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TOTEN HERZEN MALANDANTI

Introduction

"It's worse than the seventies." Rob Wallet allowed for the time delay, but Tom Scavinio was only 
in New York, not on Venus.

"No it isn't." Scavinio sighed. "In the seventies they would have thrown a real horse off the roof 
of the East Midlands Arena."

Toten Herzen's six comeback concerts had turned a profit of just over two million Euros. The 
figure would have been closer to twelve if the papier mache horse hadn't been thrown from the roof 
of the East Midlands Arena. The equine surprise took someone's eye out, so they sued. Four 
million.

Wallet scanned a solicitor's summary with morbid curiosity and disbelief. The corrosive figures 
and eye watering descriptions compiled a grim bestiary of life on the edge of a parallel civilisation.

"Another hole in the profits were gouged out by the torching of a restaurant at the Allianz Halle. 
Fans held an impromptu fire breathing contest with strong beer and barbecue lighter fluid. . . ." 
Wallet hunted the document for the figures. "Two million."

"And the point of all this, Rob, is?"
"Can it be stopped? Is anyone capable of stopping it? Look at this. . . ."
The phone line groaned.
"In Budapest a fan was impaled on a flag pole when he climbed to the top and tried to balance on 

one foot. He sued the promoters not for his injuries, but because paramedics took six hours to pull 
him off the top of the pole and he missed the concert . . . another two million. Two million Euros, 
Tom."

Scavinio was speechless, but Wallet had more. Much more.
The atrocities didn't end at the top of a flag pole in Budapest. Eight fans were injured, one 

seriously, by the lethal beaks of masks imported from China. Eighty had their mouths scalded by 
hot mead in Geneva. And the second riot at the rescheduled Ahoy concert left two French fans with 
internal injuries. The medieval weapons inserted into them - orifice thankfully undisclosed - were 
described in police reports as 'like red hot pokers'. Combined total two million, grand total ten 
million and none of it covered by public liability insurance. (A sneaky clause to exclude acts of 
'bizarre criminal activity' pretty much excluded everything these mad bastards did.)

"They're a liability. Literally. There's just no predicting what they'll do." Wallet shook his head. 
"No matter what you allow for, you can't anticipate them. It's like a contest. You think you've 
outwitted them, you concoct some devious security arrangement, pay a fortune in obscure insurance
clauses, but they still manage to redefine the word stupid."

Scavinio finally spoke. "Yeah, well . . . maybe they'll grow out of it."
Grow out of it! Wallet wasn't sure about that. Wallet thought it was becoming a trend. A meme. 

Acts of social disorder were now described as going a bit Toten. "Well, I don't need to tell you 
Susan's not happy. When she saw these figures she left the building in a rage and we all know what 
happens when she gets in a rage."

"Yeah, yeah. We do."
"Things have to change or she'll bail out, Tom. She's had enough."
"That might be for the best, Rob." Scavinio's yawn was audible. "Maybe it wasn't such a good 

idea after all. They wanted to know what would happen, well, now they know. They're not Toten 
Herzen without the fans. Without all the bullshit."

"I wouldn't normally advise this, but I really think they need to jettison the past. Stop trying to 



recapture it. Start again." The image of the papier mache horse gliding gracefully through the 
Birmingham evening sky wouldn't leave Wallet alone. "I mean, how did they even get on the roof?"

"I don't know, Rob. I really don't fucking know. Maybe they learned how to fly."
"Sorry, Tom. It sounds like I'm keeping you up."
"It's five o'clock in the afternoon."
"Okay. Sorry, I'll let you get on. Just thought I'd update you. No decision yet on you coming back 

over here. . . ?"
"No."
"No. Okay. Not a problem. I'll let you go. Speak to you again, Tom."
"Bye."
Wallet threw his phone in the air and watched it land with an awkward, clumsy crunch on the 

stone floor of the kitchen. "Add that to the bill. What price do you put on a manager?"



TRACK 1 - AT WAR WITH THE WORLD

1

When marauding mobs gathered in one place to create a critical mass of hooliganism not even 
powerful witchcraft could move them.

"You take your life in your hands coming here at this time." The force of the rain transformed one
tall police officer into a sodden hunchback.

Lena Siebert-Neved thought the downpour would clear the area and wash away the problem. 
Enormous gobbets of rainwater dripped off the hood of her coat, off her eyebrows, nose, chin, 
anything with an edge to it.

Her ability to summon the worst kind of tempest had failed and now this cop wouldn't leave her 
alone. "Why do you come here?" he said.

Another marble of rainwater landed in Lena's eye. The accidental wink encouraged the cop to 
stand next to her. "I'm not here to watch any of this. I just like to hang around with men in 
uniforms."

"My mother wanted me to join the police."
"And you wanted to make her proud." Lena leaned closer to make herself heard above the rattle 

of raindrops on waterproofs. "You look like the officer who killed a friend of mine."
"I'm sorry about that."
"Oh, you don't need to apologise. It's a very long time ago. He's dead now."
"Your friend?"
"The officer." Lena unleashed a wicked smirk.
"Ah, well . . . what to say? There are always one or two who are bad . . . in every organisation."
"Are there? Well I never."
The small tracks and lanes around the hillside village of Gurmzer were clogged with police cars, 

pagans' cars, locals' cars, motorhomes, vans, motorbikes, motorbikes with sidecars, bicycles, even a 
child's scooter (which may have belonged to a local child, but today anything qualified as an 
intrusion). The transportation was here to carry the curious and the devout up the side of the 
mountain to watch the witches holding their sabbat. Except the witches weren't here. They hadn't 
been here for three years, not since the sabbat of 2010 was abandoned because of the crowds trying 
to muscle in. Now with nothing to hold their attention the gathering mob turned to violence. The 
spectacle became a protest.

"Are you here alone?" The cop shared Lena's misery and saturation.
"No."
"Your partner isn't up there is he?" He nodded at the upper slope of the hill where a human hunt 

propelled police and protesters through mud and woodland, wave after wave of seek and destroy. 
"What makes you think my partner is a he?" Lena took her gloves off. "What's your name?"
"Uwe."
"Uwe. Let me show you a little magic trick." Lena cupped her hands. "Keep watching . . . keep 

watching." Uwe watched, but he had one eye on the upper slopes of the hill and the chase, the angry
dogs. "Uwe are you cold?" Uwe's eyes bulged as a red flame glowed into life, hovered a centimetre 
above Lena's skin and grew to the height of his head. He was about to ask for instructions, but a 
swift clap of Lena's hands propelled a cloud of vapour the size of a fist into his gaping mouth. 
"That, young man, is what happens when you make assumptions about the world around you."

-



On a dark and desperate evening the villagers of Gurmzer watched nonplussed as their community 
was ransacked by both law breakers and law enforcers. Lena and her friend Birgitte Schelm were 
bystanders who knew the score, knew what all the dreadlocked, unshaven, shabby fuss was about.

"Forty years ago we would have been up there fighting the cops." Birgitte's lip curled as she 
watched another line of distant figures emerge from the woodland edge and sprint over the crest of 
the hill.

"For what? The right to what? What's their cause? What do they want here tonight?"
"We should show them how it's done."
"Birgitte, you agitator."
"We may as well be soaked for a reason."
Lena agreed and headed off alone along a narrow track away from the village and up the hill 

towards the woodland. As she ascended she stepped over battered and beaten bodies dropped by the
proximity of police batons or savaged by dogs with their own canine agenda. Bosch would have felt
quite at home up here, surrounded by all this pillage and soggy human litter. The woodland was a 
partially abandoned camp with a ravaged understorey of protest debris, bags and discarded clothing;
the ground trampled to slime by an unremitting footfall of rioters' boots. The canopies cackled with 
shouts and whistles, ghostly cries and yells.

"They won't be happy until they've driven us all over the edge." An upright collection of clothing 
spoke to Lena as she studied the soft sponginess of the ground around the edge of the trees. 
Somewhere above a heavy trench coat, behind a tangled beard, was the mouth of one of the rioters.

"They? The edge?" The ground was saturated. Perfect for conductivity.
"Fascists."
"Fascists. Oh, not them again."
Beardy dissected the international corporate agenda to eliminate the alternative lifestyle. "And 

fuck the workers."
"Is that what you think or what the fascists think?" Lena concentrated on the search for a branch, 

something small, no more than thirty centimetres.
"Fascists. No. Them. They're killing the planet, killing us all." Beardy swung his outstretched 

arms. "Give them five years and we'll all be gone."
"Five years." The branch was found, close to where Beardy stood. "You know today is Imbolc." 

She stuck the branch in the ground and dusted the tip with a substance taken from a bottle in her top
pocket.

"What's that?"
"Red sulphur."
"Yeah, well, there'll be no red sulphur, no Imbolc. . . ."
"And what are you doing about it?" Lena secured the branch before stepping around it in a slow 

circle.
"This, all this. Protest. Create a nuisance." He moved out of the way as Lena completed the circle.

The whistling through the canopies belonged to another group of cops who emerged, wet and 
agitated. They saw Beardy.

"Running around in the rain will only get you wet. What you need is a loud bang." Lena snatched 
her hood back from her head and offered her face to the downpour. Beardy should have run. He had
a choice: offer his dreadlocked scalp to one of the cop's batons or stay and watch the curious ritual 
in Latin around a sulphurous piece of twig.

-



Birgitte crossed a torrent of water escaping diagonally across the road from the field edge. The 
shelter of a small cafe allowed her to remove some damp clothing and study the photograph she had
just taken on her phone. The image contained a web address.

TOTENHERZEN.COM
The whole sordid history was here: the band's fall and rise, or possibly rise and fall - success and 

failure were indistinguishable; the bastardised birth and gruesome separation from the first manager
Micky Redwall; Rob Wallet featured in a wordy account of his discovery of the dead band still 
alive; and a blog, which decreased in detail as the concerts became increasingly chaotic, ended mid-
sentence on December 4th. 'Another bad. . . .'

Birgitte read the closing words of Dee Vincent's biography when the lights in the cafe flickered 
and the muzak stopped. Everyone looked up simultaneously milliseconds before a flash of blinding 
light and a crack of noise shattered the village and shook the building. A furious bolt of lightning 
ripped across the hillside. In the mist of the upper slopes figures, human and canine, flew through 
the air, blown off their feet by the terrible burst of static electricity and the ground transformed into 
a live circuit board.

The cafe emptied with chair-scattering panic as if the safest thing to do was run towards the 
explosion. Birgitte sat and waited for the evacuation to end and then served herself a piece of 
gateaux and a large latte.

When Lena walked in fifteen minutes later the place was still empty. She removed her dry, dark 
green beeny hat and tried to flatten her hair.

Birgitte laughed. "Put your hat back on, Lena, you look like Einstein."
"All that static. It won't lie flat now." Lena was about to help herself to coffee when Birgitte 

shoved the mobile phone in her face. "Where is that picture?"
"Back up the road. I noticed it just after you went up the lane."
"Show me."
Outside the cafe, the crowd parted as a police siren screamed through the village, followed by an 

equally hysterical ambulance. On the upper slopes some bodies, dazed and charred, hauled 
themselves out of the mud. "Have we asked ourselves the right questions, Lena?"

"It's just one of a number of stepping stones, but maybe, just maybe the journey to our lost valley 
starts with this vehicle."

The car in the photograph was an ancient Saab. The paintwork was probably the last remaining 
memory of the car's structural integrity, give or take a few windows and tyres. Lena inspected the 
dents and rust and peered through the windows at the mess: the lager cans, old shoes, a rolled up 
sleeping bag, an interior smeared with an unidentifiable brown film like alien lichen. "You know 
their fans appear to compensate for the band's secrecy. . . ."

"Maybe." Birgitte put her phone away. "I looked at their website while I was in the cafe. There 
was a question and answer section that was quite illuminating. They were asked what they would 
rescue if the house caught fire. Elaine Daley said the insurance policy, but Dee Vincent said she 
would rescue her book collection."

"Book collection." Lena ran her finger over the rear window of the Saab, across the sticker on the 
inside of the glass. "She has a book collection?"

"Quite a large one. Antiques. First editions. Manuscripts. Curios. Lost works."
Uwe the cop, drove past. He noticed Lena, but turned away. "If there's one book every vampire 

should own it's that book."
"Of course there's no guarantee she has it," said Birgitte.
"No."



"But it's an opportunity. If she doesn't have it maybe she'll know someone who does."
"Yes."
The rain had stopped. Lena stroked the remaining drops of water off her coat sleeves and looked 

again at the derelict Saab. The sticker in the back window said everything that needed to be said 
about the owner of the car, the owner of the mess and the object of worship. Toten Herzen's crest 
lay on a red and black background with the words 'fuck us, fuck you, we win.'



From: h.vandermeulen@aliennoisecorporation.eu

To: jens@jensgol.com

Subject: film project

Message:

Dear Jens Gol

Would you be available to film the recording process of a forthcoming album between April and 
November 2014? The recording will probably be in the UK, but this is not yet finalised. The artist 
will be revealed to you if you can make these dates. More details are in the attached PDF.

Yours

Henk Van der Meulen
Director of Media

Alien Noise Corporation
Rotterdam

This message has been scanned for bugs, viruses and shit. If you are not the intended recipient 
why not and how the fuck did that happen anyway? Please save the environment by not breathing 
out.
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Two years ago Rob Wallet cracking his elbow on the edge of a plastic table would have meant pain.
Now he hardly noticed the impact, but he often paused to consider what he could feel. The 
sensation wasn't the dull numbness of lying on your arm and cutting off the blood supply, his limbs 
weren't extended blobs of flesh. And it wasn’t the throb of a dead leg. Unable to define the feeling 
he invented his own word: a vampash. The non-pain was a vampash and there were no degrees of 
vampash. You could not, for instance, have mild vampash or a serious vampash. Also, the verb was 
to vampash: to suffer a painless, scarless, instantly healing bruise. And academics and linguists 
could decline the verb thus: I vampash, you vampash, he/she vampashes, we vampash, they 
vampash, Susan Bekker doesn't vampash because she doesn't give a shit. (It was an irregular verb.)

The collision with the edge of a plastic table in the restaurant of the Flooden service station 
generated an audible wallop that alerted truck drivers, on the road salesmen, and all four members 
of Toten Herzen still reverberating from an all night practice session.

"Why?" Wallet sat down.
"Why?" Dee tried to balance two salt cellars on top of a vinegar bottle.
"Why, with all our money are we sitting in a crappy service station like this?"
"Because we like to keep grounded, we like to maintain a bit of reality." Susan pretended to drink 

coffee.
"Maintain reality, you're vampires, how can you. . . ."
Susan lifted a finger. "Firstly, we, Rob, we are vampires. And secondly, what's with the our 

money? Where's your money coming from?" She waited for suggestions from the others, but none 
of them spoke.

Elaine sniffed. Behind her a Norbert Dentresangle truck pulled out of the car park.  "Jens Gol has 
something urgent to ask. We said we'd meet him here."

"Outside," said Rene.
"Outside?" Wallet could see the frost evaporating and the sun wasn't up yet. "Why outside?"
"You'll understand when you meet him." Rene slid his tablet across the table to Wallet. Jens Gol's

website mutated, rotated, and exchanged one grim visual presentation of Rotterdam after another. 
There was a link to his film 'A Thousand Voices,' described without shame as a near perfect 
exploration of the Dutch symphonic metal scene. (To be fair the words near perfect weren't Gol's, 
but the very act of borrowing someone else's adoration was in itself not quite cricket.) And there 
was also 'Light and Rust,' a desaturated ode to Rotterdam.

"He's a bit colourless, don't you think?" Wallet's question bounced off four equally desaturated 
faces. "Why him?"

Rene took his tablet back and browsed the site. "Because he makes the ugly look beautiful and the
mundane fascinating."

"That has to be the worst reason I ever heard," said Wallet.
"Why?" Susan started to reconsider the idea.
"Because everyone will think you've hired him because you're all ugly and boring."
"That might be a good point." Susan nodded at Rene's tablet. "Might be a good idea to think of a 

better reason."
"I'll ask again. Why are you meeting him here? It's a dive, you're not After Sunset trying to live 

on eight bob a week, why do you still come to these places?" Wallet had to work hard sometimes.
"It used to be called the Paradise," said Susan. "Shittiest paradise I ever saw, but it was cheap."
"Just a shack at the side of the road." Rene scanned the duel carriageway. The Paradise had 

become a complex junction with shops, motel, petrol station and garden centre. "Arni Grojss died 



about ten years ago. He wouldn't recognise the place."
"Arni Grojss?" said Wallet.
"Guy who owned it when we used to come here." Susan stared into the coffee cup. "He lent me 

five guilders once to buy some strings."
"He always told us After Sunset would be huge," said Rene.
Dee raised an eyebrow. "Prophet was he?"
"Hardly a prophet," said Susan.
"Come to think of it," said Rene, "the bastard never actually came to see us play."
"And I never repaid him his five guilders."
"I've never felt right in posh places." Dee still hadn't balanced the salt cellars. "I always feel like 

I'm being judged."
Wallet watched her, transfixed. "That's because you won't behave yourself when you go 

anywhere."
Dee objected.
"He has a point," said Elaine.
"No he doesn't."
"The wig!" said Wallet.
"It was obviously a wig, none of you lot had the balls to lift it off his head." Dee whispered. "I 

wanted to see what was underneath it."
"But now we can't go back to that bar," said Wallet, "or the one on Hoogstraat. Or that other one 

on whatsit, Fleukermeer or whatever it's called."
"Fleurdemeer." Rene had his own list. "Meijners. Fish bar at the harbour. Kruips."
"Tangermol," Elaine said. "Waco Maco, Bar Johnny doesn't want us back."
"Okay, okay. So those bar owners have no sense of humour. That's not my fault." Dee unscrewed 

the top of the vinegar bottle and placed it back on the table. "Can't blame me for that."
Rene took the bottle and screwed the top back on. "We can and we do."
"So the reason we're not banned from coming here is because the owner's dead?" said Wallet. 

"These surroundings are the real you, the core of Toten Herzen. Look, as long as you perpetuate this
band of the people image you'll continue to have the people following you."

"What's wrong with that?" said Susan.
"The same people who riot at concerts, burn down restaurants, impale themselves on flag poles, 

throw horses off rooves and stab each other with beaks and red hot pokers." The others had to 
agree, and they did. Reluctantly. "And you're paying for all this merriment. No wonder you eat in 
dives like this, you can't afford to go anywhere posh with the insurance premiums you end up 
paying. Why don't you have a big bonfire and throw all your money on it? Or set up a trust fund. 
The Toten Herzen Benevolent Fund for the Deranged."

"Has a ring to it." Dee unscrewed the vinegar bottle and rammed it down on the table in front of 
Rene.

"But eating at posh restaurants isn't gonna change anything because it'll still be the same music," 
said Susan.

"Ah!" said Wallet.
"No." Susan waved her cup at him. "Stop right there. No musical change. We're not gonna start 

singing stuff from the Great American Songbook."
"No, no, no, this is what I had in mind."
Elaine always had a problem with talking. Talking in the form of going-nowhere conversation 

and Wallet's circuitous rambling was a particularly pernicious variety. She left the table to follow a 
salesman out to his car. Wallet fiddled with his tablet as the others watched Elaine engage 



conversation with the salesman and casually walk away out of view with him.
"I haven't had any breakfast either," said Rene.
"Here." Wallet played a video: the wrong one. "Shit, not that one. . . ."
"Who was that?" Dee grabbed the tablet. "Dschinghis Khan! You want us to play German 

schlager?"
"No. There." The tablet featured Nightwish and a long piece of orchestral rock.
Susan shook her head before Tarja Turunen had even opened her mouth. "We're not symphonic 

metal. We're not goth, we're not cinematic. We're definitely not a fucking clone of Evanescence."
"Not suggesting you become a clone of anything." Wallet reduced the volume on the tablet and 

spoke to himself. "I mean it's not like you're trying to be a clone of Deep Purple or Jimi Hendrix or 
Jeff Beck. . . . "

"You cheeky cunt!" Susan jumped up. "They influenced us. We're not trying to copy them. We're 
not clones."

Everybody in the restaurant watched her leave a trail of scattered chairs and tables as she went. 
"We are not clones," said Wallet. "We are Toten Herzen."

"That girl takes life so seriously," said Dee. "If I ever get like that please boil me in lead."

-

Wallet had told Scavinio Susan would bail out eventually. She wasn't quite ready for the jump, but 
in the muck and smog of the service station she was surrounded by so much icy vapour she could 
have been rehearsing an urban magic trick; a vanishing act without the discarded clothes or 
goodbye note. Draped in her own black hair she huddled herself and breathed out with enough 
energy to alter the climate.

"Didn't mean to upset you," Wallet called.
"Go away."
"No, I won't go away. You know I'm right."
"You arrogant. . . . Fuck you. Don't talk about After Sunset like that again. . . ." She turned away. 

"You know what I mean."
"Wonder where Elaine is?"
"I don't know." Susan had this habit of speaking prematurely, playing catch up with deeply buried

thoughts. Given the choice some people, Wallet included, would put money on Dee being the 
master of the thoughtless comment. She had uttered so many off-the-cuff remarks there were holes 
worn through her sleeves. But when Susan forgot herself a troublesome mental artefact would 
unexpectedly bob to the surface like a discarded corpse.

This latest slip in the late winter fog contained Marco Jongbloed and Wim Segers and a rain 
soaked evening in Ipswich when Susan's ambition finally ran out of road. And it was her ambition, 
not Rene's or Marco's or Wim's, her ambition to follow Hendrix on stage. When it finally came the 
death was the worst kind: inevitable. Anyone within touching distance of common sense would 
have known how the story would end. After Sunset was Susan Bekker's band, vehicle and passport 
out of Rotterdam, but somehow the adventure found itself in someone else's more capable hands, 
and with someone else's name forever attached.

"It was Micky Redwall who turned you into the Munsters. Does that sound grounded to you? Or 
do you want to carry on being the novelty vampire band? Available for very violent weddings and 
bar mitzvahs?"

"Course it isn't."
"Carry on losing money through litigation and that's where you'll end up. Do you like the name 



Toten Herzen?"
Susan squinted. "Yeah. Yeah, course I do. Course I do."
"That's all right then. For a minute I thought you'd forgotten your own name."
"I still have strong memories of my life back then. They mean a lot to me. If I lose them I'm 

nothing. I'm just a robot if I don't know where I come from."
"You still have that ambition, Susan. You make it very obvious, but ambition is also about 

evolving, moving away from the humdrum, becoming better. Becoming unique."
"You don't think we're unique?"
"Yes, but people don't know that, do they? They think it's all a hoax. That's not what I meant. 

Musically unique. That's what your heroes were. You're about to record your first album in nearly 
forty years, you have no manager, again, a bunch of fans who are like an army of locusts and the 
world at your sharpened fingertips. This is a golden opportunity, Susan. You just can't come back 
after all this time and do something ordinary. This is the moment. This is your big chance to enter 
that . . . pantheon. Big word, but I mean if you get this right you won't be in the wake of Hendrix 
and Beck and all those people you've looked up to. You'll be alongside them. The name Susan 
Bekker, not guitarist with shock rock band Toten Herzen. Susan Bekker, guitarist, songwriter, 
legend."

Susan laughed. "Me, legend. Okay. I haven't done enough to earn that."
"You have to start somewhere. Hendrix wasn't a legend when he was backing for The Isley 

Brothers. And he didn't become a legend by cultivating a mad fan club. The skill is in changing the 
image, but keeping your integrity. You're not a daft twenty year old any more. You're a grown up. 
Come of age. Show them you're a musician, not a freak. And talking of freaks."

Elaine strolled round the corner, followed by her walking breakfast. Susan rubbed a line of blood 
off Elaine's chin.

"How was he?"
"Okay." Breakfast plodded across the car park heavy footed. He had enough awareness to find his

car, but not enough to climb in without first unlocking the doors.
"So what you guys talking about?" Elaine said.
"Stuff," said Susan. "I think Rob wants us to become legends."
"Really." Elaine cleared her throat and spat out a ball of thick black blood. "Thought you had to 

die first to be one of those."

-

Rene and Dee had left the cafe to talk to a man. Wallet could hear him above the sound of the 
traffic. "Fucking hell, he doesn't need a megaphone, does he?"

"Hope he doesn't talk like that when we're in the studio," said Susan.
Introductions were clear enough. Jens Gol, independent film maker, Dutch auteur, had a 

handshake as powerful as his vocal cords. He was incapable of quiet speech, of subtle discretion. 
Every word, every sentence, every question thundered out of his mouth like a military order. Wallet
wanted Dee to snatch the man's hat just to see if she was tall enough, but he was like a human 
television mast. Wiry, slender, geometrically vertical and capable of emitting his signal over great 
distances. The roaring trucks couldn't compete with Gol.

"Are we to go inside?" He came with a query. A simple contractual question before he sold his 
soul to Toten Herzen.

"No, we're fine out here, but we need to go urgently." Susan wanted to keep the negotiations 
secret, which meant Gol had to stay well out of range of human ears, but there wasn't Gol-proof 



isolation anywhere west of the Russian Steppes.
He consulted two sheets of A4 paper and his iPad. "The contract. There is a clause I need you to 

explain."
The clause concerning immunity from being bitten was inserted into all contracts, but not as a 

joke. Susan kept a straight face when she told him it wasn't a joke.
"It's not a joke?"
"It's not a joke." And she kept an equally straight face when she explained that if the clause was 

breached it was unenforceable.
To understand Toten Herzen's working methods took time and allowances were also needed to 

adapt to their sense of humour. Eighteen months minimum. Gol slipped the papers back into a black
leather file, but he wasn't done yet. Now that he knew he had no legal right to claim damages if 
anyone bit his head off he moved onto the subject of filming. "What do you want to achieve from 
this project?"

The question sounded innocuous, simple even. There must have been a moment when one of 
them thought a film would be a great idea. The inspiration must have come from somewhere. Four 
pitifully blank expressions suggested otherwise as if Gol had been contacted by a mysterious 
prankster. Rene had the tablet with the website and he had the reason: turn something ugly and 
boring into something beautiful and interesting. He didn't know what he was talking about and 
therefore couldn't be the genius behind the decision to allow the camera's uncompromising eye to 
follow them through every stage of the recording process. "What about the truth behind the band's 
reality." Wallet thought he was being helpful.

"God, I hope not," said Susan.
Dee had her eye on Gol's hat. "Four bickering vampires. That's the truth behind the band. Can't 

say I'd pay money to see a film about that."
"Okay," Gol shouted, "we can allow the project to emerge by itself. Let it develop, come to life as

we go along. And the vampire image. Do you intend to continue that when we stop filming?" His 
eyes were like two roving golf balls plugged into his sockets.

Wallet had to answer for the band again. "I don't think they'll stop when you're not here. Best to 
stay in character whether the camera's rolling or not."

Gol swallowed something solid. (Possibly another golf ball.) "Okay. Peculiar, but whatever you 
want."

The sunlight increased. Soon it would shine directly onto Arni Grojss's Paradise and Gol didn't 
have his camera to film the aftermath. Rene wasn't the only one to check his watch and worry about
the brightness of the clouds. He hopped about like a man bursting for the toilet. "We should be 
going."

Gol apologised for the urgency of the meeting, but couldn't promise to talk a little quieter next 
time they met. If he had any more questions or an afterthought it would have to wait. Toten Herzen 
were gone as soon as his back was turned.



3

Wallet stared at the blank computer screen and asked himself: how did it come to this? He was 
ready to fire off a round of high calibre words to some unsuspecting, innocent victim, but he 
couldn't do it. Earlier in the day Susan asked him again to look for Peter Miles. The disappointment 
almost caused his knees to buckle. There was history to be made in the close association with the 
band, a musical, professional association. No one ever made history ghost hunting.

Susan had a way of persuading people, a method perfected over several decades. Stage one was a 
momentary gaze, a visit from two pleading big brown eyes. Stage two was a drop of the shoulders, 
a careful slump to allow the hair to slip around the side of her head. Stage three was a softly spoken 
expression, with the word please inserted with just enough sorrow and heartbreak to crush a man. 
Together, the performance invoked images of a desaturated Rotterdam, circa 1969, and a hungry 
urchin struggling through deadly weather systems blowing up the Nieuwe Maas, sacks of coal to 
carry, Flying Vs to haul. . . . (And of course Susan knew what she was doing. She knew Wallet was 
a sucker for fluttering eyelids and a come hither expression.)

So, along with his task for the day, and the week, and the month, sod it, for the foreseeable future,
Wallet was handed a coda: oh, and take Raven with you. Keep her occupied.

"Raven?"
"I made a promise to her, but I don't know what to do. It's only until I can think of a proper role 

for her." Now Susan avoided eye contact. Guilt. Sheer guilt.
"Look for Peter Miles and babysit Raven."
"And maybe you could find anything about Terence Pearl, like who turned him. . . ."
Wallet looked around for a notebook and pen. "Anything else? Do you want me to see if there 

really are alligators in New York's sewers? Find the true identity of Jack the Ripper? Solve the 
mystery of the Voynich Manuscript?"

"What? I don't want to know Jack the Ripper's identity? Why would I want to know that? Just do 
it for me, Rob." And there she was again with the eyes, the shoulders, the hair. The vampiric charm.

All the requests were added to the slate. Wallet memorised a running total of all these favours. 
(He considered them favours if she didn't.) One day he'd be back to settle the debt, but for now he 
had news for Raven. The blue haired girl was now his assistant. The blank computer screen waited.

-

The email had an attachment. Raven opened it and found a brief set out by Wallet. He called it a 
brief, but it was actually a set of instructions evidently written under duress or in a fit of 
belligerence.

'You will not cause a scene or throw a fit when asked to do something you don't want to do. You 
will not play music by One Direction at any time or by any other 'so-called music act'. You will not 
use phrases like 'life sucks' or any teenage expression that normal people over the age of twenty five
will not understand. You will not make a noise when you're eating or eat with your mouth open.' 
And on it went for three pages. Some of the restrictions had sub-clauses.

Raven texted Wallet: am i allwd to txt u
She waited.
Only if talking causes a risk to your life otherwise no. And learn how to spell!
nxt few weeks r gonna b shit
Wallet appeared next to Raven in the dining room of the farmhouse. He was only a few metres 

away in his own room, walking distance, but the speed and manner of his paranormal arrival came 



as a shock. Raven almost jumped though the patio windows.
"Oh, shit! I still haven't got used to you lot doing that. Be careful."
"Don't you shout at me. I'm old enough to be your dad."
From another room Rene's voice joined in. "And I'm old enough to be your granddad. Keep the 

noise down."
"Now see what you've done," said Raven.
"Sit down."
"No, I won't."
"Sit!"
"All right, all right. I'm not the dog."
"We haven't got a dog, so you'll have to do. Look," Wallet joined her at the table and tried to 

lower his voice below the audible range of the other vampires in the house, "neither of us want this. 
You want to be a vampire and, goodness, you've gone to great lengths to look like one. I want to be 
part of the band's day to day musical activity, but they won't let me."

"What's any of that got to do with eating with my mouth open? I don't eat with my mouth open."
"And you're not gonna start now. Susan has asked me to find Peter Miles and asked you to help 

me."
Raven ran the long spiked ends of her blue fringe through her fingers. The mention of Peter 

Miles's name just made her want to run away again. "Why me? What have I done to deserve this?"
"You got what you wished for. You know what they say about meeting your idols."
"They're always shorter in real life."
"No, no . . . oh, never mind. We've drawn the short straws, we'll just have to get on with it."
"My straw's a lot shorter than yours. Look at all these restrictions. They're just for your benefit."
"I know." Wallet drew away from the table. "It's called hierarchy. In some parts of the world 

privilege. One day you'll have your own menial to push around, but until that dreadful day comes 
we're stuck together."

"I hate my life."
"Wallet turned Raven's laptop to read the email. "I thought I'd included that phrase. I'll have to 

send you another attachment with a supplementary appendix."
"Well, add this phrase as well," said Raven walking away. "Get stuffed."

-

"That's big, that is," said Raven.
"Bigger than I thought it would be," said Wallet.
"You sure you can handle it?"
Wallet turned away from the showroom window. "What are you suggesting? I'm a man, Barbara. 

I was born and built to handle one of them."
"Born and built!" If Raven was impressed with the car on the other side of the showroom glass 

she didn't show it. A Pagani Zonda, in the flesh, and nothing as vulgar as a price tag in the 
windscreen. "What do you want one of them for? I thought vampires were well stuffed in that 
department."

"What department? What are you saying? Is that why you want to turn?"
"No."
"You dirty little sod. I thought you were a good old fashioned trade union girl."
"Well, it's all compensation, isn't it? Big long bonnets and everything."
"Fool. The Zonda's bonnet is tiny, look at it from the side." They both shuffled to the right to 



examine the car from a different angle. "See. Hardly any bonnet at all."
"So how much?"
"You're changing the subject now. I'm not buying one. I'm hiring one."
"What, that one?" Raven stubbed her finger on the window.
"Don't get the glass dirty. No, from a different company. I wanted to see one before I pick it up 

tomorrow."
They drifted away from the dealership and it's bottled fancies and headed off down Old Brompton

Road to find a chippy. The time was almost eleven p.m. and only the most gruesome looking food 
places were still open. Raven could have eaten at the hotel, but she felt guilty sat alone in a 
restaurant with a full length anti-vampire mirror down one wall.

"The irony is I don't need to eat. I wouldn't mind if you had your tea on your own."
"Don't feel comfortable in a posh restaurant on my own."
"That's what Dee said. That's two things you have in common."
They eventually settled for pizza and a flight of steps across the road from the Natural History 

Museum. The fused aromas of ham, cheese and diesel fumes added a certain piquance to the 
alfresco experience.

"You didn't look too happy when Susan gave you your orders." Raven washed her food down 
with long gulps of Red Bull.

"One minute they're going in the studio to record, then she tells me I can't go with them."
"You're not playing on it though."
"But I have to be at the centre of things, Barbara. I'm their publicist. How can I publicise them if I

don't know what they're up to."
Raven laughed.
"What? What does that mean?"
"You're not the publicist. Like I'm not Susan's assistant."
"So what am I?" The cheese on the pizza could have been the stringy by-product of some 

molecular experiment.
"You're the band's official private investigator and I'm your sidekick. Bloody Batman and Robin. 

I didn't walk across Rotterdam at four in the morning just to be your sidekick."
"You really know how to hurt a guy."
"You're not bothered."
"Oh, woah is me. Do you think Susan would treat you to a takeaway supper like this? No. You'd 

get a quick suck on a dead dog's back leg and be grateful."
"I wouldn't have to keep travelling everywhere with you. Spewing me guts up every time we 

arrive. It's not pleasant, you know."
"No. And don't I know it. Twice you've spewed your guts up all over me."
"I said I was sorry."
"You didn't mean it though."
"I did. Yeah, I did. It's you. Making a song and dance about everything."
"They could have recorded that album in the Lake District."
Raven's jaws paused mid-bite. "What's the Lake District got to do with anything?"
"I found a studio. A recording studio near Derwentwater. Dirt cheap. Plenty of room for 

everyone, well away from everywhere. Dee and Elaine wanted to record the album in England and I
found the perfect place, but they think the Lake District's full of tourists and then Susan packs me 
off down here to find Peter Miles. As if Peter fucking Miles is gonna be found after forty years."

"So that's why you're being a moody git."
"No, that's why I'm hiring a Pagani Zonda at three and a half grand a day." Wallet swallowed the 



last slice of pizza. "Got to have my fun somehow."
"I've just had a brilliant idea."
"No you haven't, you're a teenager. Teenagers have stupid ideas."
"You don't know what it is yet."
"Amaze me."
"My mum and dad don't think this job is any good. If we turn up outside my house. . . ."
"Not a chance."
"Why not?"
"Because one, you keep spewing up all over me. On purpose. Two, you keep calling me Rob the 

Gob. And three, it's a fucking awful idea. What are your mum and dad going to think if you turn up 
with a grown man in a Pagani? It'll make me look like some perverted sugar-daddy."

"No it won't. And you don't know my mum and dad. They'll be more interested in working time 
directives and pension arrangements than your age. A posh car will make it look like the job's a 
good one with prospects."

"You mean you actually told them what you're doing?"
"Sort of."
Wallet shook his head. "Do they approve of you looking like that?"
"Like what?"
Wallet folded up the pizza box. "It may have escaped your attention, but between you, me and 

Toten Herzen, you're the only one who actually looks like a proper vampire."
"My mum and dad don't mind."
Wallet gave her his withering look. "I dislike them already."

-

"Pagani's don't break down."
Wallet was relieved not to be the target of Guy's contempt. Raven, who in twenty four hours had 

blossomed from wannabe vampire into automotive engineer, thought she could bamboozle Guy 
Warren, salesman at Azzuri Italiana Sportif, by questioning his self-confidence. Guy waited until 
long after dark to accommodate Wallet's request to pick up the Pagani after closing time. He was 
happy to oblige and threw around plenty of certainly sirs, that won't be a problem sirs, we'll have 
everything ready sirs, no it's not a problem inspecting it for scratches in the dark. And then Wallet 
showed up with a blue haired girl who wanted to know if the price included breakdown recovery. 
Guy didn't wave them off when they drove away.

Wallet hired the car for seven days and now it was in his greasy vampiric hands he wasn't sure 
where he wanted to go. The original plan was to search the archives in Ipswich for evidence of 
Peter Miles, but buggar that. Once inside the silver missile, surrounded by art and technology, 
milled aluminium, carbon fibre and a gearknob made out of a single chunk of kryptonite (he 
imagined) all he wanted to do was drive.

"He probably thinks he'll never see this car again." Raven fiddled with the air conditioning and 
watched Wallet's seat slide away from the steering wheel.

"Leave things alone. Don't worry he'll get it back. Twenty eight grand deposit. If I have to return 
it in cardboard boxes and a skip he'll get it back." He pressed a button and floated back towards the 
steering wheel.

"So, we going to Nottingham then?"
Wallet relented. Raven knew he would. He knew she knew he would, and besides the task was 

simple: convince her parents that working for a bunch of unpredictable, homicidal, psychopathic 



vampires in a rock band with a history of murder and violence was actually quite a sensible career 
choice for a teenage girl. But another argument grumbled on from Watford to Northampton. Raven 
could not have a go in the Pagani.

"It's too powerful for a girl."
"Bollocks."
"And you haven't passed your driving test, which sort of clinches the argument if only you'd 

admit it."
"I hate my life."
"Barbara, shut the fuck up." He longed to put his foot down and see how fast this thing would go, 

but he knew, he knew as sure as night follows day, there'd be a speed camera with his name on it. 
"You should appreciate every minute of your rotten, miserable life."

"Why?"
"Because one day it'll be gone. And even if you can live forever you can't go back."
"You're morbid you are."
"When I was little we had a painting on the wall at home. It was a lake with huge mountains in 

the background. Back then we used to go up to the Lake District, but we never went any farther 
than Bowness, on Lake Windermere. We always thought the painting was the head of Windermere. 
We thought if you carried on, way up north, up in the wild country beyond Bowness, that's what it 
looked like. Years later, when I was working and had a car and started going up to the Lakes on my 
own I already knew that the head of Windermere looked nothing like that painting. And even 
farther north, past Grasmere, Thirlmere, farther north than Keswick, it wasn't that painting. I still 
don't know where it is. For all I know it's not even a real place. It might just be some fanciful 
imaginary valley dreamt up by an amateur painter."

"So why do you want to go up to the Lake District if you know that painting's not up there?"
Wallet didn't know. He reminded himself every time he visited the Lakes the painting and the 

valley wouldn't suddenly appear, no matter how many miles he went a'wandering. "It's not the 
valley I'm looking for, is it?"

"What is it?"
"The past. I'm looking for the past. Trying to relive the past. You only get to live it once. Do you 

understand that?"
"I think so." She'd find out eventually, give or take thirty years. "So, not going to that studio 

means you're not missing anything, are you?"
"No. I suppose not."
The signs started to appear for Nottingham, Raven's homeland, the last enclave of trade union 

activism, if one couple's allegiance to a horribly unhip tradition was enough to qualify as an 
enclave.

"What am I looking for? A lifesize effigy of Lenin in the front garden."
"They haven't got a front garden."
"No. Bit bourgeois, isn't it, a front garden."

-

The car was parked way down the road almost out of sight. Raven could see Wallet sat at the wheel,
sunglasses on, looking for all the world like a drug dealer. Suspicious, devious, dodgy. She turned 
from the window of the living room and waited for her dad Len to sit down. He made a point of 
taking his time. Had he known his daughter was on her way, if he'd been given adequate warning of
the impending arrival, he would have printed off an agenda to make sure the coat came off properly 



in the correct part of the room, with an appropriate pause between the hanging of the coat and 
taking his place on the settee. There were standards to be maintained. A way of doing things 
correctly.

Her mum Brenda sipped her tea and negotiated the pages of a thick Freemans catalogue, folding 
back the corners to allow the easy comparing of bath sets and hand towels.

"A job. A real job." Len finally sat down on the sofa. The cushions gasped as the weight of his 
authority crushed them. "Not many girls your age get a job like that, Barbara."

"I'm not a girl."
"You can sit down, Barbara," said Brenda. "This is your home."
"Yeah, I know."
The room had changed in a way Raven had never seen in anyone else's house. All her life change 

had crept up on her, sometimes unnoticed for several years: updates to the floral wallpaper, a 
thicker pile on the stair carpet, new cushion covers on the settee. The waves of redecoration were 
indiscriminate in how they swept away some random bit of old furniture until the historic result was
a mismatched visual record of passing fashion. The chest of drawers in the kitchen was long gone, 
replaced by units that opened and closed with hydraulic smoothness, but the sideboard in the living 
room (the same one infant Raven liked to climb into) was still there, and still had the problematic 
leg that had been shaved and planed to leave it a good half inch shorter than the other three. An 
alien block of wood now made up the shortfall.

Coming home after several months brought some of the changes into focus, but the effect was 
still the same. Walking into the house was like walking into a time capsule created by someone who
couldn't decide which decade to preserve.

"You see, the thing that bothers me, Barbara, is that what you're basically being asked to do is 
work as an intern."

"It's not an intern. It's a proper job."
"Okay, okay." Len surrendered. "What are the hours?"
"Don't know yet."
"Salary?"
"We've not discussed that."
"Pension? Sickness arrangements, holiday entitlement. Have you signed a contract? Are you in a 

union."
"I wondered when we'd get round to that." Raven turned back to the window. "Is that all you're 

bothered about? Unions."
"For god's sake, Barbara, we didn't bring you up to be a Thatcherite. If you're working you join a 

union, you pay your political levy and you vote Labour. The other lot are not going to look after 
you."

"This isn't a party political broadcast. I've got a job. Why aren't you pleased? All that talk about 
unions, it's gone. That pot of gold has been looted, frittered away. You've only got the pot left and 
you planted a geranium in it. Look. . . ." She rushed to the window and pulled the lace curtains to 
one side. Across the street a woman strolled past with a pram. "Look, look there. That's this 
community in a nutshell. That's me in twelve months time."

"Rubbish," said Brenda. "That's you if you chose it to be, but your dad's right. If you are going to 
work don't be exploited."

"I don't want to be part of the furniture round here."
"Part of the furniture. What are you talking about?" Len had always liked that sideboard. He 

varnished it in 1982. Good for another ten years he said at the time.
"If I stay here I'll end up with a tag round my neck saying 'exhibit, youth from 2014.' Everything 



in this house should have a tag on it. It's like a . . . socialist's encyclopedia."
"Socialist's encyclopedia." Len turned to see if his wife was hearing any of this. Or understood it. 

"She hasn't even been to university and she's talking like a bloody student."
Brenda leaned on her catalogue. "I wouldn't mind you talking like a student if you actually made 

sense. What's wrong with this house? It's comfy. It's a home, Barbara."
"Yeah. Arthur Scargill wouldn't want to move if he got his feet up here."
Len shook his head. "We just don't want you being exploited."
"I'm not being exploited."
The exchange of expressions was all too familiar. The 'we know something you're not telling us' 

look. It was so obvious. You could put it on the front page of the local paper and it wouldn't be less 
obvious.

"What?" said Raven.
"Who are you working for?" said Len.
"I told you, it's a record label."
"What's their name?"
"Name?" She tried to delay, but memory loss would only buy her a couple of seconds.
"Simple question, Barbara," said Len. He asked Brenda. "What's the name of this record label?"
"It's a Dutch label," said Raven. "I can't pronounce the name. It's got funny Dutch letters in it."
"Funny Dutch letters." Len drank his tea.
"So, the job is based in Holland?" Brenda had found a fascinating detail in Freeman's twenty eight

week payment terms.
"Some of the time. There might be work in the UK too. Germany, France."
Len nodded. Not because he agreed or knew where Holland was; it was his passing of judgement 

nod. These people had an expression for every occasion. "Who's the band?"
Raven sat down. "It's a good job."
"The name of the band, Barbara."
"You want me to work in McDonald's."
Len put his cup down. "I bloody well do not want you working in McDonald's. There'll be no zero

hour contracts in this house. I'd rather see you pushing a pram down the street than be," he almost 
said it, he was bursting to say it, waving his arm around, "buggared by a corporation."

"Len!" Brenda looked up from the catalogue.
"Oh, yeah. It's all right for you to blow off. Getting all Anglo-Saxon. All right. It's Toten Herzen. 

I'm working for Toten Herzen."
Her parents were old enough to remember the three day week, power cuts, the raid on Entebbe 

and Toten Herzen's misdemeanours appearing on News at Ten. Raven knew how the words would 
stick in the throat like cod liver oil capsules. "You think they're all devil worshippers and baby 
killers. They're actually really nice people."

"They all think they're bloody vampires," said Len. "We saw the riot at that arena in Holland. We 
know you were there in the middle of it."

"You make it sound like I started it."
"Started what?"
"The riot."
"And that too." Len pointed with his cup. "It looked like the Battle of Orgreave. I've been in the 

middle of trouble like that. I was at Wapping in '86."
"I know you were. Proud of it, aren't you? Heard it often enough."
"Yes, I am proud of it. Proud to be able to stand up for what I believe."
"So what's this got to do with Toten Herzen," said Raven. "Do you even know how old they are?"



Brenda knew. "Janice Eaglemont was sixty one two months ago and she doesn't look as young as 
they do."

"Janice Eaglemont's been married forty years and smokes a pipe. No wonder." Raven considered, 
just for a moment, whether some father-daughter empathy might work, but Len was as hard as a 
coal face. He wasn't the empathising type unless you were talking about Polish shipyard workers. 
"Come on. It's a job, an interesting job. A career. They're not monsters. Look, I could even 
introduce you to one of them."

"Eh?" Len put his cup down and sat up straight. "What, here? One of them here?" He went to 
collect his jacket off the hanger.

"Sort of. Their publicist, Rob, he's sat outside in the car."
Raven waited for her mum to look through the window and catch sight of the dodgy looking 

character in the enormous sports car. "Is that him down there?"
"Yeah."
Len joined her and bobbed his head below the lace curtain. Raven grinned. She was going 

anyway, whatever they thought. Union subs or no union subs, Raven was Susan Bekker's assistant. 
Susan's specially chosen assistant. The Susan Bekker. A greater allegiance to the spirit of the Fabian
Society and Bevan's welfare reform wasn't keeping her in this house. Christ, even the front door 
was Labour party red. She wondered why a hammer and sickle had never been hung over it.

"What the bloody hell's he sat in?" said Len.
"It's a Pagani or something. He paid nearly thirty thousand quid to hire it for a day."
"Thirty thousand!" said Brenda. "This house is only worth ninety."
"Don't say only like that, Brenda," said Len.
"I'll go and get him," said Raven. "Fancy yourself in a car like that, do you?" Len took too long to

say no with conviction.

-

When Raven returned Len and Brenda were still stood at the window. "Mum, dad. This is Rob. 
Rob, this is Len and Brenda. They're having a bit of trouble with me working for Toten Herzen."

"Dobryy Vecher," said Wallet and shook Len's hand. They understood each other.
Brenda's hand was hardly worth bothering with. "Are you Russian, Mr Wallet?"
"No. English. Raven's told us all about your union, er . . . affiliations."
"Right," said Len. "Has she? Raven?"
Wallet filled the room. He always seemed so insignificant when he was with the others, but in the 

Nottingham time capsule he carried a fair amount of presence. "Mum and dad think it's a bad idea 
working for Toten Herzen. What do you think?"

Wallet readjusted his sunglasses. "Worse decision I ever made." He laughed. "I mean, you think 
your daughter looks like a vampire now, wait 'til you see her in twelve months time."

Len and Brenda didn't share the joke. "Why are you wearing sunglasses, Rob?" said Len. "It's ten 
past ten at night."

"Bad eyesight. Street lighting gives me headaches."
"Tell them," said Raven, "please, that it's not a bad career move working for Toten Herzen."
"What? No." Wallet was invited to sit down. "Don't believe all the stuff you read about them. 

Tom Scavinio had his face cut in a fight, but that wasn't their fault. Terence Pearl was in the wrong 
place at the wrong time. Mid-morning, always a bad time for some people. We're co-operating with 
the police on that. Patrick Wells was killed by Terence Pearl, nothing to do with Toten Herzen. And
all those critics in London, Micky Redwall being eaten by dogs, you know it's all media hype. You 



know how it is, Len. You know how the unions have been savaged by a right wing press. Toten 
Herzen are tarnished in the same way. They're fair game. Easy target."

Len could understand all that. Being a staunch union man in these parts was like being the village 
idiot. No one took him seriously in the pub or at the snooker club. His was the lone voice of reason 
in a crowd of unemployed capitalists. "We don't want our daughter being exploited. We want her to 
have proper working conditions."

"Right. Well, they don't pay me. I'm just the whipping boy really, but I think Susan has plans for 
Raven."

"Who?" Brenda still didn't recognise the name.
"Raven. Barbara. I'm sorry," said Wallet, "are we talking about the same person."
Len waited to be convinced. "They don't pay you and you're driving a car like that. I've seen them

on Top Gear. Thirty grand a day. Are you on a contract of employment, a retainer, what?"
"What's she been telling you? Thirty five actually and twenty eight of that is a returnable deposit."

So that was all right then. "Anyway, they don't really work like that. The label just deposits money 
in my account and that's sort of it. But I think it would be different for Raven. You know, being 
based in Holland, European Union labour laws are much stricter over there. Working time 
directives, health and safety, pension and health provision. It's not a novelty in Holland like it is 
over here."

At last he was following the script. "See," said Raven, "if I get a job over here I'm not entitled to 
any protection, but over there you get treated properly."

Wallet sat on the edge of the chair. Len and Brenda were drawn towards him as he carefully took 
off his sunglasses. "One thing I've discovered about working with Toten Herzen." He paused. "It's a 
job for life and you can't say that about working in Britain anymore, can you, Len?" Len shook his 
head.

-

Raven loved the inside of the Pagani. It was like a close fitting alien pod, but still had more room 
than the tiny front parlour of her mum and dads' house. Wallet crashed into the driving seat and put 
his sunglasses on.

"You really need them because of street lights?"
Wallet nodded. "You have no idea how bright these white sodium lights are. So, how did I do? 

Your house is like a communist antique shop."
Raven despaired. "I know now why Susan gets so worked up about you. You're a fucking nutter, 

you know that?"
Wallet started the car. "Gotta be, Barbara. Gotta be mad to live like this." The engine revved and 

a low growling sound reverberated off the terraced rows on each side of the narrow road. "But you 
get used to it eventually." He turned and smiled. Fangs bared. Sharp canines. Double killers.



4

Creak, creak. The sound, like subsidence, was concentrated in one position . . . creak, creak. Lena 
glanced at the ceiling, stiffened, tried to ignore it, continued to gather the items she needed for a 
breakfast meeting. . . creak, creak.

"For the love of god." She flung her handbag onto the dining room table and bounded upstairs.
Dmitri Neved was stood next to his piano. He twisted his lips, shook his head and rocked on his 

heels. Creak, creak.
"What are you doing?" said Lena.
Neved spoke to the piano. "Why are piano's black? It's such an absorbing colour. It absorbs 

everything. Absorbs thought, creativity. It absorbs me."
"So, paint it white." The apartment window was wide open and a strong breeze lifted the sheet 

music spread across the wrong coloured lid of the wrong coloured piano. Neved diminished in size 
every time Lena saw him in his music room. One day he'd vanish altogether. A few notes were 
scribbled on the opening bar of a music sheet, a stray oblong of paper on the floor. "Who is this 
for?"

"Oh, it's nothing." Neved waved away the question. "It's just a little something. Something 
private."

"Something private." More of something private. Neved's private projects were usually his own 
projects, created to occupy himself, carry him through the day. "You should ring Sergei again. 
Don't let him forget the sketch for his introduction. When did he want it for?"

"I called him." Neved stood over the keys and played the notes of the opening bar. "His secretary 
said he was in Moscow. He'll be back next Thursday or sometime." The piano, or possibly the sheet
music, hypnotised him.

"My guess is Sergei will be in Moscow a long time, Meetee." Neved's eye twitched slightly. The 
floor creaked again.

The morning noise of the street outside announced the awakening, the first stirrings of toil, honest
toil, the clatter of activity, of labour. The noise of business. Everyone was busy except Neved, 
unless you counted his existential problems, his internal conflicts, battles with composition, 
arguments with arrangements. Opposition to the colour of his piano.

"Pick up the wine cases today." Lena stood at the window. "And I need a new battery for my 
phone, but don't go to the market. Do you want me to choose flowers for this evening?"

"Yes. You know Olga's tastes better than me. I'd pick something she's allergic too or in a colour 
she finds . . .  totalitarian."

"You worry too much about colour. In fact, you worry about the wrong things." Lena paused in 
the window. Her shadow and its blackness crept across the wooden floor towards Neved until, like 
the piano's inherent darkness, he was consumed. He enjoyed seeing her framed by the ornate 
window and she hoped he would turn around. One summer when the light was vibrant and warm 
she stood here naked as he drew her. The sketch hung in the music room on the wall next to the 
window. A husband's devotion in pastel and charcoal. Against the cold brightness of a St. 
Petersburg spring she was nothing more than a silhouette, another black form to absorb him.

"The wine. Six cases, how will I carry them?"
Lena bolted from the window. "Have them delivered. I'm sorry, ask them to deliver. I have to go. 

I might call back this afternoon." Lena kissed Neved quickly and walked away.
"Yes. Of course, don't keep the coven waiting."
If Lena wanted to stop, to respond, to react, if that's what Neved intended, she would only find 

him cursing at the piano.



"You look very beautiful, by the way," he said. "Your scarf is the colour of pine needles. 
Evergreen. Everlasting." He watched her go, his face innocent, vulnerable. "It matches your eyes."

Lena smiled. "It's why I chose it."

-

Neved stood in the sunlight of the window and breathed in the scent of Lena's presence. He had the 
time and the will to stand there until the aroma was gone, until the door to the apartment closed, 
until she appeared on the pavement. She looked up and waved, a gentle ripple of her delicate gloved
fingers. Lena walked with long strides and her shoulders back, proud like a soldier, his beautiful 
warrior. For as long as he'd known her she had been part of one army or another, real or ideological.
Always in conflict. Neved studied her until she reached her car and drove away.

The market was a ten minute stroll from the apartment. Enough time to prepare for the shabby 
bazaar and the verbal onslaught of bargains, cut prices and deals so spectacular only a madman 
could ignore them. But the real madmen didn't buy, they sold. Their ever-hopeful faces peered out 
from every stall, over counters piled with electronic goods from Armenia, high class perfumes from
the couture centres of Ossetia and Chechnya, footwear from Belarus (the latest fashion from the 
west if the hand written labels were to be believed), and leather jackets and coats - every other stall 
sold leather jackets and coats - so many it made Neved wonder if there wasn't a shortage of cows 
somewhere in the outlying areas of Russia.

There would be no need to come here if it wasn't for his friend Constantine. When Constantine 
last earned money from an honest day's work Leonid Breshnev was squaring up to Richard Nixon 
and threatening to knock seven bells out of West Berlin. Constantine still hung on to his musical 
roots at the Conservatory, still hung on to the hope that life would return as it was back in the day 
when a man had a purpose and his wife had a job digging up the roads. Constantine manhandled a 
large box onto a pile of similar boxes printed with images of fire engines, trucks, buses and a tractor
that was old fashioned in 1939. His lifting and carrying followed the beat of classical music rasped 
by a dusty cd player. "Mussorgsky," he muttered. "You won't hold it against me, will you?"

"No." Neved tried to find evidence of batteries. "Whatever turns you on."
"You managed to escape again."
"Escape?"
"Your wife let you out for an hour?" Constantine's joke was shared by several adjacent stall 

holders.
"You make me sound like a prisoner in my own home."
Constantine had another huge box to lift. "Your own home was a one room apartment in 

Petrogradsky. You don't live in your own home anymore. You live in your wife's." His voice 
continued from behind the box. "You should get a market stall. It's very liberating."

"And sell what? Genuine batteries?"
The question added more weight to Constantine's box. "Genuine batteries? You try selling 

genuine batteries round here. See how long you survive. Here." He found a pack of twelve AA 
batteries with Chinese characters on the packaging.

"I need them for a Samsung Galaxy."
"Oh, a Samsung Galaxy. Sorry, I thought you wanted batteries for your own phone."
Of course Constantine had batteries for every electrical appliance and gadget on earth, but 

matching the battery to the correct gadget was a skill he hadn't yet mastered and Neved had been 
forced to make too many return journeys in the past. "Is this the right one? I don't want to come 
back again today."



"So sweet in a way to see you doing the menial jobs for your wife. If I were you I'd be just as 
careful to keep hold of her."

"Well, you're not me."
"No. Does she still have expensive tastes?"
"Yes."
"Lucky she's the one with the money then." And the stallholders laughed on cue. Constantine still 

enjoyed playing to an audience, although he was funnier now than when he played the viola. "She 
would have left you long ago."

Neved studied the battery. "My only consolation is that she would never leave me for you, 
Constantine." He was rewarded with his own polite round of applause.

Constantine leaned onto his stock and hung half way out of his stall. "People talk, we often 
discuss this issue. We wonder what you have that attracts her. It's either black magic or you're hung 
like a stallion."

"Well, it's not black magic." Neved grinned.
"So it must be . . . ah?"
"You know Deutsche Gramophone are releasing Solti's recordings of Stravinsky's Rite? 1987."
"No, I didn't. Do you have a date?"
"End of April."
"I always wondered what Solti could do with Stravinsky before he mellowed. Chicago Symphony

Orchestra?"
"Yes."
"You have company. . . ."
Visible through a gap in the boxes and bottles, the jackets and shoes, the chaos and babble, a Fiat 

had stopped at the side of the road. The engine coughed as badly as the driver squashed inside it. 
Neved paid for his battery and approached the car. "I'm not getting in there with you. My health is 
all I have left."

The driver groaned as he shifted in his seat. "Humour me just for a while. I've got a bottle of 
Sauvignon here and I want to get home. If it smashes my wife will kill me."

Neved could relate to that.

-

Opportunism was not a word Neved used very often. He preferred intelligence. The car was owned 
by Anton Godolfin, a derelict, old police detective who followed Neved around St. Petersburg 
whenever he had the chance or whenever he was bored. However, today was different. Godolfin's 
bottle of wine was evidence of a trip to Maurev's wine shop. He'd be in the mood for a favour. A 
transportation favour. Opportunism.

"Did you buy the wine from Maurev's?"
"Yes."
"Good. Give me a lift over there and I'll tell you anything you want."
Godolfin chewed his lip. "Put your seatbelt on."
The traffic along St. Petersburg's streets rewarded the uncompromising and anyone with a death 

wish. Neved wasn't sure which applied to Godolfin who was oblivious to the motorised push and 
heave. "You buy cheap batteries but expensive wine. Doesn't add up to me." A red Volkswagen 
invited his wrath. "You fucking idiot! Your tax return for last year shows you had no income."

Neved shrugged and grabbed the handle over the passenger door. "My Leetee's business does 
well."



"Yes, yes. Your wife. Your little Leetee. The German. Successful. Attractive." Godolfin took his 
eyes off the road to assess Neved's jacket. "What does she see in you?"

"I've already had this conversation."
"And the conclusion?"
"I'm hung like a stallion. Turn left here, there's a short cut."
"Funny isn't it? All those years she spent trying to bring down the free market."
"We all have to grow up."
"I didn't. You were a communist, your wife was a terrorist. I'm still a cop." And able to drive with

no hands on the wheel. Godolfin raised his arms to the windscreen to embrace the narrow and 
thankfully quiet street ahead of him. "I never grew up." His body convulsed as another coughing fit 
forced his hands to grip the wheel again.

"Right here." Neved persuaded Godolfin to park close to Maurev's and wait. He emerged from the
shop with an assistant, both of them loaded with cases, and signalled to Godolfin to open the car 
boot.

The old cop grumbled and blustered. "If anyone saw me doing this they'd think I was taking a 
bribe. A bribe off you . . . the only man in town with nothing."

"And they'd be wrong. Again."
Godolfin slammed the boot, slammed his door, and prepared for another blast off. 
"Do you ever catch any criminals?" said Neved.
"In Bamberg they're talking about closing the investigation."
"Really."
"Five years, nothing found." Godolfin whistled through his teeth and glared at a young woman on

the pavement.
"Maybe there's nothing to find."
"Your wife is originally from Bamberg, isn't she?"
"You know she is." Neved knew where this was leading. Another sweep through old history, old 

memories; nothing had changed, no matter how many times Godolfin asked, the answers never 
changed.

"Always stayed one step ahead of the police. I never understood that. The others were arrested, 
shot, killed themselves, but your wife. . . . How did she manage that?"

"Left here. My apartment is the first right."
Godolfin breathed heavily, the engine puffed spasmodically. Car and driver were on the point of 

becoming a perfectly harmonious one. "Are you prepared to sacrifice her on the battlefield?"
"Battlefield?"
"Collateral damage. You can't go on forever. Even if they shut things down in Bamberg some of 

us will carry on. And they're not all as gentle as me."
"Carry on." Neved wanted help with his wine cases. "Carry on chasing the Malandanti?"
Godolfin pulled an unseen catch and the car boot clicked open. "We don't use that word. Not 

officially. Make sure you take all your wine. Don't leave anything I won't be able to explain."
Half in, half out of the car, Neved sensed a slight obligation to show gratitude. "You really want 

to know the head of our organisation? Do you? Putin."
Godolfin leaned back into his seat and rubbed his forehead. "I knew you'd say that. You don't do 

irony, Dmitri. And you're predictable. I could set my watch by you."
"I prefer to call it routine." Neved collected his wine from the boot. Routine suggested 

respectability, honest work and above all purpose. Routine persuaded him to get out of bed in the 
morning.



NOTES: - GOL

DATE:17/03/2014

In communication with ANC, band are projected to enter the studio on 04/04/2014. Having met 
them first impressions were abrupt, difficult, anxious, but very fast on their feet. Not sure where 
they went after they said goodbye.

Feelings are one of curiosity. They hold on to the old vampire publicity hoax, but seem unable to 
exploit it. Studio filming will be an opportunity to see the real band. Who Toten Herzen are. They 
may be misunderstood, but whose fault is that? Theirs, Micky Redwall's, Rob Wallet's. Measure the 
difference between their true selves and that concocted by the media.

Task: Reactions to the world around them and how they shape it. Pick out the details that define 
each member. Find the dynamics that fuel the band, any little differences, conflicts. Maybe discover
why they wish to replicate a band from thirty five years ago. (Assuming this is not the original 
Toten Herzen.) Should have asked them about that!

Cannot decide who to take as production assistants. In the first instance Mark Moriarty is 
available. He does have a good eye for the abstract, and will cope with the night time lighting. 
However, he is painfully shy, which may cause problems with these people. Libby Vega is free and 
has a good track record in music sound recording after spending those months in Iceland with 
Sparvikkinikar. Shame there are no volcanoes in the English Lake District.
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A conversation with a man punishing himself on a cycling machine was not the way to start a 
Wednesday morning. Mindy O'Rourke could have waited for her editor to finish his fifty kilometre 
bike ride, but Lee Royston had to pump his thighs four times a week come rain or shine. Even if it 
killed him. (It had killed his brother, Louis, who died of an amphetamine-induced heart attack at the
age of thirty one.) No, Lee Royston could cycle and talk at the same time. Mindy O'Rourke, on the 
other hand, wanted his full attention.

"Hold it, Mindy," Royston gasped. "Going up a twenty five percent hill."
Mindy waited. She scanned the email on her phone, opened the attachment and scrolled to the 

pertinent paragraph. As Royston struggled up his hill Mindy held the phone in front of his face. 
Through blinding beads of sweat he read:

'We thought she'd left, but she came back. She went for Dan's throat then grabbed his camera and
took a selfie with Dan's terrified face next to hers. This woman is fucking insane. She was 
unintelligible. The first session was okay, she ranted a bit, but then she fucked off. When she came 
back she was like an animal, panting and twitching and talking in Dutch. Why wasn't there a risk 
assessment done before you twats sent us here? Why wasn't some security put in place for us? I did 
some digging and the journalist at Melody Maker in 1975 had a year off work after a nervous 
breakdown. I'm seeking legal advice on this.'

Royston had reached the top of his hill. "What's the interview like? Any good?"
"We can't publish it without taking all the libellous sections out."
"So, send it through to Eric. What's the big deal?"
"You should read it. If we take out the legal bits there'll only be the introduction left. We need to 

get the whole lot out somehow. Let it go viral. We don't have to put our name to it, but the 
magazine can run the safe version and let this version run amok on the net."

Royston sucked his water bottle and checked his watch. He had the worried eyes of a cyclist on a 
real road, surrounded by white vans and taxis."

"Well?"
"Well what, Mindy? Send it to Eric, leak it to Wordpress, do what you want, just get it out there. 

If Tim wants to have a nervous breakdown let him. It'll be a chapter when he comes to write his 
autobiography in forty years time. Look, I'm at thirty four kilometres. Now, sod off and do your 
job."

-

Eric LaGrange had more sympathy than Lee Royston. Hullaballoo magazine's legal director was no 
stranger to libel and slander, his office was testament to his defensive workload. Mindy O'Rourke 
always knocked over the latest pile of folders, but then LaGrange would keep putting them behind 
the door. How a man as fat as LaGrange managed to walk past them unmoved was an office 
mystery.

He leaned on his knuckles and stared down on a laptop reading Tim Sheriff's train crash of an 
interview with Dee Vincent. "Is this made up?"

"I doubt it. There's no reason to make it up."
"Were you at the editorial meeting to brief him on this?"
"No. But he told me before he went what his approach was going to be. Small talk, how's the 



album going, what's it been like making the comeback, what's the reaction to all the litigation after 
the concerts, where do Toten Herzen go from here? No mention of age, no questions about 
appearances, and absolutely nothing about vampires."

"But he mentions Terence Pearl." LaGrange scrolled through a bit more of the article.
"That was to do with the comeback concerts, I think." Mindy could feel the weight of something 

push against her back. LaGrange walked round and removed another pile of box files. "I get the 
impression they didn't take it as seriously as we did. I mean, from what Tim says she turned up on 
her own like she was going out for a pint of milk."

"Yeah, whatever," said LaGrange, "Leave it with me. I'll go through it and send a redacted 
version for you to have a look at."

"What if we. . . ?"
"No."
"You don't know what I'm going to say."
"Yes, I do. What if we leak it online, the full unedited version? Well, we're still liable. It's our 

copy, our property, so that still makes us liable. And secondly, the last time someone leaked 
something about Toten Herzen one guy had to go into hiding and another was left permanently 
deafened. Which do you prefer?"

"They won't trace it back to me or anyone here." Mindy grinned.
"No. If you leak this I'll resign. I don't want anything to do with the shitstorm that'll blow up if 

this gets out unedited. Look, take out the names, neutralise any descriptions so the individuals can't 
identify themselves and you'll still have an interview that packs a punch. I mean, she says here, 
where is it, Linda Macvie wanted me out of the band. I'm still here, she's in an asylum. Life's a 
bitch, but so am I when you piss me off." LaGrange threw up his hands.

Mindy nodded in submission, but she wasn't finished yet. She thanked LaGrange for his time and 
promised to do nothing until his edited version of the article arrived. Back in her own office she 
took the phone off the hook and read the article again.

The location where we've arranged to meet Dee Vincent, lead singer with reborn shock rockers 
Toten Herzen, is the sort of back street photographic studio you see in hip fashion shoots all 
desaturated and grainy. The time is around eight p.m., the place is open, but Vincent herself is 
keeping us waiting. Eventually we hear footsteps and she shows up. In the darkness it's quite an 
entrance, like the ghost who haunts the building has stumbled across us.

She's taller than we imagined her to be, but still small, quite fragile looking, which is 
preposterous if her reputation is anything to go by. (Volcanic temper according to some who 
worked with her in the seventies.) She's also younger than she looks in the publicity photos and fan 
sightings that have proliferated since Toten's comeback concerts hit the road. We're forbidden to 
talk about that. And she's more black and white than we were expecting. As she sits down, without 
introduction, her skin is like bleached parchment in contrast to the cannel-coloured bob she calls a 
hairstyle. The look is disturbing and she notices my alarm immediately.

"Someone in Germany thought I had a kidney condition. I said you turn yellow don't you, but he 
said I wasn't yellow because the condition was so advanced. He offered to treat me at a private 
clinic near Cologne, but you have to tell these people to back off. It's usually a trick of the light. I'm
quite orange in normal sunlight."

I can guess she wouldn't be orange in sunlight for long if she's anything like Terence Pearl. I ask 
her what was the fallout from that?

She pouts. "Stranger things have happened at sea." The casual dismissal of a man burning to 
death in broad daylight is just part of what makes Dee Vincent difficult to warm to. There are a 



number of investigations ongoing surrounding Toten Herzen, what stage are they at?
"Fuck knows. I'm not interested. Occasionally Rob [Wallet, the band's publicist] gets asked about

Lenny Harper getting his head chopped off, but nothing's come of that. The police wanted to know 
what we knew about people like Mike Gannon and Johnny Taylor and Trevor Mercetti, but as we 
said, we know them, we know what happened to them, along with the rest of the country. What 
else. . . ?"

New York, I remind her.
"Oh, fuck that lot. That kid in Boston must have been really popular at school after he hit the 

headlines. Linda Macvie wanted me out of the band. I'm still here, she's in an asylum. Life's a bitch,
but so am I when you piss me off."

Is this rock bravado, a game to raise the hackles of the Mail and stir up the old conflict with the 
Mirror? I can almost see which way this interview is going to go. A casual stream of offensive 
provocations delivered with a knowing glint in the eye. But Vincent is having none of it.

"I've done one interview in each country we've been to and I get asked the same questions 
everywhere. Some slight regional variations depending on local sensitivities and interests. The 
Germans phrase everything within a European context, the Dutch try not to sound as if they're 
trying to sound hip, the Swiss are desperate for you to like their country, and the Hungarians can't 
say anything except how great the historical sights are and have you been here and have you been 
there."

And Britain?
"Age and sex. The British media just want to undress you and they wonder who gave an old 

trollop the right to have a decent pair of breasts. You might be the exception, but even now you're 
trying to look through my tee-shirt."

I'm not, but even the simple accusation makes me blush. Dee Vincent has a way of looking at you 
that makes you want to confess to things you haven't done. She sits on the edge of the settee and 
leans forward on her knees, gesticulating, pulling her fringe away from her eyes, playing with the 
rings on her waxy white fingers. Then she'll inadvertently flash a smile and two ridiculously long 
canine teeth are there ready to introduce themselves.

How does she react to the accusations that the band are not the original Toten Herzen?
"The same way I react to all the accusations. I couldn't give a rat's arse about them. I'm not a 

scientist so I'm not going to speculate on how or why anything is the way it is, it's up to people to 
draw their own conclusions and don't go too far."

Go too far?
"Or we'll get upset." She sticks her tongue out like a lizard and it's the first slight indication that 

she might not be the full shilling. When she talks she's distracted, when she looks at you it is intense
but brief, the distance between her eyes and eyebrows is non-existent and gives her a permanent 
scowl. She has a habit of flaring her nostrils and there's a perceptible low end grumble in her 
throat, just audible, the sort of sound a dog would make if it smoked.

What did she think when she found out about Tom Scavinio, the band's manager, commissioning 
a second health report? She jumps up.

"Let me tell you about Tom Scavinio. Nice man, charming even, down to earth. Has a history of 
showing empathy towards young people starting off in the music business. Presents this persona of 
the man crushed under the weight of New York City, its buildings, its streets, its traffic, its history, 
its cultural baggage and social malaise. He is a man who wants there to be alligators in the sewers,
he likes the steam coming out of the manhole covers, the idea of Hell's Kitchen being Hell's kitchen.
He lives off it, he feeds off it, draws blood off it. He plays with its personality disorders, absorbs 
them and then projects them back to you in his expressions and body language and long walks in 



the dark and tales of family tragedy, he personalises all the ills of the city and then rebroadcasts 
them. For maximum sympathy, for maximum effect. Like some kind of Marvel character who is like 
a human black hole with billions of tons of radiation pouring out of him. We were perfect for him 
because we gave him another element to add to his psychosis, his neurosis, neuroses actually 
because he has more than one. And then he goes and gets a scratch on his face and he skulks off 
back to his tombstone making out that we're a bunch of heartless monsters responsible for 
everything that ever went wrong in his life. That's Tom Scavinio and if he reads this, you're a 
fucking coward, Scavinio. You're a fucking coward for running out on us. We may have nothing but
contempt for Rob Wallet, but I'll give him credit for his staying power. He's taken every ounce of 
shit we've thrown at him and he's still here. You, Scavinio, you've had worse scars after cutting 
yourself shaving and you go running back to America like the little self-obsessed fluffball that you 
are."

For a moment she was leaning into my face and almost poked a hole in my cheek with her 
fingernail. Being close to her is like being next to the chilled cabinets in the supermarket. A cushion
of cold air surrounds her, literally cold air. A walking draft. Her disappointment at Tom Scavinio's 
walking out on the band is obvious. She falls back down onto the settee and I wonder how to link 
that to the subject of the new album. Will his absence have an effect on the new album?

"No. He's not a songwriter, he's an organiser. We'll muddle through."
If there was a chance he'd return to managing the band haven't you just blown it?
"He knows us, he knows me, he knows we don't always mean what we say. Our barks worse than 

our bite. Metaphorically speaking."
Not literally, obviously, and she knows I'm thinking that. A grin flashes across her face and she 

starts on me again. She crosses the space between us and puts one knee on my thigh and starts 
talking to her hands. "I won't bore you with any of our history because it's well documented. Rob 
pretty much told the world everything about us, which is why we occasionally lock him in a steel 
cage to keep him out of harm's way. But when I think about it, when I look back on how we were 
when we first started we were like babies, utterly totally dependent on Micky Redwall to do 
everything. We practically let him wipe our arses for us, but at the same time we sort of expected it 
because we were the rock stars, we were the band, the band didn't do everything themselves, that's 
why you had managers and publicists and roadies and stylists and photographers and drivers and 
security. All we had to do was get on stage and perform or get into the recording studio and record.
And it gets to the point where you start to atrophy or turn into vegetables. And like a drunk trying 
to come off the booze or the spendthrift trying to cut up the credit cards you wonder how the fuck 
you're going to cope? When the life support machine is switched off how are you going to breathe? 
How will I walk unaided? How will I go on the toilet, someone else always wipes my arse for me, 
which hand do I use? Do I use my hands, I've never done it before. . . ."

The weight of her leaning on me is staggering. I want to cry out in pain, but I don't think she's 
aware of it. She's motoring on and on and her leg is trapping my leg and my eyes are watering. It 
feels like it's either going to break or be cut in two. I put my hand on her waist in the hope that 
she'll move.

"Anyway," she says, releasing me. She stands up, legs apart, still gesticulating. "The point I'm 
getting at is that you think you'll sink, but you don't. You find a way and you survive, you find 
someone else if you're that desperate, but I think Susan doesn't need someone else. Not now. Maybe
last year when Rob Fucking Useless Wallet let us down, but Scavinio did his bit, thank you very 
much, but we know how to record an album. We've done it five times before. Well, four and a half. 
You okay? Did I crush your leg then. Sorry, I don't know my own strength."

She hops onto the settee and in one movement twists and sits crossed legged ready to meditate. 



What can she tell us about the album.
"Well, we haven't started yet. There are no songs written, there's no title and we haven't booked a

recording studio. Rob thinks we should pitch it somewhere between Nightwish and Dschinghis 
Khan. Between symphonic metal and schlager. That's all I can say. That's all I know."

It's true Toten Herzen are coming back into a jungle of rock and metal sounds with endless 
genres subdividing into ever smaller sub genres. But if you were to draw the band's 'rock family 
tree' it would be a surprisingly small family consisting of eight members, nine if you include Peter 
Miles. No convoluted pedigrees here. Two bands, Cat's Cradle from Lincoln and After Sunset from 
Rotterdam being dissected, the fat trimmed and the rest put back together in Ipswich. Do people 
still mistake them for a German Band?

"I don't think anyone has ever mistaken us for a German band. The stories always made a point 
of describing us as Anglo-Dutch, like Shell, but when Anglo-Dutch is usually in the same sentence 
as vampires, necrophiliacs, murderers, troublemakers, horse killers, people tend to overlook what 
nationality we are. The name Toten Herzen was never a rod for our backs, until now."

Why now?
"It's the signature. It's what people do in our name. Toten Herzen is like the starting gun in the 

one hundred metre idiot race. It's become shorthand for do what you will and fuck the whole of the 
law. If we changed our name to, I don't know, Mumford and Sons, people would think we were a 
fucking removal firm and leave us alone. Then we wouldn't have all the mad shit following us from 
town to town."

But these people love you, you're the reason for their existence aren't you?
Vincent sounds exasperated by the suggestion. "That's all fucking well and good if they paid for 

their own damage, but they impale themselves on flagpoles and then send us the bill." She leans 
forward again and talks to me as if she's talking to a studio camera. "Look, a message to all our 
fans reading this. Stop torching every town and city you visit. It is a curious form of flattery, I'll 
grant you. You might call it passionate. It's an exclusive club and sometimes you lie awake and 
think yeah, Toten Herzen fans are the fucking biggest on earth, no one takes them on. All these rap 
fans going to gigs with their little guns and running off after they shoot someone. In Hungary, 
police stopped a mobile home with two anti-tank guns and a thousand rounds of ammunition inside 
it. They were part-timers in the Hungarian army. I mean, who were they planning to shoot with that
lot?"

What I find strange, I tell her, is that the music itself isn't particularly aggressive. It has 
psychedelic influences, prog rock influences, but steers well clear of thrash or death metal. So 
where is the trouble coming from. Vincent pouts again.

"Us I suppose. Or the things written about us. Which is old hat and starting to sound repetitive. 
When we made the comeback last year it didn't take long for all the headlines to start sounding very
very boring. Even we were bored reading them. We stopped after a few months. I haven't read a 
newspaper since December. Terrible what they did to that Ceaucescu fella wasn't it?"

Has the band taken any influences from the current generation of rock bands and metal bands?
"No. In a word. It's all a bit samey at the moment. You've got the tuneless growlers on one hand, 

the shrieking goths on another, bands who should really be walking round schools with automatic 
weapons instead of bugging us with their whingy whining my life sucks narrative. Quick message to
you bands, twitter it, one hundred and forty characters: Shut the fuck up!" Her voice almost 
perforates my eardrums and echoes violently round the steel girders of the studio's roof. "God, you 
go on and on and on and on and on and on, and we always know what's coming because it starts 
with a piano and that low not silent enough voice and nearly every line begins with I or when or 
you, and it's all you don't know me, you don't know my pain, you don't know how it feels, you don't 



this and you don't that and then to add insult to injury they get so angry, augh! They swear. They 
swear. They say the f word." She enters a performance of mock anguish, gripping her face, her 
shoulders, pulling her hair. "I'm so freakin over you, I'm so freakin freaked up and I wish I could 
say fuck and fucked and fucking but my mom will shout at me and that just makes me so freakin 
frustrated and there's this big gun that my grand-pa bought and it can blow your head clean off just
like Dirty Harry's in those old films where people dressed kinda weird. And no one understands a 
freakin thing I say and people hate me because I'm American." She sobs, theatrically. "And then," 
she shrieks and she's on her feet again. "Then the cunts go and make a million with record sales 
and other fucking big deals and they're still at it! At Woodstock and Download and Wacken and 
fuck knows where else, you get a bunch of middle aged millionaires singing oh, my life sucks, 
except now they say fuck because their moms are so proud of them being millionaires and 
everything."

As she rants it occurs to me that she's on her own here. No PA, no entourage, no people. She's 
turned up for this interview with Hullaballoo magazine totally exposed, unbriefed, unaccompanied. 
How, why does she do that?

"It's part of the game isn't it. The higher you go the more stable you need to feel and having a 
load of floozies and cronies and hangars on and ingratiates gives you the reassurance that you're 
not gonna plummet over the edge. But then it becomes that self-fulfilling prophecy, doesn't it? You 
are important, all the statistics say you're important, everyone around you says you're important. 
Before you know it you're buying ten thousand dollar shoe laces and no one's trying to stop you. 
Everybody is terrified of losing their seat on the gravy train, everyone justifying their existence, 
justifying why they're needed. You only have to look at them, like Rish Rish, that fucking nonce from
Korea. They almost had to shut Heathrow when he flew into Britain because he brought half of 
fucking Korea with him. Kim Jong Un doesn't have that many people round him and he's a living 
god, for Christ's sake. And then you've got all the spoiled bitches with their hang ups and 
idiosyncrasies. . . ."

I settle back for this and hope she doesn't at some point sit on me again.
"What I find peculiar is that every one of them, every last one of them comes from a poor fucking 

background. The old so-poor-we-had-one-bed-between-ninety-of-us. And the amount of bling they 
carry round with them now shows they never left the fucking neighbourhood. They're identikit 
morons: Kat Looza Rona, Mis Moolian, Sharonne Klain, Rose Pursey. They give off this whiff of 
self-empowerment and don't have the brains to see they're nobodies when they've got their clothes 
on. Products of their own sexual misadventures." She giggles for a moment, forgetting I'm here. "I 
mean, look at Rose Pursey, all in black with her dominatrix attitude. She's a vampire wannabe if 
ever there was one. She wants to be dead so bad. But if she hangs in there she'll make it. She's got 
the teeth and the blank expression so she's half way there. I heard Sharonne Klain's trailer when 
she's filming her porno videos is the same one she grew up in."

It's hard to comprehend Vincent's antipathy towards these artists. No stranger to poverty herself, 
she grew up in the same terraced street in Lincoln as Elaine Daley in the 1950s and 60s. Her father
was an agricultural worker and her mother worked in a baker's shop a few streets away. An only 
child, Vincent has all the energy and self-awareness of someone who was the only focus of her 
parents' attention. So, why is she so antagonistic towards other artists who rose to the top like her?

"Do you want a slap in the face? Firstly, I don't tell the world what a fucking horrible life I had 
and how I evolved out of some kind of slime to become a human being. I don't lie about how many 
people I've fucked to get that record contract. I don't strip down to my fucking skeleton to sell my 
records. I don't demand, I don't attack people with shoes, I don't pretend to know nothing about the 
world, I don't have weird pets and I don't collude with corporations in the guise of fan reach. 



People say I'm a vampire, but I'd be fucking embarrassed to be a shameless bloodsucker like Mis 
Moolian or Rose Pursey. And the men, well, they're just fucking animals. They should be put down. 
Fucking rapists the lot of them."

So far I've counted three examples of libel, the rubbishing of a large part of the heavy metal 
community and the wholesale accusation of rape against all male solo artists. Is there anyone else 
she wants to slander?

"Slander? I'm only telling it like it is. But then your legal team will probably go through this 
interview with a big red pen and say 'can't have that,' 'can't have that,' 'rephrase that'." She steps 
towards me again. Dan the photographer hasn't taken a shot yet. In fact, his camera is still 
switched off. Dee Vincent has climbed on top of me, literally kneeling on top of my legs and is 
staring straight into my face. She's breathing heavily, the familiar cushion of cold air is making me 
shiver uncomfortably and she keeps looking at my neck. "You see, part of the problem is the media. 
You are the messengers when the fingers point at you, 'not us, we didn't say nuthin, we just the 
messenger.' But then when you think you can get away with it you paint the picture you want to 
paint. You create the freaks, you create the weirdos, when the freaks and weirdos are not freakish 
enough, not weird enough, you always put that little eeny weeny spin on it, don't you." Her eyes are
huge and blood red. She has a tiny scar, no longer than a centimetre above, her right cheek. She 
places a fingernail on it and opens it up, drawing a red line down her face to her jaw. The blood 
oozes out in a sickening viscous trail. I feel sick. I want to be sick. God knows what would happen if
I was sick all over her now. "When you have strange behaviour you love it. When it's not strange 
enough you make it up. And all the time you cunts are playing the game. You tag along with us, the 
artists, the centres of attention and you invite yourselves along because you're no good at doing 
what we do, but you want to be part of it. Rob Wallet was the same. A leech who thought he could 
rescue his career by tagging along. Mike Gannon was another one thinking he was ever so cool 
and down with it because he slagged everyone off. But you don't have an air of superiority because 
you're not superior. You never were, you never will be." Her tongue is long enough to snake around
the side of her face and lick the blood that's pouring out of the elongated scar. "And . . . it . . . pisses
. . . me . . . off. It fucking pisses me off that we have to suck your dicks to get our message across, 
we have to go through your filters and your portals and we don't get heard unless we're extreme 
and then you end up with this spiral where nothing is too extreme." She holds her tongue out and 
lets the blood cascade over the tip, staining my tee shirt. "I nearly killed a reporter from Melody 
Maker in 1975. Do you know why?" I shake my head. "Because he didn't believe me when I told 
him I don't sleep around. I don't fuck the groupies or the road crew. What are you a fucking nun, he
said." She pauses and looks at the stain on my tee-shirt. For a moment I wonder if she's regretting 
what she's done, but then she looks at me again, looks into my eyes as if I'm in here somewhere 
looking back out. "Nothing's changed. No one has the imagination to change. The girls are still 
stripping off, the men are still fucking the girls and you cunts are still giggling from the sidelines. 
What a joke. What a joke."

She climbs off me. Before she turned away I'm sure the scar was gone, the running blood gone, 
the blazing red eyes back to normal, if they ever were normal. She walks away from us and is 
consumed by the darkness of the studio. Dan has no photographs, but I think he's relieved he didn't 
have to give her instructions or suggest positions, expressions, poses. She went back to the darkness
she stepped out of. Dee Vincent's world is very very dark.

And then she came back. . . .
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All orchestras rely on musicians who know how to play at the same speed. One violinist or oboe 
player in a rush to go home would ruin the reputation of the best ensembles. Visitors to the Rimsky-
Korsakov Conservatory extended the rule to the halls and corridors, walking at the same pace, 
keeping time, playing to the instruction of an unseen conductor. There was no pity for anyone in a 
rush, but Neved wasn't sure about the spot where he'd parked Lena's car. He wasn't sure he'd ever 
see the car again.

And so it was, Alexander Nadashvili deliberately took a moment to acknowledge an out of breath 
Neved when he appeared, in a state of personal dissonance, at his office door. Neved's footsteps, 
like the clippety clop of horses' hooves, had been completely out of sync with the careful tappety 
tap of everyone else.

"What do you want?" said Nadashvili.
"I had some free time, just passing." Neved felt uncomfortable when he spoke like this: half in, 

half out of the room, neither guest nor stranger. Simply unwelcome. "I wondered if you had any 
new opportunities at the moment. Any teaching requirements. Students wanting tutorship or 
lessons."

"No."
"No. Nothing at all?"
"Are you desperate?" Nadashvili slammed a drawer. "You only come here when you're desperate.

You look desperate."
"No, I'm not desperate. I'm parked illegally, possibly."
"Your wife putting pressure on you to get out from under her feet?"
"My wife works. My Leetee has her own office. I don't get under her feet."
Nadashvili understood, he was married himself, but he didn't sympathise. He gave Neved a 

sideways glance as he locked his office door and strolled away.
"I've been studying a set of concertos by Handel. It would be a waste not to share what I'm 

finding with someone. Students would benefit." Neved followed at a tasteful unabandoned distance,
relaxed -outwardly- hands in pockets.

"Students don't want to listen to Handel. Unless you've discovered something no one else has 
heard." Nadashvili chuckled to himself. "Conjured something out of thin air perhaps."

"I see. I see, we're back to all that."
"It all comes back to that." The words resonated down the corridor. "You're an oddball. You 

should be in the Moscow State Circus, not here, not in St. Petersburg. We're ordinary people here. 
Ordinary."

"Am I hopeless at music?"
"No. Nobody could ever accuse you of that."
"Then what difference does it make, anything else? Anything private?" He stepped in front of 

Nadashvili. "You know I'm a good tutor, you know all the stories are nonsense."
"Do I? How do you know what I know? You telepathic now? I can only respond to how other 

people respond and they don't want to work with you."
"But none of it's true and someone is perpetuating the lies. Someone . . . someone must have a 

vendetta against me. This has been going on for too long. It's unnatural."
"It's not 1968." Nadashvili grunted and patted Neved on the shoulder. The reassuring gesture 

between doctor and patient. "The only man in Russia who still carries out vendettas is in the 



Kremlin and you don't have enough money for him to bother with you. Dmitri, people gossip, it's 
like oxygen, in fact for some it's more important than oxygen. Who knows where it comes from? 
Who knows where the wind outside comes from? Maybe it's been blowing for a thousand years."

"Forget the wind, these are lies, Alexander? What about these lies about me? Who started them?"
Time had run out. Nadashvili shrugged, pushed his stomach out and switched off. Every part of 

him, lower lip, saggy shoulders, bent knees, bristling eyebrows, pointed down the corridor towards 
the canteen and his lunch. As the man said Neved had no money, nothing to reanimate the old 
music director, nothing persuasive. And the car might still be outside.

-

A piano concerto played through one of the music school windows to the square outside. The 
technique was awful, clumsy, played with someone's feet by the sound of it. Every wrong note was 
the instrument fighting back. And the tempo was Allegro, completely at odds with Neved's 
situation, which was Grave. Bereft. As he left the Conservatory his soul was ready to take flight. 
And his wife's car had been clamped. Two men the size of Soviet tanks were ready to tow it away. 
They had a truck, but they were big enough to pull the car away by hand.

Neved found himself in the lead role of a farce, complete with farcical soundtrack gallumping 
through the Conservatory window. The two removal men strapped and cranked the belts and cables,
casting one eye on the equipment and one on Neved who approached cautiously, reluctantly. There 
was still time to explain: he hadn't seen the warning sign, the ten centimetre square plastic plaque 
fifty metres away with its minuscule lettering and poor grammar. Barely legible. Barely literate.

When the strapping and cranking stopped the choices left available were pay up or fight. Neither 
were realistic options. Neved phoned his wife. "It's me." He shielded the phone from the clampers. 
"I'm in a situation beyond my control."

"What's happened?"
"Your car. I left it for ten minutes outside the Conservatory and now," he studied the progress, 

"it's being towed away by two thugs." He heard Lena sigh.
"Find out where they take it. I know you don't do heroics, but I'll say it anyway. Don't do anything

silly."
"Like what?"
"Like insult the music on their iPods or lecture them on pentatonic scales."
"They don't need advice on pentatonic scales."
"Make sure you get a receipt and a collection address. Even the Mafia have their compounds and 

procedures. Just don't let the car disappear."
"Okay, just a moment." Neved singled out the guy he thought might be the more intelligent of the 

two. "Do I get some kind of invoice for this?" The guy shoved a huge right hand inside his jacket 
pocket and dragged out a crumpled business card.

"It's going here. The quicker you come to pay, the lower the fee will be."
"And the lowest fee is?"
The guy shook his head. "Where you come from do you say please? Where I come from we say 

please when we want something."
"And where is that? The Sorbonne? Harvard?" Neved heard Lena's distant voice shouting down 

the phone.
The big guy insisted. "You are very funny. Just for you I'll reduce the release fee to a thousand 

dollars."
Lena's shouting couldn't be ignored any longer. "Yes," said Neved.



"Stop winding him up. Just get an address."
"I have an address." The car, front wheels clamped and off the ground, was now irreversibly 

hitched to the back of the truck and ready to be towed away. Neved waved them off. "Take it. Go."
"What?" The second big guy filled the window of the truck.
"Do what you have to do. My wife will be along later to pay for the release."
"Your wife?"
"My wife, yes. Is there a problem with that? Is this a men-only service arrangement?"
The big guy's face split open with an uncontrolled grin. "If it was, you still wouldn't be eligible. 

You get your wife to do your shit for you? What are you, a fucking archbishop?" Even the truck 
laughed as the driver slammed his foot down.

-

Tourists looking for a bit of old Russia would still be able to find pockets here and there if they 
searched hard enough, if they were prepared to ignore the guided walks and tourist routes. Pockets 
of old Russia such as Michael Borisov's compound and cash-only car retrieval business waited for 
the adventurous, for anyone ready to get their hands dirty. The attraction featured historical fancies 
such as container-office, blinking security lights along high chain linked fencing, barking guard 
dogs (genuine bad tempered Alsatians locked inside a rusty Volkswagen) and an authentic square 
chinned proprietor with rolled up bundles of cash secured with real Russian rubber bands.

The price of admission was whatever you could afford and when Lena arrived by taxi to collect 
her BMW the admission fee increased. Borisov always allowed for inflation whenever he saw a 
good looking client dressed in Prada or Gucci (real or fake, he wasn't fussy).

Striding past the fizzing compound lamps the evening visitor glowed intermittently: a tall older 
woman with thick brunette hair strolled into view, a tall curvaceous silhouette strolled out the other 
side. Lena re-emerged inside the gates and stopped. A lurking circle of light dared to dash across 
her shoulders, sneaked a look at the ornate metalwork of her handbag and the belt buckle of her 
jeans, and licked the creases and folds of her slim knee boots. Borisov's business wasn't mixed with 
pleasure except in emergencies, but that kind of pleasure usually involved a 9mm Glock and 
mindless violence. When Lena stepped into the pool of light, business and pleasure blurred into one 
grinning mischievous invitation.

"You have my car."
"I'm closed," he said. "This isn't a twenty four hour service." Borisov had a long memory and an 

acute knowledge of Russian history. Lena's German accent doubled the release fee. 
"Can't you stay open a few minutes?" Lena said.
"Paperwork. It's more than a few minutes and you've had all day to get your car. Arriving now is 

inconvenient." The dogs were shaking the Volkswagen. "They want to go home, they've had a long 
day. You don't want to be accused of animal cruelty, do you?"

"The quicker you deal with this the quicker you get your money. I get my car and we're all 
happy."

"Ah, see that is where you're making assumptions. I've done my business for the day. I'm not a 
greedy man."

"I didn't say you were."
"I'm in no hurry for your money. Come back tomorrow. I open at nine."
"I don't want to come back tomorrow, I want my car now. How much do I owe you?"
"Which car?"
"The black BMW."



"You're the Archbishop's wife." She had to be there. The joke had travelled all the way back to 
the compound and even amused the dogs. "When I close I don't deal in cash. It's strictly payment in 
kind."

"Really?"
"Really. And your taxi has gone, so your options are looking a bit limited."
"Payment in kind?"
"You want your car as badly as that," Borisov entered the pool of light, "you take the dog for a 

walk."
Lena cleared her throat. "And this dog, where does it live?"
The container was warm, a hollow slab of old Russia within old Russia. Sparse, functional, free of

Glasnost and Perestroika, none of that Gorbachev nonsense. Borisov turned on the light, cleared 
away the table and turned his disgusting calendar to face the wall. The picture for the following 
month was just as vulgar. With the ambience as receptive as a metal container could be Borisov 
wondered where his guest was hiding.

The compound was empty and yet full of threat. There should have been at least one person 
present, but she had vanished somewhere between the gates and the container. She was the threat. 
An attractive, rich, older woman was the reason for Borisov slipping the safety catch off his 9mm. 
Outside the container the silence waited for him to identify the various innocuous noises: the 
scrapes and rustles, the scurry of tiny footsteps across the metal roof of the container, the chink of 
the chain mail fence (movement, activity, a presence at the perimeter). He placed his feet carefully 
on stony ground spattered by rain from a cloudless sky. Impatient dogs howled, but their demented 
savagery was useless inside a locked Volkswagen and even with the gun he didn't have the nerve to 
cross the compound to let them out. An attractive, rich, older woman, he reminded himself. Lena 
was too old to play tricks, if she jumped out from behind one of the cars the heart attack would be 
hers, not his. But the silence and solitude was so intense he could feel his heart thump as if it was 
trying to jump out of his chest. The BMW had been parked in the same position from the moment it
was brought in. The Archbishop's wife. The joke was on him now.

"Here doggy. . . ."
Away from all light sources a veil of mist writhed upwards from the crackling stones popping and

leaping with angry sparks. The light rain intensified to a battering hailstorm, severe enough to 
thrash Borisov's exposed skin around his neck and face. Visibility was obscured by the intensity of 
the downpour and the vapour, which concealed a figure, a figure of a woman orchestrating the 
effects, the mist, the hail, the swarm of rats that poured out of the blackest edges of the compound 
like a living squealing carpet. Orientation was impossible, Borisov had no idea which way he was 
facing, where he'd find the gates, or the container. The howling of the dogs had been consumed by 
the roaring of the hailstorm. The logical choice was to limp away from the mist, from the swirling, 
whispering vapour and take his bearings from the first object he collided with. From here he threw 
himself in the direction of the container and the open door and the key cabinet.

Finding a set of keys had never been a difficult task, but cabinets weren't designed to be opened 
by hands shaking uncontrollably. Blood dripped from Borisov's forehead, a wound opened up by 
the hailstones. The compound was pixellated by them and Lena's veil of mist was somewhere to the
left, a painful ten or twenty metres.

He found her. "Your keys, you fucking insane old bitch, take your fucking keys." The hailstorm 
eased to a shower. Streams of floodwater deformed Borisov's shoes. "What the fuck are you? How 
did you do that?" He shook himself, shook the surface beads of rainwater and hailstones off his 
sleeves. "Take your fucking car. Are you listening?"

Inside the veil of mist Lena stood with her left hand outstretched and the keys to her car placed in 



her gloved palm. Borisov remembered his 9mm and pointed it at her head.
"What do you want now? A receipt?"
"I'm not ready to go yet. I don't like your customer service, it's . . . confrontational. I enjoyed 

confrontation when I was younger, but I learned, I learned Mr . . . Borisov that confrontation doesn't
always work." She took the gun out of Borisov's hand without any resistance. The compound gates 
shuddered. "You have to adapt and evolve, find a new method, a new strategy because the old ways 
get you nowhere. Do you ever have the feeling you're going nowhere?" He had the feeling now. He 
couldn't move his legs. The veil of mist subsided and Lena's grin reappeared. "The new ways are 
better than the old. Trust me."

The chain unravelled itself from the frame of the compound gates and slipped across the wet 
ground towards Borisov's feet. "Now that the terrible storm has subsided we can walk the dog." The
chain slithered up Borisov's torso and gripped his neck with a brain clotting grasp, forced the veins 
in his throat to bulge and throb with excruciating pain. There was no release, no easing of pressure 
as Lena took hold of one end of the chain and led him towards the container.

"Do you like poetry, Mr Borisov? I thought of a poem whilst I was waiting for you to get my 
keys. " She yanked the chain on each beat of her words. "Payment in kind, payment in kind. I knew 
all along what you had in mind. A grope and a fuck to pay off the debt. Giving me something I'd 
never forget. Now I have my keys and I'm feeling elated, but you are cold and quite saturated. Look
at me next to a dead man walking, what happens next will have everyone talking."

Her voice grew quieter, a mere breath in his ear. "Asphyxiation, now there's an inexpensive way 
of pleasuring yourself. Not without a certain level of risk though. Too little and you have nothing, 
too much and you pass out. . . ." Borisov was passing out as she spoke, lulled by the voice, starved 
of air. His grim world darkened, dogs subdued, the night sky withdrew ever farther, ever farther, 
until it was perfectly black. . . .
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The essence of Rose Pursey, the forewarning, entered the room several seconds before the girl 
herself arrived. A bow wave of expectation surged, pushed forward by the seismic power of 
feminine ambition off the leash and beyond the critical rigours of decency. First to appear were the 
PAs, two of them, carrying an arsenal of communication gadgetry and a bagful of spare parts. Next 
came the minder, almost too big for the room, almost too big for his own skin, a drifting human 
continent. And finally, like a leathered prize fighter in high heeled thigh boots, the main contender. 
The epicentre. Rose Pursey.

She creaked and squeaked as the sofa consumed her, two entities becoming one conjoined leather 
artefact in Clarke Rubenstein's office. He wanted to say hello, but he knew the etiquette: she who 
wore the leather spoke first. In spite of outward appearances, the aggressive-fetish, the armoured 
chic, Rubenstein almost felt sympathy for her. Almost. This tiny young woman trying to make it in 
a hostile world was vulnerable to all conceivable forms of hostility (and some inconceivable ones, if
there was time to figure out what they might be). Hostility such as this particular outrage, this cause 
for legal redress. Cruel and vicious words rearing up from a bizarre and convoluted set of 
circumstances: a meeting here, a bit of gossip there, he said this, she said that. And somehow, 
Mindy O'Rourke's interview file found itself sucked out of her smartphone and transported to 
another world.

From there it spread, contact to contact, via messages and whispers, hints and rumours. Endlessly 
copied and pasted, the file was projected on a darkened journey, travelling like a turd through the 
unseen pipes and sewers of the music industry until it arrived, ripe and steaming, in Jude 
Gronkerheit's inbox. Jude Gronkerheit, Pimp Majeure, Entrepeneure, arch-mover and booty-shaker,
former timeshare salesman; Manager of Rose Pursey.

Rose spoke to PA Number 1's legs. "So, tell me how we nail this fuckin bitch?"
Rubenstein was ready. "It's a pretty straightforward action. There are no apparent justifications for

what was said. . . ."
"How much?"
Rubenstein was reluctant to talk figures. "How much? Well, we need to discuss the damage done 

before we can calculate a figure."
"Start at ten million. Work up from there. This is highly embarrassing."
"Once we quantify the effect on your brand, sales potential and collateral on partners we can put a

figure on the table."
"We've already done that. Ten million minimum. I'll be touring Europe someday, I don't want 

people thinking I'm a fucking vampire. This bitch is like sixty years old for Christ's sake."
"Okay." Rubenstein took out a pen and thought he saw Rose flinch at the sight of it. "It's only a 

pen." He held it at arm's length for examination.
"Do people still use those things?" She frowned at her minder.
"Ten mill. Okay." Rubenstein scribbled the number in the middle of his notepad. "Off of that we 

have asymmetric sales losses, sponsors products tarnished by the controversy, let's put a figure on 
that, say, two million."

"What? Do you think my deal with Gwando is only worth two? My face is on their bottles in 
Mongolio, and I don't even know where fuckin Mongolio is."

"Five?"
"I said ten. We start at ten."
"No, this is in addition to your initial ten."
"Oh. That's all right then. Go on. What else? When do we start all this?"



"We can send an initial communique today." Rubenstein hesitated.
"Problem?"
"To be honest, we're a little confused who to send it to." He laughed.
"The management." PA Number 2 was prompted by some unseen advice on her gadget.
Rubenstein grimaced. "According to his lawyers, Tom Scavinio doesn't represent Toten Herzen."
"As of when?"
"He walked out after their final show in Geneva. He's back in New York and not in contact with 

them."
"What about their publicist? Rob Wallet?"
"He emailed me and basically said deliver the writ by hand."
"Problem?" Rose didn't like problems. Problems were only attracted to the problematic.
"I don't think that's appropriate . . . or wise."
"You can't be scared of these people. You don't believe all that shit about vampires as well. Do I 

need another attorney? Is that the message I'm getting here?"
"No. You can leave the technicalities to us. What I need to establish from you is the damage 

you've experienced."
"As a result of these malicious statements," Rose said. "I don't need to remind you."
"I'm well aware of what was said."
"Fine."
Rubenstein referred to a note anyway. "She is pining to be a vampire, it's so obvious. . . ."
"You don't need to repeat it."
"She has the teeth and the blank expression, so she's half way there already."
Rose snarled at PA Number 1. "What's wrong with my teeth? What is wrong with my teeth? What

does she even mean by that?"
"There's nothing wrong with your teeth, honey. It's not as if they're pointed or anything."
"And Gilbert Summerfelt hasn't called me."
Rubenstein was thrown a curve ball. "I'm sorry, who?"
"He was lining me up to play the phantom in his next film. We were in negotiation. Vampires are 

last season, nobody gives a fuck about the Vampire Diaries anymore and now he thinks I'm Nina 
Dobrev. My phone is like the north pole. Cold. Cold. Gilbert Summerfelt won't even return my calls
and it's all because of that bitch's fuckin dirty mouth calling me a vampire. That film was worth four
million dollars to me."

"I didn't know that." Rubenstein wrote the figure on the notepad. "You see, that's why we're 
having this meeting. You need to tell me more of that." He smiled. "Any other offers cancelled or 
gone cold?"

A moment's pause. Even the minder gave it some thought. "Candice." Rose remembered. 
"Candice in Vermont and her shoot for Vogue. It was only a suggestion, but she's never let me 
down. The exposure from that would have been . . . beyond calculation. I mean Vogue. You know 
what Vogue is, don't you?"

"I know Vogue," said Rubenstein. "How far on were the negotiations?"
"She was working on it, but, again, she hasn't called and it's like four days since we discussed it. 

Write it down." She pointed at the notepad. "There, write it down there."
"How much?"
"You're the expert."
Rubenstein muttered in sync with his scribble. "Five mill."
Rose somehow sank even deeper into the sofa, crossing and uncrossing her legs, kicking the table 

each time. "Bitch. You know she's been gone nearly forty odd years and she comes back and starts 



on me."
"And others," said Rubenstein. "You're the first to take action, but you can bet there are others in 

meetings like this probably as we speak."
"What? No way. If everyone sues there'll be no money to go round. Get an injunction. Stop 

anyone from doing that until I'm done with her."
"You can't do that, Rose. It's not in our power. And besides, we're hoping to sue in the British 

courts and they do things differently over there." Rubenstein spoke to the minder. "It's an antiquated
system, a little slow, a little twee, you know." The minder nodded. "But significantly they pay out 
big. If you're going to sue for defamation, sue in Britain. They love it."

"Whatever. Just make it stick. Make it stick." Rose waved her tiny hand in the general direction of
the Atlantic Ocean.

"We will." Rubenstein had another item on his agenda. "Now, I'm not sure how I can help with 
this. . . ." He studied another slim set of papers. "Maximising loss. This is the report you had written
up by Marc Lander. You wanted to turn this setback into an opportunity. I can help if there's a legal 
angle, but really they're the specialists at rescuing your reputation."

"Brand recovery. It's called brand recovery and I might as well get the mileage out of this." Rose 
sat up and studied the ceiling lights. "We need to co-ordinate the legal action with a series of 
publicity opportunities tie it all together make one work for the other we have a strategy of profile 
exploitation that is complemented by the highly visible legal campaign to draw down monetizing 
possibilities."

Rubenstein nodded at the wire bound document. "Yes, that's exactly what it says here on page 
two."

"So, you need to get your shit together with Maximilian. Sue the bitch on one side, use that to sell
concert tickets on the other side, the two complinermenting each other. That's right, isn't it?" she 
said to PA Number 2.

"Yep."
"That's right. See. I'm right. This is total fucking war."
Hell to that. Rubenstein considered the boots and the high collared jacket, the studded belt, black 

make up and spiked purple hair like a cartoon explosion. He concluded Rose Pursey was dressed for
battle, albeit a different kind of battle. Some fantastic exchange of female minds in a far away 
conflict that he would never quite be able to comprehend. Rose Pursey's sharpened attitude going 
head to head with Dee Vincent's malevolent jaws.
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The name on the gate said Derwent Retreat and was repeated on the wall next to the front door. 
DERWENT RETREAT carved into a slab of Cumbrian slate. Someone known to Wallet actually 
lived in this house, which extruded and expanded in all directions as if a succession of builders 
couldn't decide when to stop building. The roof, unable to keep up with the changes underneath it, 
sagged alarmingly out of exhaustion. Wallet was given credit for the size and twee 'typically 
Lakeland' character of the house (the ornate mullioned windows received several compliments), but
apart from its outline, its accommodation, its desire to be loved, there wasn't a sense of excitement. 
The band felt like they were entering a retreat, not a recording studio.

Wallet waved his arms and pointed. "Derwentwater over there. Maiden Moor at the back, 
shelterbelt. . . . "

"Mountains?" Dee sat on a pile of suitcases. "You promised mountains."
"They're all around you." He checked again. He was right, they were.
"They're just shapes," said Dee.
Susan inspected the gap in the shelterbelt. She wandered around the front garden like a confused 

traveller, peering over the azaleas, studying the emerging spring bulbs, listening to a hidden rustling
sound and a nearby conversation. And following every step, her valet-in-waiting: Raven.

"They're not just shapes." Wallet tried to explain, but no one could see what he could see. "In the 
dark, maybe."

"If it was down to me that mountain there would be called Big Black Fell and that one there 
would be Wide Flattish Fell and that one there Sticks Up Higher Than All The Others Fell. They're 
just shapes, Rob." Dee clambered on to the top of the suitcases. "And at the other side of the lake 
Very Pointed Fell."

Wallet was so tempted to shove her off. "Skiddaw. It's called Skiddaw."
"We'll take your word for it." Susan turned away from the border plants. Raven turned away a 

second later. "If I can see the lake from here then someone on the lake can see me. We were 
supposed to be isolated. Do you know what that word means, Rob?"

"Course I do."
"Away from everything, out of sight, beyond contact."
"I don't need a definition from the Dutch. And besides who's gonna be out on the lake at this time 

with that kind of vision?" Wallet's question was meant to be rhetorical.
"Fans, followers, paparazzi," said Dee.
"Ghouls, nutters, freaks, weirdos," said Susan.
"I thought you liked ghouls, nutters, freaks and weirdos?"
"Lenny Harpers," said Elaine rocking the suitcase pile.
"You worry too much. Are you going inside or what?" Nobody moved. "What's wrong? You don't

need to be invited in do you? The owner's in Barbados, we could be stood out here for months."
"We'll go inside when you unlock the fucking door, nitwit." Dee jumped off the suitcases and 

pulled out two of her own from half way down the pile.
Susan claimed three and handed one to Raven who looked at it and Susan as if both were 

radioactive. "You wanted us to record the album in Britain, so we chose Britain. You then 
suggested the Lake District for its solitude and inspirational views."

"Yeah. Can you hear a soul?"
"No," said Susan. "I can't see the inspirational views either."
She had a point. Wallet thought it was a technicality, but it was a valid point nonetheless. The 

views were . . . well, if they were photographs they'd be underexposed. A bit on the dark side. And 



maybe the house could do with a bit more security, say, buried deeper in the hill away from 
telephoto lenses, night vision cameras, determined intruders, Lenny Harpers. "It'll be all right." He 
helped carry a couple of drum cases.

"It'll be all right." Dee shook her head and pushed past. "I'll get the life insurance policies out."
A booming sound stopped Wallet just as he was about to abandon his load of snare drums in the 

hallway. Subsonic, outside and human. . . . "There's only one person on earth who makes a sound 
like that."

Elaine called to everyone from the front door. "Jens Gol is out here and wonders if we can arrive 
again. He missed it."

Outside, cold and confused, Gol stood on a patch of lawn with two assistants being rubbed up by 
the shrubby attention of the border. They were ready with their camera and microphone boom, but 
Susan wasn't prepared to play along. "You're not Stanley Kubrick. If you're not ready when we're 
ready you miss it. Rule number one."

"Okay. We can leave it for now." Gol tugged his baseball cap.
Raven whispered behind Wallet's shoulder. "If he shouts any louder the whole of Cumbria will 

know we're here."

-

After an hour of bedroom claiming, mattress testing, freshening up, and checking maps for nearby 
populations Wallet found himself alone on a north facing terrace and the pyramidal form of 
Skiddaw across the moonlit silver surface of Derwentwater. The Very Pointed Fell was as clear and 
radiant as night time would allow. This was it, this was how the Lake District would look from now
on.

"Plan backfired a little." Susan joined him. She had a glass of wine. "Merlot, I won't have too 
much. Makes me feel funny."

"It might look different just before sunrise, or just after sunset. Indirect sunlight. It'll do."
"It's the price you pay, Rob. We all had to make little sacrifices."
"Call it an oversight."
Susan agreed. "Yeah. We'll call it an oversight. They're all calling it something else. The words 

bollock and dropped keep cropping up. What do you think that means?"
"Gol's not here is he?" Self-confidence took a nose dive every time the microphone boom hovered

above his head. "We've only been here an hour and that sound assistant's already getting on my tits. 
Fucking rising inflections."

Susan laughed. "Very touchy. What is that, agitation, disappointment? Frustration?"
"Yeah, just you wait. Once you're all cooped up in that studio." Wallet raised his inflections. "Can

we do that again, Susan, that's like such a cool riff, Susan, my cousin's a programmer, Susan. You'll 
strangle her."

"Well, you're not wrong very often." Susan raised the glass to her lips. She never swallowed, the 
liquid never went down, never left the glass, instead she sucked the rim and allowed the wine to 
wash over her lips as if recreating the memory of swimming in a warm sea, the waters lapping 
around her chin. "I know it's a little on the dark side, but what's that one called again?" Susan held 
her glass up to the Very Pointed Fell.

"Skiddaw," said Wallet. "Skiddaw slate, ancient seabed. All this was once a tropical ocean."
"Okay. Bathed in tropical sunlight. And the lake?"
"Derwentwater. The clue is in the name of the house. Has a boat service on it. Very popular with 

tourists, but you probably don't want to know that, do you?"



"No, I don't. What made you think this place was remote? Being dark doesn't make it remote."
"All right, all right. I dropped a bollock."
"Someone could stand on Skiddaw with a long range rifle. . . . "
"You know locals go up there in the moonlight when the weather's clear. In fact. . . . Put your 

glass down."
"Why? We going up there?"
"Not Skiddaw, no. A better one. And far away from Jens Gol and the Rising Inflections." 
Susan put the glass on a wall and held Wallet's hand. In a heartbeat Derwentwater and the Very 

Pointed Fell were replaced by a different cast of players. Vast valleys and ridges arranged along a 
crowded panorama stretched out beneath deep indigo giants of cloud. Down below, delicate 
glistening twines of water, up above, arretes of frayed and ragged rock with whispers of mist 
hanging like fine woollen scarves. Intense shadows of distant ghylls gashed the fell sides and lonely
tarns held onto shallow waters like offerings. Wallet introduced them all: every Gable, every Pike, 
every Kirk and Crinkle. Fells and Barrows, Dales and Thwaites. Given time he could have named 
every rock and buttress, every puddle and trickle, every tree and shrub, every stone, every blade of 
grass.

Still holding Susan's hand, he turned her through each compass point and described how it felt to 
visit the summits for the first time. The sense of liberation. Wallet's memory of his first bite, Susan's
bite, was equally vivid, equally liberating. The depth of the pain, the sucking of her mouth, the 
intimate closeness of her head and her perfume anaesthetising the agony. He hoped the second bite 
would be as memorable, but in life the return never equalled the initial visit, the wonder of 
discovery.

"Is that impressive enough for you?"
Susan nodded.
"I could tell you stories about every peak and every valley. A geological fault line, ghostly horses,

the deepest lake in the country, the biggest liar in the world. You can see them all from up here."
The enormous summit cairn was no place to walk, not in the dark, not in heels. Susan placed her 

footsteps carefully as her jet black hair billowed in the gale like a fine cape.
"I've always had this theory." Wallet called out over the roar of the wind. "The mind is enclosed 

by its surroundings, but when you come to the top of a peak like this, with nothing above you and 
nothing around you, the mind becomes infinite, capable of anything."

Susan sat on the edge of the cairn and dangled her legs over the side. "This is where we should be
recording." Wallet sat next to her. "A ring of amplifiers round this pile of stones. It has that 
monolithic quality, don't you think?"

"Well, that's okay if you're Manowar, but I never thought of Toten Herzen as monolithic."
"I don't want to think about what you think. You have frankly disturbing tastes in music, but 

occasionally you touch a nerve. After we talked in the service station I thought a lot about what I 
wanted. Some of it was the spotlight, the attention, being the rock star like the others, but I think it 
was all about living a lifestyle you get to choose, not one chosen for you. This has always felt like 
Micky Redwall's band, not mine. I gave mine up to be in this band and now I want it back. But I 
can't have it back."

Across the valley the prehistoric spine of Yewbarrow reminded Wallet of a failed summit 
attempt. He almost reached the top until his fear of heights kicked in on a precarious funnel of 
scree. Almost there, but not quite and forced to go all the way back down again. "You mean Dee 
and Elaine stop you?"

"This is their band as much as mine and Rene's. I try not to push people around, but it still feels 
like Micky's band. Like we're looking after it for him. That's not what I want anymore, Rob, but I 



don't want to leave. I don't want the band to break up. I can't change the name, won't change the 
music. . . . What the hell do I do? I'm stuck in someone else's band. Someone else's ambition and 
they're not even here anymore."

Wallet wanted to draw her towards him, place a consoling arm around her shoulder, kiss her 
forehead. Instead he stepped away and lurched across the cobbles and rough stone. "Bit of a 
dilemma, isn't it?"

"I did have an idea that might make things feel different, push the band away from where we've 
been in the past."

"Go on."
"No. No, it's a stupid idea."
"I promise I won't laugh." He waited. When she failed to answer he turned to see if she'd 

vanished.
"I'd like to sing something on this album."
"What's so stupid about that?"
"I've never sung before. It's always been Dee's role and I'm concerned she'll hit the roof."
"She's not tall enough to hit the roof." Wallet loved seeing Susan smirk. "Duet, backing vocals, 

counterpoint, harmonics. There's all sorts of things you can do without kicking her away from the 
microphone."

"She's very possessive about her role. You know how lead singers are. Egos like that hill over 
there."

"That's Kirk Fell, Susan. It's not a hill."
"Pardon me."
"It has two summits."
"Thank you."
"You see how unfair all this is?" said Wallet. "You can come up here on any one of these peaks 

and write your songs, but you're packing me off to look for Peter Miles. You make life very 
difficult at times."

"You think my life is easy. I could have turned Marco, I could have turned him years ago when he
still had something about him, but I was too scared, too scared of killing him and now it's too late. I 
have to watch him die of old age. I want some clarity, I want things to make sense. You don't have 
to spend every hour of the day looking for Peter. We're gonna be here for months. Do a day here, a 
day there, just see if you can find any leads."

"You're making me feel guilty now." He had a momentary thought of Susan stumbling on a rock 
and falling into his arms followed by an exchange of glances and an awkward pause.

"I should do it myself, I know," she said. "But you're better than me at finding things."
"And what if I find him?"
She flapped her arms. "I don't know, Rob. I don't know. I haven't decided."
Decided was a curious word in another curious answer. Wallet chose not to push for an 

explanation. Susan was like a star, the harder you looked the fainter she became. The trick was not 
to consider Susan directly, not to look straight at her, but approach tangentially. Catch her in his 
peripheral vision when she least expected it.

She turned. "I haven't really thought that far ahead."
A stranger's voice distracted them. A late night walker or camper squinted at them from the 

Mickledore end of the summit. "Are you two okay?"
"Are we okay?" Wallet asked Susan for confirmation.
She jumped down from the cairn and strode towards the camper and his tent, a low slung 

aerodynamic lozenge resisting the gale by hiding in the lee of the summit. A second person's head 



poked through the entrance flap.
"We're fine," called Susan. The camper didn't look convinced. His eyes darted from Susan to 

Wallet, back to Susan, examined their clothes and general nonchalance in the face of the wind and 
the bite of the cold.

"You don't look dressed to be up here at this time. Are you wanting to go back down?"
"We're going now." Wallet could feel his appetite building.
"Oh, right. You got torches? I don't know how you can see in the dark."
"Don't worry about us," he said.
The camper wasn't worried, he was amazed. He had the look of a man who'd been woken up by a 

yeti. But then yetis didn't wander round mountain tops in shirt sleeves or high heeled ankle boots. 
His lips made several attempts to move, but somewhere in his head, along the usual speech 
channels, there was a blockage, an obstacle.

"Bad night for camping," Wallet said.
"Yeah." And with that single syllable he headed homewards, back to the tent, out of the elements, 

out of sight. Wallet and Susan exchanged a ravenous look and followed him.



NOTES: - GOL

DATE: 05/04/2014

The band arrived at the studio quite unexpectedly. ANC told me to be here from around 9pm. 
They turned up at quarter to. Don't know how I missed them. No taxis, no cars, no helicopter, 
unless they arrived by boat. Or submarine!

Location is unusual, not what I expected for a band of this kind. First potential problem is asking 
them to do something a second time for the camera. Asking them is quite dangerous. They are 
prone to confrontation, so will need to catch things first time. Spontaneity should be quite effective 
though.

Susan is the first point of contact. She is the most enthusiastic about the process. Dee is like a fast
moving robot. If she was a dog she would be a springer spaniel. For Elaine we need a microphone 
that can pick up thoughts. Rene suggests ideas and is curious about the process, but plays a little to
the camera. Must tell him to stop. No, must ask him to stop.

First day a little strange. Dee has already turned on Mark and making his life very 
uncomfortable. For some reason Libby has upset Susan and Dee. Will have to ask her tomorrow 
what caused that.

Plenty of scope for second unit photography, but the order not to speak to the public about the 
process was not in the contract. Not worth upsetting them though so will yield to the request.

For now stick with Susan, see what the road ahead involves because she will be in the driving 
seat. (Of an invisible car!)
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There was no time to be jetlagged. Almer entered the studio control room with Dee riding piggy 
back. In the live room Elaine sat on the floor playing a repeated phrase on her Thunderbird and 
ignoring Mark Moriarty's attempts at conversation. The set up was impressive. Not bad for a studio 
in a house. Not bad for a band whose last album was recorded forty years ago on eight track 
analogue shit. But what Almer really wanted, more than the Adam monitors, Neve console, filter 
racks and all the rest of it, was a cup of tea and a bed.

"Can I put you down here, monster." He squatted to let Dee slide off his back. "I had hernia 
operation in January."

"And we don't want that coming back, do we?" Dee patted his solar plexus.
Almer exchanged nods with Elaine. "Doesn't change, does she."
Dee turned things on and off. "She's concentrating. She's glad to see you really. You sure you 

know what you're doing? It's not like brewing beer, you know. Those monitors cost twenty grand."
"I've produced before."
Moriarty burst through the door into the control room and lifted his camera to eye level.
"Are you related to Moriarty out of Sherlock Holmes?" said Dee. Moriarty giggled. "Yeah, it was 

a hilarious question. Where's you mate?"
"Mate?"
Dee wasn't sure if the camera was switched on, but Moriarty's smile flattened and the camera 

became a shield to hide behind. "Libby Bibby or whatever her fucking name is. Is she Australian?"
"No."
"So why does she talk like one?" No answer. "They're like robots, Almer, or dogs. They respond, 

but don't understand. He's like a laughing hyena." Moriarty spat out a nervous laugh. "See what I 
mean. Buttered toast, bwah ha ha! Curtain rail, belly laugh belly laugh. So how long before we 
blow these speakers?"

"You're not gonna blow these speakers."
"No?" Dee grimaced. "We'll just have to try then, won't we."
"If I tell you to do something again or try something different are you gonna listen to me?" Almer

pulled back from the monitors and barged into Moriarty.
"No. And you're not gonna ask us to do something different. We don't do different."
"Same old same old." The producer's chair was tested for compatibility with Almer's bad back.
"Less of the old. And it's called our signature sound. If it aint broke. . . ."
The door opened and Elaine walked in. "Break it." She hugged Almer, gave him a swift kiss on 

the cheek. "Okay, you can fuck off back to New York now."
Almer grinned as Dee and Elaine fell on top of him in a frenzied pile of bodies. Three quarters of 

Cat's Cradle felt good, felt like the years had never passed. Okay, the decor was a bit lighter, a bit 
more luxurious and, importantly, clean. The pressure to play and get the fuck out was off, no more 
coppering up for the bus, no more changing tyres in the rain. Now it was taxis and SUVs, a clean 
shirt in the morning and a tea bag that was thrown away after being used once. Almer's buddies 
were still bouncing and frowning, still yin and yang, manic and morose. And now they were 
together again, doing what they should be doing: making music. New music.

"Bet the drive from Manchester was worse than the flight?" said Dee.
"Last bit was rough. I'm feeling quite tired now."
"What? Fuck that, we're ready to get started, aren't we El?"
Elaine nodded again. "We don't have anything written yet, but we've got some rough ideas we're 

ready to go with."



"Give us a couple of hours kip at least."
Dee moaned. "When you wake up, we'll be asleep. When we're up you'll be in bed."
"We'll sort something out." Almer yawned.
"Christ, I nearly fell into your mouth then." Dee climbed out of the chair and shoved Moriarty out

of the way. "You'll have to alter your sleep pattern to get in phase with us. We can start just after 
sunset. Work through to about half five."

Almer blinked rapidly. "I worked shifts for about a month when I left school. I never got used to 
the night shift."

"We can always get someone else." Elaine clicked her fingers. "Dee, get whatsisname on the 
phone." Dee picked up the studio phone and waited for a name. "Martin Birch."

"Hello, is that Martin Birch? We've got a lazy fat bastard here and we need to swap him for 
someone who knows what he's doing." She paused grinning. "Alan Miller, yeah. How the fuck did 
you know that?"

-

Twelve hours of sleep and a fridge full of beer gave Almer something to live for. The meet and 
greet from the day before had been too rushed, too hurried and all came over a bit formal and 
genteel. Susan was polite, Rene reserved. Things only livened up when he was with Dee and Elaine.
Wallet had driven out to a late night shop to stock up on provisions needed by the humans in the 
house and only returned after Almer had slinked off to bed. He didn't even see the girl with blue 
hair until she entered the kitchen looking for breakfast.

"Hiya. Are you Almer?"
"Yeah. Are you . . . I don't know who you are."
"Raven. Dogsbody."
"That makes two of us."
Raven noticed something missing. "Where's Gol?"
"Dunno. Think they're down by the lake. Dee told that girl with the microphone not to keep 

starting sentences with the word so."
"Yeah, that gets on my nerves too."
"Told her she'd literally bite her head off if she did it again."
"Bit drastic, isn't it?" said Raven.
Almer laughed into his tea cup. "Probably thinks she was being ironic."
"So, you're not a vampire then?"
"No." Almer casually supped his tea. "Never fancied it." He was compelled to sit a couple of feet 

from the table to give himself room to cross his legs, allow space for his belly.
Raven sat herself down with cereal and cold milk. "Bit late now, isn't it?"
"Why?"
"You're an old man. No point being immortal if you're trapped in an old body."
The words demanded consideration! "Never really thought about it like that."
"No, if you're gonna be immortal you wanna be in a young body so you can enjoy it."
"Right." Almer wanted to ask, but he wasn't sure if he should. He knew some vampires preferred 

to keep it quiet whilst others were happy to blab about it knowing they wouldn't be believed. "So, 
when did you turn?"

Raven looked up. "Me? I'm not a vampire. They won't let me be one."
"Who, the band?"
"Well, not all of them. I don't know what Dee and Elaine think, but Susan keeps saying I'm not 



ready yet. But if you think you're ready then you must be ready, right?"
"Um . . . er! Whatever you say." Almer smirked behind his mug.
"What? That's what Hindus say. If you think you're ready to go, you're ready to go."
"Go where?"
"Don't know. I didn't understand that next bit." There was a risk Raven would devour the whole 

box of cereal. Every other mouthful was followed by another load of cornflakes into the bowl.
"So, what are you doing here?"
"Don't know that either. Susan let me stay to be an assistant, but I haven't assisted in anything yet 

so I'm following Rob everywhere. He's looking. . . ." She stopped, "looking for himself," and 
deliberately stuffed her mouth with more cereal.

"Hindu as well, is he?"
"Mm. Mad as a box of frogs. He doesn't know what he's doing half the time."
"I wouldn't be so sure of that." Out on the lake a tourist boat was already ferrying people to and 

from various jetties. The spring visitors were here, the hardy varieties who didn't mind the risk of 
being baked in the morning and snowed on in the afternoon. Almer flicked at his Westmorland 
Gazette and squinted. "Two people carried off the top of Scafell Pike the other morning."

"Oh yeah?" Raven's eyes looked through ninety degrees at the paper.
"Climbers found 'em fast asleep at half ten. Mumbling and moaning when they woke 'em. People 

thought they were drunk. Irony is they had all the equipment, but there was a couple up there the 
night before dressed like they were going to the pub. They haven't been seen since." Tourists on the 
lake, tourists on the tops and they were dropping like flies already. "You've only been up here a few
days and funny things have started happening."

"Don't know how Rob found this place, but he knows the area like the back of his hand. Funny 
thing is," Raven waved her spoon, showering Almer with milk, "he can only see it all at night now. 
When it's pitch black. He thought he'd be coming up here for a free holiday and he can't see any of 
it."

The words were starting to come at Almer too quickly. Early in the morning he could cope with 
about twenty per minute, but Raven was approaching levels familiar to horse racing commentators. 
"Thing is Susan turned him, but she won't turn me. I just want her to get on with it so I can settle 
down, relax. Start living. I'll be too old soon."

"How old are you?"
"Nineteen."
"Nineteen. You've got loads of time. Wait 'til you're as old as me."
"What? I don't want to do that. I told you it'll be too late then." A great bead of milk dribbled 

down her chin. She stalked away from the table to find the kitchen roll. "She should get it sorted. 
Get it over with then I can settle down."

She may have had a point, about the old age thing, but nineteen years old and settling down. "And
what will you do once you've settled down? Get a mortgage? Take the dog for a walk?"

"I haven't got a dog."
"Learn how to bake bread? Yeah, you could learn how to bake bread."
"You're not taking any of this seriously. This is my life we're talking about and it's ebbing away. 

It's horrible watching it go."
Almer tried to sit up, but he had miscalculated the distance; his paunch was too close to the table. 

"I'm sorry, but I might have misunderstood something here. Do you have something terminal?"
"Yeah." Whatever it was didn't stop her refilling her bowl.
"I'm sorry. They didn't tell me." Almer had so much potential at nineteen. So much he didn't 

know what to do with it and was forced to do very little until the answer came to him. He was thirty



by the time he had it all figured out. Raven's urgency made sense now. "You don't mind me asking 
what it is?"

"What what is?"
"You're condition. What's terminal?"
"Boredom." Raven found a bit more room in her mouth. "Terminal boredom."
The others would have seen that coming, but Almer wasn't quite one of the others. He wiped the 

tabletop with the palm of his hand. His own kitchen in New York could do with a table like this 
one. Terminal boredom!

-

When a bomb is dropped, the initial blast dissipates to leave an ear-battered silence. Almer and the 
band were finally synchronised and ready to rehearse. They had gathered in the studio for an initial 
chat and a test of the water, the usual roadmapping bollocks, when Susan, without any warning, 
launched her idea. Dee made faces. Elaine watched Dee making faces. Rene stroked his chin in 
mock consideration (which fooled no one), and hid the twitching facial muscles straining to laugh. 
Wallet swatted away a stray microphone boom and waited for the inevitable retaliation from the 
regular singer, the short fuse. But it didn't come. Almer, unaware of the unspoken tension building 
from Dee's catastrophic interview and the repercussions, could only guess what his little colleague 
might be thinking. She remained calm. Said nothing. Spun the chair she was sitting in.

She stopped spinning when she came face to face with Susan. "Well, let's hear you then. For all 
we know you might be another Celine Dion."

"I hope not," said Susan.
"Celine Dion's a good singer," said Wallet.
"From a man who has Dschinghis Khan on his computer." Elaine folded her arms, but her tee 

shirt said it all: 'WTF'
"If Dschinghis Khan had Celine Dion singing for them. . . ."
"Shut up going on about fucking Celine Dion," said Dee. "We're here today to listen to Celine 

Bekker. Almer, fire up the console. Susan, get thee to a microphone and give it all you got."
"I'm not sure I'm ready yet." Susan was left alone at the back of the control room as the others 

huddled around the mixing console.
"You're either ready or you're not. You can't pick and choose when to sing." Dee sat on her hands.

"I can't go up to the microphone and think, no, not ready just yet, I'll give it another eight bars."
"All right, all right. I'm not saying I'm any good, I was just suggesting we try it."
"So try it," said Dee. "One verse to see what we're dealing with."
"Right." Susan strode into the live room and waited for Almer to give her a signal. "What do you 

want to hear?"
"You choose." Almer prepared himself to record history. "You know better than us what you can 

do."
The control room fell silent again. Eight critical eyes and ears (plus camera and microphone) 

waited in judgement as Susan gathered herself on the other side of the window. The live room had a
warm glow, a comforting wood panelled intimacy with subdued lighting that could be controlled to 
match the mood of the music. The colours were golden, soft, the perfect environment for a 
melancholy lament or heartfelt ballad.

Finally, headphones on, Susan took a deep breath and sang. . . .
When she stopped Almer pressed a button isolating the control room from the live room. Susan 

wouldn't be able to hear him. "Good job this place is soundproof otherwise every dog in Cumbria 



would be howling now."
"Fucking hell, who's gonna tell her," said Dee.
"Don't look at me," said Wallet. But everyone did look at him.
Almer pushed the button. "That was beautiful, love. Needs a bit of polishing, but we'll get there."
"Was it that bad?" said Susan.
"I've heard worse, but usually in the bar at two in the morning when everyone's pissed and doing 

Perry Como impressions."
The attention turned from Wallet to Dee. She sat staring at the console, pushing a slider up and 

down, up and down. "What does this one do, Almer?"
"That's the master level on track fifteen."
"Right, so if it's on zero anything recorded on this track can't be heard."
"Would a voice coach help?" Rene threw the question to the room.
"A voice coach," said Susan. "What are you saying? A voice coach!"
"Just to knock off the rough edges," said Almer.
Dee smiled at Wallet. "Didn't mean to call you a leech, Rob"
"Wait, wait," Susan pulled her headphones off. "A voice coach?"
"It might be the monitors." Dee pointed at them with an accusing index finger. "Just cause they're 

worth twenty grand doesn't mean they're any good."
"You need a bit of help for the higher registers," said Almer. Pulses of sweat started to push their 

way to the surface. The truth would be so much easier. "They'll teach you breathing exercises so 
you can hold the notes, practice techniques. . . . "

"Hold the notes, what do you mean hold the notes? Which ones."
"Fucking all of them." Elaine rolled her eyes.
"Oh." Susan heard the message. Almer was grateful the message, the ugly truth, hadn't come from

him. He was grateful it hadn't come from Dee who craftily kept her opinion to herself and blamed 
everything in the room.

"You could send Raven out to get some new speakers off the market, couldn't you, Rob?" said 
Dee.

"A few lessons should see you right," said Almer. "In the meantime, I thought we were here to do 
some rehearsing. I bet you all sound fucking awful at the moment." (Wallet looked like he'd just 
passed a kidney stone.) Almer quickly pushed the button again. "I didn't mean it to sound like that."

"You fucking great pillock," said Dee. "Come on you bunch of tossers, get your stuff and play 
before this turns into another fist fight."



NOTES: - GOL

DATE: 13/04/2014

Susan reluctant to sing on camera. Today we found out why. The scene was phenomenal, the 
expectation, the muted reaction from Dee (she looked awkward), maybe not yet under threat if 
Susan continues to sing with her natural untrained voice.

When they started rehearsing Dee also had problems 'hitting the notes,' but I agree with Rob. She
was taking the piss. (Especially the impromptu line Ain't no love in the heart of the shitty. We Dutch
don't speak like that!)

Quite disappointed the shooting file for the day was erased or deleted. Not sure who did that, but 
sure it was no accident. Now we have lost a key scene in the story of the album. Must stress to the 
band the importance of integrity, of honesty. I want people to see the real band, not a group of 
actors.

Libby is concerned about Dee. Apparently Dee threatened to bite her head off, but I reassured 
her she is protected by the clause in the contract. I didn't know it was grammatically incorrect to 
begin a sentence with the word 'so.' I always thought Libby was from Kent in England, but Dee 
insists she is Australian.
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"If I had to write a list it would be longer than the Gettysburg address." Wallet was going nowhere 
with Tom Scavinio. Even though he was careful to ring at godly hours, for New York, and tried to 
ask in the most subtle, discreet, non-asking kind of way, Scavinio still communicated like a heavily 
sedated bovine. The subject of returning to Toten Herzen, managing the unmanageable if truth be 
told, put the man to sleep.

"In my experience," said Scavinio, "Susan makes out like she's clueless, but she knows exactly 
what she's doing. And the Gettysburg address isn't that long, Rob."

"She's got me running round in circles. Again. I keep falling for it. And to make matters worse 
she's supposed to have an assistant. She's supposed to have an apprentice. But no, it still comes 
down to me. Do this, Rob, do that, Rob. Go buy a block of cheese, go and order the newspapers to 
be delivered on a Friday instead of a Thursday."

"Rob, Rob," Scavinio sounded like he might be about to wake up. "Why the hell are you telling 
me this? Why are you ringing me just to complain about buying a newspaper?"

"Sorry, Tom. I was trying to get to the point."
"So, get to the point. Get to the point, Rob."
"Do you know or can you recommend a good voice coach?"
He was thinking about it. He was definitely thinking about it.
"I don't believe this."
Or maybe not.
"Who needs a voice coach?" said Scavinio.
"Susan."
"Right. Are you telling me in a roundabout way Dee has left the band?"
"No. Susan wants the new album to be different, not what people will be expecting from Toten 

Herzen in 2014 and . . . well to cut a long story short, she doesn't quite hit all the notes."
"Doesn't she?"
"No," said Wallet. "If what you just said is true then Susan Bekker is now pretending to be unable

to hit a note. And she won't thank me for saying this, but if you could imagine Ethel Merman 
singing backwards at the wrong speed, that's sort of what she sounds like."

There were voices in New York, someone was talking in the background. Scavinio was holding 
two simultaneous conversations and the other voice was female. Wallet finally understood.

"I'm sorry, Rob, I have to go. All I can say is with London, Paris, Milan, all those great opera 
houses over there in Europe, I'm sure there's no need for anyone in New York to travel all that 
way."

"No, probably not. I keep interrupting you, don't I? I'll let you go."
"I appreciate that. Just look in the Yellow Pages," said Scavinio.
"Okay. Speak to you again, Tom." The line went dead. "Oh. Okay. Maybe not. Yellow Pages?"

-

Yes, Tom Scavinio did have company, and yes, she was female. He followed the sound of his 
partner through the apartment to the kitchen. Curtains drawn, blinds down and without his glasses 
Scavinio was forced to navigate the apartment by familiarity and noise: footsteps, the gentle 
opening of doors and click of light switches. He entered the brightness of the kitchen.

His wife was about to make another smoothie. She was slicing a lime to add to a blender full of 
ice. "Your thirst blowing up again?" said Scavinio.



Sheila shook her head in despair. "It's uncontrollable. This heat is killing me."
Scavinio carefully caressed her and watched the meticulous preparation of the smoothie. Even 

when gripped by a desperate need to drink, Sheila still took her time to prepare things right, prepare 
things just how she wanted them. "Another week and we'll be gone."

"Who was on the phone? Sounded like Rob Wallet."
"Yeah. Susan Bekker is looking for someone to teach her to sing."
The blender filled the kitchen with noise. When the ingredients were mixed Sheila drained them 

straight from the blender with one gulp.
"Do you want more fruit? I'll go get some if you need any."
"No, no. Stay here. You're looking tired. I can get by." She dabbed her mouth with a towel. "Why 

does she want to sing? I thought they had a singer."
Scavinio could only guess. "I don't know. Rob said something about a new sound, new surprises. 

I wasn't actually listening." He stroked his wife's arm as he left the kitchen. "I'm getting some rest. 
Give me an hour and I'll cook dinner. Don't do anything."

"I'm not an invalid." In the centre of the kitchen, floodlit, the cast of the lights added a blue pallor 
to Sheila's skin. She breathed heavily. "We'll get there. Another week." And she smiled a smile of 
optimism with teeth long and sharp.

-

In the lounge of the house Raven sat inside a bubble of surround sound and watched television with 
the lights off and the windows open. The hooting sounds of woodland hunters penetrated the room 
adding to the noisy racket, the audience shrieks, the detonations of canned laughter.

"Tom Scavinio's got himself a woman." Wallet gazed out of the house. The lights of Keswick 
flickered across the far shoreline of Derwentwater.

"Good for him," said Raven.
"When did his wife die? August, late August last year. I suppose you've got to pick up the pieces 

eventually."
Raven counted the months on her fingers. "Eight months. That's respectable. How did you know 

that? Did he tell you?"
"No, I could hear him talking to her in the background. Or she was talking to him. He hung up 

after that."
"So, he won't be coming back here then?" Raven's voice sounded like it was coming from the 

upholstery.
"No." Wallet stepped across the threshold. "He really loved his first wife. How do you replace the

unreplaceable? I'll have to ask him next time I see him. I thought he'd fallen out with us for some 
reason, but he's obviously got more urgent matters to attend to. The old dog." Wallet howled to the 
owls and anything else out there hiding and listening.
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Raven tried to adjust to the dark, but still managed to walk into a heavy cabinet. Wallet heard the 
thud of youth to furniture followed by the groan. "Keep the noise down." The sounds of furniture 
being pushed and pulled continued in the darkness. "Why don't you use your torch?"

"Batteries have gone. They didn't last two minutes. You farting about with the security code."
"If you had held the torch still I wouldn't have had the need to fart about would I?"
The lights came on.
Raven rubbed her knee. "You had to buy the cheapest shit in the shop, didn't you?"
"Oh, shut your moaning. You'll look back on all this one day and laugh."
Raven checked out the shelves and the books, big and small, some on the point of disintegration. 

Old pictures, old frames. Everything old. "So is this how you tracked down the band? Sneaking 
round places in the dark?"

"Would have been a lot easier. Would have saved a fortune in air fares as well. All those air miles
are useless now."

Raven waited for instruction. Lincoln's Central Library had been surveyed, invisibly, and Wallet's
plan now was to search old newspapers, old local newspapers, for any stories involving Dee 
Vincent or Elaine Daley, pre- or post-Toten Herzen.

"Why don't we search on the computers?" said Raven.
"Because digitised stuff will be selective and edited, bits that seem trivial will have been left out. 

The microfilms will have everything: small ads, obituaries, births, deaths, marriages. If Dee's dad 
sold a six foot snooker table in 1962 we'll find it."

"What's that got to do with Peter Miles vanishing?"
"Fragments, Barbara. Fragments. Building the picture in bits. Seeing who or what appears in the 

background."
The slow nod (a sudden heaviness of chin), Raven's eye roll and grimace combination, came 

straight from her dad. The knowing acknowledgement, the rhetorical put down. "Your room's full 
of fragments."

"Full of memories."
"Like a junk yard."
"Piss off."
Microfilms selected, the two of them sat down and began the search. The plan was to start in 1973

and work their way back year by uneventful year, village fete by village fete, snooker table by 
snooker table. The hunt was on for any speck of evidence pointing to Dee and Elaine before Peter 
Miles took his final walk in Ipswich. Raven didn't understand the plan, didn't know why they hadn't 
sneaked into the library in Ipswich where Miles had lived. She didn't know why Wallet was 
focusing on Dee and Elaine, but he knew. He wanted to build a picture of their world in such detail 
that it would inform the worlds of others they came into contact with, such as Peter Miles.

The minutes passed, followed by the hours. (The days would be next.) The old building had a 
habit of creaking, emitting noises that would be inaudible during the day, but were like gunshots at 
two in the morning. Raven twitched and jumped at every sound.

"You look like Private Fraser in Dad's Army," said Wallet.
"My dad's always watching the repeats."
"Comedy was better in those days."
Raven's groan was a variation on the one issued earlier when she encountered the cabinet. "Here 



we go."
"Do you know twenty eight million people watched Morecambe and Wise at Christmas in 1977?"
"Only because there was nothing on ITV."
"Oh, it's useless talking to you. You weren't there. Fawlty Towers, Rising Damp. Where are the 

new Rigsbies, the new Margo Leadbetters?"
"I dunno." Raven was on autopilot, wheeling the microfilm through page after page after page 

with hardly any bodily movement other than one finger. "I have seen all this rubbish you prattle on 
about. Dick Emery, Mike Yarwood. It was on all the time when I was at home. Like living in a time
machine."

"I might rent a room at your mum and dads' house."
"You'd fit in. I can just imagine you lot huddled round the telly."
"You don't know you're born. In fact, you do know you're born. That's why you're always 

moaning." Wallet scrolled through a blurred, grim history of black and white boredom. "I once 
heard it said that if you look back on your childhood and remember good things you're an optimist."

"I haven't grown up yet, have I? What have I got to look back on? Two weeks ago."
"Tragic."
"You, an optimist?"
"You've got to be in my position."
"Why?"
"Well, imagine being immortal and a pessimist?"
Finally, Raven made a breakthrough: "Someone here selling a snooker table. Five foot, they only 

want 80p for it."
The search was mind boggling. A neverending almanac of social life, which to a social historian 

must have been a sepia coloured treasure trove. To Wallet it was like a Valium overdose. At three 
a.m. they stopped. He inspected the shelves, hungry, desperate for interest. Raven's hunger was 
more prosaic and forced her down to the far end of the room where she perched on the cabinet she 
had collided with.

"Who do you think you'll find first? A voice coach or Peter Miles?"
"Hard to say. I know the evidence for both of them is out there somewhere."
"Why don't people want to work with them?"
Wallet wasn't sure he understood the question. "Are you being rhetorical now?"
"No."
"Why do you think no one wants to work with them? They don't want to be eaten by a load of 

vampires."
"They didn't eat me."
"But you were daft enough to approach them thinking they weren't going to eat you. Look," 

Wallet joined her on the cabinet. She was eating a Peperami and the smell was almost irresistible. 
"A few years back I started horse riding. I didn't know just how dangerous those things were. Oh, 
cavalier attitude, jump on them and ride off. It was experience that taught me how many things 
could go wrong on a horse. Bucking, rearing, spooking, biting, head butting, kicking. I was actually 
more nervous on a horse after five years than I was when I first started. Voice coaches the world 
over have had forty years to get to know all about Toten Herzen thanks to all the sympathetic press 
and glowing references they get in the media. You, you're just a teenager who thinks she's 
indestructible. Oh they won't bite me, oh they won't rip my head off, oh I won't get turned inside out
like a duvet cover."

"I don't think like that."
"You think you don't, but you do. Every teenager does. Even the daughters of trade union 



activists."
"Don't."
"Well, voice coaches are not immortal teenagers. They're grown ups with an established sense of 

self-preservation. They want to live. I agree with you. I know they won't do anything, I know Susan
won't kill you for the fun of it, but they don't know that. And why should they when they see the 
headlines."

"You went looking for them and you knew the headlines." Before Wallet could answer Raven 
finished her own sentence. "Second thoughts, look what happened to you. Mooching round libraries
in the dead of night. Building up pictures."

"It's interesting."
"It's not, it's boring. It's boring building up pictures. What have you found so far?"
"Ted Walker married Mary Connor in 1971. They had a good luck message from Val Doonican. 

Surprise treat from the best man. Ask me another one."
Raven's eyes strained to stay open. All her energy was spent chewing the last piece of Peperami.
"Just remember the gravity of the situation," said Wallet. "A man's death, a shit load of hassle for 

the band they want an end to, and closure for the family."
"Yeah, I know all that. Be a lot better if we had a crystal ball."
Wallet pushed her off the cabinet. "Get back to work. Go on." She tried to resist, but within 

seconds she was back at the microfilm display, leaning dozily on her elbow and scrolling, scrolling, 
scrolling. . . .

By four a.m. even Wallet was wishing he had a crystal ball. Something heavy to throw at the 
screen and its endless portraits of grinning schoolchildren, civic dignitaries, local businesses 
handing out cheques and Green Shield Stamp donations. He noticed Raven was gone, unconscious 
with her head face down on her arms, leather jacket creaking softly as she breathed. On her screen 
some local guy had been murdered. Thumped once on his way home from work, he cracked his 
head on the pavement and died the day after in hospital.

His name was Neville Daley.
"Fucking hell, wake up." Wallet jumped out of his chair and shook Raven. "Look at this. Neville 

Daley, left a wife and two kids. What are the odds of that? How come you didn't see it?"
Nouns, names, the printed word had become an early morning blur. Raven checked the date and 

found another report on the microfilm.
"It's here. There's an obituary. Wife Elizabeth, daughter Elaine, son Neil." Raven sat back wide 

awake.
The cataclysmic family event was summarised in four matter-of-fact paragraphs. Lost amongst 

the floral awards, opening days and planning appeals, second hand dolly tubs, sowing services and 
ornate garden bricks, a barely recorded episode of a man's death and a family's tragedy. A family 
which included a young girl who would grow to the age of twenty three and stop growing as 
mysteriously as Alex Beal's murderous punch. Fragments. Fragments and the incomprehensible 
links between them.

There was no motive for the attack, no perverse logic to help the family to understand. Even the 
killer wasn't sure why he did it. 'He just looked like a perfect target so I hit him,' he had told the 
police. Didn't mean to kill him. Didn't know him, had nothing against him. Beal was given six years
for manslaughter. Elaine and her family received the life sentences.

"How crap is that," said Raven. "Killed for nothing."
Wallet had already walked away from the screen and all its historic triviality. "Is nothing simple 

about this band? All the millions of words written about them and no one, no one wrote about this. 
When I was researching them I didn't hear a hoot, not a bean."



"It's not your fault."
"Stuff like this doesn't sell newspapers, not where they're concerned. People only want to know 

when they're dishing out the pandemonium. Sympathy doesn't fit the myth, does it? No wonder she 
walks round all day waiting to pull someone's head off. It was Elaine who killed Anthony Rawls in 
Boston, you know. Took his head clean off with one hand. And this is why. This is how she can do 
it without skipping a beat."

"Wonder what happened to him, Alex Beal?"
Wallet shook his head and tried not to imagine August 4th 1967, but the urge to place himself at 

the scene was too compelling. Neville Daley walking home from work after the night shift probably
didn't even see the punch that would kill him. Elaine going to bed that night, unaware of the change 
waiting for her the morning after. Now she was sixty three years old and mentally hobbled with this
lifelong, meaningless, pointless tragedy. Such events rarely produced optimists.

"So how does this fit the picture?" said Raven.
"It doesn't. It's a distraction. I suppose the others know about this. Dee will. I bet I get in trouble 

now for finding out."
"So, don't tell her."
"Then when she finds out I've found out. . . ." He turned his display off. "Come on. I feel like 

driving very fast."
"Oh god." Raven switched off her own screen, felt for Wallet's hand in the dark and waited for the

car to appear. They landed next to the Pagani. Wallet stepped away and waited for the inevitable 
shower and splat . . . Raven threw up.

"Those tablets didn't work then. You can cross those off the list."
"No." The Peperami wouldn't have helped either.
"Wonder what causes it?" Wallet was patient as Raven cleared out her mouth with water and 

gently, carefully stood upright.
"I keep thinking I'll get used to it, but it's not like seasickness."
"Well you'll have to get used to it. You can't be a vampire and keep throwing up every time you 

travel about. Can you stand the sight of blood?"
"Oh, don't talk about blood."
"For the love of god! Get in the car and wind the window down. I was lucky to get the deposit 

back after last time."
"It was an accident."
"Bet they could smell the pizza for days."
The hotel was on the edge of Lincoln and the short journey reminded Wallet of his escape from 

Obergrau after meeting Lenny Harper for the first time. The road then, as now, barely noticed, the 
night full of faces, colourless, imaginary faces of a family in grief, a family destroyed. Another 
family looking for answers.
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Some flowers grow quite happily in any soil, but roses require their roots to be firmly planted in a 
good deep layer of horseshit. And there was no shortage of rich humus as Clarke Rubenstein tip-
toed into the Whitehouse Film Studio where Rose Pursey was filming her latest music video.

He was a suit and tie in a world of leather and chains. The star of the show was temporarily 
absent, momentarily out of view. Rubenstein scanned the enormous stage and numerous suspicious 
eyes scanning him back. He couldn't have been more out of place in his socks and boxer shorts 
bursting into the Baptist church several doors down the street.

Fortunately, before he was debagged by Rose's Baroque denizens and rottweilers, he was 
recognised by one of her bodyguards.

"Hello Mr. Rubenstein." The human mountain had a voice deeper than the Grand Canyon.
"Hi. I take it Rose is around somewhere."
"I'll take you to her, sir."
"I thought I'd come and see Rose in her natural environment."
"Aint nothin natural about this place, sir. It's another world. Way beyond me."
"Yes. Quite a set up." Rubenstein inspected the stage backdrop. A make believe world of trees 

and nymphs (stood around drinking Budweiser) and a collection of logs of various sizes deposited 
around an endless bed of leaves. Rose had chosen Val Mal to interpret a concept that had come to 
her in a dream and direct the video. He had been plucked from a shortlist of auteurs after a process 
of ruthless rejectionism. Even Terry Richardson's name had been rubbished for not being risque 
enough. (Asking Miley Cyrus to keep her boots on was a nod to modesty Rose couldn't understand.)

Rubenstein didn't immediately recognise Rose. Her camouflaged body suddenly extracted itself 
from one of the trees and sidestepped towards him. This was her latest statement, not only to her 
fans, but to all those rivals with their beady eyes watching each others' tricks and fripperies. The 
video was another layer added to a sedimentary accumulation of attention: a tottery stack, which 
grew in height until everyone on both sides of camera lens and microphone was stood on a 
precarious column of events, headlines and outrages. Everyone up there, clinging on for dear life, 
knew the whole lot would eventually, inevitably collapse. Brought down by something as simple as 
an unphotogenic sneeze.

"Oh, oh, ooh," she chirruped, shaking herself up to her stoic, stiffening attorney. She reversed into
him and rubbed her bare buttocks into his groin. "Oh, oh, ooh."

"Hello, Rose." Rubenstein swapped his briefcase from his right hand to his left hand. "So, this is 
your latest shoot."

"Damn right. Your attention to detail is so reassuring."
"What's the song called?"
"I just told you." She shuddered again. "Oh, oh, ooh."
"Ah. Pardon me." Rubenstein failed to prevent an awkward glance. Beneath the sylvian make-up 

and body paint Rose was stark naked. Even her pubic hair had been painted the russet colours of 
autumn. "Good news and bad news. I wanted to tell you that papers have been served on Dee 
Vincent, Toten Herzen and ANC and we have a signature acknowledging receipt."

"Bad news?"
"We can't sue them in the UK. We approached Carter-Ruck, but, well, after speaking to them they

were basically laughing their heads off as they put the phone down."
"You tell them something funny?" Rose's leafy extremities shivered as a draught blew across the 

studio floor.
"I don't think they saw the insult in being called a vampire."



"Well, Carter-Ruck, Carter-Fuck, whatever. But we're still sueing them right?"
"In California. We arranged. . . ."
But Rose couldn't keep still as she listened. Somewhere, on another dimension, the music was 

still playing. "Good. Good to know those dirty, depraved fuckers are finally being brought to 
account." The make-up artist attempted to touch up several maple leaves down Rose's left hip. 
"Anyway, what ya doing down here, Mr Suity-tie-man?"

"That's it. I just thought I should tell you in person."
Rose grinned and the only part of her not made up to look like New England in October flashed a 

brilliant white grin of delight. "Yeah. And catch a load of me as nature intended. All tooth and claw 
and everything."

The detached voice of the hidden director roared through the PA system like Almighty God, 
alerting everyone to find their positions again. Rose scurried back to her leafy glade and straddled 
one of the logs. She positioned her head to face the camera, threw a look of utter malevolence and 
flattened her breasts against the rough polystyrene tree stump. The music thundered out of the 
speakers and made the ground vibrate. Every thump triggered a hump as Rose pummeled the 
polystyrene log with her camouflaged pelvis.

The last time Rubenstein felt as self-conscious as this his daughter's horse was being covered by a
stallion. He felt like an intruder then and he felt like an intruder now, creeping into Rose's garden of
intimacy, her life amongst the logs and her boundless, unashamed, previously unknown worship of 
nature.

Thump thump thump thump

'You gotta take the rough with the smooth, baby
Oh, oh, ooh
Push it, push it up into my groove, baby
Oh, oh, ooh
Gimme, gimme all that you can shoot, baby
Oh, oh, ooh
You gonna turn me inside out and
Ooh . . . licky, licky

Thump thump thump thump

"Okay, and cut," said the director's voice. "That was sweet as a nut, Rose. Do you think we can do
it just once more, a little more fluidity without squashing the polystyrene log?"

"Sweet Jesus." Rubenstein headed for the exit.
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When the room is full of bickering vampires the safe thing to do, the sensible thing to do, is keep 
still, keep quiet and try not to spill your beer. Almer had never seen Toten Herzen so consumed by 
verbal savagery. The argument swung with erratic abandon from childish to vicious, stopping 
occasionally at stupid.

"Sing." Dee started all her sentences with the word. "Sing. I sing, you howl. I sing, you make a 
choking sound. I sing, you play your fucking instrument. Dutch girls stage right with their mouths 
clamped shut. There's no such song as Highway Shtar."

"Is it me or is there a full moon tonight." Susan was more animated, pacing around the lounge in 
contrast to Dee's casually curled up shape on the settee. "There's nothing wrong with a bit of 
variation, trying something new, altering the sound."

Dee snorted. "So now you're a disciple of the great God Wallet. He's another one who thinks we 
should become the Electric Light Orchestra."

Some might say that was a lame comparison. Almer, for one, shook his head hoping no one could
see him. "ELO only had one vocalist."

Dee wasn't impressed. "You're not too fat to get your arse bitten. Shut the fuck up and drink your 
sheepshagger or whatever it's called." She jumped off the settee and grabbed the bottle out of 
Almer's hand. "What half-baked name has this one got?" She studied the label and waved the bottle 
at Rene. "Barrel Scraper! Barrel Scraper? That's only just funnier than your ponytail, Almer."

"Hush. . . ." Elaine was alerted by a noise and sat up. "Someone coming."
Rene jumped to the window, held the curtain back and studied the solid darkness outside the 

house. "I don't believe this." There was a loud knock on the front door. "Some guy with two 
suitcases."

Almer checked his watch as Susan led everyone to the door. Outside, in the mist, was a man on 
the wrong side of middle age wearing a long overcoat and muddy shoes. He adjusted the weight of 
two huge suitcases and nodded.

"And you are?" said Susan.
"And I am?" replied the man. "Is that how you always answer the door?" He dropped the 

suitcases, took off his glasses and rubbed his eyes.
"We don't get many visitors at three in the morning."
"Why doesn't that surprise me. My name is Dmitri. Dmitri Neved and I believe you're looking for 

a voice coach."
Rene burst out laughing.
"That isn't funny," said Susan. But even she didn't know what to say. Absurdity was Wallet's 

department, Wallet's bag of tricks. If you needed an absurd situation dealing with call for the 
Wallet. But he was somewhere else, so Susan would have to handle it. And she didn't handle 
absurdity. "I suppose you should come in."

Neved studied the wall of people in front of him like curious children gathered around the mother.
"If you prefer, I could sleep out here on the doorstep."
"Why?" Elaine's red mohican alerted Neved's curiosity.
"The suitcases," offered Dee, "they where you keep your ventriloquist dummies?"
Neved lifted the cases and finally entered the house.
"Who is he?" Almer asked Elaine.
"Do I look like an expert on the fucking ridiculous?"
Neved, shadowed by his followers, looked up the stairs, up to the possibility and hope of a quiet 

bedroom and some form of escape from his hosts. His journey may had ended, but his problems had



just begun.
"Here, can I take your coat?" Almer wedged the Barrel Scraper under his armpit.
"He'll bring it back when he realises it doesn't fit him," said Dee.
In the lounge Susan had raced on ahead of the welcome party and was on the phone to Wallet. 

"He's just this minute walked in like Hercule Poirot. . . . Dmitri Neved. . . . What do you mean 
you've never heard of him? You were looking for someone. . . . Yes, I know you're looking for 
Peter Miles and Terence Pearl and every other fucking vampire in Europe, no need to get sarcastic. .
. . You know I've never heard of Kaspar Hauser."

"Do you play golf, Mr Neved?" Dee directed the weary visitor to an armchair. He shook his head 
and winced as she shouted: "He doesn't play golf, Rob. You won't like him."

Susan waited for quiet before speaking to Wallet again. "Can you come back. . . ? Like straight 
away. . . . Yes, straight away as in now. . . . Well, park the Kinzeg . . . Koenigsegg, park it 
somewhere safe and bring a sick bag with you. I thought she was taking travel sickness pills." Susan
covered the phone's mouthpiece. "Can you believe this?" she said to Neved. "I've got one idiot 
wondering where to park a three hundred thousand pound car and a wannabe vampire who throws 
up every time she travels anywhere."

"Madness." Dee headed off to the kitchen. "Hey'all we got a fuckin madhouse here."
"She's the singer," Rene told Neved. "You're okay, it's not her you have to teach."
"Lucky me," said Neved.
Susan shouted at the phone. "Just get back here now."
"You travelled far?" said Almer. He meant the question in all innocence, but Neved's face could 

have curdled milk.
"St. Petersburg."
Susan dropped the phone. Wallet appeared in the middle of the room holding Raven's hand. She 

stared at Neved as her cheeks puffed out. . . .
"No," said Wallet. "Never seen him in my life." And vanished.
Raven's stomach exploded. She tried not to throw up all over Neved's shoes, but he didn't move. 

When the cascade stopped and the running nose dried up she apologised. "Sorry." Neved stared up 
at Susan. "Had a Chinese a few hours ago. Something must have disagreed with me."

Almer's bottle was empty.

-

In the kitchen Dee was sat on a high stool at the breakfast bar. She smiled at Almer as he hunted for
another Barrel Scraper. "Well, not every night Doctor Zhivago turns up at the front door like that."

"St. Petersburg he says he came from." Almer handed Dee a bottle. "Rob has no idea who he is."
Dee giggled. "Serves her right. What kind of desperate fucker wants to work with us. We know 

what you're doing here." She took a long swig and half emptied the bottle.
"Well, he doesn't look like he's gonna fit in. Raven's just thrown up all over him."
"The whole thing's becoming a joke, Almer. Singing lessons, musical integrity, us a serious band. 

How the fuck can anyone take us seriously?"
Almer didn't know. "Never would have happened in the seventies."
"We never took anything seriously in Cradle."
"And look where it got us," said Almer.
"We did all right. We weren't millionaires, but then we never wanted to be millionaires, did we?"
"I did. Grant did. And who are the millionaires now?" Almer's voice echoed inside the bottle. 

"You and Elaine, you bastards."



"Well that proves my point, doesn't it? If you try too hard you get nowhere. She's trying too hard. 
She's gonna look stupid if she carries on with this. And they all hate me now because of that 
interview."

"They don't hate you."
"Bet they already have a replacement."
"You said Susan was going to sing."
"It'll be Sandie Shaw." Dee nodded. "She's old enough."
Almer tried to drink and laugh at the same time. "Go solo."
"Yeah. Great idea. Get myself a leotard and a thrusting labia. All you need these days, isn't it? 

Like that fucking litigious pipe cleaner in America. I can't bend like that, Almer. I'm too short."
Almer's lips hung on to the neck of his bottle. The inside of the glass clouded as he laughed. 

Eventually, he had to breathe in. "There's some backing tracks on file. You wanna go and jam to 
some old stuff?"

"Thought you'd never ask."

-

Susan guided Neved through the house and into one of the bedrooms. The world's wanderers were 
turning up at her door. "She has the gall to tell me to keep my mouth shut. Me. After that 
interview."

"That interview." Neved inspected the angled ceiling over the bed.
"We've got writs coming at us from all over the place, everybody is at our throats. Rob's not 

speaking to her because she called him a leech. It's doubtful we'll ever see Tom Scavinio again after
she told him what she thought." The en-suite looked clean enough, but needed soap and towels. 
"Imagine calling someone a coward after their wife has just died."

"Why do you want to sing?" Neved hauled his suitcases onto the bed. When he spoke he 
addressed the pillows, the hopeless watercolour over the bed head, the misaligned lampshades on 
the wall.

Susan opened the curtains. "Why?"
"Yes. Why? Most people learn because they want a career in singing, or they're keeping their 

voice in shape, have an acting role in a musical, or because they simply want to be able to sing. It's 
on their bucket list." Neved closed the curtains.

"Right."
"Do you have a bucket list, Susan?"
"Well, not really. I'm not in a position to need one, I guess."
"How fortunate for you." Neved tried to take his overcoat off, but the left sleeve was having none 

of it. Susan yanked at the heavy fabric, spinning Neved round. "There's nothing difficult about 
singing. You could learn in a couple of days. Learning how to sing well, like you know what you're 
doing, that's a different challenge." He shook his head, cocked his neck, fidgeted with his glasses, 
on off on off. When he finally turned to face her, the first time since entering the room, his features 
waited for answers: a quizzical furrowed brow, small eyes half closed behind his glasses - back on 
again -  his mouth slightly open as if about to speak. But he waited instead for Susan to answer.

"I want to sing well, I guess." Susan never said I guess and now it was at the end of every 
sentence.

"You don't know, do you?"
"This is a new album, a new start and maybe we should try something different."
Neved spread his arms. "So, do something different with your regular singer. I nearly used the 



phrase your normal singer, but it's obvious that feral little creature downstairs is anything but."
"She's a friend. When we're not arguing. We want options, an additional sound. We want to move

away from what we're known for."
Neved wasn't interested in the band's politics. He was more concerned with the solidity of the 

bedside table, rocking it with his index finger. "What do the others think of this plan of yours?"
"Rene doesn't mind, Elaine doesn't care. Dee is smouldering inside. She might self-combust at 

any minute."
The wardbrobe came in for attention next. Susan peered over Neved's shoulder as he inspected the

inside. "Two of them don't care. Why should I bother?"
"They're just easy going about everything."
"Oh, stop making excuses." The wardrobe door slammed. "Apathy is disgusting. I hate it when 

you ask someone what would you like and they say oh, I don't mind, anything."
"Well, it's too early to say . . . I. . . ."
"I only accept a person's first answer, Susan. Everything beyond that means nothing. I suppose 

your friend isn't the type to say oh, I'll have anything."
"No, she's quite single minded."
"The usual visions of grandeur. Rock musician wants to be taken seriously. Tired of the usual 

cliches, so writes an opera or a musical, hooks up with some obliging idiotic composer who wants 
to be seen to have an edge. Cross genres. . . . "

"No. No, it's nothing like that. That's precisely what we're trying to avoid."
Neved laughed and pulled at his suitcases. They snagged in the duvet.
"And besides," Susan moved closer, "you still haven't explained how the fuck you found us here."
"Everyone knows you're here."
"No, they don't."
"Fine. Believe what you want to believe." The furniture inspection resumed.
"I'll keep asking until I find out. In the meantime if you go out during the day lock the door 

behind you. Almer can give you a key. Get some rest. We'll talk again next time I find you."
Neved tried again to move his suitcases, but he was growing impatient with the bulk. Susan 

helped. "Wait, put those here. Unpack in the morning." She swiped them off the bed and placed 
them under the window. "Goodnight. Or good morning, whatever."



NOTES: - GOL

DATE: 01/05/2014

I don't normally write WTF, but what the fuck? The arrival of a Russian composer to teach Susan
how to sing was not told to me. Again, there was no camera to film it. He arrived at 3am when the 
band were arguing. We caught the first stirrings of the argument from around ten at night, but by 
one am we were too exhausted to follow it. This will teach us to go to bed when the band are 
awake.

Libby and Mark not sure about changing their sleeping patterns, but we will have to alter the way
we work and the times we film. Mark suggested setting up CCTV cameras, but I think that may be 
more to do with him trying to avoid Dee Vincent. She keeps asking him if he's related to Professor 
Moriarty of the Sherlock Holmes stories.

notes:GOL
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The unexpected visitor forced Toten Herzen out of the house and onto the lake in a rowing boat not 
designed for four people. Wallet was handed the oars, but no directions so he blindly rowed into the
darkness of Derwentwater, complaining about the logistics and complications that come with 
hypercars. Susan wasn't interested in his difficulties parking a Koenigsegg (left in a Lincoln hotel 
car park). . . .

"Honestly, they're more trouble than they're worth," said Wallet.
"Well you hired it. Don't complain to me."
"You wouldn't be saying that if you saw it."
Rene and Elaine flicked water at each other, bored by the lack of progress, bored by the lake, 

bored by the urgency to discuss Neved, the three a.m. caller with the salesman's suitcases and St. 
Petersburg provenance. He didn't look like a voice coach, the way he hissed any word with the letter
's' made Susan wonder if, by the end of the month, she'd sound more like a lizard than a singer. 
(There wasn't a song called Highway Sssstar either.)

Wallet tried to row in a straight line and concentrate on Susan's concerns: give Neved time, allow 
for the long journey, there's bound to be an explanation for knowing the band's location and having 
mud on his shoes. And Susan tried to ignore the splashes of water flying back and forth in front of 
her face.

With no warning Elaine chose a new target and lobbed a good handful of the lake at Wallet's 
head. "I want to know why Rob keeps staring at me."

Everyone stared at Wallet. "Sorry, didn't know I was."
He didn't know he was staring the second and third time he was splattered with one of Elaine's 

water bombs.
"What the fuck is wrong with you two?" said Susan, "and where's Dee?"
Dee wasn't there.
"Was she here when we cast off?"
"She went into the kitchen with Almer." Elaine scooped up a final handful of water and hurled it 

at Wallet. "If you stare at me one more time I swear I'll rip your fucking head off."
Wallet flung the oars into the lake and vanished.
"Oh, great!" said Susan. "Just great. How do we get the boat back to shore now?"

-

The oars were rescued after a ten minute operation. Rene, dipping and diving like a cold water pearl
fisher, took up Wallet's position and was ready to row when the view behind Susan and Elaine 
caught his attention.

"Look at that." The fell framing the house was a beached beast with a shark's fin summit half way
along the ridge. "Imagine being up there. For a video."

The idea was easy to picture, Susan had been on Scafell Pike thinking the same thing. Carry the 
equipment up there, record, film, make a mark, make a noise, whatever. "There must be plenty of 
peaks where we could do that."

"The whatwasit," Elaine nodded towards Skiddaw, "the Very Pointy Fell."
They abandoned the boat and exchanged the drift and calm of the lake for the violent and savage 

top of Skiddaw. The view across the valleys was obscured by racing cloud, but the heavy energetic 
mist over a ruinous rubble field had destructive potential. "On a calm evening this could be quite a 
stage." Susan was thrashed in the face by her own hair.



The wind held Rene at an angle of forty five degrees. "I prefer it like this."
After burrowing into the rock pile of a partially collapsed cairn, a mad plan involving summit 

stages and lofty solo performances emerged. They all spoke at once, "Camera angles, high 
definition filming, possibly 3D even, low level, high level, aerial photography. . . ."

Rene grabbed one of the spikes on Elaine's head. "We could anchor you to the ground with this."
"We've never had these options before. Never filmed in a place like this," said Susan. "Don't you 

think it suits us?"
Rene held his head above the top of the cairn. "Well, it's a long way from Rotterdam's factories. 

Gol will have a real challenge to stand upright with his cameras." The wind pushed his eyebrows 
farther up his forehead.

"But would it show a different side to us? That still has to come from the music," said Susan.
"Would that change the fans? Would it attract different fans?" Rene leaned forward. "What if we 

start to attract the wrong following, middle class," he curled his lip, "the hip crowd. We all know 
how fussy those bastards are."

Glastonbury threatened! Shedding a few violent nutters was a price worth paying, but becoming 
the poster band for metropolitan cruisers and people with rising inflections was worse than 
announcing a second reunion tour. "Doesn't Libby make you want to cut her tongue out?" Susan 
mapped the plan. "Rene, why don't you find more places like this. Get familiar with the tops, find 
the best ones to film."

"Gonna have time to kill why you learn how to sing. Several months?" Rene looked to Elaine for 
agreement.

The spark, the ambition, the wild exuberance followed them back into the boat. Unfortunately, 
Wallet was also back in the boat and the sudden arrival of three human missiles tipped them all into 
the lake. They water wrestled and thrashed about like hungry wildfowl before Susan and Wallet 
bobbed up to the surface face to face, eye to eye, both giggling and spluttering like infants.

"He's staring at you now." Elaine appeared and launched herself at Wallet dragging him under the
surface leaving Susan to choke on her own laughter.

-

"You know Susan's problem is she doesn't know how to enjoy herself." Dee shouted above the 
racket of a stripped down rendition of Kashmir. "Takes life so seriously. I can't remember the last 
time she smiled or cracked a joke."

Two members of Cat's Cradle found themselves alone in the studio with enough time to play a 
medley of old songs. All in the name of catharsis. Not that Almer was feeling cathartic, he was the 
monkey to Dee's organ grinder, and she was grinding with a ferocity he never heard back in 1972 
when it probably mattered. The Explorer screamed every time she dragged the whammy bar to its 
limit. Every unannounced tempo change brought another pulse of sweat out of Almer until the 
drumsticks were almost slipping out of his hands.

"Don't just change like that, I need to swap the file over." Almer twirled his drumsticks round his 
fingers in the sparse hope of catching up with the rhythm Dee had unleashed.

"Oh, fuck the files, Almer. The devil doesn't bother with files when he's on his fiddle."
"I wouldn't know. I never signed a pact with him like you did. Hang on a minute, give us a 

breather. I'm not as young as you."
"You fucking old crock." Dee played her version of Laurel and Hardy's theme tune as Almer 

selected another backing track on his laptop. "I tell you what, fat man, this beats Shostakovich any 
day of the week."



Almer winced. "Give him a chance. He might be as different again when he's had some sleep. I 
mean, how long does it take to get from St. Petersburg to here?"

"Not long enough. Did you see the look on his face when I spoke to him?"
Almer had seen the same look on the faces of New Yorkers eating tripe for the first time. A 

mental denial of what was about to enter the mouth.
"What? What's wrong? That was my way of saying hello. Pofaced fucking communist."
"The future of Toten Herzen could be in his pofaced communist hands, you know."
Dee played louder. "Over my dead body. If Susan wants to play in a four piece symphony 

orchestra that's her funeral."
"Just give her time. Let her develop ideas. They might work, they might not. At least let her try to

come up with something different."
"If we change direction, if we become something else, then what's the point? Everyone in the 

world will see through it, Almer. We are what we are. A relatively energetic rock band with a 
relatively decent image and relatively healthy sales. We're not Metallica, we're not Pink Floyd, we 
were never Deep Purple, whatever Susan might have thought. I fucking hate Speed King. . . ."

"Steady on." Almer gripped the neck of Dee's Explorer and pulled her towards him. "Don't hate 
her like that. She's not your enemy. Give her a bit of slack."

"I've been giving her a bit of slack since day one, Almer. You know that. She's always seen this 
band as her vehicle on her road to fame. That's why she never got along with Micky. It's why she 
hated him in the end. Turning in '74 gave her the upper hand. What a godsend that was. She let him 
have just enough license until it all went pear shaped, until he set up Lenny Harper. He was on 
borrowed time after that. The thing is, Almer, after Micky was gone she didn't have a clue. She got 
rid of him, but didn't know how to make it work. Then Rob appeared and a fat lot of use he turned 
out to be. She has ambition, Almer. She just doesn't know how to make it work." Dee slipped away 
from under the guitar strap and leaned against the kick drum. "Do you know there's talk of legends?
Rob's put this daft idea in her head she can become a legend if this album works out."

"What's wrong with ambition?"
"Nothing wrong with ambition. But some of us don't have ambitions. We're just here for the hell 

of it. We don't take any of this seriously, for Christ's sake, Almer. Rock bands are not about being 
serious. It's about being alive. That's all there is to it. Between you and me she hasn't got the talent 
to be taken seriously. It's not enough to be a good guitarist if you want to be like Kate Bush."

"Kate Bush?"
"Talent, songwriting, creativity, originality. That's what you need to be a legend, not dexterous 

fingers." Almer played a roll on the kick drum flicking Dee onto her feet. . . . "Oi! That went right 
through my pubic bone, you moron."

"You didn't have to move. I thought that might cheer you up."
"What? You've got a dirty mind, ya dirty old pervert. What did young Sid say to Bill Grundy? 

You dirty fucker."
Almer hammered his drums. "It was Steve Jones actually." The catharsis of drum and guitar 

continued.
"You fucking rotter." The grinding intensified. "Always had the right answers to the wrong 

questions, didn't you?"

-

Raven was ready for her eight hours sleep when Gol's voice rampaged through the corridors and 
landings of the house. No room was spared, no wall untouched, no ceiling unbothered. His words 



bounced and tumbled off every surface. Who he was talking to was impossible to identify, but his 
one sided conversation revealed a plan, a concept. A video.

"On the fells? You want to shoot on the fells?"
Mumble mumble. . . . 
"Yeah, it's possible, I suppose. I can arrange for a second unit. . . ."
Mumble mumble. . . . 
"They film the supplementary shots, no principal characters in those. Establishing the scene, 

creating some atmosphere."
"Oh, fucking hell, go to bed you noisy bastard." Raven smothered her head with two pillows.
Mumble mumble. . . . 
"Okay, I'll make some enquiries. I'll need to find out who grants the permissions for this area. It's 

a national park, yes?
Mumble mumble. . . . 
"Leave it with me. We'll talk a bit more tomorrow, okay."
"Yeah, talk it about it tomorrow," said Raven.
Mumble mumble. . . . 
"Okay. Goodnight."
"Good morning actually, inconsiderate weirdo."
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As youth and human attempted to sleep, attempted to return to the land of Nod after Gol's ear 
perforating outburst, Wallet packed himself off in the car to buy some supplies from the twenty four
hour petrol station. Earlier in the week he had made the same journey, without the car, and thought 
he might have been spotted vanishing whilst carrying four multipacks of Seabrooks crisps and a 
bottle of Irn Bru. The Biggest Liar in the World contest was months away, reports of 'man laden 
with crisps disappears on the A591' would have been premature, people might have taken it 
seriously, but nothing turned up in the Westmorland Gazette so he was safe for now.

On this occasion he wanted more than a few bags of Seabrooks. He had a long shopping list, 
which included wholemeal cornflakes, shortbread biscuits, Oreos (Oreos, more of Almer's 
American shit and no match for Jaffa Cakes), whitening toothpaste and charcoal briquettes. The list 
was a jumble, a ragbag of this and that with no discernable common identity or cause. Instructions 
were always the same: get this, Rob, go and buy that, Rob, can you stock up on a bit of the other, 
Rob, you know the Lake District like the back of your hand so you must know where everything is 
on the shelves of every supermarket and late night shop in Cumbria.

He was already rolling along the narrow road through Portinscale when Elaine appeared in the 
passenger seat. "We were never punks." Her voice momentarily conversed with Melvyn Bragg on 
the radio. "We had no plans to become punks either."

"What?" Wallet avoided the encroaching wall by a good two inches. "Who? You weren't? What 
do you mean?"

"In your essay. The article you wrote about us."
"That's years ago."
"Eighteen months."
"Okay, a year and a half. I stand by what I said." Wallet kept his eyes on the road. No chance of 

staring, no risk of water in the face, but the glances and sly peeps weren't subtle enough to prevent a
reaction.

"Now what?" she said.
"What does that tattoo mean?"
She shook her head. "It doesn't mean anything, Rob. Nothing means anything."
"You don't like talking about yourself, do you?"
"No. So? Makes it awkward for nosy bastards like you, doesn't it."
"Is it a game?"
"Fuck you," she whispered.
"One of the things I find fascinating about you four is the gulf between reality and perception. 

And you all have your own reasons for how you are." He pointed at the tattoo. "And how you 
look?"

"Whatever you say. I'm not interested, Rob."
"What exactly are you doing here anyway? You don't want Oreos as well, do you?"
"I'm bored. Everyone is bored."
There was a stockpile of games in Wallet's room. They weren't there for playing, the second hand 

column of Ker-Plunks, Rebounds, Mousetraps and Monopolies was there to massage his withering 
state of mind as the past became ever more elusive and bothersome. How to keep Elaine entertained
without driving through the front window of a house on this excrutiating country road was a 
challenge he could do without.

"I know what happened. I didn't want to say anything, it felt like I was intruding, but whatever 
you think of me, I'm sorry. Sorry for what happened. It upset me reading about it."



"It upset you?"
"Raven was there when we found the story in some local papers. We didn't want it to be you."
"Deal with it," she said.
"You're brother didn't deal with it?"
"You spoke to him?"
"Went to his house in the Broads. Nice house. Bit creepy after dark, but he seemed happy enough.

Told me he hasn't spoken to anyone in thirty years, apart from you. Is that right?"
Elaine nodded. "He lost his hero." She pursed her lips. "You can't give up like that."
"I can see how you dealt with it. You epitomise revenge."
"What does that mean?" She moved closer to hear the answer.
"The way you look, your attitude, the way you behave. I think you kill Alex Beal every time you 

kill someone."
If he wasn't already dead Beal was probably killed again and again, night after night in all the 

imaginary locations Elaine could visit: a quiet street corner, an isolated railway platform, an 
unguarded piece of industrial machinery. The possibilities and methods streamed into Wallet's head 
until he stopped himself. He was killing Beal, and Elaine was staring at him as if she knew exactly 
what he was thinking.

"Stop the car." She grabbed Wallet under the chin forcing him to brake.
The process of abduction and seduction was swift, a well practiced movement to drag Wallet 

across the passenger seat and round to the back of the car. Outside, with his head rammed against 
the back window and Elaine's fingernails cutting into his throat, the arteries in his neck weren't the 
only blood vessels bulging and straining. Susan's bite had been calculated, measured, controlled. 
Elaine wasn't too concerned where the bite would come down, but when it landed, an inch below 
Wallet's jawbone, the pain made his eyes water.

Every gush was greedily gulped down until Wallet's body gave up pumping. Elaine sucked the 
wound, drawing up the final reluctant drops of blood. The assault resembled any other wild 
passionate embrace discovered by chance along an isolated country road. Beneath a sheltering pine 
tree heads banged together and bodies compressed. After the bite came the kiss administered with 
equal ferocity, slippery lips and tongues squirming for the sheen and razor's edge of each others' 
fangs.

Beyond the rise and dip of the road, beyond the crowded trees and snaking haphazard walls, 
Portinscale slept and saw nothing of the encounter as it accelerated and intensified. Elaine pulled 
open Wallet's jeans and lanced herself on his penis. Her muffled grunts broke the silence everytime 
she thrust harder and harder into Wallet's crackling bones. There wasn't enough oxygen to breathe 
in, not enough time in the universe, only so far he could arch his spine as the climax surged from 
Elaine's hips. The car rolled forward and nudged against the bole of the pine tree.

When the oxygen returned and his heart rate settled Wallet opened his eyes expecting to see 
Elaine's face gasping and bloodied. But she was gone. Only her scent lingered, a fusion of perfumed
hairspray and the delicious aroma of a summer garden. The rear window of the car was shattered. 
The night air frigid, a sudden coldness suggesting of blood loss and sickness. Wallet slumped to the 
ground and dragged his hands through the shallow bed of pine needles. The trunk of the tree divided
and each division itself subdivided; every limb and branch a question leading to more questions. All
around him so many questions.



To: info@lakedistrict.gov.uk

From: jens@jensgol.com

Subject: Filming in the Lake District

Message:

Dear Sir/Madam

I am enquiring on behalf of a client who wishes to make a short film in the Lake District. The 
film will require access to several summits, maximum five, with second unit photography, possibly 
aerial shots from a helicopter.

Is it possible for you to tell me who is the appropriate individual from which permission can be 
sought?

Yours

Jens Gol

Golfilm Productions



To: jens@jensgol.com

From: matt.liveley@lakedistrict.gov.uk

Subject: Filming in the Lake District

Message:

Dear Jens

I've past your email to Roy Persimmon in our Media and Reaching Out Department. He'll contact 
you to answer yor question.

Cheers
Matt

This email contains information intended for the addressee only. It may be confidential and may 
be the subject of legal and/or professional privilege. Any dissemination, distribution, copyright or 
use of this communication without prior permission of the addressee is strictly prohibited. Any 
views or opinions presented are solely those of the author and do not necessarily represent those of 
the Lake District National Park Authority. Although this email and any attachments are believed to 
be free of any virus or other defects which might affect any computer or IT system into which they 
are received, no responsibility is accepted by the Lake District National Park 

Authority for any loss or damage arising in any way from the receipt or use thereof. Computer 
systems of this Authority may be monitored and communications carried out on them recorded, to 
secure the effective operation of the system and for other lawful purposes.
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Once again Rene found himself with time to kill. Susan exercised her vocal chords using bizarre 
and esoteric methods, which, according to Neved, were used by all clasically trained singers. In the 
bar of the Lodore Falls Hotel Dee and Elaine boozed their way through the late sixties aboard 
Almer's nostalgia express. Rene's presence was one drummer too many, so with a handful of 
Wallet's guidebooks he planned his own local expedition and the search for video locations.

Afterall, waiting was an occupation that came easy to a supporter of a football club like 
Feyenoord. Rene always said if you had to wait for the trophies to come to you, you'd be too old to 
lift them up when they arrived. But in spite of having an eternity to wait, (a luxury other Feyenoord 
fans didn't have and couldn't buy, even in times of excessive footballing merchandise), Rene was 
grateful for the chance to pass the time with purpose.

Unlike the evening when the band took themselves to the top of Skiddaw he decided to take the 
long route, on foot, no cheating (not yet anyway) and live the landscape, breathe it in, feel it on his 
face and through his hair, let it squelch underfoot and coat his fingertips. His senses, always at the 
upper edge of perception, were ready for the slightest rustle and scamper, be it in the tree tops or in 
and out of rocky fissures. Along Grains Gill he paused as the distant rumble of a jet plane 
approached. There was no sight of it, he was ahead of the sound, knew the plane would be farther 
on than its sonic boom. But instead of a jet he was battered by a volume of air surging up the valley,
accelerating as it became compressed by the narrowing funnel of the surrounding slopes. The effect 
happened again ten minutes later and again all the way to the head of the valley, rumble and blast, 
rumble and blast, a cat and mouse game played with the elements along a darkened mountainous 
corridor.

Wallet was too visible, a slave to his eyes. Emerging from the head of the Gill the sound of 
nearby water invited Rene to throw himself unclothed in to a remote tarn for an early evening swim.
Distant specks of colour gave away the walkers leaving the fells before the gloom became too much
for their eyesight. Slaves to the eyes, all of them, Rene thought as he completed another length of 
the tarn.

The temptation to cheat became too much and Green Gable was reached without the intervening 
walk. From the top the distant edge-of-the-world coastline was tinted gold by a sunset reflecting off 
gentle cloud. There was so much to comprehend, so much landscape, so much Earth, but the more 
he stood and stared, listened and sniffed, the more his attention became drawn by an omnipotent 
presence.

Sheep.
In particular the blank stares, the motorised chewing, the hairy suspicion. The fells were dotted 

with woolly morons, twitchy and short of breath, so absorbed by their grassy suppers they were 
unable to hear footsteps until it was too late. Rene finally understood where the term sheep 
worrying came from: their entire existence seemed to be one of constant worry and anxiety. If only 
they could lose their shyness and become more self confident, more outgoing. If only they could be 
shorn of their worries along with their wool.

Rene didn't wait long to answer his own question. He disappeared before two walkers plodded 
their way down from Great Gable, across Windy Gap and onto the open summit of Green Gable. 
Distracted by the vista of Ennerdale, they ignored the four legged audience until a voice called out: 
"Hello."

Walker number one looked round to return the greeting.
"Hello," the sheep said again.
The contrast in expressions was obvious. The sheep, glassy eyed, formless, a rough brick of grey 



hair; the walker's eyebrows almost merging into one perplexed unibrow. The sheep chewed, the 
walker sucked his teeth. Neither moved from where they stood. A cross-species stand-off. Rene 
couldn't see who blinked first, but the walker turned back to his colleague and could barely lift his 
walking pole to point out the head of Ennerdale. He managed one last wary glance over the 
shoulder before leaving.

On the ridge across the valley, high above Grains Gill, a larger group of walkers headed in a line 
off the darkening fells. Rene found another threatening cluster of sheep and waited unseen. As the 
last of the walkers went by the sheep spoke. "Nice evening."

"What?"
"Nice evening."
For an unrecorded moment humanity and sheep co-existed on the same intellectual level, but 

there was an attempt to regain the upper hand in the walker's head visible in the body language. The
shifting weight, a step forward and a stop, unecessary readjustment of the rucksack.

"Is one of you throwing your voice?" The others stopped. "One of you throwing your voice?"
"What?"
Rene observed the confusion spreading from animal to human, but again the response was to 

ignore the sheep, the typically British response to look away, don't engage, leave it to someone else,
leave it to the Americans. He knew he could provoke a better reaction than this, but the light was 
disappearing and the walkers were off the fells.

The night after he went back to continue his experiment. Starting out shortly after eight p.m. gave 
him enough light and time to set up a real performance. And what a performance. The sheep near 
Crinkle Crags quoted Ibsen, on Harter Fell they cracked jokes and up on the windswept tops around
High Street walkers were dumbfounded by two sheep, leaning against a wall, arguing about 
Marxism.

"There must be a loudspeaker." One of the walkers scanned the ground for some half buried PA 
system.

"You know they do a lot of this round here." A second walker stood and speculated like a 
confident general, hands on waist, belly thrust through his fleece. "Tourists in Coniston used to ask 
what the explosions were coming from the quarries and locals told them they were tekkin the top 
two hundred feet off the Old Man to help migrating birds fly over it." But they were miles away 
from the crackpots in Coniston.

"No," said the first walker, creeping closer to see if the sheeps' lips were moving. "It's coming 
from these two."

"Fuck off!" said one of the sheep. And that was the signal to evacuate. The walkers bolted 
towards the Knott and the quick descent into Patterdale. "Get the fuck off my land."

Singing was obviously more difficult than singers were prepared to admit. Susan was onto her 
fourth night of lessons and the others had run dry of conversation and beer. Almer was forced to 
provide a regular shuttle service to the supermarkets in Keswick to stock up, whilst Dee and Elaine 
thrashed about in the living room, the dining room, anywhere they could find to unleash some 
musical frustration. Gol couldn't decide where to point his camera. He was banned from filming the 
singing and Dee and Elaine's informal performances provided no documentary value, not to Gol at 
least. He was forced to roam the house like a ghost hunter, followed by two nervous novices.

And Rene . . . on a blustery evening he sat astride Sharp Edge and watched tottery uncertain 
walkers hang on for their lives across a lethal arrete, assaulted by the turbulent gales thundering 
down Foule Crag. Pleasantries were brief, words carefully selected to avoid being unbalanced by an
overlong sentence. Only one asked if Rene was stuck.

"No, fine thanks." He waved his legs to prove it. When he met them again twenty minutes later, 



farther down the valley, their astonishment made him grin. Twin brother perhaps, who knows. Trick
of the light, that's it, trick of the light. Mind you, doesn't explain the sheep up on Blencathra talking 
in Dutch.

Eventually, Rene came to appreciate the time being taken to teach Susan how to hit a note. 
(Neved explained why she had been breathing incorrectly all her life and why it was a wonder she 
had survived so long.) His map offered a new location alongside Dovedale Beck below Hart Crag. 
Next to the rushing, tumbling stream silver crystals hung over the waterfalls. Soft grass brushed 
Rene's bare feet and the sweet aroma of gorse mingled with the soapy scent of hawthorn.

Here the sheep discussed Eco and the moral dilemmas occasionally found in semiotics, and why 
Noam Chomsky wasn't always right. A week ago it would be the sheep staring at the walkers with a
vacant facial calm, now the walkers were doing the staring, mouths open, worried. "Buggar off, 
nosy bastards." The sheep had mastered the art of anti-social behaviour. The sheep had turned 
agressive.

Rene moved onto peaks with shifting dioramas of mountain ridges, placed one behind the other 
like a child's theatre set. He emersed himself in the hidden curtains of water tumbling over rocky 
lips in hidden ghylls. The sponges of lichen and their friendly textures became so varied, so 
noticeable after the pitch dark had settled for the night.

And when the moon was full and the winds had passed, the sounds of another world came alive. 
Hooting and scraping, crunching footsteps, hidden birds, secretive mammals, busy rodents. 
Glistening spiders' webs decorated pixellated sandstone slabs and makeshift pools of nectar settled 
in the joints of ancient walls. Rough lake beds of shingle contrasted with the grassy cushions 
beneath shallow tarn waters.

Every night there was a new visit, every night a new experience. Rene scared the walkers with 
impromptu sheep routines before moving on to discover a valley head, a wind blasted col, another 
vertiginous rock face, another shy copse. Wallet only knew half of the world he claimed to love. He
only knew the easy parts, the visible parts. Wallet had only looked, he hadn't lived. He was a 
spectator, not a performer.

-

Daybreak, and at the end of the all night sessions when Almer should have been fading and sliding 
at the mixing desk, but instead was riffing and jamming aimlessly with Dee and Elaine, he would 
climb into the corpse wagon and drive to Portinscale for a few sundry groceries and the essential 
newspaper. On the Wednesday, a day not noted for buffoonery, he noticed an article in the corner of
the front page of the Lake District Herald. 'The hills are alive. Talking sheep hurl abuse at walkers 
near Brotherswater.'

"Is this commonplace?" Almer waved the newspaper at the girl behind the counter.
"The talking sheep?" She had one of those knowing, incriminating grins that locals have when 

they spot the accent of an outsider.
"Cumberland Ale going to their heads." Almer wedged the paper under his arm.
"Yeah, that'll be it," she said.
Yeah, that'll be it my arse, thought Almer.



TRACK 4 - FUEL ON THE FIRE
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Rob Wallet had mixed feelings about following people. There was the slightly film noir side to it 
all, the hiding in shadows, the intense focus on the person you're following, the sense of grandiose 
supremacy, hunter and hunted, predator and . . . prey, whatever. Wallet paced around Raven's hotel 
room and reminded himself he wasn't Philip Marlow. No, Raven nicknamed him Rob the Gob. He 
called into the bathroom to tell her he wouldn't be out long, but she didn't hear him. She was 
spewing up again. The travelling still played havoc with her mortal digestive system and the farther 
the leap the more projectile the vomiting became. England to St. Petersburg was probably a mistake
in hindsight.

"You haven't brought up your own stomach, have you?"
"No." The bathroom door opened.
Wallet stood back. "Now you look like a vampire. White face with just a hint of yellow."
She collapsed on the settee. "Must have been those chips just before we left."
"Chips? Right. Maybe it only happens when you eat starchy food. I'll add it to the list of possible 

explanations. All a mystery."
Everything was a mystery, even the most mundane elements of life: rooms, carpets, spoons, 

walking in a straight line. Every decision a life changer, every thought a metaphysical conundrum. 
The pragmatism of life was upside down, the mechanics, the blood and bile and bodily fluids that 
make us what we are. There was always trouble when bodily fluids started to come out when they 
were supposed to stay in.

Raven saw him ambling. "You look like you've lost something."
"No. Lost? No, just questions, puzzles."
"I thought you'd come here to find out about Neved."
"Oh, yeah. Plenty of time for that." Wallet searched the depths of his jacket pockets. "Plenty of 

time for all that."
Raven tutted and threw her feet up onto the table in front of the settee. "Everyone's got plenty of 

time. You won't forget I'm still here. Time's running out for me, remember. I don't wanna leave it 
too late."

"Yeah, yeah." There was nothing Wallet needed to take with him, but the simple decision to walk 
out of the room was like a complex IQ test. "You're not dying so it's safe to leave you on your own. 
I'll get back as soon as I can. Do you want anything? Gaviscon, kebab?"

"Get lost."
"Behave yourself while I'm gone. There's some funny people round here."
"Should feel quite at home then, shouldn't you."

-

Neved's phone, his unprotected phone, was like an indiscreet prostitute offering the names of a 
hundred contacts. Wallet was interested in one: Alexander Nadashvili, a senior tutor and lecturer at 
the Rimsky-Korsakov Conservatory. Wallet had emailed him simply for a read receipt to check he 
was in, to confirm Nadashvili was at his desk, to confirm he was still breathing.

From across the square Wallet watched the man emerge from the Conservatory, slowly, clumsily 
and head for the bus stop. He's catching the bus! "Bollocks." Sleuthing had its drawbacks such as 
putting up with the squash and coughing of a crowd of bus passengers, squeezed into the standing 



room confine of the aisle. Nadashvili was unmoved by the inconvenience, his lower lip bulged in 
the direction of travel.

Behind Wallet, the skeletal man in an ancient Puma tracksuit top was a different matter. He 
muttered something in Russian. "What?" Wallet wasn't prepared to make the effort, wasn't here to 
indulge the locals in their own language, but when the word was repeated, with a little more 
menace, he decided to ask a familiar face for help. He asked Nadashvili to translate.

"He's asking for a wallet."
"Wallet?" He turned back to the man. "How do you know my name?" To stop the situation 

turning to farce before it turned ugly Wallet bared his fangs and watched the man throw himself off 
the bus at the next stop. What a welcome to St. Petersburg.

Nadashvili's house was in a quiet residential street of large rundown properties, ornate, but 
neglected, a statement of former glory, the old homes of a community of rich and wealthy 
individuals who probably ended their days in a gulag somewhere. Wallet's presence was met with a 
speculative unfolding of Nadashvili's lower lip as if he was tasting something in the air.

"Mr Nadashvili?"
"Who wants to know?" The old man shuffled up the steps to his apartment and fumbled with a 

handful of keys.
"I've come over from England. Wanted to talk to you about Dmitri Neved."
Nadashvili rammed his key into the lock and paused. "Where is he?"
"He's in England. A man of surprises."
"You can say that again." Without a word Nadashvili allowed Wallet to follow him up to where 

he lived. A door at the end of the apartment hallway opened slightly and the right eye of an elderly 
woman peered at the visitor.

"Through here." Nadashvili led Wallet into a side room dominated by a grand piano. The walls 
were covered floor to ceiling in framed prints. An audience of faces gazed down with a mixture of 
suspicion and disinterest. Underneath the piano was an AK47.

"What the hell's that for? Your students get a bit stroppy, do they?"
"One never knows who one is teaching."
Or who one is inviting into the house. Nadashvili navigated the clutter, took his coat off and 

dropped his briefcase next to the piano stool before dropping himself at the piano. "What do you 
want to know?"

"Who is he? What is he?" The people in the prints were predominantly last century (the fashions 
were a giveaway) and overtly Communist (the Soviet star intruded behind every pose).

"He's a lot of things. Oddball, loner. Some people say he's a witch."
"A what? A witch? What, you mean a male witch?"
Nadashvili managed a non-commital offering of his hands. "Not my opinion, but the pieces fit 

together if you believe that kind of thing." The piano began to play softly.
"And what's the evidence for that?"
The music energised. "All sorts of things. A preoccupation with pagan festivals, taking time off 

work at the dates of those festivals, when he worked of course. Always talking about it, paganism, 
Wicca, you name it. He was like a born-again Christian. Bored the pants off everyone who listened 
until they stopped listening."

Nadashvili's wide fat fingers tripped delicately from key to key. Wallet was hypnotised by them. 
"When was this?"

"Must be twenty, twenty five years ago. He didn't know what he looked like or what he sounded 
like. People put up with him for so long, but. . . . "

The music revealed itself as Nadashvili hesitated: Berlioz. The Symphonie Fantastique. "People 



put up with him?"
The private performance stopped and Nadashvili turned his attention to the wall shelves, the one 

part of the room not covered in faces. He pulled out a box file and opened it on the piano lid. More 
prints, more faces. He rummaged until he found one photo, a particularly ancient artefact, 
containing the moustachioed image of a young Neved. Nadashvili poked the picture, poked the face
of the woman next to Neved. "Probably something to do with his wife."

Wife. Neved's phone had a number of female names stored on it, but no clue to link his wife to 
any of them, a name to match this face, this beautiful, beguiling face.

"German," Nadashvili announced, "German communist. Flirted with Baader-Meinhof in the 
seventies, survived the ugly end of the rest of the group by coming back to Russia with him. 
Married him to avoid a prison cell. But she was popular. Everyone wanted to meet Lena. Even 
when we were sick and tired of her oddball husband he got himself invited everywhere because it 
was her they wanted to meet. Not him. No one wanted to meet him."

And who could blame them? A dark haired beauty whose expression hit you before those of 
everyone else in the photo. Quick off the mark, quick to strike. "Is he still married to her?"

"She's all he has left. God knows how long that will last. Or how it has lasted so long."
She made no attempt to hide her communism, the Soviet star on the end of her necklace was 

almost in celebration. A male witch married to a German communist terrorist. "You're making this 
up." Wallet threw the print back in the box.

"No, I'm not. He was a musician in an orchestra here at the Conservatory. They travelled to the 
west. That's how they met. His musical ability was always better than his ingenuity. He couldn't 
survive after communism collapsed. Used his wife like a human crutch."

The woman's gaze started to take hold of Wallet. "And now he's out of work."
"He was a brilliant musician, he worked the old system well, but all his witchcraft came to 

nothing when he needed it most."
"You must be joking." Wallet wanted to meet this woman. "A washed up communist with no 

prospects. What do you think he does to hang on to a wife like his. He must be swimming in love 
potions."

Nadashvili snorted. "Hocus pocus. You believe that shit you'll believe any old hogwash. She's in 
his debt. Maybe she's a bigger idiot than he is, but I doubt it."

"You've met her?"
"Yes." Nadashvili's eyes gave away a secret memory, a secret longing.
"What's her name again?"
"Lena. Lena Siebert."
Lena Siebert. All Wallet needed was a name. Nothing more than a name.
On the way out Nadashvili's wife was caught unawares as she came out of the kitchen. Her smile 

was reluctant, as quick to recede as it was to appear. She turned and went back to the smell of garlic
and beef and the sound of bubbling pots. "So you don't believe all that hocus pocus?" Wallet said.

The front door was open before Nadashvili answered. "My wife believes in it and that's enough 
for one marriage."

-

Wallet wandered into the bar of the hotel. He didn't need to be a genius to know Raven would be 
here. Young person, foreign hotel, someone else paying. Her vivid blue hair was the loudest 
element in the room. "You keeping things down now?"

"Yeah. Feel all right now. It goes off after about half an hour." She had a glass of vodka and was 



on her second bag of peanuts.
Wallet sat down and took his sunglasses off. "No one propositioned you yet?"
"One dodgy git with cheap looking shades, that's all."
Nobody in the bar matched the description. "What did you say to him?" Raven threw a peanut at 

his sunglasses. "Cheap? These weren't cheap."
"You find this Nadivilli bloke?"
"Nadashvili. Yeah."
"And?"
"He says he's a witch."
"I thought he was a professor of music."
"No, not Nadashvili. Dmitri Neved. Nadashvili says Neved is a witch."
"He's a bloke," said Raven.
"Has been known."
"I thought male witches were wizards."
"Look, it doesn't matter what they're called. Technically, a male witch is a warlock, but the fact is 

that's why Neved came looking for work. He can't get any over here. No one will have anything to 
do with him."

"I suppose being an arsehole doesn't help either."
"Have you spoken to him?"
"Spoke to him? He won't even look at me. He thinks I'm the office girl."
"You are the office girl." Wallet stood up. "But don't tell your mum and dad. They still think 

you're the PA of an international rock star. You want another drink?"
"Yeah. Get me a bottle."
"Of what?"
"Anything. Something to smash you over the head with."
At the bar Wallet studied the waitress serving the drinks and mused. Which side of the oddball 

fence was she on because there was just no way of knowing. Looking around the room at the 
assortment of human beings how many were normal, perfectly normal with no hang ups, issues, 
secrets. He could distract himself all evening with questions: Peter Miles, Terence Pearl's turning, 
Dmitri Neved's diabolical connections. Why a human throws up when they travel? Why Elaine 
jumped him? Why did she jump him?

Lena.
Wallet didn't look like an oddball. He could see one not too far away with blue hair glowing in 

the corner of the room, jaws munching salted peanuts, quick swigs of vodka. They always had 
coloured hair. That's how you recognised them. Wallet was ordinary. An ordinary oddball . . . with 
no reflection in the mirror behind the bar. He thanked the waitress and hoped she hadn't noticed, or 
if she had was too polite to ask.

"What's wrong?" Raven watched Wallet stumble against his chair.
"Fucking weirdness everywhere." He glanced back at the bar. "Do you remember that blog 

Terence Pearl once wrote? The one about Janomes and anti-matter and solid shadows?"
"What about it?"
"It was the only blog he wrote that was based on facts and not his own make believe."
Raven swirled the vodka in her glass. "Well he was a teacher. Can't imagine being one of his 

pupils, but he knew his onions, didn't he? What you thinking? He was a witch as well?"
Wallet shook his head.
"Deep in thought there, Rob. What's bothering you?"
"Why you keep throwing up when we travel. Why it does that to you."



"Just travel sickness, isn't it?"
"No, it's more than that. We all take this for granted, but look around this bar. There are, what, 

six, seven people in here? We could sit here trying to guess what they all do, what they all are based
on how they look. Salesman, tourist, divorcee, defrocked priest, whatever. What do they think when
they look at us?"

"Older bloke getting a teenager drunk."
Wallet didn't laugh. "That's not as flippant as it sounds, Barbara. What are we? What am I? They 

don't know, do they? And if I told them they wouldn't believe me. If I told them how you got here 
they'd think I was making it up. But I'd be telling the truth and we take it all for granted."

"So, what's your point?" Raven wasn't taking the bait. Wasn't answering the big question Wallet 
was presenting to her.

"How do I exist?" said Wallet. "How can my existence be possible?"
Raven's bag of nuts was empty. She had to respond. "How long have you been a vampire? Over a 

year? I'm guessing at your age it's the male menopause asking questions like that. Most men go out 
and buy a motorbike, but you're driving round in a Pagani, and that Kurningtheg's too wide to get 
down half the roads in the Lake District. What you go and hire a thing like that for?"

"How can you travel from England to St. Petersburg? You're a solid object for Christ's sake." 
Maybe one day Wallet would go to bed and wake up in his flat or the motel room in Obergrau and 
discover the whole thing was a lucid dream. Susan, Dee, Rene, Elaine, all figments of an out of 
control imagination. Perhaps that nutty woman in Obergrau had drugged him and he was actually 
shackled unconscious in the concrete basement of a mad German's Huf Haus.

"Why you staring at me like that?" said Raven.
"Sorry," Wallet jolted. "I didn't know I was staring. I don't like unanswered questions. They bug 

me until I've answered them and I keep putting this question to one side. I found the band, I found 
out what they really are and I never stopped for a minute to think about that." Wallet put his drink 
down and left Raven on her own, but she caught up with him in the elevator.

"You're worrying me now." The doors closed.
"Eternity used to scare the shit out of me when I was young. It only took a minute to think about 

the world ending, time ending, but still everything carried on. And it wasn't happening to someone 
else, it was happening to us. All of us. All this won't eventually end like a film or a song. Even long 
ones by Yes that seem to go on forever come to an end eventually. But not this. We're here forever. 
Absolutely unending. And it's not a performance."

Raven blinked. "Well that's beyond me."
"There's no way of getting out of this, nowhere you can go not to be affected by it. You want to 

be a vampire, you want to be immortal. You're already immortal. In one form or another, you're 
here forever. We all are." Wallet came out of his black hole when the elevator stopped. "If we 
figure out why you throw up when you travel it might answer the question how vampires are 
possible."

"Don't experiment on me."
"I wasn't planning on doing that."
She didn't believe him. She stepped out of the elevator a bit too eagerly. "Draw your conclusions 

from studying real life. Don't think you can make me travel up and down the garden trying to figure
out if it's the distance, chips or the weather that causes it. If it's any use to you I've always had a 
weak stomach."

"I'll see you later." He watched her go. The immortal mortal. The solid object, still not old enough
to be bothered by the big questions. Back in his room he took out his laptop and looked online for 
the science behind vomiting. After five minutes he had an answer, but it was too prosaic, too 



anatomical to be the one he was really looking for. He changed the search term: Elaine Siebert.
Nothing.
Wallet shook his head. Lena Siebert. Still nothing.
The only place to find evidence of Lena's existence was Nadashvili's music room and its ghosts of

communism past. He travelled back to the apartment, found the box file and took the old photo. 
Lena's face spoke to him, dared him to match her mischievous expression and play the joker, play 
the oddball, try to guess what an oddball would do at three in the morning in St. Petersburg?

Wallet stood outside Nadashvili's apartment, rang the doorbell and waited. Eventually, the light in
the hallway came on and a transfixed Nadashvili opened the door. His lower lip fell away from the 
upper one.

"You think Neved's an oddball?" said Wallet.
Nadashvili's answer was nothing more than a dozy mumble. "What?"
"I'll show you oddball. . . ." Wallet reappeared next to the Neve River, satisfied that tomorrow 

someone in St. Petersburg would be telling everyone about the weird dream he had last night. The 
old games were the best and the vampiric version of knock and run was even better. He was sure 
Lena would approve. Her photo evoked an image from long ago of two women dressed as terrorists 
or freedom fighters, kneeling with their machine guns ready, murderous grins pointed at the camera,
bodies wrapped with bullet belts and violent promise. The sexuality of conflict, the fetish of 
warfare, and all to promote a special offer on carpets. You couldn't make it up. Wallet spoke to the 
woman in the photograph. "What do you look like now?"
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None of Wallet's guidebooks to the Lake District had any photographs taken in the dark, for 
obvious reasons. His Cicerone guides had outline drawings of the panoramas from each summit, but
they were green, and the night sky wasn't green it was inky blue with graduated shades of violet and
indigo.

After the hurricanes of Grains Gill and the angry tempest on Skiddaw, Rene's latest solo summit 
was Grisedale Pike on a relatively peaceful evening. The calm weather was in contrast to the studio 
where Susan struggled with Neved's tutoring. In his youth, Rene had stood in the busiest parts of 
Rotterdam's port. He'd never heard ships' horns as disturbing as Susan's singing voice in its raw 
state. Neved must be taking the piss to think he could transform the sound of a human horn into one
resembling music.

Relief came with the whisper and bristle of the breeze through gorse and the soft hush of 
footsteps on a grassy path. Ahead of him Grisedale's pyramidal challenge. The temptation to walk 
was strong, but this was now a business visit, a reconnaissance mission, so, with summit point in 
mind he placed himself at the top. Or at least that was the intention. Rene missed the top by a good 
ten metres and found himself on his side, feet first, accelerating down a near vertical conveyor belt 
of loose rock. He saw the broad ridge to his right and transplanted himself onto it, landing like a 
human cannonball.

"First time for everything." The others would need to be warned about what had just happened. 
Some kind of metaphysical miscalculation.

The second attempt succeeded and Rene looked down on a forest draped over the lower slopes of 
Grisedale like a thick blanket. The summit location had all the space in the universe, but not much 
of it was at ground level. There was room to stand up, but not enough for all the equipment they 
would want to haul up here for the video. A small platform would be impossible to position, 
impossible to make level. Forget the ring of Marshalls, they'd be all over the place like rotten teeth.

The big hill to the west was better, more accommodating. The guidebook called it Grasmoor, a 
hunk of a hill at the far edge of the pitch and heave of peaks and plateaus. There was no 
comprehending the tectonic forces behind the prehistoric moulding of this landscape, forces 
unknown, unseen in the Netherlands with its bowling green regularity and insistence on flatness.

There were, however, sheep. He could hear the gargling, the tearing of grass, the dull clod of 
hooves. Grazing didn't stop for the night. Sheep ate, sheep worried. Sheep talked. But they only 
talked when there was someone to talk to and Rene couldn't see any luminescent Gore-Tex or hear 
the creaking of walking boots or smell the exertion of a trudge. He would have to come back 
another night.

Alternatively, if the walkers wouldn't come to the sheep let the sheep come to the walkers.
When the first tent was found, tucked behind a sheltered bulge on Whiteless Pike the inner glow 

was proof of life. Rene carried his confused cargo of wool and placed it outside the entrance of the 
tent.

"Hello."
The zip buzzed open followed by the emergence of a head through the tent flap.
"Oh, hello," said the sheep. "You don't have a spare . . . sleeping bag, do you?"
There was no answer. Tent man appeared stripped to his base layers and hunted round the tent for

the source of the voice.
"I'm not disturbing you am I, but . . . I've misplaced mine. Can't sleep without it, not even in 

this . . . overcoat."
"What the fuck."



Exactly. Rene had read all about lucid dreaming and wayward preconscious shuttle services 
playing havoc with the cerebral cortex. The brain could not be trusted sometimes, especially at this 
hour. With no spare sleeping bag in sight the sheep wearily wandered back to its nocturnal grazing.
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"What do you want me to do?"
"Er, dunno." Wallet was beginning to realise that living at night suited him more than it suited 

Raven. He could flicker away and do something useful, but Raven couldn't just walk the streets, 
especially alone in St. Petersburg. She'd be blindfolded and shipped off to the Far East before you 
could say get a hair cut. Fortunately, some places stayed open late, admittedly they only sold fast 
food, but that would help Raven to develop her pallid complexion. "You can't be seen with me at 
the moment."

"This is getting ridiculous."
A fistful of cash failed to pacify her. "Go and shop. You're a girl, you're supposed to like 

shopping."
"Cheeky bastard." She snatched the cash. "You're a sexist vampire, you are."
"We all are. It's all we ever think about. Remember avoid the pubs, the nightclubs, stay near the 

streetlights and don't cross any bridges. Have you got your knife?"
"I feel stupid carrying a fish knife with me."
"That fish knife could make all the difference between a safe night out and a Russian morgue."
"Where you going now?"
"To meet a communist."
"Why can't I come with you?"
If Wallet had explained once he had explained a thousand times. "We can't turn up in someone 

else's house to have you vomit all over the carpet. Imagine them waking up and finding us two with 
a brush and pan trying to sweep it up." Wallet's final vision of Raven was against a backdrop of 
slime-coated streets - a treacle of break dust, pollution and grime - overhead cables and a 
desperately colourless environment brightened only by her luminous blue hair.

When Wallet finally encountered Lena she was asleep in Neved's apartment. The building, like 
Nadashvili's house was styled in the fashion of those who had it all before the guillotines and the 
firing squads devoured the upper classes, before the revolutions cut off the money supplies. The 
trimmings were all here, the curls and folds of the Baroque: in the furnishings, in the furniture, 
preserved in the fabric of the house as if the revolution had never happened. As if Neved's 
communists had been a figment of history's imagination. Lena's own revolutionary ambition had 
come to this. The long road, the long march, from elite flamboyance, blowing up and blowing away
the symbols and guardians of wealth, had arrived back at the target of the campaign.

The bedroom was so luxurious Wallet didn't immediately see Lena asleep. But there she was, 
consumed by the thickness of the duvet and the softness of the pillows. She was recognisable, after 
all these years. Even with her eyes closed, her hair shorter, the fine lines around her mouth and 
eyes, the gentle accumulation of flesh around her jaw, he recognised her. Beauty like this was never
lost, it hung around powered by its own self-belief, its eternal confidence. Lena's body had changed,
but the beauty was in her DNA, in her presence. Part of her existence.

The beauty softened her hair as it flowed from her temples and the crest of her forehead. The 
beauty was in the delicate separation of her fingers and the slightness of her hands. The beauty was 
still there in the prominence of the muscle straining between her ear and the valley between her 
collarbones. And the bareness of her neck, flawless, an inviting open space, to be bitten, pierced. 
Wallet couldn't bring himself to damage the perfection. He wasn't here to feed, he was here to 
explore. Neved was a lucky man, but he wasn't here, he was hundreds of miles away leaving his 
sleeping wife at the mercy of a night-time intruder.

The rest of the apartment was large, great cuboids of space, on three floors, with a grand carpeted 



staircase. One room used as an office; laptop, printer, fax, the usual commercial paraphernalia and 
books about marketing and business matters. Neved was no businessman, he obviously never 
touched the marketing books if his own success was anything to go by.

In the music room Neved's piano sat alone with its lid down and covered with a large sheet. 
Wallet wondered who this apartment belonged to. It was in St. Petersburg, but Neved couldn't have 
had the money for a pad like this. No, the money came from the office, not the piano. The 
marketing books, not the empty music sheets.

The kitchen looked ignored, the dining room table scattered with perished bouquets and 
abandoned clothes; jeans, sweaters, a scarf still carrying an exquisite aroma, expensive perfume. 
Wallet breathed in the scent until he could taste it, until he could swallow the essence of Lena. The 
ground floor included a well stocked library with books meticulously ordered by size and age. The 
more ancient specimens in the collection reminded him of Dee's library back in Holland. In the 
corner of the room were two high backed leather chairs as old as the books. Behind the door a 
pointillist painting of a dancing girl, Parisian, energetic, colourful. A carefree contrast to the control
and rigour of the bookshelves.

Before he left, Wallet looked in once more on the sleeping Lena. She hadn't moved. He leaned 
towards her face and felt her gentle breath against his cheek. He could smell fresh linen and 
remnants of the aroma found on the scarf. Even in the dark the crown of Lena's hair shone, 
reflecting some imperceptible moonlight.

-

"Sounds creepy to me." Raven was undecided whether to send the text message. She could worry 
about paying for it when the charges came through. A roaming text from Russia, that would be a 
real heavyweight, it would cripple the postman who had to deliver the phone bill.

"I could hardly do anything other than creep about. I didn't want to wake her up."
"But you were in her bedroom when she was asleep."
A task had been set for Raven. Wallet was feeling guilty about leaving her aimless, and a pile of 

cash had only resulted in the purchase of too many chicken nuggets from McDonalds and a wooden
puppet from a twenty four hour bric-a-brac shop. The plan now was to pack Raven off to the 
Russian Museum to see if she could find any evidence of Neved's touring band, the Conservatory 
orchestra from the 1970s.

"And anyway, I didn't do anything. Just had a look around."
"It's disturbing." Raven's thumb was poised over the send button.
"I'm a vampire. I'm supposed to creep around people's houses in the dead of night."
"Doesn't make it right though."
"Are you going to send that text or what?"
"It'll cost an arm and a leg if I do."
"Well what did you write it for?"
Raven pulled up on the steps of the museum. "I just wanted to tell my mum where I was. She'd be

interested."
"She'd be more interested if you were stood outside the steel works. Just send it. I'll pay for it 

when the County Court summons arrives."
Raven's thumb thudded the send button. "You made a promise." Satisfied and glad she had a 

benefactor to pay for her flamboyance she examined the entrance to the museum.  "So, this is it. 
What time do they close tonight?" She had one hour. "You sure there'll be information in here? I 
thought they didn't like communism anymore."



"See if there's any info on music. See if his name comes up anywhere. If it doesn't, it doesn't."
Raven yawned again, the force tipped her head back until she could almost look behind her.
"Not boring you, am I?"
"I've only just woken up. I'm too tired to be bored."
The second time Wallet encountered Lena he was taken by surprise. Hanging around outside the 

apartment he was admiring a large black BMW Z4 and wondering why it wasn't sat on a pile of 
bricks or even inside a lead lined container on it's way to Moscow. As he studied the organic 
flowing bodywork and alloy wheels he noticed Lena's reflection in the tinted windows. She had 
come up behind him without a sound. Her German accent forced its way through the fluent Russian.

"Sorry, I don't speak Russian." Wallet had the urge to zip up his jacket.
She understood. She offered a gentle smile before saying: "You like your sportscars, don't you?"
"Oh, yes. Yeah." Wallet's mouth dried out a little as Lena waited for his answer. She toyed with 

her keys. "I was a bit surprised to see it parked here. Untouched. I would have thought something 
like this wouldn't last long round here."

Lena grinned and stepped up to Wallet, close enough for him to feel her gentle breath on his face 
again. He recognised the perfume.

"They wouldn't dare." Her eyes sparkled, an erratic faulty streetlight reflected in her deep brown 
pupils. "I'm sorry, but I need to leave now, so take one long look before I go." The grin was 
flirtatious.

"Yeah, I will. Thanks. . . ." At what? Lena or the car? Wallet studied both just to be sure. The car, 
Lena's long legs folding into the driver's seat, the eagle eyed headlights, the form hugging leather 
jacket, fur hat with teasing wisps of hair falling across her forehead, she tapped the pavement slime 
off the soles of her boots, a gloved hand pulled the door closed and the engine fired. No wonder 
Neved couldn't compose anything if he was living with a distraction like Lena.

-

"And then she got in the car and drove off."
"I don't know what to say." Raven did know what to say, but she had a habit of inserting an ironic

preamble before saying what she wanted to say. "She was flirting with you. She's twice your age."
"That would make her ninety-six."
"It's disgusting. She's a cougar."
"She's not a cougar, she's married to a man her own age."
"So, she's a trollop, then. Making out with a stranger in the street."
"You make her sound like Nell Gwynn."
"Who?"
"She's charming and sociable."
"That what they call it round here?"
"If you must know she crept up on me this time. You'd think four inch heels would make a sound,

but it was like she was on a cushion of air."
Raven had no concept of the possibility of love, lust or attraction being experienced by anybody 

over the age of twenty one. How could she? Time relating to any human, vegetable or mineral older
than herself was formulated in the last ice age, had its origins in a different glacial era. Wallet, 
Lena, her own mum and dad were gnawing on dinosaur bones when they were nineteen. She had 
yet to experience that imaginary moment (an imaginary moment that only existed in her own sphere
of knowledge) when the sun rose on the morning of her twenty second birthday and the only things 
that would suddenly matter in life would be stairlifts and coach trips to the Edinburgh Wollen Mill.



"Mutton dressed as lamb."
Wallet looked away. The museum's doors were closed for the evening and Raven had been the 

last to leave. Empty handed too. "Better dressed than you."
"What?"
"Well, look at you. You look like a clown."
"I'm a product of my generation's suffering."
"Blue hair?"
"It's a reaction."
"Black lipstick? You look like you've got severe hypothermia."
"You've got no idea. If you spend all your time running after glamorous grannies you're gonna 

lose it."

-

But Wallet had already lost it. His search for Neved, the truth of Neved, was now way off course. 
He had the need to return to Lena's lair, to penetrate her domain, enter the web. His whole 
vocabulary had become twisted by the lingering effect of the communist, the terrorist. A former 
communist terrorist. . . . He had to find out the truth at any cost.

"I'm not talking to you any more until you learn to understand the world."
The entrance to the Conservatory looked bigger when you were walking in than when you were 

waiting for someone to come walking out. The building's reputation and importance challenged 
Wallet to consider himself worthy, fit to be allowed through its portal. Except he wasn't the one 
planning to go in. Raven had the responsibility and she was even less worthy. This was an old 
building, an institution, how would she cope with something as old and solid, trollopy, as this? 
Wallet shoved her in the back. "Just get in there and ask to see him. See what the reaction is."

"What if they don't speak English?"
"We've been through all this. You're a foreign student, a weird, eccentric foreign student and 

you've come here just for his tuition. Nobody else." He shoved her again. "Do your duty. Make your
mum and dad proud."

"If they saw me doing this. . . ."
"Do you want me to film it?"
"Put your phone away." And off she went, like a time traveller, like an explorer entering the 

gaping, cavernous maw of a primitive civilisation. The Civilisation of the Old.
The third time Wallet encountered Lena he was still mesmerised by his encounter in the street the 

evening before. He was back in the apartment, wandering around with the intention of checking out 
the library again. The door was locked, but Wallet carried on through it without effort. Inside, he 
turned on a lamp and his attention was caught by a picture on the back of the door. It was a print, 
Night Terrors if Wallet's memory was right. A woman lying prone and unconscious on a bed with a 
demon straddling her. Wallet wanted to believe in coincidence, but this was Lena's realm. Nothing 
round here was left to the whims of coincidence. The dancing girl was gone. He was insulted. He 
wasn't a red faced demon, he was pale and a lot taller than the midget ghoul in the painting. (And he
wasn't a ghoul either, he behaved himself. Lena was lucky not to wake up dead.) There was no 
crawling all over the bed, what did she take him for?

He calmed himself in the face of the character assassination and breathed in. Lena must have 
known he'd been here when she met him next to her car, eyeing up the BMW, and still she flirted 
with him. Maybe Raven was right. Accidently though, there was no way she would ever conclude 
something like that on her own. What a horrible thought: Lena, a trollop.



On the shelves the books were esoteric and obscure, curious and foreign. Wallet carefully slipped 
one out of its position. An old book, leather bound, its pages crackling as they turned. It was 
illustrated with lurid full page drawings. Splendor Solis by Salomon Trismosin.

In other parts of the room were equally strange volumes. De Umbris Idearum and Ars Memoriae, 
both by Giordano Bruno, both printed in 1582. Seeing the dates Wallet became aware of the acids 
on his skin, the page eating chemicals of the human body. But he wasn't human, he was as weird 
and unearthly as these books lined up spine by spine, row upon row of hermetic knowledge and lost
ephemera. Amongst the Latin and Greek, were books in German and English: Zur Kritik der Zeit, 
by Walther Rathenau and Between Two Ages by Zbigniew Brzezinski.

On the table lay a solitary book inviting Wallet with a teasing little ribbon bookmark. Demonae 
Expactumus, 1604, author Domenico de Agostini. The bookmark lay at a section headed 
Perversions of those creatures which feed on innocent blood. The message was all the more caustic 
in that the heading was in Latin, anonymously translated on a post it note. Perversions. A man can 
admire a sportscar when he sees one.

And just in case the signs were too obscure, the hints too opaque, the Khama Sutra had been left 
sticking out of the shelf, just far enough to disturb the clean uniformity of the shelving arrangement,
a tiny detail like a tongue poking out. Wallet pushed it back into place, out of sight.  

The silence was interrupted by a gentle female cough. The room filled with an intoxicating scent.
Wallet bit his lip and froze. He thought he hadn't made a sound. The crackling pages. He should 

have looked at something newer.
"You think I'm not aware of you following me? I suppose for a woman of my age I should be 

flattered. Grateful even." She sighed.
Was she dressed? Wallet was reluctant to turn around.
"Following you?"
"I woke up yesterday morning and I could smell the cold air of the vampire. And your eyes 

undressed me when I went to my car."
"Are you dressed now? In spite of how things might look I'm really not a pervert."
"You can turn around, Rob." She spoke so slowly, her voice soft and hoarse, the beguiling accent 

so full of suggestion. She was fully dressed, except for bare feet, wearing a black vest top, which 
framed a clear view of her necklace and its gold star. The Soviet star. "You can't move around 
without leaving a trace. Your friends should have told you that. You of all people. You leave your 
presence in every corner you creep into."

"Excuse me, but I don't creep into corners. I'm strictly a middle of the room kind of guy."
Lena sat down. "Why are you following me?"
"Well, don't take this the wrong way, but I was trying to find out who your husband is. Who he 

really his."
"And are you any closer to finding out?"
"I've only been looking a few days. I've been a bit distracted."
"So it would seem." Lena studied her own library. "Did you find anything in here?"
"Coincidences. Possibly. I wouldn't like the insurance bill for what's in here."
"That first book you picked up, it's one of only twenty in the world."
"I wouldn't have touched it if I'd known."
"They are an investment. But I only buy what interests me."
"So you've read them all?"
She nodded. Now she was the one watching closely. Wallet had spent so long studying her, 

thinking about her, but now she was studying him, calculating and analysing. Lena waited, her 
movement, her speech, everything about her was slow and timely, the way her eyes blinked with a 



calm easiness and tranquility.
"I met Alexander Nadashvili a few days ago. He says your husband is an oddball."
"Doesn't surprise me."
"What, you think your husband's an oddball?"
"Meetee is lots of things, but he's not an oddball. At first I thought people were put off him 

because he married me."
"Jealousy?"
Lena smiled. "You do say the sweetest things, Rob. No, because I'm German. I thought maybe 

people here have long memories, unable to let go of old atrocities. But it was none of that."
No, it was none of that, it was being a male witch. Wallet sat down. "What did you see in him?"
"He was an idealist. He still is. Still thinks the world should organise itself into clearly defined 

compartments and categories."
"Still a communist?"
"Communist?" Lena played with the Soviet star, pushing her fingers onto the points. "Do you 

think I'm a communist, Rob?"
She was a lot of things, her past life must have left her with some trace of old loyalties, the Soviet

star was the ever present reminder along with the books and manuscripts, none of which, as Wallet 
gazed around the room, appeared to be overtly political, they were more . . . strange, hermetic, 
occult even. Neved's library! Lena was grinning, slowly reclining ever deeper into the chair and 
twisting the necklace around her index finger. Lena. . . .

Wallet had to smile and surrender to his own ignorance, such a crushing feeling to be so wrong, 
so very very wrong. The answer was obvious, held in Lena's fingers, in her grin, her playful foot 
swinging left and right as she sat cross legged, waiting, waiting for the obvious to become obvious. 
For the identity of the star to be acknowledged. "Fuck me," he said.

"Not on our first real encounter," said Lena. "So, what happens next, Rob? Is this where you 
overpower me, ravish me in my own library, have your wicked way over a pile of encyclopedias? 
Sink your teeth into me in an orgy of bloodlust?"

"It's not really like that." Wallet told himself he wasn't blushing, he couldn't blush. "But if you're 
at a loose end I can spare the time."

"You have such a romantic way with words." She stood over him, pushed her mouth close to his 
ear and whispered: "I can't imagine what the neighbours would think."

"Catholic are they?"
"I didn't think you were the unfaithful type."
"Unfaithful?"
"You, with your flame haired lover, harbouring dirty thoughts for a respectable married woman 

like me."
Flame haired lover. Lena had been stood at his left shoulder, then his right, then back around the 

front, circling him. He jumped from the chair, colliding with the table. "How do you know about 
her?"

"Looks like I know more about her than you do." Lena leaned against the back of the chair and 
pursed her lips.

"Your husband doesn't miss a trick. He must have eyes in the back of his head."
"And you must have a girl in every town."
"I don't."
"Typical vampire."
"Excuse me. . . ."
"You're all the same. I should have listened to my mother."



"I saw her in the Wizard of Oz."
Perhaps Lena hadn't seen the film, but Wallet didn't know what he was talking about as he tried to

parry the verbal hooks and jabs. He was semi-hypnotised by all the questions, the circling - she was 
at it again, around him where he stood. He forced his way backwards to the door. The ghoul in the 
painting leered over his shoulder. "You told him how to find us. . . ." In any other situation being 
pinned against a library door would be considered a provocation, but not here, not as Lena stepped 
closer and closer until she was almost face to face. Right arm pressed up against the door, left hand 
on hip."You're the witch, not him?"

"You really are lightning fast."
There was a second or two before he could think of anything else. "You're a witch?"
"Now you can move to level two." The smiles and smirks and the twinkle in the eye had gone. 

Lena's pentacle glinted in the warm light of the library. (Soviet star. How could he think it was a 
Soviet star?)

"Is it my imagination or is that pentacle upside down?"
Lena twisted her mouth. "Orientation has nothing to do with good or bad, black or white."
"So, there's no point me asking if you're a good witch or a wicked witch?"
"What would you prefer me to be?"
"I think you know the answer to that."
"Well, I'm no Benandante, if that's what you think. I have better things to do with my time. I run 

my own business here and in Germany."
"What part of Germany are you from?"
"Bamberg."
Southern Germany. Close to Obergrau. Could Lena read his mind from his body language? She'd 

have to be a bit thick not to know how self-conscious he was feeling, but he was trying to put pieces
together that may not exist.

"My ancestors are from Bamberg." She opened the library door for him. "I know I don't need to 
do this, but it would seem impolite not to."

"Your husband didn't flinch when he was surrounded by us. Does he know what we are?"
"Of course. He knows as much as I do. You can't be married to someone like me for forty years 

without adopting a relaxed attitude to the paranormal. I'm sure you've already stopped asking 
questions about your own existence."

He'd only just started. "So, how did you find out about us?"
"First rule of business, Rob. Contacts, networking, knowing everybody everywhere." She led 

Wallet to the front door of the apartment and showed him outside. "You'll be very pleased to hear 
we'll meet again at some point, but for the time being if I find you in my home uninvited I'll kill 
you." Wallet was left on the step to consider the promise. That was some rebuke and they were 
getting along so well. She stood in the window of the music room, looking down at him, waiting for
him to leave. He'd go for now, but as she said they'd meet again, though not necessarily on her 
terms.

-

"So, you had a good look round the library then?" Raven's enthusiasm for the bowl of stew was 
endearing. (Wallet knew he'd see the ingredients again soon enough. They were ready to return to 
the Lake District.)

"Yeah. Small room, big library."
"And you didn't nick anything?"



"Like what?"
"Temptation, isn't it?" In the cafe a few blocks away from the Conservatory, Raven dribbled 

gravy over the edge of her spoon. She'd been here almost from the moment the security staff had 
thrown her out of the music school. "When you know you can get away with something, wouldn't 
that encourage you to do it?"

"Do what?"
"The crime. Nick a book out of someone's library. I mean, how would she know it was gone?"
"There'd be a gap on the shelf. Trust me, she'd fucking know about it, that one would." Wallet 

screwed a sachet of tomato sauce into an ever-tightening wedge as Raven carried on shovelling the 
stew into her mouth like she was feeding the boiler of a steam train. Spoon after spoon after spoon. 
"And I'm not a thief. People have got me all wrong. Totally wrong. Is my face red?"

Raven grimaced. "Very honourable."
Honourable, yes. One in every town, Lena had said. But she was almost right, he had come to St. 

Petersburg to run away from Elaine as much as to figure out who Neved really was. The moment he
saw the photo of Lena the flame haired girl was buried beneath the collapsed rooves of Wallet's 
mental tunnels.

"What you thinking now?" said Raven.
"I think I've been bewitched."
Raven groaned and polished her bowl with the last lump of bread. "Holiday romance. It's 

pathetic."



NOTES: - GOL

DATE: 16/05/2014

Still limited access to Susan's singing lessons with Dmitri. Pity, the progression and improvement
would be a good narrative for the film. The evolution of a band individualised, the transformation 
of a rough diamond into a valuable gem, dark to light. The contrast shots of the sunsets and 
sunrises have added a great atmosphere to the rushes.

Dee is irritable, threatened to throw Libby off the roof because of rising inflections. Can't say I've
ever noticed them. Several times now, and again last night, the band get together without Susan 
and the visceral sound they produce is extraordinary. There's a sense of abandon, a rawness that 
isn't tempered by Susan's precise guitar playing. Dee is a small beast on her guitar, the contrast is 
quite stark.

They have several songs emerging, but Dmitri is paying closer attention to the composition and 
arrangements. I overheard Susan talking to someone about rewriting the work they've recorded so 
far. Again, missed it on camera, can't be everywhere at the same time, unlike the band! When she 
tells the others about rewriting the songs I must be there. Perhaps Susan can tip me off when it 
happens.

Although how they write songs is still as chaotic and unfathomable as it is enthralling. Must get 
their individual thoughts on songwriting. Influences, inspiration. I believe Dee is a fan of Burt 
Bacharach!

Still no reply from the National Park. Will give the Media and Outreach section a call.

And the house still smells of sheep dip.

notes:GOL
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Most people have a simple rule in life: avoid embarrassing yourself in public. Rose Pursey on the 
other hand made a living out of doing just that. As the rest of the world jumped up in the middle of 
the night, waking from the recurring nightmare of running down the high street naked, Rose made 
the nightmare her reality and she enjoyed it, she lived for it. There was no appearance in public in 
which you couldn't be too naked.

The Rose Manifesto, as she often reminded her publicists and PAs, hangers-on and floozies, 
didn't mean stripping down to the pores, but being symbolically naked, metaphorically naked, 
pseudo-naked. It was all part of the process, all part of the grand plan. Her older relatives might 
have used the word shameless, but in Rose's world there was no shame. Had she taken a bite out of 
Adam's forbidden apple she would have handed the fig leaf back to God with a terse no thank you.

And thus, her limousine arrived at the rendezvous point outside The Beverly Hills Courthouse on 
Burton Way in full knowledge of the size of the audience waiting on the sidewalk. The time had 
come to make an entrance. From behind the blacked out glass of the limo Rose could see the 
landing party swelling in numbers and volatility.

"Looks good," Rose mumbled. "Is American Vogue there?"
PA 1 confirmed. "They were briefed, honey."
"Yes, I know they were briefed, but are they there?"
PA 1 had made the mistake of thinking the two quantum states were identical. Simultaneously 

being briefed and being there did not occur in Rose Pursey's universe. She wanted proof, evidence.
The limo stopped, the door opened and the noise from the sidewalk flooded through the gap. Rose

placed her sunglasses on her head, checked her reflection for errant lip gloss and unwanted shadows
before emerging from her steel chrysalis, uncurling like a fabulous leather butterfly.

She was immediately vacuum packed by the reporters. The sunglasses came into their own as the 
camera flashes went berserk in the Californian sunshine. From the cacophony Rose extracted the 
sounds she wanted to hear.

". . . a leather ensemble. . . ."
". . . earrings, I think may be Gandolph Izumi. . . ."
". . . Blahnik. . . . "
". . . thirty five million dollars, just to begin. . . ."
". . . for the twenty-one year old singer, deeply traumatised. . . ."
One word, actually two words, no, on second thoughts, four words she did not want to hear were 

Dee Vincent Toten Herzen. But she could hear them, uttered, mentioned, described, announced, like
white noise interfering with her soundtrack or audible raw sewage washing over her clean linen.

Eventually, she reached the cleared ground from where she could address the crowd. Two 
security guys stood behind her casting enormous shadows. To her left Rubenstein's legal team of 
six, to her right PAs 1, 2 and 3, her manager Jude Gronkerheit and a friend from her home town of 
Schuyler, Nebraska.

"Do you expect Toten Herzen to fight this case fairly?"
"Absolutely not," said Rose. "I expect them to be as dirty and vile in court as they are in real life."
"Do you think they'll turn up in person. . . .?"
"What? Are you a total idiot? It's nine in the morning, the sun is out and the whole of America is 

on my side. If they turn up today I'll eat my own feet."
"How many calories would that be?"
"Fuck you."
"Is it true they have no legal representation here today?"



Rose hesitated, repositioned her sunglasses and looked at Rubenstein. He was forced to lean 
forward and whisper the answer to her.

"It would not be in their interests to non-attend, the judge would automatically rule against them."

-

Famous last words. One hour later Rose Pursey almost sprinted out of the courthouse hoping to 
avoid the faster moving press pack who had heard the judgement and the statement read out on 
behalf of Dee Vincent. They were there again on the sidewalk, cameras and microphones held aloft 
like weapons ready to beat the embarrassment out of Rose. She was trying to conceal it, suppress it, 
pretend it meant nothing to her. Now she was grateful for choosing security guys as big as the 
Moon. They grappled her back into the limo without so much as an excuse me.

But the reach of Toten Herzen went beyond simple bricks and mortar and the coachwork of a one 
million dollar armoured limo. The news feed on the televisions already had Dee Vincent's statement
verbatim. Rose was too numb to ask someone to turn it off.

"The statement read out by Judge Carlin made no effort to defend the earlier slander, but took it 
even further." The tv switched to Judge Carlin, all robed and stately, sat above a hushed courtroom 
reading the statement like he was reading a bedtime story to his grandchildren.

"Firstly, please accept my apologies for not being there in person today, but being a real musician 
I'm busy making music. I'm sure you'll be making the most of a rare moment in the spotlight. Hope 
you washed behind your ears and wore a clean pair of knickers. Truth be told, I can't be bothered to 
make the effort to get out of my coffin and travel all that way just to be harangued by a bunch of 
arse-licking attorneys who play to the cameras with the same thrusty desperation that you display in
your porno videos. I don't regret what I said about you. I still think you're a tart. And if you wanted 
me to be part of your opportunistic media performance then feel free to use this statement. I won't 
counter sue you for breach of copyright.

"I take back what I said about you being a wannabe vampire. It would never sit comfortably with 
the numerous weird diets you subscribe to. The nocturnal lifestyle probably wouldn't be too difficult
for a girl like you, but I'm not sure you have the intelligence to remember to keep the curtains 
drawn during the day. Can I recommend the Zombie Diet, which seems to be all the rage at the 
moment, after all you are moronic enough to pass yourself off as a convincing zombie.

"Remember to keep your feet on the ground, your mouth shut and your legs closed and that video 
will look just fine. If you win the court case, which I'm sure you will because your attorney is 
exceedingly rich so must be doing something right, I look forward to meeting you when you come 
around to collect your cheque. Do come in person, it would be so nice to sit down with you and 
discuss Moliere. He's a French playwright, by the way, not a brand of mascara, and he's even 
funnier than you."

Mercifully the news feed left it there, but Rose knew there was more. The judge had insisted on 
reading it all in fairness to the defendant. In truth, he was probably enjoying it as much as the 
courtroom (as much as Rubenstein) who were drinking every nauseous syllable. When it was done 
Judge Carlin asked for the defence counsel to identify itself and when no one stood up, stepped 
forward or made any signal of recognition, he awarded in favour of the plaintiff. He would 
announce the amount of damages at a later date following a study of those liable and the level of 
culpability.

"Lost revenue," said Rubenstein, "potential earnings, brand ruin and punishment for not appearing
or submitting a plea or defence. I think the statement backfired."

"You think the statement backfired," said Rose as the limo cruised by a group of gawping 



pedestrians. "They lost the action, but still managed to rub my face in the dirt even more. I want to 
sue them again."

"That would be pointless. The judge will allow for the statement in his calculations. He'll consider
it an aggravating element."

"Aggravating? It's more than aggravating, it's annoying. A fucking travesty."
"I think Judge Carlin knows what he's doing."
Rose rammed her back and shoulders into the limo's upholstery.
"So now all we have to do," Rubenstein took a deep deep breath, "is figure a way of getting the 

money out of them."



NOTES: - GOL

DATE: 19/05/2014

I think I heard Mark crying tonight. Following the decision in America the band are in an 
unapproachable mood. Quite threatening. Haven't seen them like this before. They have gone out in
a foul mood and I fear a wrong word might lead to trouble.

The evening had been going okay. Libby was warned about her rising inflections, which was 
caught on camera. Maybe that is what has upset Mark.

Still no reply from the National Park. Must give the Media and Outreach section a call.

notes:GOL
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The fell top assessor collecting the weather data missed the bodies on the way up to Helvellyn's 
summit. Down below, at the edge of Red Tarn, the muted colours of a pile of rags could have been 
anything from a sodden pile of tent fabric to an abandoned mound of rucksacks. The giveaway, the 
grim evidence, was obvious only from the top of the mountain. A large flow of blood had seeped 
across the tarn from the bundle straddling the shore. The water finally lived up to the tarn's name.

The assessor was reluctant to take a closer look. Through binoculars he could see the arms and 
legs of four bodies, smashed and mutilated by the plunge from Striding Edge's northern precipice. 
He made a call to Mountain Rescue and turned to look west, away from the gore, away from the 
tragedy. Away from Red Tarn's bloody offering.

-

The first question Wallet needed an answer to was the cause of last night's events. He sat on the 
edge of his bed as the evening wildlife began its tree top chatter, and waited for his head to clear 
itself of drowsiness.  A recollection emerged, a memory of extreme violence.

There was an urgent need to escape the house before it was torn down brick by brick, lintel by 
lintel, ornate mullioned window by ornate mullioned window. News had come through from the 
States of Judge Carlin's decision in the libel action and the band were not happy. Recriminations 
started to appear just after seven p.m. when Susan made a comment about having Dee's mouth 
boarded up.

The need to let off steam was agreed, but Dee was in no mood for contrition. She scurried off to 
her room and came back fifteen minutes later to find an impatient gaggle of humans and vampires 
stood behind the front door of the house waiting to move on. She was dressed for a right old Gothic
knees up: lace, corsetry, leather and fishnets, thigh boots and a hat Orson Welles would have killed
for. Susan's mouth squirmed and writhed as she kept the lid on some deep chamber of poison. "Let's
just go," was all she could manage to say. Dee had made her point. Round one went in her favour.

The band, Wallet, Almer and Raven descended on Ambleside and its tiny cinema. All eyes of the 
town would be in sideways-glance overdrive as the weirdos from another planet piled out of their 
people carrier, the corpse wagon as Raven had christened it.

"The bet's off now." Wallet shuffled up to Almer and waited for Dee to emerge. "First one to 
attract attention will be the first one to go steaming in and look at her. You knew she'd do this, 
didn't you?"

"No. . . ."
"Liar. You fucking knew."
The gang soon stretched out along the pavement like a column of punctuation marks. Questions, 

exclamations, and Susan a brooding, boiling full stop at the end. Wallet held back to open her up.
"Can you believe she made the effort to get tarted up tonight of all nights?"
"She was only fifteen minutes."
"She did it deliberately to wind me up, to provoke a reaction."
"And it's working. Let it go. She has different priorities."
"She doesn't give a fuck. She hasn't said a word about it."
"You're all different, you all react in different ways. Your lead singer has to be a bit off the wall. 

Look at her. It's the self-confidence that makes her the singer."
"This is gonna cost everyone except her." Pedestrians stepped aside as the uncompromising black



column came through. Fat, short, young, spiked, grinning, tall, furious.
"I found something out about Neved."
"You know this could ruin Marco. Little slut there wouldn't bat an eyelid."
"He's married. . . ."
"What pisses me off more than anything is the fact that she just assumes someone else will come 

along and fix everything."
"Plymouth won away at Swindon Town."
"It's not the first time she's screwed up, you know." Susan laughed. "She doesn't know how to face

up to responsibility. Who won? What?"
"You were going off on one there, Susan."
The cinema posters offered a limited choice and forced the group to reconsider their options: The

Invisible Woman (if only), Out of the Furnace (they were still inside one) and The Book Thief 
(Wallet preferred not to dwell on that one, Lena was still his big secret for now). Mingling in full 
view of alfresco diners was not the most inconspicuous way to behave and Dee's darkened 
ensemble soon had some admirers.

"Bride o Dracula's not on until next month." A wide-necked guy with a smirk and a half-eaten 
steak raised his glass. The sense of time slowing down became apparent in the band's hesitation, 
alarm poured out of Raven's face, Almer placed a finger to his lips. The wide-necked guy didn't 
recognise a friendly piece of advice and thought Almer was taking the piss. He wouldn't let it rest. 
"Wouldn't go out with my grand-daughter if she were dressed like that."

"Eat your steak." Almer was capable of handling a bar full of drunken New Yorkers. Four young 
men with a sense of humour should have been a doddle. But he wasn't in New York.

"I don't take orders from a fat bastard like you."
He probably didn't take orders from Dutch guitarists either so Susan suggested Almer and Raven 

go back to the corpse wagon and wait.
Wallet picked up a piece of steak off a plate and waved it towards the end of the street. "Park's 

down there, turn right, follow the path onto the bridge over the stream," he said to Rene.
"Okay." Rene was ready.
The first one hundred metres was all talk, a lot of irony and metaphor, hyperbole and 

exaggeration. Any appetite for food was replaced by a new hunger for bare knuckle aggravation. 
The steak had become medium to rare bait, pursued by four gnashing humans. "I prefer mine raw," 
said Wallet. The traffic swerved around them as the hunting party spread into the road. Rene 
stopped. Everyone stopped.

"You fancy a bite, Rob?"
Wallet's heart pounded, pounded as hard as the moment Elaine rammed him into the back of the 

car. "Ravenous."
Rene head butted the face in front of him. The sprint was on, down the street, over car bonnets 

and stone walls, across grass and through trees to a narrow bridge over a noisy stream. Wallet's 
footsteps hardly touched the ground. He could hear his chasers, the frantic breathing, the bellows 
of anger, the pounding of shoes on tarmac. An audience of car drivers and pedestrians stood 
mesmerised by the urban pursuit and the sight of two men running with all the grace of gazelles 
followed by four men lumbering like troglodytes.

The gang stopped on the bridge, gasping and heaving as Wallet stood at one end watching the 
water. "You want time to get your breath back?"

The dreadful truth was apparent before any breath could be recovered. The way off the bridge 
was blocked at both ends by two men who hadn't raised a bead of sweat after a half kilometre 
sprint and three women who appeared from nowhere. The pack moved in for a silent kill, no 



screams, no arguments, no more threats.

The top of Helvellyn was standing room only when the first helicopter arrived. Police were late 
reaching the summit and the crowds had a grandstand view of the carnage before they were advised 
to leave along Whiteside or Nethermost Pike, north or south, just don't look back or down. The 
rubberneckers lining up on Striding Edge and clustering on the dome of Catstycam soon realised 
that the proximity of the rotor blades would blow them off the tops and the last thing anyone wanted
was to join the broken pile of limbs and torsos at the foot of the cove.

The leader of the initial mountain rescue team ignored his audience, counted four bodies, (one 
decapitated in the fall) and concluded none of them were dressed for the conditions. He was 
powerless to remove anything until the police could scramble down to the tarn's edge and decide if 
the scene was an accident or a crime. The injuries appeared to be conclusive. No one could fall 
down a rocky cliff face and not hit the bottom without being shredded.

On the cross shaped rock shelter of Helvellyn Wallet spread out his victim's arms. The evening gale
was in a rush to move on, leave the scene, leave the four victims to their fate. "What do you want?" 
Wallet enjoyed watching his victim shiver. "Hypothermia or blood loss. It's your call." The others 
were already gorging in three groups across the summit. "If it's all the same to you I don't have 
time to wait for an answer. Not so hard now, are you, cunt?" The blood plumed out of the 
punctured jugular and dappled the stones of the cairn like a red lichen.

Susan finished first. "So, where are we?" She cleaned around her mouth with a rag of t-shirt.
"Helvellyn. I thought we could drop them off Striding Edge." Wallet guided her to the lip of the 

summit and the clear view of the cove enclosed on one side by a ferocious jagged wall of rock like 
an exposed jaw.

"That's Striding Edge?"
"Yeah. I've never heard of anyone who did stride across it."
One by one they carried the drained corpses onto the arrete. Launched into the void the bodies 

glided with momentary weightlessness, swirling and flailing with the graceful motion of death 
before impacting the lower slopes. Elaine held up a head and with a final primitive flourish tossed 
it far out into the gloom. The meal was over, appetites satisfied, anger appeased. And the outlines 
of five rocky gargoyles decorated the spine of the ridge.

Susan called up to Wallet on a higher step. "We need to let Tom Scavinio know about 
everything."

"Maybe now isn't the right time, but you're right, we can't just leave him out to dry."
"We'll have to be prepared for the bill. It's only fair."
  Elaine joined Wallet on his rock to listen in. "What happens if we don't pay? Have we thought 

that through yet?"
"We're finished touring the US. They'll seize equipment the minute we set foot on US soil, freeze 

assets, not that we have any in the US, but Marco might have business connections."
Elaine nodded. Wallet bristled, a shiver of some reluctant glee, wish fulfilment.
"Marco's devious enough to have his money protected, isn't he?" said Wallet.
"I don't know for sure, but that's not the point. Tom Scavinio is the point."
"Why?" Elaine didn't share Susan's long-standing friendship with Scavinio. Didn't have the 

empathy.
"Because he had nothing to do with this. This is her fault." Susan nodded towards Dee exploring 

the ridge with Rene. "If anyone should pay Scavinio's bill it's Dee."
"Not now." Wallet knew an argument on Striding Edge would end in the tarn or the cove.



Neved understood what he was watching on television as the local news became national news. The
story broke around mid-day and the first reports of a tragedy on the fells may have made sense to 
some people, but unlike Neved they weren't on the inside. The band had left the house the previous 
evening in the foulest mood he'd ever seen. There could only have been one outcome and this was 
it. He now had the task of coaching Susan, making demands to do this and that, less than twelve 
hours after killing four people. The familiarity was too real, it had followed him, the conflict, the 
killing, the debilitating predictability of settling an argument. Bamberg, St. Petersburg and now 
here. He heard footsteps across the ceiling. They were awake.

"You haven't been staring at me lately." Elaine straddled the narrow ridge. She was alone with 
Wallet.

"No. Well I know what comes next if I do."
"Didn't you like it?"
If he were honest it was the most electrifying sex he'd had in his life, but also the strangest, the 

most inexplicable. "Yeah. It came out of the blue, I'll admit, but yeah. If anyone was gonna fuck me 
in Portinscale you were the last person I expected."

And she was on him again. Both of them balanced on a rocky knife edge, sheer drops on both 
sides. A slip of the foot or a shift in their vigorous centre of gravity and they would plunge together.
Wallet had never crossed Striding Edge, never dared to accept the challenge even though 
thousands had crossed the arrete without falling. Now he was half way along, buffeted by the gale 
and ridden by his demonic colleague. He saw the bodies along the edge of the tarn, the blood filled 
water turning crimson, and for a second considered dragging himself and Elaine down there to join
them. But the touch of her face in the palm of his hand and an unfamiliar pain in her eyes brought 
him out of his deathwish. 

Her face was white like milk, grey lips, and the wind had blown an intrusive strand of hair across
her cheek. She cut a cross into Wallet's forehead, he did the same. The blood trickled like tears 
down their faces as they bit each other hard until the pain worked them to a second climax. 

Almer switched on the lights in the studio. He was ready to go, ready to get his head down and 
work. No quizzes, no questions. Neved had gone for a walk leaving Susan alone, but she didn't feel 
like singing this evening anyway. She wanted to play, they all did. The band followed Almer and 
gathered in the live room. No one spoke as they prepared their instruments and waited for the nod 
from Almer sat safely on his own behind the glass, shielded from the aggression he knew was about
to erupt.

Susan adjusted a microphone. "Tell us when."
Almer's voice came through the headphones. "You know there were witnesses. Four women at 

the cinema, two men being chased by a gang of four. We haven't heard the last of this."
"Let us worry about it, Almer. Just tell us when you're ready."
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The familiarity of High Street and the wide, calm expanse of its broad summit gave Rene time and 
space to consider his actions. Helvellyn was like a butcher's shop following the previous night's 
encounter and Wallet had disappeared into his own private corner to comfort himself. One day he'd 
learn how to accept his condition and his instincts.

In the coming months and years he'd learn how to love the lakes without the predictable co-
operation of sunlight. He'd learn how to appreciate the moon, how to guide himself by the stars, 
how to detect the compass points from the magnetism of the ground beneath him. His senses would 
expand until he could wean himself off his reliance on sight for all his earthly pleasures.

High Street had been explored already, instead Rene moved on towards Nan Bield Pass and the 
diversion onto Mardale Ill Bell, the final bulge of the Froswick and Yoke rollercoaster. Unlike 
Grisedale, the space up here was more than enough. Too much. A whole rock festival could be held 
up here using Racecourse Hill for the main stage. Rene's concern was the easterly isolation. 
Mardale was a long way from Borrowdale and the band had agreed with Gol to keep the logistics 
compact, keeps the summits as close as possible. Easy for him to say - or yell - but not so easy 
when the summit had to be more than a rocky point to balance on. They weren't acrobats.

The obvious plan was to stick everything around the rim of Newlands Valley: Maiden Moor, 
High Spy, Dale Head and Robinson, but the band wanted a wider concept, an event that would 
appear to include all the fells. So far, Skiddaw to the north and Swirl How to the south had enough 
distance between them to be manageable. The job now was to find the eastern extent and for all its 
gore and gruesome heritage Helvellyn was still Rene's preferred choice. The site was discovered by 
accident and remembered with grisly fondness.

Rene was tempted by the call for another late night swim and Mardale Ill Bell offered plenty of 
temptations. An intimate dip down in Blea Tarn or a length of Haweswater. Kentmere was the place
to float face up and allow those three ridge back summits to mingle with a glistening starscape, or 
he could bob about on Hayeswater without skimming over the reservoir's far edge into the beck 
down to Hartsop.

Choices, choices. Eventually he wandered west and plunged into the picturesque waters of Angle 
Tarn and forgot about his woolly ventriloquism for one night. He had his four summits. Job done. 
Time to relax.
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Before the band came into the studio Susan was allowed one hour for her singing lessons. The 
arrangement worked for now, but one day her vocal ability would become alarmingly proficient and
threaten the status quo. The day of judgement, however, showed no signs of arrival, Dee's reign at 
the microphone wouldn't be threatened for at least another month or two, or three. Possibly several 
years, Neved had spat out in a fit of frustration three evenings ago.

His patience hit the limit again. "Here, from here." He patted Susan's stomach with backhanded 
force.

"I don't have lungs there. . . ."
"Not your lungs, your diaphragm, pump the air pressure upwards from your diaphragm. Breathe 

out."
She breathed out.
"In."
She breathed in.
"Deeper. Your not blowing out candles on a cake, in spite of your age and the inferno they'd 

create. Breathe like you're trying to force me out of the room."
Susan blew.
"Don't blow, breathe!"
"I don't know the difference."
Neved placed both hands on Susan's waist and squeezed her like a huge tube of toothpaste. "Do 

you feel that? Can you feel the pressure upwards on your chest, your ribs?"
Susan gasped. "Yes."
"You're like a bag of cement. There's absolutely no flexibility in you."
"No wonder you don't have any students."
Neved twitched, rocked on his heels and rearranged a few sheets of paper on the mixing desk. 

Almer's abandoned newspaper had been moved out of the way, but Neved couldn't move it far 
enough. The gory headline, the deaths at Red Tarn, dominated the front page. Now the paper lay, 
back page up, on a cabinet at the back of the room.

"I'm sorry, I didn't mean that."
"Don't apologise." Neved took off his glasses for another habitual cleaning. "I'm out of practice. I 

suppose I should be grateful to you for making the effort. You are trying, at least. The boredom 
must be terrible."

"No, I'm not bored."
"Not you, the others. Have you been able to do anything productive yet?"
Susan nodded, eager to move into the live room and play a selection of riffs, motifs, melodies, a 

combined overview of progress so far. Neved listened wearily, wincing at the demonstration. Five 
minutes later, leaning against the piano for intellectual as well as physical support, he slipped off his
glasses and rubbed his eyes.

"You're not impressed, are you?"
"I can't say I'm impressed." He sat at the piano, opened the lid and stroked several keys. "Do you 

feel aggressive?"
Susan answered the back of his head. "All the time actually."
Especially last night. Neved preferred to run through the octaves than speculate on how last night 

ended on the summit of Helvellyn. The temptation to learn more surrounded him. Headlines in the 
papers, on the radio, on television, contained in Almer's running commentaries when he came back 
from Keswick, on the astonished lips of the locals down in Grange. Neved was under siege. "Look, 



look and listen."
He moved on from aimless scales and started to shake and shudder, his whole body heaving as he 

clattered the keys of the piano, notes rattled off like bullets from a Gatling gun. "This is how you 
play, Susan." He yelled above his maniacal performance. "More, more, must play more . . . I am a 
rock goddess . . . must play more. . . ."

Susan laughed. She wasn't supposed to laugh, but she couldn't fail to see herself in the floor 
rumbling, wall vibrating display.

"So, how would you play aggressive?"
"Aggressive? For god's sake, why must it always be aggressive?" Lena was aggressive. Her 

answer to every problem was a calculated act of violence. "Assertive," he said, "confident, play 
with confidence." The music reflected his concentration. Strong, precise, perfect notes danced to the
gentle movement of his hands. The emotion rose from nothing to an enormity that consumed the 
instrument, consumed the player, but Neved hardly moved as he provoked the notes, louder and 
louder. The piano made a sound as violent as a mountain storm, but he retained control, his back 
straight, his arms fixed, his fingers hunting down the next note, the next key, driven along by an 
unseen pressure, an unseen force working upwards out of him, into the piano.

When he finished Susan was alongside him. "I see what you mean."
"Do you?" He closed the piano lid and walked out of the live room, out of the studio, out of the 

house.

-

Neved stood on the bridge at Grange when Susan caught up with him. In the dark, illuminated by 
the occasional headlight rearing over the bridge's humped back, his shadow swelled and diminished.
Susan appeared, her outline defined by the glow of a half moon and the sheen of the parapet soaked 
by a late afternoon shower.

"What are you doing here?" she said. "Come on back, it's gonna start raining again soon."
Neved took a moment before he acknowledged her. "It goes dark very quickly round here. I'm 

almost grateful you've arrived."
Susan waited for more. She was so much like Lena. The beguiling smile, the gentle innuendo, the 

beauty, all the qualities he had found in the woman he met all those years ago. "You and Lena, you 
have a lot in common."

"Bewitching." Susan waited for Neved's reaction, but he was more interested in the drifts of 
shingle dividing the river below the bridge.

"That concert, the one in the house on the disc."
"What about it?"
"Do you remember it? Do you remember anything about it?"
Susan hesitated. "Very little, to be honest. Meadows Arena, Washington or something. About 

1976. We weren't as good then."
Neved shook his head and walked away. "You can't tell a lie convincingly." They both stood at 

opposite ends of the bridge. If Neved stepped any farther backwards he'd be onto the main road in 
the line of oncoming traffic.

"We enjoy playing what we do, the way we do."
"But you don't think. Why is that so hard? It's all a reaction. Why is it so important?"
"What? Why is what so important?"
"What you're looking for. I don't know. I don't know what I'm saying. Aggression is not the 

answer, that's your lesson for this evening. It's never the answer."



"Okay." Susan waited for Neved to stop patrolling the bridge and show some inclination to return 
to the house. "Rob told me he met Lena."

"He did? When?"
"A few days ago. He seems quite impressed. He says they got on very well."
"Did he? Did he really?" He took his glasses off. "Rob told you everything? Everything about 

her?"
"Pretty much so. Is it true? From what I could gather she sounds like a bit of a tease."
"She has an ability to deflect attention with a smile, with a certain look in her eye. She knows 

how to control people. Knows how to manipulate them. And just like you she always has an answer,
even when you're wrong. You both fight your way out of the corners you back yourself into."

"Is that a compliment?"
"Maybe. I'm not sure. It's one quality she hasn't lost. Unlike many others over the years."
Susan didn't ask, but tapped a rhythm on the parapet with her fingernails. "How long has she been

a witch?"
"As long as I've known her. Forty years. We met in. . . . " Neved laughed, "1973. Isn't that 

coincidental?"
"And part of the Red Army Faction?"
"She was an idealist. Still is, I suppose. It's only her tactics that have changed."
"No stranger to violence then?"
"Is anyone a stranger to it?" Neved wanted to leave the subject, concentrate on the matter in hand,

teach Susan to sing, here on the bridge if necessary. But the lessons weren't the reason for his 
arrival; he guessed Susan knew that now.

"Is she proud of her past?" Susan wouldn't let the matter drop and stepped closer to force the 
answer.

"She isn't proud of anything violent. She doesn't celebrate it. To her it's a necessity. A means to an
end. Unlike you." He looked up as the beam of a car's headlight crossed Susan's face. "I suppose it's
survival for you."

"It's one of the few things that comes naturally. You don't need to learn it. Don't need to practice. 
But it has its advantages."

"So, it is a means to an end?"
"Why did you come here?"
Neved's glasses came off again. Not for a polish, but stability. He gripped them with both hands. 

"You feed off people just as people feed off me. I wasn't afraid to come here because people have 
fed off me until there was nothing left."

"Does that include Lena?"
His silence was the answer. Behind the houses of Grange the steep walls of the fells on either side

of the valley pinched together. The Jaws of Borrowdale, Wallet had called them: they were ready to
snap.

"Lena belongs to a coven, they cannot practice where they would like to practice and she believes
there is a place, somewhere out there," Neved waved his hands around, "and if she can find that 
place their problems will be solved."

"What kind of place?"
"A lost valley. I don't know what she means by that, Susan, whether it is a metaphor or a real 

place. Sabbats I can understand, the festivals are well known, but the valley, well, the valley has 
some kind of power, some kind of secret. It goes beyond what I can believe and I've seen some 
unusual things. I can't help her." Neved was fixated by the Jaws. "I can't even help myself. Lena 
found out you wanted a voice coach. It wasn't me."



The shower returned, a gentle fine cloud drifting down from the tops. "She's often mentioned a 
book."

"Rob told me about her library."
"There is a book which she says contains the location of the valley. If she could find the book, 

who knows."
"From what you say about her, I'm sure she'll find it." Susan offered her hand to guide Neved 

back to the house, a short cut home out of the rain. "Everybody eventually finds what they want."
"Oh, she'll find it," said Neved. "By hook or by crook, by fair means or foul, she'll find it."

-

High on the fells, thwarted by the enclosing mist Rene took himself from High Spy to Maiden Moor
before the muted glow of the house windows in Grange provided the clue to where he was. He 
didn't mind being lost. He had all the time in the world to find his way home, and what a place to be
lost anyway. Even in the twilight world of a cloudy summit the atmosphere replaced the detail, his 
imagination displaced reality.

He made his way down the fellside and the world below came into focus. Beyond the puffing 
chimneys, the rain-polished roof tiles, the damp odour of perennials, he recognised two figures on 
the bulge of the bridge over the Liza.

"Well I'll be dammed." He chose his moment with devilish precision, appeared out of the cloud, 
directly in front of Neved and Susan, and filled the air with a shriek.

Susan almost ripped Neved's arm off.
"Sorry, didn't mean to make you jump."
"Yes you did, you fucking maniac."
Neved failed to see the joke, but as he pushed his glasses back up his nose a nearby front door 

opened and a woman stepped out into the mist. "Do you think you lot could get on back to your 
campsite." She pinpointed Neved as he stood open mouthed, hand in hand with his student. "And 
you should be ashamed. Man of your age."

"A man of my age?" Neved tried to control a chortle. "Man of my age, I'm a spring chicken, 
madam. In fact, where I come from some call me a stallion." Neved roared. "Man of my age. How 
looks deceive, Susan."

"See how she reacts to this." Susan grabbed Rene's hand and the three of them were back at the 
studio in a heartbeat.

-

All was not well in the house when Susan paid a visit to the kitchen. Somewhere up above Gol was 
audible on his phone. Susan assumed he was talking on the phone, but he could have been shouting 
out of a window. She stopped at the bottom of the stairs and watched the bannister rail vibrate.

"Do you have a number for Mr Persimmon?"
From the lounge Raven's voice joined in the conversation. "He has, but you don't need a phone, 

do you? Just shout in the direction of his house." 
"And what time does he get into the office tomorrow?"
"When his fucking ears have stopped ringing."
The sound came from left and right, pulling Susan's head this way and that like a spectator at a 

tennis match.
"It's a couple of days ago. Some one called Matt. . . ."



"Oh, keep your voice down, can't hear the telly."
"Okay. Thank you . . . No, G-O-L. Just Gol . . . No, no, Jens J-E-N-S . . . Yes, You got it. Okay, 

bye."
The conversation was over, but Raven still emerged from the living room in a heightened state of 

agitation. She was surprised to see Susan in the hallway. "How do your ears cope with that? I 
thought you lot had sensitive hearing."

"We have tough hearing," said Susan. "His voice does carry though."
"Wish someone would carry him away. And that mate of his, Libby. Will someone stop her 

talking like an Australian?"



NOTES: - GOL

DATE: 24/05/2014

Some concern over the deaths of four people on Helvellyn coinciding with the band going out at 
the same time. Both Libby and Mark are worried that they are potentially exposed to an unsafe 
working environment. I will be monitoring the situation to ensure there is no threat to the team. The
deaths were an unfortunate coincidence.

Dmitri's involvement in the songwriting is now causing tangible tension. Dee is contradicting 
everything he says and also questions the publishing implications if he has any songwriting credits. 
Her antagonism wasn't helped when Rene noticed she was tapping her toes to the song he was 
playing on the piano.

The band have laid down four songs, but the new one suggested by Dmitri is totally different. 
There is more melody and the arrangement shows more control in the building of tension. Susan 
attempted to add a backing track to harmonise the chorus melody, but she still isn't up to the job. 
Rene said she sounds like two wasps arguing.

Alan Miller suggested I film the talking sheep, but the idea can be put to one side until a more 
appropriate time!

notes:GOL


TRACK 5 - THE LOST VALLEY

24

If the Lake District after dark did anything other than trip the unwary, it brought the subject of 
mortality into view. Mortality was a one directional experience. Humans hurtled towards death 
trying to fit everything in, the bucket list increasing in size until it was more like a skip than a 
bucket. Then the point was reached where memories lost their chummy reassurance and became 
instruments of torture, reminders of how bad things had become.

A peculiar bulbous garden ornament sat on one of the elevated terraces behind the house. To 
Wallet it looked like the sort of demonic contraption found in a Bosch painting. A squat, awkward 
character ready to walk off wearing its ridiculous stove pipe hat. According to Almer it was a 
chiminea, an ornate patio heater, but its silhouette on moonless nights suggested another less 
altruistic function. It was the perfect size for boiling small singers. The patio heater also provoked 
otherworldly thoughts and conspired with the blackened landscape to thrust mortality's ugly secret 
into Wallet's head. Ordinary things. The curse of ordinary things.

If Wallet was ever going to regain his sense of humanity he would have to return to what he did 
the last time he was human. No butchery, no wild chases or fell top massacres, certainly not the 
enjoyment of all the blood and misery. No, investigation. Investigation of the problems that inspired
him.

Witchcraft, for example.
"She works in marketing." Wallet shared information with Raven. The two of them were in the 

conservatory at the northern end of the house, each with a laptop and a task: find the witch. The 
band were in the studio with Almer, murdering their latest musical ideas and reducing Neved's 
creative sensibilities to a ragged shred. Gol and the team were with them, eyeballs and vocal 
peculiarities out in force. "She has her own company, quite successful, three offices, over a hundred
employees."

"Some people say marketing is a form of black magic." Raven was supposed to be helping, but 
Wallet could see she was on Instagram.

"You know what I think?" said Wallet.
"Amaze me."
"We need to go back to St. Petersburg and follow her."
"You're joking."
But he wasn't joking. Raven refused to travel all that way again just to sit in a hotel room or make

a spectacle of herself in yet another tourist hellhole.
"Actually, young Barbara, we might not need to go back there after all. I've just had a thought."

-

Every night up and down the land curtains were drawn across windows to conceal an evening of 
paganistic jiggery pokery. Wallet had tracked down a group of witches in Keswick who had a 
chronically slow website, but a contact conveniently available after 9pm.

A meeting was set up at the Twa Dogs Inn on the road out of town. Wallet and Raven sat in the 
corpse wagon and waited for the sudden whoosh and cackle of broomsticks landing, but his contact,
Bella, arrived on an old Honda motorbike.

"I wasn't expecting that," he said as Bella tugged off her helmet.
"Expecting what?" said Bella.



"Don't ask," said Raven. "He'll just say something stupid about broomsticks."
"Oh." Bella snorted when she laughed. "Failed its MoT actually."
"Your broomstick?" Wallet misread Bella's sense of humour. Missed it by a mile.
"No, the car. My car failed its MoT. Track rod ends."
The Wiccan demographic was obviously as varied as any other. Bella left the Honda shackled to a

cycle rack with a length of rope and marched into the pub.
"Where the hell did you find her?" said Raven.
Wallet sniffed. "Linked In."
The conversation was rambling. Bella had a habit of digressing and digressing from the 

digressions until what she was saying became a convoluted multi-layered exposition.
"So what you ultimately arrive at is a schism in the movement along Gardnerian lines and non-

Gardnerian lines, most of which are subsets of the tradition as defined by Gardner in the first place. 
There are rogue elements like LaVey's Church of Satan, but in all honesty they're just knocking 
shops.  And then there are hedge witches. These are witches who choose to practice the craft alone 
rather than as part of a coven. I started as a hedge witch, but felt there was a lot of knowledge I was 
missing out on, not to mention the security that comes with having others around you. Alistair 
Crowley's house ended up full of demons playing trumpets and horns, causing an awful racket at all
hours. Being part of a coven can prevent that kind of complication because there's a pool of advice 
to stop you going wrong."

A few metres along the wall there was a clock. Bella had spoken, uninterrupted, for eighteen 
minutes. "Maybe I should join a coven," said Wallet. "I'm surrounded by demons making a racket at
all hours."

"Can I ask you a stupid question?" Raven leaned a knowing shoulder towards Bella who licked 
away a frothy moustache after every swig of Guinness. "If you're a witch, right, can you not stop 
your track rod ends failing the MoT?"

"Oh, god no. You can't use your ability for selfish purposes."
Raven screwed her face up. "What else can you use it for?"
"More importantly," said Wallet, "how are covens organised? Do they network?"
"Well, not really. There is the Pagan Federation, an advisory service, arbitration service, public 

relations and all that. . . ."
Wallet beat Raven to it. "Public relations?"
"Yeah. They make sure people don't get the wrong impression of us." Bella called to the bar, 

"another black," and finished the last of her Guinness. "Stop people thinking we're all strange."
"Perish the thought." Wallet decided to seize the moment. "Have you ever heard of a company 

called Siebert-Neved?"
"No."
"Lena Siebert-Neved."
"No." Bella closed her eyes when she shook her head.
"German woman, married to a Russian guy, a composer." Raven also drew a blank.
"Dmitri Neved?" This was going to become a game of charades at any minute.
"Nope."
"St. Petersburg?" Raven bolted for the obvious.
"I've heard of St. Petersburg, yes."
Wallet leaned his face in his hands. He had experience of conversations like this, but not usually 

with someone as young, as sentient as Bella. "The Bamberg witch trials?"
Bella nodded, clicked into action, came out of sleep mode. "Ah, let me get my pint." And she 

scurried off to the bar.



When she was out of earshot Wallet turned to Raven. "You butterball."
"Eh?"
"Have you heard of St. Petersburg!"
"She was acting like she didn't know anything. She probably forgot her own name for a minute 

then"
"It makes us look stupid, doesn't it?"
Wallet wasn't sure he liked the expression on Raven's face. "Makes us look stupid? She's bonkers,

she is. How's she gonna know about Lena?"
"We might never know now. And fancy asking about track rod ends."
Bella's confidence perked up, maybe it was the prospect of a second Guinness. She bounded back 

to the table, swallowed a good inch of the stout and launched into a treatise on the Bamberg witch 
trials. Start dates, end dates, leading exponents (Wallet looked forward to the day Raven would try 
to pronounce the name Hexenbischof Prince Johann Georg Fuchs von Dornheim), interrogation 
techniques, the stomach turning details of Johannes Junius's torture, repercussions - Raven started to
fidget and fiddle about, surreptitiously checking her smartphone under the table - trial transcripts, 
numbers, fatalities, historical context. . . . (Wallet watched the minute hand on the clock as it almost
made a complete revolution.) And finally, finally after fifty three minutes and two more pints of 
Guinness the witch trials ended. Apparently, the whole murderous carry on had been bad for local 
business.

Bella needed a toilet break. Raven watched her stagger along a meandering route to the ladies. 
"What was that bloke's name again?"

But Wallet wasn't listening. He could hear a conversation at a nearby table. Someone on the fells 
had been insulted by the sheep, the same talking sheep that Almer had mentioned. Abusive sheep, 
foul mouthed mutton. The anecdotes were spreading.

When Bella came back she dropped into the chair with a worrying thud.
"How many witches are there?" said Wallet. "In Europe today?"
Bella rocked backwards in her chair. There was something wrong. "You know what," she pointed 

at the empty glasses in front of her, "there's millions of us." Definitely something wrong. "Fucking 
millions and millions and millions of us."

"Really?" Raven's voice was probably the last sound Bella heard before she passed out. An 
audience of boozers put their darts down and watched Wallet and Raven bundle the well-soaked 
witch into the back of the corpse wagon. Back at her house she was left on the settee. Wallet and 
Raven searched the rooms.

"I've had more fruitful evenings. That job in McDonalds looks more inviting by the day," said 
Raven.

"I started worrying when she pulled up on a Honda." Wallet scanned the bookshelves, but there 
was nothing. "How can there not be something, anything, that mentions a German woman married 
to a Russian composer."

"Maybe she's not a witch after all." Raven waved a Gary Barlow dvd.
"Hang on a minute." Wallet paused. "What was it Lena said to me. I'm no benandante or 

something. She didn't say what that was and I've never heard that word before."
So, there was something to look for, a word, a phrase, Wallet wasn't sure of the spelling other 

than it began with 'b.' But eventually they found it in a book on Italian witchcraft. The Benandanti 
saved the crops and fought the Malandanti who wanted to destroy them armed with sorghum stalks. 
The Benandanti were tried by the Inquisition, but in a rare show of leniency and moral confusion 
avoided the burning stakes. They survived the Inquisition. Maybe Lena was on the wrong side.

"Good witches?" said Raven.



"Aren't they all," said Wallet. "They'd never fail their MoTs otherwise."

-

Twenty four hours passed before Wallet tried to email Bella. Did she wake up on the settee where 
they left her? Was her motorbike in one piece when she went to collect it from the pub car park? 
How are the track rod ends? But he didn't get the chance to ask because the website had shut down. 
It was in danger of slowing to a halt by itself, but the hand of man, or woman, or some other sinister
entity, had reached it first. A 'server not found' message and a horribly white screen was all that 
remained.

His inbox, however, was visited by a curiosity. 'Meet me' it said in the subject line, with a time 
and place in the message. There was no signature. Wallet decided to go alone.

The meeting place was in woodland south of Brown Howe alongside the narrowest point of 
Coniston Water. The lake, in Wallet's opinion, was an under-rated lake. True, it was notorious for 
swallowing Donald Campbell, but in the moonlight such horrors could be forgotten and replaced by
the benevolence of Ruskin and the gentle wanderings of the steam powered Gondola.

The copse where Wallet had been told to go was a crackling hollow filled with the potential for 
practical jokes or late night sacrifices (depending on who your friends were). The setting was too 
black for human eyes to deal with, a stage set for elementals, playground for the little folk.

A voice mingled with the rustle of vegetation, an incomprehensible murmur carried on the moist 
atmosphere drifting off the lake. The vegetation increased in density and the hollow shrank until 
Wallet was up to his eyes in branches and leaves. The rapid growth, the sinister encroachment 
continued to compress his body and limit his breathing until he was overcome by the weight and 
mass of the vegetation. The pressure became too much. Branches scraped his face, leaves 
threatened to take his eyes out and the total mass of suffocating shrubbery wrapped around his torso
and limbs. The murmur diminished as Wallet passed out.

If there was a heaven standards had slipped. Toten Herzen stared down from on high, the four 
faces of Susan, Rene, Elaine and Dee, as if studying a newly discovered bug. The vegetation was 
gone and the vision made no sense until Wallet heard the retching sound of youth vomiting.

"Raven told us you might be here." Susan's voice echoed in the night air.
"Good soil round here," said Wallet. "Stuff rockets up in no time."
"Whatever that means I'm sure it explains why you're lying here like a tramp."
Rene's voice floated through the ether. He read from a leaflet. "If you go up on the fells you 

should tell people where you're going and provide an estimated time of return. . . ."
"I haven't been on the fells, but thanks for the concern." Wallet tried to sit up. "Oh, fuck me. Look

at the lake, it's going downhill."
"Get him back to the house," said Susan.
"How did you know I was here?" Wallet tried not to sway about as he was dragged vertical.
"We read your email," said Dee.
"You read my emails? You can't do that."
"Well, we did," said Susan. "Otherwise you'd be dancing like Terence Pearl in a few hours time. 

What were they called?" Susan shouted to Raven. "The malcontenti or something?"
When Raven didn't answer Wallet answered for her. "Malandanti."
The truth should have remained at the lakeside, but Wallet had been left at the mercy of the sun 

and no one would have known where he was or where he had been, where he died, what happened, 
did it hurt. There would have been no trace, not a single atom of evidence to measure or explain his 
final hours. The death of a nonentity had been avoided.



Before he was taken back to the house he remembered asking Elaine what she was staring at.

-

Wallet was right the first time. Toten Herzen would not be in heaven. As he lay flat out on the 
lounge settee the angel looking down on him now had blue hair and a frown. She held a tall glass 
filled with a thick deep red liquid.

"Is that what I think it is?" said Wallet.
"Vimto," said Raven. "You should drink it, you'll be dehydrated."
"Me, dehydrated?" Wallet's head was still thumping. "I'm not supposed to be overwhelmed by 

wayward shrubs, what the fuck just happened?" He reached out for the glass just as Raven pulled it 
away.

"Don't know. Perhaps someone knocked you out. Mind you, if they hit you hard enough to knock 
a vampire out imagine if that had been a human. You'd be dead now." She offered the glass again.

"But I am dead."
"I know, but if you weren't you would be now. . . ."
"Raven, sweetheart, I'm already confused."
"Sorry." She offered the Vimto again. "Did you not see who hit you?"
Wallet shook his head. Slowly. "Didn't hear a thing. Didn't feel a blow actually. Whoever it was 

had a way with compost. Those bushes shot up like triffids." The Vimto retracted out of reach 
again. "Couldn't have been human. Never heard a thing."

"I was on the internet last night." Raven was determined not to hand the glass over.
"Facebook page up to date now?"
"You know there's a conspiracy theory about the Malandanti?"
"No."
"Yeah. A lot of people think the world's run by a new world order or the Illuminati, stuff like that,

but some people say there's a conspiracy to run Europe by a group called the Malandanti."
"How do you know that?"
Raven jumped up. "Wait there."
"Okay." At last the Vimto was in his hands. He'd forgotten how good it tasted.
Raven rushed back into the room with her laptop, lid open at a waiting web page. Weerdshit.org 

was a site listing all the current conspiracy theories from the moon landings being a Swedish 
Intelligence cock up to Kennedy accidentally ordering his own assassination. "Is this for real?"

"Some of it's a bit mental, but follow that link there." Raven prodded the screen.
The link opened a page describing a German criminal investigation. Money laundering, bribery, 

financial irregularity, no evidence strong enough to stick, no witnesses prepared to testify in open 
court. And the chief suspect? One name: Malandanti.  "They suspected Malandanti. No other 
names? You know we can't be far off. If they got to me we must be lifting up a few rocks."

"I'm not sure I like the sound of that, especially the we bit, but follow that link there." Raven 
prodded another blue heading. "Look where the centre of the investigation was?"

"Bamberg," said Wallet. "Bamberg."
Raven's eyes were bulging out of her head. She even managed a smile.
"We got any more of this Vimto?" said Wallet.

-

Knowing the dangers, the raising of stakes, the menace of shrubbery, Wallet preferred to travel to 



Bamberg alone, but Raven shared his hunger and insisted on coming along. Being the dogsbody 
suddenly had appeal. Purpose. The link on Weerdshit.org had fired the intrepid lobe of her brain. 
Wallet knew he was onto something, even if it was only the Malandanti feeding the bushes near 
Coniston.

A different kind of hunting instinct was re-emerging. A real mystery, a real challenge. A familiar 
instinct, but first things first: how would he raise the subject with the police in Bamberg? Raven's 
vivid blue hair suggested a possibility.

"Do you remember when we were in the archives in Lincoln?"
"Still got the bruise."
"You wanted a crystal ball."
"Yeah. Whatever."
"You'd make a good witch, you know."
Suspicion swirled around Raven's head as she computed the various permutations of Wallet's 

suggestion, the myriad possibilities implied.
"What if you did something to make them think you're a witch?"
"You're having a laugh."
"I never joke, Barbara."
She chose her words carefully, even spoke several of them without making a sound. "Are you 

serious? I'm not doing that, they're all nutters. They know what you are."
"Exactly. That's why I can't just walk in there asking all about them."
"No way."
"It's a cellular structure. One lot don't know what the other lot are doing. Those bastards in 

Cumbria won't know we're here in Bamberg."
"So they won't recognise you then, will they?"
She wasn't supposed to be so bright. Wallet hadn't witnessed this level of mental dexterity before. 

"I can't do it on my own. I have a plan and I need your help."
"No."
"What did you come for if you're not prepared to get involved?"
Ravens arms came out. She always commandeered her arms when she had something serious to 

say. She pointed them at the ground, at the sky, at some distant unseen object down the street. "I got
funny looks in the museum, got thrown out the Conservatory. I'm not being arrested in Germany."

"If anyone's at risk it's me. I'm the one who's gonna make a fool of himself just to speak to a 
copper."

"Why don't you just ask them?"
The concept wouldn't sink in. "Yeah. Excuse me, Herr Plod, can you tell me everything you know

about witchcraft. They'll show me every door in town."
"So, how are you gonna do it?"
"Same way everybody does it. Accuse you of being a witch and putting a spell on me."
Raven shuddered. "No."
"Why not?"
"It's a ridiculous idea."
"I'm ordering you."
"Get stuffed."
"You are contractually obliged to obey my commands."
"Bollocks."
"I'll turn you."
"No way. . . .  What?"



-

The gig was on. The venue: the police station on Schildstrasse. Raven's instructions were to watch 
Wallet enter the building, wait five minutes, take a photo of herself - a scary one, shouldn't be too 
difficult - and text it to him. He stepped through the door and filled his lungs, an act of refuelling to 
give him a few seconds to figure out what level of hysterics he should produce. Emotions had never
been his strong point.

"Excuse me," he found the reception desk, "excuse me . . . I'm being hunted." Surprise number 
one: not everyone in Germany spoke English. "Malandanti." He whispered the word to give it 
added significance, to share the common knowledge, the common enemy. "Malandanti." He said it 
again louder. "Out there. A witch."

Judging by the placid expression on the face of the first copper to approach reception, and the 
nonchalant way he logged on to the nearest computer, complaints of Malandanti must have been a 
common occurrence. Filed away alongside the abusive drunk, the stolen underwear and yet another 
complaint about harassment, bothersome witchcraft was just another evening's entertainment. The 
process was efficient, silent and before he started counting to ten, Wallet was manhandled into a 
side room.

Out came the breathalyser. "I'm not drunk. I'm the subject of a hex, a spell, the witch, the witches 
are coming, listen. . . ." The copper didn't listen. His only response, a calm command in broken 
English to blow into the machine. "What if it's poisoned? What if the tip is coated with Deadly 
Nightshade?"

"Blow."
Of course the lights didn't turn red or whatever colour they turned if your breath was nine parts 

single malt. "Now do you believe me?" Evidently not. He was escorted back towards the front door.
The sound of his phone played to itself from his inside jacket pocket. "Noises. Oh god, the noises 
have come back."

"Answer your phone."
Right on cue, the face of the Malandanti appeared. Pale, hooded eyes, crimson lips, blue hair. 

"Blue hair, you see the blue hair?" Wallet shoved his phone against the cheek of the copper. "She 
follows me everywhere. Malandanti." He shouted for attention. "Malandanti."

This was bloody hard work. Wallet had to sympathise with Alastair Sim trying to get himself 
arrested in Laughter In Paradise. Crime wasn't as easy as some people made it look. But Raven was
there, across the street, visible from just inside the doors of the police station. Wallet screeched. 
"Oh shit, there, now do you believe me. Malandanti." Raven had the look, but the attitude needed a 
bit of work. Place her next to a bus stop and she could have been waiting to go home. Wallet 
resisted any forward movement and ended up squatting on the tiled floor, his rubber soles snagging 
and squeaking as he was dragged towards his fate; death by cauldron.

Salvation came in the form of a man with a badge identifying him as Detective Korminsky. He 
wasn't quite as patient as the coppers trying to throw Wallet out of the building. A conversation in 
German took place followed by a helpful translation. "Drugs?"

"No."
"No?"
"No. Nein. Witches, Malandanti."
"Where?"
"Out there." Wallet wished Raven would stop checking Facebook just for five minutes.
"So, no drugs?"



"Do I look like I'm on drugs?"
Korminsky's eyebrow had a life of its own. Up and down, suspicious and impatient with equal 

measure. The suit looked like it would rather be somewhere else and the man himself was a walking
photofit. None of his limbs were in proportion and his head was certainly too small for his height. 
He stood on the threshold of the building. Wallet joined him. "See, she doesn't look up to much, but
there. Malandanti." Raven noticed the attention and did what every friend does in a crisis: legged it 
down the road, blue hair a blur before she turned left and out of sight. Wallet had no idea she could 
move so quickly. The girl was full of surprises.

The biggest surprise, however, was produced by Korminsky. Another conversation in German 
was followed by the arrival of a second detective, a younger, tall man with a skinhead just rough 
enough to indicate hair that may once have been platinum blonde or painted silver. Two minutes 
later Wallet was in the back of a car with a bag over his head. He knew he was going places, a bag 
over the head was a pretty good indicator that something serious was going down. Weerdshit as 
Raven might call it.

"So what was all that back there?" Korminsky was restless next to Wallet on the back seat.
"All what? I wanted to get your attention."
"Why didn't you just ask?"
"I didn't think you'd take me seriously." The sound of skin scraping material must have been 

Korminsky's neck rubbing his shirt collar as he shook his head. He struck a match, the car filled 
with the dry smell of a hand rolled cigarette. A blast of air and tyre roar surged through an opened 
window.

"I always get the lunatics," Korminsky said. The driver laughed. "When there is a nutcase with a 
conspiracy theory they always ask me to deal with it."

"Sorry for troubling you." Wallet pulled some papers out of his inside pocket. Print outs from 
Weerdshit.org. "This is the Malandanti. Apparently, no one else wants to talk about them."

Korminsky took the papers, folded them up and handed them back to Wallet. "And what do you 
know?"

"I know the leader of the group. Possibly."
"Speculation or fact?"
"Fact," said Wallet. "I've met her."
"Her?"
"The group is headed by a woman."
"What else do you know about this group?"
"They know how to look after a garden." A cloud of smoke pumped out towards him. Conditions 

inside the bag were growing stuffy.
"Go on."
"That's it. Aren't you interested in who the leader is?"
"No."
"No? Why not? Why are you bothering to drive me around if you're not interested? You haven't 

got problems with your track rod ends as well, have you?"
"What you're saying is anecdotal and will not stand up to scrutiny. How did you find out?"
"Someone met me two days ago."
"Who met you?"
"I don't know. Possibly Monty Don. Look, they nearly killed me." Korminsky made a meal of his 

cigarette. Long audible draws, long audible exhaling. "I've been working with this woman's 
husband."

"Where?"



"In Britain."
"In Britain?"
"You might hear me a bit better if you took this bag off my head."
Korminsky agreed, but still waited a good half hour. The car journey concluded at a large house. 

Wallet was guided along a maze to a room in which everyone's footsteps echoed like gunshots. 
Finally, they sat him on a chair and ripped the bag off his head. Five people dressed in black stood 
at ease around him. The four men were strangers, but he recognised the fifth. A woman.

"Lena."
"You remember."
"I never forget a face."
"Do you remember what I said to you the last time we met?"
"Yes. Ah, but you said you'd kill me if you caught me breaking into your library. I was brought 

here, I didn't break in. The deal was your house."
"This is my house." A house was in contrast to its owner. She preferred black with a dash of 

colour in the scarf, easy on the detail except for the Art Deco belt buckle. The room dressed itself 
with ornate stonework climbing up to a high ceiling embellished with a flamboyant seven sided 
medieval pattern.

"You've arrived at a bad time, which doesn't surprise me. So, can we make this brief."
A few more facts would have been useful. "I don't know what you mean. I was brought here, but I

don't know why. And was the bag really necessary? It smelled of cat food."
"I know the bag was unnecessary, but they don't know what you are. Looks like they're not the 

only ones."
"Meaning what?"
"Your experience in Cumbria, you were lucky. I was told about it and it won't happen again, but 

you have to understand, Rob, I have influence not control. I can ask people to leave you alone, I 
can't order them."

"Who were they? Malandanti?"
The name prompted Lena to prowl the room, She circled Wallet, weighed him up. Her voice 

floated from every direction. "It doesn't matter who they were."
"It would be nice to know so I can avoid them."
Lena reappeared, squatted in front of Wallet and carefully, deliberately placed her index finger on

his thigh. The pressure from the chair was transmitted up through his rump. Lena's finger, one small
digit, crushed him. "Stop playing games and go home. If you want to be useful, take a message back
with you and tell your colleagues to do what they're supposed to be doing."

Wallet wondered what would happen if Lena leaned her arm on him. "They are doing what 
they're supposed to be doing. Recording an album, annoying your husband. Killing folk."

"They should know by now what I want. It's a little bit of co-operation and some information. 
Nothing much, nothing to take risks for. It means nothing to them, but is a world of difference to 
me." The pressure eased when she stood up.

"They haven't said anything to me."
"They haven't known for long. They obviously don't trust you."
"I don't think they ever have." Being outside the clique was a miserable feeling. Now he was 

alone in Lena's house surrounded by a group of burly minders, all too grim for their own good.  The
decision to walk away from everything, the album, the band, the comeback would confirm his 
doubts, his insufficiencies, his smallness. So insignificant he could be pinned to a chair with an 
index finger.

"Go home." Lena continued to study Wallet. The rustic stone floor around him fascinated her.



"I can't move." He was stuck. No amount of effort could lift him off the chair. "What sort of 
fingers have you got?"

When Lena smiled there was every reason to forgive her for the tricks, the stern words, the angry 
eyes. Her smile was an attachment, a separate component, beautiful, youthful, innocent. "You see 
what I did there, Rob? I can control the space you occupy, whether you stay or go. Take the 
message with you." The pressure lifted. "Herr Korminsky will drive you back, don't let him know 
what you are."

"Why not?" Wallet's legs were just strong enough to support him.
"He only needs to know things. . . ."
"On a need to know basis. Sounds familiar."
Lena whispered in his ear again. "Have a long think about your relationship with that band. They 

don't care about you. Trust me, you wouldn't be here if they did. You do trust me, don't you?"
The brush of her shoulder, the Baroque complexity of her scent filling his head, the soft 

smokiness of her voice and the gentle touch of hair against his forehead were symbols of Lena's 
existence, associations. Wallet remembered Lena by these associations, but she didn't care about 
him any more than the others. No, he didn't trust her. He didn't look back as he was shown out.

Korminsky waited in the car. He had the bag ready.
"I don't need that. I know where you're taking me, idiot, or is Bamberg a secret location these 

days?"
"The way out will tell you the way in, so the bag is necessary."
Orders, orders, everyone thought they were lord and master. Korminsky pulled the bag over 

Wallet's head and lit his outward bound cigarette. The stink of hand rolled tobacco and tuna fish 
started to work its black magic on Wallet. Every metre, every change of gear, every click of the 
indicator and tug of acceleration propelled him to an increasing rage, a chest swelling fury lodged 
like a volcanic bubble of magma. He knew what was coming and made no effort to control it. They 
didn't need to know what he was, but they were about to find out.

"Take the bag off." The request was his justification if anyone ever accused him of starting the 
trouble. Korminsky refused. Wallet pulled the bag off before the old cop could grab his own 
cigarette. The driver saw the commotion, but had no time to react before Wallet lurched over the 
seat and tore the shaven head clean off the square shoulders. Exuberant blood painted the inside of 
the car, which abandoned the road and careered towards an open field. Korminsky suffered a few 
more troublesome seconds before a heavy impact and a terrible crunch as the car rammed a 
telegraph pole and heaved over onto its side. Wallet dragged his prey into the fields and started his 
own interrogation. Korminsky was still alert.

"Who were they?" said Wallet, his face dripping blood.
"I don't know."
"Tell me." Without hesitation Wallet struck again, biting deep into the shoulder.
Korminsky screamed. "I don't know. I can't tell you."
Truth be told Wallet didn't need to know, he didn't want to know, his bloodlust had carried him 

beyond a point in which the everyday and the mundane became a sideshow, a bit of trivia. What 
mattered was the thrill, the high of taking life, taking it with as much depravity and agony as he 
could generate. He felt it in Ambleside, the eager chase to the bridge, the affirming promise of the 
kill, the giddy satisfaction of watching the bodies disintegrate as they flew like damaged birds 
through the dark night. He bit Korminsky in the throat, took hold with jaws that clamped like an 
industrial vice and pulled, pulled and twisted until everything between the head and collarbones 
hung out. Blood gushed and frothed from Korminsky's mouth before the old man's expression 
calmed. "You should have done as I asked, you fucking piece of shit."



This was how Wallet questioned people these days. This was his new method of investigative 
journalism. The last time he met an old man to ask questions he was sat in Barry Bush's living room
drinking tea and watching the Olympics on the telly. Now he was up to his knees in German mud, 
his teeth smeared with another man's blood. He looked down on Korminsky prone in the grass, 
clothes soaking wet, rain bouncing off his face, the soil turning red. The more Wallet tried to stop 
the tears from welling, the more they came. "I only wanted you to take the bag off."

-

Back at the hotel Raven slept in the chair in her room and didn't see the monster checking on her. 
She was the embodiment of what he wanted to be: naive, innocent, untainted. He had offered to turn
her, but he was joking. Less than an hour ago he was joking. Raven had to go home and forget 
about this preposterous desire to be like him and Susan and all the others who had stealthily lured 
four people to their deaths on a village bridge. Raven hoped theirs was the glamorous side to this 
way of life, full of advantages and benefits. Something better. If his way of life was an 
improvement, what did that say about her life? What did that say about modern life?

Lost in his own thoughts Wallet didn't see Raven wake up. "Is it still raining?"
"What? Yeah . . . yeah, pouring."
"You've got blood on you?"
Wallet's clothes were speckled crimson and he could taste the blood around his mouth. He wiped 

it away with tissue paper. "I didn't think you could move as quick as that."
"Did you meet anyone?" Raven said.
"Yeah." The room could be bugged. Lena's influence could extend this far. "He wasn't very 

helpful."
"You all right?"
"No, not really. Things got a bit out of hand. The shit's probably hit the fan tonight. We'd better 

go."
"Whatever you say."
They packed and were back in the house in the Lakes before sunrise. The rest of the band were 

out, Almer must have gone with them. Wallet crept into the studio and spied on Susan with Neved. 
He stood next to her, one hand on top of her head, the other flattening her stomach. She breathed 
and sang a long unwavering note; a sound unrecognisable from the noise she emitted when she first 
attempted to sing and woke up all the bats in the trees outside. Neved's effect on her was positive. 
He was a positive influence. Benandante.



NOTES: - GOL

DATE: 26/05/2014

The band's dedication to the album is very strong and they are less aware of the camera. Rene 
has stopped looking through the fourth wall. Thankfully no one had to tell him to stop. My tactic 
now is to ask Dee to have a word with anyone who needs directing. She enjoys telling people what 
to do and seems to welcome the opportunity now that Susan and Dmitri are directing the course of 
the album.

The determination is impressive, more so when I consider their reluctance to go out to look for 
Rob when he went missing three nights ago.  Had he been dead they would have left him to the 
crows.

Mark cannot understand how they travelled over to Coniston and back in under half an hour. He 
suspects the incident was staged. The cruel man in me wants to tell Dee of Mark's doubts.

notes:GOL


From: Ian.Rouslie@lakedistrict.gov.uk

To: jens@jensgol.com

Subject: Filming in the Lake District

Message:

Dear Mr Gol

Thank you for your enquiry regarding filming permissions for the Lake District National Park. I 
have passed your query on to our Rights Management and Releases Committee who will forward 
your query to March Somerville and Reuter who act on our behalf regarding rights management.

They will be in touch shortly.

Ian Rouslie
National Parks (Lake District) Area Media and Communications Officer

Even with his headphones on Almer heard Gol's groan as he stared at his smartphone. The sound 
was a deep baritone shudder, like malfunctioning pipework in an old house. The groan was repeated
and interfered with the bass frequencies of Rene's mix. Almer instinctively moved to turn down 
some of the filters to cut the bass boom out, but pulled his hand back just as Gol at the rear of the 
control room made a phone call.

"Hi, yes, it's me again, Jens Gol. I contacted you about filming in the Lake District and now I've 
been told I need to speak to someone called March Somerville and Reuter. Do you have a telephone
number for these people?"

Almer waited, stuck his chin in his fist and waited. When Gol talked there was no way of hearing 
the eighty or ninety decibels of Toten Herzen.

"So, I just have to wait. Okay. Bye."
"You finished now?" said Almer.
"Oh, bureaucracy. Designed to make life easy only ends up making life more difficult. Imagine 

how peaceful life would be without bureaucrats." Gol left the room still staring at his phone.
"Don't know about bureaucrats, Jens. Be a lot more fucking peaceful if you caught laryngitis."
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Wallet had shown flashes of brilliance in the past. Some might say the infrequency qualified them 
as coincidences; more like a flash in the pan than a flash of brilliance. His trick with the mirror, 
though, still caused Susan to shake her head eighteen months after she was guided into the 
bathroom to see her reflection in a tablet screen.

He had done it again. The mirror this time wasn't an inverted digital image, but another woman. 
Same age, similar height, identical determination to acquire what she wanted. Wallet was the 
second person, along with Neved, to make the comparison. Neved provided Lena's aspirations, 
Wallet provided her address.

Susan entered the office of Siebert-Neved Marketing. People, night people, glowed in the light of 
their computer screens, their faces and shoulders detached from the dark background until they 
hovered like ghosts. Four in total, three men, one woman, unspeaking, eyes fixed on some 
preoccupation, some individual challenge. They were enclosed in a glass and pastel world, by sharp 
lines, white goods, steel frames, San-serif words. Lena's business world had nothing in common 
with the real world. Here, history was denied, history was concealed, no references to witch trials, 
to old politics, to past lives and identities.

Perhaps an old communal spirit had slipped through the design process. Lena, the boss, the 
owner, occupied a corner of the open plan office in a private pool of light. No personal state room 
on a floor of its own, no fiefdom at the end of the corridor, just a desk, a lamp and her own laptop. 
The gesture may have impressed the menials, but it offered Susan an unexpected advantage.

When Lena finally glanced at the visitor she knocked over a cup. It was empty, but the noise 
startled the others in the office. She replaced the cup on its mat and cleaned a spill that didn't exist.

"I know you're the only one here who can see me." Susan stood too far away for Lena to whisper. 
"Perhaps if you wrote things down on your notepad you could hold it up for me to read, but it's a 
little dark standing here."

Lena grabbed a notepad. The pen made an audible scratching noise on the paper. She wrote 
something with a hasty flourish and turned the pad around.

"I can't read it from here," said Susan.
Lena's eyes narrowed. Still no one in the office looked up. Susan tapped the toe of her boot and 

sat on the edge of a table. 
"Is it me or has the temperature dropped?" The guy at the table shivered and reached for his 

jacket.
The game had run its course. Susan approached Lena's desk to read the message. 'What are you 

doing here?'
"I thought it was time we talked."
'About what?' Lena wrote quickly, spinning the notepad when she was finished. The handwriting 

was flamboyant, curvaceous despite the speed of writing, despite the nervous haste and the 
hesitance.

"About what you want, what you know about us, why you've sent your husband to work for us."
'He needs the work.'
"Bullshit." Susan wandered around the office, spying on the projects, the graphic presentations, a 

photo shoot, text, lots of text. She spoke across the office, over the heads of the night people. "Your 
husband turned up at three in the morning, didn't drop dead with shock when people appeared and 
disappeared in front of him, allowed me to take him back to the house without walking. . . ." Susan 
reappeared in front of Lena's desk. "It's almost as if he's worked with people like us before." Lena's 
pen hovered above the notepad. "So, what's the deal? Did you tell him where we were?"



Lena slowly drew a large tick.
"So, how did you know?" The question was rhetorical. "Almer isn't working for you, and Rob, 

you've met Rob, didn't tell anyone he was booking the studio. And Raven isn't a spy, so how did 
you find out? How did you know?"

'I can't tell you here.' Lena stabbed the dot of an angrily drawn exclamation mark.
"Frustrating isn't it when you can't say what you mean? Powerlessness. This is probably the last 

time I'll have the upper hand." As Susan spoke Lena completed her next message.
'Meet me here, Domplatz next to cathedral 15 mins.'
"What if I say no?"
'You won't find out what I want.'
A woman by the far wall noticed Lena's frantic scribbling. "Ideas coming to you, Lena?"
"Notes for tomorrow," said Lena, "you never know when inspiration will visit." She shut down 

her laptop. "Or what form it will take." 

-

The choice to meet in Domplatz was no idle decision. After the second disgusting proposition by 
drunks and perverts passing through the square Susan recognised the cunning in Lena's sense of 
humour, the mischievous streak Wallet found so irresistible. She continued to wait unseen until a 
BMW appeared like a black spectre with glowing eyes. For a moment the empty square was 
dominated by the car's presence, its statement. Susan reappeared.

Now the meeting could take place on equal terms, woman to woman, eye to eye. No handwriting, 
no whispering, no secret messages. Lena circled Susan. "You were right about having the upper 
hand."

"I'll survive." Susan followed the movement. The two of them observed each other like cautious 
fighters in the ring.

"You don't know the history of this square, do you?" said Lena.
"There's a lot I don't know." Susan focussed on Lena's hands, index fingers and thumbs grinding 

together, perfectly manicured blood red nails, and a huge diamond ring; her wedding ring.
"In 1567 this was the site of the Trudenhaus, the witches prison. Ten of my ancestors lived here, 

though not for long, you understand."
"Your husband has told me all about it. Your ancestry, your beliefs, your hobbies."
"Hobbies. Meetee would never use that word." Lena continued to circle, but Susan was also 

mobile, ahead of the game for now.
"Your conjuring tricks."
"Did Rob enjoy my conjuring tricks?"
"I think he's more impressed by the magician than the magic. And your husband is a damn good 

teacher."
Lena stopped. "Yes, I know. And believe me it hurts to see him reduced to what he is. It's my 

fault, you know."
"How so?"
"People found out about me, but it was easier to take out their prejudice on Meetee, stop speaking

to him, stop working with him."
"Why don't you help him?"
"He won't let me. He's old fashioned, insists on doing everything himself. I helped him once, but I

don't think he appreciated it."
The attraction, Wallet's attraction to Lena was understandable. Susan allowed her bewitching 



gravity to draw her in, draw her closer. "You know we're almost the same age," Susan said. "Love 
the hat and you look almost as good in that jacket as I would. Who is it?"

"Gaultier."
"May I?" Susan stroked the soft leather shoulder of Lena's jacket, sniffed the upstanding collar. "I

love the smell of new leather."
"I don't think your kind need to stand so close to smell something." Lena skipped away as Susan's

breath blew across her neck. "Until Rob turned up I'd never met a vampire before. He wasn't what I 
was expecting, but you . . . you're a different creature altogether, Susan. I can almost taste the 
danger."

The mutual circling began again, a meticulous slow dance around an invisible point. "You still 
haven't answered my question," Susan said.

"Your boyfriend was helping the police with their enquiries, but he's way off the mark. A long 
way off. You should bring him home."

"He has his own agenda. It's difficult to bring him to heel. And he isn't my boyfriend."
"Okay. But do it for his sake. There are people in England I can't control. They won't give him a 

second chance. You must tell him to stop."
"You sound like you care."
"Of course I care. I'm not the monster, Susan."
"None of us are, Lena."
Five young men with suspiciously broad shoulders and flat footed menace entered the square. 

They headed for the car and loudly examined every detail of it. They even offered a token of 
admiration for the owner. "Bielen auto . . . Bielen dammen. Ja, sexy lady." One of them threatened 
the panels with an unseen blade.

The lively breeze in the square diminished to an expectant calm. Lena stiffened and held her 
breath. By power of thought or bloody minded irritation - Susan couldn't decide - the mens' 
muggish posturing and commentary were replaced by a grotesque buzzing drone, a swarming 
invisible annoyance that couldn't be swatted away, beaten back or evaded. Susan heard them squeal,
watched them twist and twitch until they were forced to sprint to a safer place, out of the square, 
away from the car. Away from Lena.

"Nice little trick. Did you arrange that just for me? What was it? Auto-suggestion, mass hypnosis,
hysteria?"

"Influence." Lena checked the car for damage. "When I want people to do something they do it. 
But you see my problem." She raised her arms and shouted. "People. Lots of people. There's no 
privacy in the modern world."

"Oh, I don't know. We seem to be hiding away quite well, give or take the odd Russian 
composer."

"But there's only four of you. You try to record your album if there are thousands of you."
"Thousands?"
"Yes, thousands." Lena snapped and squared up to Susan. "You have no idea, no idea how many 

of us there are. And there is nowhere we can practice our beliefs without a crowd. Nowhere."
"Is that what this is all about? Somewhere quiet to dance around your cauldrons?"
"You think it's a joke? Would you care to see one of these cauldrons?"
Susan backed away. "I don't drive, but if I did this is the sort of car I'd choose. German?"
If the bell for round one sounded now Susan would be ahead on points. Lena stood back, hands 

on hips, and gazed at the cathedral spires. "Of course you would. Susan, we don't have to argue. I 
only want your help."

"Really? And why would a witch be wanting the help of a vampire?"



"Come back to my house and I can show you."
"Now that sounds like a proposition. I've been propositioned already tonight. Mind you, they 

weren't as good looking as you."
"Get in the car, it's not far from here."
"If it's all the same to you, I don't accept lifts from strange witches. Tell me where you live and I'll

meet you there."
"Why don't you trust me?" said Lena.
"I don't trust anyone, Lena. I'm surprised you didn't know that."

-

Lena's house embraced the modern: a precise show home settled within a clipped and cleared 
woodland on a hillside overlooking Bamberg. Susan was quickly changing her preconceptions of 
witchcraft in the twenty first century. The broomstick had a twenty four valve fuel injected engine 
and the hat, far from being crooked, was couture. Lena's second arrival of the night was equally 
dramatic. A scrunch of gravel, a final growl of the car and Lena's haste to barge through the front 
door and off down a labyrinth of granite tiled corridors.

"There is a picture I want you to see." Lena spoke ahead of Susan following quietly. The farther 
they walked the older the furnishings became, the darker the decor intensified. Down steps and 
through locked doors Lena guided her guest, constantly rubbing and rotating her wedding ring. 
Discreet security cameras recorded every step. The journey ended in a large library with a hearty 
fire crackling in a smoke stained hearth.

One book was sought and found, dropped onto the table in the middle of the room and opened at a
page more worn than the others.

"There." She slapped the image. A watercolour of a long valley with a winding stream flowing 
through lush meadows and steep pine clad slopes. At the far end of the valley were the tell tale 
brush strokes of a tiny village.

"And this is where?" said Susan.
"I don't know the name, but the valley is well known to us."
"Is this a real valley?"
"You may be aware of it. Some legends say this is where your kind first appeared."
"My kind? What would that be? Dutch girls, rock guitarists, vampires?"
"Yes. Vampires. This is the valley where the first European vampires emerged." As Lena 

explained Susan was entranced by the details in the picture. "But this valley does not belong to your
kind. Before you all appeared the situation was very different. In 1206 a number of villagers were 
tried for heresy and ready to be burned at the stake. An over-enthusiastic bishop was determined to 
make an example of them. One handful of red sulphur, one handful, thrown onto the fires destroyed 
everything. The village, woodland, everything. Now the valley is undetectable, it is a hidden place 
and we want it back."

"You want it back. Was it ever yours? I don't see how I can help though. What has this got to do 
with me or any of the others?"

"You're a vampire, Susan. The rumours, the stories say that only vampires can see this valley."
The obvious question was how the artist could see it to paint it. Susan had doubts about Lena's 

sense of humour. The painting generated a calm, an unnatural calm and a sense of longing, a desire 
to walk amongst the meadow grasses and feel the cool shallows of the water. But the tranquillity 
wasn't in the idyllic promise of the scenery, it came from a closer external force. Distracted by the 
painting Susan had taken her eyes off Lena and was now trapped inside a circular hex drawn with 



salt.
"There's no need to argue, Susan. We can help each other, one way or the other."
"And you think keeping me here like this will make me co-operate? I don't know where your 

valley is. What am I, the Lonely Planet?"
"If you help me I can help you."
"How?"
There were too many distractions to answer. Susan had arrived unannounced, the fragile circle of 

salt had yet to prove it could contain its malevolent catch, and to add to the confusion the intercom 
buzzed. Another unexpected visitor, another demand.

Susan laughed, folded her arms and deliberately placed her toes on the line. "I promise I'll stay 
here." The intercom buzzed again. "There really should be a law against cold callers."

Once Lena had gone and her footsteps diminished Susan pulled back from the salt to ease the 
burning sensation pulsing through her toes. In a distant downstairs room a door opened and two, 
possibly three voices entered. Conversation moved away to a second room and continued in private.
The circle of salt looked so vulnerable, almost inconsequential, but still offered a hot electrical 
repulsion as Susan raised her foot over it. A bolt of pressure tugged at her lungs, threatened to catch
her straddling the line, neither in nor out, gasping for breath as a hot column intensified through the 
core of her body. She dragged her trailing leg behind her and she was free to breath again.

The sound of voices led to the room where Lena had taken the visitors. The whispered 
conversation was abrupt, people talked at once, Lena and three other men: ". . . injuries were not 
caused by the crash," said a male voice.

"I can guess, but I don't want to."
"You know about this?" said a second voice. "Korminsky met a lot of people, do you know who 

he was with last night?"
"No." Lena's heels paced around the room. More circles. "One thing I do know is that an 

investigation won't lead them to us. We don't have to worry about that. I think Korminsky may have
met a journalist."

"Journalist? They tore his throat out."
Another exhausted, male voice added his opinion. "We're losing our influence if this comes back 

to us. . . ."
"You don't need to remind me."
"Lena, this situation is critical. Five years ago we had more power to deal with events like this, 

we're losing that power. We lose that influence every month, every year."
The footsteps paused for a moment before Lena spoke again. "Select someone to replace 

Korminsky, nothing intense, be discreet, just another pair of eyes and ears for the next few weeks. 
Someone who can keep us informed of any investigation."

"There are fewer and fewer. . . ."
"Fewer and fewer is not the same as none," Lena barked.
With great care and caution someone asked: "And the book?"
A table top was thumped, chairs angrily pushed aside. "I'm looking. I'm looking and I'm closer 

than we've ever been."
The sound of Lena's heels clipped across the room towards the door. Susan returned to the safety 

of the circle and waited for Lena to come back.
"So, who were they?" asked Susan. "Windows and gutters or tree felling?"
"What?" Lena didn't have a sense of humour after all.
"You know this library reminds me of one I've seen before. A private collection."
"Really."



"If I asked around I'd want something in return."
"We have a lot in common, Susan." Lena checked the circle again. The salt was untouched. "Your

family have always lived in Rotterdam?"
"Yeah."
"So, they will remember the war. . . ."
"Don't antagonise me, you bitch." Susan jumped towards the line forcing Lena back against a 

chair.
She held up her hands. "Easy. I'm sorry, I don't mean to insult you. I'm merely saying we both 

have family who have suffered through conflict. Yours more recently than mine." She cautiously 
approached. "But we do have a lot in common. We're the same age, we both protect the people 
around us." She studied Susan's boots. "We like to look good. Who are they?"

"Don't sweet talk me. If you must know they're Prada. A birthday gift from my partner."
"Marco." Lena's eyes opened wide.
"How do you know?"
"Oh, I know Marco." A huge grin spread across Lena's face. "Marco and I go back a long way."
Marco didn't keep secrets, that was part of the strange deal they had agreed all those years ago. 

No secrets. Susan told Marco what she was, what she knew, what was safe to tell him, all that she 
could tell him. They had grown old together (in their own ways). The lines around Marco's eyes 
were from laughing not pressure. They had no secrets. There could be no secrets.

"He never mentioned me?" said Lena. "Perhaps he'd recognise me if he saw me."
"Bullshit. I don't believe you. Try another one. You're nothing more than a conjurer."
"And you're just a guitarist and a wannabe singer. Why's that?"
"I like to learn new tricks."
"So, you're not doing this to reclaim your band."
"No." Susan didn't want to fall for this, but she couldn't change the subject quick enough.
"Make it yours again. Get rid of that little singer. You don't like her, do you?"
"I'm not responding to this."
"Get rid of her and you're the focal point again. I can help you there, Susan. Don't pretend. You're

a terrible liar." Lena was in orbit, round and round the circle.
"You might be right, you might be wrong." Susan sprung across the line too quickly for the 

intense column of heat to slow her down or give Lena the chance to avoid a rapid hand that grabbed
her by the throat. Now she was gasping for air as the vampire forced her backwards to the open fire.

"You and me both," said Susan. "Neither of us are fireproof." The flames in the grate exploded 
angrily. "Nice trick," Susan bared her teeth. "Burn the house down, why don't you." Even with both 
hands ripping at Susan's arm Lena couldn't stop the strangulation. The timber panelled walls echoed
with the deep growl of fury and the hoarse croaking of panic.

"You're not the force you think you are, and you're not a very good liar yourself." The inferno was
unbearable. Great beads of sweat rolled down Lena's high forehead into her eyes. Susan moved 
closer to bite, inhaled the complex aroma of Lena's scent, paused to allow the aftertaste of fruit and 
rare blossom, and waited for the vein just under the skin to throb a little more.

"Such a lot in common, Lena. You want to help me, there is something you can do, but I'm not 
gonna tell you just yet because I don't trust you. Prove to me I can trust you and we can do a deal."

"And how do I know I can trust you?"
"Oh, that's the best bit." Susan's mouth hung over Lena's neck. "You can't. You can't trust me at 

all." She bit, bit hard and deep. Lena howled as Susan dragged her away from the fire. The bite cut, 
with satisfying tenderness, through soft flesh to the muscle. And blood flowed with silky viscosity, 
hot, aromatic, soothing. Each beat of Lena's heart pumped a wave of relaxant through Susan's body.



"I'm not a merciless killer," she said withdrawing for a moment. Lena's eyes closed. "You'll 
survive, you'll even keep your own peculiar brand of humanity. I'm not greedy." Susan was greedy, 
but she couldn't drain Lena dry and that was disappointing. She licked the wound and sighed. "I'd 
call that an excellent vintage."

A random bedroom was found and the deadweight of Lena's body dumped on top of the duvet to 
recover. Susan left her alone and returned to the husband, the teacher, in the house in the Lakes, in 
the darkness of the middle of nowhere.

-

"Where's Rene?" Susan dashed into the studio and gave Almer just enough time to respond.
"Toilet break."
"Fucking toilet break, he doesn't use a toilet, Almer, where is he?"
"Somewhere outside."
Susan swooped on Rene as he sauntered along the connecting corridor to the house. "How many 

tops have you been on?"
"Tops? What's that, some kind of drug?"
"No, tops, fell tops, summits."
"Oh, I don't know. A lot. Ten, fifteen. Valleys too."
"Have you found any caves?"
"Not yet. Haven't been looking."
"Find some." Susan didn't hang around and answered Rene's question on the move.
"Any reason why?"
"It's either that or a nuclear bunker." And off she went to find Wallet, ask him if he'd killed 

anyone recently.



NOTES: - GOL

DATE: 10/06/2014

Recording has been halted without warning. All Susan will say is something has come up. There 
is a lot of coming and going. So far, the rushes hint at some external problem, but no one will talk 
about it. I wanted to ask Raven this morning if she had any idea, but she goes to great lengths to 
avoid me. Alan said something about black magic and it will all work out. Some business in 
Germany.

There is a terrible atmosphere once again. Mark goes for long walks leaving me with the camera.
Rob's room is full of junk and boxes. The album was progressing, but my concern now is it won't be
completed. I've told Libby to go home for a few days until the recording starts again.

The secrecy would be good if this were a film about the security services, but it is a rock band. I 
should have expected the process would be unpredictable.

notes:GOL


From: Pat.Samms@lakedistrict.gov.uk

To: jens@jensgol.com

Subject: Filming in the Lake District

Message:

Dear Mr Goll

Our agents March Somerville and Reuter have forwarded your query to Cumbria County 
Council. They council have the statutory authority to liaise with the RAF in the event of any aerial 
filming over the Lake District.

If you have any queries please contact Malcolm CUmberbatch at Cumbria CC on 06673 494927

Regards

Pat Samms
Communications and Media Advisory Assistant,
Lake District National Park

"The RAF!" The RAF, who had nothing loud enough to wake the dead in the way Gol's 
exclamation cut through the peace of the house. With Susan away recording was suspended and the 
chance for twenty four hours of normal sleep reclaimed. Gol was having none of that and rang 
Malcolm Cumberbatch. The time was three minutes after two in the morning.

"Hello, this is Jens Gol, I've been given your telephone number to contact you regarding filming 
in the Lake District and the RAF. If you could call me back urgently please."

Gol left his number and heard the ceiling crack as numerous footsteps wandered around upstairs 
like dozing zombies. A toilet flushed followed by a slammed bedroom door. He had some 
sympathy, but the matter of filming was urgent and with the RAF's involvement, doubly so. He 
didn't really want to upset the RAF. One of his older relatives had been in Berlin in 1944 and had 
spoken with awe and fear of the bloody RAF.
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The gift shops were closed for the night, but the tourists on Bowness Bay insisted on gathering 
around the lake edge as if they had no homes to go to. Their noise, their late night fuss disturbed the
birds trying to settle on the shore. Lined up around the bay, a hierarchy of boats bobbed and tugged 
at their moorings, the varnished hulls lapped by gentle infant waves.

A forlorn silhouette sat at the end of a jetty, a miserable piece of furnishing projected against the 
backdrop of distant hills. Wallet was unseen by two kids chasing a duck. He sat with his legs over 
the edge, shoes inches above the water, and ignored the avian torment.

Susan joined him. "What are you doing down here?"
Wallet shrugged. "None of the gift shops were open after dark. Fancied buying a kite."
"Aha. Send Raven out for one."
"I don't want to involve Raven. I don't want her being part of this any more."
"Unhappy and obtuse." The kids came back chasing another duck. One of them nudged Susan's 

invisible form and stepped back confused.
"See that boat there," Wallet pointed at the Teal, the largest lake cruiser, "when I was a kid I 

thought that boat was the biggest in the world. I drew a picture of it in a scrap book at the same 
scale as the Titanic and that boat was twice as long."

"You've been on the Titanic then?"
"Sometimes it's nice to be ignorant."
"So, where were you the other night? Raven says you were both in Bamberg looking for witches."
"And we found one."
"Find anything else?" Susan wasn't sure how far to push him. Judging by Wallet's state of mind, 

his immobility and apparent longing to jump into the lake, a robust nudge could prompt an unholy 
outpouring of anxiety, and all of it with an impenetrable seventies bias. Susan knew what was going
on in Wallet's head, she could see it every time she walked past his room and glimpsed the rubbish 
and clutter. She was becoming over familiar with old board games and Typhoo tea card collections. 
(And after all, killing Korminsky created more problems for Lena than for the band.) "You're not 
keeping secrets from me?"

"Are you keeping secrets from me?"
Another visitor slowly made his way down the jetty. His walk was carefree, switching his 

attention from watching the wildfowl on one side and the far shore of Claife Heights on the other. 
He offered no threat until Susan realised he wasn't going to stop walking until he stood on the last 
plank of the jetty. He collided with Wallet, immovable unbudgeable Wallet, a perfect unseen 
obstacle, and plunged head first into the lake.

"Oh, Jesus," Susan muttered.
Up to his chest in freezing water the late night swimmer thrashed for all he was worth, startling 

the wildfowl. He followed the birds to the shore and dragged himself and his saturated clothes to 
dry land.

"Everywhere we fucking go." Susan couldn't take her eyes off the rescue operation and the 
hysterical post mortem.

"Should look where he's going. Clumsy bastard."
"Lena tried to hold me in a ring of salt," said Susan.
"Salt? She's not gonna get very far trying to control people with salt."
"It didn't work on me."
"At least you didn't get a bag pulled over your head."
"She played a little trick with the fire. Nearly took my eyebrows off."



"Still a bit of soot there." Wallet brushed Susan's forehead with an electrifying glance of his 
fingertips.

"Did she tell you about a valley? A lost valley? We know where it is apparently. It must be round 
here."

"Valleys all over the world, Susan. They're not all round here."
"She had a print. An old watercolour. It's invisible to humans. Only visible to us."
"Us?"
"Vampires."
"Convenient. And why should we know where it is? You're Dutch, but I bet you don't know every

canal in Holland, do you?"
"No, but," Susan waited for Wallet's attention. "I know you don't want to look for Peter Miles."
"Well, truth be told, Susan, no. It bores me rigid. And one of these days Raven's gonna collapse 

out of sheer tedium."
"Maybe that's where Lena can help us."
Wallet chewed his own cheek. "You're playing with fire."
"Played with it once and survived."
"Well, if you think you can handle her."
"She gives me Peter Miles I give her the valley."
"But where's the valley?"
Susan's eyebrows lifted. "In a book."
Wallet knew what came next. "And where's the book?"

-

"No way!"
"Don't throw out the idea without considering it first." The kitchen windows rattled as Susan and 

Dee discussed, yes discussed, Lena's search for the book. Gol was upstairs, keeping his staff away 
from the conflict, which would have made great cinema, but health and safety concerns had 
intervened.

"I'm not a public library." Dee slammed the fridge door, took a long deep swig of beer and tried to
ignore the label: Arse Kicker. "And don't even think of poking round my library to look for it."

"I've no intention of doing that."
"Good. If Gwendolin wants to find a lost valley in Germany let her book a coach trip with Saga. 

Honestly." She tumbled out of the kitchen to the terrace. "This fucking album is gonna take four 
years to make." She tumbled back in again. "You know why Def Leppard took four years to make 
Pyromania? Fucking distracted by witches looking for somewhere to go on holiday. Since when did
we become a charity to help the witchcraft fraternity? What next? It'll be meals on wheels to 
werewolves." And out she went again leaving Elaine in hysterics. Almer scraped the last bit of 
yoghurt out of a pot.

"I knew she'd be upset," said Susan.
Back again. . . . "Yes, upset. Spot on. You assumed. You assumed."
"Assumed what?"
"That I'd just say yes."
"I didn't assume anything. I've learned never to assume where you're concerned. I just asked if 

you knew about it, about the book or the valley and get this psycho off our backs."
"You said yourself, you can deal with her. I don't see why I should get involved in pacifying some

German Ali Bongo."



"Is he still alive?" said Almer.
"Who?"
"Ali Bongo?"
The Arse Kicker was waved in Almer's face. "Would you like me to demonstrate what this label 

means?"
"So, you're not even gonna look?" said Susan. Dee shook her head. "Great. It puts us all at risk, 

you know."
"How so?" said Dee. "How so? Rob goes off on his own and is nearly smothered with a sack. . . ."
"It was a bag."
"Oh, pardonne mois, a bag. Then you do a moonlight for a spot of supper in Bamberg and no one 

knows where the fuck you are. And in the meantime we have a singer, a bass player, a drummer and
fatman there waiting to record what is supposed to be the most eagerly awaited album in thirty five 
years. It's gonna take that long to record it. And now you want me to drop everything to go looking 
for a needle in a haystack."

"Forget I asked."
"At last, you're talking sense. Now why don't you go back to your singing lessons with Boris 

Yeltsin so we can . . . move . . . forward."
"I presume that lumpen Russian reference was aimed at me." Neved stood in his pyjamas in the 

doorway of the kitchen.
"And now the secret lemonade drinker wants to add his tuppence worth." Dee stormed out again.

-

"I don't know who you mean and I don't really want to know." Neved crept towards Dee. "I don't 
suppose you've thought this through."

"There's nothing to think through." Dee was sprawled across a chair on the patio, almost 
horizontal.

"Well, there seems to be some misunderstanding somewhere. Lena is only protecting her own 
interests.  There's nothing sinister."

"Really? Nothing sinister? You think there's nothing sinister. Well, there's a turn up. A group of 
vampires throw four dead bodies off Striding Edge and a coven tries to smother Rob after nearly 
crushing him to death next to Coniston. If none of that is sinister we live in troubled times. And let's
face it, we now know you're not here to teach Susan how to sing like Maria Callas. Your wife sent 
you."

"Of course she did." Neved was slowly waking up. "You don't think I'm here for the money, do 
you?"

"So, you want me to help you?" Dee swapped the beer bottle from hand to hand. "Everyone wants
something out of me." She threw it over the wall. "Money, co-operation, a very valuable book, 
bleeding heart understanding and moral support to become a living legend, although how someone 
dead can become a living legend has probably been overlooked. . . ."

"Oh, stop!" Neved flapped his hands before poking Dee's nose. "This isn't very big, but you still 
don't look beyond it, do you?"

"What's my nose got to do with anything?"
Neved pulled up a chair and whispered. "The quicker you find the valley, the quicker I get out of 

here. Singing lessons abandoned."
The suggestion, the implication didn't take long to sink in. "That sounds like one of those know-

wot-I-mean offers."



"If you say so."
"Where's she up to with her lessons?"
"She's better."
"Well, she can't be any worse, can she?"
"True, but there's still a way to go yet. Still time before you have to take a walk into the sunset. 

Enter the graveyard of broken singers."
"Don't mince your words, do you? How long? Give or take a decade."
"Two months, maybe three if she keeps disappearing."
Three months to reach that dangerous threshold where the lead guitarist becomes lead singer and 

regular singer becomes yesterday's news. Music folklore was littered with the bodies of jettisoned 
band members, heaved over the side by the ballooning egos of legends in the making. Dee was 
pretty confident her number was up (three months borrowed time before the coach of death ferried 
her back to Lincoln), but if Neved left prematurely. . . .  And if Neved actually made eye contact 
when he spoke, faced Dee nose to nose as if he meant what he said. . . . Neved wasn't in the habit of
not speaking his mind. Almer had found out, Raven had found out, everyone except Elaine had 
been on the receiving end of Neved's forthright personality. But now, without the beer bottle to 
focus his attention Neved talked to the chair, the table, Dee's left knee. Anything but her face.

"How long would it take to identify the valley from your book, find it on the map and tell Lena 
where it is? A week?"

"A week? I don't even know if I have the book she's talking about."
"You've read them, haven't you? Or are you a book hoarder, someone who collects them like 

thimbles, sticking them on a shelf as decoration."
"No, I've read them. But I've been buying them for nearly forty years. I can't remember what I 

read in 1985 or 1993. Although, I think I read The Overcoat two summers ago."
"Gogol?"
"Yes. He's Russian as well."
"I know who Gogol is. You've read Gogol?"
"Took the wind out of your overblown sails, hasn't it?"
Neved was becalmed, unexpectedly reminded of home, which was so so far away. "How many 

books do you have?"
"Over three thousand."
"Okay. You'll need to narrow them down. Ignore any from the 20th and 21st centuries. . . ."

-

"Ignore fiction, ignore maps and almanacs, anything like a dictionary or an encyclopedia. Do this, 
do that. I thought he was gonna invite himself over." Dee was in her library in the Rotterdam 
farmhouse scanning the line up of book spines.

On the opposite side of the room Elaine followed the same pattern, but with less vigour. "Why 
didn't you catalogue them?"

"I know where they all are."
"Do you." Elaine tutted. "Which is why we've been here an hour."
"You will tell me if I'm being unfair on Susan."
"Yes. For the four hundredth fucking time, I'll tell you."
"I know I get hung up about it, but I can't get it out of my head. I mean, who wants to be a legend,

and since when did she start taking Rob I Am Godot Wallet seriously?"
"Malleus Maleficarum?" Elaine waved a fragile volume in the air. Dee spun across to her.



"Fuck me, don't wave it about. That edition is from 1794." She grabbed it and peered at the brittle 
pages. "Been a while since I read this. Wonder what happens if you wave it in front of Lena."

"I thought Susan was already a legend," said Elaine.
"Notorious by association. It's not the same. If she carries on the way she's going she'll be the next

Mama Cas."
"Mama Cas?"
"Do you remember the name of her band?"
"No." Elaine wearily moved along the shelf.
"No. Well, that'll be us next year. People will see her on Strictly Come Dancing and say what was

the name of those misfits who used to be in that band with her? Total Herbal or something. . . ."
"Mamas and Papas."
"What?"
"Mama Cas's band." Elaine pulled another fragile book off the shelf. "Mamas and Papas. I don't 

know how you read any of this Latin shit."
"It's the chronology of knowledge. You see how it fits into the timeline of human development."
"You and Neved make a great couple."
"Do you know what, he might be an arrogant old sod, but at least he makes the effort to talk to me

about things."
"He never talked to me." As she angled her head the outline of Elaine's shadow contorted, one 

moment turreted like a Gothic tower, the next horned like a demonic goddess.
"He's shit scared of you, that's why."
"He needs to see my tender side. I do have one."
"Yeah, right. That's the one that appears every hundred years, isn't it?"
"I fucked Rob on Striding Edge."
Dee heard Elaine's voice, but not the words.
"And in a village the other night. He hasn't been staring at me since."
"Where's the print?" Dee brushed aside the books on the table.
"You found something?"
"No." Dee held up the print of the valley. "I still don't know where they were stood when they 

painted this." The name on the painting was an incomprehensible scrawl. After studying it over and 
over the band had agreed on S*** Irchenauer, but no one could be sure.

"Here." Elaine held up a small hardback volume, no bigger than a pocket dictionary. Fine web-
like cracks scarred the blue pigskin surface with its embossed golden sun and rays of fire. The 
yellowing title page still readable: Anton de Tollenbarch.

"Check the net, see if the names are still unknown."
Elaine typed several village names into the search engine. "Nothing. The woodcut of Tollenbarch 

still comes up." And there he was, the author, hardly human at all standing alone in his woodcut 
laboratory, surrounded by the hissing and bubbling woodcut paraphernalia of alchemy and hermetic
science, curious symbols and signs floating around his woodcut head.

Dee consulted the book as Elaine typed. "Uhrfezen, Ehrlingen and Valgermehn. Anything?"
"No."
"Altengen?"
"Nope. It's just giving me variations and none are in southern Germany." The computer screen 

filled with numerous windows containing maps of the region around Garmisch and Oberamergau. 
The valley was there, but uninhabited, not a single village or town, no roads in or out, no tracks, no 
names. Satellite images offered no indication of any life on the ground.

"Good." Dee snapped the book shut and kissed the cover. "You know this picture could be a hoax,



a fake, a 19th century knock off." She held it up to the glow of the ceiling light. "I bet Lena's team 
of experts have been turned inside out by this image."

"So, what do we do now?" Elaine sat back and turned off the laptop.
"Warn them. Let them know they're on someone's radar."
"And we tell Susan or not?"
"No." Dee hated secrets, but they were becoming a pattern. Susan had them, Wallet had them, and

some people just couldn't keep their mouths closed. . . .  "You and Rob had sex? You?"

-

Irchenauer painted the valley in daylight. He either had a vivid imagination or he came here before 
the cataclysm of 1206. Irchenauer painted sunlight and colour, but no vampire's eyes had ever 
witnessed such a scene. His painting contained some of the valley's character: the steep slopes; the 
dense pine forest; the wide wetland meadow intersected by a narrow stream that twisted and 
cavorted, unsure which way to turn as if it too was searching for a village or evidence of human life.
What the painting failed to convey was the lazy mist and the brooding monochrome, the cruel 
dogleg twist where the ghostly slopes came together to pinch the valley in two and isolate a darker 
angry canyon farther along the route.

Dee and Elaine travelled in methodical stages, fifty metres at a time, re-examining the view, 
comparing it to the print, trying to cut through the veil of mist. The blanket of pine was as dense 
then as it was now, the sweet smell of resin a reminder of the forest when the opacity of the mist 
increased.

"Stream looks wider on the print," said Dee.
"Much wider. Maybe it's silting up." Irchenauer couldn't resist a little drama by sneaking in a low 

rocky outcrop alongside one of the meanders.
Another fifty metres and still nothing. Elaine shook her head. "At least it gets us out in the fresh 

air."
"Sun's coming up soon. We'll have to move on."
A footbridge came into view, still proudly battered and patched up with a clumsy framework of 

timber batons and callipers. Wide enough for one it was the rickety signal to cross the valley and 
follow the track, traverse the opposite slope and head into the dense forest where the tree tops 
released blooms of familiar blue-tinted smoke. The smell of the pine overwhelmed the lower 
stretches of the track, but soon surrendered to the smell of burning wood and the unmistakable 
aroma of cooking food. Dee listened for sounds beyond the delicate motion of the trees, the soft 
crunch of needles, the distant groaning and cracking of trunks and branches. She listened for the 
dancing of flames, the boiling of stew, the chopping of vegetables.

"There." Elaine spotted a low fence woven from branches, a line of hurdles surrounding a small 
garden.

"I can hear someone." Dee's heart thumped in her chest.
"Yeah, she's telling a child to come into the house?"
"He must have run away again?"
The house stood at the southern edge of a haphazard village at risk of being reclaimed by the 

forest. Pitched rooves poked through descending branches, swollen tree trunks heaved against 
buckling walls, and a rough village street, nothing more than compacted soil and bark mulch, lifted 
and folded over a subterranean lattice of burrowing roots. Where a garden was permitted by space 
and ground conditions, woodland climbers wrapped like twine around slender willow-woven 
pyramids. Rows of feeble vegetables tried to throw up a lonely flower desperate for a pollinating 



visitor that would never come.
There were twelve buildings of varying height, colour, shape and condition. "No new 

developments then," said Dee. Through the mist, the grey shadow of the village well squatted 
alongside the timber cross where two tracks intersected. At some unknown moment in history the 
cross had been felled a foot above ground level. There was no urgency to repair it and over time the 
broken surface had been worn smooth by centuries of weary backsides using it as a makeshift stool.

A figure emerged from a front door and crossed the street to another house. Two trees offered a 
hiding place, close enough to the first house to smell the bloodwurst and onions. Close enough to be
discovered.

A piercing whoop of recognition propelled a small child out of the mist towards Elaine. She was 
clattered by the infant greeting, a small boy who sprang to shoulder height and grabbed two tiny 
handfuls of jacket. "I told you I'd come back," she said.

His mother followed him into the street to investigate the sudden excitement. "Elaine?"
Dee manoeuvred the boy onto Elaine's shoulders where he grabbed the prongs of her mohican and

garbled in old German, repeatedly shouting her name.
"Albert." The boy's mother dried her bloody hands on a towel.
"Someone's pleased to see us." Dee embraced Ruth, the boy's mother. "How is everyone?"
"Fine. And you?"
Dee used laughter to buy some time. "It's getting a bit light, could we go indoors?"
"Sure." Ruth led the way back to the house and ordered Albert to let go of Elaine's hair.

-

Joy gave way to curiosity as Ruth shuttered out the increasing daylight and organised the meal. 
Albert sat at the kitchen table and quietly studied the visitors. He exchanged grimaces with Elaine 
until a bowl and an infant portion of bloodwurst was placed in front of him.

"You eating with us?" said Ruth. "I still make too much for two."
"Anything changed since we were here last?" Dee rummaged through a collection of wood and 

ceramic bowls, cutlery from another century and a stainless steel carving knife that wouldn't have 
been out of place in the ultramodern kitchen back in Rotterdam.

"No, nothing much. People coming and going is all. Bringing things back from here and there. Do
you remember the couple with the Egyptian ornaments, the Anderssons?"

"Oh yeah."
"All Chinese now. They had a sale, sold their Egyptian stuff to make way for the Chinese."
Part of the Andersson's discarded collection stood in the corner of the dining room. Next to the 

tall ceramic pot with its cuneiform markings was an Art Deco gaslight casting a warm glow across 
furniture covered with medieval throws. On the wall hung a sepia photograph of a proud looking 
man. A young man with an extravagant moustache.

"Didn't the others come with you?" Ruth spoke as she served the food. Albert tore a bread roll 
apart and soaked it in his gravy.

"They're a bit busy." Dee didn't enjoy lying, but one more wouldn't harm anyone. She rolled the 
bloodwurst around her bowl.

Ruth took a cloth and wiped gravy off Albert's chin. "Something wrong with the food?"
"There's some tension in the band," said Elaine. "Everyone has a part to play. Dee sings, I play 

bass, Susan has her guitar, Rene on drums. You mix it all up and arguments start." She forked a 
portion of bloodwurst, dunked it in Albert's gravy and ignored his incomprehensible protest. 

"Happens all the time," said Dee, "especially between guitarist and singer. It's a tradition. Can't 



call yourself a proper rock band if the singer and guitarist are on speaking terms."
"I thought you and Susan were friends, no?"
"Of course we are, but," Dee drew a line across her meal with the fork, "there's always been that 

divide, Ruth. Everyone is aware of it, but we never talk about it. Them and us. The Dutch and the 
English."

"Sounds stupid," Elaine added, "but it's a subconscious divide if anything. Susan has a very 
powerful personality."

Ruth ate slowly as she listened. She knew the names, she even knew the faces from her 
occasional excursions outside the valley, but Susan Bekker and Rene van Voors were two vampires 
she had never met. "So you're taking a break from them?"

"To let Susan learn how to sing."
"What?" Albert's eyes gawped at his mother's reaction.
"It could take a while, so what better excuse to come over here for a few days." Dee started on her

bloodwurst satisfied with the excuses. But Ruth was a seasoned vampire, old enough to know when 
people were messing about with the truth.

Her dining room, with the exception of the Egyptian flower pot, was unchanged. Beer was poured
from large unmarked bottles with airtight stoppers into tall glasses, one of them printed with a 
Jagermeister logo. The rest of the house contained a flagrant collection of the bought, pilfered, 
home made and stolen.

"This is very good." Dee drank from the bowl wondering if it was hand turned locally or pinched 
from a department store in Munich. "Very filling."

"Thank you." Ruth offered more bread sliced with the stainless steel knife. "I suspect it's not what
you usually eat."

"You could say that," said Elaine. "Last meal I had was Maltesers."
Ruth didn't understand.
"Chocolate," said Dee.
Albert had almost finished eating, but his fascination with Elaine's hair continued, slowing him 

down until each spoonful took longer and longer to reach his mouth.
"You want hair like mine?"
Albert's spoon collided with his lower lip.
Dee shared a grin with Ruth. "Wait until he's sixteen and covered in tattoos." But the day would 

never come when Albert covered himself in tattoos, or for that matter, live to see his sixteenth 
birthday.

-

Underneath the house a lightproof cellar contained three bedrooms. Ruth and Albert had a room 
each leaving the two visitors to squeeze into a small guest room just big enough for a couple of high
bulky beds with unforgiving mattresses.

"How many people do you think live along this valley now?" Elaine sat cross legged with her 
eyes shut.

"God knows."
"It's very relaxing, do you feel that? I don't feel the fury when I'm here."
"Question is," Dee lowered her voice, "why is Lena looking for this place?"
They had several hours to ponder the question, several hours to reach a number of peculiar and 

bizarre conclusions. The isolation, the freedom to practice her hocus pocus without the David Ikes 
and Alex Joneses of the world interfering. A woodland so full of natural ingredients she would need



a bigger cauldron. A market place of rustic yokels eager to try her potions and incantations: a 
liniment for this, an ointment for that. Throw in Vincent Price and a big hat and the perfect Hammer
Horror film was complete. No, Lena was looking for a valley riddled with vampires, passive 
vampires admittedly, but given the opportunity offered by hordes of mortal necks and shoulders, 
hungry vampires who would fill their wooden bowls and feast beneath the burning light of oil 
lamps. The blood for the bloodwurst had to come from somewhere.

Ruth was more in tune with the cycles of day and night than Dee and Elaine who were woken 
with a robust shake. "Are you okay? Sleep well?"

Dee attempted to speak, but she had slept so well, she could hardly move.
"I'm sure everyone will be interested to see you again."
They were.
Outside, the mist had settled once more and the deserted village street had been invaded by the 

spectral shapes of people. The two shops were open, each with a conspiratorial knot of customers 
around the entrances. Dee and Elaine reached the first shop without tripping over the exposed tree 
roots. Next to the scrawny vegetables, the withered herbs and the congealed spice powders, a line of
barrels, chest high and full to the brim with blood supplemented the unedifying stock. Elaine dipped
a finger to try a sample.

"Blended," shouted Herr Roentgen, the proprietor, supplier, wholesaler, whatever he chose to call 
himself this week. His pale features were almost lost in the deep gloom of his shop. "Some wild 
boar, a little magpie, the rest is standard."

Elaine didn't need to ask what he meant by standard. "We'll come back later."
The second shop sold everything else. Bread, shoes, shovels, woven bags, candlesticks and 

batteries for the unsold Buzz Lightyear. In the window dead magpies hung from hooks above bird 
cages containing live crows. Trestle tables displayed garden tools, balls of wool, old wooden toys 
(no batteries needed) and ladles, necessary for shopping next door although villagers normally used 
their own flasks.

Two stroke petrol powered a distant chainsaw, the smell mixing with those of superheated timber,
leather, onion, damp soil and pine; the noise mingled with an imperceptible exchange of poetry. 
Dee thought she could hear Goethe being recited.

A stroll down this high street also involved the avoidance of unremitting house clearances. A 
never ending chucking-out of domestic debris. A dishwasher brought back to a house with no 
electricity or running water was reused as a plinth for a flickering eighteenth century gas light. The 
unsold Buzz Lightyear must have been part of a job lot; two dead plastic bodies thrown away after 
the batteries perished lay face up in the mulch. A carbon fibre bicycle was unrideable on the deeply 
gravured road surface (assuming the rider could distinguish the road from the pavement; there was 
no way of knowing where one stopped and the other began).

At the end of the street and a succession of hellos and how-do-you-dos, a second track bisected 
the crossroads where a horse and cart rattled down the hill to the valley bottom. The driver waved to
a woman setting off on a motorbike of unknown vintage, possibly the same vintage as her jacket 
and trousers. But she wore twenty first century racing boots, technology and fashion fused in a spirit
of cross-fertilisation and chronological jumble. The rest of the population - who were by now in a 
single flock behind the visitors -  wore pre-war floral dresses and hand stitched leather jerkins, 
baggy breeches paired with a dinner jacket, plus fours. . . . Nothing too outrageous, no statement an 
understatement, no awareness of taste. Those who had travelled beyond the valley were easy to 
identify. They dressed like outsiders. They dressed like they knew the year was 2014.

The latest outsiders, led by Ruth and followed by the rest, approached the felled cross where two 
men and a woman sat on the edge of the well. Dee whispered into Elaine's ear. "This reminds me of 



the Wicker Man."
"Will you be going home after tonight?" The man who asked was Heinrich. His chubby fingers, 

like fat Cuban cigars, were stained red from the numerous pigs reared and slaughtered for the 
bloodwurst.

"We're not really in a rush," said Dee.
"We're not forcing you out, but you come and go like the weather." Heinrich lit a cigarette.
"Like the weather," said the man next to him. Paulus once bought and sold jewellery in Munich 

until Napoleon's adventures interrupted business. Paulus always kept a map with him, a small 
keepsake showing the location where a stranger from Danzig changed him forever. Changed him 
into what he was now. "So why are you here? You've come out of hiding again?"

"We weren't hiding," said Dee. "We've never had a convincing reason to come back. Susan's 
brainwave brought us here."

Brainwave! "A brainwave, what brainwave?"
"She wants to learn how to sing and it's taking time."
"Why doesn't Susan come here?" Heinrich held his cigarette in a knowing way, letting the ash 

glow and lengthen, flicking it away just as it was ready to drop onto Paulus's leg. He waited for Dee
to answer. They all did, the whole village.

"She still doesn't know about this place."
"You still haven't told her?"
"She has secrets, we have secrets. Secrets are power. Power is good."
"You don't trust her?" said Paulus.
Dee didn't want to hesitate again. An instant 'no' would suggest she didn't care, didn't think it was 

important. An answer would require a reason and Dee didn't have a reason. She had an instinct. She 
didn't trust anyone as clever, as cunning, as brilliant as Susan especially when the brilliance was 
hidden behind a facade of ignorance.

"Where this place is concerned, Susan would want to build her own arena, fill the place with 
canals and cheese factories. Make it a home from home and before you know it you'd be doffing 
your caps and calling her Queen this and Queen that."

Everyone laughed except for the woman sat on the wall of the well. No surprise: Agniezka was 
the village expert on fakery.

"Is Tollenbarch's house still here?" said Elaine.
"Tollenbarch? Tollenbarch's house is still here," said Heinrich. "Why the sudden interest in 

Tollenbarch's house?"
"We found a painting of the valley and wondered if the painter was Tollenbarch. The name on the

image was Irchenauer, but we think they're the same person." Elaine noticed Agniezka cover her 
mouth, but not quickly enough to conceal a grin.

The crowd set off up the hill towards the deformed two storey house where Tollenbarch had 
written his book, tended to his laboratory and posed for his woodcuts. The track fell apart and the 
route followed any ginnel and gap through the houses arranged like bent and buckled toys. People 
were eager to show off where they lived, their recently built extensions and newly planted window 
boxes. The home improvements were handmade, if improvement was the right word. None of the 
houses would win awards for elegance or craftsmanship and one more encroaching tree trunk or 
even a good push would bring the whole lot down.

Every house was different inside and out with furniture foraged and salvaged across decades, 
possibly centuries. Rococo upholstery in a sitting room with a 19th century fireplace, a dining room 
with a heavy medieval table and four fine wrought iron chairs, and in one three storey house in a 
bedroom lit by naked flames burning from wall mounted torches, a bed covered by a Barcelona 



football club duvet.
"Barcelona?" said Dee.
"My son," said a very proud father, "he's crazy for Barcelona. Johan Cruyff, Johan Neeskens. . . ."
As they clambered down the steep wooden stairs Elaine used the bustle and chatter of the crowd 

to tell Dee: "Cruyff and Neeskens haven't played for Barcelona since we were starting out."
"I know," said Dee. "If they had tellies they'd still be watching Nearest and Dearest."
The villagers swarmed towards Tollenbarch's house until there was no more space to allow any 

forward movement. Dee found herself compressed alongside Agniezka. "You obviously don't get to
do this very often."

Agniezka was tall, a living tower with a muscular neck and sharp jaw. "We go out, but hardly 
anyone comes in. Knowing there are others surviving outside the valley always raises curiosity. We 
wonder how you do it."

"Surviving?"
"You must concede it's not easy living in the modern world."
"Oh, I don't know," said Dee. There was no sign of the blockage easing. "No one believes what 

we are. We get away with all sorts."
"Only for so long."
Two large men were eventually extracted from an unexpectedly narrow ginnel (which no one had 

been along for a hundred and twenty years) and the crowd moved on again. Tollenbarch's house 
looked nothing like the woodcut. The interior had been modernised . . . in 1663 according to 
Heinrich, and again when new owners took over in 1839, give or take a year. Most of the villagers 
were forced to mingle at the front door as the touring party carried on through rooms decorated like 
colonial railway carriages to a kitchen with a stone chimney breast and out again to a small 
enclosed garden.

"Tollenbarch didn't paint, did he?" said Dee.
"No. Not that I know of." Heinrich studied the garden as if this was his first visit.
Dee held up Irchenauer's print. Behind the small audience Albert ran around the garden, stopping 

to investigate a stone frog. "This painting is out there," she said. "People are becoming aware of this
valley."

"What kind of people?" Paulus's brow creased.
"The wrong kind of people." Elaine intervened. "Developers. If they figure out how to get here 

you'll be living in Greater Munich in a few years."
"But how do they find us? We all know the valley is only open to a select few." Heinrich wasn't 

aware his question had pulled Agniezka away from the door of the kitchen.
"We think there are people who can help them to find a way in, a way to see the valley," said 

Elaine.
"Vampires?"
"No, not vampires. It's only a matter of time before someone finds a bit of occult knowledge to 

open things up. We've met people like that, but we don't know how long we can hold them off. 
They know about the Irchenauer painting, they know about Tollenbarch's book."

The mood in the midnight garden was sombre, the sombre feeling of dread. The painting 
contained two worlds and most observers favoured the sunlit water meadows, not the distant 
menacing canyon. Irchenauer's image portrayed what was and what was to come. It was the 
illustration of a golden age about to end. Paulus and Heinrich were both familiar with this feeling. 
The rise of Napoleon, Prussian expansionism, two world wars, they were all preceded by gossip and
rumour of a gathering storm, of the end of days, an end that never came. The wars and conflict left 
the valley untouched, but this time events would be different. The invisible veil might finally be 



lifted.
"So what do we do?" Agniezka joined the conversation.
"The painting is the clue to finding the valley," said Dee. "We need to discredit its authenticity or 

link it to another place."
Heinrich wasn't sure he knew where Irchenauer had stood. Paulus couldn't place the exact 

location either. "That outcrop, where's that? It looks more like the Italian Alps."
No one thought to ask the obvious question until Elaine spoke. "Who was Irchenauer?"
Albert interrupted the silence. He wanted Elaine to read him a story, but his book was written in 

Old German. Elaine settled on a seat next to a cherry tree and made up a tale of a musician lost in a 
strange land. Her foreign voice lulled Albert to sleep. The immortal boy, the embodiment of 
Wallet's ambition: eternally innocent, eternally naive.

As Albert tucked his head under Elaine's chin, Dee whispered: "That sounded like the Rhyme of 
the Ancient Mariner."

"It was either that or Number of the Beast."

-

Tollenbarch's garden was too small to hold an enquiry and the crowds drifted away, back to their 
extensions and improvements, their future plans and domestic aspirations. The spirit of suburbia 
lived, although physically limited by dense woodland and a non-existent postal service. Elaine 
carried Albert like a snoozing teddy bear. The boy didn't see the red mohican or the tattoo or the 
uncompromising metal jewellery, none of it registered in his field of view, didn't trouble his infant 
judgement.

"So, you had sex with Rob?" said Dee.
"I had sex. He only stood there and went with it. I think I took him by surprise."
"Why? I mean, sex with Rob."
"It's the only way to shut him up."
"There must be simpler ways." Dee tried on a hat outside the shops. "If you shoved a boat paddle 

down his gullet. . . ."
"I haven't had a good fuck for three months." Elaine's words drew a look of astonishment from a 

man comparing drill bits. "It killed a couple of birds with one stone."
"You're fucking weird, you are. What this place needs is a bookshop."
"He was starting on one of his long winded, garbled, stream-of-consciousness essays on loss and 

understanding. I didn't want to hear it."
"So you jumped him. I'd love to have seen his face."
"I think he closed his eyes. He probably pretended I was Susan."
"Yeah, that'll be it now." Dee fancied a flat cap, but she had nothing to barter. "Every time you 

climb on top of him it'll be like oh Susan, oh Susan, come to me, come to meee. . . ."
"Don't be cruel."
"I can't believe you just said that."
"I think he does care. Genuinely." Elaine's grip on Albert tightened. "It's nice to know someone 

does."
"I do."
"I know you do. I haven't forgotten how much you helped. I could tell by the way he spoke he 

cared."
"So you nailed him. Well, I suppose some people would call it gratitude."
They turned away from the shop and walked into Agniezka. "I know where the painting was 



done."
Dee fumbled for the print. "Do you? How do you know?" She unfolded the print, but Agniezka 

didn't need a second look.
"I painted it."

-

The distance to the viewpoint was too far to walk there and back before sunrise. The sudden arrival 
at the chosen spot woke Albert. "Don't run away," Elaine put him down before realising he didn't 
understand a word. Albert ran away.

Irchenauer's view was real. The twisting stream, the wooded slopes, the rocky outcrop. Dee held 
the print in front of her eyes and made the connection. "Where are we?"

"I think about five kilometres north of the village. The smoke in the painting is from the houses in
Ehrlingen."

"And no one from Altengen ever comes this way?"
"You asked two people who never come this way. I don't know about anyone else. Heinrich rears 

his pigs and occasionally hunts boar, but not this far. Paulus sits and talks, occasionally tries a 
wander round Munich now and then, but the traffic always gets the better of him. And the road from
Altengen to Ehrlingen is on the other side of the valley. You wouldn't see the outcrop from over 
there."

The outcrop was a knuckle of rock that was bare once, but over time had been covered by trees 
and vegetation, growing and ageing, unlike the surrounding population.

"Who was Irchenauer?" Dee deliberately stood on a step in the ground. Agniezka was almost 
twice Dee's height.

"He belonged to the Trestosmus School of Silesia, a group of occult artists and illustrators who 
created a lot of the fantastic images for magic books, almanacs, grimoires."

"That must be how Lena found the painting." Elaine watched Albert scurrying through the long 
wetland grass.

"Lena?" Agniezka didn't recognise the name.
"Lena, the Wicked Witch of Bamberg," said Dee. "She might not be wicked, she might be 

perfectly decent, but I wouldn't give her house room if I were you."
"And what's her interest in the painting?"
"It's not the painting," said Dee. "It's the valley. She wants to come down here to practice her 

magic in secret." The intention sounded so innocuous: visit at the weekend, boil up a few frogs, mix
a few potions, cast a few spells, back to work Monday morning.

"And the problem is what?"
"Her friends," said Elaine. "She has about twenty thousand of them. That's a lot of broomsticks." 

The boy had vanished, but he could be heard chopping and hacking his way through the bulrushes.
"We need to keep her out of here," said Dee, "but she knows the place exists, she knows I have 

the book, Tollenbarch's book. She thinks the valley belongs to her kind. Anyone who knows the 
story might sympathise. It isn't a big leap from burning heretics to burning witches. Most of them 
were set on fire because of witchcraft, so maybe that's why she thinks she has a claim."

"This valley has always been our valley. There were no witches and after the cataclysm there 
were only vampires." At some point in her travels Agniezka had discovered Belstaff and was 
dressed like a woman ready for a mission with her heavy leather jacket, cargo pants and thick soled 
combat boots. She tied her blonde hair back in a long pony tail. The delicate slenderness of her 
fingers the only indication of artistry, of forgery.



"Did Irchenauer paint any other valleys?"
Agniezka shook her head. "Some portraits, a few heavenly vistas and portrayals of the torments of

hell, but only the one landscape to my knowledge."
Elaine rescued Albert from the bulrushes and carried the giggling boy over her shoulder. "Could 

you fake a second Irchenauer?"
Agniezka took her eyes off Albert. "Could I? Do bears shit in the woods?"

-

Dee didn't know what bears liked to to in the woods and had no idea where a five hundred year old 
Polish vampire would pick up an expression like that. With Albert back under control the four of 
them returned to Agniezka's house a few metres down the hill from the felled cross. The single 
storey construction had a long extension at the back containing her studio, her gallery of deceit and 
her exhibition of facsimiles. The paintings on display were exquisite examples of the forger's art. 
Armed with a historic supply of oils, thinners, varnishes and ancient canvasses Agniezka had faked 
the Modernists and Romantics, copied the sketches of Leonardo and Turner, replicated the cherubs 
of Botticelli and the grand vistas of Canaletto.

The paintings, in various states of completion, fascinated Albert who wandered amongst sirens 
and gods, humdrum beasts and fantastic creatures, historic temples and infinite oceans. "Do you 
paint, Albert?" Dee was ignored.

"I've seen your paintings," said Agniezka rubbing the boy's thick black hair.
"So, the answer is yes," said Dee, "you are capable of forging another Irchenauer."
"Do you sell these?" Elaine scrutinised the brush strokes on a Poussin.
"Yes. I bought a Lamborghini last year."
There was no answer to that. "We haven't got a Lamborghini," said Dee. "Our publicist hired a 

Pagani, but we get about on Shanks's Pony. Sort of."
"Of course it would never work," said Agniezka. She was in a good position to understand the 

mechanics of the con like the one being suggested. To fool Lena the painting, the second newly 
discovered Irchenauer, would have to come with a provenance and a backstory that included an 
explanation of how the painting came to be lost.

"She's no mug," said Dee. "If we did this it would have to be a last resort."
"Well, I can do it." Agniezka found the original Irchenauer (the original fake), a small canvas, but

still detailed and vivid, painted with forensic finesse.
"Oh, look at that," said Dee, "Agniezka, you could knock out half a dozen of these."
"The pigments in these oils is six hundred years old. I don't have much left. The days of forging 

fifteenth century paintings is almost over."
"But one final attempt, or the days of the village and the valley could be over."
"I can do another painting if you can work out the story of how it was discovered. It will be too 

coincidental without a story."
"She doesn't know you, or what you do," said Elaine. "This is only to buy us time, it's not a 

solution."

-

On the third night of the stay the village was subdued. Being spoken to by the 'visitors' was 
becoming a badge of honour, a memento, something to tell the grandchildren if anyone ever had 
any. But once the requests for autographs were exhausted Dee was able to move around and 



converse like a local, engage in small talk, which didn't go very far when they wanted to talk about 
bloodwurst recipes and she wanted to talk about Milan Kundera. Nobody read books. We don't 
have the time was the explanation. Storytelling took place around the felled cross (where a notice 
had been pinned announcing a production of Goethe's Faust by the village's amateur theatre). No, 
the storytelling was initiated by Paulus pulling together reports from people returning to the valley 
after a night away. The results were long discussions, conversations and debates about the state of 
the world outside. News of Irchenauer's painting had spread like a virus around the village, but not 
the concerns behind it. Heinrich and Paulus had taken a familiar decision by those with the power, 
with the information: suppress it.

Along the valley bottom the bridge over the stream connected to a rough turning circle. The 
village was hardly visible from the bridge, camouflaged and obscured by the tangle of tree trunks 
and draping canopies. In the opposite direction cart tracks cut through the rough scrub into the same
concealing blackness of the forest. "There is a hunting lodge in the woods on the other side." 
Agniezka appeared behind Dee.

"I need stepladders to talk to you," said Dee. "I thought people were shorter in the past."
"Always exceptions."
"I'll say. Where do you park your Lamborghini? How do you even get it over here?"
There was a garage somewhere to the east, a house, a second home, an alternative community 

where life was quicker, more challenging. "I like to get away from here now and again. Mix the 
sweet with the savoury."

Dee wasn't sure if the expression of a forger could be trusted. Agniezka spoke to the tree cover, 
spoke to something closer to her own height. "There is a road here."

"What? Is there?"
Agniezka nodded and peered down at Dee. "Of course not everyone is able to reach the end of it. 

Hold my hand."
They arrived at a spot where the track widened before evolving into the embryonic structure of a 

road. The surface was soft underfoot, but grew firmer, the weeds and grasses thinning until the 
underlying asphalt was visible. Within thirty metres the road smoothed to a hard black carpet, 
within forty a white line marked the centre. Dee turned to look back. The road continued towards 
the crest of the hill and the dark woodland before dropping into the valley on the other side.

"So this road goes both ways. . . . " Dee couldn't comprehend the optical illusion and needed a 
second opinion. She travelled back to the village and returned with Elaine.

"There's a fucking autobahn driving straight in there."
"Hardly an autobahn," said Elaine standing on the white line. "But I get your point."
"Anyone else will drive over here, through to the other side and on towards the border." Agniezka

thought she could drive back here one night and found her car bogged down in the long grass and 
understorey of the woodland edge. "You always have to abandon whatever you bring up here." The 
tall woman surveyed the valleys and hills. "But you don't need the road. You can travel here 
without transport, can't you?"

Before they could answer Elaine noticed someone hiding in the trees. "What do you want?"
Albert crept out of the bushes and approached nervously, afraid to speak.
"Does your mother know you're up here?" said Dee.
Albert only understood when Agniezka translated. He shook his head. He held a long branch like 

a flag and waved it in front of him, muttering in impenetrable Old German.
"He doesn't want you to go," said Agniezka to Elaine.
"Me. But I have to go."
The branch was waved with less enthusiasm. Even if he spoke English Albert would never 



understand. Agniezka translated and Albert's eyes filled up. He started bawling, threw down his 
branch and hurtled towards Elaine.

"Fuck, that's all I need," said Elaine as the boy wrapped around her legs.
"This is gonna make Rob very jealous," said Dee.
"You have to understand how lonely he is," said Agniezka. "He's the only child in the village. He 

doesn't know it, but he'll always be the only child."
Some people out in the real world - Dee could think of one in particular - would consider Albert's 

predicament to be the perfect way to live, but Dee's spine, already cold to the touch, shivered as she 
realised Albert would never grow old, and the boy would never grow old enough to realise he 
would never grow old. The philosophical implications were unfathomable . . . and unimportant 
because the immediate problem was how to pacify him. With Agniezka's help Elaine tried to 
explain.

"I live a long way from here and I have work that needs me to be there."
"That's your opinion," said Dee.
"Ignore her," Elaine said. "But I promise I'll come back."
Albert waited for the translation and swallowed hard when he heard the promise.
"He wants to know when."
"Soon. I can't say exactly. But I'll come back. I'll tell you another story."
"About what?"
"About what? Fuck, I don't know."
"Don't swear in front of him," said Dee.
"He can't speak English."
"He doesn't have to. That's a universal expression, that is."
"Bring a football," said Agniezka.
"Is that for you or for him?" said Dee.
Elaine shook her head. "Come on, let's go back before your mum starts worrying." Albert gripped

her hand as the group travelled back to the village, arriving at the felled cross and the notice for 
Goethe's Faust.

"You might not enjoy it," Agniezka whispered. "They tend to be quite melodramatic."
"Wonder what they'd make of our music?" said Elaine. Albert refused to let her go.
"Well, I made a vow never to do an acoustic set. Not even here," said Dee.
Saying goodbye took the best part of two hours as every villager wanted the visitors to visit their 

house one last time. The hardest farewell was Albert. In the two hours of prolonged leaving Elaine 
started to talk about taking him with her, a stupid idea, Dee thought. Elaine was only happy to leave
when she was satisfied Albert trusted her. The final image of the valley was not a sunlit water 
meadow, dark angry canyon or rocky outcrop, but Albert standing next to his mother and waving. 
His expression a disguise, a neutral far away look, part surrender, part hope; a fake better than 
anything Agniezka could produce. As the house in the Lake District reappeared Dee couldn't face 
the others straight away and took a long walk up the highest hill she could find.
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The garden terrace was the mobile phone hotspot, the only area of the house where conversations 
were guaranteed not to be cut off mid-insult. Susan floated about, linked by microwave and satellite
to old Marco back in Rotterdam. They discussed an idea Wallet had concocted in a moment of 
euphoria. Utilise Toten Herzen's army of followers, make use of the bastards, strength in numbers, 
direct the forces of darkness toward the forces of darkness. Marco shared Susan's financial 
suspicions, specifically who picks up the tab when the devastation is finished?

"Play for time," said Marco. He was drawing breath when the call was interrupted by the sound of
roof tiles sliding off the top of the house. Susan avoided one then another before a cascade smashed 
onto the terrace around her feet.

"What's going on?" said Marco.
"The roof is literally coming off the house." The distant hand of witchcraft. Maybe Neved had 

spoken to Lena already. Stage one: create an enormous hole in the roof. Stage two: torrential 
Lakeland storm. . . . 

In the event, stage two involved Wallet and Elaine tumbling off the roof and obliterating the 
picnic table. When the final few tiles found their way to the ground Susan stood in the rubble, 
mouth wide open and the phone held away from her head.

"What the fuck? What the fuck are you doing?"
Wallet dug a lump of roof tile out of his shoulder. "Elaine's home."
"Marco, I'll call you back." Susan stomped into the kitchen.
Raven saw the aftermath through the window. "Elaine and Rob?"
"Yeah, what about it?"
"Elaine and Rob. Those two?"
The filthy giggles continued through the french windows. "Vampires have sex," Susan shouted, 

knocking the table out of position. "Don't they teach you anything at school these days?"

-

By the time the band were together, physically, mentally, spiritually, they were in a recording studio
in St. Petersburg. Neved had worked here in the seventies, less frequently in the eighties and not at 
all from the nineties onwards. He used an assumed name and his distant connection to the 
Conservatory to blag his way in. A sound engineer was persuaded (without menace) to allow the 
band to watch a couple of sessions with an orchestra and hear a new interpretation of Brahms. The 
effort needed to enter the studio was nothing compared to the effort needed to convince the band 
they were looking at their own future.

Susan was more interested in the immediate past and Dee's seventy-two hours in the valley. Every
time she tried to ask a question she was ordered to concentrate by a robust cough from Neved. 
When the orchestra took a break singer and guitarist dashed off into a cavernous corridor away from
the control room.

"I still can't quite get my head around all this. A Polish vampire drives a Lamborghini and 
someone else has a Barcelona duvet cover."

Dee confirmed. She clicked her fingers and tapped her toes, gripped her lower lip with her front 
teeth and waited, waited, unprepared to say any more about the village or anyone who lived there.

"And you found it straight away?"
"Aha."
"But?"



"But what? There's no way in. We can see the way in and the way out, but no one else can."
The ceiling of the corridor hadn't been spared in the zest to add ornamentation to every surface. 

This was the strangest recording studio Dee had ever visited. Perfect for the conversation. "Why has
Neved dragged us all here?"

"Just an idea of his. Orchestration, use of an orchestra, add a bit of symphonic colour." Susan 
waved away the idea.

"Ramones never recorded with an orchestra."
"So, what's Lena gonna do now? We can't keep putting it off." True. Witch was gonna come. One 

way or another that old witch was a'comin.
Elaine's arrival was badly timed, but joined Dee to offer moral support.
"Did you meet the Polish Lamborghini driver?" said Susan.
"She didn't have it with her in the village." Elaine knew the deal. Drip feed the information, let it 

out on a need to know basis.
The need to know principle was spreading like an unwelcome weather system and bringing with 

it mutual disrespect. Susan's craving for details forced her to twist and turn as if an unseen presence 
was offering a second opinion. "What devious little arrangement have you come to with Lena?" said
Dee.

"Devious? Nothing devious. She offered to help us. I didn't say anything. I gave her no indication 
that we'd help."

"Why then did we go rushing off to the valley for no reason?"
Susan didn't like being confronted. When her forehead shortened and the eyebrows swept in she 

was ready to push back. "Found it quite quickly though, didn't you?"
"We knew where to look. We had the book and the painting." Dee's words were confirmed by 

Elaine's nod.
"Just bear in mind she's not going to let this go. And it's not just us she'll target. There's Almer, 

Tom, Raven, Marco even Jens and his team."
"Fuck them," said Dee. "She can fucking take them, especially that annoying little tart on the 

microphone."
The door opened again, Neved thrust his head into the corridor and dragged his glasses off his 

nose. . . . "Can we restart?"
"Rob had an idea," Susan whispered. They headed back to the control room.
"Offer himself as a sacrifice?"
"He thinks we should mobilise the fans." Susan apologised to Neved who ushered them back into 

the room like schoolchildren.
He heard the suggestion. "Don't do that. Please don't involve anyone else."
The orchestra set off again and thundered through the second movement of Brahm's 1st 

Symphony. Neved was carried along, carried aloft by the noise, the intoxication. He closed his eyes 
and measured an almost indistinguishable beat with his glasses.

Dee could see he was on a different planet. "There is another painting," she said into Susan's ear. 
"We could send Lena off on another chase."

Susan tried to listen. "Another painting?"
"Another Irchenauer. Another valley."

-

The contrast between the controlled power of the orchestra in St. Petersburg and the uncontrolled 
racket of Toten Herzen was too much for Neved. Back in the studio in the Lake District he thought 



he could paste some veneer of creativity to the songs emerging from the band's chaotic rehearsals, 
but he should have known. He should have known a while back, perhaps the moment he knocked 
on the door, this was a lost cause. The Russian composer stalked out of the control room after his 
third suggestion - alternate chromatic scales with Hungarian minor - fell, not on deaf ears, the 
collective hearing of Toten Herzen was beyond measure, but on ears full of discord. And they loved
it. The discord. All animosity forgotten, talk of witchcraft and threats mangled in the volume.

Susan saw the man go, frowned for a few seconds, and carried on playing until Almer stopped 
her. "Wait. Bum note there, Susan. Fifth bar."

The call was accepted without argument. Wallet hadn't noticed the error, but obviously Almer 
wasn't past it yet. He was pulling pints three months ago and now here he was, at the helm, the 
sharp end. The Producer. Before Susan could chase after Neved the man was gone, lost in the 
labyrinth of the house.

"He'll come back." Susan saw Wallet for the first time sat at the back of the control room. "I 
thought you were in Bamberg."

"Why would I be in Bamberg?"
Almer was asked to close the link to the live room. "I had an idea. I thought I'd told you."
"You've been very distant these last few hours."
"Yeah, yeah." She mumbled and garbled. The usual reaction when she had to think on her feet. 

"Orchestras, arrangements, there's a lot going on. Everything's getting cross wired. But you," now 
she lit up, "you can make yourself useful."

"Should I be hearing this?" said Almer.
"Microphones need adjusting around Rene's kit." Susan swished Almer away towards the live 

room. "Go to Bamberg, find Lena, pacify her. We think we can put her off with something."
"You found Mathew Hopkins?"
"Who? No, shut up for a moment. We think there's another painting. Another valley and when we

can get hold of it we might be able to distract Lena, throw her off the scent."
"Get her off our backs."
"In so many words, yes."
"You make it sound like the Wehrmacht annexing Poland."
"Whose side are you on anyway?"
"I'm not on their side, am I?" Wallet shifted in the settee, the rainy memory was still fresh, still a 

bit too raw to talk about. "They might have put me through the mincer, but Lena's not as diabolical 
as you think." Wallet twitched towards the presence of someone else in the room.

Dee stood at the end of the mixing desk, observing with intense curiosity. "Go on, tell him." She 
dropped into Almer's chair.

Susan paused, a mental sit-yourself-down. "I overheard a conversation. They were upset, very 
upset after you dispatched those cops. They were the Malandanti's eyes and ears in the police and 
you've fucked it all up."

"So, let's open up the valley to people like that," said Dee.
"You want me to go back there after pissing everyone off?"
The idea was hilarious. Dee spun around in the chair, cackling like one of Lena's buddies. 

"They'll take you seriously if no one else does. Ripping that guy's head off. I know now where you 
learned that trick."

"Eh, what do you mean?"
Susan tempered the growing hilarity. "No one in the valley knows about any of this."
"Why not?"
"We don't want to cause panic."



"Panic." The reality made no sense. "What sort of vampires are they? Panic?"
"You had to be there," said Dee.
"I don't think I'd like to be confronted by a load of panicking vampires."
"If you can't take this seriously then fuck off back to your mates in Bamberg." Dee slid to the 

edge of the seat, to the edge of her patience.
"I'm not being facetious. You mentioned Lamborghinis and duvets covers, not me."
Almer had fixed the mics on Rene's kit (they didn't need fixing after all) and wanted his chair 

back. Susan pulled Wallet out of the room, out of earshot and presented him with a new brief, a new
list of tasks to add to the enormous Wallet Bar Tab she was building up.



From: Malcolm.Cumberbatch@Cumbria.gov.uk

To: jens@jensgol.com

Subject: Filming in the Lake District

Message:

Dear Mr Gol

Following consultation with third parties and stakeholders I must inform you that you may not 
film a music video on any of the summits in the Lake District National Park. You may film a 
summit flyover, but there must not be a performance taking place below.

Yours

M Cumberbatch
Director of Access and Communications, Media and Publicity
Cumbria County Council

Serving the People of Cumbria

Following a blazing row with Almer the day after the household had been woken at two in the 
morning, Gol was reluctant to ring Cumberbatch even though the time was only ten o'clock and no 
one was asleep. After pacing round his room for the fourth time he couldn't hold out any longer.

"Hello, Jens Gol . . . Yes, the music video. All I want to say is that we can transport our 
equipment up and down and off the mountains in twenty-four hours. The video concept is complete,
the equipment accounted for, down to the last nut and bolt. You wouldn't know we had even been 
there."

"No."
"Is there no room for manoeuvre, Malcolm?"
"No."
As if the conversation hadn't been abrupt enough Gol heard a knock on his bedroom door and he 

realised he had paced around for about an hour. The time was nearly eleven.
Raven stood outside, blue hair messier than usual, long tee shirt with the words dead to the world 

and a scowl brought up from the lower levels of hell. "SHUT UP!"
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During his search for Toten Herzen Wallet felt nervous once. The cause of concern was not the 
dead, but the living. Raised on a diet of Hammer Horror films and bad fashion - he only wore jeans 
for the first time when he was ten years old - Wallet wasn't afraid of anything trying to go bump in 
the night. But the living, especially the living in the shape of Lenny Harper, freaked him out. The 
cold sweat and blind car ride back to the motel near Obergrau was a vivid, near-physical memory.

History wasn't supposed to repeat itself so rapidly, but the clamminess, the switching off, the 
visual interruptions were back. And the cause was not doddery old Lenny Harper, but the 
malevolent threat of Lena who was quite human enough as far as Wallet was concerned. Without 
the need for fangs or a propensity to come visiting in the small hours disguised as a bat, Lena was 
the most dangerous type of human: a woman scorned.

"A woman scorned." Raven wasn't buying it.
"You've obviously never been scorned."
"That's a myth, that is." Raven had deliberately chosen a bench close to a stall selling hot dogs. 

The stall was one of a number of food sellers at a trade fair camped in the Gruner Markt close to 
Lena's Bamberg office. The smells were enough to raise a Himalayan sized appetite, but as Raven 
had no money of her own Wallet was paying to keep her fed. The girl's stomach was a bottomless 
pit.

"With all the shit you eat why are you still such a skinny piece of work?"
"It's genetic, isn't it." She bit a good inch off the end of her third hot dog and launched a missile of

ketchup. "Whoop, bit of blood for you there, Rob."
"That isn't funny." Wallet wasn't in the mood to laugh. He felt conspicuous, different, hunted. The

police were parked at one end of the square, but even under the cover of the crowds and the noise 
he felt like they were out looking for him. Now he could understand why a vampire might have a 
reason to panic.

"Funny isn't it. You go to the Lakes looking for a valley you know doesn't exist. . . . "
"I'm sure I once told you not to eat with your mouth full."
"Get stuffed. And now you're here hoping to tell Lena about a valley that doesn't exist." Raven 

swallowed her mouthful and grinned.
"I don't follow."
"Well, she's a witch. She knows everything, doesn't she? She's not gonna fall for a scam like this."
What hurt the most, what really gnawed to the bone, was having the bleeding obvious thrown in 

your face by a miserable apprentice vampire with blue hair and trade union tendencies.
"I wouldn't mind being a witch." Raven chomped on the hot dog, another couple of inches gone 

never to be seen again (unless the reformed digested contents reappeared later on).
"You want to be a witch? What about being a vampire? What's changed?"
"All the vampires I know are a laughing stock. You go on your holidays and can only do your 

sightseeing at night, always arguing because Susan wants to sing, everything you do is ruined by 
those mad bastards who call themselves fans. And when push comes to shove you're all shit scared 
of one person."

"She has a lot of friends."
"And I bet she knows how to get the best out of them. She's got you on the run."
"Rubbish. She's as scared of us, more scared of us than we are of her. We're just being cautious."
"Cautious. You haven't got a clue. If she decides to mobilise you're stuffed."



"Don't use the word mobilise when talking about the Germans." She was doing it again. Raven 
stating the bleeding obvious. "What do you suggest? We all become witches?"

"You'd know what to do if you were witches. Not running around like the Keystone Cops. Fancy 
falling off a roof having sex." The girl had no shame, her self-confidence was growing with each 
hot dog. "I bet Lena could find Peter Miles. A few spells, chuck some eye of newt in the cauldron. 
Job done."

Her remark, burped out on a gaseous wave of onion, was discarded as if it meant nothing, but the 
implications couldn't be ignored. "She'd want something in return," said Wallet. "And what about 
Bella and her track rod ends? Don't do anything for selfish reasons, remember."

"It's not selfish reasons. She'd be doing it for you, not herself."
"She wouldn't do that for nothing." The suggestion began to take form, swirling and materialising 

like a spirit aid in the ectoplasm. "I've had a great idea."
"Oh, Jesus, please no."
Susan might not approve of him asking for Lena's help to find Peter Miles, but who was she to 

give approval anyway. She wasn't his line manager. And if he came back with Peter Miles and 
Lena's head on a plate that would be so many gold stars for effort. Of course, Lena's head on a plate 
was no small task, but: "Every great journey begins with a single step, Barbara."

"Does it?"
"You want to be a witch, you shall be a witch."
"Oh, all right." She sounded like she was changing her mind again. "Will it hurt?"
"If it all goes pear shaped. . . ."



NOTES: - GOL

DATE: 30/06/2014

Recording has started again. Libby hardly speaks these days and some of Mark's shots can't be 
used because of camera shake. The band still have a habit of disappearing, I don't see them go and 
haven't yet found the secret doorways they must be using.

Susan is now complaining about inspiration, lack thereof. We had our first glimpse of a singing 
lesson tonight. Her voice is not like arguing wasps. She has a mellow, slightly hoarse tone. Maybe 
she would make a good jazz singer, or blues. (Or Burt Bacharach!)

Dee is a little happier her position in the band is not threatened by Susan's singing. She, Dee, is a
little calmer now. But still no one will say where she and Elaine went. Alan is interested in 
commissioning a film about his bars in New York and their relationship to John Bonham. Can't see 
it working myself.

Received a video of the summit lighting design in the warehouse back in Rotterdam. Looks good. 
Shame it's over there and not over here.

notes:GOL
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By the time Lena left her office Raven had been bewitched by the smell of onions and wanted yet 
another hot dog (four and still counting), but there was no time to eat. The chase was on as Wallet 
followed Lena through the crowd. When she stopped, he stopped. She checked her handbag, sent a 
text, put her phone away. Only once was she distracted by the stalls and the activity: a couple of 
red-cheeked marionettes dancing to the jolly sounds of a barrel organ.

For a moment the ruddy faced dancers snagged Wallet's interest. Puppets never appeared to be 
under control even when the puppet masters were right there pulling the strings. And now Lena was
gone, lost in the bustle and colour . . . a shock of blue hair blinked in the lights of a fairground ride. 
Raven was keeping up, marking the way.

The trail was found again, a sinewy vapour of perfume and Lena in all her meticulous blackness, 
her beguiling maturity. Her irresistible femininity. She wouldn't be half as attractive if she was one 
of the good guys. Wallet's fear was part of the thrill, the same thrill he had felt when Susan looked 
him in the eye on that terrible night in 2013 and bit him so hard he thought life could only ever be a 
colossal anticlimax from that moment on.

Lena didn't have the teeth for thrills like that, but she had her car, the black BMW, the twenty-
four valve broomstick. It chirped as the doors unlocked. She hesitated a second, long enough for 
Wallet to emerge from the background noise and surprise her.

"Oh, my god. . . . What do you want?" She drew her lips back in fear.
The terror was mutual. Wallet's voice quivered like a loose violin string. "Don't make this hard for

me, Lena. I just want to talk. I think we can help each other."
Her small gloved hand stroked the glass of the car door, running over Raven's solitary reflection. 

"How?"
"Can we go somewhere quiet?"
"No. Talk here."
"We know about you and the valley, and we know where the valley is."
Gritting her teeth and tapping the car door she asked: "How do you know? And who's she?"
"Raven," said Wallet. "She's as pissed off as I am and that's why we're here. There's nothing I can 

do to you, you're perfectly safe."
"I wouldn't trust you as far as I could throw you, and I don't know who or what she is."
"I'm the dogsbody, that's who I am," said Raven. "Listen to what he wants to tell you."
"Dogsbody?"
"It's not exactly a term of endearment, but it's how we're both feeling at the moment." Wallet 

paused for effect. "Thanks to Susan."

-

Once everyone had calmed down Lena agreed to move on to a small bar away from the noise of the 
fair. She ordered a large brandy for herself and two bottles of beer for the vampires.

"I'm not a vampire," said Raven.
"You look like one," said Lena.
Raven almost smiled, but she wanted to be a witch today, comparisons with vampires were so last

week. "I had an agreement with Susan. She said she'd solve all my problems by turning me, then 
abandoned me. Now she's palmed me off with this idiot. No disrespect Rob, but I didn't come here 
to be Doctor Who's companion."

Wallet spoke to his bottle. "All I'm asked to do is find Peter Miles, find out what happened to 



Terence Pearl." He lowered his voice. "I brought that lot back into the public eye, but they treat me 
like shit."

"So, why do you want to help them?" said Lena.
Good question. Fucking good question! And Raven didn't help, waiting for Wallet to come up 

with the answer. "They don't want you to know where the valley is, but there's another way."
And there it was. He played his hand, no going back now. If Lena believed him she wouldn't stop 

now until she had the location. Wallet's only trump was the fear  when he stepped up behind her ten 
minutes ago. That fear had come from somewhere. Unless it was part of an act.

Lena raised an eyebrow. There were so many expressions, so many signals, but the one to watch 
for was the grin. The grin was her expression of control. For now she pouted and swirled the brandy
round her glass.

"What they really want, what Susan really wants," said Wallet, "is to know what happened to 
Peter Miles."

Lena nodded. "So, how do I help? I've never heard of Peter Miles."
"Allegedly an original fifth member of the band. Disappeared in 1973, took a drunken walk from 

a pub one night in Ipswich and was never seen again. The band's manager Micky Redwall was the 
last person to see him alive, but he's dead. Taken the secret with him."

"So, raise him."
Raven's mouth dropped open. "What?"
"Raise him. Reanimate him."
"What, bring him back to life," said Raven
Wallet shushed her. "You're not Jesus, you can't bring people back to life."
"There's no barrier between life and death, you should know that of all people." Lena took a sip of

brandy. "Death is just a word, Rob. Micky Redwall still exists in some other form, he can still be 
spoken to under the right conditions."

A seance wasn't quite what Wallet had in mind, but for now it was a line of thought he hadn't 
considered and probably should have. All the archives were drawing a blank. Lincoln's Central 
Library was a temple to boredom, and its equivalent in Ipswich was equally tedious. The hours he'd 
spent turning the pages of every newspaper printed since 1973 had produced nothing but local 
squabbles, fund raising efforts, smirking councillors and treacherous potholes. But if dead men 
really could talk what tales they would have. If they could talk to Lena. If they weren't pissed off 
after decades mouldering in a grave like Micky Redwall.

"You still haven't convinced me why I should do this."
"Haven't I?"
"What about the painting?" said Raven.
Wallet was trying to think of two things now. He didn't expect Raven's intervention. The painting,

the primary reason for being here. He'd have to start again now. "Why are you so determined to 
know where this valley is? You're risking your life."

"On Imbolc," said Lena, "I watched police fight a running battle with hundreds of people who had
no business being there. The pretenders, the fakers, people whose idea of paganism is not washing 
their hair for two weeks. And they turn out at every festival making life impossible for true 
practitioners. True pagans. We need a place of our own, a place away from the pretenders and the 
curious. They don't understand and they don't want to understand. The reality would scare them to 
death."

The reality that scared people to death was all too familiar. He'd heard the others use the same 
phrase so many times: yes, we're the real thing, yes, we're not like others, yes, we're as dangerous as
people say we are, but you'll never understand. The truth would scare you to death.



"And what would you do, live there? You looking to create some kind of homeland?"
"Don't be absurd. We have normal lives to lead. Businesses, families, interests. We're not a 

religious sect, we're looking for privacy. Total privacy."
"Privacy? The place is full of vampires."
"They sleep during the day, we can work while they sleep. We need never meet."
"That's placing a lot of trust in each other."
Lena moved towards Wallet. "You trust me, don't you, Rob. How many times have we met, I 

haven't done anything to you, have I? Let's be honest, if I had the power I'd take this information 
from you without even asking"

"Pity you don't have the power."
"What?" Raven couldn't resist interrupting again."She's gonna raise a dead bloke, but doesn't have

the power to hypnotise you and get you to talk."
In the circumstances Raven's subtlety was a blunt instrument. A verbal cosh. "Barbara, she has a 

name, and don't go giving her daft ideas like that." Lena was grinning her big wide grin that pulled 
her eyes half shut. (The game was lost.) "Someone tried to hypnotise me at Swinton Working Men's
Club about ten years ago. It didn't work. It would be easier to hypnotise a brick."

"The thought had crossed my mind," Lena leaned on her hand. A thick silver bangle gripped the 
end of her sleeve. It was engraved with strange markings, ancient hieroglyphs, possibly runes.

"What is that?" Wallet stroked the bangle with the tip of his finger.
"A gift from my husband," said Lena smirking.
"You can't resist teasing, can you?"
She shook her head.
Wallet ignored the groaning of youth.
"Is that the same BMW or do you have one in every city?"
"Something like that."
Raven sighed like a deflating water bed.
"Do you have children, Lena?" Wallet said looking directly into her eyes.
"Four."
"Do you want a fifth?"
"Oh, god," said Raven.
"There's an annoying nineteen year old I can't get rid of. You can have her for another beer."
"You're sick, you are," said Raven.
"Come on, Lena, let's get this mess sorted before one of us dies of old age. Find Peter Miles for 

me and I'll tell you where you'll find your lost valley."
"Tempting, Rob. Very tempting."
"But?"
"But I think there's something you want more than finding Peter Miles."
Was there? Wallet sat back to consider what it might be. Then he realised. . . .
"Meetee talks about you," Lena said.
"Who's Meetee?" said Raven.
"My husband. He knows how much you want Susan."
"Ah, now actually it's a bit more complex than that. Don't believe everything your husband tells 

you." The chair squeaked as Wallet squirmed.
"I admire your patience. Waiting for Marco to die, but he's probably got another twenty years in 

him, so you make do with Elaine as an interim arrangement."
"We came here to talk about valleys. Are you gonna raise Micky Redwall from the dead or not?"
"They fell off the roof," said Raven. Lena gave Wallet a look of exasperated contempt. "Having 



sex on a roof when there's about fifteen bedrooms in the house."
Lena shook her head and laughed. "Forget Micky Redwall. I could help you tonight, it would take

me five minutes to have Susan eating out of your hands."
"That's very nice of you." Wallet knew what she was up to. Lena was good, probably a crack 

chess player too. "There are all sorts of things I want, Lena. And most of them are short term 
gratuity. Susan included. What I really want more than anything. . . ." but she wasn't ready to know 
just yet. "Suffice to say finding Peter Miles is an important step in a much bigger plan and like you 
the quicker I can sort it out the quicker I can move on to the next stage. That's the deal, Lena. Peter 
Miles for the valley. Yes or no."

As Lena considered the ultimatum, Raven lobbed in her own request. "Could you add something 
to that? Can you cure my travel sickness?"

Wallet rolled his eyes. "Track rod ends, Barbara."
"I know, I know. But it might only be a simple potion and I have helped you."
"I would need time to prepare," Lena said. "I'll call you tomorrow to confirm." She offered to 

include a remedy for travel sickness. "You can come back with me and I'll prepare something 
tonight."

"Really?" Raven had a big smile. Her face was so unused to one breaking out it made her head 
wobble.

"Keep her," said Wallet. "It'll save me from being vomited on again."
"You won't have to worry about that after tonight. When can we go?"

-

No time like the present Lena had said and after leaving Wallet to the smells and noise of the trade 
fair and a promise to call him later, she and Raven roared off in the BMW.

"Why does he call you Raven?" said Lena.
"That's the name I use on Twitter. My real name's shit."
"Aha. Shit what?"
"No, not literally shit. Barbara. Always raises a laugh at family parties. Nineteen years I've had to 

put up with my aunts and uncles and shitty cousins having a right good laugh at Barbara."
"And for sure you had an easy ride through school."
"School was a living hell that lasted thirteen years without a day's respite. I hate my life 

sometimes."
"Well, maybe we can do something about that, Raven." Lena spoke like she meant it, but Raven 

wouldn't be Raven without an ever-present pessimism. This travel sickness potion could be 
perfectly innocent or the night could take a hideous turn involving demonic effigies and a 
claustrophobic death. Some people might well dismiss ritual abuse and tales of sacrifice, but every 
urban myth usually had a grain of truth.

The journey to Lena's house was long and uphill. Enough time to consider, if such a thing were 
possible, what type of psychopath she was. There were the qualities of the charming assassin, the 
deranged killer who spoke softly and stabbed you with a smile. But there had also been flashes of 
potential malevolence that could manifest in the form of a secret bunker, surgical instruments and a 
contrived lack of anaesthetic.

"What was the painting, you mentioned?"
"Painting? Some painting of the valley you're looking for."
"The Irchenauer."
"The what hour?"



Lena laughed. "The painter's name, Irchenauer."
Caught out again. Raven felt her face heat up. These missions would never be a success if she had

to survive on her own. "Yeah, that one."
The house was approached through obedient automatic gates, along a muttering stone driveway 

directed by subtle lighting up to the front door. The grounds were occupied by trees, colossal 
guardians, swaying with ominous warning as the mistress returned. And the house had no chimney. 
Witch's houses were supposed to have chimneys.

"Not made of gingerbread then?" said Raven.
Lena's smile was a flash, a flicker of a gesture. She only spoke again inside the hallway. "Come 

through to where I keep my cauldron." Lena checked over her shoulder.
"Get lost. You're as bad as Rob, you are. I don't know what it is about the paranormal that attracts 

all the nutters?"
"Just having a bit of fun, Raven. You don't mind if I call you Raven?"
"Better that than Barbara." Walking from one end of the house to the other was a trial on two 

counts: exhaustion from the distance and a stone floor that disagreed with the soles of Raven's 
boots. They squeaked like dying rodents every time she put her foot down. Lena's heels clicked 
with assertive confidence. Clicks were good, the floor was designed to emphasise the clicks, but 
squeaks; squeaks were for the inferior.

"What exactly do you do?" Lena unlocked a connecting door. The same corridor continued on the
other side.

"Nothing. I get packed off with Rob looking for Peter Miles. Why they need to know what 
happened is beyond me, but it bugs Susan."

"Really? How so?"
"I don't know. It's like she feels responsible for finding out what happened."
"And she broke her promise to you?" Lena was off, marching down the corridor without the need 

to check if Raven was still there. The squeaks gave her away.
"If I'm honest, she always said she wouldn't turn me until I felt I was ready."
Lena's ability to stop without any apparent slowing down caused a collision. "You will never be 

ready. The whole vampire life may look glamorous and exciting, but it's a short lived sensation. 
Rob hasn't realised yet, but another two or three years and he'll start to feel the regret. He'll come to 
know the terrible mistake he's made. That's where the anger of a vampire comes from, Raven. It's a 
terrible debilitating regret."

The individual stress on the words left an impression. "They have a sick sense of humour, you 
know," said Raven. "They're always taking the piss out of people. Playing jokes. You know, I've 
seen them make themselves invisible and then go round tripping people up."

The normal laws of physics didn't operate in this corridor. Lena stopped and accelerated away 
again with no respect for Newton's Third Law. Stop, move, nothing in between. She was already 
preoccupied with the alarm system of the next door before Raven had finished her sentence. "How 
long you been a witch?" she said above the hurried squeak of footwear.

The door opened with a sharp crack. "I was born this way. We all are."
There was no time to ask who she meant by we. One by one concealed lights glowed into life to 

reveal a large room walled with shelving, meticulously ordered shelving with jars and bottles of all 
sizes, shapes, colours. Entering a strange room for the first time always involved a rapid inspection 
followed by an awareness of the smell. Antiquity was in the air. An aroma of dust and musk, old 
cardboard and paper. The evocative smell of wood like the first school of infancy. Ancient boxes 
and caskets gave off their own scent, unlike the sleek built in cabinets with their metallic trim and 
the large glass topped table and stools. A spiral staircase climbed to a dim gallery hanging above 



two high backed leather chairs. The only wall without shelving was dominated by an ominous 
double door, inviting and forbidding in equal measure; a promise of more curiosities or some 
dreadful secret activity.

"Take a seat," said Lena.
Raven obeyed and sat down at the table. "What do you think causes it?" she asked.
"What?"
"The sickness? Rob started having a look, but he got preoccupied. Best he could come up with 

was a dodgy hypothalamus."
Lena giggled, scanned the shelves and took down what was probably the smallest bottle in the 

room. "Has Susan ever given any indication why she wants to find Peter Miles?"
"She once said it was for his family. But she went up the wall when Terence Pearl blew up in 

Rotterdam last year. She became well obsessed with finding Peter Miles after that."
"Mmm." More bottles were gathered and placed on the table. Each one had a handwritten label, 

but no clue to what was inside: Ver7, Supraviol, Aquamortis. Aquamortis! 
"Mortis, that means death, doesn't it?" Raven held the bottle. The glass was rough with a cork 

stopper leaking a feint smell of aniseed.
"Only in Latin," said Lena. "My guess is you're suffer from radiation poisoning."
"From what?"
"Well, think about it. You disappear and reappear somewhere else. You have to be carried 

through a higher dimension and that must involve some release of energy at a sub-atomic level. 
You'd be bombarded by millions of raging electrons pouring off Rob." Lena joined the radioactive 
dogsbody at the table. "But at such a low level that it doesn't kill you. Just high enough to make you
sick."

Radiation went hand in hand with cancer. "My Aunty Beth died of cancer," said Raven.
"We all have to go sooner or later." Various substances were poured from various bottles into a 

shallow silver bowl. "Of course, there might be a more prosaic reason."
"Which is what? Bubonic plague?"
"Bile."
The various substances contorting around the bowl began to steam. A heavy whiff of coriander 

became overpowering. The witch's kitchen was hotting up.
"Bile? Like stomach acid?" Raven's face raged with heat again.
"You weren't taught human anatomy at school were you? Bile is produced by the spleen and 

secreted into the stomach to break down proteins. It is produced in response to the stomach being 
filled and stimulation of the endocrine system caused by intense activity such as exercise or . . . the 
exertion of sudden intense movement."

"But I've been taking travel sickness pills."
"They work on your sense of balance, they counter the effects of motion, not the production of 

chemicals."
"I don't believe it." Raven watched Lena pour the bowl's contents into a small bottle. "All this 

time, all I needed was something like Gaviscon. Rob asked me if I wanted some Gaviscon when we 
were in St. Petersburg."

"Whatever that is I would guess it's also an antacid remedy. It still won't work. You need to 
neutralise the bile, not the stomach juices. Here."

The bottle was small enough to fit in a pocket or a purse. "How much do I take?"
"Before you travel, the second before you move, lick the stopper. That's it. Told you it was 

simple."
"And I won't turn into a frog or anything?"



Lena stared at Raven with kind eyes, the kind eyes of her own grandmother. Her own 
grandmother didn't quite carry the same style, more of a squeaker than a clicker. She preferred 
Primark to Prada (not that she ever had to make the choice) and lived in a house the size of Lena's 
handbag. The similarity was in the advice, explaining the world, dispensing the cures, filling the 
gaps left by bad schooling and a Leninist family. Raven would trust her life to her grandmother.

"I still don't understand what makes Rob tick." Lena gathered up the cluster of bottles. "He's 
obviously up to something. You don't just turn up with a change of heart and an offer I can't refuse."

"You know what I think? I think he's basically lazy. He has tried to find this guy, but he's bored 
with it. He doesn't want to be bothering with that. He sees you as a short cut."

"What is it he wants? He hinted earlier, but I still think it's Susan." Lena returned the various 
bottles to the shelves.

"Believe it or not he was looking for a valley of his own up in the Lake District, but he already 
knew it wasn't there. He more or less admitted he was chasing his youth."

"Really? Chasing his youth. He does a lot of chasing, does he not?"
"He's getting all hung up about the seventies. You should hear the shit playing in his room 

sometimes. Real crap seventies pop rubbish. And he's surrounded by paraphernalia, old toys and 
board games he's bought off the internet. You must have heard of Jingis Kern. Some rubbish 
German pop group."

Lena was surprised. "Dschinghis Khan? They're not so bad."
"Oh, god, not you too."
"Germans like to sing along. What you might call having a knees up."
"I don't know what all this talk of valleys is doing to him. Slowly driving him mad, I reckon."
"He doesn't strike me as the maddening type."
"You must be joking. He's like you. He's been looking for a valley in a painting, but he knows his 

valley doesn't exist. It was on the wall of his house when he was a kid and everyone thought it was 
in the Lake District. He's been looking for it ever since, but he keeps going back to the one place 
where he knows it isn't. If that makes sense. And now two turn up at once." The little bottle was 
begging to be tested. "I suppose I should get back now. Try this potion."

"It's not a potion, Raven. It's medicinal. Stay a while. You're welcome to stay here tonight. You 
did say you wanted to be a witch, didn't you."

"I might have been a bit presumptuous there."
Lena drew up a stool and spoke quietly, hypnotically. "You don't know what you want, Raven. 

And if you don't mind me saying you are mixing in very dangerous company over there. Susan 
Bekker is on a short fuse, I'm sure she's told you that. And god knows what the others are capable 
of."

"They're honestly not that bad," insisted Raven.
"Do you know what happened to Lenny Harper?"
The name, produced like a rabbit from a hat, was one of the names fundamental to the myth, the 

myth of Toten Herzen. Without Lenny Harper the band would either be hauling their nostalgia tour 
round the holiday camps of England or plugging car insurance without a hint of postmodern irony. 
Lenny Harper had lit the fuse that burned until Rob Wallet's discovery and the whole ghoulish 
nightmare went off again.

"Susan Bekker murdered him."
"Doesn't surprise me. She must have killed loads of people."
"She could have killed me. Another centimetre. . . ."
"I didn't know that," said Raven. "She doesn't tell me everything."
"Of course she doesn't. Lenny Harper spent the best part of his life on a hillside with that band. 



Don't let that happen to you."
"But it won't."
"Oh, Raven." Lena shrugged. "Sometimes trust can be a bad thing."
"But it's the opposite with me. I want them, I want Susan to turn me. . . ."
"Well, you have your remedy, you're old enough to make your own decisions."
The conversation ended, the mood succumbed to the same anti-Newtonian effect of the corridor: 

warm or cold, no transition from one to the other. On the way out Lena was several steps ahead and 
ignoring the continued squeak behind her when she asked: "What did you mean back there about 
two paintings."

Of course Wallet hadn't arrived at the crucial element of the mission, the reason he was supposed 
to be here. "Yeah, they found another painting by that bloke, the painter of the first one."

"A second painting by Irchenauer?"
"Yeah. A Polish woman has it."
"The same valley?" Lena slowed down. Slowed down and came to a halt beneath a lamp shaped 

like a ram's horn.
"No, another one."
"I'm sorry, a second painting of the same valley or a second valley?"
"A second valley. Why, is that a problem?"
The revelation was neither problem nor solution, but it kept Lena quiet all the way back to 

Bamberg. Raven texted Wallet to arrange a rendezvous close to where they had separated earlier in 
the evening. Wallet was there, a single figure in the crowd, so outstanding if you knew him, so 
unremarkable if you didn't. Simultaneously attached to and detached from the world around him.  

"A quick word with Rob before you both go back." Lena clattered out of the car and almost 
locked it before Raven could escape. 

"A second painting?"
"What?" Wallet took a moment to wake up. "A second painting, oh shit yeah, I forgot to tell you."
"What game are you playing?"
"Game? I'm not playing a game. Dee found someone with a second Irchenauer painting."
"Of a different valley?"
"I think so." Wallet was almost engulfed. Lena closed in, face to face, inspecting his eyes for a 

tell tale slip, a hint of a lie.
"Where is it?"
"I honestly don't know, but the others do. I can find out and see if they'll let you examine it."
When Lena stood hands on hips with her long coat drawn away from her side she grew several 

inches in height, several inches that made all the difference between friend and enemy. "If you 
could, Rob. I'd be very grateful."

"Have I got your number?"
Lena marched back to her car. "You know where I live. Knock before you come in."

-

Raven breathed out (she didn't know she'd been holding her breath until Lena drove away). She 
remembered the bottle and carried out the instructions. Wallet's hand was so cold, she hadn't noticed
the feeling until now, the grip intensely strong, and for the first time she tried to feel the motion, the
effect of transition. But there was nothing. No inbetween. Bamberg was gone, replaced by the house
in the Lakes. No blackout, no blur. Wallet's grip persisted for several seconds after he stepped 
away. She waited for the usual sharpness at the back of the mouth, the acidity behind the ears, the 



deep uncertain twinge in the base of the stomach and the stiffening of the throat. Raven breathed 
fresh night air without it making her wretch, cool air slipping over her tongue and throat, fresh like 
the mist, infused with the foliage of the enclosing woodland. She felt good. She felt alive. She felt 
immortal.

"Something should have happened by now," Raven said, but Wallet preferred to wait. The 
journey out to Bamberg had her heaving within a minute, but coming back was clear.

Dee emerged from the kitchen. "You given up spewing up."
"Yeah. Lena's potion has worked." Raven held up the insignificant little bottle.
"Lena?" Dee paused. She expected an answer from Wallet.
"We're setting her up." His answer was off the cuff, off the top of his head, off the wall. The best 

he could think of on the spot.
"What do you mean setting her up, who's setting her up? Why haven't I been told about this? 

When was this agreed? Have you concocted this with queen bitch?"
"Hang on, fucking hell, one question at a time."
Dee was small, but she had long arms that reached up to Wallet's throat and grabbed him under 

the jaw, drawing blood. "This is the last chance you get to tell me how fucking wrong I am to be 
concerned. This is about the valley, isn't it?"

Wallet croaked. Dee interpreted the sound to be a yes. "And what are you doing? What have you 
agreed to do?"

"Peter Miles," said Wallet with the last gasp of breath. "I've asked her to find Peter Miles."
"What the fuck for?"
"To sort it all out."
"Sort it all out? No one gives a shit, Rob. Not me, not Elaine, not even Rene. There's only Susan 

cares. Fuck knows why, but she's obsessed with it along with a million and one other things. And 
what does Lena the witch expect in return? Eh? And that's not a rhetorical question."

"The valley, the location of the valley. And if you think we're going to tell her there's more 
chance of you winning the Nobel Peace Prize."

The pressure relented and Wallet dropped a couple of inches until his feet were back on the 
ground. "You're not going to tell her? When she turns up with four and twenty thousand other 
witches, German superwitches at that, you're just gonna stand there and refuse to speak. Let me tell 
you something, Rob ex-SAS Wallet. I could grab you by the bell end now and you'd tell me your 
life story without a second's hesitation. You're a coward, you're a paper man, Rob. You couldn't 
stand up to attention, let alone a horde of German superwitches."

As Dee ranted Susan sneaked up behind her and wrapped around her shoulders like a coiled 
snake. "It won't get that far," she whispered.

"Why not?"
"Because she'll tell us what we want to know before we get to our side of the deal. Rob takes her 

to Peter's old haunting grounds and she picks up whatever feelings witches get. No result and the 
deal's off."

That wasn't quite the agreement discussed in Bamberg. Raven wanted so much to see the reaction 
when Wallet was debriefed, but not the resulting storm that could bring down the rest of the house. 
The fallen tiles were still stacked up on the terrace waiting for a roofer insane enough to come here 
and put them all back. Susan was the first to realise something was wrong.

"Dare I ask?"
"I was going to tell you." Wallet had already stepped back out of Dee's range.
"You place too much trust in him, Susan," said Dee.
"Tell me what?"



"Lena had an idea. I tried to talk her out of it, but it was a quick way. . . ."
"What sort of idea?"
Wallet struggled to find the right words. English could be such a cruel language. "It's a sort of 

consultation exercise."
"Get to the fucking point, Rob or I swear to god I'll kill you here, now, and stick your fucking 

head on the spire of that church over there."
Wallet nodded. (He obviously knew the church she was referring to. Raven could see the 

silhouette of its spire across the lake in Keswick.)
"She suggested speaking to Micky Redwall."
"Micky Redwall?" said Susan. Dee repeated the question.
"Yeah."
"Micky Redwall's dead."
"That needn't be an obstacle," said Wallet. "All in a day's work for a German superwitch 

apparently."
"How the hell is she gonna do that?" asked Dee. Finally she turned to Raven. "You must have 

heard all this?"
"Not a lot I can do about it, is there? What authority do I have?"
"Don't start complaining about having no authority," said Dee. "If it isn't your life, it's being 

young, being a girl, being mortal, being the daughter of Joe Gormley. You do more moaning than 
Marley's ghost."

"Leave her out of it," said Susan. "How does she plan to speak to him? Seance?"
"She said she could raise him."
The detail was too much. No one spoke, no one had a clue what to say, how to respond.
"John Dee could do it," said Dee.
"What? Who? Who's that, a relative of yours?" Susan was confused.
"John Dee was the court magician to Elizabeth the First. He practiced necromancy."
"Necromancy?"
The word was a new one to Raven, but necro had an awful familiarity. Necrophiliacs, necropolis. 

The dead had their own word.
"She'll need to know where Redwall's buried," said Wallet. "She'll have to ask us to find that out."
"Forget it," said Dee. "This is about finding Peter Miles and as I said earlier I'm not interested. It 

can wait. Rob can carry on making himself useful and Eeyore can help him. I'm having no part of 
this. How did it come to this? We're supposed to be recording an album. None of this would have 
happened if you hadn't had ambitions to be the new Vera Lynn."

"Who?"
"She knows now," said Wallet. "Lena knows we know about the valley."
"But she doesn't trust you," said Raven. "She doesn't think any of this is gonna happen."
"How do you know?" said Susan.
"She was cautious all night and told me she didn't trust what Rob was up to. And she's not sure 

about the second painting."
"Ah, so you did manage to raise the subject. You eventually got round to doing what you were 

supposed to be doing."
"She's up for it," said Wallet. "Of course she's suspicious, but we expected that. She wants to 

know when and where and I said I'd get back to her."
This was probably not the moment to claim credit, but Raven would raise the issue with Wallet at 

a more appropriate time.
"There you are," said Wallet.



"There we are. Bullshit," said Susan. "You've given her something to use against us."
"In what way?" Dee was alerted.
"She's gonna find Micky's grave and do whatever she has to do. Who knows what shit she's gonna

find out from him."
"If she can raise him," said Raven. Susan paused.
"You said yourself it's all trickery," said Wallet. "What's she going to do, have an imaginary 

conversation with herself?"
"Do you trust her? Stand there and tell me she's a fake."
But Wallet didn't trust her and couldn't be sure if Lena was a fake or not. The potion had worked 

and here they were, three vampires in a panic dismissing the possibility of the dead being raised. 
Running scared. Raven was right. She was spot on.

The world had finally gone mad.



30

Not that long ago Wallet heard the words panic and vampire in the same sentence and dismissed it 
as a joke - had his head bitten off for saying so - but every day since Susan had uttered the 
memorable sentence panic and vampire had become synonymous. Everyone was at it. The 
recording schedule was slipping. Susan's lessons were becoming harder as Neved, trying to distract 
himself from the growing alarm around him, increased the complexity of his teaching methods until
they were acts of borderline sadism. And now the ghost of Micky Redwall was on someone's 
shopping list and no one really had any idea what mood dead men were in when woken up.

Adding the slight complication of a half-baked scheme to pass off a fake forgery illustrating an 
invisible valley and the structural integrity of the house was tested to the limit. The studio, when 
anyone actually bothered to set foot in it, was almost battered to the foundations by the rage and 
violence of the rehearsals. Almer's production abilities became as fragile as the microphones and 
headsets the band had blown up and worn out.

Wallet called it a day when the main speaker in the live room blew, leaving him and Almer with 
half a field of sound and the sensation of having concrete poured into one ear. The second speaker 
surrendered two minutes later forcing the band to demand another place to record. Wallet hated 
being on call. The task of escorting Lena to a motel in southern Germany had fallen to him with the 
proviso, and quoting Susan Bekker word for word: "fuck this up and we'll distribute your body parts
across several mountain tops of your choice."

When the time was finally agreed Wallet met Lena on Promenadestrasse in Bamberg. She was 
unsympathetic, too preoccupied with the possibility, probability, no certainty, that she was about to 
receive the vampiric equivalent of an April Fool's joke. Raven had warned her about the pranks, the 
japes, the invisible trips.

Wallet tapped on the passenger window of the BMW. "We don't need to go in your car," he said 
as the window descended.

"Let's put a couple of rules in place, Rob. We do everything exactly as I say. If I'm not happy at 
any time I'm leaving. And we travel in this car."

"I was only trying to save your petrol."
"Petrol is the last thing you need to worry about."
"Can I come in?"
"You don't need an invite, Rob."
"No." But he just couldn't resist the trickery, dropping into the passenger seat without opening the

door. The sudden appearance forced Lena to take a deep, calming breath.
On the way to the motel Wallet's interrogation was intense, but he genuinely had no answers. He 

knew nothing about Agniezka Lato, very little about Irchenauer and even less about the valley. And 
Lena believed him. "I know you well enough to know when you're lying and when you really are 
clueless."

"That's why they sent me. There's nothing you can torture out of me. And you know what really 
hurts?"

"Amaze me."
"You're not even going to try to torture me."
"You really are a dirty minded little man."
"Lena, please. I'm nearly six feet tall."
At the entrance to the motel reception Wallet made a ham-fisted attempt to be good mannered. 

"Dear lady," he said pretending to open the automatic doors.
"You are impossible," Lena whispered.



Agniezka Lato was taller than six feet. When Wallet found her sat in the reception lounge she 
stood up to greet him, rising out of the chair like a beanstalk. He wondered how long he'd have to 
wait before she stopped growing. She was a woman of great height, but few words, offered the 
briefest of hellos, carefully shook Lena's hand and turned to lead the way back to her room. The 
tension heightened when Lena told Wallet he wasn't welcome to join her to view the painting.

"This is a private matter, Rob. I'm sure Agniezka will understand."
But Wallet, still feeling chivalrous, thought Agniezka might need support. She didn't. "You can 

wait somewhere."
So, he left them to it, not entirely sure who was duping and who was being duped. He was out of 

the loop again, the publicist in the dark. Everything was in the dark.

-

"Let me come straight to the point," said Lena once the door was closed and Wallet sent away, "I 
am suspicious about all this."

"Of course you are. And so am I, which is why we're meeting here and not at my home."
No sign of the painting. The room was tidy, hadn't been slept in. No signs of any travel 

paraphernalia, no bags, suitcases, discarded shoes. No painting. Lena was free to walk around, but 
with a bed dominating the space there was no possibility of circling Agniezka, no chance of holding
her in place.

"Why are you so interested in this painting?"
"Haven't they told you?"
"There was some confusing information: you want access to the valley, you have a similar 

painting, but other than that, they told me very little."
"And how do they come to know you?" Lena could see a necklace. A gem inside a clasp of gold 

with a patina suggesting great age. The pattern in the gold was northern European, probably 16th 
century. Lena had seen it worn by alchemists in the illustrations of early books on occult arts.

Agniezka held it forward for closer study. "It belonged to my father. He passed it on to me before 
he died."

"It's very beautiful. And interesting. When did your father die?"
"1597."
The history lesson could have been a conversation itself, but not today, Lena was in a hurry. 

Where was the painting?
"You can see it when you satisfy me of your intentions." Agniezka faced the curtained window. 

Lena didn't like speaking to anyone's back, she didn't like the implicit superiority, the put down. 
The know-thy-place.

"Ancient practices are part of modern entertainment, but I'm not an entertainer. The covens I 
administer have serious work to do and we need to practice in private. There is nowhere private 
anymore."

"But you don't have access to these valleys."
These valleys, as if there were others. "Let me worry about that."
"But that's precisely the problem." Agniezka spun around, her voice raised. She really was a tall 

woman, taller than Wallet, taller than Susan in her Prada heels. "Your kind do not mix with my 
kind."

"And what kind is that?" Lena knew, but she wanted to hear Agniezka say it.
But she didn't say it, she didn't need to say it. She stepped towards Lena and stood close enough 

for her to see the bloodshot eyes, the gentle bulge of skin over concealed canines. When Agniezka 



spoke the razor sharp tips of two fangs were ever present, dangerously inconspicuous. "I don't know
well the people I am speaking to, but I know who I trust the more. Tell me again your intentions."

The aroma of a summer garden overwhelmed. The scent of power reinforced by Agniezka's 
physical form. Broad shoulders beneath an ornate dark blue jacket, blonde hair tinted around the 
edges with orange and red, maroon lips and dark eyes; sleek, suspicious, dark eyes.

"To practice in privacy, while your kind sleep. . . . "
"Never."
"You needn't know we are there."
"Why should I trust you?"
"I come from a line of people who have been persecuted, hunted, misunderstood. We seem to 

have more in common than you think."
Agniezka sat on the end of the bed. "You are from Bamberg?"
"My family were persecuted in the 1628 trials."
"And you hold a grudge ever since, yes?"
"Please, may I see this painting of yours? If you have it here."
"Of course it's not here. But I will go to collect it if you care to wait a moment."
Left alone Lena shoved the bed over to the window allowing a little more space in the room, 

enough to mark out a circle on the floor, large enough, she hoped, to catch Agniezka when she 
reappeared. The idea was improvised, the effort clumsy, when Lena finished she saw desperation 
drawn into the pile of the carpet. If she could erase it she would, but there was no time. The Polish 
woman came back, clutching a small leather portfolio, and landed inside the misshapen circle. "You
know magnesium powder infused with thyme is more effective." She read the scribbled incantation,
kicked at the salt, scuffed the symbol of Baphomet and stepped over the line. "But even then, you'll 
need more than a potion to contain me, Lena." Agniezka and her shadow engulfed the witch. "I'm 
too old to fall for your mind games. Do you want to see this painting or play games?"

Lena nodded.
The portfolio was wrapped by a fine ribbon, the painting lying safely inside. "Irchenauer, 1405, 

and is the only one of its kind in existence."
The style was indisputable. Irchenauer's meticulous brush strokes captured every leaf, every blade

of meadow grass, every molecule of cloud. The wide valley floor hosted a silvery lace of water, 
curling and glinting in a late afternoon light of gold. Deep shadows blanketed the far slope, storm 
clouds menaced the canopies of a distant woodland. The painting was unsigned, without a frame 
and showed all the signs of ageing. A fine crackle of varnish, a feint discolouration tending towards 
blue, the canvas almost brittle enough to snap.

"If I were buying this painting I would have it assessed for its authenticity, but it's not the 
painting, it's the view." Lena could smell the linseed, without holding it to her nose the smell of a 
recent artist's hand was all over the image. "Even if it is a recent forgery the valley is what matters. 
Where is this?"

"Unlike you I am interested in the painting, not the view. You are holding a copy, not the original.
Where it is . . . you can worry about that."

"You say this is by Irchenauer?" Lena took a photograph on her phone.
"He painted several scenes in the area. But you already know that."
"Actually, I didn't. We studied a lot of paintings and surveyed a lot of valleys. We eliminated 

them one by one until only the valley in the first Irchenauer was left." And now there was a second. 
Almost identical, the scene probably of the same valley from another viewpoint. "You're saying you
don't know where this is or you don't want to tell me? The valley where your kind live and you don't
know where it is?"



"When we come and go we don't walk to it, we don't drive or ride there, we arrive and we depart, 
no need to travel. It is an isolated point, a terminus. But yes, even if I knew I would not say."

"I'm no wiser." Lena scratched her head. "I don't believe a word you're telling me, but I can 
understand why."

"Your mistrust is the reason I'm telling you nothing. You wanted to see the painting, now you 
have seen it. This valley is not yours, it is not the valley of the first European witches. The heretics 
burned here were not witches, but they became vampires. Your search will have to continue."

"It will. Oh, it will." Lena studied the painting once more before she handed it back. "It's a very 
good copy. Did you buy the original or was it another gift from your father in 1597?"

"It has been in the family for as long as I can remember. It hung in my parent's bedroom. They 
always said it was the head of a valley in Austria, but I learned later in life they were mistaken, it 
was nothing of the sort."

"Interesting." The time had come to leave, forget the painting, forget the meeting. "So many 
people have paintings in the house, which they think is the head of this valley or that valley. You 
should form a club."

Agniezka returned the painting to its protective portfolio. "I don't think we'll meet again, Lena. 
Unless you decide to take the issue further."

"No, I'm finished here, I've seen what I came to see."
"A wise choice." Agniezka waited until Lena was almost out of the room. "Remember, like any 

paradise, to enter the valley, first you must die."
"My apologies for the mess on the floor. Send me the bill if there is one."

-

The soft top of Lena's BMW was strong enough to support a man's weight. Wallet sat cross legged 
on the roof, another unusual surface to add to his collection of weird vantage points. Lena pretended
not to notice and activated the car's alarm with a blip that filled the night.

"You saw it then?" Wallet waited for her reaction. He expected frustration, the frustration of 
discovering the big development was a big let down.

"You think everything is a joke? What have you actually gained from this charade?"
Now was probably a good time to come down from the roof before the car drove off with him still

up there. He slipped into the space between Lena and the door. Wallet rested his arm on her 
shoulder and tried to make eye contact. "I don't know how long this is going to continue, but if you 
ask me it will all end in tears. Why don't you forget about it, forget about us and the valley. Find 
somewhere else."

"There is nowhere else."
"Lena, for Christ's sake, the Russian Steppes, Tibetan Plateau, the world is full of empty 

spaces. . . ."
"This is not just about the space and the privacy, it's about the right, the heritage. What is ours, 

what belongs to us."
"It doesn't belong to you. It belongs to no one. It's just a fucking hidden valley, Lena. A valley 

that'll get you killed."
Lena's eyes bulged. "Then at last I'll have access to it."
There was no talking to her. Wallet stepped aside. "Why don't you offer them something they 

want? Something they're desperate for."
"Oh, now we're back to Peter Miles, I suppose. Yes, the valley, which belongs to no one, might be

accessible if I do something for you."



"Just a suggestion, Lena." Wallet headed back to the motel. The environment changed in an 
instant from hard car park to soft carpet and a repulsing circle. His collision with the bed interrupted
a quiet conversation.

"Rob." Elaine shielded Agniezka who opened the wardrobe and placed something in a suitcase. 
"Debrief. I wanted to know how the meeting went."

 There was too much subterfuge to believe anything at the moment. "Sorry if I'm interrupting 
something. I don't want to know. I don't want to know anything, but . . . Lena wasn't convinced. 
You could have stood here dressed as a clown and you wouldn't have been more unconvincing."

"I'm sorry." Both women were hesitant, unsure where to put their arms. Everyone looked at the 
mess made on the carpet. And the bed needed replacing. Eventually Elaine rammed her fists in her 
pockets and decided to leave with Wallet. "I will be in touch," said Agniezka.

The house in the lakes reappeared, circle free. "I thought people from that period were short," said
Wallet.

"She must be the exception."
"The painting didn't work. I could smell the oils from the car park. It was obviously recent."
"And Lena wasn't convinced?"
Wallet yawned. "No. She's probably more upset about us taking her for an idiot. And who can 

blame her?"
"You have a better idea? We're running out of options, Rob."
"Ideas. No, I don't have any ideas, only worries. Look what happens when you spend your life 

looking for lost valleys. Desperate people end up doing desperate things."



From: Malcolm.Cumberbatch@Cumbria.gov.uk

To: jens@jensgol.com

Subject: Filming in the Lake District

Message:

Dear Mr Gol

Can you please provide details of who you had intended to film?

Regards

M Cumberbatch
Director of Access and Communications, Media and Publicity
Cumbria County Council

Serving the People of Cumbria

Gol didn't expect a sudden change of heart, but he called Cumberbatch out of curiosity. He had 
already spoken to Susan and together they decided to film anyway, permission or no permission. 
The new approach (stealth, cunning, risk) added to the secrecy of the band's recording and promised
a bit of extra kudos to Gol's reputation. He hadn't used guerilla tactics in the past and never thought 
he would, but the temptation was too great. The call to Cumberbatch was made, but in the 
excitement he forgot about Raven reading outside on the patio terrace.

"I'm sorry, but at this moment I can't say who my client is."
Raven's voice rushed in through the kitchen window. "But I can yell at you who it is. I can't say 

because I can't talk proper."
"No, it isn't the Rolling Stones . . . Who? Both Directions, who are they?"
"I'll give you a clue though, they're almost as loud as my voice."
There was too much noise and distraction. Gol was forced to arrange a meeting with 

Cumberbatch somewhere quieter.
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Thursday, August 29th. There weren't many days like these. Days when the world changed on its 
axis, when the future was reprogrammed. Historians had a name for it: the beginning of the end.

Throughout Lena's life there was a select list of emotions she rarely experienced. Anxiety, 
apprehension and dread, they were there, on the list like captured and pinned rare species. She 
would have to think back to the seventies for the last time she feared a telephone ringing, a knock 
on the door, a hand on the shoulder. Ulrike Meinhof's arrest was the moment Lena's self-confidence
collapsed and anxiety rose in its place. She saw the beginning of the end.

The flight from Germany amongst the cellos and tubas of Neved's orchestra was the start of a new
life, a new beginning. A literal and metaphorical flight from fear and a journey which led to a table 
in a restaurant in a Suffolk hotel, Thursday, August 29th. 8:47 a.m.

She felt the warmth of a hand on her fingers. The waiter standing at the table asked again if he 
should bring another grapefruit to replace the one halved and flattened inside her gripped fist. Juice 
from the crushed pulp dribbled down her wrist.

"I'm sorry, I don't even like grapefruit." She told the waiter to take it away.
When Birgitte arrived Lena was ready to burst. "Good morning."
"There's nothing good about it. . . . I'm sorry, I thought you were the waiter coming back. He 

keeps asking me if I'm okay. Why does everybody keep asking me if I'm okay?"
"Because you're sitting here with a plate full of shredded croissants."
The dominant emotions for several months had been optimism, anticipation and frustration. 

Fragile emotions, paper houses, and they were barely standing up to the forces appearing and 
disappearing like . . .  well, like vampires.

"I know three people who have died trying to raise the dead, Birgitte."
"The alignments have been checked again and again, there's plus or minus several hours, but 

tonight is optimal." Birgitte tidied the table, cleared the remains of the croissants and poured more 
coffee. She flowed, her movements flowed, unrestrained by stiff muscles, stiff shoulders, stiff neck. 
Unrestrained by responsibility.

"It's the several hours that worry me," said Lena. "Several hours that could make the difference 
between Micky Redwall and something else being raised." She took a sip of coffee and placed her 
cup a good two centimetres short of the saucer, tipping the dregs over the tablecloth. "What irritates 
me is the barrier between us and the answer."

"Barrier?"
"Susan, Rob. The ineptitude of them. They're just intelligent enough to dress themselves and yet 

they . . . they stand between us. They're all that's standing between us and the answer to this 
problem."

"True."
"They're all that stands between us." Lena dabbed the stained tablecloth with a napkin. "Rob 

doesn't know, Susan doesn't know, none of them know. And yet they all know."
"You had Rob in front of you several weeks ago, why didn't you make him talk then?"
"That's very easy to say, Birgitte. I'll have the answer out of the butter dish before I get a word of 

sense out of Rob Wallet. Susan can't be controlled. I haven't met the others yet, but the time is 
coming." Lena rolled her head side to side. "He knows nothing anyway. Nothing."

"He pretends to know nothing."
At last Lena had something to smile about. "Trust me, he doesn't have a clue." Rob Wallet had 

come close to provoking fear. His visit the other night was a shock, a shock which quickly 
dissipated. And Susan, for all her height and agonising bite, for all the mean eyed threats and 



sadistic charm, she left Lena asleep not dead.
The questions came back to Micky Redwall. Dead Micky Redwall being raised from his pit. Lena

knew the task wasn't like hiring an assassin or dropping incriminating evidence in front of a 
quivering victim. The task would force Lena to confront everything she knew, or thought she knew,
about herself.

"Imagine if Hexenbischof could see us now."
"Hexenbischof?" said Birgitte. "This would confirm everything he suspected."
"And demonstrate everything he feared. To see the look on his face. . . ."
Anxiety, apprehension. Dread.

-

The remaining members of the coven were staying in several other hotels in Ipswich. They met in 
small groups to avoid suspicion, made no phone calls, stayed off the internet and only spoke in 
person at prearranged locations. The weather had turned, a strong wind was howling south to north 
bringing unpredictable heavy bursts of rain. As night fell Lena's mouth began to dry and no amount 
of liquid made a difference. She arrived with Birgitte at a motor home parked along an isolated lane
north of Ipswich. Inside, she changed into her ritual clothes: thigh length tabard, hooded robe, white
cord drawn tight around the waist, leather belt and sheath for her Athame. By midnight the witch 
was prepared, the sorcery rehearsed, the necromancy imminent.

"You think you're ready, but you never are. Strange, but I presume Susan Bekker feels this way 
before she goes on stage." Lena pulled on a long pair of calfskin gloves.

"I doubt it," said Birgitte. "I doubt Susan Bekker has any nervous system to speak of."
"True, true. I cannot help wonder what Redwall is going to say. What do the dead talk about?"
At two a.m. the coven split into four groups. Two moved into the cemetery to patrol the 

perimeters, one remained outside to guard the entrance along Belvedere Road. Anyone found inside
(alive) would be heading for a lime pit on a farm near Norfolk. No excuses, no arguments. Lena, 
Birgitte and three others collected their equipment and a wicker cage containing a black cockerel.

Redwall's grave was found at three a.m. The plot had a simple rough edged headstone with the 
name carved into a polished square: Michael Gerald Redwall 1944 - 1977.

The first chant was begun by Birgitte as the others prepared the ground. She delivered an 
incantation to settle the elements, calm the weather and warn any lingering spirits to move on. 
Marking the ground was a prosaic process, with string and salt and the occasional reference to the 
original 16th Century patterns by Albertus Magus. The Daemonica Fortunus contained the hermetic
geometry, the names of power, the symbols of the elements. What Magus failed to describe was the 
doubt, hope, confidence and trust overlapping in the moments before raising the dead.

When the circle was complete, a perfect circle with inner concentric rings, Lena paused and 
imagined Redwall bursting through the turf, ruining the layout, turning over the silver bowls of 
burning herbs and upsetting the scented candles. Redwall was known for his brusque nature; he 
always took the direct route whether travelling from A to B or from the underworld to this world.

Lena invited the group to take their positions. "Remember not to leave, whatever visits us, 
whatever noises we hear, remain within the circle."

Redwall's grave was surrounded, but the headstone sat outside the influence of the spell until the 
instructions detailed by Magus were concluded with a triangle containing Redwall's name; the 
triangle that would capture the corpse.

The rain held off. The storm clouds rushed overhead, propelled by a strong wind that blew the 
ritual smoke across the graveyard. Petulant herbs spat and fizzed and the cockerel grew restless in 



its cage, wary of its fate, unaware of its role. With the breeze gusting behind her Lena's chant 
hurtled north across the headstone and on towards the surrounding memorials. The Latin spell was 
soon repeated by the whispering voices of others emerging one by one until a large crowd of 
transparent bystanders gathered around Redwall's grave. The time had come for the black cockerel 
to make its own contribution. Lifted out of the cage the bird was beheaded, its blood spattering the 
grave and the twitching torso placed against the headstone.

Pungent smoke continued to writhe in expectation of the cold ground warming up, animating its 
prisoner. As the air dried, the chanting ceased and calm fell over the grave. Expectation visited the 
ghostly crowd: men in morning suits and military uniforms; boys dressed like the men; babies and 
children clutched by their parents, death separated by a generation. The chronological cross-section 
was a picture of reserve, patience, politeness. Lena almost felt obliged to address them, relay a few 
anecdotes, give them their money's worth.

A sense of familiarity, of conversation and discourse continued as the dead studied the living 
carry out their curious ritual. They murmured and pointed, but kept their distance, maintained the 
separation. Without warning, a crack of sulphur provoked a gasp from the spectres. Lena paused, 
settled again and took her Athame from its sheath to draw a line across the palm of her hand. The 
blood dripped on the grass, mixed with the cockerel's covering Redwall's grave and soaked into the 
steaming soil. Birgitte and the other three followed, knives drawn, palms out, blood spilled, and as 
they chanted with eyes closed, sensitivity to the presence of a man increased.

He didn't burst through the turf, Redwall's appearance was uncharacteristically low key. A  
glimmer, like a heat haze and there he was, standing behind his own headstone. He filled his suit, 
filled every inch, stretched the wide lapels, overflowed his shirt collar and the obese knot of his 
kipper tie. The tailoring was tidy, and whilst clothes maketh the man in life they couldn't conceal 
the terrible fatal injuries around his head, the violent scars of numerous animal bites that had torn 
away his flesh almost to the bone. Redwall looked wary, suspicious, standing not quite face on to 
Lena, but at an angle allowing him to turn and run or turn and fight.

"I wasn't expecting a crowd," said Lena. There was no response, no recognition. "If my presence 
causes you any distress I apologise. It's not my intention to add to any suffering. . . ."

"I'm not suffering," said Redwall with a hoarse, weak voice. "They don't call this being at rest for 
nothing. Never had a nights sleep like the one I get every night here."

Birgitte glanced at Lena. This wasn't quite the conversation they expected. 
"I don't mind admitting I miss my trading," Redwall continued. "There's no scrap round here. All 

this decorated stone, they took the grave surrounds away thirty years ago. Never put 'em back. I bet 
they got a nice price for all that cast iron. It wasn't wrought, it was all cast. No market for scrap 
stone. You ever hear of a scrap stone dealer? Course not."

"Do you have any idea why I'm here?"
"I have no idea who you are, let alone why you're here. Mind you, you're dressed like you mean 

business. What are you? Devil worshippers, Satanists? There's one or two of those in here already." 
Redwall had one eye still capable of expression. It squinted for a second. "You might be joining 
them if you're not careful."

"I wanted to ask you a question. That's all."
"Did you?" Redwall was already exhausted. He leaned on the headstone and cleared his throat. 

"I'm not exactly a genius. What are Ipswich doing these days, haven't seen the Blues play for a 
while? I've lost touch."

"What do you mean?"
"Well, they were flying when I was around. Kevin Beattie, Trevor Whymark, Bryan Talbot. They

were running rings round everyone."



"I'm sorry, I don't know."
Redwall nodded and grinned. "You're not from round here. Foreign are you?"
"Yes."
"Norfolk?" Redwall's laugh was short and dry, as if coughing for his doctor. "Or Essex? Bleedin 

'ell, you're not Dutch are you? Fuckers they all are."
"Who was Peter Miles?"
Redwall gripped the headstone and rocked himself, a quiet wheeze emitted with each long breath.

"Only four people could have told you that." He began to fade. Neumann, stood to Lena's right, 
grabbed his own wrist and squeezed forcing another few drops of blood onto the grave. Redwall 
came back into focus.

"They're no friends of mine." Lena's own knife was paused across her palm ready to add to the 
blood supply.

"No friends to anyone. But that's all water under the bridge. They're someone else's problem 
now." His gaze was that of a man with a long memory and it was evidently coming back to him. "I 
built that band, the image, built the myth. Toten Herzen wouldn't be here if it hadn't been for me. I 
wrote the headlines. I created the history."

Lena insisted. "Do you know what happened to him?"
"Who?"
"Peter Miles."
"Oh . . . Him. No." Redwall sniffed and straightened his bulk. He finally fixed his gaze on Lena 

and studied her intently. He wasn't alone. The spectres had gathered round, closed in and formed 
quite an audience, a translucent crowd, all ears, waiting for the next exchange. "You know that's not
the question you should be asking."

A ghostly girl, no more than a teenager, stepped too close to Redwall's grave and was attacked by 
the sulphur. An explosive crack caused the crowd to shriek and scatter. Redwall scuttled backwards 
a few metres until the noise settled. A nervous silence followed, a standoff before everyone, 
including Redwall, crept back to their positions.

"Sorry," said Lena. "There's no danger to you, only to us being here."
"What do you want?" Redwall limped back to his headstone.
"If I have some knowledge of Peter Miles I can trade it, trade it for information that can help me. .

. ."
"Trade it."
"You know all about trade, don't you Micky?" The sight of a dead man, Redwall's animated 

corpse, was no longer intimidating. Lena's hands had stopped shaking and her voice was stronger, 
confident. He belonged to her. He was here because of her. She smiled at him. "Did you ever think 
you'd have this opportunity to repay some old debts?"

"I can't say I've thought about it. But you're asking the wrong question." His voice boomed across 
the cemetery. "You should be asking Susan about her secret. If you want to trade with her give 
yourself the upper hand, give her something that'll make her take notice of you."

"Secret?"
"Oh, yes. My goodness, her secret. Her big lie." Redwall relished the word lie, the word rolled 

across his tongue as his one good eye opened wide. "If you want control over Susan Bekker. . . ." 
He started to fade again. Lena gashed her hand open. The blood plumed towards the headstone. ". . .
. you want her attention ask her about her secret."

"How does this big lie help me?"
Redwall chuckled and stepped around his headstone. "I'll tell you. But only you." He dragged his 

left leg and transported his scars and aroma of warm soil to the edge of Lena's circle. His grip was 



cold, the cold only a corpse could possess. She felt a similar chill whenever Wallet came close, but 
Redwall's hand was frozen and rough. The cold bore into her body injecting a sharp wave of pain 
across her chest, forcing the breath out of her.

-

Corpse and witch were gripped in a silent unconscious marriage. Birgitte watched Lena's left hand 
held upwards, alert, ready to communicate from within her dormancy. The performance entranced 
the spectres around the grave.

"Thirty seconds," Birgitte shared Neumann's concern.
"Call on support," said Neumann.
Lena must have heard them; her index finger waved gently, side to side.
But support was already on its way. A signal from the unit outside the cemetery must have called 

it. The tree canopies disgorged their chaotic population of birds like a blackened cloud of pollen. 
The wind fell around the heads of the spectres, sucking in other flying figures appearing from the 
distance, tiny at first, growing larger until they stormed overhead.

The spectres scattered again in every direction, terrified. A screaming blizzard of figures flying 
this way and that buzzed the cemetery, each swoop across the gravestones more violent and loud 
than before.

Birgitte needed to know what was happening around the perimeter, but Lena was still in her 
trance.

-

Along Belvedere Road a dense fog had dropped. The only signs of life were the nervous giggles of 
a group of youths. Before the fog came down they had squared up to the coven members demanding
entrance to the cemetery, demanding their right to a bit of nocturnal fun amongst the gravestones. 
All coven weapons were kept hidden in the hope that the stand off would end when the youthful 
bravado evaporated, but this was an antagonistic bunch. Ten of them had swollen to twelve and 
mobile calls were made to invite more friends to come down to a weird face off at Ipswich General 
Cemetery.

"It's a public road. . . ."
"Not tonight. Go back." The fog thickened, visibility head to head.
"Fuck you."
A hidden call went out for every available member of every active coven. The wind blew up, 

birds emerged by the thousand, bringing a swirling, battering fusillade, all angry flapping and 
jabbing beaks. They grew in size, volume, intensity, a front line skirmish until the covens 
responded. And they came in their hundreds, concealed by the fog, hurtling through the Suffolk sky,
bringing a sonic storm with them: howls of anguish, an unearthly, unhuman din. Youths scattered, 
desperately trying to navigate a way out of the confusing fog, but they were picked off one by one 
by dark figures plunging out of the blinding cloud. They circled, climbing upwards before dropping 
again until every individual was gone.

Except for a solitary boy, isolated from the pack and forced up onto the railings of the cemetery 
wall. "Your friends will be dropped into the North Sea. You're the lucky one." Finally, the coven 
member took out his automatic pistol and fired a single shot through the boy's head.

-



"You're stuck for words now aren't you." Redwall released Lena's hand, but the cold lingered in her 
arm and shoulder.

"And all that is true?"
"As God's my witness. Not that he comes round here very often. Find her old dad if he's still 

around. Ask him."
If Redwall's story was true . . . if it was true and Lena wished to god it was, she almost licked her 

lips . . . she had her answer, her leverage. Still, the rain held off, the fires continued to crackle 
around the circle and drowsiness approached as dawn made its move on the cemetery. Redwall 
faded again, becoming as ghostly and transparent as his new audience. A final drop of blood was 
offered.

"I feel I owe you something," Lena said, "as a thank you."
Redwall ran his hand over his bald head. His good eye toiled on behalf of the missing one, 

surveying Lena up and down, round the side, toe to forehead. "Well, I'm not sure if it's possible, but 
you know how it is?"

"How what is?"
"Not much happens in here, not a lot for a man to do, you know what I mean? Can get a bit lonely

at times. . . ."
"What . . . even in death?"
"Old dogs and all that. You're a good looking woman. Didn't think German girls looked like you 

and I always had a weak spot for a girl in leather boots. . . ."
Lena kicked a bowl of sulphur across the grave, breaking the spell with a shattering crack and a 

billowing plume of pungent smoke. Redwall vanished, but his voice trailed away muttering 
something about virgins. He left behind a perfect stillness, perfect quiet, taking his audience with 
him back to the other side and whatever unseen merriment took place beyond the observations and 
scrutiny of the physical world.

"Tell me that was worth the effort." Lena faced the sky and allowed herself a momentary burst of 
laughter filled with relief and profound satisfaction.

"Can you use the information he gave you?" Birgitte bandaged the grinning gash across her palm.
"We'll find out soon. When we know for certain I'll pay a visit to my husband. I'm sure they'll all 

be surprised to see me. The question is not Peter Miles, but Susan Bekker. If I was responsible for 
what she has done I wouldn't tell anyone either. And her father is the last person who knows."

"And where is he?" Birgitte joined the others in snuffing out the candles, brushing away the 
circles and symbols, gathering up the dead cockerel.

"I guess he probably lives in a home in Rotterdam. Redwall didn't know the name or even if the 
father is still alive, but he'd be in his nineties by now. All we need is to corroborate this secret if we 
can find him. Make sure Susan can't deny it."

"I'll arrange to find him. It shouldn't be too difficult," said Birgitte. "And if he is dead we know 
that isn't a problem."



32 

An interesting and unusual sound leaked from the live room. Wallet walked in, turned around and 
walked out again. The sound was a saw tooth synth, like a drill grinding its way through the 
masonry. This was wrong, this wasn't the sound of Toten Herzen. He lingered in the corridor, 
intrigued by the sell out, the point of no return: Toten Herzen worshipping at the god Dubstep. He 
crept back in for another look and discovered Raven, the source of the noise, in the live room 
messing about amongst a pile of keyboards. "What are you doing? Where's all this lot come from?"

There was no answer. Communication to the live room was switched off, so he abruptly appeared 
in person. "What's all this?"

"Oh, fuck! . . . Present from the Russian." Raven's interrupted attempts at music, all cloth eared, 
ham fisted, single fingered, produced no recognisable tune, nothing to be considered or described as
musical. "He ordered it, or suggested they get it. Must be turning all symphonic."

"It's since they went over to St. Petersburg to listen to that orchestra. Wonder what Dee thinks of 
it all."

Raven snorted. "Haven't seen her at all. She must have gone off in a huff. Elaine's down by the 
lake if you fancy a shag."

In the absence of witnesses the options available to Wallet were abuse, physical violence or to 
simply take it on the chin. He took it on the chin and joined Elaine on the foreshore of 
Derwentwater. Not that long ago, or rather quite some time ago, just after the band had moved into 
the studio and were still arguing about Susan singing, the four of them and Wallet had sat in the 
same spot gazing at the early morning mist settled on the lake. They had wondered what would or 
could appear out of the cloud. The Loch Ness Monster, Captain Webb or a vril powered submarine 
had been three of the more peculiar suggestions, but none of them had the warped imagination to 
predict the visitor floating into view now.

Small talk about mountains and the lazy man's way up Scafell Pike was interrupted by the soft 
throbbing of a distant boat engine. The time was nine o'clock, residual activity had migrated to the 
edges of the lake allowing the mist to reveal its private secret.

The boat was small, one of the hire boats from the landing stages on the far shore. A male figure 
sat at the back controlling the outboard motor. At the front stood a female figure, watching, 
navigating.

"Fuck me," said Wallet, "is that who I think it is?"
Elaine recognised the figure straight away. "What's she doing here?" She hurried back towards 

the house, leaving Wallet to form a one man reception party.
Lena leaned on the small cockpit of the boat as it burbled to a safe stop against the shoreline. 

"Hello, Rob. What a small world."
Wallet wandered barefoot into the shallows. "I should let you fall in. See if you dissolve in 

water." He took her hand.
"Only salt water, Rob, you should know that by now." She landed next to him with a gentle 

crunch of the shingle and a headful of aromatic perfume. Her wondrous face briefly brushed 
Wallet's cheek and for a second he was reunited with those gentle lines around her eyes and the 
enigmatic grin of her lips. "You must be delighted to see me again," she whispered into his ear.

"Over the moon. If only we could get rid of that pesky husband of yours. We could sail back 
together into the murk."

Two small suitcases were handed down before the boat owner accelerated away without a word. 
"Now your girlfriend is going to be jealous," said Lena allowing Wallet to lead her by the hand up 
the shore to the private path of the house.



"She's not my girlfriend. I'm not sure what she's up to, but. . . ."
"Oh, you disgusting scoundrel."
"What?"
"You've had sex with her, but you don't know what she's up to."
"You didn't know her before all this started. If you did you'd be asking the same question."
"Poor Rob. So horny for Susan and yet has to make do with the sullen one with red hair."
"Behave. It's not like that." And maybe if he said it often enough he'd convince himself.
Like a faithful hound Neved scurried across the patio, down the path and politely kissed Lena on 

each cheek. She and Wallet shared a look of surprise at the brevity. "We're making Rob green with 
envy." Neved grabbed the suitcase off Wallet and placed his arm around Lena's waist to guide her 
into the house.

Off they went, all innocence and lightness of step, watched from an upstairs window by Susan 
peering down on the scene like a worried guardian.

-

One hour after her misty arrival Lena found herself on an upper level of the garden with a waning 
view of the Vale of Keswick surrendering to the evening darkness. She was joined by Susan who 
appeared on a bench at the opposite side of the small lawn. A tall rhododendron hedge and thick 
shrubby border prevented the two women from sitting any farther apart. Susan was physically the 
same as when Lena last met her, but now she possessed a whole new aura of danger, as if Susan's 
lethal nature couldn't grow any greater.

"What are you doing here?" said Susan
"I came to visit my husband. To see if you've turned him yet."
"I wouldn't do that."
"Why not? It's in your instinct, it's in your interest to turn people."
Susan curled her lip. "Nah. You've got that wrong. Ask Raven."
"Oh, Raven. The blue haired girl who hates her life."
"Ask yourself why I haven't turned her. Ask yourself why none of us, as dangerous as we're 

supposed to be, haven't laid a finger on her."
"One can only wonder, Susan. Maybe it's part of a longer plan." As the view faded Susan 

remained visible in the glow of some internal light, illuminating the glossy rhododendrons behind 
her. "Is my husband a good teacher?"

"He tries. Silk purses and sows' ears. Had his work cut out teaching me, but he's still here. Still 
persevering. You know what, I think he's finally found his goal in life."

"Meetee always said everyone can sing, but not everyone can sing great."
"He's told us that."
"I guess he's tried to influence your album too, a string arrangement here, some French horns 

there." The smile on Susan's face confirmed Lena's suspicions. "He is such a control freak. Tries to 
mould everything to his own satisfaction. Walks away from anything he can't control."

"He didn't walk away from you."
"He doesn't try to control me. He knows there'd be no point to that."
"So, how long are you planning on staying." Susan stood, stretching herself to full height.
"A couple of days. I'm waiting for some news actually and I wanted to be here when I heard it."
"News?"
"A little bit of research." Susan sat down again. "I tried to find some information about Peter 

Miles. I have an associate looking into it. She'll contact me when she has something to say and I 



think it could be tomorrow or the day after. One way or another I had to come here to tell you. I 
think you'll all want to hear it."

Susan cocked her head. "Is this the same Peter Miles? You can find something out as quick as 
that? Rob has spent months. . . ."

"Don't put your faith in Rob. He's only interested in finding one thing. And even if he found your 
Peter Miles he wouldn't know the significance would he? Or maybe he would." Lena took a lip 
balm out of her handbag.

"He said you were helping him."
"Did he?" She took her time moistening her lips dried from a day of travelling. "I think he was 

getting ahead of himself. He does have a habit of clinging to his hopes."
"He clings to a lot of things."
"Why don't you tell him?"
"Tell him what?"
Several responses, several options would have answered the question. "Why you want to find this 

elusive Peter Miles. What makes you so sure he's still alive?"
"I cling to hopes too. I've seen what happens when someone finds what they've been looking for."

Susan pulled an overhanging branch, snapped off a large leaf and held it at arm's length. "This 
colour matches your scarf."

"Finding what you look for lifts the soul, presumably."
"Dmitri is a different person these days." Susan punctured two eye holes in the leaf. "When he 

first arrived he wouldn't look at us when he spoke. Now, wow, casual conversation, laughing at our 
jokes, teacher, friend. We have a lot in common. He even talks to Dee about literature. But I guess 
living with a witch for so long means he can sit in a room with us and think nothing about it." Susan
spied Lena through the eye holes. "Did he ever tell you about meeting Stravinsky?"

"Yes." Neved had never told Lena about meeting Stravinsky.
Susan laughed. "Just kidding. You should know it's what he always wanted. You know our 

producer always wanted to meet John Bonham . . . Led Zeppelin drummer . . . so he and Dmitri 
have something in common too. They never met their heroes. Isn't that sad Lena, to go through life 
wishing for something you know you'll never have?"

Lena's skin began to cool. "That could happen to you if you leave Rob to find what you're looking
for."

"I trust him."
"Trust him to be his usual useless self."
"I thought you liked him."
"I've always liked clowns, Susan. They make me smile. Rob will wander round the lanes of 

Suffolk until the end of time, he won't find the answer to your Peter Miles mystery because he isn't 
interested. And you know that."

Susan stood again and there in the middle of the small lawn was Wallet's true target. Long and 
lean, all legs and ambition, with her tumbling carbon hair and veneer-like vulnerability. She'd eat 
Wallet for breakfast if he ever made a move. Marco Jongbloed probably had to tranquillise himself 
for a week to recover from one hour of Susan's company.

"And what has happened to him?"
"Peter Miles? Oh, I don't know," said Lena approaching, "I didn't say I had the answer regarding 

Peter Miles. I said I might have some news. No, this is about you, Susan. I know your secret. I 
know your big lie."

A moment of uncertainty knotted the skin between Susan's eyebrows, pulling them in to a scowl. 
"Big lie? You fucking witch. Was that Micky Redwall?"



"Charming man." Lena intercepted Susan's hand as it fired towards her throat. "Not this time, 
Susan. I'm not the only person who knows."

"Knows what? What did he tell you?"
The coldness of Susan's wrist forced Lena to let go. "It's nice to have the upper hand, Susan. I'd 

rather watch you tie yourself in knots dealing with this."
"I know your not bluffing."
"Good."
"And you know Micky Redwall is a pathological liar."
"He has his faults. But my colleague is trying to confirm what I've been told. That's the news I'm 

waiting for."
A slight blink, just a twitch released a tear from Susan's eye, Lena touched the icy cold drop to 

check it was real. There was no fury, maybe desperation, a deep bitterness, but the tear was the only
one and the fury began to build again. Lena tried to calm the situation. "We can avoid all this, 
Susan. You know how. We don't need to discuss it all over again."

"You want to hold this over my head to get what you want?"
"That's how important it is. Yes." Susan stepped back looking down at the grass.
Lena stiffened, ready for any sudden movement, hoping she would be quick enough to avoid it. 

"How long do you think it will be before my patience runs out?"
"Or mine," said Susan. "But that's really neither here nor there. There's someone you haven't met 

before." She nodded at the house. "The information you want. It was never mine to give you. You 
need to talk to Dee."
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The conversation went something like this:
"If you check out Pillar go along the Shamrock Traverse." Wallet pointed at a dotted line on the 

OS map spread across the kitchen table.
"Have you been there?" said Rene.
"No."
"So, how do you know what it's like?"
"It has a reputation."
"But you've never been there?"
"No."
"And you've never been along Sharp Edge?"
"No."
"Or Swirral Edge?"
"No."
"You talk about so many places you've never been to."
"Rene, I've never been to the fucking moon, it doesn't stop me talking about it."
The point was taken, for all its tangential slipperiness, it allowed Wallet to avoid Rene's 

observation with startling ingenuity.
Shamrock Traverse was a dotted line on the map and not much more on the ground. Rene wasn't 

even sure he was on it when he was on it. Pillar itself was more prominent, more assertive. Pillar 
had presence. The summit may have been a scruffy mess of rubble, like a neolithic building site, but
the prospect was unequalled and even had its own annexe for the hard to please: a pushy upheaval 
of rock at the head of Ennerdale, a limestone look out, a giant's pulpit. Wallet had never been up 
there either.

Perched on the craggy top of Pillar Rock Rene scanned the meticulous line of the horizon 
dividing the sky from the Irish Sea. He heard the slippage of stones sliding down the crumbly 
fellside and breathed in the aroma of damp lichen and rain soaked mosses extruding from cracks 
and fissures. These mountains were exclusive and they knew it, they were serious about their 
geological origins. Away from the tourist trinkets and the more popular fells flaunting themselves to
the day trippers, Pillar and its hardcore colleagues only entertained the few who made the effort. 
(Which probably explained why Wallet had never been near the place.)

If Susan hadn't already blagged Scafell Pike for herself she might have felt comfortable up here 
on Pillar. An isolated platform to emit her amplified cacophony, no one gawping from below, no 
easy observation from the nearest village. But if Susan was serious about singing in public and 
Pillar was the venue for the world premiere the risk of a landslide was very real. The rocks didn't 
need much to make them roll.

Pillar receded as Rene trod the path to Red Pike and over humpbacked Yewbarrow dozing like a 
dinosaur at the entrance to Wasdale Head and its campsite. Down below two tiny figures followed 
the beams of their head torches towards the tiny chapel of St Olaf, watched all the way by 
munching sheep.

Alongside the wall surrounding the chapel two sheep, wide awake and within chatting distance of 
the mono-lit humans, provided the perfect opportunity. . . .

"Is the vicar at home?"
"Sorry."
"Is the vicar at home?"
The first walker turned to her friend whose face flashed in the swinging beam of brilliance from 



the head torch. "Was that you then?"
"I thought it were you."
They waited. The sheep waited.
"Do you speak . . . English?" said the sheep.
"That is you talking, you bullshitter."
"It's not me."
"Excuseer me voor de onderbreking, maar mijn vriend en ik wilde de dominee te spreken. Het is 

nogal dringend."
"What the hell's he's saying?"
"He's not saying anything, he's a sheep. She's a sheep."
"She's got a bloke's voice. . . ."
"You don't speak . . . Dutch then?"
"Come on." The second woman tugged her friend away from the chapel. "We're in Wasdale. It's 

not like other places."
Escape was impossible. The head torches cast unshakeable pools of light, sucking in a small 

crowd of sheep all the way back to the tents. Conversation was one way as the sheep explained why
they were fed up with the scandals of Catholicism and wanted to convert to Church of England. 
They almost considered becoming Presbyterian until they found out they weren't called 
Presbyterians anymore. The protest ended when the women zipped themselves back into their tents.

"You don't know what it's like being a sheep. All that worrying takes its toll. You know I'm a . . . 
bag of nerves."

They weren't alone, inside the tents were two silent campers feeling a little shaken up. The briefly
illuminated face of the second woman, with her broad grey eyes and delicately pointed chin, 
persisted in Rene's memory stirring up his appetite. Inside the tent she lay on top of her sleeping 
bag, one arm behind her head, neck exposed and inviting. Rene settled into position, found the 
artery, found the throbbing blood flow and feasted.
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Dee wafted around the kitchen, aimlessly rearranging pans, opening cupboards, switching the 
cooker on and off. Behind her, footsteps carefully crossed the tiled floor. Lena sat down at the 
breakfast bar.

"Which one are you?" said Dee.
"Which one?"
"The Wicked Witch of the West or the Wicked Witch of the East?"
"I've been asked that before."
"Right. I take it that's why you don't walk round wearing a pointed hat any more. Couldn't stand 

people staring at you and shouting look at that fucking witch there?"
"My husband told me you were abrasive."
"I was a what? Oh, abrasive. Yeah, that's me. I like to call a spade a fucking spade." Dee vanished

from in front of the fridge and reappeared on top of the breakfast bar with her feet landing in Lena's 
lap. "You know what pisses me off more than anything? In fact, quite a lot of things piss me off, 
like all that synthesiser shit your husband and his mistress have ordered, but there's one thing that 
does it for me every time."

"Tell me." The pressure on Lena's thighs made her wince.
"It's people who come in making demands when they only have to ask nicely."
"I asked nicely."
"Fuck you. You sent your husband over here with his overbearing smugness and then followed it 

up with a threat. Well, you might be getting a theatrical runaround with Susan, she always was the 
complicated one, but with me things are a little more straightforward. You want to know where the 
valley is you'll have to cut it out of me with one of these." Dee produced a long kitchen knife from 
her belt. "And unless you have some spell that can make a vampire feel pain you've got your work 
cut out." Her eyes turned crimson as she thrust the knife into her own throat, shoving it as far as the 
handle would allow. Lena recoiled backwards off the stool, drenched by the blood spewing over 
her.

"You have any fancy ideas?" Dee squatted over Lena's chest. "I know you can probably raise the 
dead, but I'm very much alive and I like being alive. It's so . . . bracing." In a heartbeat the two of 
them were at the top of Skiddaw savaged by gusts of an enormous wind that blew the crows across 
the summit. And the cold; Lena shivered uncontrollably, her face twisted by the exposure.

"You see, the problem is you've been doing your deals with Susan and Susan isn't the one who 
knows where your fucking valley is." Dee jumped onto a pile of rocks to come eyeball to frozen 
eyeball with Lena. "You need to talk to me, you fucking crone." She waited. "Ah? Black cat got 
your tongue? Bit of an embarrassing faux pas, that wasn't it? Spending all your time drinking with 
your daft buddy Rob Wallet, waving his metaphorical dick around for you. Little treats for the 
Raven, and wandering round graveyards like Old Demdike looking for the mouldering bones of 
Micky Redwall, and all the time, sweetheart," Dee shoved the knife and her demented face at Lena, 
"all this fucking time, it was me you needed to ask. I'm the one with the book, I'm the one with the 
location. I'm the one, you fucking old whore, you should have spoken to."

"Okay, okay, you've made your point."
"I've made my point, but I'm not sure what effect our little chat is going to have because you have

a habit of going away and then coming back and bringing another little problem with you." Dee 
held the tip of the knife at Lena's eye. The gale blew a veil of jet black hair across her face covering 
her vision. "You feel cold, Lena? Another few minutes up here and the hypothermia will set in, 
your fingers and toes will turn black and drop off and then what's that husband of yours gonna suck 



when he starts to try it on?"
"What do you want?" Lena had to yell to make herself heard.
"What do I want?" screamed Dee. "I don't fucking know." She hurled Lena across the summit 

expecting the gale to sweep by and carry her into the abyss over the northern rim of the fell, but she 
landed a long way short, a hopeless bundle, a morose, unblinking pile defeated. Dee shook her 
head, grabbed Lena's arm and brought her back to the kitchen.

"Fucking chilly up there, isn't it?" The kitchen was an inferno in contrast to the top of Skiddaw. 
"So, what do you plan to do next? My guess is you'll put together some kind of vampire hunting 
party, celebrate the memory of Lenny Harper and kill us all out of pure German spite. Then waste 
another generation looking for your valley."

The clattering of the two women as they reappeared out of nowhere alerted Neved. He rushed into
the kitchen and bundled Lena in his arms. "What are you doing?" He turned to Dee. "What are you 
doing? I thought you had some core of humanity in you."

"Core of humanity? I'm a fucking monster, Neved. Treat me like a human and I'll behave like a 
human. Treat me like a monster," she flung the knife at the kitchen cupboards, "and you'll see the 
monster I really am. Tell your wife the game is over. The game is over. Do you understand?"

"Yes, yes, I understand."
An audience gathered at the door: Susan and Rene, followed by Wallet, Elaine, Almer, Raven. 

They kept a safe distance when they saw the knife embedded in the oak cabinet.
Dee grabbed Neved's shoulder. "Pack your shit and get out of this house and take fucking 

Morgana with you. Singing lessons are complete. Thank you for your time, but we already have a 
singer and that's me."

-

Before Dee had a chance to calm down Lena crept towards her bedroom. "Don't think you can 
sweet talk me after the event."

"No. I only wanted to apologise." Lena halted at the threshold. "If my husband thinks you're 
human there must be something beneath your aggression."

"Just leave it. You'll start me off again and I'm done with all this shit, so just leave it. Leave it and
go."

Lena nodded, said nothing and made too much of her indecision.
"Do you need a map?" said Dee. "You came up the stairs, you must know the way down."
She turned to leave, but was forced into the room by Susan's urgent arrival. "Can we have a 

moment." Susan ignored Lena. "I just got a call from Marco."
In Susan's room the hushed conversation took place behind a closed door. "Rose Pursey has been 

awarded damages of one hundred and twenty million dollars. Notification was sent to ANC's legal 
team and they passed it on to Marco earlier tonight."

"Fuck."
"Fuck, yeah. Big fuck. ANC doesn't have that kind of money. We don't have that kind of money. 

You're named, we're all named, Marco. Even Tom Scavinio is up for five million."
"What? Why?" Dee struggled to keep her voice down.
"Part of the company, part of the set up. We're all seen as contributing to a toxic slanderous 

environment and these damages are punitive."
"And if we don't pay?"
"Assets seized the next time we set foot on American soil, I don't know. But it's round our necks 

now. We can appeal, which costs more money."



Dee's stomach rumbled for the first time in forty years. "I don't know what to say."
"I don't feel like doing anything," Susan slumped onto the end of the bed and grabbed a fistful of 

duvet. "There doesn't seem to be any point."
"Let's just take a few days off. Let it sink in. We're all a bit hyper, well I'm a bit hyper. . . . What I

said earlier, just ignore it." Dee pulled Susan's head forwards and stroked her thick black mane of 
hair. "We don't get rolled over that easy. We'll think of something."

-

The road leading out of Borrowdale was a sinuous, treacherous channel between rock and 
hedgerow, rock and lake, rock and rock, but the dangers didn't compel the taxi driver to slow down. 
Lena and Neved had been ordered to walk to Grange before ordering their ride back to Keswick and
any hotel willing to take them in at one in the morning.

The car hurtled round one blind bend after another before the headlights reflected off a shiny blue
surface.

"Wait," Lena called to the driver. "Someone at the side of the road, I know that girl."
Neved looked through the rear window. Running towards the taxi, phone pressed up to her ear, 

was a girl with a rucksack. A girl with blue hair.
"She can come with us," said Lena. Raven burst through the passenger door.
"Sorry, are you a taxi?" Before the driver could answer Raven recognised everyone. "Oh, fuck. 

It's you. Sorry."
"Don't leave," said Lena. "I can understand you running away from them. You can stay with us 

tonight."
"Where you going? Bet you don't know, do you?"
"You getting in, love?" said the driver. "Dangerous place to park here."
Rucksack and vivid colour piled into the front seat. "They're all nuts. I've never seen 'em blow off 

like that before. Hello Mr. Neved."
Neved grunted some recognition without taking his eyes off the dark scenery whizzing past his 

window.
"They wouldn't do anything to you though. Would they?" said Lena.
"God knows. I've not seen Dee like that, ever. And she was having a go at me the other day, so it 

was only a matter of time before she had me on the kitchen floor with a Sabatier knife."
"That wouldn't happen."
"Yeah, well I'm not taking that chance. I've had enough of 'em anyway. Always arguing, Rob 

getting on everyone’s nerves. I'm going home. I'd rather be bored to death listening to my dad than 
end up in one of their casseroles."

"Never make a decision when you're angry. It's a simple rule, but effective." Lena looked to 
Neved for agreement, but he wasn't listening. She twisted the wedding ring round her finger.

"Are you all right?" said Raven.
"I am now. I tried to apologise to Dee, but she was still in a rage."
"I don't know what you did to upset her, but when. . . ." The taxi pitched and rolled around the 

road, thrown about like nothing mattered, but the driver was still listening. . . .
"I suppose it's just another night for Toten Herzen." Lena wanted the driver to glance at the rear 

view mirror. "I suppose you're not aware they're all here under your nose."
"Who's that?" said the driver.
"Toten Herzen."
"Lena." Neved placed his hand on his wife's leg. "Let's find a hotel and calm down."



But the message was out. And now the driver could regurgitate all the local headlines of talking 
sheep, anaemic campers being found light headed, the four bodies discovered at the foot of Striding 
Edge. . . . "And how do you get up there at that time of night? Pitch black, with no jackets or coats. 
They would have froze to death before getting to the top."

Arriving in Keswick Neved paid the fare. The driver left them with one final thought: "Some 
people think witchcraft's been going on round here. It'll be that lot as well." Lena winked at Raven 
as the car sped away.

-

The Skiddaw Hotel in Keswick had rooms, but Lena had seen enough of the mountain. They 
booked into the Queens Hotel farther up the street, but fate was running amok in the form of a 
seventies rock night planned for the following week. The same advertisement lay in wait along 
every corridor. A group of loon trousered models with big hair and Bee Gee teeth promised a 
bubble-fonted night of nostalgia. But they wouldn't be welcoming Neved who ignored them on the 
way to his room and ignored them again on the way back to the deserted lounge where Lena and 
Raven shared a quiet drink.

"I know we're all exhausted," said Lena, "but before we go back to our rooms I heard something 
tonight I thought you should know."

"This isn't going to end, is it." Neved refused to sit back into the settee.
"I overheard Susan telling Dee that the lawsuit went against them to the sum of one hundred and 

twenty million dollars."
Raven sucked the straw of a tiny carton of cola. "How much?"
"They're sunk. Funny really," said Lena. "All that supernatural power and they're brought to a halt

by a court ruling in California."
"You think so?" Neved wasn't convinced. "They've been sued before, prosecuted, they're holding 

you at arm's length, Lena, with all your resources. It's only money. If they haven't got it what can 
anyone do?"

"It's a burden," said Lena. "They're financially crippled for as long as they continue working. But,
significantly, this has blown a hole in Susan Bekker's plans to rehabilitate herself. She's lost her 
ambition and now I know her big secret she can only disappear again."

"Big secret?" Raven was being overtaken by events.
"I'm going to bed. My body clock needs to readjust." Neved's words pushed him out of his chair. 

"Maybe we all need to readjust. Goodnight." Off he went without a kiss for his wife, without a 
second look.

"He's upset," said Raven.
"He's okay. I think he was beginning to settle into his new role. He hates it when things happen 

suddenly, prefers his revolutions to be slow. But, anyway, he was becoming too comfortable, and 
you know from experience the outsider never becomes the insider."

"They keep people waiting, but like I said they've got plenty of time, haven't they?" Raven's 
carton drained like an emptying plug hole. "And time flies. I found a tweet on my phone this 
afternoon posted when I got to the Ahoy last year. Deleted now."

"Is that the end of an era?"
"Looks like it."
"And now you're going home to be bored to death. You could have stayed with Rob for that."
"Rob, he's going insane. He'll be in Broadmoor come Christmas."
Lena's laugh was easy to identify: the dismissal, the knowing giggle. She was ready for another 



day and another onslaught of surprises. She stood up and waited for Raven to follow her. "They 
won't let him go, he's their shield, their filter. I can help you get home. A taxi and the train fair. 
Nottingham, was it?"

"Yeah, sort of."
"Sort of?"
"Don't really know anymore."
They saw the posters for the seventies rock night and shared the irony of the witless event being 

hosted whilst the real seventies gig was already underway down at the Jaws of Borrowdale.
"Could Bamberg be a home?" said Lena to the corridor in front of her. "I have business there, 

maybe I could find a role for you. You still want to be a witch, don't you?"
"I dunno. All this paranormal stuff's starting to look a bit fraught."
"Try it for a while. If it doesn't work out it doesn't work out. Then you can go home to be bored to

death by your father. Remember what I said," Lena was outside her room, "don't make decisions 
when you're angry." If Neved was out of the game maybe Raven could take his place.  Susan's 
confidante. The vampire's apprentice becomes the witch's initiate. . . .



NOTES: - GOL

DATE: 13/09/2014

The worst day of filming so far. Dmitri's wife arrived unexpectedly and caused an unholy row. At 
first I thought she was upset with Susan's relationship with Dmitri, but the fight was with Dee. Rene
stopped us from filming, but Libby caught some of the sound from the hallway outside the kitchen. 
Perhaps it was better we weren't there.

Mark has left. He no longer feels up to the job. Too much pressure and even though Dee leaves 
him alone these days the atmosphere is too much for him. My cinematographer for the video shoot 
will replace him until the end of the project and the completion of the video. The process will be 
more streamlined and Jurgen has filmed a death metal band burning down churches in Norway, so 
he knows how to look after himself.

Every time there is an incident the music increases in intensity and falls back when the night is 
quiet. The recording was almost off the scale after Dmitri and his wife left, but Almer doesn't think 
any of it can be used. His compression levels are too high. Dmitri leaving has left Susan alone to 
continue what he was suggesting and now Dee is angling again to have a greater say. I suspect 
things will become more fractious in the forthcoming days, but the video should be sensational.

The logistics for the video are difficult, but not impossible. I can understand the National Park's 
reluctance to have so much equipment on the fell tops, but I think they're more concerned about 
how it will attract fans of the band when they find out they're recording here.

notes:GOL
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The streets in New York were never quiet. Wallet wondered how they ever made those eery scenes 
in films where the zombies came shuffling down a deserted 5th Avenue. In real life the streets were 
devoid of the dead and full to bursting with the living. And they all turned up in the same place at 
the same time: wherever Wallet chose to be at the time he chose to be there. He almost collided 
with a man holding a personalised takeaway coffee cup carrying it like a styrofoam Olympic torch, 
carrying it like he'd achieved something worth telling the whole city about.

Arriving on West 46th Street, Wallet's grumpiness induced by the crowds, by the hissing, honking
and belching of the Big Apple was transforming, evolving into that terrible rage he hated. He wasn't
there yet, the full on teeth gnashing fury, but he wasn't far off. One more funny look, one more lofty
coffee cup and he'd be diving on some unsuspecting pedestrian and then there'd be trouble.

A young man had beaten Wallet to the steps of Tom Scavinio's apartment. Afflicted by the same 
New York malaise, he was irritated and fidgety with a neck almost the same width as his shoulders, 
wide enough to suggest trouble. "Can I help you?"

 Wallet recognised the family resemblance. "Are you one of Tom's sons?"
"What if I am?"
Beneath the overdeveloped muscle lay a generation of jowl fat waiting to take its rightful place 

the moment Scavinio Junior gave up the exercising. "I thought I recognised the face."
"Oh, did you. And who are you? If you're looking for my old man you're out of luck."
"What does that mean?"
"Gone. Vanished. Kapputcha!" Junior made to leave, but Wallet stood in his way.
"Gone. What do you mean gone?"
"You want the dictionary definition?"
"No, I was being rhetorical. You have rhetorical questions in America, don't you? Or did the CIA 

blow them all up with their fucking drones?"
"What? Who the fuck are you, man?"
Big neck or not Wallet felt a mild shiver of excitement at the possibility of a brawl on a US 

sidewalk. "I'm with the band your old man walked out on. Rob Wallet. Sorry, I don't carry business 
cards, but I do other tricks."

"Well, he's not here."
"How long's he been gone? I spoke to him on the phone about a month ago. He seems reluctant to

talk these days."
"I know you," said Junior. "You found those guys, didn't you?"
"Those guys? Three of them are girls. And I know what you're going to say next. Can you find 

my pa?"
"Hey, if it's too much trouble, jerk." Junior headed off towards a smell of onions and mustard.
"Sorry. I'm sorry. Look, I've come all this way from Europe to meet Tom and I fucking hate New 

York's crowded streets. If I see one more coffee cup. . . . You'll have to excuse me."
"Yeah, well imagine living here full time."
"Maybe Tom's gone into hiding to avoid his damages."
Junior slung the sports bag over his shoulder. "What damages?"
"He's been hit for five million by Rose Pursey's lawyers."
"What?" Junior halted.
Wallet collided with the sports bag and its payload of weights. "Maybe we should sit down when 

I tell you."
Junior dropped his bag onto the pavement and slumped against the railings. "What the hell's going



on, Rob?"
"What's your name?"
"Carl."
"Carl, Rose Pursey sued the band for libel and everyone associated with Toten Herzen has been 

named in the damages awarded to her. A hundred and twenty million dollars."
"Jesus Christ. I heard about the action, the numbers went in one ear and out the other."
"Your dad's part is five million. Even though he wasn't the manager at the time of the libel he is 

still part of the band's team. He's contracted to Alien Noise Corporation."
"He doesn't have that kind of money."
"No. Didn't think he would. People have tried to contact him, but we can't get in touch. If it's any 

consolation the band are looking to pay his part of the damages. They don't think he should be a 
party to what's happened."

"How very decent of them," Carl sneered. "So, he's a fugitive. Great. Fucking great."
"Are you the eldest brother? Tom has two sons, hasn't he?"
"Yeah. Freddie's been trying to get in touch for two weeks, but there's never anyone at home. We 

figured something was wrong. After mom died he became very quiet, understandably, but secretive.
We told him to take a break, go to Europe, but then he went without telling us and came back with a
mother of a scar on his face."

Close family. Wallet thought Italian clans were inseparable. All that eating round the table, 
passing the pasta, trying not to trip over the latest grandchild. "Wait a minute, two weeks?"

"He's been gone for two weeks, yeah."
"News of the damages only came through two days ago, so he couldn't have taken off because of 

the money. He probably doesn't even know about it if no one's been in touch. When did you last 
speak to him, Carl? Approximately."

"A month. Give or take. If you ask me he found someone else and doesn't want to tell us."
Junior didn't know how close he was. (He didn't know a lot of things, including how he looked at 

that moment with the puzzles piling up on top of each other). "What number was his apartment in 
that block?"

"Three D."
"Okay. Give me a couple of hours and I'll see if I can get an answer for you. What's your 

number?"

-

Wallet headed back to the apartment. There was no need for a key, no need for an invite or the 
permission of the doorman. Three D was found and entered. The rooms were occupied, but not by 
Tom Scavinio. The place was a mess; Scavinio hated mess. Amongst the litter of toys along the 
hallway a duck shaped bicycle with tiny stabilisers was parked against an overflowing laundry 
basket. Mail left unopened on a shelf in the kitchen was addressed to Michael Birkowitz. Tom 
Scavinio had either moved out permanently or changed his name and religion.

He had to find him even at this time of night. The phone book wouldn't be updated yet and a man 
who wanted to disappear from his own sons would hardly stick his name in a public phone book 
anyway, but . . . removal firms would be in the phone book - and if Wallet could find it he'd be able 
to check. Michael Birkowitz must have memorised all the numbers and thrown it away. What trace 
does a man leave in his old house? What memory is etched on the walls of his existence to prove he
was ever there in the first place? The phone book was gone.

Over an hour passed before Birkowitz came home. Wallet lurked invisibly at the top of the stairs, 



gave him a few moments to settle and rang the doorbell.
"Yes."
"Oh, sorry," said Wallet. "I thought someone else lived here. You're not Tom Scavinio."
Birkowitz kept the chain on the door. "No, the previous owner moved out three weeks ago. 

Sorry."
"Okay." The door was about to close. "And you don't happen to have a forwarding address?"
"No, sorry."
"Seems a bit strange, don't you think?" said Wallet. "Leaving town without telling your sons."
"I beg your pardon." 
"He moved without telling us. I'm Freddie Scavinio, Tom's son." Birkowitz still wouldn't open the

door.
"I honestly have no idea where he moved to. I'm sorry, Mr Scavinio."
"Okay. No worries. Which removal firm did you use?"
Birkowitz's visible eye narrowed. "Removal firm? Er, Gaskill and Sons?" He spoke the name as if

he'd made it up.
"Okay. Just in case the old man used the same firm. Thank you. Sorry to trouble you."

-

The information, as slender as the crack in the door Birkowitz peered through, was a useful starting 
point. Wallet found the address of Gaskill and Son's and travelled over to their depot. The business 
was strictly paper based with invoices and inventories abandoned on every available surface. 
Cabinets and drawers were locked, keys hidden. The whole office a conspiratorial frustration. 
Rummaging through the rubbish he finally found instructions in the cab of one of the removal 
trucks revealing the delivery details of Michael Birkowitz's move on August 28th. There were three 
removal men that day: Jack Rogerson, Theo Pessonopolos and Chuck Vanger. Rogerson and 
Pessonopolos were in the phone book and Pessonopolos was, no surprise, the only Pessonopolos 
listed.

Wallet rang the number. "Hi, is Theo there?"
"Just a moment."
According to the waste lying around in the office Theo's boss was Harry Gaskill. Gaskill could 

have a voice like Elmer Fudd, there was no evidence to suggest otherwise, but Wallet had to risk his
generic version of a New York accent - the result of too many episodes of Kojak and Roda - and 
hope a bad mobile phone reception would disguise the impersonation. . . .

"Yep."
Theo Pessonopolos sounded no more Greek than Wallet. "Theo, Harry. Sorry to bother you at this

time. Remember moving the Birkowitz guy end of August. I lost the details of the company who 
moved the other family out. Can you remember the name?"

Could he hear? Theo Pessonopolos couldn't be deaf otherwise he wouldn't be able to answer a 
phone. . . . "Er, gee that's a while back. Was it Marxell?"

"Marxell. That's it. Thanks Theo."
"No, problem. You okay Harry, you sound like you're coming down with something?"
"A little head cold. Man flu."
"Man flu. What the hell's that?"
"Ah, it's nothing." Wallet sneezed. "I'll let you go, Theo."
"Yeah. Bye."
Theo would now go to work expecting to find Harry Gaskill wrapped in a blanket devouring nasal



sprays, but that wasn't Wallet's problem. His trail of confusion headed for the next stop, Marxell and
the hope that none of their operational records were a mess or, even worse, digitised.

Marxell was still operational at twenty past ten at night. Wallet wandered about unseen. The 
vehicle depot grumbled with the noise of continental trucks, big forty-eight tonners and smaller 
pantechnicons. The office chattered, every computer workstation occupied. This must have been the
firm for desperadoes and fugitives, the go-to firm for those wanting to do a moonlight. After 
looking over shoulders and studying every mouse click a computer with the information was 
identified: client details, dates, addresses, comings and goings. Destinations. The computer was 
operated by a generously large woman with a name badge: Dana. Everyone in New York it seemed 
had a name badge attached to something. Wallet moved close to her bare arms and waited for the 
shivering to start, a chill that prompted her to take a break. Don't log off, he thought, no one round 
here's going to jump in your chair and start surfing for porn. Don't log off.

She left without logging off. Wallet jumped into the hotseat and found Scavinio's details.
He was in a house in upstate New York. Cranbourne Woods. 375 Cranbourne Avenue. "Bastard. 

Found you, you bastard."

-

The woods of Cranbourne Woods surrounded number 375 like a fairytale threat. Scavinio's new 
house, a wholesome clapper board structure, needed fresh paintwork and a gardener. A lamp cast a 
subtle light across the front door beneath the porch, brighter lights shone in the front room, the 
hallway and a bedroom upstairs. Tom Scavinio was home.

Rainstorms earlier in the evening left the grass around the house boggy. Wallet's squelching 
footsteps disturbed the silence and this was a quiet neighbourhood. Squelching was not encouraged.
There was a point where privacy and peace became isolation and dread. The people living next door
were fifty yards away and up close to the house Cranbourne Avenue fell out of sight. This was the 
perfect place to hide.

A window opened, possibly round the back. The night breeze blew in flapping the curtains, and 
the smell of food escaped; meat, possibly seasoned with pepper. Tom Scavinio was preparing a 
midnight feast, a feast for a guest who had no problem keeping her voice down. She laughed, 
Scavinio laughed, drawing Wallet towards the window. He sneaked a look through the corner of the
glass and saw Scavinio carrying a bowl to a table. "I told you there's no one out there."

Dinner table conversation was so boring, so lightweight. No mention of Toten Herzen, Bekker, 
Wallet or any of the others. No talk of lawsuits, damages, bankruptcy, financial ruin, the end of 
everything. Wallet was ready to introduce himself when he caught a glance of Scavinio's guest and 
changed his mind in a second.

"Fuck me and everyone I know." Scavinio hadn't opened the window to cool down, intuition 
ordered him, a familiar supernatural intuition alerted by objects behind solid walls, by hidden 
forms. An intuition not possessed by the living. The ability had been part of Wallet's life since the 
day Susan turned him. He knew where it came from.

Scavinio's wife was supposed to be dead, but she was there, in the flesh, nibbling a piece of sliced
carrot as her husband ate peppered steak. Unless her cancer had done what cancers never do and 
surrendered voluntarily, there was no other explanation for her nocturnal presence at Scavinio's 
woodland dinner table. The sun had set on the house, the marriage, normal life.

-



Wallet had enough fingers on one hand to count the dilemmas, but they were big dilemmas. Disturb
Scavinio's new found bliss with news of Rose Pursey's libel claim. Tell Carl Scavinio his father is 
living in the woods with a vampire. (Oh, and by the way, the vampire's your dead mother.) And let 
Susan know that Scavinio has a pretty earth shattering reason for not coming back to work. Wallet 
was considering his options when a police siren blipped and a patrol car rolled up in front of him. 
An officer wound down his window.

"Everything okay with you, sir?"
"Yeah, fine, thank you." Wallet was the only person visible on the avenue. Probably the only 

person outdoors in Cranbourne Woods at this time of night.
"Maybe you should get off home, sir. Stay safe."
"I'm fine, officer. You don't need to worry about me."
"I see." The patrol car trundled forward and stopped twenty yards along the road. Wallet could 

hear the conversation. "Possible id of our suspect on Cranbourne Avenue. White male, black hair, 
mid-forties. Doesn't seem to be too worried to be outdoors in spite of everything."

In spite of everything! Wallet headed over to the car. The officer saw him approaching and 
stepped out, one hand covering his gun.

"It's okay, put your gun away. What's the problem? What did you mean then, in spite of 
everything?"

"Stay where you are, sir." Wallet stopped and raised his hands. "You got good hearing, sir."
"And your voice carries. What's going on? Am I in danger walking round here?"
"Where do you live?"
375 seemed to be the obvious answer, a convincing answer, but Wallet stopped himself before he 

delivered the cop and a suspicious knock to the front door of the Scavinio household. "Just up the 
road there. I only moved here a couple of weeks ago. The quiet is a big change from the city."

The cop's hand still hovered over the gun. "Just go home, sir."
Just go home. Just like that! Home was seven thousand miles away. The cop insisted. Not going 

home may have been a serious crime in these middle class suburbs, but Wallet was safe from being 
shot dead for now. (He reminded himself he wasn't in Borrowdale; folks did things differently 
around here.)

"Okay, I'm going." The downside to vanishing was that you never saw the reaction on the face of 
the person standing in front of you when you vanished. The woods of Cranbourne were replaced by 
the woods of Borrowdale and the high flanks of Maiden Moor. Panic was still crackling through the
atmosphere like a ghostly broadcast and others would be wondering where he'd been all night. First 
Raven had walked out, then Wallet. . . . Almer had found a demonic shrine to Toten Herzen down 
on the shore of Derwentwater. It wasn't literally demonic, simply unexpected and seeing Toten 
Herzen's crest constructed in stone and driftwood automatically shrieked demonic. There was 
change in the air, uncertainty. And now this. Another vampire. The unanswered questions were too 
much. Wallet had to go back.

-

He hesitated before ringing Scavinio's doorbell and was relieved it didn't play the theme tune to The
Adams Family.  The prospect of Mrs Scavinio answering the door would have made a mortal man 
sweat, Wallet simply worried. Heavy post-meal footsteps preceded Scavinio's appearance. Far from 
being liberated he looked like a man who had finally accepted his death sentence, his irreversible 
fate. A frown, like a line drawn by a child, pulled his cheeks towards his jaw. His eyes blinked 
slowly, carrying the enormous weight of recent events.



"What a surprise." Scavinio stepped outside.
"Trans-Atlantic phone calls were costing me a fortune."
"Sheila thought it might be you."
"Tom, I don't want to know the details. . . ."
"Good."
"Or how you plan to tell your sons. . . ."
"Okay."
Scavinio never made these conversations easy, so Wallet did what he wasn't known for: he came 

straight to the point. "You've been named in Rose Pursey's lawsuit. Five million dollars. We needed
to contact you to let you know."

Scavinio's usual monosyllabic response was reduced to zero.
"We're going to try to pay the amount for you. The others are learning all about personal 

responsibility. . . ." Wallet was talking to himself. "Look, fuck it, you obviously don't care. You've 
got something you've wanted for a long time, Tom. Is it what you expected?"

Scavinio's eyes were all over the place as if the answer was scattered across his lawn, printed 
word by word on every soggy, brown leaf. "Maybe. I'll let you know when I know myself."

"Your sons are looking for you. I told Carl a few hours ago I'd find you."
"Well, you found me."
"I'll tell him you're okay and you'll be in touch when you're ready."
The door creaked as it opened. Sheila Scavinio stood, partly visible, just within the threshold. The

glow of the lamp did nothing to warm up the silky delicacy of her face, but skimmed across the 
waxy sheen, avoiding the dark shadows around her eyes.

"I'll be off," said Wallet. "If you need any help about anything, give me a call."
Scavinio nodded.
"But not on a mobile. The charges are just fucking criminal."
Sheila opened the door, part invite, part expectation. Her husband, burdened by discovery, 

trudged back into the house. Life wouldn't be as rosy as they had planned and far from the paradise 
it looked on paper.

But Wallet had made a promise to Carl Scavinio. He sent him a text: 375 Cranbourne Avenue, 
don't call there and don't contact me, you're all on your own now



TRACK 7 - DISORIENTATED

36

To look good, to look like a million dollars, the necessary components are money, fashion, self 
confidence and a decent mirror. Lena had three out of four. She tried again to attach an ear ring, but 
couldn't hold her hands steady.

When the heavy diamond refused to stay in place for the fourth time she hurled it at the mirror, 
cracking the glass. Now she was down to two out of four and she wasn't sure the dress was 
appropriate. Rob Wallet, hopeless, hapless Rob Wallet, (mooching uninvited around Lena's 
subconscious) may have cast an approving eye and a wandering hand, but he was different, he was 
slowly transforming into an animal. Lena's audience tonight was still civilised, still human.

"Do you think this dress is okay?" Lena saw Neved's split features in the mirror and heard the 
humming of an unfamiliar tune.

"Yes. You always look good in that dress." He was distracted by his tune, a distinctly two-four 
beat. Pop!

"But tonight?"
"What's different about tonight?"
"People are there to see Leo, not his mother." She dragged a brush through her hair. "God, I look 

like a whore."
"You do not look like a whore, don't be preposterous. Look, if you prefer, if it would make you 

more comfortable, I have a set of overalls in the garage. Maybe you'd feel less like a whore in 
those."

"Now you're being preposterous. If you can't say anything useful don't say anything at all." The 
ear ring failed again. "Oh, fuck this. . . . "

Neved turned up the volume of his humming and slipped away.
Lena found him in the bathroom. "Is that one of their songs?"
"Their? One of their songs? Who can you possibly mean?"
"You know who I mean."
"Oh, the Susan Bekker Band. You mean the band you deliver me to and then, just as I start to 

achieve results, pull me out."
"You weren't there to achieve results. If you didn't want to go why didn't you tell me? We never 

had secrets. I never kept anything from you. Everything about me you know. You know everything 
about me."

Neved kissed her forehead. "Don't I." Which made him an accomplice, an accessory. Everyone 
who knew Lena eventually became an accessory.

-

Concentrating on the road gave Lena the excuse to avoid conversation, but Neved's silence was so 
demanding, so inflammatory, she felt compelled to speak, if only to reassure herself. "Why do you 
think he chose Schumann for tonight? He's never played Schumann."

"Because it's easy. He stopped challenging himself years ago."
"No."
"Schumann's 1st for piano is for children. Watch his eyes tonight."
"Why his eyes?"
"They'll be closed from the minute he sits down." Neved was beginning to extend his vowels. The



more he spoke - the more the aggravation vented up from his lungs and stomach - the longer the 
vowels became, purging him of all the poison. "He never moves out of his comfort zone. I admire 
people who take risks, who make the effort, who step out of their comfort zone."

"Ah, yes, risks and effort."
"Leo never left the womb. Everything he does now is a desperate attempt to crawl back into your 

womb."
Lena saw a red light and braked hard, throwing Neved at the dashboard. Her mouth was open, but

the words missed their cue. "What is wrong with you?"
"I just want my son to make the effort. It's a wondrous thing to see when a person makes the 

effort. Is that so preposterous?" There was nothing preposterous in the Siebert-Neved household. 
Over thirty years of marriage they had exhausted the potential for the preposterous.

-

After parking the car the route to the Hoffman Theater was on foot, essentially, unfortunately, in 
full view of a gentrified mob primed to be judgemental. Bamberg could be a difficult city when the 
judgements went against you. Lena felt naked, psychologically naked when she saw the bustle 
around the theatre entrance, the how-now gazes and every word an accusation. Bamberg could be a 
difficult city when the accusations went against you. Who she was, what she was, had never felt so 
sharp, sharp as an executioner's blade. And Neved didn't help, walking alongside playing the 
duplicitous bodyguard, considering his options, his loyalties. At least the pitchforks had been left at 
home. The only dangerous weapons were the sharp corners of the recital programmes.

Leo Siebert-Neved's name was on the posters, but his image had become an alien form, a 
creeping, slithering humanoid regressing, trying to grope its way back into her womb. She felt 
physically sick and paused for one last cool breath of fresh air before the stifling crush, the bodily 
contact of the crowd inside the theatre.

Lena noticed Neved ignoring the posters, but for his own reasons. "Could have been you, 
Meetee."

Neved snorted. "And whose fault is that?" The small crowd inside huffed as Neved barged his 
way through.

Physical contact presented itself in many forms from the unintended to the polite. Lena was 
subjected to a production line of handshakes, fingertips on the wrist, air kisses and hand kisses. 
Smiles flashed and flickered, forced and formed on mechanical lips parted by invisible pulleys.

With diabolical stealth Leo's manager Herr Volker, emerged from the crowd. Without invitation 
he kissed Lena on both cheeks. (He aimed his kisses ever closer to Lena's mouth every time they 
met. The time would one day come when he'd be hanging off her tonsils.) "A popular pianist 
playing a popular programme," he said.

"Yes. Always gratifying to see so many. . . ."
"Yes. I thought I saw Dmitri. He is a rare figure these days."
"Isn't he."
"And you looking as ravishing as ever."
"Is Leo around?"
"Why yes." Lena didn't invite Herr Volker to take her by the arms, but he used it as an excuse 

anyway. And then took the long way round the crowd to find Leo standing three metres away with 
his girlfriend.

"Leo, your beautiful mother is here."
Mother and son shared embarrassed glances. The repulsion was twofold. A manager with more 



hands than were necessary and a son . . . he did not want to climb back into the womb. "Leo, do 
your mother a favour and tell your manager to get his hands off me."

Herr Volker released his grip and stepped back. Pianist and manager were shocked in harmony. 
"Mother," Leo leaned towards her. "Don't embarrass me."

"Embarrass you," Lena's voice was buried by the surrounding murmur, but she didn't care if they 
heard or not. "I'm sick of your perverted manager groping me every time we meet."

"He doesn't grope you. You're being too sensitive." He kissed his mother gently on the forehead. 
Lena's forehead was becoming the centre of patronisation. A patronisation chakra.

"Leo, dear," she hissed, "I gave you this gift. I can take it away from you at any time. Do as I ask, 
please."

-

When the crowd drained out of the lobby to find their seats Lena held back and found herself alone.
"Taught," said a voice. "I don't normally see you like this." Neumann was the only other member 

of the coven who enjoyed classical recitals. "Presumably there is no news."
"No." Lena sat down and ran her hand slowly through her hair.
"People are waiting. But I guess you already know that."
"I'm so close, Helm. So close. We've never been within sight like this, but these last steps are so 

problematic."
"And Redwall, was that not enough to persuade Bekker?"
"She doesn't know."
"Doesn't know?"
"Dee Vincent is the one who knows and won't even tell the rest of the band. Susan, for all her 

strengths and power, can be reasoned with. She has qualities." (As her husband had discovered.) 
"But Dee Vincent . . . she is on another level."

"Everyone has a weakness."
"Oh, Helm. These people are not politicians, they're not grasping middlemen hustling for another 

ten thousand Euros."
"But was Redwall right?"
"Yes. Birgitte found Susan's father. He won't speak about his daughter, hasn't seen her for nearly 

thirty years. I think that confirms what Redwall told me, but it's not a hold over her because she 
doesn't have the information. Dee Vincent is the obstacle now."

Neumann was already searching on his smartphone. "At the risk of sounding presumptuous I 
think the answer is in front of us." He found an online news feed and the eye watering numbers 
involved in Rose Pursey's lawsuit.

"I heard them talking about it. They haven't got the money." Wallet's last words were never far 
away. They were probably the only sincere words Lena had heard him speak: find what the band are
desperate for, or what Dee Vincent is desperate for.

"All this falls on Dee Vincent's head. There must be a way of exploiting this. Can you bring us 
together?"

"Tonight?" Neumann found the contacts on his phone.
"If possible. As many as possible."
The music was about to begin. The audience applause seeped from the auditorium. "We can't 

threaten them, we can't persuade them and we can't control them. If I can make Dee's problem go 
away that might give us one final way in."

Neumann waited for Lena's line of thought to conclude.



"But my idea will need the coven's approval." The applause stopped and the music started. "We 
should go in."

-

Lena dropped Neved off at the house and returned to Bamberg. Five members of the coven were 
gathered alongside the river. In various visible states of interruption they lit candles and cast them 
adrift on the current. Two more waited to speak by conference call. An offering was made to the 
river to help their decision, aid the clarity of thought. With a waning crescent moon hiding behind 
the branches of a tree Lena presented her idea.

"Sorry for the impromptu nature of this meeting, but we have an important issue to address. To 
make my idea work we need some help from our friends in California. We also need their approval, 
but I don't think that will be a problem when we explain to them what this is all about and the 
urgency."

"May I suggest that we have been too restrained, considering the force of the opposition you have
been confronted with."

Lena considered the question from Kaspar. He had followed Lena's instructions without question 
from the start, but now, like the others, he felt the time for diplomacy was gone.

"I agree with Birgitte," he continued, "you had an opportunity with their publicist, Rob Wallet. 
You could have used him more effectively."

"I could have forced anything out of him, but he doesn't have the information. We all know from 
experience you cannot extract information from someone who is ignorant, who is out of the loop."

"He's their publicist. How can he not know?"
Lena grinned. She didn't want to grin, it suggested brevity, inconsequence, but the pretence that 

Rob Wallet was Toten Herzen's publicist wasn't lost on her, never had been. She almost pitied him.
Neumann offered some support. "We have survived because we stay under the radar, subtlety 

does not draw attention to us. Remember, in spite of our frustration, we are very close to our goal."
"We are one person away from our goal." Dee Vincent's name was familiar to everyone now.
Opinions were expressed from other members. Eleanor Vogels, whose face stared out of Lena's 

tablet, had ideas of her own. "Toten Herzen's weakness can be our strength. Big impact is part of 
their publicity machine. They take the blame for everything, every outrage, every controversy, 
every bit of trouble falls at their feet. Is it not time we took advantage of that?"

"Yes," said Lena. "That is why I want to go to Los Angeles. What happens there will be attributed
to the band. Nothing can possibly be linked back to us. But we must act quickly."

"And if it fails?" said Neumann.
"Then I guess we use force and risk bringing the attention on our houses."
The plan was described in all its grisly detail and won the support of the other members. 

Neumann was confident he could bring the coven in Los Angeles on board and have the whole 
business completed before the end of the week.

"And if it works it is one less problem for Dee Vincent, one less problem for the band, and we 
still have influence over Susan Bekker, let's not forget that."

After the coven left the riverside Lena saw the crescent moon entangled and retreating, 
diminishing. One year ago she would have willingly informed her husband and he would have 
willingly listened.

-



"Los Angeles." Neved was already in bed, almost asleep when Lena came home. "Why Los 
Angeles?"

"It's a business trip, Meetee. A sudden development." She emphasised every word.
"Oh, yes." He turned over.
"Let's continue with a new agreement, Meetee." Lena pulled off her ear rings and threw them onto

the dressing table. "The less you know, the happier you'll be. And you really don't want to know 
about this."

The agreement was welcome, one Neved could accept. He didn't want to be an accessory 
anymore.



NOTES: - GOL

DATE: 24/09/2014

Susan is still trying to apply what she has learned from Dmitri, but Dee is still pulling against 
her. Six tracks are complete and they are going to stop after seven. Susan still hasn't added any 
vocals of her own to the tracks so far. Dee has a veto on that.

Almer has insisted I do a feature on the talking sheep. Apparently everyone is talking about them.
(The sheep, not the band, although word is now leaking about the band being in the Lake District 
somewhere.)

The progress of the filming is hampered by a fear that we sometimes get too close to the band, 
physically, emotionally. Libby is a mute these days, but Jurgen is up for a fight. (It's one extreme to 
another.) There is a lot of work to do when recording is complete, a second story based on 
interviews with others who have worked with this band. If I can find any alive that is!

notes:GOL
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Everybody in the world compressed into Clancy's Bar on Hope Street, or so it seemed. Clarke 
Rubenstein was in his office enjoying the pleasure of personal space. He had been in Clancy's less 
than twenty minutes ago having his face shoved into various bosoms and shoulders. The joy was 
physically unavoidable. The whole world was there to see Rose Pursey.

And Rose Pursey was there to rub Toten Herzen's nose in the proverbial shit. Above the riotous 
din of the mob, the heave and squash of too many people in one place, the surrender of dignity and 
self-respect in the process, Rose had bawled her delight. She shed artificial tears, quivered her 
glossy crimson lips and in a final display of controlled annoyance faced the nearest camera and 
stuck her tongue so far out of her head it almost tripped people up on the sidewalk outside.

Each to their own, thought Rubenstein, safely extracted from the human crusher. He could 
breathe again. What an idiot for thinking it was possible to hold a sensible conversation in a 
throbbing, pulsing environment like that. The only speck of satisfaction he could take from it all 
was that Rose Pursey was one more satisfied client. One more enormous entry on the balance sheet.
Good for a couple of weeks sailing in the Cayman Islands.

Rose did agree to meet Rubenstein after the celebrations. He was still waiting in his office at ten 
past four when he heard the first whispers of the girl's arrival. The excitable foreplay began with the
sound of doors opening and closing, hurried and harried corridor footsteps and incomprehensible 
babble. Typhoon Pursey was approaching. Typhoon Pursey arrived.

"Wang dang, wanga dang doo, if it isn't old party pooping Clarkey-boy sitting all alonesome in 
his big empty office."

Without invite she collapsed into Rubenstein's settee. Her bodyguards (she could afford two of 
them these days), codenamed Texas and Colorado, stayed by the door. PAs 1 and 2 (or 3 and 4, they
changed with such frequency it was impossible to say if they were the same people or a rotating 
squad), joined Rose on the settee and unleashed their armoury of gadgetry: smartphones, 
dictaphones, reserve handbags, bluetooth whatnots and thingummybobs.

"Presumably my money is already in the ether." Rose waved her hand with a dash of royal 
superieuse.

"I don't know and frankly I don't care." Rubenstein sat behind his desk, a solid weight of oak 
furniture that could have been bitten in half by either Texas or Colorado, but he was still going to 
use it as his shield. A horizontal slab of moral support.

"I'm sorry." Rose's eyeballs threatened to burst out of their painted sockets.
"I'm done with you, Rose," said Rubenstein. "I won you your lawsuit, now some other sucker can 

deal with collecting the money."
"I don't believe this," said Rose. "Is he for real? Can he still speak to me like that?" PA 1 wasn't 

sure. "Am I still paying your fees?"
"No, you are not. I quit. Jude Gronkerheit has my bill for everything I've done to date, but as of 

now I am no longer your legal representative."
"I'm shocked."
"And not for the first time, I'm sure, but I'll be damned if I know what else shocks you."
"What?" Rose gagged.
"Between you and those fucking animals in Europe it's hard to decide who has contributed more 

to the size of my stomach ulcer. It must be the size of a fucking meteor crater by now, but you've 
won your case and now I have submitted my bill plus three point five per cent bonus from the 
award."

"Three point five?"



"Three point five, as agreed."
"Out of one hundred and twenty million dollars? How much is that?" She asked Rubenstein first, 

then PA 2.
"Would you like a calculator?" Rubenstein said.
"I'd like another attorney . . . to sue your fucking ass."
The bodyguards prepared themselves to move as Rose's leather butt squeaked against the settee. 

Within a moment of indignified huffing and puffing she was out of the door, but still audible, still 
moaning and groaning as her voice trailed away. "Three point five per cent, that leaves how much, 
ninety nine, ninety seven. . . ."

"Ninety six and a half. . . ."
"Ninety six and a half of one hundred and twenty million. . . ."
Rubenstein couldn't care less when the combined brainpower of Rose's team arrived at the correct

figure. Probably the middle of next month. He wanted a moment to enjoy the feeling of 
weightlessness, the blissful peace of mind, the burden lifted. He leaned back, allowed his chair to 
reach its most perilous angle and was about to close his eyes when a shattering crack and the 
loudest bang he'd ever heard shook the room.

Before the noise diminished the sound of shattering glass and screams filled the air from 
somewhere down below. God, Jesus, Allah, all the big guys were called on in the growing panic. 
Rubenstein looked through the office window, his heart thumping in anticipation of the horrors 
scattered across the street. But people were running towards the commotion. The traffic had 
stopped, drivers clambered out of their cars, gawping at some dreadful cataclysm five floors below 
him at the entrance to the building.

He took three steps at a time as he bounded down to the lobby. His momentum was halted by the 
scene of devastation. Inexplicable devastation.

Rose's team were arranged like blackened petals around some leathery glutinous soup spread 
across the terrazzo floor. The enormous puddle, steaming and stinking of charred flesh, was 
sprinkled with a partial leg, a gloved hand and the silvery confetti of exploded gadgets. A high 
heeled ankle boot, complete with foot, was embedded in the clock ten feet up the wall. And a 
petrified receptionist howled, weighed down in her chair by the scorched corpse of a bodyguard.

People tried to speak, tried to make sense of what had just happened, but the only words 
Rubenstein could decipher were lightning and window.

"What happened?" he said to a delivery guy gripping an empty trolley.
"Fuck me, man. A fucking bolt of lightning came clean through that fucking window. Blew the 

whole goddam lot of 'em clean off their feet. Blew her out of her fucking shoes, man."
"Lightning?" Rubenstein wondered why everything else and every other person in the lobby was 

untouched.
"Act of god, man. The Lord acts in mysterious ways."
"He never did anything as mysterious as this," said a second guy brushing down the front of his 

business suit. "He fucking excelled himself this time."
Police sirens mixed with the increasing yells and hysterics as the enormity of the event reached 

various nervous centres. Evacuation began, people heeled and toed their way to the entrance, trying 
not to step into Rose Pursey's liquified remains. The bodyguard was lifted off the receptionist.

Rubenstein wanted to offer comfort to someone, but he wanted answers even more. Who could he
ask? Of the stragglers still hanging around they were either deafened by the bang or shaken to the 
point of disintegration.

"Mr. Rubenstein, Mr. Rubenstein, oh, thank god you're all right." The voice belonged to Martha, 
the office secretary on her way back from a dental appointment. "You could hear the bang from 



three blocks away. They must have heard it in New Mexico."
She was followed into the building by the police. Finally, the racket of hysteria was overwhelmed

by the shrieking tones and octaves of ambulances, fire engines and more police cars. Rubenstein 
could almost read the minds of the officers pouring through the doors: 'Such a big bang, so little 
damage,' (not that Rose Pursey and four assistants was a minor detail.)

"Sir, are you hurt?"
"No, I'm fine. I was up on the fifth floor when it happened." Solve this one, he thought. Where's 

your bomb crater, where's the upper half of your suicide terrorist?
Within ten minutes the building was empty. Police lines were established and a morbid crowd 

formed along the opposite sidewalk, a safe distance from any fluids leaking out of the lobby. The 
initial terror was swept aside by a haphazard street party without the barbecue, without the charcoal 
briquettes. Rubenstein's afternoon began in a crowd of ghouls and was about to end in a similar 
fashion. Bewildered and shocked his final thoughts on Rose Pursey filled him with guilt: she always
knew how to make an entrance, had them down to perfection, but she needed to work on her exits.



NOTES: - GOL

DATE: 01/10/2014

Following the events in LA the next 24 hours will be decisive for the band. Libby and Mark had 
concerns over the deaths on Helvellyn, but this is a different animal. Libby suspects the band had a 
role to play, but I find that excessive even by their standards. Jurgen says Pursey deserved it and 
can the band arrange for a few more to be killed off. (I should have used Jurgen from the start.)

What I have learned so far is that the band, with the possible exception of Rene, are petulant, 
prone to arguing and internal divisions. In fact, include Rene in that. He always sides with Susan in
an argument, but he doesn't appear in so many arguments because of the time he has been out on 
the fells scouting for video locations and the cave.

The area has now exploded with rumour. I ignored the band's instruction and filmed some talking
heads in and around Keswick and Ambleside. Now that the news is out I can't let the secret out, so I
feel vindicated filming in public. People are blaming the band for everything; slips and falls, the 
weather, fish not taking the bait, traffic accidents, faulty street lights. One woman in Keswick told 
me the place was brighter during the day before the band arrived, now it is lighter at night and 
darker during the day.

Would love to know how the band do that!

notes:GOL
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An unfamiliar number called Dee's phone. Whoever it was would only want to talk about one thing.
"Hello."

"Hello, Dee."
She recognised the German accent and Lena's undisguised overconfidence. "What do you want?"
"I wondered if you have seen the news?"
"Oh, I bet you're lapping it up. How did you do it? Mobile generator? Fucking enormous taser?"
"You're assuming I'm somehow responsible for Rose Pursey's accident."
"Well none of us can control the weather. It was either God or witchcraft and God isn't hassling 

me for a big favour."
"I thought you'd be grateful." Lena's voice crackled in and out of focus as the long distant 

connection faltered.
"Grateful? Listen to yourself. The whole world knows we owe . . . we owed Rose Pursey a 

hundred and twenty million dollars and then she gets hit by lightning. How many people are putting
two and two together? As if our reputation isn't bad enough people think we're all assassins now."

Lena laughed. "And demand for your box set re-release has gone up by eight thousand percent, 
you've had thirty million views on your Youtube channel, and your social media statistics are rising 
too quickly to count. Accept the inevitable, Dee, Toten Herzen will never get away from 
controversy. Controversy built you, sustains you, feeds your success. And now the only thing 
threatening to take it all away has gone. And I did that, Dee. You can carry on in the lifestyle you're
accustomed to thanks to me. You owe me."

"Owe you? We don't owe you fuck all. If you think I'm going to hand over a book and the valley's
whereabouts after you go round blowing people up you're fucking deluded. What next? What little 
tricks will you be ready with next time you want something off us?"

"I'm disappointed," said Lena. "A lot of willpower and energy was invested in that favour and still
you won't reciprocate. That's my last offer to you. I am coming for the location, I'm going to take it 
from you and this time you'll need more than a kitchen knife to stop me."

"Try it."
"Pass on a message to Susan for me. Tell her the news in America will be put to one side when 

the world hears about what she has done."
"What's she done? Fucked the Pope? Paid her tax bill? Tell the world, Lena. Tell the whole 

fucking world."
"She won't be so enthusiastic, trust me. I can't persuade you, so I'll persuade your colleague and 

I'll watch your little rock band tear itself apart. Tell her what I said. Watch her reaction. You don't 
know your own colleague, Dee. You have no idea."

The line went dead. The recording schedule was about to lose another day. Events had forced 
everyone to abandon the studio in favour of the settees in the lounge and the televised hysterics of 
rolling news bulletins. The last time anyone had played a note on the album was two days ago. Dee 
ambled back to her room and heard chamber music drifting through Wallet's open door. He lay on 
his bed, reading a children's book on the supernatural.

Dee lingered in the doorway, held back by the mounds of tourist tat brought back in the daylight 
hours by Raven. Shopping list in hand she had been sent on a series of errands returning with balsa 
wood gliders powered by elastic bands, cheap kites, frisbees, Airfix kits, a badminton set, two 
boomerangs and six coasters made from Cumbrian slate. "What are you listening to now?" 

"Brook Green Suite," said Wallet.
"Sounds like a brand of tea."



"Theme tune to the old Wainwright programmes."
"I'll let you carry on. I take it you've seen the news today?"
"Yeah." He was buried in his book and his slowly sinking world.
"Actually, I meant to ask where you disappeared to the other night?"
Wallet stopped the music. "I was in upstate New York. Come in, close the door." Dee stepped 

over an unmade Revell Panzer. "I found Tom Scavinio."
"Yeah, he lives in America, we all know that. . . ."
"No, he lived in New York, but he moved without telling anyone. He lives in a house now in 

upstate New York with his wife."
Perhaps Wallet didn't mean wife. "Wife? His wife died last August."
"Yes. So, we all know what that means, don't we?"
"No." Dee felt as if the detritus of Wallet's room had just collapsed on top of her, crashing out of 

the same closet where the skeletons were kept. "Not again. Not after all the shit with Terence Pearl. 
Are you sure it was her?"

"It was her," said Wallet. "And then the police stopped me wandering around in the dead of night 
because there was something going on in the neighbourhood. I don't want to acknowledge it either. 
I don't want to know. And now this. . . . The world's gone mad."

"Scavinio's wife we can deal with," said Dee. "We've got bigger problems heading our way. If 
Lena can kill people with lightning we've got no chance. You might as well put all this shit in 
storage, we're going to be hiding for a long time."

"What do you mean?"
"Lena. Rob, Lena caused the lightning that killed Rose Pursey and now she's had enough of 

pussyfooting around us. She's on the warpath and that lightning storm is heading our way." She 
stepped over a box. "And all we've got is a scale model of a fucking tank."

-

"Conference." Dee marched into the lounge, distracting the audience transfixed by another news 
bulletin on CNN. "Turn that off." She grabbed the remote control and switched off the television. 
"Outside." Almer stood up. "Not you."

"Shouldn't Rob be here?" said Susan leading the band onto the terrace.
"Maybe." Dee bounced onto the new picnic table. "But as he's losing his marbles he probably 

wouldn't contribute much. However, he did tell me something interesting. Did you know Tom 
Scavinio's wife is still around?"

Susan plucked a leaf off the nearest rhododendron. "I guess that's why he isn't coming back."
"Really. Do you know how this happened, Susan? Lena seems to think you have a big secret 

you're not telling us."
"Lena?"
"She just rang me. And she's feeling very empowered. Blowing up annoying singers does that to 

you."
"What did she say?" The rhododendron resisted a handful of leaves being pulled off its branches.
"She's on her way. We might hear the whoosh of broomsticks any minute and she's gonna get the 

location of that valley one way or another. She seems to think she has some kind of hold over you."
"Right, right, based on a meeting with the ghost of Micky Redwall, not exactly my greatest fan, is

he?"
"But what about Scavinio?" said Dee.
Rene interrupted. "Am I missing something here? What's the significance of Tom Scavinio's wife,



what's the connection to Lena?"
"She died last August," said Dee, "now she's back living with him in upstate New York."
"How do you know that?" said Susan.
"That's where Rob was the other night. He tracked him down."
"Rob!" Susan's shriek carried across Derwentwater. Wallet appeared before the ringing in the ears

had stopped.
"What?"
"You went to New York?" said Susan.
Wallet scowled at Dee. "Blabbermouth. Yeah, I went to New York. Someone had to tell him he 

was about to have his bank account emptied. None of you lot could trace him. He didn't even tell his
sons where he'd gone."

The discovery was inconvenient, embarrassing, Susan should have been tearing up the 
rhododendron by the roots, but after an initial twitch and frown her anger subsided. She just 
couldn't sustain her frustration with Wallet and he knew it. He would have been heading for the 
hills otherwise.

"He wanted me to do it," she said. "He told me he didn't think he could cope and asked if there 
was a way I could help. I didn't want to do it, but he said he'd deal with it, he'd live with the 
consequences. He said it was what she wanted."

"You turned her," said Dee.
"I turned her," said Susan. "No one was supposed to know." (Until Wallet had a sudden attack of 

competence.)
The plan had untold complications, but for now one was enough: how would his sons react? 

"How was he going to keep it a secret from them?" Dee said.
"I don't know," said Susan. "We discussed it, he told me to leave all that to him. He'd come up 

with an answer . . . last minute turnaround in her health, miracle, whatever, he'd deal with it, deal 
with everything. The fact was if she died he'd go with her, he'd kill himself. It was lose two or save 
them both."

"He shouldn't have asked you," said Dee.
"Well, he did. He did ask me." Susan turned to Wallet. "What did you say to him?"
He shook his head. "I asked him was it what he expected, but he wouldn't say. Can't get a straight 

answer out of him these days, so I left them to it. What's it got to do with me? It's his problem." 
Wallet and Susan shared a look that didn't match their words, an expression of some subconscious 
discussion, the expression of conspiracy.

"Oh, great," said Dee, "so now we go round doing favours and walking away without any of the  
responsibility. Well lets add all this up, shall we. One guy with a vampire for a wife and two sons 
who haven't found out yet, one blue haired assistant gone AWOL after being promised the earth, 
and one slandered singer who's been roasted like a ham shank."

Lena's world shattering secret wasn't that big a deal after all: turning Scavinio's wife, the ex-wife 
of the ex-manager of Toten Herzen. It wasn't on the same level as Terence Pearl exploding outside 
the band's hotel the previous year. And it certainly didn't compare to the did-they-didn't-they cause 
the lightning that blew Rose Pursey off her feet, but Wallet's ability to sniff these things out was 
unsettling (impressive, if Dee chose to be honest), and he was off again. Dragged away from his 
mess, his obsessive scavenging, he had listened to Susan and recognised the signals, read the body 
language and filtered the words. The way she paid more attention to the rhododendrons confirmed 
his instinct and her own secret. Even Dee was catching on. "Is that it, is that the sum total of your 
big secret, or were there others?"

"I didn't turn Terence Pearl."



"And where's Raven?" Rene asked the question that Wallet must have been pondering.
"She's with Lena."
Dee groaned. "At a time like this?"
"She'll be okay. Trust me."
All this talk of who turned who was becoming entangled. Scavinio's wife was a dead cert, Pearl 

unsolved, and now there was deliberate ambiguity in Raven's status. Susan had promised to turn her
(one day, when she found the time) and these things happened without warning, without any 
ritualistic preamble. Evidently Susan was on a roll; maybe Neved had joined the ranks of the 
undead and Almer hadn't complained about his back for several days.

"What's she doing over there anyway?" said Dee.
"Keeping me informed," said Susan.
Dee hated it when Susan's eyes narrowed, when the first glimpses of a private plan began to 

emerge. Her cunning always appeared in the eyes before any other feature, an outward reminder 
who she was, what she was. The superior member of the band. The most intelligent, the most 
devious member of the band. She could grow several inches taller simply by standing straighter, 
pulled upwards by the bristling self-confidence. They occasionally needed a reminder, at moments 
like this, when they were getting above themselves.

"Raven told me something was about to happen in Los Angeles. Lena flew over there a few days 
ago. I sort of guessed something was gonna happen to Rose Pursey."

"And now what?" said Dee.
"There's a lot of talk, a lot of people visiting Lena's house. Raven hid her mobile in the room 

where they meet, left the recorder turned on. They're up to their necks in embezzlement, blackmail, 
corruption, fraud. They're losing it, they're losing everything because the bigger they become the 
harder it is to stay out of sight. That's why they need this valley, somewhere to disappear. 
Somewhere big enough for them all to disappear."

"Time to start packing then," said Wallet.
"Over my dead body." Susan offered them all a challenge. "We don't hide. Toten Herzen never 

hide. We stepped out of sight for a few years, but we weren’t hiding. You can all find a hole to sit in
until this is over, but I'm staying here. We're gonna record this album, we're gonna film that video 
and we're gonna deal with anyone who tries to get in our way. I wasn't brought up to hide and 
neither were you."

Rene nodded obediently, but it was easy to nod in the hours leading up to a horrible, shocking 
death. He wouldn't be nodding afterwards. When the time came for Susan to face up to Lena and 
her diabolical arsenal how many would be stood alongside her? Rene swatted his neck with a folded
map, Elaine dislodged a flake of ice cream wafer from behind one of her canines. And Wallet? The 
time was approaching when he and Susan might perish together. Dying in her arms would be one of
many mental scenarios he must have rehearsed over and over, soundtracked by his collection of 
Brook Green Suite or the terrible cheesiness of Claude Francois: stepping onto the summit of some 
jungle enclosed pyramid; lounging in a marble bath of goat's milk; fighting hordes of vampire 
hunting Nazis in the cavernous depths of their subterranean lair. Wallet's moment of truth was 
coming, the moment to prove his worth before his Vampire Queen.

And right on cue! (They really were on the same demented wavelength.) "Can you bring Marco 
back here?" Susan asked Wallet for another favour.

"What, carry him?"
"You don't have to carry him, he's not an invalid."
"Okay."
A rare act of charity, almost Greek in its tragic implications. The jealous admirer rescuing the 



partner of his loved one. And how easily he accepted the challenge, as if he had an ulterior motive, 
a cunning plan of his own.

"We'll have to make sure everyone's safe," said Dee. "Almer, Raven. . . . I'm presuming she needs
protecting."

"She's okay where she is."
"Are you sure?" Wallet wasn't sure.
"She'll be fine. Trust me."
"My little friend has done a lot for us, but even she has limits. First indication of any danger and 

I'm bringing her back."
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If there was a more boring way of spending a day Raven had yet to discover it. She floated around 
Lena's cavernous house brushing past another cuboid lump and rectangular slab of furniture, all of it
cold, all of it hard. The playlist on her smartphone had been exhausted and she couldn't find 
anything musical anywhere: CD, vinyl record, wax cylinder, caged minstrel. There was a piano, but 
the only person who could play it didn't do metal. He, Neved, didn't do anything lately apart from 
skulk about wondering why his life had gone so terribly wrong.

No, what the house needed was unpredictability. A secret passageway, undiscovered trap door, 
skeletons flying out of cupboards, that sort of thing. Wallet had the right idea. He found a board 
game on Ebay called Haunted House and took Raven to the cleaners the first time they played it 
together. They only played it once, mind, Wallet was too busy reintroducing himself to other 
recreational fancies from his childhood: Kerplunk, Mousetrap, Rebound. Raven was sure he was 
only a dice throw away from insanity.

Twenty-six rooms was too many (her mum and dads' house in Nottingham had five). Twenty-six 
rooms resulted in Raven coming through the front door and not knowing whether to go downstairs 
to the lounge (which was bigger than her mum and dads' house in Nottingham), or go upstairs to her
own room, which was bigger than any hotel room she had ever stayed in, bigger than most of the 
hotels she had ever stayed in and . . . bigger than her mum and dads' house in Nottingham. (She 
couldn't be sure, but her mum and dads' house was so small it probably contravened building 
regulations.) Lena's palace wasn't a house for living, it wasn't a home, it was the base of an empire, 
a statement of authority. A real estate weapon.

Now and again Raven would open a door and find herself on a roof terrace staring into a tree 
canopy or down onto a manicured garden or across the valley towards the spires and rooftops of 
Bamberg. During one dozy wander she discovered Lena's bedroom overlooked the city and the 
prominent tower of the cathedral. The pointed symbol of witch killing heritage must have fuelled 
her daily routine every time she woke up and saw the godly middle-finger salute reminding her the 
battle was lost, the church still here, its influence and inspiration as stubborn now as it was five 
hundred years ago. Lena's grudge was the grudge of histories past.

After a brief sun shower Raven did another circuit of the gardens until she found Neved alone in a
folly at the edge of a wooded shelter belt. She made a habit of returning to the folly hoping for a 
supernatural attack of linguistic insight and the ability to translate a Latin inscription across the bars
of a pentacle. The mysterious star carved into the paving surrounded a massive block of granite. 
Four compass points and a seven sided shape completed the feature, and the whole lot, stone, star, 
shapes and all, was surrounded by thirteen apple trees. A verbal and numerical enigma. Hermetic, 
esoteric, puzzling. The vampires didn't have anything like this, not even on their album sleeves.

Someone else who found it all a puzzle was Neved, staring at the stone block like a man trying to 
find a way of lifting it up and dropping it on himself.

"Looking for inspiration?" Raven stood alongside him.
"No."
"No. Never were into rock, were you?" The pun was lost on him. "Only so many times you can 

walk round the garden, isn't there?"
Neved checked the dregs of his coffee cup and turned to leave. "Yes, there is."
"You miss coaching Susan, don't you?"
"Why do you say that?"
"Because since you left the Lake District you've had a face like a dead fish."
"That's quite an image. I'll remember that." He made another effort to leave, but he wanted to talk,



and when someone wants to open up as badly as Neved, they hang around. They even talk to the 
likes of Raven. "Sometimes you have to accept the opportunity and make the best of it. Susan 
wasn't the most gifted student I ever had, but she tried. She worked hard and I felt as if we were 
making progress. It's a long time since I've experienced that. I was grateful for the meagreness of 
the quantity, but it was better than nothing."

"Would have been nicer if she wanted to be an opera singer though."
"Small mercies. That's the English expression, I believe."
"Yeah." Raven wouldn't choose the word mercy in a sentence about Susan, but she took the point.

"Gonna be a right ding dong when Lena goes after her this time."
Neved gasped. "Another confrontation, another bout of destruction. Another entry in the great 

book of results."
"Who do you think'll win?"
"Win?" Neved was astonished. "Win. Nobody wins these things. Nobody comes out of these 

confrontations with a victory. Even if she overcomes Susan there's still the burden of dealing with 
the repercussions, the ongoing hatred, the enduring enemies, the threat of revenge hanging in the air
like a permanent cloud. If she wrote down a list of her enemies in a book there wouldn't be a shelf 
strong enough to support its weight."

"Upset a lot of people, has she?"
Neved's expression reminded her of one of Wallet's put downs. "There isn't a city in the world she

hasn't cast her spell over."
"Why do you put up with her if she's so bad?"
He didn't answer quick enough to be sincere, to be convincing. "I don't know." He threw the dregs

of his cup across the stone block. A tear of old coffee dripped down the side. "I suppose we define 
ourselves by what we do as much as by the people we associate with. There comes a point when 
you have to make a choice." He turned away. "But it's all an illusion anyway."

-

If the house needed unpredictability there was about to be a surplus. Lena's suitcases were in the 
entrance hall. Raven heard footsteps and voices approaching, a marital dispute rumbling along the 
corridor from the dining room. She scampered into a void underneath the staircase as Lena and 
Neved crashed into the hall.

The argument was in German with occasional flourishes of Russian. Lena pushed herself up to 
Neved, face to face, almost nose to nose. Neved stood hunched, hands in pockets, his casual 
disinterest winding Lena ever tighter. He removed and replaced his glasses like a lecturer delivering
his lesson, whilst his student whirled around him with her long coat billowing and spinning. 
Eventually, Lena's voice became so hoarse she couldn't speak. Neved carried the suitcases up the 
stairs. Lena marched after him, her footsteps clicking heavily on each step.

"You want to be a witch or you want to be a vampire? You want an easy life. Isn't that what you 
really want? An easy life. Asleep all day like a vampire." Neved didn't want any of that. . . . "Colour
your hair any way you want, life doesn't get any easier whether you live by day or by night."

Raven emerged from under the stairs as Lena disappeared. "What did I say? Get a load of you, 
hormonal cow."

-

In spite of Bamberg's drawbacks, the language - which Raven didn't speak, the costs of a cup of tea 



- which Raven couldn't afford, and the apparent impatience of every shop worker - which Raven 
couldn't abide, there was one advantage. Klaus.

Klaus stood behind the counter of a book shop and always grinned whenever he saw the blue 
haired girl outside the window. On the day of Lena's outburst Raven found herself at the window, 
but didn't see anything beyond the glass. Neved was big enough to cope with his wife's fury, but she
was only nineteen, still too young to deal with an angry witch. And back in the Lakes there was an 
angry vampire with a kitchen knife and a similar short tempered intolerance of Raven's pessimistic 
view of life. She thought she was being realistic; every silver lining had a cloud attached to it. 
Which was true, but the options weren't looking good: Dee's blade, Lena's Athame or the blunt edge
of her dad's speeches back in Nottingham. The silver lining had unravelled and left her with just the 
cloud. At that moment she heard a voice. A German voice.

Klaus stood on the threshold of the bookshop, muttering in German.
"What?"
"Is your tongue okay today?" He grinned.
"Is my tongue okay?"
"Everyday you come to the window and stick your tongue out at me, but today there is no 

tongue."
Raven checked. "I know it's probably rude to be in another country and not speak the language, 

but I haven't been here long."
"Sprechen sie Deutsche?" he said, deliberately separating each word and further breaking them 

down into their component syllables.
"Nein. Nicht. No, whatever you lot say over here."
Klaus nodded. "Sprechen sie anything?"
"English, that's about it."
"Aha. And would you like to buy anything? A book perhaps. We sell a lot of books. It is a 

bookshop." He leaned away from the shop to point at the sign over the window.
Klaus had a gentle accent, as smooth as his skin and precise like his formal body language. He 

was a tidy looking youth, tidy like everything else in Bamberg (litter wasn't swept away it was 
arrested). But a tell-tale tattoo on his forearm suggested another side to him.

"You like Toten Herzen then?" said Raven.
"A little, but I'm not sure about the tattoo now."
"Is it permanent?"
Klaus sighed and rubbed his hand around the tiny crest. Bamberg wasn't a town to walk around 

covered in tattoos. Not even ones the size of a thumb.
"Toten Herzen for life, eh?" said Raven.
"I guess so."
"Were you drunk when you had it done?" Raven's hair filled Klaus's face as she bent closer to 

examine the tattoo.
"This is the big mystery. No, I was sober. I was in an orbit of stability."
"Oh, right. So, no excuses then."
"No."
"Maybe I should get one done."
The tattoo led to a conversation that led to a table outside a coffee shop and a piece of German 

cake too big even for Raven's appetite. When her jaws stopped chewing she asked Klaus for a 
favour.

"You're lying to me."
"I'm not lying, trust me," she said.



Klaus cautiously took out his mobile phone and tapped out a text message. "Coded," he said.
"Yeah. She'll know what it means when she gets it."
"Susan Bekker?" Klaus shook his head. "The real Susan Bekker." His voice deepened at the end 

of his sentences. Raven could sit and listen to it all afternoon. "Okay," he said. "Boris is unhappy. 
He misses you, all is not well in the gingerbread house."

"Right, now text that to. . . ." And she dictated the number from her own phone.
"And why don't you send her this message?"
"Because my phone is probably bugged."
Klaus widened his eyes. He was playing along, for now, humouring the blue haired English girl. 

"Sent."
"Good. There's just one thing," said Raven. "She won't know who the fuck you are. You'll have to

send her another one."
So he did, without question or hypothesis. Raven sat on the hard cafe chair and crossed her legs. 

She was growing conscious of her multicoloured leggings, more alien species disturbing the 
precision and respectability of Bamberg; colour in the wrong places, on legs and heads, the wrong 
colours in the wrong places. "So, what do you do?"

Klaus explained as simply as he could, but masters degrees in quantum physics were never easy 
to explain. Raven nodded politely. Every super-this and overexcited-that reminded her of Terence 
Pearl's blogs. Klaus saw the world in mathematical terms and binary models, strings of ones and 
zeros, real letters, imaginary numbers, Keplerian parabolas and Copernican vectors. To Klaus 
Raven's hair wasn't a blue cascade but more like a Euclidean expression bent through several axes 
of space-time. She couldn't resist asking him. "So, how do you explain vampires?"

Klaus laughed. He had small teeth. None of them pointed. Down to earth human teeth. 
"Antimatter maybe. Anti-neutrinos in collision with extra-dimensional surfaces, or perhaps self 
delusion. Maybe you should ask a psychologist how vampires can exist."

"You saying I'm mad?"
"Someone who dresses like you with blue hair, perhaps. Yes. Are you a vampire?"
"I might be, or I might not."
"But you don't have any fangs."
"They haven't grown yet!" Raven tried to suppress the fang-bearing grin. "You do know you've 

sent a text message to a vampire?"
"Yes, but it will still be daylight in England. She won't read it until after dark."
He was right, Susan would be fast asleep. Klaus was ahead of the game, not bad for someone who

didn't believe in vampires. "You're too clever, that's your problem."
"You like Bamberg?"
"Not really. It's very pretty, but it's boring."
"Boring. True, true."
"I'm not saying you're boring. Quantum physics and all that, I don't understand it, but it's not 

boring. Am I talking too much?"
Klaus said no and smiled. He couldn't take his eyes off Raven's hair, glancing at it, calculating its 

trajectory, concentrating on the light emittance and spectral analysis. 
"She'll probably reply when she gets up. She gets up about seven or eight, a bit sooner in winter 

when the sun sets earlier. It can still be light when she gets up, so long as there's no direct sunlight. 
There's something about the sun's rays that disagrees with them."

"Okay," said Klaus.
"You don't believe any of this, do you?"
"No." And he laughed again.



Raven found the photos on her phone and held them up to him. Klaus leaned forward and scrolled
through the images, his face evolving from dismissal to doubt to curiosity. There'd be a paper 
written about it soon. Raven with Susan, Raven in the studio with Dee sitting in the background, 
Raven with Rob Wallet and Rene, Raven with all four members of Toten Herzen. By the time Klaus
had viewed the last image he was ready to question the validity of solid space and sub-atomic 
stability.

"Are they the real thing?"
"Yep," said Raven. "In more ways than one, so let me know when she gets back to you. If you 

knew the truth you'd drop out of university."



NOTES: - GOL

DATE: 07/10/2014

The more dangerous they are the better they play. Susan is coming into focus for the last track 
and Dee is a different person. Is this co-operation at last. The film risks becoming boring if so.

And the video feels like it has suddenly come alive after being a concept for so long. The film 
crew is ready to go. They've been practising the set up and take down. They now have the time 
down to twelve minutes per summit. Twelve summits in total . . . four teams.

Relieved I'm not paying for this!

Jurgen asked Dee to dinner, but she turned him down.

notes:GOL
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Receiving permission to film on the summits was looking like an outside bet and Almer never bet, 
never risked his money. Close friends reminded him if working for Toten Herzen was a risk? It was,
but to his life, not his money. He drove Gol to the visitor centre in Whinlatter Forest to meet 
Cumberbatch, the man who never said yes. On the way there Gol had noticed Almer's ear plugs, but
didn't ask. He hadn't been looking forward to this car ride, a confined space and the sonic boom of 
Gol, but meeting Cumberbatch was so crucial the pain had to be endured.

Cumberbatch was ready for them in a small office (small enough to prevent any room for 
manoeuvre, physical and procedural) at the Whinlatter Forest visitor centre. The window sills were 
visited by various avian spectators who flickered away as soon as Gol's voice vibrated the glass. 
Cumberbatch winced. "You made a formal request," he said drying his eyes. "You cannot film on 
the fells because of a public order risk."

"Public order," said Almer.
Cumberbatch twisted in his seat when he spoke. "I know who you represent."
"Who's that then?" said Almer.
"Toten Herzen."
The man was a genius.  "No," said Gol who positioned himself away from the table as if the extra 

few inches would make a difference in tempering his voice.
"Word is out all over the fells that the band are in the area somewhere. Even the sheep are talking 

about it. Now I won't ask where, that's your privilege, but when your fans find out you're filming up
here as well there'll be trouble. And I can't allow that risk."

"You make them sound like trouble makers."
Cumberbatch was also intrigued by Almer's ear plugs. "They burned down a restaurant in Berlin 

and started a riot in Rotterdam."
And with a horse in Halifax Almer wondered if Toten Herzen fans had a morbid interest in 

alliteration. When Cumberbatch asked which part of the national park they wanted to film Almer 
looked at Gol who shook his head. "I'd rather not say. As I said on the phone we have five summits 
identified."

"But they'll be visible from the valley bottoms wherever they are. Plenty of space for these fans to
gather and we all know what happens when these fans gather."

"Newlands Valley is a big place," said Almer.
"Narrow lanes." Cumberbatch held his hands close together. "Back o'Skiddaw is difficult to 

reach. They'll destroy sensitive heathland."
"What about Long Slagdale?" said Almer.
"I don't think I've ever heard of Long Slagdale."
"I might have got the spelling wrong." Almer checked the note he had made from Wallet's list of 

suggestions. "I'm from Lincolnshire, I spell something as I hear it."
"Well, there are no Long Slagdales round here, so you definitely can't film there."
"Is there nowhere at all?" said Gol.
Cumberbatch blinked and suggested North Yorkshire. "They'll let anyone in over there."

-

Whinlatter Forest was dark enough without dark rain falling from dark clouds, but the conditions 
were perfect for Wallet. Permanently cloudy, changeable, miserable. He sat on a picnic table like an
oversized owl waiting for Gol and Almer to bring back the news.



"So how was he? Did you understand his accent?"
Almer poked out his ear plugs. "Officious twat. And where the fuck's Long Slagdale? Did you 

make that one up?"
"Long Slagdale." Wallet read Almer's note. "Longsleddale. Long-sled-ale. Fucking Slagdale, you 

dickhead. Anyway, where is he now?"
"Still in there."
"And you didn't tell him who it was?"
"He already knew." Gol hunched his shoulders.
"But it's still on, right?"
"Sure. Everything's stored in a warehouse at Manchester Airport waiting to come up here and be 

airlifted into place. It's eight hours work."
"It's still a lot of work in eight hours, Jens. You sure you can do this?"
"Sounds like a logistical nightmare." Almer led the other two back to the corpse wagon just as 

Cumberbatch left the building and scuttled towards his own car.
"Is that him?" Wallet's hungry look in his eye alerted Almer.
"Yeah. Gristle and bone, Rob. He's probably anaemic too."
Gol burst into life unravelling his directorial limbs. "Four helicopters, twelve tonnes of equipment

on the summits, four video desks and the sound desk in the cave. . . . Piece of cake."
"Piece of cake," said Wallet. "Does he know about the cave?"
"No," said Almer. "Let's face it, we're not gonna work on something like this again, are we?"
"Speak for yourself," said Wallet. "Just remember this is all being streamed live. If you fuck it up 

you'll fuck it up live on the internet."
"Look on the bright side," said Almer. "If Jens's choppers get shot down by the RAF what a video

that'll be. Toten Herzen never did anything like that. Makes papier mache horses look a bit shit."

-

The word was out. Susan's confidence boiled and bubbled like one of Lena's cauldrons. A defiant 
message to Toten Herzen fans appeared on the website the day after the Whinlatter meeting:

We will perform our first new release since 1976 on November 9th 2013. The song is titled 
Disorientated and the performance will be streamed live, here on the website. Keep checking back 
for the time. This you'll have to see to believe.

The fans read it, the media read it, people who wouldn't normally be interested read it, but most 
importantly Lena read it and made a note of the date.
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Marco Jongbloed had been warned: Wallet was on his way. After a search around Jongbloed’s 
coastal home the man himself was eventually found on the nearby dunes. His grey hair battled (and 
lost) a savage contest with a savage wind hurtling unopposed across the North Sea. The rest of him 
was calm, untouched, either at peace or worried beyond imagination.

The first complication was how to approach him. A shout from behind might give the old boy a 
heart attack, as would suddenly appearing in the sand next to him. After considering every fateful 
option Wallet found a distant entry point to the beach and walked towards Jongbloed's look-out 
point, emerging from the horizon like an innocent silhouette. But then Wallet remembered an old 
black and white drama Whistle and I'll Come to You, in which a terrified Michael Hordern was 
menaced on a beach by a dark, shadowy foe.

Wallet worried too much, overcomplicated every situation, and besides, there were unspoken 
advantages, positive repercussions, if Jongbloed's heart suddenly packed in at the sight of a 
threatening, black shape.

When both men recognised each other Jongbloed jumped to his feet and shouted something about
his bags being packed and ready.

"What, here on the beach?" Wallet couldn't see them.
"No, back in the house. Come on. Do we have time for a whisky before we go?"
"We have time, yeah. Bring it with you. Don't leave a good whisky in Holland, Marco."
"So, what is going on, Rob?" Jongbloed's steps were uneven across the sand. He walked like a 

younger man on the hard path back to his house. "I wonder if Susan doesn't tell me everything, not 
wanting to worry me, you know."

"She doesn't tell us everything, Marco. Always plays the long game. Always starts planning 
before anyone else has figured out there's a problem in need of a plan."

The whisky was a twenty-one year old GlenDronach matured in sherry barrels. Susan wasn't the 
only twentysomething Jongbloed had a taste for. He added a dash of water to his glass, excites the 
flavour, he said, but Wallet always preferred his single malts unaccompanied, his twentysomethings
straight up. Before he had a chance to drink it Jongbloed stopped him.

"I'm forgetting, you do still drink?"
"I'll force it down, Marco, don't worry." The whisky offered no resistance. "It's the little things 

that keep me human. You are bringing this with you, but I don't think it'll last long."
Before Wallet counted the number of cases Jongbloed had packed, he noticed the way the old guy

downed his whisky. A single gulp, no nose in the glass, no introduction to the palate. Head back and
gone. "You'll be a lot safer over there than over here."

"Yes. That's not troubling me. Rob, I've never done this before."
"What? You and Susan have never travelled . . . like, vamoosh, puff of smoke?"
"Is there a puff of smoke?"
"No, not really. Mind you, once you're gone you don't know what happens behind you. There 

might be a puff of smoke, a trail of mist, a flash and a bang and a hole in the ground. You sure you 
and Susan have never done this?"

Jongbloed nodded. There were potential complications and Raven had the only potion to stop 
them. "Can I ask you a personal question?" Wallet lifted one of the cases to determine the weight. 
"Did Micky Redwall know any secrets about Susan?"

"Micky Redwall? No, not that I know of. I only met him once. Once was enough."
"There's someone who might try to blackmail Susan, not that I want to worry you or anything."
Jongbloed was old, but he didn't look like a man at death's door. He certainly knew how to handle



a beard trimmer and there may have been a six pack somewhere underneath his thick knitted 
sweater. "Blackmail needs a scandal and what has Susan done that isn't already scandalous? Her 
reputation is already marked down."

"Oh, I don't know. Seems like a nice girl to me."
The slight lift in the corner of Jongbloed's mouth was enough to suggest other things, other 

activities that Wallet's imagination had an unhealthy appetite for. . . . Susan's private life was one 
thing, her private life with this old crock was another thing entirely. But he wasn't supposed to think
like that, he was here on a mission of mercy, a personal air lift, the evacuation of the old and 
vulnerable. Yes, a humanitarian mission and humanitarian required humanity. Wallet liked that; 
humanity ran contrary to what he felt he was becoming or possibly had already become. Little 
gestures like this were the threads by which he was still attached to the life he enjoyed before he 
descended into the irreversible existence of the beast.

"I've heard it's quite dark in the Lake District." Jongbloed's shot was below the belt.
"Oh, she told you that as well, did she? Well, she was impressed enough when I took her to the 

top of Scafell Pike."
"Aha." Jongbloed held one case and Wallet laden like a porter. "You two travel anywhere else?"
"No. I've been battered near Coniston, bagged in Bamberg and threatened in St. Petersburg and 

every time she was nowhere to be seen."
Jongbloed's grip on Wallet's arm relaxed. "Are we going to stand here talking?"
"Oh, right. Sorry. I should warn you, some humans have been known to throw up after doing this,

so when we arrive let me get a safe distance before you start heaving."
Off they went, no cloud, smoke, mist or any other vampiric vapours. They travelled, landed 

safely, and Jongbloed's digestive system remained inside him. Off he went towards the studio 
leaving Wallet to figure out where the cases should go. He ruled out the deep end of Derwentwater 
and they ended up on the bed, the double bed, in Susan's room.

Marco Jongbloed either didn't know or wouldn't say how the ghost of Micky Redwall knew about
Susan turning Tom Scavinio's wife, but Wallet didn't believe it anyway. Not the turning, but the 
nature of the secret: the Big Lie. Redwall couldn't know about the ins and outs of modern day life in
New York in 2013, even in his metaphysical state. Redwall didn't know, but Lena did.

Lena knew about the lie.
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The curiosity was perfectly understandable, not morbid at all, but Wallet had to see Jongbloed and 
Susan together. (Fully clothed; the beast in him wasn't completely in control yet.) After leaving the 
suitcases in Susan's room Wallet caught up with her other half, her sweetheart, before he could find 
the studio.

Susan's surprise when the vintage boyfriend walked into the control room was. . . . There was an 
unbearably long list of words to choose from: muted, reserved, casual, disinterested. She was 
reading a text on her phone and offered Jongbloed the slightest drop of a shoulder to present her 
face a few millimetres closer and more accessible to his kiss. And wow, was that kiss brief!

"Boris is unhappy. He misses you, all is not well in the gingerbread house." The message on her 
phone drew Jongbloed closer, head to head they examined the meaning.

"Who's it from?" said Jongbloed.
Susan didn't know the number. The second message was no clearer. "PS sent by a blue haired girl.

Everything's ok. What? Who the hell's this?" Susan couldn't stop yawning. "Boris? Who the fuck's 
Boris?"

"Blue haired girl," said Wallet. "Who do you think it is?"
Eventually the coded message uncoded itself and Susan wondered why Raven had even bothered 

to disguise it. "Elaine's waiting for you. Down at the lake. She's got something for you."
Wallet wanted to stay and continue his anthropological studies. The Susan and Marco show 

wasn't big on signs of mutual affection. The Dutch were being awfully British. Jongbloed became 
marooned in the awkward part of the control room, in the middle, neither sat down in comfort, nor 
stood up with conviction. He wanted a signal from Susan to relax, to acknowledge he was there. 
Instead, she pushed through the door into the live room and left him behind like an unwanted 
salesman.

"I'll leave you to it." Wallet pointed to a fader on the mixing desk. "Whatever you do, Marco, 
don't push that. It launches a missile from a silo at the back of the house. Scares the shit out of 
everybody when it goes off."

-

Elaine sat at the end of the jetty, her head bowed, attention drawn to the slop and gurgle of water 
against the timber supports.

"I'm back."
She stood up, manhandled Wallet to the edge of the jetty and covered his eyes with her hands.
"Don't push me in. Someone fell off the jetty in Bowness and he looked a right idiot. . . ."
"Ssh. Wait." Elaine held him there for a moment. He felt her body swell with each breath and the 

cool of the metal earring against his face. The ground turned soft, not the level solidity of the timber
jetty, but a deep sponginess of damp grass. The water whispered with a distant reverb suggesting an
immense distance, the climate altered from moist to dry and the birdsong wasn't the light chatter of 
finches, but the lofty call of buzzards. From within his enforced blindness Wallet guessed he was 
surrounded by an immense wall.

Elaine removed her hands. The views of Derwentwater and the distant low wooded fellside were 
replaced by a towering crowd of mountains, judgemental hard rock guardians serrated into multiple 
peaks. Thick snow lingered, trapped, in the bare concave face of the middle peaks, releasing 
eventually into a lake framed by conifers.

Wallet immediately recognised the scenery, but he had no idea where he was. The last time he 



had gazed at this mountainscape he had a paint brush in his hand and was recolouring the faded 
print that had hung on the wall for as long as he could remember. The colours now were real, vivid, 
vibrant, shifting subtly as the evening light teased the cloud. He painted what he remembered the 
original colours to be, but here were the original original colours: warm grey rock reflecting a 
pewter sky; snow almost blue from the purity of its whiteness; conifers transmuting from green to 
brown, tinted with a subtle patina of gold, the onset of autumn drawing out the old hues of summer. 
And the lake, like the sky, a pewter plate, the landscape twinned in the still waters.

The blood drained out of Wallet's head. This was the impossible discovery. His own lost valley, 
the enigmatic memory, lifted from the surface of a boyhood painting and projected around him.

"Where are we?" he said.
"Colorado."
"Colorado! How the hell did you find out?"
Elaine waved a folded sheet of lined paper. The same lined sheet on which he had sketched an 

awkward outline in ballpoint pen. At the time he told Elaine the same story he told Raven, of 
hopeless searches, false searches, a bogus, pointless, dishonest quest.

"I didn't tell you. I thought it would be a surprise if I found it. You'll notice now the sketch is back
to front."

His memories were always mirror images. He didn't know why. . . . 
"I asked Agniezka if she had ever seen a painting with this composition and she knew of a few. 

We eventually settled on this place. These mountains have been painted so many times."
Wallet felt his throat tightening and a wellhead of emotion forcing its way up. "What's the name 

of this place?"
"Maroon Lake."
He folded at the knees. The first wave of sobs pulled Elaine down to comfort him, to caress his 

shoulders and stroke his face, but her compassion only made him worse. He hated this, hated tears, 
no matter how natural they were, tears were a private matter especially when they blasted out with 
such force they shook you from head to toe, threatened to dislocate your ribs. But there, in the 
gullies and snowy scree of the mountains, in the combed treetops and brittle brushwood, the 
benevolent water . . . his lost childhood, a time surrendered, never to be retrieved. His ridiculous 
inventory of nostalgia gathering dust in rooms from Borrowdale to Rotterdam could never replace 
the time that was defiantly unreplaceable, accelerating away taking the pleasure and happiness with 
it. He searched for this valley for thirty years hoping to god he'd find it and at the same time fearful 
of finding it. He wanted the valley to remain a symbol, a reward, an elusive promise that life would 
one day be good again. As good as it was all those years ago when the painting hung on the wall.

"Raven always says she hates her life." He regained some control. "It'll be gone before she knows 
it."

"Yeah, well that's up to her. She's old enough to do something about it. But what about this? What
are you going to do to get over this. You're gonna need a warehouse soon for all the shit you keep 
buying."

"I don't know what I want. Whatever it is, I know I can't have it."
"So, stop looking for it."
"That's easier said than done."
"I'm a lot older than you," she whispered. "Trust me. You have a long time ahead of you, you can 

go on searching forever, but you have to let it go. You have so much time and the ability to 
understand how much time you actually have. You can plan it, make use of it, make it work for you,
not be controlled by it. You're not a prisoner of life anymore."

"There's so much rage, Elaine. I can't stop it and I don't know where it's coming from. And I'm 



starting to enjoy it." A flash of memories and another crippling wave of emotion doubled him up.
"We all feel it. It's the one curse you can never get rid of. You just have to control it. And you 

will." She hugged him again. "Trust me. It doesn't get any better, but it gets easier to control."
"How did you cope with it? You must have butchered the guy who killed your dad."
"I've never met him. I don't know where he is and I've never tried to find him. I don't want to 

know." Maroon Lake cast its spell over Elaine. "What's the point, it won't bring anyone back. Once 
it's gone it's gone. Live with it." She kissed Wallet's forehead. "You have to live with it." She took 
the sketch. "There's no log cabin, by the way. I don't know where you got that from."

"I always thought there was a log cabin."
"You thought it was the other way round too. What's up with you?"
"Maybe they took it down."
"Who gives a fuck, you've got your fucking picture, enjoy it. Jesus!"
"All right, all right. Give us a break." Elaine yanked him onto his back. He knew what was 

coming next.
"You live and breathe the past, so what about the last two years? What stands out?"
"Top trumps next to the canal in Rotterdam. Dee and me on top of a roof near Terence Pearl's 

home."
"You and Dee?"
"Yeah. Quoting Milton. Paradise Lost. What else? Susan's bite. That hurt, that did." Sitting in the 

bar with Lena sipping her brandy, studying the inscription on her bracelet, examining her delicate 
gloved fingers. A memory tainted by Lena's explosive threat. "And this," Wallet spread his arms, 
"this revelation. How can I not remember this?"

"Call it year zero." Elaine mounted him. "Today, the first day to find new things, collect new 
memories. And you can start with this. . . . " As she rode him she found his neck and bit, bit hard 
and deep like she always did.



NOTES: - GOL

DATE: 15/10/2014

Susan will explode tonight. Musically. She is building up with some strange sense of 
confrontation. The prospect of the video working out is inspiring her and I believe she sees it as 
some kind of statement to the world. Hopefully we'll be ready and they won't turn up and do the 
shoot before we arrive with the cameras!

I'm also feeling confident we won't be shot down by the RAF when we transport the equipment up
to the tops. Susan wants to expand the scope of the summit effects. It isn't too late in the day, so 
long as they can tell me the locations in the next twenty four hours.

Jurgen plays with fire every time he asks Dee out to dinner with him.

notes:GOL
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Toten Herzen were never a well oiled machine. Far from it, left to look after themselves they 
rumbled along from one mishap to the next, sputtering and misfiring. Success was usually the result
of external expertise, but Micky Redwall had been dead for most of the time after 1977. Tom 
Scavinio was shacked up in marital bliss with something that resembled his late wife. And Marco 
Jongbloed was a worn facsimile of his younger wealthy self and reduced to following his girlfriend 
around like a trained Labrador. All this forced Susan to take charge. Capable of outfoxing people 
when she tried, she insisted she was more of a lieutenant than a general; no one believed her. Not 
for a minute.

She had Wallet by her side, but his presence in a crisis was hardly reassuring. Ask him to find a 
near mint copy of the Beano from 1971 and he was your man. Organisational dexterity was not his 
strongest point. However, Susan believed Wallet's presence had one advantage in the current crisis: 
he knew the terrain, he knew the area, every wall, every path, every ravine and fold, every peak and 
cairn. He knew the Lake District and with Rene's reconnaissance complete Wallet might be able to 
provide the final flourishes. He just didn't know it yet.

"Have you died or fallen asleep standing up?" Almer's voice rumbled through Susan's 
headphones.

"Sorry, miles away." An array of familiar faces stared through the window of the control room, 
anticipating Susan's solo, her contribution to track seven, the single: Disorientated.

"When you're ready," said Almer. "The coven's not arrived yet, plenty of time, you know."
"You're not worried, are you?" said Susan.
"No, I'm not worried," said Almer. "I don't believe for one minute ball lightning's going to come 

through the wall and blow us all to kingdom come."
"Good line that, Almer," said Dee rotating her chair. "Write it down. We can use that on the b-

side."
The band had already agreed they wouldn't be forced out of someone else's home. The humans 

could leave if they wanted, but would probably survive as far as the garden gate. Staying put with 
the vampires was as safe as the situation was going to be.

"Okay, can you play it back on a loop," Susan said settling the Flying V into position. "From 
Rene's roll at the start of the second chorus."

Almer lined things up. The music started, bass, drums and Dee's rhythm harmonies played over 
and over as Susan closed her eyes, swayed slightly from side to side and doodled. The notes 
eventually came, unimpressive at first, simple arpeggios, but then . . . she paused, the loop played 
again and the notes emerged a second time.

No one spoke, Almer stopped fiddling with the mixing desk and waited for Susan to bring her 
guitar to life. The singing had stopped, she was on her own territory now, doing what she did best, 
what she was supposed to stick to. There was nothing here Neved could teach her. The list of tutors 
and mentors went back to 1968: Hendrix, Beck, Clapton, Paige, every note heard and stored away, 
every performance studied, every gesture catalogued. If only people were ready to see through the 
headlines, the rumours, put to one side what she wasn't and appreciate what she was. A guitarist in 
her own right, a skilled musician, a thoughtful musician. She found an intense bluesy distorted riff 
and followed it, bending the strings until they almost overlapped, grabbing the whammy bar by an 
invisible scruff of its neck. But she hadn't found the riff, hadn't found the pattern of notes and 
chords that would lodge in the collective unconscious. The moment would come, the serious shit 
would ignite, when she dropped her head to unravel the full length of her coal black hair and 
disappear into a trance.



It happened without warning, she hit that moment, the sweet spot, pulled the nuclear trigger. The 
riff emerged like a demented jig, a diabolical dance that went on and on and on. . . . Three minutes 
she worked the vintage V to the point of exhaustion, tormenting the strings, threatening to pull the 
neck from the body. When she opened her eyes all the faces were still there, mesmerised, mouths 
slightly open, bodies in suspended animation.

"A jig?" Dee pulled a cable out of a rack of filters. Almer lurched for it as if grabbing at his own 
life support system. "She's gone all Irish on us. Why is she playing jigs?"

"Sounded like a sabbat to me." Almer slapped Dee's hand and replaced the cable. "She's 
obviously got witches on the brain."

"Did anyone see Rob tonight?" Susan pulled the guitar off. Dee shook her head. "I need to talk to 
him." She swept out of the studio and headed for Wallet's room.

-

Wallet was definitely around. The theme tune to The Persuaders pumped a whiff of the seventies 
into the upstairs corridor.

"When you've finished. . . ." Susan arrived at his bedroom door to find Wallet lying on his bed, 
laptop balanced on thighs, bass guitarist curled up next to him. "Oh, sorry."

"We finished about ten minutes ago," Elaine mumbled.
"Yeah. Sounds romantic. Rob, I need a favour off you."
"Whatever you wish."
"The video and the summits. We need to adjust the plan slightly."
"Gol's not gonna like that." Wallet was online examining boats for sale in the Mediterranean.
"It's okay by Gol. He just needs the locations."
"For what?"
"Speak to Rene, he'll brief you." Susan left Wallet to deal with it.
"If I wore a cap like Brian Johnson she'd want me to doff it, you know."
"You love it." Elaine noticed a motor yacht priced at five million Euros. "There, one day you'll be

able to afford that one."
"That's just my style. Do boats have headlights?"

-

Wallet asked Rene the same question, but he either didn't know, didn't hear or didn't care. Susan's 
instructions were all that mattered and now he was guiding Wallet along the path between Skiddaw 
Little Man and the main summit of Skiddaw. The brief had been explained, although it was less of a
brief and more a devious plan, a diversion from the original ambition. The video for Toten Herzen's 
first single for forty years would be an audio-visual event in more ways than one.

"We don't need to walk, you know," said Wallet.
"Yeah, I know. But isn't this so much better." Rene insisted on pointing out features that even in 

the dark Wallet was familiar with. The Vale of Keswick, Grisedale Pike, even the distant Jaws of 
Borrowdale.

"I know the Jaws of Borrowdale, Rene, we're staying in a house fifteen minutes up the road from 
them. I thought this was urgent."

"Plenty of time. Everyone's asleep. No point in rushing."
The south summit of Skiddaw was reached. The hassled crows continued their never ending 

quarrel with the gale and cloud blowing across the top.



"This is where Elaine will be. Gol has already got his second unit shots. Susan wants something 
to create a disorientating feel to it. Strobes, varilights, lots of changing colours. Gol thinks it's 
possible, but he needs to know where to position things."

"What? That's more equipment to cart up here."
"He has capacity and the teams are like Formula 1 mechanics getting the stuff set up and taken 

down. Have you seen them? They're unreal."
"Don't tell me they're unhuman." Wallet wanted to know if the unreal would position all these 

varilights and strobes. Unless people abseiled down the northern face it all sounded like a job for 
the vampires.

Rene bounded over to the edge of the ridge. "No, look, you can position stuff just over the edge 
here, pointing down." He grabbed Wallet's arm and they were both down in the cleft below the 
flank of the hill. "And down here, searchlights pointing up."

"Yeah. True." Wallet pulled the same trick on Rene, took his arm and transported him over the 
other side of Skiddaw to the top of Carlside. "Put your lights here and play around with the col. 
Whichever way they come, up Southerndale or Slades Beck, it'll be treacherous in the dark."

The alternative idea had potential. Rene studied the topography, the twisting angles, the variable 
levels, the inevitability of mistaking one top for another. "And the turbulence blowing around here. .
. ."

"Put your lights over on Blencathra, concentrate them along Sharp Edge and watch the 
devastation all that causes when you strobe them on and off."

Rene tapped a few words into his tablet and suggested they move over to location number two. 
Swirl Edge, the lofty podium reserved for Dee.

"I thought we could also set up on Fairfield, Loughrigg, Great Dodd, Grasmoor. . . ." And on he 
went to reveal his newly discovered friends, his mountainous acquaintances. Every name he 
suggested was countered with several alternatives from Wallet. Rene's familiarity with the maps 
didn't compare to Wallet's innate familiarity with the landscape. Rene knew the tops, Wallet knew 
the supporting tops. For each Wainwright Rene quoted, Wallet returned two Birketts.

Up on Swirl How he told Rene to put his map away. "Great Carrs has east facing cliffs that are 
almost sheer. You could line the topmost edges from Wetherlam to Little Carrs and produce a wall 
of light that would stop the Luftwaffe." To prove his point Wallet took Rene to the remains of a 
Halifax bomber that crashed into the lower flanks of Great Carrs during the second world war. "You
could put lights over the other side of the pass, pick out the first couple of Crinkles."

At the top of Crinkle Crags the manic growth of new lighting rigs concerned Rene. "You're 
probably right. Gol only has so much time to set all this up."

"I thought Susan said he was okay with it. Like Formula 1 mechanics you said a minute ago."
"Yeah." Rene laughed. "That was before Rob Wallet refound his mojo and starting lighting the 

entire area."
The light pollution plan had to end somewhere, but not at the top of Yoke. Rene totalled up the 

number of locations visited in the last hour. Eighteen, and they still hadn't touched down in the west
and the Grasmoor massif. (We'll talk about that when we get there, Wallet suggested, picturing the 
myriad summits, sub-summits, lower tops, minor features and outlying ridges.)

"You know, this is all a bit haphazard," said Wallet. The dashing about needed some creative 
logic, some rationale. A plan. Rene had to agree. Weighting down the four corners of a map with 
the whole Lake District area on one side they stood over it and plotted their own preferred key 
points.

"Do you actually think this will work?" Wallet knew the Lake District had the power to confuse 
the unprepared walker, but it had never been tested by several thousand coven members.



Rene nodded. He was too busy checking the contours, looking for points where the lines 
converged into one. Verticality. "They'll be coming from the east, or will they?"

"Well, that's it exactly. If they are what they say they are they'll just appear here, there and 
everywhere. They're not gonna fly over Harter Fell like the cavalry. You've got to catch them on the
tops and keep them away from the four performance summits."

One of which was Helvellyn. Rene's chosen spot for the drums. "Okay, what about this. The four 
main summits, we have those planned and ready. One summit on each of the main massifs, light the
edges of the higher vertical faces. . . ."

"And light up the ghylls. One big lamp can create an illuminated path drawing them into the 
deeper ones."

Rene wasn't sure which ghylls Wallet had in mind. "Well, like this bastard. . . ." Wallet stood at 
the head of Piers Ghyll, a fearsome gash in the side of Lingmell, wicked in its blackness, evil in its 
unknowable depth, a lightless pit that chopped and hacked its way down to the valley floor. "You 
know a guy fell down there in 1921. Seventeen days with a broken leg before they pulled him out."

Rene peered over the precipitous lip of the chasm. "There might be others still down there."
"You could light up the north face of Great End, Scafell Rock, Great Slab on Bowfell." Wallet 

held Rene's shoulder and pulled him this way and that at the mention of each name. In several 
blinks of the eye they teetered along Jack's Rake on Pavey Ark, tottered on the point of the 
Howitzer on Helm Crag, perched outside the entrance of the Priest's Cave overlooking the head of 
Dovedale, and calculated the aftermath of a night-time visit to Lord's Rake. "If you light the lower 
half of this place, you'd pull them in and there's a boulder blocking the head of the Rake." Wallet 
slapped his fist into his palm.

On the Mickledore ridge Rene sat down and studied Wallet for a moment. "Is this what happens 
when you get close to Elaine?"

"News travels fast. Does what happen?"
"I thought you didn't like this place in the dark."
This place in the dark still had its charms, its drama. The deeper ghylls and rakes were no blacker 

and impenetrable at night than they were during the day. But Wallet's energy came from  the 
mission not the location. His days of marching all the way to the tops and marching back down 
again for a pie and a pint were over. The point now was to march to the tops and leave a trap, leave 
a nasty surprise.

"How do you know about Elaine and me?"
Rene was consulting a map on his tablet. "Well, Elaine told Dee not to tell anyone, and Dee told 

Susan not to tell anyone, and Susan told me not to tell anyone."
"Great. So, I'm the last to find out. Well, let's just say she's opened my eyes, pointed me in a 

different direction, all that existential bollocks. . . ."

-

When Wallet and Rene blew into the studio Almer had shut down the control room and Gol was 
making notes of his day's filming. "Susan around?" said Rene. Almer's thumb pointed at the live 
room where Susan was replacing a string.

"We think we've got everything shortlisted." Wallet spoke before he realised the intercom was 
turned off. (He still couldn't get the hang of these things.) His instantaneous appearance in the live 
room made Susan jump. 

"Stop . . . is there no way you can give some advance warning before you do that?"
"What does everyone else do?"



"They come through the fucking doors, that's what everyone else does."
"We've finalised the shortlist." Wallet waited. Rene walked through the door of the live room 

(typical of the Dutch to stick together) followed by Almer and Gol. "Elaine on Skiddaw," he was 
interrupted by Gol.

"Are we sticking to the original locations," he bellowed.
"Elaine on Skiddaw, Dee on Swirl How, Rene on Helvellyn and Susan on Scafell Pike."
"And the cave's ready," said Gol.
"The cave." Susan was eager to visit the final, crucial component of her plan.
Wallet instigated the transfer to the chosen underground bunker, a blasted and battered chasm 

inside an unidentified mountain. Susan was pleased, very pleased. "What do you think, Almer?"
"How do I know, I can't see my hand in front of my face."
Neither could Gol whose voice was now ten to fifteen times louder than anywhere else on Earth. 

His words agitated the thick, dry atmosphere, provoking a distant flurry of movement, possibly the 
cave's bat population disturbed by the explosive sound waves. "Presumably there's a link to the 
outside for the broadcast signal."

"Maybe we should go outside," said Rene's voice. "The dark outside is lighter than the dark in 
here."

"Hang on, someone's let go of my hand." Almer was almost left behind until Susan came back for
him. They followed Rene (with Gol) who followed Wallet along a beam of diminishing darkness. 
The tunnel led them to the sheer face of the mountain and the gut-clenching plunge to the valley 
below.

"Fall down there and you won't stop rolling for a fortnight," said Wallet.
"Holy smoke, what a view." Susan stepped out onto the rung of a metal ladder pinned to the 

vertical face of the crag. "This will do. This will do it for me." She clambered to the top of the rocky
pinnacle and screamed across the valley to the opposite fell. "Come on, Lena, you bitch. Bring the 
fight to me, you fucking loser."



NOTES: - GOL

DATE: 09/11/2014

This is it. If it goes wrong I'm a dead man. The album is done, recording complete for that part of
the process. At least if they don't find my body they'll find the film, Blair Witch style!

Concentrating on the four summits for the band means the primary locations are in place. Slight 
problem on Swirl How when the Marshall's were nearly dropped on a wild camper's tent, but the 
power is working, the lights look good. Elsewhere, the beacons on the other seven summits will be 
effective when they're all lit.

Not all of Rob's suggestions could be accommodated in time, but we will be able to light up 
Lord's Rake close to Susan on Scafell, Piers Ghyll, Jack's Rake and Nethermost Cove. Putting 
lights under the water of the lakes was a suggestion too far.

One day, the management of the Honister Slate Mines will look back on all this and wonder why 
they never figured out Toten Herzen were using their facilities! I told them it was a rock video, but 
they obviously missed the pun. This is why I never tell jokes.

notes:GOL
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The band's website featured a clock counting down to the video launch, the new single, trouble. On 
the same page messages from each member offered sincere wishes, offhand comments, brief asides 
and confusing anecdotes. Fans were expected to match the names to the messages; some were more 
obvious than others.

"Why does everyone think I've written bollocks to it all, I'd rather have a bath. I don't talk like 
that." Dee strolled away from Gol's video desk and prowled around the cave, stroking the strings of 
her Explorer. Like a faulty valve the guitar would emit a soft strumming melody and then explode 
with deafening powerchords. She was agitated, ready to go. Gol couldn't be heard above the 
amplified crashing and banging.

Wallet wanted a director's chair with his name on it, recognition of his role, whatever it was: 
Assistant Director, Associate Producer, Creative Consultant. Rene suggested Runner, Tea Boy, 
Lackey, which probably wasn't far off the truth, but importantly - a point lost on everybody in the 
cave - he was part of the music, part of the set up, not the band's pet monkey. And it was no easy 
task. Five Lakeland summits over two thousand feet high in the shit and filth of November, loaded 
with lighting and sound equipment. Another seven summits topped off with beacons. Ridges primed
with lamps, ghylls illuminated, anything dangerous prepared for a pyrotechnic battle.

Vision and nerve pulled it all together, the vision and nerve of Jens Gol. When the early concepts 
were discussed he was the one who threw out ideas for quasi-uniforms and proto-militarism; and 
pretending to be a bunch of ordinary folk provoked a scribbled fuck off on a piece of paper, which 
he then set on fire with his cigarette lighter. (They had no idea he smoked.) Only middle class 
public schoolboys pretend to be ordinary, he preached, almost prodding a hole in the meeting table, 
they look like cunts.

"The creative force is the power behind his voice," said Wallet to Susan. "He doesn't look up to 
much until you ask him a question and then he turns into Attila the Hun."

Credit was due only so far. Gol's mental brawn was the partner to Susan's devious brain and 
together they conjured up this malevolent plan during a midnight meeting in a corridor outside 
Raven's room. It kept her awake, but the loss of sleep was a small price to pay for a realtime audio-
visual struggle against the elements of nature, bureaucracy and black magic.

Away in the real world, amongst the slumbering locals and the beady-eyed tourists, the National 
Park authority and County Council had abandoned any attempt to stop what was going on, such was
the scale of operations. No sooner had they issued a court injunction against Alien Noise 
Corporation than news came in of a ton of equipment airlifted to the top of Helvellyn. In the dark.

For several nights helicopters had buzzed the moonlit summits like nocturnal dragonflies. The 
2nd unit filmed their supporting imagery for the live event and a mock television report from high 
above the nominated fells.

But the big worry, the dread, was the absence of fans, the terrible silence, and the reasons why 
they hadn't come. Not knowing where they were or if they were on their way was more troubling 
than watching what they'd do once they showed up. The simple missing ingredient, the hidden 
threat, worried the local authorities more than the sudden appearance of all the equipment on the 
mountain tops, more than the hovering and swooping helicopters, more, even, than the bothersome 
issue that Toten Herzen were here somewhere. But no one knew where.

Since the band had made the announcement the Westmorland Gazette and Lake District Herald 
had run with increasingly lurid headlines picking up every little titbit of local weirdness. A drop in 
temperature, wasps nests, spilled milk, people tripping up, all were added to the growing almanac of
strange phenomena. Ever since a local taxi driver had revealed that Toten Herzen were amongst us 



the mystery of the talking sheep fell into place. Of course, it all made sense now. Talking sheep, a 
car crash on the A591, ale turning sour at the White Lion in Hawkshead, a dead duck found near 
Glenridding, a glove abandoned on the edge of Loweswater, the list went on. Thunder in August, a 
heatwave in July, less rain than usual at Seathwaite. Lost keys at Brantwood invoked an evacuation 
and almost caused a delegation of Chinese artists to stampede. A man falling ill in Newby Bridge 
was blamed on vampiric toxins, and an outbreak of coughing and sneezing at a pig farm near 
Witherslack had farmers fearing for their own livestock.

-

Almer had kept a record of it all, uploaded the details to the band's website and tweeted each new 
diabolical turn of events. "At least we haven't been blamed for the tornado on Grasmoor." He was 
operating the sound desk from inside the cave. "They actually had a proper scientist come along and
explain that one."

"Been a tough year for the area." Susan struggled to settle on decent levels to match the cave's 
uncontrollable acoustics. "They'll be glad when we're gone." She wandered outside to the ledge and 
its lofty suspension along the cliff face above the pass. Still carrying her Flying V she serenaded the
valley and then rang Raven in Bamberg. "How you coping?"

"Fine. Picked up a few German words. Most of them scientific."
"Scientific?"
"Yeah. Long story. You can read about it when I write my biography."
"You write your autobiography. Someone else writes a biography." She made another adjustment 

to the Flying V.
"What's the weather like?"
"Fine. It's cloudy, but the cloud's high enough to stay off the tops. We're all ready."
"Not nervous then?"
Susan looked down and took a deep breath of the freshest Lake District air. "We don't get 

nervous, sweetheart. It's not us who should be worried tonight."
"Neved's worn a hole in all the carpets. He looks like he's gonna have a fit."
"Keep an eye on him. Tell him I'm looking forward to working with him again."
"Are you?"
"Absolutely. He didn't choose to leave. I've got a feeling he'll be back. I've gotta go. It's nearly 

time."
"All right. Good luck. Remember, you owe me a big favour for this."
Susan was well aware of the risks Raven had taken and the gesture she had made. But now wasn't 

the time to discuss payment.

-

With moments to go the web feed stirred and high definition images panned across an alien 
landscape of pyramidal peaks, long switchback ridges, boulder ravaged plateaus and deeply 
scooped cols. Zooming towards a single summit the first signs of life emerged. Marshall stacks 
arranged in a monolithic ring surrounded a pulsing platform, beating like a luminescent heart. Sixty 
seconds remained, sixty seconds for the platform to deliver an offering or receive a visitor, sixty 
seconds before the birth of a new generation of headlines, speculation answered, worries confirmed.

Thirty seconds and still no sign of activity although the lights around the platform were agitating 
for action, someone to illuminate. They caught the late season insects, the briefest sparks of fame, 



microscopic supernovae.
Ten seconds and the sharp eyed will have noticed the platform was one of four interchanging 

locations, four expectant stages on four different summits.
Countdown complete, the video started. A montage of old footage gathered up the preceding 

years, the First Age of Toten Herzen. The world was black and white when a shuffling foursome on 
timber floored stages first murdered an already noisy din. Desaturated colour fleetingly glimpsed 
the band backstage in long forgotten, long demolished arenas. Oversaturated colour couldn't warm 
them up when they made grainy television appearances in America, nervous glances to camera, 
uncertain answers to interrogators. Susan walked through an airport terminal, Dee stood on a statue 
in some last century city, Elaine collided with a roadie, Rene on a tour bus played a computer game 
before computers were invented. It was all so innocent, so much veneer and whitewash. A 
distraction. Almost parodic. Someone took the decision to exclude the fires, flares and flagpoles, the
sulphur and cinders, the aftermath of exuberance, the wasteland inevitably left behind every 
visitation.

When the music started the sound rumbled across the fells like the mysterious August thunder. 
Every valley heard the boom. Wallet heard it from Wrynose Pass and the shore of Bassenthwaite, 
the soundwave grumbled along Mickleden and Grisedale. Wherever he stood to observe the chosen 
summits he felt his ribcage tremble and the ground vibrate as the opening notes roamed the Lake 
District.

Neved's introductory arrangement lifted the cloud, cleared the air and cued the lighting. Finally 
they appeared, silhouettes, shapes, Toten Herzen poised to launch from their glittering stages spread
across the roof of England. Gol's camera work was restless and breathless, adoring and intrusive. It 
retreated when Dee bounced like a jack-in-the-box on Swirl How, encroached the claustrophobic 
cage of Rene's drum kit on Helvellyn, stared down the neck of Elaine's black and brooding 
Thunderbird on Skiddaw, and swooped across Susan's billowing hair, tormented like a wingless 
Valkyrie on Scafell Pike.

They were watched by millions, but seen by no one. The unfamiliar performed by the 
overexposed. The future embraced by the past.

Susan wanted to be a legend, she didn't say it out loud to anyone, she wouldn't dare, but she 
wanted it. The seed had been blown towards her by Wallet in a foggy car park near Rotterdam and 
here she was, beneath the cloud, alone and exposed with her signature guitar, iconic and 
memorable. But it wasn't enough to stand on top of a mountain, even though mountaintops were the
preferred homes of legends, it wasn't enough to play live on the internet dazzled and strafed by her 
own personal lighting rig. Elaine came close: don't you have to die first (to be a legend)? Susan was
already dead so the options were working against her. No, to become the legend she craved she had 
to do something legendary in the next ten minutes.

Three minutes in and the eyes and ears of the internet fell on her and the approaching solo, the 
guitar licks growing and gripping, increasing in threat and menace, musical pyrotechnics about to 
ignite. Gol framed her with a dramatic wide angle shot, placing her against a swollen panorama as if
she owned the place, mistress of all that enveloped her, a stern girdle of mountaintops lost in 
worship.

"Okay, here we are and we can't make ourselves any more vulnerable than this," she said fiercely 
to the camera lens. The music cantered along in the background. "If you're gonna do anything do it 
now. You have your lightning and your circles, you can speak to the dead and kill the living, so 
come on, let's see what you can do when we make it easy for you. Come and take us, come and 
knock us off these mountain tops. Come and fucking kill us right here where we stand. For one 
night only we're giving you a golden fucking opportunity to take what you want." Whatever the 



summit gale was planning it had neither the strength nor the will to blow her off her feet, no matter 
how intensely it raged, no matter how clumsily it barged her, she was fused to the ancient rock, 
fused to the mountain. And she played. She played like her life and soul depended on it.

-

From Keswick in the north to Coniston in the south the music sucked people out of hotels and pubs.
Gossip and rumour fulfilled, every told-you-so and what-did-I-say affirmed. Mumbling clusters and
chattering groups of pundits, seasoned locals and day trippers united and pointed their disbelieving 
eyes upwards to views obscured by the convex rumps of the hillsides. Better pictures were online 
where every angle was covered, every band member scrutinised in sharp unflattering detail. Online 
audiences were snatched up with the eagles or dropped into ringside seats bathed in the light, 
surrounded by the Marshalls. The dopes down in the valleys, drawn outdoors by the live promise of 
a glimpse of rock star backside cavorting in the distance, were instead treated to the low end rumble
of guitars, the thump of kick drum and the strange aurora of multicoloured light.

Wallet visited the various crime scenes, skulked in the corners and squares of villages, crept along
lay-bys and car parks, verges and viewpoints; keen eared to every puzzled comment and 
exclamation. Jesus was up there somewhere, or the army, or mountain rescue, idiots lighting fires. 
(The spectators in one valley couldn't know there were idiots lighting fires on several other 
summits.) Few made the correlation between reality and the internet - as if the two had ever been 
closely related - they tried to join the dots and reconcile the fantastic images on the web stream with
the dark vacant reality on the fell tops. Something wasn't right, but they just couldn't put their 
collective fingers on it.

He sneaked up to the back of a rubbernecking crowd in Keswick and stood shoulder to shoulder 
with a large man holding a small pair of binoculars.

"Swallows?" said Wallet.
"Swallows, not swallows, they look more like rooks. They're enormous." He trained his 

binoculars on a cloud of birds increasing in density over the pyramidal peak of Skiddaw.
Helvellyn's illuminations had attracted its own shifting, squirming vortex of birds, thousands of 

uninvited extras. From Little Langdale, made virtually impassable by the column of cars plugging 
the narrow lane, the menacing mass of birds over Swirl How could be seen cavorting with larger 
figures, too big to be rooks, too noisy to be birds. Wallet recognised the game plan. Once Scafell 
Pike became the final centre of avian attention Lena's coven of superwitches would be in the air, 
lightning rods primed and god knows how many restless corpses brought along for effect. Perhaps 
now the crowds would see some action and get their money's worth.

-

Up on Skiddaw's mesmerising top, the rooks scattered every time the lights swung around and 
swatted them in the face. Enough noise and commotion came from the wind's antagonistic heavy 
breathing before the Marshall's sonic outbursts added to the pandemonium. This was the summit 
from hell, impossible to fly, impossible to avoid a painful collision with a hysterical wall of birds or
a devastating wall of rock.

Lena dropped out of the sky, negotiating the sharpened chaos and turbulence until she hit the 
safety of solid ground, almost losing her besom on impact. Stray claws and beaks recorded several 
deep scars on her face as if she had fallen through an airborne thicket. Neumann landed alongside 
her, equally scratched and scuffed, roughed up by the aggressive flock of black sentinels.



"Look at this, look at it. Everything here, the stage, the lighting, the cables, everything you need 
for a performance, but no performer." Lena couldn't match the volume of the Marshalls and 
Neumann didn't lip read.

"They must have seen us, maybe they're watching us now." Watching from Skiddaw Little Man 
or the farther summit of Blencathra barely visible through the blizzard of birds. If he could see them
they could see him and Lena and their distress, their introductory assault, but there were no visible 
musicians, no guitarists, no drummer, no singer. No band.

"Stay around here, one or more of them might come back." She swiped the blood off her face. "If 
we can cover the remaining summits we can force them to appear."

Above the deadly cloud a second wave of coven members circled, waiting for Lena to rejoin 
them. She looked for a clear space to take off, ran towards a line of lamps and almost plunged over 
the disguised northern edge of the summit. Neumann's anticipation and final lunge to grab her by 
the ankles almost caught her in mid-air, mid-fall. Another ten inches, another split second and the 
accelerating angle of the slope would have concluded Lena's mission. She was pinned down by 
humiliation, forced to crawl on all fours like a wounded animal garbling a desperate incantation for 
flight, the words throttled by the debilitating memory of her last visit to this wretched summit. . . . 
Nestled against her waist the besom shuddered as the power of the spell took hold and launched its 
determined payload back into the violent darkness.

On Helvellyn, she found Birgitte squatting in the walled shelter of the cairn, nursing crimson 
lacerations beneath a shredded layer of clothing. Her wounded face flickered in the strobe lighting, 
damaged by birds, damaged by defeat. Beyond the cairn where the vast summit levelled, an 
identical henge of Marshalls blasted the atmosphere; the ground visibly shaken by the unremitting 
shockwave sweated in a dust storm of vibrating stone. And in the middle of the blinking light and 
the throbbing volume, the empty podium, the missing musician.

"Any suggestions?" Birgitte struggled to make herself heard.
"They've planned this. We'll find this on every top we visit. Susan is out here, she has to be out 

here."
"But she can't be."
"The internet, Birgitte, the performance is live, but where they're actually playing I don't know."
"Christ, Lena, they could be in the Alps." Birgitte's frustration dragged her away from the safety 

of the cairn towards the eastern horizon and its fiery turbulence, each peak a potential hide out, the 
real source of the sound. Rhythmic lighting guided her footsteps towards the edge, but the edge was
a footstep less than the cruel lights suggested. Lena was too exhausted to stop her colleague 
vanishing as if a trap door had opened beneath her. Birgitte's scream momentarily rose above the 
music before it was swallowed by the waiting chasm.

-

After the anaemic camper was found in Wasdale - pale faced, delirious, complaining about being 
bothered by non-conformist sheep - the tents were casually (that is, without wanting to make a fuss)
packed away, and bookings dropped by thirty four percent. After Toten Herzen's presence was 
announced in the local press the campsite emptied with such frenzied haste someone left behind a 
three year old child.

In spite of the apocalyptic exodus Wallet found himself stood amongst hardier breeds of tourist 
too lazy or too uninformed to abandon the Wasdale Head Inn. And they were slowly figuring out 
what was going on. Like other drinking holes in the vicinity of the chosen summits the hotel 
haemorrhaged guests and those with a smartphone and a mobile reception could see two different 



Scafell Pikes. Online, Susan played her guitar from inside a kaleidoscopic cage of coloured lights, 
and floated on a rolling ocean of mist with the prehistoric Marshalls throbbing like a miniature 
Stonehenge. But down in the valley, where vision was slightly influenced by beer at 4.5% proof, 
flying figures, bigger than any rook, hurtled over Mickleden, disappeared into the tempting light of 
Lord's Rake and as Wallet had predicted, met the boulder-capped exit head on.

"Special effects isn't it. . . ."
"Online?"
"No . . . up there. . . ."
"Special effects in real life?"
". . . Yeah, I see what you mean. . . ."
Every valley had a soundtrack, but only one could claim proximity to Dee. Sirenesque when she 

wasn't rasping threats and promises, her sweet and sour vocals slithered off the top of Swirl How 
and down Wrynose Pass where Wallet relocated for a closer view. He could see the curtain of light 
drawn along the side of Great Carrs and Dee's nearby stage under assault, buzzed and dive-bombed 
by the mysterious black figures. He was all ready to overdose on satisfaction (and some amazement 
at the plan running so smoothly) when a familiar voice spun him around. 

"Where are they, Rob?" Lena stood within touching distance, besom vertical like a menacing 
staff.

"I can't tell you that, Lena. Use your crystal ball."
"I don't want to hurt you, Rob, but you brought this on yourself. You told me to co-operate, I did 

that. You lied."
"I didn't lie. You killed an innocent girl, Lena. The lawsuit was a pinprick. It meant nothing."
"I did everything you asked, everything you suggested." She pointed the end of the besom at 

Wallet's face; it fizzed with potential energy and supernatural voltage, as lethal as a hazel cattle 
prod could be. Pushing it aside he felt the tingle of electrical current and felt it again when Lena 
strode up to him, close enough to smell her skin, the congealed lacerations and the torn leather of 
her tabard.

Wallet swelled with arousal when she placed his hand on her waist and the embossed leather. 
Two snakes coiled around a central burning column. He traced the texture along Lena's body, up 
and around her breasts to the head of the serpents breathing heavily, struggling.

"Go home, Lena."
"I can't go home, Rob. I didn't want this. You forced my hand." She wore desire like an invisible 

layer, like an aura, he sensed it when she whispered, brushed his face with the soft dark down of her
hair, it overwhelmed him now as she pushed her body against his. He wanted to bite through the 
high collar of her top, bite through to the neck and its nervous artery, or through the leather panel of
the tabard into the tender muscle of her shoulder, plunge into Lena's flesh, taste her. . . .  She rubbed
her head against his cheek. "Please, tell me where they are."

"No." He licked the blood weeping from a deep scratch above her eye. "You're not dealing with 
humans, they're not human. We're not human, Lena. Leave it, please leave it."

Pain and disappointment drew her back along the besom, held horizontally at arm's length with 
the tip wedged under his chin, forcing his head up. "You give me advice, Rob. Let me give some to 
you. You are a beginner, a novice. You know nothing. One day you'll learn who they are, what they
are. They're no friends of yours, Rob." Like a fish on a hook he was played by Lena, taunted by the 
crackling outstretched besom. He closed his eyes, waited for the snap of localised lightning, but the 
pressure dropped and Lena was gone.

-



When the music finally stopped and Dee's voice echoed across the valleys one last time, Lena was 
left to consider the ruins of the plan, the covens and colleagues lost in the gullies and ghylls,  and 
how they surrendered so easily to empty space and hard rock. The irony wasn't lost on her as she 
examined one of the Marshalls, an innocent slab of circuitry, a faceless block of aggravation 
standing in circular formation, thirteen of them; there had to be one last cynical joke, a knowing 
statement silently laughing. Somewhere the band were silently laughing.

They were not on Swirl How or any of the tops. Like a live broadcast where the sound was too 
big to occupy the radio frequency it had spilled out into audible range, blasted from the top of every
summit like musical magma. And in every direction the horizon began to light up with beacons, 
blazing life across the ridges and mountain tops, a defeating crimson cast staining the lower surface 
of the clouds until the sky was on fire. Toten Herzen celebrated glory with their favourite colour: 
blood red.

One beacon shone brighter than all the others, too triumphant to be a sideshow, it had to be the 
main event.

-

"Okay, boys and girls, let's get this over with." Susan stepped down off her stage, one of four simple
podiums positioned around the cave. The band walked away from the green screen backgrounds 
and the persuasive deceptions of mountain summits, computer generated using Gol's remote camera
work, dry ice and an array of wind machines. They gathered around him sat like a supervillain in his
cave, master of the monitors, director of the double-cross. Faker.

On Youtube the stream had been watched nearly four million times and the repeat views were out
of control. BBC News 24 scrambled a reporter down to Keswick just in time to see the final lights 
extinguish. She flittered like a bumble bee from one florid eye witness to another tickling them with
banal questions: 'what did you see,' 'what was it like,' 'did anything happen?'

"Did anything happen?" Dee laughed. "What makes you think anything was meant to happen? 
We's just a rock band, misses."

Hits to the website didn't cripple the servers. Statistically they missed out on a fortune from 
sponsorship and advertisements. Rene could have played his drums shaped like Black Magic 
chocolates. "Seems obvious now."

He was shoved away from the video desk by Susan in a hurry to move on to the final stage, the 
final performance of the night. It was a private gig, in the raw, up front with no stomach-turning 
camera angles and fancy-pants digital sleight of hand. She delivered a set of instructions to the 
technical crew who were still silly with success. Until Almer shushed them they hadn't noticed 
Susan's deadly expression. "You guys stay here. Remain in the cavern. Turn the lights off if anyone 
unfamiliar approaches. I'll warn you now, if any of you join us on the ledge I'll pitch you over the 
fucking side. You got that?" Yeah, they got it!

Elaine snatched the film camera from Jurgen's hands and followed Susan out of the cave. "This is 
still a live feed, Jens?"

"Yep."
"Good." 

-

When the band emerged from the stomach of Fleetwith Pike Wallet was already there on the ledge, 



sternly avoiding the Bull Gill Incline breaking away from him, a shattered cascade of rock and old 
mine workings. He was the sentinel with the vacant gaze and vacated thoughts, stiffened by the 
exposure, a brittle shell as hollowed out as the mountain he leaned against, as empty as the valley 
void in front of his face.

"No one here yet?" said Rene.
"No. How was Helvellyn?"
"Not as windy as I thought it would be."
Without a word they formed an identity parade on the ledge, only Dee was undecided where to 

stand and made a big thing about pushing past Wallet with a mock way-yay and a feint to the left, 
towards the drop. Toten Herzen were silent for the first time in hours, the mountains were able to 
breathe and settle again, return to their millennial tectonic swelling and cracking, their eternal 
erosion. One day there'd be none of it left, no rocks, no peaks, no hostaged tarns, no squabbling 
brooks. The planet would be levelled by time, worn away to powder, reduced to a mathematically 
perfect flatness with only the earth's curvature to disturb the perfection. And Wallet would still be 
here with nothing of interest to look at, nowhere of interest to visit, no variation, no difference. 
Nothing. Terrifying infinity threatened to strip away the universe around him until he was nothing 
more than the three dimensional object alone in flatland.

Until that day came he had another spectacle to comprehend. A solitary form drifted over the 
round bulk of the opposite fell, a dot enlarging as it approached. Becoming more human as it 
floated close to the crag, it came to a halt and hovered above the pass, inspecting Wallet and the 
band.

"Fuck me, she can fly," he said.
Suspended in mid-air Lena rested her weight on the horizontal besom beside her. Fury brought 

her here, resignation kept her afloat.
"Is she gonna move," Susan whispered.
"I don't know what to say." Lena stood farther down the Incline, exhausted and windblown, 

almost camouflaged by the darkness. Her hovering twin had disappeared.
"Well, don't say anything," said Susan.
"What has all that achieved?" The wind blasted Lena's voice back in her face. "Very colourful, 

very dramatic, but are you any further on from where you were yesterday? Are you any safer?"
"It should get our name in the papers." Dee was first in line as Lena clambered and tripped up the 

rocky path towards her.
"I think you should be somewhere else." Susan held up her tablet advertising a frantic message. 

Another visual performance. "You should be at home."
Fire. Lena's house was on fire. Neved's deflated silhouette offered itself to the inferno, but the 

flames were at their most vigorous forcing his arm across his face. Behind him the incriminating 
camera clicked and ticked, momentarily rolled its eyes and grabbed a frame full of German sky and 
the wayward fringe of someone with blue hair.

For all her powers, (of flight, persuasion, seduction), Lena's only reaction to the blazing video 
was to lunge for the tablet and put out the fire by destroying its image. But she forgot about the 
narrow ledge worn smooth by the boots of a thousand workmen trudging to work decade after 
decade. And once the workmen were finished nature's slime moved in to seal the stones with a 
greasy second skin and wait for one hastily placed footstep.

Lena slipped. Wallet's instinct punched a lungful of air out of his chest as he dove towards her. 
She was a breath away from plunging down the side, but her face hung on the wind, remained still, 
defied perspective, and stared over his right shoulder. One flailing arm was wrapped around Dee's 
leg. Only a moment ago Lena had hovered above the valley, now she dangled over the edge, 



fighting her own weight and gravity.
Dee's moment arrived, to demonstrate who she was: human or monster. Treat me like a human, 

she had said, and I'll behave like a human. Lena pleaded for the human to reach down and save her. 
But the solution wasn't as simple as that, there were other considerations, other questions: the 
valley, its safety, its protection, survival; questions of the coven, intentions and trust, ambition, 
revenge, revenge for a fallen leader?

Maybe infinity didn't last forever, maybe it was contained within every split-second, allowing 
time for Lena's arm to slide down Dee's leg to the ankle. Time for the startled singer to turn to the 
band for a second opinion, catch the accusing stare of Elaine's camera, glance at Wallet on all fours 
uncertain whether to grab Lena himself; time for Dee to squat down, reach for Lena's wrist and haul
her upwards as easily as lifting a feather pillow. The human cargo passed Wallet's head. He 
watched it ascend, an unrecognisable collection of limbs squirming for leverage, thrashing for a 
foothold, struggling to secure a more reassuring grip around Dee's waist, which unbalanced her and 
dragged them both over the ledge and down the sheer cliff face.

Gravity finally had its catch, rewarded with a brace of victims who bounced and cartwheeled off 
the outcrops and scree. Lena's cries converged on a sharp cruel impact half way down, followed by 
a lifeless rag doll tumble to the valley floor. Both bodies rolled to a halt alongside the silvery ribbon
of the beck.

-

When Dee opened her eyes she could see a warm glow cast against the underside of skimming 
clouds reddened by the beacons. A fine mist had followed her, released by the heavy sky to 
nervously explore the aftermath of the accident. Various bits and pieces of her body were 
misaligned and out of place: shoulder, elbow, several fingers, right knee. Her left foot was back to 
front and the rattle with each heavy chested breath was the rattle of broken ribs. How many were 
still intact, if any, she could only guess.

Some of the joints were easier to repair than others, a simple push and rotation, by inhaling 
greedily the broken ribs buckled and sprung back into some sort of order. The foot took a bit of 
persuading to point in the right direction again, but it was the obstinate boot causing the problem. It 
wouldn't move, wasn't designed to be pulled off unless the toes were at the front. As she wrestled 
with the leather she heard the chattering of a car engine and noticed three people fussing over 
something lying by the stream.

"Bloody hell there's another one . . . stay there, don't move." Two men and a woman sprinted 
towards her.

"Don't move? You don't think I'm stopping here all night do you?" said Dee.
They ran from the beam of the car's headlights which continued to stare dispassionately at Lena's 

body.
"You can't have just fallen down there, have you?"
"Are you all right?"
(Even after a thousand foot plunge she was asked that question.) Dee tutted and coughed up a 

mouthful of blood. "Never better." So this was how it felt to be a newly grown strain of bacteria at 
the bottom of a petri dish, gawped at and glorified, surrounded by astonishment, disbelief, 
suspicion. Whatever the circumstances suspicion always came along sooner or later.

"It's a fucking long way down. I'm not looking forward to the walk back."
"What?" The suspicion started to elbow its way to the front.
"People don't often survive a fall like that," said the woman. "You must be blessed."



On the way down Dee had bitten her own tongue, she licked away the blood with too much 
enthusiasm for the crowd. "Blessed. Aye, blessed, not like those four who fell off Striding Edge 
earlier this year. God must be looking after me, eh?"

"God?" The older guy couldn't resist another astonished look up the side of Honister Crag and its 
near vertical face, the endless wall of rock.

Over in the horizontal spotlight of the car Susan, Rene, Elaine and Wallet, (head in hands) stood 
like mourners around Lena.

"Take it she won't be sitting up?" Dee groaned and climbed to her feet.
Embedded in a grassy mattress overhanging a sharp detour in the course of the stream, Lena had 

suffered the effects of the fall as any human would. Broken and lifeless, eyes wide open, arms 
outstretched as if waiting for one last thermal to carry her away.

"We should get her home, for Dmitri's sake," said Susan.
Wallet was the only one to offer. "I'll take her. Let him know I'm coming. I'll bring Raven back." 

He struggled to lift the body. Lena's head swung to and fro, skull divorced from a jumble of 
shattered vertebrae. His surrogate pain forced Elaine to put down the camera and secure Lena's 
limbs, tuck her head against Wallet's shoulder. He paused a moment, body gathered, thoughts 
gathered, offered a final glance to Elaine and hesitated. . . . She turned away, turned her face to hide
the tattoo.

Susan picked up the camera, but Dee pulled it away and switched it off. "Show's over," said Dee 
as the bystanders watched Wallet vanish. "For now at least. You'll find out soon enough how we do 
all this. Trust me, you'll be amazed."

Back on the ledge outside the cave their temporary  citadel hovered in the travelling mist, no 
longer part of the mountain, unattached to the rock face. Like fallen stars they surveyed the shifting 
transparency, the fleeting game of reveal and obscure, reveal and obscure, layer upon layer of 
darkened hills, passive, sublime. Between every one of them lay a valley, and every valley told a 
story, and every story had its heroes and villains. They were everywhere, Dee thought. Heroes and 
villains.

"Your tattoo," she said to Elaine, "did you notice Lena had the same design on the front of her 
clothes?"

Elaine shook her head.
Every story, heroes and villains. The question, the task, was to separate them, identify the good 

from the bad, distinguish one from the other.
Benandanti. Malandanti.



NOTES: - GOL

DATE: 10/11/2014

It worked! The equipment is back in storage. Rob has gone. The band and Almer are preparing 
the sound files and stems for mastering. Job done. We got out alive. The green screen idea was 
effective and the extras playing the role of the witches was a masterstroke, but I wish they had 
warned me about that. I wasn't sure about the ending, but Toten Herzen do what they do.

In retrospect, maybe that lack of warning brought out a spontaneity in us. The unexpected was 
always part of the DNA of this band and the way they would pick and choose when to include us 
added to the spice of the filming. We became more than onlookers, we became part of the story.

Some of their practical jokes do border on the ridiculous. Jumping off the side of Fleetwith Pike 
had everyone's hearts in their mouths. When I get the chance I'll ask them how they did it, but I 
suppose magicians never tell how they perform their magic.

notes:GOL


Epilogue

In the great measure of car journeys the drive to the mountains west of Garmisch was a sombre 
experience. One Man Went to Mow was not on the song list, instead the semi-squashed occupants of
the car endured Wallet's cd of eighties highlights playing on an endless loop. He had abandoned, for
now, his obsession with the seventies, leaving an eclectic collection of tunes that included the intro 
to Jeux sans Frontieres. The seventies had become a morbid place, a repository of bad memories. A
burial ground.

From the airport a medley of overproduced songs came and went and came again, and no one had
the courage to point out that Cliff Richard singing about an endless sunny day was wholly 
inappropriate for this journey. Conversations were interrupted and expectations began to swell 
when Berlin's Heartstrings faded out. Everyone knew what was coming next; they had heard the 
bloody thing three times already.

But it was Wallet's choice and with his mood as dark as the moonless German sky the others were
forced to endure it.

"You still want an Airfix kit for Christmas?" said Susan with all the sympathy she could invent.
Wallet nodded.
"You can get them these days with the paints included." Almer was wedged in the second row of 

rear seats between Dee and Raven.
"That's useful," said Susan. "Is that useful?"
Wallet nodded.
They should have been discussing - they wanted to discuss - Lena's funeral. When Wallet 

appeared carrying her body in his arms Neved's expression collapsed followed by the rest of him; 
he dropped like an old chimney stack. Raven tried to console him, but she obviously had no 
previous experience of a grown man crying hysterically. A shambolic attempt to hang on to him 
descended into an unseemly bit of play-fighting.

Wallet understood the immensity of Neved's grief, but he also suspected the grief to be shock not 
remorse. Lena's funeral marked the point when his life moved on, an unexpected release he told 
people, a release he had been waiting for, longing for.

"If this map is right we'll have to get out and walk for the last few hundred metres." Susan 
navigated using Dee's hand drawn directions and a road atlas.

"We should walk more," said Rene sitting next to Elaine at the back of the people carrier. Wallet 
studied her in the mirror, the tattoo coming and going between Dee and Almers' heads. "I'd like to 
buy somewhere in the Lake District."

"After everything that's happened," said Dee, "property prices will either go through the roof or 
drop like a stone. Tourist trap for all sorts of reasons now, isn't it?"

Susan shook her head. "Go right at the next junction. It's a small road, don't miss it."
The small road climbed the mountainside, narrowing to a single lane, barely wide enough for the 

car. Wallet saw the tarmac wither away, felt the bump and grumble of wheels over rough ground 
and heard the sides of the car parting the long grass. He stopped and ordered everyone out.

"This is where you two take over," said Susan. Dee and Elaine guided the group towards the top 
of the hill, over scrubby ground onto a rough track aiming towards a corridor through the trees.

"How quiet is this?" said Raven. "Up in the Lakes you could hear owls and things, but there's 
nothing. Do you think we're being watched?"

"No," said Dee. "Not yet. When we go over the crest we might start coming across people."
Wallet, bringing up the rear, hoped this valley had been worth dying for. The reward for death 

was paradise, an exclusive club mortals were excluded from, no matter what beliefs they subscribed



to. Groucho Marx insisted he would never join a club prepared to accept him as a member. Wallet 
understood, but he already had a fully paid up membership. He didn't want to be here, didn't want to
stay, had only come along to see what all the fuss was about.

He hardly noticed Dee when she spoke to him. "I'm sorry I let her go."
"Wasn't your fault. We all saw it. It was an accident."
"I think you were brave, taking her home like that."
Wallet laughed. "I wasn't brave. Nothing brave about it. I tried to imagine she was asleep. You 

can't carry death in your arms like that and stay sane. Just pretend she's sleeping, take her home and 
leave her. Nothing brave about that. Let her husband deal with it."

Neved refused any credits on the album's artwork. Didn't want to think about it. But everyone 
knew he had been in the studio for so long, days on end, the songs would be forever in his memory, 
playing along his synapses in a morbid game of torment.

Dee headed up to Elaine at the front, leaving Wallet in a numb, dreamlike state, part driving 
fatigue, part indifference. Raven and Almer faded in and out of vision. When they disappeared 
completely he realised he wasn't hallucinating.

"What the fuck?" Dee's conversation with Almer abruptly terminated. . . . "Where's he gone?"
"What just happened?" Susan ran towards the top of the hill.
Regimented lights of distant roads and sparkling villages spread away across the southern 

German landscape. Wallet turned back to the others waiting for his explanation, as if he had all the 
answers. "They were flickering in and out like faulty bulbs. I thought it was the shadows of the 
trees, but there aren't any shadows."

"Well, now what?" said Susan. "Do we go on, turn back, what?"
There was no need for separation to be a big deal, separation from the group or the parent, 

suddenly alone in the busy shopping centre, lost and abandoned. It happened. To everyone. Except 
in real life everyone knew what was happening and that it was only a matter of time before the lost 
and the looking were reunited. The lost were still there, elsewhere, out of sight, but not invisible.

And to find what you were looking for you needed to know more than the place in which you 
were looking, you needed to know the circumstances and Wallet didn't know the circumstances, he 
didn't have a clue. Again. Increasingly, unavoidably, he wandered through life blind and clueless, 
wandering ever farther into a dark forest, a dark world of promises and hope. A dark world of lost 
mountains and lost valleys.



NOTES: - GOL

DATE: 14/01/2015

People have accused me of lying, but I am not a liar. I have never fabricated reality, or 
misrepresented the truth in any of my films. My camera never lies.

When I set out to make this film I did so with the aim of answering a simple question. Having 
seen the edited results and the events and happenings that have taken place over the last nine 
months I now feel I have failed to answer that simple question, which I must pass on to someone 
else: who are Toten Herzen?

notes:GOL


TOTEN HERZEN MALANDANTI



AND FINALLY...

Thank you for reading Toten Herzen Malandanti. That's not just a platitude, it's a genuine thank you
for investing the time and a bit of cash. I probably don't have to tell you it's not easy being an author
in the 21st century and having my novel picked from the millions that are out there is gratifying.

Thank you.

Can I ask you for one more tiny favour (or two)? Leaving a quick review on a site of your choice 
would go a long way towards spreading the word, either for this book or for me. If you can find a 
few more minutes to leave an honest review I would be doubly grateful.

And if you enjoyed my storytelling and can't get enough of it (I'll pause here until you stop 
laughing) there are several options for you.

The TotenUniverse can be explored here at:

TotenUniverse.com

This is my ambition to create a new mythology around the rock band Toten Herzen and the 
Malandanti network of covens. You'll find more articles, features, interviews and short stories to fill
the gaps between the novels and expand on the issues and episodes contained in the stories.

Don't forget, by signing up to the newsletter you'll get your free ebook The Excitement of 
Solitude...

FREE DOWNLOAD 

To date there are three other novels in the TotenUniverse available and if you haven't already found 
them they're described in the following pages:

https://totenuniverse.wordpress.com/novels/the-excitement-of-solitude/
http://totenuniverse.com/


WE ARE TOTEN HERZEN

Between 1973 and 1976 Toten Herzen sold over eight million albums and toured arenas in Europe 
and the US. In 1977 all four members of the band were murdered by crazed fan Lenny Harper. 
Harper was only charged with wasting police time and the bodies disappeared.

Thirty five years later, British music journalist Rob Wallet's investigation into the incidents of 1977 
led him to discover the band still alive in a remote village in southern Germany.

He persuaded them to make a comeback.

The paranormal dark comedy We Are Toten Herzen is the authorised story of one music journalist's
ambition to bring Toten Herzen back from the dead. From an isolated Dutch farmhouse to the 
teeming chaos of New York, via Suffolk and the Ahoy Arena in Rotterdam, fact and fiction blur as 
the '70s most notorious rock band plan their return, outwitting the modern music industry and 
settling old scores in the only way they know how.

But is Wallet's story a hoax or strange reality? As he uncovers more of the band's past new 
questions begin to emerge. Was lead guitarist Susan Bekker hospitalised in 1974 with Rabies? Was 
the band's first manager Micky Redwall killed by his own dogs in 1977? What happened to an 
original 'fifth member' of the band Peter Miles? And after all this time why haven't Susan Bekker, 
singer Dee Vincent, bassist Elaine Daley and drummer Rene van Voors grown old? Find out in the 
only official account of Toten Herzen's long awaited reappearance.



WHO AMONG US...

Disowned by her family and deranged by anger, Jennifer Enzo views the world as a demonic 
garden, a film script and a list of names to be assassinated. But when she finds her own name on the
list she is forced out of her insular world to counter a sinister threat to her life.

Professor Virginia Bruck’s world is divided between her research in artificial intelligence and 
posing for her husband, the eccentric German artist Earnst Bruck. Suspected of being the source of 
a destructive rumour she decides to do what her semi-aristocratic family have never done 
throughout centuries of rumour, and fight back.

Frieda Schoenhofer, a self-made millionaire, is determined to explain the death of a local witch. 
Police are equally determined to explain a baffling double murder and Frieda becomes their first 
suspect after the body of a man is found hung above the north door of Bamberg Cathedral.

All three women share a common association: the Malandanti, a four hundred year old network of 
covens on the brink of collapse following rumours of a plot to kill the leading members. As the 
conflict intensifies and the familiar world disappears, they will be forced to reassess their own 
ambitions, confront the nature of guilt and innocence, and question how their beliefs explain the 
supernatural forces they each control.



THE ONE RULE OF MAGIC

Frieda Schoenhofer is dead, murdered in Rotterdam. For her grief-stricken parents the true story of 
their daughter's life is about to begin.

Her father, slowly demolishing the world around him, tries to eradicate painful memories by 
throwing out his lifelong collection of film memorabilia. Her mother is convinced Frieda has been 
reincarnated as a new born foal.

But Frieda isn't dead. She is travelling Europe hoping to rescue her father's discarded collection. A 
journey of redemption that takes her to Nice, Prague, Turin and Vienna, where she meets a crooked 
dealer in antique silverware, joins a funeral party full of mourners who can't stop laughing, falls in 
love with a beautiful marionette, and discovers a plan to destroy the legacy of Mozart.

The One Rule of Magic explores Frieda's attempts to make amends for the crimes of her old life, 
come to terms with what she has become, and prepare her parents for the bizarre truth surrounding 
their daughter's disappearance.

-

Thanks for your support and I hope you can continue on this bizarre literary journey with me.

C Harrison


