keogh and B.J. Mirlu were ambushed by Drakesh thralls in the Forest of Atholl, where Harry killed Daham Drakesh’s bloodson.


  Francezci, Anthony. One of twin vampire brothers, the other being Francesco. They dwelled at Le Manse Madonie in the mountains of Sicily. Anthony was gradually succumbing to the same mutative processes as his father, the thing in the pit, Angelo Ferrenzig.


  Francezci, Francesco. The other brother, Francesco was the hotheaded one. Earlier he had been known as Emilio Francezci, but as Francesco he was sent to England to track down and kill Radu Lykan before he could rise up from the resin.


  Fuhrenzig, Valdemar. A great boyar with a castle in the Khorvaty north of Moldavia. Linked with Waldemar Ferrenzig, he could be one and the same vampire.


  Gaeseric of the Vandals. (427–477) The warrior king who sacked Carthage in 439 and captured and looted Rome in 455. He used Radu Lykan as a mercenary fighter, then killed his men and took back the money that he’d paid him. For which Radu made a blood oath for vengeance.


  Goresci, Alan. A moon-child in thrall to Radu Lykan, who made his way up to Scotland from Bodmin in Cornwall. He was the real “Beast of Bodmin” and was also known as “Alan-on-the-Moor.”


  Goths. An ancient Germanic people.


  Gravina, Prince Ferdinando. Onetime owner of the Villa Palagonia, near Bagheria, Sicily, Ferdinando was as wealthy as the Ferenczinis and had “a mania for grotesques.”


  Greentree Publishing Limited. Published Wild Dogs, Big Cats, a book by Angus McGowan. The book made Inspector George Ianson suspect that something was wrong as it featured a photograph of McGowan from thirty years ago—and he hadn’t aged a day!


  Hagi, Hengor “The Gust.” An original Lord of the Wamphyri in Starside.


  Hagisman, Emil. In thrall to Hengor, Emil was a lieutenant. He helped Radu Lykan when he first ventured into Starside by giving him advice on the other Lords and Ladies of the Wamphyri.


  Hannat. Mentioned in the quatrains of Nostradamus, this is a mention of a future son of Harry’s: an anagram of “Nathan.” (See the Vampire World trilogy.)


  Harden. A village on the northeast coast of England where Harry was brought up from childhood to his late teens. This was where he had first met Brenda, and he went back to Harden to question her parents about her whereabouts.


  Heng, Tok The leader of a mercenary band employed by the Romans. Radu joined this band, and subsequently took over its leadership during a night of the full moon.


  Home Office. Part of the British government that deals with events in England.


  Hong, Tsi. The head of the Communist Chinese equivalent of E-Branch.


  Houdini, Harry. (1874–1926) Famous American escape artist who died during a daring escape attempt. He helped the Necroscope to get out of a straightjacket in Oakdeene Sanatorium.


  Hsiung-nu. Nomadic Asian warriors of a bygone age, the Hsiung-nu were the cause of great devastation in the first, second and third centuries A.D.


  Huns. Warriors of a bygone age. Powerful, squat, swarthy nomads who moved west out of Asia and (under Atilla, 433–453) sacked Europe.


  Hyde Park. Large park in the center of London where a nuclear device was buried by thralls of Daham Drakesh.


  Ianson, Inspector George. A policeman who was investigating the murder of John Moffat. In this respect he involved Angus McGowan, an expert on wild animals.


  Inverdruie. The location of Auld John’s home. B.J. Mirlu often stopped here on her way to Radu Lykan’s lair, mostly to check that she wasn’t being followed by Radu’s enemies.


  Islam. The Muslim religion; also the entire Muslim world.


  Jack Daniel’s. An American brand of sour mash whiskey. In his E-Branch days, Alec Kyle was partial to this liquor.


  Jackson, J. Humphrey Jr. When he was alive he built safes and strong rooms. His last employers were the Francezcis, who killed him to keep the work he had done for them secret. He was also known as “Humph.”


  Jakes, George. A policeman murdered by the gang of car thieves. He was the third to be killed, and at this point E-Branch was brought in to help. Jakes was brought back from the dead by Harry to help bring the gang of car thieves to book.


  Jamieson, A.C. Doyle. (A.C.=Arthur Conan.) The leader of a gang of car thieves in East London and the twin brother of R.L. Stevenson Jamieson. He believed he was a werewolf and would kill anyone who got too close to his ring of car thieves.


  Jamieson, R.L. Stevenson. Brother of A.C. Doyle Jamieson. Murdered by his brother, “Robert Louis,” helped Harry Keogh with his Obi. (See Obi.)


  Jordan, Trevor. A telepath working for E-Branch. Jordan partnered Harry during the investigation of the ring of car thieves after a murdered policeman had been found.


  Julio’s Café and Restaurant. Owned by Julio Sclafani and situated on the Via Della Magione in Palermo, Sicily, the café was frequented by the Francezcis.


  Katerin. An old woman who works for the Francezcis, Katerin is some eighty years of age and a vampire. She is a witness to the fact that Anthony Francezci’s metamorphosism is out of control, and that he’s going the same way as his father.


  Keogh, Harry. The Necroscope is having difficulty getting used to Alec Kyle’s body, and his wife and child have disappeared. He decides to leave E-Branch in order to search for them. The Branch lets him go, but not before putting some post-hypnotic commands in place in Harry’s mind so that he will not be able to reveal his talents (his ability to speak with the dead, and his use of the metaphysical Möbius Continuum) to anyone outside E-Branch. Before commencing his search, however, Harry investigates a gang of car thieves and in so doing makes the acquaintance of B. J. Mirlu who helps him close the case.


  Kings Cross. Main line station in London where Harry was met by E-Branch when he came down from Edinburgh.


  Kingussie. Gavin Strachan’s hometown in the Valley of the Spey, Scotland.


  Krawlau. A town in Moldavia where Radu Lykan had his camp. The place was inhospitable, and not easily attacked.


  Krugerrands. South African golden coins used only for investment. Each contains one troy ounce of fine gold. Harry Keogh gave many Krugerrands to B. J. Mirlu to help with her finances; he had stolen them from the vault of the Francezcis under Le Manse Madonie.


  Kwijiang Avenue, Chungking. Location of China’s equivalent to E-Branch.


  Kyle, Alec. A former head of E-Branch, his body is now inhabited by Harry Keogh (through metempsychosis), and Harry is having trouble with Kyle’s alcoholism and his precognitive dreams. (See Wamphyri!)


  Lake Constance. Near Meersburg on the Swiss-German border. The location of Franz Anton Mesmer’s grave.


  Lane, Graham “Sergeant.” A longtime friend of Harry’s and a member of the Great Majority. When Harry is in trouble he can count on Sergeant to take over his body and fight for him, as he did in B.J.’s wine bar.


  Layard, Ken. A locator for E-Branch.


  Lee, Jimmy. A drunken Scotsman who was looking for a fight with Harry; he didn’t win as Harry had the help of Graham “Sergeant” Lane.


  Loch Ness. Southwest of Inverness in Scotland, Loch Ness is the alleged home of the fabled Nessie. Angus McGowan was a technical advisor on one of the projects to find the monster of the loch.


  Lowrie, Moreen. A member of B.J.’s pack, Moreen was raped, tortured, and murdered by Francesco Francezci, Angus McGowan and Guy Tanziano. Yet still in the end she came to Harry’s assistance when he most needed her.


  Lugosi, Thereza. Known as Thereza “Three-Eyes” Lugosi, she was a Lady of the Wamphyri on Starside. Born a freak on Sunside, her parents pleaded her case and brought her up. Alas that Thereza killed them for their love and loyalty.


  Lun, Chang. Killed by Daham Drakesh for spying on him, this Red Chinese major was an officer in Xigaze Garrison in Tibet. Chang Lun was brought back from the dead by Harry Keogh to wait in ambush for Daham Drakesh.


  Lykan, Freji. The father of Radu Lykan. Ion and Lexandru Zirescu were sent to murder him by their father, Giorga, head man of the Szgany Zirescu.


  Lykan, Magda. Radu Lykan’s younger sister. She was raped and killed by Ion and Lexandru Zirescu, assisted by Rahki and Lagula Ferenczy, Arlek Bargosi, and Kherl Fumari.


  Lykan, Radu. An original vampire from Starside and a telepath without peer, Radu was banished to Earth by Shaitan along with the Ferenczys and the Drakuls. He was up and about for around one thousand years until contracting the Black Death during an ambush by Faethor Ferenczy. He then went to Scotland to sleep in resin for six hundred years in the hope that he would recover. But when he awakened he still had the plague, and so needed a new body into which to transfer both his leech and his mind. Harry Keogh was the one he would choose.


  MacDowell, Margaret. One of B.J.’s women. She was attacked by John Moffat, but B.J. stepped in and saved her. Later she was killed by Guy Tanziano.


  Madonie. A mountain range in Sicily. The location of Le Manse Madonie.


  Mahag. A bloodson of Daham Drakesh, Mahag was killed by Harry Keogh during an ambush on Harry and B. J. Mirlu.


  Manosa, Luigi. He piloted a helicopter for Francesco Francezci when they were looking for Radu’s hideaway in the Cairngorms.


  Manse Madonie, Le. Home of the Francezcis in the Madonie Mountains of Sicily. The manse looks like a large villa from the outside but is in fact more a fortress with many underground levels, including the pit where Angelo Ferrenzig is imprisoned.


  Mario. Francezci chauffeur, an ex-employee of the Scarlattis in Rome. Although he was a highly paid hit man, he was never brought to justice.


  McGowan, Angus. Also known as “the Watcher,” he was a spy for the Francezcis, their lieutenant in Scotland who “watched” the movements of B. J. Mirlu and her thralls.


  Mesmer, Franz Anton. The man who first experimented with hypnotism, “Mesmerism.” In his time he knew a woman who “looked remarkably” like B. J. Mirlu. Mesmer lost faith in himself and died unhappy, never knowing how much his skills would help the world. But then the Necroscope helped him out of his shell, and Mesmer in turn undid some of the damage done to Harry’s psyche by Dr. James Anderson and B. J. Mirlu.


  Milligan, Sean. An IRA bomber, Milligan attempted to detonate a bomb in Oxford Street, but Harry disposed of it using the Möbius Continuum. (At the same time he disposed of Sean Milligan!)


  Mirlu, B.J. A Scottish “woman” for whom Harry Keogh felt an almost fatal attraction. Also known as Bonnie Jean, she was in thrall to Radu. Lykan, a werewolf. A “moon-child,” B.J.’s final resting place was most fitting.


  Moffat, John. A twisted psychopath who plotted to rape and kill Margaret MacDowell, this ex-Army sergeant was stopped by an enraged B.J. and paid the price in full for his evil deeds.


  Mohrag, Sandra. One of B.J.’s moon-children.


  moon-child. A person in thrall to a werewolf.


  Munroe, James. An E-Branch “spotter,” someone who is able to detect others with ESP abilities.


  Muswell Hill. A district in North London. The location of Derek Stevens’s grave.


  Nessie. The alleged monster of Loch Ness.


  New Scotland Yard. Headquarters of the Metropolitan police, in London.


  Newbury. A town in Berkshire, England, and the location of an American airforce base. This is where the dismantled nuclear device from Hyde Park is stored.


  Nicosia, Jimmy. One of the Francezci thralls. Nicosia was sent to England (along with Frank Potenza) where he was party to the “interrogation” of James Anderson. Later, both of these vampire thugs would go out with a bang in the Möbius Continuum.


  Nostradamus. (Michel de Nostrcdame, 1503–66) The famous French physician and astrologer who predicted future events in his esoteric “centuries.” He inherited one of Harry Keogh’s golden darts (see Jake Cutter, Invaders; Nathan Kiklu, Vampire World; and a computer terminal, Vampire World), which enabled him to read Harry’s future; he even “explained” some of the Necroscope’s future in his quatrains. But Harry was left to work out what it all meant.


  Number 3, The Riverside. The location of Harry’s home in Bonnyrig near Edinburgh.


  Nunosti, Kirk. A lesser Lord of the Wamphyri on Starside, Nunosti made a pact with other Lords to overthrow Shaitan . . . and paid for it with his unlife.


  Oakdeene Sanatorium. The asylum where Harry went to recuperate, thinking it would be the only place where he’d be safe. When he realized his mistake, he recruited Harry Houdini to help him escape.


  Obi. Black magic, obi can be compared to the psychic abilities of the members of E-Branch. R. L. Stevenson Jamieson had good obi, but his brother A. C. Doyle Jamieson used his power for evil purposes.


  Official Secrets Act. A government document which restricts sensitive information. Once signed, persons privy to that information may not divulge it to any unauthorized agency.


  oneiromancy. Divination by dreams. Radu Lykan was in possession of this talent, as was Alec Kyle.


  Paracelsus. (Theophrastus Bombastus von Hohenheim; 1493–1541) Mesmer had a keen interest in this Swiss physician’s radical theories.


  Pheropzis, Belos. The alleged egg-son of Nonari the Gross Ferenczy and the father of one Waldemar Ferrenzig.


  Ploiesti, Romania. The latter-day home of Faethor Ferenczy. During WWII, Francesco Francezci told the Americans that “Top Brass” German strategists were active in Ploiesti. The Americans bombed the place and in so doing killed Faethor Ferenczy—which, of course, was what Francesco had desired.


  Potenza, Frank. A Francezci thrall mainly used for his muscle. One of the vampires who captured, tortured, and murdered Dr. James Anderson.


  Provisioner Borisciu. As the “quartermaster” of the Szgany Zirescu on Sunside, Borisciu looked after the tribe’s food provisions.


  Quant, Dr./Director Cyril. The official who ran Oakdeene Sanatorium.


  Radujevac. The place in Dacia where Radu emerged after coming forth from the subterranean “Romanian” Gate. This was in 371 A.D.


  Ragusa, Vincent. This Francezci lieutenant was teamed up with Angus McGowan in Scotland until his timely demise at the hands of Auld John. Silver shot was used in the shotgun blasts that killed him.


  Rhodes. The major Greek island in the Dodecanese group. It was here that Radu Lykan had an encounter with Arab warships and two of his own vessels were destroyed.


  Romani, Bela. A man of the Szgany Mirlu who told Radu Lykan about the Wamphyri. He was killed by his own tribe for having contracted vampirism.


  Roof of the world. Tibet.


  Salon-de-Provence. The church of St. Laurent, where Nostradamus is interred, is located here in the south of France.


  Saracens. Non-Christian opponents of the Crusaders in Faethor’s era.


  SAS. (The Special Air Service.) The most exclusive regiment in all the British armed forces. Their motto: “Who Dares Wins.”


  Sclafani, Julietta. Julio Sclafani’s youngest unmarried daughter, who became involved with the Francezcis. Francesco Francezci put too much of his essence into Julietta while seducing her. She was very nearly Wamphyri before the Francezcis disposed of her.


  Sclafani, Julio. The distraught father of Julietta. He is the owner of Julio’s Café and Restaurant.


  Semtex. A plastic explosive, frequently used by terrorists.


  Singer. A she-wolf companion to Radu in the period when he was a loner in the forests of Sunside. Singer contracted vampirism, but the leech saw Radu as a much more fitting host and transferred itself to him.


  Sousse. In Sousse, in 1347, Radu first realised that the Black Death would be a real problem, probably as dangerous as leprosy itself to a Great Vampire.


  Stakis, Lord Pietre. One of the first Great Vampires to explore western Sunside.


  Stevens, Derek. The second policeman murdered by A. C. Doyle Jamieson and his ring of car thieves.


  Strachan, Gavin. A retired policeman who saw something more than the usual animals at a wildlife park thirty years ago. A possible sighting of a “dog, wolf, she-bitch” thing. (See Andrew Bishop.)


  Tanziano, Guy. A senior thrall to the Francezcis, “Dancer” was killed by Radu in his place high in the Cairngorm Mountains.


  Tingri Plateau. The location of Daham Drakesh’s monastery in Tibet.


  Toulouse. In 1348, en route to Bordeaux, Radu Lykan and his small band were ambushed. Faethor Ferenczy put a sword infected with the plague into Radu’s body. Radu then decided to sleep a curative sleep which would last for six hundred years, and shortly thereafter he took to his resin sarcophagus in the high Cairngorms.


  Trevalin, Garth. One of the moon-children called to attend Radu’s resurgence. Alas, Garth failed to survive the dog-lord’s awakening.


  Tzonov, Turkur. A young Russian telepath, Tzonov is determined to be the next head of the temporarily disbanded Soviet E-Branch. To impress Yuri Andropov, he discovers and disarms a nuclear device planted by Daham Drakesh in the heart of Moscow.


  Villa Palagonia. Once owned by Prince Ferdinando Gravina, this villa near Baghria is a very curious place. Ferdinando had a mania for grotesques, which seems to have been contracted after he gazed into the pit in the bowels of Le Manse Madonie.


  Waverley Street. The main railway station in central Edinburgh. Harry used the railway system when he feared he might give himself away if he used the Möbius Continuum.


  Willis, Dave. A male nurse at Oakdcene Sanatorium, Willis treated Harry Keogh very badly during his stay there. Harry repaid this lack of kindness in spades when he escaped from the hospital.


  Wolfscrag. Radu’s lair in the Moldavian mountains, which took fifty years to build.


  Wolf sden. Radu’s first aerie on Starside, in the earliest days of the Wamphyri.


  Xigaze. The location of the barracks in Tibet that housed Major Chang Lun and his troops.


  Yanner, Peter. An administrator at New Scotland Yard, Yanner was an old friend of George lanson. He got Ianson interested in a lycanthropy theory in connection with the Moffat case.


  Zaghounan. Between Tunis and Sousse in Tunisia, a place where Radu had his image carved in the rock . . . until later it was defaced.


  Zahanine. One of B.J. Mirlu’s moon-children, B.J. used her as bait to lure Jimmy Lee to her wine bar. Alas, Zahanine was killed by two Drakesh thralls at Harry’s house in Bonnyrig. Later, Harry brought her back from the dead to help deal with Daham Drakesh.


  Zappos, Anton. A lesser lord of the Wamphyri on Starside, Zappos made a pact with other lords to overthrow Shaitan. In this he was gravely in error . . .


  Zirescu, Giorga. The father of Ion and Lexandru, who was hard on his people, the Szgany Zirescu. He ordered the death of Freji Lykan, and was in turn murdered by Freji’s son, the changeling Radu Lykan.


  Zirescu, Ion. The twin brother of Lexandru, Ion murdered Freji Lykan, Radu’s father, then raped and murdered Radu’s sister, Magda. In this he was aided and abetted by his brother and the Ferenczys, also by Kherl Fumari and Arlek Bargosi.


  Zirescu, Lexandru. The twin brother of Ion, Lexandru assisted in the murder of Freji Lykan, Radu’s father, then raped and murdered Radu’s sister, Magda. Like all of Radu’s Sunside enemies, the Zirescus would later pay dearly for their crimes.
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  [image: Image] Arenson, Paul. One of a pair of technicians attached to E-Branch, but not possessed of any ESP abilities. He and Jimmy Harvey, another “tech,” were part of a team of technicians in charge of the operation of the “gadgets” of E-Branch: the computers and communications systems.


  Asiatic Plague. A disease that had started finding its way into Brisbane and other Australian ports. Liz Merrick had the idea of using it as a subterfuge to evacuate Xanadu.


  Belath. A young Lord of the Wamphyri, and an ally of Drama! Doombod’s against Malinari, Vavara, and Szwart. He had just the one name, though some of his fellow vampires called him Belath the Beast, but never to his face.


  Blackmore, Lance. The pro-British Australian prime minister. He was contacted by Ben Trask to resolve the problem with “Mr.” Miller.


  Brisbane’s Great Fire (2007). A fire of immense proportions induced by the freak weather conditions that year, which gutted the Australian city.


  Bygraves, “Red.” An Australian SAS warrant officer who was detailed to work with E-Branch against the Wamphyri. He was initially skeptical of Liz Merrick’s and David Chung’s mental talents, but then Liz demonstrated her telepathic skills to him.


  Carson, Janet. Jake’s mother, an English girl from a well-to-do family. Her parents objected to her marriage to an American pilot, Joe Cutter. She married him anyway, moving with him from base to base. But Joe was away far too often, and even the birth of Jake couldn’t save his parents’ stormy relationship. Janet married twice more to wealthy husbands, before her death from an overdose.


  Castellano, Luigi. Sicilian who was one of the mafia’s top men, operating from Marseille in the south of France. He had designs on Natasha Slepak, and had Jake and Natasha kidnapped and brought to his villa after she chose Jake over him. Both captives were beaten and Natasha raped. After several months, when she returned to Marseille to meet Jake, Castellano recaptured and repeated their previous experience, leaving Natasha dead this time.


  Chung, David. E-Branch’s chief locator. He had been left behind, in charge of E-Branch Headquarters in London, but thought he would be better placed to locate the Wamphyri in Australia with his colleagues.


  Cleary, Millicent. E-Branch’s top telepath (following Zek’s death) and also an expert in current affairs; she kept a mental record of just about everything that had happened over the last few years. She had very deep feelings for Ben Trask.


  Corner, Andre. A member of the staff at the Refuge in Romania. He was a psychiatric specialist, a pediatrician, from London. Alas that he “went missing” after the three Great Vampires emerged from the subterranean Gate.


  “Creechur.” A tourist “attraction” at the Old Mine Gas Station; in fact, a vampire residing in the disused mining tunnels beneath.


  Cutter, Jake. The new Necroscope. Formerly with the Parachute Regiment and the SAS, he was dismissed for a dislike of taking orders and being too much of a loner. Following a drink and drugs binge around the Mediterranean, he fell afoul of the mafia, who killed his lover Natasha and was responsible for his imprisonment in Turin, Italy. A failed jail break triggered his link with Harry Keogh, and he ended up in E-Branch via the Möbius Continuum, still intent on getting his revenge on the mafia mobsters. During his reluctant integration into E-Branch, he formed two partnerships: one with E-Branch telepath Liz Merrick, and one with Korath Mindsthrall, a vampire thrall of Malinari’s who promised him control over the Möbius Continuum.


  Darkspire. Originally called Mittelmanse, this was the manse of Lord Szwart. Located in close proximity to the center of the cluster of aeries in Starside, it stood too close to Dramstack, getting in the way of Dramal Doombody’s desire to expand his territory.


  Davis, Joe. An Australian SAS warrant officer who was detailed, along with “Red” Bygraves, to work with E-Branch against the Wamphyri. Davis was involved in the attack on Jethro Manchester’s island.


  decontamination process. Used to prevent accidental contamination by vampires, the process was performed in a small cubicle containing a disposal unit for discarded clothing, which was then destroyed. The process went on to shower the agent in the cubicle, first with hot water, then with an antiseptic chemical and oil of garlic. The chemical evaporated, but the subject had to rub the oil into his/her skin. He/she was then sprayed with soap and rinsed in cold water. Fresh clothing was dispensed from a compartment in the cubicle, and finally injections were administered along with a garlic drink.


  Doombody, Dramal. In the time of Malinari, Vavara, and Szwart’s residing in Starside, Dramal was the most powerful of the Wamphyri. He was also the trio’s greatest adversary, being the leader of many other Lords and Ladies who united against the three even while Dramal himself was fighting his leprosy.


  Dramstack. One of the most massive of the Wamphyri stacks, it was chiefly occupied by Dramal Doombody, although the upper levels were inhabited by Zaddock Zangastari and named Zadscar. Dramstack was very central to the cluster of Wamphyri aeries, and was also close to Lord Szwart’s manse. Eventually, Dramstack would be the Last Great Aerie of the Wamphyri.


  Dweller, The. The first son of Harry Keogh, long since dead. He was also a Lord of the Wamphyri, with a leech passed down from a wolf, and towards the end he was more wolf than man. He helped his father and the Lady Karen in the battle against the Wamphyri in the garden he had created (see The Source); also he futilely tried to help Harry and Karen against Shaitan and Shaithis (see Deadspawn).


  E-Branch. Still made up from the core personnel of Trask, Goodly, Chung, and Cleary, it had expanded to take in new talent, most significantly Liz Merrick and, albeit reluctantly, Jake Cutter. The “gadgets and ghosts” were in evidence as ever, the gadgets being more hi-tech than previously, meaning that trained technical experts were also a significant part of E-Branch. As for the “ghosts,” they, too, were still around to help out . . . they were the weird talents of E-Branch’s agents.


  English, Anna-Marie. A former member of E-Branch (an “ecopath”), she was now living in. Sunside with her Szgany husband, Andrei Romani. She decided to stay in Sunside to care for orphans of the bloodwars, rather than return to Earth and E-Branch.


  Föener, Zek. A telepath of the highest order, she was also Ben Trask’s wife—until coming across Malinari, Szwart, and Vavara as they attempted to infiltrate the Refuge.


  Freydaskith, Jemma. A Lady of the Wamphyri at the time of Malinari’s residence in Starside. Over seven hundred years old, she claimed to be descended from Freyda Ferenc.


  garden. A garden of vampiric mushrooms that Malinari was cultivating in the lowest level of the Pleasure Dome Casino’s basement. It was guarded by a heap of churning, throbbing metamorphic flesh that had once been a lieutenant of Malinari’s, Demetrakis Mindsthrall. The main body of the garden was a similar heap of limbless alien flesh, sprouting clusters of small black mushrooms. It was fed by the body of Peter Miller, which had been converted into “live” nourishment for the garden, becoming both its guardian and crop.


  gauntlet, Malinari’s. Discovered in the ashes of Xanadu by the SAS men. Burned clean, it was passed from the SAS major to Ben Trask.


  Goodly, Ian. A “prognosticator” (or “precog”: a reader of the future), he is a longtime member of E-Branch and Ben Trask’s right-hand man. He bonded early on with Jake, possibly due to foreseeing that Jake would be around for a long time, and helped him out while the latter was still confused about his role and future with E-Branch.


  Hagspire. The aptly named manse of Lady Jemma Freydaskith, late of Starside.


  Harvey, Jimmy. A technician working for E-Branch. A fully-fledged member although he was not an esper, he was especially gifted in electronics. En-route to Brisbane, he briefed Jake Cutter about the Great Fire of 2007.


  Hinch, Derek. A painter and decorator hired by Aristotle Milan to paint the windows of the upper dome of the Pleasure Dome Casino black, both inside and out.


  Jean, Daniel. One of Castellano’s men, he was the first to rape Natasha and assault Jake. He was tracked down and killed by Jake, by means of a high-explosive charge wired to his car.


  Karalambos, Denise. A member of the staff at the Refuge in Romania. She was a pediatrician from Athens who “went missing” after the three Great Vampires emerged from the Romanian Gate.


  Karlspire. The manse of Lord Karl Szorkala in Starside.


  Keogh, Harry. The original Necroscope. Although long since dead or moved on, Harry passed his skills to Jake Cutter, trying to use him as a tool to continue his lifelong fight against the Wamphyri. Harry “bequeathed” these abilities in the form of a golden dart as Jake was attempting a jail break. He had chosen Jake to carry on his work after seeing his life-thread crossed by those of vampires in the Möbius Continuum. He came to Jake in dreams to try to convince him to accept these new powers, not exactly as a ghost but more in the various semblances of his former selves.


  Lennox, Julie. Lover of Alan Manchester, Jethro’s son. She had been vampirized by Martin Trennier but clung to her humanity until Alan’s death, when her survival became of the utmost importance.


  Lesk the Glut. At the time of Malinari’s residence in Starside, this young lord had just risen to ascendancy. He was a berserker who was easily offended; he had even been known to spar with his own personal warriors.


  Lidesci, Lardis. A longtime opponent of the Wamphyri back in Sunside/Starside, he was transported to earth, along with his wife Lissa, by Nathan. Being an expert in the ways of the Wamphyri, Lardis was of invaluable assistance to E-Branch and helped them hunt down Malinari. He also forged a strong friendship with Jake, and supported the fledgling Necroscope through his early days with E-Branch.


  Lidesci, Lissa. Wife of Lardis, she was brought to Earth from Sunside/Starside by Nathan via the Möbius Continuum.


  Major Tom. The SAS major who accompanied E-Branch on their mission to destroy Malinari in his Pleasure Dome Casino.


  Malin, Giorgas. A Lord of the Wamphyri and father to Lord Nephran Malinari. Not a great mentalist, Giorgas was unable to read minds but was sensitive to sentience and therefore could sniff out the very presence of any fear-filled gypsy nearby. Giorgas took as his wife Illula, a healer from Starside, and made her Wamphyri. On the day Giorgas died, Illula gave birth to their son.


  Malin, Illula (the Healer). Mother of Lord Malinari and wife to Giorgas Malin. Originally of the Szgany, she was a healer whose power lay in her hands—she could cure the sick by holding and stroking them with her healing hands. She was also a beautiful woman, which attracted Giorgas to her. She was vampirized after Giorgas made her his wife, and she ascended to become the Wamphyri mistress of Malstack.


  Malinari, Nephran. A mighty mentalist and Lord of the Wamphyri. Born in Starside, the son of Giorgas and Illula, he inherited skills from both of his parents. Malinari, also known as Malinari the Mind, could suck a person’s thoughts from their brain just by touching his fingers to them. He was tall and slender, yet as strong as a dozen ordinary men.


  Malstack. The aerie of Lord Malinari in Starside. It stood on the rim of the cluster of stacks, spires and towers of the Wamphyri.


  Manchester, Alan. Son of Jethro and lover of Julie Lennox, Alan was the first to be vampirized by Martin Trennier.


  Manchester, Jethro. Builder and original owner of the Pleasure Dome Casino in Xanadu, this Australian millionaire and his family were vampirized by Martin Trennier. The Manchesters were living on an island in the Capricorn Group, which Jethro had acquired from the Barrier Reef’s Marine Park Commission in return for his patronage and large amounts of money.


  Mazemanse. The Starside manse of Vavara. A spindly, fretted, many-spired aerie that stood close to Malstack and Darkspire, the manses of Malinari and Szwart, which made the pair Vavara’s “natural” allies.


  McGilchrist, Grahame. A one-time member of E-Branch and the Laird of Kinlochry (although he lived on his 2,500 acres of farmland in Australia), McGilchrist was a professional hypnotist with his own practice in Carnarvon. Ben Trask had him put Jake under hypnotic regression.


  Merrick, Liz. A fledgling telepath whose powers were mainly as a receiver of thoughts rather than a sender. She was recruited by E-Branch through (ostensibly) a “psychic research group.” She had a job interviewing people and testing them for psychic powers, using a Prismaton-70. This led her to notice her own psychic powers, which then increased as she became more aware of them. She was initially teamed up with Jake Cutter at E-Branch, and they formed a close relationship both mentally and physically.


  Miller, Peter. A “civilian” who accompanied E-Branch on their raid on the gas station in the role of local liaison officer for the Western Deserts Region department of the Australian government. He disapproved of the actions taken in the Gibson Desert, believing the vampires to be some sort of alien race. Alien visitors being an obsession of his, Miller fled from E-Branch to warn the “aliens” of Ben Trask’s “vendetta.” The result of his warning, however, was something he would scarcely have desired.


  Mindsthrall, Demetrakis. A lieutenant of Malinari’s, second only to Korath. Having been a vampire for a very long time, his flesh was so contaminated that Malinari used him to make his garden. His body formed the guardian part of the garden, which Jake Cutter destroyed with his flame-thrower.


  Mindsthrall, Korath. Originally named Korath Vadastra, son of Dinu, a Sunsider, he was taken by Lord Malinari after the death of his father. He rose from thrall to lieutenant, finally becoming Malinari’s chief lieutenant. Malinari valued Korath for his mind, which was unreadable to him and so caused him no pain. Korath met his death after travelling to Romania through the Gate; he was rammed into a pipe to cause a blockage at the Refuge. Jake encountered Korath in a dream induced by Harry Keogh, and after Harry’s departure, Korath made Jake an offer he couldn’t refuse: namely, his assistance with understanding the Möbius Continuum.


  Mindsthrall, Stefanu. A lieutenant of Malinari’s back in Starside, before the bloodwar with Dramal Doombody. He was often sent to collect the tithe from the Vadastra clan of Szgany. Malinari had often wondered why he obtained so few virgins whenever Stefanu collected the tithe, and while reading his thrall’s thoughts he saw that Stefanu did indeed ravish the women before taking them back to Malstack.


  Narkslump. A very inferior stack occupied by Lord Narkus Stakis. It was a collapsed pile on the western fringe of the clump of aeries, more a cleft knoll than a proper stack. It was poorly staffed, and easily infiltrated.


  New Marchant Park. A district of Brisbane where a safe house had been set aside for the use of E-Branch.


  Old Mine Gas Station. The location of Bruce Trennier, probably intended for use as a bolt-hole by Lord Malinari. Remote in the Gibson Desert, it was a leftover from a brief gold rush. Liz and Jake were checking it out when they uncovered Trennier’s nest of vampires; along with the eventual help of the rest of E-Branch, they razed the gas station to the ground.


  Oulios the Scar. A Wamphyri lord and neighbour of Lord Narkus Stakis. Following Stakis’s death, Oulios sent out a body of men to investigate what had happened in Narkslump and report on the condition of Narkus and his staff.


  Paolo. A scrawny Italian murderer who helped Jake escape from his Torino prison. They were in the process of climbing over the prison wall when Paolo betrayed Jake by withdrawing his helping hand just as armed guards started to fire on them. Paolo was shot in the eye and died instantly. This prompted Jake’s first use of the Möbius Continuum.


  Pleasure Dome Casino. Built by Jethro Manchester in the mountain resort of Xanadu, it was a three-story dome of glass and chrome, plus a smaller, bubble-like dome on top of the main structure. The sub-basement was used by Malinari to cultivate his “garden.”


  Prismaton-70. An old German machine that throws up psi symbols at random, designed to discover psychically gifted people who attempt to “know” what the symbols are without seeing them. Testing people with this machine, Liz Merrick became aware that she knew what the test subjects were going to guess before they spoke—hence her own recruitment into E-Branch.


  Refuge. A British-run orphanage built over the resurgence of an underground river in Radujevac, Romania. It was used mainly to help children who were suffering from deep psychological traumas dating back to Ceausescu’s regime, but it also guarded the entrance (and exit) to the Romanian Gate. This was the place where Malinari, Vavara, and Szwart emerged into our world.


  Romani, Andrei. A member of the Szgany Lidesci and husband of Anna Marie English in Sunside.


  Scarstack. The manse of Oulios the Scar and neighboring manse to Narkslump, on the western side of the cluster of Starside stacks.


  Slepak, Natasha. A drug courier and collection agent for the Russian mafia. Jake met her in a Marseille bar and they started a romance. However, one of the local mob leaders, Castellano, resented her spending time with an “outsider” like Jake. After spending a night together, the pair were picked up by the mob and Natasha was raped by one of Castellano’s men. Natasha’s eventual death at their hands formed the basis for Jake’s revenge campaign on Castellano and his henchmen.


  Stakis, Narkus. A lesser Lord of the Wamphyri, Narkus sided with Dramal Doombody in the bloodwars, making known very publicly his detestation of Lord Szwart. The next night Lord Stakis’s body was found in his stack, along with the bodies of three of his lieutenants and many thralls.


  Suvorov, Mikhail. Former head of the Russian Internal Security, an updated version of the KGB. General Suvorov was aware of the mineral wealth of Sunside/Starside, namely gold, and believed that it was a primitive world that would be easily plundered. He threatened Gustav Turchin with exposing the story of all this wealth, unless Turchin allowed him to explore this opportunity “for Russia.” Unfortunately for Suvorov, he and his squad were intercepted leaving the Gate on the boulder plains by Malinari and company.


  Szwart. A Great Vampire who came from Starside to emerge in Romania, along with Malinari and Vavara. He was rumored to have been seen only once, in the light of a bolt of lightning, by a man of the Szgany who then lost his mind and buried himself alive in a deep pit. When Szwart took a victim, the poor unfortunate would be reduced to a shrivelled, wrinkled sack of bones.


  Trask, Ben. Approaching his sixties, the leader of E-Branch had aged somewhat, although his mind, soul, and personality were as sharp as ever. A combination of his lie-detecting talent and the recent death of his beloved wife, Zek, had left an impression of great loss on his face. He remained, however, as dedicated as ever—if not more so—to exterminating vampires.


  Trennier, Bruce. On the surface, the aged, weathered proprietor of the Old Mine Gas Station—but, in fact, a deadly lieutenant of Nephran Malinari. He was saved by Zek’s compassion and hesitation, only to be vampirized by Malinari.


  Trennier, Martin. The younger brother of Bruce Trennier, Martin was a marine biologist employed by the Marine Park Commission, until he was lured away from that position by Jethro Manchester to be his general dogsbody. Vampirized, Martin in turn infected Manchester’s family and finally Jethro himself. He later paid the price when Jake Cutter’s group invaded Manchester’s island retreat.


  Turchin, Gustay. The Russian premier. He was in Australia at the same time as E-Branch, attending the Earth Year Conference in Brisbane and defending Russia against worldwide criticism of its handling of toxic and nuclear waste.


  Vadastra clan. A supplicant Szgany tribe who gave the best of everything in the clan, including men, women, and children, to Lord Malinari, and were therefore shunned by all of the neighboring tribes. Malinari decimated the Vadastras as thralls and fodder for the army he was building.


  Vadastra, Dinu. Leader of the Vadastra clan, and father of Korath. His wife had died giving birth to Korath, so he took for himself an attractive woman of the clan after fixing the tithe so that her husband would be taken by Malinari. He also fixed the tithe to ensure that his own son was not taken by Malinari, and hid him away.


  Vavara. One of the three Great Vampires who came from Starside, emerging in Romania. She was a Lady of the Wamphyri who scorned the title “lady,” believing that her name was potent enough in its own right. Her special talent was that of a beguiler or spellbinder, having a kind of hypnotism enhanced out of all proportion by her leech. This hypnotism she used to maze both men and women; even the most blasé man drained of all his lust would desire Vavara. Malinari chose her as an ally because all the other lords lusted after her. He did not make the mistake of wanting her for himself.


  Xanadu. A mountain resort in the Macpherson range of mountains in Australia, located on a false plateau in a dogleg fold of the mountains. The complex contained gardens, swimming pools, fountains, a monorail, sports facilities and guest accommodations, as well as the Pleasure Dome Casino.


  Zadscar. The home of Zaddock Zangastari in the upper levels of Dramstack. Named after its occupant, and also for its external configuration of slanting gouges, in later eras the aerie would house the Lady Karen, and later still Wratha the Risen. And in those days Zadscar would become Suckscar, in a time when the stack was more properly known as the Last Aerie.


  Zangastari, Zaddock. A lesser Lord of the Wamphyri, he shared Dramstack with Dramal Doombody, occupying the upper levels.


  Zetra, Banos. A hunter and member of the Vadastra clan. He was unfairly entered into Malinari’s tithe list because the clan chief, Dinu, wanted Banos’s wife for himself.


  Zetra, Melana. The wife of Banos and a member of the Vadastra clan. Dinu Vadastra desired to take Melana for his woman and so fixed it for her husband to be taken in the tithe. However, Melana was mad with grief and investigated Dinu’s methods in order to plot his downfall. As Malinari came to collect his tithe, Melana came out of hiding to expose Dinu’s schemes.


  Zetra, Nadia. An attractive Szgany girl, member of the Vadastra clan, and lover of Korath. When Malinari came to collect the tithe, she was kept hidden from him by Dinu Vadastra.
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  [image: Image] Aerie, The. The name of a hotel located on the highest point of Krassos. This is the location where E-Branch first discovers the whereabouts of Malinari and Vavara.


  Agia Varvara. A Greek saint. Her shrine stands in the grounds of Palataki. When Lardis hears of this shrine, he knows that Vavara would use it for her own dark purposes.


  Alcamo, Don Carlo. Nicosia and Castellano went to Alcamo when they first came back to Italy from America. They wanted his endorsement to get help entering the Mafia in Palermo, but were obliged to find their own way in without his aid.


  Alcamo, Don Pietro. The son of Don Carlo. He knew that Castellano was responsible for the death of his father and vowed revenge. But his plan backfired.


  Argucci Family. Beneath Castellano’s villa is a burial chamber that once belonged to the Arguccis. Most of the family is buried under the villa as well as many victims of Nicosia and Castellano. When the estate was sold off, Castellano was there to buy it. He and Nicosia discovered the Argucci mausoleum and ever since have used it for their own dark purposes.


  avgas. Aviation fuel. E-Branch steals a tanker full of avgas from a small airport in order to destroy Vavara’s monastery.


  Barbouris, Eleni. A forensic pathologist. Doing an autopsy on the body of Sister Sara after she washes ashore, Eleni makes a monstrous discovery and an erroneous diagnosis.


  Bruchmeister, Hans. A German delegate to the Earth Year Conference.


  Burger Finanz Gruppe. A bank in Switzerland where Jethro Manchester kept his money. After the attack on Xanadu, Malinari funnels money out of the account and into a numbered charity. Millie and Jimmy Harvey hack into the bank’s computers and discover the withdrawal.


  Bygraves, “Red.” Red was one of the members of the SAS group that worked with E-Branch in Australia to attack Malinari in Xanadu. Jake calls him in order to obtain some military grade therrnite.


  Castellano, Katerin. Luigi Castellano’s mother. She was a servant for the Francezci brothers. The Francezcis would have sex with her when she was young. When Luigi was born she took him and gave him to her own mother. She died never knowing that, indeed, her son was a vampire just as his father had been.


  Castellano, Luigi. A gang boss, drug runner, torturer, and murderer. Also a Great Vampire, descended from the Ferenczy line. The child of either Anthony or Francesco Francezci, he is the mobster responsible for the death of Jake’s first love. Castellano is also one of the main reasons why Jake Cutter was chosen to receive one of Harry Keogh’s golden darts.


  Christos Studios. The name of the accommodation that E-Branch uses in Krassos.


  Cilestu, Maria. A Gypsy girl of the clan Ferengi. She was taken by Vavara and died. Later she was exhumed and a stake was found lodged in her heart. Vavara had arranged this to ensure that Maria would not become undead and arouse suspicion.


  Cleary, Millicent. A telepath for E-Branch. A romance is budding between her and Ben Trask. When Ben was with Zek he had always viewed Millie as his “kid sister.” Now he is slowly realizing his new feelings for her.


  Corner, Andre. A retired child and young adult psychiatrist, Corner was taken by the Wamphyri as they entered into our world. Szwart took him to London where Corner taught Szwart all about the city and its underground. Once Szwart was through with Corner, he used him to start his deadspawn garden.


  Cutter, Jake. The new Necroscope by virtue of receiving one of Harry’s minddarts, Jake is not related to Harry but has some of his powers. Discharged from the military, Jake travels in Europe where he meets Natasha, an unwilling agent of the Russian mafia. She asks him to help her escape but they are caught and tortured. Castellano’s thugs dump his car in a river but Jake is able to escape. Natasha drowns. Jake manages to kill three of the people involved before he is captured and imprisoned. Attempting to escape he is shot at. Instead of a bullet hitting him, one of Harry’s golden darts finds him. Jake falls into the Möbius Continuum and travels to Harry’s room at E-Branch HQ. But despite joining E-Branch, Jake retains his original agenda: to kill Luigi Castellano.


  Daniel, Jean. A French thug. One of the men who raped Natasha and tortured Jake. The first one that Jake kills in his vendetta. Later, Jean Daniel is the first dead person Jake seeks out in order to get information about Castellano.


  Downliners Sect. A cult London rock group.


  Earth Year Conference. A gathering of the heads of state to consider solutions to the growing pollution problems that are plaguing the Earth.


  El Niño. The cause of a devastating heatwave scouring the planet. This causes huge fires in Australia and droughts in other countries.


  extraps. Computers whose sole purpose is to extrapolate. Given a schedule of events, an extrap machine will attempt to compute the possible outcomes.


  Father Maralini. The name that Lord Malinari goes by while he is staying with Vavara at the monastery.


  Ferengi, Vladi. Leader of an itinerant Gypsy band. Lardis speaks to Vladi in order to find out about the events leading to the death of the Gypsy girl Maria. Vladi is told the truth about his heritage and the truth about the Wamphyri. He vows never to go in search of the “secret places” again.


  Finsbury Park. A district in north London.


  Fletcher, Bernie. A locator working for E-Branch who is employed to locate Vladi. Ferengi.


  flushers. City workers who take care of the sewers, ensuring that they run as smoothly as possible.


  Föener, Zek. A telepath who once worked for the Russian E-Branch. She was sent through the Gate and had to survive in Starside/Sunside. She eventually fell in love with Jazz Simmons. After Jazz’s death she went back to her homeland. She occasionally helped E-Branch and through that association fell in love with Ben Trask. At the beginning of Invaders she was killed by the trio of Great Vampires that came through the Gate from Sunside/Starside. Her death has become the focal point of Ben Trask’s hatred for the Wamphyri. In death, Zek is now Jake Cutter’s spokesperson among the dead.


  Fovargue, Wallace. Once a flusher in the London underground, now Wally lives down there. His appearance is grotesque, which is why he hides himself away in the dark. Lord Szwart takes and uses him for his own evil purposes. The ex-flusher’s knowledge of the underworld is invaluable to Szwart.


  Frankie’s Franchise. A bar in Genoa, Frankie’s is a front for Castellano’s alleged “business” operations. Jake seeks to destroy the place and sends a message to Castellano.


  Goodly, Ian. As previously, Goodly plays an important part in the destruction of Palataki on Krassos. A precog, he foretells many of the events which will involve E-Branch. His talent gives him a special edge over Malinari. Goodly can empty his mind of anything except the future, therefore making it impossible for Malinari to suck his mind dry of knowledge.


  Gibson Desert. The first traces of Wamphyri mindsmog were found here by E-Branch’s “locators.” This is where the Australian SAS team secretes thermite for Jake’s use.


  Grieve, John. As previously, an esper for E-Branch. At one time he was gifted with two talents. The first was the ability for far-seeing, scrying. However, that talent has since left him. His other talent is the ability to direct his telepathy. If he is face to face, or listening to a person on the telephone, he can read that person’s thoughts.


  Grusev, Georgi. A Russian sent to spy on Castellano by Gustav Turchin in order to help E-Branch. He is discovered by Castellano to be a spy and tortured for his secrets by Garzia Nicosia. Grusev is the first to rise from the grave for Jake’s sake.


  Gympie. A town located about ninety miles north of Brisbane in Australia. Gympie is the town where “Red” Bygraves lives.


  Harvey, Jimmy. A computer tech who works for E-Branch. At the behest of Millie he hacks into the Burger Finanz Gruppe’s computer database. Once in the database E-Branch is able to discover a large sum of money debited from one of Manchester’s accounts. The person who debited that account was Aristotle Milan (aka Malinari). This is E-Branch’s first real lead after the attack on Xanadu.


  Hotel Novara. The hotel where Frankie Reggio was staying when he was killed by Jake Cutter.


  ICLC. Inner City of London Council.


  Interpol. The international police.


  Karalambos, Denise. Once a pediatrician in Athens, she was at the Romanian Refuge and was taken by the Wamphyri when they entered our world. Vavara took her to be her thrall in Greece. Later, Denise’s body became fuel for Vavara’s vampire “garden.”


  Kavala. A military airport in Greece. Also the location of the hospital where Manolis recuperates after Vavara tries to kill him by pushing his car off the road on Krassos.


  “Keeper of the Keys.” How Jake refers to Korath, once Mindsthrall, since he holds the key to the Möbius equations.


  Keogh, Harry. (As previously.) Although Harry’s essence is spread pretty thinly throughout the myriad universes of light, still he has tried to contact and instruct Jake as best possible.


  Korath (Mindsthrall). A lieutenant who Malinari brought to Earth with him through the Gate. His body was used to block a conduit at the refuge so that someone would have to investigate, allowing the Wamphyri to enter our world. Now dead, Korath has lodged himself in Jake Cutter’s mind in the hope that he may be able to control Jake and thus “live” again.


  Krassos. A small Greek island in the Aegean where Manolis Papastamos first discovers clues suggesting that the Wamphyri might be at work in the Greek isles. This is the island where the Sisters of Mercy monastery is located, where Malinari and Vavara are hiding out.


  Lefranc, Alfonso. Lefranc is a narc for Castellano. Tasked to find out whatever he can about E-Branch, he is discovered by Vavara’s nuns who give him to Lord Szwart. Later, Jake finds his body in Szwart’s subterranean lair. But, in fact, Lefranc was lucky that Szwart got to him before Jake . . .


  Lidesci, Lardis. Leader of the Szgany Lidesci in Sunside/Starside. Nathan brought him and his wife Lissa to Earth when the threat of the Wamphyri loomed over Sunside once again. Now he fights with E-Branch, acting as an authority on the Wamphyri.


  Major Tom. One of the leaders of the SAS squad that helped E-Branch in Australia against Malinari. “Red” Bygraves calls him in order to obtain thermite for use against Castellano.


  Malinari, Nephran (The Mind). One of the trio of Great Vampires who came through the Gate at the Romanian Refuge. He is a mentalist of phenomenal power. After the destruction of his aerie in Australia, Malinari fled to the monastery that Vavara controls on Krassos.


  Manse Madonie, Le. (The original.) Once a fortified property in Sicily owned by the Francezci brothers. It was destroyed by Harry Keogh. Luigi Castellano has now bought another property near San Remo and named it after Le Manse Madonie. Jake eventually blows the place off its supports, to tumble into the sea below.


  Mazemanse. Vavara’s aerie in Starside, over five hundred years ago.


  Merrick, Liz. A telepath. She has been teamed with Jake Cutter, and there is a mutual physical attraction between the two. Ben Trask has charged her with the responsibility of keeping an eye on Jake. In Krassos, she is the first to locate the hideout of the two Great Vampires.


  Metaxa. A powerful Greek Brandy.


  Minister Responsible. The person in the British government in charge of E-Branch operations.


  Nicosia. In Sicily, the town where Garzia Nicosia grew up. Also where Katerin Castellano hid Luigi from the Francezci brothers. The two boys grew up together and became friends here.


  Nicosia, Garzia. Castellano’s lieutenant and former friend. He was orphaned in Nicosia in Sicily, taking that town’s name for his own.


  ouzo. A Greek liquor made from aniseed.


  Palataki. The name Palataki means “little palace.” It is a mansion originally built by the Germans on Krassos to be a headquarters for their mining operation during World War II. Later it was abandoned, and over a period of sixty years fell into disrepair. Vavara bought it and made it her bolt-hole should she need to escape.


  Palermo. The city in Sicily where Castellano got his start in the mafia. This is where Don Pietro and Don Carlo lived and died.


  Papastamos, Manolis. A detective from Athens. He arranges many things to help E-Branch destroy the Wamphyri hideouts on Krassos. (See Deadspeak.)


  paramnesia. A condition in which one seems to remember events that have not happened. Jake’s inherited “memories” (Harry’s memories) are variously suspected of falling in this category.


  Reggio, Francesco. (Frankie.) One of the men in the employ of Luigi Castellano who raped and murdered Natasha Slepak. Jake took a terrible revenge on Reggio. But the thug was the bait in a trap, and the Italian police moved in to catch Jake red-handed.


  Saint Paul’s Cathedral. Wally Fovargue uses it as an example to tell Millie how deep they are underground in Lord Szwart’s lair. He tells her that they are at least four or five Saint Paul’s Cathedrals deep under London.


  Sandhurst. Located in Berkshire, England, the Royal Military Academy for army officers.


  “Secret Places.” This is what Vladi Ferengi calls the areas that he takes his tribe to in order to find what he calls their old master. Places with a link to the Wamphyri. (Such as the Gate at Radujevac, the mountains of the Khorvaty, or places where the Wamphyri have previously located in Romania and the lands surrounding.)


  Sister Anna. A nun, originally from New York, who has been vampirized by the Lady Vavara. Later Malinari defiles her and makes her his thrall.


  Sister Delia. A nun, originally from Ireland, also vampirized by Vavara.


  Sister Eileen. She had been the mother superior of the Sisters of Mercy. She was the first one that Vavara killed after coming to the monastery, and was later used to start the vampire spore garden under Palataki.


  Sister Sara. She was a nun at the monastery of the Sisters of Mercy. Tortured over a period of two years for fighting against Vavara’s will, and eventually murdered by Malinari, it was Sara’s body that washed ashore in Limari.


  Skala Astris. A coastal village in Krassos. Palataki is located nearby, also the monastery where Vavara and Malinari are hiding.


  Skala Rachoniou. A village where Ben and his espers meet after their initial search of Krassos. A small airport is located close by, also a marble quarry. Manolis is able to obtain dynamite and avgas from these locations.


  Slepak, Natasha. The Russian drug runner with whom Jake fell in love.


  Smith, Nayland. (From Sax Rohmer’s Fu Manchu series.) Ben Trask states that he is starting to feel like Nayland Smith, meaning that he is endlessly searching and hunting an opponent who keeps slipping from his grasp.


  Stavros. One of the men that Manolis brought to Krassos in order to help E-Branch destroy the Wamphyri. Stavros steals a truck full of avgas and explodes it in the gates of the monastery.


  Stuker, Wilhelm. Involved in the rape and murder of Natasha, Stuker was the second person whom Jake Cutter killed in his vendetta against Castellano.


  Summanus. Summanus was one of the dark Roman gods of old. There is a statue of him in Szwart’s underground lair. It depicts him as something of a shape-changer. Millie suspects that he might even have been Wamphyri.


  Surete. The French criminal investigation department.


  Szentes. A town in Hungary, in the region that the Szgany Ferengi call home.


  Szwart. A Lord of the Wamphyri. He can disappear into the night because of his shape-changing skills. He has chosen the deep caverns of an ancient Roman sanctuary as his hideout. The caverns are located deep under London and Szwart plans to vent the spores from his deadspawn garden up a natural flue rising to the streets of the city.


  Theologos. The site of an archaeological dig on Krassos. One of the many places to be investigated by E-Branch in order to find Vavara and Malinari.


  tosher. What flushers were called in Olde England.


  Trask, Ben. As previously, Ben is intent on killing Malinari and the rest of the Wamphyri. He is still grieving over the loss of his wife Zek Fdener. But now he is starting to fall in love with Millicent Cleary. He used to think of her as a kid sister, but as of late his feelings have changed.


  Uralski Khrebet. Russia’s Ural Mountains. Perchorsk is located in the north of this massif.


  Vavara. A female of the Wamphyri. She hides her true form under a hypnotic mask of astonishing beauty. Vavara is a Wamphyri “Mother,” meaning that she has more than one egg, but unlike other Mothers she can release her eggs one at a time at will, as many as she requires.


  Verdon. The French river where Castellano’s thugs attempted to drown Jake and Natasha.


  Victoria Line. An underground rail route in London’s tube system. This is where Lord Szwart sets his trap to capture Millie.


  Weil’s Disease.g A disease contracted from rat urine. It enters the body through scratches and cuts and affects the brain. Wally Fovargue’s father contracted and died from it. Wally has it, too.


  Whitehall. Great Britain’s center of government in Westminster, London.


  Yiannis. He is the son of the owner of the Christos Studios in Krassos. He runs the bar with his wife Katerina. He tells Trask when the sun spot activity dies down, allowing Trask to contact E-Branch headquarters.


  Ypsaria Massif. A range of mountains on Krassos where marble is quarried.


  Zarakis (Mocksthrall). One of Vavara’s lieutenants Malinari eventually uses his mentalism to obtain all of Zarakis’s knowledge of Palataki. This enables Malinari to know Vavara’s escape routes.
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  [image: Image] Admiralty, the. The Royal Navy’s administrative board.


  ALFA. First type or class of Soviet nuclear submarine to use a liquid-metal cooling system.


  Aliyev, Admiral Maxim. A survivor from the “cold war school” of Soviet heroes, Admiral Aliyev has his own lunatic plans for the decontamination and disposal of a decrepit nuclear fleet.


  Anderson, Captain Geoff. The captain of the Evening Star, an ill-fated cruise ship that “rescues” Malinari and Vavara from their boat drifting in the Aegean.


  Androsov, Venyamin. A Russian locator, one of the twin brothers sent into Turkey by Premier Gustav Turchin to assist the agents of E-Branch in their search for the vampire trio.


  Androsov, Vladimir. The other brother. Neither one survives the mission.


  Angel, Cliff. One of Bernie Fletcher’s Special Branch “minders” (a bodyguard) for the duration of the Turkish mission.


  Argyle, Comm. John. Gunnery commander of the aircraft carrier HMS Invincible.


  Arundel. An English town on the South Downs, not far from the high security prison at Bleakstone.


  ASDIC. Derived from: “Allied Submarine Detection Investigation Committee.” Used in analogy to describe the locating skills of Bernie Fletcher.


  Asiatic plague. A new strain of the bubonic plague originating in China.


  Atlantic conveyor. The immense oceanic system of currents that governs the climate of the Atlantic and its shores; the system which Admiral Maxim Aliyev would poison with his mad plans for Russia’s derelict nuclear fleet.


  Ayios Evstratios. A small island in the Aegean not far from the unnamed fang where the Evening Star is shipwrecked.


  Beamish, Lieutenant. A young officer of the marines contingent of HMS Invincible who falls victim to the vampires aboard the Evening Star.


  Bear Island. A small island off western Antarctica. A Russian MIKE Class sub lies “a mile deep southwest of Bear Island.”


  Bentley, Warrant Officer (Second Class). A Royal Marines warrant officer (second class) who leads his men into the vampire-ridden bowels of the Evening Star.


  Beresov. Site of a gulag east of the northern Ural Mountains.


  Bleakstone. A high security prison for the criminally insane. While Bleakstone is a comparatively new establishment, none of its inmates have yet escaped, hence its “Alcatraz” nickname.


  Borisov, Yuri. A squat bulldog of a man, Borisov has been set free from a Siberian gulag to become one of three gang leader “bosses” in the Perchorsk Complex under the Urals.


  Burdur, Inspector Ali Bey. A Turkish policeman whose assistance is invaluable to Ben Trask and his party of E-Branch espers.


  Burgas. Bulgarian town on the west coast of the Black Sea. A nearby airport is the destination of Mailman and company in their efforts to escape from E-Branch.


  Burton, Dr. At Bleakstone Dr. Burton, a skeptic, is in charge of suspect vampire inmates.


  Castellano, Luigi. A Sicilian mafia vampire, in fact the last of the notorious Ferenczys. Mortal enemy of Jake Cutter.


  Channel Tunnel. Lord Szwart’s escape route from England after his subterranean lair was destroyed by Jake. (See Defilers.)


  Chechnya. A region between the Caspian and the Black Sea whose peoples seek autonomy from Russia. Chechen freedom fighters are caught trying to move a stolen nuclear device into Moscow, and Gustav Turchin recovers the weapon for his own use.


  Chungskin, Jimmy. An esper boy from the future New Age who would appear to be a descendant of David Chung.


  Clarke, Gordon. An esper boy from the future New Age—not a descendant of Darcy Clarke. Darcy had no offspring.


  Coff’s Harbour. East coast of Australia, a demarcation in an attempted blockade against the plague of vampires.


  Cyprus. Major island in the Mediterranean. (See Limassol.)


  Dagestan Province. A land within Russia’s borders which seeks autonomy and freedom from the Russian yoke.


  Dardanelles. The Hellespont: a strait connecting the Sea of Marmara with the Aegean. Part of Malinari and Vavara’s escape route, after they vampirized the Evening Star.


  Edirne. A town in west Turkey, on Trask’s route into Bulgaria.


  eidetic recall. Of photographic or accurate, detailed memory. Here in connection with Korath’s possession of Harry Keogh’s formula for conjuring Möbius doors.


  Eldorado. A name that may be applied to any region of fabulous wealth, as here in comparison with Sunside/Starside: “an open-cast mother lode that makes Eldorado look like the backyard of the local poorhouse!”


  encephalitis lethargica. Sleeping sickness. In this case the Sleep of Change following a vampiric conversion.


  Evening Star, the. The ill-fated cruise ship whose entire crew and passengers (with the exception of one man) are vampirized.


  Faeroes. While searching for a polluted Russian vessel, Chung’s helicopter develops a fault on the way to this island group two hundred miles north of Scotland.


  Galich, Karl. One of three criminal bosses in Perchorsk. Galich is “tall, slender, handsome—very effeminate in his looks and sensuous movements—and a psychotic serial-killer axeman.”


  Galliard, Bill. The purser aboard the Evening Star. Galliard, a charming man, even helps lift Vavara aboard the doomed vessel.


  Garviskin, John. A telepathic boy of the New Age, among other “future children,” seen by the precog Ian Goodly in a vampire-induced delirium. His name derives from E-Branch ancestry.


  Gladstone. On the east coast of Australia, the other end of the blockade against vampires.


  Glasgow. A port of call during David Chung’s helicopter search for a rogue Russian ship.


  Goldfarb, Annie. Another future child as seen by Goodly in his Sleep of Change.


  Greenpeace. A freelance environmental protection agency.


  Grusev, Georgi. A Russian agent coerced by Gustav Turchin into infiltrating Luigi Castellano’s organization.


  Gunner Golovin. Alive, Golovin was a Russian soldier in charge of the Katushev cannons in the core at Perchorsk. Now dead, he is able to advise the Necroscope, Jake Cutter.


  Gurevich, Igor. A physicist and high-ranking officer in the destitute Russian air force, he wants to resurrect the Perchorsk Projekt as a shield against American air-superiority. He is one of Gustav Turchin’s trio of enemies.


  Harry’s Room. A “haunted” room at E-Branch headquarters, where the original Necroscope’s aura—where something of Harry Keogh—appears to live on. Also a focal point for Jake Cutter, the new Necroscope.


  HMS Invincible. The British warship detailed to deal with the Evening Star situation.


  ignis fatuus. Will-o’-the-wisp illumination produced by marsh gas. The same effect as applied to the freckles on the face of the weirdly-illumined Harry Keogh.


  Istanbul. Turkish city sited on both sides of the Bosporus. The destination of the Evening Star, before Wamphyric intervention.


  Izvestia. A newspaper which, along with Pravda, is one of the principal organs of the Soviet press.


  Jakeson, Harry. A future son of Jake Cutter, as foreseen by the precog Ian Goodly. He would be the fifth human Necroscope.


  Jakeson, Jake. Another descendant of the Necroscope Jake Cutter (Jake the 12th, or perhaps the 13th?) as foreseen by Goodly.


  Keramique. An easily assembled weapon of ceramic material whose parts are difficult to detect in luggage.


  Kline, Mr. A young, pimply-faced assistant microbiologist. One of the pair who relieve Trask of his vampire “sample.”


  Komsomolets, the. A MIKE Class Russian submarine that sank due to a fire in her aft or propulsive compartments. (In connection with Millie’s current affairs expertize.)


  Korolev, ex-General Nikolai. A Russian. Along with Maxim Aliyev and Igor Gorevich, Korolev has designs on Perchorsk which he knows is a gateway to riches beyond the dreams of avarice. Third and most powerful of Turchiri’s enemies, he is a “bullying, millionaire industrialist.”


  Kreisky, Sol. “A pockmarked, bearded giant of a man, and a mass murderer of women.” The last of Perchorsk’s criminal bosses.


  Latin Quarter. The area in Paris around the Sorbonne, where Latin was spoken in the Middle Ages. Jake eats steak tartare at a restaurant there.


  Limassol. The port in Cyprus from which the Evening Star sets out on her illfated voyage.


  Lindos. The village on Rhodes where Nicolae Rusu, sole survivor of the Evening Star, was raised.


  Marie Celeste. Used in comparing the classic case of a mystery at sea with the strange case of the Evening Star.


  Marmara, Sea of. Where a lifeboat stolen from the Evening Star was scuttled in shallow waters by Malinari and company.


  mayday. International shipping distress signal.


  McKenzie, Captain Arthur. Captain of HMS Invincible. A straight-backed, bearded, broad-shouldered, and unwavering Englishman of old Scottish stock.


  Mocurica Hills. In Bulgaria, the deserted site of a derelict windmill where the Wamphyri wait in ambush for Trask and company.


  MOD. The British “Ministry of Defence.” The occasion frequently arises when espers of E-Branch use MOD helicopter transport.


  Mytilene. A port on Lesbos visited by the Evening Star, where the passengers and crew enjoy a fireworks display.


  Nathan and Nestor. The Brothers Kiklu, or more properly Keogh, sons of the original Necroscope. In a far Vampire World Nathan is incapacitated, and his blood brother Nestor is dead, as is their father. But where Harry Keogh is concerned, death isn’t like that. Through deadspeak (and the medium of Jake Cutter), even now Harry can be of assistance to Nathan and E-Branch.


  Odessa. A Black Sea port in the Ukraine, which Trask at first (mistakenly) believes to be part of the Wamphyri escape route.


  ops room. The operations room at E-Branch HQ.


  orders group. An instructional briefing where orders are given to participants in forthcoming actions.


  Outer Hebrides, the. Flying into the teeth of a storm, Locator David Chung’s helicopter is heading for this island group west of northern Scotland when Jake Cutter “drops in.”


  pasteurella pestis. The Black Death. In connection with a cure for the Asiatic plague, and as a protection against vampirism.


  Pelion Mountains. Near Volos on the Greek mainland. Purser Bill Galliard’s friends have a villa there.


  Perchorsk. An experimental nuclear research facility under the northern Ural Mountains of Russia. (See The Source, the Vampire World trilogy, Invaders, and Defilers.) The final Earthly target of Vavara and Lords Malinari and Szwart as they try to flee to Sunside/Starside.


  pheromones. In Liz Merrick’s explanation of Ben Trask’s theory: how vampires might be aware of diseased blood in a person, thus avoiding taking that person as a victim.


  Pompeii. A comparison between the lava-encysted figures of this historically devastated Roman city and the hideous magma molds of subterranean Perchorsk.


  Porter, Jeoffrey. At Bleakstone, a fragile-looking psychiatrist.


  Porton Down. The Centre for Applied Microbiology and Research in Wiltshire, England. Scientists at Porton Down request that E-Branch obtain a “sample” of vampiric material.


  protoflesh. The metamorphosing “stuff” of vampires, protoflesh gives them the ability to shape-shift within limits.


  recce. A reconnaissance. (To reconnoiter.)


  Rockall Deep. The North Atlantic oceanic trench west of Ireland where Maxim Aliyev intends to sink a decrepit radiation-riddled nuclear submarine.


  Rodosto. In Turkey, a town on the coast of the Sea of Marmara. Close by, in shallow waters, Malinari scuttles a lifeboat from the Evening Star, then ventures into Turkey with his Wamphyri “colleagues” and their female thralls.


  Saint Kilda. Made up of three small islands, the most westerly of the Outer Hebrides.


  SDI. (Strategic Defence Initiative.) In Reagan and Thatcher’s time, the “Star Wars” project that only ever worked on paper, causing the then Soviet Union to exhaust itself in an all-out effort to “get there first.” As a result of SDI, the Perchorsk Projekt came into being. (See The Source.)


  Severnaya Zemlya. (North Land.) On the Arctic Circle. As shown on the big screen in the ops room at E-Branch HQ.


  Severomorsk. Barents Sea port. Location of Russian shipyards.


  Sirpsindigi. A Turkish town where locators Bernie Fletcher and the Androsov brothers meet up disastrously with the Wamphyri.


  sitrep. Short for situation report.


  SOPs. (Standing Operational Procedures.) Usually written rules which describe the action to be taken in an emergency or other situation.


  Sparrow, Joe. Bernie Fletcher’s other Special Branch minder.


  Stornoway. A port on the Isle of Lewis in the Outer Hebrides, stopover for Chung in his search for the rogue Russian ship.


  Stygian. Of the Styx—one of the rivers of Hades—meaning dark, gloomy, hellish. The interior of the Perchorsk Complex.


  Suvorov, General Mikhail. Commander in chief of two military gulags, Suvorov recruited long-term criminals to “caretake” Perchorsk, which he knew was the gateway to untold riches. Now, having left Earth with an “expeditionary force” via the Perchorsk Gate, nothing has been heard of him for three years.


  Teale, Mr. “A small, bald, middle-aged, bespectacled microbiologist of an apparently nervous disposition.” One of the two men from Porton Down who collect Trask’s vampire “sample.”


  Techschild, Alice. A New Age girl. An E-Branch descendant, as foreseen by the precog Ian Goodly during his Wamphyric conversion.


  Tokarev TT-33. A Russian automatic pistol. According to Cliff Angel, “An out-of-date piece of World War II crap. A stopper at close range, but that’s about all.


  Torshavn. A Faroe Islands port and stopover for locator Chung during his search for the rogue Russian ship.


  Tundza, the. In Turkey, a river flowing close to Sirpsindigi. Trask and company follow the Tundza for a while along their route of pursuit.


  Turchin, Gustay. (See The Last Aerie, Bloodwars, Invaders, and Defilers.) As the world devolves into vampire-inspired chaos, Premier Gustav Turchin has good reason to defect to E-Branch.


  Ukhta. Location of a penal colony (a gulag) in northern Russia. Mikhail Suvorov enlisted several of his Perchorsk “caretakers” from Ukhta.


  Varna. Along with Ajtos, a Bulgarian town along Trask’s route of pursuit. Varna is the town nearest the small airport where Malinari, Vavara, and Szwart hijack a private airplane on the final leg of their escape route.


  Verey pistol. A pistol that fires signal flares.


  VTOL Scimitar. A “Vertical Takeoff and Landing” aircraft stolen by Malinari and company.


  Wild Turkey. Bourbon, Ben Trask’s favorite hard liquor drink.


  Williams. A marine from HMS Invincible. Rude to Liz Merrick, he is later ordered to keep watch on the E-Branch party aboard the Evening Star. Alas, when the vampires strike Williams is the first to be taken.


  Yuri. One of Turchiri’s Russian subordinates, who stays in touch with the premier after his defection.


  Zhukovka. Some miles from Moscow, a place on the river where high-ranking Russian officials have summer residences known as dachas. Turchin has secreted his nuclear warhead there.
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  [image: Image] Arenzano. The Italian coastal resort where Garrison found his first wife, Theresa Miller.


  Barwell, Doctor. The Hayling Island Recovery Center’s commandant. He informed Garrison of his appointment in Harley Street, London, for surgery.


  Berlin Project. WWII project Hitler was working on involving a machine that he envisioned could create a race of supermen by enhancing their psyche beyond all natural bounds.


  Black Castle. Garrison’s objective in his precognitive dream. It sat central on the Black Rock in the middle of the Black Lake.


  Black Room. A room inside the Black Castle. The source of the power that held Garrison back from ending his quest was inside this room. This power was Garrison’s ultimate fear—his own betrayal.


  Borcini Brothers. Four brothers who had tried to take advantage of Terri Miller until Koenig and Garrison showed up in Arenzano and dealt with them.


  Charalambou, Alexia. Nichos’s wife.


  Charalambou, Nichos. Formerly Gerhard Keltner; he changed his name to Charalambou to avoid Nazi hunters. An old friend of Schroeder’s who knew about Thomas’s wish to be reincarnated into his son. He committed suicide when the Jewish Organization found him.


  Commanderia. Sweet, sticky drink that reminded Richard of his days in Cyprus. It was originally made famous by the Knights of St. John during the crusades.


  Connery, Kevin. He was the IRA man who “survived” the meeting with Schroeder and Koenig after Keonig had thrown him through a grocery store window. Later, Connery came up with a scheme to repay him for the nightmare life he’d led after being thrown through that window.


  Craig, Jimmy. MME’s top engineer, Jimmy rebuilt Psychomech with new and updated components. He also made blueprints of everything so that it could be built again if needed. Garrison ordered these blueprints burned upon completion of the job.


  ESP. Extrasensory perception. What many refer to as a “sixth sense” beyond the five mundane senses. It can exist in many forms, such as telepathy, teleportation, levitation, and precognition.


  Europa Hotel. In Belfast, Northern Ireland, where Schroeder and Koenig stayed during their business negotiations.


  Exodus. One of the most successful of all Nazi escape routes, Exodus was used to move Otto Krippner out of Germany to stay with Gareth Wyatt in England.


  Fay. Garrison’s maid at his Sussex house.


  Fourth Reich. Germany as an empire. An army of supermen, originally devised by Hitler as the Third Reich—a reality in World War II, now a dream of Hans Maas through the use of Psychomech.


  Garrison, Richard Allan. An ex-corporal in the British military police, he was blinded by a bomb blast while saving Thomas Schroeder’s son and family. Brought to Schroeder’s estate in the Harz to be rewarded for his good deed, Garrison was to be the vessel in which Schroeder returned when Thomas was reincarnated. He was also given all of Schroeder’s estates and businesses to run for him while Thomas was gone (dead). Garrison had an intuitive ESP ability, which over the years he practiced and enhanced in preparation for Schroeder’s return.


  Garrison, Theresa. Richard’s first wife. Groomed as a socialite in her younger days, and with Garrison away on business most of the time, she became a socialite once more. On one of her outings, she happened to meet up with Gareth Wyatt, and the pair reignited an old love affair. She also plotted with Wyatt to kill Garrison, allowing them to be together and live off Garrison’s millions. (See Miller, Theresa.)


  Garrison’s Retreat. Originally Schroeder’s estate in the Harz, Garrison renamed it. A stone archway at the entrance of the grounds had nine-inch iron letters proclaiming the place “Garrison’s Retreat.” It consisted of six buildings: one “house” or small hotel standing central, and five other similar building surrounding it in a circle. The central structure had three floors while the other five had only two. Two of the outer structures were designed for guest accommodation; the others were a small hospital, a library, and an ESP testing facility. The estate cost Schroeder seven million pounds Sterling to build.


  Gerda. The Schroeders’ nanny, who took care of Heinrich. She was killed at the Europa Hotel by the terrorists who placed the bomb there.


  Goldstein, Felix. Member of the Jewish Organization. He was one of the men searching for Otto Krippner. He was attacked and nearly killed by Krippner the night that Krippner rode Psychomech.


  Green, Alice. A victim of attempted rape outside Garrison’s Sussex house. Her attacker was killed by George Hammond’s enhanced ESP ability while Hammond was being treated on Psychomech.


  Hammond, George. The “tramp” who was the test subject of the “fixed” Psychornech. Because of what had happened to his wife, Psychomech was called upon to cure him of his morbid obsession.


  Hampshire. English county where Gareth Wyatt’s house was located.


  Hannes, Amira. Leader of the Jewish Organization, a group of Israelis searching for Nazi war criminals.


  Harley Street. Site of the London clinic where Garrison had the surgery that placed the discs in his temples, allowing him to “see” with his special spectacles.


  Harz. Mountains in Germany, the location of Schroeder’s estate.


  Hayling Island Recovery. Military rehabilitation center where Garrison went after leaving the Harz.


  Herr Killig. The German specialist hired by Schroeder who directed Garrison’s disc implant surgery.


  Hochstern, Gerry. Member of the Jewish Organization. He was one of the men searching for Otto Krippner. Along with Ira Levi, he was attacked and nearly killed by Krippner on the night that Krippner rode Psychomech.


  Holzer, Heinz. An old friend of Schroeder’s. Once was a top member of the Berlin Project in Hitler’s Germany, he is now a guide dog trainer. The man who trained Suzy for Richard Garrison.


  Hotel Borcini. Hotel on the seafront in Arenzano, owned by the Borcini brothers.


  Hotel International. The lodging where Major John Marchant stayed while Garrison was meeting with Schroeder. Owned by Thomas Schroeder.


  Howe, Sir Ralph. The British specialist who actually performed the disc implant surgery on Garrison under Hen Killig’s direction.


  IRA. Irish Republican Army. Willy Koenig dealt with two men of this organization rather harshly after they tried to blackmail Schroeder. He killed one and badly mangled the other.


  Joe. Garrison’s gardener and handyman at his Sussex house.


  Judy. One of the prettiest and youngest nurses at the rehab center. Garrison had a month-long affair with her. Matron cut the affair short when she discovered it.


  Keltner, Gerhard. Ex-Nazi who was high on the wanted list of the Jewish Organization. One-time Commandant of the “Advanced Medical Unit” at Saarenlager. Changed his name to avoid capture. (See Charalambou, Nichos.)


  Krippner, Otto. The only man alive who had the skill and know-how to build Hitler’s Machine—Psychomech. He did build the machine for Gareth Wyatt. As a Nazi, he was the pride of the Third Reich’s Experimental Science and Psychology Division, where he had personally murdered more than a thousand Jews and driven more than two hundred mad. Changed his name to avoid capture by Nazi hunters. (See Maas, Hans.)


  Koenig, Willy. A squat, blond German who was Thomas Schroeder’s—and later Richard Garrison’s—right-hand man. Often referred to as a gentleman’s gentleman, he had a talent for thinking “bad thoughts” and used it to protect Schroeder. After Schroeder’s death, he protected Garrison in the same way.


  La Ligurienne. The ship that Garrison and Koenig hired to go to Italy to find Terri Miller. The name of the ship (after the Ligurian Sea) bolstered Garrison’s feelings that he was heading in the right direction to find Terri.


  Levi, Ira. Member of the Jewish Organization. One of the men searching for Otto Krippner. Along with Gerry Hochstern, he was attacked and nearly killed by Krippner on the night that Krippner rode Psychomech.


  levitation. To suspend one’s body in open air without physical support. Garrison used this to overcome his fear of vertigo.


  Maas, Hans. Ex-Nazi, formerly known as Otto Krippner. Standing five feet, seven inches tall, he had smooth skin with a small square-cut beard of irongray hair. Gareth Wyatt officially employed him as the estate gardener, but after Wyatt realized the Jewish Organization had tracked Maas down, he killed him.


  Machine. The thing Garrison rode in his precognitive dream, only later to discover that it was called Psychomech.


  Maler, Vicki. Garrison’s true love, she had been blind since she was fifteen because of a rare cancer that was eating away at her. After her death, Garrison put her in cryogenic suspension.


  Man-God. The entity seen by Garrison in his dreams that turned out to be Thomas Schroeder.


  Mario’s. The name of the wharf/restaurant in Arenzano where Garrison and Koenig found the Borcini brothers and Terri Miller.


  Marchant, John. A major in the Military Police, recently promoted from captain, who accompanied Garrison out to Schroeder’s estate.


  Matron. Forty-five-year-old woman who worked at the rehab center where Garrison was staying.


  McCauley, Miles. An American diplomat who visited his friend Felix Goldstein and saw Krippner killing him, although he didn’t see Krippner physically doing it! This was something he could never explain.


  Michael. The “heavy” of the two IRA men that Koenig dealt with. He died when Koenig beat him mercilessly with his own gun.


  Midhurst. The location of the kennels where Suzy was lodged during Richard Garrison’s scheduled “ride” on Psychomech.


  Miller, Harry. Theresa’s father, who owned a small electronics firm: Miller Micro-Electronics. He died of a brain tumor shortly after Garrison bought a majority of shares in his company, giving Richard controlling interest.


  Miller, Maria. Theresa’s mother. She had an affair with Gareth Wyatt when Wyatt realized that her daughter could not obtain any money for him. Maria had money of her own, so Wyatt’s affections went her way. (See Torino, Maria.)


  Miller, Theresa. Otherwise known as Terri (the “T” in Garrison’s horoscope) she became Richard’s first wife. The only man she had ever loved was Gareth Wyatt, but their affair ended when Wyatt realized that her father’s company had no real money to keep his projects going.


  Mina. Thomas Schroeder’s secretary and mistress in his dying days. She was a blonde, blue-eyed woman who catered to Schroeder’s every whim.


  MME. Miller Micro-Electronics. Originally Harry Miller’s company, now Richard Garrison’s.


  Porta, Giambattista. According to Thomas Schroeder, Porta “invented photography” and wrote De Furtivis Literarum Notis, as well as other volumes on astrology, geometry, astral projection and the power of human thought. He also produced a pamphlet on reincarnation. (See also Schenk, Adam.)


  Psychomech. A mechanical psychoanalyst designed to find the fear in its subject’s mind, excite that fear beyond normal boundaries, and give the patient the mental and physical strength to crush that fear, thus correcting the disorder. The idea was that this should be accomplished in a dream-state, where the patient was literally cured in his sleep. Hans Maas created the machine with this purpose in mind, but also with a principle function that Gareth Wyatt knew nothing about: once the patient was cured of his fear, Psychomech would allow his mind to reach its full ESP potential, thus turning an ordinary man into a superhuman—with implications in both the dream-state as well as the waking world. Originally built on a shoestring budget by Hans Maas, Psychomech was rebuilt by Jimmy Craig. Under Richard Garrison’s direction, Craig used superior microelectronics, which were deemed to be safer and far more efficient.


  QARANC. “Queen Alexandra’s Royal Army Nursing Corps.”


  Quatrain, Doris. A notorious socialite friend of Terri Garrison. It was at a party in her house that Richard Garrison and Gareth Wyatt met.


  Redcap. British military policeman. Schroeder called Garrison a “Redcap” in the hospital after the bomb-blast.


  reincarnation. After death, to be reborn into another person or entity. How Thomas Schroeder believed he would “cheat” death.


  Rhine, J.B. The preeminent advocate of ESP and inventor of various ESP-testing apparatus.


  RSM. Regimental Sergeant Major. The highest warrant officer rank (WOI) in the British Army. At the Hayling Island Recovery, Garrison designated Matron “the RSM.”


  RUC. Royal Ulster Constabulary, Northern Ireland’s police force.


  Schenk, Adam. Schroeder’s forecaster, or scryer, on future events. He claimed to be the direct descendant, as well as the Giambattista Porta! He read Schroeder’s, Garrison’s, Vicki’s, and Koenig’s horoscopes that set all of their paths on the same road. Schenk died a premature death as a result of years of drug abuse, drugs that allowed him to perfect his visions of the future.


  Schloss Zonigen. Place in the Swiss Alps where Vicki Maler’s body was cryogenically suspended in niche number 2139.


  Schroeder, Heinrich. Thomas Schroeder’s son, whom he originally had planned to be the vessel he would return in.


  Schroeder, Thomas. A multi-millionaire German industrialist, he suffered terminal internal injuries in a bomb-blast at the Europa Hotel. This eventually led to his death. Shroeder, however, believed he could return from the dead—and made a pact with Richard Garrison so to do.


  Schroeder, Urmgard. Thomas’s wife, who was abducted in Belfast by the IRA.


  Siebert, Saul. Famous surgeon whose father was one of Schroeder’s junior officers, killed in WWII. Siebert has saved four lives at Schroeder’s estate, including Schroeder’s own.


  St. Mary’s. Hospital in Portsmouth, Hampshire, England where Garrison was sent right after Schroeder had died and Garrison had “shared” his death. He only stayed there for three days.


  Suzy. Black Doberman bitch that Schroeder had specially trained for Garrison. She lived and breathed Garrison and was more loyal than any dog before—so loyal that she actually helped Garrison in his dream-quest while he was on Psychomech. Her “mind” went to him when he needed help, while her body lay sleeping in a field.


  Sussex. English county where Garrison acquired an estate for use when he was in England.


  teleportation. To move something with one’s mind alone—instantly, from one place to another—and not have it visibly cross the distance between. Garrison was enabled in this respect while on Psychomech.


  TET. Telepathic Exchange Test.


  Third Reich. Official Nazi designation for the regime in Germany from January 1933 to May 1945.


  Tiger. When Garrison was a boy, his pet cat, Tiger, was killed as a punishment when he was ill and fouled himself.


  Wyatt, Dr. Gareth. Once famous neuropsychiatrist who had been working with Hans Maas for twenty-five years to perfect Psychomech. He had studied psychiatry in Köln in 1955–1958 where he was noticed and recruited by Exodus as a future friend. After disposing of Maas using Psychomech, Wyatt started anew his love affair with Terri Garrison in hopes he could use her husband’s money to finish Psychomech and ready it for commercial use, ensuring his own fortune for the future.


  Zener cards. A set of twenty-five cards (5 × 5 symbols) used in parapsychological experimentation. Invented by K. E. Zener, 1903–1961.


  Zurich. The commercial and industrial center of Switzerland. Garrison has large amounts of money in various banks and businesses there.
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  [image: Image] 2IC. Second in Command.


  Ace of Clubs. The London casino run (and partially owned) by Carlo Vicenti, whose share was lost to Garrison on three consecutive spins of the roulette wheel.


  Acropolis. The Rock of the Acropolis in Lindos, Rhodes, the Aegean, from which Paulo Palazzi watched his victims. This was originally a Greek temple; it became a fortress during the crusades and is now an archeological site.


  Angelli, Mario “the Dwarf.” Member of the London-based mafia.


  Arnott, Mike. Captain Gary Foster’s 2IC on the Moth nuclear sub.


  Black, Bert. Joe Black’s brother, “Bomber Bert Black.” By reputation he was an expert at bomb-making—obviously. Bert ended up killing himself by jumping out of a tenth-story window after he had helped his brother kill Carlo Vicenti; this all occurred while the brothers were under the mind-control of Garrison/Schroeder.


  Black, Joe. Bert Black’s brother. Cockney by lineage, he was an assassin working for the mob. His job was to exterminate Richard and Vicki Garrison on their holiday in the Greek Isles. He used to be a bouncer in Vicenti’s casino, the Ace of Clubs.


  Castle. The “mind” castle of Charon Gubwa, located deep beneath London in an old nuclear war command shelter. The castle had only one level, was square in shape and was roughly thirty yards by thirty yards in size. There was one perimeter corridor and two diagonal corridors, forming four triangles equal in size and area. One area contained Gubwa’s personal living quarters, his command center and his “harem” (Gubwa’s wives); another area held his library, mind-lab, study, and swimming pool; the third contained the living quarters for his soldiers and other recreation facilities. The fourth area held the castle’s air filtration, heating, electrical, and general life-support systems. There were four “turrets” at the corners of the castle—only accessible by the outside corridor—where the “mind-guards” were stationed. When the castle was invaded, Gubwa triggered a self-destruct mechanism that destroyed the entire complex.


  Chairman, the. The head of an obscure branch of the British Secret Service. The Chairman used Gubwa as an intelligence source. (See Sir Harry.)


  CIA. Central Intelligence Agency. Principal intelligence and counterintelligence agency of the U.S. government.


  Circle of Wizards. A gathering of wizards (or demons) that Garrison viewed from above when on his dream-quest. This circle was comprised of Garrison’s enemies. They were watching a shewstone that held a tiny Garrison struggling to complete his quest. Each wizard in turn was doing what he could to impede the tiny Garrison.


  Clegg, Colonel “Crazy” Dave. Late of her Majesty’s Forces, Crazy Dave had enlisted the help of Phillip Stone as a mercenary somewhere in Africa.


  Coven, the. The thirteen most powerful men in the London mafia. They had gathered to discuss Garrison, his “knack” for gambling, and what they should do about it.


  Craig, James Christopher. “Jimmy Craig,” as before. Director of MME. Gubwa had contacted Craig and implanted post-hypnotic commands in his mind, basically instructing him that he needed to rebuild Psychomech.


  De Medici, Ramon Navarro. Known as “Ramon the Rat,” he was a member of the London-based mafia who was entrusted by Joseph Maestro to kill Richard Garrison. He finally obtained his objective by firing a rifle at Garrison, knocking him over a cliff-edge. The bullet only grazed Garrison’s temple, however.


  Dounreay. Where an atomic power station is located in Scotland. After Garrison had drawn all the energy he could from the dam near Xanadu during his resurgence, he reached out with his mind and leeched power from Dounreay to continue recharging himself and his powers.


  Fatso Facello. One of Vicenti’s thugs who was helping to “teach” one of Vicenti’s working girls how to behave. He also joined forces with de Medici on the hit on Garrison—a big mistake.


  Fong, Johnny. Charon Gubwa’s best man. One of the men in the Circle of Wizards, he was the feral, slant-eyed man who watched the tiny Garrison’s every move. He tried to kill Garrison by shooting at him, but only wounded him. Fong was then witness to Garrison’s rebirth and he died in that process.


  Foster, Gary. Captain of the Moth submarine. He was wont to take catnaps, only rarely sleeping for extended periods. Gubwa tried to get him to execute a simulated launch order while dreaming but failed.


  Gardner. One of Gubwa’s most trusted lieutenants. He wore the castle’s “uniform,” gray T-shirt and slacks with a silver “G” emblazoned on the left breast. He was killed, along with fifteen others, by Sir Harry’s group of operatives when he was returning to the castle under Gubwa’s command.


  Garrison/Koenig. The Koenig facet of Garrison’s mind when it was in ascendancy and in control of Garrison’s body. The day that Richard was being tailed by the mafia and Fong, this facet took over and Willy Koenig was able to think his “bad thoughts” before others thought them.


  Garrison, Richard Allan. As before. Garrison’s powers have been draining from him since he destroyed Psychomech, and without the machine he cannot recharge his psychic batteries. Garrison knew he must complete his new dream-quest, which was to find the golden dome where he believed the Goddess Immortality resided. After being shot by Ramon de Medici and Johnny Fong, he nevertheless continued on to quest’s end: the small house near the dam. Here he discovered the power that the electricity from the house’s wiring gave him, briefly restoring his healing power and sight, which had been waning. After sucking the energy from the house he turned his sights on the dam’s power, and then on the Dounreay nuclear power plant.


  Garrison/Schroeder. The Schroeder facet of Garrison’s mind when it was in ascendancy and in control of Garrison’s body. This facet was used to dispose of a couple of Garrison’s problems—namely Vicenti and the Black brothers.


  Garrison, Vicki. As before. As Garrison’s powers waned, so Vicki aged. If he were to die, so would she.


  Gatwick. Airport where Garrison’s plane landed after it had been bombed. Also, where Garrison/Schroeder intercepted and instructed the Black brothers.


  Glen O’Dunkillie. A dam in this Scottish valley was where Garrison knew he must go to complete his dream-quest.


  Goddess of Immortality. Her flesh was of the Misted Marble of Eternity, her hair was the jet of Deepest Space, the nails of her fingers and toes were crimson as the Blood of Time, and her garment was the micromesh of Unbreakable Continuity.


  Grunwald, Mina. Onetime secretary of Thomas Schroeder, now living in Mayfair. Garrison/Schroeder was known to “see” her from time to time, to satisfy Schroeder’s appetite for sex while using Garrison’s body.


  Gubwa, Charon. A great hermaphrodite, having the sex organs of both man and woman. He was “a black albino,” over four hundred pounds in weight, with gray flesh and pink eyes. His hair was wild and white with a “forest of white eyebrows.” Gubwa was a great telepath, second only to Richard Garrison. Charon was bent on world domination—becoming Emperor of Earth through a holocaust created by him—and making all men in his image, a race of hermaphro-sapiens! He would do this through genetic engineering, unlike his own origin. For his great-grandfather and grandfather had worked in uranium mines, and his father in a refinery. His genetic code had been altered because of this, leading him to the conclusion that he had had three parents—the third being radiation.


  Haslemere. Where Richard Garrison was recuperating after “flying” a crippled airplane from the Aegean to England.


  Jamieson, Dr. Garrison’s private doctor whose home was in Haslemere, Surrey. He was a stocky, moon-faced man who fitted Vicki and Richard both with contact lenses which disguised their golden eyes.


  Jackson, Charles Edwin. One of Gubwa’s people, he was killed by his boss along with Smith when they were disposing of the dead female mind-guard Jackson had raped and murdered.


  Klinke, Wilhem. Willy Koenig’s name when he was still a Nazi.


  Las Vegas. Famous gambling venue in Nevada, U.S.A. that Garrison “took” when he was first trying out his powers. He cleaned the place out in one night to the tune of some twenty-seven million dollars!


  “Lindos Linda.” The Skymed tour representative who informed “Mr. Schwartz” of the Garrisons’ early departure from Lindos.


  Lindos, Rhodes. The Greek village where the Garrisons were staying on holiday.


  London mafia. “The Cosa Nostra.” The mafia was interested in Garrison, hoping to discover his gambling systems. They were afraid he would continue to use them and so bring down their main sources of revenue.


  Maestro, Joseph. The “Big Guy” who heads up the London mafia. Never called Joseph, only Joe.


  Maler, Vicki. See also Garrison, Vicki.


  MI5. UK Intelligence Service. Its purpose is to protect national security from threats such as terrorism, espionage, and the proliferation of weapons of mass destruction; also to support the law enforcement agencies in preventing and detecting serious crime.


  MI6. UK Secret Intelligence Service. Offices are in Whitehall. Phillip Stone was a member of this organization.


  mind-guards. Charon Gubwa’s “defense system” to keep other minds out of his own. There were always four mind-guards on duty at any one time, one stationed in each corner of the castle. They were totally dependent on the drugs that Gubwa supplied them to stay alive. When Gubwa was awake, their chaotic minds could not affect him, and when Gubwa slept they slept, creating “what amounted to temporary brain-death,” keeping his mind isolated from others.


  Moth. Code name for one of Britain’s Polaris submarines. This particular sub was involved in one of Charon Gubwa’s telepathic exercises, to see if he could make its captain launch a nuclear strike.


  Murelli, Toni. One of Vicenti’s thugs, he helped “teach” one of Vicenti’s working girls how to behave. Murelli was joined by Fatso Facello in the hit on Garrison. Toni was killed when Garrison/Koenig threw him off the fourth floor balcony of a parking garage in Edinburgh.


  NUCAC 7. The first phase of a missile launch.


  NUCAC 10. The final phase of a missile launch—the launch itself.


  Palazzi, Paulo. An Italian cat burglar. Palazzi targeted three couples in Rhodes to rob—the Garrisons being one of those couples. His mistake was in not leaving after he had pocketed their goods, choosing instead to assault Vicki while she lay naked on the floor.


  Pontellari, Marcello. Member of the London-based mafia.


  Psychomech. As before. Destroyed by Garrison at the end of Psychomech.


  Psychomech II. The reinvention of the original Psychomech. Charon Gubwa pictured Jimmy Craig as being the man who would build it for him.


  Psychosphere. The essence of all sentience—the mental “ether” where all thought exists.


  Schwartz, Mr. Joe Black’s assumed identity while inquiring about Garrison in Lindos.


  Sir Harry. Also known as “the Chairman,” he was the head of an obscure branch of the English Secret Service. Sir Harry was eventually killed in the detonation of Gubwa’s castle when he and a team of soldiers went in to destroy Gubwa’s operation.


  Smith. One of Charon Gubwa’s people, killed by Gubwa, along with Jackson, when they were disposing of the dead mind-guard that Jackson had raped and murdered.


  Special Assignments Group. Six members of this group assisted Sir Harry’s attack on Gubwa’s castle in London.


  Stone, Philip. MI6 agent assigned to watch Garrison and his wife to keep them from harm. Nothing in his life had ever come easy and it had helped turn him into a “stone” of a man. Charon Gubwa intercepted Stone before he could take up his post watching the Garrisons, and he was thus “instructed” to pick up Vicki Garrison and bring her to Gubwa’s mind castle.


  Stone, Vicki. Philip Stone’s wife, previously Vicki Garrison. They were “married” by Garrison when he became one with the Psychosphere and “fixed” certain aspects of life on Earth, making them forget that he had ever existed.


  Suzy. As before. When Suzy was near death, Garrison brought her “into him,” just as he had done with Schroeder and Koenig before her.


  Vicenti, Carlo. Sicilian mafia boss who hired Joe Black to kill Garrison. He part-owned and ran the Ace of Clubs, a very profitable casino, until he lost his share in a bet with Garrison. Vicenti was also one of the men in the Circle of Wizards; he held the cards and a roulette wheel between his legs. And he had a penthouse flat in Knightsbridge, London, which is where Garrison struck out at him psychically from his dream-quest.


  Xanadu. The name of a house located beside the dam near Glen O’Dunkillie. This was where Garrison discovered how to recharge his psychic powers using raw electrical energy.
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  [image: Image] Antichrist. The chief enemy of Christ. Craig believed that Richard Garrison was the Antichrist and that he had come to earth in the form of Richard Stone.


  Avesnes. (Avesnes-sur-Helpe, France.) Outside a small bistro here, Suzy rematerialized from the Psychosphere.


  Belcher, Gordon. A burly young mechanic at PSISAC. He suffered an attack of The Gibbering and launched himself and a drill into the Number One power converter.


  Bellamy, Geoff. Young, new security guard at PSISAC. Craig ended up recruiting Geoff as a disciple to replace the ones who were searching for Lynn Craig.


  Blewett, Sir George. Minister for Industry. He, his wife, and son came to PSISAC seeking help for his wife who gibbered. He was killed along with his family by Craig’s guards after stepping down from the aircraft.


  Bragg, Edward. At twenty-five or twenty-six years of age, he was something of Craig’s confidant. A volunteer of Craig’s to find and bring back his daughter from Richard Stone, Bragg ended up being the one who actually disposed of Richard and found Lynn.


  Calm Lawns. Located in Oxfordshire, it was a three-story hospital set in fifteen acres of landscaped gardens, surrounded on its perimeter by a twelve-foot wire mesh security fence. The guards were gray-uniformed, carried tranquilizer dart rifles, and wore helmets that filtered out all sound except face-to-face communication, thus isolating them from the inmates in the complex. To keep the staff and security exposure to The Gibbering at a minimal, they worked six-hour shifts and no one actually lived inside Calm Lawns except the inmates.


  Campbell, Gavin. George Blewett’s private air-chauffeur for three years. When Blewett was killed at PSISAC, Gavin joined Craig and was flying the jet-copter for him.


  Carling. One of Craig’s disciples, the tech from Computers.


  Chunnel train. A train operating between England and France that runs through the Channel Tunnel (the “Chunnel”) under the English Channel.


  Conti, Donald. A security guard at PSISAC and one of Craig’s disciples. During the pursuit to bring Lynn Craig back to PSISAC, Conti killed Emma Tyler. He paid the price when he tried to end Richard Stone’s life.


  Cowen. Micro-tech who was one of Craig’s disciples. His wife ran off with her boss.


  Clayton Institute. Located on the Woodstock Road, just outside of Oxford. The place for mentally disturbed children where Lynn worked and where Richard had used to work.


  Craig, Lynn. James Craig’s daughter and Richard Stone’s girlfriend. Lynn was twenty years old, but looked like she was seventeen. Lynn traveled with Richard in search of a cure for The Gibbering, only succumbing to it in the end. She was treated by Psychomech, however, and so survived.


  Craig, James Christopher. Also known as “J.C.” and “Jimmy.” Managing director of PSISAC, he had built the second Psychomech much as Charon Gubwa had ordered it twenty years ago. Craig had asked Psychomech to “find God,” and realized at the end what he had done. Up to that point, Craig had turned PSISAC into his personal “church” and set himself up as “the right hand of God,” even going to the extent of creating twelve disciples to assist him in his duties.


  Craig, Marion. J.C. Craig’s wife. She died eleven years ago from complications following a kidney transplant.


  Dawson, Ian. The chief technician at PSISAC, stationed at the Number One power converter, who witnessed Belcher’s actions and responded in kind, boosting power to the converter to avoid a shutdown.


  Disciples. James Craig had collected twelve people over the years, saving them from attacks of The Gibbering and “curing” them using Psychomech. None of these people had families to speak of, giving them a clean break when the world went mad. The twelve would help Craig start afresh in the world after it fell subject to The Gibbering.


  Dome. The home of James and Lynn Craig built to Craig’s specifications, sitting central inside PSISAC. The main reason for building the Dome was to ensure Psychomech’s secrecy and security, as it was built directly above the workshop where Craig had always worked and where Psychomech was built.


  Ellis, Dorothy. A leggy, blowsy blonde from the Pay Office at PSISAC. The first of Craig’s disciples, and Phillip Stone’s accountant, Ellis was a divorcée with no children.


  Ford Electron. Lynn Craig’s car, whose propulsion unit ran on converted, satellite-beamed microwave power.


  Fulda. A town in Germany where Lynn filled up with petrol at a small self-service station while en route to Switzerland. There was no attendant, so she paid with Richard’s ID tag.


  Ganley, John. A senior technician at PSISAC, whose jaw was broken by Gordon Belcher under the influence of The Gibbering.


  Garrison’s Retreat. As before, but now abandoned and fallen into disrepair. Richard Stone and Lynn Craig traveled there in search of someone else’s memories. The stone archway had toppled, but it still bore the legend: Garrison’s Retreat.


  Garrison, Richard Allan. Richard Stone’s true father. Known to James Craig as the fallen angel who was banished because of his acts against God.


  Gibbering, The. The mind-plague that had come among the world’s people, driving them insane and eventually to death. There seemed no explanation or cure for the plague. The greatest sufferers lasted not more than eighteen months before dying.


  Gill, Albert. A remedial psychiatric hypnotist, he was hired by Phillip Stone to help Stone figure out his vanished memories. Just before the final day of Stone’s treatment, Gill suffered an attack of The Gibbering and wrecked his car, breaking his neck but fortunately not killing himself.


  Goodwin. Craig’s marksman, Goodwin started and led the attack on the “floating figure” of Richard Stone at PSISAC. He suffered the consequences, along with his crew, when Richard fought back.


  Gorvitch, Dr. Günther. Calm Lawns’s governor and senior psychiatrist.


  Gussel, Inger. She worked at the Klingerman Krankenhaus (hospital) receiving bodies of mind-plaguers and then tagging and recording what she could of them. She fell victim to The Gibbering and was found dancing with the corpses. Dr. Klingerman put her to sleep.


  Guttman, Klaus. The proprietor of the Schweitzerhof. He was a gray-haired man; perhaps fifty or fifty-five.


  Hans the Caretaker. The caretaker of the Klingerman Krankenhaus, where he had worked part-time for over forty years.


  Harding, Frank. A security guard at PSISAC, who had been there when it was still called Miller Micros. He was instructing Geoff Bellamy in the ins and outs of the complex.


  Hill. One of Craig’s men, he was sent with Stafford to pick up Phillip Stone’s audiotapes. Richard Stone dealt with him on that mission.


  Jackson brothers. Darren and Michael. Twin brothers, both of whom were Craig’s disciples. They had been brought up in an orphanage and the state had found them employment at PSISAC where they worked on the 3-D TV assembly line. They got their just deserts in their attempt to rape Lynn Craig when Suzy appeared in a less than earthly form.


  Klingerman, Dr. The Herr Doktor of the Krankenhaus. He put Gussel to sleep when she was taken by The Gibbering. The doctor helped “revive” Richard Stone when he discovered that Stone was not entirely dead.


  Klingerman Privat Krankenhaus. A small, luxury hospital for the Swiss, German, and French elite in Raron, Switzerland, that had been converted into a common morgue. Richard Stone’s body was brought here when it was discovered in the River Rhône.


  Likeman, Dr. Miles. A pathologist who once had a Harley Street practice but now instructed others. He had done the post-mortem exam on Vicki Stone. Likeman informed Phillip Stone of the irregularities of Vicki’s conditions.


  log cabin. A small cabin Richard Garrison had built thirty years ago off the main road near Garrison’s Retreat. Standing in a dense clump of tall pine trees, it was built literally on the edge of the mountain cliff. This cabin became Lynn and Richard’s hideaway when they were in Germany.


  Machine. The “beast” that troubled Richard Stone in his dreams, much as it had troubled his father. The Machine was the new Psychomech, which caused the world to gibber.


  McClaren, Andrew. A forty-seven year old storekeeper-foreman at PSISAC, he was a taciturn, middle-aged Scot who suffered an attack of The Gibbering and was ushered into Craig’s fold as a disciple—the twelfth, to be exact.


  Moonbase II. Moon colony that had a failed sabotage attempt by a gibberer.


  night-freighters. Giant articulated trucks that were only allowed on the highways at night. They were twelve feet wide and a hundred feet long.


  Opel Komet. The car that Bragg drove when following Lynn Craig. This was the vehicle which also pushed Richard Stone’s car over the cliff and into a river in the Swiss Alps.


  Pollock. One of Craig’s disciples who was a PSISAC security officer. He was a broad-shouldered, blunt-featured man.


  PSISAC. “Phillip Stone Industries (Satellites and Computers.)” Formerly known as Miller Micros. A ninety-acre complex that supplied most of the surrounding region with microwave power and developed many electronic and technical “toys.” The business employed some seven to eight thousand people.


  Psychomech. Built by James Craig under the post-hypnotic commands of Charon Gubwa. Originally built in the workshop at PSISAC, Psychomech soon grew too large for the area and was built “around” the workshop—basically becoming the lab itself. The main interface of the Machine was a throne-like chair that the “patient” would sit in while being treated. At the top and to the rear of the throne was an oval-shaped skullcap lined with sensors and electrodes. There were also needles in the neck, wrist, and ankle clamps that were enabled with tiny micro-scanners to help find the veins they needed to penetrate. The chair was padded in soft leather and built to conform to the body’s contours, maintaining a perfect body temperature. In the middle of the backrest, the initials “J.C.” were heavily embossed in two-inch gold letters. Psychomech had a job given to it by Craig . . . to search for God and eliminate the minds that were not God in the process. Thus Psychomech was the cause of The Gibbering!


  Raron. A town in Switzerland that was the collection point for the Raron-Visp “catchment area.” This was the location of the halfway house to the human bonfires for dead gibberers.


  Salisbury. A city in Wiltshire, England, where Mary Wells’s family and her married daughter lived.


  Schloss Zonigen. As before. Now a refuge for family members of the interred, this is where Lynn and Richard sought out his mother’s niche, continuing Richard’s quest for knowledge.


  Schmidt, Karl. Worked for the Department of the Environment in Germany, and was sent to inspect Garrison’s Retreat in order to place a value on it.


  Schroeder, Heinrich. Thomas Schroeder’s son, who sold Garrison’s Retreat to the state.


  Schweitzerhof. A large, three-story hotel with a porch, wooden-railed balconies, white walls, and dark wooden beams, the Schweitzerhof was a scaled-up Swiss chalet at the top of a winding road that climbed up out of St. Andreasberg.


  Stafford, Henry. Described as “a fortyish, bespectacled, thin-faced and single-minded micro-electrician from Components Division” at PSISAC, Stafford was sent to pick up Lynn Craig from Bragg. After returning Lynn to PSISAC, he was sent to Phillip Stone’s house to retrieve Stone’s hypnotic sessions on tape.


  Stone, Phillip. As before. Born in 1948. Stone was married to Vicki, Richard’s mother. After being hypnotized by Albert Gill and listening to his recordings, Stone “remembered” the past that Richard Garrison had wiped from his memory twenty years earlier.


  Stone, Richard. Son. of Vicki and Richard Garrison who was raised by Vicki and Phillip Stone. He was a tall, well-built youth who fell victim to The Gibbering but was fighting it. Michael Jackson shot Richard, but his subconscious self—the “other Richard”—healed him. Finally he was able to mesh with his subconscious mind to discover his abilities and fantastic potential.


  Stone/Garrison, Richard. Known as the “other Richard,” this was Richard Stone’s identity when he was in trouble. It was also the name Richard used when he and Lynn were trying to find the answer to The Gibbering. Passed down from his father, this facet of Richard understood the powers he had while Stone did not. When Michael Jackson shot Richard, his alter ego helped him heal and served to protect Lynn.


  Stone, Vicki. Richard Stone’s mother and Phillip Stone’s wife. Born in 1947, she was a year older than Phillip. She was killed in an automobile crash when she suffered an attack of The Gibbering.


  Suzy. A black Doberman bitch. Richard Allan Garrison’s pet dog, she left her master and immortality to help Richard Stone on his journey of discovery. Later, Suzy was returned to her immortal condition by Richard so that she could roam free in the Psychosphere once again.


  Tyler, Emma. A shrew-faced spinster from the canteens at PSISAC, and one of Craig’s disciples. She tracked down Lynn Craig to the log cabin near Garrison’s Retreat, but suffered an attack of The Gibbering in the process.


  Ullman, Rudi. Having discovered Richard Stone on the banks of the Rhône, apparently lifeless, Ullman took him to the Klingerman Krankenhaus.


  Weston, Police Sergeant. Weston worked at the Dorking police station. He contacted Phillip Stone about Albert Gill’s accident.


  Wells, Mary. Phillip Stone’s housekeeper. She went to see her family in Salisbury when she was coming down with The Gibbering.


  World Bank. Phillip Stone’s bank. The main branch, World Bank Central, was in Cornhill Street in the City of London
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  [image: Image] (Note: In the United States, the sequel to The House of Doors

  was published under the title Maze of Worlds.)


  Alt Deutscheshaus. (“Old Germany” bar.) A bar in Berlin that Turnbull visits in The House of Doors: Second Visit. Set in his past, where as a nineteen-year-old soldier frequenting this sleazy establishment, Turnbull again finds himself confronted by what seems to have become his only weakness—alcohol.


  Anderson, David. The jowly and overweight Minister Responsible, and the man for whom Jack Turnbull was a minder before being assigned to Spencer Gill. Thriving on being a man of authority in the real world, he has lost any semblance of his former power in the House of Doors. And once out of the synthesizer it is not long before Anderson begins to go insane.


  atomic sun. Twice or three times the size of Earth’s sun, this machine-world sun of Spencer Gill’s mind’s making was peppered with blowholes which blasted out spokes of fire, light, and radiation. A never-ending chain reaction of nuclear energy which gave off an entirely unnatural warmth and light.


  auroras. A curtain of cold, eerie fire that Gill and company see in the desert world at the great crystal node. Inside the corpse-fire curtain, they see the vast faces of the “dead” Varre, Haggie, Clayborne, and Rod Denholm.


  Bannerman, Jon. A Portuguese tourist who, while visiting a friend in Scotland, had the opportunity to go and see the “Killin Castle.” To a passerby, he seemed to disappear for a few seconds and reappear.


  Barney. Hamish Grieve’s mongrel dog, who was one of the first beings taken by the House of Doors. As with Alec Haggle, Barney is taken quite by mistake, but he also proves to be instrumental in bringing about Sith’s downfall. Four years later Hamish dies and leaves Barney to Spencer Gill, when once again the dog helps to save the world from an alien threat.


  “bats.” Resembling bats in that they fly like bats, all leathery wings and big ears. But after that they’re more like snakes. Long whiplash bodies, big as large housecats, these creatures line the tiers of the step-pyramid as the howlers close in from the woods on Gill and company.


  beach world. Angela Denholm’s world of oceans and beaches, blue skies and seas, grassy plains and flowering forests; she visits this world in her first adventure in the House of Doors.


  Carlton-Ffines, George. The president at David Anderson’s club who, although having known Anderson for years, does not recognize him in the synthesized parallel London that is Anderson’s hell.


  CERN. (Conseil Européen pour la Recherche Nucléaire.) Mainly used to identify the 28GeV proton synchrotron accelerator at CERN.


  Clayborne, Miles. The president of the American organization SCOPE who got caught up in the House of Doors in the hills of Scotland. His vertigo was probably the least of his worries as he was bombarded with horror after horror involving ghosts, malevolencies, evil spirits, and all sorts of powers of darkness.


  containment chamber. A chamber in which Gys U Kalk threatens to confine Sith should he step wrong in carrying out his vendetta against Spencer Gill. The chamber is capable of breaking down metals into crystals, and the crystals to elemental gases. Should Sith be put in such a place, his molecular activity would be slowed to immobility, his matter devolving to essential gases so reduced in volume as to be nothing.


  correction construct. “An elongated crab—a rearing scorpion or mantis—nine feet long, five wide and four high, with stalked eyes, articulate claws, antennae, a stinger arched over its back, and other appendages whose functions could only be guessed at.” These Thone machines are normally used for the removal of extraneous refuse from stored worlds after contamination by any particular group of beings under test.


  Cromleigh, Harry. (Sir Harry, Lord Cromleigh.) A man who, in the real London, had a habit of cornering Anderson for hours on end about the modern “shambles” of the MOD. When Anderson passes him on the stairs of his club, however, Cromliegh doesn’t know him.


  crustacean creature. Something Bannerman accidentally disturbed at the top of a waterfall in the forest world, causing it to sting Turnbull. All yellow and purple and moving lightning fast, and, in the words of Clayborne, “looking venomous as hell!”


  Crystal Pedestal, the. The seat occupied by the Grand Thone. Sith of the Thone believes he is on a short list to occupy this seat of Highest Authority.


  Denholm, Angela. A strong-willed woman who eventually tires of her husband’s abuse and flees. In her flight, she is caught up with Spencer Gill and the House of Doors. After a grueling experience inside, she and Gill become close and attempt to settle down together in the aftermath, even while knowing that there could very well be another threat. Four years later, there is, and Angela refuses to stay behind when Gill once more reenergizes the synthesizer.


  Denholm, Rodney. The extremely jealous and violent husband of Angela Denholm who is used by Sith to fill her with dread, in the hope that she will break and fail the Thone test.


  desert world. The nightmare world of Miles Clayborne, where the crystal node and the entrance to the synthesizer control room is located. A world where anyone’s worst nightmare can and will come to life. Gill and company return to this world in their second visit.


  Dhekelia. A British Sovereign Base in Cyprus, where Spencer Gill was schooled as a child.


  door #111. The lowest number to appear on the many doors of the crystal node. Not surprisingly, this is also the door that Alec Haggle (being a low-life) comes bounding through, pursued by the correction construct.


  door #222. The door of Angela Denholm and Jean-Pierre Varre. Angela finds the entrance to her worst nightmares elsewhere, but Varre steps into his through this portal of the crystal node.


  door #444. The door of Rodney Denholm. The real Rod had already died in Angela’s beach world, so she knew that it must be a pseudo-Rod that came through #444 following Haggle and Varre’s shocking emergences from their respective doors.


  door #555. The door to Spencer Gill’s worst nightmare . . . the mad machine world!


  door #666. The door that snatched Clayborne from the desert world and burned him to a crisp. This is also the door which Anderson pushes Sith through into a completely different hell of his own.


  door #777. Being around the other side of the curving crystal node, no one sees Sith-Bannerman emerge from this door until it is too late. They do, however, figure out later which door would match his number and are prepared when he comes yet again through this door.


  Elkins, Joe. The old doorman at David Anderson’s club who greets him and pretends to recognize him because of the “fiver” Anderson slips into his hand. Anderson does not remember until later that he had given old Joe his last fiver eighteen months before, when Joe had gone into hospital and never came out again!


  entropy enhancement. To make a given planet more livable for Thone or Ggyddn life. The stink weed is the first stage in this process, and is used to kill off all of the “unworthy” life-forms on the planet. The next step for the Ggyddn (or Thone) would be to leech from the planet’s black hole gravitator, reducing gravity in and around the crystal palaces of the new owner or owners of the planet. Geogravitic forces would build volcanoes, furnishing controlled lava flows from the core to provide the required landscaping and temperature. With a few finishing touches, added to make the Ggyddn feel more at home, there would also be fungus jungles and reeking swamplands.


  fluid mechanics. Seen by Gill and Turnbull on two occasions when constructs had been damaged, they are “intelligent” hydraulics and entropy engines that speed up devolution to feed on the energy of the future. A sort of goo that the Thone machine excretes, which flows outward and even upward, completely sheathing each crippled appendage in a rapidly solidifying, yet amazingly elastic coating.


  forest world. The nightmare world of Miles Clayborne and the dream world of Barney the dog. Clayborne is driven completely mad by the horrors that infest this world, but Barney can usually be found there chasing six-legged rabbits.


  Ggyddn. A space-traveling species without the “ethics” of the Thone who are notoriously cold in all their affairs and dealings. Physically the Ggyddn are the same as the Thone, but their evil ways and deeds have caused them to become un-Thone or “Ggyddn.” Thone outcasts—knowing that they had been found unworthy—are bitter and resentful. The Ggyddn do not bother with testing a planet’s inhabitants, they simply take over worlds. After rescuing Sith from his desolate prison planet, the Ggyddn have come to Earth to destroy its peoples and use it for themselves.


  Gill, Spencer. A man of thirty-three but looking more like forty due to a rare blood cancer that would have killed him were it not for the House of Doors. The “Machine Man,” Gill himself has trouble explaining his machine empathy. “I haven’t the foggiest notion what makes a complicated machine work—or perhaps only the foggiest notion—but when I’m close to a sick one I can usually tell what’s wrong with it.” Using this strange talent, Gill leads two separate groups of people through the House of Doors, learning about and “tuning himself in to” the synthesizer. When he outwits Sith of the Thone and escapes the first House of Doors, Gill becomes the main target for Sith of the Ggyddn in his thirst for revenge.


  Grand Ggyddn, the. The title that Gys U Kalk gives himself. With no Ggyddn or Thone in the area that rank higher, there are none to dispute his claim.


  Grand Thone, the. The Highest Authority of the alien Thone race, the Grand Thone speaks to Spencer Gill and assures him that Earth will be left to its own devices by the Thone. He does warn, however, that a certain race of un-Thone beings called the Ggyddn will not be so accommodating.


  great crystal node, the. A magnificent alien crystal on an alien desert world but it is also, unmistakably, a House of Doors. Gill and company must choose from one of nine doors numbered in triple digits—this after watching Miles Clayborne fried to a crisp in a jet of fire from door #666. Eventually discovering that this particular House of Doors controls access to the synthesizer control center, Gill is able to enter and further complicate Sith’s plans.


  great spider(s). One of many terrors that Angela, Varre, and Clayborne confront as they make their way to the House of Doors through the forest world.


  great train(s). Spiky, not-quite-oblong boxes on six pairs of wheels running on tracks a foot wide with a gauge of about forty feet. Thirty-five feet high, fifty feet long, and skewed or imperfectly angled in every direction, they rumble along their tracks from the mad-machine junk city out into a desert of rust. Equipped with sprayers that shower an oily substance from all sides to keep the rust-worms at bay, a train makes the ideal conveyance and allows for Gill’s party to move on to the next House of Doors . . . twice.


  Grieve, Hamish. An old retired gillie who had been making his way to visit a sick friend when he witnessed the arrival of the Castle shimmering on the hillside near Killin. While inspecting this “mirage” up close, Hamish lost the tips of four fingers—and his dog, Barney.


  Guffin, Harry. Also called “Hacksaw Harry” who, following a bank job gone wrong, was the only one of the crew other than Alec Haggie who was not arrested. Deducing from this that Haggie had been the rat, Guffin chased Haggie all the way to Killin where, quite by accident, Haggle was taken by the House of Doors.


  Haggie, Alec. A lowlife criminal whose demented ways do not change inside the synthesizer. After causing Gill and company more than a little trouble, they are not terribly distraught when the correction construct finally catches up with Haggie and carries him off.


  Hayling Island. “Almost” an island, in Hampshire, England. Spencer Gill considered it more of a promontory. It is where he and Angela had made their home following the first visit to the House of Doors.


  Heath-Robinson. The artist (1872–1944) who drew incredible, over-complicated, utterly illogical contrivances that couldn’t possibly work, or worked to no end.


  howler(s). Dull rubbery black things that howl in the night of the alien forest. Three and a half feet tall, they walk upright on two legs but crouch low. Scarcely manlike, they are as broad as they are tall and shaggy as unshorn sheep.


  hypersleep. Suspended animation used when the Thone travel between the stars. Sith claims to have spent many human lifetimes in hypersleep.


  Iceberg, the. The “King Kong” of icebergs; it is, in fact, a Ggyddn node.


  Iceberg Irma. The name given to the huge iceberg that appears in the Atlantic. Named for the Irminger Current that keeps the giant floe “tethered.”


  Jodrell Bank. The radio telescope located at Jodrell Bank. Other telescopes variously situated around the world—such as the big dish in Puerto Rico, and the VLA (Very Large Array) in New Mexico—all began to show glitches or anomalies in their workings. This was how the Ggyddn were first detected in Earth’s vicinity.


  Kalk, Gys U. The self-titled “Grand Ggyddn.” The Kalk made a bargain with Sith; the Ggyddn would rescue him from the chunk of rock where he had been abandoned, and Sith would show them a planet ripe for conquest. The planet in question was Earth.


  Kandramakh, Ali. An Afghan double agent during Russia’s occupation. Ali saved Turnbull’s life when the big minder was being tortured to death. Alas, the Afghan was killed for his troubles.


  Kenmore. A town near Killin, Scotland. Following his “talk” with the Thone Council, Gill focuses one of the synthesizer sensors on Kenmore in order to discover what is happening outside the House of Doors.


  Killin. A village in Scotland close to Ben Lawers, the mountain where the original House of Doors first appeared.


  Killin Castle. (AKA the first House of Doors.) When the castle appeared in Scotland, it had no doors or windows and was simply called “the Killin Castle.”


  Lan, Assu. The Ggyddn controller of the node known as the Pagoda.


  locator. A Thone device that Sith uses to pinpoint anyone he desires at any time. Specifically used to find Rodney Denholm in his holding cell in order to insert him into the “game.”


  Lotus. The pregnant wife of Ki-no Sung. Aside from the Red Chinese Army threat, Ki-no Sung’s worst fears involve only his wife and unborn baby’s safety. In the House of Doors, a synthesized Lotus gives birth to something monstrous.


  Lynch, George. The husband of Siobhan Lynch. George was beaten by Rod Denholm until he gave up Angela’s whereabouts.


  Lynch, Siobhan. A friend of Angela Denholm who was allowing Angela to stay at her home following Angela’s departure from Rod.


  mad machine world. A world created by the mind of Spencer Gill, which contained a city of nonsensical machinery that interfered with Gill’s machine empathy and nearly cost him his life on three separate occasions.


  Marsh, Miranda. A lovely, leggy woman that Gill figures would be described by Turnbull as “built.” The new Minister Responsible for Gill’s second visit to the House of Doors, Miranda would like to see an attack on the new nodes with nuclear weapons but Gill knows that would do no good. Virtually taking her hostage, he lets Miranda see firsthand everything she has read about the first House of Doors. Skeptical at first, she eventually comes to terms with herself and the others, and even finds romance in an utterly alien environment.


  Matherly, Simon. A chat show host who was David Anderson’s neighbor. A gay man who respectfully kept his distance from Anderson in normal conditions, he literally fawned over him in the synthesized version of London. This was another small clue that should have told Anderson something was wrong.


  maze world. The nightmare world of Jean-Pierre Varre where he is crushed to a pulp by a shrinking tunnel of rock. Under tons of rock, Varre’s claustrophobia is fully realized. But despite that, he is nevertheless alive and well (?) when Gill finally outwits Sith.


  McBride, Angus. A police sergeant in Perth who encounters Sith-Bannerman while on duty with Rodney Denholm locked up in a cell. Finding himself caught up, thrown through the air, and knocked nearly unconscious, Angus nevertheless manages to lock Sith-Bannerman inside the cell with Rod. Had he not done so, he might have avoided his grisly end.


  miniature castle. The actual synthesizer that was used in the original Thone test of Earth. After exiting the House of Doors, Gill deenergizes the synthesizer and it becomes a tiny replica of the castle as it stood on the slopes of Ben Lawers. He keeps it to himself over the next four years until the arrival of the Ggyddn. Gill then attempts to reenergize the thing in the belief that he can enter once again and beat the Ggyddn at their own game.


  Minister Responsible. The title in the MOD held by David Anderson in the first visit to the House of Doors. Completely insane following his ordeal, Anderson’s position was later taken over by Miranda Marsh.


  Monster Tridacna(s). Great clams that sent siphons up to the surface of the beachworld to lie like snorkels on the quaking sand. Ten or twelve feet across where they lay just below the surface of the beach, these molluscs could easily take a man. And just as Rod caught up with Angela . . . one of them did.


  night-feeding crabs. Possibly due to the thudding of Angela’s footsteps or the renewed burst of calling by the Rods, great strange crabs came trundling out of the ocean-fringing palms, eager to make it to the safety of the sea. A foot long but carrying no pincers, they were timid things and cowered from Angela as she fled from the rapacious Rods.


  Number One. When Gill and company were first taken by the castle near Killin, they were confronted by an exact replica of it but with many doors, all numbered: the House of Doors. As they were debating which door to try first, a tattered, bloody, and staggering figure burst through door Number One. This turned out to be Alec Haggie, who had had a near miss with the correction construct.


  Number Two. In a panic, Alec Haggie was being held down by Jack Turnbull following his entrance through door Number One. At the first opportunity, he broke free of Turnbull’s grasp and bolted through door Number Two, making the decision for the others. Chasing after Haggie, they found themselves in the forest world.


  numerology. Using the table below, Angela was able to decipher the triple-digit numbers of the doors on the great crystal node and determine which door matched each person’s name. Knowing by now that when someone entered a door it was not exactly Happy Land, Gill and company now knew which door each should try to avoid. Sith, however, was not about to let them avoid confrontation with their personal hells.
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  Pagoda, the. “Rearing one hundred feet out of the Yellow Sea, it was a resplendent pagoda with no doors or windows.” This was the first of many Ggyddn nodes to appear on Earth four years after the original House of Doors.


  Parkhurst. A prison on the Isle of Wight.


  Phin, Yarth. The Ggyddn controller of the node known as the Mansion.


  Pyramid, the. One of the strangest mysteries since the original pyramids. Appearing near Cairo, as if from nowhere, it was obviously another Ggyddn node.


  quadruped(s). Narrowly escaping the howlers in the forest world, Gill and company were left with the carcass of a quadruped that Haggie had told them was safe to eat. This creature was fawn-like from tail to shoulders, but from the shoulders up, its neck was more a tapering torso, with short childlike arms and six-fingered hands. The face was also childlike, so that the creature looked much like a small centaur. Even if Gill’s party had been starving they couldn’t have brought themselves to eat it. However, being inside the synthesizer and not actually being themselves, they were not hungry or fatigued in any way.


  Rods, the. Exact replicas of Rodney Denholm that Sith sent to terrorize Angela in the beach world. Naked, leering, taunting, and shouting, they pursued her everywhere—hundreds of them.


  rust-worm(s). Encountered in Gill’s machine world, they are a telescopic worm of dull gray metal eighty feet long and five feet thick. With flat, spade-like heads and eyes like auto inspection lamps behind protective grills, they pursue Gill and company across a desert of rust. Riding on a great engine along steel tracks, Gill sees that the “metal eaters” are thinking creatures that have a definite purpose . . . to derail the engine! The engine, however, is filled with an oily substance that is sprayed all around when the rust-worms are detected, repelling them.


  rust-worm hives. Gigantic, oddly shaped mountains or castles seen in the distance as Gill and company ride the great train across the desert of rust. Drawing closer, they see that the half-mile-high stacks are holed and tunneled to their topmost spires, where rust-worms snake in and out of their nests like bees in a honeycomb.


  scorpion antenna (construct). Not only an antenna but a direction-finder and conduit for beamed Thone energy. When Sith hears that the Thone are again coming to Earth to war with the Ggyddn, and that the Ggyddn are abandoning him for the fight, he attempts to put a quick end to Gill and company by causing the antenna to explode in Gill’s possession.


  scorpion eye stalk (construct). After incapacitating a correction construct, Gill wants to take certain pieces of it with him to study in the hope of rediscovering the secrets of Thone and Ggyddn technology. Aside from the stinger antenna, he also takes the complete assembly from the end of an eyestalk.


  SCOPE. The “Society for the Correlation of Paranormal Experiences.” An American organization headed by Miles Clayborne.


  SDI. “Strategic Defense Initiative,” sometimes called “Star Wars.”


  Sith-Bannerman. Needing a way to walk among humans, Sith created from the real Jon Bannerman a synthetic duplicate: a cosmetic “human” shell for Sith’s life-support system. The chest cavity contained not only sufficient space for Sith’s upper body but also for energy receptors and a powerful converter. Neither a robot nor an android, it was a vastly efficient machine composed in its entirety of Thone fluids.


  Sith-Bannerman construct. In the real final confrontation with Sith of the Ggyddn in Spencer Gill’s second visit to the House of Doors, the un-Thone invigilator creates a construct almost exactly like the scorpion correction constructs that have been chasing our heroes through many worlds. The main difference being that the final third of this construct’s stinger is none other than the upper half of Sith-Bannerman himself!


  six-legged rabbit(s). Rabbits with six legs found in the forest world. Barney the dog lived on these for sustenance during both of his visits to the House of Doors. Gill and company have no need of sustenance in their first visit but upon their return must trust to the dog’s instincts and partake of whatever Barney eats.


  Snakes and Ladders. A child’s game that is used as an example, by Sith, in his explanation of how Gill and company must proceed during their second visit. “Throw a good number, you climb a ladder. Throw a poor one, and slide down a snake.”


  spook. The term used by Alec Haggie to describe what he saw in the synthesizer control center. “Three legs, yes. And if you gave it four or five thin, ropy, dangling arms, all snaking down from its top . . . then you’d more or less have it. As for motion: It flowed like an octopus.” This turned out to be Sith himself.


  Stannersly, Fred. A private helicopter pilot. In this capacity he becomes involved with Spencer Gill and the new threat from the Ggyddn.


  St. Elmo’s Light. Also known as St. Elmo’s Fire. An eerie glow caused by an electrical charge.


  stink weed. A stinking seaweed that rapidly spreads itself throughout Earth’s waters, clogging waterways and bogging down boats all over the world; the first stage in the Ggyddn terraforming program that will alter the Earth to accommodate them.


  Sung, Ki-no. A Korean fisherman living on the wrong side of the Yellow Sea who was the first to see the Pagoda as it appeared in the ocean near his home. Just like Hamish Grieve before him, Ki-no Sung got too close. He was taken inside and “bugged” before being left in the sea with memories of a shipwreck that he related to Gill and company when they rescued him. Ki-no Sung lost half of his face and one hand when he followed Gill and the others into the House of Doors. But he lost much more than that in his synthesized version of China.


  survival suit. A lightweight cylinder of super-flexible plastic protecting the midsection of Sith’s “person” and enclosing his three vital organs. But as well as protecting these essential organs, it also reduced gravity by seventy percent, thus reducing Sith’s weight to a bearable Thone standard. Without this suit’s support, a low-gravity, mainly liquid creature such as Sith would be little more than a wet stain in Earth’s gravity.


  synthesizer. The actual alien Thane device that is known by the humans as the House of Doors. Able to synthesize and store any given world for later use in Thone colonization tests. Manipulated by the wrong hands, namely Sith’s, the synthesizer is able to create worlds that do not exist by plucking the fears of a subject from his mind and superimposing them on the fictional world. Sith, as well as Spencer Gill, discover that the synthesizer can only be manipulated so far before certain fail-safes come into play and the machine takes over.


  synthesizer control center. With wraparound liquid screens aflow in kaleidoscopic color, and a ceiling that is indiscernible through a haze of bright white mist—with a floor that is “soft,” offering only thirty percent the resistance of a solid floor—this is where the Thone controller or invigilator works the controls of the synthesizer, mainly with his “mind.” Unexpectedly gaining access to the control center, Gill and company find that it is very disorienting, with halls that seem to go on forever and walls that can be stepped right through!


  Thone. An alien species spreading through the universe and seeking suitable habitable worlds. Essentially low gravity creatures, in them the proportion of liquid to solid is far higher than the norm; in a low-gray situation it is easier for them to flow rather than walk. Not much to speak of physically, the Thone rely mainly on telepathy to communicate with each other and their machines. They use synthesizers to “test” species, thereby determining if they are worthy of continued existence or should be destroyed to make room for the planet’s new owners. Very few species are found worthy.


  Thone, Sith of the. A very ambitious Thone invigilator who attempts to manipulate the synthesizer in order to find the planet Earth unworthy and mark it ripe for Thone colonization. Sith believes that this planet will be the one gift he can give to the Grand Thone to assure his own ascendance to the Crystal Pedestal when the Highest Authority retires. His crime discovered, Sith is declared un-Thone and banished to a desolate moon for the rest of his very long life. Now Sith of the Ggyddn, he is out for revenge on Spencer Gill and the planet Earth.


  Thone surgical tool. A small device that Turnbull shoots from the hand of SithBannerman when the alien tries to kill Spencer Gill. Gill uses this tool to begin to discover the secrets of Thone technology. The device also protects Gill and company as they travel through the House of Doors, but it is no match for the surgical wand that Sith brings along for what he thinks will be his final confrontation with Spencer Gill.


  thorn hypodermic. The “stinger” of the correction construct that was broken off when the thing got itself trapped. Gill is able to use this not only to sedate the babbling Varre, but to gain knowledge of Thone technology.


  transdimensional multinodes. Giant television screens in Gill’s mad machine world, protected by rusty iron grids formed of bars two inches thick. Seeing Barney hop through a giant screen at precisely the right moment, Gill discovers that these are not only viewscreens but also doors! With his machine empathy he is able to get in tune with the synthesizer and use a transdimentional multinode to gain access to the synthesizer control center.


  transmat. Part of the alien system that powered Thone vessels. It is a spin-off from the sophisticated propulsion system that warped space and permitted Thone and Ggyddn alike to cross near-infinite distances in finite time.


  triangulation. The means by which Sith was able to find Gill and company in their second visit to the House of Doors. Using Ki-no Sung and correction constructs as beacons, he was able to locate them almost anywhere in the synthesizer.


  tumor world. The nightmare world of George Waite. Desperate to be rid of the tumor in his brain, George had high hopes of being healed by the House of Doors. Instead, the tumor very nearly killed him and for a while drove him insane.


  Turnbull, Jack. A minder looking after his boss from the MOD, Turnbull was caught up with the House of Doors after being assigned to Spencer Gill. Turn bull seemed to be the one person that Gill could trust from the beginning to the end. Before Jack was a minder, his occupations were many: military intelligence, gunrunner, and mercenary.


  Varre, Jean-Pierre. A small, slim Frenchman from the European Space Program who ended up as one of the participants in Sith’s test. Claustrophobia was Varre’s worst fear, and although it took a little longer than with Clayborne, he ended up being the same kind of mental mess. Not to mention the mess he made after being crushed by a shrinking tunnel of solid rock.


  Waite, George Arthur. A “junior” in the MOD, George was assigned to recruit Spencer Gill and his expertise regarding the new nodes popping up all over the world. With a secret agenda to get inside one of the alien synthesizers, he got his wish and became part of Gill’s second company. At their first meeting Gill didn’t much care for Waite, but he eventually proved to be a much better member of the team than Clayborne or Varre.


  Welles, Orson. As Turnbull and Gill watched the news with the threat of a Thone return weighing on them, they noticed that the media seemed to be keeping a lid on the source of the mysterious structures appearing around the world. Gill commented that someone up high must have remembered the “Martian-invasion thing” by Orson Welles.


  werewolves. When Gill and company first found the great crystal node, they were being hunted by werewolves. Changing from man to beast in less time than it takes to tell, they had been created by the synthesizer as a result of Miles Clayborne’s fear of the powers of evil.


  Wizard of Oz. In Gill’s mad machine world, Turnbull sang tunelessly, “Follow the, follow the, follow the, follow the, follow the shining steel ribbons.” But in the House of Doors, the witch and the wizard were one and the same.


  Yellow Sea, the. Where Ki-no Sung was taken from his boat by the Pagoda.


  Zorn, Harry. A professor and geological advisor at the New Mohole Project to drill through the Earth’s crust to the magma. He disputes the theory that the drilling in the Qattara Depression has anything to do with the “stink weed” that is infesting all of Earth’s waters.
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  [image: Image] Atal. Sole survivor of a long-ago attempt to climb Hatheg-Kla, where the meek gods of Earth once frolicked (as documented by H. P. Lovecraft). Now fully three centuries old, and himself a legend in dreamland, Atal serves as priest in the Temple of the Elder Ones in Ulthar.


  Bahama. A mighty port city, located on the Isle of Oriab. Even the wharves are made of porphyry, and one wharfside tavern is sometimes frequented by Eldin.


  Celephais. A city in Dreamland, located on the Southern Sea, in the valley of Ooth-Nargai, beyond the Tanarian hills. Here reigns King Kuranes for half of each year.


  Cerenerian Sea. Where ships bound for Serannian sail up into the sky.


  Crow, Titus. Titus Crow’s visit to the Dreamlands has become legendary, but it takes place before these novels begin (in The Clock of Dreams, which is not part of the Dreamlands series but belongs to an earlier series known variously as the Titus Crow cycle or the Cthulhu Mythos series). He is often mentioned in the Dreamlands books, however.


  Cthulhu. One of the Great Old Ones who seeped down from the stars long before mankind existed. Imprisoned in the city of R’lyeh, on a sunken island in the waking world, “Great Cthulhu Waits Dreaming,” until the stars are right and he awakens to claim his rightful domain—the whole world. (See Crow, Titus and. Lovecraft, H. P.)


  de Marigny, Henri. Titus Crow’s “sidekick,” who reaches the Dreamlands by an unique method: using the “time-clock,” a space-time device described in the books about Titus Crow. His visit, like Crow’s, is now a legend of Dreamland. He is not a character in the Dreamlands series, although his name is occasionally mentioned.


  Dingle, Leonard. A professor of psychology and anthropology in the waking world. He delivers public lectures upon the meaning of dreams. In Dreamland, L. Dingle becomes Eldin, a Dreamland word for “wanderer,” hence his Dreamland name of “Eldin the Wanderer.” (See Eldin)


  The Dreamlands. A multiverse created by the dreaming of various inhabitants of the waking world, including human beings and others such as The King in Yellow, Cthulhu, and Nyarlathotep (see Earth’s Dreamland).


  The Dreamlands Series. This term is used to designate the four books entitled Hero of Dreams, Ship of Dreams, Mad Moon of Dreams, and Iced on Aran. Two other stories exist but have not yet been collected in book form. They originally appeared in Weirdbook magazine entitled “The Weird Wines of Naxas Niss” and “Stealer of Dreams.”


  Dylath-Leen. A city on the river Skai, which has a bad reputation, partly because of the mysterious ships, from which come oddly shaped traders.


  Earth’s Dreamland. That portion of the Dreamlands created by the dreams of Earth’s inhabitants. Often spoken of merely as “Dreamland.”


  Elder Gods. Before mankind existed, the Elder Gods conquered and imprisoned Cthulhu and the other Great Old Ones.


  Elder Ones. This term may mean the benign Elder Gods (cf. Temple of the Elder Ones). However, it may also denote far more sinister deities such as the “Great Old Ones,” who are the exact opposite. Be aware of the context in which this term is used.


  Eldin the Wanderer. A waking-worlder in Dreamland. Like David Hero, Eldin is a swordsman/adventurer in Dreams, who lives two lives, in effect, one in the Dreamlands, the other in the waking world. However, while in the waking world, he is able to recall somewhat more of the Dreamlands than Hero; likewise, in Dreamland he can recall somewhat more of the waking world. In the waking world, he seems to make a living by lecturing upon the nature of dreams. Rescued by Hero from an attack by spider-hounds, he becomes Hero’s best friend and steadfast companion. (See Dingle, Leonard)


  Elysia. Mysterious and wonderful, it is the home of the Elder Gods, apparently neither in our universe nor in the Dreamlands.


  Enchanted Forest. Also known as the Enchanted Wood, located in Upper Dreamland. Inhabited by Zoogs.


  Gate of Deeper Slumber. The usual route to Dreamland, taken by an experienced dreamer like Eldin the Wanderer. One goes down the seven hundred steps to the gate of deeper slumber. On the other hand, Hero was content to let his dreams take him where they would.


  ghasts. Repulsive beings which die in the light, and which live in the vaults of Zin. They leap on long hind legs like kangaroos.


  ghouls. Creatures of the night, vaguely man-like, who live on the flesh of corpses. They haunt the graveyards that lie poised on the boundary between the Dreamlands and the waking world. Occasionally they leave changelings to be raised as human.


  gnorri. Finny and bearded, they swim in the Twilight Sea below the cliffs of Ilek-Vad.


  Great Old Ones. Beings such as Cthulhu, Nyarlathotep, or Yibb-Tstll, who seeped down from the distant stars when the Earth was young, before the human race existed.


  The Great Tree. A very large, sentient tree. They originated on a far world that was destroyed, but a few of their life-leaves were saved by Ardatha Ell.


  gugs. Hairy and gigantic beings that were banished to the underworld beneath the Enchanted Forest, where their enormous city lies. They usually subsist on ghasts, though they also find mortal dreamers especially tasty.


  Hatheg-Kla. A mountain located in the stony desert, upon which the Gods of Earth were wont to frolic in older times. To see them, Atal the Ancient and Barzai the Wise climbed up (but only Atal clambered back down again). This is another legend of Dreamland.


  Hero, David, aka Hero of Dreams. First met by the reader while David Hero is adventuring in the northern uplands of Dreamland. He is a waking-worlder who cannot clearly recall the waking world while dreaming, and cannot clearly recall Dreamland while awake (until he encounters Professor L. Dingle). In the waking world, Hero is a British artist who makes his home in Edinburgh, Scotland, in a converted attic on Dalkieth Road. He paints weird, unearthly scenes, such as fantastic cities for which he “invents” such titles as DylathLeen and Ilek-Vad. All seem somehow familiar to him, though he cannot comprehend why they should.


  Ilek-Vad. A Dreamland city on the Twilight Sea.


  Isle of Oriab. Located in the Southern Sea, where stands Mount Ngranek.


  Kadath in the Cold Waste. A vast plateau rumored to exist somewhere toward the north of the Dreamlands. There is found the gigantic onyx castle of the Other Gods; a place best not approached by any human dreamer. (See “The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath,” by H.P. Lovecraft)


  King Kuranes. Formerly a waking-worlder, Kuranes now rules in Dreamland, splitting his time between Celephais and Serannian. He is often called “Lord of Ooth-Nargai, Celephais, and the sky around Serannian.”


  Kled. Hero bears a curved blade from jungled Kled. The Kledans are small, brown-skinned people primarily known as traders.


  Koth. Eldin likes to swear by “Koth’s awful sign.” This monstrous symbol is displayed in bas-relief above the entrance to the Tower of Koth, which contains the huge stone steps leading to Upper Dreamland and the Enchanted Wood.


  The Larvae of the Other Gods. Pawing, groping, hideous, shapeless, drifting things that lurk in the outer spaces.


  Leng. A northern plateau of ill-repute, which is home to some of Dreamland’s vilest inhabitants, such as the squat, horned wide-mouthed beings.


  Lovecraft, H(oward) P(hillips). An innovative American horror writer, who originally wrote of the Dreamlands in a number of short pieces and in his novella, “The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath.”


  Mount Aran. Located near Celephais, the peak retains its cap of snow even in summer; because of some magical property of timelessness, it resents or resists change.


  Night-Gaunts. Faceless, with rubbery skin and leathery wings, these unpleasant beings are generally considered evil, as indeed they are if controlled by a Great Old One. But they may be controlled by a human if he knows how.


  Ngranek. A mountain. Upon its solid face is carved a likeness of the gods of Earth. It is also known as the “gate to the underworld.”


  Nyarlathotep. One of the Great Old Ones; known as their messenger. Believed by some to refer to their telepathic powers rather than being a living being. On the other hand, Randolph Carter did meet such an entity in “The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath” (by H. P. Lovecraft).


  Oon. Desert near Celephais.


  Ooth-Nargai. In this valley lies the city of Celephais.


  Parg. Source of the black slaves known as Pargans.


  Pnakotic Manuscripts. Ancient pre-human book of evil magic. A copy is said to reside in the temple of the Elder Ones in Ulthar.


  Primal Continent. Also known as Theem’hdra.


  Sarkomand. Primal city once known both for the quality and potency of its wines. Otherwise, the location of Oorn’s temple, where Oorn herself is imprisoned in a deep shaft in the earth.


  Serannian. A floating city located where the west wind flows into the sky.


  Sky-island. A term that refers to the “land” beneath Serannian, a city that floats among the clouds.


  Southern Sea, The. Lathi’s hive-city, Thalarion, is nearby. The Isle of Oriab is located in this Sea.


  Temple of the Elder Ones. Located in Ulthar. Site of the one known complete surviving copy of the Pnakotic Manuscripts.


  Theem’hdra. The primal continent of earth which existed at the dawn of time, when all the land masses were connected together. Theem’hdra is the locale of its own story cycle: House of Cthulhu and Other Tales of the Primal Land, The Compleat Khash I: Never a Backward Glance, and The Compleat Khash II: Sorcery in Shad.


  time-clock. Crow’s term for an odd-looking device, something like a weird “grandfather’s clock,” which is actually an instrument of the Elder Gods. It can carry one through time, space, and even into realms beyond ordinary time and space, including the Drearnlands. (See Crow, Titus, and de Marigny, Henri).


  tonds. The principal coinage of southeastern Dreamland. A tond is a triangular piece of gold.


  Ulthar. A famous city in Dreamland. It lies near the banks of the river Skai. Located here is the famous (in Dreamland) Temple of the Elder Ones. In Ulthar it is unlawful for any man to kill a cat.


  Zin. The vaults of Zin are home to (ugh!) ghasts.


  zoogs. Weird-eyed brown creatures, secretive and furtive, who dwell in burrows or hollow tree trunks in the Enchanted Forest. They usually dine on mushrooms but also have a taste for other kinds of flesh.


  Terms Used Initially in Hero of Dreams


  Ariz, Aminza. Stolen from Ilek-Vad by a night-gaunt, this attractive young woman was a captive of Thinistor Udd . . . and later became Eldin’s betrothed.


  Borak, Brain’. An outcast of the Ossaran Steppes, formerly a waking-worlder, now a wealthy schemer with a proposition for Hero and Eldin.


  Cathuria. A splendid city that lies beyond the Basalt Pillars of the West.


  Ell, Ardatha. A white wizard, last of his people from primal Pu-Tha. He is a “Chosen One” of the Elder Gods. Ardatha Ell found the race of Great Trees dying as their world froze and rescued a few of their life-leaves.


  The First Ones. The original settlers of Theem’hdra. Certain of these powerful and mysterious beings are trapped in Dreamland.


  The Great Bleak Mountains, aka The Great Bleak Range. Rumor had it that these are merely the foothills of that evil plateau, Kadath in the Cold Waste; but Hero and Eldin doubt this.


  Hero of Dreams. David Hero’s name in Dreamland, earned in this volume.


  Hritta and Nythlar. Thinistor Udd’s snow leopards, used as watchdogs by the wizard. They were killed when they attacked Hero and Eldin.


  Inman, ZaZa (Miss). A somewhat mysterious young woman, thought to be a part-time worker with a visiting repertory company at the Edinburgh Festival.


  Inquanok. A cold twilight land said to be close to unpleasant Leng. Onyx mines furnish the material of which cities and streets are built, and the natives show the unmistakable features of the gods of earth. (See Mount Ngranek.)


  Klarek-Yam. A First One deranged by contact with Cthulhu; it was KlarekYam who originally stole the Wands of the First Ones.


  Keep of the First Ones. A titanic monolith, in the form of a vast stone block, set in the Great Bleak Mountains.


  The Keeper. He, or it, is left in charge of the Keep of the First Ones, while nine of the latter hibernate.


  Lathi (aka “the Eidolon Lathi”). Apparently a beauteous woman, this Queen of Thalarion is as much termite as she is human.


  life-leaf. A seedling of a Great Tree. Ardatha Ell planted a life-leaf in Earth’s Dreamland.


  Nyrass. Wizard with a walled and high-turreted castle on the outskirts of Theelys.


  The Other Gods. Also known as the Gods of Earth. Not to be confused with the powerful and evil Old Ones nor with the Elder Gods. The Other Gods are rather powerless beings who like to frolic atop mountains and sometimes come to Earth and mate with dream-humans. Do not confuse them, either, with the gods worshipped in major religions of the waking world (e.g., YWHW, Jesus, Allah, Brahma, Zeus). Perhaps they include the strange deities to be found in the books of Clark Ashton Smith and Lord Dunsany, but that is debatable.


  Schrach, Gerhard. A philosopher/dreamer who had written on the reality of dreams as quoted in House of Dreams. He was ever at a loss to know which were more real: his dreams or his waking existence.


  The Seer with Invisible Eyes. In Bahama, he predicted Eldin’s first meeting with David Hero.


  Soomus the Seventh of the Seventh. Distant ancestor of Nyrass; the greatest wizard of all the Dreamlands then and now.


  spider-hounds. Monstrous, poisonous, six-legged insect-like predators about the size of a hound. They run in packs and woe betide any lone traveler whom they attack.


  ter-men. Also written termen. These are the so-called men of Lathi’s brood, who inhabit Thalarion. As much termites as men, perhaps.


  Thalarion. In demon-cursed Thalarion, the Eidolon Lathi rules a monstrous hive of horror.


  Udd, Thinistor. Ancient wizard-priest to Yibb-Tstll, he has discovered a wand of the first ones and hopes to gain great power and youth. A cousin to Nyrass.


  Wand (of Thinistor Udd). One of the wands of the First Ones, found by Thinister Udd in the caverns of Yibb-Tstll’s temple. It possesses strange and mighty powers.


  Wands of the First Ones. The three Wands of Power are used in powering and directing the flight of the Keep of the Old Ones (which is really a kind of space-time vehicle not unlike the time-clock used by Crow and de Marigny). It was one such wand that gave Thinistor Udd much of his immense wizardly prowess.


  Yath-Lhi. A legendary evil princess. (See Iced On Aran.)


  Yibb-Tstll. (At least once written as Yib Tstll.) Yibb-Tstll is a dark god (one of the Great Old Ones), with a temple high in the Great Bleak Mountains. He is sometimes known as “Lord of Gaunts.”


  Terms Used Primarily in Ship of Dreams


  air baths. Pools of weightless, swirling vapour, in which a weightless person may experience something Eldin calls a “free-fall sauna.”


  Andahad. A small, wealthy seaport on the Isle of Oriab; hometown of Ula and Una.


  Carter, Randolph. This Dreamland King of Ilek-Vad was a great dreamer, whose exploits have been recorded by H. P. Lovecraft (see, “The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath.”) Some say Carter is Lovecraft.


  The Curator. Curator of the Museum on the sky-island. Made of metal, he is vaguely man-like: thin, tall, spiky, lumpy, shiny, and tough-looking, with many arms (to foil thieves, perhaps) and odd crystal eyes. He always seems to know when a theft is attempted.


  dholes. Blind and apparently deaf, these monstrous creatures hunt their prey in the darkness of Pnoth by scent alone. The flea-like pests that infest them are the size of rats.


  firestones. No, they are not rubber tires. They are similar to flints for striking sparks to ignite a fire. Think of them as primitive cigarette lighters.


  flotation compartments or chambers. These gigantic underground chambers contain the Essence which provides buoyancy for the sky-island. Much smaller flotation compartments are used in the sky-armadas.


  flotation essence. The antigravity gas which provides buoyance for the skyships and for the sky-island of Serannian. It is nullified by Zura’s green gas.


  Gidduf, Ham. Father of Ula and Una, a wealthy and influential man from Bahama. He is far from happy to learn that they have been kidnapped (or so it seemed) by Hero and Eldin.


  Gidduf, Ula. One of twin maidens, she preferred Hero to her intended spouse.


  Gidduf, Una. One of twin maidens, she preferred Eldin to her intended spouse.


  green gas. Its anti-anti-gravity effect nullifies the properties of Essence, destroying its buoyancy.


  grim. Just as we have a pod of whales, a gaggle of geese, etc., so do we have a grim of gaunts.


  Imniss, Gytherik. Nephew of that evil wizard, and priest of Yibb-Tstll: Thinistor Udd.


  Imniss, Irik. Grandfather of Gytherik, father of Mathur.


  Imniss, Mathur. Father of Gytherik and half-brother of Thinistor Udd. Not a wizard at all.


  Isharra, Dukes of. Perhaps Byharrid-Imon Isharra and Gathnod-Natz’ill Isharra are not true royalty; nevertheless, they do own a gold mine in Isharra. These twin dukes of Isharra were betrothed to Ula and Una.


  Isharra. Supposedly a backward land, inhabited by people who are reputed to be “ugly as hell,” to use Eldin’s terminology.


  Iztar-Iln. Ancient land in the Dreamworld, known primarily for its liqueurs and brandies.


  Lythta, Messid. Serannian Councillor in charge of Services and Amenities, including the city’s work force.


  Merrinay, Allain. Serannian Councillor in charge of security.


  Misha. Arkim Sallai’s daughter, who is no better than she should be, especially when Hero of Dreams appears.


  The Museum. A circular structure which perches high on a promontory at the eastern end of the sky island. There is only one means of access, which discourages thieves.


  Nard, Garess. Betrothed to Misha.


  Nith, Leewas. High Magistrate of Celephais.


  Oormell, Ulphar. Harbormaster at Serannian’s sky harbour.


  Peaks of Throk. The topmost pillars of mountains whose roots are supposed to extend to the pits at the earth’s core.


  Priests of Zura. Gray-robed, cowled, bearing a fetid odor.


  ray-projectors. Used on Kuranes’ warships, they emit brilliant beams of light that are effective against all manner of evil and nightmarish life in the Dreamlands. (Zombies, however, are not alive.)


  The Running Thing. From the depths of his waking-world memory, Eldin identifies it as oniscus porcellion, a wood louse! But this is no ordinary wood louse. It’s a gigantic version, of which even the dholes are fearful. Luckily, it is a music lover, and Hero has a good singing voice.


  Sallai, Arkim. Owner of a worm-eaten tavern in Celephais; father of Misha.


  shewstone. Also known as the “show stone.” A kind of crystal used by wizards for observing events distant in time or space.


  Smith, Chelos. Serannian Councillor and consultant on crime and crime prevention.


  The Stickistuff Sea. If you have ever dreamed you were running through molasses and monstrous things were chasing you, and you could scarcely make progress through the viscous tarry stuff, then you have already visited Dreamland’s Stickistuff Sea. If you are reading this, you must have awakened just in time.


  Sub-Serannian. A pun used by Hero to mean the subterranean engine rooms which supply the flotation chambers of the sky-island with gravity-defying essence.


  Thagweed. For those Dreamlanders who like smoking a pipe, this is what they will like smoking. A mild narcotic similar to marijuana.


  The Tilt. The sky-city, Serannian, is not perfectly horizontal. As it floats, it tilts by a small angle and gradually changes direction like a precessing top. It completes one tilt-rotation in a period of six hours. If the Tilt is aimed right, one may coast on a bicycle (without pedals) to one’s destination.


  Vale of Pnoth. Deep underground caverns littered with piles of bones licked clean by the hungry dholes.


  Zura the Land. A forbidden region of the Dreamlands that lies beyond Thalanion. References to the mysterious place include “The Charnel Gardens of Zura,” “Zura’s Dead Legions,” and “The Land of Pleasures Unattained.” All who die in horror and loathing rise from their graves eventually to end as zombies in Zura the Land.


  Zura of Zura. A living woman who (as a result of potent sorcery) rules in Zura the Land. She is variously known as “Queen of the Land of Zura,” “Mistress of Death,” “Princess of Death and Disaster,” etc.


  Terms Used Primarily in Mad Moon of Dreams


  Aarl. A moon-moth youth, life-mate of Eeth.


  Coppos, Arra. Councillor to King Carter of Ilek-Vad.


  Cumulus. A ship of Ilek-Vad, one of the sky-fleet under the command of Admiral Limnar Dass.


  de Marigny, Etienne-Laurent. Father of Henri Laurent de Marigny, a close friend of Titus Crow. De Marigny fils was one of the greatest Dreamers, and he has gone dreaming far beyond Earth’s own Dreamland into hitherto unknown realms.


  dome. Often used to refer to a dome of force surrounding Ilek-Vad, general protection against most marauding evildoers. But it is permeable to light, even the light of the Mad Moon.


  Dymnai. Governor of the city of Dylath-Leen.


  Eeth. A moon-maid. She is a moon-moth, a species indigenous to the moon of Dreamland. Moon-moths are natural prey to the moonbeasts, who find them very tasty. Even in her chrysalis, Eeth possesses telepathic abilities and can converse with humans and even with a Great Tree.


  E’tan. Captain of King Carter’s “Royal Yacht” of Ilek-Vad.


  gaunt-master. Master of a grim of gaunts; Yibb-Tstll might be so designated, but the term is more often used in reference to Gytherik.


  Gleeth. The smiling serene god of the full moon, often worshipped in Theem’hdra. Blind and deaf, he is an elemental god of that primitive land, but he is not evil.


  Gnorri II. Successor to Captain Limnar Dass’s man-o-war, Gnorri, lost in the battle at Serannian against the black ships from Zura.


  The Great Sleep. Also known as Dreams in Dreams. While asleep in Dreamland anyone can, of course, dream. But accomplished waking-world dreamers like Randolph Carter and Etienne-Laurent de Marigny can go further than this: They can enter the “Great Sleep,” while in Earth’s Dreamland, to pass beyond to other realms . . . perhaps never to return.


  Gulfstream of Air. So termed by Eldin, this is a vast region of warmish winds flowing from Earth to Moon (in the Dreamlands, of course). Thus the skyflotillas of earth can sail to the moon and back.


  High Priest of Oorn. A lumpish, cloaked figure, he communicates with his acolyte by blowing weird pipings on a black flute-like instrument. Almost certainly he is a moonbeast.


  homo ephemerans. Eldin’s term for the native-born people of Dreamland who are generally smaller and less forceful in personality than the waking-worlders adventuring in Dream. Or so it is said.


  horned ones. Man-like beings from Leng. These “almost-humans” often pose as traders, with their heads wrapped in oddly-shaped turbans, and indeed they oft times have sailed to Dylath-Leen to trade giant rubies for gold and Pargan slaves.


  Hrill. Captain of a black galley from Leng. One of the horned-ones, he is unfortunate enough to encounter Hero and Eldin.


  Killik, Jahn. A friend of Arra Coppos of Ilek-Vad. A metallurgist.


  Mnomquah. Not to be confused with Gleeth, he is also worshipped as a god of the moon. Actually he is a lizard-like entity, one of the Great Old Ones imprisoned by the Elder Gods within the moon of Earth’s Dreamland.


  Moon. A much different orb than the moon of the waking world. Its inhabitants are definitely unsavory, as Randolph Carter once found. (See “The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath.”) Suddenly, in the third Dreamlands book, it becomes even worse: a “mad” moon . . . or a moon of madness.


  Moontree. A Great Tree, rooted on the moon of Earth’s Dreamland. One of the few survivors of the original home world of the Great Trees.


  moonbeasts. The toad-like, tentacled moonbeasts are inhabitants of the moon of Earth’s Dreamland, as their very name suggests. They are the true masters of the horned-ones. They themselves worship Mnomquah and serve as his wizard-priests.


  Oorn. One of the Great Old Ones, imprisoned in a deep pit in the primal city of Sarkomand, located in Earth’s Dreamland. She awaits rescue by her mate, Mnomquah.


  Place of the Pit. Also known as Place of the Priest or Place of Propitiation. These terms refer to primal Sarkomand. Here is the ancient temple of Oorn. Here, in a deep shaft or pit, languishes Oorn herself, who was imprisoned there by the Elder Gods.


  Shantak birds. Enormously huge fliers indigenous to such places as Leng and the moon; often ridden and controlled by beings of ill omen such as moonbeasts.


  Sniffer. A night-gaunt. Gytherik named two of his gaunts Sniffer and Biffer. The former can follow trails and scents like an airborne bloodhound (though gaunts do not have faces, let alone noses). The latter possesses an un-gaunt-like aggressiveness (that is, he is a fighter).


  Tu, Eeril. Master of the Dome surrounding Ilek-Vad, he became a hero in his own right when the Moonbeam struck.


  Ubboth, Black Lake of. Mnomquah’s sanctuary (and former prison) at the heart of the Mad Moon.


  wand-snakes. Twisting tendrils of magic which search the moon-caves for Hero and Eldin. They are formed using the magic wands of Mnomquah’s moonbeast-wizards. In Hero of Dreams, Thinistor Udd used a similar kind of wand for a similar purpose. The wand-snakes of the moonbeasts can turn whole skyships into stone, and they can have a similar effect on living beings.


  Terms Used Primarily In Iced On Aran


  Note that the book Iced On Aran is not a novel but a collection of five stories. Three are relatively short; the other two are quite long. The stories are: “Iced On Aran,” “Augeren,” “A Day In the Life . . .,” “A-Mazed in Oriab,” and “Tale’s Tail,” in that order. Items listed below are not identified by individual story.


  “Ancient Dreamlands.” A term that refers to the primal language (and its written script) of the Dreamlands. Eldin, who had been a professor in the waking world, is one of the few men who can still decipher it.


  Augeren. A vampire-like creature who sucks the marrow from the bones of the living.


  Barba, aka Buxom Barba. Proprietress of The Quayside Quaress in Bahama. She is known (among other things) for the ability to drink up to five sailors under the table (seriatim).


  The Craven Lobster. Lippy Unth’s place, a low tavern in Bahama, serving the worst drinks in Bahama to the sleaziest crowd in Bahama.


  Cuff. A fisherman who had grown old in Celephais (where most Dreamlanders stay young). He disappeared, and was presumed drowned.


  D’harsis. One of Dreamland’s greatest mages, ere his daemonic demise.


  Downs of D’haz. Located beneath Luz, it is here that the halflings dwell.


  Druff, Zubda. A slave-master collaborating with Raffis Can on an archeological project near Lake Yath.


  Fourth Book of D’harsis. Only Atal has deciphered this ancient volume, which predicts the demise of all the dreamlands, among other events.


  Gan, Raffis. Son of Tellis Gan, he has succeeded his father as Lord Regulator.


  Gan, Tellis. The former Lord Regulator of Bahama, honest and greatly admired by all.


  the gaunt gray peaks. Mountains located between Leng and Inquanok. The range forms an aerie for Shantak birds. Definitely not Hero and Eldin’s favorite vacation spot.


  halflings. Products of forced breeding between men of Dreamland and less human creatures (such as female tick-men).


  The “iceman.” An old carver who sculpts figures in the ice of Mount Aran . . . very lifelike figures indeed!


  Lengites. Non-human inhabitants of Leng.


  Luz. Uppermost level of the underworld in this part of the Dreamlands, Luz is inhabited (so Augeren tells) by the “elite” of those sunless regions.


  Luz, Lords of. They guard the fissure that leads to the Downs of D’haz. They train gaunts to kidnap men for sinister purposes.


  muth. Also known as muth-dew. A strong drink (a muth hangover can last two days or more).


  Naraxa. A river that flows into the Southern Sea that flows into the Cerenerian Sea.


  Nees, Tatter. A wandering balladeer from Nir.


  Nort, Heger. A burly bearded trader; a leader among the Inquanok insurgents who had requested aid from King Kuranes.


  Palace of the Seventy Delights. King Kuranes’s first dwelling in Dreamland. Tired of pomp, and homesick for the waking world, he moved into his Cornish manorhouse.


  Pits of the Unknown Things. The nethermost level. It lies beneath the dinosaur boneyard (the dhole ossuary), which lies beneath the Downs of D’haz, which lie beneath Luz, which lies beneath the gaunt gray peaks near Inquanok.


  Regulators. The Bahama city police.


  scabfish. Eel-like fish that frequent wrecks. Touching one produces a scab at the contact point. In Bahama it is best to obey any “No Swimming” signs.


  s.w.i.e. An amusing acronym for the Seer With Invisible Eyes, a kind of guru for Eldin (and later, Hero).


  tick-men (includes females). Parasites who live on dholes; possibly they were once human, but no longer.


  Tyrhhia. Legendary city once ruled by Yath-Lhi.


  Url. Worms which live in D’haz. They are as large as men.


  Veiled King. The Kings of Inquanok always go veiled, as do their priests. These beings are mysteries not only to the outside world but even to their own subjects.


  Veiled Priests. Their word is law in Inquanok; they serve the Veiled King.


  Voorpin, Geez. Presumably a master of the dingaphon, a musical instrument of some kind.


  War of the Mad Moon. A desperate battle to save all of Dreamland from destruction; see Mad Moon of Dreams.


  Yath. An inland lake in Bahama. There are many weird tales associated with ancient ruins near Yath. Could this possibly be the site of Tyrhhia?


  Yath-Lhi. Also known as the “Black Princess”—“black” as in “black magic.” Long, long ago she ruled in Tyrhhia, building a huge underground maze, reputedly to store all the treasures of her city. After she died (if it was true death!), her nation died also . . . for no one could find the treasure.
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  [image: Image] The House of Cthulhu and Other Tales of the Primal Land was first published by Weirdbook Press as a limited edition. Later it was reprinted as a British paperback. However, there are important differences between the two editions. (1) The two “Tarra Khash” novelettes were removed, since they are more properly part of The Compleat Khash, Volume I, in which they also appeared. (2) Another story was inserted, which had not appeared in the Weirdbook Press books. This was reprinted from a magazine publication, The Weirdbook Sampler, and is entitled “To Kill a Wizard.” It is a short story about the wizard Mylakhrion of Tharamoon. The version employed in the British paperbacks is followed here.


  Arlyeh. Island of nameless ruins located in mid-ocean between the Frostlands and Klühn. Here was to be found the forbidden and forbidding House of Cthulhu. Presumably identical with the sunken isle of R’lyeh reported by H.P. Lovecraft in his monograph, “The Call of Cthulhu.”


  Atht, Teh. A sorcerer who lived in Klühn, a city of primal Theem’hdra. He specialized in white magic as opposed to black. Or, anyway, pretty nearly white. Teh Atht was a remote descendant of the famed Mylakhrion of Tharamoon.


  Atlantis. Supposedly a continent, or an island-continent, which was submerged by the Atlantic Ocean thousands of years ago. Plato reports in his dialogues Kritias and Timaios that certain Egyptian priests had recorded the catastrophe in their historical annals; from them the knowledge passed to Solon and ultimately to Plato.


  Azathoth. The Daemon-Sultan. A blind idiot-god who rules at the center of chaos and whose name no lips dare speak aloud. One of the Cthulhu Cycle Deities.


  Baroom. God of the Avalanche, often invoked by the savage Northmen.


  Bay of Klühn. The River Lohr flows into the southern part of this bay, just where the city of Klühn is situated.


  Bay of Monsters. Located in the Southern Ocean, near where it becomes the Eastern Ocean.


  Black Isle. A place of mystery in the northeastern portion of Theem’hdra.


  Bhur-esh. A city that was destroyed by one of the two active volcanoes in Theem’hdra. It is located on the west coast of Theem’hdra, south of the River Thand.


  Byakhee. An eldritch bird which can be used as a steed by one who knows how to summon it. (This technique involves the use of a silver whistle, a potion, and an invocation to Hastur.) It can be the key to travel between Earth and other-dimensional spaces—or perhaps to utter doom.


  The Chill Sea. Probably actually an ocean, it lies north of the Reef of Great Whales.


  Chlangi. Known as the Shunned City. When the Lamia Orbiquita built her castle nine miles away in the Desert of Sheb, honest men abandoned their homes and moved far away.


  Cthon. God of the underworld who, every dusk, catches the sun in his net.


  Cthulhu. One of the Great Old Ones who seeped down from the stars to occupy the Earth, not millions but billions of years ago, long before the existence of mankind. The Elder Gods imprisoned Cthulhu and the other Great Old Ones in various places in the multiverse, even in Dreamland. And even today, Cthulhu waits dreaming in his undersea city, R’lyeh, until that day when he and the others will be free of their prisons.


  Desert of Sheb. Located to the north between the Mountains of Lohmi and the Great Eastern Peaks.


  Elder Gods. Mysterious powerful beings who at some distant time, even before Theem’hdra existed, imprisoned the immortal Great Old Ones in various submarine places (Cthulhu is in R’lyeh, for instance), within the Earth, within Dreamland, in various places in outer space, and in other space-time continua.


  Ell, Ardatha. A traveller in time and space, who came from another world. He lived for a while in the Great Circle Mountains.


  Eyphra. City on the Lesser Marl, near the Mountains of Lohmi.


  The Frostlands. This region lies in the far northeastern part of Theem’hdra, near the Great Ice Barrier.


  Ghatanothoa. One of the Great Old Ones, a dark and doomful god. There is a temple to him in Eyphra.


  Gleeth. A god of the moon, said to be blind and deaf; a benevolent god but often asleep. To the Suhm-yi Gleeth was especially important, for he was adviser to their gods and Elder of their heavenly council. Gleeth is sometimes confused with another god of the moon, Mnomquah.


  Great Circle Mountains. In the central portion of Theem’hdra, the Great Circle Mountains surround the Crater Sea.


  Great Crater Sea. This large sea lies within the Great Circle Mountains; it was once the throat of a vast volcano, now extinct.


  The Greater Marl. A river located about 400 miles east of the mammoth plains. It flows northward from the Great Crater Sea toward the Reef of Whales and the Chill Sea. The city of Khrissa is located on the Greater Marl.


  Great Ice Barrier. A region of glaciers located far to the north of Theem’hdra.


  Great Old Ones. The Cthulhu Cycle Deities. They seeped down to Earth from other galaxies long before life appeared on the newly-formed planet. But they were imprisoned by the Elder Gods (or Gods of Eld) in various places, since they could not be killed. Beware: the shortened appellation Old Ones may not always refer to these beings.


  Grypha. A massive-walled city at the mouth of the Lohr.


  Gustau, Thelred. A dedicated scholar, archaeologist, geologist, and student of the Earth’s vast, almost unknowable prehistory. It was he who unveiled the mysteries of Theem’hdra, the primal continent. (Oddly, or perhaps not, the letters in Gustau’s name are anagrammatical of August Derleth’s.)


  Hastur. One of the Old Ones, i.e., one of the Cthulhu Cycle Deities, but somewhat inimical to Cthulhu himself.


  Hjarpon Settlement. Located near the fjords and lochs to the northwest, near the Teeth of Yib.


  Hounds of Tindalos. Not real hounds, because they too are among the Cthulhu Cycle Deities, but they behave much like hounds. They were trapped, not in some far-flung portion of space, but within time itself. They are capable of breaking through into our normal portion of space-time only if there are appropriate sharp angles to help effect an entrance.


  Hrossa, the Steppes of. These lie between the River Lohr and the Great Eastern Peaks, north of the Bay of Monsters.


  Hrossaks. Skilled riders of fearsome lizards, the Hrossaks dwell in Hrossa, intermittently feuding with the armies of Grypha and the Yhemni. Tarra Khash was a Hrossak.


  Ice-Gods. Their names are held secret by the priests of cold Khrissa, except for Baroom.


  Inner Isles. Located in the Great Crater Sea, they were inhabited by Suhm-yi, a race of silver-gray beings who were not entirely human.


  Ithaqua. One of the Cthulhu Cycle Deities. Known as the Wind-Walker, he was confined to walk the winds of space and the far northern part of the Earth. Perhaps the same as the Wendigo of primitive myth.


  Keeps of the First Ones. Massive stone cubes hundreds of feet across, fabled to be the long-vacated houses of the world’s first race (not human).


  Klühn. A city in eastern Theem’hdra; Klühn was the home of the sorcerer Teh Atht.


  Khrissa. City of basalt slabs located at the mouth of the Greater Marl, east of the Mammoth Plains.


  Legends of the Olden Runes. A prehistoric document written by Teh Atht, preserved for uncountable eons and finally discovered by Thelred Gustau.


  Lamia. A supernatural creature formed by the alliance of a wizard and a demon. She could take the form of a beautiful maiden to lure men to their deaths. Her demonic form was rather unpleasant to behold.


  Lohr. A mighty river near Klühn.


  Mam. Mother of Gods.


  Mammoth plains. Located to the North of the Great Circle Mountains.


  Marsh of Slugs. A boggy nightmare of a region located to the east of the Great Crater Sea, within the Great Circle Mountains.


  Mnomquah. God of the Moon and of Madness, commonly known as Gleeth. Scholars suggest, however, that some folk of Theem’hdra have confused two different moon gods, and that Gleeth is entirely different from Mnomquah, although both are worshipped as lunar deities. Indeed, we know that Mnomquah is one of the Cthulhu Cycle Deities, imprisoned in the moon of Earth’s Dreamland, whereas Gleeth is a more benevolent deity.


  Mountains of Lohmi. Located to the north, between the Great Eastern Peaks and the Great Circle Mountains.


  Mu. This lost continent, which presumably sank in the Pacific Ocean long ago, is described elsewhere in the voluminous writings of James Churchward. Some say it is another name for Lemuria, but others say that Lemuria was a smaller continent (whence the lemurs originated) which sank in the Indian Ocean.


  Mylakhrion. Probably the greatest Theem’hdran wizard of all time; a white wizard (or maybe gray) who sought immortality from the wrong source.


  Northmen. White-skinned barbarians from the northwestern part of Theem’hdra.


  Pangaea. A name given by Alfred Wegener (who publicized the idea of continental drift, once thought a crackpot theory, but now—since the 1950s—well established by geologists) to a single continent from which the modern continents of Earth have broken off and drifted away. Pangaea existed about two hundred million years ago. Theem’hdra’s age has been variously estimated as from twenty million years (younger than Pangaea) to a dozen times that number or more (older than Pangaea).


  Paps of Mam. Undulations in the coast of Theem’hdra, by the Southern Ocean, which resemble a pair of female breasts.


  Pnakotic Manuscripts. A pre-human book of arcane truths, thought to be lost to modern man, though one copy does exist in Dreamland, safely stored in the archives of the Temple of the Elder Gods in Ulthar.


  The Primal Land. See Theem’hdra.


  Shadarabar. A jungle island, home (like Yhemnis) to the Yhemni tribes. Located off the southeastern coast of Theem’hdra.


  Shad. Capital city of Shadarabar.


  shewstone. A magic crystal which can display scenes distant in space or time.


  Shoosh. Goddess of the Still Slumbers.


  Shrewsbury, Dr. Laban. An expert on the Cthulhu mythos. His exploits are recorded in August Derleth’s historical treatise, The Trail of Cthulhu.


  Shub-Niggurath. One of the Great Old Ones of the Cthulhu Cycle Deities. Known as the ram with a thousand ewes (but sometimes, oddly, as the goat with a thousand young).


  Straits of Yhem. Narrow passage between the southeastern coast of Theem’hdra and the island of Shadarabar.


  Suhm-yi. Not quite human folk who once lived peacefully among the Inner Isles of the Crater Sea. Their name means “rarely seen.”


  Teeth of Yibb. An odd formation at the western part of Theem’hdra, near the fjords, where the coastline looks like an open mouth showing great teeth. Yibb is sometimes spelled Yib.


  Thand. A river which flows from the Great Crater Sea to the Unknown Ocean.


  Thandopolis. A city on the river Thand, it is located between the Great Circle Mountains and the Unknown Ocean.


  Tharamoon. Mountain island which rises up, a needle peak, about ten miles out in the Chill Sea. There, in a massive castle of gray stone, lived the fabled wizard Mylakhrion the Elder.


  Theem’hdra. A continent which existed perhaps twenty million years ago (perhaps a hundred million, or perhaps it was even older than that). There, nature experimented with various life forms, including mankind. Even then, Great Cthulhu waited, dreaming in R’lyeh. Was Theem’hdra that single continent known to geologists as Pangaea, when all the land masses of the earth were one? Was it the even older version which broke up originally, eventually to reform itself as Pangaea? Or did it come even before that . . . ?


  Tsathoggua. The Toad Thing, imprisoned in an abyss in Hyperborea. One of the Cthulhu Cycle Deities.


  The Unknown Ocean. It lies to the west of Bhur-Esh and indeed to the west of Theem’hdra.


  Ubbo-Sathla. The Unbegotten Source. A mass without head or members. One of the Cthulhu Cycle Deities.


  Uithar. A renowned city in Earth’s Dreamland, where no man may kill a cat. The site of the Temple of the Elder Ones where the elderly priest Atal still abides.


  Uthmal. A lost land similar to Mu, Atlantis, Hyperborea, Lemuria, etc. Not to be confused with Uxmal, a lost city of the ancient Mayans.


  weirdlings. Beings of strange aspect, or with strange powers, unknown to us today. Some of nature’s experiments when the earth was young.


  Yaht-Haal. The Silver City. The only city outside of the continent of Theem’hdra, located in the Frostlands. When destroyed by Zar-Thule the Conqueror, it was soon covered with ice, since there were no wizardly priests to keep the glaciers at bay.


  Yhemni. The dark-skinned inhabitants of Yhemnis and Shadarabar.


  Yhemnis. Home to dark-skinned Yhemni slavers and pirates. A splendidly barbaric city of gold, ivory, and ironwood.


  Yibb-Tstll. An Old One; one of the Cthulhu Cycle Deities. Also known as the Soul Eater, the Soul Stealer, the Dark Deity, and the Master of Gaunts. Barred by the Elder Gods from entering Earth’s universe, he could nevertheless make appearances through various simulacra (or idols) worshipped by foolish sects . . . as indeed could other deities, such as Ahorra Izz.


  Yog-Sothoth. Occasionally spelled Yogg-Sothoth. The Lurker at the Threshold, imprisoned Outside in chaos with Azathoth. One of the Cthulhu Cycle Deities.


  Zar-Thule. An unwise reaver who sought the priceless treasure of the House of Cthulhu.


  Volume One: The House of Cthulhu and Other Tales of the Primal Land.


  Ank, Humbuss. A maddened Northman, a berserker, who lives only to kill wizards.


  Ank, Gubba. Mother of Humbus Ank. Slain by Khrissan ice-priests.


  Ank, Guz. Brother of Humbuss Ank. Slain by Khrissan ice-priests.


  Ank, Thull. Father of Humbuss Ank. Slain by Khrissan ice-priests.


  An’noona. Chief of the N’dola pygmies.


  Arborass. A Yhemni magus, a fire-wizard, with evil intentions toward the folk of New Bhur-Esh.


  Atmaas (The Knowing One). Also known as Atmaas of the Ugly Head. Pygmy youth with a head of almost acromegalic proportions. He spoke the common language of Theem’hdra, unlike the rest of the N’dola tribe.


  Ayniss. An orphan lad of New Bhur-Esh . . . the only one to divine Arborass’s purpose in going to the volcanic isle of Ashtah.


  Cush-had. One of Zar-thule’s reavers, who made the error of touching Hath Vehm, whom it was forbidden to touch.


  Demogorgnn. An infernal deity (from the Greek daimon, deity, and Gorgos, terrible).


  Dreen, Eythor. Known throughout Theem’hdra as a great goldsmith. Earlier he had been an adventurer, prospecting for gold, and a bit of a prestidigitator as well.


  Druth of Thandopolis. A wizard, formerly an apprentice to Imhlat the Great.


  Fregg. Robber-king of Chlangi, the Shunned City.


  gaunts. Shortened form of night-gaunts. Faceless, with rubbery skin and leathery wings, these unpleasant beings are usually considered evil, as they indubitably are when obeying Yibb-Tstll. They haunted H. P. Lovecraft’s dreams and are generally believed to exist in Dreamland.


  Geph. Its broken columns are graven with cipherless hieroglpyhs.


  Ghost Cliffs of Shildakor. Located to the extreme west of Theem’hdra, at the edge of the Unknown Ocean, near Bhur-Esh. A mile high, sheer and stark, they are supposedly unclimbable . . . and they are literally haunted.


  Gustau, Eric. Son of Thelred Gustau. His hobby was wine-making.


  Haag, Thasig. Watchman in the dungeons of Bhur-Esh, Thasig Haag was a slave, a Northman stolen as a youth.


  Harpy. Hideous, winged monster with the head of a woman and the body of a bird, said to carry off the souls of the dead.


  Hatr-ad the Adept. A wizard, formerly an apprentice to Imhlat the Great, and self-styled Mightiest Magician in All Theem’hdra.


  House of Cthulhu. Set on the island of Arlyeh, actually a temple or fortress of tall black towers, twined at impossible angles unknown and beyond the ken of man. Presumably identical with the modern day R’lyeh.


  Hreen Castle. Located in Thinhla, this castle with its domed turret was at one time the property of Hatr-ad the Adept.


  Hroon, Burial Catacombs of. A place not known for the delicate perfume of its air.


  Humquass. A fortress city located on Theem’hdra’s eastern strand, beyond the Steppes of Hrossa.


  Imhlat the Great. Teacher of wizardry, who wasted away in a gray rot from the moon. Teh Atht was once apprenticed to Imhlat, as was Hatr-ad.


  Kag, Gyriss. One of Mylakhrion’s familiars: a one-legged jackdaw of spiteful mien. Once he was a man and a slayer of wizards, but he made the error of attempting to kill one wizard too many.


  K’mool, Exior. An apprentice to Mylakhrion of Tharamoon, who is widely supposed to have usurped his master’s place as the King’s Wizard in the city of Humquass. Prior to this position, Exior K’mool served as an apprentice to the ill-fated sorcerer, Phaithor Ull.


  Leet, Azatta. A former apprentice to Mylakhrion many years (even centuries) before Exior K’mool, he became famous in his own right as a powerful wizard in old Chlangi.


  Lila. A lady of the evening, in Bhur-Esh, who did not appreciate the finer points about Kank Thad (if he had any).


  Lithatroll. The Numberless Rites of Lithatroll was a forgotten litany (except to a few wizards).


  Lords of the Morass. Another term for the Slug-Gods of the N’dola Pygmies.


  Loxzor. An accomplished Hrossak sorcerer of olden times; one of several opposed to Mylakhrion. Loxzor died of being eaten by a slime.


  Moaning Menhir. A monumental stone, carven with runes, which issues moaning noises only a wizard might interpret.


  Morgath. Warrior-king of Humquass. An intelligent man as well as a warrior.


  Mount of the Ancients. A holy place not far to the west of Klühn, congenial to the summoning of spirits.


  Mylakhrion’s Powder. Perhaps dried Zha-weed was one of the ingredients; no one knows. The merest pinch, taken as snuff, produces marvels galore.


  N’dola. A tribe of pygmies who dwelled in the Morass. They wore ornaments of solid gold, worshipped giant slugs (and made immense golden slug-idols). They filed their teeth, as do cannibals.


  Nen, Dhor. A wizard, formerly an apprentice to Imhlat the Great.


  Nest of the Fanged Hawk. The aeyries of the Fanged Hawk tend to be wizardly retreats. Regrettably (or mayhap not), this species did not survive the breakup of the primal continent.


  New Bhur-Esh. The city that was founded atop the lava flow which inundated the old city of Bhur-Esh.


  Nid, Hethica. Owner of a tavern in Bhur-Esh.


  Ninth Sathlatta. A magical rune, protective against all wizardly spells of evil intent. It was bequeathed to Teh Atht by his ancestor Mylakhrion the Great.


  Nirhath, Halls of. The school of wizardry wherein Imhlat the Teacher held his classes.


  N’tang Tapestries. Like the Necronomicon and the Pnakotic manuscripts, these tapestries conceal truths too hideous for mankind to learn.


  Noth, Dilquay. A pimp who is a good friend of Tharquest of Klühn. He keeps a disreputable house in Chlangi.


  Nuss, Veth. Veth Nuss the Mousy was a member of the High Court of Bhur-Esh.


  Org the Awful. A daemon.


  Ow-n-ow. Witch doctor of the N’dola pygmies, he was high priest to the sluggods.


  Rune of Power. Like the Ninth Sathlatta, this is a protective spell given to Teh Atht by Mylakhrion, his ancestor. This spell is even more efficacious than the Ninth Sathlatta, but may be defeated if one’s enemy is also conversant with the nature of the spell.


  Shildakor. A wizard of ancient Bhur-Esh. He cursed the cliffs named for him, that ghosts would ever inhabit their crevices and niches.


  Silver Decider. A silver arrow balanced within a rune-inscribed ring of iron. This wheel of fortune chooses the fate of a convicted murderer: north to the Ghost Cliffs of Shildakor, or south to the Square of the Sundering.


  Slug-Gods. Giant omnivorous slugs who were worshipped as gods by the N’dola. Peculiarly, they absorbed the attitudes of their food (normally vegetation, but not always), gaining the ferocity of crocodiles or the timidity of rabbits, depending on which they had ingested most recently.


  Soquallin, Tarth. Also called Tarth the Hermit. A wizard, formerly an apprentice to Imhlat the Great.


  Square of the Sundering. Here, south of Bhur-Esh, felons are quartered between four great horses bred for the task.


  Tarqu, Nathor. A warlock of ancient Chlangi.


  Terrathagon. King of Chlangi, ere the Lamia Orbiquita appeared. Afterward he fled, together with all his retinue and his subjects.


  Thad, Kank. A Northman who was guilty of murder most foul in Bhur-Esh.


  Thamiel. Chief Seeker of Truth (i.e. judge) in the High Court of Bhur-Esh.


  Tharquest. A wanderer from Klühn, renowned for his various amorous adventures. Known variously as Tharquest the Wanderer and Tharquest the Rake.


  Theen. A member of King Vilthod’s Guard, he was struck an especially low blow by Kank Thad.


  Thom, Mellatiquel. A cousin-wizard of Mylakhrion, he fled to Yaht-Haal when certain magicks turned against him.


  Titi. A whore. Companion and partner of Dilquay Noth, old friend of Tharquest; aka Titi the Ample and Titi of a Thousand Delights.


  Ull, Phaithor. A sorcerer of Humquass who tried an ill-conceived thaumaturgical experiment and was transformed into green dust.


  Um, Phata. Prospecting partner of Eythor Dreen. He was the strong silent type, but a good friend.


  Vehm, Hath. A priest who guards the gate to the House of Cthulhu, that no one speak the runes that will set Cthulhu free. Brother of Voth Vehm.


  Vehm, Voth. A priest of the gods in the temples of the Silver City. Brother of Hath Vehm, who guards the House of Cthulhu.


  Vilthod. A king of Bhur-Esh. It is death to walk on the king’s grass.


  Wine of the Wizard. Mylakhrion’s Powder, brewed up in a measure of wine, such as he was wont to imbibe.


  Xthyll, Pool of. A legendary pool of depths unplumbed.


  Ye-namat. A wizard, formerly an apprentice to Imhlat the Great.


  Yhemney. Also known as Yhemni.


  Yoppaloth. Black Yoppaloth of Yhemnis was a sorcerer of no mean prowess, opposed to Mylakhrion. Being a Yhemni, he was, of course, black of skin, but was also known to be a black wizard as contrasted, say, with Teh Atht, a white wizard. Long afterward there was another Yoppaloth in Yhemnis. Rumor had it that there had been nine of them. Or was it always just the original Yoppaloth who had discovered a form of immortality (the elusive goal of all the wizards of Theem’hdra)?


  Zar-Thule the Conqueror. Also known as Reaver of Reavers, Seeker of Treasures, Sacker of Cities. In short, a pirate.


  Zar-weed. Smoking it can induce dreams that are more than dreams.


  Zothada. Daughter of the High Priest of the Temple of Ghatanothoa in Eyphra; one of Tharquest the Rake’s mistresses.


  The Compleat Khash, Volume I: Never a Backward Glance


  Adz, Gulla. Daughter of Stumpy Adz. “Built like a fortress,” according to Tarra Khash.


  Adz, Stumpy. An old one-eyed thief (one-handed, too), he lived in Chlangi and befriended Tarra Khash.


  Annoxin, Nud. Thinhla’s fattest, richest, and most loathsome jewel merchant.


  Arn, Amyr. A male of the Suhm-yi, mated to Lula Am. He is the last male Suhm-yi.


  Arn, Lula. A girl of the Suhm-yi, believed to be the last female of her race. Mated to Amyr Arn.


  Athar, Kon. A long-maned, boastful brute of a Northman, leader of a gang of cutthroats.


  Chud, Gumbat. A bully-boy out of Chlangi, he thought he had killed Tarra Khash.


  Cynonycteris. A type of bat that often infests mummy chambers and burial pits.


  Dramah. When fabled Mylakhrion was yet a youthful apprentice, there dwelt in the Nameless Desert a magician of no mean prowess.


  Dyzm, Hadj. Survivor of a caravan from Eyphra, which was ambushed in the foothills of the Mountains of Lohmi.


  Eys, Ulli. Suhm-yi maid, who truly was the last female of her race. She was held captive for many years by Gorgos, else she would have died with most of the Suhm-yi.


  Gorgos. Chief priest of the Secret Gods Sect. He was apparently a sorcerer from Shadarabar who sought immortality.


  Gylrath the Great. An ancient king, known mostly for his “great” gluttony and his gout. There is only desert now, where his city and the surrounding forest once lay.


  Han, Arenith. Seer and runecaster to Fregg.


  Izz, Ahorra. The Scarlet God of Scorpions. His toppled temple lies in the coastal forests east of Thinhla; the caverns beneath are repositories of forbidden treasure and ghastly horror.


  Na-dom. A gaunt crag which rears up from the crater sea, considered by the Suhm-yi as the Holiest of Holies. Also the treasure house of the Suhm-yi.


  Phant, Ilke. He and Bogga Tull were prospecting partners with Tarra Khash, collecting gold nuggets along the River Thand.


  Secret Gods. Who were they? Why, that is a secret. Not benevolent deities, you may be sure of that. And definitely not the unknown Ice-gods of Khrissa.


  Secret Gods Sect. The mysterious sect who constructed the Temple of the Secret Gods. Their priests wore yellow robes, and they seemed to know in some weird manner everything that happened in the city.


  Square of Justice. Here, in Klühn, convicted felons are locked in cages, suspended from a parapet for ten days, then dropped to their deaths.


  Swords of Power. Three rune-swords that were formerly the property of the greatest of all Suhm-yi sorcerers. Later they fell into the hands of Gorgos.


  Temple of the Secret Gods. Constructed over a five-year period in the city of Klühn, while its resident wizard (Teh Atht) was away on an expedition. Built by the mysterious Sect of the Secret Gods.


  Thad, Bejam. Kon Athar’s right-hand man.


  Thromb. Demons of the deep dark spaces between the stars, as told of in Suhm-yi legend. They are a group of Great Old Ones whom the Elder Gods penned in cauldrons of gravity in the hearts of collapsed stars.


  Tull, Bogga. He and Ilke Phant were prospecting partners with Tarra Khash, collecting gold nuggets along the River Thand.


  Unst, Fregg. Fregg Unst I: robber king of Chlangi; most often simply known as Fregg.


  The Compleat Khash, Volume II: Sorcery in Shad


  Ankh, Gys. A Hrossak outcast. One of Yoppaloth’s caravan of slavers. Quick with his whip, he offended the wrong man.


  Arena of Death. A sunken arena in Yhemnis, guarded by giant statues of all the dark gods and beings of a hundred alien pantheons. Not a good place to be under any circumstances but especially bad when doom was upon Theem’hdra.


  Climatic Capsule. A rune, or spell, of protection. Scientists might call it a forcefield. It creates a kind of ecosphere about the mage, keeping him comfortable.


  Curious Concretion. A curse or spell to turn anything to stone.


  Gemal, Cush. Caravan master of Yoppaloth’s slave caravan. A Yhemni, but a strange one. Tarra Khash would wonder: Could he be someone, or something, other than he seems . . .?


  Ghenz, Narqui. A renegade Hrossak; one of the lizard-riders in Yoppaloth’s caravan.


  Great Kraken. A phrase used to denote Great Cthulhu Himself.


  Haven’s Hollow. A picturesque, peaceful village in the foothills of the Eastern Range. Stumpy Adz and his daughter lived there for a time, after leaving doomed Chlangi.


  Instant Inversion. A minor spell that upends all in its realm of action.


  Keep-Ye-Out. A spell of protection against inimical visitors. It would have worked well even against a lamia, but hardly against a whole flock of lamias.


  Kraken. A legendary sea monster of northern seas. (Also, see Great Kraken.)


  Lizards. Generally (not always) refers to the giant riding animals used by Hrossaks. Only the Hrossaks knew how to control these formidable saurians.


  Moormish of the Wastes. A hermit wizard contemporary with Teh Atht. Somewhat similar to Tarth Soquallin, but a notorious grouch.


  Nindiss, Jezza. Sister of Loomar Nindiss. A virgin destined for Yoppaloth’s harem or worse. (Definitely worse!)


  Nindiss, Loomar. Brother of Jezza Nindiss, he is young but big and strong. A slave taken by Yoppaloth’s caravan. Befriended by Tarra Khash.


  One who flitted. One of Teh Atht’s three familiars.


  One who flowed. One of Teh Atht’s three familiars. Best described as a sentient oil.


  One who hopped. One of Teh Atht’s three familiars, also known as Hopper.


  Robos. Boyfriend of Gulla Adz.


  Rune of Liquescence. A spell to turn solids into liquids . . . useful against onyx automatons.


  Rune of Revitalization. Eldritch spell supposed to renew youth if utilized properly. The famous wizard, Azatta Leet, died after declaiming this spell without utter understanding.


  Self-Contained Coolness. A type of Climatic Capsule useful in warm weather (or in lava pits, for that matter).


  Shoggoths. One of the most frightening forms of life, which can exist as extended beings or as individual motes. Created and used as slaves by the star-headed Old Ones who flew through space on leathery wings and settled on the nascent Earth even before the Cthulhu spawn, Shoggoths are only whispered of in the Necronomicon of the mad Arab Abdul Alhazred.


  Star of Power. A five-pointed star, stamped into desert sands for protection; much like a Climatic Capsule, perhaps, or a Keep-Ye-Out, but more primitive in its casting.


  Sustained Scrying. A rune or spell to operate a shewstone for a long time period.


  Tek, Mangr. One of the Northmen in Yoppaloth’s slave caravan, he lost his shirt gambling with his countrymen, but was a lot luckier in the Arena of Death.


  Thad, Gorlis. Leader of a trio of Northmen in Yoppaloth’s slave caravan. The most degenerate, murderous Northman of all the large Thad family, or so thought Tarra Khash, who had never met Kank Thad.


  Undiluted Deafness. A spell to impede hearing.


  Warm Web. A type of Climatic Capsule useful in cold weather.


  Yoppaloth the ninth. The first Yoppaloth was a contemporary of Mylakhrion. This last Yoppaloth, whom Tarra Khash encountered, was supposedly the ninth mage of that line. Or . . . was he actually the original one, still living a thousand years later? The truth is: Neither.
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  STEPHEN DILLON lives in Cornwall, England. Formerly the editor and publisher of an ’80s gaming magazine, Adventurer, he published several of Brian’s Cthulhu Mythos short stories and designed Mythos game scenarios for the magazine. Stephen is an avid collector of supernatural fiction, especially by Lumley and Mythos related authors.


  JOHN DURANT lives an aspirant millionaire lifestyle in Hampshire, United Kingdom. He is an IT consultant and has been a fan of the Necroscope series since his university years. He spends most of his time chasing Ganley edition slipcases and worrying about his bank balance.


  W. PAUL GANLEY is a retired physics professor who lives in Amherst, New York. A longtime fantasy and horror fan and Lovecraft authority (together with two of his friends he published the Lovecraft Collector’s Library, the best of the early HPL reference works), Paul’s semi-professional Weirdbook Press has since gone on to win two World Fantasy Awards, as well as a Robert Bloch Award at NecronomiCon. Paul has published first editions of several books by Brian Lumley in both hardcover and paperback editions.


  PHILL GARNETT was born in 1975 in the sunny climes of Doncaster in the north of England. He was introduced to Brian Lumley’s work by his father, whose extensive collection of macabre fiction has had a great influence on his life. Phill has worked as a salesman, a butcher, a teacher, and a web designer, and is currently enjoying a little respite.


  STEPHEN JONES is the winner of two World Fantasy Awards, three Horror Writers Association Bram Stoker Awards, and two International Horror Guild Awards, as well as being a Hugo Award nominee and a twelve-time recipient of the British Fantasy Award. One of Britain’s most acclaimed anthologists of horror and dark fantasy, with more than seventy titles to his credit, he has been publishing Brian Lumley in books and magazines for almost thirty years.


  BARBARA ANN LUMLEY (aka Silky) is the wife and “biggest fan” of the author. Having gained dual nationality, this lady from Maryland now lives with her author husband at their home in Torquay, Devon, in Merry Olde England.


  PETER McCABE lives in Atlanta, Georgia. He is a graduate of Georgia State University with a degree in film and a degree in English. He has been an employee of Suntrust Bank for the past eight years. He enjoys reading a wide array of books and has been a contributor to the BrianLumley.com newsletter for the past few years.


  DAVE McDOUCLE (aka ShadoeWolfe) is the webmaster at www.BrianLumley.com. A longtime fan of the Necroscope series and a computer aficionado, Dave “won over” Brian Lumley to create what has become one of the finest author sites on the Internet. He lives in Arlington, Ohio, with his cat, Mufasa, and his dog, Morpheus.


  NATHAN MURRAY calls himself Lumley’s Number One Fan. The evidence of this lies in his vast collection of rare works (and in many cases, multiple copies) by the author, and his uncontrollable urges to re-read them constantly. A columnist and moderator for BrianLumley.com, Nathan resides in Oklahoma City with his wife and two children.


  ROBERT M. PRICE discovered Lovecraft and Cthulhu at the ripe old age of thirteen and has never quite recovered from it. Editor of Crypt of Cthulhu magazine since 1981, he has gone on to write countless articles on the Cthulhu Mythos and its major writers. He now edits Mythos fiction anthologies for Fedogan & Bremer and Chaosium. Bob lives in North Carolina with his wife, Carol, and daughters, Victoria and Veronica.


  DAVID RIGBY is a freelance artist working on computer modeling and animation. He lives in Colihull, England, and writes a regular column for the BrianLumley.com newsletter.


  TOM SHEARER has been an avid “Lumlian” for the last ten years, and was pleased to contribute to The Brian Lumley Companion. An Internet application developer, he currently lives with his girlfriend, Sam, on the borders of both London and Essex.


  MELISSA ANN SINGER is a senior editor at Tom Doherty Associates, LLC. She has been cautiously editing Brian Lumley since the mid-1980s. She lives in New York City with her daughter and assorted pets.


  ROBERT WEINBERG is a noted pulp and Weird Tales authority and a longtime fan and friend of Brian Lumley. Weinberg won the Bram Stoker Award in 1998 for best novel from the Horror Writers Association. To date, he has written fifteen horror novels and compiled more than 130 anthologies.
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  STANLEY WIATER is a widely acclaimed and award-winning observer of popular culture. He has been hailed as “the world’s leading expert on horror filmmakers and authors” (Radio-TV Interview Report), “the master journalist of the dark genres” (World of Fandom), and “the top horror journalist in North America for the past twenty-five years” (Rue Morgue). He is currently the writer and host of Dark Dreamers, a weekly television series based on his Dark Dreamers books of interviews.


  His first collection of exclusive interviews, Dark Dreamers: Conversations with the Masters of Horror, won the Bram Stoker Award for Superior Achievement from the Horror Writers Association in 1991. In that same year he wrote The Official Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles Treasury, the only authorized overview of the international pop culture phenomenon. A companion volume to Dark Dreamers, entitled Dark Visions: Conversations with the Masters of the Horror Film (1992), was a Bram Stoker Award finalist. Comic Book Rebels: Conversations with the Creators of the New Comics (1993), co-authored with Stephen R. Bissette, was both an Eisner Award and Harvey Award nominee. Dark Thoughts: On Writing, Advice and Commentary from Fifty Masters of Fear and Suspense, won the Bram Stoker Award for Superior Achievement from the Horror Writers Association in 1998.


  He has edited the original anthologies Night Visions 7 (1989) and After the Darkness (1993). Wiater is also the editor of Richard Matheson’s “The Twilight Zone” Scripts (1998). In 1993 he was honored as the master of ceremonies at the World Horror Convention. His more than 700 interviews, articles, scripts, and stories have been translated into ten languages. Other recent works include Dark Dreamers: Facing the Masters of Fear (2001), an art book collaboration with photographer Beth Gwinn showcasing the genre’s greatest talents from around the world (winner of the Bram Stoker Award for Superior Achievement from the Horror Writers Association in 2002). He is also the co-author of The Stephen King Universe: A Guide to the Worlds of the King of Horror (2001), which Publishers Weekly has labeled “indispensable.”


  Please contact him via his Web site: www.stanleywiater.com.
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