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[5/27/06] 
 
 

Monday 
 
Finally docked this morning. Henri loved shipboard life—made 
himself useful as a mouser, too. Strange to set foot in 
America after this long. Wondered how I’d feel, but still not 
sure. Many changes since I left. Time for introspection later, 
though, after the business at hand.  
 
A limousine picked me up at the docks, 
driven by a huge man chomping a cigar. He 

told me to get in, didn’t look twice at my non-formal attire. 
Talked the entire way, telling me about Arcadia. Began to think 
this wouldn’t be a simple report about what I’ve done with the scholarship. 
 
The Zenith Building was our destination, must be the tallest building in town. My 

chauffeur informed me the Zenith Foundation 
occupies the top seven floors. Kept feeling I was
being watched, decided it was all the gargoyles 
leering down at me from 
various buildings near the 
Zenith. The driver said 
Arcadia needs saving. Might 
be from the malice these 
carved creatures radiate. Across the way from 
the Zenith was the darkly impressive, even though 
a few stories shorter, Gillmore Savings and 
Trust Building. Seemed like a lot of power 
concentrated in one 
block. 

 

 
Was shown into the sitting room, wandered around it for half 
an hour, looking at the photos and sketches on the walls. 
Seemed like this Zenith homme was quite an adventurer. 
Damn fine brandy on the sideboard, too.  
 
And then she walked in, with all the grace of a panther 
carefully choosing its path through the dangers of the jungle. 
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Strange metaphor for such a petite, delicate young woman, 
demure in a simple afternoon frock a few years out of date. 
Oriental—Chinese, I think, older than she looked or she wouldn’t 
be out without a guardian. Porcelain skin., glossy black hair twisted 
up into some intricate knot. Merde. All I could think of was how 
much I wanted to paint her. Naked. After a sweaty afternoon with 
me on Zenith’s fine Turkish carpet. 
 

I couldn’t think of a single thing to say in English, and she would’ve slapped if I’d said 
the French that rose to my mind. She bowed slightly. I nodded, probably curtly, turned 
back to the sideboard and poured another brandy. I mastered my base urges (never had 
a woman affect me that way, not even that singer, Léonie), stuck out my hand and 
introduced myself, “Drake Corrigan.” She stared at my hand and finally shook it with 
the least amount of pressure she could muster, although stronger than I would’ve 
thought her capable of, given her size. Her name was Fang Huo Long. “Drake?” she asked. 
“Like the dragon?” Not sure what that meant. Not even sure what I said to her after 
that. She had also been summoned to the Zenith Building. 
 
After about an hour a pale-skinned man with yellow eyes behind 
wire-rimmed glasses dressed in an Indian or Turkish style 
robe and turban entered. He took us through a large dim room 
filled with display cases of strange things and the echo of some 
mechanized bellows to a wheelchair-bound older man whom he 
presented to us as Dr. Nicholas Zenith, our host. He was a frail 
man in ill health, but who had obviously once been sturdier and 
full of health. His eyes were vital and alive. (Odd note: The strange pale-skinned man 
with yellow eyes he called Akhun, and Akhun in turn referred to Dr. Zenith as “the 
Master.”) Dr. Zenith mentioned his private library held a lost journal of Raoul 
Bellanger, something I expressed interest in examining, and knew about my occult 
research. He talked briefly about how Arcadia needed us, told us he wanted us to see 
the city together for a few days, then come back and report to him on what we 
thought. A basket would be waiting for us tomorrow at 10, for a picnic in Moth Park.  
 
Akhun ushered us out of his presence after the 
second of Dr. Zenith’s two coughing fits and 
showed us to our rooms. He explained that the 
Foundation occupies the six floors below Dr. 
Zenith’s penthouse and personal offices, and 
includes a gym, pool, dining r  garage is located on the oom, library and smoking room. A
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lowest floor. He presented us each with a wallet containing a card with a stylized 
sunburst on it, Zenith Foundation, the words “probationary member” and our n
My room was elegant, with a double bed and bathroom with shower, a closet full of 
clothes in my size, and no windows. 

ames. 

 
We ate in the Zenith’s dining hall. 
I made sure Henri was fed and 
tried to make conversation with 
Miss Long. She was polite but 
very reserved, and quickly excused 
herself after a meal of rice and 
fish. I finished off with brandy and a couple of cigarettes (Raleighs—rationing the 
Gauloises ‘til I find out if I can get more over here), wandered around the place and 
played with Henri for awhile, then back to the room for some sleep. Outside at 10 a.m.? 
Will have to do some adjusting to my usual schedule. 
 
Tuesday 

 
After a hearty breakfast I found the picnic basket and 
Miss Long waiting. We walked the few blocks to Moth Park, a 
hundred acre L-shaped park surrounded by a metal fence. A 
plaque at the entrance read, “Moth Park was originally the 
estate of Thomas Moth, a wealthy industrialist and 
philanthropist who made a fortune manufacturing nails, 
barrel staves, barbed wire and paper clips. He was a nature 
lover who maintained the grounds of his 
mansion as a well landscaped oasis in the 
city. Moth was well liked by the 

community and admired for his generosity to charities, as well as 
for his business acumen. Shortly after the tragic death of his 
wife and children, the estate and mansion were sold to the city. 
Five years later, the grounds were converted to a park named in his honor.” Statues 
were scattered among the trees, including a headless one of a man in period costume. 
The plaque on it said that after five attempts at replacing the head, the decision was 
made to leave it headless. Arcadia is an odd city.  
 
The park was not crowded, but an obvious favorite of office workers, nannies and 
possibly transients, to judge by some of the signs we saw. We walked toward a 
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forested area and on the way, a young woman ran past and bumped into me. I wouldn’t 
have noticed, except that she held her head at an odd angle, and she was soaking wet.  

We explored a bit more before eating lunch in the picnic area, 
strolling through the arboretum. A marker in the arboretum 
read, “When Thomas Moth donated his estate to the city, the 
land included several dozen trees that Moth had planted over 
the course of 20 years. An amateur botanist, Moth collected 
seeds and cuttings from all over the world with the intent of 
crating a vast arboretum that would be of interest to 
scientists and nature lovers alike. Unfortunately, he 
suffered a reversal of fortune before his dream could be 
fulfilled.” In the midst of the arboretum, a large tree, some 
150 feet tall, spread its branches. On its bark, someone had 
carved their initials inside a heart, HC + FM. A nearby marker 

said, “American Sycamore (Planatus occidentalis): Perhaps the oldest tree in the park, 
this sycamore is said to have been present before Thomas Moth purchased this land 
and built his estate. Its true age is unknown.” 
 
After lunch, we strolled further and noticed a small closed carousel up ahead, moving 
slightly in the wind. Miss Long watched it intently a mo
then ran toward it. She explained she had seen the dark 
haired young woman who had bumped into me, but when the 
carousel turned and she should have come back into view,
she was no longer there. She pointed out a damp spot where 
the woman stood. 

ment, 

 

 
We left the park to see more of the city. I located an art museum, a science and 
natural history museum, as well as other buildings you’d expect to find in a city the 
size of Arcadia. There seemed to be a large Russian population. The city itself is 
dark, with random streets and buildings crowding close together as if for warmth—or 
protection. The architecture was fascinating, with many fairly recently 

constructed buildings that feature gargoyles. The people 
we passed seemed driven and ambitious, but at one with 
the city, as if it was a comfortable place to them.  
 
Outside the park were none of the signs of transients 
we’d seen in the park. We dropped off the picnic basket 

when we passed the Zenith Building. Dinner at Mannetti’s, a decent Italian restaurant. 
Don’t understand this “prohibition” thing—seems insane. A new movie was playing at the 
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theatre in town, “The Jazz Singer.” Jazz, that’s one thing I was homesick for, so I 
decided to introduce Miss Long to that music form.  

 
The main street was well lit, with the side 
streets dimmer. The dim lighting somehow 
enhanced the unique architectural features. I 
began to notice that most of the buildings had 
some sort of occult iconography on them, 
particularly warding signs. Not sure what that says about the city. What 

are they so afraid of? 
 
Found a jazz club and stayed awhile. Seemed a fairly tough crowd, though; many of the 
men were armed. Singing seemed impromptu, no organized bill, no particular standouts. 
Still, it assuaged that particular hunger. As the hour neared ten, things were winding 
down, and Miss Long stifled many yawns. I walked her back to the Zenith, not knowing 
her much better than when we started out. 
 
Wednesday 
 
Woke at 2 a.m., choking. Thrashed around, turned on the light—
nobody there. The door was locked. The floor was covered in 
brownish globed fruit with zigzag twigs, as if they’d been dropped 
from the ceiling. Checked the mirror. Throat was red, but no 
marks or damage evident. Henri’s tail was twitching, but he was 
curled up on the dresser. I gathered up the fruit into a pile, staggered back to bed, 
fell asleep. 
 
[Miss Long told me later that that morning while she was bathing (not commenting, 
events too serious) she smelled wet vegetation and felt as if she were sitting on wet 
leaves. The water turned ice cold. She stood up and saw, written in the fog of the 
mirror the words “murder,” “tree” and “help us.” No one was in the room and the door 
was locked. The words had started to fade when she returned to the bathroom, but 
someone close to her height must have written them. The bathwater had returned to 
its normal temperature, and fogging the mirror revealed no streaks.] 
 

I awoke having a dream that seemed important to the experience of 
the night, but couldn’t remember it. I was clutching one of the 
strange brown fruits, but the rest had disappeared. At breakfast, 
Miss Long pointed out the large headline on the front page of the 
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newspaper: “EXTRA! Woman Found Dead in Moth Park.” The body of a young woman was 
found in a drainage ditch by the arboretum. She had been dead for a couple of days, her 
body covered with leaves. The cause of death was 
not mentioned. 
 
We went right to the park, which was predictably 
crowded with onlookers. Police were keeping people 
back from the drainage ditch and reporters were 
milling around the scene. The ditch was a few 
hundred feet from the sycamore tree. All around 
the base of the tree were fruits and zigzag t
identical to those on the floor of my room. 

wigs, 

sked 

nd 
d!” 

e asked a uniformed cop about the victim. “Who wants to 

he 
ched 

 
We listened to the reporters talking. Lenore White was the dead girl’s name, strangled, 
which the police had asked the press not to publish yet. Miraculously, the press was 
cooperating. The last murder in the park was about twenty years ago, and there were 
six more before that going back 120 years to the Moth family murders. In 1800, 
Thomas Moth found his wife Felicity and children Millicent and Edmund shot to death in 
their beds. He saw Henry Creed, the estate gardener, fleeing the scene with a pistol in 
his hand and blood on his clothes. Creed was never caught or seen again. Moth sank into 
bankruptcy and spent his last years in an asylum. A nephew from England named Edmund 
Moth arrived and tried, unsuccessfully, to salvage the business. The crime shocked the 
city, even giving rise to a children’s rhyme. The reporters were speculating that 
Lenore White was killed by a transient or maybe met a lover who murdered her. 
 
“Why would Henry Creed murder his lover?” Miss Long a
suddenly. I gaped at her. “On the tree,” she said. “HC + FM 
in the heart. Henry Creed and Felicity Moth.” 
 
That woman has a sharp mind. 
 
While I was lost in amazement, she tugged at my sleeve a
pointed. “Over there! The dark-haired woman, in the crow
I looked in the direction she indicated, but didn’t see her. 
 
W
know?” he asked, looking us up and down. “We’re with the Zenith Foundation,” I said. The 
cop shrugged. “Good enough.” He said Lenore White was 25 years old, a native of t
city, worked as a typist in a nearby building. She had dark hair and clothing that mat
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the woman we’d seen several times. She died of a broken neck and had a rope mark on 
her throat, but there was no indication of struggle or assault. Her purse was found 
with money in it and she was still wearing some cheap jewelry. 

 
We left the cop and approached the tree. We had an undeniable 

e 
 

eted 
he tucked 

o 
n 

feeling of being watched. Miss Long said there were faces in th
bark, watching us. Before I could say anything else, she climbed up
the tree, as if it were something she did every day. I couldn’t 
help admiring her shapely thighs (far more muscle tone than I 
would’ve expected). A gasp from her as she climbed onto the 
outstretched limb derailed my lascivious thoughts. She plumm
out of the tree, and I feared for her lovely neck. But s
her head under and rolled as gracefully as an acrobat. I hurried t
her side, concerned she was hurt. She was more indignant tha
injured, protesting, “No, that shouldn’t have happened. Mr. 
ed!” 

 
Corrigan, I was push

t that moment a man wandered up, disheveled, wearing gray, patched clothing. “Not a 

om 

e nodded sagely. “Four days ago there was eleven.” Before we could 
 s

We agreed, then set off for the nearest library to find out 

A
good idea to do that,” he said, shaking his head. I was inclined to dismiss him as a 
lunatic, but he seemed to be trying to scare us off. He led us to one side, away fr
the tree, and pointed up at it. “Look at that tree,” the transient said. “What do you 
see?” Miss Long and I exchanged puzzled glances. “Blackbirds,” he 
answered. “How many?” A quick count to humor him came up with 
twelve. 
 
H
react, he ran toward the tree, flapping his arms and yelling. The birds
a few moments, though, the branches were again occupied. “See?” He tapped the side of 
his nose. “Always the same number of birds. Dunno if they’re the same birds. Same 
number, though.” Damned if he wasn’t right. Once again there were twelve birds in the 
tree. “Come back tonight,” the man said. “I’ll show you something. Tonight. Meet me 
here tonight.”  
 

cattered. Within 

something about the murders of the Moth family. We located 
the Arcadia Central Library, home to the Founders Archive. A 
helpful librarian pointed us toward the Moth family collection. 
During the three hours we spent in the library, we learned a 
lot of useful facts. Among the clippings were accounts of 
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murders in the park. The most recent was twenty years ago, and another twenty years
before that. The next murders—two victims this time—happened ten years before 
that, fifty years ago. Not counting the Moth family and Lenore White, we found 
evidence of seven murders.  A total of eleven.  
 

 

 clipping from ten or fifteen years ago was luridly headed, “Local Man Haunted by 

r, 

 clearer picture of Thomas Moth emerged from our research. He dabbled in botany 
e 

erett Moth was notorious before his bankruptcy, hosting “bizarre and 

, 

ne small article from the mid-1800s remarked on the deathbed 

id he 

 felt the need for a stiff drink or three and a few cigarettes. After a light supper, 

 of the 

iss Long had changed into trousers and a tunic, more appropriate for venturing into a 

he park gates were locked and guarded by cops, as we should have expected. Why is it 
always the spells you don’t prepare that you need? “Get ready to climb over the fence,” 

A
Family Curse?” It discussed the misfortunes of Everett Moth, descendent of 
Edmund, the nephew from England. The Moth family had gotten progressively poore
and Everett, at the time of the article, was living on the Moth family estate in 
Columbus County, about two hours outside the city. 
 
A
and was an avid hunter and gun collector as well as a spiritualist. On the darker side, h
was shown as a ruthless businessman with a violent temper. 

 
Ev
disreputable personages.” His townhouse burned, set ablaze by a spark 
from a bonfire in his garden. The police ruled the house fire an accident
but Everett was apparently trying to destroy a large collection of books 
and other antiquities. 

 
O
confession of one of Moth’s servants. He said that all of 
Moth’s children were actually Henry Creed’s. The servant sa
helped hunt down and hang Creed from the tree where the master 
used to sit and talk to himself. 
 
I
Miss Long and I agreed to prepare for our evening rendezvous with the insane 
transient and meet back in the sitting room about eight. I dug my Colt .45 out
bottom of my trunk and loaded it, and prepared a couple of spells just in case. Henri 
was anxious to go out with me, jumping into the bag without prompting. 
 
M
park at night. She carried something about three feet long wrapped in cloth, but 
wouldn’t tell me what it was. “Something we may need,” was all she said. 
 
T
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I told her quietly. “We only have about a minute.” I pulled a stick of charcoal from my
pocket and drew Blessing of Hypnos on my palm. I walked up to the cop and 
stuck out my hand, saying, “Hey, officer, would you look at this?” 
 
He opened his mouth and fell over, snoring softly. I was proud of 

 

myself—
 worked. Miss Long raised an eyebrow in what for her must indicate 

went befo ll 
 
 

igil for light. You’d think someone who was generally thought of as an intelligent fellow 

ient man stood beneath the sycamore and looked up, 
d at that moment the clouds parted and the full moon shone 

d. 

their 
breath curling from their fanged mouths green. The shabby man 

ser 

 had 
e. 

guely aware of 
an n fearlessly striking out at the ring of wild creatures 

surrounding her. H

it
extreme shock before climbing gracefully over the gate. In my case, pride literally 

re a fall. I snagged my foot on the fence in my haste to scale it and fe
hard on my shoulder, knocking the wind out of me momentarily. Didn’t want to let on
to her that I was in pain and thought we should be well away before the cop woke up. 
 
The sky was overcast and the arboretum was dark as hell. I thought about scribbling a 
s
would bring a flashlight. We stumbled our way through the park and waited quietly. I 
heard a clock on a tower somewhere strike nine and ten before the transient was 
suddenly there. I wondered briefly how he got past the cop. We followed him to the 
tree.  
 
The trans
an
down on him. “The killer is here,” he intoned, pointing at the 
ground to the shadow cast by the tree. Or rather, the elongated 
shadow of a man hanging from the tree. Shadows—multiple 
elongated shadows hanging off the first shadow. Some were 
still, some were still jerking and twisting as if not yet dea
As he spoke, the shadow pointed at the three of us. 
 
And from the shadows came large, feral looking dogs, eyes glowing green, the 

turned and ran. Hard to blame him. Twelve glowing eyes stalked clo
to us out of the darkness of the tree’s shadows. One of the 
creatures lunged at me, its teeth tearing into my leg before I
time to draw my pistol. I choked back a yell as fang scraped on bon
I had to keep these things from Miss Long. 
 
As another one snapped at me and missed, I was va
iomy amazing comp
ell, she was doing better than I was. I dodged another attack, 
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slipping in the blood that soaked my pants leg and pooled on the leaves beneath me
vision was spotty. If I didn’t do something quick, my throat would be their dinner. 
 

. My 

 summoned up all the energy I had within me, a reservoir of strength deep within my 

ight blazed around me, blinding me. My ears rang and an axe blade split my skull neatly 

’m not sure what happened next. When I blinked my eyes open, Miss Long was helping 

 shrugged. “What I had to. What—“ I looked around. No dog-creatures anywhere. 
he 

I
soul. I’d find out soon enough if what ol’ Henri Chenault wrote in his journal 500 years 
ago was bullshit or not. If it was, I’d be able to meet him face to face pretty quick 
and take it up with him. 
 
L
in two. I was everywhere and nowhere. For a few heartbeats of eternity, I was the 
most powerful being on the earth.  
 
I
me to my feet. Around me were three charred carcasses of meat. An odor of iron 
hung in the air, a smell like the air after a rainstorm. “What did you do?” she asked 
softly. 
 
I
Clouds were crossing the orb of the moon, breaking up the long shadows beneath t
tree. “What did you do?” 
 
She smiled a little at that. “What I had to. I scared them off.” 

he transient came back then, wandering toward us clutching a bundle. He thrust it into 

e started to walk away when a lance of pain shot up my leg. “Oh, you’re hurt!” Miss 

he pain was gone. When we got back to the Zenith Building, I examined my leg. The skin 

n the reading room, we opened the bundle. Inside was a small, old, corroded plaque that 

e 
d 

 
T
my hands. I started to open it, but Miss Long shook her head. “Not here,” she said. 
 
W
Long said. Before I could protest, she leaned down and pressed her fingers over the 
wound.  
 
T
wasn’t even broken. 
 
I
read, “American Sycamore (Planatus occidentalis): Perhaps the oldest tree in the park, 
this sycamore is said to have been a favorite of Thomas Moth. He claimed it was 
already present when he purchased the land and built his estate, and he could often b
seen walking or reclining under it as a reprieve from the demands of business. He sai
the tree put his mind at ease. Moth established several seedlings from the tree near 
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his Columbus County summer home. The tree’s age is unknown.” On the back was a 
note: “Too many words. Make sure the new one is shorter. H.” 
 
Thursday 

he next order of business was a visit to the Moss family estate—or whatever was 
 
 

I took the wheel of the Model A and we drove out into 
ay. I 

s 
o

[6/3/06] 

I turned onto the drive leading to a house in obvious need of repair. It needed painting

e walked past a Model T parked in a couple of ruts beside 

, a heavy-set woman in a 

 

he woman motioned us inside. A name tag on her chest indicated 
 

 
T
left of it—in Columbus County. We requisitioned a car and ammunition from Bob, our
erstwhile chauffeur (referred to as “The Historian” by Dr. Zenith), and headed out, well
equipped this time for an adventure.  
 

Columbus County. We passed mostly cornfields on the w
wasn’t much on conversation; my head was still spinning with 
whatever it was I’d done to those creatures the night 
before, and Miss Long was lost in her private thoughts a
urs we reached a decaying antebellum home on a hill with a 

signpost reading, “Twelve Sighs Road, E. Moss.” 
 

well. Within a couple of h

 
 

twenty years ago, and a tree branch was growing through the sagging roof of the porch. 
I parked the Model A off to the side. A fence around the house separated it from 
the cornfields, suggesting it may have once occupied a larger plot of land. A dilapidated 
outbuilding stood sentinel on the other side. Along the drive 
were three sycamore trees. On the front door was a sign, 
“Come around back.”  
 
W
the house. In the back was a fourth sycamore tree and a 
little screened-in porch with the door propped open. Inside
nurse’s uniform could be seen working in what seemed to be the kitchen. When Miss 
Long knocked on the door frame to catch her attention, the woman frowned and folded

her stout arms across her ample bosom. “We’ve come to see Mr. 
Everett Moss,” she announced. 
 
T
she was called Delhaney. “Old fool said he’d have visitors today,” she
muttered. “Damned if he wasn’t right.” As we walked into the shabby 
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but clean kitchen, Nurse Delhaney waved a finger under my nose and said, “Now don’t you 
go upsetting Mr. Moss.” 
 
I started through the doorway after the woman when Miss Long touched my arm and 

 

 glanced into the room across from the kitchen. 

 the 

h

e followed her to the front room, a sitting room in which sat a pajama-clad elderly 

iss Long and I introduced ourselves. Everett Moth grunted and nodded vaguely. “Mr. 

hey told me,” he answered. “The trees. Don’t know why you’ve come all this way out 

e want to know about Thomas Moth,” I said. 

verett Moth launched into a tirade about his great uncle. 

ed 

 tone of his voice, Nurse 

pointed down. A thin line of grainy white powder stretched across the threshold of the
kitchen—and the threshold of the room across the hall. The nurse stepped over it. 
Miss Long stooped and tasted it—salt. 
 
I
It was dim, but I could see that, almost as if 
holding down the peeling old wallpaper, were all 
manner of religious icons—pages ripped from
Bible, crucifixes, stars of David, crescents—and 
newspaper clippings. The nurse cleared her throat 
sternly when she saw me looking. “He’s this way,” s
 

e said. 

W
man staring out the front window. The table beside him was 
covered with bottles, spoons, a water pitcher and a glass. “You 
were right,” Nurse Delhaney said. “Here they are.” She gave us 
another disapproving look and walked out. 

 
M
Moth,” Miss Long asked, “Who told you we were coming?” 
 
“T
here,” he added.  
 
“W
 
E
“Cared more about trees than people,” he said. “If he 
hadn’t wasted so much time growing trees, and had tend
to his business and family, maybe he’d have left something 
to his descendants besides this wretched half-acre.” At the
Delhaney popped her head in, frowned at us, then disappeared again. He wouldn’t answer 
our questions directly, and Miss Long (she later told me) got the idea that he was 
scared and didn’t want to talk about it.  
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In that simple, direct way of hers, Miss Long said, “We want to stop the bad things 

hat got his attention. “Simple methods don’t work,” Moth said, shaking his head. “Got 

as the tree that way before Creed was hanged on it?” Miss Long asked. 

verett Moth spluttered, face reddening. “How do you know about Creed?” 

e’ve done some research, Mr. Moth,” she replied calmly. “Was his death the cause of 

vil all comes from the same place, sweetie,” he answered.  

 know you tried mystical ways of stopping the curse,” I ventured. “We heard about 

 dabbled in things I should’nt have. Anyway, none of ‘em worked. Maybe your power’s 

urse Delhaney bustled in about that time. “Time for your pills, Mr. Moth,” she said. 

r. Moth,” Miss Long said, “do you mind if we look around some before we leave?” 

elp yourself,” he grunted. The nurse dosed him up with some pills and a spoonful of 

ust don’t take anything,” she added. 

We looked through the front room. The front door was nailed 

 
 

that are happening around that tree.” 
 
T
to get rid of the evil. I tried—for years I tried, all kinds of ways. Nothing worked.” 
 
“W
 
E
 
“W
the evil?” 
 
“E
 
“I
the book burnings. But maybe if I tried--” 
 
“I
different from mine. I don’t know.” 
 
N
“You two have taken up enough of his time.” 
 
“M
 
“H
some vile liquid. 
 
“J
 

shut. The only furniture was a card table and two rickety 
chairs. On the table was a deck of playing cards. I looked at
the deck—on the face of every card was drawn a leaf in green
ink. One leg of the table was held up by a leather book. Miss 
Long slipped it out and we flipped through it.  
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It was a scrapbook. Most of the pages are blank, or have fragments of papers that 
were once pasted into it. One was from an old newspaper article: “…some of his best 
ideas, Moth says. ‘Some days I just lie beneath the tree and daydream. And soon 
enough, a sort of voice comes into my head, saying, ‘Thomas, here’s what you should 
do.’ And by George if it isn’t good advice.’ One wonders what Moth’s stockholders think 
of his unorthodox…” 
 
Another newspaper clipping said, “…seventy-five years since the awful murders of 
Felicity, Millicent and Edmond Moth by the family gardener Henry Creed. And still we do 
not know to where Creed fled, why he committed the crimes, or…” 
 
The last piece was from a handwritten letter: “…in the asylum for five years and he 
grows less and less coherent. Yesterday he said, ‘I saw them inside the heart and I 
knew.’ What heart, I asked, and he answered, ‘The tree heart. Bang, bang, bang. But if 
I…” 
 
Off the front room was a small water closet that contained a toilet, clawfoot tub and 
a medicine cabinet. Miss Long opened the cabinet, which was empty except for cobwebs, 
and noticed words scratched into the wood in the back: “I’m in your house.” 

 
We didn’t bother with the rooms upstairs, but checked the dining room. 
The floor was covered with books, the remnants of a mundane library. 
On the walls, interspersed with the religious icons I’d seen earlier—and 
which, Miss Long informed me later, included Buddhist, Hindu and Shinto 
iconography—were clippings from Arcadia newspapers, the oldest being 
about seventy years old: “Local Man Haunted By Family Curse?”, “Thomas 
Moth Gravestone Vandalized”, “Police Arrest ‘Ghost Breaker’”, 

“Spiritualist Found Murdered”, and “Museum Reports Relics Missing.” 
 
Before we left, Miss Long asked Nurse Delhaney if there were only the four sycamore 
trees on the property. “What do I know about trees?” she said with a snort. “There’s 
the three in the front and one in the back.” I could feel her eyes on my back as we 
left the house. I glanced over at the trees on the way back to the car. None of them 
were as big as the one in the park, but they gave off the same eerie feeling.  
 
It was late in the afternoon by now and I figured we should head back before dark, but 
as I opened my mouth to say that, Miss Long spoke: “We’re being watched.” I looked 
in the direction she indicated as she added, “Lenore.” There, across the road was the 
pale dark-haired young woman. She turned and walked into the cornfield. 
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We glanced at each other and ran after her, crashing 
between the stalks. After about twenty or thirty 
yards, the field ended in a track for tractors. Some 
distance away, Lenore stood looking at something on the 
ground. She looked up at us before vanishing. We ran 
over to the spot and found a large wooden platform 
partially covered with dirt. I knelt down and cleared 
most of it away, revealing a hinge on one side and an antique rusted padlock on the 
other.  

 
“There’s a crowbar in the car—“ I started. Before 
I could finish, Miss Long had broken the lock, 
tugging it off the hasp. Damn, she’s full of 
surprises. She lifted the wooden door, revealing a 
circle of stones around a hole about six feet 
across. I ran back to the car, came back with a 
flashlight and rope—something 
told me we’d need it.  I shone 

the flashlight down the hole. The light briefly illuminated Lenore’s 
face. Miss Long grabbed the rope, tossed the other end to me and 
disappeared down the hole before I could object. 
 
Never met a woman like her. Completely fearless, I’d swear. 
 

Good thing we had plenty of rope. It must’ve been about a hundred 
feet deep. The bottom was layered in dry twigs. At the bottom, she 
found a large rectangular object covered with a drop cloth leaning 
against the wall. She whipped off the cloth and saw it was a large oil 
painting of a man, woman and two children, clad in the style of the 
wealthy from early in the last century. The broad, jowly man with 
bright blonde hair and a thick mustache stood in the center of the 
portrait, a garden spade in one hand and a potted tree sapling in the 
other. Slightly behind him stood a thin, blonde woman, hands clasped, 
gazing out at the viewer. The children—a boy holding the woman’s hand 

and a girl peeking out from behind the man—were both dark-haired. Miss Long told me 
later that as she watched, Thomas Moth—the subject of the painting—transformed 
into a bloated, dark-haired man strangled by a hangman’s noose, while Felicity, Millicent 
and Edmond become rotted corpses. The frame seemed to become living branches. 
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Even in their grotesque states, the children looked more like the hanged man—Henry 
Creed—than Thomas Moth. 
 
Miss Long climbed up easily, looking a bit shaken by the experience of the painting and 
not at all fazed by the climb into a dark hole. After a brief look at the trees in the 
front yard, during which Nurse Delhaney watched us from the corner of the house, we 
headed back, discussing what to do next. We pooled our knowledge about spirits dwelling 
in trees. I remembered a spell from Jacinthe-Thèrése Peroché’s journal for 
dispelling evil, something I called the Sigil of St. Mark. That might do the trick, 
especially if the city provided some help. 
 
After a light supper and preparations back at the Zenith Building, Miss Long and I 
headed for Moth Park around 9 p.m. Once again the gate was 
locked, but we successfully climbed over without incident. I 
wondered if the transient man would show up, but he was 
nowhere to be seen. I sat on the ground by one of the tree 
roots while Miss Long stood guard. I forced all thoughts of 
doubt out of my mind (there’s always that nagging corner of 
thought that asks, when I work with magick, “What the hell do 
you think you’re doing, boy?” probably in my father’s voice) 
and concentrated on drawing the Sigil of St. Mark on my sketch pad with a stick of 
charcoal.  
 
Out of the corner of my eye I saw movement—from the darkest shadow of the tree 
trunk emerged a figure, a man in 18th century workers clothing, a noose around his 
neck. Miss Long told me later she recognized him from the portrait in the hole. He 
didn’t have the wild look in his eye that he did as he moved toward her. 
 
“Henry Creed,” she said in a calm voice, “I know you. We can end this so you can rest.” 

 
He didn’t respond.  
 
She ran toward him—although “run” is a weak verb. Waves 
flowed out behind her, bright cobalt and dark Prussian blue and 
icy turquoise against the night like a dragon’s tail. Fang swung 
her foot around at the oncoming shadowed man, but missed, 
energy spraying out in a fan of blue. (I think it was then I 
knew I couldn’t call her ‘Miss Long’ anymore, it was too 
intimate a moment that I’d witnessed. She was so like a 
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serpent striking, a fantastical dragon, and I understood why she was interested in my 
name when we first met.) 
 
Concentrate, Drake. Draw the pretty line.  
 
Creed swung at her, his hand distended like a tree branch, missed. I could feel energy 
welling up inside me, but I needed more time. Fang connected with him, but from where 
I sat, I could hear the snap on his barky flesh. A little cry of exasperation more than 
pain escaped her lips as he raked her skin. 
 
It was all I could do to sit there and draw that damned line and not leap up and help 
her. They traded a few blows that missed each other. 
 
And he was coming toward me and Fang lay in a heap on the ground. Shit. 
 
I finished the line, dropped the sketch pad. Something was wrong. Something didn’t 
work. A lance of pain skewered my temples and I realized that all the cats and dogs in 
the city were howling. And I realized I wanted away from that damned tree and every 
other damn tree in the park. 

 
And then Creed hit me in the side of my head. Something warm a
wet oozed from my ear down the side of my face. I fumbled my 
gun out and missed him. Twice. Out of the corner of my eye, I 
caught a glimpse of the transient in gray, only this time he was 
dressed as a priest, complete with a rosary and a Bible clutched in 
his hands. He was tending Fang. 

nd 

 
My attention was abruptly jarred away by Creed’s claws ripping my 
shirt. Blood spread across my chest. I couldn’t feel my legs. Or 

much of anything else, for that matter. The last thing I remember was Henri, howling 
and leaping out of the bag at Creed. Then everything went black. Fang told me later that 
the transient healed her of her wounds and said, “You must save your friend.” Henri 
heroically helped Fang attack Creed. 
 
Life flowed back into me. I felt a hand on my shoulder and looked up into the 
transient’s face. His attention was focused on Fang. “Grab the noose,” he said, 
sounding more coherent than he had in our previous encounter. He helped me stand. 
Creed was struggling against Fang’s pull on the noose, making a gagging sound as if she 
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were choking him. Maybe there was hope against this thing after all. I ran over and 
tried to help, but my right hook went wide. 
 
“Come over here, my son,” the transient-cum-priest beckoned. The Bible was open in 
one hand and he clutched the rosary in the other.  
 
I left Fang struggling with Creed, heard the rope snap. The priest was chanting in 
Latin—an exorcism ritual, I realized. “Help me, son,” he said. While 
eerie blue light swirled around Fang, the priest and I chanted. At the 
end of the prayer, he slapped the rosary down on the ground. A flare 
of light exploded beneath his hand, illumination like liquid spreading 
across the ground. The exposed and underground roots of the huge 
sycamore tree glowed with radiance. The whole tree glowed. As I 
watched, transfixed, black figures like blackbirds emerged from the 
tree, came to the edge of the light’s radius and vanished like puffs o
smoke. Suddenly, out of the clear night sky, a lightning bolt snapped down, splitting the 
sycamore in half. Henry Creed fell, disintegrated into a pile of leaves, then blew away. 
 

f 

hen magic works, it’s a powerful thing to witness. 

ng flashed a radiant smile at the priest. “We are most grateful,” she said to him. 

e nodded solemnly. “I am Father Peter Gray,” he said. “It took seeing someone willing 

here are other saplings of this tree,” she told him. “Out in Columbus County.” 

ou should check and see what happened to them, but without the main tree, they will 

ther Gray disappeared into the night. Henri jumped up into my arms and licked my 
ch. 

 

W
 
Fa
 
H
to combat the horrors of the world to remind me of my faith. Now that the tree is 
down, I no longer feel their presence.” 
 
“T
 
“Y
probably not be dangerous.” 
 
Fa
face, purring loudly. Fang and I headed back for the Zenith Building. We didn’t talk mu
I had a nagging feeling that my failure at casting the spell was noticed. “Magick has its 
risks,” Emilien Brunel wrote. “What you whisper in your secret cupboard is shouted 
aloud through the starry halls of the skies.” I always thought that was just a mage’s
hyperbole. Now I’m not so sure. Time will tell. 
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I fell into bed without taking even my shoes off, snoring before I hit the pillow. It 
had been a very long day. 
 
FRIDAY 
 
Next day we had a loose end to clear up. Fang looked particularly lovely in a sky blue 
blouse that reminded me of the colors that flowed behind her last night when she 
fought Henry Creed. This morning she showed no sign of the warrior, but was once 
more a delicate young woman. That enigmatic duality is part of what attracts me to 
her, I think. 
 
After breakfast we went down to the garage where Bob was reading the paper. The 
headline screamed, “Moth Park Tree Split By Lightning, 
Stricken from a Clear Sky.” Bob grinned at us. “Good 
work.” 

 
We drove out to Columbus 
County again. As we turned 
into the driveway, we saw the 
charred remains of the house. I
The car was gone. Along the drive were three big holes whe
the trees had been. In the back yard, the lone sycamore was 
charred stump. 

t had burned to the ground. 
re 

a 

 
We examined the holes. Large vehicle tracks and footprints surrounded them. 
“Somebody took the trees,” Fang said quietly. 
 
As we turned to go, Fang saw Lenore standing some distance away. The dead girl waved 
and disappeared. 
 
When we returned the car to the garage of the Zenith Building, Bob said, “Boss wants 
to see you.” 
 
We returned to the sitting area and Akhun showed us into Dr. Zenith’s study. This 
time the lights were on. All manner of strange and wonderful things in display cases 
begged to be examined, as did walls of books. A sheet of glass window overlooked the 
city. Dr. Zenith, sitting in his wheelchair behind the desk, looked well. 
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“The city asked for your help, and you helped,” he said. ”You may have done a little to 
keep the darkness at bay. I’d like for you, together, to write up your experiences into 
a report.” He handed us a volume with the year 1927 on it. “For the next volume.” He 
also gave us new cards, this time a gold plate with the stylized sunburst symbol and 
the word “Member” on the bottom. I felt quite proud as I tucked that card in the 
wallet. “I’ll arrange for better quarters, as well as a generous monthly stipend.” 
 
Akhun poured champagne for Dr. Zenith and myself, water for Fang, in crystal glasses. 
“To the future!” he toasted.  
 
A WEEK LATER 
 
Spent the week settling into my new digs. Henri approved. Had room to set up a 
studio, complete with drawing table and easel. More space than I’ve probably ever had. 
Didn’t see much of Fang during that time, guess she was settling in too. Most of that 
time I was too busy, but toward the end I found I missed her. Had dinner together in 
the dining room of the Zenith Building and planned to spend the next day exploring the 
city. 
 
Walking down a side street the next day, we had the feeling we were being watched. Fang 
noticed that one of the gargoyles on the building beside us had 
moved. (I used to think that in Paris a few times, that the 
gargoyles were watching me, but dismissed it as tired eyes or too 
much to drink. Now I’m not so sure.) Suddenly it leaped off the 
building.  
 
I dug for my pocket sketch pad, mentally thumbing through my 
spells. Figured Rays of Phoebus might do the trick. Started drawing a sigil while Fang 
went into a fighting stance. Maybe someday I’ll get used to the effect, but it’s 
damned distracting. The wave of blues behind her was amazing as she attacked the 
gargoyle. It clawed at her twice, tried to rake her with its horns, but it missed. I 
finished off the spell, but for some reason the ray of light failed to strike it. 
 
Fang attacked again. I hesitated to cast again, pulling out my gun and shooting it. 
Smirked to myself when a chunk of it split off with a psychic howl. Fang attacked it 
once more and cracks formed on its face. Slowly, like an ice-covered pond, the cracks 
splintered and grew until the thing crumbled apart in a heap. 
 
The creature didn’t match the other gargoyles on the building. Fang searched the rubble  
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and came up with a small brass amulet with a symbol on it that neither of us 
recognized. 
 
And then the cops showed up. Shoulda guessed. I dropped my gun and showed my 
Zenith Foundation identification card, which calmed them down. They warned me 
against discharging a firearm in the city and asked for an explanation. Fang, 
thinking quickly as usual, praised me for frightening off her attacker, who got 
away. They seemed satisfied and left. 
 
Interesting city, Arcadia. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


