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Part 1



THE BOOK OF KARN THE HUNTER

Chapter 1
THE VOICE FROM BEYOND

Night after night, | heard that strange and inward call. It sang deep within me, as | tossed and
turned, striving to deep. It caled and beckoned within my troubled dreams.

From the night sky it came. From the wintry dark, where cold stars blazed like ice-blue diamonds
strewn upon black velvet. From the depths of spaceitsdf . . . from the farthest corner of the universe..
where a Green Star flamed and aweird world hung amid the void.

Like some siren, calling from the dark and silent abyss between the gars, it sang. Exquisite and pure
wasthe crystdline music of that Sren’ssong. It pulled a my heart; it sang within my very brain.

Only | done, of dl men, could hear the luring music of that voice calling from beyond; for only I, of
al men, had voyaged thither, swift as disembodied thought, to that far and fantastic world of marvel and
mystery. There, upon that strange world of eternal mits, of titanic trees and jewel-box cities, | had been
born anew in the body of agigantic warrior of legend. Together, he and | had embarked on the Strangest
adventure ever told, had ventured deep into the mist-veiled world, had loved and lost the most beautiful
of princesses.

He had died, there on the World of the Green Star.

|- had been drawn back across the star-spaces, to my empty envelope of flesh, to the world of my
birth.
| was nearly dead when they aroused me from my trance-like dumbers. For too long had my

wandering spirit been aosent from my dumbering body. Almost had the dark gates of Desth opened to
receiveme. . . but not quite.

For | ill lived; but never could | return.

For weeks the doctors hovered about me, thrusting their needles deep into my veins, helping meto
regain my withered strength, my exhausted vitaity. During the enforced leisure of my long convaescence
| passed the weary hours setting down in my journal an account of the marvels and mysteries| had
witnessed on my journey to the Green Star, and the perilous adventures | had survived on that
cloud-envel oped world of strange monsters and even stranger men.

Now, a last, they pronounced me fit and whole again. Or asfit and whole as any man may be, who
has been confined to his wheelchair, a hopel ess cripple since childhood.

The narrative of my explorations and exploits on the World of the Green Star | have locked away in
asecret vault. No eye but mine shdl ever look upon it until after my desth; then the vault may be
opened, the narrative brought to light—and the world may make of it what it will.

The savantswill scoff at itsfantastic marvels, and denounce it asthe ravings of alunatic. The men of
sciencewill put it down as an amateur’ sventure into extravagant fiction; men of sanity and logic will
ascribeits origin to the cravings of ahdpless crippleto play the part of aman of action, if only on the
written page.

Theworld may think what it likes of my tale. Only | shall ever know thetruth of it, and the beauty of



Niamh, Princess of Phaolon, whom | wooed and won in the body of another man, and in his name.

| do not mean ever to return to the Green Star; there is nothing for me to go back to. Nothing but
futility and pain and sorrow . . . sorrow of broken dreams, the pain of alost love, the futility of striving
for that which cannot be regained.

Y et night after night . . . | hear the Green Star cdll!

Sometimes | ask myself, why did | record that narrative of my strange adventures on adistant
world, since | mean never to voyage there again?

Perhapsit is, smply, that | wished to preserve the memory of those weird, unearthly experiences,
before they began to fade from my memory—ther brilliant colors dimming, like thefresh huesof a
withering flower. | wanted to record it dl as| remembered it, the awe and beauty, the strangeness and
terror, the marvelous adventure only | had lived,

But now | am not sure: it may well be that to relive the marvels and mysteries of my ventureinto the
unknown was a symboalic return to the Green Star—a voyage into memory, to retrace the voyage through
space that | have sworn never to perform again.

My reasons are complex and illogical. But, after al, | am only aman. Logiciscold argument in
matters of the human heart.

Thetrouble, quite smply, isthis: | had ventured to the World of the Green Star, a disembodied
spirit, and thereon had found a body awaiting my coming—or the coming of some other spirit from the
vast deep. That body | entered, dipping into it as a hand enters awaiting glove. And thus | assumed the
body and name and identity of a mighty hero of the mythic past, the great warrior Chong, whose spirit
had been severed from its body by the malignant spells of an envious magician and cast away to drift
forever among the nameless sars.

In that body | had loved the Princess of Phaolon-Niamh the Fair—and she had returned my lovel

For love of her | had been thrust into a thousand perils, battling terrific monsters and wicked men to
protect the flowerlike beauty who went ever a my sde.

Butintheend I had betrayed the child-woman | loved. | had failed of her trust, there é the last.
Trapped among the outlaws of the sky-tdl trees, hel pless to face the wrath of the Amazon girl, Siona, |
had been struck down in the hour of ultimate peril. And | had died, there on the World of the Green Star
... leaving my princess hel pless and aone amid athousand terrors, hunted on al sidesby mercilessand
ruthlessenemies. . . while my sad soul went drifting back to the body it had left behind, on the planet of
itshirth!

How could | return to that far world again—and for what reason? To float, a disembodied spirit, in
homage before the tomb of the girl | loved? Or to look on, helplesdy, as she struggled against dangers
and foes against which my hovering spirit was but awisp of ar?

These things were undeniably true—yet reason and sanity and logic are poor solace for atormented
heart. By day the memory of my lost love haunted my waking hours and by night, the Green Star called
likeadren through my dreams. . .

Life on the planet of my birth held little to interest me. True, | am young and handsome, and wealthy
—asmost men measure wedth. Thefirst isan accident of heredity, the second amatter of inheritance—
neither have anything to do with me.

Crippled with polio as achild, in the years before the perfection of the Salk vaccine, | could live out
my yearsin comfortable boredom, surrounded by every luxury that money can buy. The fortune of my
father, the country estate of my family, these both are mineto enjoy. But | chafe againgt the weary futility
of thislife of cushioned ease; | yearn to be thrust into the wilderness, pitting my strength and courage and



cunning againg athousand perils. For only in such momentshave | found life worth living.

| was born for the life of wandering adventure . . . but fate chained me to the body of a hopeless
cripple.

It wasthis longing for escape that first drove me to pursue the curious art the Oriental sages call
eckankar—soul-travel —the liberation of the astral body. The secrets of that lost art were set downin Old
Uighur in agtrange and precious book written immeasurable ages before Narmer the Lion welded the
Two Lands together under one crown, and Egypt was born.

With the resources of vast wealth mine to draw upon at will, | commissioned agentsto scour the
East for any trace of that age-lost and world-forgotten book. Seven years and two hundred thousand
dollarslater, it was found in an obscure, minor lamasery. Lost in the confusion when the Dda Lamaand
his court fled the invading Red Chinese for refuge in India, the ancient codex had gone astray.

But wedlth can open many along-closed door. And thus, &t last, the mysterious Kan Chan Ga
cameinto my hands. In those parchment pages, a prehistoric sage had set down the occult wisdom of a
forgotten civilization . . . with time, | made that wisdom mine.

Now that | had again regained the strength of body, mind, and soul, | hungered to taste the ecstasy
of agtrd flight again . . . yearned for the intoxicating freedom to venture into far places, adrifting, invishble

Soirit!

Perhaps only one crippled as| am, can fully understand the intolerable lust for that freedom. One
who, like me, has not taken astep since he was six years old, without mechanica aids. One who will
never walk theworld inthislife, inthisbody . . . save through the timeless magic science locked in the
cryptic pages of the Kan Chan Ga.

Day after day, | fought againgt that hunger.
Night after night, the Green Star called from the starry deeps!

And so it cameto pass that, one winter’ snight, | could resist no longer the summons of the Green
Star.

| pretended to myself that | would merely venture upon thisworld . . . to see the Coliseum by
moonlight, the Sphinx by dawn, the Tgf Maha under the brilliant noon.

| prepared mysdlf for the adventure.

My suiteisin aprivate wing of the old house in Connecticut that has borne my family’ sname since
1790. Many isthetime| havelocked mysdf in my roomsfor days on end, busy with my books, the
servants forbidden to disturb my solitude.

Thistime should be no different.

My precautions taken, my housekeeper informed to avoid disturbing me on any pretext, | stretched
out upon my bed and composed my limbsasif for dumber.

| emptied my mind of al trivid thoughts by the recitation of certain mantras. Closing my eyes, |
visualized an ebon sphere, and fixed my attention upon it unwaveringly.

Gradualy, so complete was my inner concentration, | lost al sense of my body.

All outer sensation faded. My extremities became numb. My chest rose and fdll as, | deliberatdly
breathed shallowly, and dowed my heartbeat by an effort of disciplined will.

| was now in a sdlf-induced state of light trance.

Fixing my attention upon that black sphere, | now saw that it was not amateria globe at dl, but the
circular entrance of adark, unlit tunndl.



Into the mouth of that tunnd | fdl.
Utter darkness swallowed me.

Deeper and deeper | descended into that black tunnel. At length, after an inestimable period of
time, | percaived aminute flicker of light benesth me.

It wasthelight at the end of the tunndl.

| emerged from the darkness. . . and found mysdf floating in adreamlike haze of unearthly slver
radiance and absol ute blackness.

For along, wondering moment, | stared about myself.
For amoment | could not recognize my weird surroundings.

Then it came across my mind like aflash that what | |ooked upon was abroad, doping lawn,
mantled in new-fallen snow, and the jewe ed blackness of amidnight sky, arching above me,

Looking past the snowy expanse, | saw agreat old house of rugged fieldstone, with tall towers and
a peaked roof.

The house was my own.
| seemed to befloating sixty or seventy feet above the Earth, weightlessasagust of air.

From agemmed black sky, wherein the silver rondure of afull moon blazed with glacia splendor,
snow fell in shimmering flakes through an utter illness.

The snowflakesfdl . . . through me!

And then | knew my soul wasfree.

Chapter 2
THE THING ON THE MOON

Above, likeagreat jewel pinned to the breast of night, the full moon glowed with unearthly silver
light.

A bodiless spirit, | could travel where| willed, swift asthought itself, faster than any beam of light.

To themoon itsdlf, if | wished.

Thethought entranced me. The moon glowed down like astaring and hypnotic eye. Men of my
race had trod those cindery plains, and now would tread there no more. Thelast Apallo flight had
departed from Taurus-Littrow and a chapter of history had closed . . . for our era, at least.

So the commentators said.
But | could prove them wrong, if | sowilled.

The wish was father to the act. Even asthe thought occurred to me, it seemed that | soared
skyward at incredible velocity. The snowscape fell away beneath me, laced with black woods and
webbed with spidery-thin linesthat were highways, and jeweled, here and there, by the dwindling
light-clusters that were towns.

Earth fell away beneath me until it transformed itself into atremendous globe, sheethed in midnight.
A diamond-glitter flickered; an arc of light circled the east. Then the daylight terminator blazed upina



dazzle of sunlight and | watched adawn till hoursin the future travel dowly across the Atlantic Ocean,
an orb of incredible flame mirrored on ashield of burning gold.

| turned my vision skyward, and saw the moon.

Very beautiful it was, the immense face peering down at me asif puzzled to see adrifting spirit
afl oat on the soundless ether.

| ascended very high above the Earth.

| was not conscious of the dightest sensation. A man in my place would be afrozen corpsein the
hundredth part of a second, the breath exploding from hislungsto freeze into adiamond-mist of ice
particles. But | felt neither cold nor the need to breathe.

Those sensations | had left behind in my body, which dept in atrance many thousands of miles
away, in anight-shrouded place called Connecticut.

And |-l wasfree! Freeto span thevery universein atwinkling, if | wished!

Now the moon expanded before me, filling the horizon like atremendous bowl. No more did |
ascend skyward; now it seemed that | floated down into acolossa plain of glittering cracked glass,
where ahuge, black-ringed crater glared like asghtlesseye.

The crater must have been miles across: therays of sheeted glassthat extended from it werelike
frozenrivers, flashing in the blinding sun.

Toward the black-ringed crater | descended.

And amoment later | seemed to stand in agreat valey. To dl sides, the horizon wasringed in by a
jagged but circular and unbroken wall.

I looked down. Thefloor of the crater was naked rock, with adull metalic sheen. It wasllittered
with crumbling fragments of debris, and pockmarked with many craterlets, dozens, perhaps hundreds.

These differed in 9zefrom pitsyou could hide a Cadillac in, to smdl, circular holes only aninch or
two across. Thefloor of the crater looked like aflat surface of heavy, dick mud upon which scattered
raindrops had falen—and the mud had then been frozen forever, preserving the impact craters.

The debristhat lay tumbled about consisted of shards and fragments of broken rock—doubtless
hurled about by whatever had scored the flat plain with those miniature craterl ets, ameteor shower, |
guessed.

The dlence was unearthly.

Heretherewasno air, no rain, no snow. Nothing but the pitiless glare of eternd day, relieved by the
transient darkness of eclipse, when the Earth passed between moon and sun.

Likeahomeess ghogt in Dante’ s Inferno, | roamed the floor of this hell of frozen sone and glaring
dar’s.

And then | came upon awonder.

It was set in the stone floor of the crater-plain. It soared ten or adozen feet into the sky.

It wasapillar of iron.

Struck with awe, | drifted closer to look upon this marvel with the eyelessvison of the spirit | now
was.

The metal thing was about two feet in diameter, as nearly as| could judge with the eye done,
having nothing of known size nearby againgt which to measureit.

Theiron pillar was perfectly rounded and burnished smooth. | call it iron for want of a better word;



adark, blue-black metal, very reflective. If it was not iron, then | can put no name to the meta which
composed it.

It was no freak of nature, this shining column of metd that thrust up againgt the flaring sars. Such
perfection of rondure, such straightness, could not have been natural by any stretch of the imagination.

Thiswasthework of man.

Peering closer, | saw the sides of the column were incised with narrow rows of cryptic letters.
Strange, hooked characters they were, and like no Terrene a phabet of the many known to me.

If anything, they resembled Sanskrit.
I wondered whose hand had set thisthing here, and for what unguessable purpose.
And what was the meaning of theinscription?

Were these the annd s of arace unknown, star-wandering visitors from another solar system,
envoys from the dim red spark of distant Mars?

Or had some prehigtoric civilization of Earth’ sforgotten dawn traversed the silent abyss between
the worlds? Had some crystd vehicle from elder Mu drifted here before the birth of time, or some prima
astronaut from lost Atlantis, risen through the seething mists of the Pleistocene, to dare the depths of
Space,

Therewas no answer | could put to these questions.

Theiron column may have stood here amillion years or more, bearing mute testimony to some
vanished race that had been the firgt to voyage between the planets.

In the perfect vacuum of the moon’ s surface, iron would stand eternal and unrusting, durable for
eternity.

Were these mysterious inscriptions the imperishable chronicles of Marsin her prime, or alost book
from Atlantis? Was this message a greeting, flung across the aeons, or atimelesswarning of some
cosmic danger?

Absurdly, | thought of a“no trespassing” sign, such as Earthly farmers affix to tree or fence-post.
Wasthe pillar of iron awarning to the men of my world that this satellite fell within the borders of some
interplanetary empire?

Or wasiit, perhaps, a gravestone—the marker of somefallen king or hero of the Tertiary—inscribed
with the record of his deeds?

Many, | knew, are the mysteries of time and space. Man has yet encountered but afew.

The Gupcha Lama—saventh of the“living gods’ of Tibet—he who had trand ated the mysterious
pages of the Kan Chan Gainto English for me, on my promise to deliver the priceless origina codex to
the Dda Lamawhen the task was done. had confided to me many things during our peculiar friendship.

He had told me of one certain very ancient lamasery in aforgotten corner of Tibet, called
Quanguptoy. There for athousand years and more successive generations of mystery-priests had
studied an age-old science by which pure thought can be made to traverse immensities of space.

The Quanguptoy lamasery had for centuries exchanged wisdom and knowledge with the strange
denizens of far-off worlds, he confided. With awhite, crawling, fungoid intelligence that dwelt on the
twilight zone of tiny Mercury. With asentient crystalloid entity who inhabited one of the lesser moons of
Saturn. With aforgotten race of Insect Philosophers who once had lived in the moon’s core but died
when the last oxygen reserves were exhausted—and who thrust their immaterid mindsforth into the
remote future, to assume the bodies of a post-human race of segmented arthropods who will inherit the
Earth in One Hundred Million A.D.



The telepathic lamas had devoted a thousand yearsto the projection of thought, and from many
distant worlds and strange beings had compiled ahistory of the universeitsdf.

An entity of living gas, who dwelt beyond the galaxy near the surface of adead, wandering gar,
told them of the future, which it had explored by the sheer power of mind done. Told them of man’s
eventua extinction inan Age of 1ce duein twenty-five thousand years; told them how the surviving
remnant of mankind would migrate to Srriusand Tau Ceti from subterranean citadels, asEarth’s
core-hest failed at last, guttering to darknessin the thirtieth century of the Ice Age. Told them how the
firg vigtorsfrom the young planets of Alpha Draconis, come flown hither in crude rocketships of
indestructible crystal, would puzzle over the indecipherable mysteries of ruined New Y ork and drowned
Chicago and lava-sealed San Francisco, when at |ast the glaciers receded.

Strange beyond the dreams of science fiction are the unplumbed mysteries of the universe!

Thereisawizard who dwells on a dead world about Antares, in adome of imperishable glass built
above amighty chasm wherein scarlet horrors dither hungrily. Thelast of hisrace heis, and thet race
sprung from the reptiles as we are sprung from the gresat apes. It ishis peculiar cursethat heis eterna
and desthless, having in arash moment immortalized himsdf. He has outlived the extinction of dl his
kind, and will live on until the energy-desath of the universeitsdf, when the galaxy dows and comes
apart, and the stars go out, one by one.

| turned from theiron enigmathat stood againgt the stars, and drifted on my solitary way.

Perhaps no eye but mine would ever scan those rows of unreadable hieroglyphs. The mystery of the
thing on the moon might never be solved.

| left it, thrusting up againgt the starry sky.
And in that Sky—the Green Star blazed!
| saw it lift beyond the naked, fang-like peaks of the dead cold lunar horizon.

| knew it a once, with an inginctive recognition | can neither justify nor explain. And my heart
legped within me at the Sight of that spark of emerdd flame. For on that far world lay my destiny, my
triumph—or my doom.

Whatever jest of mocking gods had spun the tangled skein of my days had woven into the woof a
thread of jeweled green. Likeit or not, my fate was inextricably involved with the fate of the distant folk
who dwelt on that far world.

And dl a once alonging surged within my soul to vist again that weird world of many marvels. This
desrewasadl but irresigtible, and in itsrising flood were swept away al of my wise and cautious
arguments,

I must venture again to the World of the Green Star, where, in the body of another man, | had lived
the most perilous and fantastic adventuresin dl the annas of human experience.

I mugt . . . and there was nothing | left behind me on Earth that | could not do without.

Why did | hesitate—why did | linger? Every fiber of my being yearned to drift through that world
encompassing forest of sky-tall trees, where adelicate and ancient people dwelt in precarious balance
between implacable foes and ferocious monsters. Where cities of sparkling gems soared from the
bowers of branchesthat sorung milesinto amisty sky shot through with sunbeams of mingled jade and
gold. .. aworld of unearthly beauty and superhuman, mystery, where my heart had, at last, come home.

I had nothing to lose by going, except my life.
And | placed little enough value on that, God knows. . .



Chapter 3
INTO THE UNKNOWN

Onelast glance| cast behind me at the world on which | had been born. | said my silent farewells
to her green hills and dim forests and shining sess, to the people | had known and loved, to familiar
places and moments that would live in memory. My regrets were few, for most of the memorieswere
bitter. But there were certain things| put behind me now that it would sadden me never to know again . .
. the taste of afresh spring morning in the woods of Connecticut; the familiar fed of an old, much-read,
long-loved book; the portrait of my mother, smiling, lovely, forever youthful with theimmortdity of the
painter’ sart, that hung above the mantle in the dining room; the carefully-tended grave of agreet, lovable
Newfoundland who had been the faithful companion of my childhood . . .

Thesethings | might never look upon again.
| madethem my farewdls.

Then | looked beyond the white-flecked azure sphere of the Earth to that place in the eterna
blackness of the heavens where the Green Star blazed like a beacon-fire against the dark.

And I left my world behind forever.

Somehow | knew that | would not return again to that strong but crippled body that deptinan
unbreskable trance in the dark room of the old house that had been home to my peoplefor alittle less
than two hundred years. How | could be certain of this| could not say. But the inner conviction was
very srong.

Staring into the black sky with the eyes of my spirit-body, | willed mysdf to the Green Star with dll
the force of will | had learned from my patient study of the old book from Tibet.

And the dead surface of the moon fell awvay beneath me—dwindled to ashining mote that hung
beside ashrinking sphere of glittering blue—and vanished into the darkness between the stars.

Thetrangtion wastimeless. That is, | was not aware of any lapse of time. My second flight to the
Green Star, like my firgt, may have taken amoment—or a century. There was no way to measure the
interva.

| have cometo fed that asense of the passing of timeisan illusion of the flesh, not an absolute

universal slandard. The wise men of Lhasateach that both time and space—the sense of distance and of
interval—are delusions imposed upon the spirit which isimprisoned in a human body. They teach that to
the liberated soul there isonly the eternd and the infinite: no bounds, no limits, an endlessNow . . . and
an uncircumscribed Everywhere. Asto thetruth of this, | redly cannot say. But | suspect that, inthisas
in certain other things, the timelesswisdom of the East has attained to an insght denied thelittle men of
the West who huddlein narrow |aboratories, probing at the secrets of the universe with narrow minds,
minds too smdl| to contain the measureless Truth.

There was no sensation of motion.

| was momentarily aware of an infinite darkness closing about me. Theicy breath of asupernd cold
touched the center of my being. The starsblurred . . . and shifted . . .

And the Green Star blazed up before mein al the glory of her tremendous dawn!

It was a spectacle such asfew eyes could ever have seen. The star-strewn vastness of space was



filled with avast sphere of intolerable emerdd flame. Thundering gouts of incandescent soume, likea
fiery vapor of jade, blazed up from the shimmering surface of theimmenseorb . . . floated in arcs of
unendurable brilliance againgt the dark . . . and sank again into the green furnace of the tremendous sun.

| stared enthralled upon the scene. How it wasthat | could look upon this cataclysmic vison of
wonder and might | cannot explain. Had | been afleshly visitor, my organs of vision would have been
blinded in the first microsecond. As an invisible and bodiless spirit, it seemsto methat | employed the
eyesof my astral senses, but thisis only aguess. However it wasthat an immateria form can sensethe
vibrations of light— saw. It isbut one of the many enigmas of the bodiless state, and the solution of it |
must leave to wiser menthan 1.

Circling this sphere of cold greenfire| spied asmdler globe, shesthed in impenetrable silver mists.
Thiswas the world whereon | had ventured in the person of Chong the Mighty . . . and how my heart
gprang with joy now that | beheld it again!

| directed the flight of my spirit toward it.

Nacreous, dawn-struck mists swirled up around me: for along moment | sank through mists of
turbulent vapors of spun siver, irradiated with fiery emerad.

Then the mists dispersed about me and whipped away, and | looked upon alandscape such as
Earthly eyes have never beheld before my coming.

It was aworld of Brobdingnagian trees. In their countless tens of thousands they marched from
horizon to mist bound horizon, and most of them were astall as Everest. Mountain-thick boles sprung
from unseen depths benesth to fling their towering spires againg the green-and-silver ky. Enormous
branches sprouted from the soaring trunks, branches as broad as six-lane highways, bearing up immense
clouds of leafage. These leaves were as huge as the sails of ships, and were like gold tissue struck
through with sun.

It was an awesome spectacle; once seen it could never be forgotten. Earth affords no mightier,
more impressive landscape.

Through the maze of intertwining branches | floated down aslightly asadrifting leef.

Branches thrust about me now in every direction. Here and there ascarlet reptile clung with
sucker-feet to the rough bark surface. An immense dragonfly shot past me, hiswings of sheeted opa
flashed suddenly with jeweled splendor as he transected a shaft of green-gold sunlight. I could see about
haf amilein every direction . . . beyond that limit, branches and masses of aureate leafage blocked my
vison.

| gazed down: the trunks of the colossal trees dwindled away beneath me like the shafts of
skyscrapers, their baseslost in the dense gloom that reigned eternd at the forest’ sfloor.

| did not have even the dightest ideawhere | was. And it suddenly came to methat inthis
mysterious world of titan forests, one tree looks very like another. On my earlier trip here, | had been
lucky enough to stumble upon the site of Phaolon, Jewe City of Niamh, through pure chance. Now,
unlessthe Gods of Luck werewith me, | had not the dightest chance of finding it again. Nor, for that
matter, of finding the Secret City of the Outlaws, where | had taken my last look at the princess, and
where, in the body of Chong the Mighty, | had been dain.

Phaolon or the Secret City might be on the next branch—or ten thousand miles away! | floated for a
time, musing on this problem, redizing it was hopelessy insoluble.

Princess Niamh and | had been in the act of making our escape from the outlaw encampment of
Sionathe Huntress. The Amazon girl, who had foolishly conceived an unreciprocated passion for me,
had been on the point of delivering the princessinto the hands of certain envoysfrom her riva city of
Ardha. We had fought our way out of Siona’ sfortressto the zaiph pens. In that battle | had received my



death wound and had falen; but my last glimpse of Niamh was as she fled from the outlaw city, mounted
on aflest-winged zaiph.

Had she safely eluded her pursuers, or had the outlaws recaptured her? Had Siona sold her into the
bondage of her Ardhanese enemies, or kept her prisoner to wreak upon the helpless princess her own
jealous vengeance? Or had she indeed made her escape—in which case she might have found her way
back to the Jewel City. Or had shefallen prey to the monstrous predators who roamed the world of the
mighty trees? Or did she still wander, lost and aone, searching for the way back to Phaolon?

To have known the answer to any of these questions would have satisfied me. But it gnawed at my
heart that | knew nothing of her fate for sure. And, mysalf completely lost, there seemed no way | could
find the answers | so desperately desired.

For animmeasurabletime | drifted aimlesdy through the giant forest, searching for any sign of
intelligent life. It tortured meto think that the girl 1 sought might be, quite literdly, anywhere. . . onthe
next branch, or in the next tree, or on the other side of the planet, for dl 1 knew.

And then, quite suddenly, | came upon atense scene.
By sheerest accident, | had stumbled into the last act of asmdl, pitiful tragedy.

Four stakes of strange, glassy metal had been driven deep into the broad upper surface of one great
tree-branch.

Bound spread-eagled between these stakes, a haf-naked boy lay within inches of degth. They had
bound hiswrists and ankles with crue rawhide thongs to these stakes, stretching out hislimbsto their
limit, and left him thereto die.

And desth approached him now on silent, scuttling feet.

At firdt, the youth did not spy the mongter asit stedthily crept near. He was straining every muscle
and snew in alast effort to free one hand from his bonds. Already the cruel thongs had bitten deep into
hiswrigt: his hand was purple and swollen, and red blood dribbled from the tips of his numb fingers. The
pain must have been excruciating, but, snking histeeth into hislower lip, the brave boy struggled on. He
would, I somehow knew, continue that struggleto the very last.

He looked to be sixteen, perhaps younger. His lean, bony physique was naked except for battered
boots and a scrap of cloth twisted about hisloins. Whoever he was, and however he had cometo this
end, he had been starved and brutally mistreated. The raw weds of a savage whipping gleamed wetly
across his chest and shoulders, and his bony ribsthrust through his skin.

Hisslky hair of raw pale gold was shaggy and unkempt. Hisface was dirty and sullen, but it wasa
good face, with clear aert eyes, amber-gold in atawny-skinned face. He had a strong jaw and finely
molded mouth, and his broad, high brow denoted intelligence and breeding.

| could see about him none of the dainty effeminacy | found so offensivein the pampered princdings
who dwdlt in the jeweled cities. Starved to skin and bones, hislimbswere supple and lithe and his
muscular devel opment was extraordinary for aboy of his age. He was no painted and perfumed fop
from the ddlicatelife of court and city, but a hardy, rangy, long-legged youngster sprung from the savage
wildernessitsalf. | wondered what foes had staked him hereto die, and for what reason. And | admired
the grim, dogged determination he displayed, as he fought to free hishand from the tight thongs, stoically
ignoring the pain he so obvioudy suffered.

But desth was very near him now, in the form of ahideous monster insect. | recognized it asa
phuol, a sort of scorpion—but one the size of afull-grown dog. Eyes mounted on protruding stalks glared
at the bound youth; pincer-like claws swung from an armored thorax; a horrible barbed tail, poison sac
swollen with venom, hovered menacingly aboveits scuttling body asit inched forward on six jointed legs.



The boy had not seen it yet. Hisfull attention was fixed on the thong he was striving to loosen from
his puffed, purple hand.

In away, the thing was beautiful. Its chitinous exoskeleton glittered like blue enamd. Its huge
pincerswere like something carved from immense fragments of flashing sapphire crysta by some
nightmarish sculptor. Eyes like ruby chips blazed with soulless hunger.

Silent asamoving shadow, the blue death glided nearer—earer.

Therewas nothing that | could do. | wasasimmateria asawisp of air; | could not even utter a
warning cry.

The boy saw it at last. Hisface whitened, his eyes stared in horror, hislips parted in acry inaudible
tome.

Then, in arush, the scuttling horror was upon him, the poison-gting sinking its barb in the flesh of his
leg.

Chapter 4
THE DEAD CITY

In fascinated horror | watched the last act of the drama. An invisible spectator, unable to intervene,
| looked on asthe brave boy fought against death.

His cries must have rung loudly through the leafy silence. He threshed his bare body violently,
griving to didodge the venomous phuol .

Startled, the monster scorpion retreated from his threshing prey and hesitated before launching a
second attack.

The brute would not have long to wait. Poison from its sting had aready entered the boy’ s body
and must beinfiltrating his blood even now. The lips of the wound blackened amost visibly, and the boy’
scdf began to swell asthe poison circulated.

I knew something of the nature of the phuol, athough on my previous adventure | had been lucky
enough not to encounter one. But the foresters of Siona’ s band, and the ns of Ardha, employ the
venom of these blue scorpions to render poisonous their dagger-blades and arrowtips. And |
understood that the phuol were cowardly killers, who injected their venom into their prey, waited until
the poison had parayzed them, and then fed on the hel pless and till-living bodies of their victims.

Already the boy’ s extremities must be numbing as the subtle venom worked through his system. His
eyes glazed; his breath came in ragged, uneven pants; his blond head lolled on one shoulder.

The phuol crept stedlthily near again.
But thistime its charge was interrupted.

Without the dightest warning there stepped from behind the cover of immense gold-tissue leaves a
tall, lean man curioudy armed with arod of crystd.

Hisfigure was gaunt, hisfeatures ascetic. A close-fitting cowl covered hishead, leaving only his
face bare. It was a cryptic mask, that face: hooded eyes of lambent mercury observed the scene with
cool, thoughtful, unhurried gppraisa. The face was the melow ivory hue of old parchment, youthful and
unlined, calm and serene. Keen intelligence and weary boredom gleamed in those brilliant quicksilver
eyes. the man had about him the look of the scholar, the aesthete.



One hand was strangely gloved in ablack metallic fabric. It was the hand which clasped that shaft
of sparkling crystal. This scepter-like rod bore caps of black metd at either terminus. Within the
transparent substance of therod, fierce light quivered and writhed like aliving thing.

At his entrance upon the scene, the phuol had paused to assess thisintruder. Now the blue horror
began his cregping advance on the pinioned boy again, evidently assuming the tall man would not
intervene.

But the monster was mistaken.

With a swift gesture the cowled man leveled the crystal shaft at the phuol and removed the metal
capping one end.

Lightning flared! A crackling bolt of incandescent blue-white fire |anced through the green dimness
of the branch. Caught in the eectric discharge, the giant scorpion stiffened—convulsed—fdl to one side,
crisped and blackening. Its hideous sting struck blindly again and again at empty air asthe monster
writhed in its deeth-throes.

The magician capped hiswand swiftly; prisoned lightnings flickered within the crystd shaft ashe
shesthed this peculiar weapon in arubbery black tube which hung & hisgirdle.

Then, ignoring the dying insect, he kndt swiftly by the boy and severed the thongs which bound him
to the stakes. The boy sagged limply, staring up a his enigmatic savior with dimming eyes. The magician
laid one hand on his naked breest to test his heartbest; then from a capacious pouch he withdrew asmal
flask of sparkling red fluid, uncapped it, and poured the contentsin the boy’ smouth.

Again he tested the heartbeat, and took the pulse of the boy’ s uninjured wrist. Then, apparently
satisfied, he picked up the boy in hisarms and strode off into the mass of |eafage from which he had
emerged.

If any reader ever perusesthis narrative of marvels, he will understand how they mystified me at the
time. Curious, | sent my spirit floating after the enigmatic rescuer and hislimp young burden. | followed
them down the dope of along branch to where amost remarkabl e vehicle stood parked.

It looked for dl theworld likeachild’sded, with its curled up-curved prow and long, flat runners.
It was nearly ten feet long, and the curled prow was shielded to either side with a curved transparent
panelike awindshield. Thething was ether fashioned of slvery metd, or enameled in that color.

The cowled man stepped into this peculiar craft and deposited his till living burden in the rear,
strapping him in. Then he stretched out in the fore part and did something to a control €l ement under the
curved prow. To my astonishment the ded glided off the branch and floated through the air, swiftly
vanishing into the distance.

| wasfilled with amazement. Thiswasthefirst example of asuperior technology | had yet
encountered on the World of the Green Star. Mot of the Laonese—as the people of this planet term
their race—seam to inhabit acultura level comparable to the High Renaissance. But this remarkable flying
vehide—and, cometo think of it, the eectrica weapon with which the magician had dain the giant
scorpion—suggested that there dwelt upon this world some who had attained to an advanced technology.

Recovering from my amazement, | directed my bodilessflight in the direction the sky-ded has
flown. Soon | caught up with the aeria vehicle and could observeit in motion. There was no discharge
of vapor or visible energy from the rear of the miniature craft, nor did | see any evidence of propellers.
The motive power was apuzzle to me; much later | learned that the sky-ded rode the magnetic currents
generated by the planetary magnetosphere, but at the time the power that propelled the vehiclewas a
mystery to me.

So swiftly did the sky-ded traverse the forest way that within mere minutesit achieved its goa



And | looked upon an awesome spectacle.
Within the enormous bower of one gigantic tree, was acity built of black crystal.

It rosein successivetiers, the upper workstightly anchored to the bole of the tree itsdlf, the lower
levels extending out upon the level upper surface of the branch.

With the exception of the Secret City, the only other

L aonese metropolis | had seen had been Phaolon itsdlf, that sparkling capita that was fashioned of
glittering gemsand crysas.

This city was ebon-black in structure, and, athough fashioned like Phaolon from crystdss, these
were dead and lusterless.

The city itsdlf was dead.

How old it was| have no way of telling. But time had broken down its ba ustrades and toppled
many of its soaring spires. Great cracks ran zigzag through the swelling domes and the narrow, crooked
dreetswere littered with fallen shards.

And so it wasthat | first looked upon the Dead City of Sotaspra.

Not al life was extinct within the ruined metropolis, however. Life dtill clung to afew dender spires,
guttering low like awindblown candle.

Toward one of these towers, somewhat more remote than the others, the magician directed his
uncanny aerid contrivance, floating to alanding on the upmodt tier.

Unseen, adrifting ghost from adistant gtar, | followed.

The tower toward which the cowled magician directed the sky-ded differed in several waysfrom
the other structures. For one thing, whereas they were dead and blackly lusterless, this spire shimmered
with brilliant color. As scarlet as new-shed blood it gleamed—a graceful, tapering shaft of smooth
crystalline substance that seemed cast al in one piece, for al that | could see. At least, no segmentation
or jointure could be discerned.

Toward this Scarlet Pylon the Sky-ded flew. Hovering like awinged zaiph, it floated to alanding
upon the topmogt tier. | perceived that the Pylon was apart from the others, built on the utmost verge of
the Dead City, where the levels rose from the crotch of the enormous branch, ascending partway up the
dope of the giant tree-trunk itsdlf.

One spire that blazed and flashed with color, amid a crumbling metropolis of dead black. The
thought crossed my mind that this structure had been somehow revitdized—energized—whereas the black,
lusterless, ruined towers had dumped into decay, their stores of energy vitiated. | was, much later, to
redizethat my first impression was drictly true and accurate.

The magician bore the unconscious boy from his craft into the Scarlet Pylon. Entering a spacious
gpartment, he deposited his burden on a couch of sumptuous silken stuffs and set about without further
ado to lance the boy’ s swollen and discolored leg. Draining off the poison, he cleansed and treated the
wound with swift, economica motions, smearing the bite with a parkling salve permeeated with flecks of
radiance.

Then he momentarily left the suite, returning with apeculiar apparatus like atal floor lamp. The
luminiferous dement of thisinstrument was acoil of milky crystd, shidlded in ahooded cone of glistening
white metal which shaped and directed therays.

He affixed thisingtrument to the floor, adjusted the extensible shaft so that the luminiferous coil was
swiveled to bring israysto bear directly upon the boy’ sinjured leg. He then switched thelamp on. A
dim rosy light bathed the boy’ sflesh. | gathered that this roseete light was aform of energy that worked



onthe cdlular structure, accelerating the natural rate of growth.

L eaving the unconscious boy beneath the ruby rays of the hedling lamp, the magician strode swiftly
from the room. In afew moments he returned with atray of variousinstruments and stoppered bottles
whose employment obvioudy pertained to the hedling arts. These he utilized over the next two hoursin
what | observed to be avain and futile attempt to save the life of the boy.

A sympathetic audience, dbet aninvisbleone, | lingered in the chamber. Something in the dogged
determination with which the boy had baitled for life aroused my admiration.

With the aid of an gpparatus which congsted of atangled maze of glass tubes, the cowled man
succeeded in draining most of the venom from the boy’ s bloodstream. The healing ruby rays enormoudy
acceerated the healing of the wound, and apoultice of glittering crystalline salts reduced the swelling
and, | assume, fought infection.

But it would seem the magician’ sfight againgt desth was to be a hopeless struggle. Too much time
had elapsed between the attack of the scorpion and the time the boy was brought into the Pylon
laboratorium. The poison had largely accomplished its deadly purpose; the boy would not live through
thenight.

Unless an unknown and inscrutable fate intervened.

Night fell over the World of the Green Star. As day waned, the boy’ slifewaned withiit.
Paper-white, dripping with perspiration, he lay on the couch surrounded with hedling instruments. |
gathered from the expression on the cowled man’ s face that the boy’ s heartbeat grew ever fainter, and |
could seethat his breathing grew difficult. Toward the middle of night his condition worsened. His breast
rose and fell amost imperceptibly now, as his breathing became more shalow.

The magician had done dl that lay within the scope of hisart. At length, he shrugged, switched off
the gpparatus, and left the gpartment, abandoning the youth to hisfate.

| hovered nearby, observing to the last thislittle dramainto which chance had thrust me.
Then, toward morning, | saw an amazing sight.
It was asif adrifting whorl of luminous vapor rose dowly from the boy’ s motionless body.

In the dimness of the half-lit chamber, the mysterious vapor glowed with awan and pearly
[uminescence.

It seeped dowly from hisflesh, floated for abrief time above his body, melting into empty air.

| sensed, with athrill of uncanny awe, that | was observing the dissipation of hisvita energy. How it
came that the strange phenomenon was visible to me, | cannot precisaly explain. Perhapsit was dueto
my bodiless state. Aninvisible spirit mysdlf, perhaps | saw with the eyes of aspirit, to whom another
giritisdimly visble.

Near dawn an intense point of brilliant light seemed to emerge from the boy’ s breast. Star-like, a
focused point of pure flame, limpidly white, it seemed to float up from hisbody . . . hung abovethe
motionless corpse for an instant.. then drifted out of the room. And | knew that it bad been given to me
to observe an immortd soul leaveits mangion of clay.

The boy was dead now. Still warm, hisflesh would soon cooal, the rich red blood congedl in his
veins, hislimbs gtiffen in the grip of rigor mortis.

| think amadness came over me then.
What impelled meto thisact | cannot say: it was no conscious act performed of my own volition.
But, swift asthought, | drifted down into the empty, warm, and waiting body!



Chapter 5
| LIVE AGAIN

My flesh was a once numb—and onfire. A sound like surf roared in my ears. My lungs fought for
ar, sruggling againgt avast weight that seemed piled upon my chest.

It came to me, then, what amad thing | had done, entering the vacated body of the forest boy. For
the body had been at the very point of death, and |, who had died once before in the flesh of Chong,
knew that death was a trauma as shattering to the psyche as birth is said to be.

But | fought, clinging to life. Red mist gathered before my eyes. Excruciating torment flayed through
my nerves as pulse and respiration began anew. Had | possessed the strength | would have shrieked
aoud with the pain: but | had not breath enough to do so much aswhimper.

After an endlesstime, the torment lessened. The red mist cleared from my vision and the roar of my
blood moving through the inner ear faded.

To draw each breath was a siruggle against enormous odds. My heart |abored violently within my
chest, battling for life. My consciousness faded as the powerful life-ingtinct took over control of the
battle againgt degth.

And | swooned or dept.

After an unknown interva, | struggled back to wakefulness again to gaze up into the cool, aoof
eyes of the cowled magician who was regarding me with surprise and dight admiration. Above the
muffled thunder of my struggling heart | could not make out the words he murmured as he spoke to me.
He lifted my head and set a beaker to my parched lips. | drank down a potent, stinging beverage as
effervescent as vintage champagne, as bracing asatonic. Thefluid bit my tongue and did down my
throat to form a center of warmth deep within me, from which waves of languid heat expanded through
my extremities. The numbness faded amost magicadly from my flesh, and the agony of the poison ebbed.
And | swooned or dept again.

For daystheresfter | lingered, haf-conscious, clinging to life. Gradualy my hold strengthened, and |
sensed mysdlf no longer in danger of losing my precarious grip on life or my rash tenancy in thisnew

body.
I dept much, while strange lights beat upon my flesh and curious potions circulated through my
veins. Doubtless my mysterious savior kept me drugged much of the time with some narcatic.

Why | lived while the boy himself bad died | cannot say for certain. Perhapsit was smply that | am
afull-grown man, with agreater store of vigor and life force, while he was a skinny, mistreated,
half-starved stripling. At any rate, | recovered in time from the effects of the sting of the phuol. The
wound on my leg hedled; the poison-rotted flesh reknit. At first | could only hobble; intime | limped; but
before very long | could walk or run as good as ever.

That | lived anew in the body of another did not trouble me. The boy died and there had been
nothing that | could do in my bodiless Sate, to help him. When the soul hasfled, the empty body is dead
matter. Had | not entered it as awandering spirit and revitalized it, the body would have decayed, its
elements returning to the matrix of nature from which it had sprung.

But my tenancy of this body was a strange and unique experience for two reasons. It was not that
merdly to inhabit a borrowed body was new to me, for | had known the phenomenon before, on my first



vigit to the World of the Green Star. Then | had dwelt in the body of Kyr Chong, the Lord Chong,
whose spirit had been torn from his flesh and driven forth to wander forever among the stars by ahostile
enchanter. The memories of Chong had long-since faded from hisbody’ s brain, and other than an
extraordinary ease and facility in learning the Laonese language, my tenancy of hisflesh had occasioned
no peculiarities.

But the body of thisboy was very newly dead—if indeed hisbody can be said to have died at all,
gncel entered it at the very moment his spirit fled forth. In the case of the boy, hisbrain was Hill aliving
organ and al hismemories were till fresh. Thus, for example, | knew his name, which was barn—or
“Kamthe Hunter,” as he thought of himsalf. And | knew that he was an orphan lad, hisfamily long-since
dain by the monstrous predators of the wild, who lived aone among the giant trees, subsisting on the
game he dew with bow or lance, or trapped in cunningly contrived nets. There were many such asthe
boy Kam who dwelt apart from the treetop cities amid the wilderness of the giant trees. Sometimesthey
banded together into tribes of smal clans, but as often as not they dwelt done and apart, living off the
forest, eschewing the companionship of their own kind.

Lifefor such personsis hard, for the World of the Green Star is a savage wilderness—an ocean
teeming with enemies, in which there exist only afew idands of civilization and sfety.

Thusit had been for Karn the Hunter. And there was till fresh in his memory the moment of his
capture by a hostile tribe from which his own parents had fled into exile before his birth.

It was an uncanny thing, to delve into the alien memories of another person and another life. But my
curiogty was, | think, natura enough under the circumstances. Thus | searched into the memories of
Kam the Hunter, and thus | learned of the circumstances which had led him to that grim sceneinwhich |
had first encountered him, bound to the death stakes, set out to die under the venomous sting of the
scorpion mongter . . .

Hisfather had been named Athgar, and he had been ahunter of the Red Dragon nation, atribe of
wandering savages who roamed among the giant trees a eternd enmity with al others of their kind.
Athgar the Hunter had seen and had falen in love with the girl Dioma, the daughter of achieftain. His
love had been returned, for she had often looked upon him from afar, admiring his prowessin the hunt,
his fearlessnessin battle, his stawart body, and his nobility of features and deportment.

Thusthey met and thus they loved. But her father had promised her to another, and refused Athgar
when he cameto suefor her hand. Athgar’ srivd for the affections of Diomahad driven himinto exileon
the pretext that he had broken taboo, but on the fateful day of the nuptia rites, when Diomawasto have
been ddlivered into the arms of theriva chieftain, Athgar appeared, dew hisrivd, and carried off into the
wilderness the woman he loved, who became the mother of Kam.

Asl have dready stated, life among the giant treesishard. It is especidly hard for alone man
encumbered by

awoman and anewborn child. In time, both Athgar and Dioma succumbed to the countless perils
of thewild, leaving the child Kamto live or die on hisown.

But Kam the Hunter had not died. The blood of mighty warriors and of many ancient chieftainsran
in hisveins, and hisyoung body swelled with deek thews: intime, if he survived, hewould grow into a
tall and mgjestic warrior like hisfather, fit to bear up the stlandard of the Red Dragon nation in war, and
to lead amighty party in the hunt. And Kam survived—for, athough gtill but a boy, he had inherited much
of hisfather’ s fearlessness and dogged determination, as he had hisinches and his brave prowess and
courage.

But the crud laws of surviva in the wildernessimpose the sentence of unending warfare upon those
who chooseto live gpart from their fellow men, or those who are driven into the lonely life. Rogues and
outlaws, they are, for the most part, and to be dain whenever they are encountered.



Such had been the doom of Kam the Hunter, the son of Athgar the Hunter; for in time he had been
captured by Red Dragon scouts from hisfather’s own people. They had imprisoned him, starved and
beaten him, and staked him out to die amerciless and lingering death under the poisonous sting of the

phuol.

It was anirony of fate. For the savage boy had survived in the wild forest where a city-nurtured
child would have succumbed to the thousand predators who roamed the wilderness. These perils he had
survived—only tofal prey to hisfather’ sfoes, to his own people, who had staked him out to dieon a
branch whereon the venomous phuol make their nest. And from this grim jest of fate the hooded savant
had saved him, for someidle whim or perhaps a deeper purpose which as yet remained unknown.

Asfor Karn’s mysterious savior, be was a cold, aoof, impersona man who had not asyet divulged
his reason for rescuing the wild boy from the scorpion monster. His name was Sarchimus, and in this
chronicle! have referred to him asa“magician,” for want of amorefitting term. Sarchimus the Wise was
he cdled, and in this Scarlet Pylon he dwelt done, insofar as| had learned asyet. There were otherslike
Sarchimus, who lived here and there in various portions of the Dead City, but it was to be sometime
before | encountered any of them.

Sarchimuswas sllent and inscrutable; he lived gpart and busied himsdlf in curious studies whereof |
knew but little, for | seldom saw him. Although be was solicitous to me while my wound knit and my
body hedled and | recovered my strength and health, he was neither my friend nor my master. The
mystery of Sarchimuswas one | had yet to solve.

And so thisfirst peculiarity of my new embodied state was that | now possessed the living
memories of another: | shared hismemories only, and not hisbeing or his sense of identity, for that had
fled into the Unknown with hisimmorta spirit. The other peculiarity of which | have spokenisthe
strangeness of my new body, which wasthat of animmeature boy. For | had been afull-grown man in my
former life on the planet Earth far away, and to find mysdf aboy again was weird and unsettling, and it
took me a condderable time to adjust to my new condition.

My own boyhood on Earth had been crudlly curtailed, for since | wasachild of six | had been
crippled with polio and had not taken asingle step without mechanica aids. So now, to the strangeness
of my new immeaturity, was added the strangeness of dwelling within astrong and athletic body. A body
that yearned to run and climb and play with the reckless abandon of a healthy boy—abody that chafed at
restraints and conditionsand ill hedlth. It was dl rather like astrange dream.

To be aboy again—and a healthy one, at that—was a dream that many men have had. The actudity
of the dream was, oddly enough, uncomfortable. For one thing, athough my spirit wasthat of aman, my
emotions and my self-control were immature and tentative. On those rare occasions when | saw my
keeper, or owner, or whatever hewas, | suffered from the awkward, blushing self-consciousness of a
tongue-tied boy. Far from being able to dea with him on aman to man basis, | felt very much in awe of
his superior wisdom and mysterious accomplishments, and knew myself to be hisjunior and not & dl his
equal. But these emotions and fedlings were those of the boy Kam, not those of the man-spirit which
now inhabited his body; it was, however, to be quite some time before | became—mysdf—and accepted
my new life as Kam the Hunter.

The Pylon of Sarchimuswas large and capacious. The magician or savant, or whatever | should call
him, dwelt in his own private gpartmentsinto which | was forbidden to enter, and thus | saw very little of
him, once my wound was hedled and my hedth restored. He was a cryptic man, my “madter,” and left
meto my own devices most of the time. He seemed to care nothing for my company and generaly
ignored my very presence, and certainly demanded nothing from mein the way of service—ét firg,

anyway.

| cared little, and did not bother to puzzle into his mysteries. It was enough to me during this period
that be neither abused nor mistreated me in any way, which was alucky thing. For | had not yet



managed to fully master the savage ingtincts of Kam the Hunter; and Kam was, by ancestry and birth
and sdlf-training, asavage warrior and akiller.

Sarchimus, as| say, left meto my own devices, and sometimes| did not even glimpse him from a
distance for days on end. His enigmawas insoluble. When | bad lain weak and helpless, he had tended
me with the gentle solicitude of akindly nurse; once my wound was hedled and | was able to be up and
around on my own, he left meto mysdlf very largdly, never required my presence, and hardly ever talked
tome.

We ate apart and lived apart, my master and |. The mysterious people who had built this city had
mastered the strange secrets of an dien science. | will have moreto say on this subject later, but for the
moment let me remark that one of their most remarkable scientific attainments was in the preservation of
food. They had known atechnique for ingtantly preserving food and it was upon these supplies of
perfectly preserved nutriment that my master and | subsisted. Each apartment in the Scarlet Pylon
contained a certain nichein onewall, protected by a panel. When this panel was opened, a switch
caused avariety of foods encased in trangparent cubesto revolve past the eye of the beholder ina
recess. Roast meats and stews and al manner of vegetables and fruits, pastries and deserts, and a
consderable variety of unfamiliar beverages, were on display in thismanner, dl in acondition of perfect
preservation. Having chosen the repast you desired, pressure on a certain switch caused the transparent
cube containing the food of your choice to be detached from the continuous sequence of stacked cubes.
The cubes themsdves were easily unseded and when this was done the food or drink you had chosen
was before you—steaming hot or cool and frosted, ready to be devoured. The supplies of these
preserved foods set asde by the Ancients, as| soon cameto think of them, seemed virtualy infinitein
variety and number. Thus, dthough | suffered something from londliness, | would never go hungry for as
long as | remained aguest—or a prisoner—in the Scarlet Pylon of Sarchimusthe Wise.

Part 2
THE BOOK OF SARCHIMUSTHE WISE

Chapter 6
THE SCARLET PYLON

To the eyes of the boy Karn, al of his surroundings were mysteries and he regarded his new mode
of life, with its many remarkable conveniences, with supertitious ave. This seemed only naturd, for the
savage boy had lived donein the wild under the most primitive circumstances and had never known
anything remotdy likecity life before.

I, however, as an Earthman from Twentieth Century America, could redize the remarkable and
sophisticated scientific accomplishments which had been attained by the mysterious folk who had built
thiscity. And | was busly putting two and two together.

The man who had saved Karn the Hunter from the fangs of the deadly phuol was a seeker after
wisdom, a quester of lost secrets. He seemed ayoungish man, asfar as| could tell, for hisfeatures were
unwrinkled and his brow smooth—but, as| have e seawhere remarked, it isoddly difficult to ascertain with
any particular degree of certainty the age of any of the inhabitants of thisWorld of the Green Star. Thisis
due, | think, largely to the curious fact that the Laonese seldom think of time aswe Americansthink of it,
and hardly mark its passage. We Americans, you know, are extraordinarily conscious of the passing of



time: we cut it up into hours and minutes and seconds, and wear small but very complicated machines on
our wrists so that we may be dmost congtantly aware of the flow of these time-divisons, which are
purely imaginary and invented by ourselves.

We a0 have the odd custom of marking timeinto larger and yet larger divisions—days and nights,
weeks and months, years and decades and generations and centuries and ages and have devised dl
manner of methods by which to observe the passage of the “moment caled now” through these
ever-widening divisons. Cdendars, dmanacs, and history books are only afew of our inventions
designed for this purpose. But the Laonese know little of this curious custom of hours, they hardly even
think in terms of decades, much less of years, and henceit isremarkably difficult to ascertain the ages of
any of them. For they themselves cannot easily tell how old they are—it isaquestion they never ask, and
something they seem never to think about, or very rarely.

Thus, athough | possessed the full memories of Kam the Hunter, | cannot redly say with any
exactitude just how old he was when first | entered his untenanted flesh. From the looks of his bodly, |
could have guessed him to be an adolescent. A boy of sixteen, perhaps, or seventeen-long-legged and a
bit scrawny, ribs showing through his bare bronzed hide, with awkward hands and feet. Seventeen was
the menta estimate | formed of his—of my age.

But asfor Sarchimus the Wise, he might have been a man of anywhere from the middlethirtiesto a
well-preserved and youthfully agilefifty; further than that | could not even guess. He seemed to be about
in hisearly forties—but | am only guessng.

How long he had lived herein the Scarlet Pylon | never knew. He was a sober, thoughtful man—an
intellectud, virtualy a sage or a philosopher—and something of acombination of magician and scientis.
Therewere, as| soon came to suspect, other savants of his mysterious calling who shared the deserted
and ruined metropolis with us, but these he thought of asrivals and enemies, and they dwelt apart from
each other in scrupuloudy maintained privacy in what amounted to nothing less than a state of
continuoudy dert armed truce.

But more on this subject later.

He was a somber, solemn, incommunicative man, this Sarchimus my master, and | saw little of him
once my conva escence was done and | had regained my health to such adegree asto be able to get
around by mysdf and to tend to my own needs. Aloof and inscrutable, dwelling far apart from my own
quartersin gpartments of his own, we had little or nothing to do with each other, at least in the beginning.
And while the boy Kam could not help feeling atingle of superstitious awe and primd fear inthe
presence of the mysterious " magician” —as he thought of Sarchimus—1, acivilized American, thought of
him asasort of scientist or scholar and was eager to converse with him on an equa leve as an adullt.

For | understood at least the rudiments of the science | saw about me, and would have questioned him
from aleve of scientific knowledge that would probably have startled him and aroused his suspicions—for
such advanced knowledge would have surprised him, coming from an untutored wild boy of the forest.

For thisreason, then, it is perhapswell that | saw <o little of him and that our paths crossed but
seldom.

The Dead City of Sotasprain which the science magician had made his home had been emptied or
abandoned ages before, as could have been guessed by the extent of its decay. But obvioudy, inits
prime, it had been the cradle of asuperior civilization. In fact—as | soon had reason to suspect—the
Sotaspran civilization had been aremarkably advanced culture, which had progressed far beyond the
present ate of the other cities of this planet which | had visited or heard of during my previous venture
here. The sky-ded which flew by riding magnetic currents was an example of the heightsto which
Sotaspran science had attained before its mysterious eclipse, aswasthe crysta blasting-spear with
which Sarchimus had dain the scorpion monster. This particular weapon was caled the zoukar, by the

way.



Sarchimus was not, of course, a Sotaspran by birth, for the city was uninhabited, save by afew
seekers after the lost secrets of its ancient people. He had been born and educated in adistant city
whose name| never learned, and histhirgt for knowledge had drawn him here asit had drawn his
fellow-savants. Entering the Dead City of Sotaspramany years before, Sarchimus had sought out the
isolated Scarlet Pylon and had made it his home and a closely-guarded fortress. One by one he had
excavated from the ruins the various ingruments and vehicles of thelost civilization, had subjected them
to intensive study, and had in many cases mastered the secret of their use and revitaized them. But many
more instruments remained cryptic and unsolved mysteries to him, and many more secrets were il
undiscovered.

That | lived a dl inthis healthy young body was due entirely to the fact that the healing lamp had
been one of the first secrets of the lost science of Sotasprawhich he had recovered and mastered. |
could not help fedling a certain debt of gratitude to him for thus saving me from an agonizing degth,
athough his reasonsfor so doing remained unexplained. Theimpersona manner in which he regarded
me, and the way he remained doof and apart from me, shunning any closer communion, gave me cause
to suspect that his reasons for rescuing Kam the Hunter from degth were other than merdly dtruidtic.

At any rate, | had the freedom of the tower, save for certain sections thereof, among which were
the private gpartments of Sarchimus and hislaboratorium, wherein he deposited dl his secrets. During
the day | was free to come and go as | wished, with few duties which demanded my attention. We ate at
different hours, and, athough it had been suggested to methat it would be wiser and safer to remain
within the Scarlet Pylon itsalf during the hours of darkness, there were few redtrictions placed upon my
movements, and littlein fact that was actudly forbidden me.

Assoon as| was ableto get around by mysdlf, | began eagerly exploring as much of the Scarlet
Pylon aswas permitted. | cannot say exactly what | waslooking for, but what | desired was some
means of ascertaining the position of the Dead City in relation to those few portions of the globe known
to me from my former incarnation on this planet as Kyr Chong. | suppose | was unconscioudy looking
for the Laonese equivalent of amap or atlas or geography book; but whether or not the Sotasprans had
actually possessed anything of this nature | could not be certain. There was, you see, noway | could find
my path back to where| had |eft the Princess Niamh unless | could discover where the Dead City was
located in relation to the Secret City of the Outlaws. At the very least, | hoped to find the location of
Niamh’ s city, Phaolon. When last word had come to me of Phaolon, the Jewd City had beenin
imminent danger of sSiege by the legions of Ardha, ahogtile city. Evenif | wasunableto find my princess,
| could still be of serviceto her if | could assist in the defense of her kingdom.

Alas, the Sotaspran civilization seemed not to possess maps or atlases. Or, if indeed there were
such, they were either not to be found in the Pylon of Sarchimus, or were somehow concealed from
random discovery.

Over aperiod of many days| searched as much of the Pylon of Sarchimus aswas not explicitly
forbidden to me. Sloping ramps connected the twenty tiers of the crystdline spire, and averitable
labyrinth of gpartments, antechambers, and cubicles were to be found on the severd floors. Although the
tower had either survived the decay of the Dead City in aremarkable state of preservation, or had been
thoroughly and laborioudy refurbished, few of the various suiteswere at dl furnished and most gaped
empty asif abandoned.

Thelibrarium of Sarchimus occupied most of one entirefloor. Here, curving walls were lined with
shelves which were cumbered by a profusion of folios and librams and volumes of many sizes and
description. Never before in my wanderings upon the World of the Green Star had | seensuch a
collection of books, and had my search been motivated by mereidle curiosity, | could have spent many
days happily engaged in exploring thisuniverse of dien literature. Asit was, | was eager to be gone from
here, anxious to discover some notion of the whereabouts of this city, and fearful to display too obvious
an interest in the librarium, which, had he at al noticed it, would perhaps have aroused the suspicions of



my master. A savage boy from the wilderness, after al, should not know how to read.

The kind of books made by the Laonese tend toward immensefolios. They are very heavy,
measuring two or three feet across, and in order to peruse them in comfort you require the services of a
lectern. Merely moving them one at atimeisatask of considerable labor, and thus, for these reasons,
my search of the library of the Ancients was cursory, furtive, and hasty. Moreover, | wasill-equipped
for the study of Laonese literature; my education into the language had largely been on the vocd leve.
Although | had received some tutoring into the written script at the hands of Khin-nom, the old
philosopher of Phaolon had been supremely concerned to acquaint me with the spoken language, not the
written.

Even from my cursory search, | gained some notion asto the contents of the vast librarium, and
learned nothing of what | sought. Most of the volumes were tomes of ametaphysica nature, pondering
the verities of the universe, and composed in alanguage so highly technica or symbolic asto bevirtualy
incomprehensible. | found few books devoted in any degree to the physical sciences—and wondered
thereat. For how had Sarchimus managed to find the key to the lost science magic of the Ancients,
without atext?

Some of thetiers of the tower were devoted to understandable uses, such as deeping apartments
and the vast librarium. There were also galeries and arcades given over to collections of artifacts. The
immense sophigtication of the Ancientswas visiblein their art asit wasin their remarkable technology;
for here were mosaics and frescoes which would not have looked out of placein Terrene museums
devoted to the avant-garde—geometrica abstractions, pure studiesin tona va ues, nonobjective worksin
which meaningless organic shapes of color contrasted subtly with each other.

But other art works, perhaps dating from an earlier and lessintellectua era, were representationd in
nature, although seemingly alegorical in theme. Theseinvariably depicted arace of winged beingswhom
| at first assumed to depict angels or genii.

While some apartments of the Scarlet Pylon were devoted to obvious uses, others were enigmatic
and mysterious. For what conceivable use, for example, had the Ancients constructed that central shaft
that ran from the bottom of the tower to its utmost crest? A mere hollow tube it was, with diding panels
that opened onto each and every floor of the tower. | wondered if it could be something in the nature of
an devator shaft; asit lacked either car or cables, | soon abandoned thisthes's, and smply set it down
asyet another in aworld of many mysteries.

Some of the suites Sarchimus had reserved for his own uses. There was an immense |aboratorium
filled with crystd vats and sparkling tubework, wherein he spent a considerable portion of each day.
Another lengthy hal wasfilled with gleaming machines of unfamiliar design and unknown purpose. And
therewas aso acircular rotundawherein abstract shapes of solid crystal stood on plinths of copper,
jade, and iron. Lights moved and shimmered through these masses of shaped crystd, each differing from
the other. One towering ovoid contained an inner structure of minute and star-like points of light which
flickered from light to dark in acomplex rhythm dl their own—for al theworld like astring of Chrismas
treelights draped about an invisible armature!

Another bulbed crystal glowed with asourceless aura of dire radiance that pulsed dowly in
throbbing rhythm, like the beating of a gigantic heart somehow rendered visible rather than audible. And
there was al so a soaring, curved shaft which seemed to contain captive lightnings, for long crackling
sparks of blue-whitefire, intolerably brilliant, searing to the eye, sped randomly from top to bottom of
the monalith.

The purpose of thisrotundaof irradiated crystals was just one more mystery.
But there were greater mysteriesto come!

At length | cameinto an enormous hdl of many levds, that is, curved ba conies, threein number,



encircled avast open space three full storiesin depth.

Thiswas one of the unrefurbished portions of the Scarlet Pylon, and it was one of the strangest
areas| had yet explored. All furniture, draperies, and hangings had been stripped from the circular tiers
and the vast floor below—or had perhaps crumbled into dust through the passage of time, for the
glimmering pave was strewn most oddly with hegps and mounds and swaths of powdery dust, amid
which were small odds and ends of dry and porous wood and morsels of some ceramic substance that
resembled potsherds.

Within thisvast place were over one hundred statues.

| have remarked on the art works | eft behind by the extinct Sotasprans earlier in this narrative, and |
have mentioned their principa sculptura motif isthat of alegorica or mythologica figuresthat are
winged, like angels or demons. Well, dl of theimmense number of statues wherewith this enormous
room was thronged were in the likeness of these remarkable winged genii, or whatever they were. They
stood about seven feet tall and were depicted in avariety of amazing tasks—amazing not because of the
unusud nature of the tasks, but of the extremely commonplace nature of them!

That is, some were pictured as Sitting—although there was no furniture for them to sit upon—while
othersleaned againgt wals or columns. A dozen or so had been carved asif they were leaning on their
forearms againgt the ba ustrades of the upper bal conies, staring down into the vast hal beneath. More
than afew bad been sculpted in arecumbent posture, asiif they were supposed to be sprawled about or
stretched out on divans or couches. These lay flat on the floor amid mounds of dust and decaying wood.

It was dl most remarkable. | have never before seen a scul pture gallery composed of figures
designed in such lifelike detail, depicted in some ordinary and mundane occupations. They were, also,
carved from amogt peculiar substance, like white chak, which seemed to my untutored eye an unlikely
substance for sculpture, asthe lightest blow could bresk away an elbow or afinger; in fact, many of the
figures, particularly those depicted as stretched out on nonexistent couches, were broken.

It was merely another mystery.
But onel was later to remember . . .

Chapter 7
THE CITY OF MONSTERS

If I have given theimpression that | had no commerce with my master during this period, let me
correct it here. Although for the most part Sarchimus left meto my own devices, busying himsdlf with
abstruse researches and experimentations which required privacy, | was occasionally summoned to
attend him and from time to time performed small servicesfor him, such asthe running of errands.

Thefirg of these meetings came at the terminus of my period of convaescence, when the science
magician demonstrated to me how to use the automatic food machines and the sanitary conveniences.
During that interview he dso gave me to understand the limits that he imposed upon my movements. |
could go where | wished, save for those rooms whose portas were sealed with the mark of the Hand,
these being and these | was to consider as his private domain; any intruson would be at peril of hisill
will. Thisinggnia, by theway, denoted Sarchimus himsdlf and wasin the nature of an heradic blazon—the
mark of ahuman pam, with fingers widespread, in crimson. Thiswasthe sed of Sarchimus.

During thisfirst interview | was given to understand that to attempt to leave the Pylon by any egress
wasto imperil my life; the bottommost seven tiers of the Scarlet Pylon were somehow hostileto



humankind, or so it was explained to me. | was not long in discovering the truth of thisin my own way.

My search for some manner of map or atlas of the World of the Green Star had soon exhausted dl
of the chambers of the tower, save for those sedled with the Scarlet Hand and the lower seven tiers of
the sructure itsdlf.

Oneday | decided to descend by the series of doping ramps and explore the base of the Scarlet
Pylon. I think | disregarded the warnings of Sarchimus as an attempt to hold me prisoner through
superdtitiousfear. | think | can dso explain my rashnessin venture to ignore hiswarnings asthe actions
of arestless and reckless boy—for at this point | had not yet managed to establish an inner balance
between my youthful body and juvenile emotions and the sober maturity of my intellect and spirit.

| found the seventh tier adark and gloomy place, the floors littered with rubbish, the walls covered
with green mold. The air here was not only dead and vitiated but also steamy and rank with vile odors,
like the foul miasmathat rises from the scummed waters of aswamp.

Onthesxthfloor | found-horror!

It was darker here than on the floor above, and the floor underfoot was carpeted with dimy
mosses. Huge fungoid structures rose about me as | crept cautioudy down the ramp—bloated and
unhedlthy fungi of enormous size, glazed with putrescent moisture, splotched with huge discolorations.

As| stepped to the bottom of the ramp my ankle was caught suddenly in atenacious grip. | voiced
acry of astonishment and struggled to free mysdlf. But the most violent contortionsfailed to loosen my
foot from the green and furry tentacle that had ensnared me.

| had earlier found a scalpel-like implement of transparent metal in one of the cupboards of the
suites above, which | had secreted about my person under the abbreviated tunic the science magician
had given me to wear—an effeminate, slky thing, colored arepulsive lavender, which left my brown legs
bare to the upper thigh. Now | snatched the glassy blade from its hiding place and dashed at the ropy
tendril which wound ever tighter about my foot. The blade sawed through the ropy substance as through
avine, and to my surprise and consternation the thing that gripped my foot bled greenly—like sap froma
living branch!

Inamoment | had freed mysdf from the clinging tendril. As| kicked loose fromitsclutches, | got a
good look at it for thefirst time. It was hard to make out in the dim green gloom, but the thing which
wriggled and writhed across the mossy carpet for al the world like some manner of serpent was—| now
redized with horror—a species of vegetablelife, no reptile at dl!

It was, infact, avine—complete with ahairy ciliaof rootlets, twigs, and even flowers

Asit threshed madly about, shedding green, sap-like gore, | perceived other such vegetable horrors
dithering toward it from the further aides of thefungi grove. In an ingtant they had coiled about their
injured felow, ingnuating their bristling rootletsinto its open wound, and clung to it, feeding like
vegetable vampires.

Thus| escaped without harm from my first experience with the dread crawler-vines.

Circling the place where the vine mongterslay entangled, feeding gluttonoudy on the vegetable gore
of ther falen fellow, | continued my cautious descent of the Scarlet Pylon.

| knew now that the warnings given to me by Sarchimuswere neither idle nor falacious. But such
was my determination, that | refused to turn back. With awary eye out for more of the dithering vines, |
prowled the aides of bloated and enormous fungi, located a descending ramp thickly and loathsomely
carpeted with gridy mold, and cautioudy followed it down to thefifth tier.

Here there existed amere ghost of light—adim aura of corruption that flickered about the nodding
heads of the swollen fungi.



Here, too, | found horror beyond belief.

A vast bulk shouldered through the stalked fungi and blundered toward me. It was an oddly
unformed creature, shaped rather like an immense worm, but it progressed in a sort of lumbering charge
on severd pairs of short, sumpy feet which ended in thick pads. The thing had aheavy, faity skin or
hide which was of apallid and repulsive hue, sickly yellow banded with white, and was splotched with
green-gray mold. Its head was a bulging and featureless mass of fleshy leaves or petds, like cabbage
leaves, but thicker and more meaty. It had no visua or auditory organsthat | could clearly see, but | saw
with athrill of indescribable horror sprouting from amid the thick, wet petas of its visage two flowers
growing, red and baleful, flowers whose extended and vibrating stamen and pistils seemed to taste the air
—swivding clumsly toward me, asif the flowerswere eyed

| shrieked and turned to flee, but the lumbering worm-thing was upon me in the same ingtant. The
thick wet petals of its face dgpped and clutched a me like deformed hands, and | saw that the underside
of each petd-like flap was tined with prickly thorns. These tore a my flesh, drawing blood, and sunk in,
clinging to my bare shoulder and upper arm.

The huge, blundering thing stank of mold and corruption and rotting flowers. It dobbered and
fumbled loathsomely a my flesh and, yelling like ademented thing, | struck again and again, driving my
glassy scapel deep into its broad breast. The fatty tissue off its flesh was pulpy and soft, and | carved it
into ribbonswithout finding avital organ.

Suddenly, | thought of those flowerlike eyes and dashed at them, severing one at the galk,
whereupon the monster squedled and shuddered, itsthorny facial petalsreleasng me so that | fell tomy
kneesin the dimy mosses. One organ of sense left unimpaired, however, the vast worm-thing squirmed
toward me again in amultilegged rush and would have trampled me underfoot had not amiraculous
intervention saved mefrom my ownfolly.

For suddenly the green gloom was split gpart by aknife of stabbing eectric firel

The fattish breast of the worm-thing exploded, dabs and gobbets of wet tissue splattering about.
The stench of ozone was sharp in my nostrils, together with a curious succulent odor my Terrene
memory somehow identified as frying mushrooms.

Thething squedled and squirmed and fell on one side; writhing and coiling duggishly, sumpy feet
pawing clumsily at the air, its breast gouged in asmoking, blackened pit.

| looked up, dazedly, into the solemn, expressionless features of Sarchimus the Wise who stood
there, his crysta blasting-wand clutched in one hand.

Andthen | think | fainted.

The magician had entered the lower levels by means of awall panel which disclosed alift. He bore
me back into the upper tiers and to safety again. | feared hiswrath, having disobeyed hisingtructions, but
| suspect that Sarchimus was abeing of pure intellect into whose peculiar mode of existencethe
emotions had little or no roleto play.

“Now, boy, you perceive the wisdom of my counsdls, which were not given on mere whim or
through intent to deceive, but for your own good,” he said gravely.

| nodded humbly, begging his pardon for my violation of his precepts, which was occasioned or S0
| told him, through unendurable curiosity and no desire to go againgt hiswishes.

“Very well; thistime | will overlook the transgression. But in the future be more careful, and obey
my stricturesto the | etter, for they are derived from sources of information you can know naught of. The
lower tiers of this structure are the haunt of terrible mongtrogities, as are the streets of the city itsdlf, and
the other buildings. Y ou have narrowly escaped from the desth-fungus, had you just brushed againgt it, it
would have released a cloud of deadly spores which would cling to the membranes of your throat and



lungs, feeding thereupon, and growing until in instants you would have been suffocated. That wason the
seventh level. The crawler-vines, a species of vegetable vampire, you have aready encountered—but the
sadoogs are the deadliest of dl, and you could never have survived the attack, armed only with aknife
for they lack any vital organs whatsoever and are unkillable, save by such weapons as my desth-flash,”
he warned. He indicated the crystal rod capped at both ends with glinting metal, which he borein his
right hand; the hand went gloved in metallic fabric which, | assume, insulated it from contact with the
captivelightnings of the zoukar.

| questioned him in afaint voice asto the nature of the unkillable brute which had attacked mein the
lower levels of the tower, the thing he called asaloog, and learned that such beasts are weird
haf-animal, haf-fungoid predators. They roam the deserted and ruin-choked avenues of the Dead City,
and like the crawler-vines and the death-fungus and yet other even more horrible brutes, are the hybrid
spawn of the city itsdlf, the results of evolution gone mad.

The energy-impregnated crystals whereof the buildings of Sotasprawere constructed more than a
million years ago (he told me) fed the mechanisms of the city with an inexhaudtible flow of power. But
the builders of the city had, in the course of ages, lost al control over the energy crystals, which went
wild, their radiations breeding monstrous hybrid creatures which in time destroyed the city and dew the
Ancientsthemselves. Although the crystas are long ages dead, the hybrid predators breed till, for which
reason the city is deemed accursed by al civilized races of the World of the Green Star, and only afew
daring savants such as my master himself care to venture into the City of Mongtersto wrest the secrets
of alogt wisdom from the haunt of ravening horror.

Seeing that | had taken no hurt from my experiences, Sarchimus soon left meto my own thoughts.
Now | had been doubly warned, but from the experience had come away with va uable information.

I now knew that it would be impossible, or at least very dangerous, for meto attempt to leave the
Scarlet Pylon on foot.

And | had learned that my master had some subtle means of keegping unseen watch on dl that took
place within the precincts of histower; for it was some system of hidden mirrors or cameraeyeswhich
had apprised him of my danger.

| resolved to continue my search, but with grester care than before.
And the very next day | made agigantic discovery.

Chapter 8
THE WINGED MEN

By thistime | had explored dl of the gpartments within the Scarlet Pylon, savefor the very
lowermogt tiers and the rooms sedled from my access by the sign of the Scarlet Hand.

And | had begun to piece parts of the puzzle together.

There were many smal, mysterious things about the design and decoration and furnishings of the
Pylon whichintrigued me. A peculiar motif ran through many of the mosaics and frescoes and other
artifacts, that of strange winged figures of pallid gold. At first | had dismissed thiselement in the
decorations as being merely dlegorical; now | was not so sure. For the Winged Men appeared again
and again in the scul pture, the design of furniture, and the wall paintings that ran around the upper
portions of so many of the suites. And there was that hollow central shaft whose nature and purpose
remained an insoluble enigma



The science magician had told me, casudly and in passing, that the peoples who had built the City
of Sotagprahad flourished amillion years ago. Onemillion years. . . an enormous span of time, surely;
on the planet of my hirth, the ancestors of my race first emerged from brutehood amillion years ago. Y et
here on the World of the Green Star there had dwelt a people capable of tapping the energy-lattice
frozen in solid crystd, able to navigate the atmosphere of their planet in magnetic deds, and to imprison
lightning inwands of artificid manufacture.

Could the Ancients whose secret | ore Sarchimus studied have been—pre-humans?

Before |l could learn further details of this mystery, | must gain entry into those chambers sedled of f
with the mark of the Scarlet Hand.

And I would only darethat if the science magician him slf were to be absent from the Scarlet Pylon
for atime. Asthingsworked out, my opportunity came on the day following my adventurein the lower
tiers. Purely by chance | happened to be strolling on one of the ornamental belvederes which overlooked
the desolate city. A shadow fell over me from above. Looking up, | saw the sky-ded gliding off through
the dim gold-green daylight. The cowled figure of Sarchimus could be seen mounted on the agrid
vehicle. Where he was going, or for what purpose, or how long he would be absent—these things| could
not know.

But my chance had come,
And| took it!

The laboratorium was of little interest to me. Nor were the degping chambers of my master. Y et
another red-marked door opened upon aworkroom where sheaves of parchment manuscript, scrawled
with enigmatic caculations, littered ametd desk. But afurther suite opened upon the secret itsdlf |

It was alarge, shadowy room with adomed ceiling, the curve of wal and crysta window masked
behind heavy drapes.
As| entered afaint sound cameto my ears.

| froze motionlesdy, listening with taut nervesfor arepetition of the dight scraping noise that had
cometo me. Perhapsit had only been my imagination . . .

Clasping my glassy knifein one brown figt, | strode forward on silent feet—twitched asde afold of
heavy drapery
The Winged Man stared back at me solemnly.

Hewaslike one of the carved crystd statues magicdly vitadized; one of the weird figuresin the
painted frescoes, suddenly brought to life.

Tdl and dim hewas, hisflesh pady golden, hisdender torso and inhumanly e ongated limbs devoid
of hirsute adornment. His head, with its high, tapering skull, was sartlingly aien: sirange, yet beautiful ina
way. He—for the nude figure was unabashedly masculinein gender—had great, sad eyes set under
overhanging brows, and a soaring dome of askull, hairless as a babe. From the center of the brows
curving across the skull to the nape of hisneck ran astiff crest of darkly golden festhers. Thisverticle
ruff stood about six inches high.

The eyeswere orbs of mystic purple, luminous and liquid, and without whites—gtrikingly inhuman,
yet there was avery human sadness and despondency about them as they stared solemnly into my own.

The most remarkable thing about him was hiswings. These were folded back and towered high
above his shoulderslike thewings of abat. Bat-like in their construction they were, too, ahorny, tough
membrane stretched between thin ribs of bone or cartilege. But they were festhered along the terminus
of themembrane. . . and | saw, peering closer, that what | had at first glance mistaken for bird feathers
was akind of serpent scale, overlapping and convex, like human fingernails set in an overlgpping series.



| later learned that it was by means of these curious hollow scale-feathers that the Winged Man
controlled hisflight to an exquisite degree; for the horny feathers permitted him to trim the pitch of his
flight for al the world likethe ailerons of Terrestrid arcraft.

The gaunt, golden figure sat hunched on astool in acage of light. An open cube composed of
twelve segmented crystal rods composed the angles of this cube, and from each jewd -like segment a
thread of brilliant light connected to another in a geometric web woven of pure radiance.

Something warned me not to permit my fingersto touch that scintillant web. | had extended my
hand dmost autometicaly—now, at the voicelessinner warning, | snatched my hand away. The Winged
Man regarded me somberly, purple eyes haunted with an unspoken sorrow. A strange thought flashed
through me—that the mysterious golden cresture had inserted that flash of warning into my very mind.

Even as the notion occurred to me, something in the expression of those purple eyes apprised me of
the truth of my assumption.

The Winged Man wastelepathic.

Onimpulse, | strove to communicate with the captive creature. | strove to make my mind blank and
receptive, to refrain from al thought, so that the vibrations of another brain might resonate through my
own being. And in amoment a cold intelligence spoke within me.

| perceive you to be captive here, even asl, the gaunt, golden creature said mentaly. | fumbled with
words, uncertain as to method.

Speak doud, if you wish. | will sense the meaning of your words more easily that way. Y ou will
observe that the members of my race, the Kaloodha, lack the auditory organs, the creature telepathed
again, gesturing with one long-fingered hand at the sides of hishead. | saw that he had no ears and that
his skull tapered in an unbroken curve to the point of hislong jaw. Oddly enough, thisdid not in any way
seem adeformity; somehow it looked “right.”

“The-the Kaloodha?’ | repeated. The golden creature nodded soberly.

The Kaoodha—the Flying Ones. We preceded mankind on this planet by amillion years, but
destroyed oursalves through our own unbridled fally. I, Zarga, am the last living member of my species.

“Why does the science magician hold you prisoner in this cage of light?’ | asked. The Winged One
regarded me sadly.

So that he may wring from me by his torments the secrets of my vanished people, hereplied.
Already, of the Seven Savants, he has becomefirgt in his mastery of the ancient wisdom—-and dl, al,
through my unwilling aid.

At last | knew the secret of Sarchimusthe Wise! An actual member of the race which had built the
City of Sotasprawas the ultimate source of his achievementsin resurrecting the lost science of the
Kaoodha!

And | had learned, aswell, that six other searchers after the science magic of the Sotasprans shared
the Dead City with him. Something of this| had long suspected, and from aremark which Sarchimus
had |et dip the night before, | had gained unsuspected further proof of my fedling. For | had often
noticed, while staring out over the ruined metropolis from one of the bal cony-like ornamenta belvederes,
that while most of the crystaline structures were dead and black and lusterless, afew buildings among
them yet gleamed with vita color and living light, as did the Pylon of Sarchimus. Among these were an
Opal Spire, aWhite Dome, and an Azure Minaret. Zargainformed me that the savantswho resided in
these revitalized structures were named Hoorn, Sarpasht, and Karoeth. These were the chief among the
sx rivasof Sarchimusthe Wise, and of them all, it was Hoorn of the Opa Spire who was the most
dangerous and the mogt to be feared. “Room of the Many Eyes,” hewas called; and it was said that little
which occurred within the precincts of the Dead City of Sotaspra escaped his cunning notice.



The clue that Sarchimus had let dip, by the way, wasthat the crysta buildingsfed on energy; thus, a
building still luminous with color, and thus till powered, was most likely to be the residence of another
savant such as Sarchimus himsdlf.

Intrigued, | questioned Zargaaat length. | was puzzled asto how it had come to passthat he wasthe
prisoner of the science magician—and, for that matter, how he ill cameto be living when therest of his
kind bad perished from the hybrid predators amillion years before. His answer was that, toward the
final extinction of their race, the greet brains of the Ka oodha bad achieved amethod of virtua
immortality, whereby they hoped to prolong their livesfor untold future ages. Thisrecipe, which Zarga
referred to asthe “Elixir of Light,” proved dangerous and erratic, and had at times the unexpected side
effect of sterilizing males of the race, while it had no effect of any kind on the Kaloodhafemales. The
race thus died out rapidly, not only due to the attack of the hideous plant-anima mongtrosities bred, by
the uncontrolled radiation factor, but because the maes, immortal and sterile, outlived the femaes. Zarga
himsdf wasthefind survivor of hiskind, and was more than amillion years old. He had dwelt herein the
Scarlet Pylon, done with hismemoriesamid the ruins of his people, until the coming of Sarchimus, who
discovered him during aperiod of dumber or aestivation, when hewas virtualy helpless. | gathered that,
to relieve the boredom and monotony of his unending existence, the Winged One periodicaly fell into a
sef-induced state akin to hibernation, during which he dept acentury or amillennium by.

Further questioning reveal ed the secret of the amazing white stone statues | had marveled over
during my early exploration of the tower. A vitd factor in the composition of the Elixir wasacertainrare
ingredient whose absence causes petrification rather than immortality. Those of the Kaloodhawho had
unwisely experimented with the incomplete formula were turned to eterna stone!

And thus | became that most miserable of dl living beings, thelast of my own kind, Zarga
concluded hisstory. | am the Last Kalood, and when at length | perish from the mistreatment or the
neglect of Sarchimus, then ismy glorious race truly extinct. But Sarchimus hopesto doom himself toa
amilar fate, although he understandsit not. For he strives to wring from methe recipe for the Elixir of
Light, whereby he will become asimmortd asl. Thusfar | have resisted hisimportunitiesasbest | could,
but for seven and seventy days now he has denied me the golden mead which is the nutriment upon
which my kind subsist, and | am greatly weakened and fear | cannot for very long withstand hisurgings.

“How long can the Kal oodha survive without thismead?’ | asked, and he replied that after one
hundred days of tota deprivation a Kaood was usualy too weakened and sunken in gpathy to respond
favorably to the remarkable vivifying powers of the nutritive substance.

The Kaoodha, incidentaly, had found they required the golden mead with dl the fervor of
addiction. This, too, was an unsuspected side effect of the immortality process; prior to their
immortaization they had subsisted upon the usua varieties of nutriment enjoyed by ordinary humans—
hence, of course, the supplies of perfectly preserved foodstuffs available on every tier, upon which
Sarchimusand | had been dining.

It will beanill servicetothefolk of theworld, to loose upon them a Sarchimus made immorta, he
added sadly. Already has he forced from me many secrets of wegponry and stealth and the dedling of
desth at adistance. But recently | have divulged the mode by which meta automatons may be vitaized
and directed by asingle will; from such he can compose an invulnerable army of robotsto overrun the
tree citiesand to bring al nations of your kind under his dominance.

The prospect was horrifying, and the hairs prickled on my neck at the thought that had | not
ventured to violate the sanctity of those apartments sealed by the Scarlet Hand | would have gone
al-unknowing of the terrible menace Sarchimus posed to the World of the Green Star.

But now you must go quickly, and return to those apartments wherein you are permitted to reside,
the menta voice whispered. For | detect the gpproach of the magnetic flux, and deduce that Sarchimus
isreturning from hismisson.



| bid the sad-eyed Kaood farewell, promising to ad himif | could, and replaced the draperies
concealing the force-prison in which the science magician held captive the million-year-old Winged Man.

Chapter 9
HOOM OF THE MANY EYES

The day which followed, and the day thereafter, Sarchimus was busied in those workrooms and
chambers which adjoined the dark hall wherein the gaunt, golden Ka ood was imprisoned in a cubicle of
intangible energy, so | had no further opportunity to converse with the sad-eyed creature | pitied and
whom | had aready begun to think of asapotentia friend and unexpected dly.

It would seem that what Zarga had told me was no less than the truth itsalf. For Sarchimus was
engaged in energizing the automatons whereof the Winged Man had spoken. Tdl, ungainly things of
sparkling brass with featurel ess visors for faces they were; and the metd automaton that cameto
clanking life under the hands of Sarchimuswas only the first of many. The thing sood seven feet tdll, its
hands great spiked mauls, and it looked like nothing more than asuit of medieva armor brought to life.
Sarchimus paraded the metd monstrosity before me, and | could not repress a shudder of revulsion
which he doubtless mistook for superdtitiousterror.

On thethird day after my conversation with the Kaood, there came an unexpected bresk in the
monotony of my internment in the Scarlet Pylon. It was not the first time that Sarchimus had sent me on
an erand, but it was the first errand that took me outside of the fortress tower. The goa of my errand
was asupply of miniature energy crystals which were concedled in avault benegth one of the buildings of
the city, atrilobed dome which Sarchimus described to me in such minute detall that | could not possibly
mistakeit. The crystals he required for the vitalization of further automatons, snce those crystals dready
in his store proved too large to fit the mountings.

Irapreparation for my venture out into the Dead City, the savant set about the base of my throat a
peculiar collar or yoke of someropy, tranducent stuff. This collar fitted snugly, but not too closeto
interfere with my breething.

“Now, attend closaly to my words, boy,” he said in measured tones. “1 am sending you forth
because | am not able to go mysdlf, sincethe crop of brain crystalsin my breeding vatswill atain
maturity at any hour and will spail if | am not at band to insert them into the skulls of my automatons. But
do not think to seize upon this errand as a chance for escape! Know that this collar which | have bound
about your throat isalength of Live Rope whose reflexes are attuned to the vibratory emanations of this
Pylon. | have adjusted the reflexes to anicety; you may safely venture asfar asthe trilobate dome, but to
go further from the Pylon will cause the collar to tighten about your throat. It will draw tighter with every
farasang you journey, and should you go asfar as three farasangs from the Pylon, the Live Rope will
strangle you to death.”

He eyed me with asevere expression on hisusualy serene features. “ And do not think to cut the
Rope and escape, for the reflex patternswill ingtinctively convulse the Rope to the point of instant
strangulation at the touch of ablade. Do you understand?’

| nodded, affecting adispiritednesswhich | did not, in fact, fedl. For Sarchimus could not, of
course, have known it, but to flee from the Pylon at thistime was the matter furthest from my thoughts. |
would not have dreamed of escaping without having somehow attempted to rel ease the sad-eyed
Kaood from hisforce-prison.



“But, master,” | asked, “how shdl | get to the trilobate dome unscathed? For you have told me that
the streets and structures of the city are the haunt of terrible mongters, such asthe saloogs, and of yet
other brutes even more fearsome.”

He produced asmdll talisman of multilayered crysta and foil, shaped like alocket.

“Fasten thisto your wrist or girdle,” he counsaled. “It broadcasts an energy wave precisay
oppositeto the lifeforce of the plant-animal hybrids, and they will ingtinctively avoid its proximity. Now

begone!”

| descended the lower tiers unmenaced, observing that the savant was correct in his assumption that
the wrigt-talisman held the hybrids at bay. For crawler-vines writhed franticaly from my path and
lumbering saloogs fled squedling a my approach. The portd of the tower stood gar, fronting on a street
choked with moldering debris al overgrown with peculiar large flowers of adigtinctly unwholesome
aspect. Their huge, fleshy petals were covered with disk-like suckers such as adorn the tentacles of
octopuses and there hung about them the stench of rotting offal and decayed mest. Although the cannibal
blossomsjerked aside on their segmented stalks as | made my way between them, | did not breathe
easly until | had passed them by awide margin.

The city presented a scene of such decay and desolation as| have never before encountered.
Magnificent buildings of superb crystaslay broken and crumbling to every side, their sparkling stones
blackened and dead. The Streets that wound between the ruined mansons were like arankly grown
jungle, teeming with weird predatory life. The radiations of the crystals had indeed twisted awry the
forces of evolution, and to every hand | saw fantastic hybrids of plant and beast such as might have been
drawn from the nightmares of Hieronymus Bosch. Birdlike aerid creatures that resembled flying flowers
fluttered overhead; trees that bore for fruit mad, glaring eyeballs bent their insane multi-orbed gaze upon
me; prowling, hideous, composite monsters of every description avoided my path in terror.

And s0 | made my way safely down into the centra city, glad of the open air again. All about, filling
the sky, rose the immense trees of the Green Star World, like arboreal Everests. Shafts of mingled jade
and golden sunlight fell through masses of foliage like vast cloud-canopies. Here and there wild zaiphs
flashed like winged glittering jewelsfar above me. Somewhere in this mysterious and unexplored
wilderness was the exquisite princesswhom | loved: but whether dive or dead, whether safely among
her people, or imprisoned among her enemies, | could not say . . .

Without difficulty | entered the trilobate dome and ransacked its cryptsfor the energy crystalswhich
would vitalize the metd automatons. | found abin of those of the gppropriate size, and filled the
knapsacks. | regained the upper street level again without mishap. The collar of Live Ropewasfirm
about my throat but its stricture caused me no discomfort.

Bending my steps back to the Scarlet Tower, | was suddenly accosted by a stranger. Hewas a
mild-faced, smiling man of amazing obesity, gowned in arobe of woven metal which glistened with
iridescent hues like a cloth spun of rainbows. Fat men are rare among the Laonese, whoseracia type
runsto denderness and a certain effeminate delicacy. Neverthel ess, with his wobbling paunch, triple
chins, and plump, smiling cheeks, the stranger was Laonese, as hisamber skin and lisping speech
denoted. He was very bad, and athough he resembled nothing so much as aplump, placid Buddha,
with an externa smilefixed on hislips, | could not help noticing that this mildness did not extend asfar as
hiseyes, for they were cold and shrewd and caculating, like chips of frozen ink.

“Areyou not the boy who serves Sarchimus of the Scarlet Pylon?” heinquired in a soft, wheezing
voice. | nodded, recognizing him from the descriptions given me by Zarga.

“I am; and you would be Hoom of the Many Eyes, the arch-riva of my master,” | said, which must
have surprised him, for he blinked in consternation, and then forced a chuckle.

“Such quickness of mind!” he said admiringly. “My dear colleague has acquired a treasure of



perspicacity to assst himin hisdigtinguished labors! But | assure you, my young friend, that the
esteemed and worthy Sarchimusand | are but professiona competitors, and that our rivalry isdevoid of
personal rancor.”

“That may be,” | said evenly, wishing that my master had seen fit to arm me with some weapon—for
| doubted not this obese, mild-faced man was about as harmless as a phuol, and equally as venomous.
“But you delay my return to my master’ sabode. What isit that you desire of me?”’

“To be of serviceto you, my young friend,” he said smilingly. A certain note of pity entered his
tones. “For | am in possession of certain information of the greatest value to you, which bears upon your
persond safety.”

“Towhat do you refer?’ | inquired guardedly.

“My poor young friend, you think me your enemy and Sarchimus your friend, but, permit meto
reassure you, the facts are otherwise.” He shot me ashrewd, cunning glance, obvioudy noticing thet |
was on guard and restive to be gone.

“I' know something you do not know,” he said softly.
“The reason why your master rescued you from degth, and keeps you about him.”

| was taken aback. How cleverly had Hoom read me! Of course, this was the one vital morsdl of
information | lacked; and something on which I had often conjectured.

“And what reasonisthat?’ | asked. He smiled, beaming a me benignly.

“Alas, youth, you have falen into the hands of aruthless and inhumane magter!” he said, shaking his
head dolefully. “Y our master experiments with ahazardous medicina called the Elixir of Light, whose
sde effects are as dangerous as they are unpredictable. Three captivesin his Pylon have aready reached
their untimely demise during his experimentations; now the crud and egocentric Sarchimus has arrived at
afina formulation, which he intendsto test upon your helpless person within mere days. The despicable
and treacherous Sarchimus encountered you in the veritable knick of time, for he was down to hislast
human test-subject when he chanced to discover you staked out for death under the stings of the phual.
Should you unfortunately succumb to the unknown effects of the Elixir, hewill have left only acertain
adventurer from Phaolon the Jewe City, who fdl into his clutches sometime ago.”

A thrill of excitement went through me. . . who could it be, whom the savant held captive? If Hoom
spoke thetruth, and if acitizen of Phaolon was secreted somewhere within the Scarlet Pylon, he could
perchance lead me back to the realm of my lost princess!

| fixed astern eye upon thefat little man in robes of shimmering opalescence.

“I think you lie, Hoom; for | have searched the tower of my master from base to crest, discovering
no human captives.”

He shook hishead asif bemoaning my distrust of hismotives.

“Y our suspicions are unfounded, and | regret heartily that you mistake mefor aprevaricator! You
will find thelast of aparty of explorersfrom Phaolon conceded in awall compartment on the
seventeenth tier of your master’ s edifice, in asoundproof cubicle marked with a symbol—thus and such—
which may be opened for view and converse in such-and-such amanner . . . “

| listened to him closdly, reserving my trust until he should be proved innocent of my suspicions. The
mere fact that he knew of the Elixir of Light and its dangerous unpredictability aone partialy convinced
me; but his motive for gpprising me of my present danger was till unclear. | inquired sharply on this
point.

“Common humanity, my lad, impels meto thisact of smple charity! However, my humaneingincts



go even further than this, and | am anxiousto assst you in escaping from the toils of this crud and
cunning monster who masguerades self-interest behind the guise of dtruism. But | fear thereisno safety
for you, my dear child, until the unscrupulous Sarchimus has met hisjust deserts. . .”

“In other words, you suggest | should kill the onewho saved my life?’ | asked.
He bemoaned my cynicism, but applauded my perceptiveness.
“A fitting end,” he observed, “betrayed by one whom he would himsdf betray!”

| considered the Situation thoughtfully, and said: “Wall, it’ strue enough that | wish to escape from
the tower. But | need amap of this part of the world, with nearby cities clearly marked, and some
method of swift transport—a saddled zaiph, perhaps. . .”

From benegth hisrobes, Hoorn smilingly produced atightly-rolled scroll of parchment. “1 have
anticipated your desires;” he wheezed, eyes shrewd. “Not for nothing am | called *Hoom of the Many
Eyes'; | have observed your fruitless search of the librarium, deduced that you desire orientation in order
to attempt the journey to afriendly kingdom, and have mysdlf prepared a cartographic guide. Asfor a
steed, oneis dready to hand that is swifter and more tireless than any zaiph yet bred: | refer to the aerid
contrivance which ridesamagnetic flux.”

“The sky-ded?But | don’t know how to operateit!”

“That, too, | have anticipated, and this document provides clear instruction into the modes of
piloting the vehicle” hesaid.

“What isyour price for these gifts?’
He shrugged, spreading both pudgy hands.

“The degth of Sarchimus. For too long has he lorded the superiority of hisaccomplishments over
we lesser students of the ancient mystery-science! With the demise of Sarchimus, the worthiest and most
intellectud of hiscompetitors can hope to inherit his secrets.”

“| gather you refer to yoursdlf.” | smiled.
He beamed with smug aplomb, but did not deny it.

“Widll, | will accept these documents—as presents, not asbribes,” | said findly. “ Asfor daying my
master, well, | will do what hasto be donein order to protect mysdf from treachery; more than that, |
cannot promise.”

“No more than that is needed,” said Hoom of the Many Eyes. “For ayouth as perceptive as
yoursdlf has doubtless ascertained by pure logic that there is no safety in flight unless he who would
pursue is—ah—unable to do s0.”

I nodded without further words and accepted the map and the instructions to operating the
sky-ded. But privately | determined that, rather than commit cold-blooded murder on one who, after dl,
had rescued me from certain desth and nursed meto hedth again, | would smply free Zarga and escape
in the sky-ded. Since there was only one such vehicle in the Pylon, Sarchimus would be unable to
pursue me and my safety was thusinsured.

| returned to the Scarlet Pylon with the crystals, my mind busy with plans and conjectures, anxious,
first of dl, to discover if Hoorn had been accurate in stating a Phaolonian prisoner was concealed in the
tower. Finding him wasthefirst item on my agenda; flight and freedom, the second.



Chapter 10
JANCHAN OF PHAOLON

There came on the very next day the opportunity for which | waited. The brain crystals had matured
in the breeding vats, and the power crystals | had procured on my mission beyond the tower fitted their
mountings perfectly; so for the entire day Sarchimuswasfully occupied in vitdizing and testing hisnew
army of automatons. Since there were so many of these, he selected the largest single chamber in the
Scarlet Pylon for that purpose, said chamber being, of course, theimmense hdl inwhich | had earlier
discovered the host of white crystalline statues which were, in actudity, the petrified Ka oodha

Once my magter was engaged in this activity, | wasted no time in descending to the seventeenth tier
and seeking out the gpartment sealed with the Scarlet Hand. | found it aclutter of gpparatus of
inexplicable design and purpose, but, scrutinizing thewalls, | found behind agorgeous tapestry a panel
marked with the small, unobtrusive symbol Hoom had described; operating the catch according to his
ingructions, | fitted my eyeto asmall hole thus revealed and peered within.

A young man of noble demeanor and handsome visage reclined on adivan within the secret
compartment. From hisjewe ed trgppings | knew him at oncefor acourtier of Phaolon, dthough, asit
chanced, not one with whom | had become acquainted during my former incarnation &t the court of
Niamh the Fair.

Below the eyehole was asmall speaking-tube into which | spoke. The young man sprang to hisfest,
garing around in abewildered fashion.

“Havenofear,” | said through the speaking-tube. “I am not your captor, but a captive like yoursdf.
My nameis Kam the Hunter, the son of Athgar, of the Red Dragon nation.”

Pressng my ear to the orifice, | discovered | could hear the young man clearly enough.

“I' know not where you are conceded,” he said in apleasant baritone, “nor how your voice
addresses me from empty air in thismanner, but | greet you in comradeship, my fellow captive. | am
Prince Janchan of Phaolon, of the House of the Ptolnim.”

“How did you come into your present captivity?’ | inquired.

“The Princess of Phaolon disappeared on a hunting expedition to observe the Dance of the Zaiph,”
hesaid. “It isbelieved that shefell prey to atree monster, and it remains unknown asto whether she
lives or has been dain. But we among her loya courtiers, knowing her to have vanished in the company
of that greathearted hero, the Kyr Chong, believe that a chance existsthat she yet lives, and have sworn
to search until finding proof positive of her woeful demise. | Ieft the Jewe City in the company of a score
of youths of noble or aritocratic birth, al sworn to the quest of the princess. Alas, those who survived
the perils of the wild were taken captive by this vile enchanter, who benumbed our senseswith a
narcotic aromaand who has held us prisoner here for an unguessable period. One by one my brave
comrades have vanished from their compartments, to venture to an unknown fate; and of al our
company, | fear | doneam left.”

My heart best violently at thisreport. Wdll did | know of these events—| who had been the Lord
Chong in my previous incarnation on the Green Star World— who had followed my beloved into peril
and who had protected her asbest | could from the thousand dangers of the giant trees, until the
treacherous blow of acowardly foe struck me down in the moment of ultimate hazard. Often had we
speculated, Niamh and |, while roaming the branches of the mighty trees or enjoying the temporary



haven of the Secret City of the Outlaws, that courageous and noble chevdiers of Phaolon were even at
that same moment combing the great forest for some trace of our whereabouts. My heart went out to the
bold young princeling, Janchan, for his dedication; and | resolved to delay my escape until | should be
ableto effect hisrdease aswedll asZarga's.

In few and hasty words | told him of the events leading to my own captivity, and of the supposed
motives of Sarchimusin holding us, and informed him of the suspected fate of hismissng comrades. |
a so conveyed to him something of my plansfor escape, but, upon the attempt, | could find no means of
securing entry into the cell wherein he was confined. | searched aslong as| dared, without managing to
locate a catch or lock, and was eventually forced to abandon my quest. Bidding a hasty adieu to Prince
Janchan, | told him | would return for afurther try later.

My master Sarchimus was till busied with the vivification of his horde of automatons, who clanked
noisily about the enormous hal, bumping into baustrades, clumsily smashing the statue-like forms of the
petrified Kaloodha, and getting in each other’ sway.

Assuming that it would be an hour or so before my master had completed his tasks and had brought
the brain crystal's of the meta cresturesinto attunement with the vibrations of hisown will, | ventured to
the private suite where Zarga himself was confined within the force-prison. | found the sad-eyed being
much the same as on my earlier vidt, and hastened to apprise him of the swift march of events. He
evinced no surprise a the warnings of Hoom, gloomily admitting he had guessed the savant had captured
me so that | could serve his needs as an extra test-subject.

While | have thus far withstood the torments and deprivations he has visited upon me, the gaunt,
bewinged Kaood said mentaly, somewhat of the formulafor the Elixir isknown to Sarchimus. That is,
he knows the ingredients—al| save one—although he does not know the proportions of the mixture, or the
timing and interval and duration of the admixing process. | had not known of the human captives, but
hart deduced from hints helet fal that he had tested provisiona versions of the recipe upon hapless
subjects of somekind.

The Winged Man was unable to be of any material assistance to mein my scheme of escape. He
himsdlf was unable to escape from the energy web which held him prisoner, whose lock was atuned to
the personality of Sarchimus himsdf; neither could he explain how to set free the Phaol onian princding,
whose cubicle was doubtless se cured in asmilar manner. | |€eft after this, promising not to flee until 1 had
asssted my comradesin misfortune to escape with me. But how | might work thiswas still unknown.

That night my master surprised me by an unwonted display of amiability. Heinvited meto share his
evening repast in the sumptuous gpartments given over to his persona uses. Generally the savant kept
quite doof from my company, so this gesture of friendly hospitality was quite unusual. | accepted his
invitation to dine with him gratefully; for it might yet prove that he was not so vile and despicableavillain
as the cunning words of Hoorn would make him out to be. On this point | determined to reserve all
judgment.

The dining acove was achamber hung with cloth-of-slver draperies whose glimmering highlights
were egrily akin to the strange quicksIver eyes of Sarchimus himself. My master was robed in soft
purple stuff, and, for this occasion, had set aside his customary cold aloofness of manner; we conversed
on avariety of subjects, reclining on divans drawn up to ametal taboret |aden with rare delicacies. His
manner was, if not actudly ingratiating, a least animated and sympathetic. He questioned me at length
concerning my birth, my former lifein thewild, and such inconsequentia matters as childhood diseases
and the average state of headlth my parents had enjoyed.

| found his choice of conversationa topics unusua, to say the least, but set the matter aside as due
merely to his solitary habits, which had given him little experience in socid mixing.

The foodswere ddicioudy spiced and mostly unfamiliar to my paate. The principa beveragewasa



bitterly chilled winelikewise unfamiliar, dthough thoroughly delicious.

After fruit and pastry, Sarchimusinvited me to sample arare liqueur, and produced agreen,
effervescent brandy of extraordinary bouquet. | sipped it cautioudly, found it heady and delicious, and
drank it to the lees,

A numbness ran through me; my limbs became |leaden; the empty goblet fell from my nerveless
fingersto thud against the degp-woven carpet.

“What ..." | gagped. The science magician smiled, hisglittering eyes hooded and unreadable.

| attempted to struggle to my feet, but found mysalf bound asif with invisible chainsto thedivan. In
amoment | wasincapable even of speech and could only lie there, helpless though fully conscious,
gtaring with an expression of astonishment at the savant.

He roseto hisfeet and gpproached my couch. Bending over me, he seized me by a handful of my
touded gold mane and pulled my face around so that | was staring directly up into hisown. Then he
struck me asharp blow across the mouth. The pain that must have flickered in my eyes seemed to
please him, for he smiled dightly.

“Excdlent! The drug has caused complete paralyss, with no loss of consciousness, and you are
fully capable of experiencing pain. Now, at last, comes the moment | have waited for!”

He picked me up in hisarms and strode into an inner chamber, which | saw was outfitted like a
chemica laboratorium. Flasks and canisters and quantities of spira glasstubing littered porcelain tables
drawn beneath long windows, heavily draped.

| was completdly incapable of speech or movement, and helplessto resst him in the dightest. With
rough but impersonal hands he stripped away my tunic, and spread out my naked body on the floor of
the chamber in an areabathed with brilliant light from alamp suspended from the celling above. The
grangling collar was il clasped about my throat, for he had not seen fit to remove it upon my return
from my mission into the Dead City. Now he neutralized its gripping reflexes by atouch from the
electrical rod cased againgt histhigh, stripped the loose, wormlike plastic thing away and tossed it into a
corner.

| lay naked, spread-eagled in the pool of mercilesslight while he bound my wrists and legsto rings
of stedy glass set in the floor. There seemed no possible reason for binding me, as the narcotic had me
completely parayzed, but he did it nonetheless.

Then he crossed the room to the porcelain tables and busied himsdlf preparing aflask of some
lucent and sparkling fluid that seemed to glow with aninner luminosity of its own. The chemica mixture
was clear aswater, but heavy asoil or mercury, and imbued with glittering motes of incandescent light.
With asnking heart | guessed its nature and my own fate—against which, it istrue, | had been warned.

As he prepared the clean sparkling fluid, Sarchimus spoke to mein acasud tone of voice. He
addressed mein an offhand manner whose calm tones belied the inner excitement visiblein hisface.

“For very long have | sought to perfect thischemical, which istermed the Elixir of Light,” he said.
“The precise formulation of the recipe has € uded my researches, dthough | have discovered the
principa ingredients. Variation upon variation have | tested, and each has proven adismd falure. But
today, at long last, the being whose mind contains the perfect formulahas divulged it to me, and undying
lifeiswithin my reach.”

A prickling of terror went through me. My nakedness tingled with supergtitious fear—yet | could not
move. There was naught that | could do but lay there helpless and listen to his serene, gloating voice as
he prepared the mixture.

“I don’t know why | bother to tell you dll this,” he said, with an unsteady laugh. “I can hardly expect



an untutored savage from the wild to understand the secrets of transcendent chemistry! But | am no such
fool asto trust my captive; first | will try the mixture onyou, and if you derive noill effectsfrom it, then
and then only will | down the Elixir mysdf ...”

He approached me, abeaker of lambent fluid clenched in one dender hand.
Kneding beside me, helifted my head and forced the fluid down my throat.

The voluntary muscle-centers of my body were hopelesdy pardyzed, but the involuntary centers
were unaffected by the drug he had dipped into my brandy. If it had not been so, | would have died, my
heartbeat tilling, my lungsfailing to expand, permitting meto draw breath. And swallowing, too, isan
involuntary action.

The Elixir was tasteless but degthly cold. A numbness spread through me as the fluid was poured
down my throat.

| waited for desth. Or for the creeping death of petrification.

Sarchimus hung over me, hisfeatures pae and taut, glistening with asheen of perspiration. The
agony in hiseyeswasterrible to see.

Then the numbness that had spread through the center of my being was replaced by aglowing
warmth. Vigor surged up within me and the fires of life burned high. A glorious surge of fresh new energy
blazed within me—awondrous new strength went flaming through every fiber of my being!

The expression of agonized suspensein the quicksilver eyesthat observed me turned eagerly to a
wildjoy.

My young chest rose and fell. My thews swelled with the surge of new power. | could fedl the
strength grow within me; dmost | could have thrown off the effects of the narcotic. My sinews trembled
and, in the next moment, | was free of the numbness of the drug and fighting the bonds with furious
strength. Had they not been fashioned of the incredibly durable transparent metal which was as common
on the World of the Green Star asiron ison Earth, | have no doubt | could have burst my chains, for my
strength was as the strength of three men in those glorious moments. But they were of the lucent metd |
privately thought of as glassted, and dl my strength was helpless againgt them.

Unhoaly joy transformed the normally impassive visage of the savant to amask of ecstasy. He
snatched up the beaker from its stand with trembling hands and poured the sparkling fluid down hisown
throat—

Part 3
THE BOOK OF ZARQA THE KALOOD

Chapter 11
THE ELIXIR OF LIGHT

Panting, | lay heplessin my bonds. Iffy brown, muscular limbs gleamed with perspiration under the
fiery raysof thelamp. | stared through my touded gold mane &t the savant, knowing him victorious.
Hoorn had spoken wisdly; nor had Zarga overestimated the hazards of the situations Unknowingly, | had
aded in the birth of atyrant superman whose career, unchecked, would lead him to the dominance of
my adopted planet.



The secret of immortdity lent him aterrible wegpon; in itsway, the weapon was more disastrous
even than the army of meta automatons now vivified and ranked in wait for his commands. Armed with
the superior technology of the Kaloodha, he could whelm and conquer the cities of the Laonese. Armed
with the promise of immortality, he could conquer the hearts of the kings and princes of the Green Star,
who would sl their sovereignty—and their very souls—for eternd youth.

A grim, ironic smiletwisted my lips. | had come asecond timeto thisworld, hoping to undo the
wrongs | had committed on my first visit. Then, my accidenta reincarnation in the person of the heroic
Chong had hardened the people of Phaolon in their determination to resist their enemies, the Ardhanese.
Then, the princess | loved had fallen into the hands of her deadliest foes, and | had perished in the
attempt to set her free—eaving her done and friendlessin the land of her enemies.

Hoping to correct these grievous wrongs, | had flown again in astral form to the World of the Green
Star. And now, in this second incarnation as the boy warrior, Darn, | had unwittingly aided the tyrant
Sarchimusin vitalizing amechanica horde of killer machines and in attaining the long-sought secret of
persond immortdity. Far from improving the Situation on thisworld, | had irreparably worsened it!

| glared through my touded mane at the exulant face of Sarchimus, to see the effects of the Elixir
blaze up within him, transforming him, asit had transformed me, into asuperman of tripled vigor.

Instead . . . | saw hisfeatures crumbleinto amask of horror!

Pde and working, hisfeaturesfell into sagging folds and he staggered, one bare hand going out to a
stone column to steady himsdlf.

And there came, loud in the ringing silence, amost peculiar sound.
The grating of stone againgt stone.

His eyesfdl with unbdieving horror to hisown right hand. For it had been the touch of hisbare
flesh againgt the column that had produced that stony rasp.

| looked at his hand and saw that horror which had transfixed him. For, even as| watched, the
mellow ivory tone of his hand paed—whitened—to the dead, lusterless white of pure chalk.

Within the space of asingle heartbeat his hand was adead thing of white stone, lifelessasalump of
cold rock.

He staggered about the laboratorium, lurching against the lecterns, overturning the porcelain
benches, shrieking in amindless blasphemy of mad imprecation against the merciless and mocking fates.

Now the petrification attacked hisleft leg. It became a dead weight which he was forced to drag
over the stone pave with agrating sound.

Babbling hoarsdly, he staggered and could no longer support the growing weight of his own body.
Hefdl to his knees sobbing, then sprawled face forward on the pave, writhing and foaming at the mouth.
His struggles grew fainter asthe cregping tide of petrification soread through his limbs; his moaning
became fainter.

At last only hismad, despairing eyeslived in aface of dead, carved stone.. . .

The lamps guttered and died, leaving me donein utter darkness. Throughout the Scarlet Pylon there
was only darkness and silence. Naked and helpless, | lay in my chains awaiting death.

But death did not come to me. Some innate factor in my physical body prevented the sparkling fluid
from working its spdll of petrification upon my flesh. Could it perhaps be that the lingering traces of
phuol-venom in my blood ressted or neutraized the Elixir?

| did not know; | only knew | must live on. Until | died in the dow agony of thirst and Starvation,
helplessto free mysdlf from the chains.



For hours| lay alonein the darkness, listening to the beating of my own heart in my naked breast.
The slence about me was deafening.

Herel would lie helpless until | starved to death . . . or would I?

For | thought of the horrible saloogs that infested the lowermost tiers of the Scarlet Pylon . . . the
monstrous and unkillable plant-animal hybrids that writhed and squirmed like monstrous worms through
thejungle darkness of the fungi groves. . . the hybrid predators held at bay only by the forces employed
by SarchimustheWise. ..

Who now was Sarchimus the Dead.

The lamps had died throughout the tower because they and the energy sources which fed them
were attuned to the persondlity of the dead savant who lay behind me somewhere in theimpenetrable
darkness, amonstrous stone thing.

With the ingtant of the deeth of Sarchimus, the energy sources throughout the Pylon had died with
him.
Including whatever intangible barriers had held at bay the gigantic wormlike saloogs.

Lying in the black night, | wondered how long it would be before the mindless hybrids redlized the
energy barriershad falen . . . how long before they writhed up the ascending ramps on their sumpy legs
into the upper levels?

Would it be hours—or days—or weeks—before they crawled to thisleve of the dead tower?

By then, | knew, hunger and thirst would have enfeebled or dain me. When they came dithering to
feed upon my body in the dark | would be helpless to oppose them.

The thought was | oathsome.
But | could not driveit from my mind.
And | lay there naked in the darkness, in the grim silence, thinking of degth.

After atimel dept. Miraculous are the resources of the human body; even more wondrous are the
resources of the mind. Horror may gibber in its recesses, but exhaustion takesitstoll: and aweary man
will deep, however perilous his postion.

An unknown interval of time passed.

And suddenly, swiftly, | came awake and lay there Motionlessin the utter blackness, Sraining every
nerveto hear arepetition of that far, faint sound that had aroused me from my exhausted dumber.

It came again—afaint, sedthy cresking!
A cresking as of the upper ramp which led to thislevel of the tower.

Often had | noticed that when | trod upon that topmost portion of the ramp, some weakening or
flaw within its congtruction caused afaint cresking.

It came again, that far, dight sound, as of some dow, ponderous weight moving, creeping,
ascending therampto thislevel.

Inmy mind’ seye pictured a huge, swollen, loathsome saloog squirming duggishly over theramp to
thistier of the tower, its bloated and putrescent head lolling blindly in the darkness as those monstrous
and uncanny flower-eyes sought through the darkness the faint warmth of living human flesh—

Of my flesh—
| lay, straining every nerveto listen.
All toowell did | recdl that the portd to thislaboratorium was gar. No barrier opposed itsdlf to



whatever hideous abnormality lumbered dowly through the blacknesstoward wherel lay.
Now the sound was within this very room!
| could hear it in the darkness, breathing heavily.

Even now, werel unbound, | could at least still flee, gain the upper levels of the Scarlet pylon,
escape into the giant trees. Or if that way were blocked, at least | could stand and face it with aweapon
in my hand. For to go down battling was better than this torment—lying helpless, waiting for the
loathsome caress of those thick, cold, fleshy petals against my nakedness, as the dobbering digestive
organs began the dow process of devouring itsliving prey.

The floor creaked.

Something was moving through the darkness toward me.

It did not stand erect, like aman, but dithered and groped onits belly, like abeast.
Stone grated and rasped as the thing fumbled with the dead chaky corpse of Sarchimus.
I held my breath, hoping it would pass me by.

But surely it could hear the drumming of my racing heart in the echoing silence!

A long, agonizing moment crawled dowly by—an eternity of breathless suspense.

Again | heard hoarse breathing.

A hot, panting breath. Very near me now.

Thething was only afew feet awvay.

Oh, to stand on my two legs and face it with alength of sted in my hands! To faceit likeaman,
and, liveor die, to go down fighting! Anything was better than lying herein the dark, waiting for the dow
death that crept nearer and ever nearer . . .

Andthen| fdtit.
Something cold and dry and living was crawling dowly acrossmy thighand up my belly . ..

Chapter 12
THE SKY-SLED

And then aslent voice spoke within my brain.

Kan?

Rdief duiced through melike anicy flood, leaving me shaken.
“Zarga?Canitbe...?”

The Kaood touched my arm with his dry, leathery hand, felt dong it to the wrist-cuff, and began
working on the chains that bound me,

Sarchimusisdead, he said mentaly. And with the extinction of hiswill, those gppurtenances tuned
to the wavelength of his brain also died or became inactivated. My force-prison suddenly faded and |
wasfree.

He could not unfasten the chains. | heard him crawling dowly and with difficulty to the petrified



corpse of the science magician, searching for the keys. | perceived that he was greatly weakened from
hisorded at the hands of Sarchimus. Long deprivation from the golden mead had taken itstoll of his
strength. He secured the key and came back to where | lay and began unlocking my bonds.

It isfortunate that the petrification affects only organic matter, he said. Otherwise thiskey would be
usdess.

| sat up and began massaging my wrists while he fumbled with the chainsthat bound my feet.
“Y ou gave him the secret formulafor the Elixir at last . . . but it was the wrong formula?

Aye; | could resst him no longer. But | made certain that the Elixir would destroy him when he
imbibedit . ..

“But hetested it on mefirst,” | protested. “Why didn’t it turn meto stone, asit did him?’

The oneingredient he did not know acts as a stabilizing factor, inhibiting the petrification, he said.
That ingredient isachemical derived from the venom of the scorpion monsters, the phuol. | knew that
Sarchimus would test the mixture on yoursdlf, Karn; but | aso knew, or felt fairly certain, that the traces
of phual-venom ill lingering in your tissues would suffice to neutrdize the petrification effect.

By now he had freed me and | stood without great effort. | peered around in the darkness.

“Zarga, the force barriers are down. It isonly amatter of time before the saloogs begin to ascend
the rampsinto the upper levels. What shall we do?’

We must leave this place. The sky-ded is ill operable, its power supplies unaffected by the death
of Sarchimus. But, firdt, | must have sustenance, for | am near the point of death.

Zarqadescribed the appearance of the mead on which the Kaloodha fed; while he lay exhausted |
searched by thelight of asmall crystal and before long discovered asupply of the honey-likefluidina
cupboard concedled in thewadll of the science magician’ s bedroom. While Zarga downed a quantity of
the golden mead, | made my way to the place where Prince Janchan was imprisoned. The pandl was ill
locked and | could see no way to open it; but the effect of the Elixir of Light was till potent within me,
and my strength was that of many men. r seized up a massive bench of polished marble and smashed an
entryhole through the pand, freeing the hapless Phaolonian.

He accompanied me back to the laboratorium where he stopped short and voiced a cry of
astonishment at the sight of the strange gaunt, golden-hued aeria creature.

“Thisismy friend, Zargathe Kalood,” | said. “His people were the ones who built this city, ages
ago, and heisthelast of hiskind on thisworld. Sarchimus has tortured and starved him to his present
condition in order to wrest the secrets of the ancient science of the Kaloodha from him.”

The eyes of Janchan were wide with disbelief.

“By the World Above, Karn! We have legends of such beings, but never had | dreamed to meet a
creature of myth in the very flesh! Does he understand our language?’

I am unfitted with the organs of voca speech. Zargamade his own reply to the question. The mode
of conversewe employ isthat of mind to mind.

Janchan swore at the uncanny sensation, asthe vibrations of an aien brain sounded among the cells
of hisown brain.

I know that to your eyes| appear strange and monstrous and maformed, the Winged One said
wryly. But fear me not, Prince Janchan, for consider—you seem to me every hit as strange of form as|
must seem to you. Y et are we comrades, sharing imprisonment in common; let us be friends.

“With al my heart,” Janchan sworefedingly. “And forgive meif my reaction to your gppearance
seemed insulting. Recall, that | knew not of your existence and coming upon you in this manner took me



by surprise”

| observed curioudy the effects the golden mead were having on poor Zarga. He had been gaunt to
the point of emaciation, his €longated fleshless limbs scarce more than skin and bones, his purple eyes
dim and lusterless and enormous in his pinched, hollow-cheeked visage. But the mead was acting asa
miraculous restorative. Almost visibly, his attenuated limbsfilled out, developing hedthy sSinews.
Brilliance shone in his enormous eyes, and the dull, dry condition of hisleathery skin changed rapidly, as
his pale golden hide became moist and supple and resilient. The golden mead must be some artificia
tonic nutriment, with enormoudy concentrated food vaue. In no time, Zarga was striding about the
|aboratorium with aswinging stride, his strength nearly normdl.

We should be gone from this place within the hour, my friends, said Zarga. The hybrid predators
which infest the lower levels are not our only danger; Hoom of the Many Eyeswill swiftly be gpprised of
the destruction of hisrival, and will come hither from his Opa Spirein al haste, so asto inherit asmuch
of the equipment of Sarchimus as possible.

“Thereissensein what you say,” Janchan admitted.

“But Zarga,” | protested, “the Scarlet Pylon isyour home; why should you be driven fromit, to
follow usinto the unknown dangers of the forest?’

The Kaood shrugged high bony shoulders.

Never can | be a peace here again, now that the men of your race such as Sarchimus and his kind
have made of Sotaspratheir domain. Perhapsit istimefor meto let the past go, and venture out into the
greater world beyond. If so, I can do no better than to make the first of my new purposesin life to be of
assstance to you, Karn, and to your friend, to aid you in returning to your homes. Thereisnothing for
me here in Sotaspra, anymore.. . .

Weleft the laboratorium and went up to the crest of the Scarlet Pylon. The lagt, level beams of
daylight struck through the great canopies of leaves, touching them to burning green-gold, and gilding the
corrugated surfaces of the enormous branches. Soon, darkness would come down upon the World of
the Green Star. But by then we hoped to be aloft.

We found the sky-ded where Sarchimus had lft it, moored to the upper tier. A hangar-like
structure protected it from the elements, and the aeria contrivance was powered and ready for flight.

Returning to the gpartments below, we rumaged about, Janchan and |, selecting garments. The
science magician had stripped me bare and, in the ensuing events, | am afraid | had forgotten my
nakedness. Now | searched the closets, finding warriors’ gear, asmple lesthern tunic, girdle, cloak, and
boots. From the armamentarium of the savant, Janchan and | selected weapons. | took a curved scimitar
while he chose adim rapier of glassted, and we both attached the scabbards of broad-bladed daggers
to our trappings. | took the precautions of filling my pocket-pouch with coinsfrom the savant’ s store.
These were of unfamiliar mintage, and cast in the rare, precious metds of the Laonese: abrilliant blue
metal they call jaonce, agleaming black metal, heavy aslead, they term arbium, and a sparkling
trangparent metal, clear as crystal, called kaolon.

The Laonese metdss, incidentdly, are extremey rare snce the folk of thisworld never, or very
seldom, dare to descend to the floor of their worldwide forest, as those gloomy precincts are the haunt
of terrible and legendary monsters. Instead, they didtill—as it were—their precious metals from minute
traces suspended in the sap of the mountainous trees wherein they dwell. The processis laborious and
the metals thus derived, by consequence, far more costly then Terrene gold or Slver.

Having filled my pouch, | rgoined Prince Janchan, who had assumed warriors’ rament Smilar to
mine. We bundled up food supplies, dried meats, preserved meats, dried fruitsajug or two of wine,
loaves of apeculiarly nutritive black bread, and severa canteens of fresh’ water. Then we ascended for
the second time to the roof of the tower and began storing these supplies in a storage compartment



Janchan found in the rear of the ded. Zarga had gone below with us, but had vani shed about business of
his own, and had not yet rejoined us. Janchan fidgeted restlessy, eager to be off.

“Whereisyour winged friend, Karn? Night isalmost upon us, and | would liketo befar from the
Dead City before darkness makes further flight hazardous.”

Even as he spoke, Zargacame into view carrying anumber of objects, which he began stowing
away in the Sde compartments of the flying ded.

“Zarga, what are these?’ | asked.

Merely afew articles salvaged from the possessions of Sarchimus, who no longer has any reed for
them, he said. | thought they might prove useful to us on our journey. Among these was a capacious
robe or burnoose woven of synthetic plastic fiber shot through with aweb of slvery metallic threads,
which Zargatermed aWesather Cloak. The other articles he named asavid of Liquid Flame, acoil of
Live Rope amilar to that from which the science magician had fashioned my collar, and afloating
luminous sphere cdled aWitchlight.

| have dso taken the precaution of bringing dong the savant’ s zoukar, he said, displaying the
metal-capped crysta rod with whose captive lightnings Sarchimus had dain the poisonous phuol.
Swords are a primitive kind of wegponry, he explained, and my people have dways preferred to day
from adistance, wherever possible.

Janchan surveyed thismagical gear dubioudy.
“Areweredly going to need al theseitems?’ he asked.
Zarga shrugged, sedling the compartment.

Who can foretell what perils we shdl encounter? he asked. The world iswide and has many
dangers. And we shdl be but three warriors against many.

“But you were gone long enough to have ransacked the tower from top to bottom,” | said.

Quiteright; | had one further mission to accomplish, before we should leave this place forever. One
further precaution | took, tend that wasto render permanently inactive the menacing horde of
desth-dealing metal automatons Sarchimus had vitalized to further his dreams of empire.

“By the Green Star, | had forgotten dl about them!” | swore.

| thought as much. Zarga smiled. But it would have been folly to have disposed of Sarchimus,
leaving his most dreadful weapons unharmed for Hoom of the Many Eyesto usein histurn. So | have
smashed their brain crystas, one by one and destroyed the breeding vats with a potent acid. Also |
released a second tube of Liquid Flame into the science magician’ s study, saving the only other such for
our future needs. The flameswill devour dl of the notes and formulas and manuscripts of Sarchimus.
Without them, or a captive Kaood from whom to torture secrets, Hoom will find it impossible to
rediscover thelost sciences, and will thus afford the world no peril such as Sarchimus would have done.
And now, | think, we are ready to depart.

| had thrust into the girdle of my tunic the papers| had received from Hoorn. The map was quite
smple, orienting the position of the Dead City of Sotasprain relation to Ardha and Phaolon and afew
other citieswhose names were unfamiliar to me,

“We have not yet decided where, exactly, we are going,” Janchan pointed out. | nodded, saying
that | had no desire to return to my own people of the Red Dragon nation, who had staked me out to die
before the stings of the scorpion mongters; | then asked Janchan where he wished to go, whether back
to the Jewel City of Phaolon, or elsewhere.

He sighed digpiritedly.



“I have siworn avow never to return to the city of my fathersuntil | have learned the whereabouts of
my princess, Niamh the Fair, and of Kyr Chong, her champion,” he said stoutly. “We of the fdlowship
sworn to rescue her had combed the nearer trees, finding nothing. But from friendly nomads arumor
reached usthat Chong and the princess had been taken by aband of forest outlaws to the Secret City of
Siong; thiswas grim news, indeed, for well isit known that Siona the Huntress hates the roya house of
Phaolon with a consuming passion, for that the father of the present monarch exiled Sona’ sfather into
thewild.”

| kept my silence with some difficulty, as my reader can well imagine. | knew, of course, the truth of
the story, since | had accompanied the princess to the Secret City on the occasion Janchan mentions,
but | could say nothing of these matters, for that would be to expose mysdlf as the second incarnation of
Chong, and no onewould belikely to believe me, if | told them of it.

However, Janchan was not quite finished.

“Even grimmer isthe fact that the hidden base of Siona’ sforestersis unknown to we of Phaolon,
and asecret closdly guarded by her band. However, it seemslikely to me, after much thought, to assume
that Siona’ s vengeance would be to sell Niamh to her enemies, the people of Ardha. Therefore, the best
notion that occursto meisthat | should venture there, hoping to enter the city in disguise and discover
the whereabouts of the princess.”

He broke off, smiling & Zargaand | warmly.

“However, my dear friends, there isno reason why | should expect you to join mein this quest,
whichis purely amatter of importance to we of Phaolon.”

| cleared my throat.

“Thereis no reason why we cannot at least fly you to the regions of Ardha, snce Hoom’smap
clearly showstheway. And, once there, we can discuss the matter further.”

Since we were agreed, we then entered the sky-ded, stretched out side by side and prepared for
the flight without further ado.

The bottom of the ded was hollowed into depressions which fitted our bodies, with raised postsfor
usto clasp onto. Zargalay in the foremost hollow, close up under the curved, trangparent windshield, in
order to operate the controls. These controls were remarkably smple, and | had long-since memorized
the ingtructions given me by Hoorn for the operation of the ded. But, with Zarga among us, there was no
need for meto assume the captaincy of the vessel. The ded, after dl, had originally been his.

He activated the energy crystas. A high-pitched humming rosein our ears. The deek vessd
trembled beneath us, then rose smoothly into the air, riding upon the magnetic currents. In amoment the
Scarlet Pylon fell awvay benesth us and we were aoft and on our way to Ardha, the city of Akhmim the
Tyrant.

Chapter 13
THE FLIGHT TO ARDHA

The sky-ded flew with aminimum of sound or vibration. I did not know then, nor havel learned
since, anything concerning the actua mode of operation whereby the vehicle navigatesthe skies. The
motor must somehow be attuned to the magnetic currents of the World of the Green Star, but precisely
how remains amystery to me. However, it flew with remarkable speed and the energy crystalswhich



supplied motive force seemed well-nigh inexhaugtible. Which reminded me of something.

“Zarga, what of the golden mead on which your people subsist? Can you find further supplies of the
substance €elsewhere in the world?’

Fear not for me, Karn, he replied. The nutritive value of the mead is extraordinary and its effects
long-lasting, such isthe concentrated nature of the substance. A small flask, taken once in fifty days, will
yield me sufficient nourishment. | have brought with me anumber of stoppered jars of the mead from my
store, and that should satisfy my needs for two years or so. And when this supply has become
exhaugted, | can prepare more without greet difficulty. The mead isadidtillation of the honey of the
zzuma ak, he continued, naming the giant bees of the forest-world, saturated with certain mineral sdts.
The essence of zzuma ak-honey isnot difficult to boil down.

Just then we were circling the Dead City, in preparation for our flight into the northeast. Janchan
voiced an exclamation of amazement, clutched my arm, and pointed behind us. We turned to see an
adonishing Sght.

Thetower of Sarchimuswas. . . dying.

The Scarlet Pylon had blazed with vivid hue, so different from the dead and lusterless structures
around it. We had not noticed before how the fresh and brilliant scarlet had dowly been fading from the
remarkable spire. It was now a degpening purple, stained with splotches of putrescent and funered
brown like rotting vegetation. Even aswe stared at this singular phenomenon, the tower began to darken
into dead black. Soon it differed in no wise from its fellow towers. And the Pylon of Sarchimuswas
dead.

Thus perishes the fortress which has been my homefor amillion years, said Zarga somberly.
Sarchimus must have attuned the organic and living crystals whereof the Pylon was composed to the
vibrations of hisown brain. When he came to death, the vital forces of the tower itsdf beganto die. . .

“Hoom will find little enough to inherit in that black mausoleum,” Janchan observed quietly.

| nodded. “1t must sadden you to look on at the degth of your ancient home,” | said comfortingly to
Zarga, who sat hunched and silent, hisweird golden visage inscrutable, sadnesslingering in hisbrilliant
purple eyes.

The death 9f my tower is as nothing compared to the death of my city and the extinction of my race,
hesadfindly.

“Surely, you could revitalize the structure, friend Zarga,” suggested Janchan. The gaunt Kaood
gretched out his narrow wingsin the equivaent of ashrug.

To remain for further centuriesin the Dead City isto tempt madness, he said. | have dwelt too long
amid ghogts of the past; to dwell yet further yearsin yon necropolis, where dl my people have died,
would be unbearable. Nowhere in theworld will 1 truly find ahome, but among new friends such as
yourself, Prince Janchan, and my young comrade, Karn, at least | can discover solace for my solitary
condition in human companionship.

He shivered, asif setting aside such doleful recollections.

But, come, my new friends! Let usnot dwell upon what isover and past: the future lies ahead of us,
thrilling with peril and explait, bristling with excitement and vigor!

The black towers of the Dead City fell behind us and were swiftly lost from our sight in the
gathering shadows. We flew in ameandering path between the Brobdingnagian boles of the sky-tal
trees, following the map of Hoorn. That flight ended within the hour, as the gathering darkness made it
extremely dangerous to continue our flight during the hours of the night. Ere long, we tethered the
sky-ded to atwig the size of ayacht’smast. The vehicle was capable of hovering motionlesdy and



weightlesdy in midair, sustained by the magnetic current alone, and thus we fdt ourselves comparatively
safe from the assault of the numerous predators wherewith the wilderness swarmed. We made arude
meal from red wine, black bread, preserved meats and fruits, and bedded down for the night, strapping
oursalvesinto the body-shaped depressions of the ded as a precaution against faling overboard.

The night was warm. The darkness was complete and total, for seldom did the stars appear visbly
inthe skies of this planet, so thick were the sllvery mists that envel oped the World of the Green Star.
Theroar of hunting beasts, the hiss of predatory reptiles, the shriek of their startled prey, soon rendered
the impenetrable darkness hideous. But so great was our fatigue from the cumulative tension and
exertion of the day, that before long we sank into dumbers so deep that we dept undisturbed till
daybreak.

According to the chart | had from Hoorn, over three thousand farasangs lay between the Dead City
of Sotaspraand the Y dllow City of Ardha.

Thefarasang isaunit of measurement unique to the Laoneserace, and | find it impossible to
trandate theterminto its nearest Terrene equivadent. Thisinability to render farasangsinto milesisdue
largely to the peculiar modes of travel common on the World of the Green Star.

Congder, if youwill, acivilization that does not dwell upon the continental surface, but milesdoft, in
jewel-box cities built in the branches of colossdl trees. Some of these cities are three or four miles above
the surface of the planet; indeed, | believe the Secret City of Siona’ s band to have been at least five
miles above ground leve.

On the planet of my birth, for humansto have dwelt in comfort a such mountaintop heights would
have been aphysica impossibility, asthe amosphere of the Earth thins out with height and becomestoo
rarified and bitterly cold to sustain human life after afew miles.

But conditions are different on the World of the Green Star. The position of trees and other
vegetation in the biosphere of the Earth isto replace oxygen in the atmosphere. Beasts and birds and
men absorb oxygen from the air and breathe out carbon dioxide. But vegetation inhaes carbon dioxide
and exhades oxygen.

On Earth the trees grow only to minima heights, the tallest being the mighty Redwoods of
Cdifornia. But on the World of the Green Star the trees grow four or five milesinto the sky, and the size
and quantity of their leavesis of comparable enormity. A singletree, on the Green Star World, may bear
adozen timesthe leaf-surface of a Terrene forest, and produces that same multiple in the quantity of
oxygenit releasesinto the air. Moreover, the oxygen-exhding lesfage is mostly to be found at the
greatest heights, among the tops of the trees. On Earth, the thin and rarified stratosphere begins at a
comparable height; but on the World of the Green Star, the thickest and most oxygen-rich layer of the
atmosphereisfound at that height.

Thusit isnot redly strange that the Laonese cities are built many miles above the surface of the
peculiar planet, nor that they encounter no difficulty in breathing at aheight comparable to the pesk of
Mount Everest.

Now, to display what bearing these matters have on the nature of the farasang as an untrandatable
unit of distance-measurement, consider again what | have already stated as regards the fact that the
inhabitants of thisworld never, or never willingly, at any rate, descend to the continental surface of their
planet. Hence they have no conception of a distance-measurement based on geographical interva. On
Earth, amileisthe measurement of ground-surface between two positions. But the L aonese farasang
bearslittle relationship to such a concept, being a measurement of the time-interval between places.

Itis, quite smply, the average flying-time between two places. | supposeitsrelationship to miles
could be established by alaborious mathematica caculation, but | have no way of establishing the
comparable data. Thus, to say that Sotasprais three thousand farasangs distant from the city of Akhmim



the Tyrant isto describe the time required to fly between the cities, figured according to the average
flying-velocity of the most common Laonese steed, which is the zaiph, the enormous and very beauttiful
dragonfliesthe people of thisworld have tamed and broken to the saddlein lieu of horses.

And lacking any precise method to measure the passage of time on aworld devoid of clocks or
wrigt-watches, | cannot even render the term into its Terrene equivaent in minutes or hours. Based on
my own experience, | have concluded to my satisfaction that afarasang is gpproximately forty minutes of
flight; but as the sky-ded flew many times more swiftly than any zaiph, | cannot even be certain of that.
To further complicate matters, the period of daylight on the World of the Green Star seemsto me
condderably longer than the average of twelve hours wherein we divide aday on Earth. | gather that
daylight is at least Sixteen hourslong on the Green Star World; but here, too, | am unable to be exact.
Because of the cloud-cover, and the heavy canopy of foliage, the Laonese cannot with any particular
exactitude locate the pogition of their sunstar. The solar illumination becomes grestly diffused asit passes
down through the eternd veil of slvery migsthat envelopsthe planet; it diffusesyet more asit filters
through the hundred-mile-wide masses of lucent gold foil foliage each mountain-tal tree bears up.

| gave up dl attemptsto caculate the distance,, we traveled in our flight. The mental system of the
Laonese—and of the Kaloodha, aswell, it seemed—have something in the nature of abuilt-in biologica
clock, whereby they can estimate with considerable accuracy the passing of farasangs and of fractions of
farasangs. The body of Kam of the Red Dragon people doubtless contained such anatura timepiece as
well, but I, the intruding spirit, did not know how to “read” it.

At leadt, | assumed thisto be the fact. It must have been so, or € se the very employment of the unit
of distance would be of no particular use to them, and they would have been forced to invent some
mechanica means of measuring timeto judtify their use of the unit.

It was, at any rate, an interminable succession of diurnd flights and nocturnal moorings before we
cameinto thevicinity of Ardha. During the flight we became much better acquainted, as you might
imagine, and there was some dight difficulty about thiswhich | suppose | should have anticipated; buit |
did not, and at first it annoyed and rather hurt me that my companions seemed to prefer each other’s
company to mine and very frequently conversed, asit were, “over my head.”

It suddenly came to me why this should be so. | was agrown man and had played aleading rolein
the destruction of Sarchimus and in our escape from the Scarlet Pylon.

But, in the eyes of my companions, of course, | was only a scrawny, haf-grown boy!

| have had occasion to mention earlier in this narrative some of the difficulties peculiar to the juvenile
body | now inhabited: like any boy, | tended to be shy and inarticulate when among my eders, such as
the imposing Sarchimus. Now, because of the adolescent body in which my spirit had found its home, |
found mysdlf to a certain degree excluded from the conferences and discussions that occurred between
Zargaand Prince Janchan.

Zarga, of course, had endured for countless millennia, and in his eyes even the prince was achild.
But Janchan was at least of mature, responsible age, whereas | was but awild boy from a primitivetribe.
Thusat length, dthough | came to understand their tendency to talk over my head, discussing matters
and making plans without bothering to consult me, treating me at times asif | weren’t even there, | could
not help being mildly humiliated by the experience. | fed certain that both Zarga and Janchan would have
been shocked and disturbed had they once guessed how this natural tendency of adultsto converse with
adults hurt and humiliated me. | know that Zarga held avery specid affection for me, as Darn of the Red
Dragon had been the first human to sympathize with his unfortunate lot and to make akindly gesture
toward him. And Janchan was unfailingly polite to me, and surely considered us friends and comrades.
Nonetheless, it rankled—nor was there anything | could do about it, barring afoolish attempt to explain to
them that | was awandering spirit from adistant planet who had chanced to enter and animate aboy’s
fresh cadaver.



Beforelong, the Situation changed abruptly.

Our interminable aerid voyage ended quite suddenly one afternoon, aswe cameinto view of amost
peculiar structure built aong the upper surface of avast branch which extended from a distant tree-trunk
which stood directly in our hurtling path.

Zarga, asif he had anticipated the moment to anicety, dowed the flight of the sky-ded, and curved
itsdirection off on atangent. We circled to ahdt behind a screen of heavy foliage.

And | knew that we had at last reached the city of Ardha, the realm of Akhmim the Tyrant, within
whose Citadel perchance the woman | loved was held a hel pless prisoner.

If sheyet lived.

Chapter 14
ENTERING THE YELLOW CITY

Neither the gaunt Kaood nor the Phaolonian princeling made any spoken comment on the fact of
our arrival—but further proof of the existence of that biological clock that enabled them to messurethe
passage of farasangs—s0 | cautioudy refrained from making my dienage obvious by any such remark

mysdf.

We tethered the weightless sky-ded to the base of aleaf the size of aship’ sforesail, and
dismounted, crawling out on the narrowing twig as far aswas possible, so asto obtain aclear view of
our objective.

| have mentioned before that the Laonese are utterly without the fear of heights so common to
Earthly men. If such had not been so, doubtless the race would have driven itsdf into extinction aeons
ago, for vertigo, to acivilization which inhabits tree-cities built milesin the air, would be afatd plague.
The body of Karn, of course, was likewise immune to any feding of giddiness; but my Terrene spirit was
not, and | could not hel p picturing the vertiginous depths of the colossal abyss which extended mile upon
mile below my dender and insecure perch.

The twig was about as large around as a full-grown oak tree would have been back on Earth. The
bark was corrugated into rough overlapping rings of growth, so, actudly, it was not particularly difficult
to climb rather far out upon the twig—so long as you did not look down, and avoided thinking of the
miles of empty air that yawned benegth your hedls.

Zarga pried the leaves apart with the crystal rod of hiszoukar . . . and thus | obtained my first good
look a Ardha

Wil did | remember the first scene upon which | gazed when first | ventured hither to this planet. |
had observed the entourage of Akhmim arriving at the court of Phaolon after aflight from the city of
Ardha, to lay amarriage proposa which amounted to nothing less than an ultimatum before the throne of
my beloved princess, Niamh the Fair.

Closng my eyes, | can conjure up theimage of Akhmim as| saw himin that hour. Tall, cruel-faced,
clad inrobes of stark, eye-hurting yelow, with atowering miter of sparking black crystals on his head
and ajet saff clenched in clawlike fingers.

And now, after al thistime, | looked upon the city of my foe.
Not for naught wasit called the* Y dlow City.” For, while the city of Phaolon wasbuilt al of



multicolored crystds, the city of Akhmim was composed of glittering yellow gems, whose monotony of
hue was relieved only by roof-tiles and domes and spire-tips of sparkling black jet.

The city was, of course, without walls—such ramparts having no utility or purposein aworld where
the inhabitants travel about by air rather than by land. It smply rose, rank on rank of cube-shaped
houses, hexagond towers, dim, soaring spires, fat swelling domes, beginning at the edge of the huge
branch and reaching vast heights toward the center of the branch.

Although unwalled, the city was closdy guarded. Minute glittering motes swarmed about the
gemmed towers and circled above the extent of the branch. These were Ardhanese warriors, mounted

onfighting zaiphs.

The problem, Zarga began without preamble, is one of entry.

“Quiteright,” Janchan murmured. “We cannot just go into the city and demand the person of the
princess.”

We could, of course, wait for night and fly in, hoping to he unobserved in the darkness.

Janchan shook his head. “Too risky, friend Zargal The sky-ded would arouse greet curiosity and
congternation, for the Ardhanese could never have seeniitslike.”

If that be true, Zarga mused, then my own gppearance would occasion asimilar uproar. For the
folk of the Y ellow City cannot be expected to have seen amember of the Kaloodha before.

“Agan, quiteright, I’m afraid. They would regard you as a creature of legend, athing out of ancient
myth, and your appearance would attract much attention—which, of course, is exactly the thing we want
to avoid as much as possible”

I had, by thistime, had quite enough of being ignored in these conversations, so at thispoint | spoke
up rather rudely.

“Zargacan fly us down to the extremity of the branch by night, let us off, and return to a place of
concea ment, to stay by the ded until we are ableto rgoin him,” | said boldly. “ Y ou and | can then enter
the city, asking for aplace in the ranks as mercenary warriors.”

Zarqaand Janchan exchanged alook of surprise, then glanced at me. Janchan gave voiceto a
dight, embarrassed laugh.

“Why, that’ sa very good idea, Karn—avery good idea, indeed! However, ah . . . | don’t think we
could passyou off as awandering sell-sword. Mercenaries are generdly grizzled veterans, not
fifteen-year-old boys.”

| fear | flushed hotly at this; for, of course, | had dlowed it to dip my mind again that thisbody |
inhabited was that of a boy, and Janchan was quite right.

“I’ m sixteen, not fifteen, and—and, tal for my age!” | said hotly.

“Of courseyou are, and it redlly isavery good ideg,” the prince said encouragingly. “But | think it
would be better if you stayed here in safety with Zarga, while| try to enter the city by night and learn
something of what isgoingon. .. ”

“But | don’t want to stay herewith Zargal” | burst out, red in the face with humiliation, “ - want to
go down with you and hel p find the princess!”

Janchan did one arm around my shoulder and gave me acomforting pat on the back.

“Of courseyou do, Kam; | know you do. But, well, | think | have a better chance of going it aone.

At this point, to make my humiliation complete, kindly old Zargachimed in.



| really need your assstance here, Darn my friend! he said heartily. It will be ajob for the both of
us, guarding the skyded from chance discovery . . . | would redly hateto try doing it al by myself!

At thispoint, | subsided, forcing myself into tight-lipped silence. Not yet had | fully mastered the
immeature emotions of thisbody; and, | must admit, | had a horrible suspicion that any moment | was
likely to burgt into tears!

We returned to the sky-ded and made a brief repast. Then we began constructing a sort of tent of
the immense golden leaves s0 asto shelter Zargaand myself, and aso to hide the vehicle from any
chance observation from the air. It was no particular problem to bend twiglets awry, tie them securely
into their new position with knotted thongs from our trappings. Soon we had managed atent-like affair
which would afford us some shelter from rain or wind, and would shield us from sight. Then we napped,
in order to have our strength fresh for the adventure that night, and lay, trying to deep, waiting for the
darknessto come.

Interminable hours | ater, night came down across the World of the Green Star and we eased the
sky-ded out of its place of concedl ment, climbed aboard, and took to the air again. Zarga had very
carefully memorized by daylight the route and thus without difficulty navigated virtudly blind to asafe
position far down the branch on which the Y éllow City was constructed. Janchan dismounted and drew
adark, concedling cloak about him. The stawart princeling had carefully removed every jeweed badge
from histrappings and, clad in plain, worn leather, with abasket-hilted rapier of common design, could
presumably pass as awandering mercenary warrior without question, &t least under cursory inspection.

He had his story carefully prepared. Doubtless by now word had spread to the farthermost cities of
the impending war between Ardhaand Phaolon. It would only be natural for homeless men—rogues,
exiles, wandering outlaws—to gather for the looting of Phaolon, which could not for long hold out against
thewarrior legions of the Y llow City. One more foot-weary mercenary would not be suspected in a
city where many hundreds must be now have cometo enlist in the hordes of the conqueror.

Heturned to face us, his features hidden in the gloom benegth a heavy hood. He waved one
brawny arm in farewell and | saw the flash of hiswhite teeth as he grinned.

“Farewdll for atime, my friends! Zarga, watch for my signd and be ready at need! Karn, be agood
boy, now, and help our comrade guard the ded! When next we mest, it shal beto carry the Princess
Niamh to safety. Farewd|!”

Heturned on hished and strode lithely away. In afew moments he had vanished in the gloom.
And hewas gone.
And | was utterly miserable.

Zargaand | made our return flight to the encampment we had chosen without incident. While
doubt not that the chevaiers and guardsmen of Ardhaare doubly vigilant by night, no human eye,
however keen, can with ease penetrate the unbroken gloom of the nighttime on this cloud-enshrouded
planet.

We moored our craft and made alight dinner. | was glum and silent, brooding on my misfortunes. If
only | had not taken the body of an adolescent boy, but avaited my chance to enter theform of a
full-grovn man! Asfor Zarga, the kindly old fellow did everything in his power to cheer me up and to
get me out of my brooding despondency. | fear | made short reply to his conversationd salliesand his
attemptsto jolly me out of my black gloominess. When wefindly decided to cdl it aday and turnin, I'm
sureit wasto hisrdief. A sullen boy who replies only in glum monaosyllables makes pretty bad company.

| lay awake, staring at the canopy of golden leaves above my head, for an hour or more.

My position wasindescribably difficult to endure. | had envisoned mysdf, | think quite naturdly, as
the centra figurein an heroic quest to free the woman | loved from the enemies who held her prisoner.



But, through the mischance of choosing an immature body, | found myself now cast in the role of
subordinate, forced to stand idly by, while another young man, bold and daring and galant, went
venturing off adone into danger, to rescue the heroine of my adventure!

Oh, it wasintolerable. | tossed and turned, unable to deep, until at last | settled down and was
slent. Poor Zarga could do little more thet try to ignore my mood. The gaunt, golden-winged cresture
was oddly miscast in therole of onein loco parentisto a scrawny teen-ager who wanted to be ahero. I’
m sure he was rlieved when | findly ceased my restless tossing and composed mysdlf for dumber.

Dawn broke goldenly in the skies of theworld of giant trees. Zarga dept lightly, asdo hiskind; for
atimehelay there, hisimmense and brilliant purple eyes misted with dreams of vanished splendorsand
empiresof the past. At length he rose swiftly and limberly, performed the cursory ablutions of arace that
imbibe nutriment but lightly, and even then but oncein fifty days, and, leaving me to deep undisturbed,
turned to busy himsdlf with preparing my breskfast.

The Green Star climbed higher in the heavens. Shafts of luminous jade drove down through
immense canopies of golden leafageto illuminate the world of colossal intertangled branches and soaring
boles. Immense zaiphswith wings like rigid fans of sparkling mica.or sheeted opa dipped and whirled
through the sun-shafts, busily hunting the smaller insect life which were their prey. No disturbance came
from the Y elow City in the distance, within whose winding and labyrinthine ways the gdlant young
Prince Janchan went about his secret misson.

The food prepared, Zargaassembled it on amakeshift tray made of a chip of scaly, dark-red bark,
and set it out for me. Still there came no sound or movement from my pallet. At length, deciding | had
dept my fill, the golden-winged being stalked over to the entrance of the tent and twitched it open. . .

But | was not in therel

No expression crossed his solemn face as Zargalooked swiftly about, discovering that my harness,
cloak, boots, sword-belt, and girdle were also missing.

Chapter 15
THE CRIMSON SIGN

Zarqawas ill-experienced in the ways of adolescent human boys, however, the gaunt Kalood had
by thistime learned enough of human nature to suspect how deeply wounded | was at not being
permitted to accompany Prince Janchan on his adventure. It was obviousto him that | had stolen away
from our camp in the darkness of the night, for an adventure of my own.

He knew how sorely Janchan would grieve, if anything happened to me during my ill-advised
attempt to enter the city. The Phaolonian princeling would blame himself for having been the inadvertent
cause of any peril that befell me.

For atimethe tall Kalood stood motionless, thinking and pondering the matter deeply.

At length, he determined that the only thing to do wasto go after me. Gathering up afew items of
his gear, Zarga fashioned a rude badric which he dung over one shoulder. To it he atached the
scabbard of the zoukar.

Then the sad-eyed Kalood took to the air!

The golden-feathered, yet bat-like wings were fully functiona, it ssemed. Drumming againg the air,
they bore him from the surface of the branch into the upper air; then, folding hiswings, hefdl likea



plummet into the depths. Like a golden spear he clove the air, head downward, keen and luminous
purple orbs scrutinizing the down-dope of the branchlet as he flashed past it. To the keen eyes of Zarga
the Kaood it was smplicity itsdlf to discern the signs of human passage . . . the place where my
boot-hed had scuffed away apatch of mold . . . thetwiglet | had grasped, breaking under my weight . .
. the crumpled bit of bark on which | had rested my full weight.

He descended to the stem of the branchlet upon which our camp was built. Here he spread his
drumming wings, bresking hisfal, searching the upper surface of the limb for further human spoor. Here,
of course, | had gone erect and the signs of my passing were fewer.

To alower limb he dropped, avertiginousfal into the vast abyss down into whose depths the
colossal trunk of the tree dwindled. Here he indeed found signs of my descent, for here | had been
forced to employ the length of Live Rope | had taken from the ded’ s store, and the semi-living glassy
coil had bitten deep into spongy bark to support my weight.

And on that lower branch he found afearful thing.
Blood.

For here a battle had been fought. Zarga’ s keen eyes clearly read the signs of a struggle—the scuffed
and broken bark which | had disturbed underfoot as| fought against a mysterious adversary whose
identity Zarga could not conjecture—atorn scrap of my cloak, still caught on asnag—and blood, blood dll
over, dripping in rivulets of gore between the corrugations of the bark-rings.

Zarqa stooped over the bloodstain, examining the crimson sign intently.
Wasit my blood—or the blood of my enemy?
Therewas smply no way for himto tell the answer to that question.

His gaunt face grim with despair, the loyal Kadood launched himself into space again; airborne, great
wings plying the breeze, the million-year-old creature began to search for any sign of me, living or dead.

But after that terrible crimson sign therewas. . . nothing!
The predators who rule the wilderness of the giant trees are many and fearsome.

There are wild zaiphs, which, athough they seldom turn upon men, have no compunctions against
devouring their sometime masters and can be the deadliest of adversaries.

More to be dreaded are the colossal white-furred spiders, whose webs are built between the boles
of the enormous trees themselves, and some of which stretch across a greater distance than the Golden
Gate Bridge on my native planet.

The most feared of al, perhaps, are the rapacious and reptilian ythids; it would have been anirony
of fate had Karn the Hunter fallen to their merciless charge, for his nation, the Red Dragon tribe, takes
theythid asitstriba emblem.

| could, of course, have smply dipped and fallen into the abyss; this does happen to the Laonese,
athough not very frequently, since they have asuperb head for heights and are as surefooted as
mountain goats. But the Sgns of my struggle, and in particular that huge and ominous blotch of blood,
seemed to indicate that | had been attacked by some predator, with whom | had fought.

Whether in that struggle | bad been the conqueror or the conquered, Zarga did not know. But he
did not despair; it isnot the nature of hiskind to yield to destiny, but to fight on until even the last chance
waslogt.

Towards night he gave over the search for atime, at least, for even his preterhuman congtitution
required rest.

But he bad come by now a very long way from our encampment. To return to it seemed futile, for



to continue the quest on the following morning would first require hisretracing hisflight al theway to
where he now crouched resting on atwiglet.

And 0 Zargasmply decided to stay here for the night. He would require no further sustenance for
many weeks, and his gaunt and |eathery hide needed no covering againgt the night’ schill. So hesmply
roosted there on the twiglet, his head tucked under one great wing, deeping as soundly as the enormous
bat be resembled.

With dawn he awoke, stretched, relieved him, drank alittle clear cold water from apool of dew
cupped in an upturned leaf, and flew on about his quest. It was hisintention to search the entiretreein a
careful and methodica fashion. He assumed there was no means by which | could have crossed to the
other tree, on whose branch the Y ellow City was built; therefore, his search was, for the present,
confined to the tree in which he had spent the night.

His search was terminated brutally and swiftly.
A piercing pain stabbed through him suddenly as he wasin mid-flight.
Heturned to see aterrible black arrow had pierced the drumhead-taut membrane of hisright wing.

Already he waslosng momentum asair leaked through the torn membrane; the wound gaped wider
—it was being torn open by the pressure of the wind. He curved in hisflight to settle on the nearest
branch.

But before he could land, a second black arrow flashed toward him and caught himin the
wing-joint itsdf.

Bright agony lanced aong his nerves. His senses dimmed as the entire wing went numb.

Then he tumbled from the air, hisinjured wing unable to bear him up, and fdll like adead weight . . .

When he regained consciousness, Zarga found himsalf stretched out on abranch surrounded by
human beings. They were rough-looking men, with hard faces and vicious eyes, clad in the bright yellow
japons and black cloaklets of the Ardhanese. They carried dim glassted swords, hooked pikes,
knobbed maces of black crystal, and each bore an enormous black bow.

They were arguing among themselves as Zargareturned to consciousness and did not at first notice
that he was awake. He seized that brief opportunity to ascertain the extent of hisinjuries. He had broken
hisleft arm when he fell from the sky, as he learned from the stabbing pain that went through him when
he tried to moveit. Hisright wing was disabled, perhaps permanently, although so numb was the wing
that he could not tell whether the black arrow had crippled the joint or merely passed through the flesh
of it. He gtill wore hisbadric, dthough the zoukar and its sheath had been unclipped, asthe crysta rod
resembled some kind of weapon.

Since he was unable to fly with his crippled wing, and could not very easily climb because of his
broken arm, there seemed to be very little chance of making an escape. So, with the vast and patient
pessimism of hiskind, Zargasmply awaited the next turn of events.

He listened to what the men who stood about were saying, hoping to gain some knowledge of their
purpose toward him. A burly rogue with unshaven jowlswas loudly cursing at the moment.

“By the Fangs of Bakh, | say let’ skill the thing here and be about our business! Eveniif it’san
amphashand or no, we’d no intent to hurt it, so what’ s the pity? Claws of Aozond, mates, we thought it
was agolden moth—*

“"We?' What d’you mean?’ growled one of the others, awizened little man with atwisted back. “’
Twas you, and you aone, cut down the blessed amphashand with your black arrow, Gulquond—none of
our doing!”



. The others growled nervous assent at this, and the burly rogue the wizened little man had
addressed as Gulquond flinched and paled visibly at the accusation. He licked hislipsand his piggish
little eyesflickered around as if desperately searching for away out of the trap into which he had fallen.

Zargaknew little enough about the religious beliefs of the human beings who shared this planet with
him, but he understood that they considered the unknown region above the cloud banks to be the home
of whatever various gods and genii and lementas and avatars they worshiped. And, asit chanced, he
understood enough of their beliefsto know that the winged servants of these many godlike beings were
caled amphashands. . .

The members of the Ardhanese hunting party thought they had shot down an angdl! If the Situation
had not been so dangerous, it would amost have been comical.

The main tenor of Gulquond’ s argument was that the gaunt winged creature he had shot down by
accident was no amphashand but merely awinged monster of some unknown kind, who must have
descended to the tree-level from the unknown heights of the sky. He counseled they should cut its
throat, tip it over the branch into the abyss, and be on their way.

An older man, with grizzled beard and stresks of silver in hisfine, floating hair, thought otherwise.
He kept turning over and over thoughtfully in his hands the zoukar he had taken from Zarga’ sbaldric.
Within the crystd tube a shaft of blue-white lightning writhed and snapped virulently.

“Mongter the thing may be, but it goes armed like a creature from The World Above,” be said
gruffly. “Look here, Gulquond, and quit your sniveling . . . what mongter carries around abolt o’
lightning instead of aswvord?’

The other rogues crowded near to stare at the writhing thing with supertitious awe. Fear was
clearly written on their faces.

“No,” said the older man, whose name Zargalearned was Kakar. “ Thisis too important amatter
for usto decide; | say let’ s carry the monster or whatever it is before Arjaafor judgment and disposal .
.. Ccreature’ sgot abusted arm, besidesthat broken wing . . . let’s make a stretcher from a couple of
tents and poles, and carry it down redl careful . . . if it dies before we get it to Arjala, she’ll have our
hides, | warrant!”

They had, none of them, addressed a single word to Zarga, although the older man, their leader,
soon realized he was now conscious again. Perhaps they were afraid to speak to the winged cresture
armed with alightning bolt, who might be either a horrible flying monster from the upper sky or ablessed
messenger of the gods; more likely, thought Zargawith grim humor, they did not think so inhuman a
creature capable of speech. At any rate, while they bound him, Zarga kept his sllence. The touch of an
alien mind might be too shocking an experience for men aready possessed with supertitious awve.

They handled him with gingerly care, removing the black arrow from the joint of hiswing, and
placing his broken arm in arude ding which they bound againgt his breast so that it would not be jolted
causng himpainin travel. Then they put himin the hastily-improvised stretcher, bound himinwitha
couple of straps, and began making their way down the limb. Zargafainted twice during the passage,
and, asit happened, was unconscious at the end of the journey.

It occurred to him that he was rather ineffectud. In attempting to rescue the boy Karn, he had
himsdf become a captive.

And so they bore Zarga the Kalood down to the limb upon which their zaiphs were tethered and
bundled him into awain drawn by ateam of enormous moths called dhua. The wain had obvioudy been
intended to carry the bodies of the beasts they had hoped to take in their hunt.

Instead, they had taken afar stranger and rarer prey.
The hunters mounted; their dragonfly steeds arose on thrumming fans of sparkling opd. They |eft the



branch one by one and soared between the trees and came circling down in the inner precincts of
Ardha. And the heart of Zarga sank within him as he discerned the nature of the enormous building in
whose courtyard they landed.

It was the Temple of the Gods, and the Arjala of whom the hunters had spoken must be the
priestess or prophetess of the Temple. And who in al Ardha should know better than she that he was no
amphashand?

Part 4
THE BOOK OF JANCHAN OF PHAOLON

Chapter 16
SWORDSIN THE NIGHT

In essence, the plan of Prince Janchan was smplicity itsdf. That isto say, he had no plan at dl.

Kam’ snotion of attempting to enlist as awandering mercenary wasjust the sort of immeature,
romantic notion an impulsive youngster would dream up. Thus, of course, he had given it no thought at
al. All hehadin mind to do, at this stage of the game, was smply to get in the city and wander about,
picking up what information he could, holding himsdlf in readinessto follow any direction that looked
promisng.

Entering the city wasno problem at al.

Thetree-cities of the Laonese, as| have said, lack walls for obvious reasons. The edges of Ardha
were the dums, a huddle of sheds and hovels crouching against warehouses and barracks asif for
protection. It proved not difficult for Janchan to insinuate a path through these dilapidated lean-tos. He
emerged a length into the city itself, unseen or at least unnoticed, an ordinary figurein hisdark woolen
cloak with the hood shidlding his visage, afigure garbed in the plain lesthern trgppings of a svordsman.
Every noble house retains its own entourage of guardsmen recruited from landless or untitled
fighting-men, and Janchan could pass for any one of athousand such, unless he was asked to show the
badge of hisalegiance. Had any noted him as he strode swiftly and quietly down the street they would
have thought him merdly aguardsman out for anight of pleasurein the wineshops and dehouses of the
city. In point of fact, Janchan made hisway directly to just such an establishment, as soon ashe
ascertained which portion of the city he had entered.

Having found a street lined with such accommodeations, he picked the largest, reasoning that where
wine flows fredly tongues become loosened and one who keeps hiswits about him, his ears open, and
the wine cup from hislips, may pick Lin aquantity of useful information. Since his purse wasfilled with
coins he chose the largest and most luxurious of thelot.

It was an establishment rather unique to the Laonese, called a pleasure garden. Pleasure gardens
combine al the most conspicuous conveniences of awineshop and a house of women, with extensive
facilitiesfor gambling and sport on the side. The pleasure garden he chose was called the Garden of
Nocturna Delights, and he entered by an unobtrusive side entrance, inserting asmall coin in something
remarkably likea Terreneturndtile, and went through, finding himsalf among miniature flowering trees
and winding artificid streamlets, w :h fountainstinkling somewhere and soft laughter coming from the
shadows of the bushes. Colored paper lanterns were strung between the boughs and from the distant



gambling hal he could hear singing and laughter and the sound of musica instruments,

He was making hisway through the gardens toward the gaming house which rose in the center of
the grove of fragrant trees, when alow, tinkling laugh sounded behind him. He turned swiftly, one hand
going to hissword, to look into the amused eyes of ayoung woman. Shewas, he perceived, remarkably
attractive, her lissome form clothed in light draperies, with quantities of smal bellswoven in her sivery
hair.

“Did you think me an Assassin, swordsman?’ Shelaughed at his discomfiture. “1 assure you that
such isnot the case. Would you like to buy me acup of wine?’

Janchan was about to decline her offer of companionship, then changed his mind on the spur of the
moment: to do so might make him conspicuous.

Heforced agmile. “Thank you, | would be delighted.” The girl took hisarm, led him to abench
benegth aflowering tree and rang abell, summoning a servitor, who poured them two goblets of ahighly
spiced beverage. Janchan could tell the wine had been spiced to concedl the fact that it was watered
down. Hetoasted his companion and drank lightly.

“My nameisKaola” Thegirl smiled. “And the price of my company is one gambok for the
evening.” Janchan gave his own name and handed her the coin, which she pocketed—athough he could
have sworn her reveding garments contained no hiding place for so much asasingle coin. Sharing the
wine, they chatted lightly, and Janchan gave out that he was an unattached warrior who hoped to take
service in the entourage of some noblelord herein Ardha, having but recently come hither from another
city named Kamadhong. Kaolalistened with interest and made intelligent comments; he deduced that the
girl was aprofessona companion, and, as such, must have been trained from childhood. Girls of this
classare called thiogianaand are trained to be graceful, witty, accommodating, and charming, skilled in
the arts of conversation. They are not exactly progtitutes; their rolein Laonese lifeismore like that of the
hetaerae of ancient Greece. She was attractive enough, he thought, with silky, glittering hair and immense
and brilliant amber eyes; he began to relax, tossing back the hood of his cloak.

“Y ou should find no difficulty in procuring employment here,” the girl advised him, “for the princes
of Ardha strive to outdo one another in the size and impressiveness of their entourages. Thecity is
divided into two groups of riva factions, you will find. One group sideswith the Royal Akhmim, our
hereditary ruler, while the other, which is caled the Temple Faction, givestheir dlegianceto Holy
Arjda”

“WhoisthisArjda?’ heasked idly.

“The incarnation of the Goddess and the intended bride of Roya Akhmim,” the girl replied.
“Akhmim has himsdlf caused the factiond divisons by breaking with tradition; our rulers cusomarily wed
the supreme avatar of the Goddess in each generation, but the Tyrant has spurned hisintended for
another.”

“Something of this has dready cometo my ears,” he said. “1 have heard that Akhmim desiresto
wed with the regnant Princess of Phaolon, hoping thusto extend hiskingdom. . . ”

Kaolashrugged. “| fear the Great Prince has developed ambitions of empire.” She laughed.
“Indeed, he presented his suit to the Phaol onian court and, when rebuffed, mounted an invasion. Erethe
attack could be launched, however, the Princess of Phaolon fell into the hands of forest outlawswho
sold her to the envoys of Akhmim. He would thereupon have forced his suit upon her, had not Holy
Arjaaforestaled him by abducting the captive princess, thus bringing about ataemate.”

Janchan listened to this news with acareful pretense of casud interest; actudly, his heart was
besting with excitement. The girl expanded on her information, seeing hisinterest.

“Arjda, astitular Goddess, can do as she pleases. She sent the Temple Guard into the palace,



carried the princess off under pretense of offering her sanctuary in the Temple; she holds her captive
there, wdll-treated, | am told, while attempting to force Akhmim to a showdown. Meanwhile, her agents
have divided the city into rival factions, the one Sde claming the Tyrant’ swedding will extend the power
of Ardhato imperia glory, the other warning that his bresk with tradition will anger the Gods. Itisall
very amusing; Akhmim seetheswith rage, but cannot openly move againgt the Goddess Incarnate; the
Goddess |oathes Akhmim, but must wed him in order to attain the queenly power she desires. Neither
Sde gains supremacy in this stalemate, and the only winner isthe city of Phaolon itsdlf, which would dse
havefdlento our segelong since”

“A remarkably complicated situation,” Janchan said indifferently. “How long can this sdemate
endure?’

The girl shrugged bare shoulders. “Not long, | venture. Holy Arjaahas but recently alied hersdlf
with the Assassins' Guild, which isvery powerful inthiscity. It isrumored that for thisaliance she
promised Gurjan Tor, the chief of the Assassins, the full revenues of the Templefor one year. Obvioudy,
the Goddess hopes to tip the balance of power through ajudicious series of murders, robbing the Roya
Faction of afew of itsmost important adherents.. . . more wing?’

Janchan nodded and held out his goblet. But at that very instant an inarticulate cry reached hisears
from beyond the hedges. And ingtant later he heard the scuff of sandal's upon the walks strewn with
wood chips, and the familiar clash of sword against sword.

He sprang to hisfeet, overturning the tray of drinkables. Snatching out his sword and tossing back
his cloak so that it should not encumber hisarms, he forced hisway through the hedge and found himself
looking upon atense scene.

A burly, heavy-faced warrior in along japon of yellow sk stood with his back against atree-trunk.
Blood leaked from awound in hisright shoulder and hisright arm dangled limp and usdess. In hisleft he
clenched a stout sword with which he held at bay three masked men in black who were attempting to
come at him from three Sdes at once.

The quarrel was none of Janchan’ s business, of course. But the prince could hardly stand by and
watch what amounted to murder in cold blood. His innate sense of chivalry demanded that helend his
sword to the defense of the wounded and outnumbered man. So, without pausing for amoment to weigh
any cautious considerations, he sprang from the hedge and engaged the blade of the nearer
black-garbed swordsman.

The heavy-set man in ydlow cast him asurprised glance, then smiled grimly.

“Welcome, friend!” he boomed heartily. “Fed freeto enjoy yoursdlf, if you fed in need of abit of
exercise—it doeswondersfor the appetite, they say.”

Janchan laughed, his agile point scratching his opponent on one black-clad shoulder. “1 was
wondering if thiswas aprivate argument, or if anyone might join in; your words assure me of my
welcome.”

The other chuckled. But then their three assail ants redoubled their efforts and neither Janchan nor
the injured man had breath enough for further jests. The black-masked men fought in complete silence,
and were experienced swordsmen of considerably skill. But Janchan’s unexpected entry into the ambush
had taken them by surprise, and the Phaolonian princeling was lucky enough to disarm his opponent at
the onset, and to drive his point through the svord-arm of the second, while the injured man readily
dispatched thethird, without great difficulty.

Having enough of the combat, the three melted into the shadows and took to their hedls. Janchan
turned to seeto the injured man, who was bresthing heavily and evidently suffering considerable pain
from his shoul der-wound.



“| appreciate your assstance, my friend,” the other grunted. Before Janchan could reply, two men
inyellow tunics came pelting up the garden walksto assst their comrade. Bundling him in aheavy cloak
they led him into the gaming house, but before this he wrung Janchan’ s hand in thanks and pressed a
amadl crystd token upon him.

“From your unadorned trappings, | perceive your loydtiesto be unengaged. Meet me tomorrow at
the morning medl, and | will requite your gracious assistance in any manner | may.”

They assisted their wounded comrade away, |eaving Janchan with a bemused smile. He had made a
friend, obvioudy; but he had no ideawho he might be. Shrugging, he turned to reenter the alcove where
Kaolaawaited him.

“Marveloud” Thegirl laughed, eyes sparkling. “Y ou have the knack for winning influentia friends,
swordsman. Or isit possible you do not know that the man you rescued from the three Assassins was
Unggor, the captain of Akhmim'’ s persond guard?’

Chapter 17
THE MESSENGER OF HEAVEN

Janchan spent that night in apublic house, wherefor acoin of smal vaue herented acubicleand a
deeping palet. With dawn he hurried to the palace quarter and, sought the guard barracks, where the
crystd token Unggor had given him gained him quick entry to the captain himsdlf, whom he found
propped on pillows, his burly shoulder swathed in bandages.

Unggor’ s heavy face lightened at the sight of him, and he hailed him with loud wel come, ordering
breskfast for the two of them and bidding Janchan be seated.

“My ades bore me away to safety too swiftly last night for me to thank you adequately for coming
to my assistance asyou did; permit me, then, to offer you my thanks now.”

“Y ou need say nothing.” Janchan smiled. “1 have dways thought three against one to be rather
unfair odds. How isyour wound?’

Unggor shrugged, then winced at the pain. “ A trifle, dthough it will be days before | can use my
sword-arm with ease.” Gesturing to the heavily-laden tray a subordinate set on alow taboret between
them, heinvited Janchan to help himself, which the princeling did without ceremony, being famished.
Smoked fish and spiced meat and cheese were a Spartan repast, but appetite made a sauce that
rendered the smplest meal ddlicious, he found. Whilethey ate, they looked each other over candidly.

Unggor was agrizzled veteran in hismiddle years, heavy-set and burly-shouldered, with keen dark
eyes and amassive jaw marked with an old knife-wound. His demeanor was gruff and curt, but he was
obvioudy aman who repays his debtswillingly.

“Inwhat way can | requite your kindnessin hel ping to fight off the Assassins?’ heinquired. Janchan
shrugged and laughed.

“Y ou can offer me employment, to be frank. | have been two days herein Ardhaand my purseis
somewhat deflated.”

“Nothing would please me more,” Unggor said. “Y ou are a personable young man and an adroit
hand with ablade. Y ou seem intelligent and well-spoken, and | suspect aman of breeding. Where have
you served before coming to Ardha, and in what capacity?’



“Kamadhong, where | was alieutenant in the monarch’sguard,” Janchan said.
“And why did you leave so favored aposition?’

Janchan grinned ruefully. “The colond of the guard had amistress who was wont to cast lingering
glances on young lieutenants who were not exactly ugly. | fear she cast one glance too many on this
lieutenant, for my commission was canceled rather abruptly and it wasintimated to me that Kamadhong
could do without my presence. | came hither, hoping to repair my fortunes.”

Unggor waswatching him thoughtfully.

“Why to Ardha, rather than Phaolon, which would have been abriefer journey for you to
undertake?’ heinquired keenly.

“Briefer, yes, but perhgps cosily in the long run. For rumor had it among the guardsmen of
Kamadhong that the Jewel City would erelong suffer Sege or invasion at the hands of the Ardhanese.”

“All the easier, then, to procure employment,” Unggor said shrewdly. “A city in danger of war pays
well for swordsmen.”

Janchan was swesting under his garments, but maintained afrank and casual manner. The captain of
the King’' s Guard was no fool, and mere gratitude would not prove sufficient to alay hissuspicions. It
might have occurred to him that the nation attempt had been aruse, designed to enable an agent
of hisenemy to procure a position within the palace.

Janchan met his gaze openly. “I prefer to enlist on thewinning Sde,” hesaid. “1 am chivarous
enough to lend my sword to an unequa struggle, but heroism hasits Emitsand inwar | prefer to stand
with thevictor.”

Unggor burst out laughing, and dapped his knee with his good hand.

“An honest answer, and one | understand.” He grinned. ‘ Wel, swordsman, unfortunately the Royd
Guard is reserved to those of noble Ardhanese birth; but | am free to choose my own personal
entourage, and you may join my retinue if you desire. Clothing and quarters are paid for by our roya
master, and your sdary isten gampoksthe quarter. What say you to this?’

“A hungry man isawilling worker,” Janchan observed. “My Captain, | am yoursto command!”

Janchan entered the roya service without further ado and was assigned quartersin the guard
barracks near the palace enclosure that same morning. Unggor’ s chief lieutenant, atall, dour-faced
warrior cal Ultho, saw that he was equipped with full kit and mess tokens and bedding, and left him to
his own devices until the noon muster. Janchan had asmall cubicle to himsalf in the centrd hall of the
barracks, and its furnishings consisted of awoven-reed pallet and a small taboret, with awall cupboard
for hisgear. This gear consgsted of agilt cuirass and plumed helm, along surcoat of yellow slk with the
black emblazonry of Akhmim on its breast, and achange of tunics, likewise yellow and black. When he
was on guard mount or parade duty, he would draw from the armory buckler, spear, and war boots.

The persond entourage of the captain of the Royd Guard was a handpicked squad of about a
dozen warriors, drawn from dl levels of Ardhanese society, the prime requisite of their position being
weapons expertise, war experience, and their persond loyadty to their chief. Janchan found this
refreshingly informal after thetight aristocratic caste system familiar to him from his daysin Phaolon; the
Jewd City had arigid aristocracy in which name and breeding counted for everything, and one’ sstation
in society was ameatter of birth rather than excellence. There were certain e ementsto the Ardhanese
civilization he found preferable to the gatic culture of Phaolon, he was forced to admit.

His duties were neither arduous nor complicated. Every third day he stood night-guard before the
gpartments of his captain, and was required to accompany Unggor when he went abroad in the city or
attended the court, to shield him against the ever-present danger of assassination. Thus Janchan had



severa opportunitiesto observe at close hand the Tyrant of Ardha, whom he had never seen. This
Akhmim, who had been such afanatic enemy of the Phaolonians, was atdl, gaunt man with cold eyes
and a vicious mouth, with a sharp tongue and suspicious manner. He chafed visibly at the sdemateinto
which thewiles of Arjaahad placed him, and Janchan accompanied Unggor to many palace councils
devoted to plansfor the disruption of the Temple Faction.

This Arjaa, helearned, was hereditary archpriestess of the Temple, and was considered the avatar
or reincarnation of the Goddess, and had been from birth. The Goddessin question wasrarely
worshiped in Janchan’ s homeand, Phaolon, and he was thus unfamiliar with her cult. Shewasa
nameless divinity, like most of the higher Gods of the Laonese, who consider that to know the True
Name of any being gives one a certain degree of control over that entity. Hence most persona names
used by the people of the Green Star World are in the nature of pseudonyms, their True Names being
closaly-guarded secrets. To know the True Name of a God would be an impiety of the highest degree,
of course.

To be the Goddess Incarnate, and thus supreme head of the Ardhanese religion, would be power
enough to suit the most ambitious appetite, Janchan thought. But Arjalawould not be satisfied until her
tempora authority matched her spiritua power, and the queenship of Ardhawas her dearest desire. At
present, she and Akhmim were evenly matched in their power struggle; but before many days had
passed, this balance of power wasto changein asurprisng manner . . .

The Hower Boat Festival drew near, and the pal ace guardsmen were issued special adornments for
the occasion. This event celebrated the birth of the Divine Dynasty which ruled both The World Above
and The World Below; the Festival consisted of processions, feadts, regattas, and religiousrituas. As
Akhmim had very specid reasons for wanting to flaunt the roya authority before theriva factions, he
gpared no expense to insure that his processon should outshine al others, especidly that to beled by
Holy Arjda

The treasury was opened, and the Roya Guards were outfitted with stunning accouterments: each
was to wear acuirass of solid xorons, which are sparkling yellow crystas.

Their helmswere to be fashioned entirely of the precious black metal the Laonese cal arbium, and
they were to wear cloaks of woven metal adorned with rows of aternately yellow and black sequins of
precious metd. The cumulative effect should be stunning: each guardsman would be wearing the
equivaent of the wealth of asubprovince. Asfor Akhmim, the monarch himsdf would ridein the
procession in ashell-like chariot drawn by matched dhuaand carved from pure sparkling kaolon.
Janchan’ s comrades felt certain the processions of their rivals would make a poor showing againgt so
ogtentatious adisplay; in particular, the Temple procession was expected to suffer by comparison.

Matters turned out otherwise, though, as they often do.

The day of the Festival dawned bright and clear. Trumpets rang from spire and tower; banners
unrolled on the breeze their rich herddic imagery; children strewed the streets of Ardhawith blossoms.
Glittering in the dazzle of sunlight, the Roya procession rolled from the palace enclosure and entered the
magjor avenue of the city, which was known asthe Ptolian Way.

At the same moment the gates of the Temple werethrust gar and Holy Arjalarode forth in amighty
chariot covered with sparkling jewes. She was a stunningly handsome woman, her white-gold mane
floating behind her like asilken banner, her breasts cupped in hollowed, enormous rubies. She borethe
attributes of the Goddess, ajewd-studded Whedl and a stylized Thunderbolt of precious azure jaonce.
In her train walked a hundred virgins, a hundred priests, and her persona guard of ahundred warriors,
robed in scintillant mail. Vast bowls of incense were borne to ether sde of the procession, their fumy
vapors fragrant on the fresh morning air.

Before the chariot of Arjalawalked her archpriest and pontiff, atowering man of impressve mien



and sentorian voice.

Both processions wound their way dowly from opposite sdes of Ardhatoward the great Forum of
the Ptolian Kings at the heart of the metropoalis. The procession of Akhmim amazed the populace with its
display of costly gems and metals; the procession of Arjala, however, struck awe and wonder into its
heart, but for an entirely different reason. They met at the center of the enormous stone plaza, and agasp
of amazement went up from the Royal Faction when they beheld what rode with Arjaain her
jewe-studded chariot. Silencefell over theimmense throng. Akhmim paled and bit hislip with vexation.

Into the silence the deep voice of Arjaa’ s pontiff boomed out a proclamation, timed for maximum
effect.

“Behold, O King of Ardha Behold, O our beloved and faithful subjects! The Lords of The World
Above have honored the Holy Goddess Arjdaabove al mortals and the hour of Her divine apotheosis
iscome! The Divine Ones now command that the ceremonia nuptias of King and Goddess be
celebrated without delay . . . and in token of this, behold the blessed messenger of the Gods who hath
descended to The World Below to bear the commandment!”

There could be no doubt even in the minds of Akhmim’smost loyd faction, for there, bearing the
sacred torch that was his emblem, awinged and terrible amphashand rode behind Arjala

And only Janchan knew him for Zargathe Kaood!

Chapter 18
DANGEROUS MISSION

Arjaahad stage-managed her gpotheosis with a superb sense of drama. When her huntsmen
brought to her the captive Kalood, she knew at once what the creature was, for she had read the ancient
legends of hisrace, and, athough she bad aways considered the Winged Men to be merely creatures of
myth, she was clever enough to revise her opinions when evidence appeared to the contrary.

The Kaood was enough like the amphashands her religion taught were the blessed messengers of
the Gods to pass for one with abit of makeup. In fact, it now seemed likely the amphashands of legend
were based on early Laonese memories of the last surviving Kaoodha. For the sacred scriptures
described these heavenly messengers as winged men in golden armor, taller and nobler than mortal men,
and with imposing beards and flowing manes. The golden armor was evidently mistaken for the leathery,
pale-gold hide of the naked Kaoodha, and the beards must be purely the result of human imagination,
for Zarga’ sfalk, like himself, were completely hairless. With the great Flower Boat Festiva only twelve
days away, the Goddess ingtantly perceived what adramatic coup it would be to ride in procession with
aheavenly messenger accompanying her. Sheingtantly began spouting commands. Her physicianswere
to work night and day to hed the injuries Zarga had suffered from her huntsmen, and strict secrecy was
imposed on the entire Temple staff, who were sternly warned not to utter aword concerning this gift that
had come down from the skies, on peril of their lives. Asthey well knew thefiery temper of their divine
mistress, and had more than once fdt the lash of her wrath, they complied. Thus, no dightest hint of the
coming revel ation reached the ears of Akhmim’ s spies.

The day of Festiva dragged through somehow. The regatta of flower-decorated boats, the agria
races of zaiph-drawn chariots, the ceremonia games and dances. And through them al, Akhmim
seethed and smmered, seeted in the high cupola of honor, with the smug, smiling Arjadaat hissde. He
was forced to defer to her a every turn, and his humiliation was dmaost more than he could bear, as



were the gloating glances she cast at him from time to time, and the demure but pointed remarks she
made concerning their coming nuptias. There was absolutdly nothing he could do except nod and amile;
but once the Festival was over and he had returned to the palace, he paced his council chamber likea
raging beast, summoning his councilors, among whom came Unggor, with Janchan in histrain.

Plan after plan was offered, discussed, and ultimately rejected. Akhmim was not above having
Arjdapoisoned or done away with in some similar manner; then it was pointed out to him that she had
aready purchased the allegiance of the powerful Assassins’ Guild, and there was no one else to do the
deed but one of the Assassins.

One of theroya councilors, however, had aplan that merited some thought. Thiswas a plump,
placid, Buddha-like little man, the Lord Ongqua, who served as chamberlain to the Tyrant.

“Sre, if it isimpossible to do awvay with Arjaahersdf, it has yet to be demonstrated impossibleto
do away with her amphashand,” he purred in abuttery voice.

Akhmim shot him akeen glance from cold, ditted eyes.

“Goon,” hegrated in aharsh voice. Thefat little chamberlain rubbed hisjeweled fingerstogether
judicioudy.

“I will warrant that few of us are so credulous as to entertain any belief thet this peculiar winged
creatureis actualy an amphashand. Whatever it may be, it isaliving monster, doubtless some inhabitant
of the upper skies, either sold to Arjadaor captured by her. The creature hasthe light of intelligenceinits
eyes, | sudied it carefully, during the pontiff’ s oration. But whether it is merdly amanlike and winged
beast or some species of intelligent being, it doubtless desiresits freedom. Well, | submit that we should
st it free”

“What good would come of that?” sngpped Akhmim peevishly.
The chamberlain spread hishands with abenign smile.

“Why, the poor creature would fly away home. . . leaving Arjdawithout an amphashand to
support, by itsvery existence, her claim to gpotheosis. Helplessto display the winged monster before
the people, to further dazzle and impress them, it becomes her word against ours—her interpretation of
the message, | should say. For who isto say that Arjalahad correctly understood the commandment
borne to her by the blessed messenger of The World Above?’

“Wdl, who isto say she hasn’t?” Akhmim snarled.

“Weare, Sire; or, rather, you are. For we can give it out that on the very night of the great Festivd,
the amphashand | eft the quarters of Arjalaand flew into your own chambers, with theword that in her
haste and impatience the Holy Arjaaperverted or misinterpreted or failed to fully understand the
essential meaning of the message the blessed one bore to her from the Gods. The meaning of her
apotheosisisthat the Gods desire to raise her at once among them; that is, Sire, that shemust die. .. ”

A gleam cameinto the eyes of Akhmim.
“Not bad, Ongqua. . . redly, not bad at dl . . . but will anyone swalow it?’
The Buddhalike little man smiled gently.

“Everyonewill, Sre—since Arjaawill not be able to produce the winged messenger in person and
thusrefute your claim that heleft her to vist you.”

Akhmim rubbed hislong chin and smiled arductant smile.

“| perceive condderable merit in your plan, Ongqua; yes, thereismuch to it. However, with the
Assassins pledged to the support of the Temple, who isto sted into the Temple precincts and release
the flying mongter?’



“Preferably, someone unknown to the Temple priests: any common citizen may enter the magjor
dhrines at any hour of day or night without question. Once that has been accomplished, it will require
tact, intelligence, sedth, and cunning to traverse the private regions of the complex and locate the suite
wherein the flying monster isimprisoned. Thus, | suggest we recruit one whose face will not be known to
the Temple gaff, and certainly one who has not identified himsdlf with the Throne Faction.”

“Yes, it becomes better and better, my lord chamber lain,” the Tyrant said, smiling craftily. “Now—
where can wefind such aman?’

“He stands before you, O King,” said Janchan of Phaolon.

The Temple rose on the opposite side of the city from the palace enclosure. The streetswere
packed with carousing citizens, and every wineshop and a ehouse and pleasure garden was crowded
with celebrants on this Festival night. Janchan found it difficult to find azaiph for public hire, but
eventudly he haled one, paid its driver and, settling back in the rear saddle, let himself be flown across
Ardhato where the squat Temple reared its height among. lesser structures.

Tipping the driver liberaly, and affecting a drunken stagger, Janchan drew the gaudy festiva cape
closdly about him and lurched up the steps and into the central nave. Coils of incense floated on the air;
votive lamps glowed like burning eyes through the gloom; the vast dome above echoed to the shuffle of
many feet, the drone of priests, the mumbled prayers of hundreds of worshipers.

He worked hisway around the subsidiary shrineswhich lay beyond the central nave, separated
from the main hal by an arcade of ornate columns. Eventudly he found one devoted to the Spider God
that was dark and deserted. Without amoment’ s hesitation he whisked off hisbright cape and tucked it
beneath the black jerkin it had concealed. Then he drew the cowl tight about hisfeatures, pulled black
gloves on hishands, and jumped up, clinging to theinterstices of the further wall. He beganto climb it,
hand over hand.

It was not such adifficult feat asit sounds. The marble was pierced in ten thousand placesin an
elaborate fretwork that was like stone lace. Sipping through to the other side of the fretwork wall he
began to ascend the outer surface of the enormous dome. Therewas very little danger of being seen, for
the worshi pers who thronged the cathedrd -like nave beneath his heels were rapt on their devotions, and
he would be hard to see, a crawling shadow in the dim gloom above their heads.

By the time he had ascended to the height of the third story, he crawled out along a spar of stone
and descended the body of an enormous mythologica caryatid, coming to the floor of acorridor. This
part of the Temple, the King’s councilors had told him, was private. Somewhere in this story or the one
above hewas most likely to find the winged creature locked away .

And the Princess Niamh aswell . . . but Akhmim knew nothing of hishopesin that direction. For
Janchan had boldly planned to accomplish the freeing of two captives this night, not one!

The corridor was empty. It was dso poorly lit, only afew fat tapers were surmounted by wavering
flames, and these were too few and too far apart to do little more than merely dleviate the darkness. He
dunk down the corridor on stedlthy feet, usng hismind to call telepathicdly to Zarga

When Onqgqua had vocdized his plan to free the Ka ood, and Akhmim had wondered a oud where
they might find aloya man unknown to the Temple Faction, Janchan had volunteered his serviceson the
spur of the moment. At first the councilors were incredulous; then they realized that since he had only
been in the service of Unggor for some twelve days, no one was likely to have even noticed hisvery
exisgence asof yet. Akhmim, eyeing him shrewdly, demanded why aforeigner new to Ardhashould so
willingly volunteer for so dangerous amission, since hisloyalties were new and untested. Janchan had
replied, with seeming candor, that he could hope for no better way to come to the favorabl e attention of
the highest men in the reelm than by succeeding in thistask. He managed to get acrosstheimpression
that he was an unscrupul ous and ambitious young soldier-of-fortune, who meant to risein the ranks as



rgpidly and as high as possible, and didn’t fear to risk his skin in the ascent.

It wasredly thislast point that won Akhmim’ s approval for the scheme. The Tyrant, an ambitious
man of few scruples, admired these same qualitiesin others; or, at least, could understand them, as he
shared the same himsdif.

And s0 it was arranged. Raiment was chosen for him, money laid out, archivists roused from
dumber to unroll maps of the Temple precinctsfor his quick scrutiny. He determined to attempt the deed
that very night. To delay the attempt even another hour meant to stand idly by while the balance of
power dipped ever morein Arjala’ sfavor.

Akhmim liked that idea, too. With dawn, as his people stirred with aching heads and fuzzy tongues
after the excesses of the night, they would riseto find hisroya proclamation of Arjala’ s misconception of
the heavenly decree blazoned on every wall and placard . . .

Suddenly, Janchan froze motionlesdy.

A sound of muffled sobbing came to him from beyond the door at which he had paused. Janchan
knew that Zarga was unequipped with voca apparatus: yet there was desperation in that muffled
weeping. On impulse he put his eye against the grating and peered within.

And saw Niamh the Fair, the long-sought Princess of Phaolon!

Chapter 19
WHEN COMRADESMEET

The door was a heavily carved and ornamented dab of wood—but it was barred from the outside! It
wasthework of an ingtant to dide back the bar, open the door, and dip within, closing it behind him.

Sprawled on asilken divan, Niamh glanced up suddenly. Her enormous and brilliant eyesw;
widened with astonishment & the Sight of this grim, black-clad phantom which had materidized out of
the gloom. Then it raised black-clad handsto strip away the cloth that hid its features from her. And, to
her utter amazement, they were the features of aman well known to her.

“Isis—canit be—?" shefatered.

Thelithe young swordsman cast himsdlf at her feet.

“It is Janchan of the Ptolnim who knedls at your feet, my Princess! Y our servant—and your dave.”
The girl was dazed, like one who wakens from deep, yet is unsure asto whether she fill dreams.
“Prince Janchan . . . here?” she murmured in bewilderment.

“But one of the many of your court, my Princess, who have vowed themselves to unending quest
until you are set free and returned to your throne unharmed,” he said.

Sheraised dimwrististo press back her floating, Slvery hair.
“But . . . how have you come here, into the very citadd of my enemies?’

“My Princess—thereisno time for questions now, and even lessfor answersl We must quickly leave
this place, before my presenceis discovered. Have you a cloak and hood to bide yoursaf?’

She gestured toward awardrobe across the dim-lit room, saying there might be one within. He
gprang to hisfeet and searched through its contents swiftly, drawing out along, night-blue narjeeb which



he bade her don, and quickly.

“| search for yet a second captive, who may be somewhere heresbouts,” he said tersdly. “Know
you aught of awinged, gold-skinned man-"

“Do you mean the Kaood whom Arjadacals her anphashand?’
“Thevery same” Janchan said, grinning with relief. “Whereishe he d?’

The princessindicated aroom on the story above. Janchan thought swiftly: to attempt to gain the
upper story with the princess at his side might prove dangerous, and her presence an encumbrance to
him if he should have to fight aguard. Perhapsit would be better to leave her here, bolting the door as
before, and return to bear her to safety once Zarqawas freed. In swift, curt phrases he appraised her of
his plan, and she agreed, tossing the voluminous narjeeb aside so it could be donned ingtantly at need.

“Doesyour chamber aways go unguarded?’ he asked. She answered that two guards stood at her
door night and day, and that if they were missing tonight, it must be that Festiva services must be
overcrowded thisnight of al nights, drawing them to temporary duties e sewhere.

“And what of the Lord Chong?’ he asked. “Was he captured with you, and is he imprisoned
nearby?’

An expression of acute suffering passed across her perfect features; her exquisite eyes dimmed with
tears.

“He. .. died, defending me, when we attempted our escape from the outlaws,” she said in alow
voice whose words he could hardly hear.

“Died? Gods—what alossl The nation shares your sorrow at the demise of your champion, my
Princess! But now | must be gone, for thereisyet much to do and the night isal too short.”

He sduted her and swiftly left the chamber, his heart high, exultant. He had hoped to find and free
both Niamh and Zarga. . . and it seemed the Gods were with him on thisventure, in al truth!

The stairway |eading to the floor above was as deserted as the corridor. Janchan ascended it, one
hand on the hilt of hiswegpon. Without particular difficulty, he found the suite Niamh had indicated. The
door thereof, also amassive dab of carved wood, was sedled with aheavy bar, which he did aside.

Within he found Zarga shackled to a bedpost. The sad-eyed Ka ood evinced no surprise a his
appearance, having detected the approach of Janchan through his telepathic senses.

The chainswere of glassted and thus unbreakable, but the bedpost itsalf was of wood and Janchan
hacked through it with his sword with somelittle [abor. Then it was an easy métter to dide the chains off.
Zargarubbed hislean wrists gratefully.

My captors have imprisoned me in surroundings of considerable luxury, asyou can see, he said.
Still, the caged dhualongs for its freedom, however golden the bars.

Janchan smiled; Arjadahad certainly lodged her heavenly prisoner in a sumptuous cell, for thewalls
were hung with jeweled draperies of rare silks, and goblets and dishes of sweetmeats and fruits stood
about on taborets of preciouswoods inlaid with ivory mosaics. In aterse, low tone and few words
Janchan apprised the Winged Man of the Situation, and of his plans.

“So you must fly from here, recover the sky-ded, and return to take us aboard,” he said urgently. “I
hope your wing-wound has healed so that you are air-worthy by now, for it ishopelessto trust that we
three can find our way out of the Temple precincts on foot, aseasily as| got in.”

Zarganodded solemnly. The Temple physicians have lavished the extent of their heding arts upon
my wing-joint, and, though my wings are siff and lamefrom inactivity, | will, I trugt, beabletofly a
brief distance. But how will | recognize the window of the princess’ sLite?



“Wewill leave alamp burning withinit,” Janchan said. “One more thing occursto me. With the two
of us aboard, and Kam, and now the added weight of the princess, will the sky-ded be ableto fly?|
have no idea of itsweight capacity . . . ” Hisvoicetrailed off a sight of the expression on Zarga’ sface.
“What’swrong?’ he asked.

Normdly glum, the Kalood' s visage wore an expression of degpest sorrow.

You will not, | fear, have to worry about weight, the Winged Man telepathed. The bay crept away
inthe night—the same night you left us. Perhgps | should have anticipated some such thing, for it was
obvious how deeply he missed not being permitted to accompany you on this adventure.

“Wdl, whereishe?’

The Kaood gave an eoquent shrug. | fear his spirit has fled to The World Above, asyou would
say. With dawn, when | discovered him missing, | searched through most of thetree. | found the signs of
astruggle, and agreat quantity of blood; but I did not find Karn.

Thiswasindeed grim news, and Janchan’ s heart saddened.

“Y ou are not sure he’ sdead, though; he might, after dl, have escaped victorious, and the blood you
found could be the blood of the thing he fought.”

Perhapsyou areright. | certainly hope so. But, in any case, we have no idea where to begin looking
for him, and to carry the Princess of Phaolon to safety must be our chiefest concern. With aroused and
angry city gtirred up like azzuma ak-nest on news of the rescue of the princess, we could hardly afford
to hover about, searching for thelost boy.

“| supposeyou are correct,” Janchan said glumly. “Still, it isnot right to just fly off and leave him to
his own devices. After dl, through him both you and | were freed from the captivity of Sarchimus. . .”

| agree, the Kalood said sadly, and | like the notion of leaving without certain knowledge that heis
alive or dead no more than you. But | cannot help feeling that, somehow, he would understand. And, at
al costs, we must get the princessfree of thetoils of Arjada.

Janchan nodded; there was no question of this. They went over to Zarga’' swindow, which was
barred with an ornamental grille of worked meta. Between the two of them it was not very difficult to
pry the bars loose, employing the sawed bedpost as alever. Soon they had widened sufficient space for
the gaunt K& ood to squeeze through the bars.

Standing on the sill, Zargatested hiswings gingerly once or twice, nodded his satisfaction, bade the
prince farewell, and salled off into the night.

Wiping the sweet from his brow, Janchan thought to himsdlf that everything was going according to
hisplan—thusfar, a any rate.

Chapter 20
THE THING AT THE WINDOW

Janchan gtole from Zarga’ s suite, barring the door behind him, and crept cautioudy down the hdll,
and down the staircase, retracing his steps again to Niamh’ s door.

But thistime, thingswere atrifle different.

Two guards stood to either side of the barred door. Whatever the reason why they had |eft their
post before his earlier vist to the princess, here they were back again, and two ugly and



dangerous-looking loutsthey were.

Temple Guards, he knew, were eunuchs trained in the more obscure techniques of hand-to-hand
fighting, since bladed weapons were forbidden by religiouslaw to Temple servitors. Ordinary guardsin
the Temple ranks circumvented this churchly fiat by going armed with whips or staves or cudgels. But
not the Temple eunuchs, who fought with their bare hands.

Both men were bad and very heavy, and tler by afull hand-span than the lithe young princeling.
Their hands were enormous and muscular and bore ridges of calloused skin. They wore loosefdt vests
over their hairless chests, and baggy pantaloons, secured at their thick waists with voluminous
cummerbunds.

From the curve of the stairs he watched them, thinking fast. He could think of no reliable way of
getting past them. He certainly couldn’t talk hisway through that wall of living flesh, and hewasnot at all
certain he could get past them, even if he used his sword. He was reluctant to attempt a battle in any case
—not because they were two to his one, but because they would undoubtedly raise aloud outcry,
summoning help from below.

On impulse, he went back to the floor on which Zarga had been imprisoned. Assuming the number
of gpartments dong the hal was the same on thisfloor asit was on the floor below, he conceived of the
daring scheme of climbing down the outer wall of the Temple and entering Niamh’ s suite via the window.

Cautioudy, he stoleinto the suite that was directly above Niamh’s; luckily, it was unoccupied. Even
more to, the point, the window was unbarred. Obvioudy, the grille had been affixed to Zarga’ swindow
because of the danger of his escaping through flight. Ordinarily, it seemed, there was no reason in barring
windows o high off the branch.

He stripped the bed of its satin spread, which he quickly cut into long strips with his blade, knotting
these together into amakeshift rope. It was lengthy enough, he thought; it remained to be seen, however,
whether or not it was strong enough to bear hisweight without tearing or coming untied.

Winding one end around a pilaster of marble, he tossed the rest of the line out the open window,
swvung over thesll, took afirm hold of it, and let go with hisfest.

Giddily, he swung through space, far above the paved forum below. Looking down, be was
disconcerted to discover how highinthe air he actualy was. But he was not much disconcerted by the
giddy height; like al Laonese, Janchan wasimmune to acrophobia

Sowly he swung down, hand over hand..
Thewind caught his cloak and spread it like black wings.
The pavement swung to and fro, two hundred feet under his hedls.

The descent was not as difficult asit might have been. For one thing, the outer wall of the Temple
was covered with carved ornament, which afforded him avariety of footholds. For another, he did not
haveto climb far, asthe stories at this height were only about twenty-five feet apart.

At length his hedl rasped against the stone of Niamh’ s sill. Wooden shutters locked away the night
wind, but he broke them open easily enough, and climbed in to greet the astonished girl.

The excitement of the promised rescue whipped color into her cheeks and brought asparkle to her
eyes. Shelaughed abit excitedly.

“Last time you camein by the door; thistime, by the window. What will it be next time—theflue of
the chimney?’

He grinned, but laid afinger across hislips, enjoining her to sllence.
“The guards are back outside your door,” he whispered. “Have you alamp?’



“A lamp?’ Shefrowned uncertainly.

He nodded and she fetched one, a hollowed sphere of lucent dabaster, filled with oil. At his
gesture, shelighted the wick and hetook it in both handsto set it on the windowsill, handing her the
sword to hold.

A sound behind them-the rasp of sandal-leather.

They turned. The door stood open, and within the portal stood atall woman between the two
eunuchs. It would be hard to say which party was the most surprised.

The woman was superb and voluptuous, with full breasts cupped in sparkling blue jaonce and a
girdle of strung pearls clasping her waist and draped across her swelling thighs. A bright red gem
glittered in her navel, and her slky hair, faintly luminouswith gold highlights, was woven through with
smal meta bellswhich chimed swesetly as she tossed her head, tiara flashing.

She stared at them increduloudly. Under arched brows, her eyeswere wells of amber flame, and
her lipswerefull, moistly scarlet. She was remarkably beautiful, but her face was cold, proud, imperious,
and lacked the softness and warmth that could have made it womanly.

It was, of course, Holy Arjala. Janchan was never to know what had impelled her to cometo
Niamh'’s chamber on this night of Fegtival; sufficeit to say that she had come at the worst possible time.
For now her nogtrilsflared, her face whitened with fury, and she gestured with asmal ceremonial
jeweled whip.

The huge eunuchs lumbered forward, their calloused hands swinging from anthropoid shoulders,
lamplight gleaming on their oiled torsos.

Janchan was disarmed. He had handed his sword to Niamh, while taking up the lamp. And now. it
was out of reach, for a the sight of the Goddess Incarnate the princess had shrunk back against the
window.

He had nothing to fight with but the heavy bowl of dabagter, filled with liquid fire. So he hurled it at
thefirst eunuch just asthe huge creature sprang at him with asoundless snarl, massive paws flashing for
histhroat, to crush and maim.

The bowl caught him on the skull Eke ahammer-blow and shattered his skull. It, too, shattered, and
rivulets of flaming oil ran acrossthe floor in every direction. The heavy draperieswith which thewalls
were hung went up in asheet of flame; the heavily waxed parquet flooring ignited in aflash, and withina
few seconds the room was aroaring inferno.

Arjaahad leaped to the left of her eunuch when the lamp struck him, and she was now within reach
of Janchan. Shewhirled on him, her face ablaze with fury, and struck out with thelittle jeweled whip. He
seized it, twigted it from her hand, and flung her from him. Sheredled back and fell againgt atable,
gtriking her head. Shelay there, stunned, atrickle of blood leasking down between her breastsfrom a
small cut on her brow.

The second eunuch till lived, but there was nothing he could do, for awall of seething flame now
divided him from his mistress and the two they had surprised in attempting to escape.

Heturned and ran from the room. But he did not call out to rouse the guards on the lower levels,
which was peculiar. The answer flashed into Janchan’ smind, and he grinned dightly.

The Temple surgeons bad cut more from the two eunuchs than just their gender. Janchan uttered a
grim, ironic laugh. All of this mess had come about because he thought it too dangerousto try to cut
down the guards with his blade, because he feared they would yell for assistance and rouse the place.

But they had been tongueless mutes, dl the while!



They were doomed, of course. The room was a blinding furnace by now. Waves of heat baked
them, singeing the floating silken locks off the princess and scorching the edges of Janchan’ s cloak. They
could escape the flames only by leaping from the window to the distant tilesfar below. It was certain
death; till, it was faster and cleaner than what they would face if they stayed here. For here they would
be burned dive.

Suddenly, Janchan thought of the dangling satin cord whereby he had climbed down from the floor
above! It till dangled before the open window, and by it perhaps they could climb to ahigher levd. It
might thrust them into the hands of Temple Guards, for the hals must be dive with them by now, but
even capture was preferable to death.

He bent to take up the limp body of Arjda. Enemy or not, he could not leave her hereto diein the
flames. That wastoo terrible adesth to envision for one so beautiful, and he wastoo innately chivalrous
to leave the hel pless woman to such adoom.

Behind him, Niamh crouched against the window, staring into the flames.

Suddenly, from behind, agreat clawed hand touched her shoulder, and she whirled about to stare
into aweirdly inhuman face that peered down at her like something from anightmare.

Asits claws clutched her by the shoulders she screamed.

Part 5
THE BOOK OF KLYGON THE ASSASSIN

Chapter 21
WINGED HORROR

Inthese events | did not, of course, partake. | knew utterly nothing of them at the time, and it was
not until very much later that | heard enough of the separate adventures of Zarga and Janchan to
recongtruct them; which reconstruction | have recorded here, so that these chronicles will be as
complete and perfect as my poor skill can make them.

On that night when Prince Janchan |eft usto venture doneinto the Y elow City, | lay awake, saring
into the darkness, bitterly bemoaning my fate. That it should be by the hand of another that my beloved
princess should be set free wasintolerable to me and | viewed the notion with loathing.

Atlength | rose and silently dressed mysdlf inwarriors’ trappings and gathered up my gear,
borrowing certain of theinstruments which Zargahad purloined from the Scarlet Pylon, and filling my
pouch with the precious coins we had taken from the coffers of Sarchimus. Then | crept out of the tent
of leavesinto the darkness where the gaunt and faithful Kaood lay deeping soundly on hispalet.

I could not endure the thought that it should be another who should rescue the woman | loved from
peril, and not I mysdlf. Prince Janchan was my tried and loyd friend, and aman of honor and chivary,
but I came closeto hating him there in the secret watches of the night. That he should perform brave and
gallant deeds before the admiring eyes of Niamh the Fair made me quiver with impotent fury.

| told mysdlf that it was unfair to expect him to go forward aone into danger, that one other should
stand beside him to make the fight more equa. Now | laugh grimly at my pathetic and foolish attemptsto
pretend | crept from the camp from noble and atruistic motives. By such ignoble means does the human



heart deludeitsdlf, feeding on lies; for it was alover’ sjedousy done that goaded meinto the night—
jealousy that another should win the admiration and thanks of the woman | loved.

| began to descend the dope of the branch. | know now that | should have |eft behind anote for
Zargato find a dawn, when he roused and came to waken me and found me gone. | try to pretend that
it was only because | lacked writing implementsthat | did not leave anote for him; but the answer is,
quite smply, that my mind was a seething maelstrom of jedlousfantasiesand | never once thought of it.

Itisat night that the terrible predators of the Green Star World emerge from nest and lair to hunt
their prey. So, of course, | got into serious trouble before | had been gone from the camp more than half
an hour.

| was dtriding down asmall branchlet toward the crotch of the great tree when | ssumbled into a
smdl, grim drama

Animmense monster bee was daying agrub.

The bee was the size of afull-grown bull, and many times as dangerous. Its glittering ova wings
were like sheets of veined opa and itsfurred body glistened with an oily sheen. The grub was ahuge
soft duglike thing and the stinger of the bee had run it through the belly. It bled copioudly, red gore
gplattering the branch in every direction, and despite the gaping wound it yet lived and clung to the
ginger which trandfixed it, flopping and squirming dowly.

At my approach, the monster bee turned upon me a glittering and soulless gaze. Eyes likeimmense,
faceted jet beads stared asif seeking to ascertain if my gpproach indicated danger. The dim, small
intellect behind the glistening helm of horny black chitin doubtless assumed | meant to rob it of the fat
grub that wasintended for its nocturna medl. I, of course, desired only to pass and continue on my way.

However, the branch was rounded here, and fell away in agiddy curveto either sde of wherethe
enormous insect squatted aboveits prey. | could not easily passto either side, without danger of falling
from the branch. So | stood there, waiting for the bee to bear away its dinner.

That was, it proved, exactly the wrong thing to have done under the circumstances. For my
motionless presence roused vague suspicions of my harmlessnessin the minuscule intellect of the
predator. It turned from the dying grub to face me on the branch, its salked and many-jointed limbs
scissoring asit whedled about. | saw the honey-sacsonitsrear limbs asit changed position, and knew
that this must be none other than one of the creatures Zarga had referred to as azzumal ak.

Thenit hurled itsdf upon mewith blurring speed.

The zzumalak flashed at me like a charging tiger, and for afatal fraction of asecond | wastoo
surprised to move or even flinch.

Dry, clawed mandibles seized me up, coarse-bristled fordimbs brushing against my barethighs. In
the next second my sword was out and | wasfighting for my very life, therein the dense gloom, on the
insecure footing of ablood-splattered and periloudy narrow branch.

The deadly sting was atapering needle of black horn thrice the length of my arm. It stabbed at me
with blindingly swift, convulsve thrugs. Karn’ s muscles and reflexes were those of atrained hunter, but
he knew little of the forma art of fencing. But my mind wasthat of atrained swordsman, and |
remembered much of the skill that had been ingtinctive to me when | dwelt in the body of Kyr Chong.
So we were not unevenly matched.

It was an eerie dud, there on the high, swaying branch, amid the leafy darkness—man aganst
monster bee—sword againgt sting. | parried every stroke with desperate skill, using every trick of the art
of fencing | knew. Again and again my agile point did past the mongter’ s guard and my blade sank deep
into its curving flanks or thick-furred belly. But the zzumalak seemed utterly insengtive to pain and did
not tire or dow, athough the oily ooze that wasits vita fluid leaked dowly from many puncture-wounds.



| had hacked away two of its clutching limbs, but one great claw still clutched me, caught in the
leather straps of my trappings. Thusit was that when the zzumal ok rose suddenly into theair on
drumming wings, | went withit.

I was lucky, though. Dangerous as my position had now become, it could easily have been worse.
Thaose sharp claws could have been sunk deepinmy bely . . .

Asthe zzumaak roseinto the air the dying grub wriggled over the incline of the branchlet and fell.
Thusit was that with dawn when Zarga came searching for some trace of me, he found only the blood
shed by the grub, but no grub, and formed the natural assumption that the gore was my own.

Either from the burden of my weight or from some internd injury my blade had caused, the
zzumaak wavered drunkenly initsflight. Wings of sheeted opa drummed unsteedily, fateringly, and the
mongter bee hurtled across the span between the tree whereon we had battled and its neighbor. This, by
alucky chance, wasthetreein which the city of Ardhawas built; but it might easily have been another.

Thewinged horror tipped, staggering in itsflight, and began to lose dtitude. | clung to the forelimb
whose claws were caught in my harness, lest the wounded brute should releaseitsgrasp on meand |
should fal into the abyss.

Thewind whistled about me, whirling my cloak and tugging & my hair. The sickening depths of the
abyss below swung giddily. The lamps of Ardhawere nearer now.

My position wasincalculably dangerous. | clung desperately with one hand to the bristled, horny
limb of theinjured zzuma ak, my other hand gtill clenching the hilt of my sword, which | dared not lose.

At any ingtant the flying predator might falter initsflight and fal, bearing mewith it to ahorrible
doom in the unthinkable abyss miles below.

Or it might well soar on past Ardha, carrying me countless leagues away from the Y ellow City
whichwasmy god.

And there was absolutely nothing | could do to ater the Situation to the dightest degreein my favor.
| could, I suppose, have thrust my blade deep into the thorax of the flying thing from benesth, hoping to
strike avulnerable organ. But that, of course, would merely precipitate me into the abyss.

Thelights of Ardhawere below me now. | glimpsed torchlit processions streaming through the
boulevards of the city, and lantern-lit gardens, and the lighted windows of the mansions and palaces. The
zzumdak flew an erratic, meandering course across the breadth of the metropolis, wavering drunkenly in
itsflight.

My one-handed grip on itsforeleg was loosening as my hand wesaried. Risking much, | released my
grip in order to hold my scabbard steady while | sheathed my sword, which would free both hands for
the task of clinging ahold of my unpredictable steed.

And then the zzuma ak dropped me and | fell like astone.

Chapter 22
BLACK MASKSIN THE NIGHT

Perhaps| cried out as | fell; | have noides, for, if | did, the wind whipped the cry from my lips.

Theingtinct that bids adoomed man cling to lifeisa powerful one. For | reached out desperately
with both armsto catch some obstacle and break my fall.



To my own amazement | caught hold of adender shaft of wood.

At thetime | had no idea of what it was. Now, looking back on my memories of that terrible,
endless moment of faling through space, | think it must have been one of the long, dim flaggtaffs that
thrust from the rooftops of Ardhanese buildings and from which heradic banners are suspended.

My hands struck it—dipped—and clung. The pole bent nearly double, and then broke away under
my hurtling weight. And again | fdll, but dower now, for the momentary impediment had broken the
impetusof my fal.

Then | caromed into avast, curved pand of fabric that must have been some sort of an awning. The
strong cloth boomed under the impact of my fal, then tore free fromitsframe. But it, too, had served to
partidly bregk my fall.

And the next ingtant | struck a sheet of ice-cold water and lost my senses. Seconds later | roseto
the surface, stunned, haf-drowned, but somehow aive and in one piece. Groggily, | struck out for the
marble lip of the pool, and dragged myself over, to flop onto the thick cushion of aflower-bed. | lay
there while the world spun dizzily around me, then | levered myself up on one elbow and vomited out the
water | had swallowed. | must have swallowed half the pool, at least; | hope the keeping of goldfish was
not an Ardhanese custom!

Then, somewhat recovered, | got unsteadily to my feet arid looked around me in the gloom.

| stood amid aformd, rooftop garden on one of thetiers of a princaly mansion. Unfamiliar miniature
trees rose about me; flower-beds lay underfoot, and patches of grassy sward, and meandering walks
strewn with chips of fragrant wood instead of gravel.

Colored paper lanterns swung overhead, suspended in long garlands hung from treeto tree. By
their dim, multicolored illumination | could see the gleam of marble fountains and dabaster Satuary.
Ornamenta gazebos rose amid trimmed hedges and grotesquely shaped topiary trees. Benches of
glimmering crysta stood here and there upon the velvet lawn. It was most obvious that the zzumalak had
dropped me into the roof garden of some noble’s mansion, for such an aeria pleasance denoted wedlth
and luxury.

And that implied the presence of guards. Any intruder caught stealing about the roof gardens by
night would assuredly be thought athief or an assassn. | had best leave a once, | thought. Thusfar my
precipitous descent into the garden pool had gone unnoticed. But my luck would not last forever.
Keeping well to the shadows and avoiding where possible, the glowing paper lanterns that bobbed and
swayed overhead, | prowled in search of away out of here.

A flight of marble stairs caught my eye, the glimmer of light on its glossy baustrade. | heeded
toward it, through the scented trees. It led to ahigher level, another rooftop, no doubt; perhaps from
there | could jump or climb to the roof of an adjoining building. But bow | wasto get down to the street
level without risking discovery by descending within one of these buildings | had no idea. Cursing the
Ardhanesefor their lack of fire escapes, | went swiftly up the stair to the higher level and found mysdlf
on a huge balcony faced with long glassed windows like French doors. Drapes were drawn before these
windows, but the rooms beyond were brilliantly lit.

With my heart in my mouth and my drawn sword in my hand, | crossed the length of the balcony
and found mysdlf a the head of asecond gtair, identical in every respect to the one by which | had
ascended. It led down to the roof garden again. | turned and looked up. The roof of this building was
about twenty-five feet above me. The exterior of the building was of carved stone, worked into frowning
masks and mythological figures which afforded an easy purchase for my hands and feet. Sheathing my
blade again, | reached up, seized the shoulders of a stone caryatid, and began to climb.

I had come from the pool soaked and dripping, my dark cloak asoggy mass, my boots squelching
underfoot. The dry air, the night wind, and my brisk exertionswere rapidly drying me. So | scded the



wall with little difficulty, levered mysdf up over the roof-ledge, and found myself among aforest of
chimneys and skylights. By now | wasthoroughly lost, and further from the street level than when | had
hauled mysdlf out of that pool; but at least | was ill undiscovered.

Not for long, however.

Four masked figures stepped from behind atall chimney and pointed their daggers at mein ghostly
dlence

| froze. Therewasn’t much else | could do, for | stood on the edge of the roof and my footing was
precarious. So, cursing inwardly, | let them take my blade.

Whatever they were, they were obvioudy not guards, for their features were concealed behind
visorsof black sk, through whose ditstheir eyes glittered warily. They wore close-fitting garments, so
of black, supple gloves, and light, voluminous capes of black silken stuff. They ran gloved hands over me
swiftly and lightly, found my purse, and detached it from my girdle.

One of the masked men loosened the drawstring and poured the contents of the purseinto his
cupped palm. Precious metas sparkled in the distant lamplight, as the coins we had taken from the
coffers of Sarchimus, with which | had stuffed my purse, poured from the pouch.

The masked man smiled—amogt, | thought, gpprovingly.

“Unusud to find aclever thief in one so young,” he said dryly. He poured the coins back it into my
pouch which he then tucked away in apocket on theinner lining of hiscloak.

“Takehim,” he said, and they were upon me.

The masked men fought in complete sllence and mastered mein atrice. Their clever hands knew
the location of the nerve centers of my body, and | suffered excruciating pain for an ingtant; in the next,
my limbswere numb and paralyzed.

Thongs tightened about my wrigts, they drew my anklestogether and lashed them tight. Then a
peculiar harness was drawn about my torso, with along silken cord attached to it. | wastoo dazed at
the swiftness of dl thisto wonder &t this cord, but in the next ingtant it became clear to me.

For they pushed me off the roof!
And, for the second time in the same hour, | hurtled down to smash against the street below

But not quite! For the line attached to the harness drew taut. It checked my fall, crushing the air
from my lungs. And | bounced and spun afew feet above the paven way, dangling at the end of the
dlkenline

| had falen into anarrow, crooked, unlit alleyway. Now more masked men in black garments and

cloaks melted out of the gloom to swarm about me. A knife flashed as one of them cut through theline.
Strong arms caught me as the line loosened, easing me to the cobbles.

From where | lay on my back, staring up, | saw the masked men swinging lithely down thelinefrom
the roof above. In afew momentsthey landed lightly on the cobbles. The leader uttered a curt
command. His men scooped me up and one sturdy rogue tossed me over his broad shoulders. They
melted back into the shadows and moved silently and swiftly as the wind through unbroken darknessto
an unknown destination.

What they wanted of me | did not know. Nor could | conjecture what my fate would be at their
hands. But onething | did know; and the knowledge was disquieting.

| had thought them thieves—as they had thought me.
But they were not thieves.



They were ns

Assassindionisapeculiarly Laoneseingtitution, and on the Green Star World they haveraised the
craft totheleve of thefine arts. Clever, cunning men, trained in the disciplines of stedth and silence and
secret murder, more than one of the jewe-box cities of this strange and wondrous planet hasfallen
beneath the dominance of the black-masked men.

In Phaolon, | knew, their guild bad been broken generations before, and they had been driven forth.
But herein Ardha, as| now surmised and would soon learn for certain, the Assassins’ Guild wasathird
power, and close in wedlth and strength and influence to Temple and Throne.

My heart beat low. From the frying pan to the fire! From the clutches of one of the monstrous
predators of theforest, | had fallen into the hands of the most dangerous and feared and murderous men
inthe world. And what they wanted of me | could not even guess. . .

Our rush through darkness bad been silent and swift. We came to ahdt before amassivewall of
ancient stonework that soared out of sight overhead. One black-cloaked man bent forward and touched
ahidden spring. A portion of the wall sank soundlessly into the ground, and a black opening gaped.

Theleader of the band looked at me.
“Vid number two,” he said quietly.

A black-gloved hand bore asmdll glass tube to my face and crushed it beneath my nose. | inhded a
pungent fluid that filled my head with piercing and aromatic vapors.

Then, insinglefile, stepping silently as cats, the Assassins vanished one by oneinto the black
opening inthewall.
The burly-shouldered rogue bore me within aswell.

But by then | knew nothing of my surroundings, nor of what occurred from that moment.
For thefluid in the vid had doneitswork, and | was unconscious.

Chapter 23
THE HOUSE OF GURJAN TOR

Perhaps an hour later | awoke in abarren, poorly-lighted room. | awoke instantly, coming from
deepest dumber to full wakefulness without passing through the transitiona phases. | felt perfectly
comfortable, with no signs of headache or nausea or any other sde effects of the drug. | smiled grimly;
the Assassins of Ardhawere remarkably adept in the pharmaceutical arts.

| roseto my feet from the pallet upon which | had awakened and looked about the room. The
calling was raftered, with bare plaster between the rafters; the walls were wood paneling laid over what
seemed to be solid stone. At least, thumping my balled fist at various places here and there on the walls,
selected a random, | found no difference in sound that might suggest the presence of a secret pand.

Which was quite odd, for the room had neither windows nor door, and | had no ideahow | had
been brought in here, nor how my captors had |eft the room.

The floor was bare wood, inlaid with elaborate parquetry; thiswas the only note of ostentatious
ornament about the chamber, which was otherwise quite Spartan in its rigorous smplicity. There were
no hangings on the walls, no carpets on the floors, and no furnishings of any kind, save for the smple
pallet in the corner, and alow sitting-bench, and a smal wooden taboret which boreasingle candlein a



crysta dish.

Therewas, however, ajug of water, acup of polished horn which wasfilled with a clear red wine,
and aplate containing coarse brown bread and pickled meats. | was quite famished by thistime—it must
have been early morning by now—so | ate hungrily, and quenched my thirst.

The Assassins had taken nothing from me except my wegpons. So | till bore over my shoulder a
coil of the Live Rope we had carried off from the tower of Sarchimus, thevid of Liquid Flame, and my
persona gear.

Even my purse had been returned to me, il filled with coins. The Assassins, it would seem, were
no thieves.

The mystery of the doorless room intrigued me; search as | might, however, | could find no secret
pand inthe wdls, nor werethere any signs of atrap visblein the celling.

To passthetimel exercised, working up agood sweet. At length | rested from my exertions, drank
some water, and findly, from sheer boredom as much as anything, stretched out on the pallet and

napped.

Something awoke me an indiscernible period of timelater. | lay without moving, lifting my lidsa
fraction of aninch, peering about me in the dimness. The candle had almost burned down, and the wick
was guttering, old wax fuming, giving off avile, greasy sench.

My skin prickled and uneasiness went through me. | cannot say how | knew it, but | felt inwardly
certain that someone was watching me from aplace of concealment. | lay till, my breast risng and
falling with my bresthing, feigning dumber. The pressure of invisble eyeswere upon me; it wasan
uncanny sensaion.

Suddenly afaint creaking sound cameto my ears. Slitting my eyes, | peered a my feet. A square
portion of the parquetry wherewith the floor wasinlaid sank out of sight, and aman in black clambered
lithely up from the opening.

So that’ s how they worked the trick! The secret entrance to my cell was not in elther celling or
walls, but in the floor. And that explained aswell the unusually ornamental floor decoration, for the
complex patterns of inlaid, subtly contrasting woods, conceaed the edges of the hidden trap.

The man stood motionlessly, watching me for along moment. He was asmall man, sunted, with
bowed legs. Benegth his black silken visor, hisface was long-jawed, knobby, and remarkably ugly. |
recognized him as one of the men in the band that had captured me on the rooftop, for there was no
concedling those bowed legs.

Then he came over to the pallet and shook me by one bare shoulder. | pretended to come awake
with agreat start and stared up a him with an assumed expression of bewilderment.

He chuckled.

“Frightened you, lad? Naught to fear . . . yet, a any rate.” Hisvoice was hoarse—| had later to learn
hisfondnessfor strong, unwatered wine—and he had an indescribable accent | can only describe asthe
Laonese equivalent of Cockney.

| jJumped to my feet.
“What do you want with me?’
“Wdl, firg of dl, your name,” he said, seating himself on my little bench. | gaveit.

“Kan. .. ‘tisnot an Ardhan name,” he said, rolling the name on histongue asif tadtingit. |
acknowledged that it was not.

“Beyou amember of the Thieves' Guild, then?’ he asked, naming asmall competitor of hisown



Guild, with which a certain contention existed for control of the crimina underworld in thecity. | told him
that | was not.

“Who isyour master?’

“I have none.”

“Y our parents, then?’

“No parents, either.”

He rubbed along, big-knuckled hand aong his knobby jaw.

“Do you know where you are?’

“| assume thisto be the headquarters of the Assassins’ Guild,” | said.

He nodded. Then: “Thisisthe house of Gurjan Tor,” he said impressively.

“And who might Gurjan Tor be?’ | asked indifferently.

“Heisthe chief of the Guild and the most celebrated of all Assassns,” he said.
“Well, if he’ sthat important, what does he want with amere boy?’ | asked bluntly.
He grinned cheerfully, displaying aremarkable set of broken and decayed teeth.

“A reasonable question, lad; aye, reasonable. And I’ say thisby way of answer: hejust might have
apurpose for alad as young as you who has the guts and the wits to rob the I spycian Palace done and
unaided, carrying off afistful of rare and precious antique coins. . . ”

| said nothing. Thiswasthefirst inkling | had gained that the coins from the coffers of Sarchimus
were more than common legd tender.

The bowlegged little man shook his head admiringly.

“Yes, I'll hand it to you, lad, it showed a clear head and good sense. Most lads would be too
inexperienced, or too afeared, or both, to spot the vaue of them coins. Why, they’ d try to lug off aman’s
weight of tapestry or an abrium Statuette, and would trip over their own feet in getting away. But, no,
you picked the most valuable items of their size and compactness—next best thingsto gems, which would
be locked in the vaults, anyway. For which reason, it’s Gurjan Tor himself would see you now, so come
adong...”

Without further ado the comical little man led me down through the floor and into amaze of tunnds
from which we soon emerged into dim-lit and unadorned corridors.

Asl followed him, | speculated on my fate. Perhaps | might get out of thisdive, after dl!
And | thanked my lucky stars | had paused to fill my pouch with coins. . .

The house of the Assassnswas adark, empty, gloomy place, filled with shadows and whispers and
unseen eyes. My guide led meinto arather large room, as Spartan and devoid of decorations asthe one
inwhich | had awakened, savefor alargedivaninits exact center.

It wasimmense, thisdivan, and thickly strewn with glittering silks, luxurious furs, and many plump
pillows. Thereupon reclined the fattest man | have ever seen. He must have weighed five hundred
poundsif heweighed an ounce, and his obesity was repulsive and almost frightening, like adeformity.
He was stark naked to boot, with a sumptuous velvet robe thrown casualy about him, and through its
front hisvast paunch and wobbling, womanish breasts gleamed with an oily dew. It was perfume, |
redlized as| gpproached his silken nest. He was literally soaked in the stuff, and it wasal | could do to
breethe.

Amid thistangled bed of furs and jeweed silks and fat pillows, Gurjan Tor squatted like a bloated



and obscene toad. From alow taboret of precious metals he was gobbling tidbits of wine-soaked mest.
Hislittle ditted eyes watched me, cold and shrewd and calculating, as | made the required obeisance.
But neither then nor at any point during the interview did he for amoment cease dobbering over the
greasy medts.

He was completely bald, hisyellow moon-face inscrutable, save for the eyes. They were black as
ink, and cold asice. And they seemed to look through meto the very roots of my soul.

In few, terse words the bowlegged little man who had fetched me reported on his questioning of
me. What he had to say seemed to please Gurjan Tor, for he smiled. Still suffing his mouth with juicy
gobbets, heinquired of mein a soft, high-pitched, dmost feminine voice of my expertisein the use of
certain wegpons, of my experience in the severd arts of stealth, and of my origin.

| told him what | truthfully could; and, asfor my nonexistent career in thievery, | made up what
details| could invent which sounded plausible.

Again, my answers seemed to please him.

“Y ou spesk with the accents of Phaolon,” he observed shrewdly, “yet claim birth among the forest
barbarians: how isthat?’

| was dready perspiring, and thisdid not help my equanimity any, asyou might imagine. For one
thing | had never actudly redlized the Laonese spoke with regiond accents.

| shrugged, attempting to appear unruffled. “ My parents may have come from that city, for dl |
know,” | said. “Many are they whom the monarchs of the various cities have driven into exile among the
forest-wandering tribesmen . . .”

“True enough,” he said in his high, sweet voice. Then, addressing the bowlegged man, who had
doffed his visor upon entering the room in what was obvioudy accepted sociad custom among the
Assassins, hesad:

“Klygon, | am pleased. Thisyouth shall be enlisted among the novices at once, and placed in
training for Project Three. Seeto it.”

We backed from the Presence. The fat man did not deign to notice, having turned hisfull attention
to atray of swests.

Chapter 24
| LEARN THE ARTSOF STEALTH

And thus| became an Assassin. Or anoviceintraining, a any rate. And my friend, mentor, madter,
and comrade was to be none other than Klygon the Sy, as he was called. For, as Master of the
Novices, it was histask to teach and train the young apprentices of the Guild in the secret arts.

Klygon was a hard man not to like. His humor was dy and infectious, and his enthusiasm for
assassinry—or whatever you might wish to cal it—-wasthat of amaster artisan for hiscraft. The ugly,
comicdl little man was an unsparing taskmaster, true, but he was wise and witty, generous and loydl. |
grew fond of him.

| grew aso to become atrained and experienced Assassin, and in lesstime than it seemed possible,
| had been selected for one particular task—the mysterious “ Project Threg” of which Gurjan Tor had
spoken—and my every waking moment for the next twelve days was devoted to the acquisition of the



skills | should require for thistask.

Werose a dawn and for two hours before breskfast Klygon drilled usin the formal and informal
arts of swordplay. The formad arts consisted of those of the courtly duello; you might call it the art of
fence. As| sorely lacked instruction in this science—so indispensable to one who desires to continue
living in aworld filled with ferocious monsters and no | ess savage human adversaries— soaked up
everything Klygon could teach me with greet interest. Asfor what | have termed theinforma arts of
swordplay, these were the dirty tricks of rough-and-tumble street-fighting, the skills of the gutter.

After breskfast, asif we were not dready aching from sore muscles, we exercised in ahuge vaulted
cdlar-like chamber. Here Klygon taught us how to fall and tumble and roll and bounce back up, how to
scaeropes, run on ladders, use line and grapnd, climb surfaces so smooth that even the nimblest
monkey might find it difficult to seek atoehold. We learned also how to tread as soundlesdy asacat:
first on abarefloor full of creaking boards, then on a darkened stair littered with pots and pans, and
findly on abed of crisp, dry leaves. No Mohawk on the warpath could dink through the forest aides as
slently asl, when | completed this phase of my training.

Normally, | was given to understand, the pace of Klygon’ stutelage was more leisurely. In my case
the pace was accel erated amost beyond human endurance, and all because of the impending Project
Three, whose hour was rapidly approaching.

| began to pick up bits and pieces of information, which | fitted together one by one. Inthefirst
place, | learned that there was much more to being an Assassin than just learning how to kill silently and
swiftly. Of acertainty the Assassins of Ardhakilled political opponents on commission; but they aso
dedlt in kidnapping, in blackmail, and in the theft and sale of secrets.

Thereis probably no need for meto say, that, in the matter of becoming anovice of the Assassns, |
had no choice; in fact, my wishes were not even consulted. The decision Wasthat of Gurjan Tor aone,
It was either accept and make the best of it, or diein any one of a number of |ess-than-pleasant ways.
For once you have entered the house of Gurjan Tor, and have been admitted to the secret circle of the
Assassins, thereisno leaving it, save asamember of the Guild, or feet forward, asthe saying goes. So |
perforce became an Assassin.

The political Stuation herein Ardhawas singularly complex, | learned. For years athree-way
power-struggle between Throne, Temple, and Guild had dl but rent the kingdom asunder into sharply
divided factions.

Sometime ago, when the Tyrant delivered his ultimatum of marriage or war at the court of Niamh
the Fair, he had held the central position of power. But the failure of that attempt, and his subsequent
falureto either bring Phaolon to its knees or mount an army of invasion, had considerably wakened his
grasp on thereins of power. Thefallureto launch aninvasion, | now learned, was due smply to alack of
funds.

Seeing the power of the Throne Faction eclipsed, Holy Arjaathe Goddess Incarnate had made her
bold strike for power. Yielding the Temple revenues for one year to Gurjan Tor had won her the
temporary alegiance of the Guild to her Sde; and thus the balance of power tipped from Throneto
Temple. It was Arjda’ s ultimate ambition to share the throne of Akhmim, thus uniting the power of both
factionsinto asingle cause. This had been done, incidentally, in Phaolon much earlier; in the reign of
Niamh’ sfather, Throne and Temple had digned in, marriage, and my beloved princess was hersdlf
consdered the Goddess Incarnate in her realm, aswell as queen thereof. But the Phaol onians represent
ahigher and more sophidticated level of civilization than the backward and warlike race of Ardha; in
Phaolon, the nationa religion wasasocia custom, to which lip servicewas paid, but it exerted little
power and little authority over the minds of the citizenry; not soin Ardha

Of this new aignment of power in Ardha, Gurjan Tor waswary. The Goddess has bought his



alegiance, but nat, it would seem, for long. | think the cunning leader of the Assassins feared, and not
without good reason, that once Arjdaand Akhmim had united their factions, they would turn upon the
Guild and degtroy it, thus diminating the only potentid disruptive factor in their midst.

In other words, the old double-cross was coming.
But Gurjan Tor planned to get therefirgt.

The days crept by dowly, and | chafed to see valuable time elude me. For al | knew, every hour
brought Prince Janchan nearer to hisgoal of rescuing the Princess of Phaolon. And hewasfreeto act at
will, to come and go as he pleased, with no restraints on his movements (insofar as| knew), while | was
aprisoner of the Assassins.

It wasinfuriating. But, frankly, Klygon kept me so busy from dawn to dark, that | redlly had little
opportunity to consder these matters. All day | trained in the wearisome arts of sedlth; a night | crept
into my bed bone-weary from sheer exhaustion, and my dumbers were deep and without dreams.

Asyet | neither knew nor suspected anything of the nature of the mysterious Project Three for
which | had been selected. When | inquired of Klygon concerning it, the bowlegged little man looked
uncomfortable and muttered something or other to the effect that | would know in duetime.

“But | want to know now,” | complained.

“Beagood lad,” he advised, “and it’ d bewiseif you troubled yourself naught about it.”
“But why isit being kept a secret from me?’ | demanded.

He shrugged, and lowered his voice to a conspiratoria whisper.

“Tisthewill of Gurjan Tor that the scheme be kept secret, lad. And you’ d be better to learn now
that no one goes againgt the will of Gurjan Tor! Not if he wantsto keep on breathing, hedon’t . . .”

So | held my peace and gpplied myself to my training, but kept my eyes and ears open dl the same.
The days passed dowly and | prospered in my studies. Klygon, who regarded his craft with the affection
and enthusiasm and dedication a connoisseur fedsfor hisfavorite art, shook his head admiringly a my
progress as| displayed my newly-acquired skills before him.

“Aye, lad, you do me proud; and | doubt not that even Gurjan Tor would think you aredl credit to
your teacher!”

But he dill wouldn't tell mewhat it was all about.

The Flower Boat Festival neared. Thisannua day and night of carnival was celebrated with great
festivities by the folk of Ardha. And it occurred to me more than once, asthe deadline for the
termination of my training grew nearer and it could be seen that it was obvioudy planned to coincide with
the great nationd fegtiva, that on such anight adeed of stealth would have the greatest possible chance
of success. With the boulevards and avenues thronged with celebrants, every wineshop and pleasure
garden filled with citizens, the guardsmen would have their handsfull and their work cut out for them.

This had aso occurred to Gurjan Tor.

Festival day dawned. | saw nothing of the day-long processions, the flower-barges drawn by
matched teams of zaiphs or dhua; locked away in the secret citadel of the Guild, I did not even know of
Arjda’ s magnificent coup as she sprung the existence of her bewinged and celestia captive, Zargathe
Kaood, on an astounded populace and a completely confounded Akhmim. But word of this reached the
central room where Gurjan Tor squatted like some bloated and obscene toad in his silken nest. And
Klygon and | were again summoned into the Presence.

On this occas on the half-naked fat man was gorging on divers of pickled fishmesat aswe entered
the bare and gloomy chamber and rendered him our obeisance.



With aslver skewer heindicated awall-chart.

“The boy must be ready tonight,” he squesaked in his high-pitched, feminine voice. “ And an hour
earlier than planned. Matters have changed, perhaps for the better. Y onder chart showstheinner
structure of the Temple; the red crossmark indicates the position of aroom on one of the upper tiers. In
that room isacertain prisoner, whom you will day. The red dotted line indicates the route you will follow
to and from the target chamber. Memorize the plan well.”

| did s0, having been trained in the arts of memory aswell as murder. Not that | intended murdering
anyonefor Gurjan Tor, of course. Once free of thisbuilding, | would go about my own business, and the
lords of The World Above have pity on the souls of any Assassinswho tried to get in my way!

“The second red cross on the higher level indicates the chamber wherein a second prisoner is
immured. This prisoner, too, you will day. The wegpon of choice for both deedsisthe needle-tiletto in
whose use Klygon informs me you have been trained to excellence. On this occasion, amere scratch will
auffice, for the blade has been stegped in phuol-venom.”

“And who are these two prisoners | am to murder, if | may ask?’ | inquired, gregtly daring.
Gurjan Tor studied me thoughtfully for afew moments, then shrugged fat quivering shoulders.

“No reason why you should not know,” he said. “ The second prisoner is a strange winged
golden-skinned male creature with violet eyes whom the archpriestessis passing off on adeluded and
superdtitious popul ace as a blessed amphashand.”

| reeled. Then Gurjan Tor dropped a second bombshell.

“Thefirst prisoner is Niamh the Fair, regnant Princess of Phaolon, whom Arjaaholds as a means of
controlling Akhmim.”

And then he dropped the third.

“Klygon will accompany you on thismission to see that you do not stray from the gppointed task. If
you do, hewill kill you'. . . “

Chapter 25
PROJECT THREE

My mindinawhirl, | followed Klygon from the room and went with him to the floor where the
novices were housed and trained.

Now the full scheme had been made known to me, | understood the thinking of Gurjan Tor indl its
inddious complexity. Arjda’ s hold over the Tyrant of Ardhalay in her possession of Niamh. With
Niamh daininthe Templeitsalf, anew breech would widen between the two factions. Moreover,
Gurjan Tor’ s agents would doubtless spread it about that Arjalahad ordered the Princess of Phaolon
murdered, which would further enrage Akhmim and might cause considerable resentment among the
citizenry to boot, since Niamh was a vauable captive worth an enormous ransom.

Asfor Zarga, | had at thistime no ideahow he had cometo fall into Arjaa ‘ stoils, but the chief of
the Assassins had said something about her passing him off as one of the mythical winged messengers
from the Laonese heaven, so his murder would probably be considered the ultimate limit in sacrilege.

So it turned out that Project Three actudly fitted in with my own most earnest wishesto a
remarkable degree! The Assassinswould somehow get meinto the Temple, thus affording me the



perfect opportunity to free the woman | loved and my sad-eyed Kaood friend, aswell. It could not
have been moreideal for my purposesif | had designed the scheme mysdif.

That my ugly little mentor and friend Klygon would accompany me on this mission wasthe only
eementintheplan| regretted. | had become enormoudly fond of the homely, humorouslittle man in the
daysjust past, and | had no desireto injure his standing with his chief—and certainly no wish to kill him.
But | could hardly permit this sentiment to stand in the way of the safety of thewoman | loved. No,
Klygon would be gotten out of the way, somehow.

We napped, rose, bathed, feasted lightly, and armed oursalves for the fulfillment of Project Three.
For thefirst and, | hoped, the last time, | donned the skintight black raiment of the Assassins. | dung the
coil of Live Rope around my shoulders, hid thevid of Liquid Flamein the purse a my girdle, and
clipped the scabbards which held the poisoned stiletto and a dender, well-balanced long sword to the
warriors’ harness of black leather straps | had donned over my Assassins' raiment. As| settled the
customary black silk visor over my face, | reflected on the eventsto come. It was going to be quitea
night!

But just what kind of anight, | had no dightest inkling.

The house of Gurjan Tor rose on the outskirts of Ardha, in adingy and furtive quarter of the city,
given over to crooked dleys, grimy wineshops, dums, and hovels.

We ascended by curving rampsto the roof of the building. There rose covered pensin which zaiphs
and dhua were tethered. For our purpose, Klygon had selected two especialy trained zaiphs. | have
elsewherein these chronicles had occasion to describe the peculiar flying steeds used by the Laonesein
lieu of horses. They resemble nothing so much as mailed and glittering dragonflies grown to the size of
Percherons. Because of their sparkling, transparent wings and glistening armor-like chitin, you might
think them an odd choice for anight mission of the grestest stedlth and secrecy, since the dightest
glimmer of reflection could easily betray our position to watchful guards. Well, the astute Klygon had
anticipated this, and the twin zai phs he had chosen for our steeds had been painted on their horny parts
with adull, nonreflecting tarry substance. Asfor heir ova, eongated, glassy wings, these had been dulled
and darkened with sooty powder.

We mounted the saddles strapped about the upper thorax of our winged steeds. | gathered the
reinsin my hand as the zai ph-keepers Strapped usin againgt danger of faling. There came the humming
thunder of beating wings. The enormous insects rose from the roof, circled the house of Gurjan Tor
once, and they soared off through the night sky in the direction of the Temple precinct.

We did not permit our zaiphsto perch on the Temple roof, for here the Temple Guards kept their
own zaiphs penned and the usual keepers were doubtless about; we could hardly have landed without
protection. Instead, we guided our mountsto the level above that described by Gurjan Tor asthe
gpartment in which Zarga the Kaood was imprisoned. Then the zai phs hovered on throbbing vanswhile
Klygon and | unstrapped oursalves from the saddles and climbed out onto the face of the building. The
ornamenta scul pture wherewith the Laonese customarily adorn their buildings, sometimes to the point of
excess, naurdly afforded usavariety of hand- and footholds. Thus neither Klygon nor | found it
particularly difficult to climb down the outer wall to aledge whereon we could stand erect.

Aswe dithered down thewall toward the ledge, | reflected wryly yet again on the fortunate fact
that the Laonese do not suffer from the fear of heights; for what | was then engaged in doing—creeping
down the sheer face of abuilding hundreds of feet above the pavement, clinging by my fingers and toes
aone—would have petrified most Earthmen with utter terror.

We gained the ledge in safety and | secured one end of my Live Rope about a heavy caryatid and
let the line dangle down to the window of Niamh'’ s suite.

Asl did so | heard amuffled explosion, followed by ashrill cry of fear.



| climbed over the ledge on my belly and seized hold of the line, thinking nothing in particular about
the sounds | had heard. Just then my thoughts were filled with the problem of Klygon and how torid
myself of his presence without having to kill him. | was aso preoccupied with the problem of clambering
down theline, for the Live Rope we had taken from Sarchimus’ tower was dick and glassy and not easy
to get agrip on.

Then aruddy light steamed through the window below my hedlsand | heard the crackle of flames!

| didn’t have the dightest ideawhat was going on in Niamh’ s suite, but it was obvious some kind of
accident had occurred and the possibility that my beloved was in danger spurred meto new feats of

agility.
| clambered further down the line toward her window, through which flames now crackled.
Above me on the edge, Klygon kndlt, steedying theline.

And then there occurred the most incredible and unexpected sequence of eventsimaginable. So
swiftly did it happen that it was over in seconds, and there was a dreamlike unredity about it al.

As| clungto theline, descending toward Niamh'’ swindow, but still someyards aboveit, invisblein
my black cloak and garments against view from bel ow, something came hurtling out of the night to hover
before the window which wasmy god.

It was the sky-ded, with Zargamounted upon it!

The ded cameto a stop before the window and the gaunt Kaood reached across the sill to touch
someone on the shoulder, and | heard awoman scream.

A fraction of asecond later the arms of a stalwart young man gppeared, lifting the dim body of a
girl out onto the ded.

Thegirl wasNiamh!

A moment later, the young man—Prince Janchan—appeared in the window bearing an unconscious
woman of remarkable and vivid beauty. From the gemmed coronet and breastplates and girdle she
wore, | was certain she could be none other than Arjadaherself.

He lifted her into the waiting arms of Zarga, who deposited her beside Niamh in the rear of the ded.
Then he sprang from the inferno the room had swiftly become and clambered upon the ded himself.

And, so swiftly had dl of thistaken place, that il | hung there, clinging to the line, frozen with
shock, unable to speak or move or even to cry out.

And inthe very next ingtant the ded swung away, bearing left, and flashed from sght.

I hung there helplesdy, as Zarga the Kalood and Prince Janchan flew to safety, bearing avay
Niamh the Fair— eaving me behind, dangling far above the street, at the mercy of the Assassins, inthe
city of my enemiesinwhich | no longer had one single friend!

Editor’sNote

The Firgt Nationa Bank of Harritton, Connecticut, holdsin its vaults asafe deposit box registered
in the name of one of the oldest and most distinguished families of the state. Upon the demise of the last
surviving member of thisfamily, pursuant to instructions written into hiswill, the box was opened by
three senior members of the legd firm of Brinton, Brinton, and Carruthers, who discovered therein a
number of manuscript journas.

These manuscripts related a narrative of marvels and adventures upon aremote world. Although
told inthefirst person, they were of so fantastic a nature that the lawyers were reluctant to release them



for publication, asthewill clearly stipulated. | suspect the reason for this reluctance on the part of the
lawyerswasthat if the documents were accepted on face value the weird and uncanny narrative might
throw suspicion upon the sanity of their author, which could throw into dispute the divisons of his
property as set forth in the will; but thisisonly aguess on my part.

It was the younger son of the senior member of the firm who brought me into the picture. | had met
thisyoung man a severd sciencefiction conventionsin Baltimore, Philadephia, and New Y ork, and
know him as an enthusiast of fantasy in genera and of my own novelsand storiesin particular. He
persuaded his father to arrange a meeting with me at my Long Idand home where the details of a
peculiar arrangement were discussed and the manuscripts were given into my possession.

Thisyoung man (whom | will call Tom Anderson, athough that is not his name) waswell aware of
my anomalous position in the genre of imaginativefiction. That is, not only am | an author, but also an
editor of fantasy.

In my editoria capacity, it wasthought I might well arrange the publications of the journds. Brinton,
Brinton, and Carruthers had no objection to releasing the journas for publication but desired that the
family name should be kept out of the picture. The family is one of the oldest in Connecticut and has
given two governors and three senators to the state, and so distinguished and reputable aname, it was
thought, should not be linked with novels of such extravagant imagination.

My connection with these books, then, has smply been that of an editor. My publisher, Mr. Donad
A. Wollheim, quite naturally assumes meto have written them mysdlf, despite my protestations. But
sgnce | am not permitted to attach the name of the actual author to thesefictions, there was nothing else
to do but attach my own. This afterword is by way of acknowledging credit where credit is due.

In assembling the manuscripts for publication, | have found the chief difficulty one of length. The
journas smply run on and on, forming one continuous story. Thisfactor aone, by theway, nearly
convinces me of the veracity of the narrative, for in redl life adventures do not cometo aneat and find
conclusion at the termination of sixty thousand words. The interminable structure of the story, however,
presents considerable hazards to the unfortunate reader. In the present book, for instance. the narrative
endsat apoint of high suspense and leaves the central problems of the plot completely unresolved. In
the parlance of the old movie adventure serids| loved in my youth, you might cal thisending a
diff-hanger to end dl cliff-hangers.

But | have no other recourse than to end the story at this point, for sixty thousand wordsis sixty
thousand words, and | have neither the permission of the author’ s estate nor any persona inclination to
tamper dradtically with the literary work of another man.

For the unfortunate reader, thuseft hanging, asit were, | believe | can offer some dight
amdioration of hisuncomfortable position. While | have yet to penetrate very deeply into the
unpublished portions of the narrativewhich isin longhand, by the way, and hasto be [aborioudy and
dowly rendered into typescript—and while | myself do not asyet know how the story ends, it should be
quite obvious that Karn escapes from the predicamentsin which we left him afew pages ago, esewe
should never have had these journals to read. And, since the various adventures of Zargathe Kaood
and of Prince Janchan of Phaolon happened “ offstage,” asit were, and without the participation or
witness of Karn, the narrator, it becomes perfectly obviousthat at some future point in the unpublished
portion of these journas he rgjoined hisfriends, whom we last saw flying off on the sky-ded, leaving him
behind. If heisnot to rgjoin them a afuture point in the narrative, how, then, could he possibly have
learned of the adventures which befell them after they became separated?

Put I'm afraid thisisdl that can at present be conjectured concerning the remainder of the story.
There are many projects, both auctoria and editoria, which are clamoring for my immediate attention.
And it will be sometimebefore | have sufficient leisure to begin my explorations of the unpublished
remainder of the journals.



We shdl have to wait and see how the story ends, you and I.
LIN CARTER
Hollis, Long Idand, New Y ork



