Picnic At Lac Du Sang
By Graham Masterton

"The girls here are very young," said Baubay, taking a last deep drag at his cigarette and
flicking it out of the Pontiac’s window. '‘But let me tell you, they’ll do anything’

Vincent frowned across the street at the large Gothic-revival hougssi't at all what he
had expected a brothel to look like. It was heavily ovelsivad by three giant dark-gree
elms, but he could see turrets and spires and decorated gables, and balconiestwhere
curtains suggestively billowed in the summer breeze. The outside wadlpaated a burned
orange coloyrand there was stething strang and other-wddly about thevhole place, a$ i
he had seen it in a painting, or dreamed it.

'I'm not so surebout this' he told Balay. 'l never visid a bordelh before.’

'‘Bordello!" Baubay piffé. "This is simply a very amdpla place where guys like us can meet
beautiful and willing young women, discuss the state of the ecqri@wy a bottle of
champagne omwto, play Trivial Pursuit and if we feelike it, getlaid.'

'Sounds like a bordello to me,' said Vincent, trying to make a joike of

‘You're not ging to chicken at on me, aregu? Don't sayou're @ing to chicken at. Come
on, Vincent, I've driven over eightyiles for this, and I'm not going back to Montreal without
at least oe game of hidehe salami

'It's just thatl feel like - | don'tknow. | feel like I'm being unfahful.'

'‘Bullshit! How can you be unfaithful to a woman who walked outar?yHow can you be
unfaithful when she was screwingmttélike Michad Sapersten?'

‘I don't know, but it just feels that way. Come oauBay, | never looked at anothesman
for eleven yeas. Well, | looked but I didn't  anything abouit.'

'So - after dlthose years o$ainthood you deserve tandulge yoursdla little. You won't
regret it, believe me. You'll he coming back for more. Hejth your tongue dragging on the
sidewalk:

'l don't know. Is there astaurant or something around here? Maybleave some lunch and
wait for you.'

Baubay ufastened his s#zelt and took his ke out of thegnition. 'Absolitely emphacally
no you are not. How do you expect me to emjogicating with some ripe young teenage
while all the time | know that you're sitting alomesome dreary diner eating Salisbstgak?
What kind of friend would that make me? You're not backing out of this, Vincent. You're
coming to neet Madame Leduwhether you ke it or not'

‘Well, I'll meether, okay?' \iicent agreedBut whether | danything else - *

Baubay tok him by the dow as if he wera blind man and ppelled him to the gmsite
sidewalk. The maiing was glazednd warm and tine was hardlany traffc. The house
stood in the older part of St Michel-des-Monts, in a street which was still respectable but
which was suffering from obvious neglect. The house next door was,ataptyndows



shuttered and its front door hoarded up, its garden a tangle of weeds and wild pegbpres. B
the houses, through a blueish haze, Vincent could see the mountains of Mont Blanc, Mont
Tremblant, and beyond.

They climbed the stone steps to the front door and Bagdaya smart, enthusiastic knock.
The door was paied a sun-fadeblue, and the pai had crackedKe the surfacef an old
master. The knocker was bronze, and cast in the shape of a snarling wdlf's he

'See that?' said Baubay. 'That was supposed poekdespirits at bay. They're quitare,
now.'

They waited and waited and eventu&@iubay knocked again. Aftarwhile they heard a
door open and piamusic, Mozart, and woman's voi. Vincent felt btierflies in his
stomach, and he had a ridiculous childish urge to run aveayody winked at him and said,
‘This'll be Madame Leduc now

The front door was opened by a tall, ash-blonde woman with hdsrhaled on top of her
head. She was wang a long # negligée inpale aquamara) trimmed with lae. She must
have been 45 at least but she was extraordinarily beautiful, with a fine, INghdliz-

looking face, and eyes that were suchle,pgashed-out blue that they were scareely
colour at all. Her negligée was open almost to her waist, revedliegpacleavage in which a
large marcasite crucifix nestled. Judging by thg e breasts swung, she must have heen
naked underneath.

'Francois, what a pleasure,’ she said. Her agganfaintly Québécois, vepyecise and
refined. 'Ard - how exciing! You've brought your frend with you talay.'

'| couldnt keep you lato myself, ould 1?' aske®aubay.Violette, this is Vicent Jeffries.
He's a very taled man. A greamusician.Like, eat your hearbut, Johan Sebastn Bach.'

Mme Leduc held out her hand so that it slightly drooped, amckYit realised that she

expected him to kiss it. He did so, and when he lifted his eyes he saw that she was smiling at
him in amusement.d&ibay saidLet's @ inside. | cald do some seriousthage to a bottle

of cold chanpagne.’

They stepped into the hallway and Mnexluc closed the door behind them, blotting out the
sunshine. 'The tall one and the short one," she remarked, and themeshdqgtle, tinkling

laugh. Baubajaughed too, lika dog barkingand gave ha pat on the bottom.i$

shortness had never given him any trouble with wommen, or so he said, ant Weleyed

him, because heas always acked with engly and havas quite handsone a roughlycut,
unfinished way, with a square jaw and thicklaypws and thick black curls. Apart from being
taller, Vincent was much thinner and quieter, with blondish combed-back hair and a narrow,
rather aquiline face, and a way of peg at people as if they were standing six or seven miles
away. When she had first met him, Patricia had said that he lookealikerce of Arabia,
trying to see through the glitter of a distant méralg the end, their marriage had turned out

to be the mirage.

'So, you're a great musician, Mr Jeffries?' adkee Leduc. 'Some of my girlsealearning
the piano.You will have to give tlem some paiters.’



'Francois isxaggeratingas usual,’ saidincent. 'lwrite scores fotelevision commeials -
incidental music, links, stuff like that. Do you know the Downhome Donut music? That was
mine. Righ now Francas and | are workig on a Labatt'sder ad togethr.'

"You shouldhear what he'sritten!" said Baubay. 'Is it damatic? Is i sweepingo bears go
to the wood to dress p as women?

They entered a large, higk#inged living room. It probably ovieoked the garden, but
Vincent couldn't tell because all the windows were tighilyeced by bleached white calico
blinds through which the surlig ht filt eredas ®ftly asthe menory of a longlost summer day.
The floor was pal polished hardwam, with antique stter-rugs, rad the furniture as all
antique, too, gilded and upholstered in creams and yellows. Wieesehuge mirrors
everywhere, which at first gave Vimtehe impression that he had walked into a room
crowded with fifteen or sixteen girls.

Madame Leduc clapped her hands and calltdrtion, mes petiteMr Baubay has arrived
and he has lmught a friem for us to etertain!’

Immediately, the girls came forwhand clustered around them. Now Vincent could see that
there were only seven of them, but he still felt overwhelmed, and morarigthing else he
wished that he wersomeplace elskle had neverden simultaneousko arousgand so
embarrassed indwhole life. All ofthe girls wergretty: two o three of them we almost

as beautiflas Mme LeducThere was a rdtead with skn as whiteas milk, aml a long-

haired brunette with dark slanting eyes that he could ti@wened in. There were three
blondes - one bubpblnd curlythe other tall ahmysteriousvith hair so long tat she could
have wrapped herself in it, like a silky curtain. Thers aaother brunette who stood more
shyly behind her friends, but she hadeefso perfect that Vincent couldn't take hisseyff

her.

What strick him mostof all, though, was the ay in which the gis were dresed. He didtt

guite know what he had expected: Fredericks of Hollywoodriegmaybe, or satin wraps

like the one that Mmkeduc was waring. But thg all wore pain white cotton mgjhtdresses,
almost ankle-length, and one of them was even wearing white socks. Vincent supposed that
Mme Leduc had wanted them to look yountlan they really wer like schoolgirls; but even

so none of them could have been older than 18 or 19.

'‘Mr Jeffries is a musician, girls," Mme Leduc annound&ethaps he'll be kind enough to play
for us while we bring him something to drink.' She winked at Bauray Vincent saw her
wink. She must havessed how nervalthe was, andgg, it was a goodea, asking him to
play the piao. It would hip to relax him. "Yodike champagneMr Jeffries? Or malicall

you Vincent?

'Sure you can caline Vincent.But right | think I'd prefer a beeiif you don't mnd.'

'Anything you wat,' she said. She looked into his eyes for almost ten seconds withagt say
anything. Her ey@were extraordinary, like blue ink that has spilled across the surface of
mirror. He dropped his gaze and found himself looking at the cross that dangled in her
cleavage. He could smell the perfume that she exuded from between bts. ir@zs very
summery and flowery, and feome reason it made him think of - what? He couldn't think.
Something elusivesomething deeplemotional Something that labhappened a lortgne

ago.



One of the girlcame up and tooksicoat. Anotheolosened his negkt '"You like thi®' said
Baubay, walking p and down lte room. 'Ths is what | cdl pamperirg.’

'Please, play,' said the redhead)ystand pulled out the piano-stool for him. Vincent sat
down, flexed his fingers, and played one of his ppigges, a high-speed version of
Camptown Raced he girls laughed and clapped when he had finished, and one of the
blondes kissed him on the cheek. The blonde with the long hair, more daring and more
sensual, kissed him directly on the mouth. 'Francois is right. Yougreatamusician. Your
music is terrible but you - pu are a gréanusician.' Blol words, he thoug, almost
frightening. But he had never had an erection while sitting at the piéore b&s he did now.
He could feel the warmth of the girl's body throingr plain white nightdress. It was
unbuttoned, and he could see the curve of a small swelling breast.

Mme Leduc brought him a golden glass of beerfiozen glass. He drank a little, and then
be played something slower, more sentimental, a scoredhertigen for a poem. The blonde
with the long haicame and sat next him, and put hemren around him, but heglayed this
song for the brunette who stood away from the othergyesr lowered, her fingers trailing
through her hair.

‘In your arms was still delight ... quiet as a street at night;
And thoughts of you, | do remember,

Were green leaves in a darkened chamber,

Were dark clouds in a moonless.sky

The blonde girl massaged his shoulders, and then ran her fingers altdewvahis spine.

The redhead stood behind him and stroked his hair. On the opposite side of the room, Baubay
sat with one of the curly blondes on his knee and another kneeling ¢oothieefside him. He

lifted his glass of champagne and gave Vincent a blissful beamit tBll me this isn't the

life, my friend. This is he life.’

'Love, in you, went passing,bgang Vincent. He looked toward the brunette and she was
lifting her hair so that it shone in the softly-filtered sunlight in a fine net of filaments. He
didn't know whether she knew that he was looking at her or not. He didn't know whether she
was flirting with him or not. She appeared to be indifferent, and yet -

'Love, in you, went passing by, ... penetrative, remote, and rare,
Like a bird in the wide air,
And, as the bird, it left no trace...

He paused, and then he sang, very quittlghe heaven ... of your fate

There was a momentary silence, and then Matkit pattered her hands together like a
pigeon trappeth a chimney'You weave dte a spell, Vincet. You must plays some
more.'

'‘Why doesn't oa of your girls pay? I'd like to heathem."

'‘Well, of course. I'm forgetting msglf. You didn't come here to entertam Minette, why
don't you play Curiose Geschicbtfor Mr Jeffries? Mintte's been padicing veryhard this
month. And Sophie, iy don't you dancé?



Vincent left the piano and the girl with the long blonde hair guided him over to the couch

next to Baubay's, and sat down almost in his lap. She stroked his thigh through his chino
pants and then she cupped her hand right between his legs, and squeezed it. He looked up at
her but all she did was kiss him all over his face. He had drunk less than half of his beer but
already he was beginning to feel that he lost touch with reality. His cock was so hard that

it ached and it just wouldn't go down.

Minette was one of the curly blondes. She sat at the piano withdeecleged and played the
slow, plaintive notes with perfect timing and inflection. Mme Leduc was right: she had bee
practicing hard. She was almost concert standard. But if she coulkepl#ys, what was she
doing here, in this Godforsaken Canadian suburb, selling herself toaanywho wanted her?

Sophie, the redhead, stood in the middle of the floor with her toes pointed like a ballerina.
Then she swept her arms down, gathered the hem of her nightdresgvartcder her

head. It landed on the rug with a soft parachute rustle, le&aiplgie completely naked. She
was full-breastd but she was weslim, with narow hips and longong legs. Hebreasts

were marbled with blueish veins and her nipples were a startling pink that clashed with her
hair. Betweertner legs arosa bright red flme, although it di little to concealhe plumpness

of her labia.

Sophie danced: $4 and vergtylistically Isadora Dncan on speed. 8lkvaved her arsas if

she were spinning through a storm and her breasts responded with a wild, complicated dance
of their own. She whirled around the room, around and around. Then she covered her fac
with her hands and knelt on the floor only two or three feet &wayVincent. She swayed

from side to side, ating at him as €hdid so, until he fehypnotisedThen she slowly

arched backward until her shoulders were touching the rug, ahpstioé her vulva peeled

apart, revealing the glistening depths of her vagina.

As if this wasn't enough, she reached down between tseahebpulled her lips even farther
apart, expsing the thy hole of her uethra, playing wth her clitoris and $ding her long,
maniciured fingertips right inside her. The piano music. The succulent clicking efsiagd
juice.

Vincent was breathless. As he watched, and he couldn't help watching, the blonds g
gripping his cok through his pas, squeezing itand and rhthmically, and he knew that if
he didn't make her stop, he was going to be finished before he mablegue.

Suddenly Minete stood up and theusic wasn't thre any moreSophie rolled aweacross
the rug. Mme Leduc's hands pattered togedgam.

'‘Now, perhaps, a little something to eat, before we get down to the principtdianment of
the day?'

Vincent was trying unsuccessfutly fend off the blonde, who was licking his neck with the
flat of her tongue and trying to slide her hand dowrfribrg of his pants. "You're wet,' she
breathed. "vur shortsare wet. | can fedt.'

'Yes, food!'Baubay ethused. 'hope you maglsome of yor crabcakesyiolette! Vincen,
you should try Violette's crabkes! And heandouilles'



'l want to try ypurandouille’ the blonde beghed in Vincers ear, and timedraped her haall
over his head, so that he was tangled in it, suffocated in it.

They sat at a long table covered in an extrantlg long white linen cloth that poured over

their knees and trailed across the floor. The windows of this room, too, were covered by
bleached white blinds. Mme Leduc sat at the head of the table, andgisatgalong either

side. Vincent and Baubay sat sidesije, each of them being cossetted and spoonfed by the
girls next to them. The food was like nothing that Vincent had ever eaten before: not all at the
same meal, anyway. Cold spicedfta® fruit-flavoured jellies; salads with endive and

oranges; citzcakes servedith fragments ohoneycombThere was a stnge fried flHish

stuffed with peaches, and bowls of clear chilled soup that tasted like women's sexual juices
lightly flavoured with cilantro.

The shy brunette sat on the opposite end of the table, eating littiy and saying nothing at
all. Vincent deliberately stared at her while he ate, but sher vace raised her eyes to look
at him. The blondetsing next to him reghed beneath ¢hflowing tableloth and startetb
massage him between the legs again. When he was hard, shdygdelgt down his zipper
and took out his erection, her fingers running up and down it like a piccokr ptey
suddenly realised that he was beginning to ehjmgelf.

‘Do you think you could love me?' she asked him, in askodirty whisper.

He kissed ler on the Ips. "You dort exactly maketieasy to say no.'

'‘But do you think you coulceally love me? @ any of us?'

'What? Ard marry you? Anddke you away from alhis?'

She shook &r head. "You euld never @ that, ever

'‘But you're not gaig to do ths for the resof your life, ae you? | mean, he old are you?
‘Eighteen.’

‘There pu are, then. Onday Yu'll meet the rigt guy, and/ou'll be ale to put all of this
behind you.'

Again she shook her head. Vincent tried to kiss her again, but this time she raised her
fingertips and pressed them against his lips.

Mme Leduc stood up and tapped her spoon against her las®-go that it rang. 'There!' she
said. 'We have fed very well ... now for some otheaiqulees. Francois, have you chosen who
you would like to share your &rnoon?

Baubay put his arm around Sophie's shoulderan'inever resist a redhead, Violette,
especially wha she is a reil, too.'

'‘And perhaps Minette to accompany her?' asked Meded.

‘Wonderful But not onthe piano this time'



Baubay got up from the table, and took Sophie and Minettieeblyand. Giggling, they led
him out of the dining-room, into the hallway, and up the stairs. Vincent could hear them
laughing all the way along the landing.

'Vincent, row about you?asked Mme Ledetl 'Has any one of yngirls caught your eye yét?

The blonde gave him a dreamy, credaok, and rubbed his penis again. Vincent didn't want
to hurt her feeligs, but he was tdascinated byhe shy bruette. He hoddedoavn the table
and said, 'l doh even know ler name, buif she doesh mind - ?

The blonde immediately pushed his erection back into his pants and tugged up his zipper,
almost cathing him n it. 'Look, I'm sary," he said, 'l tmk you're stunimg, but -

'‘But you prefer Ctherine, | knav. I've seen you starg at her.'

‘Catherine?said Vincen, and the gil looked toward him an nodded, ahough she iin't
smile. Vincent stood up and walked along the length of the table and held out his hand.

"This is only if you want to,' he said.

It is not her place to say if shemtato or not,' said Mme Leduc, with a slight snap in her
voice.

Catherine stood up, gathering up her white nightdress in front of her so that it was raised
above her knees. Vincent had never seen a girl so beautiful or so glluethg, and he had
certainly never met a girl so subservient. She hadm fognded forehead and huge violet
eyes. Her nose was straight with just a hint of a tilt at the end. Her lipsuNeas if she

were pouting a little, but that suggestion of sulkiness only arousedn¥imtée more.

'One girl will be sufficien?' asked Mme Leduc.
'Am | allowed tocome back foiseconds?

Mme Leduc camepclose to m and ran hehand up théack of his lead, like rdobing a
cat's fur the wong way It was an elgrifying feeling, espaally sincehe could feel hrebreast
swaying against him through the silk of herligggp.

'Perhaps neixtime, | can armse you myself.'
God, thought Vincent. Baubay was righfie¢l like I've died and gone to heaven.

Without a word, Cathae took his handral led him out of theoom. She walkeduite
quickly on her pale bare feet, as if she wereharay. Her hand was small and cool. She
didn't lead him upstairs, but across the hallway and alongidarowith a polished parquet
floor. The condor was light, btall of the window were coveredith the same whitblinds.

They reached a door at the end of theidorrand Catherine opened it. Inside, Vincent found
himself in a large downstairs bedroom. In the \o&mwtre stood an iron-framed four-poster
bed, draped withayds and yas of white gaze curtains, ancowered in giansized white
feather pillows. The only other furniture was a ch#&sgue upholstered in plain cream
calico, a French-style closet painted in debghite paint, a washbasin, and a cheval mirror
at the end of the bed, tilted in such a way that whoever weasdy the bed could see



themselves. On one wall hung a large, vividly-coldyainting of a woman in a pearl
necklace, laseiously clutding a horse'srect penis, ahstaring diretty at the viever as if
she were challenging everything be beli@ve.

Catherine closed the door. She walked across to the bed and drew back the curtains. Then,
without turning arounl, she lified off her nghtdress, sahat she wasaked. She &d a long,

flared back, and very high, rounded buttocks. Ibteasts were so big that Vincent could see
the half-moon curves of them on either side.

However it was when she turned around that be had the greatest shoak.ridevsahy she

had gathered up her nightdress when she stood up from the table. She had leadingtmne

fact that she was at least five or six months' pregnant. Her breasts were enosmollesty

and big-nippled, and her stomach was like a lunar globe. Her vulva was swollen, too. She had
shaved herself so that Vincent could see the dark blush colour of her lips.

Pregnant she g have been, butiicent still thoubt she was achihgbeautifu. In fact,

her pregnancy made her look even ntwrautiful. That was why her hair shone. That was
why her skin glowed. That was whkiie had the secretive, knowing, self-protective look that
had attracted Vincent in the first place.

She came up to him and unfastened the top button of his shirt. He looked down at her - at her
calm, perfect face; at the trees of pale blue veins in her breasts; at heedtifteige-brown
nipples.

'How old are you?' he asked her, with a phlegatgh in his throat.

'Eighteen-and-a-half,’ she replied, unfastenmglaer button, and another, and running her
fingernails lightly through the hiaon his chest.

"You're having a laby, and yet yoe still doing this?'
'‘What else an | do?'

'You can contact your local department of waedf for starters. You can get all kinds of
financial help. You're a single mother-to-be, for Christ's sakéreyentitled. You don't have
to work for Madame Leduc.'

‘But | do.’
'No, listento me, you don!tThis really isn't suitabé work for anybogt who's pregnant.

She looked up at hinso what aregu trying totell me? That yowouldn't have gked me if
you'd known thal was fat?'

‘You're not &t, you'e pregnant, ahif you wantto know the truth find you extrenely
attractive But this sn't socialy responsibé.’

‘You don't want me, thef? You wantEloise ingead? Or Maine?'
'l didn't say thatl simply said tkat in your condion you sholdn't be woking in a bodello.'

'l don't have any choge.'



'Yes, you do. Youlo have a choice. There are plenty adgle you can turn to. | mean, what
about your panets?'

She lookedaway. 'Dead, botlof them.’
'Brothers or sters?Aunts or urcles?'
She shook her head.

‘Then, listen, mayblecan help you.'

She said, 'tlon't want gu to help me. dlon't want gu even to tryThis is what | d. This is
what | am. Other men have offered to help me, too, and gwexy have to tell them the
same thing.

Vincent didn't what to do. He walked over to the white-blinded window and then he walked
back again.

"You came here for pleasure,’ said Catherine, stardipgsed in front of him, making no
attempt to hide her complete nakedness with her hands. 'Why aoe'hjpy it while you're
here?'

She came up to him a@rstood close so thher distended steach touched thieulge in his
pants. 'Péasing mend what | do bestl got pregnantpleasing a ran. Let me plese you too.'

' don't know. | -'

She kissed his chie$he unbuttoned thast of his shirt btwns and then she gied to
unbuckle his belt.

'What abouthe baby?' heasd, weakeing. ‘Isn't it dangerous or aything?'

‘There's plenty of room inside me,’ she said, puliogn his zipper. 'Once | had three men
inside me all at once, and baby, too." Without lagsitation, she wrested his rising cock out
of his shorts, and ghed him back towd the bed. He saown on it, and sheajgged off s
pants and his socks.

‘Listen,' he said, 'méag a blowjob'll do it ... | don't want to take aisks.' But he could hear
his own voice and he knew how ineffectual he sounded. He wanted her tidgpleea
wanted her so mhadhat his cock wagsibly pulsirg with everyheartbeat. Shagssed him
down so that he wadging amongt all of those whé downy cusions, and then shaelt
beside him and tookishcock into her mdh, running hetongue aroundis shiny purpg
helmet, suckingtat, licking it, andthen sliding hetongue all the wadown to his walnut-
crinkled balls.

From where he was lying he could see unéeath her body, her big swag breasts, her

rounded stomach. He reached out and cupped her breasts, feetiggihepples brushing
against his palms. Then he smoothed his hands around her stomach. He was surprised how
hard it was, how tigf it was. He thoug to himselfanother man has fiued her, and leftfie

inside her, and here it is, growinglthough he couldn't understand why, he found the idea of

it unbelievably erotic.



As she sucked him, he looked down the length of the bed toward the cheval mirror, and
through the curtains of her hair he could see her lips enclosing his red, glisteafinghe
glanced up, and caught sight of his reflection. She smiled, and gavadthef s cock a
long, lascivious lick.

In return, hdifted her righ leg so that sheag kneeling rigt over him. Right idront of him
was her smooth icnson vulva, her lip thickened with iggnancyher vagina ioded with
juice. He buried his face in it like a man burying his fate a watermelon, licking as deep
inside her as heoald, then takingvhole mouthfuls oher and suckinger until she let his
cock out of her mouth and gasped, and pushed her lips even more foin&sutig face.

He lost all awareness of time. He gave her one orgasnaafither, until her stomach was
rock-hard and he was afraid that she was going to gitre Birthe same time, she played
with him, bringinghim right to the ege of ejaculthon and then lettingim subside, until his
balls ached and he was right on the edge of anger.

The bedroom wasadk when she lediin over to the chise-longue anchade him lie on his

back. She straddled him, looking down at him, and it was so gloomy now that he couldn't see
her face beneath the shadows of her hair. He could smell her, thouglexHad her

perfume and the same smell that he had detected on Mme Leduc: the smell of memories.

'l think you should make lovi@ me properly she whisped. 'It'swhat you wat, isn't it, to
share my body witmy baby?'

He half-rose,aying, I can't.But she pushedmiback again. Sheok hold of his e penis

and positioned herself right over it. She rubbed the head of his penis backward and forward
between her lipantil it was slipperyvith juice. 'Ya want to meet migaby?' she &sed him.
'‘Don't tell me that you don'tvant to meetmy baby.'

She sank down on him, until he was buried right inside the warm elastic tightness of her
body. She leaned forward so that her nipples touched his chest, and then she kissed him, and
made a snortingosind of satisfagin in his ear. Héelt her child ki& and stir againsis

penis and he climaxed with such violence that his whole world went dark.

It was almost eight o'clock when he left her sleepimghe four-poster bed. He dressed, and
crept out, takingne last look at heShe was lyig on her back ith her hand Iyng idly
between her legs, her hair fanned out across one of the piltamsidrved him to think that
he had probably started to fall in love with her. He knew for thattehe would have to see
her again. You can't have an encounter like this and just fabget it, just let it go.

He had never expenced an aftaoon like it in his fie. The wayshe had eaten hslls as if
they werdruit. The wayshe had rubbed hiomtil he had climeed all over her leasts, and it
had dripped from her nipples like milk.

'l want to feed my babyvhen it's born," she had told him, massaging his sperm around and
around.

'So when wil that be, eactly?'

'l looked at my horscope and my hoscope saigoon.'



'What aboutyour gynecologist?
She had frowned at him as if she didn't understand what he meant.

He walked hack along the gloomy corrideeling both elated and deeply guilde loved
her, he wanteddrn, but he knew th&e had to save hdoo. He had to sa her from Mme
Leduc. Most of all he had to save her from men like him.

He had almost reached the hallway when hetbavghield-shaped plaque on the wall. He
stopped, and pest at it, like Lawrence of Arhia peering taa mirage.tlsaid 'Ecole St
Agathe, fondé 1923,' and undeeath the lettérg was an embie of a goose fipg from a
blood-red lake.

He was still peering at it when a voice said, 'Did yoteregood time, Vincent?' He turned
to see Mme Leduc standing in the hallway.ditih't know whether it was the dim evening
light or maye his own sexual sation that madedr look older, mut older, and faless
beautiful. She load rather like th Snow Queen,dm the story tat his mother used tell
him when he was young, frigid and stern.

'l had a very god time, thank you,' he told her, 'Well ... let's put it this,wapd a very
interestng time.'

She reached out and stroked his cheek. Her colourlessveye almost sad.

'Why do you - ' he lgan, and hesitated. Then he managed to\&éyy do youlo this? These
girls, they're dlso young. They havso much inront of then ... so meh life to lead.'

'You disapproveshe said. thought, from thenoment that | pened the door, & you would
disapproe.’

'It's not that | dsapprove. It'snore like | dort understad.'

She gave him a smilike diluted milk. Sa unfolded andefolded her ndigée and gaa him
the briefest flah of heavywhite breasts, wh areolas theatour of rose-pials, as theyurn to
brown.

"It isn't necessaryf you to understand, Vincent. All you hawedo is to enjoy yourself, and
pay.’

'l mean, how did yodiscoverthis place?' Vincent asked Baubay, as threye back toward
Montreal abng the Laureman Autoraute. 'It's great|'ll grant you that but it's ® strange.'

'‘What's strange about it? | think it's very norrmhalent to a club in San Francisco where
everybodywas jerking offall over the plag and there werthree guytrying to nake out with
a one-legged woman. You've been closeted, Vilnd&u don't know the half of what goes
on. Group sex, leagh clubs, bestidl. Compard to all of that, Mme &duc is respeddity
itself.'

'So how didyou find it?



'‘Some guyat Dane Shearm&Philips told me abait. Mme Leducencourages helients to
pass on herard to anybody who ight apprecate what shdas to offer

'Seven yang girls, not mch more than elgeen yes old. One of thergix months'
pregnant.'

'‘Don't tell me you didn't ergy it. Don't tel me you won't he gag back.'

Vincent sad nothing, but looked dead &the ditt ering lights of dovntown Montreal. It
looked unreal, like a city painted on the sky.

And of course he did go back, only threedyer, and on his own this time. The hot weather
had broken into a thunderous electric storm, and even though he parked his reigtatl car r
outside the house he was soaked by the time he reached theHmoweas still drying his face
with his handkerchief when the door opened and Mme Leducrappedressed in a robe of
peach-coloured silk.

'Why Vincent. | ddn't expectyou so soon.'
'l should have alled, | know,but | didn't krow your numbet.

'‘And you didn't want to ask Francois for it, hesayou didn't want Francois to know thaiiy
were coming lere?'

Vincent gave mawkward shrudl just warted to see Cathiee, that's all. We | wanted to
see you, too.'

'You'd better come in, then,' she said, as another deatamisigof thunder shook the roof of
the house.

Vincent followed her inside. 'I'm worried about Catheringpif must know. | haven't been
able to get br off my mind.'

'You're not he first.'

'It's just that it isn't right, a pregnant girl havingprotected sex with strange men. Think of
the infectons she cold pick up. Think of the baby.'

‘Youhad sex wih her.’
'Yes, | did. Andl feel more guity about it tran | can possiy tell you.'
'So what do you pose to 7'

'| propose to make you an afféet me take Catherine awligm here so that she can have
her baby someplace quiet and comfortable, with andetiaic nearby. I'll make surey're

not out of pocket. If you work out her potentiatreags for, say, the next six months, I'll pay
you in advance.



Mme Leduc took him through to the living-room. The blinds were still drawn tight and it was
so gloomy that he could barely de. 'Why don'tqu sit down?' she asked him. "Would you
like some &a, or a glassf wine?'

‘No, no thak you. | just wantto hear you say thatatherine carcome with ne.'

Mme Leduc stod facing the mnor over the fieplace, so thatikcent could seenty her dim
reflection 'I'm afraid thals impossble, Vincent. None ofus can leavehis housegver.'

‘Why the hell not? What happens when the girls get older, and lose their looks? You can't run
a cathouse w#h a collection of sanior citizens, can you?'

Mme Leduc was silent for a long time. Then she sdibtéll you whyCatherine can't leave,
will you promise me that you'leave hereand never com back, and fayet all abow her?'

'How can | make anpmise like that?'
'It's for her owngood, that'svhy.'
'‘Well, | don'tknow. I'll think about it okay? That'ss far as I'm pregred to go.'

‘Very wdl,' said Mme leduc. 'l sppose that'll hae to do.' She tued around and oz
toward him, standing so close that he could have lifted his hand and touched her face. 'A long
time ago, inthe 1920sthis used® be a schoglan academy for youngng.'

'l saw the notte-board inthe corrida. St Agathe'sright?’

‘That's righ It was quitea famous schoolnd diplomats and vedthy businesmen used to
send their daughters here during the summer to learn camkeigressmaking and riding and
all the soaal skills.'

'l see. Kind of aihishing <hool.'

Mme Leduc noded. 'One Julgay, in 1924some of the gislwere taken btheir teacher to
Lac du Sang, for a picnic. Lac du Sas@ local beauty spot, and véxgautiful it is, too.

They call it Lac du Sang bacse it's surrounded by maples, and in the fall, when the leaves
turn red, the lakeeflects them,rad looks as if it'$illed with blood. Tley sayit was a magic
place, a sacred place, where eveniikdéahs would never venture.

'‘Anyway, the girls set outheir picnic andhte day wa perfect Therevas never suchday in

the history of days. The lake, theesethe sky so blue that it could have been ceramic. The
teacher stood ugnd looked arounat her girls ath said, "What a péect, perfectlay. | wsh

we could all stay young fever. | wish the day could last for tmg-four years, instead of
twenty-four haurs."

Mme Leduc stod looking at Vincet and Vincent wiged for her to cetinue, but she didn
After a while, he said, 'Go on. She wished that it would last for twenty-éausyThen
what?'

Then it did'

Another long pause. 'l don't understandd Sancent.



'It's not difficult,’ said Mme LeducThe day lasted for twenfpur years. At least, it did for
them. The sun stayed high in the sky and thég't notice the time passing by. It wildike
a dream. When atdathey rettned to the schdthey found lhat it was closedna that all
their friends had gone. It @s no longer 924. It was 198

She went over to a rosewood bureau on the opposite side of the room and returned with a
yellowed newspper. 'Here,'Ise said. 'Tks is what lappened.’

It was a copy ofhe St Michel-des-Monts Sentinghe front-pag headline reaBEARCH
FOR ST AGATHE GIRLS CALED OFF - Little Hope Of Finding Missing 9 And Teathe
Say Mounties.

Vincent read the first paragraph. 'Police now believe there is little or no hopenoéike
finding the teacher and nine girls from St Agathe's Acgdeho went missing three months
ago on a picnic at Lac du Sang. The entira aes been thoroughly searched ancetiseno
evidence to suggest that they all ran atwayether or that their disappearnace is a practical
joke. RCMP inspectdrRené Truchaudatled the La du Sang incideén"The greatst single
mystery in Canadin police hstory.™

Mme Leduc said, 'They g looking for us on the day after we disappéabut of course we
weren't thee. To themwe were stilin yesterday, sli lying in the grass by the lake

'It was you? It was you ahyour girls?

Mme Leduc gave him a sad, elegant nod. "Wkahday like no other day hagee been; or

ever will be. Butve came back he and found thiaalf of our lives bd passed us bystill

don't know what happened to us; or why. | still tknbw whether it was supposed to be a
gift or a curse. But the first part of my wish cammee, too, and so long as we stay here, inside
the house, we remain as we were, all thosesyagw. It's almost as if my wish diverted us out
of the stream of time, into a backwater, and that me and my sielgesrg doomed or blessed
to stay here faever.'

'It says here nine gs.'

'Yes ... theraverenine. Two of them left - Sara five year®agnd Imogene just before
Christmas. Sara tried to come back but she didn't look like a youngyldrager. Time had
caught up with her, and aged her over fgdgrs in a single weekrdceived a letter from
Imogene. Only twoihes. Do you watto read it?

She passed over a sheet of paper that had been folded and refolded until it was soft. The
handwriting on it was so crabbed and spidery that Vincent cowdty/lwhacipher it. It said,
'‘Chére Mme Leduc, | am very old and close to death. Tell all of the girls that | will wait for
them in Heaveh.

Mme Leduc sd, 'It appars that the furér time leavesaubehind, the quiek we will agefi
we try to leaveSo ... the est of us deided to stg.'

‘I can't believe ay of this,' sadl Vincent.'Days can't last flotwenty-four yearsPeople da't

stay young forewve Who are you kidding? You're just tryitgstop me from taking Catherine
away from you. All gyu care about is how much you can make out of her. gnpreé
teenager, what an attraction! Jesus, if you cabedit any of these girls yowuldn't be

selling their bodiesto every lecheros old guy with &at enough whet.’



"You exclude yourself from that categorguppose,’ said Mme Leduc.

'l was tempd, | admit it. S&'s a beautifugirl, she tempté me. But that doe¥ stop me
from trying to put things ight.'

'Vincent .. has it occured to you thathis is tre only way in which wecan make aving?
None of us can leave the house, so what else are we supposed to do? We yoayngtay
forever, butwe still need to eat; ad we still have bills b pay.'

Vincent laughed and then abruptly stopped laughiigglooked at Mme Leduc and said,
"You're seriously crazyou know that? If you edly believe that you disappedrm 1924 for
twenty-four yearsral that you're never going teogv old ... well, | don't know. I'd just like us
know what suff you're on.’

At that moment Catherine walked into the room in her long white nightgown. Her hair was
tied back and she looked especiallyigg and vulnerable. It had onlydpethree days since
Vincent had seen her, but he had forgotten how mezmerizing she was. Téteevi@yked up

at him from undermath her longoihg eyelahes. The waghe pouted. The wder breats
moved underneath the fresh-pressed cotton.

Mme Leduc tookold of her handMr Jeffries heravanted to takegu away withhim,
Catherine.l had to explan why he coula't.’

'‘And of course | believed eveword,' said Vincent. "That must have been some picnic, out at
Lac du Sang. Don't tell me you didnin short of sandwiches - you know, in twefayr
years?'

Mme Leduc said, 'Why don'oy take Vincent to your room, Catherine? | expect that he'd like
to talk toyou alone.'

Without a word, Catherine took his hand and led him along the corridor. She opened the door
of her room and let him in. 'l just came to talk," he told her.

"You mean you dohlike me ary more?'
‘| came to ask you tteave thisplace. | came t@ersuade you toadthe bestdr your baby.’

Catherine took a few steps away from him, and then pirouetted, and lifteidigown over
her head, so that she was standing in front of him completely nidkedell me that you
don't like me any more.’

‘Catherine, you can't go on doing thige Ifound an apartment for yotisipretty small but the
landlady can tke good care ofou, and there'a clinic only four blocks avay.'

Catherine stood up close to him, smiling her dreamy smile. Her nipples were knurled and
stiff, and she pressed the hard globe of her stomach up against his rehisiagtigrection.
There,' she said, 'yalo still lik e me, after al

'I don't justlike you, Catherie.'

‘Then prove itshe challengehim. She tuggedown his zipper andied his cock out ofis
shorts. He said, 'No, not that,' but she gave him two or three irresistible rubs with her hand
and he didn't say anythimdse after that.



He watched heas she knelt in fra of him, her egs closed, her pting lips enciring his
reddened erection. Her check bulged as she took him in deepery émugiue swam around
his glans like a rm seal. He rahis hands througher hair and fadled her earsnd he felt
so weak, but so transported with pleasure, that he knew he had to have her for ever, for
himself. He would raise her and he would raise her baby, bothohld guard her and
protect her and make love to her all night.

His sperm flew intdner hair and crened her with parls. She looked ugnd smiled at him,
and outside the house the thunder rumbled and rattled the windows.

'Would you like to live with me?' he asked her.
She squeed his soféning peniswith her hanl. 'Of course.. if only it were possibé.'
‘Then let me @ke you away from herdomorrow nght, I'll comefor you, yes?'

She held out her hand and he helped her onto her festy'it were possible,’ she repeated,
and kissed him, very frankly, on the lips.

"You're nuts said Baubg. '"You know whatthe penalty isdr kidnap?

'‘She wants me," Vincent told him. 'She said she'd come to live with met iiéigout of
there.’

‘Those girlssay anything you wanbthear. It's whayou pay them for.’
‘Catherine'different!

"The only thing dfferent abaut Catherne is that ke's got a bum the oven
'Francois, 1 you don't helpme with this then I'll do t on my own.’

| still say you're ng.'

They drew up outside the house. Vincent had pursuaddabBao bring him up here for
another evening with Mme Leduc and her girls, with the promise thabid way, but as
they apprached St Michel-es-Monts he hadkplained his plan to k& Catherine awawith
him.

'Supposig Violette was telling you he truth abat Lac du Sang?
'‘Oh, come onFrancois. @t real. A badello full of immortd schoolgils?'
| guess, when you gait like that'

They knocked at the door and Mme Lednswered, dressed in scarlet silk. 'Well, well,' she
said, as sk took theminside. 'Likea bee to the hweypot, Vincet? Can't keep away?'

Vincent gave a self-deprecating shrug.

The girls were all in the living-room, and Minette was play@gnghms on the piano. They
stood up when Bduay and Vinent came in, antivittered aroundhem, giving them little



kisses of welcome and touching their hair. Only Cathermaireed seated, and Vincent
deliberately didn't catch hereay

'Who takes your fancy toriiy Francois?' asked Mme Leduc.

Baubay looked aund the rom. He glancd at Vincent and then b said, '"YouViolette. It's
you that | want taight.’

Later, afte champagne, &ibay and Vlette climbed th stairs togethmavhile the girls
clapped and giggled and whistled their encoureegg. As soon as they had gone, Vincent
went over to Catherine and took hold of her hand. '‘Our turn?' he suggested.

He held her hand quite tightly as tHeft the living-room and crossed the hallway. Then - as
they passed the front door - he suddgnijed her and said, 'This is it! Come on, Catherine,
this is ou chance!

Catheinetriedto wranch ferséf away fom him. 'No!" she cred od. 'What ae yai doirg?'
But Vincent twisted open the doorhandle, flung the door wide open, ancdr@gtherine
out onto the porch.

'No!' she screamed\o, Vincet, | can't

She deliberately sank to her knees, but Vincent bent down, and pic&#yl her up. 'No!" she
shrieked ahim. 'l can't! | cantNo, Vincert, you'll kill me!'

She pulled his haima dug her fingrnails into his fee, but he found éhpain almost

exciting. He carried along the pathway and out into thetstndnere his car was parked. He
opened the driver's door and managed to force her inside, phehiagross to the passenger
seat. Then he climbed in, started the engine, and sped@awathe house with a high-
pitched squealing of tires.

'Go back she shouted, trying to snatch the steevihgel. You have to go batk

‘Listen!" he shouted back at her. 'Whatevieiétte told you, it's garbage! She said it to scare
you, so that you wouldn't leave! N@top worrying about her and start thinking about
yourself, and youbaby.'

'Go back Catherine howled. 'Oh God, you ¢at® this to me! Oh God please go back! Oh
God, Vincen, please ake me back!'

'Will you shut up?' Vincent told her. 'Shut up and put on your seatbelt. Evandion't feel
protective toward your bayp | do.'

‘Take me bek! Take ra back! | an't go withyou, Vinent! | cant!'

She punched him again and tried to tear at his ear, and the car swervedaxid/the
highway. But in the end he managed toltdold of both of her wrists in his right hand, and
restrain her. Shetopped tryig to hit him, and €hcurled herseup in her seat,ral softly
sobbed.



She was asleep by the time theycheal Montreal. He parked outside the apartment building
and switched off the engine. He looked across at her and brushed therhdief face. She
was so beautiful that he could hardly believe she was reéftédeher out of the passenger
seat and carrnieher in throughhie entrance Malt was stak and brightlylit, but it was late

now and there was nobody else around. He went up in theczlavnd by the time they
reached the sixth floor she was beginning to feel heavy

He opened the door and carried her into the apartmentsittvauch - a plain, furnished
place with two bedrooms, a bathroom and a small kitchenette. Biytdaya narrow view of
the Prairies Rivempartly bloked out by aother apartmerbuilding. He tookher through to
the bedroom andithher on the bed.\@r the white vigl headboad hung an almost
laughably incompetent painting of a forest in the fall.

He sat beside her and took hold of her hand. 'Catherine?' he coaxed her. 'Come on, Cathetine.
We're here nwv, sweethedr We've escped.'

Her eyes flickered open. She stared at him, first in bewildgrraed then in horror. She sat
up and looled around he 'Oh God," ke said. 'Oh @d, this ca't be true.'

'‘Come on, ifs not that lad," said Vincent. 'A few fowers, a cople of locse covers.'

But Catherine ignored him. She climbed off the bed and went ditedthg mirror over the
dressing-table. 'Oh God," she kept repeating.

Vincent stood bede her as she peel franticdl at her fae. 'Catherinenothing's gmg to
happen to youThat story thaViolette tells ...it's only a way of frghtening you.'

'‘But | wasthere | was there at LacudSang in 192.'

'You couldn't have been. It simply ispbssible. | don't know what Violette did. Maybe she
brainwashed you or something. But no dagr lasted longer than twenty-four hours and
nobody ever stged young forever.'

"You have to ake me back. I'mlpading wih you, Vincent.I'm pleading ormy child's life.’

"You want to go back? Back to what? Back to being a whore? Back to sucking mks's coc
and openig your legs to anybgdwho can pay the pre&?’

'Is that pur problem? Is &t why yu took me aw&@/Because yowanted me to openy
legs but you did't want to @y for it?"

'For God's sa&, Catherie, | took you away becaed love you.'

For the first time she took her eyes avirayn her reflection in the mirror. There was an
expression on her face that he had never seen agirsyace before. It laid him open right
to the bone, as if she had cut him with a ten-inch butcher's knife.

It was afterleven o'cldc. He asked her ghe wanted atlying to eat or dink but she said

no. He switched othe television in théving-room but here was nothingn but lacrosse

and an old Errol Flynn movie. Catherine stéhyn the bedroom, staring at the wall. In the end
he came in ath sat nexto her again'Listen," he sal. 'Maybe | made a reiake.'



She glanced up at him, and she looked very pale apdinet.

'If you want to go b&g I'll takeyou back. just thought Wvas doing the rigf thing, that'sla
Why don't you get sme sleep andgve'll make an arly start in he morning.

She said nothing, but closed her eyes.

'I'm sory," he sal. 'I'm sory for beirg in love with pu. I'm sory for beinghuman. What else
was | supposetb do?'

He watched television until just after midnight, and then he undressed and climbed into bed
with her. She wasrbathing softlyagainst the pitw. He reachedut and touched harm,

and then her breast. Then he ran his hand over the swelling of her stomaahldHeat the

baby stir and kick, like somebody kneaddaugh.

He slept uneasily until 3:04. He kept having fragmerdaegms about people laughing and
talking in other rooms. He woke with a strong hard-on and he reached out fair@athe

again. She was still quietly breathing. He camész breasts through her nightgown and then
he drew her legs apart and climbed on top of herblaywas wrong of him to fuck her

while she was asleep, but he needed her so urg8htyfelt dry, in the darkness, but he spat

on his fingers to moisten the end of his cock. Then he pushed himself into her, and started a
deep, plunging rhythm.

She woke up. He sensed her wake up. But he was too close to his climax to stop, and he kept
on thrusting himself into her, harder and harder. He heard her panting, ngiilc&rah, and

he thought, g, she's gettg into it too. He gd, 'Come on, babyou're venderful. Come

on, sweethart, you're fantstic.'

It was then thiashe screamed. Was a piercinggargling sream, and heoald feel spit flyall

over his face. He jerked upright, his skin freezing in fright, and then slaesxegain. He
scrabbled to find the bedside lamp, and managed to switch it on, but then it dropped onto the
floor, so that what he saw was illuminated by an angled, upwatdhigt made it look even

more terrifying than it was.

He was kneeling between the legs of a shriveled old woman. Hee splaite hair was
coming out in clumg. Her eye were sunk into #ir sockets and héips were draw tightly
back over orange, toothless gums. All that identified her as Catherine was éesvoiten
belly.

'Oh Jesus Vincent whispered. 'Ohdsus, telime this is anightmare.

The old woman tried to scream again, but all she managed this time was a tHekSjerg
lifted one of her bony arms, and clawed feetilyincent's shoulder, but Vincent pushed her
away. She was collapsing in front of higgyHer face was tightening over her cheekbones
and her breasts were shriveling. Her collarbone broke thrieeigskin, and her chin dropped
onto her chest.

‘Catherine! Vincent quvered. 'Caherine!



He lifted her head, but it dropped sideways onto the pillow and it was obvious that she was
dead. Vincent climbed off the bed, wiping his hands on the sheet. He was trembling so much
that he had to hold onto the wall for support.

It was then thizhe thoughtthe baby - what about the baby? Even if Catherine's dead, maybe
| can save the baby

He thought for om moment of callinfor an ambulares- but how the helas he going to
explain an old, dead woman in his bed - an old, geagnantwoman? He approached
Catherine cautiously, and laid his hand on her stomach, es\dhe could still feel the baby
kicking irside ter. But howlongcouldit suwive if hedidnt getit ouf?

He went to the kitchen, opened the drawer, and took out a carving-knifetuirteed to the
bedroom and stood beside Catherine graydiade nearly decided to do nothing, to let the
baby die, huthen he saw Cathiee's stomachhift again, andhe knew that he Hdao give it a
chance.

He inserted the point of the knife into her wrinkled skin, just above her pubic bone. Then,
slowly, he pushed it in through the muscle, until he felt something rnedding. He was
terrified of cuting the babyas well, but he kemn slicing hertemach open, andie was so
decayed and drynd papery that it was more like cutting open a rotten old hessian sack. At
last he had her stomach wide open, and he drew aside the two flaps of flesh to reveal her
womb.

Shaking and dripping with sweat, he cut the baby out of herf@@hemerged, and then a
hand. Miraculously, it was still alive. It was purple and slitrearg it smelled strongly of
amniotic fluid. Heturned it over so #t he could cut thembilical cord, ad then he lifted it
up in both hands. It was so tiny, so frail. A baginy. Her eyes were squeezed shut and she
clasped and uratped her fingrs. She snufflecdand then she letibtwo or three ghetic

little cries.

Vincent was overwhelmed. He started to sob out loud. Tears ran down his cheeks and dripped
from his chin. He couldn't understand what had happened to Catherine, but he knew that he
had saved the baby's life. He carriedtheough to the living-room, laid her on the couch, and
then went to the bathomn to find some towsl

He sped to St Michales-Monts throdgdriving, sunlit ain. At times his spalometer needle
wavered over 110 kph. He managed to reach the house justafear e'clock. He ran to the
front porch, vaulted up the steps and banged furiously on the knocke

Mme Leduc appeared, with Baubagse behind her. 'You came back,' she s&iainazed
that you had th nerve.'

‘Well ... | dorit think | had ay choice.'
‘Catherine?

He lowered his head. 'You were telling me the truth. Catherioeé& @ut | managed to save
her child. | wanted to brhg her back her before it wa too late.



He went back to the car, and opened the door. Mesitantly, like somebody who has never
felt rain on theiskin before, ordd sunlight shinigin their egs, a youngirl climbed out,
barefoot, but wrapped up in green bath towels. Vincent took her hand and led héithewar
house. Violetterad Baubayvatched in silerecas she came tipe steps. She loaket least

17 or 18 yearsold, with long brunette har, like Catherine's and she wasalmost as petty,
although her features were a little sharper.

There,' saidvincent, ashe led her ito the hous. 'You'll besafe here.'
There were tears in Mme Leduc'®gy| wish that | had never wishezhe told Vincent.
'‘Well,' Vincent told rer. 'Sometines we all hink that!

They drove awayrém the house just as the rain was beginning to clear. BaalithyWhere
are you going? Mntreal's lack that way.'

Vincent handed him a folded route map. 'Lac du Shegaid. 'There's one more thing | have
to do.'

In the woods, he dug a shallow grave and buried Ga#'®dessicated body. He filled her
face with earth and leaves. 'I'm sg@rwas all he could think of to say. Afterward he stood by
the edge of the water under a clear blue sky

‘They came here and theyshed,' he told Baubay. 'God, theyuldn't have known what they
were wishirg for, could hey?'

‘All 1 wish for is a new Mercedes,' shBaubay.

'l just wish hat | could hae woken up egry night and fond Catheme lying next © me.’
"You can go backo Violette's and try out é daughter.'

'Forget it. | feellike her fater. | brought kr into the vorld, didnt 1? | watched hegrow up.'
‘In three hour8 That's ot fatherhad.'

‘All the same, it was incredible. She just grew bigger ancebit¢jge one of those speeded-up
movies.'

'Sure she dl.'
'She did, | swar it.'
‘Sure.'

They climbed back into the car and drove avegving the waters of Lac du Sang as still as
ever.

Six weeks later, Bdbay phonedb tell him that he lthbeen promotechd given a metat



gold 500SL as a company caftek that, Vincent awoke two or three times everhignd
fearfully reached out to make sure that thers mabody lying on the other side of the bed.
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