TANITH LEE

THE BOOK OF THE DEAD

The Secret Books of Paradys 3

First published in 1991 by The Overlook Press Lewis Hollow Road Woodstock, New Y ork 12498
Copyright © 1991 by Tanith Lee

All Rights Reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any
means, electronic or mechanical, including phototcopy, recording, or any information storage and
retrieval system now known or to be invented without permission in writing from the publisher, except by
areviewer who wishesto quote brief passagesin connection with areview written for inclusonina
magazine, newspaper, or broadcast.

Library of Congress Cataoging-in-Publication Data

Lee, Tanith

The Book of the Dead: the secret books of Paradys|Il / Tanith Lee p. cm.

1. Fantagtic fiction, English. |. Title. 11. Series: Lee, Tanith. PR6062.E4163B67 1991 823'.914—dc20
91-33186 ISBN 0-87951 -440-X CIP

Contents

The Weasd Bride
TheNightmares Tde
Beautiful Lady
Morcarals Room
The Marble Web
Lost inthe World
The Glass Dagger
TheMoon IsaMask

LeLivreBlanc Et Noir

Paradystoo hasits cemeteries, itslittle graveyards tucked out of sight, its greater yards of desth that hug
the churches, the cathedra that iscalled a Temple. It hasits places of graves, between the housesin
sudden dleys. Between the paving stones, here and there you may |ook down and see aname that paves
the way, adate of beginning and the other of surcease. Even under the house floors now and then they
will raise acarpet and aboard and point you agrave: Sylvie deeps here, or Marcelin. Paradysisacity
of the dead as sheisacity of thelive, the haf-live, the undead, and perhaps the deathless.

And here, on this hill, shrouded by the pretty park they have made where once the scholars bored out
their eyes (but shells have burst there since), overlooking the coils of theriver, isagreat necropolis of

Paradys.

And here | have brought you, on thiswindy, colorless grave-gray afternoon. To walk about, to look and
see. If youwish.

We have come at an opportune moment, too. For over there, where you note that line of carriages going
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up, the funera istaking place of Baubon the clown.

Baubon wasimmensdy popular. To him of an evening, after their fancy suppers, went thewomen in
spangles and pointed hedls and the men in their capes, and white shirt fronts, like cats.

The hearseis huge, scrolled like an urn and hung with black drapes. The black horses|abor beneath the
black plumes and blacker tassels. No motor cars spail the effect. Even the mourners have had to hire
chariots.

Surprisngly, there are very few mourners (and no crowds rim the ground, held off by policemen). The
chief mourner isathin and white-haired man with the face of an ederly imp, enough like the mask of
Baubon, publicly aways seen in garish paint, to imply abrother or close cousin.

The black coffin, ebony with silver handles, is unloaded—an enormous wreeth of flowers balances white
upon it—and the service begins.

Everyone standsin silence as the priest speaks over the black (blacker even than the horses) holein the
ground. He has a pompous theatrical |ook, and the boy swinging the censer so adroitly, why he might
even be that favorite of Baubon's among the acrobats.

A few women weep afew crystal tears. They are the ones able to cry without help in the theater. The
men stand solemn. There are three eulogies spoken perfectly over the hole. We are not near enough to
catch dl the words—Genius, Unique, Mourned, Never-to-Be-Emulated. Then the coffinislowered into
the space. Earth and flowersrain down. A whiterose...

The celebrants shift from the grave in an exact ring, like circling black moths.

The chief mourner shakesthe priest by the hand.

"Bravo, Jacques. It couldn't have been bettered. No, not a The Tragedy hersdf.”
And the old imp strokes the censer boy.

A woman laughs.

"Take off thelid, then," saysthe brother of Baubon the clown.

Two men scramble cardesdy into the grave and haul off the coffin top, flinging away the exquisiteflora
tributes.

In the coffin lies Baubon, in his patchwork and al his paint. As so many have seen him, laughing then, or
crying, turning enormous cartwheds, faling from high towers.

"Lid back on," criesthe brother of Baubon gaily. "That's enough. No respect.”

And there is much amusement, back goesthelid, and the flowers are dung on any how.
Two gravediggers approach, and start to shovel in the black, moist soil.

"Areyou satisfied, Baubon?'

"Quite satisfied.”

"Whenwedoit in redity, will you be watching then, Baubon?'



"Who knows? That'swhy | had my funeral now, to be sure.”
Baubon is theimp. The priest an actor from the Comedy Thesatre. The boy is... the boy.

Staged, the funeral. And now the grave amogt filled in. The black chariots roister away to some great
restaurant where they will hold the wake of Baubon the clown and chief mourner.

Infiveyears, or ten, or more (or less), they will come again to do thisthing. Then the crowds will press
at the fences and the policemen hold them off. Then perhaps some of the tearswill bered, and the single
whiterosg, if it fals, will not giveitslifefor nothing, only agame. Or isit agame? Isthered funerd not to
be agame?

And will Baubon watch then, astoday?
Perhaps the dead are always watching, and we should tread carefully and speak low.

Therewill be no skullsin the grass. Though the recent storm shifted atomb or two from its moorings, the
saff of the necropolis came out like beetlesin the rain and tidied everything. Even the shell that burst here
wastidied. The necropolis has stood some while, two or three centuries. Always negt, even during the
daysof Liberty and Revolution.

(Thelast carriages career down into the park. There an old gentleman and his lady are shocked to
behold the hearse go by filled with laughing actresses.)

In places there are great houses of desth, you see. And in other placestiny markers haf hidden in the
grass and ivy, commemorative plaques for those who have gone down elsewhere into the dark that lies
below, if not exactly benegth, everything.

Arethey truly there, under our feet? Walk softly, tak quietly.
| will show you their shadows.

Hereisagrave, now...

TheWeasd Bride

In the long echoing street the laughing dancersthrong,

Thebrideis carried to the bridegroom's chamber through torchlight and tumultuous song;
| celebrate the silent kiss that ends short life or long.

—Yeats

There are goriesin the country told today as though they happened only aweek ago. In many ways
customs have not dtered very much, and every villageisits own empire. It is possible to imagine such
things il occur, inlonely woods, under the sare of asilver moon.

A young trapper, walking home one evening across the water meadows, stopped in startlement, seeing a
girl dancing on ahill in the moonlight. She was very beautiful, with long pale hair, but as she danced she
wept and lamented. Pausing to watch, he also overheard her complaint. "Alas,” said she, "that | may only
keep this human form in the full ray of the moon. No sooner does she s, than | must return to my
loathsome other shape, from which only the true love of aman can rescue me, athough that forever. But
what hopeisthere of it, seeing he must court and wed mein my other form, before hiskin, and in the
church. | amlogt." Fascinated, the young man continued to spy on this strange maiden until at length the
moon began to go down. The sky lightened, then grew black. The stars stung bright as the lunar orb sank



under the hill. It was gone. At that moment, the maiden disappeared like the moon, asif into the ground.
The young man ran up the hill and searched about, and as he did so he glimpsed something that flashed
away into the bushes. It was awhite weasd!.

Now the trapper had made up his mind that he would be the one to have this girl, no matter what the
cost. Therefore helaid his most cunning trap, and baited it, and went down to his village. Here he started
hasty arrangements for awedding, telling al sorts of lies, and bribing the priest and the mayor to obtain
consent. The following night, which happened to be anight of no moon, he hurried to the spot where he
had left histrap. And sure enough, what should he find in it but the white weasdl, caught fast and crying
piteoudy. "Fear nothing,” said the suitor, "1 shall befriend you, poor creature. Come, be my sweetheart,
lovemealittle, and | shall wed you, before my kin and in the church, tomorrow morning.”

Then he carried the weasdl in a cage down to the village, ignoring her cheeps and struggles, which he
guessed to be apart of the spell on her.

In hisfather's house, he had his mother and sisters put on the weasdl avell made from alace
handkerchief, and a garland made from a baby's pearl bracelet. He was the head of his own household,
hisfather being dead, and the three women were obliged to obey him, but they did so in terror, thinking
he had gone mad. The weasdl, however, was most gentle now, and bore with everything that was done.
Only &t her lover did she hissand bare her sharp teeth.

At sunrise, out they went, the trapper, his mother and sisters, and the bridal weasdl in her cage. The
whole village was about and crowding to the church, and the priest was there in his habit, with his
prayerbook, waiting. But when they al saw what went on, there was a great to-do.

"Holy father," said the trapper, "you must humor meinthis. For | indgst this creature shal be my wife, and
nobody will gainsay me. Remember,” he added in alow voiceto the priest, "my father's coinswhich |
have givenyou.”

"God movesin Hisown way," said the priest, and brought the young man and the weasdl into the church
and up to the dtar. There, inthe sght of the village and of the trapper's sobbing womenfolk, the priest
wed the young man to the weasdl.

Theresfter they repaired home for the wedding breakfast, and about noon, the young man took his bride
away to the nuptia chamber, above.

The husband removed hiswife from her cage and placed her on the pillows. "Dear wife," said he, "'l will
be patient.” And there he sat quietly, as the daylight streamed in at the casement and the weasdl ran about
the bed and climbed the curtains, and below the wedding guests, in fear and amazement, grew drunk on
hisfather'swine.

At length, the afternoon waned, the dusk came, and at long last, the moon rose in the east and pointed
her white finger straight through the window.

"Now let us see,” said the young man, and he put his hand on the weasel and stroked her snowy back.
But as soon as the moon's ray touched her, she turned and bit him, under the base of the thumb, so his
blood poured.

No sooner was this done than her coat of fur peeled off her, she sprang upright on the bed, and there
before him in the moonlight wasthe lovely girl fromthe hill, dad only in her long, pde hair.

"You havefreed mg" she exclamed.



"But at greet cost,” he answered.

And thiswas 0, for despite her tender care of him, and the equally tender care of his astounded mother
and sgters, the young man sickened of the bite. Within seven days he was dead and put to rest in the
churchyard. And asfor the weasd widow, she dunk away in the sunrise, and none saw her again, in any
shape, dthough in those partsit was the tradition ever after to kill any weasdl that they cameon, if it
should be afemale.

The two families, the Covilles and the Desbouchamps, had ruled together over their great sorawling
village for apair of hundred years. And as each century turned, the village grew larger, fair set on being a
town. The Covilles tailored house a |east had business connections with the City. Theirs was the trade of
wool. The Desbouchamps low-beamed manor, its milk churns and dove-cotes, stables and wild
orchards, drowsed comfortably in the meadows. The Days of Liberty had not yet swept through
Paradys, changing al the world. There seemed no need to hurry, or to provision for any future that did
not resembl e the past.

It was to be a country wedding then, between Roland Coville and Marie-Ma Desbouchamps. It started
at sunup, with the banging of lucky pots and pans down the village streets, and went on with the girls and
their autumn roses taken to the manor, and the silver coin given to each as she bore her flowersinto the
cavern of the kitchen.

Then out came the lint-haired bride, crowned with the roses, in the embroidered bodice her grandmother
had worn, and the little pearly shoesthat just fitted her. She was piped and drummed to the church and
met her bridegroom in the gate, a dark northern youth, and who did not know or could not see how
eager he was? For it was not only amarriage arranged but a marriage arranged from desires. They had
played together as children, Roland and Marie. He had pretended to wed her in the pear orchard when
she wasten and he thirteen years of age. Seven years had passed. He had been sent to school in the
City, and was no longer pure; he had known philosophy, mathematics, Latin, and three harlots. But
unscathed he till was. And the girl, shewaslike aripe, sweet fruit mideading in its paeness. Shewas

quite ready.

And how he loved her. It was obviousto al. Not only lust, aswas proper, but veneration. He will treat
her too well, they said, she will get the upper hand. But she was docile, was she not, Marie-Mai?
Never had anyone heard of anything but her tractability, her gentleness. She will make a good wife.

For Roland himsdlf, it might be said that he had always known she must be his. At first she had reminded
him of the Virgin, so fresh and white, so clean. But then the stirrings of adult want had found in her the
other virgin, the goddess of the pastora earth that was hisin the holidays, the smooth curving forms of
hills and breasts, shining of pools and eyes, after the chapped walls and hands, the hard brisk hearts of
Paradys. She dlowed him little |gpses. To kiss her fingers, then her lips, to touch fleetingly the
swansdown upper swell above her bodice. When he said to hisfather, "1 will have Marie-Mai," hisfather
smiled and said, "Of course. WEll drink to it."" So easy. And why not, why must al love be fraught and
tragic, gurning and yearning, unfulfilled or snatched on the wing of the sorm?

Andfor Marie-Mai, what could be said for her? She had answered correctly al the searching lover's
guestions. Her responses were perfect, and if she offered nothing unasked, that was surely her modesty,
her womanly decorum. Could anyone say they knew her? Of course. They al did. Shewas biddable,
and loving in mild, undisturbing ways. She was not complex or rebellious. There was nothing to know.
Who probesthe flawlesslily? 1t isthe blighted bloom that gets attention.

A country wedding, then, and in the church Roland thought his bride like an angdl, except he would not



have planned for an angdl what he planned to do to her. And the church over, outsidein the viny
afternoon, they had their feast on the square, under the sky. These were the days once sacred to the wine
god. Thegirls had wresthed the clay jugs with myrtle; the great sunny roses crowded the tableslike the
guests. And when the humped western clouds banked up, and the faint daylight moon appeared in a
dimming glow, they bore the bride and groom to the smart stone house behind the wall and the iron gate
decorated with peacocks. They let them in with laughter and rough sorties. They let them go to the
laundered bedroom whose windows were shuttered, whose candles were lit. They closed the doors and
shouted aword or two, and left the lovers aonefor their night. And in the square aband played and
Madame Coville danced with Monsieur Desbouchamps, and Madame Desbouchamps was too shy to
do morethan flirt with Mongieur Coville. The moon rose high, and owls called from the woods. The
roses bloomed in the dark over the old walls, asif winter would never come.

In the morning, an autumn country morning that began about half past six, Roland's manservant knocked
on the bedroom door, and the maid waited behind him with the pot of chocolate. In the old days—not
twenty years before—the elderly women of the house would have arrived, to strip the bed and view the
blood of the maidenhead. Thiswas no longer done in such sophisticated villages. When thefirst knock
went unanswered, the manservant knocked again, and grinned at the maid, and cdled out, "Shdl | return
alittlelater, 'seur Roland?"

Then, and what follows now comes directly from the evidence given later in the courtrooms of Paradys,
the voice of Roland was raised clearly behind the door. It was not an embarrassed or pleasured voice. It
criedinterrible despair: " Oh God, what shall | do?" And then, very loudly and without any expression,
"Comein and see. But leave the girl outside.”

The young manservant raised his brows. More sympathetic than he, the maid was aready trembling and
biting her lip. The man opened to door and went into his master's bedroom. There he beheld at once, as
he said, some vestiges of adight tusde, but perhaps these might not have been unnaturd. Then he saw
that the bride lay haf out of the bed, in her ribboned nightgown. There were bruises on her throat, her
face was engorged and nearly black, and her eyes had extruded from their sockets. She had been
strangled, had been dead some while. The manservant exclaimed something like, "My God, who has
donethis?' To which the young husband replied quietly, "I did it. | killed her." And at this point it was
noticed how two of the fingers of hisright hand were very savagely bitten, doubtless by the dying girl in
her strugglefor life.

The subsequent commotion that next boiled through the house is easily imagined. It passed into every
chamber, every cranny, like anoxious odor. There was screaming, and every sort of human outcry, mae
and femae. Roland was |ed down into the lower rooms, where an interrogation took place, his mother on
her knees, hisauntsfainting, hisfather bellowing in tears. And al thiswas soon augmented by the frenzied
arriva of thefamily Desbouchamps.

To each kind and type of entreaty or demand, Roland Coville would say substantially the samething, as
varioustestimony later showed. What he said wasthis: "l killed Marie. | strangled her. She's dead.”

But to the eterndly repeated question Why? he would answer, white-faced and wooden, "I have nothing
to say on that.”

In those parts, the unchastity of a bride might have furnished areason. There were historic tales, to be
aure, of girlsdan on the wedding night, having been discovered unvirgin. The father challenged his son,
but Roland shook his head. He even gave agrim and white-faced smile. No, he replied, she was intact.
"What, then—what? Did she dight you?' No, he had not been dighted. Marie was avirgin and she had
not insulted him. She had given no provocation. She had encouraged his advances.



"Why, then, in the name of God—"
"I won't say, Father. Nothing on this earth will induce meto do so."

It wasthe father of Marie, of course, who impugned the manhood of Roland. The husband had been
unableto fulfill hisduties, and had strangled the innocent maiden for fear she would betray him. There
were acouple of girlsin the city who could givethe lieto this. Nevertheless, the fathers ended fighting in
the cobbled yard of the Coville house, under the peacocks.

In their turn, the police came. They had little to add but the uniform and threet of the law.

The village had fallen gpart like a broken garden. Stonesrattled by night on the shutters of the Coville
house, on the embrasures of the village jail to which Roland had been removed. They wanted his desth.

He was taken to the City in the dead of night, unpublicized, in acovered carriage, like an escape. The
Coville house waslocked up like abox. They had gone too into the darkness, to the City. Likedl cities,
it reeked of Hell. This had arightnessthen, the flight toward Paradys, as, not too many yearsin the
future, otherswould flee away from the drums and blades of Revolution, into the outer night of the world.

Thetria of Roland Coville caused no tir in Paradys, City of Damnations. It was not unusua enough. A
man had killed agirl, hislover and wife. So what? It happened twice aday. That the case had been
explosive enough it was removed from village to City was nothing. A cough out of season was awonder
in the provinces.

The young man stood bravely, deadly, and composed before his judges. He was courteous and exact,
and he refused them nothing except what he refused al others, the motive for the murder. He was
defended with greet difficulty.

"It isplain to me, and to those who st in judgment on you, that you are no murderer. Let done of a
defensdess girl at your mercy in the dark, your young wife, looking to you for love and protection,
receiving death at your hands. Clearly, monsieur, there isamomentous reason. Tell us.”

"No," said Roland Coville. "I cantell you nothing at al.”

"But it may saveyour life, mongeur.”

Roland shook his head. He looked only sad and very young.

"But monsieur, for God's sake. Thiswill end inyour hanging. Don't you prefer to live?"
Roland looked surprised, asif he were unsure. "Perhaps not.”

"Hisface" sad the lawyer after, consderably shaken, "waslike, | think, that of awoman | once heard of.
She had been shown the mechanism of the human body, its heart, viscera, intestines, dl the tubes and
organsthat support life. And having seen, she was so disgusted at the method whereby shelived that,
when she got home, she cut her wristsand died. To berid of it al. Just so, he looked, my Roland
Coville. Heisn't rdluctant to die”

Once, during the examination at Paradys, Roland was asked about the lacerations on the fingers of his
right hand. He answered that hiswife, Marie, had indeed bitten him.

"And thiswas during her fina moments, as she fought for her life?"



"No. It happened earlier.”

"Then your wife behaved violently toward you?'

"No," said Roland.

"But you say that she bit you without any act on your part that would have invited her so to do.”
"No, | did not say this"

"Monsieur Coville, we must be precise. When wasit that these bites occurred?”

Roland hesitated. "When | touched the lips of Marie.”

"But this, then, was an extreme and unloving response.”

"Did you kill her because of this? Because of her attack on you?"

Roland Coville thought for amoment, and then said, "Would it be deemed a suitable defense, to kill a
woman because she had bitten me?"

"No, monsieur, of courseit would not."
"I did not," said Roland, "kill Marie because of the bite."
"Why, then?'Y ou are bound to speak. The weight of this assembly, and of the law itself, ingst.”

"I can and will say nothing," said Roland Coville. "It isbeyond meto say it." And then in asudden and
conclusive passion he screamed, so the room echoed and dinned, the spectators and the judges recoiled,
"It would be asif you tore out my heart, to say it. It would be asif you cut out my tongue. Nothing.
Nothing! | will say nothing."

And so he wasjudged a murderer. He was condemned. In asmall gray yard at sunrise he would be
hanged.

But in the cdll, before that, he must confront the confessor, the priest who was to hear hisfind
gatements, and who mugt, of them dl, get the truth from him.

"l cant tell you," said Roland Covilleto the priest who angrily confronted him.

"Y ou haveforfeted your life" said the priest. "Isthis not enough? Y ou have spat upon the robe of God,
and upon the gift he gaveyou."

"No, father," said Roland. "God knows, and understands, what | have done. And why."

And hisface was then so pitifully pared, trusting, and desperate, so positive of the pity of God after al,
that the angry priest was softened.

"Come, then," he said, "make what confession you can. | will absolve you, and God must do therest.”

Roland then kndlt down, and unburdened himself of dl his crimes, which were none of them terrible, but
for that one. And then he spoke of that too, quietly and illy. "I strangled my young wife, shewas only
seventeen, and | loved her. It was on her wedding night, in our bed. Shewasavirgin and died so. | killed
her with no compunction, and would do it again." And then, head bowed under the hands of the priest,



he added softly, "For my reasons, | believe such things can't be spoken of. Thiswould be like showing
the face of the Devil. How can | be responsible for that?*

The priest wasin the end very sorry for him. He was a handsome and a good young man, guilty of
nothing but the one appalling and sensdess act. The priest absolved Roland Coville, and went away to
watch al through the night before the execution, in the little church on adanting street of the City. And
when through the narrow window anail of light pierced in and fdll on the crucifix and the white flowers,
the priest knew the rope in the gray yard had performed its office, and one more benighted soul had
struggled forth into the Infinite, toward long anguish or the life eternd, or toward oblivion, for hewasa
wise priest, faithful and doubting, aman like men.

Two days after the execution of Roland Coville, the priest was brought aletter. It was on the paper
obtained in the prison, and came from the dead man, written in the last hour of hislife. Assuchit had
extraordinary weight. But on opening it anxioudy, the priest read these words: "I cannot after al go into
the night without passing on this burden that has consumed me. Forgive me, father, that | turn to you.
Who esecan| rely on? Who else can bear it?"

And after that the priest read on, and the scales fell from his eyes, the dark glass was clear before him.
Hedid not believe, then he believed. And he locked the letter from Roland Coville away in a place where
none could come at it, not even he himsdlf. And thereit stayed for seven years, burning dowly through
thewall of the safe and of hismind.

One spring, when the roads were muddy, a priest came to the village by means of the coach that stopped
there once amonth, and heinquired for the domicile of the family Desbouchamps. On being directed, he
took himsdlf off toward the manor house in the meadows. The lanes were spare and washed with rain,
thetal poplars swept the sky. The manor had logt its roselike abundance and seemed now decaying, the
shutters half off, the lofts rotting. No dovesflew from the cotes. A dog barked only sullenly in the
courtyard.

To hisinquiry at the kitchen door, the housekeeper shook her head. "Mistress seesno one." The priest
indicated his habit. "What does she want with another priest? She's had enough of you, burying the
meder.”

But he won through, because he had set hismind to it. He stood with his habit and his bag and would not
go. Finaly athin old woman of no more than forty years came down to the cold parlor, where drapes
were on the furnishings, and she made no pretense at removing them or lighting the fire. The hearth gaped
black, and cold whistled down the chimney. She leaned to it and rubbed her hands.

"We are unfortunate,”" saild Madame Desbouchamps. "'In ayear, everything must be sold. Those men,
those men in their holy day coatd" (She presumably meant the lavyers.)

"I'm very sorry to hear it."

"It'sbeen agreat loss. Ever snce monsieur died. It was the tragedy killed him. He dwaysloved her so."
And over her worn and discarded face there crossed adinking jeal ousy, out in the open now, having no
need any moreto hide. Marie-Mai was dead, and her loving father was as dead as she, why dissemble?

"Y our daughter, do you mean?"' asked the priest with some care. "But she was very young to die.”
"Murdered,” said madame, "in her bridal bed.”



The priest said what wasinevitable.

"You will have heard,” said Madame Desbouchamps. "It wasthe talk of the City. They made up songs
about it, thefilthy wretches"

The priest had never heard one, and was glad. He said, "'l believe | caught arumor of the case. The
bridegroom had no motive for hisaction. The girl wasinnocent and chaste.”

M adame Desbouchampps compressed her lips like withered leaves. She sat along whilein utter silence,
and heintuitively dlowed this. At length, the blossom came.

"Shewasady girl," said the mother. " She hid things, was secretive. She was no daughter to me. | knew
no better then. But it was never affection she gave me. She saved that for her father, aclever pass. |
remember, her courses came early. She wasn't nine years, she was crying and there was blood, and |
said, Let me see, Marie, what's the matter with you? But she ran away. And the blood stopped, and then
there was no moretill the proper time. She was eleven years then. She wasn't fearful when it happened,
only asked mefor anapkin."

The priest might have been astonished and shocked at being awarded such information. Even in country
people madame's reminiscence was forthright. But in fact he was not thinking of this. He had gone very
pale. And she, she had a crafty look, asif she had meant to tell him something, and saw that she had.

"Poor young girl," said the priest after afew moments. "What alossto you, the daughter, then the
husband. Where are they buried?’

"And the house," interjected the woman brutishly. Then she said, "On the land. The Desbouchamps bury
their dead close. Now what shdl | do? Theland'sno longer mine.”

"Thelr graves must be moved, madame,” said the priest.

"I'll show you," she said. And again there was the flash of malign conspiracy. Asif she knew what he was
a, liked it, dthough that could hardly be.

It was alittle mausoleum, like a Roman tomb, not unusua among wedlthy country families. Through the
grille he glimpsed the shape of coffins. He would need apick to smash the lock, but the place was up the
hill, hidden by trees and deserted. They chained the three last dogs by night, and there were only apair of
old men now on the estate.

So, a two in the morning, he duly returned, with his pickax and hislantern.

Theincongruity of what he did had ceased to irk him. He was beyond that. The letter burning through the
safe had gradually seared out his ethics. He struck the lock and broke it with four blows, each of which
echoed away dong the vdley, but no light fluttered up in the manor house, no one rushed from the
buildings, not even the owls hooted.

The stench and awfulness of the mausoleum did not check him either, for he had been expecting them,
and once or twice he had stood over an opened grave, the stink of it worse than excrement or sewersin
itsomen of mortdity.

Her box, the coffin of Marie-Mai, he located without difficulty, knowing what to ook for. He dredged up
the cobwebs and saw the tracks of asquirrel over the lid—it must have comein at the broken grille.
What had attracted it to this one case alone? For it had ignored the others. Shuddering, the priest levered
up the planks. He saw what he had reckoned to see, the bones of ayoung girl whose young girl'sskin
had gone to mummy and fallen away, some strands and traces of hair, the crumbled wedding garmentsin



which she had been buried, the marriage ring rattling on the thinnest of thin fingers.

"God strengthen me. God forgive me," said the priest. And then he tore down the powdery bridal
clothes. And so he saw, without any shadow of doubt, for indeed he held the lamp over the coffin, he
gpared himsdlf nothing. Roland Coville had not lied.

Then, going outside, the priest threw up, tried to throw up it seemed his heart and soul. And when hewas
done, trembling, he went back in and shut up the coffin fagt with ahammer and nails, closed it more
tightly than before. Thiswork finished, heleft the place and went down the hill, and back to the village
inn, where they were too respectful of aCity priest to ask any questions.

The priest paced the length of three weeks, in his church on the danting street, in hisrooms, under the
architraves of Paradys. There was no help for Roland, who by now was as near to dust asthe thing he
had killed and died for. What, then, to do with the truth, that terrible naked sword? At length, the priest
made hisdecision, and it resembled Roland's own, for neither would he, the priest of God, tamper with
the reveded face of the Devil.

He sat with papers and ink and candles, and through the night he wrote, and rewrote, what he had been
privy to. And in the end, near dawn, he burned his experiments, and had it down alone on paper ina
manner that at least was not hysterical, nor crude, nor yet of course entirely believable, but how could he
help that? He added to it aline of Latin, by way of protection, and folded up the paper, and seded it,
and stored it, together with the letter of Roland Coville, in anew deposit that should not be opened until
his desth.

That, then, was how the priest dedlt with what he had learned and seen. And so truth lay in the dark for
another Sixty years.

During that time, everything changed. The grest Revolution came and went, the Days of Liberty, the

Y ears of Blood. The paper lay initsvault, and Marie-Mai in her coffin, undisturbed, like shellsof alost
seadeep inthe soil, that dl the turning whedl's and veering scythes of the world cannot didodge. Only the
hand that knows their places, only that can find them out. Or some wild accident.

"Thereisarat," said thelandowner. "I tell you, | heer it, you fool."
"Norats, gr. | keep them away.”

"Damnyou, | tdll you | hear them. | walk by thishorrible spot, and | hear them, gnawing and gnashing in
the vault. Look at thisthing! A gargoyle of atomb. Pull it down, | say. Scatter the bones. What were
they, that family of no-goods? Rich men feeding off the poor of thisregion. | fought on the barricades
agang their sort.”

He had not actually fought, he had been aclerk, but scum generdly risesto the top. Now he had hisfarm
here, and did well from it. His memories altered to fit present circumstances, and he despised the dead
Desbouchamps whose land he had acquired, bloodsuckers, with their silly, half-aristocratic name—

"| watched dl night. Saw not onerat.”
"But did you hear the sound of their rat jaws biting together?*
"No, sr."

"Don't cal mesdr. You're not aserf any more. Address me as brother. And stop arguing with me. | gave



you an order.”
"Yes, brother?'
"WEell have thisrotting tomb pulled down. WEéll turn them out."

The mausoleum of the Desbouchamps was duly ripped gpart, its Roman columns flung over, its piteous
inddesrolled forth into the blistering sunlight of that summer when the rain would fail and the cropsdie,
and new plagues of want stk the land, asif mere blood had not been enough. But he did not know that
yet, the clerk from Paradys. Nor did he know anything of the priest’'s paper, which, that very year, too,
had been read by afew august eyes, which had escaped the battery. A few clever eyes, that would take
the paper and the letter for asymbol of the monstrous times, like the bleeding of aloaf or afrog with a
tall, aportent, immaterid astotruth or lie.

The risen clerk from Paradys kicked the Desbouchamps coffins. A couple burst open and the inhabitants
sprawled on the grass. He laughed at those.

"Heresone nicdy nailed. More solid. Something to hide. Perhapsthere arejewelsin here.” And thrusting
off hisbrother workmen, to whom, to hiswife, he referred aswalking rubbish, the clerk prized up thelid
and threw it off. " Pough! What an effluvial” (He liked occasiond long words,) He held his nose and
attempted not to retch. Then he called one of the fellows to rummage in the bones.

There were no gems, no earrings, necklaces, only an old tarnished ring, perhaps silver, which he had
away from the workman at once.

It must have been awoman. Her long hair had fallen off, her dress had been torn.
He peered at her to be sure he had missed nothing.

Then the workman gave ahoarse cry.

"What isit, you damned fool ?*

The man drew away, potently terrified. He ran to one of his mates, clasped him, gabbled, and rushed off
between the trees.

"Wdl, hell bewhipped.”
The clerk laughed again, then he looked. And at long last he saw.

The woman was dl bones, discolored asif charred, and in her skull the teeth, once young and white, had
loosened and dropped out. But lower, where the dress was torn wide, he could seein at the tilted bones
of her pelvis, and there, between her legs, she had another set, and these were perfect, still white and
very sharp. They lay inthe nest of her skeleton like alittle wreeth of snowy flowers. Inlife they would not
have been visible, for plainly they had been tucked nestly away behind the smooth lips and taut

mai denhead, secure in the second mouth of her vagina. There they had waited, asif any man had dared.
What abite they could have given him!

The clerk leaned back and laughed heartily. Then he got up, gray and shaking, and told hismen to close
the coffin. He did not want a sideshow on his property. It must go to the City. Perhaps a grave could be
found for it there, in some corner of the overflowing cemeteries of Paradys.

It was about thistime, that day or another, that the august and clever eyes of the priesthood also turned
from the paper they had been reading. And it was then, while the one decided on asideshow, ajoke,



that the others decided on a portent, the apocalypse.

Dominusilluminatio mea, et salus mea, quem timebo? said the Latin, put there on his paper by the
priest.

Whilethe clerk wastdlling his drunken cronies, and his drunken wife, a dinner, what he had seen, and
the rafters of the old Desbouchamps manor rocked with the laughter of the jest, the wise men who had
aso looked on the face of the Devil crept to their hiding places, courageoudy repesting their affirmation,
The Lord is my light and my safety, whom shall | fear ?

So the years of Revolution swept over Paradys and her landscape, in aprimordial sea.

The mysterious poet André St. Jean, who saw their beginning, apparently barely mentions anything of
them, being taken up with his own &ffairs of the heart.

Enough isknown of the bloodshed. The graveyard here bearsits witness.
One anecdote is perhaps worth repesating, the curious tale of Monsieur Raccoon.

He escaped from the zoologica gardens before the hungry and threatening mob could make ameal of
him, and theresfter devoted himself to the rescue of forlorn innocents from the gallows. The flaunting
banner of his striped tail was afearful Sght to the executioner and his assistants. From the rope he
whisked away countless numbers, swooning pale maidens and paer gentlemen, in his capable paws. At
length, Monsieur Raccoon was captured, and imprisoned in one of the most notorious of the prisons. But
here he charmed them al so well that eventualy he made his own escape, leaping high above the heads
of thejailers and vanishing, swinging through the beams, with awhisk of his cream-and-charcod tail.

He was whispered of among the forests of the gallows, among the stone cages of the prisons, for months
after. The aristocrat upon the scaffold had only to mention, "Ah, for the Raccoon,” to cause his assailant
to blanch. In the zoo you will see acommemorative plague concerning him. But herein thelong grass
where an angd's broken hand hasfalen, here there is another marker.

Thistoo owesits dead-life to the Revol ution, athough in aroundabout way. The name reveds perhaps a
sidelong descendant of André . Jean, or perhaps not, for the name is not uncommon in Paradys. The
fate, more ...

The story was told me one evening in acafé by the river, near to the ruined bridge. The dusk was blurred
by fog, and somewhere below, where the bank ended and the water began, the vague torched eyes of
barges were cregping up and down, dow and fearful, with now and then the mournful warning of agong.
In the café, the fog had entered too, and, with the primal oil lamps and the smoke of cigarettes, gave us
the atmosphere of Venus. An old man was brought over suddenly under the ominous announcement
"Hereisafdlow cantell you afew higories™

They sat him before me and there he was, cresking in hisovercoat. | filled him aglass, and idly invited
him to begin. He sarted to talk of the Revolution. He looked ancient enough to have known the
participants, when aboy. Not until he waswell into histhird glass, did he squint at me dyly and say, "But
the strangest stories come after the Revolution ended. When they washed the City clean of blood, and
put the axes away. It was then."

After which he launched into a narrative that had something in it of a Shakespearian drama, and
something of the nature of amyth. | did not know if I, or he, believed it. Punctuated by the eerieflickers
from theriver, dispersed through the lamplit fog, it clung inside my head. False or red, it had itsown
truth. | set it down; now you must judge for yourself.



TheNightmare'sTale

The Devil beats hisdrum,
Casting out his spell,
Dragging dl hisown
Downinto Hell.
—David Sylvian

1

Of the many thousands who had died in the murderous blood tides of Revolutionary times, there had
been ayoung poet and hisinnocent wife. Their names and lives may be found e sawhere, headark and
clamorous man, she pale as a swan, following her husband to the scaffold in the white dress of abride.
They left behind achild, then only two years old. This offspring was brought up by asurviving sster of
the mother's— dthough in those days, it was not unusua, when one member of the family was
confiscated for the gallows, for the rest soon enough to be dragged in tow.

The woman, who shal be called Andromede, raised the little boy in the best fashion she could, and & the
proper age saw to it that he was educated to the highest and nicest degree she could afford. Along with
the nourishment of hisbody, clothing of his person, and tutoring of hismind, she aso saw to it that her
sster's son was fed, garbed, and schooled in most incredible amounts of pure bitterness. It may have
been that she hersdlf was once in love with Jean de St. Jean's father, the poet, or that she had loved her
sster excessively. Or it may have been smply the fact of the terrible shock she had undergone when al
her familial world was swept away in the space of two or three horrible months: Something made of
Andromede a powerful and ingdious ingructor in the lessons of enduring hate.

How shedid it can only be guessed. One half imaginesthat instead of grace before ameal, some other
words were spoken, rather in the way of the antique toast "Death to my enemies.” Or that over the beds
were hung samplersthat read "Y ou shall seek out the wicked and destroy them.” And "An eyefor an

gye

Probably, when she knelt down like gray marble in the church at the end of the street, and the child
asked what she prayed, Andromede may well have replied; "For justice!" And probably aso she
indoctrinated the little Jean with anecdotes of his parents, their vivid talents and virtues, their fairy-tde
love, and their death.

For eighteen years, until the age of twenty, Jean de St. Jean grew to manhood in that shadowy City of
aftermath, the wreckage of arevolution, going about between a grim stony school with turrets and
cobbled yards, reeking stoves, mealy books, and amaze of crooked, crowded, dirty streetsthat led up
into an gpartment with windows that peered acrossajoiners court a ahigh wall, three roomsthat were
thick with dust in summer and wet with cold in winter, and whose stove smoldered and reeked worse,
and if therewas generdly sufficient to edt, it came at the cost of something, some gnawing, obscure pride
to do with a state pension, arecompense for the unspeakable that could never be enough. And ashe
grew up, then, forcing hisway toward the light like aplant in flinty ground, Jean de St. Jean, the poet's
son, breathed up, with the damp and dust and the church bellsfrom the street'send and the invisible
samplers of hatred, an exquisite yearning for he knew not what. But it was not ambition or carnality or
fame or happiness. And one day, one morning, by accident, he discovered its being and what it was. It
wasrevenge. And like aluscious berry, God had put it in his hand.

He rushed home to the mean gpartment of his aunt, along the knotted streets, his heart in his mouth,
bounded up the gtairs, and flung wide the door.



"Anny!" he exclaimed, which was his pet name for Andromede the hateress. "Anny, you won't credit—"

Andromede came through from her bedroom, where she had been pinning up her hair tightly. For thefirst
time in eighteen years she felt the full spasm of fear. She stared into her nephew's face and saw him for
what hewas, asif, until this moment, he had been partly hidden from her. He was aman, with the hair of
her sster in a sun-caught cloud around his face, and his eyes dark and clamoring.

"Whatever—" she began.
He held up hishand to slence her.

"I have seen,”" said Jean, in awild cold voice awful to hear, "a thing, a monster , waking in the garden of
the Martyr Church.”

"I don't understand you, Jean," said Andromede. She did. She shook from head to foot and her bowels
had turned to water, exactly as had happened eighteen years ago on the night the Citizen Police
hammered &t the door.

"It was Dargue,” said Jean. " Dargue,” he repeated.

Then hefel silent and stood looking at her. It would have been difficult to say which of them had gone
the whiter.

Dargue was the man who had been directly responsible for the execution of the poet and hiswife. It was
he who denounced them, and later, by adding his signature to the warrant, he that ensured there would
be no escape. He had supposedly been drinking wine as he wrote his name, and a spot of the drink fell
besideit like adrop of thin blood. The document had since been displayed, with others of itskind, and
perhaps Jean had even seen it. Of course he knew the six |etters that composed the monster
D.A.R.G.U.E. And, too, he knew the man by inner sight, having had his gppearance and mannerisms
described uncountable times over. That Dargue had, as Jean, aged eighteen years, did not prove a
deterrent. He had been away dl thiswhile, like afiend in Hell, reveling in theillicit riches the Revolution
had given over to him when, in the last days of its madness, he fled.

"He has been living in the Colonies" said Jean, referring to far-flung possessions of the City asto another
planet. "Anidand... Black Haissa. He has ahouse there. They jokingly say he hasthree wives. Negré
women."

"I don't want to hear!" screamed Andromede abruptly, clasping her hands over her ears.

"Y ou must, you must," pleaded Jean. And going to her, he put hisarms around her and held on to her just
as he had when a child. For her various reasons, Andromede had never been a caressive or physical
woman. Her returns to an embrace, especialy an importunate one, were awkward and labored. Now
shedid nothing at al, but stood therein her gray marble mode, waiting perhagpsfor al thisto end. "Anny,"
said Jean, "listen carefully. I'm not aboy now. Y ou know, I'm well educated thanksto you, but have no
prospectsin thisrotten, corrupt City. I've had it said to me dready, my best chance... would beto try
my luck—in the Colonies." He paused, and when she did not respond, hurried on with "There are
fortunesto be madein theidands.”

"Yes" shesad supidly, sounding dmost adeep. Her hands had fallen back to rest on hisarmsashe held
her.

"Theresthe money you put by for me. Let me haveit, Anny."
"So you can take yourself to the Colonies?’



She stole aglance a him. Her eyes were stunned rather than blesk. Was he going to leave her?’
"Yes, 0| can go there. Don't you see. Where heis”
"Why?' said Andromede.

It was astonishing, after all her work upon him. After eighteen years of asingle lesson perfectly repeated
and learned by heart. Now, when he replied, solving the mathematical formulain its preordained and only
way, now she could not make head or tail of it.

"Tokill him," said Jean de St. Jean. "What else?'

Andromede had the correctness of soul at least to bow her head and not to protest again.
"Hée'sto return to the Idand shortly. Out there," said Jean, "in that lawlessness, it will be easy."
"Yes, it'seasy tokill."

"Anny, it'swhat we wanted in our dreams, and heré's my chance.”

"es"

"Youll let me havethe money, then?"

"Very wel. | savedit for you, Jean."

"For us. For them—my father. Her"

"Wes"

"You mustn't grieve. Inayear | could be home. We might berich. Y ou'll have acarriage, and beautiful
clothes—velvet for church.”

"Slly," shesad, brokenly.

Shetried to smile. Maybe she even tried to take on again her serpent's craning, the foremovement of its
venomous strike, the attitude of her insatiable hunger for justice, retribution, the getting of eyesfor eyes. If
90, shefailed in that too. The smile was meaningless and unconvincing, but she pressed it on her face
from that morning to the dawn, ten days later, when Jean caught the boat from the old Quay of the Angel,
and was borne out limblessly toward the jaws of the sea.

Andromede, standing on the quayside, amid the plumes of hats and tears of others cometo wave
someone away, was dry and upright, like athin blasted tree. It was her pride not to weep until she was at
home, aone there amid the dust and cold and shadows, listening hel plesdy for the sound of his footsteps
onthe gtair, for the snatch of a song he might now and then sing, the dropped book, the rustle of his codt,
his Anny, here | am, his Goodnight, God bless you, Anny. Shetold hersdf shewould never seehim
agan, and inthisshewas quiteright.

The journey was alifetime. It passed across seasons, geographica barriers, climates, and spatial zones.
Months were consumed by it. Y ou could not embark on such ajourney, and complete it, unaltered. And
yet, with dl its doings and happenings, its events of seasckness, storm, calm, boredom, the vigitations
that wereforeign ports (and progressively more and more foreign as one advanced, moving tableaux that
swam up from the depths of the ocean and did away again behind like the white wake of the moon by
night), the fishes that |eapt, the stars that revolved, and the whole reasonless, rocking environ of the sea



itself—such things eventualy classfied themsdvesinto mereliving, ordinary existence. For Jean
experienced them and survived them al, and to some extent they werelost on him in any case, for hewas
dready in pursuit. His hunt had begun &t the Angel Quay indeed, when he learned which boat, and which
ship, wereto carry Dargue aweek before him.

It was, however, as though the entire passage comprised and was framed within an afterimage: that of
salling through a sort of bottle of pale skies and water holding rain, and coming gradualy out of the
bottleneck into aviolent sunset burning in heaven like stained glass.

Although the conflagration died as quickly asit blew up, going down beneath a curious cloud.
"There," said Jean de St. Jean to one of the less disreputable of the crew, "what isthat?"

"Hai'sa," the man replied. He added that they had anchored eight miles out, and would not be going in
until sunrise.

Jean was |l eft to observe the cloud darken in asheet of drained fire, and then to darken and harden on,
blacker than the star-sprayed sky.

There were mountains on Haissa. Haissawas, in fact, it seemed, made of mountains. There was
something in the Idand he had not expected, the young man intent upon his quest and his vengeance. The
Idand itself had importance. It possessed some kind of sentience, dimly discernible across the rhinestone
rollers, the reefs, and the night.

Ashe stood at the ship'srail, Jean became aware of another being on the deck.

Itisamost impossible to describe the way in which the awareness stole over him, especidly in view of
what will follow. The sensation grew rather in the manner in which aman may cometo fed he has some
illness, amorphous at firgt, the faintest disinclination, ebb of the spirits. Y et presently depressionis
reinforced by a score of other dight intrusive sgnals. At last he must acknowledge the onset of the fever
that will lay him low.

Jean bore the fedling, which was not exactly of being watched, more of being waited upon, for a count of
five or sx minutes. They would have seemed interminable, except that al the while he wastrying to argue
himsdlf from his certainty. Frankly, he did not for amoment think anything human or explicable waswith
him on the deck. He knew, from the evening's previous sounds, and aby now generd familiarity with the
noises of the vessdl, crew, and passengers, the position of al men and objects. Even the ship's dog had
become detectable to him during the voyage, asit lightly padded itsrounds. This presence was of one
who had not, until that hour, inhabited the ship.

Findly, Jean turned, and scanned the area about him. The moon was rising, the heavy lush moon of these
regions, which on its nights of waxing seemsfull of sweet juice. The deck glowed and waslaid bare, the
masts and bundled sails, the cabins and hatches, the station of the great whedl. No onewastherein all
that stretched instant of moonlight. The vessdl waslike afloating coffin on the ocean. Only Jean remained
at therail. And nearby, somewhere, invisible and untenable and nonexistent—the other.

Jean crossed himsdlf. It was an involuntary action, areflex of boyhood. But when he did it, he thought he
heard aoft, long, low laugh go pulsing around the deck. Thislaugh, if it even occurred, was suddenly in
all places at once, and gone as suddenly and utterly. Jean had grown very cold, but he was not afraid. He
said, under hisbreeth, "I know you. What have you cometo tell me?' But that too was only hisingtinct,
for hedid not know, either what was there with him, or what he had said to it.

Neverthdess, there came a swift flash, like astar faling or alight quenched somewhere between himsdlf



and the next item of solid material, which happened to be one of the masts. What it was he did not see,
athough it seemed afterward that it might have been the reflection of aface, glimpsed asif inamirror. It
was a peculiar face, too, more amask, that was at one and the same time black and white, but whether
the black was laid over the white or the white on the black, Jean could not make out.

And then he found he could move, the air had soaked back to its usua tepid warmth, and he started to
hear real sounds from the ship, and to behold some sailors over by one of the hatches smoking their
pipes, and the watch motionless aoft. The other thing was gone.

The young man went down to the saloon to take his supper, trying to put off a vague sense of shame,
which apparently naturaly replaced the supernatura sensation that preceded it. Below, he drank more
than he was used to with hismedl, and went to bed amused at himself and engorged by notions of his
arrival at the ldand in the morning, where his search would commence at once for Dargue.

The ship entered port an hour after dawn. For whatever other reason, it was likely Hai'ssa had earned the
epithet "Black” in one way from her looks. Behind the harbor the Town straddled a vast swooping dope
that expended itself abruptly, miles off, against enormous uplands cumbered in jungles or forests that
showed jet black againgt the vibrancy of the sky. Beyond these nearer heights yet more gigantic cliffs
scaled up, thick with vegetation and trees, until distance reduced the panoramato transparency. In two
or three spots asolitary waterfal shone like a straight white smoke. The Town itself was by contrast
pastel and tawdry, the ripe smdll of it drifting out across the harbor with the stink of fish and fruit. Parrots,
in cages on pedling balconies that overhung the water, screamed. Although he had seen black men ashe
neared the Idand, Jean had never gazed on such a quantity. Their species was so different he could not fit
them into any comfortable niche. It was easier to detail them as some form of higher and lesstractable
animal. The brilliance of their teeth shocked him, and their women, walking barefoot on the sharp stones
and broken shards above the shipping, with metal necklets and colored scarves circling their waists and
brows. The women of Jean's landscape had figures made of laced bone and hair like raveled silk. These
had pelt or fleece upon their heads. Their breasts swayed with the rhythm of their steps asthey walked
like cats.

Had he not been embued by his purpose, the young man, aone and mostly pennilessin thisaien world,
might have given way to preliminary panic. But he was armored, was Jean. And in hisarmor he went
ashore, and carrying his bag himsdlf, went up thefirst curving street from the port, between the balconies
and bird cages, across asquare of big-limbed trees pendul ous with gourds, under the stucco and the
palms and over the steps, clung with orchids, that led to the upper Town of Black Haissa

And the cat-women passed him in their skins of velure, and higher up he saw the ones who were half cat
and haf human, swarthy near-white, driving in their carriages with fans of feethersin their carved, ringed
hands. And he saw the gentlemen too, lounging by the barbers and the hotdls, in striped waistcoats, and
some of these were black and some not quite black. But the whites had gone to the very surface-top of
the Town like froth to the top of coffee, and there were to be noticed, like pieces of mosaic among the
plantains and palm trees, their froth-white mansions with faded names, and colossal gardens goneto
seed, passionflowers and flowersthat ate flies, snakesin the dry fountains, and giant spiders hung among
vines, weaving with their legs.

But the visor of hisarmor was down across the eyes of Jean de St. Jean the poet's son. He knew the
word "Dargue.” That was what he had come for. He climbed up because that was the way the Streets
and steps led him, and the hanging parks of Hai'ssa Town. Dargue was aman of substance in this place,
and should be smpleto find.

And Jean knew an aching urge to see him again. It was nearly poignant. Asif, inlooking at thisman, he



could perceive, lifted miraculoudy out of time and decay, histwo parents, whose faces he knew only
from some little paintings kept in Andromede's apartment.

Jean had of course conceived aplan, partly conceived it in hishome City in the days after Sghting
Dargue. Aboard ship, during the ocean months, he shaped the plan or was shaped by it, perhaps. The
fussthat some of hisfellow passengers made of him—as ayoung hopeful setting forth to try hisfortune
(naturally the true purpose was not reveded to them)—and the genera talk of the way of getting oninthe
idands, molded the plan further. 1t became outrageous and possible. It appealed to Jean by its audacity,
its very terribleness. For what he eventually proposed to do was to approach Dargue directly, rendering
him the false identity which he, Jean, had dready adopted for the voyage out—it was one of the few
provisions the poet's son had taken to protect himsdlf. And having so engaged his enemy, Jean would
stand before him and beg for an occupation, flaunting the good City education, making of himsdf a
charming and valuable prospect. That Dargue should take him on, employ him, as a secretary or assistant
of some sort, was so baefully ironic, Jean did not believe it could not cometo be.

Installed in Dargue's very household, privy to his secrets, which rumor suggested were often dark,
debauched, dangerous, Jean foresaw ahundred opportunities both to ruin and, ultimately, to commit
murder.

How the murder was to be accomplished—this he did not know, and had never truly visualized. It was a
shadow act performed in dream. That valid. He trusted that the hour and the means would be given him.

Jean made hisinquiries at Haissa Town after Dargue in the manner of the young hopeful off the ship, a
fellow citizen, speaking a common tongue, clever, and prepared to beindustrious. Quite quickly he had
his directions to amansion out along Oleander Road. It was atwo-hour ride, which to Jean, on foot and
with his bag in hand, would furnish an afternoon'swalk.

Oleander Road was not aroad in any sense of acity street. It was a broad avenue of earth that rambled
out of the edges of the Town and curled itsalf away for miles through the hills. It was barricaded by
bananatrees, and continually encroached upon by the forest, aswollen, lubriciouswal of leaves and
trunksthat bulged inward with incredible potency, dight with sun, with bird noises, and the quiver of
insects. Theair waswarm, it seemed to run down in rivulets, so that everything to be seen wavered.
Along Oleander Road, at considerable distances from one another, the old houseslay off the track,
behind spilled paths, rough-haired lawns, and plantings of cocoa and tobacco. In one place there was
even amilestone, but it indicated the leagues back to Hai'ssa Town.

Shade wasthrown al over the road, and shots of sun. The shambling route went dways higher and
higher, and began at length to show, through windowpane openings, sky and seabelow.

Drenched in sweset, Jean walked the road. His bag came to weigh like the weight of the sins of the one he
sought.

There was nothing e se he could do. It was out of the question to turn back, and he never debated that he
should. He went on, sometimes turning his head to catch the weird bird cries of the forest, or dapping at
some bloodsucking thing that had bitten him. It was atype of hell, thiswalk. He had not foretold the
punishment, but neither did heresg itsinfliction.

The shade pool on the road deepened, and spread, and a breeze started that shook the huge
hammered-iron leaves of the plantains. It was evening, and abruptly, on hisleft hand, Jean saw the notice
that indicated the estate of Mondeur Dargue.



Hefdt agart of the pulses, asthough he had encountered alover unexpectedly.

The garden of Dargue's house was positively enormous and dense with the coming of darkness. The
overhanging shrubs and trees seemed hung with heavy coils of snakes. A scent began of strange
pale-colored flowers. The stars were piercing the sky like drops of silver sweet or blood bursting out
upon athin black skin.

Jean wandered through thistangle of night, and behind the little fires of flowers the house had suddenly
appeared, two stories of masonry in acage of verandas, lighted by oil lampsthat hung on it like ripe fruit.

A dog commenced to bark and how! drearily. Jean stood beside afountain and saw the mansion of his
enemy before him, and everything became for amoment unredl. It was asif he did not even know who
he himsdlf was, or hisown name. Asif he had forgotten the name of hisfather, and why he had come
here. And the word "Dargue’ was meaningless.

The moment was frightful to Jean. It actudly frightened him, but more than that, it caused him to Struggle
with some faceless adversary, and to win.

After that the house was Dargue's house, and he must get to it at once.

Perhaps he became aware as he drew nearer that there was a hush on the building. The dog had |eft off
its dirge and the crickets were very loud. One lighted window burned in the second story, nothing else.
The lanterns around the veranda seemed to grin. Beyond the house stretched the fields of the estate, but
no lamp moved there—it might have been a primeval swvamp.

Jean rang the bell, which was quite ordinary. He had to wait some while, and was reaching out again for
the bellpull when he heard akind of dragging step coming toward him through the house.

Jean was conscious then that something had gone wrong.

The door opened. An elderly black man was craning out, peering up at him. He had the face of a
beautiful marmoset, which themsalves resembl e the princes of another world. But he was so old and
bent, and maybe had had to bend hisinner saf aso; helooked at Jean with atimorousindifference,

saying nothing.

"Dargue. | am here—to see Monsieur Dargue,” said Jean stridently, hisvoice too noisy, like something

that escaped him.

The old man continued peering up a him.

"I've comealong way," said Jean, and suddenly redlized that he had. He trembled.
"Monsieur Dargue,” said the black man, softly.

"Yes. Tdl him—"

"No, mongeur,” said the black man, "I can't tel him. Monsieur Dargueis dead.”

Thewhole night caved in upon Jean, shadows, trees, darkness, star's, al came rushing down, pouring in
through the top of his skull. He dropped his bag somewhere in the maglstrom. Then found himsdlf leaning
agang thewall.

The servant man still watched him, sill indifferent, but saying now in acraven way, "Hetakeill on the day
he come back. He take to his bed. Then the doctor come. Then the priest come. Then Monsieur Dargue,



he dies. Hedieslast night.”

In the silence that followed the servant'srecita, Jean heard himself say, equally softly, "But I've come
suchalongway. | cameto find him."

"He dead, monseur.”

Jeansaid, "Yes"

And then the servant seemed to try to reward him for his compliance.
"Heislying out on the bed. Y ou want come in, monsieur, havelook a him?'
A rush of nausea. "No," Jean said. "In God's name—"

When he recovered alittle, the servant had closed the door, and was audibly making his dragging
progress off again through the house.

For afew seconds Jean leaned on the wall and wegpt. It was the ghastly disappointment of the passionate
child, whose desired gift has been snatched away at the last ingtant, literaly out of his hand.

Worgt of dl, hedid not know in the least what to do next. He had been amost four months tending to
this, more, hisentire life had in some sort latched on it. But the dream act was aready performed. Even
as he had stood on the ship's deck, scenting the odor of Haissa across the night, even then. Death himsdlf
had preempted the frail revenge of Jean de St. Jean. Face to face with his own morta inconsequence, the
young man turned from the house of hisenemy, ashell as meaninglessasif gutted by fire. He trudged
away, not quite knowing what he did, through the serpentine garden.

2

On Oleander Road, near midnight, Jean beheld a strange procession.

He supposed he had sat down at the road's edge, as he might have donein some country lane of the
north, above his City. Here there were snakes and poisonous toads, hairy lianas, vampire insects—but he
was past considering them. He did not dleep but sank into a stupor, in which he was aware of moisture,
the dew of old rains dripping down, and things that hastened over his hands. The moon crossed the road,
and when it was gone, through the dark a throbbing seemed to come, like the pulse of blood along an

artery.

Jean gazed with dull eyes. Presently the curtains of night were parted, and from some obscure avenue
among the trees of the forest, atroop of men and women emerged onto the road. They looked
themsalves black asthe night, and would not have been easy to see but for the fact many of them wore
light-colored garments that shone in a skull-faced flicker of lanterns. Jean noticed that saverd of the
women carried bunches of some plant. It was not unfamiliar, perhaps he had seen it growing wild here
and there, an ugly shrub, stringy, like an uncombed horse'stail.

The leader of these people was atal man dressed in white. He stalked ahead asif alone, staring directly
before him. He held awhip with abone handle. There was also agirl who lugged in awicker cage two or
three black birdsthat jumped and flapped, but their outcry waslost in the drums and a deep, ceasdess
murmuring that went with them up the road.

Jean was aware, incoherently, that he looked on something that maybe it would have been better he had
not seen. There was an overt secrecy to the procession, which seemed to make no attempt to hide itsalf
samply because, by an inexorable law, it must not be witnessed.



When the vison had disappeared into the tunndl of the road going in the direction perhaps of Dargue's
edtate, Jean Stayed moationless, listening after the fading drumbeet, until it mingled with the beating of his
own heartin hisears.

When he moved again, it was with a stupefied caution. He was not afraid, but he suspected he should be.

He stumbled on, and with no further encounter, came eventualy back to the brink of the Town. Here,
earlier, he had found apossible lodging. Having climbed thewall, he dept in the garden of this place, for
he would not rouse them at that hour, the prohibitions of his upbringing forbade such athing. It was
amost dawn in any case. The sky's membrane palpitated. Beneath a mango tree with savage leaves he
fell, and usng his bag for apillow, began to tel himsdf mindlesdy over and over what he must do. That
al there was to do now was to seek labor, asaclerk, or even at ameaner occupation, earning hisreturn
passage to the City. What € se could he attempt? For he was like a somnambulist roughly wakened. The
dream had mided; he had lost hisway.

Although he could not deep, every now and then theimage of the procession on Oleander Road went
swaying through histhoughts, scattering them.

Had the procession been going to the house of Dargue? But they had told him on the ship, the black race
of theidands hated the white race. The last wave of the Revolution, breaking there, had freed the daves
of Hai'ssa, but made of them instead mostly serfs. And those that had become black masters, in their turn,
hated too, in amore perilous, educated manner, anything that was pale, even where darkness ran just
visbly under the skin.

Thiswas aland of nightmares, this country he had woken up in. He must get home. Anything else was
futile. He was broken.

It is probable Jean went mad that night. Of course he had been tinged by insanity for years, for dl hislife.
But like adeadly flower it burst open in him then, in the hours on the road, going back, chested. Benesath
the mango in the garden of thelodging house.

That isnot to say his madnesswasincurable.

When day arrived, he heard persons stirring in the house and went and claimed hisroom there. Next,
having washed himsdlf and shaved, he went into the Town to look for employment. He did al thisvery
correctly, and like aman with no soul. Thereisanamefor this condition in theidands, and hewasto
hear it quite soon.

In the afternoon, when abruised light hung over the Town, the outrider of the storm that usually occurred
daily at that season, Jean de St. Jean was Sitting in the dugty little office of someone who might be willing
to give him some work. He had been waiting an interminabletime, which wasin redity only afew
minutes, and his nerves were urging him duggishly but repestedly to get up and leave, for this could be no
use to him. Then the door opened, and a black man entered.

Hewas dressed as alaborer, and his persona scent was strong, like the musk of the panther. He looked
directly at Jean and, without aword, jerked hisfeline head toward the Strest.

Jean saw this, and said, "What do you want?'

He had not achieved the proper purblind arrogance of the white in Hai'ssa, or the proper uneasiness
ether. Hereacted as he would have done to something unred yet fundamentaly inimica. To athreatening
and superior thing.



Theman did not answer him, but poised there, plainly expecting Jean to get up and go out with him.
Jean was s0 exhausted, so demoralized and unhinged, that in amoment this was exactly what he did.
When they were on the street, Jean said, "But—"

That wasall.

They went down and down, through akind of corkscrew of streets, where vines and palms poured over
walls, and the houses cameto be built of planks and tin. Findly there was a space, and arickety hut with
atin roof, and the black man pointed at its door.

"Who are you?' said Jean.

The black man laughed. He looked like agod when he did so, lawless and dl-wise. Then he spat on the
ground and walked off another way, and Jean was | ft there, at the bottom of the corkscrew, with only
the door in front of him. So he pushed the door wide.

Inside was the dusk again, redolent with such stuff as cooked rice, blood, spice, tobacco, washing, and
rum. He could make out no furniture, but some black beings were seated on the earth floor in an open
circle, and before them was a scatter of objects|it by one window. Jean saw dried beans and cards, a
shawl, afruit, and the bones of adog brightly painted.

"Shut our door," said avoice.

Jean drew the door in againgt him, and the shack became more solid and less visible, and the bones
glowed, and the white eyesin the faces like ebony, like beautiful aien masks, and like nothing human.

"Sit down with us," someone said. And someone else gave acrud laugh.

Jean remained in the shut door. They were figments of anew dream.

Findly, aman said fromthecircle, "M'sr Dargueis dead. Are you sorry he dead?’

Jean choked back a confused reply. He felt compelled to respond, unbearably excited, could not spesk.
"Why you would want him dive?" said the voice.

There was a grest attention then. They focused it upon Jean. He did not know how many of them there
were, but the eyes fastened on him like claws.

"Alive—s0 |—" said Jean.
"He not loved, Monsieur Dargue," said the voice. The others purred in the dark. "No oneis sorry."

Jean covered hisface with one hand. Helonged, as though to vomit, to evict the cry: My father's
murderer! It would not come.

"Y ou not sorry,” said the voice, soothingly.

Theillness flooded from Jean, the words released him. He said hoarsdly, "Yes, | cametokill him. Too
late”

"Not s0. Wegive him you, for killing."

And the others purred.



They were smiling a him. In every night of aface asckle moon.
But Dargue was dead.

"Weinvite you to come our God-Place," said the first voice. A black hand reached out and took up one
of the bones from the ground. The bone moved asif il dive, and animal. "Weinvite M'sr Dargue. We
fetch him. Y ou be surprised. But we give you have M'sr Dargue, because you want him so.”

Jean thought they must have pursued him back aong Oleander Road on the previous night, and read his
mind. They were sorcerers, so much was gpparent. He had dways haf believed in sorcery.

But what were they saying? That Dargue was not dead, but in some way their prisoner?”
"You pay the price," said thevoice.
Jean sad, "'l haven't any money—"

They purred again. The shack reverberated. Jean thought, Not money. It isn't that. Something they want
and | want, but | must pay and then they need not.

Hethought, very clearly: What am | doing? Where am |”? What is happening to me? And someone else
sad, "Thisisthe Religion of the Night.”

Then hewas sitting close by them on the earth floor, cooking hot asif above avolcano, with hisback to
the wall and thetin ceiling above, from which feathers and paper blossoms and bells hung on threads. A
mirror floated in space, like atear, asmal lizard clinging to its cracked, uneven rim. A black woman was
giving him drink out of a calabash gourd. It was rum with something sweet. Jean drank, and thanked the
woman, and she laughed, and touched his brow with her finger. Her touch waslike agtar, it burned.

Rainwas drilling on thetin roof. They had given him adirection, where he must go tonight, not too late. ...
"No," said Jean.
"Good day."

Jean returned to hislodging and dozed feverishly on the bed. He dreamed his Aunt Andromede was
gtanding over him, wringing her hands, saying, "L et me advise you, Jean,, you mustn't go anywhere with
such people.” But there were fegthers pinned into her tight hair.

The storm flew toward the sea, and the evening descended clear, as stars rose up throughiit.

He went out and moved toward amarket at a crossroads known as Horse Tail. He had aready asked
the way. He recelved solemn looks and vague replies, until awizened black woman had shown him the
route, drawing adiagram in the dust. Still, he meant to belate. He did not guess why hewas going. They
might set on him, though there was surely no motive. He was destitute; he had done nothing to annoy
them, except that being dive might be enough. He concluded they meant to play sometrick. But hewas
drawn asif by amagnet. It dlowed him to dawdle, but not to resist.

It was dark when he reached the crossroads. There were some carts and awnings, and fires burning on
the ground, and candlesin gourds strung up. Commerce of adesultory type was in progress, scravny
chickens changing hands, some barter over beans and pots of jelly.

The market ignored Jean, asif he wereinvisible. Then aman came walking straight between the carts, the



refuse, and the market seemed to make way for him. He wore ablack robe, black on black, but in his
hand was awhip with awhite bone handle.

When he reached Jean, there were dl a once five or six other men at this man's back.
The man said to Jean, "Come, now. Weinviteyou."

And turning away, he strode off again, toward the forest and the hills. The other men went with him and,
pulled as though by tough cord, Jean walked after them.

The God-Place crouched in a somber clearing. Water ran close by, snarled in the roots of an enormous
tree, making aweird tearing sound. The roof of the temple was thatched, with an open court benesth,
enclosing the sanctum, and full of the night people of Haissa. Asthe man with the whip had ascended the
forest path among his guard, and Jean followed, he heard the subterranean notes of conch shells blowing
in the woods above. When the temple came in sight, and they approached it, these shellswere blown
again, adubious, threstening greeting.

The man with the whip strode to aboundary of the court, which was marked by some small heaps of
medl, petds, and paper. He used the whip's bone handle to point with. Y ou will stand there. Y ou say
nothing. If you fear and run away, you not get what you comefor." He did not look at Jean, had never
redlly looked into Jean's face or eyes.

Jean did not protest. He went to the indicated spot at the perimeter of the court. Five women who had
been grouped inside the boundary, near where he must stand, ebbed away, turning their shadow masks
fromhim.

The man with the whip passed into the temple. They had brought a chair and set it by the entry to the
inner shrine. The chair had an abnormally high and upright back resembling a coffin. The whip man seated
himself, and the crowd in the court deferred to him. Evidently he wastheir priest, and their magician.

The skull lamps of the calabash gourds burned from the thatch, and here and there glimmered wicksin
cups of ail. Thelight only made one with the darkness. And the smell of the God-Place wasintense and
disurbing.

A girl inwhite came flaunting over the court. She carried alighted candle and ajar of clear rum, from
which she poured alibation under the central post of the thatch roof. Another white-clad girl came after
her, an echo, a smoke-ghost. She poured flour or meal on to the ground in apattern. A third girl came
with asnakesrattle in each hand, and she whirled like atop until her white and her black merged into a
vortex, out of which al three girls seemed to vanish away.

Then the three drums of the spirits began, and Jean saw the Dance of the Rdligion of the Night, a
forbidden thing, both prayer and invocation, during which power descends, dong the templ€s very spine,
and rays out among those who call themselvesthe Night Beasts, the black lynxes of the hills, whose true
hills are older yet and whaose rites began in cities of stone and bone when white men only whimpered at
their cave mouths, afraid of al things and the dark especidly, with some continuing cause.

Jean saw how the people formed into ablack serpent of flesh, abody of many partslinked by a
communa soul. And they passed about the spine post of the temple in the ancient benign positive
right-to-right motion known in the Craft of Europe as God's Flowing, and commemorated by artisansin
the action of clocks and watches. The steps of the Dance were arapid stamping and tossing, and the
drumsformed these steps out of the muscle and skeleton of every dancer, lifting them, setting them down.
The names of the three drums, which werelater told to Jean, were the little cat's drum, and the drum of



the second, and the mother Drum, which roars like a she-bull under the ground, the earthquake birth, the
sumMmoner.

As hewatched, Jean felt his own body beginning to move with the rhythm of the Dance, athough, too, he
was rooted to the spot. A crazy exhilaration rose with the swesat and perfume of the God-Place.
Naturally, educated and refined as he had been, Jean was ingtinctively resistant to it. He could not and
would not give himsdf to the surge of power. He stayed outside, his breathing rapid and shalow and his
eyeson fire, stleded, aroused, dismayed, in chains.

After awhile, out of the dancing serpent, ayoung woman broke away. She raised her arms and
screamed aoud. The dancers gave her room. She was the mare-horse, and one would cometo ride her.

She was the mare among the Night Beasts and the horseman would possess her, riding in her skin, agod
mounting her, and shewould lose hersdlf, gaining him.

The woman who was possessed was now in an open space against the central post. Her eyeswerelike
blind windows, yet something flashed behind them. A girl in a pae robe came to the woman and handed
her ablack hen. Itsterrible fluttering exploded in blood and festhers as the possessed tore off its head
and wingswith her teeth.

The woman flung the hen down, and drawing apin from her dress, she thrugt it through her arm, once,
twice, three, four, five times. Jean beheld the bright point going in and coming out of her, but there was
no blood now, no pain. She danced on the carcass of the dead bird, twirling and shouting.

The magician-priest had risen from his coffin-chair. He pointed at the woman, and al a once the
blood-best of the drumming fell away, leaving behind an extraordinary absence, asthough part of the
very ground had dropped into space. He spokein the patois, which Jean did not truly understand. It was
evidently awelcome.

The possessad ceased her whirling. She stood before the priest, laughing with tiger'steeth. Then she
cried out in adeep man's voice; Jean caught the ideathat she was now alord and would be obeyed.

The priest nodded and bowed. Clearly he said, "Lead us"

And then the woman, or whatever she had become, went springing out of the court, and bounded away
through the clearing, and the dancers broke and raced after her.

Jean stood 4till, not knowing what to do, until fingers brushed on hisarm and someone said to him, "We
go to the graveyard now."

He did not see who spoke, and the hand was gone from him like the flick of apaw.

Heturned and half staggered into the rear of the swirling wave. 1t accepted him and rolled with him away
across the clearing and up into the matted forest darkness sprinkled with wild stars.

Afterward—that is, one month |ater—Jean conjectured that some drug might have been pressed on him.
Though he ate and drank nothing throughout the ceremony of the Night, yet there were certain poisons he
had heard the Night Beasts used, and these, rubbed into the skin, worked very swiftly on the blood and
brain.

As heran through the forest, Jean had only the sensation of forward motion, and that his eyeswere
strangely enlarged, like those of some nocturna animal. It occurred to him he saw, in glimpses, creatures
that normally a man does not easily see— birds upon branches, lizards and frogs, etched infinesilver....
There were other things, too, of which only the vaguest impression was left—of a huge man, naked but



for acloak, of aspeciesof demon that grew in the treeslike leaves, of awoman anointing hersdf ina
glade. None of them werered, yet he saw, and acknowledged, each of them, as heran by.

The graveyard must have been some way up behind Oleander Road. It was presumably respectable, but
to the Beasts of Night, open asadoor. They made an invocation at the gate, and again it seemed
something went prancing dong thewal, but it was gone before Jean could identify it.

His next formed impression—which was abnormaly apparent, in fact—was of awoman hetook for a
priestess standing out before the others at a place where the ground was freshly dug. All around were
Chrigtian crosses and ornate monuments on which the lianas fed in atill gray moonlight. Therewasa
headstone, too, naked and unfinished, and here the woman's snakelike shadow fell. She wore white, like
the others, but it was agown that might have come from Jean's City, ivory satin, sashed, and sawn with
brilliants, leaving her shoulders bare as smooth black lacquer. She wore a plumed hat also, and awhite
domino with scintillants stitched about the eyes. He did not know where she had come from. He thought
she carried afan, then he saw it was a bunch of the ugly horsetail plants. She smiled as she stood over
the new grave. Jean could make out no name on the headstone, but there was no need.

The priestess straddled the grave in her satin gown. She frisked the horsetail in the air and shook her
head of plumes. From everywhere there came then the clacking together of rocks and stones.

Jean held hisbreath, could not catch it, had surrendered. He believed in anything a this moment, and
accordingly, liberated night did not fail him.

"Mongieur Dargue!” cried the night, in dl itsvoices, over and over again.
Jean found that he had called out, too.
And the stones clacked.

And something pranced aong the wall, and there went the possessed woman whirling with aburning
branch in her hands, and aman's face, and the black masks al turned one way and the moon that was
like aquartered fruit—

And the earth on the grave shook. It shook and shattered and a piece of wood shot up out of it, and the
satin priestess screamed down into the grave, "Come out, come out, come out!" And then half awooden
coffin lid burst up and stood on end and a colorless white man's hand came creeping out of the soil likea
blind crab.

The priestess stayed as she was. She never moved. The strength that seared from her was hot and
pal pable asthe smdll of living bodies and decay.

Then the ground fissured, and Dargue came up out of it.
Ingtantly the noise of the rocks and the shouting ended in adenseringing silence.

Dargue stood in the bell glass of it, or what had been Dargue, a sort of man, clad in anightshirt, and a
crucifix on his breast pushed sdeways. His nails were torn and dirty where he had used them to thrust off
the coffin, afeat of great strength, which, alive, he might have been incapable of . Hisface was a dead
man's face. He had lost his good angd, they said, soul-gone.

The dead eyes did not look around, the head did not turn, having got up from his bed he did not tir.

"Hal" said the priestess. And she spat a stream of something that glowed into hisface; it might only have
been the white rum. Then she moved aside.



Some men ran forward. They carried the horsetailsin their hands, and with these they dashed Dargue
across the head and body. The spiky plants made woundsin his flesh, but Dargue did not bleed. He did
not attempt to protect himsalf, and when, quite suddenly, hefdl to his knees, the gesture evoked neither
pity nor satisfaction, it was plainly only that the tendons of hislegs had rel axed.

Jean stared at what he was witnessing, and now he tried desperately hard to fee something in response.
Perhaps he did not even know that thiswas what he did. He was not afraid, no longer exhilarated. If
anything, hefelt very tired, for he had not dept properly or eaten much, and everything was dien, and
therefore somehow al strangeness had abruptly become mundane.

What he tried most to feel was his anger, hatred of Dargue. It was there within him, but he could not get
hold of it. It had faded to amemory.

The priestess moved up in front of Jean. She looked as thought she were laughing at him, her wonderful
dreadful teeth glittering. Her hands were gloved asif for the opera, and she was baancing on them,
before him, asword.

She nodded, and the plumesin the hat fluttered, while the sword was motionless.

"What do you want meto do?' said Jean. He used the stupidity as an amulet, but of courseit was
ineffectud.

"Takethe sword," said the black priestess. And she put it gently into his hands, which had somehow risen
to graspiit.

The Beasts of the Night waited, and the moon waited, and the graveyard, and the Idand, and Dargue
who was dead, he waited too.

Jean went across the silent ground, toward Dargue, who kneeled there with his head sunk on his breaest.
Inal hisleast lawful, most incoherent dreams, Jean had never deployed his vengeance in thisfashion.

He used both hands and dl his strength to swing the sword backward and forward again, ramming it in
through thewall of Dargue's chest, through the linen, and through the flesh, which crumbled like biscuit. A
trickle of murky stuff oozed out. A rib sngpped and came pointing from the cavity. The body of Dargue
crumpled over and took the sword with it out of Jean's grip.

Jean ood there like afool, feding nothing except afaint disgust, until someone should tell him what to
do now.

Shortly someone did come up, and murmured—was it courteoudy?—that he might go, his portion was
finished, out of the gate, and follow the path, and he would soon come to the edges of the Town, with the
moon to watch over him.

So he stepped off the grave and walked away.
He kept repegting to himself ashe went, My father's murderer.
Thisdid not help.

Then, when the graveyard had been |eft behind and he was on arambling track through the forest, with
the moon glimpsing out like agirl's face among the bal conies of the trees, he saw what he had done, that
he had cheated death in an odd, insulting manner, and thiswaswhy he had been alowed to perform the
act with the sword, since desth was probably venerated here, and to cheat him was such abit of cheek it



must require payment.

But al Jean wanted, actuadly, by this stage, wasto find hislodging and go to deep. He no longer cared
about anything ese. He shook everything off him as hewent on, like dust from his coat. And like dust,
some of it was dready in his system, he had swallowed it, it was a part of him.

When he reached the lodging house he no longer had scruples about waking them up. He knocked and
banged on the shutters. When they let him in, he crawled through the house and dropped on the mattress
in his clothes, with the dust of night in his belly, mind, and spirit. And without asingle dream that he knew
of hedept, like the dead.

3

Asit happened, a any rate asit wastold, the story of Jean de St. Jean has here abreak or interval. Real
life, and its experiences, are sldom completely serid. Y et the space of ayear may be recounted quickly,
the method indeed of my informant.

Jean's recovery—or lgpse—from the hour of his murder of a dead man seemsto have been immediate.
Hisimpulse wasto ignore what had happened, then boldly to question it. Though he kept his reasons
private, by asking casually here and there in knowledgesble, biased circles, for facts concerning Haissa's
Religion of the Night—thet is, among the skeptica white community— Jean learned to behold himsdlf as
avictim of drug or fantasy. Perhaps the shock of Dargue's desth had unhinged him temporarily, perhaps
he had the voyager's maaise, akind of earth-sickness, induced by stepping ashore after months on the
ocean. Whatever it had been, any dight fears he may have had that some further pursuit might be made of
him, threats or pleas offered, based upon his participation in the ceremony, were alayed by the passage
of time. No one approached him to accuse or mock or coerce. He even grew used to the black beings of
the Idand, and cameto think of them asinferior men, or sometimes as men, so that they lost for him their
appearances of shadows and panthers, lynxes, and night personified. He was even briefly tempted by
their women, but some moral code he had aways tried to obey precluded such adventures. He had been
brought up on adiet not soldy of hate but ironically of anided of truelove,

The previous votive of working to obtain his passage home he quickly sought and achieved. His City
education and person assisted Jean, and he gained the secretary's job formerly mooted. Presently, dong
with the accumulation of bank notes, he was absorbed into the social context of white Haissa. Classwas
held, since the Revolution, to beimmateria, but was ill indgdioudy observed. Jean's manners were of
aufficient quaity, however, and hislooks of enough attraction, that insdioudy observed class did not
much hinder him. Herose, and he bloomed, and even as conditions bore the harvest of money to return
him across the seg, they drew in about his roots and began to secure him to the Idand earth.

It must be wondered, in thistime, if hewrote at dl to his Aunt Andromede, and if so, what hetold her.
His reports could, soon enough, be of the nicest, full of good prospects and nostalgias. How he put it to
her that Dargue had perished is conjecture. He could not have made of it the grim joke it was, nor,
certainly, even in the most unsolid terms, could he have hinted at the scenein the graveyard. Letterstook
so long, in any case, going back and forth. It is possble that they were midaid, or unsent. One senses she
did not receive any, but that may be fase. One knows at least she never heard the factsin their naked
form.

Presently, along with the rest, Jean became accustomed to the climate. He cameto ook for the seasona
afternoon rains, the thunder, the moon-drenched nights in which, by then, he would gtroll or ride without
glancing over his shoulder. He liked the friends he had made. Though assiduoudy he saved hisfare, it had
turned into asham.



He did not exactly know this until one morning, going to his office dong a street above the bay, acarriage
dowly passed him. Looking into it inadvertently, he saw ayoung woman in adove-colored frock and
pearl earrings. Her name was Gentilissa Ferrie—he identified her from the carriage, which he had seen
about before. Mongeur Ferrier was alittle known to Jean, and had mentioned that his daughter wasto
come home from one of the other idands, where family connections had for months conceded her. The
sght of the girl startled Jean. For some minutes, when the carriage had gone on, he did not know why.
Then he recaled the features of a Madonnafrom apainting he had seen asaboy. The Venus of Haissa
was aso aMadonna, both carna and immaculate, having two aspects, aflower virgin and ablack virgin.
Jean had in hisresearches heard the name of this goddess, who iswedded to al men and to none. He did
not, naturaly, for a second associate her with Gentilissa Ferrier, but by the time he had reached his office,
Jean sensed an immanence. Hisfather and mother had fdlenin love a sight. In hiseffortsto recreate
them, possibly Jean had yearned to do the same. Now the opportunity was before him. He took it.

Once he had convinced himsdlf of what had happened to him there came about one of those
coincidences that, to a person obsessed, indicate the hand of Destiny. Jean found he had been invited to
adinner party at the Ferrier house. This had aready happened twice. There had been no reason not to
invite him again; he had behaved very charmingly before.

It iscurious, maybe, through this diding frame of ayear, to see Jean now, earlier an incarnation of
Hamlet, currently Romeo. But the passion is constant, merely the object has been changed.

With the same headlong zedl that sent him aboard the ship, that goaded him aong Oleander Road toward
the estate of Dargue, in just that way he prepared himsdlf for hisfirst meeting with the girl Gentilissa. His
eyesblazed, he was excited, fiercely determined. He had been disappointed then, by those appalling
words. Heisdead. But he put al that behind him, and could not credit a disgppointment now. Gentilissa
wasthereto bewon. A year of success proved that he was able to win things. He had ahdf vision of her
in the City on hisarm, when his fortune had been made. Or they were driving through the forest roads
above Haissa Town in ataper of brief dusk, and she leaned her head upon his shoulder.

The Ferrier family was quite wedthy. This pleased Jean only because it meant Gentilissawould have
been elegantly reared, though she would not, he understood, be as sophisticated asa girl of his City.
What impediment could there be? He had prospects, and it was up to him to make her love him. If only
he could do that.

He said aprayer to the Virgin. It was not the Virgin of the two faces, but the dbino Madonnain the
church. But he had dready noted, if he had thought of it, that the shacks of Night Beasts often had their
crosses, their icons of Christ. The gods had many names and were everywhere.

When he rode up to the house, it had a certain look of some housesin the Idand. He knew it, anyway.
Set off the road among large mango trees, ferns, and thickets of bamboo, constructed of apparently
crumbling sugar, with orchids, and atame parrot in acage on the veranda, that called out in the tongue of
the City: "Who goes there?"

A black servant ran to see to Jean's horse. Jean climbed the steps and went up into the big dining room,
lit like the church with candles. Once the sun set, the moths would comein drovesto die, and the sun
was setting now. The guestswere for going down to the classical pavilion, to seeit.

Jean, with hisglass of white winein his hand, was lightheaded and anxious. He had not found her yet
among the women. He wondered if he had been mistaken in her, if shewould look the same.

Below the veranda on the other Side, screened by atowering plantain, the kitchen fumed and two black



women were poised there to be ignored as Jean had learned to ignore them.

The pavilion stood againgt abreak in the trees, and beyond, far down, the seawaslying, with the sun
goingintoit likeabubbleinto glass.

Jean wandered off a short way. He had seen the sun set before. He was ingtinctively searching for
Gentilissa. And suddenly there she was.

It was perfect. Againgt adusky, mossy wall, she was Sitting on abench, in her party gown, which was
white and | eft bare her throat and shoulders. Her dark hair was donein ringlets, with arose.

This he observed, and that she waslovely. But he noticed too she cast a shadow, and the shadow was a
house woman, who sat with her on the bench. And by the bench there was a plant growing that Jean
remembered.

It was true, he had seen it Since about the forest tracks and the cemeteries of the Town. He had even
garnered itstitle: the Queen-Mare's Tail. They said it flourished where there had been adesath. A
graveyard bloom. He had never quite cometo likeit, or be comfortable in its vicinity—that wasthe
residue of the night he had once spent in the hills.

Now the sight of it struck him aglancing blow, that it should be growing there, against Gentilissals kirt.
And dl at once the shadow figure beside her assumed an unnamed identity. For amoment Jean even
thought he knew her. But she was only an old black woman, a house servant.

Just then Gentilissa got to her feet, and looking up she saw Jean gazing a her. She must have taken his
apprehension for interest, for she lowered her lashes, and hid her face behind alittle fan she carried, in
the coquettish mannerism of young white women of theidands. It was asilly gesture, and it reassured
him.

He followed her with his eyes as she went away behind thewall, the black woman dipping &fter.

The sun had gone down and night smoldered in the Ferrier garden and on the veranda the parrot called.
There was nothing to discompose. The family and guests and Jean went in to dinner.

Gentilissa Ferrier was beautiful and adorable; she flamed like the candles, she was serene asanun. Her
moods were variable but not hectic. Jean was fascinated. She was dl he had surmised. And in addition
she had the power of gpeech, and thoughts, she could play the piano, had athin sweet voice that sang.
When they asked her about books she had read some, and she had adream of going to the City.

When Jean attended her, she did not seem to mind it. As he turned the pages of her music, once or twice
her eyesrested upon him.

When the dinner cameto itsend, he was sure, and going up to her candidly, with the mantle of the City
she dreamed of nonchaantly over his shoulders, he asked if he might have the rose from her hair.

She was prettily flustered. For what could he want it?

"It has been close to you, Mademoiselle Ferrier,” said Jean. He was a poet's son. He had the taint if not
the gift.

Hisfind sight of her that night was upon the veranda, the whole sugar house caught in a splash of stars.
The lamp that twinkled upon her put the stars at her ears and in her eyesto the very last twist of the path.
The black woman was her childhood companion, asort of nurse resembling Juliet's. She dressed nestly



and had abracelet. Jean had been polite to her on the veranda, and the woman bowed. They called her
Tibdle.

In the weeks that followed, Jean often found occasion to be passing the Ferrier house. They were never
unwelcoming. Monsieur spoke of the City, and of business, Madame was earnest to have cards. Then
Gentilissawould come and servejuicesin crystd jugs. She would take Jean away to show him birdsand
butterfliesin the garden, and Tibelle would be their chaperon, gliding some distance behind them. And
sometimesthey would St in an arbor while Gentilissa coaxed tunes from amandolin, and Tibellewould St
far off, ablack shape dtill astheiron owl on the gate. The woman had a pipe and now and then would
smokeit, and the smoke moved in rising, but not Tibelle. The jewery birds darted through the foliage.
Jean began to court Gentilissa

It was pleasant, there was no hurry. Everything acquiesced. Time seemed to stretch forever. If hewas
impatient, it was only through physical desire. He had not kissed her. These things, this temperance, were
inborn. The climate, which could incite, could lso calm with its false assurance, Go dowly. Lazily, aman
and woman drew together. No one denied.

Then one evening, as Tibelle the black volcano sat smoking on the horizon, Gentilissaleaned to Jean and
brushed his cheek with her warm lips.

It wasasif abarrier fell down. He turned upon her and pulled her to him, but before his hunger found any
expression, she moved away.

"No, Jean," said Gentilissa, as sweetly as she sang and out of her nun'sface. "Y ou mustn't.”
"But why?'

"Because Papawould be horribly angry.”

Jean wasreckless at last. "But hélll haveto betold. | shall ask him for you. Y ou know | will."
"No," said Gentilissa. She looked neither sad nor unnerved. She was entirely at peace.

"Y ou fed nothing for me," said Jean. It was aboastful demand. Despite her 1ook, he was certain by now
that sheloved him.

"Oh Jean," shesad.
"ThenI'll ask him tonight.”
"Hewill refuseyou.”

Jean hesitated. He had not made his intentions obvious, but neither had they been opaque. Would
Gentilissas father not have sounded some warning previoudy, if he were vehemently opposed?

"Allow methe attempt," said Jean.

"| can't. How can |? Papa has no objection to my holding court. ..that | should have admirers. But he
expects me to marry aman of substance. Already thereis someonein view."

"That's barbarous."
"It'show it isdone here"

"Nonsense, |—"



"Jean, youwill grieve me.”

It was s0 shocking, this development, he could not credit it. He sought to take her hand. Gentilissawould
not permit this.

"l loveyou," hesad. "l think you carefor me."
"l may not answer."

"Your eyesanswer.” Thiswasalie. Her eyeswere blank. She said nothing, either. But he had al the
evidence of severa weeks, when every sigh and tremor and sideways ook had concocted meaning.
"Gentilissa, inayear or so | might be arich man. It's been said to me, promised.”

"Dearest Jean," said Gentilissa. Her breast rose with delirious softness as she drew in her breath. "I can't
go against Papa. He means me to marry aman from another idand. Therés nothing | can do. | never
guessed the strength of your fedling. | thought you amused yoursdf with me."

Jean swore by God. Gentilissa averted her head. She said, very low, ™Y ou must leave me now. We must
never see each other again, until after | am married.”

Jean sprang to hisfeet, but aready Gentilissawas moving lightly away, like apiece of white cotton down.
And summoned uncannily without acry, the servant woman, Tibelle, was dinking toward them.

In arage of powerlessness and disbelief, Jean stood in the Ferrier garden until the black woman and the
white had disappeared together beyond the mango trees.

Thereisanother namefor the Rdigion of the Night among theidands. They term it Nightmare Magic.
Once you have ever been touched by it, there isno getting free. To the devotee that is no problem. To
the outsider, whom the gods, however obliquely and remotely, have ridden, the Rdligion isfever. It may
lie dormant ten years. But it is not to be escaped from, in the end. They tell you, have nothing to do with
it. But sometimes wanting is enough to bring it down, like acloud from the mountain. No sooner did Jean
run into the apartment of his aunt with the branch of their hate in blossom, no sooner did he set sail, than
he called the Devil, and the Devil started forth. Before he left the ship, thefirgt night, the entity had shown
itsdlf. It wastoo late. Death brought Jean de St. Jean to the Idand, and cheated him and bargained with
him and claimed him. Thereisnot aboulder or aleaf there without somelifeinit, or something of desthin
it. It was not only the forests or the human skin of Haissathat earned it the adjective Black.

For amonth, Jean dwelled in acondition of misery and fury that wasadmost lunatic. Initidly, hedid his
best to go about his affairs of business and existence otherwise as before. But that wasimpossible. His
heart had been cut out. He wasin constant agony and barely dive. Sometimes he would lose himsdf in
awful daydreams, riding to the house and confronting Monsieur Ferrier, bursting in upon her wedding and
shooting down the groom. At other, worse times, he visudized his own life Sretching to infinity bereft of
Gentilissa. It seemed to him his pain would never cease. If he got drunk it might abate for half an hour,
only to return with redoubled ferocity. Sober, he was like aman benesath aton weight, he could hardly
rase hishead.

He wasthought to beill. He was trested with sympathy, next with concern, ultimately with impatience.
Thiswas not the obliging, efficient Jean they knew.

At night hewould st in hisrooms and look at his money saved for the homeward voyage. It waslike the
coinage of oblivion. To go away was out of the question. To remain was not to be endured.



That he dso thought of killing himsdlf is conceivable, but it was a symptom rather than an intent.

Then one afternoon there came to his office, where he was Sitting in rapt dejection, aletter. He knew at
oncethat it wasfrom her. Tearing it open heread: | can bear our separation no longer. If you still
love me and will dare the consequences, be this evening just after sunset by the statue of the
dave. Tibelle will bring you to me.

The effect upon Jean, after his unhappiness, was gavanic, dmost injurious. He shook, went white,
laughed aoud once or twice, and generdly furthered the prevailing opinion among his colleaguesthat he
was not long to be among them.

Theletter hedid not Iet go of, and leaving his post early, he rushed to hisroomsto prepare himself for
this clandestine and romantic assignation. He had not asingle quam, athough he did think her atrifle
foolish, and very endearing, to trust him so much. Surely sheloved him, and through the blessing of that,
everything else could be made to comeright.

The gtatue of the dave, arough and ready work attempted in the classical mode, stood near a crossroad
and amarket. They were unfamiliar to Jean, athough he found the statue easily enough. He had arrived
before time, and watched the sun go down behind the towers of a pair of churches, and then the
darkness came, and he beheld the fires burning in the market, and the ragged awnings, and the chicken
corpses dong the carts, and smelled the overripeness of the gourds, and heard the chattering of the black
men and women who idled there. An unpleasant memory wakened in Jean. Before he had satisfactorily
thrust it off, he saw the woman Tibelle coming across the street. Her hair wastied up in acream kerchief
asaways, and on her ebony stick of wrist the bracelet dripped like water. She walked right up to him,
and scrutinized hisface. To be sure of me, for her mistress' sake, Jean thought to himsdlf, but he was
not easy with her look for dl that.

"Now you comewith Tibdle"
"Where?'

"Tibelletakeyou."

"Where are we going?'

"Y ou come, you see."

Jean shrugged. He no longer felt as he had done, dated, dightly drunk, alittle afraid. Now there was
something heavy again, something pressing down on him. As he went after the servant woman, hisentrails
were cold and his heart beat in hard leaden strokes. His father might have told him, these are the
sensations of aman en route to the gallows.

Up behind the market the streets rose and then there began to be the wide avenues where the fine old
houses had been built, the houses of broken sugar under the poured molasses of the vines.

And then they were on a stretch that could have been Oleander Road, or Mango Tree Ride, or one of
those other flowery, fruiting tracks that led into the forest and the hills. And then they came over astony
dope showing the seain anet of trees, and there was a cemetery before them, agraveyard.

Jean stopped, and in front of him his guide halted and turned to look at him again.
"Where you think she can meet with you?' said Tibelle contemptuoudy, "in the hote ?*

"But here—"



"Hereissafe" said Tibdlle. "What you got to worry?!

And shewent on again, in at the gate with asort of stumble that might have been an obeisance, and
between the graves.

Jean followed her. There was perhaps no going back. The night was dl around, and the hills of Hai'ssa. It
wastoo latetofly.

He noticed as he got down the ridged path behind her that things were hanging out on many of the
headstones, like curious washing. There were bunches of feathers, and beads, and garlands of paper
flowers, with here and there arosary, amask on astring with staring eyeless eyes, bones and bells that
clinked and rang sometimes asthe night breeze twisted at them. There was afeding of immensty and
congestion, everything too close and the night outside vast as al space where hung the bells and bones
and garsinaudibly clinking and fluttering in the breeth of the gods.

Jean began to cough alittle, something that had not happened since hewas a child, it wasasign of
nerves.

Tibdlesad, "Hush, hush, hereyou are.”
And there was a shack or hut before them under a stunted palm, in the middle of the death-place.

Tibelle went aside, as she had been used to before, asif to smoke her pipe, and Jean was | eft by the hut
in the darkness. He knew quite well that al there was to do was to push the door. He knew, and it no
longer mattered. Theinterva of ayear had evaporated, and its pleasures and agonieswith it. Therefore,
without hesitation finally, he opened the door and walked into the hut.

Hewas haf surprised. For Gentilissawas gitting there before him, on asmall chair, with her hands folded
inher lap.

"Jean," shesaid.

Her eyeswerelarge and luminous. He had aways been struck by some qudlity in them, an effect he had
taken for purity or innocence. But it was asort of vacuity redly, he could see as much now, a sort of
vacancy, and when she had been with him and seemed to shine, it was because her eyesreflected him, he
filled up the emptiness. It had made her attractive, like aflattering mirror.

"Jean?' she said again, now in aquestioning tone.

She was wearing black. That was arresting, for Tibelle the black woman had worn white. Gentilissain
black was changed, her face was like a moon, amask.

"Oh, Jean," she said.

And outside, the drums started, as he had heard them countless times from the hills, throbbing and
rattling, for some festivity or dance, the little drum and the drum of the second and the mother Drum who
roared in the earth.

Gentilissacameto her feet. She slamped lightly and tossed her head and her hair flew out, the heavy
ringlets. Her eyeswere flat as windowpanes. Then he began to see that something moved behind them.

Gentilissalaughed and gave hersdlf. Her face dackened and became anidiot's. Her eyesrolled. She
seemed about to fal. But something caught her and held her. Her head turned on her neck and moved
around again to confront him. Behind the mask of her face, another wasthere, that Jean recalled. It was



at the sametime black and white. Whether the black lay under the white or the black was fleshed out
upon the white he could not be sure. But in the eyes there was no mistaking it, the night being, the lord
who had come to ride hismare, and to claim the bargain price.

Gentilissa's mouth gaped open. Out of it boomed the note of a deep bassbell. "1 here. You know me"
shesaid, in the voice of agiant man taler than the treetops, older than the Idand, with the seafor blood
and the bones of all the Idand's dead in anecklace at histhroat. "Know me," said Death. And Jean
knew him, knew him. Knew him.

They said he died of afever in Haissa Town, having been sick for somewhile. The Idand is noted for its
seasond fevers. They said it was ashame he died so young, the same age as hisfather, indeed, and far
from home. Y ou may come across the grave in ashady corner of the Christian Cemetery near Oleander
Road. Thereisno inscription beyond his name, Jean de S. Jean. Though sometimes flowers may beleft
there, by girlsin colored scarves who walk like cats and smile, blackened by the sun to the darkness of
night, Negré girls, who cannot, probably, have known him.

Thisgraveismodest, herein the cemetery of Paradys. Easy to overlook it, but we shall not.
Weeds grow, unpruned, there are no flora tributes.
Thename Juliedls.

Beautiful Lady

Sugar and spice
And dl thingsnice.
—Traditional

Chorgeh said, leaning alittle over the balustrade, "How does she merit the name? | wouldn't think her
even somewhat stylish. Her hair scraped back under that worm of a hat, her gloves darned. Her figureis
al right; her faceis nothing, only sallow. Her eyes—\Well, they seem alittle unusud, tilted, likean
Orientd's. Isthat the clue?’

"Not a dl," said Chorgeh'sinformant. The two men (Chorgeh young and dangerous-looking in his
fashionable coat, the elder conservative and restrained, yet tapping anew-fangled cigarette on asilver
box) stared amoment over the gdlery at the woman passing underneath dong the arcade. "No, it's
nothing about her gppearance. Put it in the Roman tongue. Have you never heard of deadly nightshade?’

"Poison," said Chorgeh, abruptly smiling, pleased and satisfied. "l see.”

Below, the woman had paused to glance into one of thetiny, dainty shops. It wastrue, shelooked poor,
shabby, and neglected, by others and herself. Close to, her face would be unpowdered, her nailstoo
short, her hair cardlesdy combed and stuffed into asmall bun, unbecoming and resentful.

"Other than Bdlla Donna, her nameisulied's."
"Y ou know thisfor afact.”
"Oh, I know dl about her. | makeit my businessto know such things."

"Y ou romancer,” said Chorgeh. The man was his uncle, inasmuch as he had once been Chorgeh's
mother'slover, and remained her friend. The man was aso awriter of some eminence. His sorieswere



awaysinteresting, and sometimesredl, but Chorgeh fdlt free to insult him, since hewas one of thefew
persons Chorgeh genuingly respected. The "uncle’ smoked his cigarette, and Julie ds, the Beautiful

Lady, gazed in at ddlicate eggs of enamel and wonderful chocolatesin the shape of flowers. Her face was
like a snake's now, without expression. Clearly, she regarded such items as having nothing to do with her,
she only watched their strangeness, perhapsto seeif they would provide prey.

"She doeslook," said Chorgeh, "aremarkably horrible woman."

"Bewdl advised. Keep far away from her. No, I'm not joking. A distance of ten feet was reckoned
bardy sufficient."

"Thenshe is a poisoner.”
"Asdefrom BdlaDonna, shewas cdled the Angd of Pegtilence.”
"But not any longer?'

"Now she'savoided. Shelivesin atiny gpartment near the Temple-Church. No onevisits. She callsupon
no one."

"L ook, shesmoving on. Shal wefollow her?"
"If you like," said Chorgeh's"uncle” "But | warn you, if sheturns, weretregt.”

They descended from the gdlery, and moved after their quarry through alight, pushing, frivolous crowd.
It was abright winter day. There was hard sparkle on everything, and now and then the wind attacked
from corners, the columns below libraries, and wolflike down long steps, mutter-howling under its breeth.
The sunshineinssted that they be pleased by it, but it blinded them at every whitewall and pane of glass.
The people on the street, not knowing about the story, brushed by Julie d'Is, dmost collided with her.

"There she goes," said Chorgeh, "into a pastry shop after al. Does she eat pastry?”

"| expect 0," said the "uncle." He it another cigarette, the case a plaque of cold fire. "There were times
when shewas invited to dinners. She ate and drank like everyone e se. Rather greedily infact.”

"Were you ever present?'

"Thankfully, no. Therewas only one occasion... | had been warned, and so declined. That waswhen |
heard the story first, four years ago. When you, dear boy, were only thirteen.”

"Theworst years of my life. Tell me about Julie dls."

The"uncle' began histalein amanner quite unlike his means employed when writing. Chorgeh knew that
the story, if it had been or were to be trandated into printable prose, would gain ornament, elongation,
and proper suspense. But as araconteur, the writer was quite brisk, amost abbreviated. Mentally
Chorgeh was not above adding a brushstroke here and there.

The parents of Julie d'ls had come from the colonies of the East, some place of fansand ivories, rice,
camels, bazaars, and flying carpets. They had been disgraced, the family, or smply the father, in some
gambling or speculating of a nature that was kept obscure in the City—the odd codes and loyalties of the
returned colonists, who would cut Monsieur ds, yet not betray him to outsders. The d'ls child was
female, and two years old, awesk infant mewling and puking in the tradition of weskly infants. The
climate had seen to her asfoolish villainy had her father; both were undone. Y et she continued, weakly,
to pers g, like awan plant that straggles on, refusing to die and give up its pot to anicer specimen. And



certainly there were no other children. Shortly there began to be an exotic rumor, which wasthat the
family had falen afoul of asorcerer in the Eastern lands. That just so the father lost hiswork and his
name, and so the mother produced, from the huge burden of her womb, only the one ailing weed. Since
no one spoke to the family d'l's, however, no one could verify the rumor.

Monsieur d'Istoiled asaclerk in a seedy business near the docks. Madame did her best. And the
miserable daughter went on with agrisly graceless tenaciousness redolent not of courage or hope but of a

dripping tap.

It was when the child, Julie, was Six years old, that the tide turned for them all. They were, if not forgiven,
at least forgotten. That isto say, suddenly people came upon them, exclaiming that they were the persons
dls, and what were they doing now and how did they go on? Such reversas of attitude were not
uncommon in the bored City. It wasless an act of charity than adesire to see, squirming and doing tricks
under the microscope, suitable microbes.

Madame d'l's began to appesar in sewing circles, at afternoon teas, her husband and she played cards and
dined at this house and that once or twicein apair of months. They were hardly overwhelmed, but no
longer were they excluded. Presently the child, too, perhaps perforce and in amoment of aberration, was
absorbed into a children's party.

Shewas not, after dl, such ahorrid creature. She did not cringe or seek to intimidate, often the failings of
the weak. No, she went dong with the little-girl games, was a modest pleased recipient of favor or
victory, good at losing, quiet, but with aspark. "That child,” they said, "might look amost pretty, if her
mother would wash her hair in softer sogp, and dress her more like a child than aparcd.”

Julie began to be asocid success superior to her parents. She did not fawn asthey did, yet was plainly
genuindy impressed and grateful asthey were not. She was not without animation. She could exercise
tact, unusua in achild: She was not one of those to pass raw comments on a hostess's hat or wallpaper.
"Poor mite. | expect she getslittle enough chance to shine a home, with those two." "The mother keeps
her like alittle dave. She heaps the child with chores. Her schooling isbeing carried on by the father. Not
right, | am sure”

"Mama," said Sandrine, the daughter of the house, "Mama, please will you not ask Julie dIsto my party.”
"Not? Why ever isthat? Don't you want poor Julie to see your dear new doll?"

Sandrine began to cry. Shewas not generdly atearful girl.

After some coaxing, it was got from her.

"l don't want Scamper to die!”

Leavesof slence, oddly flavored by mystery and darkness, fell in the room. Theladies|ooked at each
other.

"Well, you know," said one at lagt, "it'savery curiousthing.”

"Yes" sad Sandrings aunt, "l remarked on it mysdlf to Madame Claude only the other day.”
"Of course, a coincidence—"

"Or do you think the d'ls child—?"

They stared a one another now.



During the past year, Julie had attended seven parties. Thereafter two cats sickened in aweek, the
Claude dog had succumbed to amalady and been put down. A parrot was found dead in its cage before
the guests had even | eft.

"Scamper,” said Sandrine, the name of the kitten. " Shelll put aspdl on him likethe others.”
"Good heavens, isthat what the child says she does?"
Sandrine looked blank. Julie had said nothing. Her peers did not question her, for fear.

It was bornein on the ladies of that circle, and all those other circles with which it connected, that while
the mothers had not been badly disposed to Julie, their children did not like her. Overnight, asit were,
Julie ceased to be asocid success.

"But," said Chorgeh's "uncle,” "regardless of that, soon enough the child was obliged to go to school.”
"My God," said Chorgeh, encouragingly.

"It was thought to be an epidemic,” said the "uncle." "A fever, in someingtances accompanied by
vomiting and arash. There was only one death. But somehow, again generdly ungpoken, the unthinkable
was mooted. The child was removed from the schoal. It was because, they said, she hersalf wastoo
unsturdy to be exposed to childish aillments. She was then tutored at home, and only ventured out on
errands with her mother—"

"Wheresgt the drawing rooms and byways were littered with sickening smal animals and babies.”
"Exactly,” said the "uncle,” unperturbed.

Julie d'1s emerged from the pastry shop before them.

"She'sbeen in that shop along while," said Chorgeh. "Do you think she's assaulted anyone?'

"Vey likely," sad the"uncle" "But if so, the assault will have gone unseen. In dl the instances of those
who fdl ill, nothing was reported, nothing was witnessed. Rardly did Julie make contact—she was not a
tactile child. Shedid not fondly clasp her playmates and class-fellowsto her, did not strike them, pinch,
or tap their hands. They had soon got in the habit of making very sure she never came near their food or
drink.”

"Now whereisshegoing?' said Chorgeh. Their object had turned into along diding street, afunnd for
thewind.

"Toward the Church, | bdieve, homeward."

"Shelooks more interesting now," said Chorgeh. "Quite attractive in fact, as should every femae
poisoner. Her hair, let down, would make her seem fascinating with those danted eyes. A veritable
Medea."

Y earsretracted. Madame d'l's had come into an unexpected fortune, sole beneficiary of an obscure
relaive. With the malice of the microbes they had been, monsieur and madame began to intrude
themsdlves everywhere, riding to horse races and gdas, attending balls, financing things, overbearing all
before them. Julie too appeared again out of her cupboard. Her childhood aurawas dismissed or
suppressed. She was found to dance well, to spesk little and with some wit, to listen attentively. If not a
jewe, still she shone dightly, and her hair was washed in soft soap and padded becomingly, her gowns
were not parcel wrapping save in the most acceptable sense.



"Who died?" asked Chorgeh, asthey strolled adong the diding Street, the crowd lessened, and above
them the facade of the cathedra suddenly loomed masklike in the sky. They had begun to climb hills,
aware unconscioudy of the backbones of Paradys beneath the streets. It was appropriate that the story
should shadow, even if there wasless breath for it. The brightness too had clouded over; therewasa
flutter of rain.

"Severd died, of course. At first it wasn't associated with Julie d'ls. She was ayoung girl with her hair
dressed low, and sometimes loose as you have recommended. Not a Medea, an Ariadne. A piquance,

aninteligence, a softness suggesting pliancy.”

Therewas a particular supper. Twelve people were there, and Julie d'ls—the magica number of thirteen.
The next day two of the younger girlsfell ill, quite serioudy.

"Likethetwo cats" said Chorgeh. He noticed that despite himself, his"uncle’ was daborating quite
naturaly now.

"The table being stocked with an uneven number, three girls had sat adjacently. One opposite Julie, and
beside her the daughter of Madame Claude.”

"Mugt the veterinarian put her avay?'

"She died by hersdlf on the fourth night, raging with fever and caling doud.”
"Perfect,” said Chorgeh.

"l never ceaseto enjoy,” said his"uncle," "the beastliness of youth.”

Julieds, with her small bag of cake, was now far ahead of them. She went lightly up the hill, and
vanished a aturning.

"She's getting avay.”
"Wemust dlow that. It isher own Street.”
Chorgeh sad, "Y ou're very disappointing. Isthisthe end?!

"To some extent,” said the "uncle." "Therés only thisto add. The occurrences of severeillness and
occasiond deaths, mysterious and unsolved, attendant on Julie at various functions, led the old suspicions
of her out again. She was called the Peste Virgin, the Angel of Plague, and so on. At best, shewasa
harbinger of extreme unluck. Of course, no one could pin acrimeto her. She came to be watched very
closdly, and those placed next to her at table, female or male, would find al manner of amusing excuses
to absent themsalves. Not every episode resulted in afatality, or even asickness, however. At one
memorable dinner twenty-one people sat down with Julie d'ls, and afterward her neighbors exchanged
bets on who would expire and when. But al stayed healthy. Eventudly both her parents, neither of whom
had ever been serioudy ill, died in the mundane way. Julie inherited their dwindling wedlth, and lived onit.
Shewas|eft scrupuloudy done.™

The"uncle" extracted another cigarette. The two men stood benesth a plane tree, asthe sky tried to
attract their attention.

"I must be getting on, | have to meet Vincent at my club,” said the "uncle.”

"But you can't leave melike this—finish the story, you devil!"



"How can I? Only life can do that. And life has just gone around a corner with her pastry.”
"But—how isit done? How does she poison them?”

"Who knows? Plenty havetried to learn. Some have even resorted to inquiry of the lady, holding her the
while at bay the length of acane or umbrella She looks amazed, it seems, insulted, normal. They can
obtain nothing.”

"The police—"

"The police have generdly not been involved, though it's true they observed Julie dIsfor ayear, after an
especidly tiresome desth, that of aminor minister who shared a carriage with her. No evidence was
found. No motive, asthere had never been apparent motive. She has shown in her career neither
passions nor attachments, nor jealousies, in love, or otherwise. How unusua. We dl give ourselves away.
Y ou yoursdf, my little foreigner, have your wild and untamable stregk, by which we know you."

"Indeed.”

"And you are young, which gives besides agreat deal away at once. Julie d'lswas aso young for three
decades. And gave away nothing. Since she seemsto pollute and kill, that must be her only vice, and her
only hobby." A raven-wing cloud scuffed through the plane. Rain dashed down. "The club,” said
Chorgeh's"uncle" with decision.

"No, I'm not coming with you," said Chorgeh.

"For God's sake, don't go knocking on the door of Julieds.”

"I shant," said Chorgeh. "That much | do credit, that she'sunfriendly. Inimical.”
"Do pleasebdieveit."

Chorgeh stood and watched his"uncl€e" hurry off downhill through the rain. The road was atide of
blackness. Something hung heavy, not thunder, but the bottomless story. 1t must be concluded,
somehow.

The bl of the pastry shop gave a brittle sugary tinkle as he went in. On al sdeswere terraces of
sweetness, layers and marblings, bubbles, cords, plaits, and flutes, that made the eyesiif not the ssomach
hungry. Inthemiddle of it al, unmoved through long acquaintance, aplump, pretty, curly girl lifted her
head like adeer at awater hole.

"Can | hdp you, monsieur?'

"Y es. Give me some of those, please, and a couple of those," and Chorgeh, thinking of his mother, who
didiked sweet things of any type, food or human, and pictured her astoundment, when he should get
home. Into the masculine study, which once Chorgeh's father had occupied, kept now as across
between a shrine and alumber room, Chorgeh might take himsalf and eat each refused cake,
remembering the cake shop girl, for she was very charming.

Y et, as she reached for the second batch of cakes, shelooked puzzled, this charming girl. She stepped
away, and turned to Chorgeh asif to ask him something, and as she stood there, seemingly at aloss,
Chorgeh instead asked something of her. "Do you recall awoman who camein here, about half an hour

ago?



"l—don't know, monsieur,” said the girl, looking more puzzled than before, frowning and gazing at the
ground, asif she had glimpsed a mouse, perhaps.

"A drab, nasty woman. Obvioudy scheming. With holesin her gloves™

"|—don't know, monsieur,” repeated the girl. And then shelooked at, and straight through him, asif to
some other place that had suddenly grown visible in the doorway. Next moment she dropped on the
floor. Shelay therein acompact little puddle of skirtsand curls, her eyes shut, her faceicing white.

Chorgeh banged on the counter and shouted, and by magic the shop was full of women.

A minute later, the girl had been lifted up and was murmuring that she was quite well, quite well, but so
cold.

"There, Olizette," said the women. And one ran out to the pharmacist's dong the street.
"That gentleman,” said Olizette, "iswaiting for his cakes. | was serving him when | wastaken queer.”

"Good Lord, don't worry about that," said Chorgeh, flustered for an ingtant. It seemed likely the women
would reckon him in someway respongblefor the girl'sfaint. Metaphysically, was he not?

Then the pharmacist came, and after acursory examination of the girl, declared she was feverish and
must go home & once.

Chorgeh stood there with his heart beating violently, in the presence of the insandly wicked and bizarre.
Evil was a papable entity in the shop, bending to the women, itstattered wings and skull face glaring
intently and specificdly above Olizette. It was asif Chorgeh had invoked it, by hisarrival, hisquest, his
query concerning Julied'ls, Angd of Pestilence.

"Oh, how am | to get to my room?" said Olizette, made childish by her weakness. "Oh dear, oh dear,
what shdl | do?'

And Chorgeh rushed out to fetch acab, into which he and awoman of the shop next bore Olizette, who
was now touchingly crying from embarrassment and feebleness.

Every bump of the wheels and hoofs on the journey caused the poor girl to gasp and moan.

"There, there, Olizette," reiterated the uselesswoman. " She's never ll," she added to Chorgeh over the
dark, drooping, flowerlike head. "A country girl. Two years, and never asniffle, never onceamigraine or
afanting fit. And | mysdf, wel I'm amartyr to them, monseur.”

They reached Olizette's room (set predictably in aconglomeration of chimney and flowerpots, rambling
steps, skylights, and lopsided balconies, near the old corn market). Chorgeh paid off the cab. He then
went to summon adoctor, taking al responsibility on himsdlf. It was hisfaullt.

"I don't likethelook of this," the doctor said to Chorgeh, on the landing. "Y ou are the young woman's
protector?'

"If you like" said Chorgeh, disdaining the explanatory truth.

"Then someone must be got in to look after her, anurse. She must have fresh fruit, broth; cream and eggs
assheimproves."

Thusit was not cakes that Chorgeh presented to his mother. It was apleafor an increment upon his
dlowance.



"If you must know, | have agirl. | must give her apresent, mustn't I, now and then?"

"I'm not interested in the illy details. I's she clean? Does she love you? | trust that you do not love her?
Very wdl."

During the month of Olizette'sillness, Chorgeh visited her once aday, in the afternoon. He brought
flowers, fruit, and later boxes of confectionery—she did not like cakes. Her plumpness had melted from
her, and the paleness and dightness of her debility made her ethered. Although hedid not in the smallest
degree "love" her, Chorgeh was very taken with her, had become fond of her, as one may with adocile
and pleasing invaid one has chosen. Their words were affectionate, and soon familiar, but quite
decorous, and the nurse was aways in the room with her tatting, or just along the way making soup.

Chorgeh's mornings were spent on quite another woman. It was not that he made any contact with Julie
dls, of course, only that he had begun to spy on her movements, and to question, in acarefully blatant
syle, her neighbors, of whom she had severd, dl at adistance.

Both activities, the caring visitsto the pastry seller, the observation of a poisoness, were united, being
two haves of awhole.

Helearned agreat dedl more of Julie than of Olizette. Olizette told him everything he wanted to know,
and her entire smplelife was soon before him, lacking al complexity. But Julieslifewasif anything more
smple, there was no information to be had solely because nothing happened to her. From the comments
of thosein her vicinity, who seldom any way saw or noted her, and from his own scrupulous view of her
doingsin the quiet and normally deserted street, Chorgeh was quickly privy to her existence. She
ventured out, this viper, about twice aweek, to purchase groceries and feminine articles (he followed her
where he could). Sometimes after these excursions she dso took aturn in apark nearby. Her face was
awaysblank asa stone. She must surdly be frustrated, maddened by this solitary limbo, her lack of
valition, yet quite inarticulately and hopelesdly, for she seemed to want to do nothing more than she did.
She did not, when indoors, ever appear at her window. (He had soon located her address, her
room—which had no flowerpot, no lamp, and which on the few evenings he had overseen it at dusk,
turned to dusk aso, and lit no light—did not alter. Even once at midnight he had passed, and there it was,
ablack oblong, empty. It was as though, on entering her domain, Julie ceased to be alive or actua. And
perhapsthiswas s0.)

Asthe"uncle" had said, to poison must represent her only passion. All she lived for, dreamed of. And
yet, visting those same places where she made her purchases quite regularly, Chorgeh found no such
gartling evidence of her maignity as he had in Olizette's pastry shop. Evidently Olizette had been
unlucky, perhaps because she had been done with Julie for severd minutes. Possibly too the murderess
did not strike on her own territory, but ways outsdeit.

Meanwhile long leading conversations with the latest victim gave no clue asto how Julie had managed

her work: Olizette hersaf was ignorant of having been practiced on, and Chorgeh naturdly did not
enlighten her. Hewas legitimately afraid of how such knowledge might effect Olizette, for even while she
improved, on some afternoons there were lapses, he would find her very white, trembling, saying that she
ached from head to toe, or that the mild winter light troubled her eyes. The doctor had dready ceased
cdling, he was sanguine, but Chorgeh treated the girl with caution. For the doctor had not understood the
caseat al. In answer to Chorgeh's probing, the doctor had remarked on the foolishness of young country
girlsinthe City, infected by itsfumes, living on cakes, neglecting their well-being in favor of unsuitable
romances.

Chorgeh had oneimage. He nurtured it. It involved the stone-faced serpent Julie d1sleaning dightly



forward to take her padtry, and scratching the fingers of Olizette with the underside of athin silver ring.
By now Chorgeh had glimpsed such aring on Juli€sfinger. (Had not the Borgias used asimilar deviceto
cart off whole table-loads of enemies?) By the time he had noticed the ring, however, he could find no
cut or scragpe on the smooth hands of Olizette, though he examined them meticuloudly, telling her he
would read her fortune. Obvioudy, so dight awound would have headled by now. He had been lax, too
late. Another black mark.

"Good gracious, Chorgeh! It isn't suitable. After dl these years! Mother will think you've come to court
rrell

"Your mother isfar too sensble, Sandrine, ever to think that."

Like abutterfly, Sandrine hovered over the ornate and overdressed drawing room, in atense powdery
light. He had not seen her, it wastrue, save at aremote distance—across salons, at the end of
fashionable avenues—for five years. She had improved visudly, but not necessarily in any other way.

"Wel, 9t down. Y ou shouldn't be here. M other will be out for hours."

"During which time we can get up to the most scandal ous activities." Sandrine giggled. Encouraged,
Chorgeh said, "Tdl me everything you know about Julie d'ls.”

"WhoisJulied1s?" asked Sandrine, in such avoice that he knew sherecaled perfectly.

"A dear little girl," he said, "with whom you used, once, to play. Now awoman, looking I'm afraid agrest
dedl older than you or her years. In rather impoverished circumstances. Retiring.”

"l remember..." said Sandrine. ... Julieds’ Shewent dowly very pae. Chorgeh watched, interested. |
haven't seen her since | wasten."

"But your playmate.”

"Never," said Sandrine vehemently. She shuddered. "Even now, at the very thought." She got up, paced
over theroom, and back again, and standing there before him said dramaticaly, "That child was a beast,
ahobgoblin. Ugh! Weweredl terrified of her. She could make you die. She'sdoneit. She never said so.
She never said anything. To the adultsit wasdl May | and Thank you. When she was with us, she
would just st there. She was older. Her eyes were down. She had horrible eyes, small and sharp, cold
and colorless. And long lashes, not beautiful, but like asort of fence, asif to stop anything getting by.
Then her mother would call for her, such apoor silly woman. We had arhyme—how did it go? | can't
think—but it was about Julie d'lswhisking you down to Hell if you didn't watch out.”

"How did you know she was ahobgoblin? Apart, of course, from her eyes.”
"Because the kittens died. And then Alyse, and Lucie. Surely you've heard?

"But why ahobgoblin? Wasn't she just a poisoner?'

"A child who poisons?’

"Why not?" said Chorgeh. Asachild, he had once or twice considered the method.

"Therewasagtory,” said Sandrine, at the fireplace where the dried flowers still stood petrified, stiff on
their stalks as she now was on her stalk of dress. "Julie d'Iswas a changeling.”



"Ah," said Chorgeh.

"You can laugh" (he had not), "but when they were in the Eadt, the Silly mother offended a sorcerer. He
was an old man who came to the kitchen door in rags, and she had the servants chase him off. But he
was powerful, it was dl atest or prank. If she'd been nice to him he would have blessed her, but she
wasn't, so he exuded a curse. Madame d'ls was carrying two babies, twins. But when she gave birth,
one baby vanished. And the baby that was |eft was changed. It stopped being wholesome and like a
baby. It became thisawful cold-eyed stony little toad. It became Jdulie.”

"Yes," sad Chorgeh. "But what about the other twin?*

"l suppose uliekilled it," said Sandrine flatly, "and they wrapped it in ashawl and the nurse took it and
threw it in areedy svamp. They couldn't tell anyone. It wastoo disgusting.”

"Yes," Chorgeh said again. Heimagined the two little girlslying in their cradle under the mosguito net on
some veranda, the one child in the stasis of degth, the other in the static condition of concentrated being
that Julie d'ls so oddly evidenced. And then from Sandrine's facile and foolish words he contrived the
exact perfect image, the nurse-woman with eyes of danting date, bearing the dead bundle, cagting it in
likeafailed Maoses, for the gurgling mud to have, and the frogs chirruping and the strange orient pearl of
the moon watching from the trees. Through its curiosity thislast picture was made to seem true. He
believed it, even though knowing how and why he was convinced.

"How isit you suppose she manages her crimes?’ he said to Sandrine.

"Oh," shesaid, smply, "it's dulie hersdlf, isn't it. She's poisonous. Like certain substances—if you're near
them, they can kill you. dulieislike that."

They had little cakes, and he thought of Olizette, and that he would be late to see her today, but never
mind, hewould stay with her until dinnertime. He had seen some bright flowersfor sde, to his
townsman's eye fresh from the country, and he would take her those, and perhaps some wine. He was
growing faintly bored with Olizette, in the most gentle and patient of ways. After dl, shewasamost well,
and had yielded no clues, and what could they talk about?

When he was sufficiently bored with Sandrine, which happened fairly soon after the cakes, Chorgeh
made charming excuses and | eft. Sandrine seemed disappointed, and he redized with surprise that she
had redlly not believed in hismission at dl, sheimagined Julie d1sto have been only animpulsive ploy to
vigt.

With Julie dIshewas not bored at dl. He felt for her awild sheer loathing quite novel to him, quite
energizing.

When he reached the apartment house of Olizette, among the pots and steps, the sun was on the edge of
the City, hesitating for amoment. The shape-changer light of dusk aready flooded the street. Chorgeh
saw the doctor's carriage therein it, like astone in ariver. Somehow Chorgeh was not startled by this.
Hefdtasnking in hisbdly, but it was neither darm nor regret.

He went up, and met the doctor again on the landing. The doctor regarded him with didike, resentful of
an added burden. "Y ou must prepare yourself, monsieur, for very bad newsindeed.”

"She'sdead,” said Chorgeh.
"A sudden relapse. The woman called for me as soon as she saw what went on.”

"Did the girl have apriest?' Chorgeh asked anxioudy, for he had learned enough of Olizetteto redize she



would have wanted one.
"Yes. Heisthere now."

Chorgeh went into the room, and when the priest glanced up Chorgeh said directly, "Please understand,
father, that the young lady was befriended by me, nothing more," for now getting the facts of her chastity
straight seemed imperative for her sake.

She looked shrunken and elderly as shelay in the bed. Worse, shelooked like nothing at dll, like
discarded washing, an old dress.

Chorgeh stared at her with heartbreaking sympathy.

The priest began to try to comfort him, and Chorgeh, perturbed, went away at once. It seemed there was
abrother-in-law who had been summoned, and al the arrangements now were in hand. Even the priest
had known Olizette, her character and means—there had not needed to be, after all, any embarrassing
explanations.

On reaching home, Chorgeh found his mother had filled the house with guests. They were everywhere,
like a plague of well-dressed mice, squeaking and waving their paws. Of the writer "uncle” there was no
sign, however, and Chorgeh was consumed by the detestation of aman whose last bolt hole had been
soiled and overturned.

"Good evening, dear. Do change your clothesand join us.”

He wanted to seize his mother by the throat, shouting in her face that she had ruined him, how dare
she—But she had dl the rights, and he none.

"I've aterrible headache," said Chorgeh. "I must lie down. If I'm better, I'll make my entrance later.”

He went to hisroom and locked the door from the outside, to midead anyone who cameto seek him.
Then he removed to hisfather's study and shut himsdlf in there,

There was afaint odor of leather, tobacco from asacred jar. the room was protective of Chorgeh,
securing him. In aclosed drawer, skillfully negotiated, Chorgeh found what he was looking for. Prior to
dying, thefather had initiated the son into anumber of the mae mysteries. If he had lived, possibly they
would not have got on at all, but death had flung aglamorous veil over their parting and their relationship.
Everything that Chorgeh's father had ever said to him or taught him, Chorgeh remembered vividly.

When he had completed his transaction, he went back to his room and locked himsdlf insde. Beyond,
the noises of the guests ebbed and flowed. He visudized Julie d'ls arriving, floating among theminapde
gown and padded hair, some of it loose on her white snake's neck. Here she touched and here she
breathed, and once or twice she merely looked, and the mark of death was on them. Chorgeh patted his
pillow, beneath which lay something hard and cold now. Smiling, he dipped into deep, and dreamed of
Olizette'sburid at atiny church in the fields, agrave with awillow, mourning doves. He did not fed sad
for her, adeep. He threw the flowers on her mound, and drank the wine from the bottle cheerfully, and
bought a cake from atree.

The next day Chorgeh rose early and went out. His hours were often premature, for his businessin the
City wasthat of asightseer, flighty and opportune. No one had remarked anything unusua.

When he reached the street of Julie d'l's, Chorgeh positioned himsalf as he had grown accustomed to do,



amost opposite the apartment building where she lived. There was a portico there, into which he could
conveniently dip and be hidden. It was amorning when, generdly, she would go out, attend to her
minuscule amounts of shopping, and then perambulate the park. No one was about, the day was
lowering and rainy, and now and then a sharp report of thunder came. It was made for him, thisday, and
he only feared it would put her off; perhaps she dreaded storms. But no, the door opened, and out
stepped the creature of the legend, the serpent, clad in her squalid coat and coiled, unbecoming hat, with
an umbrellato ward off the scimitars of heaven.

Chorgeh followed her, without undue caution, just as before. No one had ever noted him; she hersdlf, the
demoness, had never turned on him, never even looked over her shoulder. She went into adraper's
shop, into a shop that sold cold meats and cheeses. Did she eat these things? What did she do? He had
never fathomed, no one had ever said, he had never seen her, crouched in her room, the spider in her
web, grooming hersalf and preening, smacking her lips over her kills. He wasinclined to think she went
into a cupboard in her gpartment, and stayed there, like alead soldier initsbox. Whatever it was, he
would never know.

In the park, which he had thought she might avoid but which she entered as ever, the black trees dripped
and hissed, the paths were wet. Everything was noise, flashes and rushes and the crack of the thunder.
When Chorgeh shot Julie d1swith hisfather's pistol, the thunder obligingly roared and the lightning
gparkled. Thereek of powder was crushed in rain. He had been fifteen feet from her back and the bullet
had gonein under her hat. There was a painterly wash of blood on the path, but it flushed away. Her
purchases lay scattered, sodden in their paper wrappings. She was a pathetic heap of old clothes, as
Olizette had seemed, a scarecrow. Chorgeh did not approach, but kept to his plan. He knew she was
quite dead, for presumably she could be daughtered in the norma fashion, and the bullet must have
entered her brain. He hurried away, feding nothing, only alittle bit sck, but then he had taken no
breakfad, it was probably only that.

Rain fdl steadily for aweek, then on thefirst clear day, the writer cameto call on Chorgeh's mother. She
was taken aback, not having seen him for months. After awhile, dmost surreptitioudy, the writer climbed
the house, and knocked on the door of the study-shrine of Chorgeh's father.

"Yes, you may comein,” said Chorgeh.

He sat in the leather armchair, while the writer tactfully passed about the room, examining items with the
cunning reserve of aman in amuseum. Presently the writer sat down also. Thefirewaslit. They stretched
ther legstoit.

"Had you heard?' said the writer.

"That the Beautiful Lady had been killed? Y es. Therewas asmal passage in some of thejournds. | was
only waiting for you to come and ask."

"What did thejournas say?"
"Couldn't you read them?"
"I never read them. Nagty things. | have my knowledge from another source.”

"Naturdly. Likely you know much more than therest of us. All that thejournas said wasthat a
Mademoisdle Julie d'Is had been bizarrely shot in a garden near the Temple-Church. That there were no
witnesses. That nothing at al wasknown. They did add, apair of them, that unpleasing speculation had
surrounded Mademoisdle disin her youth. But that nothing had been said againgt her latterly, she



seemed to have neither relatives nor friends, no onein fact with areason or wish to day her.”
"Wemay awaysrely on our relatives and friendsfor that," said the writer.
"Tdl medl therest of it, then," said Chorgeh, apparently intrigued.

Under cover of hisporceain exterior he hed himsdf tight. He knew perfectly well the "uncle€" washerein
his literary capacity only. He supposed that it was Chorgeh who had murdered Julie d'l's, maybe he had
no doubts. Although such pistols as Chorgeh's father's were common, athough Chorgeh, even Olizette,
had no glaring link to Julied'ls, and dthough the writer indeed knew nothing at dl of the ultimate
involvement of the pastry shop, yet he had deduced the obvious. Though the police would never attach
Chorgeh to the killing, the writer did, and the writer was here solely as that, to observe him, to see how
Chorgeh went on. And it was possible, if Chorgeh gave himsdlf away to the writer, that the"uncle’ might
take over from the writer, and fedl obliged to give Chorgeh up to the authorities. Chorgeh had known this
moment would come, and he had prepared for it. He was a practiced deceiver, and his youngness was
on hissde, for with the widespread fault of the middle-aged, the writer coupled youngness with
inexperience.

"I know very dightly more," said the writer to Chorgeh. "I know there was, of course, a post-mortem. |
know the result of thiswas the newsthat Julie d'ls died because of the entry of abullet into her brain,
which was evident from thefirgt. | know that afew of her erstwhile familiars were questioned. But none
of them had seen her for years. It seemed to me," said the writer, uncrossing hislegs, and lighting, without
permission, acigarette, "it seemed to methat you and |, say, were worthier of an interrogation. We'd
been watching the woman and discussing her fairly recently.”

"Oh, not so recently asal that," said Chorgeh. "I say, I'm very sorry, but you mustn't smokein here.
Mother would fly into afit. It'sawful isn't it?'

Thewriter cast his cigarette into the fire and smiled. Chorgeh had revealed an arch-cleverness. The writer
could not last for more than ten minutes longer without a cigarette. He would have to go out, and why
should Chorgeh, plainly intent on hisfather's books, go with him?

"Y ou haven', then," said the writer, "been following Julieds?"
"Why would | do that?"
"Because she fascinated you."

"That'strue. Then | found someone & se who fascinated me even more. Y ou recollect how skittish | can
mll

"What do you think of it, though?' said the writer.

"Of what?'

"Of her death.”

"l think it'sided," said Chorgeh. "I think it'sinevitable."”
"Since she had no life?!

Chorgeh did not fal into the trap.

"Well, she may have done, " he said, "for al we know."



When thewriter "uncle’ withdrew, tapping his cigarette case, seemingly quite delighted with Chorgen's
acting or innocence, not entirely sure now either way, Chorgeh relgpsed, looking at thefire, himsdlf
overseeing what he had said. He had made no dip, yet he had been truthful in his pronouncement. The
death of such abeast was both ided and inevitable. He felt himsdlf no hero, and no villain, for seeingtoit.
It was a shame the post-mortem had shown nothing of significance, but perhapsit had and the "uncle’
merdly had not learned in his prying what it was. Some things would be hushed up. Chorgeh constructed
for himself something more fanciful than the spikein thering. He saw one of Juliesbony fingers, and out
from under the nail asort of talon extruded. It pricked the plump hand of Olizette, finer than aneedle. But
the bullet had not been fine, it had been harsh and shattering. He had taken no chances, aiming for the
head. Her hat was so undluring, it redly served her right. For he would have found her more difficult to
kill if she had been lovely and dressed with taste. He would not have wanted to spoil her appearance,
and perhaps must have risked going close with astiletto. She had fallen straight over, directly down, and
her soul went deeper yet, diving into Hell. Chorgeh consdered the twin of Julied'ls, the Sster shewas
supposed to have had, and to have killed in babyhood. He saw the cradle again under the netting, and
the nurse-woman throwing out the bundle into the mud. Was that what had decided him, or wasit only
Olizette?

Chorgeh sat back in the chair and composed himself for anap. He would be sensible to avoid the writer
for amonth or so—until any ideas or fresh rumors ceased after the postmortem and the burid. The
firdight glittered, and went from under Chorgeh's eydids, and he heard his mother's operatic laugh rill
through the house. Everything waswdll.

God and men pass over the battleground, prizing greet gems and silver bullets from the hems of the
falen. Then therats comein gray, smooth coats and find the secrets of the labyrinth.

There was nothing ratlike to the gppearance or manner of Monsieur Tritte, who wastall and plump, with
the large and capable hands of a country doctor. He had a baritone voice, abading head, aface at once
handsome and benign. The watchman of the morgue, he was the exact antithesis of what such a man was
reckoned to be and frequently was. Tritte was abstemious and sober, without perversity or cruelness. He
pitied his charges, with adignity that became him, yet he found them on occasion interesting. He was
himself capable of scientific investigation, having studied a the elbows of eminent practitioners,
unflinching, and uncareless, asthey sometimes were not.

It had happened that the men laboring at the morgue had known the name Julie d'ls. They had therefore
had great pains over her. Though the corpse had lain on its dab for aday and ahdf before any work
commenced, precautions were taken. Not an inch of skin, other than that of the face, was presented to
the cadaver, which was then gone over minutely for a hidden armament. None was found. Weighed,
pierced, portionaly dissected, the poor dead thing offered no answers. To Tritte thiswas only what he
would have expected. Her method of inflicting fataity, whatever it was, had logt its potencein the
moment of her death. He had no doubt, as did not the scientistsin the chamber, that Julie d'ls had been
executed by one she had wronged with the sickness or demise of alover or family member. That the
police had failed to curtail her had after dl given the public somerightsin this matter. It was only
surprising the sentence had been so long in its enactment. Thekiller might be discovered through a
mistake, or aconfession, but there were so many potentia assassns, among them even victims who had
recovered, that apprehension on evidence aone would seem to be hopeless.

Solely one man of the three had scoffed at the stories of the Pestilent Angel. Hewas an old fellow who
thought he had learned all there was to know, a casual butcher of the dab who made jokes over the
severed organs and the cups of brains.



When they were all gone, and the corpse lay at peace in her white cold meat, Tritte watched through the
night in his room, where many books, and amicroscope worthy of the morgue's visitors, gave notice of
his seriousinner nature.

In the morning the City wasto bury Julied'ls, arbitrarily, shoveling her off. Trittefelt no dismay at hislast,
second, night alone with her, but he felt a strong sense of her neverthel ess, more so now she had been cut
and overhauled, asif her silent flesh cried out—not for justice or remission, not even to be heard—it was
more like the low, exhausted crying Tritte's mother had once made nightly, from toothache and worry.
Though he had grown, and rescued his mother and now she did not cry, Tritte felt the sound. There had
never before been such aweeping in hismorgue.

Thus, when hewent on hisrounds, heleft the remains of Julie dIsfor the end, and then, pedling off her
gauzy mantle, he stood and looked on her under theray of hislamp, not seeing her nudity, her thinness,
the remnant of thin soft hair, but gazing dowly and thoroughly after whatever it could be to make her cry.

Her face appeared, under the debris of her brow (from which the bullet had g ected), like acarved stone.
The undamaged eye was closed, and the lips also. Her ears and nostrils were exquisitely shaped, the
mark of beauty showing up, as so often, at an unpublicized part. Her breaststoo were lovely, and he was
profoundly sorry, the watchman of the morgue, that she had lost herself. Shewas not old, not lined or
wizened. What had it been, her wickedness, and what did it mean?

It was as he was viewing her that something flickered at therim of hiseye. He glanced aside, and there
on theinner curve of her arm, he saw a speck. Tritte's vision was keen, but the lamp smoked somewhat.
The speck, whatever it was, had not moved but only seemed to. Then, it moved once more, the length of
one of hisfingernails, and so stopped and was lill.

Hewatched it, the watchman, for severd minutes, and then, when there was no further movement, he
bent down and stared. But al he could see was the speck he had seen at thefirg, likeagrain of tea,
there on her arm.

Tritte went away, back to hisroom, and here he loitered for perhaps half an hour. And then, taking up
the lamp, he returned, through the shrouded marble and the dark, to the place of Julied'ls, and held the
light over her.

The speck was till there, where he had last seen it. Suddenly Tritte, from faraway memory, knew whet it
was. It wasaflea

An abrupt and searing shock ran through him. A lesser man would have dropped the lamp. Hisemotion
was made up of astonishment and horror and aviolent influx of redization. Here, here, was the method
of the murderess, the poisoner. It was a flea. A tiny drinker of blood, for some reason so venomous
itsdlf that when it feasted on another (for surdy normaly it had sustained itself by the blood of Julie
hersdf), it wasligble to cause ilIness, and even death. Some wereimmune, as happened in dl cases of
infection, others recovered, severa perished. Julie obvioudy was among theinitia category, and
doubtless her parents, and long associates, often bitten, aso. To a stranger, the fleamight be aways
inimical. It legpt upon them—a second of vampire action—then leagpt back again to the host. The bite
was S0 minute they either did not fed it or did not know what they had felt.

Everything fitted to the hypothesis. Everything combined with it to form a piece of evidence asludicrous
asitwashorrifying. Aflea.

Now, it too seemed dead. Or it was very duggish; if not dead then dying from lack of food, the ruin of
the host. He must be careful.... or did it lack the will now to feed from another? Of those who had
discovered and subsequently handled the body of Julie dIs none, so far as he understood, had falen



Sck.

After he had stood over the cadaver fifteen or twenty minutes, Tritte made adecision. Fetching an
instrument, Tritte separated awafer of the white skin from the arm. The vessels cameforth, likeveinsin
marbleitsalf. Therewas, naturdly, no blood. Theflea, secured patheticaly to the surface of the skin, did
not shift itsdlf. It clung on in its deeth or near-degth, like a desperate child to the dead arm of its mother.

A further ten minutes, and Tritte had arranged his valuable microscope, had set the inch of skin and the
fleaupon adide.

In the core of night, done, in pity and amazement, Tritte put his eye to the magica telescope of life, to see
what death had been doing.

After he had looked along while, the man drew back. He wiped his forehead and going to the cupboard,
poured for himsalf ameasure of brandy. Only then did he look again through the microscope.

Theimage was as before.
Therewas no dteration.

Degth had come, and till the miniature thing clung to the skin. Its crying, too high for the human ear to
hear, too loud for the human heart not to, had ended. Under the magnifying lens, it was awoman, the
flea. Almost a human woman, beautiful and perfectly formed, with short luxuriantly curling hair, and deep
dark eyes st fast in oblivion. Thelips were parted, and there were the usua even teeth of the human
femde; theinfinitesma hands had no claws. There were flowerlike breasts. But the body stopped at the
pelvis. Thereit became atube, scaled like ascorpion, finished in athin coiled whip, some sort of sting or
sucker, it was o ugly, thisfinish, so unlike the rest. Y ou saw a once how the cresture had flung herself,
daring space and danger, to cling onto her prey, striking like awasp, turning then maybe to apply the
perfect mouth to the wound, and springing off again, back to the safety of the sbling. For it was clearly to
be seen d <0, alikenessto Julie. They were of an age, only one plain, and the other beautiful: sgters.

Monsieur Tritte put on his gloves. He spoke to the woman on the lens. "Forgive me.”

And then he crushed her, between hisnails.

The sepulcher of ornate granite that stands on the hillside, overlooking theriver, has the apt, odd name of
Morcara's Room. Those that know the name do not necessarily know the name's reason. Behind a door
of leaden metd the boneslie properly in abox; the lintel above the door has only the name: Morcara
Venka, and two dates—which show that the occupant of the tomb died young, at the age of about
twenty-five years. The date of the tomb itself, however, which isaso to be found, cut into one of the
mossy pillars, revedsthat it came into being more than a century after the death of itstenant. Inquiries
may reveal that Morcara Venka's descendants erected the mausoleum and ordered her remains taken to
it from another place. There may aso be mention of someill fortune, even acurse, that once had
connection to thiswoman, so that even now afaint smolder rests, as you will sense, on the hill, some hint
of smoke without which thereisno fire. And it has been said that to enter the tomb, even on the most
legitimate business, would be unwise,

Thetruth, perhaps more peculiar ill, isasfollows.

Morcara's Room

The secret of passing away,
The cost of the change of the moon,



None knows it with ear or with eye,
But al will soon.
—Swinburne

One evening ayoung man, who shall be called Rendart, was walking in the country above the City. It had
been ahot close day, and the mellow air had now atint of thunder. Rendart had grown tired of walking,
of climbing over boulders and peering into defileswheretiny rivulets flashed and shone asin oil paintings,
of theforest's edges that, so invitingly redolent of becoming forever lost, would only lead him back onto
some path that ended at afarm. There were no longer wolvesin the woods, or Rendart might have been
tempted to stay out al night. Instead he was now looking for some house where he might foist himsdlf.
Histrick was, wherever possible, to avoid the convenient inn or hotel. Thiswas not because he lacked
funds (rather the reverse, his means were private and helpful) but because of acompulsionto view the
interiors of the homes of other persons. To thisend he had once regularly pretended to awish to buy
property, and agents and owners had conducted him over varieties of premises, singing the prai ses of
much and reveding amost everything but the bad points. It was their reticence here which had
discouraged him eventually from the practice, snce bad points are frequently so interesting. That and,
maybe, the annoyance of certain agents who finaly doubted Rendart's desire actudly to purchase

anything.

Asthe sky deepened and the shadow of westher bloomed along its perimeter, Rendart came on awide,
sraight track, leading between poplarsin the direction of ahouse—indeed, amansion. Thewadls of the
building were very tdl, and the roofs that rose above them, dilapidated and picturesque. Highest of al
rose around dark tower with a cap the color of the approaching storm.

Even as he gazed, afew spaced drops of rain plumped on the track, the poplars quivered, adarkness
bubbled up in the east.

Rendart ran gleefully for the mangion.

Of course, he ruminated as the echoes rang away from aclanging bell upon the gate, it was possble they
would turn him off, conceivable a so that the fascinating house could be empty— then, might he not break
in? Almost in disgppointment he saw a shuffling movement in the rank bushesthat crowded the gate. An
elderly man emerged, dressed in the clothes and skin of earlier decades.

"Yes, monseur?'
The heavens obligingly opened. Thunder peded, acurtain of rain descended.
Rendart gasped hisplight. Alone, friendless, and shdlterlessin the wild hills and the storm.

The servant (Rendart had classed him, and was presently proved correct) stared awhile, asif listening to
aforeigner spesking in an unknown tongue.

Then, through the rain, from the concealed house, came aquerulous call. "What isit, Pierre?' Pierre
began to answer, when out of the bushes scampered a precipitate woman in apale dress and with an
umbrella extended over her head. Seeing Rendart she beckoned frantically, "Let him in. Of course you
must shelter with us, monsieur. Thisdreadful thunder—it may strike—" Rendart kindly did not dludeto
thetip of her umbrella, which might attract the very catastrophe she feared. Probably Jove would aim first
at the dark tower above,

The gate was breached, and the trio hastened between the bushes, into amad garden run to seed, where
everything and every metamorphosis of athing fought for existence under the charcod sky.



Rendart was rushed to the house so fast he barely saw it. His hostess he had already noted, sadly, was
neither young nor lovely, but she might be mysterious with luck.

It did not redlly seem shewould be.

"Fierre, go at once and fetch some dry clothes of my brother's. Y ou can change in the smoking room,
mongieur. Poor monsieur is soaked. Then you must come directly to the salon, we dwayshave a
fire—wefed the cold, Monsieur de Venneand 1."

Within haf an hour, while the tempest till cascaded on the jungle outside (from which statues protruded
here and there like leprous teeth), Rendart was seated in ahot and avid salon, while Monsieur and
Mademoisdlle de Venne regarded him. They had |apped up his advent so gladly, he haf wondered if they
meant him some harm. More likely they were starved of visitors. Monsieur de Vennewasindicated as
being rather younger than mademoiselle, which apparently set him at about ninety.

"You'l gay to dinewith us, Monseur Rendart?' said she. "What a pleasure, ayoung man of education.
We s0 seldom— yet our nephew—"

"Our nephew never callson us," interrupted the brother testily. "Except to borrow our money.
Money—does he think we have it? Where do we keep it? Would we live in thislachrymose pileif we
had any?' And having recourse to the brandy tumbler a his elbow he added: "How frequently I've
thought to myself, send that fellow to the room.”

"Cesax!" cried mademoisdle.
A dlencethundered in the salon, to be broken in turn by the deaf clangor of the elements.

Mademoisdlle was very white under her rouge. Rendart envied her, for the fire was overpowering.
Getting up on the pretext of helping her to more tea (she fluttered; her brother stuck ferocioudy to his
brandy), Rendart managed a quick half tour of the salon, which was neither boring or intriguing. He
longed for a chance to go through the mans on, the commencement of whose enormous carven stairway

he had dready glimpsed.
"Rooms are aproblem,” said Rendart, idly. "There's onein my house by the coast. Smply uninhabitable.”

"Yes, thereyou've got it. Uninhabitable," snarled the pickled brother.

Mademoisdle thanked Rendart so profusely for the tea that it was an obvious signd she did not want
rooms discussed.

Rendart ate the petit fours and bided histime, for it gppeared there would be plenty. Already
mademoisdlle had mentally transferred him past the dining table to the white bedroom. She had given
guest-conscious orders to the doddering Pierre, and a brisk stoat-faced maid of two hundred.

It was avery good dinner of five courses, two of which were cold, and Rendart was ddlighted to suspect
things had been "laid on" for his sole benefit. Monsieur de Venne progressed from the brandy through
three differing bottles of pleasing wine, two-thirds of which he drank persondly, before returning to the
brandy with all the snug comfort of an occasiond rake returning to wife, pipe, and dippers. Mademoiselle
fussed and flighted about with her hands and her conversation, and now and then let dip, asif
unavoidably, areference to the absent nephew. Monsieur said no more upon this matter, merely cleared
histhroat in ahorribleway. Asfor rooms, the only room mentioned was the white bedroom Rendart was
to occupy, and the bathroom along the passage from it. Rendart formulated a dream of tiptoeing about



the mansion in the night in order to seeit, as evidently he was not to get aguided tour. It would not do,
however, for if they apprehended him they would be sure to think him arobber after their few and rather
chipped and rusty valuables. He could not bear to tell them they had nothing he fancied thieving.

Pierre and the maid served the dinner in the salon, and after it was cleared and Monsieur de Venne had
re-ensconced himself with the brandy, everyone ran out of thingsto say. Thisdid not deter mademoiselle,
though, who merely whirled onin arepetition of al she had said before. From her catal ogue Rendart had
amost ingtantly learned that, on inheriting the house, her mamaand papa had been hard put to it to
manage, that soon the gardeners had left them (" And mama declared anyway she had never known such
terrible soil, everything that grew there was poisonous'), while the servants abbsconded with the heirlooms
("A great clock that Papa saw at auction two years | ater, the very same, and could not afford to
repossess'). Meantime the young versions of monsieur and mademoisdlle grew up, were deprived,
stunted, jilted, wilted, done out of this and that expectation, to arrive a last in near penury and the latter
years, amazed at both, unequal to them.

Rendart said, as he had more or less said before, "But this excellent house. It must be a consolation.”

"Upkeep," snorted Mongeur de Venne. "We don't use more than three or four of the gpartments. To
hear her talk about this white bedroom! Damp and cobwebs. Y oull think yourself lucky to get out with
pneumonia. Then there are the rats—"

"Oh hush, Cesar!"

"Eating away at the foundations, nibble and gnaw, squeak and gibber. It's the room. The room doesit.”
"Yes" interposed Rendart—Mademoisdle had been protesting again—"rooms are a problem—"
"Want to know what it is, | daresay," gargled Monsieur de VVenne through his brandy glass.

"To know what iswhat?" inquired Rendart.

"Cesar, | must beg you. Think of poor Mama, think of poor, poor Grisvold.”

"Grisvold may be damned.” ("Cesar!") "He got no more than justice. His own fault. Therewasthe
warning, did he heed? No."

Slencefel again, and Rendart redized uneasily that the rain had ceased to fdl asdarknessfell inits
place. The night was cam, and ill.

"Grisvold was an innocent, poor sickly boy,” cried mademoisdlle. She turned to Rendart and implored
him, "Who could command a poor sckly smpleton, Run to the Devil—the Devil— and expect the poor
cregture to have the wit to abstain? It was your fault, Cesar, and you'll carry the blame to your Maker."

"Grisvold be damned,” said the brandy glass.

Mademoisdlle turned to Rendart, mute with outrage.

"Something happened to Grisvold?' he asked.

Mademoisdlle buried her cheeksin an inch of lace that was unable to cope with them.

"Confounded curiogity,” said Mongeur de Venne. A glow burned brightly in hiseyes. He wanted and
yearned to speak his confession. She aso, in her way. They were ahaunted pair.

Rendart gazed on them with plessure. "Isthere some strange story ?!



"Thetower," whispered mademoisdle. "Did you notice it, to the west of the house?'
"] did," said Rendart.

"There," said mademoisdle.

"Il tll him," said monsieur. He put down the brandy glass.

In the great stilinessthat was the night, achange had come upon the sdon. The fire burned, and the
candles, for the house did not seem to run to any modernity of lights. Either side the fire the two elderly
people sat, like waxworks or mummiesin their old quaint clothes and sewn faces and papier-méché
hands. Once they had been elastic and fresh, had played as children, wept aslovers, screamed and sung
their rage and joy. Now they piped and rasped and stamped their feet, which might so easily be shaitered
were the carpet too hard. Rendart liked them very much, for the wonderfully weird evening they had
amogt given, and might now be proposing to give, him. Heliked them with a capacity he had for liking
strangers as he liked their houses. And now he longed to know the worst, as he had always wanted to
see the unsafe stair and the blocked drainsthey tried to hide.

"Inthetower," said Mongeur de Venne, "the steps lead up to asingle round chamber. It'slocked tight,
my father locked it. It was|ocked before that, over a century ago, and not opened. Out of fear."

"Out of terror,” whispered mademoisdle.

They glanced a Rendart, to be sure he was attending, which he was. Then they continued.

MorcaraVenkawas strong and beautiful and rich, and, from the age of five, an orphan. Her guardians
were on the timorous side; they had been chosen out of her father's dying wisdom to be precisely so. He
had benefitted from the horror writers of hisday, and knew that a clever and powerful guardian will either
seduce, dupe, or murder hisfemale ward. Morcaras guardians were straw, and before her burgeoning
vitality and arrogance, they bent, snapped, and were flattened. Nothing stayed her. She grew and
flowered, and no man stood against her, and so this was the lesson she learned: That no one could. Her
hair was black, but the type of black that is black still when the sun shinesonit. She did as she wished.
She rode astride, as a man did, which then was thought very shocking. Indeed, she dressed asaman
when it suited her, and memories were |eft over of how Morcaralooked flaming white with some
enthusiasm or rage, in her mae britches, her waistcoat, the ruffled linen at her wrists, the black tide of hair
down her back. And there were images too of Morcarain slver slk and diamonds, dancing. But once
she picked alive cod off thefire and threw it in the lgp of awoman who (she thought) had insulted her,
and once she chalenged aman to adud, and when he did not go to it because, he said, he would not
fight awoman, she visited him and cut him across the forehead with her rapier.

Like arushing river, Morcara had only her own banks to check her, her own uneven moodsto rein her
in, and shewas at dl other times ungovernable.

Shetook lovers. She cast them off. Who was strong enough to charm her became weak at her eyes,
under thelash of her words, became weak Ssmply by wanting her in return.

Morcaradesired only what she did not have, and lost desire for it when she had sampled it. Her dining
room, they said, here at the mansion, surrounded then by her fields and forests— her dining room was
littered by just-tasted dishes, plums bitten once and thrown away.

Some believed she was in league with the Devil, had the Evil Eye. Perhaps she had not grown jaded with
that.



When she was twenty-four years of age, scandalous Morcaramet aman two years her junior, a ahouse
in the City she had charmed by visiting. He was the son of a banker, permitted in society but not lauded
there, and he had, perhaps because of his Situation, an extraordinary offhand and controlled arrogance
that matched the flamboyant, careless arrogance of MorcaraVenka. Hetoo wasrich, partly an outcast,
and, incidentdly, he was handsome; a portrait remainsto establish this, although there are none of
Morcara

Morcara saw the young banker's son, whose name was, curioudy, Angelstein. She was too accustomed
to her effect to make much of an advance to him. She merely, aswas later reported, touched his gloved
wrist with one feather of her fan, remarking, "Well, here we are, and where tomorrow?' But her eyes met
his, she looked and so did he. In the minds and mouths of others he was, by the next day's sunrise, her
conquest and her lover. But in fact thisdid not happen. No, not at al.

During the following week, Morcaratook care to be at those functions, those dinners and bals wherein
Angdstein had been patronizingly alowed apart. She had only to enter to be admitted, such was her
power, financia and otherwise.

She dined beside him at tables where swordfish lay in castles of ice and champagnejetted in fountains.
She danced with him in her slver silk, with diamondsin her hair that was black as black under the
candles. Angelstein was polite, but nothing more. At lagt, in an arbor very early inthe morning, just
before the dawn came, when the grass was drenched with dew, she propositioned him. Sheis supposed
to have said something dong thelinesthat if he were the woman and she the man he would long since
have felt her weight. No one was certain, of course, for no one had chanced near enough properly to
overhear. But some did see Angelstein, courteous as ever, disengage her snowy glove from his breast,
her lipsfrom his own. Saw the curt bow he gave her, heard the tone of hisvoice, ahint amused now,
some regret at parting.

Ashewaked acrossthe lawn, Morcaracdled after him, "Y ou will cometo me. I'll make you. | shdl
wat."

"No, mademoisdle,” he said dismissvely. That wasdl, not even looking back. No, mademoiselle.
Then the sun came up, and Morcara Venka vanished, like the demon spirit she was said to be.

At homein her mansion amid the fields and forests, she waited for him one whole month. She had
everything made beautiful for him. She was restless, always pacing, looking from the high windowsto see
him coming, riding ahorse maybe, or in acarriage, but always coming toward her out of the distance.
She climbed at last up into the highest part of the house to keep her vigils, the round chamber in the
tower that once had been her father's study, and by then was a store room only, with chests about the
curving wals and an old nest under abeam, for the casement had broken in a storm and the glass had not
been replaced. She preferred it that way, the round room. There was no emanation of her father, she had
bardy known him.

But when the month was over, and Angelstein had not ridden or driven to the house, MorcaraVenka
sent to him one | etter. Its contents are unknown—he had the prudence, being prudent in dl things, to
degtroy it.

Seven more days she awaited areply. When there was no reply, she came down from the tower. She
went into the house, next into the gardens, and she walked about for awhile, looking at things, picking
them up and examining them, abook, alittle vase, aleaf, astone.

Her servants, who were afraid of Morcarawith complete justification, did not fed any pity or anxiety at
her state of mind. One of the maidsis supposed to have said, "Shell go to the Devil now. Shell do



something thet'll bring the house down around our ears.”

But al Morcaradid wasto call the men to clear the chests from the chamber in the tower and to put into
it instead a high backed chair from her own apartment. When this was done she went to her bureau and,
gtting down quietly, wrote something on apiece of paper. Again, one of the servants had a premonition
at thisthat Morcarawasinvoking or bespelling something or someone.

But al Morcaradid was light acandlein the settling dusk, put on her silver dress and comb out her hair,
and go with the candle and the paper up into the tower.

Therethey left her well done, and through the early portion of the night one or two beheld the wan flicker
of the candle, but later it was out.

The new day began, and Morcarawas not in her bed, and nowhere to be found in the house.

Then they decided she had better be sought, for after al she could only send them away again, but for
lack of diligence she could chastise them. They were used to her angers and her sparkle, not to her
absence.

When they came up the steps of the tower to the round room at the top, the door was shut fast, and to it
was pinned a sheet of paper, with Morcaraswriting on it in black ink.

Not all the men on the stair could read, but one of them could and they brought him forward. He looked,
read, and went white. " She's put a curse on thisroom,” he said. "Go back." And he started down the
steps. Just at that moment the steward came in and caught the fellow below, and asked him what had
been discovered. The man blurted out then, loud enough they al heard, what was written on the paper. It
sad: All you who dareto enter here will die.

After that the men scattered, and what with Morcaras half unearthly reputation, the steward could do
nothing with them, and athough hetried the door himself and knocked loudly, the way was secured and
no one answered.

Four days|later apriest was brought from the City, dong with some lawyers and other officids. They
approached the tower with trepidation. It was a hot and thundery afternoon, and reaching the steps, they
hesitated. One of the lawyersturned faint there, and announced that he could smell, as he put it, death.
Three men went up at last, the priest with them, and the strongest—since the men of the house il
refused to touch the door—put his shoulder to it. After agreat dedl of hammering and heaving the inner
lock burgt, and carried by the momentum, this man stumbled afoot or so insde the room.

A mogt gridy sight met dl their eyes, and hisfirgly. Therein her chair sat MorcaraVenka, in her slver
dressand her long black hair, with diamonds at her throat and flowersin her hand, but she was a corpse,
which because of the hot summer, had aready begun to rot. The stench came fast on the hedls of the
vison of her crumbling flesh and itsfish eyes and the white bone that jutted out at her cheek and brow,
and the othersin her fingerslike thetines of afan. The men fell back in horror, and the first one, who had
stumbled into the room, he turned in mindless fright and dashed by them, and fell the length of the stair so
his neck was didocated and he died on the bottom step.

The others who witnessed Morcaras finish, survived it, but then, of course, they had not "dared" to enter
Morcaras room.

Old Monsieur de Venne, Morcaras remote relative and indirect inheritor, stabbed at the firewith a
poker. Sparks showered up and the wood sank, letting show two glaring hellish hearts.



"The room was locked and sedled, and the door of the tower itself was boarded up. The corpse they |eft
torot in the tomb it had chosen. That Morcarawas the initial sacrifice to her own curse had doubtless
been her design. The poor wretch who went in there by accident wasitsinitia victim. There shouldn't be
any more. No one should enter. No one.”

"All you who dare to enter here will die" repeated Mademoisdlle de Venne, with shrinking relish; she
clasped her agitated hands asif they might fly away.

Rendart sat looking at the fire with his hosts. He was savoring what he had been told, but not quite yet
sprinkled with the condiment of belief. Findly he said, "But do you mean, monsieur, mademoisdlle, that
theremainsof MorcaraVenkaare dill up there, in the tower?"

"Just 90," said monsieur to the wickedness of thefire. "Just so."

"Itis" said Rendart, carefully, "amarvelous and awful story. But surdly by now, someone—" He paused,
to choose hiswords with more tact. " Surely someone must have been drawn to take therisk, at least to
undo the door and verify the tale from outside the threshold?!

"Onedid," sad monseur, with agrim satisfaction that Rendart, then, found extremely convincing. "But
only one."

"Cesar," murmured mademoisdle, "you mustn't—"

" 'Mustn't' be fiddled," said monsieur, and had another abrupt swipe of the brandy. As he raised the glass
thefire caught it and his eyes and isolated teeth. He appeared wolfish, satanic. "Piddle," he said, "on
‘mugtnt.”

Rendart braced himsdlf.
"You referred earlier to acertain Grisvold...."

"Yes. So | did. Bloody Grisvold— Oh, stop your noise, you senile old hen. Am | to confessto the
priest? Whereis he? Hasn't been near usin atwelve-month. | could die tonight. Go up the stairsand
open her door and enter into the room—"

"No, no, Cesar,” implored mademoiselle.

Rendart percelved it was arite between them, that possibly they often acted it out, if infrequently with the
benefit of an audience. These two, so adjacent and yet so hedged against death, she with her provisons
for lightning and wet clothes, he with his preserving brandy. Unsatisfied, sere lives burned amost down,
clawing at thewicks.

"Poor Grisvold," said Rendart, temptingly.

"Poor Grisvold, yes," said Monsieur de Venne.

Grisvold had been the son of their father's cook. A wonderful cook she wastoo, and partidly for that
reason she had stayed with the family despite the birth of a child, who was not merely a bastard but an
idiot aswdll. Theillegitimacy was hushed up, and the cook equipped with ahusband off at some war
who was presently suitably killed during the enemy advance. Theidiocy of the boy, conversdly, was
exaggerated, for he was retarded rather then moronic, and could tackle, despite bouts of illness, feverish
and unidentified, anumber of perfectly useful tasks, such as blacking boots, hel ping with the horses, of
which at firgt there had been severd, and so on.



In age Grisvold was Six or seven years the senior of the nine-year-old Cesar de Venne, but mentally
Grisvold was ayear or two hisjunior. On this Cesar, acrue and experimenta boy, had played. Cesar
had been, in his own case, very unhappy at the time. He was about to be sent away to schoal, far from
his mama, whom heloved, and hiselder sster, who irritated but admired him. Cesar had redlized from
the treatment his papa now and then gave out, to make of him a"man," what was to be expected more
regularly at the school. Nor was Cesar overjoyed at the prospects of study, which he didiked, or the
ultimate goad which would be to create him alawyer, an occupetion for which he would have neither
gptitude nor eagerness (and a being which he would eventudly resoundingly fall).

Grisvold Cesar had dways hated, but in a casud way. Cesar did not like mess, or messy things, and
Grisvold's mental messiness, as Cesar saw it, abraded. So Cesar would make Grisvold commit stupid
and time-wasting actions, for which sometimes Grisvold would gain a beating—and that made the worse
besting Cesar might then receive bearable.

One day, Cesar managed, fairly easily, to convince Grisvold that there was amonster, abeast of some
sort, in the well from which the kitchen water was drawn. Up until this hour, Grisvold had aways happily
obtained water there when told to. Now heflatly and hystericaly refused. A row presently ensued, and
gazing over the kitchen roof from the fig tree that grew behind it, Cesar was enabled to observe Grisvold
dragged screaming and wetting himsdf in terror to the well, there to be shown no mongter existed—hby
the expedient of lowering and withdrawing the bucket, of leaning into thewell, and of Grisvold's being
made to lean into the well, after which Grisvold puked, just barely not into the well, and was beaten on
the bare buttocks with a switch. Soon after, however, the row progressed into the main areas of the
house, and Cesar was hauled before hisfather, who, after alecture, administered a beating the like of
which his son had not yet undergone.

Sobbing in agony on hisbed, Cesar de VVenne plotted arevenge upon al mankind, but first and foremost
upon the only one of its numbers he could hope to reach, hapless Grisvold.

To thisend Cesar had sworn his sister to secrecy and collusion, for he was determined now that Grisvold
should suffer and he, Cesar, go unscathed—although in Cesar's opinion, "If he beat melike that again, I'd
die, I'ddieinfront of him, and serve himright.”

Cesar's sister had not entreated Cesar to reconsider what he meant to do. She wasflattered to have
been included in the villainy, which would involve her saying that she and her brother had been together
during aparticular time. She did not like theidiot either, and did not, naive as shewas, truly grasp what
they were about.

Neither of them knew, indeed, exactly the nature of Morcara'sroom in the old tower. All thefirm
information they had ever gleaned was that the tower was unsafe and full of rats, therefore to be avoided.
But too there was a sort of rumoring among the servants, which everyone had somehow garnered,
including Cesar, and including Grisvold, that afemale ancestor had dain hersdf there and haunted it.

"I'll make him go up," said Cesar, "into the tower. Perhaps helll meet the ghost. That'll show him.”

Given some supernatural choice, Cesar would doubtless have preferred to send his father to this shock
and horror, but only Grisvold was available.

"Y ou've dways wanted to know what these words say,” said Cesar to Grisvold the following morning,
when they met in the garden behind the kitchen. The wordsin question were engraved in thewall, and
related to the shrubs and vegetables grown benesath, their order being strictly adhered to, sSince various
poisonous items aso willfully came up there. Grisvold had astrange kind of lust for reading, limited to
things suddenly come on or seen rather than to the mystery of books. "Well, I'll tel you. I'll tel you



dowly, so you learn, and then you can go in and say them to your mother, and won't she like that, won't
she be proud?* Grisvold, who had been fooled thisway on another occasion into saying something
obscene before his mother, for which he was beaten, had aready charitably forgotten that. He stared at
thewordsin thewal. Hewas till pale and swesaty from hislatest thrashing. He said, gently, "Tdl me."

"Not yet. Y ou've got to do something first. Something so I'll know you're brave. Because you weren't
brave about the well, were you?'

"Mam saystheelied, there ain't no monster downinit," said Grisvold, doubtfully.

"Of coursethereis," snapped Cesar, "and she'simpertinent to say | lie. Don't you know you make a
mongter strong by being afraid of it? Wedl go to thewel| asif it's nothing to fear, and then the monster
can't do anything. But you—"

Grisvold was abashed. He did not protest that Cesar had not explained before this salient point.
"Now," went on Cesar, "I'll let you prove you're not acoward another way."

"How'sthat?' said Grisvold.

Cesar told him.

"But there's ahant in the tower, thee knowsit," said Grisvold. "And the door's boarded, and the top
door'slocked."

"The boards are dl 1oose on the bottom door," said Cesar; they were. "And | know where the key'sto
be got." He did. Prolonged observation of hisfather, hisfather's routines and concea ments, a study made
like the other before him at school, perforce (know your enemy) had led Cesar one day to notice an
enormous key that seemed congtructed from stone, which hung in the west wine cdllar. Asit was not the
key to the cdllar itself, Cesar had pondered on it and decided at last it had to do with the west tower. He
might have been wrong, but he was not wrong, and therefore once Grisvold had been got to take the
key, pedl off the rotted boards, and enter the tower, with Cesar, someone wasin a position to undo the
door of Morcaras room.

Cesar's plan was to remain the far sde of it, and to bolt at once, so adding to Grisvold'sterror. He would
then return secretly into the house, and to his sster's company, where, if questioned, they would both
declaretheir unity in aproject to do with the pressing of plants, and encyclopedias.

Asfor Grisvold, anything might befal him.

The chosen hour was dusk, when the area of the west tower was unfrequented, Cesar supposed at his
preparatory work, and the servants busy with their supper.

That Grisvold might disobey Cesar's orders crossed no one's mind. Least of al Grisvold's.
He stole the key and had it in his grasp when Cesar gpproached him in the twilight under the tower.

Most of the boards had aready worked away from the door. Grisvold's inopportune brawn had soon
removed their vestiges. The warped outer door so gave beforeit.

In the gathering of the dark, as batsflitted over the yard, they stared together, these bad companions, up
the stony corkscrew of the Sair.

"It be pitch black, it will," said Grisvold.



"No, I've brought acandle.
They went in by the base of the steps, and Cesar lit the candle with avivid splutter from the big match.

A bleak and grim place it was, the vein of the tower, al fissures and rats nests, the steps dank and
pocked with ancient stinking rainsthat had come through and collected there. They went up, Grisvold
first as he had been told to do. The candle flung great wheeling arcs that seemed to topple the air, so
they clung to the unsafe railing. Cesar was dready unnerved and had awant to fly congtantly. But
Grisvold's chittering fear sustained Cesar. Helplessin his own world, Cesar wished, godlike, to seeto
what depths his subject's fear might go down.

At the top of the spiral wasthe vast timbered door, girded by iron, and with the great iron lock that had
been established some two hundred years before.

"Try thekey," said Cesar firmly.

Grisvold hesitated, shaking and muttering, and in that instant Cesar beheld that some message had been
scratched in the wood above the lock. "Wait," said Cesar, and shone his candle there.

"What do it say," gabbled Grisvold, sweating violently and shivering dl over. "Theetdl me."

And Cesar, without properly thinking, read aoud the words some admonisher had inscribed there, that
the warning not be lost (who that was was never learned; everyone currently in the household disclaimed
it).

All you who dare to enter here will die.
Grisvold tried to turn, and Cesar struck him lightly and correctively, another lesson learned from Papa.

"No. Do you want everyoneto think you aninny and a coward? Open the door. Open the door and
prove youre aman."

Grisvold bleated in abject terror. But he turned back to the door, got the key into it, and by dint of his
strong hand and wrig, forced the door to give and so swing wide.

Cesar too had waited on this. He was half petrified, and yet his reason had not deserted him. The
warning cut in the door concerned entry to the room. Asfor looking, hewould allow Grisvold to do that.
Cesar crept, tiff with fright, back down two or three steps, and so he never saw, never choseto see,
what the room contained. Obvioudly, bones, for the dead woman who had laid the curse had prevented
anyone's ever shifting her to hallowed ground. There she must have sat, propped in her chair, inthe
desiccated ruins of her gown, and with the eternd diamonds still cold and bright upon her. Worsethan a
ghogt, very likdly, the actudity of morta desath.

Above him, where the candle held high in Cesar's hand could reach, and where the dusk faintly came
through the chamber's broken window, Grisvold stood quaking, and noisaless now, staring a something
which was undoubtedly Morcaras skeleton. And the Devil, who but the Devil, made Cesar whisper
loudly, through nauseaand panic, " Go in, Grisvold. | dare you to. Go into the room."

And Grisvold, like astage magician'sdoll, took some unflexing cloddish steps, and went into the room,
into the room of Morcaras curse, and was there perhaps the half of one minute, before coming out again.
And standing on the top step, the doorway of the room behind him, Grisvold looked down on Cesar his
tormentor, and said to him, "It'sdeath to go in. It says so. And thee made me. Theekilled me."

Then he dropped flat with athud that seemed to disturb the foundations of the tower, and did not move,



and Cesar fled, throwing away the candle as he did so.

Therewas, asthe brother and sister described it, adedl of fuss. For Grisvold's mother went to look for
him, and then some of the grooms went, and they found him hafway down the stair of the tower, where,
somewhat recovering, he had crawled. He was carried to his mother's room, and there on her bed he
raved and burned, so the doctor was called from the village. But by morning Grisvold was dead.

Then all the old truths of Morcara's room were brought out shamelessly, and Cesar's father went up
alone, shut the door, and locked it. And coming out, gray himself as the stone, he set about ordering
bricks and cement to sed the tower's lower door for ever. A fortnight later this was done.

Asfor Cesar, when questioned he and his sister adhered to their pretense. They were not believed, but
neither wasit feasible to disbeieve them, for that must be to accept that two children, below the age of
twelve years and of good birth, had perpetrated something evil.

Presently Cesar was sent away to school, where he was subjected to al he had dreaded, and worse, and
might have felt, if he had thought there any need, to have expiated hissin. Mademoisdlede Venne paid in
other waysfor a crime she soon shifted totally to her brother. The copious diaries of her girlhood contain
only one reference to Grisvold's degth, asfollows. Cesar once did, in childish ignorance, a very
wicked thing, and made me lie for his sake. | have no luck, nothing goes right for me. Have | too
been doomed by Morcara's curse?

When they had finished their story, the two mummified objects at the fire fixed on Rendart their glassy
gyes. After afew moments, the young man sighed. That was hardly response enough.

"What do you say to it, en?" demanded Monsieur de Venne. And reaching out almost absently, herang
the bell for the stoat-faced maid, since his brandy decanter was empty.

Rendart sat considering. He had rather astonished himself by being deeply offended. Not only at the
gppaling viciousness of their childhood personas—which till in someform persisted, flutter about poor
Grisvold as mademoisdlle had, and make intimate confession as had monsieur. But aso at theinsane
stupidity that had preserved the pair of them, to this very night, in the crediting of Morcaras curse.

It wastrue, Rendart would have liked to punish them, but sternly he had put thisidea behind him. Then
he was only left with the much harder puzzle of how to bring them to their sensesin atactful and
open-ended way.

At length, after severa quite harsh or ing stent promptings from mons eur and mademoiselle, and after the
brandy had been refilled by Pierre, Rendart spoke.

"| takeit, the lower door of the tower is till bricked up?!
"What else?' flared Mongeur de Venne.

"l haveto tell you," said Rendart, "it could be unbricked tomorrow, and the remains of MorcaraVenka
removed for burid. That might alow her peace. Perhapsyou might fed easier.”

"God have mercy!" cried Mademoiselle de Venne. "How could it be possible?’ she said. "No one can
enter that room and live"

"I've heard the words of the curse on theroom," agreed Rendart. "But | wouldn't put any faith in their
effectiveness.”



"Haven't you had proof enough?' grated monsieur, recharged with brandy fire. "Morcarahersdf. The
man who broke in the door. And bloody Grisvold."

"Yes, I've heard what you've said,” murmured Rendart, "but it seemsto me the first man who rushed into
the chamber by accident rushed out again in horror, missed hisfooting, and fell quite naturdly, if
unfortunately, to. his death. Poor Grisvold, from what you say, was subject to undiagnosed fevers, which
may have been linked to an inflammation of the brain. He had aso been recently and savagely beatenina
manner, dare | say, the awful beatings given monsieur perhaps did not approach. Add to that a
superstitious and overwhelming terror, and | must suppose his latent disease erupted and carried him off.
Asfor Morcara," added Rendart determinedly, as a coholic waves and pale flappings threstened from
thefire, "I rather think shetook her own life. From what's been said of her she would brook no denids.
Tolive her life without aman she genuindly had come to desire would have seemed to her dramatic spirit
an imposition. Neither man nor God should tell her what to do. So she shut hersdlf up and concluded her
existence with poison.”

"Ridiculoud" roared mongeur.

"Not at dl," sad Rendart. "Mademoiselle has herself assured me the garden abounded in dangerous and
venomous plants; | myself spotted three or four. Y ou picture Morcarain her ball gown, with flowersin
her hand. Probably they were one of the deadlier species, and she ate them to effect a swift dispatch.”

A space of wordlessness followed this statement, during which the fire and some clocksticked away the
minutes. Seeming to understand what they did, it was Mademoisdlle de Venne who quickly if hoarsely
broke the silence,

"But remember the words, Monsieur Rendart. They are scratched to this day on the door.”

"I do indeed remember them, perfectly. All you who dare to enter here will die." Rendart paused, and
let his pity for them both, even his pity of their nastiness, their evil, come back to him. He would spare
them, he must. "Sufficeit to say, mademoiselle, if you wish meto undertake the commission, I'll seetoit
the tower is unbricked, the upper room entered, and the bones removed to holy ground. For myself and
those| hirefor thework, | haven't any fears. | guarantee their safety—and their wages—and if you like,
I'll furnish proof of their surviva for, say, ayear after thereburid. I'll even go sofar,” said Rendart, with a
sudden smile, "asto set up atomb for Morcara Venka, at my own expense. Out of respect for her
romance."

They sat dumbfounded, glaring a him. They loathed hisinterference and yes, they would like him to
perish of the curse of Morcaras room; they would give their permission.

Rendart regretted hissmile dl night as helay dozing in the fearful dank white bedroom. Hewas sorry he
had |apsed, for it had been the smile of atorturer if not the executioner: He had punished them by making
agift to the dead, rather than to themselves, the living—that state and title to which they so obgtinately

dung.

A month later, asthe heat of summer baked into afruiting jamlike autumn, the tower of the mansion was
opened, the stair ascended, the door undone, and the heap of bones placed in abox and borne away.

Rendart for his part contracted with the workmen, and the priest who had spiritualy cleansed the room
of any impressed miseries, that they should monthly submit to the de Vennes, for one year after the
enterprise, continued proof of their life and hedth, which was accordingly done. All those who entered
Morcaras room, including Rendart himself, are still hale and going about their deedsin the world.



For of course, as Rendart had seen, having the youth, the scopefor it, it was no curse at dl Morcara
Venkahad laid upon her room in the tower. For she told no more than the truth, the truth which the old
monsieur and mademoiselle must not be made to face so bitterly, the truth at which she, Morcara, in
anticipating, had thumbed her nose. Pure salf-deception caused others to dance thereafter to Morcaras
tune. (As she surely knew, adding acunning flick of thewrist to her phrase.) It was only necessary to
open the eye of the mind aswell asthe door of the chamber, in order to go in there without terror. Or at
least without any terror that was not aready inherent and inevitable, and that each of us must dwell with
for every year we are on the earth. All you who dare to enter here will die. It wasafact. All who
dared the room would die. What else? For death isthe destiny of al, and unavoidable, beit now,
tomorrow, or eight decades hence. But how often do we like to be told, how often do we not convince
oursslveswe are immortal ?

Y ou can tell the graves of the bourgeois, dways so ornate and yet so cautious, asif even here they were
afraid to try too far above their stations, lest they be smitten. Sometimes you see how the living attempt to
make reparation. Here the neglectful parent has strewn stony flowers above his child, but none of the real
sort. The story associated with thisgrave is very horrible and very strange. Hearsay.

TheMarbleWeb

Dasy, Dasy, give me your answer, do!
I'm half crazy, dl for the love of youl
—Harry Dacre

From the glycerine water they pulled her up, first hauling on the sodden shreds of her robe, but these
gave way, findly getting purchase on the bones of her corset which had not rotted. Her hair streamed
back into the water, like weed, and in the pre-dawn nothing-light, she was no longer pretty, or easily to
be recognized.

There were many who got their trade out of theriver, that Styx of Paradys. By night suicides came down
to the edge like parched deer. Others, murdered, were thrust out into the depths, surfacing days or
weeks later, by thisor that bridge or muddy bar, to render up, to the scavengers of theriver, apearl
locket, aslver watch, or ajet in aring of mourning.

But Jausande Marguerite, she was not quite of the usua order, for they had heard of her, perhaps been
looking out, and for that reason, wrapped in an oilskin, her body was taken presently to one of the
judiciary buildings behind the Scholars Quarter. Here, under the dreadful probing of the new eectric
lamps, shewas identified, she was given back her name, which was no longer any useto her.

And soon after that the hunt was on, but the hunt found not athing. Theresfter al thiswas sensationd for
abrief month, then passed into the mythology of the City, that makesitsaf from the ragbag of everything.

"Lower thelights," said the young man in theloud coat. "Hell perform amiracle.”

"What nonsense," they said generaly. And then, another: "It isn't necessary to lower the gas. HEll do it
without."

Across the s on, the man with whom they were spicing their conversation glanced at them, and the
group fel dlent.

"What eyes," said one of the women fegbly, once the man had turned away.



"Oh?1 thought them surprisingly poor, considering he's supposed to use them in order to entrance, and
hypnotize."

"Probably useshisring for that," said another.

The loud coat admired the ring, someone else remarked pointedly that it was very vulgar. But others had
not a all observed aring, and looked for it invain.

Then the group began to discuss adifferent topic. Their flylike minds were unable to remain for longin
any one spot.

The man they had spoken of, however, was now and then commented upon by al sdes. His nickname
was The Conjuror, for it was said of him that he had made some money in avaudeville act to the north.
He represented therefore to the bourgeois evening salons of Paradys all that was ludicrous, contemptible,
quaint; abutt for jokes, and perhaps needful in adry social season.

In appearance, certainly, The Conjuror was recognizable by hisvery ordinariness. Not short, decidedly
not tall, thinly built, and neither well or badly dressed, his hair was combed back and his face shaven,
leaving—washed up there, asit were—two norma eyes, without exceptiond luster, and actudly apt to
turn as dull as misted spectacle lenses.

His notoriety was founded on a collection of odd stories, the facts of which came dwaysin an atered
verson.

Meanwhile, he had not said, written, done, or vowed to do anything at al celebrated. There was arumor
the walls of hisnarrow flat near the Observatory were plastered by bills and photographs depicting him
as an archmagician, raising the dead from the floorboards of a stage. But who had been to the flat to see?
He was unmarried, had no servant. He went out only to those functions to which some frustrated hostess
had, on awhim, summoned him. With the perversity of the City, however, his utter dreariness—he had
neither wit nor charm about him—soon lifted him to abizarre pinnacle, that of the Anticipated. There he
stayed, or nearly stayed, by now fading alittle, for even if lighted by others, a candle must have wax
enough to burn of itsdf.

"My dear," said the hostess of the evening salon, as sheled her niece into the room, "1 should have been
lost without you."

"Why?" said her niece, who dreaded finding the salon tedious, and longed to escape.
"Y our youth and prettiness,” said the flattering aunt, "your poise. That dresswhich is—oh, perfection.”

Jausande Marguerite smiled. She was one of those girls who had somehow aways managed to draw
genuine praise from both sexes. She was attractive enough to please but not beautiful enough to posea
threat, she was kind enough to be gentle, cruel enough to amuse, and young enough to be forgiven.

"L ook there, what afearful coat,” said Jausande, and avoided the eye of the loud young man swiftly, with
addicate, apparently spontaneous vagueness.

"Y es, hisfather has been agreat help to your uncle. Vile people, but money... therewe are..."
Jausande sighed, and cleverly concealed her sigh as she had learned to concea ayawn at the opera.

Beyond the salon windows the evening, through which she had been driven, till had oniit alight blush of
promise. Jausande had caught the terrible sweet illness, often recurrent as malaria, and most unbearable
inyouth and middle age, thelonging for that namel ess thing given so many names - excitement, adventure,



romance, love. Every dawn, each afternoon, al sunsets, aggravated the fever.

But through the promising dusk she had come, to this. Already her eyes had ingtinctively swept the room
over, and found dl the usua eements both inanimate and physical. There was nothing here for Jausande
Marguerite. But she must pretend that there was.

Her aunt led the girl about, introducing her like aflower. Everyone liked Jausande a once, it was one of
her gifts, and she perpetuated it by being nice to everyone, but not so nice that they felt under an
obligation. Of course, Jausande's aunt did not introduce her to any but the most deserving. And beyond
the pae, no doubt, was The Conjuror, that awful little man. No, he did not meet Jausande in the formal

way.

The gaslampswere dready lit, and burned up steadily as the windows went out. The long room in which
the gathering mingled grew close. White wine was being drunk, and small unsatisfying foods eaten. In half
an hour, the evening party would bresk up, unless something should happen.

"Now what about"—shouted the young man in the loud coat—"a game of some sort? Some charade—"
Hewinked at Jausande across the crowd, and she did not notice. He added, to aripple of
encouragement, "What if we have some magicd tricks?"

"Now, now," said Jausande's aunt, "Philippe, we mustn't turn my drawing room into a bear garden.”
"Theidea," said loud Philippe. "But surely there's someone here can give usashow?"

At that, some of the heads turned, looking for the drab figure of The Conjuror. There he was, between
the windows, ashadow with aglass of winein its bony hand, and something repellent to him, likea
amell—but hesmdled of nothing at all.

To become abruptly the center of the room's gaze did not seem to trouble him. Nor did he bloom. He
did nathing.

"Monseur,” said Jausande's aunt, who had forgotten his nameinto the bargain, "you must forgive
Monseur Philippe Labonne."

It was very strange. It was asif (aswith aspdl) thissilly outburst, drawing attention to the supposed
originsof The Conjuror, which in fact had never even been verified, were dl hearsay, caled up some
power. The creature himself was not imbued by anything apparent. He did not change, in looks or
manner (which wererather those of afunera assistant caught out at the wake). And yet the salon, so
boring amoment earlier, took on adangerous qudity, likethe air during abitter quarrel when any terrible
truth may be said.

"Madame," said The Conjuror, quietly, and there was nothing of note either in hisvoice or his accent,
accept that the latter had adight tinge of the streets. And he gave anasty gracelesslittle bow.

"There now," said the aunt of Jausande. "But perhaps you, darling, will play for us on the piano?’

Jausande did not wilt or beam. She played the piano as she did dl things—nicdly, effectively, not
brilliantly. It gave her sometimes aquiet pleasureto play in private, nonein public, nor any quaims. She
would do what she must.

But it was as she took astep toward the piano that she saw The Conjuror looking at her. She saw, and
she could not help but see and show that she had seen. And aflush, of asort of ghastly shame, spread
over her face and neck. There was something so awful in The Conjuror's ook, for it said everything that
must, by such as he, never be said, and so very openly, and so very intently. | love you, said the look. |



love you at first sight.
"Whatever—7?" began Jausande's aunt.
"I'm very warm," said Jausande. "Will you excuse meif | don't play for amoment?"

She had averted her eyes, but ill, dill, shefdt the eyes of him clinging onto her. Here and therein the
recent past indecorous outpourings had been made to her. Never in that way.

And now other people in the room became aware of it, both theintensity of The Conjuror, and its object,
and tiny, barely audible sounds were breaking across the audience, the whispers of sneersand laughs.

Perhaps what made it so appdling was its mediocrity. Here, in this unimportant drawing room, the birth
of an obsesson. And if he had been grotesque, and she amazingly beautiful, there would have beento it
the dignity of tragedy. But she was only rather pretty, and he— He was nothing on earth.

And then he spoke again. They dl heard him.
"If you like, madame, | can offer my poor skills, afew of them. If the ladieswon't be darmed.”

"Why—monsieur—" and Jausande's aunt actudly sammered, so ingtinctively Sartled shewas. Every line
of her corseted form reveded she wanted to deny him. But it was absurd—why not? In hopes of
something like this she had asked him here. It would be a coup. Nowhere else, that she knew of, had he
"entertained.”

Besides, the mechanism was dready in motion. Asif & asignal, her guests were drawing back, leaving a
broad space at the room's far end into which The Conjuror propelled himself. He had discarded his
wineglass. His hands were empty. Helifted them dightly. They were horribly bare, asif peded.

"Look—nothing up hisdeeve," loudly said the loud Philippe.
And one of the others called, "L ower the gas!"

"No," said The Conjuror, and from his position at their front, he had now taken some authority. "That
won't be necessary."

And then the extraordinary did happen. He snapped hisfingers (as the aunt of Jausande said afterward,
for dl theworld like agrocer's clerk) and each of the six gas fitmentsin the room was reduced to a
smoky sublume. Contrastingly, the light in the area of The Conjuror was heightened. Its source was
invighle

Some of the ladies shrieked. Then there was chastened laughter.
Philippe said, "Been at the lamps—planted a helper in the basement—"
"Monseur," said The Conjuror, "please do yoursdlf the kindness of becoming silent.”

Thiswas nearly as dramatic asthetrick of the lamps. It was so audacious, so frankly rude. It carried
such weight. The stance of The Conjuror had changed, his voice had done so. Thismust be his stage
presence, and as such, it was agood one.

"Now," said The Conjuror. "Mesdames, messieurs. | must ask you dl to remain as still as possible. Not
to move about. To restrain your outcry. If you will do that, | can show you something, athough very little.
We are surrounded by wonders, kept from us only by avell. Y ou must understand,” he said, and now
there was not a sound otherwise, "that | know how to twitch aside that vell, afraction. To reved more



would be to endanger your sanity. You must trust meinthis. Y ou must trust me utterly. From this
moment, your lives and hearts hang from my grip. | will not let you go. But your obedienceis essential.
How elsecan | protect you?"'

The room was quiet as death. He had frightened and awed them. They would complain after they did not
know how. But he was clever, give him that, he had doneit. That common and unmusica voice had
become an instrument by which he gained dominion over them. And the lamps burned low.

Then his pale hands darted out and seemed to lie there, suspended asif upon the surface of a pool.

A girl appeared. She appeared out of nothing, or the brocade wall, half transparent, ghostly, and then she
grew quite solid, and was entirely there before them. She was no one they knew.

The girl was dressed in along draped tunic with adiagona pattern. Her hair was done up in aknot, with
combs. She stretched to light ametal cup that apparently floated in the atmosphere. It blossomed out like
aflower, and dimly at her back they saw the columns and cistern of a Roman atrium. Then she had
turned, and the atrium was gone, rolled up with her into nothingness again.

Theroom was asit had been. Someone dared to speak, not Philippe Labonne. " Shadow play,” the man
sad, "images thrown up by asmall projector.”

"Monseur,” said The Conjuror, moving to look a him, but holding hisarms still upward, the hands
suspended, aposition that should have been ridiculous, but was not, asif, now, he grasped gently by
ropes two opposing forces, two great dogs, perhaps. "Monsieur, you must do as| asked. Or | can't be
responsble”

"Devil takeyou," said the guest.
"No, itisyou hewill take, monsieur. Be quiet, be quiet a once, or leaveimmediately.”
Jausande's aunt said, rather tremuloudly, "Yes, do let'sal be obedient. Thisis so interesting.”

And somehow there was slence again, awkward and unwilling for amoment, and more fraught and
nearly frightened than ever.

A man walked up out of the floor. (A woman screamed and her scream was choked down.) The man,
solid asthe Roman girl, solid as anyone present, wore hose and tunic, and the rounded, color-dashed
deeves of an achemic century. He climbed an unseen stair out of the floor, up across the room, and
through the air, and vanished into the ceiling.

The Conjuror spoke to them. "What | show you here are only the pictures of the past, the things that
have been, on this spot. But there are other things that coexist with us, in past agesasnow.”

He spread hisarms alittle wider, asif alowing the two great dogsto pull forward and away.

There in the middle of the cleared space, where the light had been, was a globe of night. Stars shone over
agarden made to the formal measure of three hundred years before, and awoman in ahigh-waisted
gown and cap of silver wire moved among the statues and the sculpted trees. She spoke words from a
book, but though the watching salon heard amurmur of her voice, her words, the accent, were so dien,
they could not make them out.

Perhaps it was ventriloquism, for The Conjuror too moved hislips, but not it ssemed in the same rhythm
asthewoman.



The woman stopped, facing out into the salon and not seeing it. She closed the book together on a
jeweled finger and her cold eyes glared. Then the ground cracked at her feet. It opened into achasm.
And the woman looked into it, not stepping back, nor seemingly dismayed. And something shouldered
up from the chasm, pitch dark asthe night, putting out al the stars. It had no proper form, yet it was
there. And leaning to the woman it made athin, sweet sound, like distant music. But she answered angrily
inwild, ornamented words, what might have been aname. Then the creature from the pit flowed and
lowered and compressed itsdlf. It madeitself over. And on the grassit dighted, and with aratlike shake,
it assumed the form of the woman, even to her dress and her silver cap, and to the book in her hand.
Then she gave acry of laughter or terror—it wasimpossible to tell which—a sort of sneezing derision or
panic, and whirled into a hundred bitslike a shattered vase, and these fell down into the crack, which
then healed over. And the monster that had taken human form walked away between the Satues.

There was something so horrible in this scene that the silence The Conjuror had induced was now
augmented by a second silence, far degper and less negotiable.

But the garden and the night went out. And The Conjuror pointed upward, and they looked, and saw a
great glowing cloud hanging in the calling. It lay over the whole of the drawing room, sending down soft
raysof light, and asudden mild rain, which fell anong them, moist and fragrant. There came amuted
exclamation, another, and these were tifled a once. But the cloud brought afedling of hope, of
possihility. There was nothing fearful to it, until there began to be glimpsed in it an exquisite angelic face
with pitiless eyes, looking at them as the other gpparitions or demons had not.

Anditwasasif they thought, | hate this, it istoo beautiful, it asks too much.
And Jausande Marguerite thought quite clearly, These things shouldn't be shown. Make it go away.
At which, asif The Conjuror read her mind, it did. It dissolved like awarm ember.

A third change had come on the salon of Jausande's aunt. There was a restlessness, an anger that had
nothing to do with the petty anger of before. Throats began to clear themsalves, women's dresses rustled.
There were faint muffled inquiries. And Jausande's aunt, the hapless hostess, said, "Do you think,
monseur—?"

Then through the brocade wal l paper something burst like abomb.

It was black, racing, lunging, roaring—there were cries and shouts—it was a carriage with six horses
going full tilt. It toreinto the room, into the crowd of evening guests, who fdl and tumbled in front of it.

Jausande glimpsed the savage gaping mouths of horses pulled wide on reins, felt the wind of passage
graze her and saw aman flung sdeways from theimpact. The stink of animal sweet and fear, heat and
thunder. Hoofs like iron and whedls from which white sparks sprayed off. The carriage rushed headlong
through the room and out, into some tunnd of the dimensions, and the wallswere whole behind it.

The guests had scattered with the furniture, where they had thrown themselves or, asit seemed, been
thrown. Women sobbed and men with sick faces ranted. Two of them had seized The Conjuror, that
ineffectud little man.

"Youmust let go," hesaid. "Doit, beforel make you."
And they let go of him, stepping back, offering him verba violence instead. But he only shrugged.

Jausande's aunt whispered, " Someone make him leave quickly, for heaven's sake," and pressed her
handkerchief to her mouth.



It seemed to Jausande she stood on an idand in the jumbled, tumbled room, she was quite alone, asif
deserted by midnight in awaste. And to her, over the elaborate carpet that was the sea of sand and rock,
he moved. He stood about three feet from her and said, quietly, Y ou will cometo me.”

Jausande was unnerved but not afraid. She said, "How dare you? Y ou don't know what you're saying.”

But she redlized that no one ese had heard, and that though there were men enough to throw him out of a
window, not one would lay afinger on hisdingy deeve. She looked, and saw hisinggnificance. She
imagined hisfusty, pointlesslife, cramped in hislittle rooms by the Observatory, an areafdleninto
disfavor, a place she would never visit.

"But you'll cometo me," he said again, "when I'm ready. Then."

"You'remad," she said. She could not see hiseyes. It was asif he had none. Asif he had no physica
shapeat dl.

And then he was gone, and in the distance over the desert her aunt was entresting her for sympathy,
while round about, under the lonely mysterious howls of hyenas, ladies siwooned and gentlemen swore
vengeance.

At first from an embarrassment, presently from the reassembly of common sense, Jausande told no one
what The Conjuror had said to her. Half an hour after his departure from the salon and her life, she had
returned to earth and dismissed him aswhat he was, afool and charlatan with acunning linein tricks. It
was hisessentid inferiority that drove him to attempt to distress the gathering. She was merdly another
intended victim. Some abrupt thought she had had of repairing to her father with the story was soon
forgotten. Thefather of Jausande was elderly and bookish, and her mother long dead. Her uncle,
meanwhile, was away on businessin foreign climes.

Long after the curious and unpleasant evening, however, Jausande remained glad that no one had heard
the invitation— the order—that The Conjuror had issued to her.

She did not believein ghosts and demons. Her image even of God wasthat of ajust, stern magidtrate.
If she had turned ahair, then she plucked it out.

The year passed with agrest chrysanthemum of summer, an autumnal pauise, asnowy winter of festivals
and feadts.

By the coming of spring, the flowers piercing the parks with their needles, the snowdrops, the showers
that turned the building of the avenues to amazing edifices of wet newsprint, by then no rumorsof The
Conjuror were any longer heard. He had gone down again into his mouse hole under the boards of the
City. Spring was not the time for him. It was asif he had been papered over, and the flowers grew out
where he had stood.

And by then, anyway, she had truly forgotten.

Jausande Marguerite sat down before awindow. It waslate in the afternoon; the danting champagne light
looked sensationd, asif new, asif the sun had never shonein thisway, athough it had in fact, sincethe
dawning afternoon of time.... Jausande glanced &t the light, where it invaded the stout trees of the

L abonne garden. She felt middle-aged, the young girl, because she had seen through the wiles of sunfall.
She had found it out: It promised nothing, neither adventure or romance. In token, she was betrothed,
to—of al people—the elder brother of Philippe Labonne. She had resigned hersdlf to life.



For herewaswhat life was, such long, quite pleasant, tiring, and tiresome mornings and evenings, the
luncheon, the game of cards, the prospect of dinner, of more cards, of the male discussion of finance and
politics

Her fiancé was a good-looking and smart young man, who worked in hiswedlthy father's business. It
was Jausande's aunt who had introduced them. Paul was "superior” to the rest of hisfamily. But no, his
family werein themselves perfectly delightful. It had come to be said more and more often. And Jausande
had told it to herself over and over. Madame Labonne was not irritating, ignorant and saccharine. She
was agood woman, full of kindness. And Philippe... well, Philippe might improve as he grew older. But
Paul was e egantly mannered, and had impressed that upon Jausande from the start: his manners, financia
expectations, and hislooks, of which last hewas alittle secretly vain, but you could not tease him about
it, for then he became stiff, reproachful. Jausande's future would be, as her past had dways been, a
method of pleasing others, which she did so easily and so well. She would make an excellent wife. She
would be weightless and charming, serious when required, firm with her children, fanciful prettily and
properly within the fences of decorum and finesse. She had liked Paul at first, had dmost been glad,
amost excited at the first progpects of their meetings. But then she could not deceive herself quite so
much. Paul, provided he was never openly crossed, aways subtly praised, pampered, and respected,
could make theidea hushband. "And Paul likes hisbookslaid out just so, one must never touch. You
must be sure the servant burnished the glasses. How he abhors adusty goblet!" Such helpful hints Paul's
mother gave her. "Oh, he'sagtickler. What aboy!" Sometimes Jausande played the piano, a Madame
Labonne's request. Then Madame L abonne would doze, and minuscule snoreswould issue from her.
Waking, shewould say, as she said now, "Such alovely piece. Such cleverness!” Today she added,
"Paul should be here quite soon. And hisfather, | hope, but the hours that man works, why, agenera on
abattlefield couldn't work harder.”

Jausande imagined for an idle moment saying to this woman, soon enough to be aform of mother to her,
"What do you think of dreams?’

Jausande was sure that Madame L abonne had many notions on dreams, and would launch into arecita
of them.

Hersdlf, Jausande had no yardstick at al. She was one of those people who do not recall their dreams. It
seemed to her dl her nights had been dreamless, even in childhood. Never had she roused weeping, or
crying out at anightmare. Never had she known the extraordinary and fantastic happiness, the marvels of
the dumbering consciousness, that pursues what we will not.

Lagt night, Jausande had dreamed. The dream had been long and complex. Onwaking it lay on her likea
finemist, and as she rose and went about her habitua day, the dream was remembered, grew clearer and
closer, asif focused by redlity.

And with the recollection there grew aso the need to speak, like a pressure on heart, mind, and tongue.
But speak to whom? Never thisone, surely. Nor the correct, smug young man who wasto marry her.
Not her father, even, who only wanted her happiness, and had been relieved she came on it so modestly.
There were many friends, but no confidantes. They could not understand. It would be asif she said to
them, "Last night | flew to the moon.”

The fussy clock ticked on the mantel. All at once Madame Labonne, refreshed by her piano snooze,
went trotting off to bully her cook. Jausande found that she reached out and drew toward hersef some
sheets of paper. She had meant to write | etters. She dipped her pen into the ink and pressed its
blackness on the paper. | had a strange dream. Jausande gazed at this sentence, looked up guiltily. The
room was empty and the westered wild light streamed over it. She would have at least half an hour, for
Madame Labonne would want to taste every dish in the kitchen. Jausande wrote: | never had a dream



in all my life. But thisiswhat | dreamed, in case | should forget, and never again—

And then sheraised her head and murmured doud, "1 may never have another dream, aslong asl live.”
And something struck her in that, with itsintimation of mortaity. So she scored through the words she
had written and put down, My Dream, like achild with an exercise.

It had been so vivid, so real, something that awed her, for she was of course unused to the
persuasiveness of dreams.

She had woken from deep into silence. It was the sllence, in the dream, that woke her. She went to the
window, to see.

Therewas amoon, in the dream. It was very large, low, white. She knew, in the dream, she had never
seen amoon of such size, and yet it did not frighten her. She thought perhapsit had drawn nearer to the
earth, and that this must change everything, but in what ways she did not consider. Beyond her window a
flight of stepsthat never before existed ran down to the garden, and over the wall was the City of
Paradys. She had a curious sense as she looked at it, in the dream, of the thousands who, as she did,
must have regarded it by night through all the ages of its sentience. She saw towers and hills, the loops of
theriver, and yet it seemed to her that its architecture was not as she had remembered, some buildings
more ruinous or in better repair than she had seen them, and some not in the places that she recalled,
even to the mass of the cathedra -church, which, rather than dominating the heights of the City, had
drawn down into avaley of theriver, asif it went thereto regard itsdf in the water. Nowhere were there
any lights, the moon had canceled them.

And then she stepped out of the window and onto the stair. She descended, and went acrossthelittle
garden, which suddenly in the dream was full of palm trees, the giants of an African shore, ages old, their
pinegpple semsfirmly fixed amid the borders of wallflowers.

Outside the garden wall, the street she had known since childhood glided into the City. Jausande walked
up the dtreet. It was very wide. On either hand, the buildings, with their peaked roofs and striped railings,
seemed half amile off. The road was paved with huge white blocks. The buildings too were extremely
white in the moon, and where there were shadows they made a sort of network of black.

Jausande walked up the street she had known since childhood, which went on for much longer than she
remembered, between the moonlit white buildings fretted with shadow. She thought of two linesof a
poem; she could not recollect who had written them. They moved in her head, again and again, asif they
were a password for traveling the City by night.

The spider moon she spun with her glow
A marble web on the earth below

A password to travel was perhaps necessary, for there was no one else out on the street, nor when it
ended and she turned in to another, was there anyone there. No windows were lit. There was no sound
a all. Shewondered if she could hear her own footsteps, and then she listened, and heard them very
faintly, for her feet were bare, and she had on only her nightgown and dressing robe. Sheredlized that
none of the street lamps was burning. Or perhaps there were no Street lamps anyway. Astride the second
Street was an arch of white stone, skeletal and strange, with dender shining tinesthat rayed against the
moon's disk.

A marble web on the earth below

Under the moon, the City had become marble, had become another city altogether, with bone-white
towers, with terraceslikeice.



She passed beneath the arch, and entered a park. Tall trees of akind she did not know clustered across
the smooth gray lawns, and things moved among them, grazing, but she could not tell what they were and
did not want to see them distinctly. Above the park rose arounded hill, and on itstop was an eye of
crystal. Thisdid not artle her by now, not even when it moved, scanning over the sky. The eye was
beautiful, like agreat clear jewd. | am almost there now, she thought. But where?

Behind the park, risng up the hill where the observing eyetilted and quested on its axis, was adark
wood. Shewent into its nocturna velvet and fragrance. And in the wood, deep insde, was alight that
was not the moon. And even in the dream, she pictured to hersdf ashape, akind of being, therein the
light. She could not be certain of anything about it, save that its hair moved and was dive, and that it was

winged.

Jausande felt then the feding that had come to her since adolescence, at dawn, or with the westering
sunfal. Shefelt that beckoning enticement. It was now so fierce, so heady, poignant to the edge of pain.
For here the promise, whatever it was, was terrifyingly at hand, here the wish could cometrue.

| shall have to |eave everything behind, she thought, and left her robe behind her on the bushes. And
in an agony of excitement and abandon, aradiance of hungry fear, she began to run toward the burning
center of the wood.

And woke. Woke. The shock—had been horrible. Like afdl, afaint. But she fainted into consciousness.
Shewasin her bed. And that—had been adream. Which in afew moments more was nothing but amist
upon her, vague, not urgent, until now. Now, in the Labonne house, when it had returned with such

power.

Jausande got up and looked about at the few books teetering on the Labonne shelves. Would the library
of her father furnish her the poem from the dream? The spider moon—

Outside the window, the light ravished, darker and more lush, more blatant than before. The spider moon
would not rise until eleven o'clock....

The door opened, and Madame L abonne bustled through.
"My dear, how paeyou arel"

"I'm unwell," said Jausande Marguerite. "'l must go home."
"But Paul—" exclaimed Madame Labonne.

And being afool, amiably misinterpreted the violent toss Jausande gave with her head, like that of a
garving lioness distracted amoment from her kill.

Because she had dways been amenable, Jausande had her way. She was sent home in the carriage, and
Paul, arriving ten minutes | ater, was vexed. He hoped a oud Jausande would not turn out after al to be
one of those women given to "vapours.” Shewould not. He would never see her again. None of them
would.

Those that did see her the last, they were an assorted crew.

Her own father wasthefirst of them. Hefound her in hislibrary, and was mildly surprised, thinking she
had been going to dine with her fiancé. All about Jausande on the table were her father's precious books
of poetry. She glanced up at him, like astranger. And that was usua enough, for they would meet in the
house rather than dwell there together.



"Papa," shesaid, "l can't find my poem about the moon.”

"There are S0 many," he said. He smiled, and quoted parts of them. Jausande interrupted him. She spoke
thelinesfrom her dream. He frowned, at the interruption—which was unlike her—and at the words.
"Now, let me see. No, Jausande, it isn't apoem. What you haveisapeculiar doggerd... from Hiny, |
believe, the other Fliny. Aranea luna plena... Asl recdl: The full moon, like a spider, lets down her
light that covers the earth, as with a web, and there we mortals helplessly struggle, we flies of
fate, until the night devours each one of us—" His daughter rose. He said, with mild disapprovd, "A
very poor trandation. Where can you have discovered it?"

"| forget," she said. Then she bade him good night and went away.
And thiswasthe last he saw of her, the pretty, unimportant girl who lodged in hishome.

In the dead of the dark, that was not dark at al, for the high round moon stood over Paradys at onein
the morning, Jausande had let herself from the house. None of the servants witnessed this, but on the
fashionable street outside, aflower saller wandering homeward from her post by the theater beheld a
young woman with her hair undone, clad in asatin robe, and under this nothing, it would seem, but her
petticoats and corset. The flower seller had, in her time, been shown many things. Jausande Margueritein
her robe was not the most amazing of these. Y et, she was odd, and the flower sdller did not like her
looks, and hurried away toward her burrow.

The City was not empty, nor especialy quiet, even at that hour. In three more the sun would rise again,
and the turmoail of the markets would begin; even now wagons were passing in from the country, while a
the taverns and less salubrious hotels an al-night noise went on and the lights roared.

Near the Revolutionary Monument, two whores saw Jausande Marguerite and amost took her for one
of their own. But as she went by, they thought otherwise. "Why, she's had somefright,” said one. They
stole up after her and asked what had happened to the lady, could they help her. But Jausande
apparently did not hear or see them, and they fell back.

Perhaps through sheer accident, no police of the City happened on Jausande. Or maybe she directed
hersdlf away from the areas they frequented.

Inasmall park, near the Observatory, once agraveyard and till stuck here and there with an awkward
blackened dab, athief, resting from his night'singenuities, jumped up as Jausande moved by him. He
assessed her fine robe and the sparkle of agem on her finger. A somnambulist, he reckoned her, for so
shelooked to him. No one was near. He caught her up and walked at her side.

"Seeping, areyou?' hesaid. "Y ou shouldn't be out donein the dark. Y ou need Pierre to see you safe.
Now, whereisit you're going? Y ou can tell me," he wheedled after amoment. His knowledge of those
tranced was limited to an act he had once seen performed in the street, when afellow hypnotized agirl
from the crowd, whereat she would answer al types of lewd questions with afascinating honesty. The
deepwaker, though, did not reply. Pierre the thief dogged her. She seemed about to go up into the
cluttered streets above the park, where dl manner of ruffians might be lurking. "Now, now, lovdly," said
Pierre, "you'd be better off with me. Perhaps someone'slost you? Perhaps they'd like to give me
something nice for bringing you home?" And then he took her hand gently, to seeif he could ease off the
ring. It obliged him most kindly. It was new, a betrothd gift, and had not adhered to her flesh. Pierre
dipped it in his pocket, and at that moment they had come out of the park of graves, into awinding aley.

Pierrelater told histaeto his cronies. He was not ashamed, and did not believe he had imagined what he
saw. No one taunted him. The places of the night they trod were filigreed with weirdness. Each had some
anecdote of ahaunt, of jewelry with acurse onit, for, moving outside the law, they were exposed to



lawlessness of many conditions.

Thewadls of the dley, which were the sides and backs of decaying houses, were hung with weeds. The
girl moved between them, with her degpwaker's eyes il fixed inward. And Pierre loitered after. And
thenit wasasif acurtain, which dl thiswhile had hung across the dley and the sky, shivered and
twitched aside. And for two or three seconds, only two or three, Pierre saw the girl waswakingina
forest of gigantic trees. It waslike, he said, the world of amillion years before, for he had seen paintings
of such scenesin amuseum. A primeva landscape, grest fernsthat swung into the upper air, and the
garsthere glaring and flaming, and the moon too big, too low. And maybe there was a suggestion of
buildings, dso, but not any that he had ever seen, either in Paradys or in any painting. He did not care for
them, or the forest. But that was only for one or two seconds. In the final second, Pierre saw a sort of
bubbling and glowing up ahead.

"God knows," said Pierre, "what that was."

Thegirl ran toward it. And Pierre ran the other way. He ran, and somewhere he threw the ring he had
stolen over his shoulder.

"It was asif there was a second curtain behind the first. The first was lifted up for meto see, but the
second was being melted away. | had my choice, to run or to stay and look and turninto apillar of sdt.”

Pierre, then, was almost the last to see Jausande Marguerite on her journey.

Her ultimate witness was a deepless small boy in the window of a poor apartment near the Observatory.
He saw alady with loose hair mount aflight of stairstoward anarrow door aong the avenue. As she
approached the door it turned molten, it blazed and gaped—and the child hid his eyes but knew better
than to cry, for hisdrunkard father would beat him, any excuse. And in the morning, the door was only a
door, asit had aways been.

The disappearance of Jausande made far less motion in the pond of the City than her re-emergence,
later, from itsriver. There was no hushing that up. And the police, who had formerly tried here, there,
and everywhere, gathered themsalves to the narrow flat of The Conjuror. It seemed certain persons had
once overheard awhispered threat offered by this man to Jausande Marguerite. He had told her that he
could make her do whatever he wanted. She, and they, had laughed at this. But suppose—?

Theflat was vacant. Nothing wasin it but for the ratsin the wals. The windows had not been ventilated
for years. Clouds of dust billowed abouit.

The search extended itself, spreading like aripple from Observatory Hill, beyond the rim of Paradys, out
and away into the far bays of other cities. And like aripple, growing less and less. Who had heard of
him, The Conjuror? The very world seemed vacant of him, therats busy initswalls, its shutters fastened,
itsdusts blowing. The curtain that encircled it closed tight.

There was one who searched about this graveyard, as we are doing, but more intently. He was looking
for hislost love, who perished dmost as a child. They had loved as children, uncarndly but surely, and
she had been taken from him first by her parents, next by death. He did not know where shelay, saveit
was over some other's grave, for she had been buried in secret during an epidemic of typhus. So he
confused the authorities with tales of a buried treasure, ajewd, dropped in some grave, and uprooted all
those of which he had asuspicion.

The jewd wasredly in hisown possession. At length he pretended to find it and gaveit over. A smdl
price——It was ablack diamond, or some white pearl of unusual size.



By then he had unearthed his dead love. She was gone, she was bones, but he raised the skeleton and
kissed the toothy lipless amile of the skull. To him she was beautiful ill, fresh and childish, unwithered, let
aonerotten.

Perhaps she had stayed for him, and dreamed that he could free her with akiss, hisforgiveness of her
dying. Perhaps then shewas able to deep in peace.

But thisis another marker, the memory of onelost in afar-off clime. He too searched out a sort of skull,
and wasin lovewith it. We al have our dreams. May we find them, and God have mercy on uswhen we
do.

Lost intheWorld

Magnanimous Despair done
Could show me so divine athing,

Where feeble hope could neer have flown
But vainly flapt itstinsd wing.

—Marvell

1

Onthelast day of every month, at the same hour, the same visitor would mount the steps of the narrow
house on the west edge of Clock Tower Hill. In summer it would be sunset, and dl the normal
phantasmagoria of dragons, galleons, and burning towerswould be on display in the sky. In winter the
dark waswdll s, the stars above the hill dimmer than the street lamps, perhaps alight snow faling. In
autumn, there was the magica dusk as now, when Monsieur Mercile, immaculate and apparently stern,
would stand on the top step and ring the bell. And it would be evident that the dusk's magic was quite
lost on Monsieur Mercile, that he felt no pang, just as he rarely noted the stars, the dragons, and towers,
of winter and summer. Thiswas custom, hisvisit to the narrow house, not unmixed with duty. Hewasa
man of theworld, understood its rules, had kept them, and prospered. But the one he visited, he was
different.

In answer to the bell, a servant woman came, compact and elderly, abeing from an earlier era, where
she had completely stayed in al but body.

Monsieur Mercile acknowledged her, and passed into the house.

Therooms of the visit were on the floor above. Thefirst was asort of pleasant acove, lined with books,
akind of library, having padded easy chairs by the fire, and on ahighly polished stand aglobein ebony.
Through the open doors of the acove was adining room, an ovd table perched with candles, and a
sideboard of sparkling decanters; here too afire burned gently, cheerfully.

The comfortable rooms showed nothing of awoman's touch: Beyond the meticul ous servant and one
careful girl, no woman ever had access to them. They were graced with bachelor things, and Monsieur
Mercile might have felt happiness and security in them, but he was never quite ableto do so, here; here
there was dways a demand on him. The demand was implicit in hisfriend, Oberand, who now stood up
beforethe library fire.

The two men greeted each other asif they had not met for ayear, and yet with the sort of offhand
sdelong glances of the eye that evidence usuaness. They asked each other how they went on and
mentioned the weather, and a certain cognac was produced, which they both settled to like pigeonsto a
familiar roof.



Oberand, like Mercile, was dim and upright, and in hisfifties, but where Merciléswaist had dightly
thickened, Oberand was only alittle stooped at the shoulders. Oberand's hair receded, where Mercile's
had retreated atogether. Oberand's eyes were larger, brighter, lacking glasses, and fraught with thin lines
of pain, perhaps physical, but perhaps of something older, deeper, more difficult to bear. Mercile had no
mark likethis. His hands had tiffened with atrace of rheumatism, but his heart was light. What of
Oberand's heart?

After their brandy, and their introductory conversation, they went into the dining room, and here soon
appeared an extremdly tasty, ordinary dinner. There weretoo atrio of excellent wines. It was al very
good, orderly, and pleasing, redolent of the male satisfactions and luxuries often used in literature asthe
preface to aghost story.

And Monsieur Mercilewarmed like wax, lost a certain hardness of contour he had had, seemed to be
thinking, Now thisisn't so bad. You see, there's nothing to dread.

Then they took their cigarettes and wine to thefirein thelibrary, and Oberand paused to lay one finger
on the ebony globe.

Hereit comes! thought Mercile, and braced himsalf.
The stroking of the globe was an omen as congtant and unfortuitous as a comet.

"I took out the small map again,” said Oberand softly, asif they were conspirators, asif they had waited
only for this moment to begin—and probably thiswas true of Oberand; Mercile thought so. "I mean
Eshlo'smap. | sat up over it until three thismorning. After atime, | began to seem to connect a particular
ridge with adescription in the geographia. | took out the two other maps of Klein's. Thereis one distinct
formation, to the south. Eshlo marksthis as the Mountains of the White Moon—I love that name, so
evocative, so unhepful, and yet...so dluring.

"Yes" sad Mercile, "itisamarvelous name."

"It's possible to pinpoint this geography. Thefirst of Klein's mapsrelatesit to the Chardaregion, asyou
know. But then, | wonder with Kleinif thereisn't some game involved, if some of his assertions aren't
meant to be mideading.”

"Thet might belikdy."
"And does he offer any reward for struggle? But my struggling attention seemsto beer fruit.”

Mercile could not quite bring himsalf to answer, but naturally Oberand did not take this gap for
disapproval. Oberand trusted Mercile, had done so for more than ten years. It wasincumbent upon
Mercile, now, to be trusted.

As aways happened, every month, the floodgate of Oberand's obsession had opened asit did before no
other one, since no other could be trusted save only Mercile. The waters roared and poured forth, as
vehement and strong as they had been a decade ago, stronger probably. And Mercile listened, ashe
awaysdid, every month, with agrest patience blunted even asit had been honed, threadbare even asit
was perfected. Every visit to Oberand concluded in thisway, in two or three hours of Oberand's
obsession (until Mercile escaped)—Oberand's maps, his notions, discoveries, dismissals, the throbbing
violence, only just held in, of what he believed and knew and could not prove, and for which he had been
mocked and laughed from eminence, squashed into the guitter, discarded by everyone.

For Oberand had been reckoned a genius, at the start. He was not merely aliterary figure of reckoned



worth, abright star elevated at an age supposed precocioudy early, but aso ascholar. Among the
countries of manuscript he was thought an explorer. For Oberand had trand ated screeds previousy
declared inaccessible, he had unearthed, paying terrifying pricesfor them, obscure treatises and
scripts—of the Romans, from Egypt, and further back and farther off. He had dedlt in amurky
underworld of the esoteric as other men had trafficked in bodies. And by that he made of himself a
cregture fabulous, permitted only in the glaring light of its own cleverness. And then it happened that
Oberand, thirty-eight years of age and corruscating brightly, came on the work of Eshlo, an explorer out
of the countries of landscape. And, too (doubtless), aliar and romancer.

But Oberand believed the words of Eshlo; they caught hisfancy and fascinated him.

There had never been in the life of Oberand anything but his work, the pen and the page. He had never,
except perhaps briefly in adolescence, felt anything specia for awoman, he had not itched, let alone
ached through love. The pursuit, the conquest, the culmination were intellectua, and he knew them

regularly.

Now, aswith amighty philanderer, for whom love had been dwaystoo easy, there must come an elusive
quarry, onethat did not consent, succumb. In a space of weeks Oberand | eft everything he had in hand
to search after that which Eshlo proffered, to hunt down the clues and keys of which there were
hundreds, spurious though they might be, ridiculous though they might be. In doing this, Oberand
uncovered Klein, ascholar so obscure he was dmost invisible, but Oberand lifted him up on high, to the
very pedestal where he had placed Eshlo, and lit before them aflaming torch for al to see. From the
hilltop Oberand bellowed. He had been given an unlicensed and uncensored voice, he had been made a
darling of that most dangerous fraternity, the mature, wise, cunning, erudite, and cruel. They will worship
heroes, then at astumble tear them to piecesin their teeth. And Oberand had stumbled. What a distance
hehadtofdl.

Eshlo had traveled widdly, in the Indies, and in Africa. His accounts were exotic, combining the
information of factswith flights of elaboration having alogica wildness resembling the devel opment of
inspired symphonies. Wasit thelogic that had mided Oberand? If so, only at asingle juncture. Many of
Eshlo's claims he had amusedly doughed. But one story, the very wildest, he had defended asif he had
been present at itsinception.

For Eshlo claimed to have come upon a pocket of incredible land, afresk valey locked insde a
mountain wall unscalable, and penetrated by him viaa secret entry that, even in his documents, he had
omitted to describe, referring to it only asthe Hidden Door, and marking it only in thisway on his maps.
The valley, when reached, was of an gppalling beauty. It was aland from the prehistoric dawn, a place of
giant plants, carbon swamps, and a sealike swest, and inhabited by monsters, huge beasts, and flying
things that stormed and raged and were, in defiance of time.

Like an echo, Klein backed up thiswonder, claiming himself not to have witnessed such a place but from
innumerable sources to have heard legends of it. The natives of that area, which Klein posited with
imaginative flirtatiousness, avoided the mountain dopesfor fear accidentaly of being precipitated to their
doom in thevaley of mongers. (Eshlo, who had refused the secret of hisentry, also denied readersthe
means of hisexit.) Severd of the indigenous populace of hutments and villages had been lost in this
manner, Klein avowed, stipulating a cave or hole through which they descended. A god was propitiated
intheregion, agod said to be white, and of abnorma size, agiant like the plants and beasts of the valley.
Klein quoted many passages, both intheir original language and in adequate trand ation, but the oddity of
sections of syntax pretrandated ingtantly led a critic to deduce that Klein had himself invented these
paragraphs of Latin, Greek, Graeco-Persan, and the Egyptian hieroglyphs with which his essays on the
subject were scattered—for the Egyptians aso had heard of the mongters of the valey, which they had at



first named in terms of a coffin of the day'sfdl, aland of shadow through which Rathe sun must pass
each night, overcoming what rampaged therein order to return into the world.

The maps of Klein'srelated to Africaas he had known it from travelers tales and the officid reports of
colonid officers. Everything was second or third hand, but he too, though never having met with Eshlo,
never having himsdlf gone farther than the hills above the City of Paradys, had caught the fantasy that
Eshlo exhaed, had been poisoned by it. As, in turn, was Oberand.

To make matters worse (perhaps), both Eshlo and Klein were long dead by the hour of Oberand's first
discovery of theValley of God, as Eshlo, next Klein, had cdled it. Oberand could not, no one could,
question the perpetrators of this nightmare-dream. Alone, heimpaed himself on the hook, and presently
was nailed up, crucified, by those who until then had sung his paean and encouraged him in everything.

Possibly his eccentricity alone would not have dienated them. If he had kept ameasure of lightness, and
so of light. If he could have chuckled, smiled at his own enthrdlment, if he could have said: Well, | may
be wrong. But Oberand was accustomed by then to be right. And such was his passion that he shouted,
argued, insulted, twice cameto blows.

No onewould believe in his beief. His brilliance and innocence went bitter and rotted on the boughs of
hismind.

Insde three years he had shut himself away. He reformed hislife to an indstent search, ascientific
chisding and scalpeling, of the truth as he had found it. He amassed further materia, he dissected and
quantified that materid he had.

Sometimes he wrote alittle. But aways, in some however subtle way, it was tainted with his obsession.
He was published as a curiosity, and then he was not published. The lecture halls and palaces of books
did not any more clamor for him. He was cut. He was forgotten. It was asif asolid figure of iron had
faded into mist.

And yet, this stooped man, fifty-two years of age, seared with ahot-cold life, adreadful fire that could
not be put out. And it was this Mercile confronted, thisintolerable and pointless, relentlessy gouging fire,
howling on insde the unobliterated shell. Confronted tonight again, aso, for the thousandth time, or
mayybe the thousandth-and-tenth. For Oberand could not keep it down. Mercile was the only one left to
him, the only one who had never scorned, never ridiculed, aways apparently tacitly accepting the
veracity of Eshlo'svalley, listening to the facts of it over and over, never quibbling, offering only
sympathetic assent, the occasiond partid chalenge by which Oberand might fuel himsalf further for his
burning. Mercile had never let him down, not once, not in fourteen years.

And to Oberand this had been because Mercile credited the truth of the Valley of God. But it was not
that. It was only the vaiant loydty of friendship. Something as deep, and as shallow— as useless—as
that.

An hour passed. Mercile knew thisfor he had begun to glance surreptitioudy at the clock on the
mantelpiece. It was terrible, the dow passage of time now, for decently he could not yet absent himsdif.
Cam and unequivocd, Mercile fet building within him, asaways, an unspecified urgeto flight, or worse,
to choke Oberand to silence.

The maps were now spread on the table, the geographia had been brought. Animated, like aboy,
Oberand went about the display. He discoursed on the potentid of Klein'sfrivality, of Eshlo's
secretiveness. "No oneis meant to find this place. Y et we areinvited to it. Irresistibly we are seduced.”

He dreamed of the valley. Mercile knew this, for Oberand had told him, now and then. Oberand aready



had gone there, had wandered the jungle forests, stared into the pools of salt, and heard the trampling of
the vast feet of thingsthat e sewhere had |eft only bones under the rocks of centuries.

"| fed the moment has cometo collate these disparate works, to publish my own conclusions,” sad
Oberand suddenly. The clock ticked. Oberand said, "Don't you agree, some reorganization of the
tregtiseisin order?"

"But," said Mercile, dowly, "your publishers—"

"No, | must approach others. Perhaps I'll need to put up the money mysdif. | realize perfectly the low
esteem inwhich I'm held, asif by tongs.”

"But," said Mercile, "further efforts with thiswork— What else can be said of it?’
"Very much,” said Oberand. "1 can speak volumes.”

"You should not," said Mercile,

"Oh, my friend, don't worry on my behaf. What €l se can they do to me or say of me?"

Mercilefet the kniferisein him, its handle toward his hand. He had never understood it was aknife that
had been forged by the years of patience and listening, the boredom. He tried to evade. He said, "But
why expose yoursdf to more of the vicious attacks that—"

"Why?" Oberand cried, hiseyes giving off aflash from the flames of the hearth and the spirit. "Because
the truth must be spoken at whatever cost.”

"You must faceit," said Mercile abruptly, "thistruth is doubtful. For God's seke, giveit up.”

And now the clock ticked more loudly, and the fire cracked like gunshot. Little soundsin the Street, a
whisper of wind, adistant song, came up and filled the room, thickening itsair until it was nearly
unbreathable.

"But | thought," said Oberand, "that you, of al of them—" He stopped, and Mercile hung his head. Insde
him was an awesome sadness, asif Oberand had just told him he, Oberand, was near death.

"Pardon me," said Mercile humbly, at last. "I'vetried very hard."

"No, | don't pardon you," said Oberand. "Y ou should not have tried. Or you should have tried much
harder. Did you only wait dl these yearsto make afool out of me tonight?"

"Oberand, my faith in youisunimpaired. Only | believethat your trust in this thing—is preposterous,
ill-founded. | should have said so long before."

"Y ou must leave my house," said Oberand. "Y ou must go a once. There's nothing to say."

Mercile was shocked, yet not surprised. The knife had glittered in his hand, he had used it. What did he
expect now? With an exhausted rdlief strongly enhanced by automatic regret, herose, shaking hishead in
an effort a normalcy.

"Then| shdl leave, a once. I'm very sorry.”

Oberand said nothing. His face was blank, wiped of everything. He had been stabbed in the back, of
course, what else?



Mercile went down, donned his greatcoat, stepped into the street. Below, he glanced at the house,
wondering if hewould enter it again, aware he would not, then turned into the night of lamps and leaves.
Hefdt asatisfaction. It wasterrible. He nearly laughed as he waked homeward; certainly he could not
keep back agmile.

2

The great mountain range filled the sky, and was the sky. Pitted and scarred, fissured and cracked, it was
not white but dark. It had earned Eshlo's name for it not through itstints, but because it sesemed to belong
to the surface of adead satdlite circling the earth. Anything might lieinsdethewadl of it. It was
impenetrable.

The man who sat in the camp half amile from the mountains foot wastal, thinned, and sunburnt by the
lion orb of summer. Hewasthirty-eight. So much he knew, feding thesethings st on him, the frame
within which his soul balanced. Helooked from his own clear eyes, scanning the dusty plain and thefirst
clawed dopesthat pushed out of it. In the etheric sky apair of vultures dawdled. They had been there
about an hour, interested by something on the middle heights, something not yet dead enough to warrant
their descent. He had noticed, no bird ever flew toward the summit of the mountains. Nothing came up
over them, except rounded drifts of cloud toward sunset, like steam.

He had been here, at the foot, a month, thirty-one days. Before that was the journey, a period not of time
but of time's dissolution, an unraveling of dates and seasons, flowing sidelong, nearly backward. There
had been sea, acrust of land, awide river with a bel ching steamer, at length the long sinuous tributary of
the Charda, with its curtains of banks dropped to the water, the masks of its reflected idands. Lions
passed, or lay inthe sky. A herd of zebragalloped, an aligator raised its artifact of head—such images
pinned themselves upon his brain. The man thought he should and must remember such things digtinctly.
But then he saw that visually they did not matter, that he might let them go from himif they wished; thus
they Stayed.

At first he had been fearful. So much so that seasickness and ma deterre had dmost disabled him. Then,
as he began to accept that he was quite adrift, lost and companionless, without hope of assistance, he
relaxed, grew stronger, |eft behind the ssomach cramps and blinding migraines, and emerged from hisfive
decades into the newer younger body, which had wasted no years, which had sprung hereimmediately
after Eshlo's song and Klein's echo. Somewhere on the river of the Charda, while the two black men
rowed and the black white stared about, hisrifle ready, Oberand caught up hisyounger salf, who al that
while had been there ahead of him, waiting.

They moved through the land as Eshlo had, asif nothing had dtered, savein the villages they could now
barter for cigarettes. It was dl quite familiar to him, the people colored like coa and the beasts of the
plain, and the towering sky and the river, and the mountainsfindly rising into view. Eshlo had been here,
and told him. More, he had himself been here, often.

They made the camp under the Mountains of the White Moon. None of them had before approached the
place, apart from Oberand. The man who cooked was supertitious; he had heard something of the
region. He made ashrine by hisimprovised cook house and sank into it a collection of bones and teeth,
for the god, the giant. Oberand had tried to question this man. The man then became heated, hysterical.
Swest flew off him and he gesticulated, refusing to look at the mountains or to say anything that was of
use. Froth sprayed out of his mouth and André, the black white, touched Oberand'sarm, glancing at him
from his odd eyes, one black and one pae gray. "He knows nothing. Best to leave him, monsieur.”
Oberand obeyed, and André ordered the cook back to his rice with sharp staccato words.

Oberand explored the base of the mountainswith André. They climbed alittle, André the guide and



adviser. He would never fully meet the eyes of the white man, he had been taught not to.

They found caves, and chasms where smoldering chains of water fell, they found the carcasses of things,
one with hyenas feasting on it, the nests of birds abandoned, adefile with old painting on awall, but these
symbols gave no revelation. Every cave had aback. Each access ended against the gut wall of the rock.
From boulders they looked down at the tiny camp, and saw the blacks lazing or quarreling over agame,
and theriver far away like avarnished seam in the ground.

"Thereisno way through,” said André.
"Yes," said Oberand, "of course. Thereis."

André was the first man Oberand had had any prolonged conversation with since Mercile. For this
reason Oberand did not trust André. André was not like Mercile. He was young, and could have been a
princeif hisblood had not been mixed. Hiswhite drunkard of afather had taught him books,
mathematics, and two languages. André had grown up aware he had been ruined for everything,
accepting, wise, and mostly silent. Of the Valey of God he had heard, distantly, now and then. It was
one of the dim wandering wisps of myth that go about any continent. It was awhite man's myth of the
darkness, and as such he gave it a defined and cordoned pen. The white portion of Andrésmind
suggested to him that only white men would evolve alegend of black men worshiping awhite god. But
the giantism was not dien. There were stone cities of the jungles, and the size of these citiesdid not

bel ong with the six-foot men of present days but, like certain temples of Egypt, suggested bigger beings
nearer to the sun.

Eshlo's maps, and Klein's maps, brought into the realm of the actud, were atravesty. Though the
mountains had been recognizable, they were dso atered by redity. Smdl vital geologica clues, essentid
inlocating Eshlo's Hidden Door, were changed or unreveded, or else had only existed in the imagination
of thewriter.

It wasthe splitting off from Mercile, the betrayal by Mercile, which had brought Oberand to the
Mountains of the White Moon, more than Eshlo or Klein, more than fourteen years of waste, and
fermenting humiliation.

Oberand did not missMercile. At first there had been no time, for within aweek of their dinner, Oberand
had been making arrangementsto travel out from Paradys into the wide world. Presently, looking back,
there was only adight disgust that such aman as Mercile had been permitted to deceive him. At last, and
very soon, Mercile was a shadow. Beneath the Mountains of the White Moon, however, it was Eshlo
that Oberand began to miss, and Klein, dthough Klein less painfully and clearly.

The sun was setting on the rim of the plain, and the mountains flared up, then turned suddenly to ash, lit
only at their tips. There came a curious half-heard whirring note, perhaps the sunset wind passing through
some hole or crevice higher up, sound carrying in the glassy air. Transparently the night cameto Africa,
without subterfuge, bearing the bone moon from which the mountains had been transposed. If the sun
was alion, the moon was awhite-faced buck. It peered, vulnerable and savage, above the plain, lighting
it as bright as day. The mountains glowed. The fire of the cook house became the center of the earth,
marking, like across on Eshlo'smap, their placein things.

"l am here," Oberand said doud. "Here." But that was not enough. Y et the excitement stirred in him,
properly, thefirst occasion. It had taken so long, for he had been so long coming to it, he had kept it
waiting, like hisyounger sf.

André stood smoking, looking at the mountains, thin and till in his European clothes. The blacks
squatted at the fire, where the pot hung, full of God knew what jumble.



Speak to André, Oberand thought. Why was that important? André knew nothing, less than the cook,
who feared.

Oberand watched the camp from histent, the pale dust and the moonlight, patches of sand between the
mountains claws, shining. The strange sound had died out from the mountains, and the reflection from
their tops. Miles off alion roared. The sarswere liquid, like mercury, in the bulb of sky.

Herel am.

"My father taught me that men have no souls" said André, "that thislifeisal we can expect, and thet it
will probably be unpleasant.”

The moon had st; it was darker, and somewhere hyenas were busy. The night was not the same, and
André had begun to talk at the fire. He had started by saying he thought the two blacks might run away
tonight. He said they were not so much afraid as anxious, akind of anxiety attack that, because they did
not see it asnervousin origin, they attributed to bad spirits of the plain and mountains. Oberand said that
if this happened, it must be accepted, but would the two men steal very much? Only enough, said André,
to support them on their journey back down river. Let them go, then, said Oberand, they would manage,
but what of André? André had said he would remain. He was not afraid, Snce he did not believe that
anything lay over the mountains, even if away to it wereto befound. A dry crater perhaps, an extinct
volcano, poisonous and dead. Oberand was not offended by André's pragmatism. His truthfulness,
coming in astraight line after Mercilés years of deception, was nearly appedling. Because he had wanted
to, Oberand indulged himsdlf, beginning to attempt the drawing out of André, whom he had judged as
clever, and dmogt in hisway as educated as anyone met with in the vanished metropolis. André had
alarming potentid that, since he was black, could never be realized—André was not strong enough,
evidently, to evolve soldly for himsdlf, as so many were not.

In the background the hyenas had commenced, and then the two blacks initiated a vague annoying
chanting from a stand of trees a hundred feet off. André opened alittle like a crumpled paper. He spoke
of the ancient cities of giants, the legends of white gods. He explained he could not believe in anything like
that, dthough its metaphysc intrigued him.

"But why, André, isit necessary for men to have souls, in order that there be gods? Can't thisbe
something of adifferent order?"

"Mantries," said André, "to find something greater than himsdlf, promising himself he will one day
become such athing. Isthat not the basis of therdigion of Chrigt?’

"I think that the religion of Chrigt offers a chance that we are dready such athing, and have only lost the
way."

"Without asoul,” said André, "where isthe need for agod?’

"But thisisagod with avalley like the Garden of Eden, the Garden before the Fall. Thisisagod solarge
that he could cover the bodies of thirty men with his pam, and crush them. What are men to such agod?'

André did not reply. He smoked his cigarette. Then he said, "What would you give to find this secret
valey?'

"Everything," said Oberand. He said, "Already, I've given mogt of it. From the first, the idea possessed
me. | sacrificed dl | had, and followed it."



"Bewary, perhaps something listens.”
"But," said Oberand, "what could that be, if there are no gods?'

"I don't know, monsieur. But | senseit. The way a man whose hand has been cut off will fed the hand at
theend of hisarm, itching him. Likethat. It isn't redl, but it affects him. What listens may not bered
ether, yet it may hear."

Oberand felt a sudden emotiond liking for André. Why in God's name had this man not been given him
to argue with, to wrestle with, this black angel in the night, over the body of Eshlo, on the ladder of light?
But it wastoo late now.

"Let it hear me," said Oberand, "please God."
After awhilelonger, André put his cigarette into thefire.

"If we go to deep, monsieur, the men will have their chanceto run away. | will take the sugar and hideit,
or they may have that too, for barter."

Oberand got up, half tranced. His muscles ached asif aheavy wine were swirling through his system. He
held out his hand. André shook it solemnly. They parted without further words, the black man to his
shelter, Oberand to histent.

Helay on hisback for half an hour, and the chanting ceased. The night was slent as an open bowl of
space upturned upon the land.

In the night's middle darkness, sound awakened Oberand. It was asif he had been expecting it, had been
prepared by alesser sound of the evening, the huge silence that had domed in the plain as he dept.

Whét he heard was asort of low rumbling, and at first he took it for lion in the distance, then for the
movement of aherd of animals, shaking the plain. Then, thinking of some tremor of the earth, he sat up
suddenly, but although there was the faint sense of vibration, it was not that of an earthquake. Nothing
moved, rattled, or fell. After amoment, Oberand got up and went out of the tent, to see what André
made of this.

Outside, the night wasincredible. It had changed itself yet again, the way no night of the north ever did,
or S0 it seemed to him. The clarity of the darknesswaswonderful, like crystal, the sky miles high, drawn
back like ablind to reved the world. On the horizon something vaguely shifted about, probably deer
feeding. The other way, thewall of the mountains, lunar, frozen.

Nothing stirred in the camp. Perhaps the runaways were aready off. But neither had André emerged.
And the sound— it was real and definite—could not be ignored.

Oberand took a step, meaning to wake André, then instantly checked.

André had not woken, or had not come out. The sound was not a summonsto André, who did not
believe. And the men who were afraid had aready run away.

Oberand's heart gave agrest leap, catching him like a spear in the breest.

He ducked back into the tent, and picked up the knife and the pistol he had not yet used, some
ammunition, water. It was not a careful readying for any vast expedition, it was atoken. The token of the
traveler. It wasritud, asif before an dtar of the night.



When Oberand emerged again, he stood, staring up at the Mountains of the White Moon. They were
charcoa gray now, with paefrills of silver from the stars. To climb without ropes would be impossible.
Even roped, with the expert advice of André, to reach the crest had been thought out of the question.

The rumble of sound went on, becoming part of hearing. It emanated from within the mountains, borne
upward on acolumn of gtillness, opened like an umbrellainto the bowl of the sky.

Oberand walked away from the camp, crossing through the shrub and boulders, to the foot of the rock.
He came among the patches of sand. He began to climb diagondly, going aong the base of thewall,
moving south to north, circling. He did not investigate the upright dopes of thewall, as he had been
doing, he climbed up and over, and down, and up again. The arlight diced out swaths of rock, and
made pits of luminous blackness between them. He got down into these, and each time, without words
he thought, It will be this one, but it was not. He did not know what he anticipated, some crack in the
rock, something so evident as an avenue with pillars of stone.... The camp disappeared around the curve
of the mountains.

As hewas climbing down, the sound stopped. He felt amoment of deafness, amost disorientation. Asif
the sgn had been taken from him, the promise. He hesitated, and after amoment, the sand on which he
stood tipped and settled, lurched and lay flat again. And then gave way completely.

Therewas no time for Oberand to think. He wasfdling as the earth caved in. He knew what thiswas. It
was aquicksand. It sucked him under and he caught at the land, but it dipped sideways and nothing
would stay put or firm, nothing would hold him. He knew instantly reasonless mad terror and cried out,
but his cries hit the void of space, and the gleaming stars swallowed them. Terror and despair, without
thoughts. Screaming, he was sucked into turmoil. The sand filled his nostrils and mouth, and he struggled,
choked, his eyeswere put out, his earswere full of miasma, and panic began to recede into aringing
emptiness. But something struck his hedsablow like amace. His whole spasming, suffocating body was
jolted and spun. In arush of mass he seemed catapulted down into the stars. He saw them, burning and
mocking him. Thiswas desth. Helay in the belly of desth and vomited out the sand, and ashe did so, the
grains of other sand sprayed down on him in the dark. He could breathe, he heard the noise he made, but
the thing which had smote his hedls struck him across the skull. He did with the darkness closing.
Thought had not yet returned. He thought nothing, and nothing. Nothing.

3

"Likeapearl, softly the morning was, and rained..." He could not remember the line. He saw the soft
pearl light and tried torecdl, "... andrained... like..." But thisdid not matter. The poem was not
important now. It wasthe light that was relevant to him. The light—Oberand pushed up from the cloud
and discovered himself, bruised and sore—headed in the tunnel of darkness with the fresh light, so
pearly, raining at the tunnd's end along way off. He should go that way. And he must go on hiskneesfor
there was not the room in this cave to stand up. He was in the mountain, in the wall. He had fdlen in there
through a place of sand, and somehow under it wasthe cave and the air; he had lived, and there the light
was, he had only to crawl. Inthelight he could see the plain. He crawled, hurting and breathing, forward.
After five minutes the outline of the cave mouth grew concrete and exact, and beyond it adripping
pre-dawn mist, and out of the mist afern cast itstendrils like adagger, afern so large it surprised him.
But he crawled on, and drew leve with it, and from there he beheld the place outside the cave, which
was not the plain.

Fird, perfect sasis, dim reflection of water polished under smoke, tricklings and susurrous unseen, and
the nets of things flung over, and the pylon of atree where flowers clung that were the sze of flowersina
dream. Next, motion: Birds lifted from the shallows, while their pae shadows sank away from them like
ghogts. They were very big, with the heads of anvils, and the leather dap of their wingstore water drops



from the air. Then through the mist the creature came, quite dowly, gracefully, like avehicle of armor,
wet likeslk. It wasagiant lizard. Reaching the water, it glided through the colossal reeds, which bent
from it in the action of courtiers. It dipped its dender and enormous head, and drank. It was beautiful as
athing fashioned, with the life blown into it by magic, and at its delicate step, the ground had moved.

Oberand watched the lizard drinking. It armor made towers upon its back. He did not know its name. Its
eyewaslikeajewd. Ripples spread in amuscular glittering from the firm licking of itstongue that was the

length of hisbody.
He had reached the Valley of God.

There was no exit from the valey. Insde four weeks he knew this. He had become, again, anew and
different man; he did not care, he had resgned himsdlf to death or madness, and to life. He had met Eshlo
in the dark, and the true truth of Eshlo. Which was romancer and liar. For somehow Eshlo had guessed
the existence of the valey, perhaps even found the cluesto the valley, but he had never entered it. For if
he had, demonstrably, he could never have come back to write his account. The genius of perceptive
imagination was Eshlo's gift, what he had handed over to Klein, and to Oberand. No more,

Oberand had searched systematically dong the inner rim of the mountains. He was more thorough and
more experimentd than in his outer searching of away in. There was nothing, of course. Therewas no
route from Eden, save God made it, and ushered out there with aflaming sword.

Once this problem of escape had been dedlt it, all vestige of rules or ethics was doughed from Oberand,
and hewasfree.

Perhaps because Eshlo's dream adventure had been charted, Oberand had ceased to calendar events.
On the journey to the mountains, and in the camp, he had kept ajournd. But that had been left behind.
He made and attended to no device for the recording of time. The season did not dter, and he had no
congtant but for the recurrence of day and night. Dawn was not as he had ever seen it, neither sunset.
The dream had been made lesf and flesh and feather.

Helived (the mere necessity) through lessons dready learned. He set trapsin which small rats and
lizards, once or twice atiny type of pig, enmeshed themselves, and these he killed with the pistol, as a
other times he shot things that ran before him. He rationed these meals, knowing that with theend of his
ammunition he must resort to other more brutal methods. He did not like to kill, but hunger made him
able. And at last he would have to do it with astone. Among the plethora of growing stuff he found roots
and pods and berries, which he ate. He had no means of judging them, and some caused him violent
sickness. One specieslaid him up for two days with afever. He considered if he might die, yet did not
believeit. And aways he recovered. Thefruit of the garden was mostly to be eaten, he had not yet come
on the Forbidden Tree.

At first he sheltered in the cave tunnel from which he had first emerged. Nothing troubled him there save
for inquisitive rodents (food) and once afly with wings of jewdry gauze, larger than he from shoulder to
shoulder. It gartled him, but did not haunt him long.

During his search around the inner base of the mountains, the valley was hidden from him by thefern
forest, which began between ten and twenty feet from the rockside, with here and there abreak or glade
such asthat where he had seen the greet lizard. Swvampy places and dips of slver water lined these
glades, but nothing else came to drink there that he saw, except for infrequent, peculiar birds. Others he
beheld inthe air, birds like asort of enormous swan, and again arrowings of the bat-winged anvil-heads,



which seemed to emanate from a distant smooth height that emerged only in the clearness of midday far
above the cycad forest. His search of the mountainsfor an exit point was ingtinctive and foolish and
actually adien to the person he had become. Whileit took his days and his thoughts, he understood it was
futile, unimportant. Although he saw no further lizards or mammas of the valey at that time, gpart from
those little ones that supplied histraps, he heard them. Their voices were various, thin and sweet, or
trumpeting and terrible. They could not be compared with anything. He sensed there would be huge
beasts that fluted and sang, and smaller more fearful thingsthat roared, ate organs and muscle, and drank
blood.

When he gave up the search and his freedom came, Oberand took the few items he had constructed, the
pillow of rolled dried fern and the best traps, and went down into the forest. So far he had come across
severa shoots of pure and drinkable water splashing from the rocks, dthough the pools were cons stently
full of sdtsand dimes

Initidly the cycads detained and distracted him. He must cut away with the knife. He moved by achain
of pools where the giant spangled insects were swarming. He did not know what they were at, perhaps
mating like dragonflies above afountain in apark of Paradys.

The cycads harbored groves of magnoliaand laurdl. Conifer treesrosein dark pagodas. The scent of
these mingled through the heavy, curious air. The sunlight began to stream in shifting smoky shafts,
between embroidered eyeletsin the canopy.

Oberand watched in wonder. Thisworld wasimbuing him, its smells, thelens of itsmist where sunrise
and sunset dissolved their fires, from which mountains came and went like shipslogt at sea.

Oak trees appeared, around which lianas roped and spiraled, and flowers like faces looked at him.
Water droplets, the warm dews of the forest, sprinkled from bough to bough, so the amosphere was
filled dways by this sound and sense of gentlerain.

Hewent dowly, and found in the mud the footprint of amighty creature, perfect asif sculpted for him,
athough dready the mosswasgrowing init.

Then the forest parted. He saw acrossthevaley.

It was rimmed by mist, was alake of mist, from which its shapes rose, amap of jungle forest, and silken
troughs of open land. The great mountain cone ascended from it, and today atwisted skein of white
extended from avent. It was avolcano, snisterly deeping. Even as he stared, aflight of birds went
upward. Beyond, a sted-shining water. And on the curve of the misty skyline were twenty waterfdls (he
counted), descending in pristinelineslike frayed thread.

A bird passed overhead and its shadow enveloped him. It was enormous. He felt no fear in the presence
of something so extraordinary. Hewasin the country of the god. And did the god live on the
volcano-mountain? A new goal now. Oberand had reached the unreachable, was herein the unredity he
had dways known to exist. The god, then, dso existed. Did he walk through the Garden in the cool of
the day? Which of the cries of the valley heralded his passage?

He had been donefor years. He had learned that each man is aone, even in company. He missed
nothing of civilization in the valley, not even books, for his books had al been the valley, had something
of the valey, and here the valley had become his book at last, open and to be read. He did not mind the
random and ill-cooked food, it interested him. His body, which had hardened and improved on his
journey, had now reached a peak of fitness and energy that delighted him. His eyes were never tired, his
eyesight had sharpened. Noises he had sometimes heard in his head had vanished in the constant natural



sound of thevalley. Everything was better.

It took dmost aweek of angling descent for Oberand to reach the valey floor. There, he had only the
volcanic conefor hisguide. A herd of cattle, huge and black with devilish horns, burst out of the mist and
over his path on the morning he came down. They were the size of eephant, and filled him with joy. One
hour later he saw threelizards, upright and grazing on the trees, with long serpentine necks, tiled with
plates like burnished iron. Their bodies moved very little, their heads were busy with the leafage. Once
one of them spoke. Its voice was of the sweet bell-like sort he had heard from above.

That night, in his shelter of reeds and steams, Oberand dreamed of the god walking through the valey.

Thegrest lizards lifted their heads to see him pass, and he rested his hand briefly upon themin blessing.
To him they weretiny, like squirrelsin ashrubbery. The earth did not quiver at the footsteps of God, it
was his constant movement that caused a ceasdless, now unnoticesble tremor, which turned the world.

Oberand worked toward the cone of the volcano. Cycads grew again on its dopes. The water beyond
he judged for the inner land-locked sea of Eshlo's descriptions. For Eshlo, who had never entered the
valey, had yet somehow been here, so much remained obvious.

Oberand was by now mad. It was afact. Much of hisfreedom came fromit. It was sanity that had
caused unhappiness, as o often it does.

Time, then, inthe valey, unspecified. The beauty of the days of traveling toward the mountain cone, the
sghts and wonders, the giant snakes, the feeding vegetarian towers of lizards, afishinalakelikea
fearsome sword, the snows of the birds, the cattle that roamed the valley like soft thunder. The sun
coming up in tempest, going down in such colors the sky was another country, with other mountain
ranges, other seas, other airs. And the nights of stars.

He missed Andréjust alittle. He would have liked André to have seen certain of the wonders. André
would have respected them, André who had not believed, would have accepted the magic instantly. But
André had not fallen through the sand into the mountain wall, André was not there.

Oberand had begun to see something white, dully gleaming on the lower dope of the volcano, wherethe
cycads grew.

The way up the volcano was a zigzag of lush and grassy tracts. Among the cycads, it had absurdly the
charm of awild orchard, and miniature reptiles darted from the path like rabhbits. The sealay beyond the
body of the mountain, asheet of light at the edges of vison. Oberand climbed, eating the fruit of the
vines, which he recognized from below. And in adusky grove he found aheadlong pillar. It was gigantic,
and broken in many pieceslying with gaps only of afoot or so between them, ribbed and veined, yet
freshly white. He guessed the length of the pillar covered half amile, and not far behind, between the
cycads and the vines, were four others.

Standing at abreak in the trees, Oberand saw other evidence stretching away, parald to the places
through which he had climbed. A tier or doping plateau of the mountain cone ran out, with awhiteline on
it like the base of atoppled barricade, and further below was something similar, hidden until now inthe
patches of forest. Above, as he moved onward, avast gate reared up, parting the sky. Oberand did not
stop, he went to the gate, and under it, and trod across a fissured bridge that in places raised him perhaps
twenty feet from the ground, and cameinto ahal. Nothing remained of it but the arched strutswhich
once had held its masonry. Their whiteness burned and turned the sky between to darkness. The height



was limitless. That was of no consequence. He knew what he had found. It was atemple, of colossal
bigness, erected to the god of the valley. He sat down on the grassy floor, and gazed at the arches of
pure whiteness, where the moss grew and the lianas festooned themselves. Again, he wished that André
had seen this. Presently Oberand lay on his back and watched the darkened sky between the arching
ribs.

The temple had collapsed, and the forest moved over it like adowly turning whed. Everything was eaten
away but for this marvelous fretwork, its bones.

Oberand fet emotions that had no name.

After aninterva, the light dtered, and the sun was setting. He made afire there in the grass on aflat white
scale of the temple. He ate some of the meat he had cooked the night before, and drank water from the
bottle.

"I have found atemple to the white god of the legends. | do not paceit out in cubitsor miles. Itisof
exceptional size and surely that isall one needsto know. Besides, | have no one to show it to, no means
of sketching it, no means even to write of it. And so | Smply write thisin my mind. And perhaps, by
going over these phrases again and again, as doubtless | shal cometo do, | will memorize them.

"Thereistheremains of awalled avenueleading to the temple, and about two-thirds of theway aongit |
found the falen pillars. Probably other pillars have weathered or been absorbed entirely by the forest, for
surely others there must have been. Everywhere are great plates and chippings, everything so white, and
oddly crendlated, and often split by the ravenous plants of the region. The gateway and the bridge puzzle
me. | can find no steps, and only acrumbling of the materia of which the temple is made—I do not know
what that is—enables me to get up and down. The hall isawe-inspiring and staggering, likeaglimpseinto
outer space. Even if it could be measured exactly, its circumference could only baffle, it isso huge, and
yet so perfectly congtructed. What walls hung from those alabaster struts? What windows pierced them?
And what crestures moved about here, to worship?

"Beyond the arch-vaulted hall isawhite mass & some distance, over aravine in the mountain. Here, too,
there must have been alinking bridge... smoke from the volcano sometimesrisesin theravine. | cannot

5o far reach the farther building, which isvery overgrown. | think it must be a shrine, some holy of holies.
Thisisfrudtrating. But possibly, approaching from another direction of the cone, | may find aroute over.

"l am very excited. | do not begin to grasp what may happen now. Sometimes the mountain rumbles
fantly. Perhapsit will erupt. | fed sowdl, so fulfilled and gratified, so optimigtic, | do not believeit can
go on. But my traps continue to feed me, athough now | have resorted to the method of the sscone—my
bulletsare dl gone. Thereiswater from arill just above the temple hall.

"When | remember the City | do not credit it. It does not exist for me any more. The world has gone and
thereisonly this

"Tomorrow | will go down to the lower dopes again and try to find away acrossthe ravine, to reach the
drine”

Asthe sun was rising, Oberand was woken by a disturbance from the forest. Something too large had
entered one of the traps, and was destroying it.

Oberand went out of the temple hall and beheld atusked pig wrenching itsdf out fromthetrgpina
shower of wood and broken vines. It rolled hot eyes at him, then bolted away, the cregpers unweaving



over its back.

At that moment an ink black shadow fell on Oberand, covered him and dl the ground, cold and
depthless as sudden water.

Helooked up—and saw awhirlwind.

Out of the whirlwind flashed awing best, the writhing and whipping of asnakeliketall, dso eyeslikefire,
ascimitar beak open to revedl thelittle pointed endless teeth, and claws of sted that gripped. They had
him. The pain of them was numbing and unredlistic, and even as hetried to pry himsdf away, to fight this
demon of the upper air, it soared and bore him with it, up between the railings of the cycads, into a
vortex of sky.

Oberand heard himsdlf shouting. He flailed and best at the demon. It was abird from the volcanic cone,
massve, and festhered asif with wire. Itstalons held him moretightly than any trap. It peered a him with
its soulless mechanica eyes, seeing only his mest, not caring that he fought it.

Already he wasfifty feet above the earth. It was hopeless. Oberand ceased to shout. He found he had
voided himsdf in utter terror. Tears of pain and fear ran down hisface. The bird dived upward,
obliterating gravity, bearing him to some nest high on the cone, where it would kill and feed on him.

The cam of death smothered Oberand. It was asif every sensation and every thought were extinguished
together.

He looked down and saw the shape of the world of the valey under him. From the claws of the bird he
was granted avision of the mountain, laid Sdeways and flat, combered with its forest, wreathed by its
smokes and steams, and there the sidelong plateau where the templ e stretched downward against the
sea. And Oberand, in the claws of murder, saw what the temple was. It was the skeleton of an enormous
man, agiant to whom the giant beasts of the valley were small things, like fowl and squirrels. A giant
fdlen, thetibias and fibulas of the legs an approaching avenue, the pelvisamighty gate, and the smashed
metacarpals of one hand, five toppled pillars. Therib cage made the hal of arches, and over the
smouldering ravine was the detached head of the shrine, itstwo eyes forever wide, itsteeth choked by
the reclaming vines. The god lay on the mountain, the god of white bone. Held high inthe air in the claws
of murder Oberand looked and saw, and an irresstible smiling lifted hisface againgt its bones. Carried
toward his horrible death, he could not keep back aterrifying laughter.

What atomb thisoneis. Visblefor amile around, from the right positions, towering between the graves.
It was designed by awell-known artist, also responsible for a quite remarkable portrait of the dead
actresswho lieshere. It is called the Tomb of the Angel—as you see, for obviousreasons. Theangd is
beautiful, and bears some resemblance to the actress hersdlf. With spread wings, she offersamirror to
the sky. Theglassinthe mirror isred, but unfortunately fissured by the eements.

The Glass Dagger

Out flew the web and floated widge;
Themirror crack'd from sdeto side.
—Tennyson

"But," hesad, amiling alittle, "I believe, in redity, you don't love me."

"Of course," shesaid, "'l hate you very much." He stood out on the balcony that overhung the cand. The
afternoon lay in abroad sheet across the water which, once the sun moved below the western buildings,



would grow sober, equally impenetrable. It was not a surface ever to be seen through, it must be taken
on trust. And so too perhaps the somber cool young woman who lay in the rumple of sheetsand pillows,
their bed of love, looking at him sidelong as did men of his acquaintance with whom he gambled.

"No, not hate. Nothing so intent. Y ou like me, you enjoy me, somewhat.”

"And you, Michadl, take me much too serioudy." She rose from the wave of sheets, shaking back her
black hair that was neither luxuriant nor very long. The warm sunlight described her as she would have
described asubject in one of her ownillustrations. A dim body, quite strong, of course not ugly, but
hardly luscious, or perfect. Her face might have passed unremarked amillion times, and had done so.
Her eyeswere oddly shaped, very dark, but often lacking luster when she had worked too hard at her
paintings or been locked up too long in the dusts of her sculpted stones. Her hands were graceful, but
rough and calloused; they passed over his pampered athlete's body like sandpaper.

Hewas afundamentdist; he had never fussly asked of himself why, from theinstant he beheld her, in
blank, unmagical daylight outside the Temple-Church, he had wanted the artist Vamé: her. Hewas
handsome and rich, an aristocrat, aforeigner, much pursued. He had had many women. He could have,
within tempora reason, dmost anything he desired. And in thisway, desiring her, he had got Vamé a so.

She had arrived camly, in cotton gloves and a washerwoman's dress, with astraw hat on her head. She
entered their liaison without demur, willingly but not eegerly. Her work she continued and he would never
have dreamed of attempting to prevent that. Though he did not understand it, or even especidly vaueits
results, her talent was obvious—besides, others too thought so. She was independent, and perhapsthis
was part of her dlure. Though probably not. It seemed to Michad Zwarian that if he had found her
begging in amarket, able to do nothing but whore, he would yet have had to have her.

Asit was she cameto him avirgin. An accomplished practiced lover, and in dl hisphysica beauty, he
rode into the kingdom of her body sure that through this aone he could make her love him. He had
expected her love, for love had dways been given him, usudly unasked. But though he was innocent of
complexity he was not afool, and by now he knew. It was established between them. And his sad joking
on her balcony was not an gppedl or atest of her. It wasif anything to show her that she need not
pretend. And shein turn was too courteous either to protest or to confirm. In her bed (hers, likethis
room—she had refused to leave them) he might give her pleasure, if she were patient enough to dlow it.

Today she had wanted to return to her folio of work, seven ink drawings for avolume of poetry. She had
been glad to please him, asif he deserved it for his nicenessto her, hisgood heart. And she hersdf had
said, "Forgive me, | haven't the energy. I'm content. Blessyou," and kissed him. And now she had begun
to dress, wanting him to go away, but not to hurt or offend him. So he said, "Well, | regret | must be off.
Tomorrow evening, you'l dinewith me?* And she, rewarding histact, replied that she would happily be
present, she anticipated it, she might relax then, her [abor completed.

Outsde with him he carried away the image of her ordinary body captured in the vast tilted mirror
beyond the bed. This held too the perpetua exact image of the cand, the far western bank, the sky. So
he had seen her, in the glass. Had he looked at her in the flesh in that last moment?

Zwarian's carriage trundled down a cobbled dley, following the cand to its source, the river. One day
soon, discounting tradition and having no one to answer to, he would want Vameé not as mistress but as
wife. Would sherefuse, or would her avowal be as benignly unimpassioned as her mistressdom? It was
not that she used him (he would never forget the first trinkets given back, apologeticdly, sternly). She did
her best. She had never loved anyone el se—except once or twice creatures on paper or in marble. He
went to supper in atdl house near the Angel, where pretty women stared at him in astonishment, blushing
and fretting.



Vamésroom was L-shaped; beyond the crook of its arm, and behind a screen, lay her studio. Two or
threefiguresalways stood in it, Silent attendants on al her doings—they were larger unfinished works,
one of which would occasionaly be completed, only to be replaced by another. At present the god
Dionysos dominated the chamber, draped in asheet asif the City sun would never be divindy warm
enough. The walls were covered in sketches, and afew paintings of which Vaméwasfond. A stove,
now cold, and a huge worktable holding a convention of paints, brushes, pencils, papers, rags, and
implements, apparently of torture, occupied the remainder of the space. There was no window, but in the
ceiling around vent brought down the light to make a blazing hole as though into another dimension.

Vamé, dressed now for her trade, did not at once go to the seventh illustration propped up on its board.
Instead she moved about the studio, slently redigning hersdf with itsinner structure, asif she had been
several months away. On these returns, there were away's certain objects that she touched— the
Dionysos now, inevitably, aparticular ink drawing of towers, an ivory eephant... thingsthat held an
intimate reminder. She was very private, Vamé, and even her few acquaintances, even her lover
Zwarian, who had sometimes |ooked on the studio, knew the persona significance of scarcely anything.
Oneitem, though, which was seldom on display, Vamé had recently begun to remove from its box,
holding it up into thewell of daylight. Thisshedid now. In her hand it was ashard of burning nothingness,
asort of hard-edged flame. To glimpseit in thisway wasto be entirdly puzzled asto what it might be.
And when she lowered the thing, it gave off aflash like lightning, sriking thewdlsin aflaming cartwhed,
before going out. What was this apparition? Was it some magic trick learned from her wretched
beginningsin the dums of Paradys?

Her father had been a priest. That isto say, was suspected of being one. Her mother's husband, a
booksdller, had caused them to exist in astrange, dim gray artery of a street, where he crouched over his
wares, and drank heavily, sdlling virtudly nothing. Into thisgrim life, somewherein theintervas of boiling
turnip soup from half rotted vegetables gleaned off the market floor, and applying ointment to the bruises
he gave her, Vamés mother absorbed a child. The only man she might have been said to spend time with
(including her husband) was the priest. His church stood minutes away from the gpartment above the
bookshop in the artery. He was old, but very strong, and things had been said of him, once or twice.
Vamé's mother's husband suspected some discrepancy, and unoriginally struck her, but she too was
strong, and he weak. That hiswife carried the bastard of another man, probably areligious one, fueled
the drunken booksdller's self-pity. He was enabled to become for himsalf acharacter in one of the books
upon which he crouched like agargoyle on architecture. "Y ou know what she has doneto me," he would
say to fellow drinkersin the tavern. Meanwhile the woman had instinctively gathered about hersdlf the
impoverished and tangible wives of the district, who, asthey assisted her over her pregnancy, became a
fortress of chignons, skirts, and gprons. Giving birth amid athorn hedge of women, she had nothing to
fear but the dangers of parturition, and these her tough body refused.

The child, Vamé, emerged then into thisworld where women were redlity, and men soulless crestures,
mongers, myths.

Of course, the drunkard hated the child that was not his, but some indefinable moral sense kept him of f
her in the first Sx months. By the moment, therefore, when, at her baby's fractious crying, he turned on
her, hisarm upraised, the woman had reached amomentum. "Touch her, I'll kill you," she said, and in her
hand was the knife from the turnips. As he moved, however, she did not after al stab him to death, which
would have sent her elsewhere, and so deprived her child, she caught him instead a blow with the side of
her fist on hisnose. It bled, hefdl. And lying on the floor, he vowed to seeto her. But Vamés mother
answered, "No, well have an end to that. I've had enough. What are you, you sniveling bottle? What
have you ever donefor usthat givesyou the right of violence over me, or her?' "Not given her to you,



surely,” he said, through the blood. At that she laughed. "No, squeeze you and only cognac would come
out. Think what you like," she said, "touch her and you'll never touch another thing in your life. They'll
have you out in abox." She was strong, he week, and this, at that time, enough.

It would come about, in later years, that the drunkard, by then reduced to total sponge, would fawn on
hiswifein company and out of it, praising her, saying she was his rock, saying he would be dead but for
her, and perhaps al this might be said to be true. He never again raised his hand to her, or the child. He
ceased to curse her quickly too, for that aone did not satisfy. He dropped easily into therole of the
pathetic, guilty, and usdess, surviving on the kindness of hiswife. For her part, she went on feeding him
and securing his clothes, she took in sewing and even began to sl chegp novesin the shop (from such
works he hid in fear), thereby making an income for them dl to live on.

Vameé had thelittle schooling that the nuns could give her. She showed an interest at Six or seveninthe
Virgin. She began to draw the Virgin, taking strange, lovely, unblasphemous libertieswith her garments
and symbols. The drawings were re-markable, said the proud nuns and the proud mother, in the way
partia teachers and parents dways do. But it happened that, in the case of Vamé, they were correct.

At twedve years, the scrimping and saving of her mother put Vaméinto aschool of art acrosstheriver in
the old Scholars Quarter. Among the quantity of pupils, only five were femaes. On thisdistinction, most
of them rose and sank, but Vamé paid no attention to anything that did not have to do with her work.
Her reading improved, that she might read books on her subject, while to her tabulated species of the
male was added one other, the Tutor. Those whose tuition she found val uable became nearly red, for
Vamé. The others, like the pupils, she dismissed. None of that made her popular. But in the end this did
not matter. For once, the best was aso the most influential. These powers protected her and, at the age
of fifteen, she emerged from the cocoon with remunerative and creative work aready before her.

Five years after this she was able to buy for her mother amodest house in the hills above the City. Here
the dregs of the father swiftly flowed away, mopped up findly by the hedthful air, the pure food, the
gentle lowing of cows and white meandering of sheep. For hersdf, Vamé acquired her gpartment at the
cand, her reputation as an artist, her consolidated and pleasing life. For pleasant it was. Sheliked to be
aone, for her solitude was never unpopulated by anything except the human race. The aspirations she
had observed in other women— to be feted, to be adored, to mate and to produce small toy replicas of
themselves—Vamé lacked. She did not even deposit in her room acet, to act as surrogate for these
things, although she wasfond of cats, spoke to them on the streets, and fed such strays as occasionadlly
haunted the bank of the candl.

One morning she had gone to church, as she did three or four times ayear, to absorb the embers of
windows, the music, the genuine excdllence and truth of the teachings of Christ— which did not affect her
inany way but theintellectud, as a perfect mathematic would the mathematician. Coming out of the
Temple-Church, shewas met by atal and handsome young man in exquiste clothing. He ddighted her
eye. She stopped and alowed him to spesk to her. Economicaly, he apologized for his approach,
expressed adesire to walk with her, and being permitted this, gradually, another desire to take her to
dine. Vamé had been propositioned by one or two others, though possibly by more than she had
noticed. She had fobbed them al off. Now it seemed to her that perhaps an affair might be of valueto
her, extending her perceptions. To hisriches she was, and remained, impervious. She saw no want of
them, she had what she needed. Asfor hislooks, athough they had arrested her, as amasterful painting
would have done, they evoked no fleshly response: She could only, if she had to, place Michagl Zwarian
in the category of the Mythical Man. She did not think he would like her for long, and was surprised
when he neither tired of her nor imposed upon her. For histact in every area of their relationship she
cameto vaue him somewhat. But only for himsdf. If he had left her, she would not have mourned. He
did not enhance her life, merely added to it elements she felt she did not properly require, and sometimes,



momentarily, he cluttered her. But he deserved only good of her, like her mother, and to both she was
dutiful, the one because she was red, and the other because he tried to be.

She had been—the accepted term—Zwarian's "mistress’ for two years when they were strolling one day
together through the long traceries of shops below the cathedral. It was hisintent to buy her a present,
hersto frustrate him. Already there was a basket of dark grapes, but on thisthey feasted together. At the
bangles, slks, even at the books, she stared asif such itemswere incongruous. "Y ou'd let me think you
liveinacave" hesaid. "So | do," she said. He was subtly persuading her toward a place where artistic
materiaswere sold. Here she might givein. He did not want to buy for her such stuff, but would consent
if shewould. Then, under an avning, there was a pheomenon, aglasswindow full of glass. It was so
odd, it caught her eye, Next, the colors, clear, smoky, chemicd, and ethered at once. " Something here?!
he asked her gently. "No," she said, even more gently, for he made her impatient. "But to paint such a

thing."

So they stood gazing at goblets and vases sucked out of the sky and the river, from various drinks and
ichors, some mingled.

It was not alowed, to go into the shop. Shewould be off if he suggested it.
Finaly, shesad, "Michedl, what isthat? |sn't it aknife made of glass?'

"Yes" hesad.

"But what use could it be?’

"A glassdagger,” hesad. "l imagine onewould be ableto kill an enemy withit."

The dagger of glasslay on acushion of black plush. Where the other objects of the display were made of
colored, perhapsliquid, emissions, this one thing had been cut from sheer air. It was hard, not fluid. Yet,
colorless, it was hardly there. She could not see any ordinarinessinit, for first of al she had assessed its
parable, though not to understand the meaning.

"Thisyoud like," said Zwarian softly. "L et me—"

"No, of course not. Y ou're dready too generous. No. But tell me about it."
"I don't know anything. Shall | find out?"

"I'm so thirsty," she said, and turned from the window.

So he must buy her crushed fruitsin acommon glass, not the paradox. That once, he went againgt her.
Part of histact maybe, to judge where he could overstep the mark, or rather what might be essential
enough she must accept. ... Luckily no price had been displayed on the dagger. It was costly. Probably
she would guess, but had not seen.

His note, which accompanied his gift, relayed this:

"The proprietor was vocal on the dagger. A century ago they were, he said, in vogue at Rome and
Venice, the weapons of assassns. The blade kills, much asashard of bottle glass can. Thetop and hilt
can then be smashed with agtick, leaving dight evidence to the undiscerning. At least two hundred
skeletons, according to my informant, lie in Itdianate mausoleums, with such glass blades wedged
between theribs, and lacking a handle. Dearest, be careful of the point, which redly is quite sharp.”

It wasthis, then, this dagger made of harsh and tactile air, which Vameé had taken from its box and lifted



up into thelight, flashing and dying, likeaflame.

Why should that be s0? She had never attempted to paint the dagger. She kept it close. Had it become
for her acipher of what her lover should have been? Not necessarily noble, handsome, or wedlthy, but
an enigma, trangparent and merciless, blazing and incal culable, the instrument of sudden desth, and

mystery?

"You'll cometo thetheater?"

"Perhaps" he said, because they hemmed him in. He did not want to go. A wak aong theriver donein
the dull lamplight would have agreed with him better.

"Y shtar issinging in the comedy."

He had heard of Y shtar (who, as was the fashion now among artists and performers, went by one name
only).

"Very pretty, | believe”

"Oh, asensation. Not a hoyden. A woman of class. A lovely voice, and the whitest arms, palest hair.
They say she's parted from Dauvin. Naturaly, how could that grocer keep her?!

At the Goddess of Comedy they watched two acts of aplay with songs. Michagl Zwarian was bored
and restless, but his good manners kept him by his companions. In theintervas, they drank champagne.
Inthethird act, Y shtar appeared. She portrayed a Roman priestess in a charming, inaccurate costume,
whose main function wasto bare her arms, feet, ankles, and half her breasts. She wasindeed beauttiful,
an amazement, and with addightful voice. Zwarian was impressed by her, as most of the City had been
since her advent half ayear before. He had never seen her, asit were, dive, dthough he had read of her
in thejournas, most especidly theflighty Weathervane, whose proprietor was said to be one of her

patrons.

"Well go backstage before the last act,” said Delorette. He knew Y shtar, at least had met her. Shewas,
he said, yet more wonderful when seen closeto.

If Zwarian felt anything at this moment, as he was towed behind the towering bulwarks of the setsinto the
warren of the hinder stage, it was curiosity. He was not considering the actress Y shtar as awoman, or
even afemale cresture. She was amarvel ous waxwork that lived.

Her dressing room was cramped and shabby, crowded with stained mirrors and fly-blown,
candle-spotted velvet, but freshened by torrents of flowers sent up that very evening by admirers.

The maid admitted them, reminding Zwarian of the brothels of which he had heard but to which he had
never had recourse. It amused him, and aso hefelt sorry for the singer. She was like apoor lily put out
for insectsto crawl over and try to feed on.

Then she emerged from behind a partition.

Shewas clad in asatin dressing gown that fulfilled the rules of decorum as the costume had not. Her hair
was gill pinned up in the Roman mode, and her face was garishly plastered with the cosmetics demanded
by her role. Through this mask the gorgeous, flawless sculpture of her face and neck, her lipsand eyes,
looked out like unsullied svans from athicket.

"Gentlemen,” she said. She appeared neither pleased nor offended, in fact immune, but kind, mild. She



would not hurt them if they observed the boundaries.

It was easy to be taken with the actress Y shtar. She favored none of them especidly, was graciousto all.
She declined to have supper with Delorette, dthough he was so insstent. (She dlowed Gissot to joke
about writing aplay for her.) Only asthey were leaving, just before the last act, giving her merely five
minutes to don her concluding costume—she did not, either, try thetrick of putting it on behind the
partition in their presence—only then did she offer Zwarian the faintest and most insubstantial smile.

He stayed for the last act. As he watched her on the stage, he wondered if it would be possibleto strike
abargain with her. Shewas, he thought, primarily awoman of business. She had no heart, only some
dainty, strong slver clockwork that ticked away in its place. Her own talents would gain her whatever it
was she desired. But she would presumably like money, provided it were coated with delicacy, offered
viaaplacid etiquette, to match her own.

He grasped exactly the spirit of Vamé's past from the very little she had told him. She had had to work
for everything she found vauable. She had never had to work for the attentions of Michagl Zwarian.

Thedffair of Y shtar with Michadl Zwarian was somewhat talked of, aswasinevitable. (Vamés
attachment to him had scarcely been noticed.) Meanwhile, he did not see Vame, athough he sent her a
very courteous | etter, explaining that although he would not be intruding on her time, he was, should she
want his assistance, always her servant and her friend. With the letter he sent no form of money or
expensive present, which she would have didiked, only abasket of fruit and flowers. Thisthe artist
painted. In reply she sent him aletter even more courteous than hisown. If he had tried to frighten her
with the loud whiff of desertion, she seemed not to mind it. She thought of him most warmly, she said,
and with gratitude for his many generosities. She did not think she would need to cal upon his assstance,
but as afriend she would always remember him, and wished him well as such.

Zwarian was not yet daunted. He had expected nothing else. Nevertheless, even expecting nothing else,
perhaps he had hoped for something else. Would Vamé, hearing of his attentions to the actress,
fadtidioudy brush him off the cuff of her life? He did not actudly enjoy the sense of manipulating her. He
became impatient, and sequentially, afew hours after, the lover of Y shtar.

There was asummer storm of great force. The sky cracked and roared and pieces of it seemed to fall
dazzling in the cand. Seen through the casement wavered by the downpour, the water boiled in therain,
while on the skylight of the artist's studio aherd of crystal beasts galloped ceasdlesdy by.

She had lit the lamps, it grew so dark. And yet the energy of the tempest, penetrating like agerm, szzled
intheair. Restlesdy she paced from the fluttering dimness of the studio to the angle of the bedroom,
longing perhapsto run out into the cauldron of wet and galvanism. But some veneer of decorum did not
let her now, when three years before, probably, she would have had no scruple.

How strange. Surely she had avoided convention. What had changed her? Could it be her short time with
Zwarian had done this? Insdious, then, maybe to be feared. It was aswell he had, after dl, grown tired
of her and taken up with hisactress.

The rain stabbed down. It wounded the cana over and over.

Vamé conceded that she was becoming absorbed by the idea of the woman caled Y shtar. She found
she thought of her often, and never having seen her, formulated idle pictures, both mental and on paper,
of her appearance from description. Therewas, it seemed to VaAmé, amomentary intimacy between
them. For Zwarian had known the flesh of Vamé, and now embraced the flesh of Y shtar, and this
provided an infdlible, if curious, link, asthough indeed the two women had lain together face to face and



breast to breast, naked on abed. There wasto this nothing either sensual or homosexud. Yet it was
immediate, and constant. How can a man take the impress of alover and not carry away some of it, like
the mark ashell will leave in sand, which the new consort must sense stroke against her, asthey couple?

Perhaps she should vigit the theater, and waich Y shtar at her trade. That would be difficult, however,
without an escort—and of course now she had none. Besides the vapid sugar of the playsin which
Y shtar practiced did not appeal to Vamé.

Therain continued through the night. It washed the hest from Paradys, down her towers, long her roofs
and walls, and through her gutters, Unseasonably cool, the morning.

Five weeks after Zwarian had left her, held in that season of cool and filmy weether, another |etter was
brought to Vameé. It was not vulgar, not scented, and yet areflex in the handwriting gave it away. Before
she opened it, the artist knew she had hold of something of Y shtar's.

"Mademoisdle, it has been suggested to me that it would be useful to my career at thistime to have
painted aportrait of myself. Y our namein turn was recommended, the freshness of your work, itsfaithful
yet unflattering likenesses, which | have myself seen and been moved by. Y our feeisyoursto state. My
agent will attend to that. | hope most sincerely that you will be able to undertake the commission, and
trust that you will not find it inconvenient if | call on you tomorrow at the hour of eeven inthemorning. |
am, mademoisdlle, very truly yours. Yshtar."

Therewas no question or offer of evasion. Like an empress, the actress presented hersdf, inescapable,
and sensitively tactful as only such authority demanded.

Then again, Vamé had no wish to evade. To her dight surprise, her pulse had quickened. Shewasto
meet, herein her "cave," her lover'slover. She wasto see her, hear her voice, wasto be given indeed the
ultimate power over her, that of painting her picture.

Could it be Y shtar knew nothing of her connection to Vamé? Or had she too been drawn to seethe
ghost of the shell?

Rain wasfdling, and the City was awet date where nothing could be written, when Y shtar's carriage
entered the yard below the agpartment. Shielded by a manservant's white umbrella, Y shtar entered the
building. Five minutes|ater she stood in the L-shaped room.

"It'svery kind that you should dlow meto cal.”
"You gave melittlechoice” said Vameé quietly.

"My God, isthat how it struck you? I'm sorry. If you prefer, I'll return another day." Y shtar too was quiet
and composed. Naturaly, she said without aword, | must remain.

"Naturdly, you musgt remain,” said Vamé. "Do sit down. Will you take coffee or tea?”
"A smdl glassof kirschvassr, if you haveit.”

"l do," said Vamé. She kept the liqueur on her sideboard in the corner opposite the bed. Had Zwarian
told?

Y shtar wore apale-gray dress, white gloves, a hat with asmoke of feathers. In her earswere silver
chains of pearls. That was al. Her skin and hair, her garments, were in accordance with the wesather.



How does she garb herself in the heat of summer? In winter?

After they had sat in slence along while, the actress Spping her drink, Vam’ coiled in her chair, studying
her, Y shtar finaly spoke. "Will you be able to grant my request?’

"Probably. | must discuss the fee with your agent.”

"I have his card here with me." The white glove laid the smdl card on atable, where it might be picked
up or not asthe artist chose.

"Why," said VaAmeé, ignoring the card, "are you disposed to favor me? My name's scarcely well known."
"Perhaps,”" said Y shtar, with total un-bad taste, "I can make your namefor you."

"Yes, that'sachance. Y ou're very beautiful and your boneswould be achallenge to anyone, and your
palor. One of the oldest exercises, mademoisdlle, isto paint adtill-life, lilies, and clear glasson aplan
table ngpkin. White on white. Who," said Vame, "isthe portrait for?'

"For mysdf. But obvioudy the thestrical management isinterested init. A classica play, something inthe
Greek mode. Will that be possible?”

"Y ouwould make," said Vadmé, asif hypnotized, "a sensationa Antigone. But could there be songsin
such aplay?' She added to insuilt.

"They would be written especidly,” said Y shtar, implacable. "But you must be areader of minds,
mademoisdle. That'sthe very part.”

Vamésad, "Youll hang at theend."
"Off stage” sad Y dhtar.

Vamé thought her aworthy opponent. She gestured to the bottle of kirschvasser, the bowl of amonds.
Disappointing her, Y shtar shook her head. She said, like aprincess, "I may cometo you, then?”

Vameéfelt adeep masculine surge. Again, it was not sexud, but it caught her, was not deniable.
"I'll look forward to it, mademoiselle. Whenever you wish."
"Tomorrow," sad Y shtar.

"Tomorrow."

She sat for her portrait for two hours aimost every day, between noon and two o'clock. If shewas
unable to attend the studio, a message was brought around &t about ten. VVamé became apprehensive
until this hour was passed. Then shewould begin her preparations. At twelve, Y shtar would manifest in
the doorway. Her clothes were never the same, but for the sitting she would put on, behind the ebony
screen (while Vamé prepared coffee), the Antigone costume, with its clusters of unred but creamy
pearls, its darted pleats. Her flax hair was aready in the Grecian mode.

They spoke very occasiondly throughout the sessions. Y shtar might eat a candied fruit, Sp coffee or
water—never again the socid kirschvasser.

Vamé wore dways the same dark smock, striped with tines of chalk, clay, ails.



They never mentioned Zwarian.

The painting, beginning like a scatter of pastdl seeds, the faint outlines of the map of agarden, gradualy
blossomed out in tones and contours, colors and form.

Vamé was excited by the canvas. It seemed to her the finest thing she had fashioned. She would not let
her gitter see thework; Y shtar obeyed this stricture without a hint of unease. When the actress was gone,
punctudly aways at two, Vameéwould labor on at the picture, perfecting, exacting from memory every
iota she had missed in present time. In the night, wakened by rain upon the skylight, she would get up,
light alamp, prowl! about the picture, the brush in her hand.

She has known all along that he and | were lovers. Didn't she place before me the clue of the
liqueur? And how else had she heard of me?

At threein the morning, under her lamplit parasol of roof and rain, Vamé stood considering the portrait
she made of Y shtar. Soon—four more sittings?—it would be done. The task would be over. And what
then?

Asthe artist worked, the actress sat, each woman had maintained her trance, with only those occasional
movements, words. Now and then, Vamé had crossed the room to rearrange a pleat of the Antigone
dress, to draw ahighlight onto acoil of hair or jewd. The body of the actress she never touched. She
was not afraid of the firm muscles and damask effect of Y shtar's skin. But it was asif she knew Y shtar
through. It was asif Y shtar were her own sdif, areflection: atered, new, the same. And Michael Zwarian
the pane of glassthat separated yet made each one accessible to the other.

Shall | confront her? What shall | ask?

How beautiful she was, there was no need to be beautiful onesdf if such stars rose from the mass of
humanity.

Vamé studied the lines of the painting. As she had studied the face. Asif inamagicd spell. Surdy, surdly
she had captured the soul of Y shtar.

Standing before the conjuration of her own sorcery, Vaméfet start up in her awinding wave, emotion,
thought, part unidentifiable. She had never fdt it, itslike, before. She clenched her fists, and in theright of
these the sturdy paintbrush, pointed forward like aweapon, snapped and splintered. Vamé gazed after
it, amazed.

Jedlousy. It had cometo her at last. The eternal beast, the creature of the shade by the glim of whose
eyesdl things are made freshly visble. Could it be?

Why ask her anything? | have her here.

Vamé remembered astory she had illustrated, in which acheated lover, agreat portraitist, had thrust into
the painting of his mistressthe knifefor grating colors.

Thewomen of Vamésworld werered. Through the truth of Y shtar, Vamé had found the way, by night,
onto the shining terrible path of actud fedling.

Suddenly shelet out acry. Through the mirror of Y shtar, she saw what she had lost. The tearsran down
her face, asthe natural rain poured in the water of the canal.



Four, five further sittings arrived, were. And had ended.
"And may | see my painting now, mademoisd|e?’

"No... Not yet. If you'll be patient just alittle longer. Some further details that are best worked on aone.
Andthen, " said Vadmé.

"But, mademoiselle" said Y shtar, the first time that VVamé had known her arch—perhaps amethod kept
for inferior opponents—"'I shall start to wonder what you're hiding."

Vameésad, with pain, Y ou're too beautiful, mademoiselle, to have any qualms. The only danger would

bethat I'd paint only your beauty and not yoursdlf. But | don't think I've failed you there. You'll be able

to judge quite soon. Let me get dl as perfect as| can before you look. If you'd be kind enough to return
tomorrow, say—"

"Alas, not feasible. Rehearsals begin for the new play. Y ou will have to send the portrait to the theater.
Tomorrow? My agent can arrange the means. What hour would be suitable?"

"But then," said Vamé, "I shan't know if you're pleased with what |'ve done—"

"Y ou're too modest. | have no doubts,” said Y shtar, dusting off the weeks of their dudity so it scattered
in tiny motes about the room.

Vamémust say, "Four o'clock would suit me."
A minute more and the actress was gone. Her carriage was gone. Therain filled up the spaces.

Vamé knew afeverish tenson. Thelast vestige of Michagl had been drawn out like athread from a
needle. She had let it go, could not have held on to it. For Y shtar had long since become Michael. She
had brought him to the studio tinted on her fresh skin, smoothly tangled in her hair and breath. Y shtar's
lips had caressed him. Her arms had held him. Now everything was gone.

What shall | do?

Vamé gared at the painting, which needed no further work— to work further upon it would be to mar,
to unmake.

Taking up paper and a crayon, she began to draw the face of Michagl Zwarian, to sketch with now
unsure lines his body. She blushed as she did so.

What would follow? Enormities of time, and she adrift in them. There were two commerciad commissons.
She glanced at them in asort of scorn, for what could they be to her now?

Days not like any others, and nights without deep. She saw them waiting. Thevisawaslike that of a
cathedral, a place of anguish.

She did not even doze until dawn. At midday she started up from a pit of nothingness. Remembered:
Y shtar—Michagl— would not be with her any more.

At four o'clock three strong men appeared in the doorway where Y shtar had gone in and out as anymph
of ran.

They took away the portrait. They were like warders, jailors.

Vamétore the sheet from the Dionysos and began to polish its cold dead limbs. She knew the great



madness that this god was able to inflict—drunkenness, hate, religious mania, or love.

There would be omens. There began to be. (She had longed for them.) A sudden shaft of sunlight
through the forward window, over the canal, so clearly wrought twice, outsde and in the tilted mirror. A
boat passing down to the river with a shadow sail at twilight, in the glass abarque upon the Styx. And a
crack in the skylight through which the rain had commenced to infiltrate, a single tear dropped over and
over on the worktable. He will be mine again. No, he never will be mine.

Days not like any others. And nights without deep. But the days grew dumberous, asif impregnated by
opium—easy to deep then, deathlike, and to go back in dreams. To see him. At night there were the
confines of her marvel ous prison cell which she might not leave, and where she could summon up no wish
to labor. Waking dreams, halucinations, omens, in every corner. He had said thisto her, and that. She
was full of hunger, the greed for pain, and almost knew it. She rubbed hersalf against the razor's edge.
Shereveled in her wounds. She had loved him. Sheloved him now. It was dwaysto be so. She drew his
face over and over. She depicted him asaknight, apriest, aking, as one who had died. She sketched

the lines of hisbody, blushing.

When she must go out, how sharp as broken glasstheintervas of sun. The knives of the rain entered the
mirror of the cand amillion times over. On the stret, returning with her meager provisons, she would
weep. (She had wept before the laundress, who had not known what to make of it, had asked if she was
bereaved. And Vamé recalled her mother like a stranger.)

Y shtar had Al of him now.

Vamé dreamed of Y shtar. She sailed on amirror of water, dressed in white, the white sail of the boat
above her and copied out below, a swan. In the dream Vamé yearned and became Y shtar.
Y shtar-Vame raised her white arms and Michael Zwarian lay down in them.

Waking, she wept her raininto the pillow.

Her clothes were dl too big for her. She was growing thin, and in the darkness of her hair had come dl at
once astrand of white, Y shtar's hair brought on by grief.

Vamé went one night to the Goddess of Tragedy, where Y shtar'slatest play had been put on. To her
astonishment, in the foyer, an exquisite painting was displayed, Y shtar as Antigone. Vamés portrait. (He
will have seen it, he will have understood that | painted it. He will recognize how | have captured
her, a butterfly on a pin. But no, of course he will see her quite differently, imagining | have
fashioned wrongly.) The feefor the portrait had long since been sent to Vamé, who had scrupuloudy
placed the money where it would do most good, old teachings of her thrifty mother—but without being
quite aware of what she did. Y shtar's small note of praise and gratitude she had had too. She had kept
the note. The hand that penned it traced the flesh of their lover.

At the theater, awoman a one, she was somewhat insulted. She watched Y shtar from a great way off.
Could Y shtar, after dl, act? It seemed s0. She had something of the qudity of a vacuum, eements and
passions, powers and perhaps angdls flowed in, and filled her. Her stasis expressed more than the ranting
of the best of her accomplices upon the stage.

Vamé remained through the severd acts of the play—in which no songs occurred. At the end, a standing
ovation boreup Y shtar like alily.

Vamé pictured Zwarian among the audience, dight with gpplause. Now he would go behind the scenery,
up into the diff behind the proscenium. Aloft, he would take her to him.



The artist walked through the night, twice accosted, on the northern bank, asawhore. In the gutters
pedings and papers. In windows miles high the sweet dull lamps of love.

Never in her life had she known such hurt. Nor lived so, from the gut of the heart.

Those very few who had believed themselves to be intimates of Vameé discussed her briefly. She had
become thin and peculiarly graceful. She had the qudities of an actressimmersed in aserious and
probably classica role. It must end in her degth, whatever it was. She walked in the rain, ate nothing,
drank too much wine or that odd liqueur of hers. Shewould fall prey to a consumption. She would be
consumed. A pretty, afearful death. Who would have thought her legitimate for it? She had dways been
S0 practical. And her work suffered. But there, she had become her work. She had become one of her
own pictures, an exquisite witch bereft and languishing after some deed of terror. She was dmost lovely,
now.

Those who had known of Zwarian did not guess that he might be the cause. No, this was some other
swift affair that had sunk itsteeth in her.

And some of them mentioned the glass dagger they had located in her studio. It had recently been hidden
behind a pile of books—they glimpsed the locked box. Had she not had said, despite the information
given her on its uses, that she still asked hersdlf its proper purpose—for there was more to a dagger of
glass than mere butchery, mere murder.

It was asif the glass dagger chisded away at her, as her own implements had down at the stone, finding
out the thing within. Whittled, pared, polished fine by an agony of crystal. Down, down, to the bone of
the soul's soul.

Michadl Zwarian had been away on businessin the north. It was winter when he returned to the City,
everything set in apre-frost waiting whiteness. He had had letters every fifth or seventh day from Y shtar,
during the weeks of his absence. She was clever, the actress. He was intrigued by the network of spies
she had ama gamated—what a crimina she would have made. He had never fathomed her fully, or
maybe it was only that he had not felt the driving need to sound her depths. Or again, probably she was
quite straightforward, by her own lights smple nearly in her dedlings, her cunning only learned through the
rule of surviva, put to his service with the sdifless, cardesslargesse he had formerly associated only with
sants.

The building, the sair, were adorable to Zwarian. He could not stop himsalf running up the stepslikea
boy. He was anxious too, and behind him the man was aready toiling with the hamper and thewine,
"Wait amoment,” said Zwarian. The man hated thankfully aflight below. Zwarian knocked. His
circulation was sparkling in him. He was conscious of not wanting to shock, and of wanting to shock, that
she might scream or shout, dam the door at once, drop in afaint, and he would be ready to catch her.

He was remorseful. He was hdf frightened by what he had achieved—or what Y shtar and he had
achieved between them. He longed for thisto be over. He desired these moments stretched to infinity.
Like Vamé, dthough he did not consider it, he had found true fedling, its colossal rush like wild horses,
winds, chariots, blood.

The door opened. The artist stood at the entry of her cave, theirritating and bel oved L-shaped room. He
did not seeit. He saw her, haggard, demented, and voiceless before him, her eyes glazed, her hair lank
and unwashed, her lips colorless and dry. Love churned in him. He was the master magician who had
produced this awful wreck. He gloried in her ruin, for he could repair it. Y et he was stunned, despite all
that Y shtar, through her own observation, her web of gossips, had relayed to him. Vaméwas his, could



not exist entire without him. 1t was so cruel what he had done, what he had allowed Y shtar, clever
Y shtar, who had thought of the scheme of the portrait, to do. And he loathed Y shtar at that second, and
himsdf, naturdly.

"Don't speak," he said softly. "L et me comein.”
"Why?' Vamé said. Shewas like adumb thing given the ability to talk by accident.

"What you've thought of me—you were mistaken. | loveyou, Vamé. Always and only you. Let me
comein.”

"No," shesad, but vagudy. "Thisis some joke."
"Don't make me offer my confession here, on thelanding.”
"Whét confesson?"

"Vdmé" he said, and laughed at her and guided her gently into the room, and closed the door to shut
them insde. They were before the mirror. He noticed how they reflected in it, upon the misty gleam of the
cand and the passing boats, the boatmen and their passengersvisible, these irrelevancies super-imposed
backward upon the redlity of the chamber and itstwo lovers.

There, innocently enough, hetold her, he confessed what he had arranged, and why. The trap to take
her. And if he did not confessthat he had once possessed Y shtar, that was kindness, not cowardice.
Vamé need never suffer that sting. He could now atonefor it for therest of their livestogether.

"But you're saying to me," she eventually murmured, after he had repeeted, in various forms, the truth of
the bargain and the charade, over and over, concelvably twenty ways, "that you and she are nothing to
esch other?"

"l owe her my happiness, if she's brought you to arevelation of need for me. I'll be in debt to her forever.
But nothing else. It was dl for you. A wicked game, concocted in desperation. My darling, how I've hurt
you. Can you forgive me?"

"Oh," shesad, "yes"

He held her then before the mirror. He took joy in her thinness, her sad hair. He knew that he wastheir
bam; aninfalible heder, histouch could cureadl.

When she pushed a him alittle helet her go, and led her to achair. She sat down and said, "Thisisa
surpriseto me," asif nothing much had happened. Truly ashock, how terribly he had shocked her—he
saw it likeaphysician.

"Allow me" hesad.

"Please" she sad, so muffled it wasinaudible, he thought he read her lips, "I must be done. I must— will
you go now, Michad?'

He did not know for amoment what he should do. Then he saw, beneath the flimsy wrack of wiresand
tatters she had become, the vestige of her strength, which he had loved and respected, and which had so
discommoded him, returning. And he was glad, for now he had brought it on, wasiits fount, and need be
aversetoit no longer. Alone—yes. She would want to enhance herself as best she could for him. She
would need time for her recovery, for the lessening smart of happiness burning like awarm fire after
Sow.



"Then, I'll leave you. Allow my man to put in somethings| brought—afew savories, some good wine. I'll
comeback at Sx."

"Yes" shesad. "Atsx."

Hewent down the stairs, only dightly put out. He had expected something else, but given the
circumstances, anything had been likely. In seven hours he would be with her again. Hewasavillain. He
deserved to be kept waiting.

If startled by an apparition, Y shtar did not show it. Vamé had gained access to the actresss dressing
room during the late-morning rehearsa. There they had placed a chair for her—the room itself was
locked in the maid's absence. Now she sat on the chair, afigment of darkness, and dared a Y shtar ina
detached yet feverish way. "Did you suspect the porter is susceptible to bribery?' asked VaAmé. "Y ou'd
better know heis."

"But he would undergtand,” said Y shtar, "that you painted my portrait, and might therefore be permitted
to seek me. How can | be of service, mademoisdlle?!

Vamérose. Therein the corridor, at the ends of which other doors were now opening and shutting,
young women darting to and fro, Vame blurted, "He came to me with alie. He assured me that you and
he are no longer anything to each other. What do you say?"'

"Onemoment,” said Y shtar mildly. She unlocked her door, and beckoned Vameéinsde. A huge vase
dominated the room, bursting with flowers. Amid the paraphernaia of dramathere had begun to bethe
symbols of wedth.

"Michad Zwarian," said Vdmé

"Yes" said Ydhtar. "Do please gt down again. I'll tell you without delay. Ashe will doubtless have
stressed, Monsieur Zwarian and | have only been dlies. He was kind enough to extend to me some
patronage. Our arrangement was of abusiness nature. In regard to you, mademoisdlle, I'm afraid he was
S0 determined to acquire you, he played the oldest trick. He made you jedlous. And | wasthe
accomplice, apiece of acting | performed for agood friend.”

"| don't believeyou," said Vameé.

"Of course not. Y ou love him, mademoisdlle, and suppose dl women must do the same. Thisisthe
common mistake of thelover. But I'm abusinesswoman, mademoisdlle. | daren't let my heart rule my
head. It was a naughty game. But if it's brought you to your senses—then excellent! | apologize most
sncerely for any pain or anger | had to cause you. But Monsieur Zwarian is charming, virtuous, and
estimable. Y ou've been very fortunate in winning the regard of such aman. One who would go to such
lengthsto have you."

Vameé stood on the floor of the dressing room like alost child.
"No," shesaid, "it'sabsurd.”
"l can,” sad Y shtar, "offer you proof that I've no connection in the romantic way to monsieur.”

Vamélooked at her. Vamés eydids fluttered convulsively asif she might faint or be overcome by
nausea. She said thickly, "What proof?"

"Tomorrow afternoon | shal bein the company of Monsieur de Villendorf. Y ou've heard of him, |



expect, agreat patron of the arts. He's at his City house for thewinter. Heand I... | neednt, | think,
offer particulars.”

"So you've taken another lover."

"No, mademoiselle. He and | have been intimate some while. And tomorrow theres an excursion in the
delightful boat he has had built, in the classicad mode, and frivoloudy called Antigone. Well pass your
very window, mademoisdle. Y ou may seefor yoursdf."

Vamésad, "Y ou never loved Michad Zwarian."

"Never. And for him—though he was never so indecorous or unkind asto speak to me at length on your
peerlessness, you done are of interest to him." Y shtar smiled. ™Y ou were liberal enoughto call me
beautiful. But there are many other qualitiesthat inspire passion. He has his own beauty, and doesn't need
mine"

Vameé cast a her astrange, long look. It was of ahatred so deep, so static—as to be unhuman. Y shtar
did not seem to recognizeit.

"Thank you," said Vamé.

"If I've set your mind at rest, I'm truly pleased, mademoisdlle. Some smal token for the wonderful
painting. Some dight recompensefor any wrong | did you."

On the stairs as she went down, passed by two girls of the theater sisterhood, Vamé was noticed. They
grimaced and thought her anill sign, some unlucky fortuneteller or sick progtitute come as alast resort to
beg money from ardative.

In the hdf-light they held hands, the lovers. They had drunk aglass or two of wine. It washe, as
formerly, who had been vociferous. She sat passvely. She had only told him one specific thing.

"But | must go with you."
"No, no. That would fuss her. I'll go done."

He had agreed reluctantly, seeing the sensein some of what she said, only nonsensein her refusdl of his
carriage, his servant to attend her on the journey. Her mother's house in the hills was easy to reach. Her
mother, so unwell, must have utter quiet, no novel thing to alarm, until she had recovered.

"But you'll send for meif you've any need?'
She promised that she would.

It was with the news of her mother'sillness, her own necessary departure to nurse and tend her, that
Vamé had put him off from the second scene of love he had determinedly planned. Hisrestraint, his
consderation now were—as aways—faultless. He did not carp or agitate. He wanted only to help. He
even mentioned cash, boldly, if it should be required. For hersdf VVamé would accept nothing, but on
behdf of her mother, no foolish qualms must interfere. Vamé vowed that if matters cameto it, shewould
aso gpply to him for funds.

And s0 the bed lay pristine as the windless cana under the moist hushed onset of evening. And so
tomorrow and for an ungtipulated number of days and nights, he could not be with her. Thus, through the
falsehood of her mother's malady, akind of dreadful tempting of fate, she had kept him off, could



continue to do so, for awhile.

"But you'll writeto me, VaAmeé." At first she might betoo tired. He must bear with her. "Y es, how sdlfish |
am. Then I'll writeto you, my darling.”

He had thanked God that he and she were reunited before thislatest blow fell. He had been forestalled in
mentioning marriage. She knew she had forestalled him. His eyes, his mouth, his manicured handswere
brimmed by what he might have said and done.

She managed even to get rid of him before the stroke of ten sounded from the river churches.
Then, in the dark, she sat alone and drank the wine.

Shewaslike thevictim of adisagter, ahurricane or earthquake. She could not fedl. All feeling had left
her. She had been robbed of it.

For she bdieved in the plot they had laid, Zwarian and the actress. Their flamy flight had been amasgue.
Now she had been shown, the character of each made it plain. Y shtar had not enchanted him, he had not
loved Y shtar. Tomorrow her proof would be on the canal, the curious boat, the party of perfect figures
of which Michadl was not one, disporting themsalvesin acrisp winter radiance.

All the agony was past. It need never have existed. Vamé was reprieved.

She stood under the scaffold like an orphan, knowing as only her kind could know, that the despairing
moments of her ride toward death had been the climax of her experience, her triumph. For then she had
lived. She had lived. Not cerebrally, not emphatically through the pen, the brush, the aching insensate
stone and blind canvas. Not in her mind but in her body. She had been real. She had been onewith all
the generations of those, the billions, who had loved and suffered, that vast entity, that unison of exquisite,
comprehending grief.

And none of it wasleft. No tumult of yearning, no unscaable mountain of desire. Zwarian loved Vameé,
asusud. Everything was asit had been, in the days of unwoken boredom and unneed. He would marry
her now. He would snatch her up—how could sherefuse? And al her dayswould be dust.

Sunlight rained in the L-shaped room, finding every perch. It was the cold sun of winter that has no mass,
agpirit. On the canal outside afew curious papers floated like swans, moving behind Vame as she stared
into themirror.

Shewas waiting, supidly, for the last act of her drama, for the passing of the silly boat named Antigone.

She could not have said why, or only that through this she beheld a compl etion, however pointless and
nullified. Asif, onceit were done, she might retire from her stage, and ceaseto be.

On the bed, different from everything, lay the glass dagger.

She had taken it out of its box during the night. She had turned it in her hands. She had wanted
something, some cipher for her predicament, but the dagger was not that. The sun described it asit had in
the shop window, air cut sharp and bright and hard. The dagger was all she had. It resembled a
memory—but of what?

Midday, and the glacia sun went over the skylight, and then the skylight faded somewnhat, and the sun
had dipped beyond the roof.



Vamé watched the mirror. She was there inside, and the canal, the farther bank, its buildings, bits of sky
that hung between: The stage.

But Y shtar did not come, the boat did not appear, sailing out beneath the mirror's proscenium arch.

And awild and groundless hope stirred in Vamé—that she had been deceived. And miles down, the
glory of her pain, which being life to her she had loved, that stirred. And faded. For it wasdl sotrividl.
Whatever happened or did not, the facts had been established.

And it seemed to her for amoment that there never had been any gresat love. They were dl deceptions,
of the sdf or another. It was only this, to live, day to day, and the forcing of illusions by eye or hand, the
pretense to enormities of which no mortal thing was capable.

She turned from the mirror and went to look at them, the actua unmagica world, the truth of the water,
the bank, and the sky.

On the balcony, she glanced about, bitter as a soldier whose city has surrendered. And saw, drifting
toward her dong the cand, al that humanity wasliableto, the idiotic representation of the dream. It was
the boat, modeled after some ancient dictum misunderstood and made suitable for present-day purposes
only by technicd jugglery. It had atype of Grecian style, acurving sickle of sail. Oars moved in the
water, but they werelittle and out of proportion, not rowed by fairies but through some mechanical
device.

At windows here and there on the farther bank people had affixed themselves, amused by the boat. The
cand had just sufficient depth to bob it up.

The boat was a parody, and as such completely apt. It said everything.

Asthe craft walowed nearer, Vamé made out the ten or so persons on the deck, the glitter of wine
goblets, heard achamber-music trio of musicians playing asong in spurious classical mode.

And Y shtar. Theflash of whitelikethe glass.

Seen from this dight distance drawing close, in the crowd of ordinariness and ingpidity, Y shtar shonelike
apeal.

Vamé remembered. The face she had portrayed. The being. Of dl things, Y shtar wasthe redlity of the
dream. There she was now, encircled by the arm of abig man infurs, her de Villendorf. That wasthe
proof she extended, but of course the proof was of another order. For Y shtar demonstrated what was

possble.

So beautiful. No, Vamé had not forgotten. But she had lost her faith. Here was the miracle to open her
eyes.

The actresss furs were white for the man's sable, he set her off as black plush had set off the gleaming
crystd. Thesunlit her hair into acloud.

The artist saw and judged as only an artist could. If Y shtar's beauty had loved Michadl Zwarian, if it had
determined to have and possess and keep him, whatever his plan, he could not have strayed. Not from
the beauty of Y shtar. But Y shtar had et him go, not exerting herself. She was a sorceress with the power
of demons and other dimensionsin her grasp—but she did not bother with them. She might take up a
wand of fire, instead she plied apurse.

Vamé dunk back into her cave.



The warmthless sun was bright; to any who passed, her room would be ahole of darkness, acave
indeed, with the ba cony hung fromiit like a basket.

In the dark after the bright, the artist stood beside her ashy bed, and gazed back at the mirror on the
wal.

She waited, and the confectionery boat did into it prow firdt. In the mirror now she watched the dummies
of the extras, the unimportant, self-important rich man, and then the beauty of the dream, the redlity of the
meagica woman.

Y shtar was drawn dowly over the surface of the water and over the pane of the mirror. Her reflection
floated behind Vamé, coming out from her sdelike the birth of the moon.

For moments only, the mirror would contain her. There, she dipped toward the further edge—

Vamé sprang, her hand to the bed, and up into the air. Something dazzled like alightning. She saw what
shedid, and what occurred, for one split and splitting second—a shard of light, apoint like clear ice
entering afrozen lake—and then the tilted tear of the mirror shattered. It cracked into a hundred
digtortions, and triangles and orbs of glassflew off into the room.

Outside, beyond the window, there were shouts. The music ruptured and ended.

Vaméturned her head afraction. She had an impression on thetail of her eye, asthe boat drew itself
from the window frame, of confusion and rushing, and she heard the high voices of women crying out.
Shedid not go to see, dthough al aong the opposite bank the watchers were craning forth, gesturing and
squesking. Vameé did not need to verify. The first glimpse had been enough. It had turned to vitreousin
her mind. That second when the propulsion of the glass dagger she had flung had pierced through the
mirror, penetrating to the hilt the reflected |eft breast of the whiteness of Y shtar. And the etheredl face
caught forever in afaint incredulity, stopped like the heart. And the ripple that soread from the dagger's
plummeting, the breast, the cessation, and smashed the mirror into bits.

Every one of the journals reported the death of the actress Y shtar. It was a sensation painted black. The
sudden and inexplicable destruction of the young and beautiful: the sacrifice to the gods of amatchless
thing.

Perhapsit was the extreme cold of the day that had killed her, and the drinking of the chilled wine, an

unforeseen flaw in blood or brain—the word apoplexy could not be used in conjunction with such a
woman.

"' She was standing one moment on the deck of the boat, laughing with her friends and admirers, the next,
without a premonition, shefell.”

"The actress made no sound,” reported the judicious Weathervane. "Her companions said she gave no
evidence of feding unwell. She looked, as ever, and as this bereft City has so often seen her, unrivaled in
charm and wholesomeness. The stage haslost in her perhgps abudding genius, dl else aside, certainly
oneof itsloveiest and best.”

A lesser journd, of dight circulation, reported that two or three of her fellows on the boat had noted, at
the ingtant she was struck down, amuffled sound of bresking glass, which seemed to happen in midair.

Therewas not amark upon her. Nothing had been spoiled.

Not one journal remarked upon the inevitable postmortem dissol ution of the human body, the breaking of



itsflesh so unlike the shattering of glass or animagein amirror. Not sudden, nor clean, not sparkling
bright and of a cutting edge, having no noise but adim murmur like the swamp, the blunt crack of abone,
the shifting down to dust.

Curio shops are wonderful things. Who would think they lead to graves? Of course they do, like
everythingdse

One night an astronomer was searching the skies, so high and far beyond Paradys as to bear no relation
to the City, when he saw something, beheld something, out in space itself. Naturaly, he had been looking
for things, for planets, nebulae, after the machines of war had passed, for the machines of war had made
the night sky full of other stuff, fire and flesh falling, and metal arrows of desth unlike stars.

It was aquiet time, the peace. It was a convalescence. And staring through his extraordinary lenses, the
astronomer saw on the tapestry of space asilver man, walking through eternd night.

The immediate reaction of the astronomer, once theinitial shock subsided, wasto think someone had
played ajoke on him. Someone had, somehow, interfered with the immacul ate telescope, forcing it to
produce this sight, some superimpaosition on the fields of space.

But then he looked again, intrigued, and watched the slver man wak, and the stars show through him, or
the nearer ones show before him. And acold clear conviction stole over the astronomer that what he
saw was actual, was redl. And it meant something, but in God's name, what?

Curioudy, he did not think he looked upon God Himsdlf. A god, perhaps. Anangel. A giant, who could
move about the airless, gaseous regions dight among beautiful poisons, a home stepping acrossthe
distant worlds, too large to be seen except like this, suddenly, freakishly, and by accident.

The astronomer stayed at hislensuntil the great figure findly went from view, vanishing away asif over a
hill of gdaxies.

The silver man had been only that. He had had nothing very peculiar about him, except that, unclothed,
he had neither any hair nor any organs, yet was so manlike he could be nothing but amale. Hisface was
not handsome, but it was perfect. He had no expression. He shone, and the light of suns gleamed upon
him likelamps

After he had gone, the astronomer did not bother to investigate his telescope (although in after days he
dismantled it, had other expertsinto try it, rebuilt it, and later searched the skies again for hisfirgt sghting
of the silver man, which was ever repeated). He merdly sat that night, in his chair, the vague hum and
glow of the City beneath him, the coal air of his hilly garden on his face through the open roof.

What he had seen had no significance. It was too monumenta to carry any import.

Hetold no one, making only abrief notein hisdiary. | saw tonight a silver man who walked across
gpace—something like that.

In later years once or twice he referred to the phenomenon in company, without explaining, asif it werea
common thing many had witnessed. Perhaps they had.

Once, but once only, he dreamed that as he lay on his bed, the silver man walked through the room and
through his, the astronomer's, body. There was no discomfort, not even awarmth or coldness, the feeling
of abreezein the blood. The vast limbswent by like columns, and were gone. Waking, the astronomer
felt annoyed, asif he had missed something, but what was the use? He dept again, and in the morning
made no note of any sort.



Itisapoor little plot, thisone. Who is lying there deeping and dead? Bend down, part the uncut grass,
and see.

TheMoon Isa Mask

| danced over water, | danced over sea,
And dl thebirdsintheair couldn't catch me.
—Traditional

The mask seemed to have aighted on a stand, in the window of asmall shop of crooked masonry,
wedged between two dleyways—athoroughfare seldom used by anyone. It was asif the mask, flighting
by in darkness, had been drawn to rest there, like abird at seathat notices the mast of a benighted ship.
Somehow it had melted through the glass. The rest of the window was full of secondhand or thirdhand
articles, unlikely to draw much attention, a plant pot, aset of fireirons, arickety table with the feet of a
boar. The mask was not like these things. It was ajet and liquid black, black featherstipped and rimmed
by slver sequinsin such an aquiline way thet it resembled, even done and eyeless, the visage of asooty
hawk or ablack owl.

Although amost no one frequented the dleyways, avery few people did pass there. Sometimes others
came to the shop purposdly, to sell, and, rardly, to buy.

Twice every seven days Elsa Garbatrod up the south dley and turned into the east dley, on her way to
clean the house of arich doctor on the street Mignonette. On other days Elsa Garbatook other routesto
her other drudgeries about the City, and did not passthe shop at al.

The morning that she walked by, the mask seemed to see her. She stopped, transfixed.

After amoment, she went up the step and pushed at the shop door. It opened, and abell rankled loudly.
From a strange gloom that comprised boxes, chests, stacks of books, the shopkeeper emerged like a
shark from some rock shelf under the sea. He was not surprised to confront Elsa Garba, although he had
never seen her before, not even noticed her on her twice-weekly treks back and forth outside his shop.
She looked twenty, and was perhaps younger, little and thin and gray. Her hair was scraped into a scarf
and her coat tightly belted at a bone of awaist. She waslike so very many others. She was nothing.

"I must tell you," said the proprietor a once, in afruity jovia tone, "that busnessisn't good. | can't
promise you very much, whatever it isyou haveto offer.”

"I don't want to sall," said Elsa Garba. "How much is the mask?"
"The mask? Which mask isthat?"'
"The mask of black feathers and silver."

"That mask? Oh dear me. That one." The shark fluttered itsfinslugubrioudy. "I'm afraid | hestateto tell
you. A very beautifully made article, from afestiva | believe, worn by royalty—"

"How much?"

The shopkeeper closed his eyes and told her with alook of terrible pain. It was laughable, absurd, that
such a creature as this one should even dare to ask.

Elsa Garbasad, "Keep the mask for me until thisevening. I'll bring you the full amount in cash.”

"Oh, my dear young woman. Redlly."



"l don't suppose,” said Elsa Garba, "you'll have many takers. At such aprice. But | won't quibble. |
expect you to have the mask ready, wrapped and waiting, at seven o'clock this evening.”

"l closeat seven.”
"Then| won't belate.

And s0 saying, the gray little thing went from the shop, leaving him between annoyance and amusement,
definitely unsettled.

That day Elsa Garba stole from the house of the street Mignonette. She had now and then done so inthe
pas, as she had done so from other houses of her various employers. They were al oblivious, having far
too much and not keeping proper track of it. In this case it was a bottle, one of many dozens, from the
doctor's cellar—she had long ago learned how to pick the lock. She sold it in Barrel Lane, near the
church of Our Lady of Sighs. No questions asked. It was afine brandy. It gave her just enough.

At seven o'clock she returned to the shop at thejoint of the two aleys. The proprietor had shut up early,
perhapsto spite her, or only to ward her off. Elsa Garbarang the bell on and on, on and on, until alight
appeared and next the proprietor. She showed him the money through the window. Then he had to let
her in and wrap up the mask—naturally, he had not done so before—and Elsa Garbatook her prize
away into the night from which it had come,

Elsa Garba had been adrudge al her short life; she was actualy sixteen. Her mother had been a
prostitute and her father alout who soon vanished from the stage. At first Elsahad carried the dops,
scrubbed the floors, dusted, polished, mopped up vomit and other juices, at the brothel. Then, when he
mother perished of overuse, absinthe, and gin, Elsa had been offered work of another sort. She had not
wanted it, and besides was thought too poor a specimen to earn much in that line. The madam, however,
affronted at Elsa's aversion to the trade, kicked her out. Elsa bore her skills, such asthey were, into the
wideworld of the City.

She could read alittle, she was sdlf-taught, and she could write afew words, and add afew numbers
together if shemust. In thisway she was not often shortchanged. She worked in alaundry until she saw
how the vaporskilled off the laundresses. Then she took hersdf away and hired hersdf to anyone who
wanted amaid of al rough work. So effective was she at her profession that employersthought her a
perfect treasure, and although drab and lifeless she was aso clean in her person. She never thieved
anything obvious, such asfood, and so they |oaded her with discarded dainties. Elsa Garba often feasted
on thetail ends of sdmon, on stale caviar, and exquisite cakes whose cream had ever so dightly turned.
Drink of the dcohalic type she didiked, having been given forced sips by her mother and the madam in
her formative years.

Soon Elsa had acquired an attic room at the top of a gaunt old house near the clockmakers.
No onewas ever admitted to this room.
Elsahad no friends.

At night, when her long day's employments were done, she would climb up the sairs of the old house
and come to her door, which she would unlock with two complicated keysin a motion known only to
hersalf. And then she would leave the earth behind, and step into her chamber.

The room was not large, with aceiling that doped sharply down to one Side, having set in it askylight. By



day, the skylight showed only the skies above the City, their washes and clouds, their dawns and sunsets,
and after dark, the skylight showed the stars and the passing of the moon. In itsdf, therefore, it was vdid
and beautiful. But additionaly around the edges of the light had been fixed on some pieces of Stained
glass, likeamosaic, which by day threw strange rich colors upon the room. The walls of the room had
been covered in an expensive wallpaper of ruched sk, and where here or there apatch of damp or a
particularly virulent crack had defaced the paper, some object stood before the blemish, hiding it. In one
place was agreat urn from which grew agigantic jungle plant, whose glossy black leaves reached to the
skylight and spread across the celling. There were pendant paper lamps with tassels and prismed lamps
upon stands of siiver gilt. The great bed that filled up the higher half of the room had a headboard of
ebony and carved posts—how it had been got up the stairs and in the door was awonder. Embroidered
pillows, lace, afeather mattress and quilts covered the bed. In one angle of the room was atall pier glass.
And in the other agramophone with an orchid of ahorn. Upon aslvered rail hung four or five dresses of
incredible luster, and from an ivory box left purposay open, spilled jewe swhich, though made of glass,
were nevertheless reminiscent of sometrove of the Arabian Nights.

Once Elsa Garba had entered and locked hersdlf in, she put arecord on her gramophone. It was a
symphony of the composer Cassarnet. Then Elsa stripped off her work clothes and her scarf, and put
them nestly away in achest. She next washed hersdlf from head to toe as, on every third night, she
washed also her hair. Revesled, her hair wasfine, silken, and inclined to blonde. Next she dressed hersdlf
inadress of sedlike satin hung with beads, and delicately powdered and rouged her face, darkened her
lashes. Then she sat down at atiny table to her supper, which tonight was only some sausage, cheese,
and grapes from the market, and a crystd goblet of water from the tap in the communa downstairs
kitchen.

When she had finished her medl, Elsarose and went to look at herself in the brightly polished pier glass.
Her exotic room was as potless as any of those to which she attended. Over her shoulder she saw
reflected the white chinahead of abeautiful woman, life size, which she had bought years before and
which she cdled Mdie. By deight of eye, Elsawas able to transpose upon her own features the exquisite
onesof Médlie. And presently, instead of tying it on hersalf, Elsatook the mask of black feathersfrom its
wrapping and presented it to Méie. Then she went to the gramophone and rewound it.

Elsadid not speak to herself, or to any object in the room. She had no need for this solace, which
presupposes the desire for alistener, confidante, or bosom friend. Nevertheless, one word did escape
thelips of Elsg, as shetied the mask upon Méliesface by itsblack satin ribbons. "Oh," said Elsa. It was
not acry of darm or pleasure, merely alittle sound, alittle acknowledgment. For the mask, fastened
upon Méli€'s pure white features, atered her. She became grave, full of flight, hollow-boned,

The hour now grew late for music, for like hersdf the other occupants of the house near the clockmaker's
were proneto rise at dawn or earlier. Elsalet the music fade and went to her bed. She dways dept fully
clothed in one of her beautiful dresses, and such was her ingtinctive care, that she moved very littlein
deep, never harming or crushing them. She dept dso in her paint and powder, which she would wash off
a sunrise.

Elsa Garba dept, with her hair spread upon thetinsdl pillows. And Mélie watched, with the eyes now of
anowl.

All was quiet. In the City from far away came once a sound of riot, a smashing of bottles and a drunken
scream, but these things woke no one, being not uncommon.

The stars moved over the pane, and dimmed, and the sky began to glow with another light.

Elsawoke as abrushwork of thislight fell on her neck.



She rose and washed her face, put off her dress and donned her drudge's rags, bound up her hair, and
drank a portion of week, gray coffee from achina cup.

Then she descended the house, having locked her door upon her chamber, and upon Méie in the mask.

There were four gpartmentsto clean this next day, and Elsa Garbadid not arrive at her attic again until
after nine o'clock; she had heard the bell striking from the Clocktower.

The moment that she had opened her door and closed it behind her, shefet an dteration inthe air of her
chamber. So she did not turn on her eectric light but lit instead her candlesin their pewter slands. And by
thislight, then, she came to see Mélie was quite changed. She had become a harpy. The chinaskin was
corruscated by chinafeathers, from her head her hair rayed out, tiny claws seemed to grip the cabinet
beneath her. The candles gave to her eyeswithin the mask afera gleam.

Elsa Garbawashed and dressed hersdlf in adegp new silence. She did not bother with the géteau
someone had given to her. She drank some water, lifted the mask in her hands before the mirror. Would
it be conceivable to risk such athing?

Méie sank back into the candle shadow. Thetiny claws vanished from beneath her and her skin was
smooth.

Elsa placed the black mask over her own eyes and brow, and the upper part of her nose, and dowly tied
the ribbons.

Shefdt atingling. Shelooked into the mirror. She saw ayoung woman, dender asapencil, in adress of
water drops and cobweb, and her fair hair flowed down like rain. But she had the face of abird, asort of
black-feathered owl, and her eyes were the eyes of an owl.

"How light | fed," said Elsa, aloud. "l fed | would float."
And shelifted her arms. And she rose two or three inches, but only two or three, from the carpeted floor.

"What shdll | do?' Elsaasked. She looked at the skylight. Then, mundanely climbing on achair, she
opened it alittle way. She went to her bed and lay there. Elsa dept in the mask.

In the morning, Elsatook off the mask and washed her face free of feathers, and her eyes became human
agan.

She locked her chamber, leaving the mask lying on her pillows, where her head had rested.

It took aweek of such nights before Elsa Garbaturned into abird. The metamorphosiswas gradud,
strange, and sensud. Elsa's sensuaity had until now been al to do with things, but through the mask she
graduated via an object—the mask itsdf—into the world of living métter.

At first only her head was dtered. She came to see upon her features not amask but an integra inky
feathered skin, from which the rest of the face of the owl, its actual mask, evolved. Her eyes, rather than
being contained behind the mask, were set into the mask. It was a curious owl, unlike any she had ever
heard tell of, or seen in any book of pictures her various employers might have owned.

The feathers spread down her neck, over her shoulders, down her arms, little by little, with addightful
tickling. Then avast new strength came into her thin strong worker's arms. Her hands, that only makeup
and powder could whiten, turned to exquisite claws like diamond. She had grown smadller, and compact.



Her body bloomed like abud. Her tiny breasts were feathered and the beaded dress, now enormous, fell
away. Her feet too grew claws. She raised her arms and, like the spreading of a peacock’s fan, she found
herself winged. Armed and armored, weaponed and flighted.

And so at long last she rose up through her skylight asthe bell from the Clocktower smote for one
o’clock inthe morning.

The moon was dender and going down, Elsa, or Owlsa, had how an impulse to soar over it, legping it
like abow. But instead she circled the old Clocktower, staring down on the roofs and pylons of the City,
mydtic in starlight, weirdly canted, wet-lit, like some painting of an insane yet talented artist.

Here and there in the country of rooftops, she beheld afaint late light burning. Electricity, even at this
hour and from this height, and behind the proper drapes, had its romance.

Owlsadropped. She dropped to stare in with her great masked eyes at the scene of adrunkard sitting
over hisbrandy. She spurned him, giving off afaint derisve screech, maybe like the cry of ahunting owl.
It startled him; he spilled his drink and staggered to the window, pae and fearful. Something isaways
watching us, especidly aswe sn againgt oursalves.

At another window, Owlsasaw the sick, dying, and the priest bending low, and the incense was so
swest it reminded her again of the upper air, and she spun away.

She spun like adart from the City, out over the suburbs, which theriver divided in acruel and wanton
way, its bridges like hoops, and the lamps upon the banks so wan and treacherous, who could cross by
night without their heartsin their mouths? But there were people abroad. They moved about.

Far off too, she saw atrain, agust of fire upon the darkness, springing on its meaninglessjourney
somewhere, clamped to the earth, without flight.

At last there was awindow with an oil lamp, one whose dectricity had failed or been taken fromiit. The
window was gar on the night asif to beg avistor.

Thiswas aso an attic room, but dusty and dirty. Tumbled clothes and books lay about, used plates and
glasses.

On abed too narrow for them lay ayoung couple. In deep they had separated as much asthey were
able. She wore agrubby dip, and he nothing at dl, and in the liquid lake-light of the stars, he was naked
to the ankles, naked enough that nothing was hidden, but his feet.

Owlsacame on to thewindowsill, where by day the girl fed sparrows.
Owlsalooked upon her prey.

Shelifted like aghost and settled like one on the young man's naked breast. Daintily she stepped across
him on her diamond claws. She bent her beak to hisarched throat, and rent him. He did not struggle,
could not wake. Hewrithed allittle, and Owlsa beheld and felt as she stood upon him the mighty
thumping of his heart. The blood poured out black, and Owlsa put her beak into his blood. It was good.
It was the freshest food and drink she had ever known. She sucked it up, and he trembled and groaned
fantly, his smooth body surging under her claws, and she stroked him with her wingsto soothe him, until
shewas done. (His partner did not wake at dl.)

Then Owlsaleft the lamplit room and soared out again into the night.
Shefdt filled by lights, by sparks or stars. But she was not satisfied.



She flew away, inward again on the City, and heard the clocks and bellstolling for three o'clock in the
morning.

There was awindow without alight. It was awindow whose frame seemed stuck with platinum and cold,
faceted stones. It was not. But it was the window of arich woman who lived high over the City in atal
tower, in an gpartment lined with white furs. And her window stood open, for she thought this healthful.

Therich young woman lay face down in her pillows, having hersdf drunk alittle too much champagne.
Over her neck and shoulders streamed long black tresses, heavily curled and shiny from attention.

Owlsa sat upon the young woman's creamy back, above the guipure lace of her night robe. Owlsa parted
the long hair with her beak, and fanned softly with her wings: A lullaby. Lulled too by her champagne and
her capsulesfor deep, the rich young woman did not know Owlsa sucked out her blood from the nape
of her neck.

Then Owlsatore out strands of the young woman's wonderful hair, plucked great clumps, to line her
owl's nest. It would be enough to leave the victim partly bad for therest of her life. With the sheaf of
black curlsin her beak, Owlsalifted from the window and flew away. She was satisfied. For now.

Below her the City whedled. A faint blush was on the edge of the sky. The stars set.

For amoment Owlsadid not know where she should go. Did she not have some nest, high in some
ruined belfry of the City? No. It was an attic room near the clockmaker's.

She hurried to outfly the dawn.

As Elsa Garbatrudged to and from her work, she saw peculiar tidings on the stands of newspaper
sdlers. A young woman of great wedth had been set on during the night, wounded, and athird of her
hair torn out at the roots. Some gangland vendetta—the money her father had |eft her being
unwholesome—was mooted. Elsawhere, ayoung man had been taken ill with an injury to histhroat, but
he was a nobody, and only the smallest paragraph about him worked itsway into the journals several
dayslater, following aspate of such attacks.

A plague of bats was suspected. The citizens were warned to keep closed their windows by night.

By night.

How she flew about. She was just. From the poor she drank the life blood, as has always been done.
From the rich she took other things. Their glassy hair, their manicured fingernails, smdl jewels of
unbelievable vaue, slly itemsthey loved and which were worthless. From one, abanker, shetook an
eye. It wasonly glass, but what terror it caused, and what headlines.

In Elsasroom Owlsaleft her trophies. They were cleaned where necessary of blood, and laid out upon
velvet pin cushions, the hair wound around silver pins. An eccentric display. Sometimes aname or place
she had heard murmured was written down for Owlsaby Elsa. Armand, Cirie, The Steps, The Angd,
Klein, Hiboulle

She did not attack her employers. She discarded them contemptoudy. Owlsa did not remember them.

It was adark wonder in the City, the bat plague. Windows were closed, but always there were some
that were not.



There was atenement that craned toward the moon. Everything below was sordid and unprepossessing.
The streets mean, the dleys sinks and quags of filth. Refuse and miserable lives made dustbins of the
rooms. But above the skyline of the City, and especialy of the tenement, up there, lways, something
was beautiful. The Sky was asource, if not of hope, at least of cleansing. Even the smokesthat trailed
acrossit became gracious. The shapes of cloud were wonderful as statuary, the evenings and mornings,
the stars and planets. And the moon, which on this night wasfull.

Alain was amender of things, and he had been mending some old iron pans, aflowerpot, adoll witha
head that had come off, and other articles, for people who could not afford to buy new. By day he
worked too, in agraveyard, where he cut the grasswith agreat scythe, like the Grim Reaper himsdlf, but
gpart from the scythe Alain did not resemble the Grim Reaper. He was fair-skinned and handsome and
hisdark curling hair had turned the heads of ladies a funerds.

Alain'sroom was a cluttered place, of no specid attractions. Cracksran up dl thewadlls, and the lopsided
bed would have crippled one unused to it. Everywhere lay theitems of his mending, so that it wasaso
like an odd sort of curiosity shop. And in one corner, on a pile of old newspapers, sat a birdcage.

The cage was wonderful. It had belonged to an old lady who had fallen into penury, and once had
contained three parrots. It was very large, and its bars were silvered. In shape it was like agreat dome
with two lesser domes, one a either sde. Alain had been mending the bird cage, in which the old lady
had perhaps wanted to keep apair of sparrows, when she had died. Sometimes he thought of sdlling the
cage. But the difficulty of persuading anyoneto buy it, or give him what it was worth, daunted Alain.
Money of any worthwhile amount was forever out of hisreach; to chase smaler coins seemed pointless.

When he had finished his mending of things, Alain would St long into the night at his narrow window,
gazing at the sky. He had become insomniac gradually, athough he was so young and worked so hard.
He was unhappy with a sadness that can be borne, that does not starve out pleasure, but that never goes
nor ever can go away.

And this night, as Alain watched the sky above the tenement, he saw agreat black owl fly by, out of a
window haf amile off and up over thedisk of the full moon.

At once aspark of wild excitement pierced Alain in the side. For he knew (at once) that what he saw
was neither natural nor perhapsred. It was asif he had yearned for halucinations.

Moreover, the owl, asthough it knew of hisinclination, did not fly away. It circled over and over, and
then suddenly came down upon a neighboring ledge only an arm'slength from the window.

Alain stared, and quickly saw what was so strange about the owl. Its head was far greater than its body,
and was like a beautiful black mask of feathers set with glowing eyes. The owl too had little breasts
buried initsfeathers, and its claws, of which it had also apair, batlike, at the ends of itswide wings, were
like diamanté.

Alan opened hiswindow, quietly, not to sartle the night owl. "Beautiful thing," he called, "beautiful thing."
And he poured for it asaucer of some chegp but nourishing wine he had supped on, and put it out onto
thesll.

The owl hesitated awhile, but then it came. It landed daintily, and folded itswings. It looked into the
saucer and he saw its glowing eyes mirrored there. Then it turned suddenly and flew into his breast. Even
as hefdt the soft firm feathered warmth of it and his hands went out to hold it to him, there camethe
needlethrugt of its beak asit tore into the side of his neck.

"A vampire," sad Alain. "Youreavampire, my love."



And he held the owl gently, supporting it whileit drank the wine of him.

The most odd and sensud fedlings flowed through Alain, perhaps because he expected them to. Asthe
drinking creature went on, he drew dreamily nearer and nearer to afloating and dissociated orgasm,
unfelt snce the innocence of childhood. Wild images of anaked woman clad in black fegthers, with fair
slken hair, pressed to hisbody, her teeth in histhroat, her soft claws milking him another way, tipped him
suddenly into ecstasy, and he cried doud.

The owl, startled after al, went to spring back. Alain seized it strongly. He held it to him, and asthe
shuddering left his body, he hed it till. The diamante claws—they were hard as diamond— scratched at
his breast. But now he wasthe cruel one. He bore the black-feathered thing to the birdcage on the
newspapers and thrust it in. He shut the door onit. "Come live with me and be my love," said Alain, who
had shifted back the dabs of storm+tilted stinking graves, and mended toy soldiers. "I shdl feed you as
you like to befed. But stay with me. Stay."

In the great cage the owl padded up and down. It found it could spread its wings, and spread them, but
there was no roomto fly.

"When you're used tome," said Alain, "I will let you go. Youll fly over the City and come back to me."

Then he placed wine and water and some crumbs of bread in the feeding dishes of the cage. The owl
tried to peck him with its silver besk. He laughed. The wound in his neck had ceased bleeding. Hewould
wear ascarf tomorrow.

He hung the cage in the window, where his bird might watch the sky, and watched it in turn from his bed
until, near dawn, degp claimed him.

Those who were used to Elsa Garba's punctudity were surprised. "She must beill," they said. But none
of them knew where she had her room, or cared enough about her to inquire. "If thisgoeson,” they said,
after the second or third omission of her vigt, "well haveto look esawhere.”

Elsa Garba knew, ingde the feathered shell, the mask of Owlsg, that she had another life, but it grew dim
and vague asshelived in the cage of Alain.

At firgt shelonged only for freedom. At night, when (the window closed) helet her from her confinement,
she beat about the room. She scratched him over the eyes and he laughed at her and dapped her away,
and caught her and brought her to histhroat. And there Owlsadrank like achild at the breast. Her bad
temper faded. When she had been fed, she would alow him to pet her and stroke her feathers. His
groans and cries of delight had only the meaning for her of given responsesto her own obsessive cue. He
was not rich, and so blood was al she asked of him. Soon, when helet her out, she would fly more softly
around the room, dighting only to look at things—an unrepaired toy caravan, apot of dead camellias—
then she would spring to his neck and he would receive her. They would lie on the lopsided bed. He
would tell her she was amaiden from adark forest. If he pulled one feather from her wing, shewould
assume her true shape and he could bind her forever. But he never did this. Perhaps he was afraid her

true shape might disappoint him.

Weeks passed, and thiswastheir ritual. But Alain did not yet dlow Owlsafreeto fly about the City, for
fear shewould not return to him.

He grew very pale but was not listless. If anything he was stronger than ever, and worked at heaving up
the great stonesthat awinter's ssorms had toppled. As he scythed the graveyard grass, the young women



turned their heads, sometimes even through tears, and saw him.
Alan brought giftsfor Owlsa

He wound the cage bars with bright beads and put mirrors of silver-gilded framesinto it. He placed a pot
of living camdlliasin the corner of the cage for Owlsas convenience, and also to give her ascreen, a
garden wherein to disport hersdlf. Her cage grew beautiful, asthe room was not.

Then came again anight of the full moon, and Alain opened the window, and opened the door of the
cage.

"Theresthe night. Heream I. Y ou must come back to me or | shdl pineto death.”

Owlsaleft her cage dowly. Sheflew dowly to thewindows1l and looked out into the night.

'rll'geslw was clear, alily pond of stars, and the great white face of the moon like adrowned girl floating in
r.

Below lay the City, its danted roofs, its towers and pinnacles. Here and there achimney gave acloud of

lighted smoke.

"Remember,” said Alain, smoothing her back, her folded wings, "if you leave mel shdl die”

But Owlsalifted up into the sky, up and up, higher and higher until the light of the moon seemed to burn
her out.

"Faithless. Logt," said Alain. And he dammed the door of the cage angrily shut upon itsriches.

Owlsaflew.

She flew across the tops of churches like palaces and churches like temples. She saw the colored
windows and heard the singing to God, which to her was like the sound of cattle lowing in the market, or
the rush of the river beneath aboat. The river she saw a0, its shining loops and flimsy bridges. It was as
if she had forgotten everything. She flew above graveyards and parks. She saw revelry on the Streets,
where tables crowded the pavements and cold electric lamps were lit, for she was out very early.

She even flew about the Clocktower, and over the gaunt old house where Elsa Garba had had her room.
But Owlsa had forgotten Elsa, and Elsa's room was long since raped, the door smashed in, pin cushions
thrown out in marveling disgust. A progtitute lived there now, asif in mockery, and her faint complaints
could be heard to the music of the gramophone, which now played not Cassarnet but atune with
syncopation and a saxophone.

Owlsaflew and flew. Shejoyed in her freedom. The night was her tapestry, which she stitched with her
wings. The hourswere cast off her needles.

The moon turned thinner and gray, asif it might melt and reved some shadow shape behind it, but it did
not. Then toward morning there were only stars.

Owlsaflew toward the tenement that now contained her chamber of bars and beads, mirrors and
flowers.

She cameto thewindow of Alain.

She stood upon the sill.



The window was shut.

Onthelopsided bed lay Alaininthe arms of ayoung girl like awilted chrysanthemum. They twined and
groaned, and the girl sobbed, and Alain cried out in the way he had cried when Owlsafed from him. Just
the same.

In the cage, the camellias were dying.

Owlsaflew off from the sl like acinder from afire. She flew up into the sky, searching for the moon.
Shefdt afrantic need to find the moon again, to follow it down to where it went under the world, and so
she rushed with arapid heartbeating of wingsinto the deathly west.

And the air tore by her, and the belfries and towers of the pitiless City that cared not even for itself. And
asthewind rushed at her, shefet a peculiar loosening, at her face. It was asif askin came painlesdy
away, and suddenly winged off from her. She saw it. It was black and feathered, tipped and rimmed with
slver. It was the mask. The mask had flown from Elsa, in the sky.

And dready and at once shefdt hersdf changing. Her feathers were scoured away and she was only
skin and bone. Her dender arms flapped meaninglesdy, and her pale smal hands. Her legs and feet
weighed her to the earth. Shefdll.

And as shefdl, she saw the mask fly on over the hill of heaven into the west, following the sunken moon.
Then she struck the ground. It was stone, and killed her outright.

Shelay on agrave, on her back, al smashed. But her face was not damaged, and her face wasthe face
of abeautiful owl-woman, with shining eyes yet open wide, and the long streams of her shining hair
running off from her with her blood into the scythe-cut grass.

Those that came on her in the sunrise were amazed. They hid her quickly underground, knowing such
things must not be thought of very much, for it was obvious she had fallen from the air.

But in our secret hearts we know: The moon isamask; it conceas something that hides behind it, passng
over the sky and watching us. What can it be?



