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Dedication
First and foremost, thanks must go to
Neil, as always, friend and a half, and not a
bad-looking gent, writes a bit, 'm told.
To the three graces, Diana, Shelly, and
Renae. They have all, in one way or another,
made a great job an absolute delight.

To BWS, who’s saved me from myself, twice.

This book is for you.

~Nr

—Michael Zulli
In New England.
In a tower. On a cliff. By a river.
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Tramps and vagavonds
have marks they make
on gateposts and trees
and door's, letting others
of theit kind know a
little apout the people
who live 2t the houses
and farms they pass on
their travels. =

ot Ly
I think cats must
= leave similar signs.

How else to explain the cats
who turn up at our doot
hrouah the year, hunary
and flea-tidden and
avandoned?




We get rid of the fleds and
the ticks, Feed them and
take them tfo the vet.

We pay fot
them fo get
their shots--

and, indignity
upon indignity--

we have them
neutered ot
spayed.



And they stay with us, for 2
Few months, ot Fot 2 year,
ot fotever.

Most of them arrive in summet.
We live in the country, just the
right distance out of fown for
the city-dwellers o abandon
their cats near us.

The cat population of my house
is currently as follows:

Zoe, 2 halp- Sizmese, Former barn-
kiften, very genftle, very quiet.

R N\

Hermione and Pod, tapby and
vlack, respectively, the mad
sisters who live in my attic
office, and do not

minale.

Princess, the vlue-eyed lona-haired
white cat, who lived wild in the woods
For years pefore she gave up her
wild ways fFo¥ soft Sofas and veds.

I
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And, last vut largest, furvall,
Princess’s cushion-like calico lona-
haired dauahter; orange and lack
and white..,

whom I discovered as a tiny kitten
in out garade one day, stranaled
and almost dead, her head poked
throush an old badminton net.,

and who surprised us all vy not
dying vut instead arowing up to
be the vest-natured cat I have
evet encountered.

has no other name than the Black
Cat, and who turned up almost a
month ago.
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We did not realize he was goina to ve ¥
living here at pirst: he looked too well- < «
C fed To be a stray, 100 old and jaunty
U 1o have been avandoned. He looked like
" 2 small panthet, and he moved like 2
patfch of night. s= o

| —

§ One day, in the summer, he was
lurking avout out ramshackle
potch: eight ot nine years old, |
at a auess, male, areenish-
yellow of eye, very frien,

! quite imperturyavle.

B\
1 assumed he belonaed

1o @ neighboring farmeyr
ot household

E\}




I went awdy fov a Few
weeks, to finish writing |
4 ook, and when I came
home he was still on our
porch, living in an old cat-
ved one of the children
had Found for him.

[ .

He was, however, aimost unrecoanizayle. ™
Patches of fut had gone, and theve were
deep scratches on his aray skin. w {

J B

The tip of one ear was chewed away. There
was 2 9ash beneath one eye, 2 slice done
from one lip. . T

i
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We took the

Black Cat to

the vet, where

we 9ot him some

3 antiviotics, which

we fed him each
night, 2iong with
soft cat food.

We wondeted who he was righting.
Princess, our white, veautirul,
near-peral queen?

£4ch night the scratches would be worse--
one night his side would be chewed up; the
. next, it would e his undetbelly, raked with
. claw marks and vloody to the fouch.

When it 9ot to that point; I fook
him down to the vasement fo

recovet, veside the futnace and
the piles of voXes. |

He was surprisingly heavy, the

. Black Cat, and T picked him up
and carried him down there,

= with 4 cat-vasket, and a litter

bin, and some fo0d and water.

i [ 1]
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. At first he seemed too weak
1 had fo uﬁsh the l;lood fo Feed himself: 4 cut beneath
Frofrvjr}r‘ny aands, wf en 1 one eye had rendeted him
lept the basement. = Zlmost one-eyed, and he [imped
£ and lolled weakly, thick yellow
- EUS 00Zing from the cut in
= his lip.
=~ j\

I closed the door
behind me. ===
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He stayed down there
Fot Fout days. w )

L

He ha;{ diallrrhea, and, althouah
= I chanaed his litter rlaily, the
lly. X

PP AR
| I went down there every morn-
|| ing and every night, and I fed
hit, and aave him antiviotics,
which T miXed with his canned
food, and T davyed at the worst
of the cuts, and spoke to him.
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The four days that the 1 learned that a project I had set my heart on--adapting Hope Mitriees’ novel
Black Cat lived in the Lud-in-the-Mist por the BBC--was no lonser 9oina fo happen, and I realized that
I did not have the eneragy fo beain 24ain from scrafch, pitching it to other net-
: g works, ot 1o other media; : z i

| the bapy slipped in the & 2
ath, and vanaed her
.| head, and might have

mmediately vegan to send home a plethora
of heart-tearing lefters and cards, five ot
siX edch day, imploting us o fake her away;
my son had some kind of fiaht with his vest
friend, fo the point that they wete no longer
F on speaking ferms; 3 -

By the fourth day, the
cat was prowling the
vasement. He mewed at — |
me to let him out, and, i
= reluctantly, I did so.

ps

== and returning home one night, my wife hit a deer,
who ¥an out in Front of the car. The deer was

- killed, the car was left undrivavle, and my wife
* sustained a small cut over one eye. \\




He went vack onto the porch,
and slept there ror the rest
of the day.

The next morning there _____
weve deep, new 9ashes in
his planks, and clumps of
vlack cat-hair--his--

covered the wooden ———{—
voards of the porch.

Letters arrived that day From The BBC execytive who had
my daughtet, telling us that vetoed Lugd-in-the-Mis? was
camp was going vetter, and she = discoveted fo have peen
thousht she could sutvive @ few | taking

5 Urives  (well, “question-
e = aple lozns”)

my son and his
fFriend sotted
out their proplem, 8
| Glthough what the
araument was
ayout--Trading
cards, computer 8
9ames, Star wars, ;
or A Girl--1 7 A4
would never / ; f£rom an independent
learu. g X7 : production company,
! b Y and was sent home on

his successot; I was deliahted [
1o learn, when she faxed me,
was the woman who had initially
W proposed the project to me
vefote leaving the BBC.

A W TTIINE  Lo ) /%
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for virthdays and at Christmas

my family gives me a2d9ets

and aizmos, pticey foys which
® excite my fancy yut, ultimately,
& rarely leave theit boXes.

2 pair of see
vinoculars.

I thouaht ayout returning the
Black Cat fo the pasement, put
decided a3ainst it. Instead, 2
resolved fo 1ty and discover
what kind of animal was coming
1o out house each night, and
from there fo formulate a plan
of action--to trap it, perhaps.

s e
¥ There's 2 pood dehydrator
i and an electric carving
Y knife, a pread-making
machine, and, last year's

and, when
everyone
in the house
was asleep,
I went out
onto the

Perhaps, I thouaht, if
’rhi cteature, dog ot i
ca ¥ racco i

% whaﬁhavg.%oﬁ,nfm so I took a chair info the box-
1o see me sitting on and-coat-toom, little [araer
the potch, it would than a closet, which ovetlooks
not come, : the porch, ‘

= ]



That cat, my wire
had said, when he

First arrived, is 4
petsol

And there was something very
petson-like in his huge, leonine
face: his broad vlack nose, his
areenish-yellow eyes, his fanaed
vut amiayle mouth (still leaking
am;;er pus from the riaht lower
f

ip). PR "ﬁ .
1 stroked his head, and §

scratched him peneath
the chin, and I wished

"

Then I went inside, [i3
and turned off the
light on the porch.

/5

the-dark vinoculars onmy lap. I §
hag switched the binoculars on, and

2 trickle of areenish light came
From the eyepieces,

Time passed, in
the darkness.




I experimented with looking at
the darkness with the binoculars,
learning fo focus, fo see the
world in shades of green.

Then I lowered the B
binoculars from my
eyes,

and stared out at the rich

I found myself horrified by the numper of

swarming insects I could se€ in the night air: SR vlacks and vlues of the

it was as if the night world were some kind of : niaht, empty and pedceful
nightmarish soup, swimming with lire. pmers and calm. " '

reo

Time passed. I strugdled fo
keep awake, Found myselp
profoundly missing ciaarettes
and cofree, my two lost
addictions. Either of them
would have kept my eyes
open.

But verote I had
fumpyled oo far
into the wov'ld of
sleep and dreams,
a yowl £rom the
adrjen jerked me
frully awake.

- e
NN and was disappointed fo see
\ © that it was merely Princess.

I rumyled
the binoculars
to my eyes..,




I was apout to settle myselp
vack down, when it occutred
1o me 1o wondet what exactly
had startled Princess so.

1 began scanhing the middie
distance with the pinoculars,
looking for a huge raccoon,
2 do9, ot aVicious possum.

something coming
down the driveway,
fowards the house.

4

\t was the
Devil.




/.
1 had never seen the DeVil vefote, and
althouah I had written avout him in the
past, if pressed would have confessed

an imaaindry figure, traaic and Miltonian.

i by 3 1 g R

that I had o velief in him, other than as &

| it could not see me, that, in 2 dark house,

T 3
§ My heart veaan to pound in my chest,
1o pound so hard that it hurt. I hoped

vehind window 3lass, I was hidden. R
4 s

o bk 2
The figure flickered and changed 2s

it walked up the drive. One moment
it was dark, bull-like, minotaurish, the #
next it was slim and remale, and the

next it was a cat itselr, a scarred, huae
gray-areen wildcat, ifs pace conforted
with hate. pees NS




At the bottom of the steps, the Devil
stopped, and called out something that
1 could not understand, three, perhaps
Fout words in @ whining, howling l2nguzae
that must have veen old and Foraotten
when Bapylon was youna.

. BE |
4 Althoush I did not undetstand the

wotds, I felt the hairs vise on the
vack of My head as it called.

20
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And then I heard, muffled
throuah the alass, vut still
audivle, 2 low arowl, a L ¢
challenae, and, slowly,
unsteadily, a ylack rigure
walked down the steps of
the house, awdy fromme,
fowards the Devil. 8.1

These days the Black
Lzt no longer moved
like @ panthet; instead
he stumbled and rocked,
like a sailot only recent-
ly returned tfo land.




The Devil was 2 woman, now.

She said something sooth-
ing and gentle fo the cat,
in 2 fongue that sounded
like French, and reached
out a hand to him.

He sank his teeth
into het arm, and
her lip cutled, and
she spat at him.

§ AL

X

The woman

glanced up

at me, then,

and i I had

doubted that

she was the
. Devil berore,
- T wis certain
i of it now:

the woman’s eyes flashed red fire at me; but
you ¢an see no ted throuah the niaht-vision
vinoculars, only shades of a green.

And the Devil saw me, throuah the window.
It saw me. I am inno douvt avout that at all.

21



The Devil twisted and
writhed,

-
and now it was some
kind of jackal, a flat-
faced, huae-headed,
vull-necked creature,

= o s

Thete were maggots
squirming in its manay
Fuyy

halpway between a
hyena and 2 dingo.

and it walked closet,
apptoaching the steps.

The Black Cat leapt
upon i, R
L

And then a low roar--down the
country road at the yottom
OF out drive (umbered a (ate-
night truck, its ylazing head-
lights putning bright as areen
suns throuah the binoculars.

g

moving fastet than
my eyes could follow.

Al this in silence,

1 lowered them

. From my eyes,
and saw only
darkness, and
the gentle

ellow of head- §

ights, and then H
the red of rear
{ights as it .

1 vanished off

§ daain info the
nowhere at ail.

22




When I raised the binoculars once

mote, there was nothing fo ve seen. -

- Only the Black Cat, on the steps, 7_-
i

staring up into the ait.

1 trained the binoculars up, and
saw something flying away--a
Vltute, perhaps, ot an egle--
and then it flew beyond the
frees and was gone. -

2



. TS
I went out onto the porch,
and picked up the Black Cat,

WSS ;
Thete was dried vlood on my T-shirt
and jeans, the following motning.

-

He mewled piteously when T
fFirst approached him, put,
affer 2 while, he went fo
V. sleep on my lap, and I put
¥2 him info his basket, and went
upstairs to my bed, to sleep 7
myself. 7

Il and stroked him,
i said kind, soothing
thinas fo him.

N

8. The thing that comes to my house
Bl does not come every niaht. But it
comes most nights: we know it by
8 the wounds on the cat, and the pain
1 can see in those leonifie eyes. He
has lost the use of his front legt
paw, and his right eye has closed For &
3004, § ORR

. 1 wonder what we
did fo deserve the [i

B

1 I wonder whi
| sent him., =

And, selfish and scared,
I wondet how much mote
he has to aive. g

24
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Y EVENING,
AUBREY. YOU'RE
LATE. £

> NOW, YOU SAID
YOu HAD A TALE FOR MY
COLLECTION,..?

YES. YES, T
DO. T HEARD IT FROM
OLD FARRINGDON, WHO
SAID IT WAS AN OLD
STORY WHEN HE
HEARD IT.

e ()
Z . D TV

Gl G
COURSE. BUT OWLS.”
STILL.

27



g AND THEY ¢
L - iR WERE SCARED OF HER.
U7/ ON THE CHURCH STEPS, HOW.CON Yol BE SCARED
INTHE TOWN OF DYMTON, , OF A BABY 7
IN THE NORTH =
COUNTRY.

=
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R et
to death, Jon dbe wars wot
b of woman.
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| the b wao not 1o bo feilled, Tnatead, 1
aﬁemm&hémm%aa%mw
%&m%@mhm el
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T wwa ot e comvent hat

e balle was boft, andl the of -
weman whe was ne longer v (S
%W%mfaﬁw% £h

feed it, dbthough e w Rty
Fvene etfien contuct with i, RS
Jou it wrs @ domomed) thing, ¢

| wnd e waw 2 fesly weman.




| 7l v thehin gl i, b he e N 5
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| figh, stone wills, secing no spe,
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prelty thanm even ey
hadd imagined,

When dhe am them e
wws teviified, Mo had. &
newen seen @ mam before
enby He women whe

; %Wﬁ%mm%&w
! M/wmy/%wz#m/wm//m,
e wese imploring Hem
Wﬁﬂfmﬁ%

e lowmapolle ﬂmeﬁ/ &//4&% Jorthey
wene et on Hety evth mischilefy ond were
wiched cruel. e ond thery came ot
éwm %@ mons light.
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were tanafermed inls

Gl mitce. andb 1t

a5 e ol




He good w&mﬂ/%@&m went i
. W@WW Mﬂw for thety Sl
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“Che twith, of 1t Al vs obwisusa, bt 3 bo 1w memy
WWWW?MWW szmtmm;

Aubsery Tobins,
S Februny 1597
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COMICS & GRAPHIC NOVELS / FANTASY

Neil Gaiman (The Sandman) delivers his award-winning magic
and mystery, realized in Michael Zulli’s lavish paintings.

The two modern masters present a pair of magical and disturbing
stories of strange creatures who are not quite what they seem!
In “The Price,” a mysterious feline engages in a nightly conflict
with an unseen, vicious foe. “The Daughter of Owls” recounts
the eerie tale of a beautiful orphan girl who was found clutching
an owl pellet—and how those who would do her wrong faced
bizarre, unforeseen consequences.
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