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Rain coming.
Mr. Veilleur could feel the approaching summer storm in his bones 

as he sat in a shady corner of St. Ann’s cemetery in Bayside. He had the 
place to himself. In fact, he seemed to have most of the fi ve boroughs to 
himself. Labor Day weekend. And a hot one. Anyone who could af-
ford to had fl ed upstate or to the Long Island beaches. The rest  were 
inside, slumped before their air conditioners. Even the homeless  were 
off the streets, crouched in the relative cool of the subways.

The sun poured liquid fi re through the hazy midday sky. Not a 
cloud in sight. But  here in the shade of this leaning oak, Mr. Veilleur 
knew the weather was going to change soon, could read it from the 
worsening ache in his knees, hips, and back.

Other things  were going to change as well. Everything, perhaps. 
And all for the worse.

He had been making sporadic trips to this corner of the cemetery 
since he’d fi rst sensed the wrongness  here. That had been on a snowy 
winter night many years ago. It had taken him a while, but he’d fi -
nally located the spot.

A grave, which was perfectly natural, this being a cemetery. This 
grave was not like the others, however. This one had no marker. But 
something  else made this grave special: Nothing would grow over it.

o n e
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Through the years Mr. Veilleur had seen the cemetery’s garden-
ers try to seed it, sod it, even plant it with various ground covers like 
periwinkle, pachysandra, and ivy. They took root well all around, 
but nothing survived in the four- foot oblong patch over the grave.

Of course, they didn’t know it was a grave. Only Mr. Veilleur and 
the one who had dug the hole knew that. And surely one other.

Mr. Veilleur did not come  here often. Travel was not easy for 
him, even to another part of the city he had called home since the 
end of World War Two. Gone  were the days when he walked where 
he wished, fearing no one. Now his eyes  were bad; his back was stiff 
and canted forward; he leaned on a cane when he walked, and he 
walked slowly. He had an old man’s body and he had to take appro-
priate precautions.

Age had not dampened his curiosity, however. He didn’t know 
who had dug the grave, or who was in it. But whoever lay down 
there below the dirt and rocks had been touched by the enemy . . .  
the Otherness.

The enemy had been growing steadily stronger for more than two 
de cades now. But growing carefully, staying hidden. Good thing too, 
for he had no one to oppose him. But he did not know that. He was 
waiting. For what? A sign? A par tic u lar event? Perhaps the one bur-
ied below was part of the answer. Perhaps the occupant had nothing 
to do with the enemy’s quiescence.

No matter— as long as the enemy remained inactive. For the 
longer the enemy delayed, the closer Mr. Veilleur would be to reach-
ing the end of his days. And then he would be spared witnessing the 
chaotic horrors to come. His Heir would shoulder that burden.

A shadow fell across him and a sudden gust of wind chilled the 
perspiration that coated his skin. He looked up. Clouds  were mov-
ing in, obscuring the sun. Time to go.

He stood and stared one last time at the bare dirt over the un-
marked grave. He knew he would be back again. And again. Too 
many questions about this grave and its occupant. He sensed unfi n-
ished business  here.
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Because the grave’s occupant did not rest easy. Did not, in fact, 
rest at all.

Mr. Veilleur turned and made his unsteady way out of St. Ann’s 
cemetery. It would be good to get back to the cool apartment and 
get his feet up and have a glass of iced tea. He tried to believe that 
his wife had missed him during his absence, but with her mind the 
way it was, Magda probably hadn’t even realized he was gone.



t w o

Pendleton, North Carolina

1
▼

Conway Street had come to a virtual standstill. Like a parking lot. 
Will Ryerson idled his ancient Impala convertible between fi tful 
crawls in the stagnant morning traffi c and watched the heat gauge. 
Still well in the safe range.

He patted the dash. Good girl.
He glanced at his watch. He’d already had a late start for work, 

and this was going to make him later. He took a deep breath. So 
what? The grass on the north campus at Darnell University could wait 
a few extra minutes for its weekly trim. Only problem was, he was 
in charge of the work crews this morning, so if he didn’t get there, 
J.B. would have to get things rolling. And J.B. had enough to do. 
That was why he’d recently promoted Will.

Will Ryerson is moving up in the world.
He smiled at the thought. He’d always wanted an academic life, to 

spend his workdays on the campus of a great university. Well, for the 
last few years his wish had come true. Except he didn’t travel there 
every day to immerse himself in the accumulated knowledge and wis-
dom of the ages; he came to tend the grounds.

With his degrees he could have been at Georgetown, or even 
Darnell or Brown as an academic, but proving his qualifi cations 
would require him to reveal his past, and he  couldn’t do that.
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He glanced in the rearview mirror at his long, salt- and- pepper 
hair— mostly salt now— still wet from his morning shower, pulled 
tight to the back; at his scarred forehead, bent nose, and full, gray-
ing beard. Only the bright blue eyes of his former self remained. If 
his mother  were still alive, even she might have trouble recognizing 
him now.

He peered ahead. Had to be an accident somewhere up there. Ei-
ther that or the road department had picked the town’s so- called 
a.m. rush hour to do some street repairs. Will had grown up in a real 
city, the city with the king— no, the emperor of rush hours. This little 
bottleneck  couldn’t hold a candle to that.

He killed time by reading bumper stickers. Most of them  were 
religious.

“BORN AGAIN”
“YOUR GOD DEAD? TRY MINE: JESUS LIVES!”

“LISTEN FOR THE SHOUT— HE’S COMING AGAIN!”
“A CLOSE ENCOUNTER OF THE BEST KIND: JESUS!”

And Will’s favorite . . .  

“JESUS IS COMING AGAIN AND BOY IS HE PISSED!”

I can dig that, Will thought.
He considered turning on the radio but  wasn’t in the mood for the 

ubiquitous country music or the crud that dominated the university’s 
student station, so he listened to the engine as it idled in the press. An 
ancient gas guzzling V-8 but it purred like a week- old kitten. It had 
taken him a while but he’d fi nally got the timing right.

Will noticed that the right lane seemed to be inching forward 
faster than his own. When a space opened up next to him, he eased 
over toward the curb and made slightly better time for half a block. 
Then he came to a dead stop along with everybody  else.

Big deal. He’d picked up fi fty feet over his old spot. Hardly 
worth the trouble. He peered ahead to see if the next side street was 
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one he could use to detour around the congestion. He  couldn’t make 
out the name on the sign. He glanced to his right and froze.

Oh, no.
A telephone booth stood on the sidewalk not six feet from the 

passenger door of his car.
Not many left these days, and usually he could spot one blocks 

away. But this had been hidden by the unusually large knot of people 
clustered at the bus stop next to it. He’d missed it.

Panic gripped the center of Will’s chest and twisted. How close 
was he? Too close. How long had he been stopped? Too long. He 
 couldn’t stay  here. He didn’t need much, just half a car length forward 
or back, but he had to move, had to get away from that phone.

No room in front— he’d already pulled up to the rear bumper of 
the car ahead of him. He lurched around in his seat, peering over the 
trunk. No room there either. The car behind was right on his tail.

Trapped.
Get out of the car— that was the only thing to do. Get out and 

walk off a short distance until the snarl loosened up, then run back 
and screech away.

He reached for the door handle. He had to move now if he was 
going to get away before—

No. Wait. Be cool.
Maybe it  wouldn’t happen. Maybe the horror had fi nally let go. 

Maybe it was over.
He hadn’t allowed himself near a landline phone for so long, how 

did he know it would happen again? Nothing had happened yet. 
Maybe nothing would. If he just stayed calm and stayed put, maybe—

The phone in the booth began to ring.
Will closed his eyes, set his jaw, and gripped the steering wheel 

with all his strength.
Damn!
The phone rang only once. Not the usual two- second burst, but a 

long, continuous ring that went on and on.
Will opened his eyes to see who would answer it. Someone al-

ways did. Who’d be the unlucky one?
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He watched the commuters at the bus stop ignore it for a while. 
They looked at each other, then at the phone, then back down the 
street where their bus was stuck in traffi c somewhere out of sight. Will 
knew that  wouldn’t last. No one could ignore a phone that rang like 
that.

Finally, a woman started for the booth.
Don’t, lady.
She continued forward, oblivious to his silent warning. When she 

reached the booth she hesitated. It was that ring, Will knew, that 
endless continuous ring that so jangled the nerves with its alienness. 
You  couldn’t help but sense that something was very wrong  here.

She looked around at her fellow commuters who  were all staring 
at her, urging her on with their eyes.

Answer it, they seemed to say. If nothing  else you’ll stop that 
damned incessant ring!

She lifted the receiver and put it to her ear. Will watched her face, 
watched her expression change from one of mild curiosity to concern, 
and then to horror. She pulled the receiver away from her head and 
stared at it as if the earpiece had turned to slime. She dropped it and 
backed away. Another of the commuters— a man this time— began 
to approach the booth. Then Will noticed the car in front of him be-
gin to move ahead. He gunned the Chevy and stayed on the other 
car’s bumper as it pulled away.

Will kept his sweaty hands tight on the wheel and fought the sick 
chills and nausea that swept through him.

Thank God it didn’t happen with cell phones. At least not yet. 
Only landlines. And he had a pretty good idea of why.

2
▼

Lisl Whitman sat in her offi ce in the Math department at Darnell 
University and stared at her computer screen as she tried to ignore 
the insistent beeping of her watch.

Lunchtime.



20 F .  P a u l  W i l s o n

Not too hungry now, and she was really rolling on these calcula-
tions. A very productive morning. She didn’t want to see it end just 
yet. This was good work. She had a feeling that it was going to make 
people sit up and take notice.

But that advanced calculus class at one  o’clock  wouldn’t wait, and a 
couple of those eager Darnell undergrads  wouldn’t let her get away 
for at least another fi fteen minutes after class, which meant she 
 wouldn’t break free until well after two. She’d be famished by then 
and maybe even a little shaky. And when she got that hungry she al-
ways ran the risk of going into a feeding frenzy.

And so what if I do?
One more binge  wasn’t going to matter. She was already at least 

twenty pounds overweight. Who’d notice a few more? Will Ryerson 
might, but her weight didn’t seem to matter to him. He accepted her 
for who she was, not how she looked.

Lisl had never had a weight problem until her late twenties— until 
after the divorce. She was thirty- two now and knew she’d let herself 
go in a big way. She’d been lonely and depressed, so she’d immersed 
herself in her doctoral thesis. And food. Food had been her only plea-
sure. And somewhere along the line she became a compulsive eater. 
She’d binge, hate herself for it, and then binge again.

Why not? She’d been considered a math nerd all her life, and 
nerds  were supposed to look rumpled and slovenly. It came with the 
territory. She’d never allow herself to look slovenly, but the loose 
clothes she tended to wear did lend her a rumpled look. She rarely 
wore makeup—her high coloring didn’t require it— but took scru-
pulous care of her naturally blond hair.

Eat now, she told herself. Now!
Maybe her weight didn’t matter, but she had to draw the line some-

where. Had to say enough sometime.
She saved and waited for confi rmation. Satisfi ed that her work 

was now safely stored away in the university servers, she shut off the 
monitor and looked out the window. Another bright, warm, glori-
ous September day in North Carolina.

Now . . .  where to eat? Four choices:  here in the Math 
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department— either alone in her offi ce or joining Everett in his— or 
in the caf, or al fresco. Actually, only three choices. Alone could be 
more company than Ev. Still, he was the only member of the depart-
ment still on the fl oor and she guessed she owed him the courtesy of 
asking him to join her. The gesture risked nothing, and she sensed 
that Ev genuinely appreciated it whenever she asked.

She stepped across the hall to his open door. EVERETT SAND-

ERS, Ph.D. ran in black across the opaque glass. She found him 
hunched over his computer keyboard, his narrow back to her. His 
shiny pink scalp gleamed through his thinning light brown hair. He 
wore the Ev Sanders uniform: short- sleeved white shirt and brown 
polyester slacks. Lisl didn’t need to see his front to know he had a 
slim, nondescript brown tie tightly knotted around his neck.

She tapped on the door glass.
“Come,” he said without looking around.
“It’s me, Ev.”
He turned and  rose from his seat to face her. Always the gentle-

man. Only in his mid- forties but he looked older. And yes, another of 
his muddy brown ties was cinched up high under his Adam’s apple.

“Hello, Lisl,” he said, his watery brown eyes peering at her through 
his wire- rimmed glasses. He smiled, showing slightly yellowed teeth. 
“Isn’t it wonderful?”

“What?”
“The article.”
“Oh, yes! The article. I think it’s super, don’t you?”
US News & World Report’s annual college issue had given Darnell 

University a top rating, even going so far as to call it “the new Har-
vard of the South.”

“I’ll bet John Manning’s sorry now that he left for Duke. All we 
need to complete the picture is a Division One basketball team.”

“And you can coach it,” Lisl said.
Ev gave one of his rare, heh- heh- heh laughs, then rubbed his palms 

together.
“Well, what can I do for you?”
“I’m going to lunch now. You want to come?”
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“No, I don’t think so.” He glanced at his watch. “I’ll be stopping 
work in two minutes. After that, I’ll be eating lunch  here and catch-
ing up on some reading. You’re welcome to join me.”

“That’s okay. I didn’t bring anything today. See you later.”
“Very well.”
He smiled, nodded, and reseated himself at his computer.
Relieved, Lisl turned away. Asking Ev to lunch was a private game 

she played. He always brown- bagged it, always ate in his offi ce. A safe 
courtesy. He never accepted. Ev Sanders was nothing if not predict-
able. She wondered what she’d do with him if he ever did accept.

She grabbed the vinyl- covered cushion from behind her offi ce 
door and headed for the caf.

3
▼

The caf’s lasagna was good as a rule, but the weather was a little too 
warm for a hot lunch. She picked out a fruit cocktail and turkey on 
white.

There. That looked sensible.
Then she came to the dessert counter and snatched a piece of 

coconut cream pie before she could stop herself.
Who’ll notice?
She scanned the tables in the faculty room and saw no one she 

cared to sit with, so she headed outdoors to the grassy knoll behind 
the caf. She hoped Will would be there.

He was. She spotted Will Ryerson’s familiar fi gure leaning against 
the wide trunk of the knoll’s only tree, a battered old elm. He was 
sipping a can of pop and reading, as usual.
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