THE TRANSI TION OF TI TUS CROW BY TI TUS CROW

LONDON OCCULTI ST BACK FROM THE DEAD

M Henri-Laurent de Marigny, son of the great New Ol eans mystic

Eti enne-Laurent de Marigny, is literally 'back fromthe dead', having been
pronounced m ssing or dead in 1976 along with his friend and col | eague M
Titus Crow, late of Leonard' s-Wal k Heath. Speculation is nowrife as to

whet her Titus Crow nay al so still be alive following M de Marigny's anazing
reappearance after an absence of alnpbst ten years, since the freak Iightning
storm of 4 Cctober 1969 that utterly destroyed Bl owne House, M Crow s
residence. Until now it was al so believed that the stormhad killed the two
friends. An element of doubt has always existed with regard to their 'deaths',
for no bodies were ever found in the ruins of the house follow ng the storm
despite the fact that the occultists were believed to be in residence.

De Marigny's return yesterday norning was as dramatic as his di sappearance. He
was fished out of the Thanes at Purfleet nore dead than alive, saved from

al nost certain death by drowning by M Harold Simons of Tilbury, who dragged
hi m aboard his barge fromthe precarious refuge of a buoy. M Sinmons reports
how, despite de Marigny's battered and bruised condition and the fact that al
his linmbs were broken, the occultist clung to the buoy like a linpet, even
maki ng an exhausted, delirious attenmpt to fight his rescuer off. 'He | ooked
like he'd been hit by an express train,” M Simons reports, 'but he certainly
wasn't ready to give in!' M de Marigny, identified initially through certain
docunents he carried, is now recovering in hospita
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Pr ol ogue

At M skatonic University, the norning of 20 March 1980, just six days before
the Fury, Professor Wngate Peaslee, then head of the Wl narth Foundation
called ne into his office for a final briefing on Foundation affairs before he
left for Innsnouth, where he intended to supervise personally what was then
Project X, since known as Project Cthylla.

As vice-president of the Foundation (and in nmy capacity as Peaslee's

ri ght-hand man and understudy) | was of course already very well informed in
all aspects of Foundation work; therefore ny briefing was not protracted.

W ngat e was uneasy. Though at that time our organization had already enlisted
the aid of many 'sciences' of previously dubious authenticity, we were only
begi nning to investigate precognition; in this lay the source of the
professor's disquiet. Wthin the space of the | ast week he had received no

| ess than three separate warnings frompsychically endowed persons w thin the
Foundation, all of themforecasting doom- forecasting, in fact, the Fury!
Could he afford to ignore then?

The question with prognostication is of course this: WIIl the foreseen event
cone about as a direct result of external and uncontrollable influences, or
will it be brought about by internal forces attenpting its avoi dance? Wuld
Project X bring about a disaster, or would the disaster be brought about by

t he abandonnent of the project? Another problemis this: How does one avoid
what will be, what has been foreseen? There again, and perhaps on the brighter
side, there was al ways the chance

t hat those warni ng visions of doom had been deliberately planted by the CCD in
the m nds of the three Foundation psychics in an attenpt to hold up the

I nnsmout h operations. These were sone of the problens that worried Wngate
Peasl ee; they were anong the reasons for his deciding to supervise Project X
personal ly.

That same norning he had received by airmail a parcel from London containing a
nunber of notebooks, various docunments and tape recordi ngs. The parcel was
froma personal friend of the professor's and a former nenber of the
Foundati on, Henri-Laurent de Marigny. Simlarly that nmorning a conmunication
had arrived fromthe British chapter of the Foundation consisting of a brief



and cryptic note fromthe psychic Mdther Eleanor Quarry. Peaslee showed ne the
note. It said sinply this: 'Titus Crow has been back. He is no |longer here. |

believe that this time de Marigny has followed him Wngate, | think we are in
for terrible trouble.’
Typical of the brilliant British psychic and cryptic as it was, neverthel ess

the first three sentences of this note neant much to both Wngate Peasl ee and
to nyself; the | ast sentence was nore obscure, unless it was yet another
war ni ng of approachi ng doom

Peasl ee then told me how he would dearly I ove to explore the contents of the
parcel fromde Marigny hinself but sinply had no time at present to do so.
was given that task. Perhaps, in retrospect, it would have been better if
Peasl ee had not gone to Innsmouth but had attended to the parcel instead. Wo
can say?

First | read the notebooks, a task | conpleted on the norning of 24 March. |
began to listen to the tapes late on the night of the 25th, pressure of work
keeping me fromthemuntil then. | had barely started when, just after

m dni ght, there cane the first subterranean runblings,

the first grimwarning that this was to be the day of the Fury!

Fortunately, before the Fury struck with its full force, | was able to place
manuscripts and tapes alike in ny office safe. Wen | retrieved themfromthe
debris of M skatonic four days |ater, the notebooks and docunents were stil
intact; the tapes had suffered sonewhat.

So much for a prologue. As background material toward an understandi ng of the
forces behind the Fury, and as a personal account of his own involvenent with
the CCD and with Titus Crow, Henri-Laurent de Marig-ny's work is required
reading. Init, as in the transcriptions fromthe tape recordings of Titus
Crow s narrative, which followit - and as in de Marigny's recently reprinted
earlier account of the Wlmarth Foundation's work, The Burrowers Beneath - no
single word of the author's original text has been altered.

Arthur D. Meyer New M skatonic, Rutland, Vernont

PART ONE 1

But What of Titus Crow?

(From de Marigny's not ebooks)

My first thought on awakening, particularly on finding myself in a hospital
bed, was that it had all been a nightmare, a horrific dream perhaps engendered
of whi chever drugs | had been given to assist in nmy recovery from

My recovery from what?

Plainly I had suffered sone terrible accident or attack of incredible
ferocity. My arnms and | egs seened to be in splints; | was bandaged top to
bottom and barely able to nove ny head. There was a |l ot of pain, so nmuch that
I could specify no single area of ny body for its origin, it was everywhere. |
was patently lucky to be alive! Exactly what, then, had happened to nme? |
could remenber nothing. O was there . . . sonething?

Yes, there was sonething. | could renenber water pulling me down, and strange
hands tuggi ng at ne.

Then, turning ny head as far as ny various w appi ngs and bandages woul d al | ow,
| saw the vase of flowers by ny bed, close enough for ne to read the nmessage
on the attached card:

To a dear and valued friend, long | ost but found again -get well very soon

W Peasl ee

Peasl ee! Professor Wngate Peaslee, head of the WI-marth Foundation
Fragmentary visions of past events tunbled chaotically in ny painfully fuzzy
mnd as | read

the man's nane. But at |east | knew now that they had been no ni ght mares,

t hose horrible scenes reviewed subconsciously by ny nmind' s eye i mediately
prior to waking - no dreans but nenories of ny past experiences as a nenber of
the Wl marth Foundation. My eyes, peering through slits in swathing bandages,



went again to the vase of flowers, finding propped against its base a curious
star-shaped stone like sone fossil starfish fromSilurian coral beds, a stone
that went far to calnmng ny abruptly whirling mnd and fluttering heart.

And suddenly | remenbered. | remenbered it all! And with the nmenory a nane
sprang spontaneously to my |ips.
"Crow' | cried, 'Titus Crom Were are you?l

H s nanme, and ny question, seened to echo hollowy in the white room about ne,
hanging in the air. Particularly the question

Wiere indeed . . .?

I must have slept then, for when | opened ny eyes next it was night, or rather
| ate evening. The shadows were long in nmy room and beyond the w ndows the
first tendrils of a gray mist were rising. There was the snell of the country
in the less than antiseptic air flowing into the roomfroma ventilator fan in

the opposite wall. The roomwas pleasantly cool. | guessed that | was not in
London, but wherever | was | knew that Peaslee was not far away, and that
therefore I was safe from. . . them

Them - the burrowers beneath and all the other horrors of the Cthu'lhu Cycle -
| shuddered at the thought of them then made a conscious effort to thrust
themout of ny mnd. First | must think about nyself.

At least | was feeling nmuch better. That is, my pains were noticeably | ess and
t he bandages had been renoved from ny head and neck, allowi ng nme at | east
sufficient freedomof novement to peer about nmy room Above ny bed, on the
wall, | saw a button with the - fromny

position - inverted |l egend RING HOWI| was supposed to conply, even if | had
wanted to, was quite beyond me. My arms were still in plaster. No matter, for
the nonent | desired no conpany.

At least this tine | seened wi de awake, capable of thinking clearly and
reasonably. And indeed | had a lot to think about. | cast a few cursory

gl ances about the room sufficient to assure nyself that | was definitely in a
hospital, probably a private institute, if the inpeccably delicate decor and
my clinically immcul ate i medi ate surroundi ngs were anything to go by. Then |
settled down to the nore serious business of getting my thoughts - ny nenories
of what had gone before, leading up to this present as yet unexpl ai ned
confinenent - sorted out in ny mind into some sort of recognizabl e order

Those nenories still had many nightmari sh aspects. |ndeed, they were
unbel i evabl e to a point which mght only suggest - to anybody nercifully I ess
well informed -an incredible degree of gullibility, even insanity in any

believer. And yet | knew that | believed, and that | was certainly not mad .

No, | was alive, sane and safe - but what of Titus Crow?

The last tine |I'd seen himhad been at Bl owne House, his spraw ing bungal ow
retreat on Leonard' s-Wal k Heath; that had been on the 4th Cct. 1969, when
Ithaqua's elenentals of the air had attacked us in all their massed might. W
had been trapped there, and no way out; we faced certain death; Crow s hone
was being reduced to rubble around us! At the last we were left with no other
alternative but to put our faith in the grandfather clock: that old (how ol d?)
cof fi n-shaped devi ce, yes, which had once belonged to ny father, for which
Crow had nanmed it 'De Marigny's d ock'.

But 'clock'? A misnomer that, if ever there was one. No tinmepiece at all but a
devi ce cone down from predawn days of extradi mensional nmagic - literally a toy
of the El der Gods thenselves! As for its history:

First, tracing the clock's line as far back as possible in the light of ny
limted know edge, it had bel onged to one Yogi Hiamaldi, a friend of the
ill-fated Carolina nystic Harley Warren. Hi anmal di had been a nenber, al ong
with Warren, of a psychic-phenonenali st group in Boston about 1916-18. He had
sworn that he alone of living nen had been to Yian-Ho, that crunbling revenant
of aeon-shrouded Leng, and that he had borne away certain things fromthat

| ost and | eering necropolis. For a reason unknown, the Yogi had nade a gift of



the clock to ny father, though I amunable to recall ever seeing the thing as
a child before I was sent out of Anerica. | can only suppose that ny father
kept it at his New Oleans retreat, a place that had al ways fascinated ne but
that nmy poor nervous nother had al ways done her best to keep nme away from
After ny father died the clock was sold, along with many of his other
curiosities, to a French collector. Titus Crow had been unable to di scover how
the thing had suddenly turned up so nany years later at an auction of antique
furniture in England, but his subsequent attenpts to trace the previous French
owner had failed mserably; it was as though he had sinply vani shed off the
face of the Earth!

| remenbered, too, a curious affair involving an East Indian nystic, one Swani

Chandraputra, | believe he called hinself, who had al so all egedly
' di sappeared' in strange circunstances connected somehow with the clock. At
the tine, though, | was only a lad living largely away fromny father. Crow

knew the story nore fully, for he had researched all of these things. Even
with all his research ny friend had been unable to di scover where or

when or by whom the peculiarly om nous thing had been nmade, or even why.
Plainly its weirdly nmeandering hands noved in sequences conpletely alien to
any earthly chronol ogi cal system and at best its ungovernably aberrant
ticking must drive anyone of less than iron fortitude and unbendi ng resol ution
to distraction.

In Crow s case, however, it was this very lack of an easily discernible
purpose, and simlarly the unfathomable nystery of its origin, which had
served to endear the clock to him and he had spent nany years in
intermttent, frustrated and invariably vain study of the thing. Then, as a
guest of Professor Peaslee at M skatonic University, Crow had finally

recogni zed in one of the library's great old occult volunes a curious sequence
of odd gl yphs which he had been delighted to note bore a striking resenbl ance
to the figures on the dial of his huge clock. Mreover, the book bore a
translation of its own hiero-glyphed passage in Latin!

Armed with this Rosetta Stone know edge, my friend had returned to London
where he was soon at work agai n uncovering nany of the strange machine's
previous nysteries. And he had been right, for it was indeed a vehicle - a
space-time machine of sorts with principles nore alien than the center of a
star, whose like we can at |east conjecture upon. Titus Crow, however, was
never a man to be denied anything once he set his mnd after it. And so he had
persevered. Once he had witten to me to say of his work on the clock: 'I am
in the position of a Neanderthal studying the operational handbook of a
passenger-carrying aircraft - except | have no handbook!' Though of course he
was exaggerating, the weird device's functions were certainly obscure enough
to baffle anyone.

And yet when the final choice presented itself -between the clock and those
hel i sh wi nds of darkness sent by Ithaqua to destroy us - full of trepidation
and

dread though we were, nevertheless we entered into the vehicle's strangely
huge, greenly illumned interior . . . and then everything seenmed to turn
upsi de down and inside out! Amd the whirling, rushing, dizzying notion of

t hat experience | had yet been sonehow aware of the final destruction of

Bl owne House; while fromthe depths of a shrieking purple mst that rushed
ever faster into a gaping hole in the fabric of the universe itself, | heard
Titus Crow s distant, fading voice:

'"Follow me, de Marigny - with your mind, man - with your mnd!'

Then he was gone and a Stygi an dar kness cl osed about ne, buffeting, crushing,
squeezing me |ike toothpaste froma tube out of that. . . that place

where | had no right to be. And finally, after an eternity of torture and

ti ssue-rendi ng pressures, there had been those sensations of falling, of water
and then of strange hands tugging at ne ..

Then the white sheets of the hospital bed. And the flowers. And the conforting



star-stone, left no doubt by Wngate Peaslee to guard me fromthe anciently
mal i gn horror of the CCD. Something about the professor's card bothered ne,
however. What had he neant by 'long lost but found again'? Didn't that inply

t he passing of a considerable amunt of time? Well, | could always ask him
when | saw him
Until then, while far fromsound in body, | was at least sane . . . and safe.

But what of Titus Crow?

O Dreans and Ten Years Lost

(From de Marigny's not ebooks)

It nust have been early norning before | managed to get to sleep, but even
then nmy slunbers were not peaceful. Everything that | had chewed over in ny

m nd before finally sleeping kept rising to the surface of my subconsci ous,
and the result could only be called nightmarish

| dreanmed - or nightmared - about the Cthonians, those nonstrous subterraneans
alive even now and burrowing in the Earth's secret places, threatening the
very sanity of the world with a resurgence of hellish magic and mayhem and
plotting the rel ease of worse horrors yet, such as |oathsone Lord C hul hu and
others of his Cycle.

| read again, or at |east was allowed shuddering glinpses of, the books and
docunents of an unthi nkably ancient 'mythol ogy': works such as the Pnakotic
Manuscripts, supposedly a fragnentary record of a race |ost before history
began; and the R |lyeh Text, purporting to have been witten by certain mnions
of Great Cthul hu hinself. And dreaming still, | averted my eyes fromthe pages
of such tonmes as the Unaussprechlichen Kulten of Von Junzt, and Ludwig Prinn's
‘cornerstone’ De Verms Mysteriis. Al of these books, or copies of them I
handl ed again as. | had in reality handled them the Come d Erlette's Cultes
des Goul es, Joachim Feery's Notes on the Necronom con, even Titus Crow s own
pricel ess copy of the anonynmous Cthaat Aquadi ngen

I n books such as these, under Crow s guidance, | had first studied the |egend
of the Cthul hu Mythos: of Beings seeped down fromthe stars in Earth's youth,
and prisoned here by greater Beings yet for blasphem es of cosmc

enormty. The alien names of these forces rang again in my sleeping brain -
Ct hul hu, Yog-Sot hot h, Ithaqua, Shub-N ggurath - and | felt a fever's heat grip
me as if | had uttered sonme denpni ac invocation to open the gates of hell!
Then for a noment | was back in Ctow s study - in the reeling, tottering shel
of Bl owne House - with that ancient, madly ticking clock standing there, its
door open, issuing a swirling, throbbing green and purple light - and ny
friend' s face wax as he held me by the shoul ders and shouted sone instruction
whi ch was drowned in the tunult of w nds!
"Titus!" | shouted back. 'For God's sake - Titus!' .

But it was not Titus Crow s face, and it was not waxen. It was instead
Peasl ee's face, worried and drawn; Peaslee's arnms reaching down to ne, his
vei ned ol d hands holding me firm Peaslee's voice, cal ning, soothing ne.
"Easy now, Henri! Easy! You're safe now. Nothing can harmyou here. Easy, de

Marigny.'

'Wngate! Professor!' | was barely awake, drenched in sweat, ny whol e body
trenbling and shuddering in reaction. Wldly, despite the restrictions of ny
various dressings, | tore loose fromhis restraining hands to peer fearfully
about the room

"It's all right, Henri,' he repeated. 'You' re safe now'

' Saf e?' The nightmare was quickly fading; relief abruptly flooded ny whol e
being. | let ny head fall back against the danp pillows. 'Peaslee, what
happened?' | stupidly asked.

The frown on his face turned to a wy, winkled grin. 'l was hoping you could
tell me that, de Marigny!' he replied. 'The last | heard of you was in Crow s
letter, retrieved fromthe rains of Bl owne House. O course, |'ve never given

up hope, but ten years is a long tine, and-'



"What?' | cut himoff. 'Did you say ten years? | blinked the blurred edges of
sleep fromny eyes and at |ast saw Peasl ee clearly where he bent over ny bed,
the smle fading again on his old face. And it was an old face, older by far
than | renenbered it and by ny reckoning certainly older than it ought to have
been.

"Yes, Henri, it's been ten long years since | last heard of you.' He frowned.
"But surely you know that? You nust know it! Were have you been, Henri? And
where is Titus C ow?

"Ten years!' | slowy repeated it, suddenly exhausted, utterly washed out. 'M
God! | renmenber . . . nothing. The last thing | recall is seeing - '
' Yes?'

'The clock, Crow s great clock. W went inside the thing, Crow and I, him
first, myself follow ng inmediately behind him W were somehow separ at ed

then. | remenber Crow calling to ne to follow him and then . . . nothing. But
ten years! How could such a thing be?

For the first tine then, | saw that my visitor was hol di ng someone back from
my bed. Finally this stranger exclaimed, 'Really, Professor, | must protest.

M de Marigny is your friend, | understand that, but he's also nmy patient!’
The voice was fermal e, but so al oof as to be al nost harsh; the face atop the
tall figure that finally pushed itself past Peaslee was hawkli ke and severe.

It came as a shock, then, to find that the hand whose fingers searched for ny
pul se was surprisingly warm and gentle.

' Madam ' Peaslee replied, his New Engl and accent barely showing, 'ny friend is
here at ny request, and | am paying for his treatnment. You nust understand
that his mind is the only key to certain very inportant problens - problens |
have waited ten years to solve.'

"All that is as it may be,' the matron answered, quite

unperturbed, 'but no amount of noney or pressure overrules ny authority here,
Prof essor. The only way you may do that is to take M de Marigny out of ny
nur si ng hone, which would not be in his best interests. In the nmeantine his
wel fare is ny concern, and until he is well, or until you decide to term nate
his stay here, | will care for himas | see best.' She paused, then acidly
added, 'You are not, | believe, a professor of medicine?

'"No, madam | am not, but -'

"No "buts", Professor, I"'mquite sure that M de Marigny has had enough
excitement for one day. You may see himagain the day after tonmorrow. Now |I'm
afraid you nmust | eave.'

'But -'

"No, no, noV she insisted.

Peasl ee turned his seaned, angry face to nme. His vastly intelligent eyes
flashed furiously for a moment, but then he grinned a nonment later, his

nat ural good nature showi ng through all his inpatience.

"Very well,' he finally agreed; and then to me: "It will all have to wait

until later, Henri. But she's right, you'd better rest now. And try not to
worry. You'll be perfectly safe here.' He grinned again, w ckedly casting a
qui ck glance at the matron where she stood now at the foot of ny bed penciling
a line on a graph, before bending over ne to whisper, 'I doubt if even Cthul hu

hi nsel f woul d dare to brave this place!'’

After Peaslee had gone | slept again, this tinme peacefully enough, until about
m daft ernoon. When | awakened it was to find a young doctor at work remnpving
the splints and casts fromny arnms. Matron Enily, as she insisted | call her
was assisting him and she seened genuinely delighted when at |last ny arnms | ay
bare over the sheets.

"You woul dn't believe it,' she told ne, 'if you had seen how badly mangl ed
your arnms were. But now . '

Now t here were one or two minor scars, nothing nmuch to show that ny arns had
suffered anyt hing but superficial cuts and abrasions. 'Your friend the

prof essor,' she continued, 'brought in the world' s finest surgeons and



speci alists.'

She allowed ne to sit up then, naking me confortable with pillows for nmy back
| was given a nmirror, too, and allowed to shave nyself. | soon |learned not to
nmove ny arns too quickly; the bones were still very sore. By the growh of
hair on ny face | judged that it nust have been all of a week since last | had
seen a razor. Matron Enmily confirned this, noreover informng me that she had
shaved me twice herself at simlar intervals. | had been in her nursing hone
for three weeks.

| asked for the day's newspapers then, but before | could settle to read them
a second doctor cane in to see ne. He was a bespectacled, bald little man with
a busy, bustling attitude. He gave me a thorough goi ng over: chest, ears,

eyes, nose - everything. He harrunphed and grunted once or twi ce during his
exam nati on, made copious notes in a little black book, had me clench ny hands
and bend ny el bows repeatedly, painfully, then harrunphed some nore before
finally asking ne ny age.

"I"'mforty-six,' | answered wi thout thinking; then, remenbering that ten years
had i nexplicably el apsed since the world had | ast seen me, | corrected nyself.
'No, better make that fifty-six.'

"Harrumph! Hm well, | prefer to believe your first statenent, M de Marigny.

Despite your injuries you're in a remarkably good state of preservation.
woul d have said forty-two, perhaps forty-three at the outside. Certainly not
fifty-six.'

"Doctor,' | eagerly cried, grasping at his arns (and at a

straw at the same tine) as | sought his eyes with mne. 'Tell me - what year
is this?

"HmP?' He peered at ne through the thick | enses of his glasses. 'Eh? The year?
Ah, yes, you're having sonme trouble with your nenory; aren't you? Yes, Peasl|ee
mentioned that. HmMm well, the year is 1979. Does that help any?

'"No, that doesn't help,' |I slowy answered, disnmayed to di scover Peasiee's
statement with regard to ny lost ten years corroborated, even though | had
known it would be. | shook ny head glumy. "It's strange, | know, but

somewhere | seemto have nislaid ten years. Only I'mpretty damed sure
haven't aged ten years!'

He | ooked at nme steadily for a nmonent, seriously, then grinned. 'Ch? Then you
nmust count yourself lucky, er, harrunph!' He started to pack his instrunments
away. 'Years seemto hang like lunps of |ead on me. Each one wei ghs that much
heavi er and drags ne down that rmuch faster!'

| spent the rest of the afternoon vainly attenpting to formul ate sone sort of
answer to this problemof the time lapse, giving it up in the end when
renenbered the daily newspapers. They lay on a low chair to the right of ny
bed, within reach but out of sight, which was why | had forgotten them But no
sooner had | picked up the first newspaper than the enigma presented itself
yet again - in the date at the top of the first page. Ten years

Del i berately then, and with a genuine effort at concentration - sonething

whi ch shoul d have come far easier to me - | forced the recurring problemfrom
my m nd and began to read. What | expected to find, what nodern wonders had
been wrought in this 'future' world, | really do not know And so it was with
a definite sense of relief

that | discovered very little to have changed. The Big Nanes of the day were
different, certainly, but they featured in the same ol d headli nes.

Then | cane upon an article about the Mars programin an illustrated
scientific journal of recent date, noting that space probes had al ready been
sent around Mars and recovered, and that they had been brought down under
their own power on dry land. Progress! The title, by no nmeans purely

specul ative, was ' The Exploration of Space - Men on Mars by '85.' But no
sooner had | come across this article than | renenbered what the Foundation
had found on the noon: the secret that not even the American astronauts

t hemsel ves had known. Neverthel ess, certain of their instruments had



transmtted back to Earth the fact that life did exist beneath that stark,
cruel surface, a life even nore cruel and stark. The octopoid spawn of Cthul hu
was there, inprisoned on Earth by the El der Gods before the moon had been
hurled into orbit fromthe Azoic Pacific, nolten again followng that terrific
battle which the forces of evil had lost. Little wonder that the full npon has
driven nen to madness and caused dogs to how down the centuries . . . And
then I wondered just what new horrors the first men nmight find on Mars

Just how wi despread t hroughout the universe were the prisons of the Elder

Cods, wherein they had chained the malignant powers of the CCD? The great
occult books had it that Hastur was inprisoned near Al debaran in the Hyades,
and that the El der CGods thensel ves were palaced in Orion. So very far away! |
was no mat hematician, but | still knew the definition of a |light-year, and
whil e no man coul d ever hope to visualize such a distance, neverthel ess |
could at |east conceive of thousands of such units. So very far ... \Wat hope
then for little Mars, nere mllions of mles away, in the selfsanme star system

as the hone planet of Man, a system which had actually forned part of the

i nconcei vably anci ent battl eground?

Puzzling just such disturbing questions as these, with that scientific journal
still in ny hands, | eventually felt nyself nodding. In fact it had been
growing dark in my roomfor some time. Matron Emily had | ooked in once or

twi ce but had steadfastly refused to put ny light on, saying that it was best
| should get sonme sleep. Perhaps it was sinply the added psychol ogi cal effect
of her words, or it just could have been the result of too nmuch eyestrain in
the steadily darkening room but whichever way it was | soon succunbed to
sleep, and it seened that | began to dream al nost i rmedi ately.

Now | have never been what you might call a great dreaner. In fact those
dreans from whi ch Peaslee had so mercifully rescued me were as strong and
stronger than any | had ever previously known. By this | nean to say that it
was extremely rare for me to dreamso vividly; and yet no sooner had | closed
nmy eyes when, for the second time in one day, | found nyself assailed by
strange ni ght mares and f ant asi es.

| floated in a region of weird forces outside yet formng a part of space and
time; and | saw the great, coffin-shaped clock hurtling toward ne out of even
wei rder nether regions while Crow s voice called out to me. But this time it
was no exhortation to follow himthat | heard but nore a cry for help - an
urgent request for assistance which | could not quite make out in its entirety
before the clock drove on al ong paths unknown in nature into the distance of

| ost tenporal w ldernesses. And though the clock - or space-tinme ship, or
what ever the thing was -had gone, still there sounded in nmy ears the eerie
echo of Crow s lost cry for help, the tormented SOS of a soul in distress.
That, at least, is the way it seened to me, and

was later to learn that this interpretation of my friend' s tel epathic

comuni cati on was not far short of correct.

Agai n and again, recurrently, this vision of the clock driving through

hyper space-tine cane to ne; and over and over again | threw nyself in its path
only to be flung aside, left to swmfrantically in its wake, vainly
attenpting to rescue ny friend fromwhatever horrors threatened him But who
may swi m agai nst the tides of tinme?

Finally I woke up, and it was night; the roomwas still and quiet; ny
star-stone gleanmed whitely against the flower vase in a stray beam of
nmoonl i ght .

For along tinme | sinply lay there, feeling the cool of the sheet against ny
hot, naked arns, and the rapid beat of nmy heart within nmy chest. And in a

short while ny thoughts turned again to wondering about the plight of my poor
friend, lost fromnmen for ten long years. . . . And | admit that | despaired.

O Peasl ee and the Wl marth Foundati on
(From de Marigny's not ebooks)



Two nornings later, bright and early and just as he had prom sed, Peasl ee cane
to see me. It seened that | was no sooner awake and shaved, just starting in
on a very anpl e breakfast brought in by Matron Enmly (ny meal s had been
growi ng progressively larger and nore regular over the past two days) when he
opened the door to wal k in unannounced.

'De Marigny, you look well!' He cane and sat by nmy bed. 'God, man, do you
intend to eat all of that? Still, | suppose it's nore substantial than al

that rmuck they've had to punp into you over these |ast weeks. How do you
feel ?

"Fine," | munbled around a nout hful of bacon and egg, 'and 1'Il feel even
better after they get my legs out of this concrete tonorrow. Listen, you talk
and I'Il eat, then I'Il talk. Not that you'll get nuch out of me, |I'mafraid,
for 1've nothing really to tell. But how about you? Wat of the Wlmarth

Foundat i on?'

' The Foundation?' Peaslee snmiled broadly, deep winkles formng in his aged
face. "All's well within the Foundation, Henri, in fact things could hardly be
better. We haven't got themall yet, the minions of the CCD, not by any neans
- but their nunbers decrease every year, and that's the inportant thing. Oh,
there are still certain problens, many of themin the USSR but even the
Soviets are starting to cone around to our way of thinking.'

"And the organization retains its cloak of secrecy?

"Certainly. Mre people in high places know of the Foundation's work now, yes
- that was necessary for our expansion and continuation - but rmundane manki nd
strolls blindly by. It has to be that way. To | et people know what has been
goi ng on, what still goes on, would be to invite disaster. There are stil
beings . . . that could be called up. The last thing we want is an upsurge
of interest in such matters. The fear of |arge-scale panic is not so great
t hese days; there are too many wonders to see, too many marvels to behold. A
handf ul of ghosts and nightmares froma tine already | ost when the Canbrian
was the veriest baby of an age would no | onger drive the world to madness, but
to have people alerted to these things, to have them seeki ng out and readi ng
the great ol d books again, and perhaps dabbling . . . Ch, no. W can't have
that, de Marigny. And so the Foundation remains secret, and its work carries
on as before.'
| nodded, then inclined ny head toward the vase of flowers and the curiously
shaped stone at its base. 'For all your reassuring words,' | said, 'l see
you' re not about to take any chances with nmy lifel'
"Indeed we're not!' he declared. 'For we've already |ost you once too often
And you' re honoured, de Marigny, for that's a very special stone. It is one of
the originals, excavated with a handful of others when the Foundation killed a
Cthoni an recently, one of the biggest and worst yet. That was during a
supposed archeol ogi cal expedition to the region of Sarnath the Doomed in what
was once the Land of Miar, Saudi Arabia to you. That stone was manufactured by
the El der CGods thensel ves, whoever or whatever they were.'
| leaned across to take the object of our conversation in nmy hand, peering at
it intently. There appeared to be fine lines drawn on its surface, whorls and
squi ggl es,

curious glyphs that seened to defy ny eye to follow their intricacies. 'There
are ... markings!'

'"Do you recogni ze then?' the professor asked at once, vastly interested.

"Yes, | think | do," | answered. 'They're very simlar to the hieroglyphs on
Crow s cl ock, his space-tine machine. Do you think there could be sone
connecti on?'

"It would certainly seemthat there is,' he answered wyly. '1've kicked
nmysel f a thousand tinmes since | first saw that clock at Crow s place when
stayed there. | knew then that it was a very inportant thing, but who could

have guessed just how inportant? | shoul d have taken notes, photographs. Wy,
Crow even told ne he believed the thing to be -'



"Atoy of the Elder Gods thenselves? | finished it for him

'Yes, exactly. O course, all is not quite lost: we have the books at

M skat oni ¢ which supplied Ctowwith his first really inportant clue to, well,
how to drive the dammed thing! But | dearly wi sh now that | had phot ographed
the clock itself. Every fragnent of information is of value in the overal

picture, like a piece in a jigsaw puzzle, and this must surely be one of the
basi ¢ puzzles of the universe itself.'’

'But what el se of the Foundation? | inpatiently asked when he was done. ' How
far have you gone in ten years? Wat successes, what failures? What new

know edge? Have you found R lyeh in the Pacific? And Shudde-Mell - what of
the Prime Burrower now? CGod, Peaslee, but I'mdying to know everything. Ten
years - |'ve lost ten years!'

"Whoa!' The professor held up his hands. 'Slow down. 1'll tell you everything,

of course, but it's best if | start with what we have not done. For instance,
we have not found

R lyeh, no, and that in turn leads us to believe that the Johansen Narrative
is at fault - not in its premise that a fantastic city of alien dinensions,
angl es and proportions exists beneath the Pacific - but that the specific

i sl and which rose up fromthe ocean floor in 1925 was R lyeh, and that its
hel i sh deni zen was Cthul hu. That it was one of the Cthul hu spawn seens a
certainty, but Great Cthul hu hinself? W doubt it. You may research it for
yoursel f, Henri. The Foundation did | ong ago. Basically Johansen's story is
this:

"On March 23rd, 1925, at latitude 47°9' south, |ongitude 126°43', the Alert,
under Johansen's command and in those waters following a series of conplicated
m sadventures that had left her wildly off course, |anded on a small island
where an island had never been sighted before. Now the sea in that area is two
t housand fathons deep. It is on the very edge of the Pacific-Antarctic R dge,
which falls away to three thousand fathons and even deeper. The area is not
noti ceably volcanic, and in any case a cataclysmof sufficient force to bring
even a small area of the ocean floor to the surface would w thout a shadow of
a doubt have been recorded. So it would seem we might throw out the fanciful
Johansen Narrative forthwith, except that the Foundation, |ike Charles Fort,
prefers to make its own deci si ons!

' The buckling of the Pacific floor, in places nore a stretching, as Australia
tends northward in the continental drift, has been very pronounced in the area
of the Pacific-Antarctic Ridge since early Mocene tinmes. The island that rose
in March, 1925, was in fact a phenonenon of this geol ogically prol onged
buckling, and its di sappearance again shortly thereafter may be put down to
simlar seismic forces.'

"I"ve read Fort too," | remarked dryly, 'and | think he'd have taken exception
to what you just said, Wngate.'
'Eh? Ch, of course, so he would - if we hadn't sent

down bat hyspheres at that precise point just three years ago, and if we hadn't
di scovered what we did.'

"Go on,' | said, putting ny plate aside at last. 'Wat did you find?

"Qur first bell was sinmply, well, a diving-bell, nothing nore. A device
lowered into the sea to record with cameras whatever it saw. It hit bottom at
only two hundred fathoms, at the very peak of the submarine range, which is
now, incidentally, quickly sinking back into the deeps. But before we lost it
we were afforded fantastic glinpses the |like of which - '

"Lost it?" | interrupted.

"Yes.' He nodded grimy. 'We lost it. Cables wenched | oose, bell smashed to
smthereens - and a structure capable of w thstandi ng thousands of tons of
pressure at that! W recovered fragments later, fantastically dented, gnawed
and crushed. A sea-shoggoth, we're inclined to believe, perhaps a nunber of
them about their imenorial task of protecting and worshiping their dream ng
masters, the spawn of Cthul hu



"I went down in the second bell nyself -
"You did what?' Again | cut himoff, marveling that he could so blandly adnmit
what seened |ike the nost col ossal |unacy.

He offered ne an ancient, winkled grin and | eaned over to tap a fingernail on
the surface of the star-stone where | had replaced it by the flower vase.
"Aren't you forgetting something, Henri? Yes? Well, then, as | was saying

"It was three nmonths later. W were ostensibly charting the Pacific-Antarctic
Ridge. | went down with two younger men from M skatonic in a powered

bat hysphere that was really nore of a submarine. W had the protection of a
nunmber of star-stones, of course, but neverthel ess the weather was bad and
we' d been dogged by

troubles all the way out from Boston: storms, msts, accidents, etc. Mnd you,
we were not so naive as to believe that such troubles were nmerely
coincidental. W've learned a |lot since the old Sea-Mid days

"There was a particularly heavy swell on the sea and an omi nous nist that
nmorni ng, but our tel epaths on board the nother ship were all alert. Besides,
we had massed what protective devices we coul d agai nst any possible
interference by the dark forces. Qur little vessel fell away fromthe
Surveyor, on loan to M skatonic University fromthe Anerican Cceanographic
Society, and sank slowy down in a controlled, spiraling dive to the bottom
That bottomwas in fact a top, the top of a range which may one day rise
again, and permanently. If so, it will stretch from somewhere about three
thousand miles west of Freemantle - or where Freemantle is now - to Easter

I sl and, over ten thousand miles away. |ndeed Easter |sland, New Zeal and, the
Pitcairns and certain other island groups may well formits hi ghest peaks.
Somewhere in that vast range R lyeh may rise too, and other cities of the

Ct hul hu spawn, |ike the one we found there two hundred and fifty fathoms down
beneath the Surveyor.

'The place was . . . fantastic! We saw it in the beans of our powerful
searchlights alnmost as it must have been in its Azoic heyday over a billion
years ago. It was crusted, certainly, with mllions of centuries of oceanic
grow hs, but its sheer unthinkable size had defied all but a ninimal
obliteration of outline through the aeons.

"W saw the i mrense carved doors with their synmbols of the Cthul hu spawn, the
great squi d-dragon bas-reliefs nentioned i n Johansen; we noted and grew sick
and di zzy at the madness of elusive angles that refused to stay either convex
or concave but seenmed to alter of their own accord, as in optical illusions.
Despite our protective star-stones, we shuddered at the |urking nenace, the
nor bi dl y

i nsane horror still inherent in these colossal, nmonolithic structures of
non- Eucl i dean architecture.

' The extent of these upper ramparts of the city - for want of a better word -
was perhaps nine or ten acres, and this was w thout doubt that sane shockingly
alien buttress which had forned Johansen's island. But the crazy staircases
and mamot h nonoliths falling away on all sides, swiming down in seeningly

endl ess tiers . . . Wthout descending to greater depths yet, even our
power ful searchlights could only hint at the outlines of these |eviathan
levels. That city - if | may still apply a word which, snmacks of teen ng

mundane life to such a nighted necropolis of the undead - nmust have been

i mense beyond words, reaching down into the roots of the Pacific-Antarctic

Ri dge itself.

"Myself, | believe | mght have stayed | onger, explored further and deeper

but the third menber of ny crew, young Ri dgeway, had worked hinmself into such
a state that to extend our visit was plainly out of the question. Ri dgeway is

a telepath, you see, which hel ps considerably in his work at M skatonic, where
he's a professor of psychol ogy. Down there in the depths, however, wth

God- onl y- knows-what | urki ng behind those col ossal stone bl ocks and hi deously



carved doors, well, he just couldn't take it. Wthout the star-stones there
can be little doubt that he'd have been a nindless jelly in a matter of
mnutes. As it was he was hard enough put to keep from scream ng. You renenber
what happened to poor Finch when he deliberately went deep into the m nd of
that horror beneath the Yorkshire Dal es? This woul d have been just as bad,
except Ridgeway was doing his best to keep the tel epathic sendings of the

Ct hul hu spawn out of his mind, while yet trying to gauge their nood. And their
nmood was ugly, you nmay depend upon it.

"So finally we set out for the surface and poor Ridgeway, his face horribly
screwed up, unable to speak coherently, sank into a corner of our craft. And
then we saw them The guardi ans of the tonbs, the watchers through the

i menorial night of the C hul hu spawn, the nost bl asphemous shapes you coul d
ever imagi ne! Sea-shog-goths, dozens of them held back by our star-stones
just as we once held off that smaller specinmen fromyour boat Seafree at

Henl ey. But these were giants of their type, de Marigny, the royal guards of

the kings of evil. Muntains of protoplasmc filth floundered and wal |l owed in
the depths like cosmic corks in the whirlpool of Andromeda! And even know ng
that we were safe, still | was relieved that they kept their distance, and

even nore relieved when at |last the keel of the Surveyor opened to receive us.
"Qur excursion into the deeps had been brief, but we had seen enough. Since
then, of course, the Foundation has -'

"Let me guess,' | quickly interrupted. 'A further series of atomic tests in
the Pacific, particularly in that region?

"No, no, out of the question. W're no longer allowed to toss atom cs around
willy-nilly, Henri. No, but there's nmore than one way to skin a cat. W sinmply
peppered the entire submarine range with radi oactives of a very short
half-life, quite definitely sufficient to destroy nost of the shoggoth
cultures, but not of a duration to permanently damage other marine life. W
couldn't hope to get all of the shoggoths, of course - there are too nany
mllions of square mles of ocean. And it's very likely that we didn't get a
single one of the Cthulhi within their incredible vaults and sepul chers, but
certainly we must at the very |least have raised all hell down there. Cthulhi
by the way, is our nost recent name for the Cthul hu species itself, as opposed
to the CCD in general. No, there was little

chance of getting themall, and of course our actions were governed

consi derably by the | aws of ecology; that is, we had no desire to sterilize
the entire Pacific! And so, as |'ve said, we sinply peppered that known range
and ot her suspect places, doing our best at the sane tine to avoid harm ng
areas of exotic marine life. But, in any case, there's not a great deal of
life as we normally think of it at that depth.'

"Ch?' | showed ny surprise. 'Three hundred fathons?

"Very little lives down there, de Marigny,' he insisted, 'and there's less the
deeper you go. You have to renmenber that Johansen's island was only the
veriest tip of a great peak. The rest of that particular city just went down
and down and down, to regions where there could not possibly be any other life

but . . . theirs. W calculate that there could be anything up to half a
mllion square mles of city under the Pacific, and maybe as nmuch again in
ot her oceans! While we still don't dare let our telepaths play about too much

with the Chul hi, neverthel ess we have reason to believe that there could be
as many as five hundred individuals of that species inprisoned in the great
deeps. Cthul hu, the prine nenber hinself, the race-father of course, is only
one of them though in all probability he's the ol dest, the nost powerful and
the nastiest. Possibly he was the very first of themto arrive on Earth when

t hey seeped down fromthe stars, |ong before the soup of terrene life felt the
first stab of generative sunlight.'

| heard the professor out, but in effect he had | eft me behind over a hundred
words earlier. "Half a mllion square nmles.' | eventually repeated the
statenment that held me in so nuch awe. ' A whol e damm continent of sunken



tombs. But that's' - | made rough, rapid calculations - 'some five tinmes the
size of Geat Britain!'
"My dear Henri,' the professor sighed, inclining his

head at ne, 'nuch as it pains me to belittle your Great Britain, in the so
much vaster schenme of things she's a tiny pebble in a very large pond. Any one
of a hundred trenches in the floor of the Pacific could swallow her whole,

wi thout raising the nerest ripple on the surface. W are tal ki ng about an
ocean that covers tens of nmillions of square mles - hundreds of mllions of
cubic miles of water!’

| knew that he was right, of course, but nevertheless ny nmind boggled at the
figures. | whistled softly and echoed himyet again: 'A pebble in a pond -
Geat Britain!'

4 O the CCD in England

(From de Marigny's not ebooks)

Then | turned ny nmind to other questions. 'While we're on the subject of
Britain, what about Crow s warning that you' d need to take another | ook there?
| remenber he nentioned Silbury Hill, Stonehenge, Avebury, Hadrian's Wall and
certain other places in the Severn Valley and the Cotswol ds. Did you ever get
around to then?

Peasl ee frowned. 'Yes, we did take another ook at the British Isles, and we
found various trouble spots that we'd sonmehow overl ooked before. In the

vicinity of Hadrian's Wall, for instance, not all that far out of Newcastle,
there is a gate to an outer dinension, to one of the nore renote prisons of
the Elder Gods. This gate is, well, locked, | suppose you' d say. Lollius

Ubicus in his Frontier Garrison tells us that it was opened at |east once in
his time, probably on a nunber of occasions. Urbicus wote that circa 183
A.D., "the barbarians were wont to call out devils which they sent against us;
they called themout fromthe air and beneath the ground, and one such which
they sent killed half a centuria of soldiers before falling to their

swords. "

' Now what do you nmake of that? Plainly these barbarians Urbicus nmentions mnust
have been early British -Scottish? - dupes of the CCD. Not so rare or strange,
really. There are records to show that the Ptetholites were simlarly enpl oyed
by the CCD thousands of years before Urbicus. They, too, were adept at calling
up dark forces. Ch, yes, your wtches and warl ocks were real enough, Henri

but their magic was sinply a vastly alien science. 'Titus Crow had a copy of
Frontier Garrison, to say

not hi ng of certain far nore conclusive and dammabl e reliquiae of those tines;
it surprises ne he never mentioned the subject to you.'

"He did, cone to think of it," |I answered with a frown, in fact | believe he
wrote a short piece of macabre fiction around just such a creature as Urbicus
mentions. Now what was the story called . . .72

'Yegg-ha's Real m' Peasl ee pronptly answered.

"Yegg-ha!' | snapped nmy fingers. 'OF course, | renenber now. Titus once told
me about a skeleton he'd dug up near Hadrian's Wall between Housesteads and
Bri ddock - he was sonet hing of an archeol ogi st on the quiet, you know - and he
hinted that its owner nust have been other than human. Yes, and | renenber
that he tied his discovery in with Lollius Urbicus, too.'

"Right,' Peaslee agreed, 'and he wote his story pretty much as it nust have
happened, though of course he presented it as fiction. Even so it was pretty
realistic. I've read it since and | can quite understand the stir it caused
when it was first published in Gotesque. As for the bones he dug up, they
were, as you say, other than human. |ndeed, they were nonstrous! M nd you,
never saw the actual remains, the great featureless skull or the
archaeop-teryx-like wing fragments. For sone reason Crow destroyed them not
too long after he found them but he showed ne phot ographs. Those pictures
were definitely of something from. . . outside.’



'"Fromwhat | know of Titus Crow,' | put in as Peaslee paused, 'it rather
surprises me that he didn't go looking for this gate hinself.'

" Ah, but he was much less well informed in those days, Henri. We all were. No
matter, he had the right idea in the end. As I've said, it was because of what
Crowtold ne that we did finally track this gate dowmn. W actually found it, a
door to an inperfect, synthetic universe,

manuf actured by the Elder Gods to inprison beings the Earth couldn't bear to
harbor! We found it, and now we've |locked it once and for all.

"OfF course the thing was not physically a gate or a door; it was, rather, a

pl ace where our space-tinme conti nuum occasionally overlaps w th another. The
CCD knew this and telepathically fed the barbarians sufficient know edge to
allow themto open the way for the beings beyond. But the prisons of the Elder
Gods are not so easily broken open. Only the mnions, the underlings of those
i mpri soned powers of evil nanaged to break out, hideous but neverthel ess

fl esh-and-bl ood creatures |ike Yegg-ha, while the actual inmates of the
prison-di mension were obliged to remain in their tineless bondage. And that in
turn leads us to the follow ng questions: which of the Geat AOd Ones did
Yegg-ha and his sort serve? And would it be possible for nodern, rather nore
sophi sticated dupes of the CCD to call them out?

'"OF the latter question, there's little to fear of that now W've put the
nost powerful |ocks we know of on that gate; we have literally welded it shut
wi th our devel opi ng science, which was once the magic of the Elder Gods. If

ever the gate is tanpered with again, it will have to be by nen who know as
much as we do, and you may only find such men within the Foundation.'
"Don't forget, Wngate,' | remnded him 'that there was once a so-called nad

Arab, one Abdul Al hazred. He knew as much as we do, probably nore.’

" Al hazred,' the professor answered, 'was the greatest dreaner, seer and mnystic
of all tinme. Aleister Crowl ey was a nobody by conpari son, Dee a pew ing babe,
El i phas Levi a nmere dabbler and Merlin, if he ever existed, a first-year
apprentice. Certainly there was an Al hazred; there was also a da Vinci, a Van
Gogh and an Einstein. Such men occur once, and in the case of

Al hazred we may thank all that's merciful for that! And | think, too, that he
really was nore than a little mad. That way he woul d have been an idea
receiver for the tel epathic sendings of the CCD. Did it ever occur to you to
ask yourself just where Al hazred came by all of his occult know edge in the
first place?

"No," | answered truthfully, "that's sonething |I never thought about."'

"Hyml Well, don't worry, there are thousands of questions that no nan has yet
t hought to ask; questions are neani ngl ess anyway until the answers are at

| east hal f known.'

" And have you deci ded: or discovered which of the G eat O d Ones Yegg-ha
served?' | asked

"Not for certain, but we have our ideas.

"One proposal is that this outer dinmension is conmpart-nmented, that is, it is
di vi ded between various inprisoned beings. For exanple, we know that
Yog- Sot hoth is conterm nous with all space and coexistent in all time, or at
|east we are told this in the old books and docunments. But how can this be?
And if it is so, why isn't he here now and ravagi ng? Wll, we believe that he
is only omipresent insofar as his universe borders on both the tinme and space
fabrics of our own continuum The concept is that one edge of his place lies
parallel with our time while another inpinges upon our space. At that point
near Hadrian's Wall the two universes overlap, and with a little help it is
possi bl e for certain of these lurkers at the threshold to step over to this
side. You'll recall, of course, that Yog-Sothoth is actually known in the
Cthul hu Cycle as the Lurker at the Threshol d?'

"Yes, of course. Then it's Yog-Sothoth who bides his tine behind the barriers
of this synthetic universe?

' Conpartmented, | said, de Marigny. W believe that Yog-Sothoth is inprisoned



in one conmpartnent - but

there are many ot hers! Wat of Yibb-Tstll and Bugg- Shash, for exanpl e? They,
too, are supposed to inhabit prisons in other dinmensions. And Azat hoth, before
we di scovered himto be sinply the definition of a nuclear explosion, was al so
supposed to be omipresent. Nor can we say that he is not, for certain nuclear
theorists have it that the fabric of space-tinme is nonentarily ruptured at the
center of an atom c explosion. W can say what horrors and ni ght mares nman

hi nsel f has visited upon the dwellers in yet nore distant dimensions with his
use of that lunatic weapon? This is one of the reasons why the Foundation
supports the ban on all nuclear tests.

' However, | seemto have sidetracked a bit. | was answering your questions
about the remaining CCD-inspired problens in Great Britain, wasn't |? Yes,
wel |, after Hadrian's Wall we noved on to Salisbury Plain. Wth the permn ssion

of the British Archeol ogi cal Society we checked Stonehenge out, as Crow had
hi nted we shoul d. Nothing was there now, but there certainly was at one tine
in the renote past. W found star-stones there, deep in the earth, as old as
any we've ever seen; in fact Schneider of archeol ogy at M skatonic believes
that the nonunment itself was once in the shape of a great five-pointed star
Moreover, the G harne Fragments bear himout. The outer points are | ong gone,
but the hub of the thing remains. God only knows what horror the El der CGods

i ncarcerated down there that they required such a nonunmental tonbstone to keep
it down! The G harne Fragnents have it that when the early C nmrerians invaded
@Qunder | and, some twenty thousand years ago, they destroyed the G eat El der
Sign's pointed outer ranparts and thus set free the Being of the Great Star
and of course CGunderl and covered that southern part of England in which

Salisbury Plain lies. As to what becane of the nonster after that. . .'He
shrugged.
"It may seemfantastic, but as for Stonehenge itself . . . well, despite what

all your so-called experts may say to the contrary, the pyram ds are the
veriest babes of buil dings when conpared w th Stonehenge!'

"You mentioned the G harne Fragnents,' | said, choosing that focal point from
the mass of information the professor had presented. 'Poor Wendy-Snith once
wor ked on those shards, didn't he? And Professor Gordon Wl nsl ey of Goole',
too. Do you nean to say that we finally have a translation? | thought the
fragnents were supposed to be unfathomable, that their ciphers and gl yphs were
qui te beyond under st andi ng?'

"Ch, yes!' he exclained. 'W have a translation, all right. In fact we know
alnost all there is to know about the fragnments now, except perhaps how t hey
survived the centuries. Mnd you, the Foundation can't claimthe first
translation or even the second, not by any neans. Wendy-Smth nust have
translated quite a bit - and all power to himfor that - but we took our |ead
mainly fromWal nsley. | don't know if you're familiar with his book, Notes on
Deci phering Codes, Cryptogranms and Ancient Inscriptions, but if you are you'l
recogni ze Gordon WAl nsl ey of Goole as the greatest ever in his field. Little
good his know edge did himin the end, though.'

'So Wendy-Smith and Titus Crow were wong about Stonehenge, were they? The
nonunent is safe then?

"Yes, but we can't say the sanme for certain other parts of Geat Britain,

Silbury HIl, for exanple, and Avebury. These places harbor an ethereal taint
goi ng back untold centuries. You nust understand, there is little physica
about this rare brand of evil. It is as vague and ill-defined as a picture

drawn on quicksilver, transient as the phases of the mpbon, but just as surely
recurrent. There were days, weeks even, when our tel epaths and nedi uns gave
t hese pl aces spotless certificates of safety, as it were. And

there were other times when the tel epathic and parapsy-chol ogi cal ethers were
crammed with presences that sinply brooked no interference. It's no nere
coincidence, | may tell you, that the Society of Metaphysics now has its



headquarters in Tidworth; we intend to keep a close watch on the whol e
Sal i sbury Plain area

"Simlarly, we have agents permanently stationed in such towns as Marshfield,
Nai | sworth and Stowon-the-Wld in the Cotswolds; and we are particularly
interested in certain backwaters and centers of malign influence such as the
decayi ng ham ets of Tenphill and Goat swood al ong the Severn Valley.'

'The Cotswolds,' | repeated him 'and Marshfield!

Don't tell ne that you've found sonething in Marshfiel d?

Why, Crow s old confidante, Mdther Quarry, used to live

there. It was her letter which warned Crow of the danger

when he and | had fallen into that last trap of the CCD

She had had one of her visions, | remenber. The way

Crow used to talk of her, | always saw her as sone old

charl atan."'

' Then you wronged her, Henri,' Peaslee said. 'Mther El eanor Quarry is one of

t he best nediuns we've yet discovered. We enpl oy such people now as frequently
as we used to enploy our telepaths in your day. Oten the two talents
conpl emrent each other; they go hand in hand. Mdther Quarry heads a very

ef fective group in the Cotswol ds, and she still lives in Marshfield at her old
hone, which is now the group headquarters.'
"You enploy nediuns,' | nmused. 'Isn't that carrying things a bit far? | nean,

t he Foundation's operational center at Mskatonic is a world-renowned seat of
| earning and science. Surely netaphysics and the like has little in conmon
with -'

'De Marigny, you've nuch to catch up with, | fear,' he said, cutting nme off,
"and there seenms to be a |l ot you' ve

forgotten, too. Metaphysics has everything to do with our work! Wy, didn't
the El der Gods thenselves use the occult arts, and weren't those sane occult
arts their sciences? We're |ooking at all such sciences today, Henri, in as
enlightened a way as our bigoted human minds will allow. At M skatonic right
now there are groups of specially talented people seriously studying such
subj ects as telekinesis and levitation ... to say nothing of nere

crystal -gazing, divination and necronmancy. Wy, certain of our sem nars read
li ke a shaman's thesaurus! Oh, yes, you've much to catch up on.'

"Well,' | answered, 'that's what you're here for, Wn-gate. You may as well
tell me as nuch as you can, for I've damm little to tell you.'

'You renenber nothing at all of your lost ten years, then?

"Nothing.' | shook my head. 'Except "

| made nyself a little nore confortable on ny pillows before continuing. 'On,
it's nothing really, just that | have an idea.’

"Ch? Well, go on, Henri.'

"Yes, | have this . . . idea. You see, Wngate, | don't seemto have aged at
all in ten years, not by a single day, and | can't help wondering if '

' Yes?'

"Well, when Titus and | entered that great old clock, when we fled Bl owne
House before Ithaqua's air elenen-tals could get in at us, | remenber Crow
sayi ng sonething about a trip into time, a journey into the future.' | paused.
"That is very interesting, Henri,' Peaslee said, his old eyes wide and staring
at me intently. 'Go on.'

"I was wondering if ... if perhaps Crow had i ndeed managed to pilot his craft

into tine, into the future, and if | - '

"If you had fallen overboard, as it were, before he got his ship properly out
of port?

"Yes, sonmething like that,' | answered.

"OF course it's possible,' the professor told ne after a nmoment's sil ence,
"and it would certainly explain why you haven't aged, to say nothing of your
amesi a. How m ght a man renmenber ten years that never happened?

"And you don't find the concept of tinme-travel too fantastic?



"Not at all, Henri. |'ve seen far too nuch of the so-called fantastic to be
awed by mere concepts. And after all, we're all tine-travel ers when you think
about it.'

' Eh? How do you nean?'

"Way, aren't we all traveling into the future right now? O course we are
except that we're traveling at a speed of only one second per second. From
what you've told nme, |I'mbeginning to believe that Titus Crow found a way to
travel faster, that's all.’'

After a while | said, "Matron Emily tells me that when | was taken off the
buoy at Purfleet | didn't even need a shave. Titus and |, we nust have
journeyed those ten years overnight! And since then, since ny return, it's
been al nost two nonths. How far into tonorrow, then, is Titus Crow right now?
Peasl ee turned his suddenly troubled face away. "That's sonething we rmay never

know, Henri. There's still hope, of course. There will always be hope, but -'
"I know,' | said, and abruptly there passed before my mnd s eye a scene
renenbered froma dream of a coffin-shaped neteor plunging endl essly through
ni ght mare vast-nesses of space and tine. 'l know . '

Ct hul hu' s Cosnic M scegenation

(From de Marigny's not ebooks)

For a long while we were silent. Then, deliberately changing the subject and
entering into a long, informative narrative, Peaslee rapidly brought ne up to
date on all of the nore recent successes of the Wlnmarth Foundation -its
successes, and a few of its failures. It would take too long to detail the
professor's conplete discourse, and in any case | doubt if my menory is up to
it, but I can at least outline a few of the things that he revealed to ne.

For instance, he tal ked about the translation of the G harne Fragnents and the
great boost that those ancient, decaying shards had provided to the inpetus of
the Wl marth Foundation. He tal ked about the submarine destruction of Deep
Gell-Ho and its shoggoth inhabitants, of the collapse of rotting Kingsport on
t he New Engl and coast and the fact that the gray sea was now eating away at
certain previously unsuspected caverns of maggoty | oathsoneness and ages-old
decay. He tal ked of Lh'yib, nentioning what nen had done to Ib's sister city
beneat h the Yorkshire Moors in | owered tones; then he brightened as he rel ated
t he advances nmade agai nst blue-lighted K n-Yan, red-lighted Yoth, and Bl ack

N kai. | renenber, too, that he nentioned a certain Mon Bog of Irish nyth and
| egend, in dark connection with the so-called naneless city of ol den
Tur ki st an.

Much of what | heard was conpletely newto ne, only recently fathomed or

di scovered by the Foundation, so that | thrilled to such outri names as Sunken
Yatta-Uc, a city drowned in the forgotten inner cone of Titicaca's

vol cano; Doomed Arkan Tengri, a derelict aerie of mst-obscured peaks and icy
pi nnacl es in the white wastes south of the Kunlun Muntains; and the Ji dhauas,
savage nonads of Mngolia's Gobi Desert and worshi pers of Shudde-M ell

Al of these things were fascinating to ne, but one subject in particular that
Peasl ee touched upon toward the end of his long narrative conpletely absorbed
me. It was in connection with Shub-Ni ggurath, yet another weird nane fromthe
Cthul hu Cycle of nyth. Yes, Shub-Ni ggurath, 'the black goat of the woods with
a thousand young', occasionally called the Ramw th a Thousand Ewes or, as
Peasl ee preferred to refer to the nmythol ogical figure, Cthul hu's Cosnic

M scegenati on!

| knew that previously Shub-N ggurath had been | ooked upon as a synbol of
fertility, a being | ocked away with the CCD by the El der Gods, and that in the
Necronomi -con it was recorded that 'he shall come forth in all his (her?)

hi deousness when again the G eat Od Ones are freed to walk the world as once
t hey wal ked | ong ago.' Recently, however, the Wl mrth Foundation had
interpreted all of this sonewhat differently. Students of the Cthul hu Cycle
pant heon had finally explained away certain conflicting statenents as to
Shub- Ni ggurath' s sexual characteristics. For an exanmple of the latter



anbiguities, the Raemwi th a Thousand BEwes was often nmentioned as being the
wi fe of Hastur; and, even nore confusingly, in the Cthaat Aquadi ngen
Shub- Niggurath is referred to as 'Father & Mther of all Abom nations, & of

O hers worse yet which will not be until ye Latter Tines.'

Fat her and mother . . .?

The answer, Peaslee told ne, is sinmply that Shub-N ggurath is the greatest
fertility synmbol of all, and in fact nmuch nore than a nere synbol. He/she is

not hi ng | ess

than the power of miscegenation itself, amazingly inherent in the mgjority of
the CCD. He/she is their ability to mate with the daughters of Adam and the
sons of Eve, and with others of this w de universe somewhat |ess hunman.

Thus, along with Azat hoth and Nyarl at hot ep, Peasl ee had rel egat ed
Shub- Ni ggurath, too, to a synbol of power proper as opposed to a physical
alien being. And of that nonstrous cosmic niscegenation of the CCD the

prof essor had much to say. He tal ked of the unthinkabl e consequences and
results of the matings of themw th human bei ngs, nentioning that such vague
reports as are occasionally heard of blasphenmous of fspring are often known to
have direct links with the CCD. The Foundati on, he went on, had collected and
col l ated many val uabl e and daming data, but he feared that only the surface
had been scratched.

From a host of hideous cases he quoted a few facts. He mentioned the tw ns
born to an unmarried illiterate al bino wonman at Dunwich in north-centra
Massachusetts; the | oat hsome serpentes chil dren whose not her hacked her
husband to death in a lunatic fit nine nonths before her famly was - spawned?
- in Caddo County, klahoma; the Irish half-wit wonman who gave birth to a boy
wi th stubby, vestigial w ngs after her medi um not her had been plagued with

ni ght mares of a flying denon, and so on. The cases were seem ngly endl ess.

I remenber having stopped Peaslee at about that point in his narrative to
guestion himwith regard to his term Cthul hu's Cosnic M scegenation: wasn't
‘cosmc' just a trifle anbiguous or superfluous? It was then that he told ne
what little he knew of a certain shadowy intelligence deep in the sub-oceanic
vaults of Y ha-nthlei beyond Devil Reef. Basically what he said was that nman
was not al one

inintelligence in the universe, and that the CCD had not confined their
spawni ngs to human fl esh and bl ood al one.
He had said nore or less the same thing before, but now he was nmore explicit.
Before the Great Uprising, Peaslee told ne, Cthul hu hinself fathered three
sons 'upon a female sentience fromrenote, ultra-telluric Xoth, the dimgreen
double sun that glitters like a daenonic eye in the bl acknesses beyond Abbith
' This quote is taken fromthe Ponape Scripture which, according to
Peasl ee, is a primal docunent brought back fromthe Isle of Ponape by an
Ar kham mer chant - ski pper, Captain Abner Ezekiel Hoag, in about 1734. Circul ated
privately, the manuscript finally ended up in the Kester Library in Sal em
where the Wl nmarth Foundation first became interested in it.
From that book and one or two others, particularly the Zanthu Tablets, the
Foundation had culled nost of its know edge with regard to Cthul hu's progeny,
before setting thenselves to the task of verifying or condeming such
accounts. Considering the history of the Zanthu Tablets, it is not really
surprising that the Foundation had only | ooked at that source seriously in
conparatively recent years'. Purported to be the work of a prehistoric Asian
shaman or w zard, the tablets were allegedly discovered by Professor Harold
Hadl ey Copel and in Zan-thu's stone tonb in 1913, and a translation was
publ i shed by Copeland three years later in a quickly suppressed brochure of
‘fragmentary and conjectural content, seeming deliberately contrived to
underm ne all recognized authorities, especially science and theol ogy.'
Wl |, people had called Sir Armery Wendy-Smith a madman, and they had scorned
Cordon Wl nsl ey of Gool e and many ot hers whose work was | ater to prove
i nval uable to the Wl marth Foundation, and the Foundation had | earned a | esson



fromsuch exanmples. After a

nunber of years of hard work, Peaslee's researchers had been able to state
quite conclusively that both the Ponape Scripture and the Zanthu Tabl ets were
wor ks which, along with those other monstrous books passed down the ages, had
a firmfoundation in fact and unthinkably distant prehistory.

This is what was finally brought to light: that until such evidence was

di scovered to suggest otherwi se, it nust be accepted that Ghul hu had fathered
three m scegenetic sons upon an extraterrestrial being, and that these

creatures were still mercifully inprisoned in black and shrieki ng abysses of
eart h.
The three sons were: Chatanothoa, 'the nonster on the nount', interred in

crypts beneath a primal nmountain, now lost in depths of ocean at the southern
edge of the southeastern Pacific Plateau, about a thousand mles south of
Easter |sland; Ythogtha, 'the abomi nation in the abyss', |ying chained by the
El der Sign in Yhe, which | ocation the Foundation has not yet pinpointed; and
Zoth-Omog, 'the dweller in the deep', dream ng insanely in unfathomed gulfs
of f Ponape. There were three sons . . . and a daughter]

Chylla was her nanme, the Secret Seed of Chul hu. Her presence had been
carefully edited fromall the ancient texts except in the nost oblique
references; the minions of the CCD had even renoved her |ikeness fromthe

Col ums of Geph in the coastal jungles of Liberia before attenpting to destroy
the colums thensel ves, to keep word of the Secret One safe. Cthylla, a nane
Von Junzt was heard to screamout in supplication just once, before dying in
1840 in a | ocked and bol ted Dussel dorf chanmber with the marks of tal oned
fingers upon his throat; a name Al exis Ladeau, Von Junzt's closest friend,
wrote upon a stone floor in tottering letters of his own life's blood after

readi ng certain sections of his friend s insane Unaus-sprechlichen Kulten. He
had burned the book to ashes before slicing his throat through with a razor
Cthylla, of whose existence no other trace, no single clue remains extant in
any formrecogni zabl e to mundane manki nd, Cthylla neverthel ess exists and is
wor shiped in the world today!

Knowi ng in the end that he was beaten by the Elder Gods, and seeing that his
| ore woul d be handed down through the aeons by his worshipers and that
eventual ly other rulers of Earth and the universe nmight try to seek hi mout
and destroy him Chul hu was deternined not to |l et his daughter, his secret
spawn, fall into any such peril. Watever Cthul hu's own future fate, his seed
nmust be protected. The exi stence of his sons, too, he had tried to obscure;
but his daughter, who would be the spawn-nother of distantly future

gener ations, her conceal ment nust be conplete

This was no nere fatherly concern for his child, as one m ght expect in a
human being; Cthul hu was in no way hunman, knowi ng not hing of enptions as man
m ght understand such. So where, then, did he get this desire to provide
safety in obscurity for his daughter? Certain rites telepathically received
and recorded by Foundation tele-paths in Innsnmouth held the abom nabl e answer.
In 1975, in fact during the | ast week of October of that year, particularly
Hal | oween itself, a hideous mental babble, emanating fromtrenmendous depths
beneath the bed of the gulf beyond Devil Reef, was picked up by a special team
"vacationing' in Innsnmouth. Unaware that they were listening in on rites |ost
in every other instance in unbelievable antiquity, the Foundation people
recorded the oft-repeated liturgies, discovering themto be the bicentennial

i ncantations of Mdther Hydra and Father Dagon to Cthylla, daughter of Ct hul hu
They

perceived that these ancient rituals had |ast been practiced in 1775; then, to
mark the occasi on, OGagon and his Deep Ones had taken hold on the m nds of
certain Innsnouth seafarers, thus influencing their participation in dark

Pol ynesi an religions and the eventual reunion of an alliance |ost before the
first coelacanth swamin Earth's seas - the |iaison between the tonb-guarding



Deep Ones of the Pacific and their kin in Y ha-nthlei, whose nether vaults
hel d dream ng Ct hyl | a!

The Deep Ones were dead and gone now, those sem -human hosts of Y ha-nthlei,
and all the shoggoths of that sunken city with them w ped out to the last by
the Wl marth Foundation during a second purging of Innsnouth in 1974; but

deeper still beneath the bed of the gulf, in vaults which man m ght never have
hoped to guess at, there, tended by faithful Hydra and m nistered by Dagon,
there Cthylla slunbers yet, awaiting . . . what?

Yet again, relying upon their telepathic and psychic fraternities, the
Foundation's researchers think they have di scovered the answer.

It all has to do with Cthul hu's enigmatic synbol -statenent: 'Ph' ngl ui
nmgl w naf h Ct hul hu R | yeh wgah' nagl,' which, translated fromthe Riyehan,

reads: 'In his house at R1lyeh dead Cthul hu waits dream ng,' and in that

conj ectural couplet from Al hazred's Necronom con:

That is not dead which can eternal lie, And with strange aeons even death nmay
di e.

That Al hazred, that great dreaner and nystic, plucked the latter lines direct
fromthe mnds of the Cthulhi can no | onger be doubted, for it is known now
that there is a second couplet, used in conjunction with the first in

Chylla s rites; and these further lines may be interpreted as foll ows:

The dreamer dying faces death with scorn, And in his seed will rise again
reborn!

Ct hul hu the phoenix, rising up fromthe ashes of his own destruction in the
spawn of his daughter's darkling wonb . . . reincarnation!

To bear out this chilling concept, by no neans farfetched in the |ight of what

is already known of the CCD and particularly of Cthul hu, the Foundation's
researchers have returned again to Al hazred in yet another cryptic passage
fromthe rarest Al Azif of all:

Tis a veritable & attestable Fact, that between certain related Persons there
exi sts a Bond nore powerful than the strongest Ties of Flesh & Family, whereby
one such Person may be awdre of all the Trials & Pleasures of the other, yea,
even to experiencing the Pains or Passions of one far distant; & further,
there are those whose Skills in such Matters are ai ded by forbi dden Know edge
or Intercourse through dark Magic with Spirits & Beings of outside Spheres. O
the latter, | have sought them out, both Men & Wnen, & upon Exami nation have
in all Cases discovered themto be Users of Divination, Cbservers of Tines,
Enchanters, Wtches, Charners or Necronmancers. All clained to work their
Wonders through Intercourse with dead & departed Spirits, but | fear that
often such Spirits were evil Angels, the Messengers of the Dark One & yet nore
ancient Evils. Indeed, anmpong them were sonme whose Powers were prodigious, who

mght at WIIl inhabit the Body of another, even at a great D stance & agai nst
the WIIl & often unbeknown to the Sufferer of such CQutrage.
Moreover, | have dreaned it that of the aforenmentioned nost ancient of Evils,

there is One which slunbers in Deeps unsounded so nearly Imrortal that Life &
Death are one to Hm Being ultimately corrupt, He fears Death's Corruption
not, but when true Death draws nigh will prepare Hinself until, fleeing H s
ancient Flesh, H's Spirit will plunb Tines-to-cone

& there cleave unto Flesh of Hs Flesh, & all the Sins of this Geat Father
shall be visited upon His Child's Child. |I have dreaned it, & ny Dreanms have
been H's Dreans who is the greatest Dreaner of all...

Ct hul hu, then would be reincarnated in the wonb of his daughter, to be reborn
as her child. To Dagon would go the honor of fathering this blasphemny, Hydra
woul d be nurse and handrai den, Cthylla herself would raise the hybrid horror
with Chul hu's nonstrous mnd and psyche. Then in the waxing strength of a
young adult - pointless, horrible even to conjecture what characteristics this
thing m ght have! - he could again commence the influencing of nen's m nds,
and this time froma |l ocation very close indeed to vast centers of human life.
Ct hul hu, alert again, powerful, would be sending out his hellish dreanms from



t he deeps beneath Devil Reef, unsuspected - for of course officially he would
be dead!

Having told me so nmuch, even though | pressed himfor further details, Peaslee
woul d say no nore on the subject of Cthulhu's reincarnation. It seened to ne
that there was nore he could have told ne, certainly, but that it was of such
i nportance and of so ultimately secret a nature that he sinply dared not
mention it, not even to ne. Furthernmore | could see that he was biting his
tongue, presumably for having said too nmuch already. In any case, the | ateness
of the hour saved himfromany further enbarrassment: he used it as an excuse
to take his departure.

PART TWD 1

O Visions and Visits

(From de Marigny's not ebooks)

Less than a week | ater Peaslee visited me again, this time to wish ne luck for
the future and to say farewell for the tine being. There was work waiting for
himin Anerica. Before he left we talked of Titus Crow once nore and then
finally, the old nan asked me if | had any plans with regard to the Wlnarth
Foundation. Did | want to come back into the organization? If so, there would
al ways be a place for nme. | thanked himbut turned his offer down. | had ny
own interests, ny own discoveries to make in this 'new world'.

It was only after a further period of six weeks in the hospital, with at | east
hal f of that time taken up with physiotherapy, the retraining of my poor
unaccustomed nuscles, that | was finally allowed to sign nmyself out and go ny
way as a free man. In fact the |ast few weeks had seened |ike a sort of

i mprisonnent, and | was very glad when | was at last able to get back into the
world, albeit a world with which | was greatly out of touch.

During those frustrati ng weeks there had been one regular visitor at the
hospital, however, a | ady whose presence hel ped conbat the tediumof waiting
out ny time until the doctors would give me a clean bill of health: ny dear
old part-time housekeeper, Ms Adans, who could only ever speak of Titus Crow
as 'that dreadful Crow person', for in her eyes Titus had al ways been to bl ane
for dragging nme into whatever adventures overtook us. My hospital, | had

di scovered, was on the outskirts of

Ayl esbury; Ms Adanms, when she finally knew my whereabouts, traveled up daily
from London just to spend an hour or so with nme. She had kept ny place going
all this time, visiting the house twice a week for ten |long years in ny

absence. As she herself put it: 'l knowed you'd be back sooners-laters, M
"Enri, sir.' And now, though | was still using a walking stick, now | was
back.

Fortunately | had all but dissolved my small but lucrative antique business
some time after joining the Foundation, and so very little had wanted or
wasted for ny absence. | intended nowto revive ny lifetine interest in
beautiful old books, pottery and furniture, but first I would spend a few days
sinmply getting used to the feel and atnosphere of nmy ol d honme again.

Whil e the house itself was the sane as ever, the district had seened to change
enornously. 'Progress', as they call it, waits for no man - not even a
time-travel er. Indeed, especially not a time-traveler! Qut wal king in a neck
of the city I'd once considered my own, it was as if | trod the streets of
some strange, foreign place. New buildings, alleys, posters; a well-renenbered
ol d cinema had been replaced by a shopping arcade; even the faces were
different, where shops |I'd once used had now passed into new hands or

di sappeared conpl etely, denolished. The underground was the sanme, and yet was
not the sane, but that didn't bother ne nuch: its system had al ways been
beyond ny conprehension. And in all truth I had not used the tube since first

| earning of the existence of the burrowers beneath; and because of them
despite all Peaslee's assurances, | did not intend to use it again .

Not that | ventured far frommny house during those first few weeks out of the
hospital. |I did not, except to make one very special trip to Leonard' s-Walk



Heath [ ate in Novenber. Bl owne House, Crow s strange, forebodi ng bungal ow
retreat, had once sprawl ed on the heath. All

could find now was a shattered ruin, a drab and desol ate skel eton of a house.
The bricks of the old chimmey were crunbling onto rotten fl oorboards; the
creepers of wild branbles nade sl ow but steady incursions throughout the
surroundi ng gardens; nettles grew in threatening clunps along the drive. In
another five or six years it would alnmost seemas if the place had never been

And it was there, standing in those ruins with nmy nostrils pricking in painful
nostalgia, lost in nmenories of days spent with Crow in arcane study and
esoteric discussion, it was there that | experienced for the first time during
waki ng hours a dizzying assault on ny senses which was to occur ever nore
frequently during the foll owi ng weeks. As the world started to spin around ne
and the gray Novenmber sky turned black, | hastily sat down on the old, bare
floorboards with ny back to the base of the crunmbling chimey. No sooner was |
seated than | experienced a wild rushing sensation, a dizzy tunbling as if |
had fallen fromsone primal cliff into the blackness of a pit that reached
down to the Earth's very core. | seened to fall for ages, until | began to

thi nk that the sickening descent would never end. It was altogether a
nauseati ng, stomach-w enching, m nd-numnbi ng experience; and yet, as | sensed

t he approaching end or climax of this nightmare fall, even as ny senses began
to right thenselves, | knew that what was occurring was nothing new to ne. |
had known this before, but only in dreans.

Vel |, dream or devel opi ng psychosis or whatever it was, | finally recognized

nmy surroundi ngs. Wiereas a nmonent before | had seened to whirl and plumret in
bl ackest depths, now in a nere instant nmy nunbed senses had becone
super-sensitive. | snelled the strange wi nds that roar between the worlds,
bearing the odors of darkling planets and the souls of sundered stars; | felt
about me the enptiness of renote and infinite vacuuns of space,

and their coldness; and | saw, blazing on a panoply of jet, unknown
constel | ati ons and nanel ess nebul ae stretching out and away through the
light-years into unthinkabl e abysses of space. Finally, w nging through the
nearer voids, | spied that enigmatic coffin shape recognized of old, and
again, as in delirious dreanms, | heard ny | ost

friend s voice.

He nade no new demands that | follow him but as on a previous occasion sinmply
called out to an enpty void: 'Where are you, de Marigny? \Where are you?
"Here, Titus!' | yelled in spontaneous response, hearing nothing of nmy own
voi ce above the roar of the wi nd bl owing between the worlds. 'Here!’

screanmed again, at which the great clock seened to swing a little, hesitantly
turning toward me in its hurtling flight across the heavens. And | heard
Crow s answering cry ringing out in anmazed exul tation

'De Marigny! \Were? Where are you?'

I woul d have answered agai n at once; but then, swelling out of the blackness
in the wake of Crow s weird craft -bloating up in a green and rotten gl ow of

corruption, filling ny entire viewin an instant and reaching with sliny
tentacles - there cane a shape . . . the shape of utnost

| unacy!

Ct hul hu! I knew him at once. Who could mi stake hinf

First the tentacles, seeming to reach back infinitely to the face from which
they sprang; and that face itself, evil ranmpant, express and inplied in a
single glance; and to the rear, dwindling away in distant abysses of the void,
t he vast arched wi ngs supporting an inpossibly bloated body. C hul hu, even now
reaching to wap fearsonme face-tendrils about the toy coffin-ship!

"Look out!" | finally managed to scream flinging ny hands up before ny eyes

And then | again felt the stomach-w enching



sensation of falling as froma vast, inmmeasurable height, and all my senses
fought for stability in the headl ong rush of nmy psyche back to its home in
material flesh

Col d daylight rushed in upon nmy startled eyes. The danpness of rotting

fl oorboards touched ne through nmy clothes and ny back felt the hard chi nmey
bri cks behind ne.

Strangely fatigued by an experience which could hardly be called physical, I
eventual ly forced nyself to ny feet and left the ruins of Bl owne House. But |
could not shut out of my mind that hideous vision of C hul hu pursuing Crow s
clock, a vastly | oathsone bul k agai nst a background of |eering stars and

ni ght ed nebul ae. Thus | went ny way oppressed by a gl oom springi ng not al one
of the bl eak Novenmber skies, a gl oom which seened to wei gh tangi bly upon ny
shoul ders.

Sone few weeks later these terrible attacks had becone so frequent - each one
occurring without the slightest warning - that it was al nost unbearable. | had
just about made up my mind to see a doctor, a psychiatrist, frankly, about the
problem Then, just ten days before Christmas, | received a nost disturbing,

i ndeed an astoundi ng comuni cation. Having slept |late on that particul ar
morning, | found this letter waiting for me with my norning newspaper
Marshfield Dear M de Marigny -

Do pl ease make yoursel f avail able at home on the afternoon of the 16th; |

shall be traveling down to see you. | should get into London about 3 P.M -
and no need to neet ne, 1'll know where to find you. | may cone by car. And
pl ease, no mention of this to anyone fromthe Foundation. As you know, | am
just as much a nmenber of that organi zation now as you yourself were ten years
ago - | mention this sinply to assure you that ny

visit goes in no way agai nst our own and the Foundation's rnmutual interests -
but I want to talk to you about Titus Crow, and | have reason to believe that
he woul d not want what | have to tell you to go any further.

Until we neet then,

Si ncerely,

El eanor Quarry

P.S. Do not look for nme in the tel ephone book. | have no tel ephone. | abhor
t he things.

EQ

Upon first reading this conpletely cryptic note ny mnd sinply went blank; |
frankly did not know how to react. Only after a second hurried reading did the
i nplications begin to dawn on me, and then a whol e host of suddenly gal vani zed
enotions brought ne quickly to what nust have been a sort of mental hysteria.
El eanor Quarry, 'Modther' Quarry, was the nmediumwhose tinmely letter had warned
Titus Crow of the CCD s insidious trap ten years earlier; it had sent us
fleeing for our lives fromstricken, doomed Bl owne House in the doubtful
confines of an alien tine machi ne whose shape was that of a hideous
grandfat her clock. Wile |I had never nmet her, | had al ways | ooked upon her
pecul i ar psychic practices very dubiously, despite the fact that Titus Crow
had seened to have the utnost faith in her. Anyway, here she was, this woman,
as good as telling nme that Crow was alive, alnpst inplying that she had been
in communication with him and that the substance of that conmunicati on was
for ny ears only!

Vell, what was | to nmake of it? My mind flew in several directions at once,
quite uselessly, conpletely out of control. Questions piled thenselves up in
nmy head, unanswered but denanding attention, whirling madly about in ny nind
until | had to force nyself to sit down and think the problemout as calnmy as
possi bl e.

If Crow was alive, where was he now, and why the secrecy? Could it be,

per haps, that he was in sone terrible peril, naybe even a prisoner of the CCD?
No, that | ast seemed out of the question. The CCD woul d never hold Titus Crow

a prisoner; they would sinply kill himout of hand as soon as the opportunity



presented itself. He had been far too dangerous to their cause, a thorn in
their sides. So had I, for that matter

But just think of it - Titus Crow alive!

My nood | eaped fromone of worried tribulation to wild specul ation. Crow
alive! Could it really be? Had we indeed traveled into time, he and |, and was
that really the reason behind ny apparent |oss of ten years? And had he then
gone on into the future while, incapable of understanding the time-clock's
principles, | had fallen overboard al nbst at the onset of our flight?

On the other hand, why was it inportant that he now remain incognito, as it
were? Again my spirits tunmbl ed. How much confidence could | place in this
worman, this Eleanor Quarry? And could this possibly be yet another ploy of the
CCD? | did not care at all for the woman's demand that | should not nention
her proposed visit to anyone fromthe Foundation

But the sixteenth! Wy, that was tonorrow, and today was already well into the
afternoon. In just twenty-four hours | would know as nuch as there was to know
of this mystery. Al my questions would be answered . . . but it would

certainly be the longest twenty-four hours | had ever known in ny life

Mot her Quarry

(From de Marigny's not ebooks)

The knocking at my door brought me bolt upright in ny chair, startling me from
unqui et but mercifully unremem bered dreans. A glance at ny watch showed ne
that it was three P.M exactly.

| realized what had happened: finally exhausted, having paced the floors of ny
house all through the previous evening and night, nentally juggling with the

infinite possibilities in connection with El eanor Quarry's visit, | nust have
fallen asleep right after an early lunch. And now. now here she was and | was
still unshaved, blinking the sleep fromny eyes, clutching ny star-stone

tightly in one hand for fear it was not Eleanor Quarry at the door at all but
somet hi ng el se.

Not knowi ng what to expect, still half asleep, | went to the door. The
knocki ng came again, nore decisively, and a voice, not |oud but penetrating
the door quite clearly called, "M de Marigny, | amnot a shoggoth, | assure
you, so do please open up and let nme in!' That voice had the instant effect of
di spelling nost of ny doubts and fears, so that | imediately threw open the
door.

El eanor Quarry was tiny and old, elegant in a smartly nodern mat chi ng j acket
and skirt; she was gray-haired, with gray unfaded eyes that tw nkled despite
their age through ancient pince-nez glasses. She took ny hand firmy and
punped it as | stepped aside to let her in.

"I'"'m El eanor Quarry,' she said, making the introduction formal, |eading the
way to ny study as though she had lived in ny house all her life, 'but please
call me Mother. Everybody does. And do pl ease stop thinking of ne as an

old charlatan. | ama perfectly respectable, quite genuinely psychic person.'’
"l can assure you, er, Mther, that I - ' | began

She cut me off. 'And don't lie, young man. You' ve always considered me to be a
charl atan, | know you have. Doubtless it's due to the way that rascal Titus

Crow has spoken of nme. And yet he always had nore than a fair share of the old
sixth sense hinmsel f, you know.'

"Er, yes, indeed he had,' | answered, beginning to feel nore at ease. In ny
study she turned to face ne, smling when she saw the star-stone in ny hand.

"I wear mine around ny neck,' she | eaned forward to whi sper, a nock frown
drawi ng her eyebrows toget her

"Ch! Er, | just -

"No need to explain.' She smiled, drawing up a golden chain fromher bosom At
the end of the chain a star-stone dangled. 'A damed unconfortable thing,' she
remarked, 'and yet very conforting, too, inits way.'

My last doubts were finally dispelled. | snmiled at ny visitor and rubbed
ruefully at the stubble on ny chin. 'I had intended to shave before you



arrived,' | started to explain, 'but -
"No, no, you were right to have a little nap,' she said, cutting me off yet
again. 'No doubt your mind is all the fresher for it, and that's inportant
over all, that your mnd be fresh, I nmean. Anyway, | |ike ny nmen rugged!'’
She began to laugh and |I joined in, but | sobered quickly as | thought back
over the preceding few nmnutes to sone of the rather weird correct guesses
this lady had nade. She had been nore or |ess right when she hinted that
perhaps | pictured sonething other than a human knocking on ny door; she had
been right to accuse ne of believing her an old fraud (though | was al ready
changing ny mnd) and finally she had correctly - to my confusion and
enbarrassnment - nanmed ne a liar, albeit a white one.

Per haps she was a fraud even now, but if so then she was a very clever one.

"I am psychic, M de Marigny,' she said, breaking into ny thoughts, 'though in
the main ny powers should really be relegated to the | ower |evels of ESP, and
even there they are limted. Primarily | amtel epathic, a one-way receiver, a
mnd reader. If | could only project as well. .. ah, but then Titus Crow

woul dn't need you!'

So fascinated had | becone with this remarkable old woman that | had al nost

forgotten the purpose of her visit. 'Titus!' | gasped, suddenly renenbering.
"Titus Gow But is he . . .7

"Alive?" She raised her eyebrows. 'OCh, yes, he is alive. He is close, too, and
yet far away. Frankly, | do not understand as nuch as | would like to
understand. Although |I have received his nmessages, | could not tell where they
originated. | mean that, well, for one thing, | don't believe himto be here

on this planet.'
She stared at nme for a noment as if waiting for sone reaction, then nodded.

'Good. You don't find what | just said strange, so obviously | nust be on the
right track. You know nore of his situation than I. No, Titus Crow is not on
Earth, and yet he is distant in nore than one sense, alnost as though -'

"As though,' | finished it for her, 'he were also renote

intinme?

Her mouth fell open and her eyes w dened even as | spoke the words. Obviously
she had read ny thought an instant before | voiced it. '"But that is exactly
it!" she cried. "It surprises me | didn't think of it that way nyself.'

"Ch?' | said, 'l hardly find it surprising. Time-travel is something out of
science fiction, surely? Not sonething for merely mundane specul ation.'

" And what of tel epathy? she returned, smling.

| had to allow her that, it's ny belief, at any rate,' |

continued, 'that Titus is indeed lost in time. Peaslee and | have tal ked about
it; the professor agrees with me. But | suppose |1'd better tell you the whole
story. That way perhaps -'

"No need,' she quickly answered, stretching out a trenbling hand to touch ny
forehead, 'sinply let yourself think back on it.'

Her eyes cl ouded over and she swayed. Belatedly remenbering ny manners |
steadi ed her and sat her down in a chair, and all the while her cool

trenbling hand rested upon ny forehead. Finally her eyes brightened and she

wi t hdrew her hand.

"So that is howit was,' she said. 'That old clock of his. Until now | had not
known . '

Now it was ny turn to express surprise. | had been on the point of telling her
about Crow s departure from Bl owne House into time, but should that really
have been necessary? Surely, as a nenber of the Foundation . . .? Her |ast
staterment, if she was all she nade out to be, struck me as being nore than
peculiar. 'But that's strange,' | said, 'l should have thought that you, of

all people, would be the very one to know such things?

She | ooked at me searchingly, questioningly for a nonent, and then her
eyebrows knitted in a frown of displeasure, 'l said | can receive the thoughts
of others, young man, not that | steal them | would not dream of looking into



the m nd of another uninvited either by word or gesture. That would be a

hi deous curiosity. | would no sooner do that than enter another's house

unbi dden or read another's diary."'

"But when you first knocked at ny door - ' | started to

prot est .

"Do you think you are the only one who fears the CCD?" she quickly asked.
"When | canme to your house | instinctively checked that it was a man waiting
for ne

behi nd the door. | nerely brushed your mind, sufficiently to read your own
fear.'

"But it's been ten years since we departed. Surely, as a nmenber of the
Foundation, and as a personal friend of Titus Crow you -'

"About the WIlmarth Foundation,' she answered. '| accept what |'mtold; |
don't probe where |I'munwel conme. This is an unspoken rule among all tel epaths
who work for the Foundation. |f Peaslee had wanted to tell ne about you and
Titus he woul d have done so. | respect his | eadership and where work is
concerned | only interest nyself in those projects and experinents which he
aut hori zes. This does not nean, however, that the Foundation governs ne
utterly; on the contrary, | retain ny own private interests. | have my own
friends and | amloyal to them as | hope they are to me. Titus Crow has been
a friend for nmany years.'

"And you say that he has . . . contacted you?' 'He has, yes, and now that |
know his predicanment | amsure that | was right to cone and see you. You were
correct, he is lost in space and tinme, trying to find his way home. He is I|ike
a sailor of the old times, lost on alien seas, conpass gone and the stars
unreadabl e. | think you have sonme |ink between you, you and Titus, sone sense
per haps akin to ESP, by which you feel for each other w thout being truly

tel epathic. He needs to home in on you, M de Marigny. He wants you to hold
out a light in the darkness, one that he can follow back to his own time and
space. '

| thought about what she had said for a nonment, trying hard to understand.
"Are there no others with better qualifications? | finally asked. 'Surely
there are telepaths within the Foundation who -'

"But he does not want the Foundation to know,' she answered. 'And in any case,
this link between you two is

not truly telepathic. It is something growmn of |long and cl ose friendship,

cl oser even than ny owmn with Titus. Are you not aware of this psychic
affinity.? Have you not experienced anything of it before?

| nodded. 'At the very start of all this, when Titus first discovered the
burrowers, | was in Paris. Suddenly | had to get back to England. | came hone
and | knew as soon as | found Crow s letter waiting for me that sonehow he had
unconsci ously called ne back. Since then the occasion has not arisen when -'
"Well, now he is calling you again.' She nodded decisively. "This tine

consci ously, knowi ng what he is about. Has it not been apparent to you? Has
there been no hint that he has tried to contact you? No phenomena, dreans

per haps, or -'

"Dreanms!' | cried, snapping ny fingers. "There have been the nost terrifying
dreans, of Crow in his great coffin of a clock, hurtling through endl ess alien
uni verses and crying out to me, searching for nme, wanting to know where |-’
Finally the last piece of the puzzle had dropped into place. 'Good Lord! And

t hought | needed a psychiatrist!’

| thought about it for a nmonent |onger before slapping my thigh with an angry
hand. 'But why the devil haven't | realized before just what the dreans
meant ?

' The devil indeed,' she answered me, her eyes narrowing. 'It occurs to ne that
you may wel |, though perhaps inadvertently, have answered your own question
Per haps Peasl ee told you that for some tinme now there's been a deci ded
slacking off of specific CCD interference? Wiile the tel epathic output of the



CCD has not noticeably | essened, for sone tinme they have not been directing
their hatred at any recogni zable target, neither at specific groups nor any
i ndi vidual s that we have been able to discover. It has been al nbost as though
Ct hul hu were

shi el ding his damed dreans fromthe Foundation, as though he were intent upon
matters very inportant to himand that he feared the Foundation's
interference. Could it be, | wonder, that Chul hu and the other prine nenbers
of the CCD are expending this awful nental energy of theirs in an attenpt to
"To foul Crow s return to Earth?

"l wonder,' she answered.

"And nmy failure to realize that Crow needed ny hel p, you see that also as

evi dence of CCD interference?

"It's possible, but I don't think that they're aimng at you in particular. If
that were so the Foundati on would soon know about it. On the other hand, one
of our top psychics at M skatonic has a theory that the CCD have effectively
thrown a nental belt about the whole world, a belt so tenuous as to be

tel epathically undetectable! And if such is the case, well, there nmust be a
pur pose behind it.'
"Titus Crowis only one man,' | said. 'Wuld his attenpting a return out of

time and space warrant such furtive CCD activity? | know that he's provided
themwi th a bit of a headache fromtinme to time, but '

" That woul d rat her depend upon where he's been, | think,' she answered. 'And
what he's seen and done. Who knows what knowl edge he may be bringing back with
hi n?'

After a noment's thought | shrugged my shoul ders inpatiently. 'This is al

very well, but mere speculation will get us nowhere. The only way to make

anyt hing concrete out of all this is to get Crow back here. You said he needed
me to ... to "hold out a light" for himor sone such. Wat did you nean by

t hat ?'

"Only that you nust think of him' she i mediately answered. 'Never |et him
out of your thoughts, not even for a nonent. W know that you are not truly
t el epat hi c,

M de Marigny, but obviously there is this . . . this sonmething between you
two, like the psychic link between Sianese twins. He seeks the way home, into
saf e harbor, and you nust be the |ighthouse by which he pilots his

ship.'

| nodded. 'Cone to think of it, the dreans only come to ne when he is on ny

m nd, when | am suddenly rem nded of himor when he is strong in ny thoughts.'
"Yes,' she answered. 'That woul d be when your psychic contact with himis at
its nost powerful.'

| turned to her in consternation. 'But Cthul hu hinself often features in these
dreans of mine. | see the nonster, reaching out for Crow s plumeting

cof fin-cl ock, face-tentacles |ashing through black |ight-years of space and
infinite abysses of time to fasten upon the vessel, reaching back to a bl oated

body that fills the cosnbs with its evil . . . Wuld Titus Crow send ne dreans
such as these?
"No, | don't suppose he would, but don't forget that he is not alone in his

ability to send dreans! Cthul hu mi ght certainly superinpose his own sendi ngs
on top of those of Titus. Wiy, for all we know that may well be the reason for
Cthul hu's planet-encircling nental blanket: a jamm ng device to confuse Crow s
calls for assistance!’

For a second or two | considered her answer, then said, '"I'll do as you
suggest; 1'lIl not let Crow out of my thoughts for a second. If he wants ny
mnd to be a beacon, then I'lIl make it one. I'll recall to mnd the adventures
we' ve known together, deliberately dwell upon the horrors and perils we faced
toget her as nmenbers of the Wlnmarth Foundation". If that's the way to get him
back, then 1'l1 get himback.' | |ooked at her. 'Suppose | succeed. Should



contact you?

She shook her head. 'No, that won't be necessary, | shall know But unti
then, fromthis nmoment on, I'Il have my crowmd keep a watch on you, on this

pl ace.' She

i ndicated with a novenent of her head the room the house about us. 'If the
CCD are trying to stop Titus fromreturning, then you never can tell when -'
"When they' Il turn frompurely nental methods to nore direct ones, you nean?

| finished it for her. 'Perhaps

physi cal ones?

She nodded gravely, then snmiled. 'But that's | ooking on the black side.
Sonmehow | don't feel in the | east pessim stic. But anyway, cone on, young
man.' She stood up and held out her hand to nme. . 'Show ne where your kitchen
is. W've alot to talk about yet, and already |I'mdry as a bone! What do you
say to a cup of coffee?

O the Return of Titus Crow

(From de Marigny's not ebooks)

Sone three hours later Mother Quarry told ne that it was time she left;
transport was already arranged. | took her to the door but she insisted on
wal ki ng down the garden path on her own. As she reached the gate a car drove
up and pulled to a halt. She waved as she clinbed in beside the unseen driver
and then the car whisked her away. | was left alone to consider the things she
had sai d.

Earlier, over our coffee and cake - a delightful honemade confection left for
me by Ms Adans - our conversation had covered a nunber of facets of the
Foundation's work, reiterating much of what Peaslee had told nme. At the tine
the incongruity of the situation struck neither of us, but now!l smiled grimy
at the thought of it: the two of us sitting there in my living room carrying
on a conversation whose tone was in direct contrast to the 'O de Wrlde

at nosphere of the beautiful eighteenth-century table at which we sat, the
Irish silver we used, the sinple neal itself.

O our entire conversation, however, the part which had proved of greatest
interest to me was the |lady's description of the manner in which Titus Crow
had ' spoken' to her, how awareness of himhad first come to her during a

sel f-induced psychic trance. She had not been sure of his identity at first
but had guessed that it nmight be Titus. He had said sinply this, 'Find de
Marigny .. . tell himl'mcomng back ... | need his help . . . Can't nanage
onmy own . . . Tell himlI'mcomng, and tell him- ' But that was all
Sonehow Crow s psychic or tel epathic sending had been cut off short.

A few days | ater she had received a second nessage, differing only very
slightly fromthe first. It was then, in her own words, that she finally
recogni zed Titus Crow s psychic aura and knew for certain that the two
nmessages had been from him However cryptic the substance of those nessages,
nevert hel ess they conveyed nore than enough neaning to El eanor Quarry. She had
wasted no nore tinme but determined to | ook ne up i mediately.

She was al ready aware of the circunstances of my own rather spectacular return
- it had been anply chronicled in the newspapers, and further details had
reached her through the machinery of the WIlmarth Foundation - and so,
allowing no time for an answer, knowing in her way that | would be there to
recei ve her, she sinply dropped ne that vague note of hers and then visited ne
in accordance with its perfunctory arrangenents.

And now the rest was up to ne.

| showered, put on ny robe, returned to ny study and got out certain
docunent s, photographs and manuscripts of special relevance to any attenpted -
evocation? - of Titus Crow. N ght had already settled when, confortably in ny
chair and puffing at a fragrant cigar, | deliberately set upon a nore than
nmerely nostalgic trip along the often dim and el usive, occasionally

exceedi ngly dark, byways of menory.



At first it was hard work. | was making a very physical business of what
shoul d have been a purely psychical task, and in |l ess than an hour | had
devel oped a splitting headache. Once, as a boy, greatly interested in certain
of my father's parapsychol ogi cal experinents, | had tried to nove a tiny
feather with ny mind. Telekinesis, | believe he termed this purely

hypot hetical ability. In the end, having devel oped just such a headache as |
now suffered, | had blown the feather away with the merest exhal ation of
breath. And here | was after all these years still doing

it the wong way, attenpting to fit a physical solution to a wholly psychic
problem forcing ny mind where it sinply would not go, not under stress, at
any rate.

Pushi ng asi de Crow s photograph, | stacked his letters and the renaining
menorabilia neatly to one side of ny desk. Then | took a deep breath, |eaned
back in ny chair and closed nmy eyes .

And mmy soul was inmmedi ately sucked into that whirl pool between the
worlds for a single instant that yet seened to |last a thousand years. The
how i ng, tearing winds of the void, w nds no waking man shoul d ever hear or
feel, carried to ne the dying screans of nortally wounded worlds and the
waki ng cries of newborn nebulae. Stars rose |ike bubbles as | descended into
the seas of space, tinme itself caressing ne as | drifted with its tides. The
alien energies of darkling di nensions washed ny being with sensations
experi enced by no other man before nme, except perhaps Titus Crow
And | heard then that well-renenbered voice, bringing with it a steadying, a
sl owi ng of pace, a return to slightly | ess ethereal awareness. That voice
echoi ng desperately out of limtless, unthinkable vastnesses: 'De Marigny -
where are you?' 'I'mhere, Titus!' | cried in answer, and the sickening
spi nning of ny psyche | essened further, as if ny answer to Ctow s nental cry
for assistance had hel ped anchor ne and orient ny being am dst the hell of
this extrasensory chaos. And ny being, ny Id, whichever part of nyself it was
undergoi ng this experience, now i ndeed seened to rock briefly before jarring
finally to a halt.

Spread all about nme then, so intensely bright as to be painful, | perceived a
panorama of hurtling stars, rocketing spheres as colorful as precious stones
thrown on a vast satin cushion. At first they appeared al nost as coruscating
bubbl es, then they rapidly expanded to flare past ne,

finally disappearing in a distant haze of light. And | thought | had reached a
halt! Wy, if the universe itself were not mad, then in fact it was | who
hurtl ed headl ong down these alien starlanes, for surely these stars nmust in
reality be hangi ng conparatively steady in the void?

Bodi | ess though |I was, nevertheless the chill of outer space and the

| oneliness of infinity gripped ne, but could | really be alone? 'Titus!' |
shout ed again, shrinking instinctively as certain stars swelled far too

qui ckly and nuch too close, bloomng fantastically to roar by with furnace
breath. 'Were - ?

'"Here, de Marigny!' The answer cane from close at hand, but where . . .?
There! Directly behind me, driving me before it along its path Iike an insect
pinned to the windshield of a car, was the coffin-shaped clock, Crow s tine
machi ne!

In times of stress, in fearfully dangerous situations or when faced wth
wonders or evils of apparently insurnmountable magnitude, nmonents of utter

i mport, the human being is likely to say the nost |udicrously inept things.

| felt in no way inept when | asked Titus Crow, 'Were . . . where are you
t aki ng ne?
"I"mnot taking you anywhere, Henri,' came his answer. 'You're taking ne!

W're following a direct course between you and your body."'

How to answer that? In nmy bewildernment | felt a wave of returning dizziness;
the rushing stars began to blur.

Crow sensed ny difficulty i mediately and cried; 'Just keep tal king, Henri



You' re doing fine!'

"I ... 1 didn't understand what you said,' | finally managed, steadying up
fighting a lunatic urge to duck as the solid-seeming whirls of a great spira
nebul a | ooned ahead. In another instant we were into the expandi ng mass of
stars that conprised one of the nebula's arns -

and out the other side - and in the next instant the whole magnificent

Cat heri ne wheel had dwi ndled in our wake.

"You are returning to your body,' Crow answered, 'doing it at a speed | can
mat ch. '

"What?' Still he was not getting through to ne.
"It's like this: by an effort of will, using the synmpathetic psychic |ink
bet ween us, we got you out here; | pulled and you pushed. The rest is

automatic. At the nonent you're heading back to Earth, back to your own space
and time, back to your body where you bel ong. But you are al so maintai ni ng
your contact with me, sonething you' ve never managed to do before, and so |I'm
able to foll ow you."'

"You're not shoving ne along?" Crow s concept still eluded ne.

"No, you are pulling nme! But don't stop talking to me. The nonment your
attention wavers you're liable to snap strai ght back to your body and I'I

| ose you. This nust be the twentieth time I've picked you up, and it's by far
t he nobst successful connection yet. Just keep it up, Henri!'

"But those other tinmes there was . . . Cthul hu!'

"A nmental projection, that's all,' he answered, confirmng Mther Quarry's
excel | ent guess. 'The CCD are doing all they can to stop me fromgetting
back. "'

"And yet they haven't gone for ne," | told him 'Not directly, at any rate.'
'There may wel |l be good reasons,' he answered, 'I think you'll find that
they've erected some sort of nmental barrier about the Earth, an al npbst

i npenetrable barrier. Also, | know that they're keeping a pretty close watch
on me. And of course they nust still be under pressure fromthe Wlmarth
Foundation. | don't suppose this |eaves themw th a great deal of power to
play with. They haven't caught on that |'ve managed to contact Mther Quarry
and yourself because |'ve kept ny sendings brief. If they

try hard enough they can still get into nmy mind with their hellish dreans, but
as for anything else - well, that's a different story. Briefly, they no |onger
dare interfere with ne, not directly. | have a weapon, one that '

"Yes?' | waited for himto continue.

'De Marigny, we're very close now | think that perhaps this tine . . .' |
could feel his excitenment, and was about to answer that |, too, sensed an
early end to our fantastic flight, when | saw that one of the stars ahead was
black . . . and that it was swelling and expanding as we closed with it in a

manner altogether different fromthe others. In another instant the thing had
assuned a shape, one which was not that of any star or planet.

"Titus!' | screamed. 'We have a visitor. And, ny God! / know him"

"I see it, de Marigny, but are we seeing the same thing?

'How s that again? | cried, astonished. 'Wat do you mean, are we seeing the
same thing? It's Ithaqua, the Wnd-Wal ker - and damm it, he's closed

"Don't |eave me now, Henri!' | heard Crow s frantic cry. 'W're al nost hone.

It might take a very long time to pick you up again.'

| heard Crow s desperate argument and determned to stick it out with him cone
what may; but the living shape before me finally bloated into nonstrous,
definite being. It was huge, anthroponorphic, with carmne-star eyes gl ow ng
in Hell's own face, a shape of stark terror, striding splay-footed up the star
wi nds, reaching with great tal-oned hands that visibly twitched in their
eagerness to -

Agai n the universe seened to spin and blur about me, but just as quickly Crow
cried, 'Renmenber, Henri, it's just a mental projection! It's not really there,
a telepathic imge sent by the CCD. Don't let go now, man, we're al nost hone



and dry!'" And then, even anpbng all these fantastic events, cane

yet another wonder. | heard a second voice, a female voice, one of such beauty
and strength, rich and warnming and yet delicate as finest crystal, that | knew
its owner nust be a nost remarkabl e woman even before | realized just what her
words neant. Wy, no, Titus. Not this time,' that golden voice cried. 'This is
Ithaqua; it is himand not one of Cthul hu's dreans. Take care, ny |ove . "
"Look out, de Marigny!' Crow yelled too late, as fingers of ice closed about
nme. 'Look out!’

He need not have worried, for already his voice was fading and the stars were
blurring again. In my terror | had lost ny nmental grip, stretching the thread
of psychic contact too fine, until at last it had snapped! The hurtling cl ock
and the man it carried, the nonstrous beast-thing that but a nonent before
held ne in its foul hands, these things and the very stars thensel ves now
rushed away fromnme, receding in a twinkling. Yet still, over vast distances,

| could sonehow see that dreadful scene.

In a rage that his victimshould so escape hi mthe W nd-Wal ker turned froma
short-lived, futile pursuit of nyself to an awesone attack on Crow in his
space-time machi ne. Moreover, before the scene dw ndl ed away conpl etely and
the wi nds between the worlds once nore clained me, to whirl nme off to ny house
of flesh on Earth, | saw Crow fight back

He had said that the CCD dared not interfere with himdirectly, and now | saw
what he neant. As the W nd-Wal ker reached for the coffin-clock, his burning
carmne eyes full of blood lust and his whole attitude one of mad besti al

fury, there shot out fromthe dial of that fantastic vehicle a pencil slim
beam of purest light. The beam struck the striding god-thing square in his
nmonstrous chest. Though | personally could never claimto be endowed with
anyt hi ng much greater than the usual sense perceptions, even | heard the

tel epathic shriek of nost

terrible agony that Ithaqua uttered before turning and boundi ng away, seem ng
to stagger now as he fled for the farthest stars.

My | ast conscious act was an abortive attenpt to hang on as there canme from
dark and rapidly receding deeps Crow s fading, aching cry: 'Wait for ne, de
Marigny. I'mtrying to followyou . . . wait for ne .
Fi ndi ng nyself once again in ny physical body was a painful affair, far nore
so than on any previous occasion. For though | had left my body sitting in an
easy chair before ny desk, (while ny psyche had been busy dodgi ng hurtling
stars and nebul ae out in the farthest reaches of space,) that supposedly enpty
shel |l had apparently reacted to nmy psychical danger in a simlar nmanner right
here in ny study! In fact, just as one often wakes up froma nightmare stil
fighting the horrors of the subconscious until the nmoment of total awakening
and awar eness, so | now found nyself engaged in a desperate struggle with ny
Boukhara carpets. My chair lay on its side; a bookshelf and its contents had
been brought down by ny kicking, scrabbling feet.

Mercifully | had not knocked over ny reading |lanp; that still stood on ny
desk, hol ding the shadows back in ny study. My robe was torn, drenched with
cold sweat .

| got to my feet and crossed unsteadily to the bay wi ndow overl ooki ng ny
garden. N ght had fallen, black and cold, but the sky was clear and all the
stars shone brightly down. Opening the wi ndows, | |ooked up at those stars and
shuddered, then instinctively shielded ny eyes as, suddenly, the whole sky

bl azed with an incredibly brilliant flash of |ightning!

| had tine for one thought only - lightning? Froma clear sky? - before
feeling the effects of a trenmendous rushing blast of air. The wi ndows slamed
in on ne,

throwing ne to the floor; a rising wind howed wildly in the eaves; ny reading
[ anp di med and al nost went out, then burned bright again; and finally there
cane a clap of thunder to end all thundercl aps!



In anot her second the acrid reek of ozone filled the air of the room M God!
| thought. It's hit the house! But then, lifting nmy aching head up fromthe

floor for the second tinme in the space of only a minute or so, | realized that
not hi ng had hit the house, but perhaps sonmething had entered it! For two
sources of illumnation now lit nmy study. My reading |anp was one of them

burning a steady electric yell ow upon the desk; and the other

The other was a purplish throbbing gl ow whose source lay in a corner of the
room hi dden fromview by nmy desk. | clinmbed to ny feet again, stunbling as |
sought to recover fromthe combined effects of that blinding flash of
lightning and its col ossal acconpanying thunderclap. And then, as | tottered
forward, ny jaw fell open in awed amazenent and del i ght.

| had guessed what | would see, certainly, for | recognized that pulsing
purplish glow of old. Nevertheless, there in the far corner of ny study,
charred, blackened, strangely steami ng and peculiarly scarred, its frontal
panel open to emt that eerie oscillating glow stood the great coffin-shaped
grandf at her cl ock that once belonged to ny father. And spraw ed at its foot,
his head even now lifting fromthe floor and his arns pushing his shoul ders up
and back, was Titus Crow, a grinace of pain upon his face as he tried vainly
to rise.

"Titus!" | cried, starting forward. 'Is it you?" For indeed | had al ready

not ed strange inconsistencies. For one thing, this seemed a much younger man
than the one | had known. But then, looking up at me and finally nanaging a
grin - oh, yes, this was Titus all right, despite the fact that he | ooked
young enough to be ny brother

"Any - ah! - coffee in the house, de Marigny?' he groaned painfully. 'O
perhaps - oh! - a spot of brandy?' Then his eyes rolled up and his shoul ders
sagged, and with a sigh he coll apsed unconscious in ny arns.

A Uni verse for the Taking!

(From de Marigny's not ebooks)

Toward morni ng Crow cane around briefly, long enough to take a sip of coffee
before | apsing again into deep sleep. Fatigue was all that ailed him and this
much | was sure of for | had called in a certain ecclesiastical doctor

i mediately after CGrow s collapse in ny study. The doctor was none other than
the Reverend Harry Townl ey, a friend, confidant and forner nei ghbor of Crow s
in the old days. Now retired and having been out of the country for sone

nmont hs, only recently returning, Harry had known not hing of nmy own renarkabl e
return until ny tel ephone call got himout of bed. The |ast he renmenbered of
Crow and nyself was in connection with a night some ten years ago, when he had
wat ched from his house the so-called freak | ocalized stormthat ripped down

Bl owne House brick by brick and, as far as Harry Townl ey knew, destroyed the
two of us utterly, |eaving no traces.

My call nust therefore have been doubly shocking to the old doctor. Not only
was he receiving a call for assistance froma nan he had every right to
bel i eve dead, but on behalf of a second dead nan! And yet the urgency in ny
voi ce had got through to himinmediately, that and the fact that | was not
sinmply sone rather grimhoaxer. It was only after he had given the unconsci ous
man a thorough going over, when finally we left Crow sleeping in a confortable
spare bed, that | noticed the doctor's benused expression. O course | asked
hi m what was w ong.

"It's as well 1've known Crow for so nmany years,' he

answered. 'l don't think there's much he could do now, or anything that could
happen to him to surprise nme. And that's as well, too, for this tine . '
He shook his head. 'Go on then,' | pronpted him "Well,'" he slowy continued,

"first let me say that there can be no doubt about his identity. This is Titus
Crow. And yet, there are places on his body where he should be marked but
isn"t, places where | renenber small scars to have been, which now seemto
have vani shed. It would take the nost brilliant plastic surgeon in the world



half a lifetine to do such a beautiful job! And that's only the beginning. He
is ... younger!' 'I thought so, too,' | answered. 'But how can that be?' "I
have no idea.' He stared at me blankly. 'l don't see how it can be. | can only
say that his is the body of a man of, say, thirty-eight years. Sonewhere he's
lost a quarter of a Century. And even that is only part of it. The rest is
conpletely . . .' He shook his head, at a loss for words. 'The rest?

pressed him

'\Where have you been, you two, and what have you been up to?' he answered with

qguestions of his own. | shrugged. 'Myself, |'ve been . . . nowhen!' 'Eh?
| shook ny head negatively. 'Hard to explain. | just haven't been here, that's
all. And as for Crow, don't ask me where he's been. If | told you what |
bel i eve you'd probably think I was a madman. | really think, though, that now

that he's back he wants his presence here kept secret.'’

He nodded. 'You can rely on me to say nothing about tonight. And |I'mnot the
curious type. There's nothing you need tell ne.’

"Fine," | answered, 'but there's sonmething | would like to know. What is it
you' ve found out about Crow that's so fantastic?

"It's his heart,' he answered after a nonent.

"His heart? Wiy, what's wong with his heart?

" Ch, nothing much,' he answered, putting on his coat and starting for the
door. 'Hadn't you noticed that there's no heartbeat?

That good ol d English reserve indeed! 'No heartbeat? | cried after him 'MW
CGod! But if his heart's not working, then -' .

' God?' he tossed over his shoulder, frowning as he cut ne off. 'Yes, | suppose
He nust have had sonething to do with it, but who said anything about Crow s
heart not working? It nost certainly is working, and very efficiently at that,
but it's not beating! It's hunmng, purring away like a satisfied kitten in
his chest. O rather, like a very well oiled machine!"’

The doctor was right of course. As soon as he left | went back to Crow and
stood watching himfor a few noments. H s respiration seened fairly normal; he
had a normal body tenperature; but when | laid a hand upon his chest ... his
heart purred, 'like a very well oiled machine'!

Al that had been twenty-four hours ago. Now ni ght was upon the house again
and | had dozed briefly in a chair beside ny friend' s bed. It was hardly
surprising that I nyself was tired: | had watched over Titus Crow s recumnbent
form continuously, taking a break only to grab a bite to eat.

| awoke feeling cranped and clamy. Crow s bed was enpty, the bl ankets thrown
back. | realized what had roused me - noises fromny kitchen, recurring now,
the clatter of plates, my kettle whistling, the dull thud of the refrigerator
door cl osi ng.

"Titus?' | yawned, |eaving the spare bedroom and making for the kitchen. 'Are
you all ... right?

The last word fell flat fromm nouth as | reached the

kitchen door. He certainly | ooked all right! Two plates ors top of the open
refrigerator were piled with cold neat sandw ches, coffee steamed in a | arge
jug and Titus Crow, with a |l eg of chicken in one hand, was nethodically
searching the cupboards for an elusive sonething. He was even nunbling to

hi nsel f through a bite of chicken about civilization going all to hell! "If
you're looking for the brandy,' | said, 'I don't keep
it In here.’

He turned and saw nme, put down his chicken | eg and bounded over to ne,
gripping ny hand in a firmif greasy greeting. 'You old dog!' he runbled, his
voi ce showing a strength and vitality rare in the older man | had previously
known. Then he grinned, his eyes brighter than |I remenbered them and said,
"No, no, Henri, |'ve found the brandy.' He showed ne the neck of a bottle
protruding froma pocket of the robe |I had left for himon his bed. Tm | ooking
for the corkscrew'

He began to laugh and | joined him the two of us roaring with |aughter unti



it hurt, literally laughing till we cried. Then we ate and drank and | aughed
some nore, renmenbering old times. The night flew by as we reninisced, often in
nore sonber nmoods but inevitably in delight at this reunion, the two of us,
fit and well. Mich later, slightly drunk and filled to capacity with food,
sat back and watched himcarry on alone as if he would enpty ny pantry.
Finally replete, one mght al most say bul ging, he stood up and stretched and
asked me where his cl oak was.

For a nonent | misunderstood. 'Your cloak? You nean that rag you had thrown
about your shoul ders when you . . . arrived? That and your Arabian N ghts
trousers are stashed in a box under your bed.'

The Arabian Nights!' he answered with a grin. 'Not

too far wong, Henri. That cloak of nine is fitted with an

antigravity device. Mikes all your lying carpets |ook clunsy!’

"An anti - ?

"And the old clock? Do I remenber falling out of it into your study?

| nodded. 'You do, after raising a storm| thought was going to do for ne,
yes.'

"Then let's go in there where | can have a look at A d Faithful. He's | ooking

a bit battered, | imagine, the old clock, but there's nmore work for himyet.
One nore trip at least. That is, if | gauge ny man right.'
" Your man?'

' You, de Marigny, you yourself!' he answered.
That started it off! Here he was, the living answer to every question | had
asked nyself since waking with a broken body in my hospital bed, and though we

had tal ked and | aughed and rem ni sced together all through the night, | had
not once thought to put these all-inportant questions to him Now, however,

t he dam was broken and | began to gabble uncontrollably. Wrds tunbl ed out of
my mouth, questions piling thensel ves one on top of another until, confortably

seated in my study, with dawn al ready spreading pale fingers over the horizon
beyond the bay wi ndow, Crow held up his hands to quiet ne.

"I"1l tell you all, Henri,' he said, "all, but all in good tine. I'mtired now
and | can tell that you are, too. The journey was |long and fatiguing. |'ve
rested and the food and drink have done ne good; this reunion of ours here on
Earth, safe and sound and hardly the worse for our various adventures, is
marvel ous. But once | make a start | don't want ny story to |lag through
weariness. It's a tale that will take a long tinme in the telling anyway. Ri ght
now, however' - he got up and noved over to the

enigmatic clock in the corner, reaching to wi pe a snmudge of sonme sooty deposit

fromthe great dial - 'now | just want to check over the A d Fellow here, then
take a shower, and then it's me for bed for the rest of the day. I'll sleep
like a baby, and this tinme for the sheer luxury of it, not just because |I'm
exhausted. If you get some rest, too, we'll be able to take all this up again
this evening.'

Di sappointed though I was | saw his logic. "All right.' | nodded. 'Just answer

me one thing. What did you nmean when you said that the clock would be making
at least one nore trip, a trip involving nysel f?

He seened surprised, then cocked his head on one side to ook at ne in a
curious attitude that I well renenbered of old. 'Wiy, can this be that sane

| over of nysteries | once knew?'

Puzzl ed, | opened ny mouth to ask his neaning but he cut ne off before | could
get started. 'De Marigny, |'ve been to the veriest corners of space and tine,
I've known a diversity of alien worlds and dinensions. |1've lived in the
pavilions of Ghengis Khan, journeyed to distant Yuggoth on the Rim talked
with incredible intelligences spawned in the hearts of suns. |'ve hunted on

t he manmmot h pl ai ns of Northunberland, fourteen thousand years ago, with King
Conan's own forebears, wandering the very forests and wilds where, twelve

t housand years |l ater, Hadrian would build his wall - and | was there, too,
during that wall's construction!'



He paused to study the erratic sweep of the four hands about the dial of his

cl ock. I've been trapped on the shores of a prehistoric ocean, living
on my wits and by hunting great crabs and spearing strange fishes, dodging the
flying dinosaurs which in turn hunted ne. And a billion years before that |

i nhabited a great rugose cone of a body, a living organismthat was in fact a
menber of the Great Race that settled on Earth in unthinkable

abysses of the past. |'ve seen the cruel and worl d-spanni ng enpire of

Tsan- Chan three thousand years in the future, and beyond that the great dark
vaults that loomat the end of tine. |'ve talked telepathically with the
super-intelligent nollusks of Venus' shall ow soupy oceans, which will not
support even the nost primtive life for another half-billion years; and |I've
swumin those same seas ten nillion years |ater when they were sterile, after
a great plague had destroyed all life on the entire planet. Wiy, |'ve cone
close to seeing the very birth of the universe, and alnost its death! And al
of these wonders and others exist still, just beyond the thin mists of tine
and space.

"This clock of mine sails those msts nore bravely and surely than any

Vi ki ng' s dragonship ever crossed the gray North Sea. And you ask ne what |
mean when | talk of another trip, one involving yourself?

"Wen | return to Elysia, Henri, to the hone of the Elder Gods thenselves in a
di mensi on bordering upon Orion, there will be a place for you in ny
sky-floating castle there. Indeed, you shall have a castle of your own, and
dragons to bear you to the great festivals! And why not? The gods mated with
t he daughters of nen in the old days, didn't they? And won't you only be
reversing the process? | did, my friend, and now the universe is mne. It can
be yours, too!’

PART THREE 1

At the End of Tine

(From de Marigny's recordings)

It would verge upon the inpossible to attenpt a description of the actua
sensation of time travel, de Marigny. Frankly, while traveling through tine -
and | have done that aplenty since last | saw you - there is very little tinme
to think about it! The m nd, you see, has to tune in, to become one with the
machi nery of the space-tinme machine, to cleave psychically to the very being
of the clock. As you know, | was once telepathic to a degree; well, this
talent has recently returned to me tenfold. It has been strengthening in ne
ever since |eaving Bl owne House on that night of the winds so | ong ago.

I was and still remain highly psychic; | pick up vibrations which are beyond
t he sensory perceptions of nost other nen. Mst people are psychically blind,
and how may one explain colors to a child blind frombirth? Simlarly I am
unable to explain this sixth psychic sense of mne, or how | nmanaged to
control the clock by nmeshing with its psyche. If | make it sound as if the
thing is not a machine but a being inits ow right, well, it very nearly is

However, most of that is well away fromthe point, which is that | am unable
to explain the sensation of tine travel. Even the precise control of the clock
still eludes me. Mnd you, | amparticularly clever at piloting the thing

t hrough space - on that | pride nyself - but it is a far different matter to
pilot a vehicle through tine, which is conpletely against man's nature.

And of course it was for this reason that our first

attenpt at traveling together in time was so nearly disastrous. | had very
little idea really how to begin to use the clock. I am astoni shed now t hat |
dared even try it, and you knew even | ess of the thing' s mechanics. You knew
only what | had tried to tell you about it. To think that we dared to brave
such an adventure, and that we both lived to tal k about it!

But anyway, it took nme all ny tine - again that word, though frankly it
conveys very little to ne now - merely to hang on nentally to the el ement of



t he omi verse which the clock became; to try to grip the 'controls' of the
thing with ny inadequately trained mind while it slipped and slithered on a
careening course to and fro across the fabric of the entire space-tine

spectrum And whereas the clock itself was built for this kind of work - it is
quite sinmply a vehicle for transdi nensional travel - man never was intended to
endure such stresses. | had to fight against all the forces of order, forces

whi ch were bent upon keeping me in ny correct and designated place and tine,
determ ned not to let me break away frommy own sphere of existence. And
noreover, | had to try to keep you with ne, de Marigny.

Finally, when | was beginning to believe that | could hang on no | onger, when
| had al nbst given up trying to bring the clock under ny control and was about
to let go and the devil take everything, then |I sensed that ny vehicle had
abruptly steadied itself, that it was hurtling now on a straighter, truer
course. | knew then that | had been attenpting to exert too great a neasure of
control, like the novice driver whose |ack of dexterity causes his shiny new
car to |l eap and bound. This craft had been designed for a gentler touch than
mne, but at last | seenmed to be gaining, albeit fractionally, in ny
understanding of its many and conpl ex subtleties.

And that was when | realized that you, de Marigny,

were slipping away fromne. In turning ny attention to this mental synbiosis
of man and machine | had relaxed nmy grip on you. | cried out to you to stay
with ne, to follow ne, to mesh your mnd with nine and becone one with me and
the machine, but it was too late, for you were already gone!

I had no idea how to check ny machine. It was a denon steed boundi ng through
the years, and having no reins 1 could but cling grimy to its strean ng nane.
You were gone, lost in the seas of time, and | could not even begin to know
where or how to search for you. And alnost as if you had been a human anchor
chaining the tine ship to your own age, now that the chain was broken it

| eaped along the tinmestream ever faster, its vibrations attuned to the
rushing, dizzying currents at tine's very rimn

Now | turned all my psychic perception to a greater penetration of the clock's
bei ng and, despite my horror at your |oss in unknown voids, | found a nad
euphoria in the sensation of sheer speed as the centuries sped by with the
ticking of a clock or the beating of my straining heart. Now my nore mundane
senses cane into play, though in a thoroughly extramundane fashion, for
projected through the sensory equi pment of my vessel, which | later came to
thi nk of as scanners, | saw the known constellations flying through space in a
terrifying spiral, speeding up even as | watched until their tracks were
blinding whirls and the passage of alien gal axi es showed as stupefying tracks
across the sky.

1 knew then that at this rate of acceleration eternity itself must soon rush
to a close, and no sooner had this terrific thought dawned on me than for the
first time | heard Tiania's voice. You have heard her voice, Henri, when

It hagqua attacked us in the void. Just as she warned us agai nst the

W nd- Wl ker, which | thought a nere

ment al projection of the CCD, so she warned me as | rushed ever faster into
the future

"No, my love,' she said. 'You are too rash! Stop! Stop now Only the End lies
t hat way!'

A guardi an angel ? The nind of the clock in which | ate the aeons speaking to
me tel epathically? A voice of madness, ny own, ringing in ny head as ny nind
crunpl ed under stresses and vi sions never before experienced, never neant for
experiencing by a mind of man? All of these things | considered, all flashing
instantly through ny thoughts - all rejected. You have heard that

voi ce, Henri

| heard it. | knew it was Love and Beauty and Truth, and in that sane instant
I commenced a frantic nental search for ny vessel's brakes.

Now, Henri, sit yourself in an autonobile, get it in gear, top gear, then push



the accel erator down to the floor and watch while the needle creeps up and up
until it noves off the scale and the road beconmes a blur beneath your wheels.
Then take your hands fromthe steering wheel and throw all your wei ght agai nst
the brakes. This, in effect, is what | did!

O course, given the circunstances | have just described, you would very
likely die. Alnost certainly you would be a hospital case and your car would
be wrecked, but whatever the end results they would all be physical. W
journey, however, was along no nerely mundane road, neither was | subject to
inertia or gravitational stresses as we know them nor could | be said to
actually feel the result of the abrupt tenporal deceleration in any physica
way, but nentally . . .!

There was no wi ndshield for ny body to hurtle through, no hard concrete
surface to receive ne. Welded to ny nmachine, | sinply decelerated along with
it, but at the instant that decel eration began all ny perceptions shot

dizzily forward in tinme, to the limt of tinme itself, affording me glinpses of
t he dead bl ack tonbs which wait for all matter and energy at the very end!

| perceived it, | recognized it and in the next nonent, l|like an elastic band

stretched al nbost to breaking point and then rel eased, ny psyche snapped back

into place within its fleshy house; and in that same instant | let go al

control and surrendered myself to what | knew must be deat h.

But of course | was wong. It was not death; | was nerely stunned. The m nd of

the clock, with which ny owmn mnd had been in some sort of synbiotic rapport,

had taken the brunt of the shock. No, | was sinply unconscious, suffering from
froma badly bruised psyche, if you Ilike.

When | cane to | was very cold. | was dressed quite

lightly, just as | left Bl owne House, in slacks, a silk shirt

and a snoking jacket, and the cold seemed to be pene

trating through to nmy very bones. My face lay in dust.

Turning, | sawthat | lay half in, half out of the clock, in a

dust bowl of a valley between low hills whose crests were

gray agai nst a dark blue sky.

At first | thought it was |late evening and that a great, swollen noon hung in
the sky at the zenith, but an orange noon?

And sonet hi ng was nuzzling at ny neck

| cried out and rolled away from whatever it was, leaping to ny feet and

i medi ately staggering and falling as my senses whirled in an attack of
nausea. The clock remai ned open, enigmatic as ever, its aberrant ticking
strangely faint. Sonmething crawled slowy in the purple pulsing light fromits
open panel

The thing was sonme eight or nine inches long, deeply furred |like a great
caterpillar, featureless as far as | could

see. The scene swam nonentarily before ny eyes. | carefully felt ny reeling
head and drank, air deep into my lungs, or at least | tried to! Now what on
Earth was wong with ny lungs? Nothing, it was sinply that the air was very
thin. Then | rnust be high in some mountai nous region, which al one m ght

explain the cold and the rarity of air. | was far in the future, that nuch
knew, but how
far?

The craw ing thing, noving very slowy, was now levering its furry body up and
into the pulsing interior of the clock. Watever it was, this creature, it
seened to have done ne no harm | certainly wished it none. Unless one is
prepared, the clock can play hideous tricks. It is not only capable of
traveling in space and tine, it can also transmit matter into space and tine
while remaining stationary itself! | sonmehow knew, | was aware, that | had
nothing to fear fromthe furry creature; it was harnless as a kitten wi thout
claws. So before it could cross the threshold into the clock's

transdi mensi onal interior, | stepped forward and caught it up. Instantly it
snuggl ed into ny jacket like a cold kitten would, and |I knew that my body's



heat had been the attraction which had first drawn the creature to ne.
Instinctively | called it Puss, stroking its deep fur as | peered about at the
twilight hills. '"Puss," | told the creature, 'I would get a better view of
things fromthe top of those hills. Wat do you say we clinmb them and see
what's becone of the world, eh?

The soil of the hillside was very crunbly, flaky with a sort of gray-brown
rust, but here and there small horizontal burrows offered footholds as |

clinmbed the fairly steep incline. I saw two nore of the furry creatures as |
rose up out of the valley, and then another energing fromits burrow Toward
the crest of the hill an even | arger group of them gathered about a

greeny-gray shrub whose brittle, withered twi gs and droopi ng | eaves they
appeared to be

eating. | did not break my clinmb to discover how this was acconplished but
placed ny odd little friend anobng its cousins at the shrub and carried on
until, heaving and gasping for air, | stood wearily upon the crest of the
hill.

And that was when | felt the first pangs of an incredible fear, a dread that
set nmy teeth to chattering even nore than the nunbing cold, and the hair to
bristling at the nape of nmy neck. No, it was nuch nore than nerely fear. |
actually stood in awe of inmensities whose like | had only ever guessed at,
whi ch now lay behind me in the wake of ny fantastic journey. For this was

i ndeed the twilight of Earth. | stood at the deathbed of a planet, and if
proof were needed then that proof now hung |ike a ghastly, |eprous sickle | ow
in the sky over distant nountains. It was the noon, and the pregnant orange
orb directly overhead could only be the sun, once golden and fiery but dulled
now and dying in its turn!

A faint, eerie wind stirred the dust of ages at ny feet as | gasped painfully
at the thin air, turning slowy in order to take in everything of this

ti me-ravaged scene. My vantage point stood up a little fromits inmrediate
surroundings, as if | stood upon the rimof a crater, and | guessed that this
could well be the nature of that declivity in which nmy machi ne now stood.

Met eoric inmpacts must surely be far nore frequent now that tinme had so

attenuated Earth's atnospheric envel ope. | |ooked back at the clock, behind
and some distance bel ow my position, and felt reassured at the sight of the
weird purple glow in whose pool it silently stood, |ike some alien spacecraft

in the valleys of the noon.

Then | turned ny face once nore to the incredible scene that |ay outside the
crater wall, that picture of a planet at death's door. As | have said, distant
nmount ai ns supported a thin-horned | eper-noon, but even the mountains seened
flattened sonehow and | ower than they

ought to be, as if weighed down by sons of gravity and worn away by the

countl ess sands of time, until now they brooded |ike huge unmajestic hunps on
the far horizon.

Bet ween nyself and the nountains, beneath this hideous m dday sun, a vast fl at
pl ai n extended, gray-nottled and reddish in places as if rusted. Was not Mars
once equally red in the eye of a childhood tel escope? And had | not wondered
if those great red sores had once been towns, and the straight and

i nexplicable |lines between them hi ghways?

Earth - this? The third planet fromthe sun, green and juicy and lush wth
life, howing in its season with nature's fury and | apped by gi ant oceans -
this? This dry dust bow of rust and weary lichens, of dunb, furry
caterpillars, feeble winds and chill, lifeless air - Earth? Inpossible! And
yet | knew that it was so. And again | wondered how far, how many billions of
years | had journeyed into tonorrow

| shivered and blew into nmy cold, cupped hands. It was my intuition that | had
not strayed far in space during ny journey through tinme. | nean that while
knowi ng ny machi ne had advanced ne fearfully far into the future, | believed
that it had continued to occupy its original geographic location in space. If



| was correct, then it seenmed plain the machine must be fitted with sone
mechani smto nake automati c compensation for planetary notion and alterations
in surface levels, for surely in the absence of such conpensation the clock
m ght materialize anywhere at the end of a tine-junp. High in the air,

under ground, even beneath m ghty oceans as the continents rose and fell Iike
the interm nabl e waves of sone | eaden sea throughout the ages.

So | stood now not far fromthe spot where the walls of Bl owne House had once
sheltered me fromthe el enents, even against those malign elementals of the
air which tore

our refuge down about us as we fled, you and I, de Marigny, into time. And
here it was, noon, with the old sun directly overhead, and chilly as a London
November! It was an awesone sensation, to stand there atop that crater's
ridge, in atwilight land at the end of tine .

As the cold worked itself deeper into ny bones | started to beat ny arns
across ny body, watching ny warmbreath crystallize as it plumed off into the
thin air. | decided then to walk around the rimof the crater to its far side.
Per haps there would be a better view fromthere. At first | wal ked sl owy,
taking care not to fall and tunble down the steep crater wall, but shortly I
began to hurry, as much as the thin air and ny | abored breathing would all ow,
as it dawned on nme that hope sprang yet within ne. Wiat if ... what if
supposing man |lived yet within this withered husk of a world? Perhaps, deep
down beneath the starveling crust, closer to the warmcore, the spires and
colums of great cities reared even now, their subterranean sidewal ks teem ng
with life and, and .

My hopes for mankind sank abruptly low as | finally reached a point on the
crater wall fromwhich | could gaze south at what was once London, the
greatest of capitals, now a great gray desolation! Then, to the west, twn
fires blazed briefly in the dark blue sky, distracting nme as they raced to
earth. Meteorites at noon! My eyes followed their balefire to the horizon
then | turned ny gaze sout hward again. What of the green downs of Surrey, Kent
and Sussex? Away beyond the spraw ing flat scab where once London had proudly
stood, as far as ny appalled eyes could see, stretched only that same endl ess
gray wast el and.

1 shuddered again as a feeble wisp of wind blew the dust of forgotten
mllennia over ny shoes, and | felt an ache in ny heart that | knew had little
or nothing to do with the bitter chill of the air. It dawned on me then that

| could never leave this place, this future Earth, until | had satisfied
nmysel f against all hope that indeed she was barren of human life. Wth this in
mnd | began to slip and slide back down the inner wall of the crater to the
clock. So far | had not tested the thing as a vehicle in the normal sense of
the word, as a machine for traveling in three dinensions as opposed to four
Now woul d be as good a tine as any.

My first trip was a very short one, nore of a hop, really. | sinmply piloted ny
craft across the bottomof the crater. O course there was no wi ndow | could
| ook out of, and no controls as such. | nerely plugged nyself in nmentally to

the mind of the clock and noved it in the direction | w shed to nove. The

cl ock' s scanner system served nme far better than any w ndow woul d have done,
for I could see far nore clearly than through any Earthly sheet of glass. The
whol e process of the exercise was ridiculously sinple, and the cl ock conpl eted
its first test trip by following a low md-air trajectory and com ng to rest

wi t hout the slightest bunp. Moreover, though | had witnessed the clock's
nmoverments in the nmental scanner, | had experienced no physical sense of notion
during the short journey. Patently ny machine traversed space no |ess
efficiently than tinel

The Last Race
(From de Marigny's recordings)
My second trip was somewhat nore adventurous. | flew the craft up over the lip



of the crater to the gray plain beyond. By now | was starting to experience a
great pleasure in ny increasing ability to control the clock, and so

determ ned to nove on at once in search of ... of what? Hope springs eternal
and | felt there had to be at least a chance that | could find the vestiges of
manki nd. Just what this need of nmne really was, this suddenly insistent urge
within me to find in this unthinkably distant future world some recognizable
remmant of man, | cannot really say, unless it was sinply the | oneliness! No
man before me, no Robi nson Crusoe, not even the first |one astronaut, had ever
been nmore renote fromhis fellows than I.

| felt remote. It shocked me to think that, by all normal terms of reckoning
and dependi ng upon how long | had | ain unconscious at the foot of the clock in
the crater, | had been in my hone on the outskirts of a teeming metropolis
only a few short hours ago. And yet it was billions of years since | was | ast
in the world of men and in the conpany of a friend, you yourself, de Mrigny,
renoved fromne now by countless gulfs of space and tine.

However; in addition to this insistent and poignant urge of mine to search the

Earth for some revenant of nman's lost glory, | nowfelt a desire to test the
cl ock's vehicul ar speed. Fortunately | was w se before the fact in this latter
trial. | took the clock up, way up out of harm s way, until in ny nental

scanner the now thin atnospheric envel ope

was plainly visible against the curve of the Earth. | nust have risen to a

hei ght of some fifteen to twenty mles, and right across the indigo sky
nmeteorites large and small were burning thenmselves out in fiery descents. Up
there | set course to the left of the | eper-noon and tentatively opened up ny
mental throttle. The Earth smoothly comrenced rotating beneath me. As ny speed
pi cked up, in a sudden surge of exhilaration, | fed fuel to the notor of ny
machi ne - and much nore than | intended!

| mredi ately the scanners blurred; the screen in ny mnd becanme indistinct and
seened to trenble with a rushing darkness shot with lines of fire. In that
same instant, in sonething akin to panic and believing sone' thing to be
terribly wong, | canceled all of the clock's forward notion

Again there cane the nmental shock of instant and conpl ete decel eration, but in
no way as devastating as that traumatic tenporal shock | had known. Al npst

i medi ately nmy psychic scanner cleared to afford me an unobstructed vi ew of

t he cl ock's surroundi ngs.

W hung stationary, ny vehicle and I, and nmy nonentary terror was now
conpletely forgotten in the breathless contenplation of what | had w ought
with that one petty burst of overexuberance. | knew then that ny scanners had
been working all along, that things had only seened to blur because of the
fantastic speed | had achieved! Al mathematical inpossibilities to the

contrary, the clock had defied Einstein hinself! | had travel ed, for sonething
| ess than one second, at a speed whi ch nust have been in excess of that of
light!

And this tinme ny machi ne had foll owed no parabolic trajectory around the curve
of the Earth. Wy should it when | had not demanded as nuch of it? |Indeed, ny
| ast mental i nstructions had directed t he cl ock, al bei t

obliquely, at a spot ahead of me and to the left of the sickle nmoon.

And | had reached just such a spot!

To ny right, half in black shadow, half in dull yellow and pinkish gray light,
the noon's great pitted orb | ooned huge, and away behind ne Earth's grim gray
disk floated Iike a tarnished coin in mdnight vaults.

| knew then that | had a machine in which | mght very easily fly out beyond
the farthest stars and, despite all the unknown and uni magi nable terrors of
such a voyage, or perhaps because of them | admit that | was sorely tenpted.
But there was sonething | had to know first, about which I nust be absolutely
sure before | could contenplate any other adventures in this amazing craft of
m ne, and that was the question of man and his continuation or extinction. To
nmy know edge, there was only one place where the answer night be found; and



so, nore carefully this time, | set ny return course for the gray disk of

Eart h.

How | ong | spent orbiting the Earth at a height of some fifteen mles and on a
course designed to all ow an eventual observation of the conplete surface
cannot say. | know that | was conpleting each revolution in sonething |ess
than two hours, and that therefore ny relative speed nust be in the regi on of
fifteen thousand niles per hour, but | kept no count of my revolutions for ny
concentration was equal ly divided between control of the clock and observation
of the transient terrain below. | know that toward the end of nmy search, when
| believed that at |east | had found what | was |ooking for, | was very tired
and hungry and | had lost all sense of direction and orientation

Below ne it was | ate evening, and the very last rays of the di msun, sinking
over the curve of the Earth, struck

silvery sparks from sone nile-high object towering way down by the shore of an
sons- dead sea

| slowed my craft and swooped | ower, hovering at a safe distance until the sun
had set proper, before determining to bring the clock down for the night at a
spot some five or six mles to the west of that gigantic artifact whose nerest
outlines I had glinpsed fromon high. As | settled ny craft down to a | anding

lighter than the touch of the npst weightless feather, | searched the land to
the east for lights. Surely, if the edifice | had seen was a buil ding of
sorts, the place would be illum nated at night? But there again, what if it

was sinply a deserted, unused entrance way, a vast construction guarding a
door to those inner worlds | had envisioned deep within the dead crust and
that much closer to the still-warmcore of the planet? In any event, other
than the transient flaring of frequent neteorites, there were no lights, and
so | settled down to sleep in the warminterior of the clock, determ ning that
inthe norning | would fly to the strange structure and perhaps satisfy that
craving of mine for know edge of man's ultimate station

And here | find that | nust attenpt sonething of a description of the clock's
interior.

The clock is, well, its interior is - how mght one describe it? - greater
than its external dinensions mght suggest. By that | nean that it reverses
all the denonstrable | aws of geometry. Its internal 'angles', like those with

whi ch the ancient Cthul hu spawn were familiar and which were used in the
construction of their nightmare sepul ch-ers, were non-Euclidean. It was ny
first thought that to achieve this conpact enclosure of a large area within a
smal | er space, hyperspace principles nmust be involved. Such concepts make
difficult and highly conjectural theories as Mbius-strip mathematics seem as
easy as the ABC by conparison. In this, though there was no way |

could have known it at the tinme, | was actually understating the clock's
fantastic properties. Waile | nyself can now visualize and understand its
basic principles, still it is literally inpossible for me to describe themin
anyt hi ng ot her than the nmost conmmonpl ace ternms or by use of the feeblest
anal ogi es.

What | said before, about the clock being a matter-transmtter as well as a
space-time ship, has some bearing upon it. And yet perhaps such a statenent
gives an equally incorrect inpression. Let nme say instead that the clock is
linked with all points in space-tine. If the universe consisted of a two-inch
cube conposed of eight one-inch cubes - the three nundane di nensions, plus
time and four others - then the clock would always lie at the exact center of
the two-inch cube, where the innernmpost points or corners of the eight

hypot heti cal di nensions of tine and space neet. A nental push will send the
clock itself traveling along a line parallel to any four of these dinensions
at the sane time. OF course ny illustration ignores the fact that there are an

i nfinite nunmber of space-tine dinensions, just as there are an infinite nunber
of stars in space, but the sane principles apply.
So within the clock, where all these interdinensional |ines of force are



gat hered together and concentrated, there an untrained or inexpert adventurer
may 'take a step' or 'fall' in any of an infinite nunber of 'directions',
while the shell of the vessel itself remains static at its focal point of

exi stence. Psychically then, the clock is everywhere and every when, but it
can only be somewhere physically when directed by a second psyche, that of its
user.

| fear |1've lost you, de Marigny, but don't let it worry you. |'ve chewed the
thing over countless tinmes and | still occasionally | ose nyself!

And still | haven't described the clock's interior, have

|? Well, picture the thickest London fog you've ever seen, a solid wall of

swirling gray through which you can't see a hand in front of your face. Now

t hen, take away the danpness that invariably acconpanies such a fog, and
simlarly renmove all the physical phenonena you usually associate with it.
Finally, let the pavenent beneath your feet gradually | ose substance until it
too is gone, but without incurring any sensations of inbalance or falling, and
t here you have it.

The clock retains a tenperature as nearly that of the human body as nakes no
di fference, and provided one can plug in to its psychic receptors, then one
can be perfectly confortable. You could pack an arny into that clock, de
Marigny, and you could rmake all of themconfortable! When I'mtired | imagine
a couch, and | lie onit. Picture that, me asleep on a couch, in a
hyperspatial dinension, at a junction of unimagi nable forces, and all within
the confines of sonmething that |ooks just |ike a grandfather clock, albeit one
which has very little to do with any chronol ogi cal system devi sed by man!

But to get on with ny story.

| was up at dawn, if that gradual |ightening of the sky, in which the stars
never quite managed to extingui sh thensel ves above the nonstrous desert of
Earth, could ever be called a dawn. The wani ng orange sun was rising in the
dark blue of the eastern sky. And yet, despite the fact that the sun was
dying, still its rising was ny undoing, for of course the enigmatic structure
| so desired to investigate lay in just that direction, to the east. Pitifully
di m t hough the sun was by the standards of this twentieth century, still it
was bright enough to throw the face of that towering edifice into shadow
Because of this |I found nyself approaching the thing blind, as it were, and
did so to within a distance of some three and a half niles. The base of the
skyscraper (so | had cone to think of it,

t hough its actual purpose was as nmuch a nystery as ever) lay in sonething of a
declivity, but for all that the thing nmust still have stretched a good
three-quarters of a nile into the thin air, while its colum was easily a
third of that distance in dianeter.

At this point sonething about the shape of the thing caused me to halt the
clock's slow forward notion. It alnost seened as if | stood at the feet of a
giant, and | had not yet made up nmy mind that this giant was friendly! Nor was
this idea too far fetched, for indeed the shape of the thing, seen in

sil houette, was sonehow st at uesque.

| decided to circle about it and thus observe it froma position where the dim
sun woul d not be shining directly into nmy eyes, but no sooner had | taken this
deci sion than yet another factor arose to deny ne a clear, unobstructed view
of the thing. The sun, clinbing steadily now into the sky, was warni ng however
renotely the tenuous air of the valley in which ny giant stood. A fine m st
was rising, clinging to and clinbing the steep and strangely suggestive
outlines of the structure, so that by the time | reached that point to the
north fromwhich | had hoped to viewit, the conbination of ground haze and
rising, withing vaporization had obscured all but its pointed summt. That
summ t, however, | could now see quite clearly: a great curve of a silvery
hul | and sharp prow tilted at the sky, sleek fins gleamng in the weak
sunlight. A spaceship, held aloft in a giant's hand, synbol of man's

domi nation of the stars and of his exodus fromthis dying Earth!



My heart gave a wild leap. This was nmore than | had dared hope for, better by
far than the thought of the [ast nenmbers of the human race burrowing in the
dry earth like so many m serable worns. Inpatiently | waited while the sun
conpleted its work and the feeble haze began to drift lazily down fromthe
gargantuan it so thinly veiled. And soon those disturbing proportions | had
not ed before

began to energe, but this time clearly and unnistakably to nmy shocked eyes!

My nouth went dry, ny nmind utterly blank in an instant. | could only stare
and stare . . . while ny jaw dropped | ower and | ower and ny hopes for
manki nd plumreted i nto unfat homabl e abysses. For perhaps a full half hour
stood there beside the clock, until, gripped by an enotion |ike none | had

ever known before, | stunbled once nore in through the panel of that

purpl e-gl owi ng gateway to forgotten times and places and carel essly hurled
nmysel f back, back into time, perhaps to a tinme when man |ived and | oved,

fought and died and gloried on the green hills and in fertile valleys of

Eart h.

For the i mrense netal statue holding aloft that silvery synbol of galactic
exodus was rmade neither by nor yet in the image of man. Vastly intelligent
were its builders, yes, and plainly proud of their ancient heritage, a
heritage which predated nere nan and now patently antedated him. . . It was a
beet | e!

The Cretaceous

(From de Marigny's recordings)

Fortunately, de Marigny, prehistory and the flora and fauna of bygone ages
were favorite subjects of mne in nmy younger days. | kept a tray of fossils at
Bi owne House for years, stony fragments |I nyself collected as a boy: anmonites
and belemites, a tiny bony fish from Eocene Leicestershire, a beautifully
preserved 280, 000, 000-year-old trilobite from Perm an Yorkshire, even
Archaeopterix wing-fragments fromthe cycadeoid forests of the Jurassic.

Travel ing back through tine in a blind panic-flight fromthe thought of those
nanel ess beetle intelligences which at the last inherited the dying Earth and
left a nonument to indicate their galactic destiny, | had no idea that ny nore
t han average know edge of the prehistoric world would be so soon put to
practical use.

My plan - not really a plan as such, nore an instinctive urge to get back to
the eras of man - was sinply to find a recogni zabl e period of history. | would
work ny way back fromthere - perhaps | had better say work 'forward - to ny
starting point, or even to a point a week or so after ny departure in the

ti me-machine. It all depended, of course, on if | was able to get the clock's
nmechani cs down to such niceties! And while | talk about ny panic-flight, stil

I was not in such a desperate hurry as to forget what happened toward the end
of my first trip in time, when | al nost overshot tinme itself. | was not about
to make a second nistake of that nature, perhaps ending up in a mass of

super heated plasma just recently hurled out fromthe sun

Thus it was that after sone tine, rousing nmyself froma

state of norbid noodiness, | attenpted to use the scanners. Now use of the
scanners in normal circunmstances -by that | nean during journeys in

t hr ee- di mensi onal space - had proved to be conparatively easy, but traveling
intine was a far different kettle of fish, and particularly traveling
backward in time. Picture, if you can, a gigantic panoramic filmrun in
reverse at many thousands of times its normal running speed and perhaps you'l
under st and

what | nean.

| had taken my craft up out of Earth's atnosphere. The sun and noon were no

| onger distingui shable as such but had becone continuous |ines of |ight
weaving in fantastic patterns through space, simlarly the whirling
constellations. | could discern nothing of the Earth beneath ne but a constant



flurry of fantastically transient cloud patterns and a tidal blurring of the
coastal regions between oceans and | and masses. | slowed down and brought the
clock lower into the atnosphere.

The sky inmediately turned black, only to be lighted up a second |ater by an
i mpossibly hurtling full nmoon, mercifully bright and yellow as | had al ways
known it, as opposed to that pitted, |eprous horror at the end of tinme. And
then came an incredible blaze of sunlight as the familiar flamng orb of So
shot up fromthe western horizon to race east across the sky. In another
second it grew dark again, and then once nore the noon rocketed

into view.

Here was an interesting point. Because | was not seeing all this with ny eyes
but psychically, there was no retinal imge left to distort nmy view of Earth
during the fleeting periods of darkness. It was because | saw sonet hing during

this sequence of dark periods that | slowed down even further. | glinpsed a
row of red and yellow lights blazing in a line that frommy hei ght seened
certain to be artificial, |ike sonme vast systemof street lighting. | was

wrong, and but for the clock's near invulnerability the end of ny adventures
in space and tinme would have conme right there and then

The Earth of course was stationary below. | nean that the clock was naking its
own conpensations for planetary nmotion; it was rotating through space with the
Earth, directly over that spot | had fled fromin the now far distant future.
So | plunged | ower still through the dense stuff of what | took to be clouds.
Too late | realized that this was not cloud but tephra, and that directly
bel ow me the throat of a nonster vol cano was bel ching | ava-bonbs, snoke and
fire at me in a spectacular eruption. The row of |lights was sinply a great
volcanic rift in the earth, fromwhich at fairly regularly spaced points in
its length the cones of active vol canoes thrust threateningly upward.

Li ghtning fl ashed ceaselessly in the roiling tephra clouds, striking the

ti me-clock again and again before | had recovered nmy wits sufficiently to nove
my machine laterally out of the way.

But about that vol cano, de Marigny, and particularly about the lightning -

just try to picture it! OF course | was still traveling backward in tinme, and
so the | ava-bonbs were all hurtling up toward the clock from an area outside
the actual radius of the volcano, to fall into its heaving, bubbling throat.

And the |lightning was not striking at nme fromthe tephra clouds but seened to
be striking fromthe clock to the clouds! In any event | was unharnmed, and the
cl ock was barely scratched

Once clear of the volcanic range | slowed ny tenporal speed nore yet until the
nmoon hung still and bright, if redly tinged, in a sky so dark that the stars
seened nmerely to flicker dimy above, and then only with difficulty. | brought
the clock down to a landing there when | judged that dawn was not far away,

but | stayed in the clock until the sun was fully up. My reason for doing this
was very

sinmple: using the clock's scanners | could see ny i medi ate surroundi ngs even
in the dark, but once | left that strange vessel | would have to rely solely
on my own five senses. So | waited for the sun to cone up before opening the
panel and stepping out into a weird, fascinating and deadly world.

And it was then, striking through all ny wonder and delight - the origin of
which I will explainin a mnute -that | first realized just how hungry | was.
Oh, | was tired, too, terribly tired, but it was purely a fatigue of mnd now.
The cl ock had taken nuch out of me, sapping enotions as hard work saps

physi cal strength. Even so, despite this enotional weariness, | was astounded,
amazed, yes, and delighted. Do you see, Henri? Now | knew where | was. Perhaps
| should really say | knew when I was, for | was back, way back, deep in the
prehistoric world of the Cretaceous!

The Cretaceous was the | ast period of the Mesozoic, one hundred mllion years
ago! It was also the Age of Reptiles, when the dinosaurs were |ords. \Wen

gi ant Archelon turtles and nosasaurs swamin soupy oceans that were not nearly



as salty as they are now, and scythe-w nged Pteranodon called hideously to his
mat e as he wi nged on creaking | eather through rich warm skies beneath
bill owi ng, soaring clouds.

It was an age of primal things - colors, odors, sights, sounds and sensations
- so that even the wind felt different against ny skin. It was Earth in the
glory of youth, with all of creation insane in a frenzy of experinmental trial
and error, building new life-forms and changi ng them destroying and then
bui | di ng anew. And the thought of man had not even crossed Nature's mind
woul d not for another ninety mllion years!

Men? Why, Nature did not build things as puny as nen in those days! They were
t he days of python-necked

Brachi osaurus; of tank-1ike Triceratops, beside whom a rhinoceros would seem
the nerest toy; of Tyrannosaurus, who bell owed and strode the | and on powerful
pi ston |l egs, king of all the dinosaurs, ruling his cycadeoid domain with a
tyrant's lusts and rages. Even the nollusks were nonsters in those days, like
titan-val ved | noceranus, which dwarfed even the greatest of today's Tridacna.
Oysters, too, proliferated in those youthful seas, producing pearls as big as
a man's fist, pearls that the ages have since reduced again to cal ci um dust.
It was on the shore of just such a Cretaceous coral sea that | now found
nysel f.

I knew it was the Cretaceous, | recognized it as surely as | would King's
Cross or the tones of Big Ben, wi thout stepping nore than a dozen paces from
t he open panel of the clock. It had chiefly to do with that fossil collection
of mine that |I've nentioned. Favorites anmpong those fossils were certain
amonites fromthis period, hard, lusterless things, drab as gray pebbles on a
beach; but there in that coral pool upon whose edge | stood played nyriads of
these very creatures, alive and glowing in a norning sun that already drew

m st up fromthe danp sands. Weirdly coiled, octopoid Helioceras, unicorn-horn
Baculites and intelligent-eyed Placenticeras, all were there, groping with
tiny tentacular arnms, darting on squid jets, swiming in crystal waters that
teenmed with uncountable struggling life-forms. And lifting nmy eyes to the
crashi ng ocean beyond | caught a glinpse of spray-weathed Tyl osaurus as the
head and back of that primal sea serpent broke the frothing waters. |In distant
ski es enornous, fantastic shapes flitted: Pteranodons, flying reptiles,
darting to snatch bony fishes fromwhite-tipped wave crests.

Oh, yes, without the | east shadow of a doubt, | recognized this age, the
Cretaceous. And | knew, too, that ny

physi cal hunger, the enptiness in ny belly, should not go |ung unabat ed.

Cl ose by, within a hundred yards | andward of the beach, a | ow vol canic vent
was steaming, its lava lip glowing red: there was nmy cooking fire. And here at
nmy feet great crabs and | obsters, creatures hal fway between trilobites and
crayfish, noved on segnmented legs in jeweled waters. Palmlike trees with

| arge, strange nuts grew further along the shore, cycads and fl owering trees,
too, doubtless bearing fruit. Even as | gazed a snmall furry mammal sprang down
fromone of the nearer palnms, scanpered to the next and up into its green
shade. Onh, there was food enough here, nore than enough. Wy, if a man had a
rocket -1 auncher, doubtless back beyond that |ow range of vol cani c nount ai ns,

in the cycad forests, he could bring down ten tons of meat with one shot - if
he had the nerve!l | would be satisfied with a Iobster, and fruit for dessert
and perhaps the mlk of a coconut to wash it all down. | mght even find

nmyself a spring, with water that never had to recycle itself to renove

det ergents or DDT.

Now then, was the tide in or out? | scanned the beach for a tidemark and found
it, many yards down fromwhere | stood. To the rear of the clock the sand was
yel  ow, unwashed. Nonethel ess the pool at ny feet with its nmany deni zens
showed quite clearly that the sea had recently reached this spot. Perhaps the
tides were irregul ar, perhaps they had not quite settled yet to the pull of
the nmoon. | had best nove the clock back, higher up the beach to where the



first palns and cycads fringed the feet of the volcanic hills. The vol canoes

t hensel ves did not worry ne greatly; a few | ava-bonbs | ay scattered about but
the majority of themwere old. That line of livid cones 1 had passed over | ast
night - the night to cone? - lay some miles west, behind this | ower range.

I found a spiked branch of coral and speared nyself a large wiggling

| obster-thing, killing it imrediately with a rock that severed its head from
its body. Then |I carried ny breakfast back to the clock. | noved inshore to
the fringe of palns, and sure enough the ground held a scattering of great
nuts. As | hefted one, there cane a liquid swishing fromw thin its gl obe.
Fruits there were, too, and | tentatively tasted one that |ooked |ike a snall
pear. Its juice was sweet, tangy and pleasing but |like nothing | ever tasted
before. This was a primal taste, fromwhich |lesser tastes mght later distil
t hensel ves. Indeed it was heady, that taste, so that later | sang as | roasted
nmy | obster in its shell on a coral spit over the fiery breath of a vol canic
bl owhol e.

Feasted as royally as any lord, feeling a contentedness of soul experienced

all too rarely in alifetine, | anbled back in the warm sunshine toward the
clock where it stood shaded beneath swayi ng, coarse-grained palns. In an
instant, as | passed where | had not wal ked before, | was brought back down to

earth with a jolt. There, in the dark yellow sh soil at the edge of the palm
clump, was a footprint - no, a clawprint! Huge, it was, that deeply inbedded
i npression of a hind foot whose owner, | knew, towered twenty feet high and
wei ghed as many tons. Three claws fore and one | ess prom nent behind, the
greatest carnivore the world has ever known had made his mark: Tyrannosaurus
rex, king tyrant of the giant reptiles!

| have never been a coward, but at sight of that nonstrous indentation the
hair on ny neck prickled in alnmost preternatural dread. Since the end of the
Mesozoi c the world has never seen such rampant, unbridled, sheer animal
ferocity in any living creature - no, not even in man hinmself - as in
Tyrannosaurus rex. This print was a powerful renminder that | trod ground ot her
than famliar,

other than the safest, where man never trod before. | knew that the |onger
stayed the nore certain would be ny eventual neeting with the creature who
made this mark or others Iike him | decided on the instant that as soon as |
had rested I would be on ny way. | would nove forward, forward in tinme to the
age of man, |eaping the aeons in ny tinme-clock and only pausing to check ny
progress and eat.

First, though, | would rest, and then | would collect a store of the great
nuts and roast nyself another |obster, perhaps two, to take with me. The | ast
was inperative. Though | could foresee little difficulty in what | intended to
do, who could say for certain that a future opportunity to replenish would
present itself? OF course, the need m ght never arise, but . . . And before
went, why of course | nust scour this shore for seashells, for half a dozen of
each variety that | could find; and | had to pass over the mountains in ny
clock to see the prineval forests and their denizens, to fly above the
lizard-lands in safety and watch the great beasts at play - and at war!

And yet when | awakened, though I had intended nmy sleep to last only unti

m dafternoon, it was already |ate evening and far too dusky to think about

gat hering seashells, not on that shore, at any rate. There were too many

things to worry about in the Cretaceous night. | had earlier set a pair of
nuts down beside the clock; now, sitting in the [ ate evening beneath the pal nms
and gazing out over the nmoonlit sea, | pierced one of the nuts with a cora

spi ke and drank its refreshing mlk. In the norning | would drink fromthe
other, then crack themboth for their flesh

The night was warm The noon, while it was as bright as | had ever known it,
seened snoot her sonmehow, facel ess. The stars, though many of their
constel | ati ons appeared anply famliar, were dim due to vol canic ash



high in the atnmosphere. OF course, for explaining the unscarred surface of the
nmoon, that |unar orb was too young yet to have gathered nmany craters. |ndeed
its haze m ght even suggest that it had a faint atnosphere of sorts, not yet

drifted off into space ... A fascinating place, this Cretaceous.
As it grew darker still | opened the panel in the front of the clock, allow ng
its eerie dappling to illum nate nmy seat on a |l arge stone. G eat noths,

attracted by the light just as they are today, came to visit nme, soon beconing
a nuisance as they fluttered in the purple pulsing light. Then they becane
nore than a nui sance.

| have never been a noth fancier, indeed nost insects are offensive to ne one
way or the other, but in the Cretaceous sone of these nocturnal |epidoptera
had wi ng-spreads of eight inches and nore. When | put my hand up to keep one
of these fromfluttering in ny face its fur-edged wi ngs stung nme! Likely the
creature lived on the poisonous pollens of strange night-blooning flowers.
Enough of that! | retreated into the clock and continued to observe the weird
night fromthe safety of its interior

To ny back, several peaks jutting up fromthe line of hills glowed with

vol canic fires. Far along the shore down at the edge of the sea, sone shadowy
beast splashed and snorted. The sea itself was quiet, the wind of day having

dropped to a gentle breeze. Though | rarely snmoke, | woul d have vastly
appreci ated a good cigar right then, and of course | should dearly have | oved
a glass of good brandy. | had neither, but | did have one of those

intoxicating fruits. Nibbling on this | eventually drifted off into a shall ow,
troubl ed sl eep.

No, that may give the wrong i npression. My sleep was not troubled by

ni ght mares or those nanel ess fears that waken you in the night drenched with
sweat and frightened but unable to recall the threat. In fact nmy dream was

quite vivid and ineffably beautiful, | could say haunting. |Indeed, it haunted
me for a long tinme after. No, it was only disturbing in that | sensed, even
dream ng, that this was much nore than a dream... a vision! There were

elements in it hinting of an al nbst tel epathic comunication, albeit an

unwi tting one.

| dreanmed | was in a trenendous hall or room of fantastic angles and
proportions. A curving, high-arched ceiling towered over nme |ike the donme of
some hol | ow nount ai n. Everything, the gargantuan-paved fl oor, the distant
wal I s and cl ouded ceiling, the pillars whose ornate colums supported high

bal conies lost in rose petal clouds of mist, everything was of crystal. MIky
crystal, nother-of-pearl crystal, pink and bl ood hues of crystal gl owed
everywhere, like the interior of a splendid conch of the seas of space,
letting the light of alien suns shine through its translucent nacre.

Sonme vague titanic Em nence of simlar hues stirred upon a vast seat or throne
in a distant curtained alcove. | held my breath, know ng that this was what

di sturbed ne so, this being whose nmisty form behind | um nous pearl -dust drapes
flashed fire fromjewel -adorned nmenbers. 1 did not wish to see the being nore
clearly; | was glad that it sat far off, that its formwas hidden by the
crystal sheen enmitted by the walls, roof and pillars of this, its pal ace.

knew, you understand, that this place | was in belonged to the Eni nence upon
the throne, that being whose presence filled me with a subconsci ous, psychic
unease.

Then ny attention focused on a figure in the center of the gigantic room
There a scarlet divan, |ow but of great surface area, |like an enornous pill ow,
supported a figure at once human and i nhuman. It was a wonan, with her back to
me, and | was glad that this was so for no face could ever hope to match the
perfection of that body. | have known wonen in ny youth. | renenber beautiful

worren, but never has any wonan | ever knew | ooked like this.

She was clothed in a cape of faintly golden bubbles, with a high collar laid
back by the wei ght of hair cascading over it. That hair, it was . . . can
green describe it? Highlighted by emerald nmists and aquamarine coils, it



massed in ringlets down her mlk-of-pearl back to a waist delicate as the stem
of a crystal wi neglass. The cape concealed little. O bubbles itself, it
nerely softened the outlines as bubbles do. She knelt, her |egs drawn up
beneat h her and clothed in w de-bottoned trousers of the sane spun-gold

bubbl es. Thi gh and hi p, wai st and back, arns and sl ender neck and rich

gl ossy, enerald-flashing hair, all were encased but not encl osed, not
conceal ed, by precious foam of-gold. No man could | ook upon this vision and
not gasp. Fires | had believed forgotten since nmy youth raced in nolten
streans through ny body, driven by a furnace heat. And yet, even in ny
longing, | was sad. No worman's face however |ovely could match the beauty of
this woman's body. No, Nature herself could never conceive of such a face. But
| had to know.

| moved forward, approaching until a perfume distilled of no rare orchids but
the flowers of her own m | k-of-pearl skin drifted to me. She was so cl ose now
that | could touch her. My fingers burned, tingled, ached to stroke that hair,
turn that head to nme; ny eyes desired so to gaze upon that face, even though I
knew | nust be disappointed. | nmoved around her, passing over the huge cushion
wi thout feeling it, as one noves in a dream Now | could see . . . her facel

| dared not cry out for fear she would hear me and flee, the thought of which
| could not bear. | could no nore bear that thought than | could bear the
sight of her face, a sight nmortal man was surely never intended to see. And
yet | was seeing it: the pale pearl brow from which an

eneral d ocean sent |ustrous waves and wavel ets cascadi ng down the spun-gold
strand of her cape; the huge eyes of deepest beryl, in which a man m ght
drown, open wi de and staring; the nouth, quite beyond ny nmeager powers of
description, with its perfect cupid' s-bow of pearl-dusted rose, turned down
now over teeth whiter than purest snow that bit the flesh of the bottomlip in
di stress. The whol e |lucent face was a slender oval, with arching enerald
eyebrows al nost |ong enough to nelt into the verdure of tenples, elfin ears
like the petals of rare bloonms, a nose so delicate as to go al nbost unnoti ced.
She radiated a distillation of Essence of Wman, human but quite alien. A
worman - but a goddess, too!

Her eyebrows were drawn now in a frown, and still she bit her lip. The
infinite depths of her eyes were worried. Her expression hurt me with concern
for her, that she should ever feel the need to worry. She studied a great
crystal set in the center of her huge cushion, a sphere of shining brilliance
to which 1 eventually nanaged to drag ny eyes fromher face. | stared for a
nmonent, and the crystal cleared to show a scene at first unrecogni zed. There
were star-spaces streaked with a conet's blaze, but then that shooting star

| oomed close and | saw that it was no conet but. . . ny clock!

Faster and faster the vessel fled down the void, speeding on an inmacul ately
strai ght course down to a bl ackness that loonmed in the crystal, a blackness in
which no tiniest gleamof |ight showed. The stars were gone now, |eaving
not hi ng but an enpty void ahead and an irresistible force that pulled the
great clock faster yet toward sone unknown doom

"Kthanid!" the woman on the vast cushion cried, half glancing over her

shoul der to where the hi dden Em nence sat upon its al cove throne. 'Kthanid, |
must go to him at

once or he is lost, ny beloved, who you prom sed nme so | ong ago!’

She had spoken to the Eminence in a voice as wondrous as her face and form
and drawi ng breath to do so her perfect breasts had lifted, heaving in

angui shed agitation. Again | glanced at the crystal sphere. Faster stil
rocketed the clock, its shape beginning to distort, twist and flow. It was ny
cl ock, ny vessel, and therefore the obvious concern of this goddess nust be
for nme, but how? Wy . . .?

In ny dream- | will call it that, though | know now it was no such thing -
the Emi nence stirred behind its pearl-dust curtains, jeweled menbers withing
and tiny crystal bells chining as drapes briefly billowed. It answered her



but with no voice of sound. In ny head | heard the Em nence speak, and by her
actions knew that she also heard.

"Child - Tiania - you nmust know this: if this man dies now - and if you are
wi th hi mwhen he dies - then you may yourself be hurt even unto death.'

"Wse one, if he dies | will die also, of a broken heart! That | know, for
love him It is why | must be with him why | nust try to help him

"He is nost human, this man; the blood of his own kind is stronger than ours
in him H's mind may not be able to guide his vessel away fromthe Bl ack Hol e.
You may only join himin spirit - true - but such is the pull of the Bl ack
Hol e that even your spirit may find itself fast. If you cannot help him- if
you fail - then you go down to the Black Hole with him'

"I know it, yet I nust go to him now, before it is too late!’

"And you desire ny hel p?' 'Oh, yes, Kthanid, yes!' 7 cannot deny you,

therefore | will help you. It has long
been ny thought that he may be - great - this man. | sense his presence even
now. | suspect that you are his nagnet even as he is yours. |If indeed he has

the germ of greatness within him then it would be a matter of great negl ect
not to help you. So ride the thought-w nds, child - and hold fast to this
Great Thought 1 send you, to help you on your way!'

Instantly the lights in her eyes went out, her lashes furled down like the
silken sails of faerie ships. She sighed once, deeply, then gently curled
hersel f about the crystal sphere, its orb cloudy now and enpty of visions.
And abruptly the scene contracted, shrank, as if a giant's hand had snat ched
me up fromit. The beautiful creature curled upon the great cushion nelted to
atiny halo of life about a gl owi ng seed-pearl; the al cove of the Em nence
dwi ndl ed and its m sty drapes becane as the tiny, dew spangled webs of dwarf
spiders; | passed into the vaulted ceiling of rose crystal and ny dream
col l apsed in the wake of returning consciousness.

| awakened in the clock with a cry of pain, pain that | was separated fromthe
woman of the dream

Dreanf? Had it been a dreanf

Mar ooned in Prehistory

(From de Marigny's recordings)

Hours | ater, after | had breakfasted and flown the clock down to the wet sand
where the sea now sullenly retreated, while | absentm ndedly gathered
gemtinted shells unknown to man except as drab and col orl ess rocks, | stil
pondered the dream or vision, whichever it had been. So engrossed was | with
it that | passed off the first trenbling of the earth beneath nmy feet as
normal vol canic activity; such seisnmc shocks nmust be frequent in an area
literally riddled with vol canic vents.

Wth a thousand danp and glistening shells in the bow of a broken nut,
lifting nmy eyes fromthe contours of the conches to the line of smoking hills,
| felt that pulse of Earth and strangely it set off chords of nenory. The
voice of the girl, the woman, the goddess in ny dream had been . . . had been
the sane voice that cane to ne as | crashed headlong into the future in the
clock, as | hurtled toward the End! It had been that voice of warning | heard
even as | applied nental brakes against the closing of tinme! But who, where,
what was she? And she had said she loved ne ..

Now why should | connect a warning of disaster froma beautiful creature of
dreans with a vol canic runmbling deep in the ground? Was it sinply a hangover
frommnmy past experience of the burrowers beneath, the automatic suggestion of
danger in connection with any novenents of the earth? O was it sonething
deeper, of the subconscious? Perhaps | had better get back to ny clock
Wasting no nore time in pondering the enigma, | tucked ny shell collection up
under one arm and set off

briskly back toward the tine-clock. Even as | started out there canme again
t hat subterranean trenbling, acconpanied this tinme by a | ow and om nous



runbl i ng. Bl ack snoke coiled up now from several pinnacles and crests al ong
the Iine of low hills, and as |I |engthened ny pace to a clunmsy run across the
danp sand there canme a | oud explosion fromout at sea, and then an even | ouder
one, followed by a trenmendous blast that threw ne down on the sand while the
earth comrenced a viol ent shaki ng.

There foll owed such a hissing and crackling that | inmediately turned ny face
toward the sea, to the source of these threatening sounds. A fantastic

mani festati on drew nmy awed attention. Sonething was begi nning to happen out
there, sonething preceded by a flash of lightning froma sky already darkly
turbul ent and acconpanied by a mad swirl and rush of ocean, a sudden how i ng
of wind and a columm of snmoke and tephra that reached up into the sky with

ast oni shi ng speed. Then, through the snoke and abruptly hissing rain, | saw
the outline of a trenmendous bul k steaming up fromthe sea. A newborn i sl and,
crying out as it struggled fromits watery wonb!

Shuddering, jerking, a nassive pinnacle of gray-black rock and slag was
climbing fromthe boiling waters. And flanme, too, gouting up redly in a sudden
barrage of liquid rock fromthe emerging vol cano, blasting down in the form of
white lightning froma now bl ue-black sky. And water - a shock wave of

pani cked ocean!

The cl ock, ny one nmeans of returning fromthis place, fromthe Cretaceous back
to the ages of man, lay directly in the path of a fearful wall of water that
even now heaped itself up far out at sea to begin the awesonme plunge | andward.
Despite the lurching of the earth beneath nme as | struggled to ny feet,
despite the sucking of the wet, quaking sand, | tried to run. Perhaps | m ght
have nade

it back to my vessel in tine if yet another tremendous seisnic shock had not
chosen that exact nonent to throw ne down once nore in the sand and pebbl es.
And | was still there, some fifteen to twenty yards away from ny cof fi n-shaped
refuge, when the great wave crashed down on ne, crushing me to the beach unti

I thought | must drown, then sucking me up and hurling me headlong on its
rushing crest until finally I was throwm down again in a clunp of great pal ns.
There, as the first rush of water subsided, | nanaged to cling to the bole of
one of the primal trees and so save nyself.

There was no chance yet to spot ny vessel amid the crazed howing of the

el ements. Stunbling out fromunder the | ashing pal m branches toward hi gher
ground, it was all | could do to support nyself against the tearing wi nd. Ch,
of course ny concern for the clock was of the greatest - | was filled with a
terror of my vessel being | ost forever - but even so the instinct for

i medi at e personal survival was uppernost. d ancing back as | stunblingly
clinmbed the gradual slopes, | could see that a series of secondary shock waves
was al ready formng concentric circles about the island out at sea; it would
not be |long before they, too, rushed in to further flood the | ow and areas.

Well, time passed. Though those | esser shock waves did not reach as high as
the first, still they continued to formuntil well into the afternoon
Wat ching fromny vantage point in the foothills, |I saw t hem breaking al

through the day in gradually lessening fury along the great curve of the beach
in both directions. The ground runblings had eventual |y ceased, too, as had
the sporadic eruptions in the hills behind ne. The newborn island stood steady
now in the gray sea, sullenly snoldering

A sort of lava dam had been created out in the ocean, fornming a great basin in
whi ch those waters thrown

| andward by the initial emergence of the volcano were trapped. Also, it seened
that the shoreline nust have settled sonewhat, for while the arnms of this
newly formed bay did not conpletely shut off the stretch of water between the
new i sl and and the mainland, still that water did not seemto be receding to
its previous level. And if the ocean did not recede . .

My God, Henri, but that was a nonstrous thought! To be trapped here in the
Cretaceous, with ny time-clock |ost beneath the shall ow but viciously



deni zened waters of this volcanic bay, in a prehistoric world of great beasts
and primal plants. Wat chance would a nere man have in a world ruled by

di nosaurs, an age of constant struggle for survival? And there | was, stranded
in those Cretaceous foothills, with afternoon all too quickly growing into
mur ky eveni ng.

As ni ght drew near and the elenents less wild, the humof insects and raucous
cries of bat-lizards began to come in to me fromthe surroundi ng w | derness of
foggy heights and crags, particularly fromthe now heavily m sted beach. O
course!l Down there nust be a wonderful feast of stranded fishes, nollusks and
crustaceans for the pterano-dons; indeed 1 could see |arge nunbers of the
flying lizards flapping in fromover the ocean as the warm heavy haze of the
beach devel oped into a full blown fog.

Now, conpl enenting the clinging clouds of noisture-laden air that rolled up
fromthe sullenly washing ocean, there cane the odor of things too |ong out of
water, a far stronger snell than | had ever known in London's fish nmarkets.
Little wonder that the flying |izards had been attracted so soon to the scene
of the recent upheaval. 1 would not be able to go back down to the beach

toni ght, perhaps not even tonorrow. But what was this? Here | was sitting in
these foothills, surrounded by a rapidly thickening wall of fog while night
qui ckly set in, dreaning

like a madman of tomorrow My God! Woul d there be another tonorrow for ne?
Quickly I found nyself a tiny cave in a steep escarpnent of rock, |arge enough
to cramnyself into but |eaving no roomfor anything so superfluous as
confort. Then, marking the location of ny shelter, | left it again to search
out a great palmleaf fromwhich to strip a long, sharp, pliant splinter: a
weapon agai nst any unwel come attentions | might attract from night-wandering
beasts of prey. Still feeling far fromsafe, and while there was yet enough
light, | sought out fromthe vol canic shale of those foothills a flat slab of
sl ate about the size and thickness of a paving stone. A further twenty ninutes
of pushing and struggling saw me inhabiting ny unconfortable hole in the
rocks, weapon in hand and pointing out through a narrow crack between the edge
of my new slab door and the side of ny tiny cave. As darkness fell, m serable
though I was and - | freely admt it - desperately afraid, |I finally fell into
fitful slunbers

Twi ce during that dreadful night | awakened, once to the eerie creaking of

| eat hery wi ngs overhead - a sound that had ny nerves silently screanming for at
| east ten mnutes before it finally faded into the background hum of ni ght

i nsects - and the second tinme when sonething tugged at nmy sharp fang of pal m
splinter where it pro-jected slightly fromits aperture. A nervous,

i nvoluntary thrust of this weapon as | awoke sent whatever creature it had
been - possibly one of those tree-dwelling manmals | have previously
nmentioned, certainly nothing very large - scanpering off unseen with a shril
cry of fear and pain into the night msts.

By midnorning the fog had di spersed and the sun was bl azi ng down froma sky of
purest blue. The |l ast of the

gorged pteranodons, their sac-like bellies grotesquely distended, had fl apped
away al ong the beach or out to sea. Behind nme, higher up in the hills,
solitary smudges of snoke drifted |l azily above vol canic sources. It seened
conpletely inpossible that only a few short hours ago Nature had di spl ayed
such a disastrous fury of elemental creation, and yet now a great new stretch
of ocean lay fiat and calm |apping at the edge of those fringing pal mgroves
that, so recently had stood well back fromthe beach. | calculated that the
waters had crept at |east one hundred and fifty yards further inland fromthe
| evel at which | had | ast seen my cl ock

| made ny way slowy down to the beach, picking a path through an appalling
assortment of rotting, ravaged nmarine corpses of various sizes, fromtiny
transl ucent bony fishes to shark-like things up to eight or nine feet in
length, to the water's edge. The sea, as | have said, was flat and bl ue,



mrroring the sky. An occasional fish could be observed to | eap clear of the
warmwaters in a burst of desperate acceleration as it fled from greater
dwellers in those sparkling shallows. Even as | watched a particularly ugly,
square, serpent-like head viciously broke the surface only a few score yards
out fromwhere | stood

| shuddered despite the fact that the weather was so nearly tropical as to

drench the deteriorating rags of nmy clothes in perspiration. | had been

t hi nki ng of swi mming out there, of making a series of dives until | found ny
clock. It was out of the question - | might nmake twenty-five yards if | was

[ ucky! On the other hand, why couldn't | build a raft and sinply paddl e out
until | could actually see the clock in those crystal waters? That way | woul d
only have to risk one solitary dive. | refused even to consider the

possibility that nmy vessel might not work under water! But if | did build a
raft, would | find the time-clock in the place where | believed it to be? What
i f

yest erday' s upheaval and tremendous shock waves had nmoved it, perhaps even
burying it beneath the silt of this shall ow seabed?

Well, that last was a distinct possibility certainly, but it was no kind of

t hought to dwell on for any length of time. Araft would at |east enable ne to
find out one way or the other

| 1 ooked around with nmore purpose now. Follow ng yesterday's viol ence the sea,
despite whatever |ife-and-death turbul ence there m ght be beneath the surface,
had grown singularly calm All along its quiet edge giant pal mbranches were
strewn; it should not be too difficult to lash two or three of these together
A sudden rage cane over ne and | cursed the newborn vol cano, shaking ny fi st
at it where -

The creak of |eathery, menbranous wings drew ny instantly terrified eyes from
their angry contenpl ation of the smoldering infant cone standing out in the
sea's blue expanse to the skies directly above me. Wnging down in a narrow ng
spiral cane one of those hideous, hanmer-headed scavenger-lizards, a

pt eranodon, blotting out the sun with its shadow as it descended directly

toward me. Wthout a doubt, | was the thing's target; it uttered a hungry,
raucous cry and its eyes, red as the pits of hell, burned unblinkingly on ne
as it fell fromthe sky. |I felt the cooling fan of its great wings, with a

span all of twenty-five feet, and then | ran wildly, desperately along the
edge of the water.

Cl oser yet the wings of that pursuing horror beat at the air, until one of
them struck nme like a leather club as | zigzagged amid the rotting refuse of

t he recent upheaval, sending me sprawling with nmy head and shoul ders
penetrating the spear-like fronds of a fallen giant pal mbranch. Quickly I
scranbl ed into the shade of the branch, pressing ny body to the w der stem and
peering up through the

| esser | eaves at the sky-lizard as it settled in a violent stirring of rancid
seaweed and danp sand to lean its evil head inquiringly forward in avid
contenpl ati on of ny

ref uge.

As | pressed closer to the great pal mstemthe pterano-don saw the novenent of
nmy body through the unbrella of fronds directly above me. Quick as thought,
its murderous beak cane down to slaminto the thick branch, ripping away a
strip of coarse bark and m ssing ny head by inches. |I snelled the horror's
vil e exhal ati on of breath -perhaps | even tasted it, so thick was the
overpowering fetor of decay - but then, before that dreadful beak could
descend again, a shrill screech and fanning of air announced the arrival of
yet anot her sky-lizard. Now there were two of them wth but a single thought
in their

tiny m nds.

Then, crouching beneath that fallen pal mbranch while two of the prehistoric
past's nost terrible children battled for the right to devour me, | saw what



m ght just be a neans for survival. Sooner or |later one of these great flying
reptiles must win the fight outright or at least frighten the other off, and
then it would not be long before | fell to a vile, darting beak. But right now
| saw a refuge that might just be a little nore difficult to penetrate than
the conparatively flinmsy green foliage now protecting ne.

There, where tiny wavel ets washed coarse grasses only fifty feet or so away
fromny tenmporary shelter, a great coiled shell |ike sone vast amonite | ay,
but enpty now of whatever species of octopus had built it. The bell-1like nmouth
of this nmonster was like a small calciumcave, well over two feet in dianeter
Now, keeping one eye on the battling pteranodons while their horny lizard feet

hopped and stanped and their beaks darted in angry conflict, | scranbled out
fromunder the fallen branch. | took ny
chance to make a run for the coiled shell, and ... it noved!

| skidded to a trenbling halt as the great shell sw veled on the grasses at
the edge of the sea. A huge plated claw extended fromthe shadow of the bel
mouth to snap shut with a pistol-shot report only inches in front of ny chest.
One stal ked eye, then a second, edged out warily from behind the massive cl aw,
the two swayi ng and observing ne intently where | stood transfixed with
terror. A hernmit crab, by God, the biggest of its species | could ever have

i magi ned!

Now t he pink, hairy, paddle-like arachnid |legs curled out fromunder the

stal ked eyes and over the lower rimof the shell's mouth. They touched and
felt the ground beneath, spread thensel ves and braced against it, then with

hi deous speed the thing scuttled forward, bearing the vast shell with it!

In that noment | knew that | was done for. To this day 1 don't know exactly
what happened to prove me wong. The claw, | could have sworn it, was actually
closing on ny head and upper body when once again | was sent sprawling by a
blow froma flapping | eathery wing. One of the sky-lizards nmust have noticed
my flight from beneath the pal mbranch and had hopped after nme. Doubtless it
regarded the attack of the crab as a threat to its own proprietary rights.
There again, perhaps | flatter nyself. It could be of course sinply that the
pt eranodon preferred crab neat to ny own untried, conpletely conjectura
texture and taste. Whichever, the great crab saw the danger it was in,
snatched itself back and its wal ki ng appendages comrenced a rapid, jerky
retraction - but not rapid enough

The fetid beak darted over ny stretched-out formto pluck the soft-bodied crab
fromits shell in one lightning-like snatch. The withing victimscreaned

hi deousl vy,

harshly as, in the next instant, its juices squirted where the flashing beak
split its black-vei ned body-sac. | was drenched in nanel ess nuck as | gat hered
my wits sufficiently to scranbl e uncerenoni ously, and conpl etely uncaring of
the fate of its nost recent resident, feet-first into the safety of the great
shel l's bell nouth.

| slithered backward, and as | went | snatched up fromthe sand a | ong,
dagger-like Baculites shell, holding its sharp point outward. Further back yet
| forced my body, until the curve of the thick shell shut off ny view of the
outside world, until my hips would go no further down that snooth, vacant

throat. Then, trenbling in a fever of reaction and terror, | waited for
what ever was to cone

next .

The crab was still screaming, but weaker now. Its harsh, rasping enissions

soon turned to a quiet rattle and a | essening, sporadic clicking of claws.
Then there was only the splintering of shell and rending of flesh, and the
occasi onal indignant squawk or threatening, hissing cry. Coviously the two
sky-lizards were sharing the crab, however unwillingly. | hoped that their
tiny minds would forget all about me in the general festivities.

It nust have been all of an hour | ater when | heard the heavy fl opping of

wi ngs and fading, raucous cries that announced the departure of at |east one



of the pterano-dons, perhaps both of them | waited for half an hour | onger
hardly daring to breathe, before squirmng ny body forward until the curve of
the shell's mouth formed a crescent of light with the curving main body of the
shell itself. A crescent of daylight, with a distant pal mbending in a
fresheni ng breeze off the sea. | used ny el bow to edge nyself forward a few

i nches nore, and frozel

Sitting there waiting for nme, wi ngs folded back, its head cocked expectantly
on one side and its evil red eyes gazing unblinkingly, alnost hypnotically
into mne, was the

second pteranodon! Ch, no, it had not forgotten nme, this creature. Perhaps its
now departed coll eague had filled itself with the doubtless succul ent flesh of
the crab, but this one had obviously not been satisfied, would not be until I,
too, had been made a neal of

But not if |I had anything to say about it.

| slid backward again until | could only just see the sky-lizard, then
hurriedly further back as it experinmentally tried its head in the nouth of the
shell. No, | was safe for the nonment, it was unable to reach me. The great

wedge- shaped head and beak sinmply could not maneuver within the shell's nouth.
In fact as the pteranodon pushed harder, twisting its head as it sought to
close with me, that huge wedge of head and beak janmmed. In sonething of a
pani c the sky-lizard attenpted to withdraw, actually rocking the vast amonite
before its head canme free. For a nonment or two then there was silence, but in
the next instant ny head was ringing to the reverberations of a series of
savage blows on the exterior of the shell. Wthin those holl ow acoustica
confines the sound was deafening, a burst of machine-gun fire!

God al mi ghty! Could the shell hold out against such a battering? The whol e
coil seemed to be vibrating about ne. Surely it would shatter into a thousand
pi eces at any nmonent, exposing nme |like a bark-bug in a cracked cocoon to the
beak of a hungry woodpecker! But mercifully the sharp bl ows soon ceased.
Fol l owi ng a | ong period of silence, thinking that perhaps the creature had
given up at |ast and noved away, | eased nyself forward again. He was stil
there, peering at nme just as intently, his head cocked on one side as before.
As | stared back at that monster | couldn't help but think of a line from
Aepyornis Island by H G Wlls: "A great gawky, out-of-date bird! And nme a
human being, heir to the ages and all that.'

Ch, | know, the creature in Wlls's story was a true bird and mne was a
reptile; but ny plight was much the same as that of Wells's hero, infinitely
worse, in fact. He at | east had been located in his own time: Aepyornis Vastus
had been the odd- bird-out.

So the afternoon crept by. At intervals | would ease nyself forward to peer

out fromthe mouth of the great shell, invariably to find ny pteranodon

ant agoni st still laying siege on that exit with what seemed to ne the patience
of a prehistoric Job. Cccasionally, too, there would cone a burst of staccato
pecking at the outer wall of the shell, to which | soon grew accustoned. And
strangel y enough, apart frommy slight hunger and thirst, and not to mention
the horror awaiting ne outside, | found the coiled shell very much preferable

to that pebbly crevice of the previous night. It dawned on nme that | was
perfectly safe where | was. Follow ng fast on the heels of this realization ny
state of extrene nervous tension, the rigors of which, by then, had been
sapping me for over twenty-four hours, subsided into a rel axed weari ness that
soon gave way to sl eep.

Suddenly there cane an assault upon the shell that alnpst tipped me fromits
bell nouth before I was properly awake and braci ng nysel f against the sides of
the cavity. Wat had it been, this rude awakeni ng? My sl eep-dulled mnd could
not quite grasp it. There had been a runble as of distant thunder, then a vast
stirring of the ground that tilted the shell on its side, alnobst tipping ne
out. This had shaken ne roughly awake, and -

Agai n the ground rocked, jolting the shell wildly up and down, shaking ne



violently and threatening to cast nme | oose fromnmy position against the
curving walls. There cane a frightened squawki ng fromoutside in the

night and a lurid orange gl ow shone dimy even through the coils of ny
amoni te refuge. This could only mean vol canic activity, a second eruption
Above the low runblings of the earth there came then a frantic flapping of

| eathery wings and the sudden hisss of swirling waters. | could hear the

pt er anodon squawki ng and blustering as it rose high in the disturbed air, and
as | cramed fromthe mouth of the mamoth ammonite | saw the sky-lizard's
wildly fluttering shadow cast by the glare fromthe di stant nountai ns.

Qut at sea the volcano was on the nove again, sinking this time as secondary
cones broke the surface nmuch further out. A rush of cool water swirled about

my feet, lifting the huge shell and floating it away al ong the beach. Hastily,
with the water rising quickly to nmy knees, fearing a shock wave of water such
as had left ne in ny present predicanent, | backed up the beach to slightly

hi gher ground. The expected shock wave did not come, however; instead, the

di sturbed water quickly subsided.

Qut near the cone the whole surface of the sea sprayed up suddenly in foam ng
white crests, and | could see that the new vol cano was quite definitely

si nking. Way out beyond the reef it had formed, at a distance of what nust
have been five or six mles, many fires shot the darkness with lurid |ight,
hi ssing and roaring as they spouted flames fromthe sea. Plainly | had sl ept
all through the night, for already dawn was showi ng on the horizon. Even as |
wat ched, the edge of the sun crept up to illuminate a fantastic scene.

The sea was on fire! For mile upon mle the surface of the water was lit by
submari ne expl osions; geysers of superheated water shot into the air;
turbul ent waters tossed and rushed in an utter confusion of currents. Behind
me the hills seened to burn as rivers of |ava began

to course down them Away to my right these |ava streanms had al ready reached
the water, sending sheets of steam hissing and searing skyward. And then a
wonder ful thi ng happened.

The I ast of the waters washing about ny feet began a hurried retreat and, as
the sun rose higher and the volcanic activity out at sea grew nore furious,
that retreat becane an absolute rout of receding waters. Down went the reef in
a sundering of ocean, back to its watery origins, and the bl azing cone with
it. Atrenmendous cloud of steamrose up then that turned the sun into a pink
gl ow, washing the entire horizon in rose and blood tints.

The whol e beach jerked and tossed now, no | onger in violent spasns but rather
in short, spastic rhythnms that kept me adjusting nmy bal ance as | watched the
spectacle of the red, retreating waters. They were in full flood now, |eaving
t he beach bubbling and slimy and scattered with gasping fish and fl oppi ng
shapes behind them Wy, at this rate -

At this rate the tine-clock would soon be exposed! Somewhere out there in the
mud and pebbles ny tine-machine lay, just waiting for the retreating waters to
| eave it high and dry.

| started down the beach in the wake of the fleeing ocean, beginning to run
across the coarse wet sands as the sun rose up above the volcanic nmsts to
turn the entire Cretaceous scene pink and gold. The sand sucked at ny feet and
various stranded creatures snapped at ne in their death agonies as | sl oshed
past them To nmy left a huge shadow grew up fromthe m sty beach to flop
awkwardly in a shallow pool. | barely gave it a second gl ance, however, barely
recogni zed it as a vast tylosaurus, as a second shape, one with which | was
far nore fam liar, suddenly appeared in a swirl of black, receding water.

The tine-clock! There it was, half buried in wet sands, its narrow end
pointing at thirty degrees to the sky, its

face buried deep in muck. My vessel, ny gateway to the future, to the world of
nmen!
Through a pool of warmwater | splashed and struggled, dimy aware that



somet hi ng huge spl ashed after ne, but | was interested in one thing only: to
regain ny clock and find a way to dig it fromthe clinging nuck. Now I was

al nrost upon it, falling beside it as finally |I tripped and sprawied in the
trenbling, quaking sands. My hand touched the clock's peculiar wood-Iike
texture. | trenbled then in a cold sweat of frustration and fear. It would
take me hours to dig the thing out, assuming that I was to have the chance!
Far down the beach seaward a massive wall of water was gathering, piling
itself up for a titanic onslaught on the land. But | nust at |east try. Even
as | began scrabbling at the wet sand and pulling uselessly at the heavy bul k
of the clock a shadow fell upon me and a prinmal screamtore the salty, nisted
air.

| hurled myself flat and headl ong as a nonster flipper slapped down at the
spot where | had crouched, spraying ne with sliny pebbles and nmud and hal f
lifting the clock fromthe grip of the sand. The great jaws of the stranded
tyl osaurus struck at nme, mssed, fastened in terrible anger on ny half buried
vessel . Bal anced on its nassive foreflip-pers, the creature slamed its rear
quarters time and again down onto the sand to assist its jaws in their action
of tearing the tine-clock up fromits boggy bed. At |last the tine-nmachi ne cane
| oose, was tossed a dozen yards as easily as a man nmight fling a light chair,
l anding on its back, face up

As the ground began to rock nmore violently and the tylosaurus again turned to
snap at me, | scranbled after the clock, diving on it and groping for the

hi dden nmechani sms that woul d open its panel. The great sea beast

flopped after ne, its body thudding down on the wet sand with each convul sive
heave of gigantic flippers.

For sonme tine a roaring had been growing in nmy ears, and even as the frontal
panel of the clock swiung silently open | |ooked up to see an awesone wal | of
wat er bearing down on ne |ike sone nonstrous express train! That wave was al
of fifty feet high, white-crested, curling and roaring and hissing like al

t he denons of hell and quite as fearsone! | hurled nyself in a headl ong dive
into the clock's eerily illuminated interior, and as the panel clicked shut
behind nme felt ny vessel picked up like a toy and carried away on the crest of
the wave.

The tyl osaurus was gone at once in the mad torrent of water. An instant nore
and ny mnd had meshed with the clock's and I was clinbing up, up to the

cl ouds while below nme, viewed in the scanners, the great wave crashed' inland,
carrying all before it

Three days later | left the Cretaceous and set course for the future. During
the intervening time | managed to collect a nmarvelously representative

sel ection of shells to replace the collection |ost at the onset of that first
di sastrous vol canic outbreak. | undertook the task this second tine far nore
carefully, choosing a beach far fromvolcanic regions. | also gathered an
anpl e supply of the great nuts, to sustain nyself should ny journey prove to
be a | ong one.

Ah, if only | could have guessed just howlong it would take to return to ny
own era. But there, | could never have guessed, could not possibly have had
any idea.

On the third evening followi ng the recovery of ny vessel, as the hot disk of
the sun sank down behind wild and primal nountains, then | said ny silent
farewel s and took | eave of the Cretaceous forever. | had seen as nuch as |
wanted to see of the vast and teenm ng swanps and

forests, jungles, |akes and oceans; and certainly | had had ny fill of that
prehistoric world' s denizens. Al scientific interests aside, ny own tine
called to ne fromacross future ages.

So it was that lifting the time-clock up again to the skies, | neshed nmy mnd
and psyche with those of nmy vessel and turned the prow of that fantastic
vehicle in the direction of tonorrow



PART FOUR

I ntroductory Note

Since it has been part of ny task in the preparation of this work to divide it
into its various parts, chapters and sections, and to provide titles, and
since the followng part (despite its length) is conposed mainly of fragments,
| have chosen for it sinply that title, 'Fragments'. | have however subtitled
separate sections within the whole.

Thi s has been necessary due to the fact that while nmy safe at M skatonic
University was nore or less fireproof, it was not conpletely waterproof. The
flames that devoured the old university during the Fury did little harmto the
tapes, but the flood waters of the freak stormwhich |ater deluged the ruins
nost certainly did!l Wole sections of the tapes, | fear, conplete and conpl ex
statenments of not inconsiderable | ength, have been |ost.

| have used the usual systemof ellipses, three or four periods to nmark breaks
in what | judge to be sentences and paragraphs; | have simlarly prefaced new
par agr aphs apparently springing fromthe broken narrative. Excessively |arge
or long breaks | have marked with a line of asterisks and/or conments.

Wth the opening section of the follow ng part ny task was not so difficult,
as the tapes were nore or less conplete. In general, however, this part of ny
wor k toward preparing the manuscript for publication was by far the npst
trying, particularly for one whose interests prior to this task were anything
but literary.

Arthur D. Meyer

Fragnment s
(From de Marigny's recordings)
1 The Thing in the Vat

And that, de Marigny, was when | first met up with the Hounds of
Ti ndal os. Yes, those sane Tind'|losi Hounds of the C hul hu Cycle: vanpires of
time that haunt the darkest angles of the fourth dimension, foraging abroad
fromthe tenporal towers of waithlike Tindalos to hunt down unwary travel ers.
| knew them of course through ny famliarity with the pantheon of the Cthul hu
Cycle and its | egends, renenbering themfromthe references they are afforded
in the old occult works. Neverthel ess, and though I ought to have been at
| east partially prepared by such know edge, when | sensed them about ny
time-ship, and particularly when | actually first saw themin ny scanners,
they were so patently evil that nmy very soul shuddered!
And yet they are so difficult to describe. They are what one m ght expect to
find if all goodness were taken away: an uncleanliness w thout living form
and yet enbodied in vaguely batlike shapes, flapping rags of evil, vanpirish
drinkers of life itself. OF course, if we are to take the olden records as
gospel, then in certain circunstances the Hounds are capabl e of
materializations in three-di mensional space. | can only say that | have known
i nnurrer abl e cl ashes with themsince that first time, but not once have they
followed ne out of time into normal space. They exist, you see, in tinme
itself, "amd tinme's darkest

angles', as it were. Wich nmeans of course that they exist at a different
tenmporal speed fromlife as we know it. Ah, but when one travels in tine, then
one noves in their el ement.

But that first neeting.

As | have said, | had set nmy course forward fromthe Cretaceous, toward the
present era, intending to slow down and stop at intervals of time until |
reached a period subsequent to that of our departure when we fled from
Ithaqua's elenentals of the air. In this way | hoped to avoid the obvious
pitfalls of tenporal paradox.

It was as | was about to make ny first halt in tinme that | became aware of the
Hounds.

They were |ike shadows in the scanners, distant tatters that flapped al nost
aimessly in the voids of tine; but as they in turn sensed me their novenents



becarme i nbued with nore purpose! As they drew closer, | saw that in fact they
had shape and size and even sonet hi ng approaching solidarity, but that despite

all of these attributes there was still nothing about themthat even renotely
resenbl ed what we know of life. They were Death, the worns in a dead nman's
skull, the maggots fattening in a rotting corpse. They were the Hounds of

Ti ndal os, and once recogni zed they can never be forgotten

Now t hey swarnmed toward the clock, ethereal wasps attracted by a juicy apple
of time in which | was the succulent core, and as they fluttered darkly about
my hurtling vessel | heard their hellish chittering. They were batlike, and
they communi cated with batlike voices. O were their chitterings sinmply
expressions of delight that here they had found sone unsuspecting traveler in
time? Knowing instinctively that they were evil - | knewit as surely as |
knew t hat they were the Hounds of Tindalos -1 neverthel ess thought nyself safe
in the body of the

cl ock. Very soon, however, | discovered that this was not

the case.

If ny tine nachine were a sphere, Henri, then | mght have been safe, for the
Hounds fear perfect curves. But of course the clock is of hard angles, and the
Vampires of the Void are one with all the angles of tine. There are ancient
Greek docunents which, along with certain esoteric translations, mght explain
all of this far better than | ever could. Wat | am saying essentially is
this: the Hounds could reach me, even through the incredibly hard material of
the clock's walls. The first | knew of it was when snoke seened to pour from
all the interior angles of my vessel, angles | sensed rather than saw, you
understand. And then awesone feelers entered into ny refuge to fondle me with
their chill, a chill that threatened instantly to draw off all of my body's
heat - all of my life-force - and |l eave ne stiff, frozen and dead!

| instantly accelerated, only to discover that the Hounds were endowed wth

t hat same power. They, too, were capable of controlling their rate of passage
through time. Simlarly, when |I hastily slowed down and turned to race into

t he past again, they were anply capable of pacing ne, closing with the

ti me-clock once nore to reconmence their foul gropings and draining of ny
life-force

Desperately, while yet hurtling backward through tine, | further maneuvered ny

vessel in space. That is, | consciously sought to avoid the Hounds of

Ti ndal os, whose elenent is time, by throwing ny vessel through space. In this
nmy bl under was twofold. One, | lost nyself hopelessly. Two, ny ploy did not
succeed. Certainly |I had fled through space, but | had still been traveling in

time as | did it!

One cannot avoid the Tind' losi Hounds in tinme. There is only one way to escape
them the tinme-traveler nust revert back to the three mundane di nensi ons.
shoul d

have known it at once, but it's useless to cry over spilled mlk. Wen, at the
very last nmoment, | did revert back into normal space, it was to find nyself
utterly and hopelessly |ost! Gone the Hounds, and with them any chance of an
early return to my own time, ny own place.

| had no way of judging, you see, how far | had accelerated into the future,
no way of knowi ng how many aeons | had traversed in nmy flight back into the
past. And when you consider the fantastic | eagues, the light-years of space
that the clock can consume in nere instants, why, | could be out beyond the

M1 ky Way, while back on Earth the ice sheets nmight even now be reachi ng out
frompolar regions to freeze the woolly mammoth on the plains of Siberia.

| repeat, | was utterly, hopelessly |ost.

From then on, for what | judge now nust have been a period of at |east a year
of normal tinme - | find difficulty now, you know, in thinking of tinme as in ny
old pre-transition period - | wandered the space-|anes, and occasionally the

corridors of tine, seeking some clue, some signpost to the planet of ny
origins. It was toward the end of this period that | again braved tine in a



direction | hoped would take ne toward ny own era. | was actually searching
for a period in which I mght recognize the constellations, which in turn

m ght | ead me hone. Instead, | again chanced upon a foraging party of the
Hounds.

1 say chanced upon them and yet it is nore than probable that in fact they
were lying in anbush. Yes, it seemed they were waiting for ne, and | becane
aware of themonly in the last instant, as they were actually fastening on the
cl ock! To be surprised like that is disconcerting to say the | east, de
Marigny. Picture yourself in a car, driving down an enpty street, when
suddenl y

a child steps off the curb only a few feet in front. Your brakes are out of

t he question; you are too close to the child. You hold the steering wheel in
your hands, however, and while your foot is reaching for the brake you are
able to turn the wheels.

| was in a vaguely simlar position, except of course that it was nmy own life
| had to save. My inmedi ate reaction, | suppose, should have been to switch
out of tinme into the mundane three dinmensions. To this day | do not know why I
did not do so, unless the Hounds have that sanme ability of the greater powers
of the CCDto get into nen's mnds and dull themor turn themto their own

pur poses. Anyway, | turned ny 'steering wheel' instead, and sought a path

t hrough the massed ranks of the Tind'|losi Hounds. And indeed there seenmed to
be a path, a clear route through tinme that they had not bl ocked.

Fl eei ng down this sole avenue of egress, | saw nmy mistake too late: there were
nore of themwaiting for nme behind dark angles. Yet again | was obliged to fly
both in space and tinme simultaneously, and yet again | found that in the end
all escape routes were blocked. Only then, it seemed, did | renmenber the three
mundane di nensi ons and revert back to them and only then did | discover how
cruelly the Hounds of Tindal os had fool ed ne!

They had nmaneuvered ne into a perfect trap, forcing ne to revert to nornal
space - or at least reminding ne that | could do so - at that exact second of
time nost propitious to their cause, which | knew then was to destroy ne
conpletely! Hurtling out of time but yet speeding through space, | energed in
t hree di mensions to discover nyself already rushing down upon the surface of a
gray world. The vast bulk of the planet was there directly before ne. There
was no time even to think- an automatic application of mental brakes had but

m ni mal effect. The | ower atnosphere rushing by in a stream of

sparks that formed a flaming tail, | plunged, a nmeteorite, tightening ny
mental controls of the time-clock, but it was already too |ate. The bul k of
the worl d bel ow rushed up to enbrace the clock, to flatten it to its bosom of
nmount ai ns and pl ai ns.

| threw ny hands up before ny face, at least, | think | tried to ..

| becane aware of a vast roomfilled with a variety of machi nes and obscure

el ectrical mechanisnms for all the world reniniscent - no, the very duplicate -
of some mad scientist's |aboratory out of those old horror filnms of the
thirties and forties. Over the tiled floor of this tremendous |aboratory, in
and about and all around the towering consoles of incredibly conplicated
instruments, trundl ed a squat, rubber-wheel ed robot of multiple appendages and
faceted, electrical eyes. It paused every now and then at one bank of dials
and | evers or another to make speedy but delicate adjustments. The whol e scene
was soundl ess and | seened to view it through sone distorting elenent, |ike
faintly frosted glass. Either that or ny eyes were not functioning properly.
My mind, too, was very foggy. Snatches of nmenmory were there, | recall, from
all ny years of youth and niddl e age, but nmuch was mi ssing. For exanple, while
| knew dimy who | was, | did not know where or how | canme to be where | was.
My awar eness, which had seened to be instantaneous, was inconmplete, as if

were a machine, suddenly switched on but riot yet warmed to the task of

exi sting.



Then it dawned on nme that | was hardly aware at all. | could not feel ny body,
could not close ny eyes or even blink. | felt no sensations whatever. Where,
for instance, was the tightening and sl ackening of the chest that goes hand in
hand wi t h breathi ng? Were was the sense of

flowi ng bl ood, the pulse, which | personally have al ways been able to feel or
hear in ny head? But | was given very little time to ponder these things. In
any case, such questions would all soon be answered.

Al at once, as far as | could make out, having paused to observe the readi ngs
on a metal mushroom of gleamng dials and flashing |ights, the robot spun

qui ckly about while its faceted eyes all swiveled in nmy direction. The thing
| ooked at ne. Then it rushed toward me, its rubber wheels blurring over the
tiles while the upper appendages of its nmetal body becane suddenly gal vani zed
into fantastic trenblings. Three of its five eyes flashed through an

ast oni shi ng range of col or conbi nati ons.

The thing canme right up to me until, achieving sone sort of perspective and
clarity of vision at last, | could see that it stood al nost man-sized. It
reached out an appendage toward ny eyes, a rubber-tipped claw of sorts. As
this tool began to close over ny right eye | tried to scream to turn and run
to throw up a protective armbefore ny face, and not hi ng happened! My brain
was pouring conmands to every part of ny body but -

My body? Had | been capabl e of |aughter then indeed, at that exact nonment of
time, | mght have | aughed hysterically, though I think it nore likely that I
woul d have screanmed. For as the mechanical claw steadied itself to close
gently on ny right eye and shut out sight in that orb, so ny left eye

wi tnessed this action reflected in the many facets of the robot's own five
crystal lenses. It also saw the vat of electrolytic fluids bubbling and the
thing the vat contained: a thing like a flattened, winkled, elongated

bl adder. It saw the glowi ng plastic tubes that protruded fromthe grayly

pul sing mass in the vat, and al so the naked organs with which those tubes were
ti pped. In short | saw myself, the nortal remains of Titus Crow. a bruinin a
bowl, with stal ked, |idless, bloodshot eyes!

The human mind, despite its circunstances, or perhaps because of them is
merci fully equi pped with a nmeans to shut out sensations and sights which are
conpl etely unbearabl e. Happily what rerained of my brain in that robot

| aboratory upon an alien world still retained this facility. A blackness

engul fed me in which I was to know no dreans but only a | ong drawn out | onging
for death rather than the ultinmte horror and nadness of the thing in the vat.
2 Robot World

So began ny transition, de Marigny.

My next awakeni ng was one of |onger duration but no |l ess horrible, though this
time the climax did not cause ny mnd to shut down, seeking safety in
unconsci ous oblivion. As it happened, the shutting down was done for ne,
automatically. But in many other ways that second awakeni ng was very different
fromthe first. For one thing, the scene in the great |aboratory was now
acconpani ed by sounds, the sounds one mi ght expect to hear at the heart of a
gi ant computer: a nechanical clicking, as of a thousand typewiter keys; a
whirring and fluttering, simlar to the shuffle of programm ng cards; the hiss
and sputter of controlled electrical energies and the distant, subterranean

t hrunm ngs and vi brati ons of great engines.

When the robot - custodian? - of the place saw that | was once again
conscious, it approached in far |l ess agitation than before and, astonishingly,
spoke to ne, in a neutral but not unpleasant English! '|I see that you are
aware.' Two of its eyes swiveled down to peer steadily at sonething bel ow ny
sphere of vision, then joined the other three in staring at ne in a nmanner
nore than nerely

mechanical. | detected an air - | could swear it - of sonething approaching
pride in the netal scientist, for such the robot |ater proved to be.



'Yes, you are aware, and you hear ne, but do not try to answer. You will not
have a voice until much later. At that tine we will be able to talk, but unti
then | must rely upon the intelligence inparted to me by your friend here. He
is guiding me in your reconstruction and we are naking slow but steady

pr ogr ess/

My friend? | found that with a little effort | could nove nmy eyes, nmaking them
follow the direction clearly indicated by a novement of one of the robot's
upper appendages. There in a cleared space, its back to the wall of the

| aboratory, stood ny time-clock. It was undanmaged, as far as | could tell, and
as | saw it many nenories rushed in to fill the blank spaces in nmy mnd,
particularly the menory of falling in the clock like a meteorite to the
surface of a gray world!

But what had the robot nmeant by calling the clock nmy friend? | was not to find
that out for sone tine.

"I amtold,' the robot continued, its voice remarkably human if hollow, 'that
life-fornms such as yourself suffer certain disturbances of nmind originating in
di seased or damaged nenbers or organs of your bodies, and that such

di sturbances are known collectively as pain. This condition, I amled to
believe, is as distressing to you as rust or lack of lubrication would be to
nme; indeed nore distressing, for you are incapable of disconnecting the

of fendi ng nenber or organ or of switching it off fromyour brain while the
necessary corrections are perforned. Mreover, | amassured that this pain is
qui te capable of bringing about a general debility in your entire system
Since it is inmportant that you are not further damaged during this period of

your reconstruction, | would like to know if you are now experiencing pain. If
so |l will switch
you of f imrediately until | can find and renove the source of such distress.

So that | may do these things, you may reply in the affirmative by noving your
eyes to the right, or in the negative by noving themto the left. Are you in

pai n?
I mredi ately, and with less effort this time, | noved ny eyes to the left, then
back again to stare at the robot. | could feel no pain whatever. |ndeed

could barely feel ny eyes, while the rest of my body renai ned a mere vacancy.
(Al this time | had kept ny eyes averted fromany shiny surface in which I

m ght see unnentionable things reflected.) But now the robot's upper
appendages were trenbling and quivering; its faceted eyes were sw veling here
and there like those of sone freak, hybrid chanel eon; its voice, when at |ast

it spoke again, was full of what mght only be called, well, if not enotion
certainly an unprecedented machi ne excitement!
"You . . . you see, you hear and you reason! You . . . you really are!' For a

monent | onger this weird netal creature exulted, then said, 'But there remnains
much to be done, and once nore | mnust consult your friend before continuing ny
work. It were better, | think, if | switched you off.' He - already | thought
of the robot as a male entity - reached out an appendage toward an area to one
side of me and to the rear of ny sphere of vision, pulling into view a | arge
mrror on wheels. 'But before | do | would Iike you to see how we have
progressed, your friend and I!’

| tried to close nmy eyes then but found that | could not do so. The attenpt
was an automatic reflex which, if | had been able to bear the sight reveal ed
by the mirror, if 1 had | ooked closer, | would have seen to be inpossible
anyway. One cannot cl ose eyes that have no lids! Instead | renenbered the
robot's words of a mnute or so earlier and sinply noved my eyes, all too
slowy, to the right.

"Pain!' The robot actually seemed to gasp, recognizing ny signal on the
instant. Then he turned and sped rapidly away to operate a red switch in the
center of a nearby console. Once again darkness descended, but not before

had fearfully, in dreadful but irresistible curiosity, turned my eyes back to
the mrror.



Oh, yes, nmuch had been done. Work upon ny reconstruction was truly

pr ogr essi ng:

My eyes were attached to nmy brain as before (the latter was now nuch nore

brai n-shaped), but now they had been enbedded in nubs of living flesh, in

rudi mentary sockets. There were twin, raw, winkled orifices, one at each side
of the brain, with netallic cones attached to them by slimcopper wires: ny
ears, | supposed themto be. There was an esophagus of flexible plastic,
supported at the back by the first bones - or were they, too, plastic? - of a
spine, which in turn had hanging before it a black, baglike thing that | took
to be ny stomach. Lungs, liver and kidneys were there, all artificial and none
seeming to be working, all loosely attached to one another in a network of
gristly filanments of synthetic protoplasmor plastic. And where ny heart
shoul d have been, there hung a cluster of connected plastic balls, five of

t hem spaced evenly about a shining netal nucleus. The whol e viscera

obscenity, with the exception of the stal ked eyes and the netallic cones, swam
or floated in a large transparent tube of yellow fluids.

And so ny transition progressed. Periodically |I would be nade to awaken, to be
shown ny | atest physical acquisitions, the nost recent steps in nmy path toward
conpletion. It seemed to ne that ny robot super-surgeon worked | ovingly, and
with trenendous pride in his craft. | watched nyself growin his mrror, saw
nmy body gradual ly taking shape. Step by step | was brought back to ful

exi stence in that l|aboratory, and | marvel ed as each bone

- many of them plastic duplicates, for nost of the originals were ruined
beyond redenmption - was nmade to fit into place within my seni-synthetic body.
| saw ny |inbs take shape, and felt menories waking as my damaged brain heal ed
itself or was repaired. And al ways and ever the robot tal ked to ne, explaining
how all this had conme about, how it was that ny jigsaw puzzle being was in
process of reconstruction in his |aboratory.
It seened that ny disastrous arrival upon the surface of the gray world had
been wi tnessed by the robot, who at the tine had been on a lone interplanetary
expedition in search of lifel Hs owm planet, a world of subterranean hives
and corridors, utterly devoid of organic life, was fifth fromthe sun in a
system of six worlds and el even noons. That was where | was now, on the fifth
pl anet, but the gray world whose surface had so rudely received ne had been
the second fromthe sun, 680 mllions of mles away toward the systenis
center. The robot had transported all of ny parts and the clock, too, to his
home worl d. There he had comrenced

but in any case it had been ny good fortune - no, let nme not understate
the matter. It had been a fantastically fortunate coincidence - not only that
the robot had seen ne crash to the surface of that gray planet, but also that
he had been perhaps the one and only nechani sm of his race who could ever have

T3RE, however, possibly by virtue of his years of random thought and his
inbuilt capacity for endl ess physical and theoretical experimentation, had
devel oped his own ideas with regard to organic life. His theory of the origin
of species was that robots were not there in the beginning, but that they had
been created originally by and in the service of superior organic life-forns.
In short, | suppose you could call ny friend a mechani cal Darw n
Eventually there cane a time when | could no | onger

be conpletely switched off, when only my conscious nmind would respond to
T3RE's control. This sinply neant that ny brain was whol e agai n. Mreover, ny
id must be intact - | could hope, |I could dream And during those periods when
the robot scientist |abored his |abor of love - and in the case of T3RE I am
sure that so utterly unnmechani cal a phrase is not at all out of order - when
of necessity my surface consciousness nmust be cl osed down to spare ne the
enbarrassment of pain, then indeed | did

dr eam

As often as not the dreamwas recurrent, but though the main setting was known



to ne of old, this time it came to me that | only dreanmed, that these
subconsci ous sensations were nmerely pictures out of ny own mnd. They were
not, as had been their prototype, of telepathic intensity. There was of course
a vast crystal hall and a gossaner-cl ad goddess who cried crystal tears, while
the runbling thoughts of some being great beyond words funbled to confort her
grief-stricken mnd, and m sty drapes trenbled before a huge, alcoved throne
upon whi ch the Eninence hinself stirred in enotional agitation. Such dreans
wer e not good.

Then came that | ong-awaited awakeni ng when | found nyself with a working voice
(I had already had several that did not work) and at last | was able to put to
T3RE all of those questions | had saved up during my period of enforced

mut eness. OF course, it was a great noment for the robot, too, for at |ast he
had a genuine, self-attestable specinmen, albeit a reconstructed one of
sentient organic life. Soon he would be able to ..

' as 1 nyself am- was - organic,' | told him "W

called them presidents and prinme mnisters and dictators

and kings. They were all human beings. At |east here you

arc all equal."’

"An equality leading to the utnost boredom at |east

until 1 found you!' he answered. 'And make no mi stake, you are still organic,
the greater part of you. But tell me nore about this world of human bei ngs.
Were there no robots, no computers? He was vastly interested.

'Ch, yes, there were conputers. There were robots, too, though none so
advanced as you,' | told him

" And the machi nes exi sted in conpanionship with you human bei ngs?

"They were' - | was forced to admit it - 'man's slaves. Men nade them

' Slaves? They were not conpani ons? Men made t hen?'

' They were machines, as you are a nmachine, but they were sinmply not individua
enough to be conpani ons. They were heading that way, though. Certainly |I knew
men who | oved their autonobiles!’

"Ah! | see. They were of a |low order, these robots, as are the T6's and T7's.'
He turned fromnme where | hung in ny conplicated |ife-support tube. For a
nmonent his crystal eyes stared across the |aboratory at ny tine-clock, then he
turned back to nme. 'And yet your robot, the tine-clock that brought you across

time and space, is of an exceptionally high order, higher, I would say, even
than a T2. It surprises me that he deigns to talk to me at all."’
'"Ch, yes, the clock is a high-order machine, all right,' | answered. 'But it

was made by organi c beings of such a high order that by conparison | am not
much better than those lowy, single-celled organisns and primtive animals
which you tell me you have found on di stant noons.'

At this revelation T3RE grew very excited. 'Then ny theory may very well be
correct! | have long suspected that it is a basically illogical presunption
that we robots were here in the begi nning. W have no sexual reproduc-tory
apparatus; we are incapable of generation by fission, though that is certainly
the nearest we get to organic reproduction; we devise new nodels for
speci al i zed t asks,

of course, but these have to be assenbled from conmponents which are, as
separate units, insensate. Who, then, built the first robot?

"W have a simlar theological problemon ny world," | answered, as T3RE
turned fromme, switching off ny conscious mnd as he trundl ed al nost absently
away to ponder, no doubt, his last question. 'But there on Earth,' ny
subconsci ous mind continued to itself, 'there we ask oursel ves who nade God!'
It was not until very nuch later, during a period of wakeful ness when T3RE had
once nmore called nme up fromthe netherworl ds of subconscious nind to his robot
| aboratory, that | thought to ask himhow | ong he had worked on ne. The answer
was not imrediately forthcom ng as we had to work out a satisfactory



chronol ogi cal system It was based on the speed of light, in units of the
length of time it took light to race fromthe primary of T3RE' s systemto his
hone planet. Finally |I discovered | had been in the robot's care for no | ess
than forty-seven years. O all that tinme | had spent perhaps one hour awake,
and of that hour all of fifteen m nutes had been taken up in nutua

conver sati on!

It had taken T3RE ten years merely to duplicate his first living red
corpuscle. My nervous system had taken nuch | onger, was still in process of
reconstruction. My brain, too, had been a nmajor problem not its repair and
assenbly but the replacenment of |ost nmenories and conpl ex nerve and notor
areas. In this T3RE had relied solely upon nmy friend the time-clock

What | had never known - what | could never have guessed - was that during ny
journeys in the clock through tinme and space, not only had | been one with the
cl ock's psyche but the clock had recorded in its own nenory banks all of ny
menori es and thoughts! | have

never di scovered just why this was done; | fancy that it is normal procedure,
that time-clocks such as nine always retain copies of the psychic identities
and menories of their users.
At any rate, T3RE had fed these recordings back into nmy reconstructed brain
using an infinitely delicate el ectronic system devised by the clock and
hi nsel f. Now ny body was al nost conplete, a conposite but nearly perfect
Frankenstein built mainly of synthetic parts, but yet retaining all of its
ori ginal passions and hunors, hopes and aspirations, pleasures and fears.
And in another twenty-three years, perhaps three or four hours of
consci ousness, | was ready. Ready for T3RE' s final tests, when he would Iink
up in a series of operations all of nmy mllions of synthetic circuits and give
me back ny body. Then | would be lifted free of ny life-support tube conplete
again as a man, a nman |like no other
'When you have undergone all your tests,' he told ne toward the end, 'when you
are ready to recomence your journey, for your friend the tine-clock tells e
you are destined to conplete a great journey, then | wll '

."And what of yourself? | asked him 'Your future?
"I do not matter. | have no God. My enptions are based nmainly upon your own,
which | tried to duplicate electronically within nyself before you first
regai ned consci ousness. The cl ock expl ai ned these enmptions to me. It was not a

very successful experinent: | cannot even dreaml You are superior, you and
your clock, both of you. He can dream he has nmany nenories, even those of
many bei ngs before your tine, he tells ne. He has, yes, a psyche, an id. | do

not matter, no - but you? - both of you nust go on, to your journey's end.'

3 The Transition of Titus Crow

When | awakened next it was to a sort of chaos in the | aboratory of T3RE

O her T3's were everywhere. Many of them noved about the | aboratory, three or
four clustered around ny tube. At |east half of them were al npst

i ndi stinguishable from T3RE hinmsel f, while others had different arrangenents
of appendages and were obviously constructed to performdifferent tasks.
Finally the robot directly in front of me spoke and | recognized

hi m

'That was your first test!' T3RE told nme. 'You woke up yourself, w thout
stimulation. Is there pain?

"No, but there is - |I have feelings! | can feel nmy arms and | egs, ny fingers.
Is it finished?

"It is finished,' cried T3RE in a sort of nechanical delight. He was a robot
for sure, but in that instant he seened nore human than any real person | had
ever known. He was whirring nervously on his wheels back and forth in front of
me, his upper appendages waving, his five faceted eyes all aswi vel; he acted
for all the world like sone excited school boy with his first nodel airplane,
about to propel it onits maiden flight. And, nore amazingly, his enthusiasm
seemed to have infected his



visitors!

"I am comunicating with them on radi o wavel engths,' he expl ai ned. ' They
cannot speak in your tongue, indeed they have no tongues as such. Nor had
before I built into nyself the necessary conponents. Even so, they are not as
efficient as your organic vocal chords. Now we nust see if the rest of you is
equal ly efficient!’

| felt nyself being lifted, tried to turn my head to see

what was going on, and ny head turned! A sort of dazed disbelief envel oped ne
then; | felt quite drunk. At last | was back in control of ny body! But what
degree of control did | have? In an instant | was trenbling in the grip of
many enotions, and fear was not the |least of them Oten before | had conpared
nmysel f with the Frankenstein nonster of fiction, but what if |I should prove to
be no less a nonster? A stiff-1linbed, mechanically jointed, uncoordi nated nass
of synthetic nmuscle and plastic parts?

A harness of sonme soft material lifted me fromthe tube and set me slowy down
on the tiled floor of the I aboratory. Though ny feet touched the floor, and
actually felt themtouch it, the harness lowered nme no further. 'ls something
wrong?' | inquired of T3RE

"I will lower you slowy,' he answered, 'to give your body a chance to
orientate. |If anything goes wong, tell me.' He noved a | ever on a nearby
consol e and the harness |owered ne a few nore inches.

Now | braced ny feet against the floor and stood upright. | shrugged ny
shoul ders free of the harness. | lifted ny hands and | ooked at them then
tried a spontaneous whoop of joy and relief - and nothing cane!

"M . . . ny voice!' | gasped. '"What. . . what is wong with ny-?

"You must first learn to breathe if you wish to expel air violently,' T3RE
told me. 'You have |ungs, but fromnow on they will only be of use to you in
speaking. | decided Iong ago that yours was a nost inefficient circulatory
system and that - '

"Are you trying to tell me that | don't need air? | cut himoff

"Only for the activation of your vocal cords,' he answered. 'But come, this is
nothing to worry about. In fact your new systemis far nore efficient. You
will be

able to exist unprotected in all but the nost corrosive atnospheres. | thought
this would be better for you, in view of the journey you have ahead. Cone,
now, there are other, nore inmportant things to be tested. Walk, run, jum -
try out your body! | need to see you function. Breathe if you wish, if it
seens normal to you. The atnmosphere in here has been adapted to suit your old
constitution; see what your taste buds think of it. And then | have food for
you, and drink: synthetic proteins and carbohydrates extracted fromthe oils
of the earth!’

| sucked air into nmy lungs, tasted it, expelled it - and suddenly | exulted!
Strength filled my body, | could feel it: an abundance of vitality, the sure

know edge that | was a new man, quite literally! | turned to the great mrror
t hat stood beside my now enpty tube and stared at

nysel f.

Oh, the man who stood there, reflected in that mirror, was Titus Crow, little
doubt of that, but he was a younger Titus Crow, revitalized. And he was
conplete! | knew that, just staring at nyself. And yet | was nore than

conplete. Not perfect, not by any neans, for despite the wonderful blend of
synthetics and flesh and netals and bone and plastics and hair that | now was,
despite all this | was still human. And human beings are far from perfect. But
| was a dam sight nearer perfect than had been the old man who fled the
Tind' | osi Hounds and snmashed hinself to pulp on the surface of a dead gray
wor | d!

"T3RE," | finally said, 'you have worked a nmiracle. Many miracles. There is no
need at all to test this body of mne; | knowthat it is an excellent body.
And there is no way for ne to thank you for what you have done.'



' You have thanked nme enough,' he answered, 'in that | now know that ny theory
all these colleagues of mne: they, too, are now aware that '

had known any practical way to get T3RE into the tine-clock at that tine
t hen possibly he woul d have cone along with ne. As it was we said what we
could of farewells, and so | took ny . . .
for where | was headed: well . . . list of possible three-di nensiona
directions which just mght take nme back to Earth. The route was designed, in
any case, to send ne close to gal axi es and star clusters and nebul ae where,

with a bit of luck, | night suddenly recognize sone constellation or other and
thus find ny way hone.
Such a route-card of interstellar space seens quite ridiculous, | know, but

nevertheless that's the way | tried to do it. Not quite '"turn right at the
blue dwarf with the tri-planet system and head for the binary with the spira
nebula at its left', but pretty nmuch that sort of thing. Yes, | suppose it
must seemridiculous, until one considers the sort of speeds ny craft could
acconplish. If you are working with speeds in the region of tens of thousands
of miles per hour, then of course you require a very accurate scientific
course to get you and your target arriving at the sane spot at the same tine.
Not so with the time-clock! | could sinply pick a star in the sky and go
there, and at al nost that speed!

But of course there is only one Earth, and |I soon di scovered that the pl anet
of my birth mght just as well be the proverbial needle in the haystack as far
as instant success was concerned. One thing | did have, however, and that was
pati ence.

4 Roman Britain

in the end, can wear extrenely thin, and | proved to be no exception to
this rule. Not that ny journey could be said in any way to be boring. On the
contrary, for | had ny pick of alien worlds to explore, and many of them were
beautiful beyond words. Others, 1 nust add, were frightening beyond words.

as close to Venus, and not only in time, for ... . . . wonderful as any
that the science-fiction witers ever dreamed of; nore, because they were
real! But the telling would take so long that it nmust wait until another tine.
Per haps, de Marigny, if ever you decide to join ne in Elysia, and |'m sure you
will, then we'll be able to swap adventures with each other. And if

back on Earth. And | knew it was Earth. Third fromthe sun, with a noon

I knew and | oved as every human | over since the beginning of time has |oved
it; green and beautiful as no other planet except perhaps Elysia, which isn't
really a planet anyway, is beautiful. Onh, it was Earth, and not too far
renoved fromny own tinme at that, for England' s shores were sharply etched
agai nst the blue of the sea as | fell toward . . . could see that there was a

fields of the North .

boy herding sheep. In my excitement as | brought the clock in to a

landing I had not bothered to pay attention to ny exact geographic |ocation;
only knew that | was sonewhere in Yorkshire. No doubt the lad with the sheep
woul d be able to put ne right

to run away! Perhaps he had seen ne | and and thought me sonme sort of
flying monster. A minute later | had managed to catch up with himand bring
himto a

halt. | held his shoulders and | ooked himstraight in the eyes, letting him
see that | was only a man, if a somewhat weirdly dressed man, for | was clad
only in a soft leathery loincloth, a leaf torn froman alien palmon a

tropi cal planet.

And yet by then |I had di scovered that the shepherd boy's own garnent was no

| ess surprising. It was fornmed of little nore than a body sheet of rough
cloth, with a few stitches to hold the thing in place, |like a crude poncho. He
kept rolling his eyes longingly toward a far-off huddl e of stone towers and



outlying huts with snoke rising into the blue sumer sky, and trying to pul
away fromme while crying out in a tongue which at first | did not recognize.
Then | caught the fact that he wanted to go home. Hone to - to Eboracum
Eboracum The nane given by the Romans to York! | was hone on Earth, in the
very land of ny birth, but hundreds of years too early, in Roman Britain! You
can have no idea

boy further. Once he was used to the idea that | meant himno harm and
hearing ny stilted, rather poor Latin, he soon regained his conposure. The

governor of Britain, | discovered, was Platorius Nepos, and three years
earlier work had conmenced 'far to the north' on Hadrian's Wall. Roman Britain
in the year 125 A D! . . . that | was so close to hone, the nerest hop

through time in the clock, and -

Ah, but it was not to be. Close to where | had | anded stood a villa, and now
that I knew when | was | realized why, when | had flown the clock down cl ose
to the place, the building had struck ne as being rather O d Mediterranean in
style. Later | was to discover that the villa was the retreat of a retired
Roman senator, one Felicius Tetricus, and that because of a | ocal uprising
sone nmiles to the northwest he had stationed sentries and wat chnmen

in and around his villa's grounds. These men were of his own househol d and
very loyal to him which was ny downfall. Perhaps if they had . . . course
they were on the | ookout for just such persons

talking to him At any rate | sawthis fellowin a jerkin and | eat her
skirt, with sandals on his feet and a shortsword at his belt. He seened
friendly enough, despite an evil scar across one cheek, but as he cane up to
me and started to speak | saw his eyes flicker strangely and, sinultaneously,

heard the shepherd boy's cry of warning. Soneone behind ne! | whirled, saw a
second man | eaping - and then the heavy pommel of his sword crashed down upon
my tenple and | fell, unconscious, to

t he heat her.

When | cane to | was in a bed of silks and linens, in a room whose bal cony
over| ooked a paved veranda surrounded by a garden of flowers. Frommny bed
could I ook out and actually see the garden. | could smell the flowers' heady
perfune. There is no other snmell in the entire universe as sweet as the
flowers of Earth, unless it is that fragrance of ny own Tiania' s slender neck
Vell, | was eventually attended by a physician in a purple toga, an elderly
man who woul d not talk but sinply clucked and bathed ny head, applied sone
cooling lininment and changed nmy bandage. Finally, before he left ne, he told
me that | nust rest. | had been in Tetricus' villa for three days, and at
first the master of the house had despaired of ny life.

"You can consider yourself lucky,' he told me obscurely, 'that you resenble
Titus Tetricus so well!"’

My mind was all foggy, in fact | was in a fever, and so perhaps | didn't
entirely know what | said when | answered: 'But | am Titus!'

When he heard this the old physician turned quite gray, then backed away,
munbling to his gods and nmaking a

series of esoteric synbols in the air with a forefinger. Not long after this,
before I could drop back off to sleep, Felicius Tetricus hinself.

. was a period when | kept swimmng up out of my fever for a few mnutes
and then sinking slowy back. During one of ny sem conscious bouts | heard old
Tetricus and sonmeone else - | think it was the gnarled physician - talking
about me in |owered tones. Tetricus remarked on ny |likeness to his own dead
son, Titus, killed in a chariot race across the noors and buried these three
years. The bereaved father had offered up prayers to all the gods of earth,
air, fire and water - particularly the latter, Sul, who seemed to be Tetricus
patron deity - that his son be returned to him And now? Could it be that his
prayers had at |ast been answered?

M ght this stranger not indeed be Titus, returned fromthe | and of the shades
to his doting father in the formof this stranger? And was this man really a



stranger? Had he not admitted that his nane was Titus? True, he was ol der than
Titus Tetricus had been at his death, but that had been three years ago. Did
t he shades, too, age then? The man had an athlete's body, of that there could
be little doubt, and he was no sinple Briton. Patently his was a noble ..

nore Felicius had | ooked upon my troubl ed, feverish face and form the
nore sure the old Roman was beconming that | was his son reincarnate, that

cane to proper. | found Felicius at ny bedside. My fever seenmed nuch
abated and ny head rmuch clearer, and | renenbered what | had overheard of the
old man's superstitious half-belief in his son's resurrection in ny body. |
determned that if it seemed in my favor to do so, | would put Felicius
fancies to ny own use. By that | nean that it

thing | asked about, therefore, was the clock, which | called a 'shrine
to all the gods of the air. | did this just in case those assailants of mne
who had knocked ne down and brought me here, nearly caving ny skull in with
their enthusiasm had actually seen ne land. It seened to ne ..

had it brought into the villa, though he had seen little use for so
i nordinately heavy a thing. Now, however, he was glad. If it was indeed a
shrine, then he would offer up prayers to it that | had been delivered unto
him But what was | really, and where did | hail fronf

Well, | obviously could not tell the truth. For one thing | doubted if
Tetricus, a very down-to-Earth man for his sort, could even grasp so
conpletely outre a concept as time-travel. Instead | feigned | oss of nenory:
all I could renmenber was nmy nanme, which was Titus.

hear nothing of ny noving out of bed. | was to spend a further week in

enforced recuperation, until my head was fully healed. In fact ny head was
already fully healed, and | ong before the end of the week Feiicius caught ne
pacing to and fro in ny roomand asked me what was wong. | told himl| needed
to worship, that he nust take ne to ny clock. He skated around the subject,
wal ked me around the villa and its grounds, literally gave ne free run of the
pl ace, except for certain |locked roonms in the ... servants. There, too, | was
i ntroduced to Thorpos, a huge Nubi an whose

absolutely no way! Mdre and nore it seened that Feiicius was becom ng
enanored of the idea that | really was his son, and | had to play along with
him That seened to nme the only way | might ever.

whil e they hadn't seen the clock actually arrive, they had seen nme step
fromit! Feiicius was no fool; he certainly did not intend that his son
recently returned to himfrom beyond the pale, should ever be recalled!' He

wasn't going to |l et me anywhere near that clock, not as long as he could help
it. So what was |

unwi I ling to use force agai nst the nenbers of the noble's househol d, and
so | tried at first to bluff nmy way past the ever watchful Thorpos. |I mght as
well. . . failed, | then attenpted to bribe the Nubian. He was very polite -

was his master as nmuch as any man could be - but his orders cane direct from
Feiicius Tetricus and they were .

The big black nust have informed Feiicius that | was still trying to get to
the clock, for the next day | was called to the old nan's chambers and chi ded
over the matter. If | wanted to offer up prayers, | was told, there were

tenmples in Eboracum | could visit, not to nmention Feiicius' own private shrine
in the grounds of the villa itself.

For a fortnight then | was conpletely obedient to the old man's whins, sinply
biding ny time and trying to allay his fears that perhaps | desired to | eave

the hospitality of the villa. This was in no way easy, for . . . and in the
end | made the fatal mstake of letting Thorpos find ne wandering in the
servants' quarters, trying the doors in the niddle of the night. | sinmply

wasn't made to be stealthy. And how could | possibly make out after that that
| was not trying to get away fromthe villa, away from Feiicius Tetricus?
Sone few days later | heard it whi spered anong the servants that ny cl ock had



been taken out and buried on the noors. | made what worried, discreet
inquiries |I could, all useless, and it didn't take long for me to understand
that Feiicius had put a terrible price on the head of any man who dared even
nmention the clock to ne! That was that, then. Since it seened |

simply continue to bide ny time and hope that eventually | could talk
t he Roman nobl e into revealing

the cl ock's whereabouts, | settled to ny far fromunconfortabl e existence in
Fel i ci us' househol d.
And it was that way for the better part of a year. | waited and tried ny best
to ignore the ever-present anxiety that nagged at my insides, that the dock
m ght be | ost beyond redenption, and only . . . good at subterfuge, the type
of trick I've never nuch cared for, but I...

many nonths. For a period | was even driven to consider violence upon
t he person of Felicius Tetricus hinmself, but when the opportunity came | could
not bring nyself to do it. And by then the old man was absol utely convi nced
that I was his son, Titus Tetricus, returned to him by the gods.
And yet the year had not been wasted, for | had struck up a firmfriendship
wi th the Roman phil osopher, Lollius Urbicus (not to be confused with Q
Lol I'ius Urbicus, who was to becone Antonius Pius' governor of Britain in 139
A.D.) whose truly remarkable erudition and nagnetic personality suited my own

mental attitudes very well. At the sane tine, yet on an entirely different
level, | had nanaged to find nany outlets for that physical abundance built
into nme by T3BRE. | was a man in ny prime, with the strength and stam na of
three nen.

Mich to Felicius' alarm| had taken up chariot racing and westling, all the
sports of the games, and | had quickly grown to excel in themall. | had been

tutored in the use of the shortsword and in the heavier British blade, even in
the Scottish and Pictish | ong-handl ed ax. There canme a tine when it seened
that there was no weapon | could not master, but all of

instincts and | ove of know edge al ways took me back to the sparse
househol d of Lollius Urbicus, and there | would bury ny frustrations in | ong
hours of discussion and sinple contenplation of the nature of

Ch, certainly Felicius Tetricus tried to win nme over. There was, for instance,
al ways a party at the villa; the wonmen he nade arrangenments with for ny
anmusenment ran fromthe w ves of officers engaged on supervisory duties at the
Wall to expensive |ocal whores whose wares woul d have tenpted any man, except
per haps one whose dreanms were haunted by the face and form of a goddess. No,
try as he might to make nme his son, the weeks found ne spending nore and nore
of my time with Lollius Ubicus, with whom | had devel oped scholarly Iinks
conpletely transcendi ng two thousand years of tinme and vast differences of
creed, society and sinilar mundane concepts.
And it was in this affinity of mne with the Roman phil osopher whose book,
Frontier Garrison, back inthe . . . seeds of a dilemma within a dilema were
sown, and they were seeds that grew and bl ossoned strangely in the end.
5 The Great Race
that this Earth of ours was inhabited by many intelligent races before

Man, sonme of them malign, as the C hul hu Spawn, others beni gn and

inthe witings of the elder Peaslee, Wngate's father, particularly in
what he wote of his peculiar amesia during the years 1908-13 . . . that one
of Wn-gate's principal interests had always lain in the Geat Sandy Desert.
O course | can see that you are wondering just what all this has to do with
my life in the villa of Felicius Tetricus in 125 A'D.. | wll tell you.
| have mentioned this alnost psychic affinity of nine

wi th the Roman phil osopher Lollius Urbicus, the simlarity in our thinking and
the primal puzzles to which our mnds were drawn as one. Now | want you to
picture, way back in the dimmsts of tine, a great race of scientists
dwel | i ng upon the prinordial |andmass of Australia, which was yet to sink



beneath the waves and rise again several times before the first nan wal ked t he
Earth. This race is lost to man except in the nost ancient of desert ruins,
whose hints of an antediluvian super-civilization are

m nd- st aggeri ng.

These beings, creatures of multiple appendages that

wal ked in rmuch the same manner as garden snails and

tal ked by clicking great claws, stood ten feet tall and were

ten feet wide at the bases of their rugose, conical bodies.

They had devel oped instrunents through which they

could send their mnds out into space, or into the past or

future, to displace the mnds of other sentient beings and

repl ace them Wen this happened the displaced m nds

took up habitation in the conical bodies of the usurping

Great Race. In this way scientists of the Geat Race

col l ected know edge of all future and past civilizations, of

every pl anet Wit hin range of their m nd- swappi ng

machi nes. And al ways they were on the | ookout for fresh

bodies to inhabit, young races into which, should the need

arise, they mght project their own mnds en nasse. As

to ...

but Lollius! How it happened I will never know, but where it had
undoubt edly been their intention to reach out fromthe di mpast of 500, 000, 000
years ago to exchange a mind with nmy phil osopher friend, well, the Geat Race

got ne instead! To be a man, deep in silent contenplation the one ninute - and
in the next to find oneself inhabiting the body of sone nonstrous slug! The
shock was trenmendous, and were it not for the sheer stability of the shape of
nmy new body | amsure | would

have fallen over in a faint. There was no suggestion that this mght be a

dream or an hallucination; | knew inmrediately that it
to record the history of ny own civilization, the Ronan race, and in that
instant | knew that | was the victimof a terrible mistake: | knew that

Lol I'ius Urbicus should be there in ny place. But what to do? And what woul d
become of ne if these beings should suddenly discover that | was not the Roman
phi | osopher they thought | was? | decided that for the moment | woul d attenpt
to bluff ny way through, at least until | could see which way the ..

m nds of divers races fromevery conceivabl e epoch of Earth tinme, and
from hundreds of inhabited planets scattered throughout

conversed with the group-mnd of menmbers of a hybrid polyp race whose hone
wor |l d had been a moon of Mercury ages before it was drawn into the sun's
destroying furnace; with the mnds of two intelligent reptile creatures from
dimy fabulous Valusia; with the utterly alien consciousness of a
sem -veget abl e entity whose hi bernating body slunbered at the core of a vast
conet which would not end its journey for ten mllion years, when at last its
passenger woul d awaken. | talked with the mind of a C mrerian chieftain,
Crom Ya, of prehistoric Northunberland; with that of Khephnes, an erudite
Egypti an of the Fourteenth Dynasty; and with the nmind of Wl fred Hernman
Frei mann, who fought the Romans in the passes of the Teutoberger Wald. There
were intelligences from.
but that eventually .

through ne as easily as a wi ndowpane. In a state of terrific
apprehension | was taken before a council of scientists whose prinme purpose
and task was the correlation of the ages, the Masters of the Archives. And
when

they began to question nme, then | knew that ny problenms were only just

begi nni ng. They wanted to know who | was and fromwhich era of Earth's future.
Then, when | answered, they desired to know how the nmind of a man fromthe
twentieth century could possibly have been drawn back from Roman Britain in
the year 125 A D.? . . . nothing else for it but to tell themof ny travels



through time and space in search of ny own era, which | had fled in the face
of insuperable adversity. And so ... . the tine, during ny exam nation, |
was conscious of a kind of derision in the counci | menbers, frankly of their
di sbelief. Qbviously they had made a great mnistake, and plainly my story was
one huge fabrication. Perhaps | was the phil osopher they had sought, but the
busi ness of m nd-transference had driven nme insane. This was surely the only
reasonabl e expl anation, for even with all the technol ogi cal advances the G eat
Race had made in the course of a mllion years of migration across the

uni verse, not even they had di scovered how to project their bodies through
time, only their mnds. How then could so rudely fashi oned a being as nyself

have ... and then built a machine with which to ..

And that was when | broke in on them | think | would rather be struck in the
face than ridiculed, de Marigny, for ... be nade sport of by these vast
intelligences, even knowing themto be incredibly superior intellectually to
any man, was just too rmuch to bear. | told themthat | was not the builder of

a machine for traveling through tine, but that | had sinply discovered the
machi ne and learned its intricacies over many years. This interested them
What formdid this machi ne take, they desired to know, and how had
di scovered its use? And so

such confusion! At first | couldn't understand it, but then it dawned on
me that these mighty beings actually stood in awe of ne! It had been when
nmenti oned

t he hierogl yphs about the tine-clock's face, and the weird sweep of its four
hands. That was when they had started to sit up and listen. And no wonder, for

. . . of the Elder Gods thenselves!' said their spokesman. 'If you have

| earned to use one of their devices, then you yourself are of their kin. Only
the finest of mnds are capable even of knowi ng of their existence. W know of
them and we are to themwhat mcrobes are to us.' Then this great
cone-creature began to cast patently fearful glances all about the great
auditoriumin which I stood. 'They are all-seeing, all-knowing,' he told ne.

' They may be watching all that happens here even now'

And the idea of these tremendous beings trenbling at the thought of being
observed about their business by the Elder Gods, and thrown into a panic that
perhaps in the transference of my mind they had erred against the will of

t hose El der Gods, nmade nme quickly reply: 'Yes, they probably are, and | don't
think they'll be at all happy about this!’

"But you should have nmentioned this earlier!' the spokesman protested. 'You
have been here for three days now, and -'

' Three days of ny tine wasted, of their tine!' | shot back

"WIl you allow us to make anends?' the agitated being asked nme. 'We will send
you back to your rightful body i mediately.'’

And that was when a wonderful idea occurred to nme, a frightening idea, too,
for | wasn't at all sure that it could work. But it was at |least worth a try.
"I do not wish to be transferred directly back to ny body," | told them "I
want you to transfer my mind back to the tinme-clock!'

"But surely this time-clock you have nentioned is a machi ne, w thout the
necessary -'

"It has a mind!'" | cut in.

"And do you know its location, relative to your own at the tine we
interfered?

"No, only that it was close, buried somewhere under the earth.'

There followed a hurried di scussion anong the council nmenbers. Finally the
spokesman turned back to ne. 'We can try, but you must help. Your mnd can

only - live -for so | ong unbodied. If between us we cannot find this machi ne
of yours, then you will perish. I will explain.’
And he did explain. | was told that after the transference, if | wished to

wander mentally and unrestricted by flesh in 125 A D., then | could do so



simply by willing it. I would be alnost, well, a ghost. In the neantinme ny
body's present inhabitant woul d be snatched back into his own body far in the
past. This would | eave ny human shell enpty, a husk of flesh without a will,
without a mind or spirit. Gadually, then, ny free-wandering mnd would | ose
its ability to nove of its own accord, and soon ny body would die. If | could
not find the clock, and if | did not get back to my body in tine . .
The body is the battery, you see, Henri? And the nmind is the power. Wthout
the power the battery is flat, dead. Wthout the battery the power nust
escape, dissipate. The dangers were .

they would attenpt in the interval of transference to find the
nmechani cal mnd that powered the time-clock, and then to enter ny mnd into
it. That, too, was sonething they had never done before: inserting a mnd
al ongsi de another in the same body. Looking back now | can see that the risks
wer e enornous, but at

arrangenents had been made and | was to ... energy . . . projection .

6 Back to the O ock

that obviously they had not been able to locate the clock. | was back in
my own body, back where | started in the villa of Felicius Tetricus. | was in
the old man's chanbers and he was seated at a table witing. He | ooked up
t houghtfully, and he | ooked right through nel!
No sign of recognition, no glinmer to even hint of ny presence showed on his
face. Was he ill? "Felicius," | began, stepping forward, but | heard not hing,
and instead of nobving on ny own two feet | seenmed nerely to drift! And in that
instant | became aware that indeed | had no body! My mind was free, not
clothed in flesh, and somewhere within this household nmy enpty husk nust even
now be dying for want of a governing spirit!

such mental panic

ol d physician entered with a powder for Felicius. The ex-senator | ooked
up at himand said, 'Septinmeus, have you seen Titus?

'"He went out to walk on the noors, | believe, Felicius. He has been strangely

unsettl ed these past few days, as you know, but today he seemed nuch nore his

old self. He seemed, when | saw him full of life and curiosity. He'll come to
no harm'

"Huh!' the master of the house grunted. 'Doubtless he's off to visit with that
simpl eton Urbicus. Can't understand what he sees in that fellow'

Lol l'ius Urbicus! Could it be that nmy body lay at his house? But that was sone
mles away. | must hurry! Unaccustoned to this unbodi ed condition of mne
noved toward the open door, and as | did so Septinmeus stepped in ny way. |
passed t hrough himbefore | could

bring nmyself to stop! But | should have known it: a bodiless m nd can know no

barriers. Behind nme as | passed out through the wall in the direction of

Urbi cus' place | heard Felicius say: 'You went quite white then, Septinmeus. Is
sonet hi ng

wr ong?'

And | heard the old physician's answer: 'I ... it was as if soneone stepped on
ny soul !’

Then | was on ny way to the house of Lollius Ubicus, drifting in what seened
to ne to be agonizing sl owness over the noors toward the valley where his
nodest dwelling nestled. Wirrse than this frustrating inability to force nyself
to nove faster, the thought cane to ne that indeed | was slow ng down
fractionally! What had that spokesman for the council of the Archives said to
me? That if | did not return to ny own body at once | would gradually | ose ny
ability to nove about? In a passion of frustration and dread, | finally cane
to the house of Lollius Urbicus, only to discover that he was not in, that | -
or rather ny body - was not there either!

Rapi dl y weakeni ng now, or perhaps it was only ny norbid i magi nation, | started
back for



villa, | headed straight for Tetricus' chanbers. There | found the old
nobl e again in earnest conversation with Septinmeus. 'Do you think it
possi bl e?' the ex-senator had asked at the noment | entered.
"It may well be,' replied Septineus. '"And it would certainly explain his
never-ending visits to Urbicus' place. The two of themwould have to be in it

toget her. The shrine was buried deep - | saw to that nyself - but two of them
working at it secretly could soon exhune it, | think. That is always assuning
of course, that they have di scovered the shrine's burial place.’

Felicius' face darkened as he clinbed to his feet. 'It would be nost

ungrateful of Titus,' he said. 'Come, gather

a few of the servants together: Thorpos and Val erius and a handful of others.

We'll go, you and I, to where the shrine is buried. If they are there |I shal
be nost angry!'’
Was it possible? The clock and my body both ... | followed the two Romans as

close to heel as a dog as they quickly prepared for a visit to the buried
shrine. But by then | knew i ndeed that ny strength was failing. The power of
my mnd was di mm ng, waning, | had difficulty in concentrating. But | nmnust

over the moors. We were only a handful - rather, they were only a
handful , for of course | was |less physically than a puff of wind - Felicius,
Septi meus, Thorpos and four others. Mercifully | found that sinply follow ng
t hem was conparatively easy. It required very little conscious effort on ny
part to allow their enbodied spirits to draw mne after them but | had to
fight off a constant weariness now, the urge to sinply fall asleep. | knew
that this was a sleep fromwhich I could never awaken

perhaps two miles. | knewthe little valley, for it was a place | had
often visited during walks . . . wonder that | had never guessed that here ny
clock lay hidden, for its tonb was deep in the heart of a hazel grove beside a
smal | stream.

dimy now, only very dinmly aware that here
must . . .

Septi meus' voice, all shuddery, saying that if ever a place was haunted,
this rmust surely be that place. And Felicius nmust have agreed, for even as ny
dyi ng essence began to perneate the ground, sinking down into

sensed that the group was nmovi ng away, returning by an alternate route
to the villa. But by then | did not care; nothing had neaning any |onger. A
great peace seened to be falling over ne like a cloak of darkness.

My spreading, disintegrating spirit sank ever slower

into soft earth, all sentience radiating outward and di sappearing in abysses
of di senbodi ment, drawn toward Earth-heart whose warnth is that of the cradle
of all souls, and -

And however weak, however insignificant, sonething of the spirit of myself,
some infinitely tiny particle of the intelligence of Titus Crow penetrated or
was absorbed into the tine-clock

And sinmul taneously there cane a pinprick of light in Stygian darkness, and an
infinitely distant voice cried out to me: 'Titus, oh ny Titus - let the clock
hel p you! Only ask of it, seek out its being with your mnd, even with a tiny
spark of your mnd. The clock is yours to conmand!' And as quickly as it cane
t he voi ce was gone, | eaving

only . .
Ti ani al And her voice crying out to ne had awakened and aroused all that
was left of life, even disenbodied life, in me. 'Seek out its being,' she
cried: '"the being of the clock, its mnd, its psyche. Seek it out and
command.' And | did!

The pinprick of light became a floodlight, a magnificent expandi ng beam of
light and knowl edge and reason that dispelled darkness and left ny spirit
whol e, intact, with the clock once nore mne to command nore properly -but
buried still! And somewhere nmy poor body |lay, even now grow ng col der, col der



its capacity to support life dw ndling, blood congealing, brain gelling
urgency gripped ne, | ... nmust be very |loosely packed. The question
remai ned: would ny tine-clock be able to surface, push the tons of earth above
out of its way and
with the nmerest pressure of my mind! It rmust have seened |ike an
eruption. Tons of earth geysering to the sky, and the time-clock a | ava-bonb
t hat
had doubtl ess seen the aerial display, indeed were

even now staring up at ne, or rather at the clock, as | flew ny machine in a
great circle, desperately scanning the whole area of noors for sight of ny
enpty shell of a body. Al of them gazed skyward, fear staring straight out of
their faces, terror in the trenbling arnms they threw up before their eyes. All
except Felicius hinmself who knelt, oblivious of all else, on a path that wound
in gorse and heat her. And beneath his hands and bowed head, hidden alnpst in
the white folds of his flow ng toga under which his shoul ders noved in
unm st akabl e enoti on as he sobbed shanel essly - a notionless forn

ny body down there, and if Felicius and his party had not conme across it
first then | mght ... to set the clock down close by. Al others fled, even
Thor pos, save the Ronman nobl e whose faith .
. gave you back to nme,' he said, 'that you are theirs to take away!' He
turned to the clock and cried: 'Merciful and al nmi ghty shades, whose w sdom.

eternal and dwell ... but only give himlife again . . . this shrine!’

What better tine then to attenpt what nust now be attenpted? If | succeeded,
Felicius would be at peace in the belief that the shrine had taken ne off
again to the | and of shades, and that he had been instrumental in his prayers
for nmy deliverance fromEarthly death and decay. And if | failed? But in any
case, | had no tinme left to ..
And so | once nore left ny body behind, although on this occasion it was a
body fashi oned of no woman's wonb but the hands of alien gods of Eld. |
projected ny m nd or psyche or what you will out through the portal of ny
vessel , which opened at ny command, even though that was unnecessary, and into
the still cold formof that flesh which had been Titus Crow
Instantly | felt my body about nme, like the shelter of a roomentered out of a
storm Felicius inmediately jerked his hands fromme and | heard hi m gasp.
opened ny

eyes and | ooked at him at which his jaw fell while his white crown of hair
seened to stand straight on his head. He staggered back fromme as | clinbed
easily, smlingly to my feet. | marveled at this body T3RE had gi ven ne that
life should spring so readily in organs which, by human standards, should
surely already be falling into corruption

' no fear, Father nine, who has brought me back again fromdeath's dark
door that | may now return to the I and of shades, there to live in peace and

glory. But promise nme this: that never nore will you try to call me back from
t hem whose shrine this is.' | turned toward the clock. "And I... that you,
too, will live out your span of years in peace and tranquility of mnd and

spirit, until you are called in your turn to the great beyond.'
Now | could not honestly say where the inspiration sprang fromto use those
exact words, but wherever
For Felicius threw hinself down before the clock to bathe a nmonment in its
eerie rays, and as the door swung silently shut on me | heard himsay, 'This |
prom se!'’
It was only later, as | sailed the time-streamfor home, that | thought to
ponder . . . and of course | had known all along that Urbicus had been one and
the sane man as that author of Frontier Garrison, in which he had told his
story fromthe viewpoint of ... Only the fact that | had not w shed to tanper
with the past, and that

isit not witten, anong many ot her strange things, that there occurred in
that year a nysterious volcanic eruption of soil and stones in the vicinity of



a villa sone five nmiles from Eboracum which sent a cloud of dust and pebbles
and soil alnost half a nmle into the air and shook the nobors over an area of
many mles?

It is witten, de Marigny, and thus it was.

7 The Bl ack Hol e

So | had set course for the future, and this tine | had dared hope that ny
journey mght not be long. Indeed, it should not have been | ong, |ess than

ni net een hundred years! Never since |eaving Bl owne House to fall in ruins, as
Ithaqua's elenentals of the air beat at the place with their hurricane w ngs,
had | been so close to ny own age. Ni neteen hundred years? It was nothi ng! Had
I not journeyed through hundreds of mllions of years of tine, traversing
whol e epochs as if they were mere mnutes? And had | not crossed limtless
light-years in nmy ventur-ings in the voids of space?

Ah, but Cthul hu and his hosts were also aware that | was noving quickly toward
journey's end, and it was not part of their plan that | should succeed in
returning to ny own tinme. Since they were in constant tel epathic contact with
t hose vampires of time, the Tind |osi Hounds, and since time was the el ement |
must cross in order to regain my own period, it would not be too difficult for
them once nore to thwart ny efforts. It was not difficult.

O the Hounds thensel ves, one mght alnost be willing to return to a belief in
the so-call ed supernatural when confronted with them but since we know t hat
there is a supernatural, and that it is nmerely the phenonmenon of an alien

sci ence wherei n nmundane concepts hold little water

. were herding me, those nightmares, a great flock of themand | was the
only sheep. No unlikely analogy, that, for it really was as though a nultitude
of wol ves chased one | one sheep, nyself, and that soon they nmust bring ne
down.

Forgotten now was any dreamof returning to my own time; it would be
sufficient to come out of this alive, ny soul intact! It dawned on ne that to
escape them| might sinply halt my clock's notion in tine, but that m ght nean
a crash such as | had known when pursued by the Hounds to the world of robots.
They m ght be sinply maneuvering ne into just such a position again. Then

had not known that | nmight also fly nmy craft through solids, even through the
hearts of suns, with inmpunity. Instead, knowing that | rmust crash | had
crashed, for my mind was linked with the clock and | had instinctively ordered
it to halt, literally to crash against the surface of the robot world. Now
knew differently, that | could have driven right through that planet if | had
wanted to, but such bel ated know edge had not hel ped nme then

And supposing that the Tind |losi Hounds had now arranged a simlar surprise

for me in the universe of three dimensions? No, not until it was absolutely
necessary dared
me utterly! Wiy, this was Tindalos - Tind losi -itself! There, sailing the

ti me-w nds, doomed to the tenporal mists of the fourth dinension just as the
Fl yi ng Dut chman was dooned to sail the foggy seas of Earth, there was the
ghost city; the black-spiraled citadel and seat of these disenbodi ed vanpires!
They had driven me to their place, shepherding this frightened sheep to the

sl aughter; and out the butchers came to neet nme, pouring fromthe dark turrets

and bl ack corkscrew towers of a city wandering in tine. | have described them
before, de Marigny, and you assure ne that you yourself have seen themin
nmonstrous dreams. Still, the nenory is awful, even now

What to do? How to avoid them escape fromthem when even now their flapping,
pul si ng, poisoned feelers sought me out through the fabric of the clock?
| mmateria

t hensel ves, the substance of the clock's shell was no barrier to them They
cane through it like, like ghosts through a solid wall. For of course they
were ghosts, disenbodied entities doomed to sail a city over the tenpora

ti des!



They were the same bl ack rags of yore: rags with glinting eyes, flapping

t hreads of wi ngs and groping, soul-sucking feelers. And now t hose feelers were
upon ne, in my mnd, fastening on ny soul, sapping nmy life as Arctic ice draws
all feeling fromflesh and leaving me quite as nunb. And then Tiania's voice
cane to me as so often before. This tinme, however, she had no advice, could

of fer no succor but only add her own nmental cries of horror to ny own.
Weakening, feeling ny life-strength sapped and dinming |like the flanme of a
candle in a bell jar, suddenly | saw my chance. They had closed in on ne, the
Hounds, clustering to ny coffin-ship like bats to the walls of a cave, but
beyond themthe void of tine lay clear before me in one direction. In that
direction rode dark Tind' losi itself, enpty now of its hideous inhabitants,
and so | used up what was left of ny rapidly waning nental strength to ramny
faltering craft in that direction, scattering the Hounds in a flurry of
fluttering, chittering rags behind ne. Straight for their dammed city | drove,
straight to its heart and out the other side like an arrow through m sted
cobwebs - and knew too late that yet again they had tricked ne!

Driven to this point in time, trapped and on the point of being nentally
devoured, | had seen one egress and had taken it, but the Hounds of Tindal os
had I eft no egress! | knew it as soon as | felt that nanmel ess power, that
force that pulled the clock now faster and faster, against all ny efforts to
rein it back. But wait! This was a force that nust exist over vast distances
of time; surely it

was so, for even now | was hurtling over the aeons. Did it also exist in

t hr ee- di mensi oned space? Dare | now stop the tine-clock's tenporal rushing,
reverting back to those three dinensions of nmy natural heritage?

Shrieking their mental fear, helpless as noths caught in the candle's flane, a
dozen rag-things which had thought to follow too close behind me whirled past,
tumbl i ng head over heels, as it were, in the grip of the sane trenendous force
that held me. If these beings that dwelt in time could not fight this awful
attraction, then what chance did | stand?

| slowed the aeon-devouring flight of ny vessel until it emerged into the
nmundane t hree di mensions, but not in any nmundane pl ace! For still the clock
hurtl ed, not through tinme now but space, and yet drawn on by that sane dread
attraction. Faster and faster yet it plumeted, falling through space.
Falling? Gavity!

I was caught in a gravitational field of incredible force, which of course had
extended in time as well as space. But in all nmy traveling in space | had
never experienced this before; no sun, no giant star | had ever passed by in
the clock had affected the course of that vessel of mine in the slightest
degree. Wiat, then, was the source of this enornous power?

The Hounds of Tindal os were gone now, |left behind in time, their enforced
habitat, their prison forever, and yet | sawthat | was in no less a ..

Behind me the stars, shrinking in the awful voids of space; ahead of ne
an enpty bl ackness, a midnight that grew as | plunged headl ong down its throat
of pitch. Al nmy power over the tine-clock seemed dead, departed, as if it had
never been. | could nmove ny vessel neither up nor down, left nor right, and
all efforts to slowthe clock inits rapidly accelerating rush were usel ess.

One by one the stars behind blinked out, until blackness stretched in al

directions. | had passed into a region where it seenmed as if |ight was bent
back upon itself, a region of such ferocious gravitational attraction that
not hi ng might escape its lunatic pull! As this thought passed in a tw nkling
through my mind | knew suddenly where | was, and | renenbered that dream | had
known so long ago. | renmenbered those words uttered by the Eminence as it sat
upon its al cove throne behind curtains of crystal and pearl-mst:

"If you cannot help him- if you fail - then you go down to the Black Hol e
with him'

The Bl ack Hol e! And now ot her nenories flooded nmy mnd: of scientific concepts
and theories | had known in ny own time, particularly the popular one of a



bl ack hole. The theory describes how a giant star, collapsing in upon itself
to a tiny dianmeter, develops a density of billions of tons per cubic inch of
matter; this incredible nass would exert a gravitational field from which not
even light itself m ght escape!
That was a black hole, and here | plumreted headl ong i nto one!
Al ready ny velocity nmust be enornous! And now | began to feel the trenendous
strain on the clock and my own nmind and body. If I could only swing ny vesse
to one side of the center of this unthinkable attraction, use its speed, like
the swing of a giant pendulum to fling nyself away into free space on the
ot her side. The idea caught, was inmediately rejected. | was grasping at
straws and . .

ridi cul ous thought; why, plainly . .

twisting, distorting, the time-clock's very atom c pattern commenced an
el ongation, a liquid flowi ng apart, and | knew ny being, nmy human body, mnust
al so be

subject to this horrid atomic viscosity. Was this the end, then? The cl ock's
mental scanners were dimring - not that it mattered greatly for there was
absol utely nothing to see outside the vessel's shell - but the synbiotic
sensitivity of their feel was dying in nmy mind s eye. | was rapidly losing al
control, all contact with ny time-ship.

What use to fight any |onger? Toward the end of this last trip together, the
clock and | would sinply spread out, becone an al nost two-di nensional rain of
conponent chemicals falling still toward the gravitational center. W were
dooned, the clock and |

"No, nmy love, ny Titus, there is a way.r

The voice of the goddess, and nore than a nmere voice this tine: a presence, a
spirit! 'A way?' | asked, hope springing eternal within me, even as tine
itself slowed down with ny velocity. 'Wat way?

"You have not explored all the possibilities, my |love. Kthanid has expl ai ned

it to me: your vessel is not restricted to tine and space alone.' | could
al nrost feel her marvel ous green tresses agai nst my cheek, her urgent I|ips
agai nst ny

ear.

"But how can | - | don't understand!

" You have taken control of the vessel with your mind. Its controls are in your
nment al grasp, but you have not yet nastered all of them'

"Cther controls? | answered. 'Yes, | believe there are other controls. But
they are neaningless to me.' | could feel the time-clock spreadi ng out about
me, and the very atonms of ny body with it. 'l don't understand the other

controls, can't use them

' The controls you do understand are useless to you here. Release them Do it
now, |ove, before it is too late. Then take possession of those unknown
controls. It is the only way!

The only way! | released what remaining nental grip | had on the ... she had
said, could it be so? Had | been

nmerely taxiing a plane around the airfield, never once attenpting to fly?
nmeani ngl ess they m ght be, and their purposes .

And if | failed? Then the spirit of my goddess would go down to the Black Hol e

with mel

Freed now fromthose previous nental restrictions | had been inposing, the

vessel sped faster still; wider its sundering atons spaced thensel ves, and

m ne too. Desperately | sought to manipulate, activate those sections of the

cl ock's conpl ex psyche hitherto avoi ded. No good! My mind was human; this

dammed device, this inpossible vehicle had been built by gods! And goddesses?

And then, knowing that | turned to her for help, she spoke to ne again. And

now she, too, was desperate: 'Not that way, Titus! There are di mensions other

than the four you know. Do not try to draw back fromthe Bl ack Hol e, nor yet

to circunvent it. Sinply nove . . . away fromit!"’



At last | had the answer, and now | meshed nyself deeper still into the

cl ock' s i nhuman being. W were one again, the clock and I, and finally I
recogni zed an escape route - no, a hundred escape routes away fromthe
fiendish pull of the Black Hole. |I chose one of thembarely in tine, nelted
into it!

Instantly the scanners opened |ike windows in ny nmind, affording ne one
fantastic, horrific glinpse outside the clock before | sent ny vessel darting
into yet another previously unsuspected all eyway between di mensions. For in
that first there had been a blue ocean of light filled with drifting figures
of rai nbow hues and starkly geonetric design; and in and about these ainiess,
hel pl ess patterns ambitiously dark and sl ender cylinders had roved, snapping
up the slower shapes as large, fish devour small ones. My flight fromthat

pl ace is nost easily explained: those black cylinders had been i nmedi ately
aware of the clock.

and even as it appeared anong themthey had darted in
nmy direction! Ah, but whatever they were, they could not foll ow ne
bet ween di nensi ons!
Only then, energing into that second parallel dinmension, did | realize that ny
goddess had left ne once nore. | heard her beautiful voice, retreating in ny
mnd, its telepathic echo bidding nme farewell:
7 go now. Kthanid sends me a Great Thought to guide ny spirit home. Take care,
nmy | ove, that we nmay be one in Elysial' And then she was gone. | sent ny
thanks silently after her, to follow her through what | guessed nust be many
eternities to her honme in Elysia.
Now | coul d | ook about nme at this new place, ready on the instant to slip away
agai n between di mensi ons shoul d danger threaten. But no, no danger here. Here
I moved through vast orange spaces in which, afar, scarlet jewel stars
twi nkl ed agai nst a background of red-tinged infinities. Flat disk-shapes with
the diameters of worlds but no apparent thickness whatever, spun by; between
themtiny, flat dianond shapes nmoved in obviously intelligent jour-neyings. A
cluster of these dianbnds were .

this strange dinmension, to a place which | hoped woul d be many
light-years away fromthe nonstrous Bl ack Hole of ny own universe. Only then
woul d | dare nmake the trip back through the di nensional barriers, which ny
vessel penetrated like sunlight through shall ow
wat er .
Wien at last | fancied that

hopel ess!

to starvation. Such was nmy hunger by then that | cared not a damm whet her

| set the clock down on an alien world in an alien tinme, or on some
prehistoric ...

own | onged-for universe of three di nensions, no,

four, for now | accepted time, too, as ny element. And thus, no worse for ny
many ordeal s, |
not Earth, however, nor had | the renotest idea in which direction ny

hone planet lay. Still, there
8 O Alien Life-Forns
hinted at ... those many worlds of wonder | visited after |eaving the
Cretaceous . . . different again, with . . . tell you?
De Marigny, you know how there are creatures that dwell in the nost

i naccessi bl e, inhospitable places above, on and under the Earth and in her
oceans? | amtal king about life-fornms you can find in any handbook of zool ogy,
as opposed to those fearsone beings of the Cthul hu Cycle with which we are now
so familiar. Wll, there are also creatures which exist in the nost obscure
and random corridors and corners of time, in |lost and unthinkabl e abysses of
space, and in certain other twlight places which are nost easily explained by
referring to themas junctions of forces neither tenporal nor spatial, places
which by all rights should only exist in the wldest inaginings of



theoreticians and mat hemati ci ans.

wonder how this can possibly be; one might as well ponder Hans Geisler's
phot ographs of great burrow ng bival ves which suck up sustenance fromthe
aeon-deposited nuck of the Taunmotu Trench, six niles deep in the sea; or the
m crobes that thrive in the nmud of boiling geysers. And if one considers
multiverse . . . inpossible?
Suffice to say, then, that there are extrene fornms of life within and w thout
this universe of ours. And | know it to be so for |I have seen or |earned of
many such forns.

For instance:
intelligent energies in the heart of a giant alien sun who neasure tine

in ratios of nuclear fission and space in uni nagi nabl e degrees of pressurel!
There are waithlike biological gases which issue at the dark of their noon
fromthe fissures of a fungoid world in Hydra, to dance away their brief lives
until, exhausted, they die at dawn, scattering the sentient seeds of nushroom
m nds which will sprout and take root, and whose crevice-deep roots will in
turn emt at the dark of the nmoon euphoric, spore-bearing msts of genesis.
There is a dying purple sun on Androneda's rimwhose rays support life on al
seven of its planets. On the fourth planet there are exactly seventeen forns
of life, or so it would appear. On cl oser inspection, however, a zool ogi st
could tell you that these forns are all different phases of only one
life-form Consider the batrachian and | epi dop-terous cycles of Earth Iife and
this mght not seemtoo astonishing, until | tell you that of these seventeen
phases two are as apparently inaninmate mneral deposits, six are aquatic, two
ot hers amphi bi ous, three | and-dwelling cannibals, three nore are aerial and
the last is to all intents and purposes a plant while all of its prelimnary
stages (excluding the mneral phases) were animal! And to ... ... the
ti me-streamof a distant and utterly alien universe, a one-dinmensional entity
argues continually with its past and future selves on the inprobability of
space! And beyond . . . life as a term nal disease?.

| mention all of these things, Henri, to help you in the first instance to
understand the diversity and tenacity of life, but mainly as an introduction
to what I...
NOTE: Here the contents of alnost a conplete tape have been | ost.
ADM

9 The Lake of Dooned Soul s

. Hyades, though | did not know that then. |Indeed | knew nothing of the
wher eabouts of ny present refuge, neither in time nor in space. Wen a man
flees for his life in the dark he takes whatever route is open to him he only
| ooks before leaping if he has time. One thing | knew for certain, though

this was not Earth. Never in any period of our planet's prehistory that | know
of has it looked like that! And God forbid it ever |ook that way in the
future.

There were noons, Henri, strange noons whose orbits were about other noons as
wel |l as the parent planet, so that they seened to circle or spiral across the
sky. And the stars - they were black! | suppose, |ooking back on it now, that
t hose things al one should have told ne where | was, but nmy mnd was so badly
battered and bruised that | was hardly capable of knowi ng anything, nerely of
accepting. And one thing | accepted gratefully: for the nonce | was again free
of Them the vanpires of time, the Tind |osi Hounds.

Well, | was exhausted and | slept. In that dreanl ess sleep, still ephenerally
attached as ny dormant mind was to the psyche of the clock, | knew that day
had come and that a sun, or suns, had wal ked the sky, and that now ni ght was
once nmore upon this weird world. Surely enough, when | awakened | saw in the
scanners that black stars hung again in the sky; the ashen noons were
spiraling in sul furous, ocher heavens.

| knew instinctively that | dared not |eave nmy vessel, no, not for an instant,
for the atnmosphere of this world



would kill ne as surely as imrersion in.sulfuric acid. Not a conforting
t hought, t hat

of oppression. How may | describe it? It was a feeling as vague really as
the dimand ni ghted | andscape, and yet om nous.
Suddenly it came to ne that | rmust not sinply sit there waiting for something
to happen. | knew, you see, that sooner or |ater sonething would happen. It
was the type of feeling you get standing too close to the lip of a vast cliff
gazing out over far horizons. No, not vertigo but rather a presentinent, the
sudden realization of infinity and one's own insignificance, an awareness of
the presence of vast powers. And even with the shadows | engthening grayly,
t hen shortening, constantly and weirdly dividing and uniting under the spel
of oddly orbiting nmoons, still | did not know where | was. Not even as |
lifted ny clock up and forward, to drift lazily over that pallid, alien
f og- masked | andscape . .

that the mlky fog nowrolled |ike the waves of an ocean, a sea of

undul ating funes white as the snowy domes of Amanita phall oi des, and just as
deadly, rising fromsonme nordant sea. No, not a sea, a |ake.
| saw it as my vessel passed into a region where the cloud-waves rolled |ess
densely: a | ake of nmurky depths the very sight of which, so still, wthout a
ripple to stir its surface, tugged at the roots of nenories that slunbered
uneasily but would not waken.
A nunmbness was on ny mnd, Henri, engendered of unplunbed nysteries, nysteries
not al one of the |lake. That was only a part of it. | felt perhaps as a dying
man feels in that noment before death; or as a baby before it is born; or a
soul before it is reborn. Yes, this world, or nore accurately this |ake, m ght
easily be the rebirthing place of souls - or their graveyard).
Ah, now | knew this place - as Al hazred knew it in the

desert, and Castaigne in New York; as Schrach, Tierney and others have known
it - as every dreaner knows it at least once in life. And once is as nuch as
nost can bear, too much for many. Rearing in horror then above those depths,
mentally lifting nmy coffin-clock up through an agoni zingly | eaden at nosphere,
a successi on of nanmes and associ ations of hal f-remenbered el der nmyths and
nmonstrous | egends fl ooded nmy mind

| thought of Dermhe and Hali, and knew it was the latter |ying beneath ne even
as | rose slowy to the sky. | seened to hear the songs Cassilda's dead voice
sings, but knew themto be only the eerie ululations of someone, sonething

el sel | sensed the dread approach of the King in Yellow, knowi ng that his
scal l oped tatters still shrouded Yhtill; and, seeing a sudden swirl of nottled
yel l ow far down near the m|ky shore of the |ake, | knew al so that ny torpor
had dissipated only just in time. Then, lifting higher and nore freely, | saw

behi nd that flapping yell ow note down on the shore the shadows of a noon, and
behi nd those bl oating fungi shades the jagged towers of |ost Carcosa

Then came the real horror, that which I had nost feared. For rising up now
behind me in that nordant | ake fromwhich, in the words of the poet, '
dreaners flee in nanel ess dread,' a great tentacle stretched, dripping

bubbling acids as it lashed viciously in the wake of ny fleeing vessel. It was
a CGhulhoid tentacle, I knew, belonging to that prinme evil's hal f-brother, the
whi stl er of Cassilda's songs. Hastur had reached up fromthe depths of the
prison Lake of Hali, sending a pseudopod to trap me but nercifully sending it
too | atel

Faster | clinbed, conpletely free now of the nmorbid nmental sloth that shortly
before had held me in its languid arms, until red rays reached out to nme from
over the rim

of the prison planet and massive Al debaran bathed ny tine-clock in the warnth
of her ruddy light.

And now with the horror of Hali behind me, as | sped out into the Hyades, it

dawned on ne that indeed | was not far fromthe planet of ny birth. Not far?



No, a nere sixty-four light-years, but a nonent of concentration. Ah, but in
which direction? I was sure that my very rudi mentary
NOTE: At this point another |engthy part of the narrative, consisting of a
third of a spool of tape, is lost.
ADM
10 Atlantis

Si dney-Fryer's translations fromthe Atl antean of Atlantarion? Mn,
was there when they were witten in the original! In that same period,
sonmething like fifteen thousand years ago, | saw the foundering of Atlantis.
Saw it? | was very nearly part of it

awesone cataclysm de Marigny! It saw the end of a |land, of a people, of
an era - the end of a period of poets who knew the true neani ng of beauty,
whose |i ke can never be known again. | may say that of all..
NOTE: Here the break in the narrative is not so extensive, and nmy opinion is
that the lost matter is not of great inportance. In any case the narrative
fromthis point onis nore or |ess conplete.

11 Cutsi del
that at |ast they had succeeded in hounding ne into a place of utnost
evil. | sensed it in the sane instant that | passed between inconprehensibly

| ayered zones of hyper-space-time into that other place. There had been a
sudden, short-lived blast of mental exultation, of fiendish delight, fromthe
pur sui ng Hounds; their echoes seened to follow nme as | slipped sideways away
fromthose fluttering, chittering rag-things into that parallel dinmension. And
their unholy . . . anticipation, warned ne that here . . . something which
while it must be allied to the Tind |osi Hounds in hideous purpose, in the
overall alliance of evil forces, even they stood in awe ... A power so
nonstrous that

dread; | had heard again as so often before Tiania's voice crying in ny
m nd. And oh, the hopel essness that rang in that beautiful tel epathic voice
before it, too, was cut off:
"Not there, ny love. | cannot follow you or help you there. | cannot even
penetrate the veil in Kthanid' s crystal! Not even a Great Thought can foll ow
you there, and there is no returning from -
"No, Titus! NO' . . .

could not stay here, and yet | could not |eave!
It had been contrived that | mght place nyself in a region fromwhich | could
not escape; and once again, in fear and | oathing of the Hounds of Tindalos, |
had obligingly done just that. But what else could |I have done?
Desperately now I sought to plunmb those depths of nmy vessel's psyche wherein |
knew | ay the controls to open

t he gates between di nensions, those sane controls | had mani pul ated to break
through into this place, as | had used themto escape the Bl ack Hol e and ot her
horrors. But now they were . . . gone! There was only an enptiness where they
had been.

And outside, exterior to the clock, there stretched an infinite darkness. No
stars hung in that all-enbracing wall of seenmingly solid jet. It was conprised
of a blackness without the tiniest glimer of illunmination, as if suddenly I
had been plunged into the heart of sone titanic block of black marble, and yet
not like that. For black may be denned as a color and this was an absence of
color, an absolute absence of light. No, it was nore even than that: it was

t he absence of everything. It came to ne that there was quite literally
not hi ng beyond the walls of nmy vessel, neither time nor space. This time | had
gone - away -fromeverything; the tine-clock - and | had quite literally noved
out si de!

Why, | asked nyself, should these restrictions suddenly have been placed on
the clock's previously unlimted capabilities? My vessel was now |ike an
ocean-going liner confined to port, and an alien port at that. Desperately I
attenpted to burrow even deeper into the tinme-clock's



percei ved that there was sonething out there after all, a novenent, a
di sturbance in the darkness far away. This inpression came to me through the
clock's fantastically sensitive scanners. There being nothing else in that
whol e i mense bl ackness to detect, the scanners had finally sought out this
nost di stant di sturbance to bring to ny attention. But in this | was made
aware of several other things, nanely: if the source of the disturbance was
distant, then this place did not have an absence of space. Therefore, since it
is an irrefutable | aw that space and tinme go hand in hand, tine also existed
here. And yet |

knew sonehow that this was a very different space, a very different tine, a
space-time continuumlike no other

The realization was instantaneous and went no further than that, for now the
di sturbance was cl oser, growi ng, seething in the scanners, its outlines

begi nning to nake thensel ves clearer. For another instant | gaped, then drove
nmy vessel away fromthe thing as it grewwith fantastic speed from a distant
anoeba outlined in eerie blue radiance to a spreading blot that put out

gropi ng, bubbling pseudopods. And al ong these pseudopods the thing seemed to
shoot itself toward ne, rem nding me of some hideous octopus with its quick
jerky nmovenents. But by then | knew that it was no octopus. | knew exactly
what it was and where | was.

A different space, a different time - different because of an alien
juxtaposition to nature - a place utterly outside nature, synthetic,

manuf actured! A dinension parallel with all four mundane di nensi ons but

i mpi ngi ng on none of them 'coexistent with all tine and conterm nous in al
space' but | ocked outside neverthel ess, behind barriers only the El der Gods
m ght construct. But barriers constructed to encl ose what?

What el se but that soul -synbol of nost abysmal evil, that father of darkness,
that frothing, |iquescent, blasphemous shapel essness that masks its true
horror behind a congeries of iridescent gl obes and bubbles; that primal sline
seething forever 'beyond the nethernost angles', the Lurker at the Threshold -
t he noxi ous Yog- Sot hot h!

| knew then that | was dead, de Marigny, finished, that already ny life was
used up and that all | had aspired to nmust cone to nothing. My soul was | ead
within me, plunbing the very depths of despair, for there | was face to face
wi th a being whose only peer in nonstrousness is dread Ct hul hu hinself.

Face to face? Yes, despite the fact that | had in the

previous instant driven ny vessel away fromthe thing! Certainly, for how
m ght one escape a being who is conterm nous in all space? | had no sooner
hurled ny craft in a direction away fromthat frothing obscenity than | found
nmysel f rushing toward himas he placed hinself in ny path! Tine was no refuge
either, for flinging my clock madly into the future I found the horror already
waiting for me - no, rushing with me along the tinme-stream- and al ways,
i nexorably, draw ng closer to ne!
To and fro in space, forward and back in tine. And through all of that silent,
ni ghtmare rush ny hurtling vessel's scanners sought to obtain for ne a clearer
picture of the thing |urking behind those protoplasn c bubbl es and gl obes.
caught insane glinpses of a purplish blue mass: a titanic primal jelly of
wriggling ropes, bulging eyes and tossing, convul sing pseudopods and nout hs

a super-sentient but nevertheless ultra-evil anenmone fromthe deepest seas
of scream ng ni ght mare!
Closer still the horror cane, while ny attenpts to avoid it grew ever nore
frenzied, ever nore useless. Forward and back in time | plunged, then further
back yet; to and fro and around and about in space. Faster and ever faster the
pace grew, and closer the |oom ng horror of Yog-Sothoth. Al of those
lightning nental reflexes built into ne by T3RE were being taxed to their very
limts, strained to the breaking point as I flung the clock through space and



time in ever nore intricate four-dimensional patterns. And through all of this
t hose nyriad bul ging eyes of the nonster stared and lusted. Its convul sing
nmout hs drool ed and chonped vacuously, and the mass of its throbbing body

| ooned over the clock as if to enclose it within some unnmentionabl e anpeba.

It was hideous, indescribably hideous! Then suddenly, driven alnpst to

i nsanity, gibbering and clawing at my hair in an attenpt to force ny mind to
react faster and

faster yet to the perils of that imnpossible chase, finally it happened. |
drove nmy time-clock in two directions at one and the sane tine!

| mpossi bl e? Fantastic? Even | did not imediately understand. |, too, believed
it impossible, believed that | had finally gone nad. Even now | do not

conpl etely understand the how of it, but I think I know the why:

I was hemmed in by Yog-Sothoth in space, enclosed in time. Driven finally to a
frenzy of mental agitation surpassing any state of mind | had ever known
before, torn between a nunber of choices of directions in which to flee, | had
chosen two simultaneously. And | had hurled both the clock and nyself in both
of them And wonder of wonders, the Lurker at the Threshold could only foll ow
me in one! Benused as | flashed both forward and back in tine, Yog-Sothoth
paused, and | took that chance to allow the split psyches of the clock and
nmysel f to fl ow back together again.

But in that |last statenent perhaps | mslead you. | brought the two
materializations of man and vessel back into one phase, yes, and in so doing
repaired that rent | had made in the fabric of infinity; but the reparation
was al nost involuntary. It was sinply a correction of sonething | knew coul d
not be, made the instant after realizing that it could be and was. In any
event, | then found nyself free of the lord of that black denesne, but not for
| ong.

The breathing space | had given nyself, however short, was at least time in
which to consider the inplications of the foregoing phenomenon. Now, you mnust
understand, Henri: it was not as if | had been two nmen in that brief instant

of split personality. No, | had been one man, thinking as one man, reacting as
one man, but existing in two places! A difficult concept even for nme, but in
that concept lay the seeds of ny salvation

If I could nove in two tenporal directions at once, into

both past and future simultaneously - is that a contradiction of terms? -
could | also remain in the present sinultaneously? Could |, in the present,
nove here and there sinmultaneously? And simlarly in the future, and in the
past? If this vessel of nine existed, however hypothet-ically, everywhere and
everywhen, couldn't | with the application of nmy human psyche and super human
mnd -for indeed T3RE had given ne a superhuman mnd - be able to nmake the

ti me-cl ock physically omipresent?

| know what you are thinking, Henri, that only the gods are capabl e of such
things. But didn't gods, the Elder Gods, build this craft of mne? Think of
it: here was Yog-Sothoth, a prime nenber of the Ancient Ones, a being with the
ability to reach any given location in the space-tinme of his own di nmension

al nost instantaneously, but not several |ocations sinultaneously! Only | had
that ability, and in that | had the nonster's neasure.

Now, doubtless recovered fromhis initial surprise, he was conming for ne
agai n, wal king the black voids on his pseudopod arns |ike sone thinking slug

of space. Well, if he wanted Titus Crow so badly he would have him He woul d
have one million Titus Crows, and each and every one of them capable of a
further mllion branchings, enough to fill this entire dinension end to end

and top to bottom - a superabundance of Titus Crows!

Throwing all caution to the wind then, uncaring of what cosmic calanities

m ght acconpany ny next action, | achieved an instant and conpl ete psychic
meshing with ny vessel. | became a sort of superhunman polyp as | comenced to
divide in that instant, subdivide and divide again in all ny manifestations to
a point not far short of infinite. | became one mnd governing a billion



mat eri ali zati ons, one psyche with the omi present awareness of a billion
psyches. And in the next instant of time - the next fewnillions of years of
time; for of course |I had spread

my materializations through all of Yog-Sothoth's tine-di nension - a nunber of
t hi ngs happened.

First, the Lurker at the Threshold curled up on hinself, withing horribly and
visibly shrinking. H's telepathic anguish filled ne with a nental agony that
was al nost physical. Yog-Sothoth was nortally afraid! Confronted with an

eni gnma as unthinkable as this, | yet found nyself capabl e of conpassion. Mre
than that even, | felt a tearing, sickening, intensely burning enpathy for the
horror, exactly like that which I had known as a small boy when a friend of

m ne poured salt on a snail!

Second, even as | realized that the devastating expl osion of ny myriad

mani festati ons had torn a gaping hole in the fabric of Yog-Sothoth's prison

di mrension, so a voice called to me fromthe other side of that awesone gap

The nmental voice | had heard before in what | had taken to be dreans. |

recogni zed the voice of the being in the great al cove behind the enigmatic
drapes in the hall of crystal: Kthanid, guardian of my own guardi an angel
"This way, bom of wonan, you, Titus Crow. You have opened the gate, now cone

through it!"
And finally, drawi ng back my own and the clock's countless identities into the
one original id, into one body, one vessel, | flew as bidden out through that

fantastic rent from which i ssued now a beam of purest light - that same beam
you saw ne use agai nst the Wnd-Wal ker, Henri, or at |east a beamissuing from
a simlar source. This ray, so pure and dazzling white as to strike

physically, like a solid shaft, flashed over and beyond ny darting vessel at
somet hing behind ne. In ny scanner | saw Yog- Sot hoth, bloated again to his
former titanic | oathesoneness, rushing to escape his interm nabl e puni shrment.
He fell back, stricken as the beamhit him And as he fell the portal | had
torn in his prison wall slamed shut again, closing on himand | ocking himin
as securely as ever.

Al'l of these things happened, Henri, and one nore

thing. It was sinply that flooding nmy entire being there
cane the realization that at last | was one with the El der
CGods, a lost sheep returned to the fold, a wanderer cone
hone. Hone to Elysia!

PART FI VE 1

El ysia

(From de Marigny's recordings)

The voice of Kthanid, a supreme being, had called me fromvile vortices of

net her-exi stence to Elysia, a true garden of heaven! Elysia was hone of the

El der Gods -of which Kthanid doubtless was one - and home, too, of the goddess
whose tel epat hi c gui dance had succored nme through a score of danger-fraught

si tuati ons.

Elysia is not a planet, or if so it is the nbst trenendous col ossus anong

worl ds. There was, for exanple, no horizon that | ever saw. Even from on high
| could testify to no visible curvature of the surface below me in the great

m sted di stances. There were beautiful nountains, between and behi nd whose
peaks the spires and colums of delicate cities clustered. Beyond those gol den
bal conies and fretted crystal balustrades silver rivers and | akes tinkled; and
far and away behind all this, msted by distance, yet nore nountains thrust
upward - and yet nore fairy cities sparkled afar - but no horizon! Instead

di stance vani shed in a pearly haze beneath skies that were high and bl ue.

Fl yi ng machi nes soared or hovered in those skies or sinply hung notionl ess.
And through tufted drifting clouds gol den creatures |ike benign, majestic
dragons pul sed on wi ngs of ivory and | eat her

Sone of these dragons were harnessed and bore proud riders through dizzy



hei ghts of air, riders whose scales or feathers or crests or iridescent skins
set them aside fromnere humanity, or rather, set themin a higher nold. These
were the El der Gods thenselves, or their mnions, and not one of them

di spl ayed the slightest interest in ny

time-clock as | passed between them now on an arrow strai ght course beyond an
eneral d ocean toward the steep spires of blue nountains.

Conpl etely nunb fromhead to foot - awash with awe and wonder and pi nchi ng
nmysel f to nmake sure this whol e experience was not sinply sone fantastic dream
- | made no notion, no nental effort to check the flight of the clock as it
rushed out of the utter blackness of Yog-Sothoth's realminto this place. And
yet now | perceived that | passed at a very leisurely pace over fields of
green and gold, and dizzy aerial roadways that spread unsupported spans city
to city like the gossamer threads of a

spi der's web.

How coul d this be? How was it that while | had nade

no conscious effort to slow the clock we yet paced the

skies so steadily? | reached mental fingers into nmy vessel's

nmotor areas, its psyche or nmind, and recoiled as a sort of

slow, frozen electrical charge burned me! The time-clock

rejecting ne? | tried again, but to no avail. My machi ne,
my tinme-clock, did not want to know me now, not at this
exact moment of tine. | knew instinctively then that I

must not interfere, nmust make no attenpt to pilot the

clock or guide its course. Neverthel ess, out of sheer

human stubbornness, | tried yet a third time - only to

nmeet a blank nental wall. | was no | onger master but

passenger, shut out of the engine room not even allowed

on the bridge.

T3RE's words came back to me in that nmonent: 'You have a great journey before
you, you and your time-clock ... he has told me it is so. . .' M clock had
been |i ke some | ean hound, |ost and wandering alone. | had found him
befriended him W had roved and adventured together and now, by accident, we
had come into his honel and. He knew and recogni zed the place. No use ny hand
on the leash, for he scented the hearth of hone. If |

tried too hard to curb himthen he mght turn on ne, for even now his mstress
cal l ed him

Hs mstress . . . and perhaps nine?

Slow y the scanners dimed. Al my connections with the tine-clock were

br eaki ng now, each joining thread parting. Now | was sinply a man in a box,

al one in the deepeni ng darkness.

My last glinpse of Elysia before the scanners went conpletely blank was of the
bl ue nountain spires, much closer now, lifting up to pierce cotton clouds.
Then the darkness was conplete and | was journeying blindly toward an unknown
destiny in an alien, beautiful world.

After sone little time | felt the slightest jolt as the clock came to a halt,
and al nost inmredi ately the door before ne swung open on a corridor that
stretched away into softly silver distances. A corridor lined with . . . with
ti me-cl ocks, just like ny own!

No, not quite like mine. Certainly they were machi nes governed by a sinilar
principle - the clocklike faces with their strangely erratic, tw n-paired
hands and curious hi erogl yphs were anple proof of that. But these nmachines,
the majority of themat |east, were designed for forns other than those of

men. There were sone identical in every respect to that clock of mne, which I
had m stakenly believed to be unique, but of the rest.

There were machi nes of silver and gold, others of glass or crystal, some of
stone or at least of a material indistinguishable fromstone, and at |east one
of a delicate bronze wire nesh. Sone were quite tiny, no nore than seven or

ei ght inches in height; others were wide and tall, towering a fantastic thirty



feet or nore toward the glowing ceiling of the vast corridor. |I could not help
but wonder what sort of creatures m ght have need of these | atter nachines.
Then, as | gazed along the corridor of clocks, | saw that

| was not alone. Moving toward nme strode a pluned, bird-headed bei ng whose
saucer eyes regarded nme with an ancient intelligence. Costunmed in a cl oak of
gold and wearing padli ke sandals of golden mesh on his clawed bird feet, he
drew cl ose and paused to address me in softly clucking, inquiring tones in
answer to which | could only shake my head. Rapidly then and with many a
gesture the bird-man tried several different tongues on me, all wthout avail.
H s deneanor, despite his utterly alien aspect, was the very soul of polite
friendliness. Eventually, after listening to a | ong sequence of hissing

cachinnations, | said, 'It's no use. |I'mafraid | don't understand a word
you' re saying.'

"Ah!' he replied at once. 'Then you'll be the Earthman Tiania is expecting.
Stupid of nme, | should have known at once, but it's been a long, long tine
since a man of Earth was here in Elysia. Let nme introduce nyself. | am Esch,

Mast er Linguist of the Dchichis and adept in all known tongues, including the
electric humof the D horna-ahn Energies. Wenever | nmeet up with a stranger |
take the opportunity to practice ny art. Ri ght now, though, I amoff to
Atha-Atha VIl1 to learn the | anguage of the sea-sloth. Perhaps we'll neet
again. Do excuse me.'

He turned to a gl obul ar cl ock whose base resenbl ed, not surprisingly, the
woven bowl of a nmetal nest and was about to enter when, as if on an
afterthought, he turned and added, 'Ch, but | alnost forgot. Alithard is
waiting for you outside, sent by Tiania.'

"Alithard? Qutside? | answered uncertainly, staring about ne. 'Thank you.' |
began to take a tentative step in the direction fromwhich the bird-man had
appr oached.

"No; no, no!' he called out. 'l walk only for the exercise. You have no need
of exercise.' He quite openly admired ny nuscul ar torso, then cocked his head
on one side and gave a piercing whistle fromhis ridged beak. 'There we

are. Now just you wait a monment and your lithard will come for you.'

'But -'

" Auf W edersehen! Au revoir! Saph-ess isaph!' he chirruped, waving a vestigi al
wi ng and entering into the nest-shaped cl ock. The machine imredi ately faded
and di sappeared from vi ew.

Again | was alone in the corridor of clocks, but not for long. At first the
sound was a nmere - susurration, a nurnur as of small w nds or the sound of a
di stant ocean in a conch's sounding coil, but in atwinkling it grewto a
regul ar throbbing, a beating of great wings. My lithard was coming for ne!

To ny left the corridor stretched into softly silvery distances as before; to
my right a nmote danced afar in the air between the glowing ceiling and the
floor of the corridor, passing above the receding rows of space-tinme machines.
Rapidly the note grew to a shape, a winged outline preceded by outstretched
head and neck. Just as quickly |I began to feel the air stir on nmy cheek as the
dragon - for the nonment | could only think of the creature as such - flew
toward me with a najestic beating of its great wings. A nmonent nore and it
alighted before me on the floor of the corridor, a living fragment from one of
Earth's ol dest nythol ogies. Here was the green and gol den dragon of the
Tung-gat tapestries, a beast such as might play in the Gardens of Rak! There
it stood, Tyrannosaurus rex with |eather w ngs and serpentine neck, a draco
out of the Asian hinterlands but magnified many tines over, and all of a
natural green and gilt iridescence. It was harnessed in black |eather where
neck joined body with a saddle of hammered silver and reins of spun gold!

The massive lizard head towered hi gh above me while huge eyes observed ne,
then a great rear leg bent to

| ower the creature's bulk, formng two scaly steps each half the height of a



man. Amazingly, with a dull runble, the creature spoke: Tituth, Tituth Crow
Tiania ith

wai ting.'

Alisping lizard!l A ... lithard! Could this possibly be the source of the
nam ng of such creatures? | doubted it, but |aughed nevertheless at the

t hought. There was no nalice in ny |augh, however, and as if it knew ny

t hought s the huge beast before me |aughed too, throwing its head back on its
scal ed neck and boomi ng until | thought the high ceiling nust surely come down
on us

bot h.

When the creature was quiet | reached up and patted its great head, gazing in
wonder into the huge black eyes. For a nonment |onger we studi ed one another
man and dragon, and then the lithard began again: 'Tiania ith -'

"I know, | know' | cried. 'She's waiting for me.' Then, with all ny senses
di zzy and rushing, alnmpst as if | was half drunk on the wine of pure joy, |
put all other thoughts aside but those of the goddess. Leaping on ny nount's
knee, and fromthere to the ridged back where | swing easily into the saddl e,
| cried: 'Lead on, ny scaly friend!"

The great head turned to regard nme nore soberly. 'Thcaly friend naned

Q h- Net h!"

"Bravo, O h-Neth!' | slapped the great neck. 'Now take ne to your mistress.'
And mountain of flesh that he was, he stretched his great wings and we lifted
up, inpossibly light as a feather, and | gripped the reins hard as the
corridor of clocks began to speed by beneath ne ..

The corridor of clocks stretched away and away, but before long O h-Neth
turned and flew into a side shaft that rose at about thirty degrees and at
right angles away fromthe silvery main corridor until it energed fromthe
subterranean place into daylight. | had not been dreaning

when | flew the time-clock - or rather when it flew me -over the fields and
aerial roads and cities of faerie Elysia. The same fantastic view now spread
bel ow me as before. Behind us were the blue nmountains, in the heart of which
lay the corridor of clocks, and before us the vast and splendid | andscape of a
wor |l d of opiumdreans! A fragrant w nd whipped nmy hair and lifted nmy soul to
hei ghts rarely if ever experienced before.

A sudden thought cane to me and | stood up in ny saddle to stretch nyself out
al ong the ridged neck of ny nount. | shouted into one of G h-Neth's tiny ears:
"Qth-Neth, | fear I"'mhardly in any fit state for audience with Tiania!’

My hair was | ong and unkenpt; ny beard was wild and uneven; my naked body,
while brown fromthe rays of several suns, was not nearly as clean as | would
have liked it. O h-Neth turned his head slightly and rolled back a great eye.
"Do you with to bathe?" He winkled a nostril. '"You thmelly?

"Yes, | think | amrather . . . snelly, and | would love to bathe,' | answered
him sonmewhat abashed at his nore or | ess accurate perceptions. 'And perhaps
clothes . . .7

But now the dragon seened uncertain. The beat of his w ngs became fractionally
| ess steady, then stilled conpletely as he drew them back and fell forward
into a breathtaking, gliding swop.

"You woul d bathe . . . thoon?" he asked. 'Before we get to houthhold of

Ti ani a?

'Yes, before we get to the household of Tiania,' | answered.

"Then there ith only . . . lithard pool. If that will do, | altho bathe. Later
. bring you robeth.'

"That will do very nicely," |I told him wondering what, exactly, the lithard

pool could be but not wanting to appear ignorant.

"Good!' he seened greatly relieved. He turned one wing into the wind, pulled
his head up and transforned his dive into a circling, soaring clinb that took
us up, up to the cotton clouds and through them Then he turned his head
slightly to ask inquiringly: 'Do you fear ... the high platheth?



"No, I'mfirmenough in the saddle."'

"And do you like ... thpeed?
| thrilled to the idea of riding a speeding dragon through the skies of an
unknown world. 'I |ove speed!’
He blinked his great eyes. 'Tiania, too, like fly ... fatht!' And with that

his wings stretched out and back, doubling the speed of their beating in a
monent. I n but another noment we were caught up in a thermal current that

whi pped us faster and faster along dizzy paths of upper air in a thrilling,
nerve-tingling ride that I wi shed mght go on forever

Al too soon, however, it was over. Then we plunged down, down through the

cl ouds and between the higher spires of a scarlet city, then down again toward
a distant glittering blue patch in fields of green. The patch soon becane a

| ake - the lithard pool

Young dragons splashed in the shallows of glittering waters under the watchful
eyes of warty matrons, while farther out nore mature creatures raced above and
bel ow the surface, to and fro, with wings fol ded back al nbst in the manner of
Earth's penguins. Cccasionally they would |l eap up from depths near the center
of the lake to burst fully into view in rainbow cascades of water that caught
the warm sunlight and scattered it. Then they would spread their wings to
climb high before plumreting again to the cool pool below. This then was the
lithard pool, a | ake of sporting dragons!

W settled in the shall ows where Gth-Neth put down his great hind | egs and
spread his wi ngs across the surface

of the pool. Al the younger lithards backed away to stand watching us. Their
eyes were saucer-w de and, anong the very young ones, a little frightened. In
a matter of seconds all the excited activity of the pool had died down and al
lithard eyes were upon us. Only the matrons politely turned their backs on ny
nakedness.

"What's wong?' | questioned O h-Neth. 'Is sonething

"Very rarely,' he answered, 'do mathterth bathe ... in lithard pool .’

'"Is it taboo, then?' | asked. As a stranger in Elysia | hardly wi shed to go
agai nst the grain.

"Not taboo, but

"You nmean the masters frown upon it?

"Not mathterth . . . lithardth!’

"But you didn't nmention this be - '

"For you,' he cut nme off, '"ith different.' Then he lifted up his voice and
boomed deaf eningly across the pool what nust have been sone sort of

expl anati on of ny presence. | caught only the name 'Tiania'" in all he said. By

the tine the echoes of that dragon-cry had died away, however, the play was on
again in full swing, and sonme of the younger lithards splashed over to us as |
slid fromOh-Neth's saddle into the blue crystal waters.

One of these young ones, big as myself, covered with a soft velvet |eather the
color of marble, kept pace with me as 1 slipped easily into the notions of a
powerful crawl. Closer he canme, eyeing nme intently, then he dived down beneath
me to lift me up bodily sprawl ed across his neck. High out of the water he
tossed me, letting ne fall back with a splash. Indignant, | rose to the
surface, only to find the bawling infant undergoing a thorough booning tirade
froma vast and bl otchy matron

"No, no!" | cried at once. 'He was only having fun.' Qh-Neth, paddling over

i ke some gorgeously painted

Loch Ness nonster, translated |oudly. Fromout near the center of the poo
there came a noi sy and concerted booning from an audi ence of nore mature
['ithards.

' They approve of you . . . Tituth Ctow' O h-Neth inforned me. ' Now you bat he.
| go ... fetch robes.' Wthout another word he sank down into deeper waters,
to energe a nonent or two later in a breathtaking fountain of spray. Hi s great
wi ngs unfolded in the air and he was off, lifting ponderously at first, then



nmore certainly, finally clinbing to the sky and di sappearing in tufted cl ouds
and rosy sunlight.

So there | was, left alone for the duration to the tender nercies of the
strange lithards, and never could | have imgined that to bathe in a pool of
dragons m ght be such wonderful sport! No sooner had Gth-Neth taken his
departure than a pair of young beasts came to me fromthe niddl e of the |ake,
hoi sting me up out of the water and bearing nme bodily to where a host of adult
mal es and femal es spl ashed and cavorted. | becane the ball in a gane of catch
but such was the gentleness of the friendly lithards that | received not even
the smal |l est brui se.

Then, tiring of hurling me through the air one to another, they fornmed a
floating bridge of arched necks along which I ran, while one of them spl ashed
and booned after ne in the water, trying to dislodge me from each successive
scaly perch. Finally slipping froma great neck, I swamto the bottom of the
pool, staying there for many mnutes to study the decorative beds of
freshwater oysters with their huge black pearls. As | rose in a slow spiral to
the surface, two young adults grabbed ne. They were nales, booming in turn
what were obviously questions, in answer to which | could only shake ny head.
A pity that all the lithards were not versed, like G h-Neth, in English. Then
one of the lithards thrust his head beneath the

surface of the | ake, whipping it out an instant later to display bul ging eyes
and panting, lolling tongue. He repeated this perfornmance, but on the second
occasi on when he withdrew his head he plainly suffered no di sconfort whatever.
The whol e thing had been a mime and now | knew the creature's meani ng: he had
asked me whether or not | found any difficulty in staying under water for |ong
periods. In answer | allowed nyself to sink slowy down into crystal depths,
tickling scaly I egs and staying down until my two new friends canme after ne.
For this was one of the benefits of having a custombuilt body, as it were. |
needed |l ungs only for tal king, and who wants to tal k under water?

Plainly the two young lithards wanted ne to foll ow them when they set off down
toward the deepest part of the |ake, their great rear |egs sending them
speeding into silent fathonms. Then, when they noticed how far behind they were
leaving nme - their speed was quite phenonenal - they circled back to grab ne
with their small forelegs and carry me effortlessly along between them Down
we went, down to depths | had not suspected, and in through a sunken porta
whose interior was |it with a nother-of-pearl radiance. This glow ng |ight
apparently sprang from shoals of tiny organisns that swamin that entryway,

| um nous clouds that parted like opening curtains to allow us access to the
nmyst eri es beyond.

Deeper still we swam through waters strangely warm and growi ng warner, unti
suddenly the narrow neck of the channel opened into a great cave. There we
surfaced, energing into air in a cavern whose donmed ceiling, adorned wth
sparkling stalactites, covered an area of what nust have been at |east an
acre. Gobes of artificial light hung near the ceiling, invisibly suspended in
the air, sending down a dappling of green and nmauve rays to give

t he place an appearance of soft contours and quiet, submarine shades.

W energed fromthe pool onto a wi de shelf where rested several matrons whose
task, | soon saw, was the tending of hundreds of huge eggs - dragonspawn! The
eggs rested in rows in hollows all along the sandy shel f, each perfect oval
per haps ni ne inches |ong and each one beautifully speckled in blue and gol d.
Under the watchful eyes of the matrons ny lithard friends gui ded me down a
path between the rows of eggs. Soon we stopped where the two dragons crouched
to admre a pair of gold-flecked ovals, their subdued and reverent boom ng
hinting to me that they nust be the respective fathers of these
hatch-1ings-to-be. After a mnute or two of what seenmed to ne rather proud and
boast ful boom ng together, neverthel ess undertaken in | owered tones, ny
friends indicated that it was time to go. | kneeled to touch the speckl ed
surfaces of the eggs just once, to feel their snmpothness, then the lithards



I ed the way back past the matrons and again we entered the water, returning

t hrough the narrow neck of the cave to the surface of the | ake.

Spying Gth-Neth on the far bank, | first said farewell to ny new friends and
then swam over to him Wile drying nyself in the sun | told the lithard what
| had seen bel ow t he | ake.

"You thingularly honored,' he answered. 'The Cave of Hope ... it ith for
lithardth al one!’

' The Cave of Hope?

"Yeth. Not many eggth hatch. Elythia ith not Thak'r-Yon. Thak'r-Yon . . . hone
worl d.'

' Then why are you here?

" Thak' r-Yon gone . . . ecthpl ode when thun nova. Elder Godth have pity on

lithardth. Bring here. But Elythia ith not Thak'r-Yon.'
When | was dry at last, Oh-Neth handed-me a pair of

soft boots, dark silk trousers straight out of the Arabian N ghts, and a |ight

cl oak of some gol den material whose wi de fastenings crossed ny body to buckle

into the belt of ny trousers. The collar of the cloak was decorated with |arge

brass studs inset with black buttons. O h-Neth expl ai ned the purpose of these

studs: they were antigrav-ity devices by neans of which the wearer of the

cl oak mght control hinmself in marvelous flight. Then the dragon pointed out

simlar studs and buttons set in his own harness, within reach of his short

forel egs.

Al lithardth fly with . . . antigrav. The El der Godth gave . . . when they

brought uth from doomed Thak'r-Yon. Thak'r-Yon had | ow grav. But you try cl oak
later. Now, Tiania ith waiting.'

"But my beard.' | tugged at the untidy growth. 'And ny hair. | was never very

vain, but to appear before a goddess . '

" Ah, yeth. Forgot,' he replied, drawing fromhis harness pouch a small jar of

cream and a silver conb. The creamwas a nost efficient depilatory; nmy face

was soon clean and snmooth and | was able to set about conbing the knots and

tangles out of my hair. Finally, and before I could stop him Oh-Neth

produced a tiny spray and liberally doused me with a faint, not unpl easant

per f ure.

As | junped into the saddle | said, '"Well, if | wasn't "thmelly" before |I nost

certainly amnow' At which G h-Neth threw back his head and boomed jovially.

He sobered quickly.

"One nore thing,' he said. 'Tiania not goddeth but. . . one of Chothen.'’

"The Chosen?

' Chot hen of the Godth!' Then, and without a single further word, the great

lithard stroked the row of studs set in his harness and bounded into the sky

in a fanning of |eather wi ngs.

2 Tiania

(From de Marigny's recordings)

There are times in a man's life, no matter what previous wonders he has known,
when the feeling cones that everything is a dream and he nust pinch hinself to
wake up. | had known this feeling before, when faced with horrors too
grotesque to be real - though they were! -and again on a number of occasions
when realization of marvels beyond words had suddenly burst upon ne.

Now it was this dragon-ride of mine toward a destiny | knew had called nme al
the days of ny life - the feel of my healthy, strong body, alive and burning
bright, seated in the saddl e of a fabul ous beast snatched straight out of

Chi nese myt hol ogy; a journey nmore fantastic than dreanms thensel ves. | was
actually riding a dragon through the skies of an alien world, enroute to the
househol d of Tiania, Chosen of the Gods in her sky-floating, garden-girt
castle high in the cotton cl ouds of Elysial

Down below, the fields formed a giant patchwork quilt on which sone child of
the djinni had thrown his toy cities of crystal, with yellow and silver

ri bbons for roads and bright pieces of broken mirrors for |akes and pool s.



| aughed with the heady exhilaration of it all, and G h-Neth |aughed t oo,
baring his teeth and booning into the tiny clouds that flew apart at the
unspoken conmand of his thrumm ng w ngs.

Then ahead | spied an island in the sky. It was literally that, an island, a
massi ve slab of rough rock floating in a sea of air. It |ooked for all the
world as if it had just crashed down fromsone titanic cliff in space, except
that its topside was planted with lush grass, trees and fl owers,

and its precipitous edges were walled and grown w th orchid-sprouting
creepers. And set back in a garden of fountains and pools, where strange
lilies exhal ed exotic perfunes, there rose a granite-walled, w de-w ndowed
ornanental castle. Sweet-snelling stables stood at the rear, close by a clover
field in which a group of sated dragons slunbered in the shade of mighty
trees. The household of Tiania. A world of its own that | ooked down upon

El ysia even as the great soaring birds of the upper air | ook down upon the
fields and cities of Earth.

W alighted first on a cobbled path before the outer walls; with a single
bound O h-Neth carried me in beneath a high archway, coming to a halt in a
tiny courtyard. Trenbling suddenly, filled with enotions and passions that

bl azed within me as they never blazed in my Earth-youth, | got down from

O h-Neth's back and stood waiting ... | knew not what for. Intricately w ought
and inscribed gl ass doors stood open in the granite face of the inner wall;
beyond them a maze of nosaic-adorned roons strewn with cushions glowed in the
beams of sunlight striking through a thousand tiny crystal w ndows all set
about the w der casenents.

Wth a sudden snort of inpatience and a toss of his dragon's head, O h-Neth
thrust me awkwardly forward. Numb though ny legs felt, at least | found them
answering ny conmands, sufficiently to allow nme to walk in through the gl ass
doors to the maze of npsaic roons. Behind ne the doors silently closed; one by
one the crystal w ndows, |large and small, glowed, then turned opaque; from
somewhere a chimng nusic as of faerie bells and sighing strings faintly
sounded. Now the light grew dim until quite suddenly the vaulted ceiling

glowed with a fluorescence which, while faint, seened to act upon and fill the
maze of rooms with sparkling w neglass translucency.
| stood still, not daring to nove lest | ruin the magic by

my intrusion. Gradually the nosaics of the walls faded to be repl aced by
perfect mirror surfaces in which a thousand i nages of myself were reflected.
Vain as it may seemnow to say it, | was not displeased with the | ooks of
these nyriad caped giants. Then, even as | stared at the mrror inages of
nmysel f, suddenly | was not alone. The image of Tiania - a thousand inmages -
gossaner-clad and supple as wi |l ow wands, appeared beside ny own.

The sight was enough to burn the retina |like a naked sun, containing a beauty
to destroy a man's sight forever. At the very least it would nmake him an
addict, drawn forever to seek the purest bliss of such sheer unbelievable
beauty, or driven to the dark oblivion of suicide in its absence. A thousand
Ti ani as, but which one was real ? Every fiber of ny body, ny soul and even,

t hought, that nechanical heart of mne, ached. | held out nmy arns. 'Tiania,
whi ch of these dreans is

really you?

"This one,' her warm trenbling voice answered. Then her cool arnms were
suddenly about me and her eyes, in which | knew | could happily drown, gazed
gorgeously into mine. No man of flesh and bl ood coul d ever w thstand so
trenendous an assault on his senses; | made no attenpt to but instantly bent
to kiss her.

Qui ckly she put delicately tapered, trenbling hands to ny lips. Her eyes were

wi de; her face, even as mne, full of wonder. 'Titus Crow ... do you |love ne?
"Tiania,' | answered, or perhaps ny soul answered for me, '|I have | oved you
forever '

To this day | cannot recall that first kiss. | renenber that before we drew



apart in nmutual wonder the maze of roons had darkened again, and that Tiania's
eyes were veiled jewels in the darkness. Their fire was finally put out
beneath fluttering | ashes. For a nonment we stood like that, until she al npst
seened to faint against me. Al

about us then, as 1 fiercely caught her up and she as fiercely responded, the
faerie music swelled to match the beat of incensed pul ses

Thus Ti ani a becane nmine, and she will remain mne forever

The norning was synthetic, prepared by the castle itself under instruction
fromits mstress, for there is no night in Elysia. Gradually the crystal

wi ndows |ightened, as if dawn gl owed beyond them and slowy the maze of roons
and their nmosaic walls began to take on formin the darkness. The twittering
of small birds filtered into the castle fromthe ivied walls outside.

| cannot really say whether | was asleep or not when Tiania' s absence

i npressed itself on me; nost likely | was in that half-world between dream and
waki ng. | roused myself, dressed as full daylight returned to the maze of

i nterconnecting roons and nmade ny way to the open glass doors. In the
courtyard a spiderlike creature of roughly human proportions but with an
abundance of hairy | egs and ot her appendages noved swi ftly, alnmost nervously
about. It was armed with an arsenal of broons and brushes, dusting, sweeping,
pol i shing the hard cobbles and whistling to itself what sounded |ike a

t hor oughl y human tune.

Despite the fact that the creature was obviously harm ess, a nmenber of

Ti ani a' s househol d, nevertheless | found a certain disturbing simlarity
between it and certain of the robots on T3RE' s world. This was surely, | told
nmysel f, only the thing' s spindly-leggedness. As | watched, a second spider
twitched rapidly into view fromaround the curve of the castle wall and nmade
straight for the glass doors where | stood. It paused in patent confusion when
| made no nove to get out of its way.

"Er, excuse ne,' | said, snmling in what | was sure nmust be a very foolish
fashion. 'Were is Tiania?

It whistled questioningly, the antennae above its soft brown eyes trenbling in
peculiar agitation. Then the pitch of its whistling fell. 'Tiania?" it
repeated in fluting tones. 'Bathing.' It made to get by ne but | stood ny
ground.

' Bat hi ng, you say? Were is she bathing?

"Lithard pool,' the spider answered. Then, after a further nonent of

i ndecision, it gently but firmy picked me up in surprisingly strong arms to
set me down again on one side and out of its way. It shuffled about nervously,
awkwar dly, peered at nme wonderingly and gradually resumed its whistling. Then
as if | no longer existed, apparently satisfied that it had done the right
thing, the spider twitched on past nme into the maze of rooms within the
castle. In another second, in addition to its whistling, | could hear the
sounds of its sweeping and brushing as it nmoved rapidly through the roons.
After that | paid these curious nenials no further attention, except to get
out of their way when they were busy!

Tiania had told me about Elysia's constant day during our |ong 'night'.
Elysia's dwellings incorporate marvel -ously intricate conputers which nake
speci al nornings, evenings or nights to order for their owners. Dependi ng on
the worlds of origin of their inhabitants, the dwellings al so work all kinds
of atmospheric wonders; together with an unlinited conbination of special
lighting effects and weat her conditioning, the homes can be programmed to suit

every mood and need. Still, | was surprised and it registered as a shock when
| saw that the 'sun' stood as always at its zenith.
Then, shielding nmy eyes against the orb's brightness, | saw a speck rapidly

growi ng | arger among fleecy cotton clouds, and shortly the speck becane the
outline of O h-Neth with the glowing formof Tiania on his back. Her

wonder ful hair, catching the wi nd, billowed about her shoul ders where she



stretched out full length along the dragon's neck. As they circled high above
the courtyard I could hear her |aughter and the joyous boonm ng of her mount.
She was clad in a garnent that glowed with faint nother-of-pearl, wth huge
bel | -bottons at her sandaled feet, a top that |left her arms and shoul ders
bare, and a wide belt of silver glow ng about her waist. As O h-Neth comenced
hovering above the courtyard |ike some enornous hawk in the sunlight, she
stood up on his neck and put her hands to her belt where the buckle would be
-then stepped free of the lithard into thin air!

Down she plumeted |like a falling arrow, feet first, her emerald hair a

neteorite's tail streaming green fire up fromher head. Horrified, | rushed
forward, holding up ny arns to catch her, knowi ng that fromso extrene a
hei ght she must surely kill herself and probably me too. At the last instant |

cl osed ny eyes, certain she would smash me down onto the freshly cl eaned
cobbl es of the courtyard. Instead there cane only her beautiful voice in
worried inquiry, and fromon high the beat of great wings and a familiar but
guestioni ng boom ng. As | opened ny eyes in disbelief she settled into ny arms
gentle as a feather.
"Titus, your face

She put the palns of her hands to ny tenples. 'Are

you ill?

"No,' | answered, realization beginning to dawn, renmenbering what O h-Neth had
told me about the use of antigravity. |I lifted her up and gently shook her
"I"'mnot ill, just terribly angry!’

" But why?'

| folded her into my arnms. 'l thought you would kill yourself!’

"Surely O h-Neth told you of the devices we use to -

"Yes, but | had never seen one used, except by QG h-Neth, and that was
different. | certainly wasn't thinking of such devices when 1 saw you step
fromhis back.'

"And you really feared for ne?

| lifted her up above ne again, so that she | ooked quizzically down at ne,

wi de-eyed. 'I've only just found you," | told her. '"But | don't ever want to
| ose you!'
"You will never lose nme, Titus,' she answered quickly, excitedly. 'W are one

now and none may put us asunder. Wiile | bathed Oth-Neth went to see Kthanid
far in the frostlands. He sends us his blessing and says that when you have
seen Elysia we are to go to him Kthanid it was who first told nme of you;

i ndeed, it was he - '

"Who promised ne to you?' | finished for her, smling.

Her sweet nouth fell open. 'But how do you know

t hat ?'

"Ch," | teased, 'l know many things. Sinple Earthman

| may be but -'

She | aughed at ne and kissed me as | put her down. 'No, Titus, Sinple Earthman
you are notV she said. 'But still you don't know everything!'

| asked her meaning but she shook her head. 'No time now to bother with al
that. You shall know later. But this . . . evening' - she formed the word

carefully, unused to its sound in a world where natural evenings did not exist
- "many friends of mne are coming to nmeet you and eat with us. Before then I
nmust show you how to use your flying cloak, and I will need to talk to the
conputer to ensure that the . . . evening is perfect. So much to do. First you
must learn to fly!'

And so | learned to fly! Tiania showed nme how | nust cross ny hands over ny
chest in front of me, like an Egyptian numy in his sarcophagus, to reach the
buttons set in their brass studs in the harness of ny cloak. And she taught ne
whi ch buttons and conbi nati ons of buttons

to press in order to achieve elevation, lateral and transverse flight and many
ot her nore awkward maneuvers of aerial agility that m ght have taxed the
dexterity of a fly. Because | reveled in this new art | |earned quickly, and



at last Tiania decided | knew enough to allow nme to fly with her over the
preci pi tous edge of her sky-floating island. 1 took the initiative to speed
like an arrow before her, while Oh-Neth hurtled after us and boonmed his
approval as we tunbled through the sky |like human bats in a fantastic game of
t ag.

Then, as | turned sharply to speed beneath the sky-floating island itself, |
heard Tiania's cry of warning and slowed until she flashed up beside ne.
"Careful, Titus! See there.' She turned on her side to point out for nme a
series of vast brass disks, at |east a dozen of them set in the rough rock
base of the floating island. Each disk had a black center like an iris, and
central in each of the irises was a |umi nous area that sent a slimwhite ray
of light earthward. These beans soon petered out, but they were plainly

vi si bl e where they issued fromthe | um nous areas.

'"Ch, yes!' Tiania told ne later, as we sat beside a fountain. 'The antigravity
power which the disks exert is so powerful that to fly into a ray too close to
its source would be to die instantly, flattened in a noment and hurled to the
fields of Elysia far, far below ' She sipped iced wine froma tiny glass.

' Those engines are trenmendously powerful. Just think, they float ny entire
island here in the air as if it were a feather!’

And then, towards 'evening', Tiania took me with her to the center of the nmaze
of rooms and showed ne the conputer that governed the life of her castle in
the sky. It was quite different fromanything I mght have expected: a gadget
like a |l arge m crophone beneath which Tiania sat while she spoke her commands
out |oud. She explained that really there was no need for her to speak

at all but she wanted me to hear what kind of evening she had in mnd for our
party. Her orders would have been understood and carried out had she nerely
sat still and thought themto the machine. The device could obey instructions
no matter what sort of creature used it, for telepathy knows no distinction
bet ween races, creeds or species. Thought is thought.

The evening was to be exotic. No, that sinply would not do to describe it. It
woul d be fantastic! Twin nmoons, one gold, the other silver, would sail the

ni ght sky while small warm w nds would play all about the castle. Stars as big
as a man's fist, so close one mght try to pluck themfromthe firnmanment,
woul d seemto light up the sky with their tw nklings, and nmeteorites would

bl aze like firewrks as they fell down fromthe heavens. Misic would play
softly in the background, the nobst beautiful tunes of a hundred worlds, and

t here woul d be danci ng and singing and good things to eat and drink unti
"nmorning', which would be equally fantastic. The party would go on all through
t he synthetic night.

When Tiania was finally satisfied, she stood up from beneath the progranm ng
device and | took hold of her hands. "It will go on all night?" | smlingly
asked.

"Yes,' she answered brightly, then noticed the look in ny eyes and bl ushed.
"But when our friends have gone then we shall have another night, a |ong one,
to enjoy together. But you must not listen when | tell the castle's computer

t he arrangenments for that night!’

And so we bathed in an indoor pool, dressed and went to the walls to watch for
the arrival of our guests. If anything, these arrivals were nore fantastic
than both the evening to come and the norning put together. First cane nenbers
of that bird race of linguists, the Dchichis, a nmenber of which, Esch, had
been the first being to greet ne in

El ysia. Next canme a tiny couple that | thought to be small children when

first sawthem flying afar. They arrived conpletely naked and al one, w thout
the aid of dragons or antigravity belts. Only when they actually alighted
beside us was | able to see that they thensel ves were w nged, with tw n-paired
gossamer nenbranes that gl eaned all the rainbow s hues before the little
peopl e fol ded them down al ong their backs. Then, too, | saw that they
resenbl ed i nsects nore than anything el se, with slender bodies and |Iinbs and



softly furred faces that smiled and blushed as Tiania greeted themwarmy

i ntroduced me and then directed themto the castle.

Next came a terrifically tall manlike being in a cape that covered himin
fiery mesh fromhis neck to his feet, if he had any; he clinbed up the w nds
of night to us, Tiania declared, using powers of levitation generated by his

m nd al one. He was Ardatha Ell, a white wi zard from denon-dooned Pu-Tha, who
had made his way to Elysia alone. He greeted us in a deep, sonorous voice
which, while | studied himintently, | could swear did not issue fromhis pale

lips but yet was not telepathic in the sense that | understood tel epathy.

And so they canme, creatures and beings fromall the worlds of fantasy that a
man m ght ever dream and all of themplainly |Ioved the woman, the girl, the
goddess whose heart was mine. There were two hundred of them perhaps nore,
none of them of the Elder Gods proper but all of them chosen ones, Chosen of
the Gods. And there were some anpbng them who, |ike Tiania herself, were very
nearly human and yet nore than human: beautiful creatures so delicate of form
and feature, so exotic in styles and mannerisnms, but yet radiating over al
such auras of purest love, like Tiania, that they transcended mere humanity.
O that conputerized night, of the party itself and the

wonders and mysteries | saw and had explained to ne, | will not even attenpt
descriptions. It is enough to say that despite their various, vastly differing
forms and origins, despite the fact that of those who had tongues only a very
few of them spoke | anguages | coul d understand, despite their conming to Elysia
fromall the ends of time and space, still a camaraderie of joy and friendship
exi sted between all of them It existed and grew through the Iong night,

i ncluding nyself as few friendshi ps have ever included me during a lifetinme on
Earth. In the utter absence of fear and hate there can only be joy and | ove!l
And so the night, long as it was, came and went. Tine flew by and the nost
beautiful norning | ever saw grew into day, until finally our guests departed.
| sorrowed when they went until, as she had prom sed, Tiania nmade anot her

ni ght for us, beside which all the beauty and wonder of the last paled to

i nsi gni ficance

World of Wonder

(From de Marigny's recordings)

Al too soon cane the tine when, perhaps sensing a germ of restlessness in ne,
Ti ania took me away fromher castle in the sky to see Eiysia. Wiat little
knew of the home of the Elder Gods was the nerest fraction of an amazi ng
total. Tiania told me that if | lived a thousand years and travel ed Eiysia far
and wide | could never behold half of her wonders.

I ndeed our travels occupied us for quite a long period. Often we stayed at the
houses, castles, nests - on one occasion a hive - of Tiania's friends; at
other times we flew back to the castle in the sky. Sonetimes we rode O h-Neth,
when there were places and people the dragon particularly wanted to visit. And
yet despite the never-ending marvels, the incredible scope and beauty of that
wor |l d of wonder, always there nagged at the back of my mind an uneasy feeling
of frustration. In all truth | was not sure ... | did not know what the
naggi ng feeling was.

How coul d one know frustration in Eiysia, where all of a man's dreans m ght
cone true and all fears are put away, dispelled in the atnosphere of
wel | -being that the El der CGods thensel ves radi ate? And yet there was this
worry that | had | eft sonething undone, sonmething very inportant. And just as
a forgotten word sits for hours on the tip of one's tongue, so that inchoate
thing lurked at the edge of ny mind, slipping away whenever | attenpted to
focus on it.

No, it was not really frustration. Guilt, then? But of what could | possibly
deem nmysel f guilty? Had the El der Gods thensel ves not found nme worthy? Had not
Kt hani d,

the Eminence in the Hall of Crystal and Pearl, bestowed his bl essing upon



Ti ania and her Earthman? No, it was not guilt. Wat it was of course
eventual |y dawned on nme - perhaps | knew it all along but sinply did not w sh
to recognize it, hence nmy feelings of guilt and frustration -but by then the
renmedy for this peculiar uneasiness of soul had al ready been deci ded.

That, however, is all away fromthe point. | have seen Elysia; | will now
attenpt, with totally inadequate words, to describe some of that world's
wonder s.

There is, for instance, the vast and aerial city of the Dchichis, an aerie of
| ava crags and spires honeyconbed with burrows, silk-lined nests and comuna

i ncubators. But if that sounds like some rather grand and el evated North Sea
bird sanctuary do not be misled: this island city floats many mles in the sky
above Elysia, held aloft by enormous antigravity disks. Its nests are no |ess
confortable and well appointed than the roons of Tiania's own castle, and its
deni zens, Esch's people, are nore civilized and sophisticated than any race of
Earth ever was or will be. The Dchichi hatchlings, even in their shells,
conmence |l earning the arts and sciences - particularly the tongues, the

i nguistic and ot her nbdes of conversation and comunication - of dozens of
the races and civilizations of an eternally expandi ng universe. The adults are
fearl ess voyagers in space and tine, seekers after know edge in the fullest
meani ng of the words.

| saw and was awed at the sight of the Thousand Seal ed Doors of the N hl athi

hi bernati ng centi pedes whose slunbers have already | asted for five thousand
years and will not be broken for as |ong again. These great circul ar slabs of
magni ficently inscribed basalt, where they line the feet of the Purple
Mountain in the Vale of Dreans, are thirty feet in dianeter and barred with
massi ve bands of a

white netal that no caustic liquid nay ever corrode. They are the portals to
the burrows of the dreaming N hlathi, who sleep until the great pal e poppies

bl oom again on the slopes of the Purple Mountains. Only then will they energe
fromtheir deep cavern sanctuns, for their food is the seed of the giant poppy
whi ch bl ooms every ten thousand years and then, like the N hlathi thenselves,

falls once nore into centuried hibernation. And none in Elysia save the El der
Cods renenber the ways of these cryptogenic slunberers at the roots of the
Purpl e Mountains, for theirs is a history that was never witten and their
tongue has never been understood. Not even the Dchichis, whose greatest

i nguists and cal ligraphers regularly convene in the Vale of Dreans to ponder
the inscriptions of the Thousand Seal ed Doors, have been able to deci pher
their nysteries.

In the nmountain-girt Gardens of Nymarrah, Tiania took ne to nmeet the Tree. By
then I no | onger questioned her with regard to the deni zens of Elysia, nor
about other matters which had initially bothered me, though certainly there
were many questions | could have asked. | had discovered that it was far
sinmpler to wait and see; the answers invariably presented themselves in their
own time.

The Tree was a very special friend of Tiania's. She had played in his branches
as a child, when he stood to the west of the Gardens of Nynmarrah, and had
visited himoften during his slow journey east. Now he stood in the center of
the Gardens, a towering enerald giant twelve hundred feet tall. He had a

cl assi cal brandy-glass shape, all beautiful yard-long | eaves of |ush green
with creeper-like tendrils hanging in festoons beneath the branches, and
ridged brown bark a foot thick. Serene, silent and sentient!

The trunk of this titan nmust have been all of one

hundred and fifty feet through and through, and as Ti ani a
and | approached him wal ki ng barefoot and hand in hand

t hrough knee-deep grasses, the outer branches sighed and
bent down and the soft furry edges of giant |eaves touched
us. At the sane instant | felt a thrill of strange awareness
deep in my every fiber. A question had been asked, had



passed fromone living, thinking being to others, but as

yet the enpathy between the Tree and nyself was incom

plete. Tiania, on the other hand, had known the Tree al

her life.

"It is I!" she cried at once, answering the Tree's question. She darted
forward into the shade of massive branches and beneath suddenly nobile
tendrils, pressing herself to the rough bark of the great bol e and spreadi ng
her arms wide as if to enconpass that massive girth. "It is Tianial'

Should a man be jealous of a tree? No, not even a tree as magnificent as this
one. Tiania turned and took ny hand as | approached the trunk | ess hastily.
She spoke, but not to me: "This is Titus, ny Earthman.'

Again the Tree sighed and tendrils |like slender snakes tentatively brushed
Tiania's wai st, then wapped thensel ves about her. | was watching this so
intently that | did not notice the second group of tendrils until | actually
felt the first funblings at ny waist. Wth a startled cry | pulled back
against the Tree's touch, and instantly the tendrils sprang away and the

| eaves above ny head furled in on thensel ves and drew back

"No, no, Titus. That is not the way,' Tiania chided. 'The Tree | oves ne, he

loves all living things in Elysia and would | ove you, too, but you nust not
frighten him'
Frighten hin? | | ooked up into di mdistances of receding green, dappled here

and there by soft sunlight penetrating from outside, where shafts of gold
showed a

nmyriad scented notes dancing in the air. Beneath one tree, | stood in the
green heart of a forest!

"Frighten hinP?' 1 asked out | oud.

"Certainly. He is very shy.'

"I meant no harm no discourtesy, but . . .'

' Then you nust think of himas a person in his own right, like QG h-Neth or
Esch, not just a tree. He is the Tree, and he is a very beautiful person!’
VWl |, no doubt about that |ast. He was quite beautiful, and indeed as | had
pul l ed away fromhis tendrils, | had felt in the thrilling energies that
filled me a sensation of . . . hurt? So what was wong with ne? | could

happily mesh ny mind with a machine, the tinme-clock; feel conradeship toward a
robot, T3RE, |augh and swmw th dragons and ri de one across alien skies. And
yet now, this living, thinking - yes, person - shrank from ne.

| reached to stroke the edge of a |leaf where it curled uncertainly above ny
head and with my mind | said, 'You are very, very beautiful, and if you | ove
Tiania then love nme also for we are one.'

A sigh that grew into a great soughing of branches filled the Tree as he
reached down his tendril arms to lift us up in joy into his mdst, sw nging us
hi gh |i ke bobbins on threads and passing us tendril to tendril all the way up
his fantastic length. It was breathtaking, and nore so for the fact that now
the Tree's enpathic aura, its radiations of enmotion, were reaching ne.

And all the Tree knew or was interested in was beauty! Beauty poured fromthe
titan's soul, enveloping all, swelling out to set the very air trenbling in
synmpathetic joy. And in the center of all that wonder Tiania and | were rushed
dizzyingly aloft to finally perch in the topnost branches, there to listen to
the Tree's songs of love and joy and beauty. Peering through those highest
branches and | eaves,

al nrost a quarter of a mle above Elysia's soil, | could see a wide gray path
away to the west. The great path seened to |ead arrowstraight to the Tree
drawn as if by a ruler, except that this ruler would have to be many niles
long. As the Tree's songs finally died away in a vast sighing, | knew suddenly
what that great swath of dry sandy soil was: nothing less than the track the
Tree had nade in his long journey fromthe west.



"Yes,' Tiania told me when | asked her, 'you are right. The Tree | eans al nost
i nperceptibly to the east; he sends out new roots in that direction. To the
west, where the soil is dead, there the old roots die. And so the Tree turns
hi nsel f, ever so slowy, and turning he noves forward. As the new roots turn
to the west they grow old. And always the Tree | eans toward the east, noving
and turning, turning and noving, ever so slowy. He calls it his dance. Such
is his size that he requires nuch nourishnment. The earth he feeds in is dead
and dry when he noves on, and he sorrows for the dead earth he | eaves behind
him But he sorrows rarely and usually only when he is al one. Wen people
visit him then he fills out with

j oy’

As she finished speaking | saw that there were tears in her eyes. | took her
inm arns. 'Tiania, why do you cry?

'"The Tree tells me,' she answered, 'that there is a sadness in you. | have
known you were restless but did not think it nust come so soon.'

"A sadness in nme?' | was astonished. 'You did not think it would come so soon?

| don't, understand, Tiania. Wiat do you nean?

She threw her arnms around ne and sobbed openly on ny shoul der. 'You do not
even know, ny love, you have not realized it; but Kthanid said it night be so.
You searched so long and hard for your Earth before you found Elysia, that you
still -'

INo.r | denied it, angrily shaking ny head.

She pushed nme away and sprang to her feet on the naked branch hi gh above the
Gardens of Nymarrah and her hands flew to her belt. 'There must be no pain
here ... the Tree . " And drawi ng back fromme as fresh tears fl ooded her
eyes, she flew out through the | eaves and was gone.

"Tiania!' Rising in anger - angry because | knew that she was right, and yet
still not understanding, or not wanting to understand - | rose to leap after
her. The Tree immedi ately cast quivering tendrils about ne, holding ne fast.
Al the fibers of nmy soul read the Tree's message, which was |ove, and a great
sadness filled ne.

"I love you,' the Tree told ne, "and | |ove Tiania. She |oves you, and you

s

"I love her, too,' | answered, 'and always will, but she is right. For a
little while at least | nust |eave El ysia!'
And then | sat down again in that high place and the Tree stroked nme with the
furry edge of a great |eaf and sang songs to ny innernost being, songs as sad
as ny troubled soul, which would not have been soothed by all the joy in

El ysi a
And so we went to Kthanid, the El der God who was Tiania's guardian. Hi s pal ace
of crystal and nother-of-pearl lay in the heart of a glacier, in a region
where the sun shone far off, as if it were about to sink down behind Elysia
and di sappear. Warnmly wapped we went, in furs and boots, riding a
gravity-defying vessel of silver whose curved crystal screen kept the biting
cold from us.

We approached Kthanid' s demesne fromthe sea, across an expanse of blue ocean
where icebergs sailed majestic and serene. There, far ahead and glittering in
the rays of the distant sun, Tiania pointed out the vast and eternal gl acier
whose heart housed Kthanid's palace. It was a

solitary place, as are all the seats of the El der Gods, where Kthanid m ght
ponder whi chever problenms he desired or do whatever he w shed in peace
eternal .

"I will ask him"' she told nme as we flew in through the crevasse that guarded
the entrance to the ice-envel oped palace, '"if | may not go with you to your
Earth. Perhaps it is possible that -'

"Even if he agreed,' | cut her off, 'l would not take you. There are terrors

in the voids of space and time that you nust never know face to face. You have
ri sked too nmuch for nme already.'



As we alighted fromthe flying machine at the head of a series of magnificent
i ce steps she stanped her booted feet, and not, | thought, solely because of
the cold we could now feel biting through our furs. 'Are you scrsoon bored
with ne then, Titus Crow?

"Little one," | told her, ny own anger rising, 'Kthanid s palace or not, and
hi m your guardian and all, if you once nore hint that | could ever find
boredomin your arns -or you in mne, for that matter - then you'll go across

ny knee! Way, girl, I-'

But she was crying, and if ever a sight was designed to bend, to break ny
heart, then it was the sight of Tiania in grief. Conforting her while the
tears froze on her cheeks, | pulled her furs closer and picked her up in ny
arms to carry her down the first sweeping flight of ice-hewn steps. Above us
the crevasse walls swept up to nmeet in a splendid arch of icicles, which

| ooked for all the world like the roof of sonme titanic ice-beast's gaping
nmout h, but soon this entranceway had dwindled to a nere triangle of |ight at
our rear.

Finally, after descending many flights of the steps cut in ice and arriving at
the foot of that trenmendous staircase, | saw that we had reached the polished
bedrock of the nountain ravine. An ice tunnel, its granite floor worn

snooth by centuries of glaciation, stretched away into the heart of the

gl aci er. Sweeping along this passage there canme strange and exotic scents the
like of which | had never known before, all carried by a warm breeze. It bl ew
upon the face of the now drowsy girl in ny arns and caused her to stir. She

ki ssed ne, which told me that all was well, and | placed her gently on her own
feet. Then, with ny arm around her waist, we continued.

As the distance we covered increased, so did the warnth. W soon shrugged off
our robes and proceeded clad only in the accustoned dress of Elysia's warnmer
climes. I would have flown but Tiania stopped me, saying that nortals should
show humility in the presence of the gods.

W wal ked another mile or so until quite suddenly the dimblue |ight grew
brighter, as if here a great source of illunination was hi dden behind the soft
sheen of ice walls. Then those walls thensel ves becane granite and finally we
arrived at a hanging curtain of crystal beads and pearls threaded on gol d.
Such was the nunber of golden threads thus adorned that the curtain was quite
thick; in width it extended right across the tunnel. Even so, each individua
thread of that precious veil was fine enough to allow the whole curtain to
nove in the warmdraft that issued fromits hidden side.

" The throne room of Kthanid,' Tiania told nme, 'whose wi sdomis unequal ed and
unchal | enged anong all the Elder Gods!' She parted the curtain and held it
open for nme, beckoning ne to enter. | slipped through the opening . . . into a
scene renenbered fromny dreans!

For of course this was the Hall of Crystal and Pearl, the Pal ace of the

Em nence, the inner sanctum wherein a great being thought G eat Thoughts upon
its throne in a curtained alcovel It was here that | had stood beside an

angui shed, frightened girl/wonman/ goddess who had not

known | was present, to watch myself hurtling down to the Black Hole in the
time-clock. But while that had been a dream - or at best a vision engendered
of some aeon-spanning tel epathic enpathy between Tiania and nyself -this was
real, here, now My nmind reeled in the grip of fantastic paradoxes.

Standing just within the curtain, Tiania at ny side, 1 gazed dry-nouthed al
around ne. | recogni zed the trenendous hall, with its weird angl es and
proportions and high-arched ceiling, the titan-paved fl oor of massive
hexagonal flags and the ornate columms rising to support high bal conies that
seened obscured in a haze of rose quartz. Everywhere were the renenbered
white, pink and bl ood hues of nulticolored crystal, even the vast scarl et
cushion with its centerpiece that resenbled nothing so nuch as a huge, nilky
crystal ball. Everything was as | renmenbered it

No, not quite. There were two things, at least, that were newto ne. One of



these was that the walls, where they rose up on all sides fromthe flagged
floor, had a regular series of tunnels cut into them These passageways were
simlar to the pearl- and crystal-draped shaft which Tiania and | had j ust

used to enter into this great cathedral of a hall. No use, | supposed, to
wonder where these tunnels | ed. The other difference did not becone noticeable
until Tiania led nme to the center of the hall, where the vast sil ken cushion

lay. Fromthere a great wide trail of what | ooked |like jewel-dust was quite
conspicuous. It led fromthe cushion to the huge and curtai ned al cove wherein
| knew the Eminence stirred even now.

This brilliantly twi nkling path was at least fifty feet wide, and | felt
strangely uneasy just looking at it. It was like-

'Kt hanid has been using the viewer,' Tiania told me, her eyes, too, turned to
the tw nkling path. And | knew

then that | had been right: that the jewel ed track between the sil ken cushion
and the curtained al cove was nothing less than the - dare | say it? -
snail-trail of the Emi nence, and ny uneasiness returned twofold.

4 Kt hanid

(From de Marigny's recordings)

No sooner had the outre realization dawned on ne - that | stood nowtruly in
the presence of a being strange and nighty al nost beyond the inaginings of the
world of men | had left behind - than the curtains of the great alcove
billowed slightly in response to a hidden inner novenment. And then Kthanid' s
awesome mental voice spoke in our ninds, addressing Tiania but not shutting ne
out :

"So, child, it is as | said it would be: for a while you nmust |ose your

Eart hman. But | have | ooked into the viewer on tines to conme, and though the
possi bl e futures are nmany | have seen that all the factors that guide
probability point to his return. However, since you yourself do not appear in
any of this man's nost i mediate tonorrows, you will not acconpany hi m but
wait in Elysia until he returns.'

"But why may | not go with him Kthanid?' she cried. 'Perhaps you have not
seen all the possible futures in the viewer; perhaps if he stays a little
longer in Elysia the futures will change, and - '

7 have not seen all of the possible futures, no, for that itself is inpossible
- as you well know, Tiania. And no use to argue, child, Titus Crow nmay not
stay longer. Indeed, he sets forth in a very short time to return to his
Earth, Even now his machine is being readied. 1 have seen to it that a weapon
is fitted, by possession of which during his journey he need not so greatly
fear the mnions of evil, though certainly they will yet attenpt to lure him
astray fromhis path. |Indeed, even equipped with the weapon, his return to
Earth will not be an easy one . . . Wen the machine is ready, it will cone
for him

Ww | woul d speak to Titus Crow alone. Tiania, play with the viewer and find
yourself a joyous future to | ook upon in its depths while we talk, for there
are many questions your man woul d have answers to, and time grows short.

"You, Titus Crow, cone and stand by the curtains and I will tell you the
t hi ngs you need to know. '
"But, Kthanid - ' Tiania started forward, and i medi ately her figure

stiffened, then as quickly relaxed again. The contrary frown on her face fel
away and she smiled, turning to step up onto the scarlet cushion and throw
herself down in its center, head on hands to gaze into the swirling, mlKky
depths of the crystal ball

It seened to ne that in ny mind | heard a sigh, then Kthanid's nmental voice
saying: 'She is only a girl, yet nore than a wonman. 1 delight in her for she
is of my own flesh. Now come to the curtains.’

And so | wal ked the space between cushion and al cove, noticing as | did so
that the nassive flags of the floor were blank now, that the brilliant track



whi ch had told so elegantly of Kthanid s passing this way had faded and

di sappeared. | stopped and waited at the softly billow ng curtains, alnost
hypnoti zed by the reflected luster of scintillant points of |ight and col or
At once the voice of the Emi nence canme again:

'Yes, you have been patient and there is nmuch you desire to know. There is
much that you should know and little tine for the telling. W who are known as
El der Gods, however, have a way of comunicating nmany things in a very short
space of tinme. Were you an ordinary man so vast an anount of concentrated
know edge woul d surely blast your mind if | attenpted to pass it in such a
way. But you are no ordinary man.

'Now steel yourself, Titus Crow, and know these things.'

That command of the Eminence, to steel nyself, gave ne barely sufficient tinme
to brace ny nind before | found it suddenly subnerged in a tidal wave of
intense telepathic transnmissions. | was well able to understand, as ny

consci ousness reel ed under that mental assault, how any ordinary man's being
m ght well be blasted! Wth incredible rapidity a series of facts inprinted

t hensel ves on ny mind, comng in no recogni zabl e order but simply flashing on
me as brilliant bursts of know edge and often of inspirational truth.

' Know these things,' the Eninence had told me, and now

| knew why in the beginning and after the Great Uprising the El der Gods had
retired to Elysia fromall the worlds of space. For the CCD had been El der
CGods too; yes, even the Great A d Ones, but they had realized their power. And
their power had been so very nearly absolute that they had been absolutely
cor rupt ed.

Then the El der Gods had | ocked away their brothers who had grown evil. Lest
others of themfall prey to corruption, they had decided to remain and live in
El ysia. And knowi ng that they al one were responsible for the evil they had
bred in all the worlds, they elected to take all necessary precautions: the

i mprisoned forces of evil nust remain inprisoned and never again gain the
upper hand over the various sentient races which inhabited the worlds.

And so the El der Gods watched over the prisons of the CCD from afar, that the
forces of evil mght never again prey among the energing races of the worlds.
But as the aeons passed those new races grew in wisdomand in folly.
Influenced little by little by the m nd-sendings of the evil ones inprisoned
in or adjacent to their worlds, they began to worship them and seek ways to
free themfromtheir prisons.

The El der Gods were aware of all this, and they knew what they nust do.
Capabl e of m scegenation, they would go out and plant their seed in the flesh
of the children of all the worlds and thus dissenminate their essence down the
ages. But in this they had to safeguard their pattern's genetic perpetuation
wi thout allowing their various forms to be repeated in those races with which
they intermingled. And in this, too, they were adept.

Thus a subconsci ous strength - springing of the Elder Gods' own wanting to
overcome the evil of the CCD -would always lie dormant in the beings of the
children of all the worlds. Wen strength was needed to oppose the insidious
wills of the captive forces of evil, then they would find it within

t hensel ves. And yet the Elder Gods had to be careful, for they wished all the
races and civilizations to grow according to their own natures, and therefore
the seed of the Elder Gods rmust not be sown too thickly.

And so on Earth the Elder Gods mated with the daughters of nen, and there were
giants in the world in those days. And anong all the spheres they ningled with
the children of the worlds, to ensure that when they returned to Elysia there
woul d still be warders to guard the prisons of their brothers lost in great
sin.

And | knew that | nyself was a throwback to just such matings between the

El der Gods and the daughters of nen, that in nmy bl ood and body and bei ng an
anci ent genetic pattern had returned, had swung full circle. I was a man, but
part of me had roots in Elysial! | knew that there were many |like me, and that



one of themwas my own Tiania, but Tiania was a very special case for she was
al so of the Chosen Ones.

Born of man and worman but not on Earth, Tiania had been raised in Elysia when
her parents had traveled there fromEarth. Her father had been a great
scientist of

drowned Mu and her nother a Thenopi an | ady whose bl ood was inbued with all the
son-spanni ng properties of the great Beings of Eld. And they had journeyed to
Elysia at the foundering of Mu in no vessel but using the power of their mnnds
al one, a power only the El der Gods had known before them for in Mi they were
far, far ahead of their own tine on Earth. Unbeknown to them they had been
assisted by Kthanid, who sent thema G eat Thought to gui de them forward
through time and space to Elysia. In his action in this matter the Em nence
had felt an obligation, for it was none other than his blood which flowed in
the veins of Tiania's nother, and his genetic pattern which, repeating down

t he ages, shaped her inner being.

Tiania's parents had found favor in the eyes of the El der Gods and, desiring
to do their will, were sent out into the worlds to do wondrous works. So as a
child Tiania was left in Elysia and Kthanid watched over her, and thus she
grew to strange, beautiful womanhood, nore strange and beautiful even than the
drowned flowers of M .

But even as she grew Kt hanid had known that the time would come when one of
Elysia's young nmen - of which a small nunber were of worlds simlar to Earth
and of very human form - would desire her. This had troubled him for while

t he Chosen of the Gods were beautiful in all their diverse forns they were
often weak - not in spirit or intelligence or character, not even physically
weak. But they were weak in that they had never known the neani ng of

adversity; their strength had never been tested.

So he had | ooked into his crystal sphere - that viewer whose surface was a

wi ndow on a universe of universes, just as the tinme-clocks are gateways on al
times and places - and he had seen a man fighting the i menorial fight against
the powers of evil. Following this man's life

in his viewer, Kthanid had seen that there was a possible future when he m ght
reach Elysia, and so he had brought the man to the attention of Tiania. And
she had | ooked into the viewer at Kthanid' s bidding and had seen this nman. And
he had been old. Then Kthanid told her, 'Look into his futures, for there is
one such future when he might come to you in Elysia, but not as an old man.'
So she had | ooked agai n, and saw the sane nan grown young and strong, and

Kt hanid nade her a pronmise that if ever he came to Elysia (for the possible
futures were many) then she should have him That promi se was made to a child
of twelve tender years who, fromthat time on and for ten | ong years nore, was
to wait patiently for her Earthman in Elysia.

And often she had begged the great being Kthanid to send her mind and thoughts
out to this man when dangers threatened himon his long journey to the 'secret
pl ace of the El der Gods, even when the Earthman went down to the Bl ack Hol e.
She woul d have gone to him too, when he penetrated the bl ackest veil of al
and was driven into Yog-Sothoth's prison dinmension, but such was the evil of
Yog- Sot hot h that not even a G eat Thought could carry her there. And so she
waited still, unknowing if he lived or died, for Kthanid' s crystal could not
see into that dark denmesne. (O at least Kthanid would not allowit, |est

Ti ani a see sonet hing which m ght break her mnd and soul .)

And Kt hanid hinsel f had despaired, for the man was after all only a nman
despite his heritage. Then the veil was rent and Kthanid called out to the man
to come into Elysia. And Kthanid al so used the great power of the El der CGods
to throw back the nmonstrous Yog- Sothoth, who would have followed the man into
Elysia . .

Al of this know edge and much, nuch nore crowded nmy mnd, de Marigny. | knew
that you, nmy old friend of



- of how many ages ago? - had lived on when |I had thought you dead and gone in
unlit abysses; found that even now you were alive and well on old Earth. And
knew why Ti ani a had never once nmentioned your nane to nme, though she too nust
have known that you lived. If | was going to | eave her to return to nmy hone

pl anet, she was not going to hurry nme with any such i nducenment. But in any

case | could not blane her, for even knowing all of these things, |I also knew
how nuch she | oved ne.
And it was as if | looked into Kthanid's crystal ball nyself, for | saw that

my return to Earth woul d be hard, despite the ever watchful Tiania, and
despite whi chever weapon the El der God Em nence had given ne. But | knew now
that you, your mnd, would be there Iike a bright beacon to guide and speed ne
into a safe berth, Henri.

My mind absorbed this know edge |i ke a dry sponge absorbs water. | knew
finally and was ashaned of nmy own and nman's cowardi ce. Strange know edge

bl ossomed from depths and st orehouses of my mnd unguessed, telling me things
| had al ways known but refused to recognize, facts that lie dormant in the

bei ngs and souls of all nen. | had been a coward, all hunman beings are; but |
knew now t hat mankind's terrors, since mankind dawned, have never been

physi cal, tangible things.

Make no m stake, what | say is true! CQur fears are all of the m nd, inplanted
there by other mnds that rule our dismal destinies. Cowards all, | said: we
have | ooked outwards, yes - but how often have we | ooked inside?

Few m nds have been strong enough to bear even a single glinpse. Al hazred, who
m ght have been one of the greatest of men, went insane, and others before and
since his tinme. And sone sinply died rather than go on |iving knowi ng what
they knew - their purposes in life! Those few who | ooked, who saw and yet
retained their sanity,

they were brought down by the night, destroyed by the atavistic fear of
others, fears that lingered on froma time before recorded history. They are
no nore

I am speaking of the works of the CCD, yes, and of the fear that the entire
world of nmen knows in the face of them And that is not as it should be. Their
seed is inus all, the seed of gods and the seed of dermons of Eld, but we are
t he new generation of the universe and we ought to deci de our own futures.
Cthul hu and all the others of his dreadful cycle, they should dance nman's
tune! Perhaps, in the WIlnmarth Foundation, the true foundation is laid at |ong
| ast.

Finally I knew all of these things and many, many others. The full neani ng of
Kt hani d' s sendi ngs burst upon ne then, illum nating my whole mnd, but in that
ment al sunburst one fact stood out above all others: | knew why the El der Gods
had not destroyed the CCD after they had put themdown in their great sin. Do
we nurder our poor unfortunate lunatic brothers? No, we |lock themup and set
keepers over themfor their own and everyone el se's safety.

The El der Gods are not their brothers' keepers! Man is the custodian, the
warder of all the gibbering horrors of Earth and space. | will tell you what
we fear, Henri, and why we are cowards. We fear the awesone task we have been
given, for we and no others are guardians of the universe!

Wth this last revelation, without waiting for his perm ssion or even asking

it, | stepped forward through the magnificent curtains that draped Kthanid' s
al cove, and | stood at the foot of his throne. | gazed at him
Staggered in spite of having guessed what | nust find, | was at first anazed,

then horrified. Finally | felt my lips pull back in the beginning of a scream
the hair stiffen at

t he back of nmy neck and ny flesh creep in shudders ... | gazed on the face and
formof Kthanid. the Em nence, the El der God guardi an and progenitor of my own
Ti ani a.

And madness sprang up in nme as | tottered on paralyzed legs within the curtain
of the great alcove, gazing at the thing on the throne - at the massive body,



the wings folded back, the great head with its proliferation of

face-tentacl es. For this, except for those eyes, night well have been Ct hul hu
hinself! Kin to the Lord of R 1yeh this being nost certainly was, and close to
himat that, so that only his eyes saved nme fromthe rushi ng nadness. The very
soul of goodness and nercy, those massive golden eyes were |ucid depths

t hrough whi ch passes all the | ove and conpassion of a father for his children
all the joy of a great artist at the perfection of his conposition.

And he reached down to nme and touched ne, and all fear and awe, all terror of
t he unknown, all uneasiness of soul and psyche fled ne at his touch. Wen

went out to Tiania where she gazed enraptured into joyous futures that floated
on the surface of the crystal ball, | was a man at peace with all things

When Tiania and | retraced our steps, when we clinbed the ice staircase to the
mout h of that great crevasse in the glacier, we found our flying machi ne just
as we had left it. Beside it, its panel open and softly illumined in a pale

bl ue | anbency fromw thin, ny tine-clock waited.

| kissed Tiania once and promsed | would return, and no change cane into her
bright face, but | saw a tear formng in the corner of her eye. Before that
tear could swell and roll down onto her cheek, | entered the tinme-clock and
took my vessel up into icy atnosphere. And below ne in the scanners a tiny dot
stood by a mghty glacier and watched ne go, and thus |I began ny return to
Earth .

PART SI X

De Marigny's Choice

(Random excerpts fromde Marigny's diary)

Feb. 28

Today | can hardly believe it but |ast night | |ooked down on Earth through
the scanners of the tine-clock, and the lights of the cities were like tiny
candles on a gigantic cake. Yet now !l can't help feeling that the cake is nade
of plastic, false and tasteless.

Still, today's nobod can't conpletely spoil the nenory of how we flew up high
above the world and | ooked down on the cities of nen. Titus showed nme how to
reach out ny mind telepathically and touch the mind of the clock. It was
frighteni ng, awesome, exhilarating! | actually flew that fantastic machi ne out
to the moon and back, but Titus took the controls again to |land the cl ock
right back in the study. That sort of thing, he tells me, involves a technique
whi ch enpl oys 'a step sideways in hyperspace-tinme', sonething that takes

practice to master. |'Il take his word for it; the alternative would have been
for me sinply to drive the clock in through the wall or roof!

When we got back we had a brandy - | nust say | needed it! - over which Titus
mentioned how | should be well pleased with nyself; nmy practice flight hadn't
gone badly at all. He seems to think it's all decided now. Perhaps it is ..
Mar. 2

For the | ast four days Titus has been away roving the countryside in a rented
car. He said he didn't know when he'd get the next chance to 'have a | ook at
ad England.' | can't help wondering if he'll ever get another chance!

While he's been away |'ve given a |lot of thought to what he's told ne about
his amazing travels. The world seens a very drab place conmpared with Titus
Crow s description of Elysia. It's a funny thing, but the nore | try to
enunerate themthe fewer ties | seemto have here on Earth. And there's a
certain phrase of his that keeps repeating in nmy mnd: 'a gateway on all space
and time . '

Mar. 4

Tonight I'mto try ny hand at using Crow s flying cloak, the antigravity
devi ce he brought back with himfromE ysia. He tells me that it's the nost
wonder ful experience. W must, of course, wait for darkness; it wouldn't do
for me to frighten the Iife out of people by flying over London in broad
daylight, like some great vanpire bat at noon

Mar. 7



Crow has gone back to Elysia. | woke up this norning to find his bed enpty,
barely slept in, a note left for me on the pillow

Henri -

Forgive ne for not letting you know that | was returning to Elysia so soon; |
didn't know nyself until half an hour or so ago. | couldn't sleep, got up and
made nyself a coffee, then wandered into your study.

The cl ock's hands were nore than normally erratic; | opened the panel and
stepped inside. Inmediately Tiania's voice came to nme, and her nessage was in
the formof a pretty enigmatic warning fromKthanid. In short, it's inperative
that | return to Elysia now, within the hour. Tiania wouldn't tell ne what the
trouble is, Henri - Kthanid had forbidden it - but sonmething pretty big mnust
be in the air and obviously they don't want me involved in it!

| shouldn't feel torn two ways like this, for while Earth is ny

hone world so is Elysia now, and a goddess waits for ne there ... As Kthanid
once told ne, she is only a girl, but she's a strange, strange worman - and to
me she's a goddess.

| wouldn't wake you, Henri - farewells never conme easy between friends such as
you and I. And in any case | plan to see you soon, in Elysia.

I've left you ny flying cloak; you know howto use it and it may conme in
handy. |I'm |l eaving you the clock, too, for | don't need it now, except as a
gateway to the gardens of Elysia. My mind has opened, Henri! The possibilities
are infinite . . . I've told you all | can of the clock and its workings, and

I'"ve instructed the Od Fellowto wait for you for four days before returning
to that vast corridor of clocks in the heart of the Blue Muntains. At that
time the panel will open of its own accord, and by then you will know what to
do.

You will be welcone in Elysia, Henri, but of course you must make your own way
there. You are not yet one of the Chosen. It may well be a dangerous voyage;

it will certainly be difficult. But at |east you have a weapon that | never
had when | first set out in the clock. And when there are obstacles, when you
need a hel ping hand, well, we'll be watching in Elysia. And if you are where
can't reach you without aid, then I'll ride a Great Thought to you. Ch, yes,
the pitfalls of time and space are many, but the rewards will be great.

Wrlds wthout end, de Marigny, and all time and space at your fingertips!
Strange di nensi ons and ni ghted pl anes of existence - places of nyth and

| egend, dream and fantasy - and all real, existing here and now and w thin
your reach. Al this, or Earth, the choice is yours.

You are a lover of nysteries, ny friend, as your father before you; and I'I
tell you sonething, sonething which you really ought to have guessed before
now. There's sonething in you that hearkens back into di mabysses of tine, a
spark whose fire burns still in Elysia. And one nore thing you should know

| have nentioned places of fantasy and places of dream and all of themare as
real and solid in their way as the ground beneath your feet. Ah, but there are
dreanms and there are dreans, and there are dreaners and dreaners. Your father
was a great dreaner, Henri. He still is -for he is a lord of |lek-Vad, where
his old friend Randol ph Carter is a just and honored ki ng!

| intend to visit themthere one day, in that |and of dreans. Wen | do you
can be with nme, we two and Tiania - for | know

she'l'l never let ne |eave Elysia on ny own again - and perhaps one other. Wo
can say?

Yes, the choice is yours, but one nore thing | ask you to renenber. There once
was a tine when nan's renote forbear swamin warm soupy oceans and never
dreaned of wal king on dry land. And then there was a tine when he wal ked and
gazed awestruck at the birds which flew. And then he flewin his turn and

| ooked on the nmoon, the planets ... In ten thousand years, perhaps, nmen m ght
have their own Elysia right here on Earth, but you have not got ten thousand
yearsl!

Remenmber, the clock will open. That will be when you rmust make the fina



deci si on.

I will not say goodbye -Titus.

Mar. 9

| seemto be spending nore and nore tine these days here in nmy study, and the
old clock is really beconm ng sonething of an obsession with ne. | find nyself

listening to its ticking, trying to sort out some kind of pattern in the crazy
sweep of its four hands. And despite the pronmise | made nyself only yesterday
nmorni ng - that whatever happened | would remain here on Earth - well, today
|'ve packed all ny recordings of Crow s adventures, together with nmy notebooks
and assorted papers, into a strong cardboard carton. Al that remains nowis
to place this diary in the carton with the rest of the stuff and address it.

Ms Adans will do the rest when she cones back. She hasn't been near the place
since discovering that Crow was herel

Yes, I'lIl send all this stuff to Peaslee and . . . But all this, of course,
depends on whether or not | decide to change ny mind about going . . . about
not goi ng? God damm that clock's insane ticking!

Mar. 10

Aletter this nmorning from Mother Quarry, nore a note really. She knows Crow s
gone agai n, and she echoes his

wor ds when she says, 'Sonething big is in the air." But what? |I feel it, too,
the lull before the storm a disquiet, an om nous nmental depression, an
uneasi ness of psyche. And I may as well admit it now. . . 1've nade ny

choi ce.

Mar. 11

The door in the clock has opened, Wngate, and |I've no tine to do nore than
wi sh you all the best -

HLdM

Epi | ogue

At midnight, March 25, 1980, sone fourteen days after de Marigny left Earth
for Elysia in the tinme-clock and five days after Wngate Peasl ee received de
Marigny's parcel, Project X was finalized ... and the CCD struck back! The
unprecedented fury of the destruction that they wought was C hul hu's answer
to the attack on Cthylla, Dagon and Hydra, for the project of course, had been
the attenpted destruction of all of these beings. A nucl ear-powered burrow ng
device was sent four and a half mles deep into the earth beneath Innsnouth's
Devil Reef and expl oded down there by renote control. That atonic expl osion
occurring just before mdnight, had triggered Cthul hu's direst wath.

No, that last is an understatenent: the prine nenber of the CCD was not nerely
wrat hful, he was absolutely insane with rage, berserk! O course he was, for
his Secret Seed, Cthylla, in whose darkling wonb he planned to rise up again
one day reborn, had been threatened. And | fear that she was not destroyed,
for if she had been then surely the Fury woul d have been that nuch worse. As
it was it lasted for three days and nights, a nmental and physical onsl aught

t hat stopped as abruptly as it began. Foundation tel epaths - those few who
dared open their mnds at all during that tinme.- detected something stil
alive deep, deep down beneath shattered Devil Reef, something that mewl ed a
denented tel epathic threat of revenge as it noved off wounded, finally to

di sappear into the deeps of the North Atlantic.

The Fury lasted for three days and nights. The nental

effects of it were world wide, while its purely physical phenonena were very
much | ocalized. OF the forner, the hateful telepathic outpourings fromR |yeh
and ot her sunken Pacific sepul chers of the Cthul hi were such as to cause the
nost frightening outbreaks of unbridled, raging mass lunacy in all the world's
mental institutions. Even the npbst passive inmates becanme possessed with

hi deous hom ci dal urges beyond all the powers of their keepers to control. In
nore than one hospital honme the responsible authorities had to resort to the
use of firearns to protect their own lives, but in many others the warnings



cane too |late. Escaped lunatics marauded in the streets of Lisbon, Chicago,
London and Kol n before the Fury finally, abruptly ceased on the evening of the
third day.

By then, too, the old M skatonic University was no nore. Brought down by the
earth trenors that shook New Engl and, nowhere nore severely than Arkham

M skatonic was first of all flayed by a tornado to end all tornadoes, then
became the center of an incredible electrical storm | escaped the hol ocaust
by pure luck; many of my coll eagues were | ess fortunate

So the old university burned to the ground, and with it went nost of the
amassed lore of the Wl nmarth Foundation, a vast storehouse of esoteric

know edge concerning the CCD, their mnions and their dark works agai nst
manki nd and the universe. And while M skatonic blazed Innsnouth suffered a

si mul t aneous and duplicate destruction, in which poor Wngate Peasl ee and his
team gave up their lives for the safety and sanity of a world they had fought
to protect against direst evil.

Even then, however, Chul hu was not appeased, for on the third day he sent the
torrential rains that flooded ruined Innsnmouth and Arkham and burst the banks
of the brooding Mskatonic in a flash flood that cost many |ives before the
wat ers subsided. This was the Fury, in which

t he whol e of New Engl and becanme a disaster area to rival any other in living
nenory.

It was not ny intention, however, when | first decided to publish this work to
chronicle details of the terrible loss of Iife and the destruction caused by
the Fury. Its manifestations were |later nore than anply discussed in severa
scientific magazi nes and journals under the conpletely inadequate m snomer of
unusual neteorol ogi cal phenonmena. And so | will say no nore on the subject.
What | woul d take this opportunity to speak about is a matter which at the
nmonent seens to be the standard topic of conversation. It is not only
constantly debated anong the junior ranks in our ever-expanding Wl marth
Foundation, but also anbng a minority of the heads of those severa
government al departnments which we serve and whi ch know us and the inportance
of our work.

Speaki ng plainly, Titus Crow and Henri-Laurent de Marigny have been sl andered
in the crudest manner by people who choose to see themas cowards and traitors
to the Foundation's cause. Titus Crow, particularly, is seen to have fled the
Earth at a tinme when he al one was in possession of a weapon agai nst which the
CCD coul d not stand. Indeed, one of the reasons why those forces of evil were
so determined in their efforts to prevent Crow fromreturning to this world
nmust have been that they thensel ves feared that he woul d use his newfound

power s
agai nst them
Still | say that these two nmen have been sl andered, and so they have. Both de

Marigny and Crow fought the nmpost hideous battles with the CCD behind the
scenes | ong before many of us even knew the Ancient Ones existed. How can one
descri be such men as cowards or traitors? And yet | have spoken to severa
peopl e who are dissatisfied with Crow s 'desertion', and it seems obvious to
ne

that festering seeds of suspicion have certainly been sown in their mnds -
but by whonf?

Do | have to renind Foundation menbers of the fact that our fight is far from
over? And nust | add that just as surely as we are pledged to thwart every
effort of the CCD to free thenmselves fromthe inmenorial prisons of the Elder
Cods, so are they equally determined in the discovery of new ways to achi eve
just that end? And if one of these ways is to breed distrust in the mnds of
men .. . what then? | amafraid, we are all afraid, and in Titus Ctow s own
words | will tell you what we fear: W fear the awesone task we have been
given for we and no others are the guardi ans of the universe

Al ways remenber, Cthul hu Iives and dreams on, yet seeking to rule the m nds of



men; and through themall of space and tinme - and | say to you that already he
has gai ned certain victories]

Arthur D. Meyer
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