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TheBest of C. L. MOORE

Forty Yearsof C. L. Moore

by LESTER DEL REY

Back inthefdl of 1933, | opened the November issue of Weird Taesto find astory with the

provocath’ e but meaninglesstitle, “ Shambleau,” by an unknown writer named C. L. Moore—and life
was never quite the same afterward. Up to that time, science-fiction readers had accepted the
mechanigtic and unemotiona stories of other worlds and future times without question. After the
publica-tion of Moore' s story, however, the bleakness of such writing would never again be satisfactory.
Almost forty yearslater, | sat in the audience at aWorld Science Fiction Convention banquet, listening to
Forrest J. Ackerman an-nounce a specia award that was about to be presented to awriter. Asis
customary, Ackerman was saving the name of the recipient for the climax. But he mentioned astory
caled “ Shambleau” and never got to finish his speech. As one, the z,000 people in the audience came
in-stantly to their feet in unanimous tribute—clgpping, shouting, and craning to seeagraciousand lovely
lady blushingly accept the gpplause.

Many in that audience had never read the story. But everyone knew about it. And everyone knew that
Catherine Moore was one of the finest writers of dl time in thefield of sciencefiction.

It is probably impossible to explain to modem readers how great an impact that first C. L. Moore story
had. Sciencefiction haslearned agreat ded from her many examples. But if you could go back to the old
science-fiction magazines of the time and read afew issues, and then turn to ~Shambleau” for thefirst
time, you might begin to understand. The influences of that story were and are tremendous.

Here, for thefirst timein thefield, we find mood, feding, and color. Hereisan dienwho istruly
dien—far different from the crude mongters and dightly-altered humansfound in other stories. Here are
rounded and well-devel oped characters. Northwest Smith, for in-

gtance, is neither agood guy nor abad guy—he may be dightly larger than life, but he displays dl aspects
of humanity. In*Shambleau” we aso experience as never before both the horror at what we may find in
gpace and the romance of spaceitsdf. And—certainly for thefirst timethat | can remember inthe
fidld—this story presentsthe sexud drive of humanity in some of its complexity.

“Black Thirs” was Moore s next story, and it continued the exploits of Northwest Smith. In this story,
something new was brought to our tales of the far planets. aqudity of beauty as athing aman must strive
for, even when it is perverted to wrong ends. There were other stories of Northwest Smith, but these first
two stand out asthe most moving and origindl.

Many of Moore' s early stories appeared in Weird Tales, thofigh they were basically sciencefiction.
Apparently, some of the editors of the sf magazines of the day were afraid of such extreme deviation
from the more standard stories. But in October, 1934, Astounding Stories published her “Bright
[llusion.” Now in those days, as count-less | etters to the editor indicated, the one thing readers of the
science-fiction magazines did not want was alove story. Y et here was atae of the pure quintessence of
love that transcended dl limits! Nev-ertheless, the readers raved about it arid clamored for more.

A few years ago, Larry Janifer was putting together an anthology of the favorite stories of anumber of
leading writersinthefidd. | sent him threetitles, including “Bright Illuson.” He wrote back to say that

he' d never read it before, that he was deeply grateful to me for suggesting it, and that it was an absolute
must for the book. Some-how, in spite of advances and changesin our writing, the storiesof C. L.
Moore remain as fresh and powerful now asthey were back when the field was groping through its

beginnings.



Meanwhile, in Weird Tales, Moore was beginning anew series of stories about Jirel, the warrior maid of
the mythical kingdom of Joiry. In those days, the f magazineswere dl intensely male oriented. Most of
the readers were male, and the idea of sexua equality had never been consdered—certainly not for the
protagonist of an adventure story. For such fiction, it followed axiomaticaly, one used amae hero. But in
“Black God' sKiss’ theintensdy feminine Jrd was awoman equd in battle to any swashbuckling mae
hero who ever ruled over the knights of ancient valor.

Jre of Joiry was no imperturbable battler, however. Sheloved and hated, feared desperately to the core
of her superstitious heart—and yet dared to take risks that no man had ever faced. Every male reader
loved the ory, forgot his chauvinism, and demanded more ories

about Jrd. More were quickly forthcoming, though to my mind, thefirst one remained margindly the best
and most origind. “Black God' sKiss” was smply too good to be surpassed in later episodes of the
series.

“Trystin Time’ was another love story that grestly pleased the readers of Astounding Sories. Once
again Moore captured the ul-timate sense of romance that could be accepted only in aworld of fan-tasy.
Herewas alove that swept through time—roving among the ages and building dowly to aclimax of full
redization. Yet “Trystin Time’ was more than alove story—it was a so an exposition of both the
fdlibility and the glory of man.

During these early years, C. L. Moore had been afairly prolific writer of storieswhich dealt dmost
exclusvely with the most emo-tiona eements of fiction. But after 1938, changes came about that may or
may not have been caused by achangein her persona life. Her biographers disagree, and she makes few
comments that provide uswith any real answer. My own suspicion is that the changes oc-curred because
of greater maturity on the part of the writer. Certainly, however, the dteration of her fictiona interests
coincidewith amgor event in her life,

When her first story was published, she was just twenty-two years old and was employed as a secretary
inabank in Indianapalis. By al accounts, shewas alovely and very popular young lady. But there had
been many years of ill health before, during which she had turned to fiction as an escape. She saysthat
she had been writing for fifteen years before submitting anything for publication. That would explain the
“escapid” nature of her early fiction, though hardly the vigor of the stories.

In 1938, Catherine Moore met Henry Kuttner, ayoung writer of great promise, who was then just
becoming recognized. She gave up her job in Indianapolis and moved to New Y ork, where she and
Kuttner were married in 1940. From then until 19~8, when Kuttner died of a heart attack, after
becoming one of the leading writers of sciencefiction, her interests were strongly focused on writing asa
way of life.

Kuttner and Moore were an unusua mating of talents. Her fiction was noted for its sengitivity and
emotiona coloration. Hiswas essen-tidly intellectud in its crestion, based upon afirm understanding of
plot structure and, initidly, often more clever than moving in its de-velopments. Somehow, the couple
managed to merge their talents, so that astory by either one would display both an intdllectua base and a
richly colored background.

They often worked together upon asingle story; indeed, few stories produced during their marriage seem
to be the work of either one alone. They used agreat number of pseudonyms, some of which they
seemed to share or exchange. And generdly, the authorship of many of the storiesis something of a
puzzle, even today. A tale credited to Kuttner in one compiler’ slist may be ascribed to Moore in another
list. Interna evidenceis't dways much help, either. I'm told that the novel Fury waswritten by Kuttner,
based upon a novel ette entitled “ Clash by Night,” by Moore; yet of the two, the novel seemsto have
more of the richness of emotiona tone one might expect from Moore.

The changein Moore sfiction began before her marriage, however. “ Greater Than Gods’ appeared in
the July, 1939 issue of Astounding Science Fiction (the magazine having changed itstitledightly). Inthis
gory, love again plays akey role—but hardly inits old, romantic fashion. Here love is no longer some
unbreakabl e tie between man and woman that can defy time and the gods. Now the conflict liesina
choice between duty and aman’sdesire for love. The problem and the resolution of the story are clearly
intellectua in their development. Only the power of the writing remains unchanged from the preceding



“TryginTime”

Moore' s next story aso must have been written before her marriage, though it appeared afterward, in the
October, 1940 issue of Un-known. “Fruit of Knowledge” is sraight fantasy with ‘ none of the trappings
of sciencefiction. And hereit isdifficult to determine whether emotion or intellect isthe stronger element.
Thebasicidea

—the ancient myth of Lilith—isonethat dmost forcesawriter to fall back on the emotionaism usudly
associated with this strangely un-dying bit of folklore. Moore srefusd to accept the obviousin telling of
this conflict of love and Divine Power indicates clearly the deeper insght she was gaining in the handling
of the dementsof fiction.

Unfortunately, the years of marriage resulted in very few stories that can be credited with any certainty to
C. L. Mooreaone. Astime went on, her stories became increasingly more rare in the magazines. Y et
when one did appesr, it was generally so outstanding that the quality of thislater work almost makes up
for thelack in number.

Of these later stories, my favoriteis“No Woman Born,” which ap-peared in the December issue of
Astounding Science Fiction. Thisisanearly perfect blend of emotion and intellect. The conflict of the
gtory liesin the problem of discovering what the basis of true human-ity may redly be—a problem that
has baffled philosophersfor cen-turies. Quite rightly, Moore sees the problem also as encompassing the
need to know the basis and nature of human emotions. The

resulting portrait of agreat artist and marveloudy feminine woman struggling to betrueto her inner sdif is
unforgettable.

Perhaps the least typical Moore story included hereis* Daemon,” which appeared in the October, 1946
issueof Famous Fantastic Fic-tion. Thisisagraight fantasy about a“smpleton” with astrange gift.
Theideaseemsdight, and it could easily lead to an excess of senti-mentality. Y et the story istold smply
and camly—but very effec-tively. It' s an excellent example of Moore' s devel oped craftsmanship asa
writer.

At about the same time, in the September, 1946 issue of Astound-ing Science Fiction, “Vintage Season”
appeared. Thisisthe story which most seem to consider Moore' s masterpiece. Certainly it has been
included in more of the great anthologies than her other stories. C. L. Moore seemsto have posed a
problem for most anthologists, her stories are never less than 10,000 wordsin length, and most are much
longer. The editor of an anthology is usudly compelled to include as many stories as possible, which
means that novel ettes tend to be passed up in favor of shorter stories. But “Vintage Season” proved to
be so good that it could hardly be l€eft out!

Certainly the story isa showpiecefor dl thetdentsof C. L. Moore. It blends the disparate e ements of
horror and beauty, dien culture and human feglings, and progress and decadence. And it has the sense of
inevitability needed for great fiction, skillfully combined with the uncertainty of afine suspense story. |
refuse to describe the story fur-ther, since it must be read to be truly appreciated.

During thefollowing years, C. L. Moore wrote afew stories and anovel, Doomsday Morning. But most
of her time seemsto have been spent in collaborating with her husband and in finishing her college
education, which wasinterrupted by financia difficulties during the Depresson.

After thetragic death of Henry Kuttner, she remained in Cdifor-nia, where she turned to the lucrative
fidd of televison writing. She has married again, thistime to Thomas Reggie, who is not awriter.

There have been no new science-fiction or fantasy storiesfrom C. L. Moore for amost twenty years
now. But her reputation among readers and editors has never diminished. She remains preeminent in the
fidd. And recently she has begun to talk about trying her hand again a sciencefiction. ‘Tisa
consummation devouitly to be wished!

—L ester del Rey
New Y ork
19~



Shambleau

Man has conquered space before. Y oumay be sure of that. Some-where beyond the Egyptians, in
that dimness out of which come echoes of half-mythical names—Atlantis, Mu—somewhere back of
history’ s firs beginnings there must have been an age when mankind, like us today, built cities of
steel to house its star.roving ships and knew the names of the planetsin their own native
tongues—heard Venus' people call their wet world “ Sha-ardol” in that soft, sweet, Slurring
speech and mimicked Mars' guttural ~*Lakkdiz’ from the harsh tongues of Mars' thyland
dwellers. You may be sure of it. Man has conquered Space before, and out of that conquest faint,
faint echoes run Sill through a world that has forgotten the very fact of a civilization which must
have been as mighty as our own. There have been too many myths and legends for us to doubt it.
The myth of the Medusa, for instance, can never have had itsroots in the soil of Earth. That tale
of the snake-haired Gorgon whose gaze turned the gazer to stone never originated about any
creature that Earth nourished. And those ancient Greeks who told the story must have
remembered, dimly and half believing, a tale of antiquity about some strange being from one of
the outlying planets their remotest ancestors once trod.

~Shambleaul Ha. . . Shambleaul” The wild hysteria of the mob rocketed from wall to wal of

Lakkdarol’ s narrow streets and the storming of heavy boots over the dag.red pavement made an
ominous undemoteto that swelling bay, “ Shambleaul Shambleaul”

Northwest Smith heard it coining and stepped into the nearest doorway, laying awary hand on his
heat-gun’ s grip, and his colorless eyes narrowed. Strange sounds were common enough in the streets of
Earth’slatest colony on Mars—araw, red little town where anything might happen, and very often did.
But Northwest Smith, whose name is known and respected in every dive and wild outpost on adozen
wild planets, was a cautious man, despite hisreputation. He set his

back against the wall and gripped his pistol, and heard the rising shout come nearer and nearer.
Theninto hisrange of vison flashed ared running figure, dodging like a hunted hare from shelter to
shelter in the narrow street. It was a girl—a berry-brown girl in asingle tattered garment whose scarlet
burnt the eyes with its brilliance. She ran wesarily, and he could hear her gasping bresth from where he
stood. As she cameinto view he saw her hesitate and lean one hand against the wall for support, and
glance wildly around for shelter. She must not have seen him in the depths of the doorway, for asthe bay
of the mob grew louder and the pounding of feet sounded amost at the corner she gave adespairing little
moan and dodged into the recess at hisvery side.

When she saw him standing there, tall and leather-brown, hand~on his hest-gun, she sobbed once,
inarticulately, and collgpsed at hisfeet, ahuddle of burning scarlet and bare, brown limbs.

Smith had not seen her face, but shewas agirl, and sweetly made and in danger; and though he had not
the reputation of a chivarous man, something in her hopeless huddle at hisfeet touched that chord of
sympathy for the underdog that gtirsin every Earthman, and he pushed her gently into the corner behind
him and jerked out hisgun, just asthefirst of the running mob rounded the corner.

It was amotley crowd, Earthmen and Martians and a sprinkling of Venusian swvampmen and strange,
namel ess denizens of unnamed planets—atypica Lakkdarol mob. When the firgt of them turned the
corner and saw the empty street before them there was a faltering in the rush and the foremost spread out
and began to search the door-ways on both sides of the street.

“Looking for something?’ Smith’s sardonic cal sounded clear above the clamor of the mob.

They turned. The shouting died for amoment as they took in the scene before them—tal Earthman in the
pace-explorer’ s leathem garb, al one color from the burning of savage suns save for the sinister pallor of
his no-colored eyesin ascarred and resolute face, gun in his steedy hand and the scarlet girl crouched
behind him, panting.

The foremost of the crowd—a burly Earthman in tattered leather from which the Patrol insignia had been
ripped away—stared for amoment with astrange expression of incredulity on his face over-spreading



the savage exultation of the chase. Then helet |oose a degp-throated bellow, “ Shambleau!” and lunged
forward. Behind him the mob took up the cry again, “ Shambleau! Shambleaul Shambleaul” and surged
after.

Smith, lounging negligently againgt thewall, aamsfolded and gun-

hand draped over hisleft forearm, looked incapable of swift motion, but at the leader’ sfirst forward step
the pistol swept in apracticed haf-circle and the dazzle of blue-white hest legping from its muzzle seared
an arcin the dag pavement at hisfeet. It was an old gesture, and not aman in the crowd but understood
it. The foremost recoiled swiftly against the surge of those in the rear, and for amoment there was
confusion asthe two tides met and struggled. Smith’ s mouth curled into agrim curve as he watched. The
man in the mutilated Pertrol uniform lifted athreatening fist and stepped to the very edge of the deadline,
while the crowd rocked to and fro behind him.

“Areyou crossing that line?” queried Smith in an ominoudy gentle voice.

“Wewant thet girl!”

“Come and get her!” Recklessy Smith grinned into hisface. He saw danger there, but his defiance was
not the foolhardy gesture it seemed. An expert psychologist of mobs from long experience, he sensed no
murder here. Not agun had appeared in any hand in the crowd. They desired the girl with an inexplicable
bloodthirstiness hewas at alossto understand, but toward himself he sensed no such fury. A mauling he
might expect, but hislifewasin no danger. Gunswould have gppeared before now if they were coming
out a al. So he grinned in the man’ sangry face and leaned lazily against thewall.

Behind their self-gppointed leader the crowd milled impatiently, and threatening voices began to rise
again. Smith heard the girl moan at hisfedt.

“What do you want with her?” he demanded.

“She' s Shambleau! Shambleau, you fool! Kick her out of there— we' Il take care of her!”

“I'mtaking care of her,” drawled Smith.

“She's Shambleaw, | tell you! Damn your hide, man, we never let those thingslive! Kick her out here!”
The repeated name had no meaning to him, but Smith’ sinnate stubbornness rose defiantly as the crowd
surged forward to the very edge of the are, their clamor growing louder. “ Shambleaul Kick her out here!
Give us Shambleau! Shambleau!”

Smith dropped hisindolent pose like acloak and planted both feet wide, swinging up hisgun
threateningly. “Keep back!” he yelled. “ She’ smine! Keep back!”

He had no intention of using that heat-beam. He knew by now that they would not kill him unless he
darted the gunplay himsdlf, and he did not mean to give up hislifefor any girl dive. But asavere mauling
he expected, and he braced himsdlf ingtinctively asthe mob heaved within itself.

To his astonishment athing happened then that he had never known to happen before. At his shouted
defiance the foremost .of the mob—those who had heard him clearly—drew back alittle~iot in darm but
evidently surprised. The ex-Patrolman said, “Yours! She's yours?” in avoice from which puzzlement
crowded out the anger.

Smith spread his booted legs wide before the crouching figure and flourished hisgun.

“Yes” hesad. “And I’'m keeping her! Stand back there!”

Theman stared at him wordlesdly, and horror, disgust and incredulity mingled on his westher-beaten
face. Theincredulity triumphed for amoment and he said again, -

“Yours!”

Smith'noddec! defiance.

The man stepped back suddenly, unutterable contempt in his very pose. He waved an arm to the crowd
and said loudly, “1t' s—hig!” and the press melted away, gone silent, too, and the look of contempt
spread from face to face.

The ex-Patrolman spat on the dag-paved street and turned his back indifferently. “Keep her, then,” he
advised briefly over one shoulder. “But don't let her out again in thistown!”

Swith stared in perplexity almost open-mouthed as the suddenly scornful mob began to bresk up. His



mind wasin awhirl. That such bloodthirsty animosty should vanish in abreath he could not believe. And
the curious mingling of contempt and disgust on the faces he saw baffled him even more. Lakkdarol was
anything but a puritan town—it did not enter his head for amoment that his daiming the brown girl ashis
own had caused that strangely shocked revulsion to spread through the crowd. No, it was something
more deeply-rooted than that. Ingtinctive, instant disgust had been in the faces he saw— they would have
looked less 0 if he had admitted cannibalism or Pharol-worship.

And they were leaving hisvicinity as swiftly asif whatever unknow-ing sin he had committed were
contagious. The street was emptying asrapidly asit had filled. He saw adeek VVenusian glance back
over hisshoulder as he turned the corner and sneer, “ Shambleau!” and the word awoke anew line of
speculation in Smith’ smind. Shambleaul Vagudy of French origin, it must be. And strange enough to
hear it from thelips of Venusians and Martian drylanders, but it wastheir

use of it that puzzled him more. ‘We never let those thingslive,” the ex-Patrolman had said. It reminded
him dimly of something. . . an ancient line from somewriting in hisown tongue. . . “Thou shat not suffer a
witchtolive” He smiled to himsdf a the smilarity, and smultaneoudy was aware of the girl at his elbow.
She had risen soundlessly. He turned to face her, sheathing his gun, and stared at first with curiosity and
then in the entirdly frank openness with which men regard that which isnot wholly human. For shewas
not. He knew it a aglance, though the brown, sweet body was shaped like awoman’s and she wore the
garment of scarlet—he saw it was leather—with an ease that few unhurnan beings achieve to-ward
clothing. He knew it from the moment he looked into her eyes, and ashiver of unrest went over him ashe
met them. They were frankly green as young grass, with dit-like, feline pupilsthat pulsed unceasingly, and
there was alook of dark, anima wisdom in their depths—that ook of the beast which sees more than
man.

There was no hair upon her face—neither brows nor lashes, and he would have sworn that the tight
scarlet turban bound around her head covered baldness. She had three fingers and a thumb, and her feet
had four digits apiece too, and al sixteen of them were tipped with round claws that sheathed back into
theflesh likeacat’s. Sheran her tongue over her lips—athin, pink, flat tongue asfeline asher eyes
—and spoke with difficulty. He felt that that throat and tongue had never been shaped for human speech.
“Not—afraid now,” she said softly, and her little teeth were white and pointed as akitten’s.

“What did they want you for?’ he asked her curioudly. “What had you done? Shambleaw. . . isthat your
name?’

“I—not talk your—speech,” she demurred hesitantly.

“Wadll, try to—I want to know. Why were they chasing you? Will you be safe on the street now, or
hadn’t you better get indoors some-where? They looked dangerous.”

“l—go with you.” She brought it out with difficulty.

“Say you!” Smith grinned. “What are you, anyhow? Y ou look like~akitten to me.”

“Shambleau? Shesaidit somberly.

“Whered'you live? Areyou aMartian?’

“I come from—from fa—from long ago—far country—"

“Wait!” laughed Smith. “Y ou' re getting your wires crossed. Y ou're not aMartian?’

She drew hersdlf up very straight beside him, lifting the turbaned head, and there was something queenly
inthe poise of her.

“Martian?’ she said scornfully. “My people—are—are—you have no word. Y our speech—hard for
me”

“What' syours? | might know it—try me.”

She lifted her head and met his eyes squarely, and there was in hers a subtle amusement—he could have
swvornit.

“Some day 1—spesk to you in—my own language,” she promised, and the pink tongue flicked out over
her lips, swif fly, hungrily.

Approaching footsteps on the red pavement interrupted Smith’sreply. A dryland Martian came past,
redling alittle and exuding an aromaof segir-whisky, the Venusian brand. When he caught the red flash



of the girl’ statters he turned his head sharply, and as his segir-steeped brain took in the fact of her
presence he lurched toward the recess unsteadily, bawling, “ Shambleau, by Pharol! Shambleau!” and
reached out a clutching hand.

Smith struck it aside contemptuoudy.

“Onyour way, drylander,” he advised.

The man drew back and stared, blear-eyed.

“Yours, eh?” he croaked. “ Zut! You' rewelcometoit!” And like the ex-Patrolman before him he spat
on the pavement and turned away, muttering harshly in the blagphemous tongue of the drylands.

Smith watched him shuffle off, and there was a crease between his colorless eyes, a nameless unease
rigngwithin him.

“Comeon,” he said abruptly to thegirl. “If thissort of thing is going to happen we' d better get indoors.
Where shdl | take you?’

“With—you,” she murmured.

He stared down into the flat green eyes. Those ceasdlesdy pulsing pupils disturbed him, but it seemed to
him, vaguely, that behind the animal shalows of her gaze was a shutter—a closed barrier that might at
any moment open to reveal the very deeps of that dark knowledge he sensed there.

Roughly he said again, “Come on, then,” and stepped down into the street.

She pattered along a pace or two behind him, making no effort to keep up with hislong strides, and
though Smith—as men know from Venusto Jupiter’ s moons—walks as softly asacat, evenin
gpacemen’ s boots, the girl a hishedlsdid like a shadow over the rough pavement, making so little sound
that even the lightness of his footsteps was loud in the empty Street.

Smith chose the less frequented ways of Lakkdarol, and somewhat shamefacedly thanked his nameless
godsthat hislodgings were not

far away, for the few pedestrians he met turned and stared after the two with that by now familiar
mingling of horror and contempt which he was asfar as ever from understanding.

The room he had engaged was asingle cubicle in alodging-house on the edge of the city. Lakkdarol, raw
camp-town that it wasin those days, could have furnished little better anywhere within itslimits, and
Smith’ s errand there was not one he wished to advertise. He had dept in worse places than this before,
and knew that he would do so again.

There was no onein sight when he entered, and the girl dipped up the stairs at hishedls and vanished
through the door, shadowy, unseen by anyone in the house. Smith closed the door and leaned his broad
shoulders againgt the pands, regarding her speculatively.

Shetook in what little the room had to offer in aglance—frowsy bed, rickety table, mirror hanging
unevenly and cracked againgt the wal, unpainted chairs—atypica camp-town roomin an Earth
settle-ment abroad. She accepted its poverty in that sngle glance, dismissed it, then crossed to the
window and leaned out for amoment, gazing across the low roof-tops toward the barren countryside
beyond, red dag under the late afternoon sun.

“Y ou can stay here,” said Smith abruptly, “until | leave town. I'm waiting here for afriend to comein
from Venus. Have you eaten?’

“Yes” sadthegirl quickly. “1 shadl—need no—food for—awhile.”

“Wel—" Smith glanced around the room. “I’ll bein sometime to-night. Y ou can go or stay just asyou
please. Better lock the door behind me.”

With no more formality than that he left her. The door closed and he heard the key turn, and smiled to
himsalf. He did not expect, then, ever to see her again.

He went down the steps and out into the late-d anting sunlight with amind so full of other mattersthat the
brown girl receded very quickly into the background. Smith’serrand in Lakkdarol, like most of his
errands, is better not spoken of. Man lives ashe mugt, and Smith’ sliving was a perilous affair outsde the
law and ruled by the ray-gun only. It isenough to say that the shipping-port and its cargoes outbound
interested him deeply just now, and that the friend he awaited was Y arol the Venusian, in that swift little



Edsdl ship the Maid that can flash from world to world with a derisive speed that laughs at Patrol boats
and leaves pursuers floundering in the ether far behind. Smith and Y arol and the Maid were atrinity that
had caused the Patrol leaders much worry and many gray hairsin the past, and the future looked very
bright to Smith himsdf that evening as heleft hislodging-house.

Lakkdarol roars by night, as Earthmen’s camp-towns have away of doing on every planet where Earth’s
outposts are, and it was begin-fling lustily as Smith went down among the awakening lights toward the
center of town. His business there does not concern us. He mingled with the crowds where the lights
were brightest, and there was the click of ivory counters and thejingle of silver, and red segir gurgled
invitingly from black Venusian bottles, and much later Smith strolled homeward under the moving moons
of Mars, and if the street wavered alittle under hisfeet now and then—why, that is only under-standable.
Not even Smith could drink red segir at every bar from the Martian Lamb to the New Chicago and
remain entirely steady on hisfeet. But he found hisway back with very little difficulty—considering
—and spent agood five minutes hunting for hiskey before he remem-bered he had lft it in the inner lock
for thegirl.

He knocked then, and there was no sound of footsteps from within, but in afew moments the latch
clicked and the door swung open. She retreated soundlessly before him as he entered, and took up her
favor-ite place againgt the window, leaning back on the sill and outlined againgt the starry sky beyond.
The room wasin darkness.

Smith flipped the switch by the door and then leaned back against the panels, steadying himself. The cool
night air had sobered him alittle, and his head was clear enough—Iliquor went to Smith’ sfeet, not his
head, or he would never have come thisfar dong the lawless way he had chosen. H¢ lounged againgt the
door now and regarded the girl in the sudden glare of the bulbs, blinding alittle as much at the scarlet of
her clothing as a thelight.

“So you stayed,” he said.

“|l—waited,” she answered softly, leaning farther back againgt the sill and clasping the rough wood with
dim, three-fingered hands, pale brown againgt the darkness.

“Why?

She did not answer that, but her mouth curved into adow smile. On awoman it would have been reply
enough—provocative, daring. On Shambleau there was something pitiful and horrible in it—so human on
the face of one half-anima. And yet. . . that sweet brown body curving so softly from the tatters of
scarlet |eather—the velvety texture of that brownness—the white-flashing smile. . . . Smith was aware of
adtirring excitement within him. After al—time would be hanging heavy now until Yarol came. - ..
Speculatively he alowed the stedl-pal e eyes to wander over her, with adow regard that missed nothing.
And when he spoke he was aware that hisvoice had degpened alittle. . .

“Comehere” hesad.

She cameforward dowly, on bare clawed feet that made no sound on the floor, and stood before him
with downcast eyes and mouth trembling in that pitifully human smile. Hetook her by the shoulders
—velvety soft shoulders, of acreamy smoothness that was not the tex-ture of human flesh. A little tremor
went over her, perceptibly, at the contact of his hands. Northwest Smith caught his breath suddenly and
dragged her tohim . . . sweet yielding brownnessin the circle of hisarms- . . heard her own breath catch
and quicken as her velvety arms closed about his neck. And then he was looking down into her face,
very near, and the green animal eyes met hiswith the pulsing pupils and the flicker of—something—deep
behind their shallows— and through the rising clamor of his blood, even as he stooped hislipsto hers,
Smith felt something deep within him shudder avay— inexplicable, indinctive, revolted. What it might be
he had no wordsto tell, but the very touch of her was suddenly loathsome—so soft and velvet and
unhuman—and it might have been an anima’ sface that lifted itsdlf to his mouth—the dark knowledge
looked hungrily from the darkness of those dit pupils—and for amad ingtant he knew that same wild,
feverish revulson he had seen in the faces of the maob.

“God!” he gasped, afar more ancient invocation agains evil than he redized, then or ever, and he ripped
her arms from his neck, swung her away with such aforce that she reded haf acrossthe room. Smith fell
back againgt the door, breathing heavily, and stared at her whilethe wild revolt died dowly within him.



She had fdlen to the floor beneath the window, and as she lay there against the wall with bent head he
saw, curioudly, that her turban had dipped—the turban that he had been so sure covered baldness—and
alock of scarlet hair fell below the binding leather, hair as scarlet as her garment, as unhumanly red as her
eyeswere unhumanly green. He stared, and shook his head dizzily and stared again, for it seemed to him
that the thick lock of crimson had move, squirmed of itsdf againgt her cheek.

At the contact of it her hands flew up and she tucked it away with avery human gesture and then
dropped her head again into her hands. And from the deep shadow of her fingers he thought she was
daring up a him covertly.

Smith drew a deep breath and passed a hand across his forehead. The inexplicable moment had gone as
quickly asit came—too swiftly for him to understand or andyzeit. “Got to lay off the segir,” hetold
himsalf ungteadily. Had heimagined that scarlet hair? After al, she was no more than a pretty brown
girl-creature from one of the many half-human races peopling the planets. No more than that, after al. A
pretty littlething, but animd. - . . He laughed alittle shakily.

“No more of that,” he said. “God knows I’'m no angel, but there’ s got to be alimit somewhere. Here.”
He crossed to the bed and sorted out apair of blankets from the untidy heap, tossing them to the far
corner of the room. “Y ou can deep there.”

Wordlesdy sherose from the floor and began to rearrange the blankets, the uncomprehending resignation
of the animd eoquent in every lineof her.

Smith had a strange dream that night. He thought he had awakened to aroom full of darkness and
moonlight and moving shad-ows, for the nearer moon of Mars was racing through the sky and
ev-erything on the planet below her was endued with arestlesslifein the dark. And something. . . some
nameess, unthinkable thing. . . was coiled about histhroat . . . something like a soft snake, wet and
warm. It lay loose and light about his neck. . - and it was moving gently, very gently, with a soft,
caressve pressure that sent little thrills of delight through every nerve and fiber of him, aperi’ ous
delight— beyond physica pleasure, degper than joy of the mind. That warm softness was caressing the
very roots of his soul with aterriblein-timacy. The ecstasy of it left him wesk, and yet he knewv—ina
flash of knowledge born of thisimpossible dream—that the soul should not be handled. . . . And with that
knowledge a horror broke upon him, turning the pleasure into arapture of revulsion, hateful,
horrible—but till most foully sweet. Hetried to lift his hands and tear the dream-mongtrosity from his
throat—tried but haif-heartedly; for though his soul was revolted to its very deeps, yet the delight of his
body was s0 great that his hands al but refused the attempt. But when at last hetried to lift hisarmsa
cold shock went over him and he found that he could not stir. . - hisbody lay stony as marble beneath
the blankets, aliving marble that shuddered with adreadful delight through every rigid vein.
Therevulsion grew strong upon him as he struggled againgt the paralyzing dream—a struggle of soul
agangt duggish body—ti-tanicaly, until the moving dark was streaked with blankness that clouded and
closed about him at last and he sank back into the oblivion from which he had awakened.

Next morning, when the bright sunlight shining through Mars' clear thin air awakened him, Smith lay for a
whiletrying to remember. The dream had been more vivid than redlity, but he could not now quite recall.
- . only that it had been more sweet and horri-ble than anything esein life. Helay puzzling for awhile,
until asoft sound from the corner aroused him from his thoughts and he sat up to seethegirl lyingina
catlike coil on her blankets, watching him with round, grave eyes. He regarded her somewhat ruefully.
“Morning,” hesaid. “I'vejust had the devil of adream. . . . Wdll, hungry?’

She shook her head slently, and he could have sworn there was a covert gleam of strange amusement in
her eyes.

He gtretched and yawned, dismissing the nightmare temporarily from hismind.

“What am | going to do with you?" heinquired, turning to more immediate matters. “I'mleaving hereina
day or two and | can’'t take you along, you know. ‘Where' d you come from in the first place?’

Again she shook her head.

“Not telling? Well, it syour own business. Y ou can stay here until | give up the room. From then on



you'll have to do your own worrying.”

He swung hisfeet to the floor and reached for his clothes.

Ten minutes later, dipping the hest-gun into its holster at histhigh, Smith turned to the girl. “ Theré's
food-concentrate in that box on the table. It ought to hold you until | get back. And you'’ d bet-ter lock
the door again &fter I've gone.”

Her wide, unwavering stare was his only answer, and he was not sure she had understood, but at any
rate thelock clicked after him as before, and he went down the stepswith afaint grin on hislips.

The memory of last night’ s extraordinary dream was dipping from him, as such memories do, and by the
time he had reached the street the girl and the dream and all of yesterday’ s happenings were blotted out
by the sharp necessities of the present.

Again theintricate business that had brought him here claimed his attention. He went abouit it to the
exclusion of al else, and there was a good reason behind everything he did from the moment he stepped
out into the street until the time when he turned back again a eve-ning; though had one chosen to follow
him during the day his ap-parently aimless rambling through Lakkdarol would have seemed very
pointless.

He must have spent two hours at the least idling by the space-port, watching with deepy, colorless eyes
the shipsthat came and went, the

passengers, the vessalslying at wait, the cargoes—particularly the car-goes. He made the rounds of the
town’ s sl oons once more, consum-ing many glasses of varied liquorsin the course of the day and
engag-ing in idle conversation with men of dl races and worlds, usudly in their own languages, for Smith
was alinguist of repute among his con-temporaries. He heard the gossip of the spaceways, newsfrom a
dozen planets of athousand different events. He heard the latest joke about the Venusian Emperor and
the latest report on the Chino-Aryan war and the latest song hot from the lips of Rose Robertson, whom
every man on the civilized planets adored as “the Georgia Rose.” He passed the day quite profitably, for
his own purposes, which do not concern us now, and it was not until late evening, when he turned
homeward again, that the thought of the brown girl in hisroom took definite shapein hismind, though it
had been lurking there, formless and sub-merged, al day.

He had no ideawhat comprised her usud diet, but he bought a can of New Y ork roast beef and one of
Venusan frog-broth and a dozen fresh cand -apples and two pounds of that Earth |ettuce that grows so
vigoroudy in thefertile cand-soil of Mars. Hefdt that she must surely find something to her liking inthis
broad variety of edibles, and

—for hisday had been very satisfactory—he hummed The Green Hills of Earth tohimsgif ina
surprisingly good baritone a~s he climbed the sairs.

The door was locked, as before, and he was reduced to kicking the lower panels gently with his boot,
for hisarmswere full. She opened the door with that softness that was characteristic of her and stood
regarding him in the semi-darkness as he sumbled to the table with hisload. The room was unlit again.
“Why don’t you turn on the lights?” he demanded irritably after he had barked his shin on the chair by the
tablein an effort to deposit his burden there.

“Light and—dark—they are dike—to me,” she murmured.

“Cat eyes, en? Wdll, you look the part. Here, I’ ve brought you some dinner. Take your choice. Fond of
roast beef? Or how about alittle frog-broth?”

She shook her head and backed away a step.

“No,” shesaid. “I can not—eat your food.”

Smith’sbrowswrinkled. “Didn’t you have any of thefood tablets?’

Again the red turban shook negetively.

“Then you haven't had anything for—why, more than twenty-four hours! Y ou must be starved.”

“Not hungry,” she denied.

“What can | find for you to edt, then? There stimeyet if | hurry. Y ou’ ve got to edt, child.”

“| shal—est,” she said softly. “Before long—I shall—feed. Have no



—worry.”

She turned away then and stood at the window, looking out over the moonlit landscape asif to end the
conversation. Smith cast her a puzzled glance as he opened the can of roast beef. There had been an odd
undernote in that assurance that, undefinably, he did not like. And the girl had teeth and tongue and
presumably afairly human digestive system, to judge from her human form. It was nonsense for her to
pretend that he could find nothing that she could eat. She must have had some of the food concentrate
after al, he decided, prying up thethermoslid of the inner container to release the long-sedled savor of
the hot mesat ingde.

“Wall, if youwon't eat you won't,” he observed philosophicaly as he poured hot broth and diced beef
into the dishlike lid of the thermos can and extracted the spoon from its hiding-place between the inner
and outer receptacles. Sheturned alittle to watch him as he pulled up arickety chair and sat down to the
food, and after awhile the redization that her green gaze was fixed so unwinkingly upon him made the
man nervous, and he said between bites of creamy cand-apple, “Why don't you try alittle of this?1t's
good.”

“Thefood—I eat is—better,” her soft voicetold him inits hesitant murmur, and again he felt rather than
heard afaint undernote of unpleasantnessin thewords. A sudden suspicion struck him as he pondered
on that last remark—some vague memory of horror-tales told about campfiresin the past—and he
swung round in the chair to look at her, atiny, creeping fear unaccountably arising. There had been that in
her words—in her unspoken words, that menaced. .

She stood up benegth his gaze demurely, wide green eyes with their pulsing pupils meeting hiswithout a
fater. But her mouth was scarlet and her teeth were sharp. .

“What food do you egt?’ he demanded. And then, after apause, very softly, “Blood?’

She gared a him for amoment, uncomprehending; then some-thing like amusement curled her lipsand
she said scornfully, “Y ou think me—vampire, eh? No—I am Shambleau!”

Unmistakably there were scorn and amusement in her voice at the suggestion, but as unmistakably she
knew what he meant—accepted it

asalogica suspicion—vampires Fairy tales—but fairy tales this unhuman, outland creature was most
familiar with. Smith was not a credulous man, nor a supertitious one, but he had seen too many strange
things himself to doulbt that the wildest legend might have abasis of fact. And there was something
namelessy strange about her. -

He puzzled over it for awhile between deep bites of the canal-ap-ple. And though he wanted to question
her about a great many things, he did not, for he knew how futile it would be.

He said nothing more until the meat was finished and another cana-apple had followed the first, and he
had cleared away the med by the smple expedient of tossing the empty can out of the window. Then he
lay back in the chair and surveyed her from half-closed eyes, colorlessin aface tanned like
saddle-leather. And again he was con-scious of the brown, soft curves of her, velvety—subtle arcs and
planes of smooth flesh under the tatters of scarlet leather. Vampire she might be, unhuman she certainly
was, but desirable beyond words as she sat submissive benesth hislow regard, her red-turbaned head
bent, her clawed fingerslying in her lap. They sat very ill for awhile, and the silence throbbed between
them.

Shewas s0 like awoman—an. Earth woman—sweet and submissive and demure, and softer than soft
fur, if he could forget the three-fingered claws and the pulsing eyes—and that deeper strangeness beyond
words. . . . (Had he dreamed that red lock of hair that moved? Had it been segir that woke the wild
revulsion he knew when he held her in hisarms? Why had the mob so thirsted for her?) He sat and
sared, and despite the mystery of her and the half-suspicions that thronged his mind—for shewas so
beautifully soft and curved under those revedling tatters—he dowly redlized that his pulseswere
mounting, became aware of akindling within. . . brown girl-creature with downcast eyes. . - and then the
lidslifted and the green flatness of acat’ sgaze met his, and last night’ srevulsion woke swiftly again, like
awarning bell that clanged astheir eyes met—animd, after al, too deek and soft for humanity, and that
inner strangeness. . .

Smith shrugged and sat up. Hisfailings werelegion, but the weskness of the flesh was not among the



magjor ones. He motioned the girl to her pallet of blanketsin the corner and turned to his own bed.

From deeps of sound deep he awoke much later. He awoke sud-denly and completely, and with that
inner excitement that presages

something momentous. He awoke to brilliant moonlight, turning the room so bright that he could seethe
scarlet of the girl’ srags as she sat up on her pallet. She was avake, she was sitting with her shoulder haf
turned to him and her head bent, and some warning ingtinct crawled coldly up his spine as he watched
what shewas doing. And yet it was avery ordinary thing for agirl to do—any girl, anywhere. Shewas
un-binding her turban. . -

He watched, not bresthing, a presentiment of something horrible stirring in hisbrain, inexplicably. . . . The
red foldsloosened, and— he knew then that he had not dreamed—again a scarlet lock swung down
againg her cheek. - - ahair, wasit?alock of hair?. . - thick asathick wormit fell, plumply, against that
smooth cheek . . - more scarlet than blood and thick asacrawling worm. . . and like awormi it crawled.
Smith rose on an elbow, not redlizing the motion, and fixed an un-winking stare, with asort of sick,
fascinated incredulity, on that—that lock of hair. He had not dreamed. Unitil now he had taken it for
granted that it was the segir which had made it seem to move on that evening before. But now. . . it was
lengthening, Stretching, moving of itsdlf. It must be hair, but it crawled; with asckeninglife of itsownit
squirmed down againgt her cheek, caressingly, revoltingly, im-possibly. . . - Wet, it was, and round and
thick and shining. .

She unfastened the fast fold and whipped the turban off. From what he saw then Smith would have
turned his eyes away—and he had |ooked on dreadful things before, without flinching—but he could not
gtir. He could only lie there on his elbow staring a the mass of scarlet, squirming—worms, hairs,
what?—that writhed over her head in adreadful mockery of ringlets. And it was lengthening, faling,
somehow growing before his eyes, down over her shouldersin aspilling cascade, amass that even at the
beginning could never have been hidden under the skull-tight turban she had worn. He was beyond
wondering, but he redlized that. And il it squirmed and lengthened and fell, and she shook it outina
horrible travesty of awoman shaking out her unbound hair—until the unspeakable tangle of it—twigting,
writhing, obscenely scarlet—hung to her waist and beyond, and till lengthened, an endless mass of
crawling horror that until now, somehow, impossibly, had been hidden under the tight-bound turban. It
was like anest of blind, restlessred worms. . . it was—it was like naked entrails endowed with an
unnatural diveness, terrible beyond words.

Smith lay in the shadows, frozen without and within in asick numbnessthat came of utter shock and
revulson.

She shook out the obscene, unspeakabl e tangle over her shoulders, and somehow he knew that she was
going to turn in amoment and that he must meet her eyes. The thought of that meeting stopped his heart
with dread, more awfully than anything e sein this nightmare horror; for nightmareit must be, surdly. But
he knew without trying that he could not wrench his eyes away—the sickened fascination of that sght
held him motionless, and somehow there was a certain beadty. .

Her head was turning. The crawling awfulnesses rippled and squirmed at the motion, writhing thick and
wet and shining over the soft brown shoulders about which they fell now in obscene cascadesthat al but
hid her body. Her head was turning. Smith lay numb. And very dowly he saw the round of her cheek
foreshorten and her profile comeinto view, al the scarlet horrors twisting ominoudy, and the profile
shortened in turn and her full face came dowly round to-ward the bed—moonlight shining brilliantly as
day on the pretty girl-face, demure and swest, framed in tangled obscenity that crawled. .

The green eyes met his. He felt a perceptible shock, and a shudder rippled down his paralyzed spine,
leaving an icy numbnessin itswake. He felt the goose-flesh rising. But that numbness and cold horror he
scarcely redlized, for the green eyeswerelocked with hisin along, long look that somehow presaged
namel ess things—not ~1together un-pleasant things—the voice ess voice of her mind ling him with
lit-tle murmurous promises. - . .

For amoment he went down into a blind abyss of submission; and then somehow the very sight of that



obscenity in eyesthat did not then redize they saw it, was dreadful enough to draw him out of the
seductive darkness. . . the sight of her crawling and dive with Un-namable horror.

Sherose, and down about her in acascade fell the squirming scarlet of—of what grew upon her head. It
fdl inalong, dive cloak to her bare feet on the floor, hiding her in awave of dreadful, wet, writhing life.
She put up her hands and like aswimmer she parted the waterfal of it, tossing the masses back over her
shouldersto reveal her own brown body, sweetly curved. She smiled- exquisitely, and in starting waves
back from her forehead and down about her in a hideous back-ground writhed the snaky wetness of her
living tresses. And Smith knew that he looked upon Medusa

The knowledge of that—the redlization of vast backgrounds reaching into misted history—shook him out
of hisfrozen horror for amoment, and in that moment he met her eyes again, smiling, green as

glassin the moonlight, half hooded under drooping lids. Through the twisting scarlet she held out her
arms. And there was something soul-shakingly desirable about her, so that al the blood surged to his
head suddenly and he ssumbled to hisfeet like a deeper in adream as she swayed toward him, infinitely
graceful, infinitely sweet in her cloak of living horror.

And somehow there was beauty in it, the wet scarlet writhings with moonlight diding and shining along the
thick, worm-round tresses and losing itsdlf in the masses only to glint again and move silvery aong
writhing tendrils—an awful, shuddering beauty more dreadful than any ugliness could be.

But dl this, again, he but haf redized, for the insidious murmur was coiling again through hisbrain,
promising, caressing, dluring, sweeter than honey; and the green eyesthat held hiswere clear and burning
like the depths of ajewel, and behind the pulsing dits of darkness he was staring into agreater dark that
hed dl things. .

He had known—dimly he had known when hefirst gazed into those flat anima shalowsthat behind them
lay this—all beauty and terror, al horror and delight, in the infinite darkness upon which her eyes opened
like windows, paned with emerad glass.

Her lipsmoved, and in amurmur that blended indistinguishably with the silence and the sway of her body
and the dreadful sway of her—her hair—she whispered—very softly, very passonately, “| shall— speak
to you now—in my own tongue—oh, beloved!”

And in her living cloak she swayed to him, the murmur swelling seductive and caressing in hisinnermost
brain—promising, compel-ling, sweeter than sweet. His flesh crawled to the horror of her, but it wasa
perverted revulsion that clasped what it loathed. Hisarms did round her under the diding cloak, wet, wet
and warm and hideoudy dive—and the sweet velvet body was clinging to his, her armslocked about his
neck—and with awhisper and a rush the unspeskabl e horror closed about them both.

In nightmares until he died he remembered that moment when the living tresses of Shambleau first folded
himin their embrace. A nauseous, smothering odor as the wetness shut around him—thick, pulsing
worms clasping every inch of hisbody, diding, writhing, their wetness and warmth striking through his
garments asif he stood naked to their embrace.

All thisin agraven ingtant—and after that atangled flash of conflicting sensation before oblivion closed
over him. For he remem-bered the dream—and knew it for nightmare redlity now, and the did-ing, gently
moving caresses of those wet, warm worms upon his flesh

was an ecstasy above words—that deeper ecstasy that strikes beyond the body and beyond the mind
and ticklesthe very roots of the soul with unnatura delight. So he stood, rigid as marble, as helplessly
gony asany of Medusa' svictimsin ancient legends were, while the terrible pleasure of Shambleau
thrilled and shuddered through every fiber of him; through every atom of hisbody and theintangible
atoms of what men cal the soul, through al that was Smith the dreadful pleasureran. And it wastruly
dreadful. Dimly he knew it, even as his body answered to the root-deep ecstasy, afoul and dreadful
wooing from which hisvery soul shuddered away—and yet in theinnermost depths of that soul some
grinning traitor shivered with delight. But deeply, behind dl this, he knew horror and revulson and
despair beyond telling, while the intimate caresses crawled obscendly in the secret places of his
soul—knew that the soul should not be handled— and shook with the perilous pleasure throughit all.
And this conflict and knowledge, this mingling of rapture and revulsion dl took placein theflashing of a
moment while the scarlet worms coiled and crawled upon him, sending deep, obscene tremors of that



infinite pleasure into every atom that made up Smith. And he could not stir in that dimy, ecstatic
embrace—and aweakness was flooding that grew deeper after each succeeding wave of intense ddlight,
and thetraitor in his soul strengthened and drowned out the revulsion—and something within him ceased
to struggle as he sank whoally into a blazing darkness that was oblivion to al else but that devouring
rapture. . .

Theyoung Venusian dimbing the sairsto hisfriend' slodging-room pulled out hiskey absent-mindedily,
apucker forming between hisfine brows. Hewasdim, asdl Venusans are, asfar and deek asany of
them, and aswith most of his countrymen thelook of cherubic innocence on hisface was wholly
deceptive. He had the face of afallen angel, without Lucifer’ smgesty to redeemiit; for ablack devil
grinned in his eyes and there were faint lines of ruthlessness and dis-spation about his mouth to tell of the
long years behind him that had run the gamut of experiences and made his name, next to Smith's, the
most hated and the most respected in the records of the Patrol.

He mounted the stairs now with a puzzled frown between his eyes. He had come into Lakkdarol on the
noon liner—the Maid in her hold very sillfully disguised with paint and otherwise—to find in lamenta-ble
disorder the affairs he had expected to be settled. And cautiousin-quiry dicited the information that
Smith had not been seen for three

days. That was not like hisfriend—he had never failed before, and the two stood to lose not only alarge
sum of money but dso their per-sona safety by theinexplicable lapse on the part of Smith. Yarol could
think of one solution only: fate had at last caught up with hisfriend. Nothing but physica disability could
explanit.

Stll puzzling, hefitted hiskey in thelock and swung the door open.

In that first moment, asthe door opened, he sensed something very wrong. . . . The room was darkened,
and for awhile he could see nothing, but at the first breath he scented a strange, unnamable odor, half
sckening, haf sweet. And deep stirrings of ancestra memory awoke within him—ancient swamp-born
memories from Venusian ancestors far away and long ago. .

Yaral laid hishand on hisgun, lightly, and opened the door wider. In the dimnessdl he could see at first
was a curious mound in the far corner. - . . Then his eyes grew accustomed to the dark, and he saw it
more clearly, amound that somehow heaved and stirred within it-sdif. . . . A mound of—he caught his
breeth sharply—amound like amass of entrails, living, moving, writhing with an unspeakable diveness.
Then ahot Venusian oath broke from hislips and he cleared the door-sill in aswift stride, dammed the
door and set hisback againgt it, gun ready in his hand, athough hisflesh crawled—for he knew. -
“Smith!” he said softly, in avoice thick with horror. “Northwest!”

The moving mass stirred—shuddered—sank back into crawling qui-escence again.

“Smith! Smith!” The Venusian's voice was gentle and ingstent, and it quivered alittle with terror.
Animpatient ripple went over the whole mass of divenessin the corner. It stirred again, reluctantly, and
then tendril by writhing tendril it began to part itself and fall asde, and very dowly the brown of a
gpaceman’ s leather appeared beneath it, al dimed and shining.

“Smith! Northwest!” Yarol’ s persstent whisper came again, ur-gently, and with adreamlike downessthe
|eather garments moved

- aman sat up in the midst of the writhing worms, aman who once, long ago, might have been
Northwest Smith. From heed to foot he was dimy from the embrace of the crawling horror about him.
Hisface wasthat of some creature beyond humanity—dead-dlive, fixed in agray stare, and thelook of
terrible ecstasy that overspread it seemed to come from somewhere far within, afaint reflection from
immesas-urable distances beyond the flesh. And asthereis mystery and magic in the moonlight whichis
after dl but areflection of the everyday

sun, soin that gray face turned to the door was aterror unnamable and sweet, areflection of ecstasy
beyond the understanding of any who have known only earthly ecstasy themselves. And as he st there
turning ablank, eydlessfaceto Yarol the red wormswrithed ceasdesdy about him, very gently, with a
soft, caressive motion that never dacked.



“Smith. .. comeherel Smith...getup. .. Smith, Smith!” Yarol’swhisper hissed in the sllence,
commanding, urgent—but he made no moveto leave the door.

And with adreadful downess, like adead man rising, Smith stood up in the nest of dimy scarlet. He
swayed drunkenly on hisfeet, and two or three crimson tendrils came writhing up hislegsto the knees
and wound themsalves there, supportingly, moving with a ceasel ess caress that seemed to give him some
hidden strength, for he said then, without inflection,

“Go away. Go away. Leave me done.” And the dead ecstatic face never changed.

“Smith!” Yarol’ s voice was desperate. “ Smith, listen! Smith, can’t you hear me?’

“Go away,” the monotonous voice said. “Go away. Go away. Go—"

“Not unless you cometoo. Can't you hear? Smith! Smith! I’ll—"

He hushed in mid-phrase, and once more the ancestral prickle of race-memory shivered down his back,
for the scarlet masswas moving again, violently, rising. .

Y arol pressed back against the door and gripped his gun, and the name of a god he had forgotten years
ago rose to hislips unbidden. For he knew what was coming next, and the knowledge was more dreadful
than any ignorance could have been.

The red, writhing mass rose higher, and the tendrils parted and a human face looked out—no, half
human, with green cat-eyesthat shonein that dimness like lighted jewes, compdllingly. .

Yarol breathed “ Shar!” again, and flung up an arm across hisface, and the tingle of meeting that green
gazefor even an ingtant went thrilling through him periloudy.

“Smith!” hecalled in despair. “ Smith, can't you hear me?’

“Go away,” said that voice that was not Smith’'s. “ Go away.”

And somehow, athough he dared not look, Y arol knew that the— the other—had parted those
worm-thick tresses and stood there in dl the human sweetness of the brown, curved woman’s body,
cloaked inliving horror. And he felt the eyes upon him, and something was cry-

ing ingstently in hisbrain to lower that shielding am. . . - Hewaslost—he knew it, and the knowledge
gave him that courage which comes from despair. The voicein his brain was growing, swelling, desfening
him with aroaring command that al but swept him before it—command to lower that arm—to meet the
eyesthat opened upon darkness—to submit—and a promise, murmurous and sweet and evil beyond
words, of pleasureto come. .

But somehow he kept his head—somehow, dizzily, hewas gripping hisgun in his upflung
hand—somehow, incredibly, crossing the nar-row room with averted face, groping for Smith’ s shoulder.
There was amoment of blind fumbling in emptiness, and then he found it, and gripped the leather that
was dimy and dreadful and wet—and smul-taneoudy he felt something loop gently about hisankle and a
shock of repulsive pleasure went through him, and then another coil, and another, wound about his feet. -
Yarol set histeeth and gripped the shoulder hard, and his hand shuddered of itsdlf, for thefed of that
leather was dimy asthe worms about his ankles, and afaint tingle of obscene delight went through him
from the contact.

That caressive pressure on hislegswas dl he could fed, and the voice in his brain drowned out dl other
sounds, and his body obeyed him rel uctantly—but somehow he gave one heave of tremendous effort and
swung Smith, sumbling, out of that nest of horror. The twining tendrils ripped loose with alittle sucking
sound, and the whole mass quivered and reached after, and then Y arol forgot hisfriend utterly and turned
hiswhole being to the hopel esstask of free-ing himsalf. For only a part of him wasfighting, now—only a
part of him struggled against the twining obscenities, and in hisinnermost brain the swest, seductive
murmur sounded, and his body clamored to surrender. .

“ Shar! Shar y'danis .. . . Shar mor’la-rol—" prayed Y arol, gasping and haf unconsciousthat he
spoke, boy’ s prayersthat he had forgot-ten years ago, and with his back half turned to the central mass
he kicked desperately with his heavy boots at the red, writhing worms about him. They gave back before
him, quivering and curling them-salves out of reach, and though he knew that more were reaching for his
throat from behind, at least he could go on struggling until he was forced to meet those eyes. . .



He stamped and kicked and stamped again, and for one instant he was free of the dimy grip asthe
bruised worms curled back from his heavy feet, and he lurched away dizzily, sck with revulsion and
despair as he fought off the coils, and then helifted hiseyesand saw

the cracked mirror on thewal. Dimly initsreflection he could see the writhing scarlet horror behind him,
cat face peering out with its demure girl-smile, dreadfully human, and al the red tendrils reaching after
him. And remembrance of something he had read long ago swept incongruoudly over him, and the gasp
of relief and hope that he gave shook for amoment the grip of the command in hisbrain.

Without pausing for abreath he swung the gun over his shoulder, the reflected barrdl in line with the
reflected horror in the mirror, and flicked the catch.

In the mirror he saw its blue flame legp in adazzling spate across the dimness, full into the midst of that
squirming, reaching mass behind him. There was a hiss and ablaze and a high, thin scream of inhuman
malice and despair—the flame cut awide arc and went-out as the gun fell from his hand, and Yarol
pitched forward to the floor.

Northwest Smith opened hiseyesto Martian sunlight streaming thinly through the dingy window.
Something wet and cold was dap-ping hisface, and the familiar fiery sting of segir-whisky burnt his
throat.

“Smith!” Yarol’ svoice was saying from far away. “N. W.! Wake up, damn you! Wake up!”
“I'm—awake,” Smith managed to articulate thickly. “Wha s matter?’

Then acup-rimwasthrust againgt histeeth and Yarol sad irritably, “ Drink it, you fool!”

Smith swallowed obediently and more of the fire-hot segir flowed down his grateful throat. It spread a
warmth through his body that awakened him from the numbness that had gripped him until now, and
helped alittle toward driving out the al-devouring weskness he was becoming aware of dowly. Helay
dill for afew minutes while the warmth of the whisky went through him, and memory duggishly beganto
permeste his brain with the spread of the segir. Nightmare memories. . . sweet and terrible. . . memories
of— “God!” gasped Smith suddenly, and tried to Sit up. Weakness

smote him like ablow, and for an ingtant the room wheeled as he fell back against something firm and
warm—Y arol’ s shoulder. The Venusan's arm supported him while the room steedied, and after awhile
he twisted alittle and stared into the other’ s black gaze.

Y arol was holding him with one arm and finishing the mug of segir himself, and the black eyes met his
over therim and crinkled into sud-den laughter, half hysterica after that terror that was passed.

“By Pharolr’ gasped Yaral, choking into hismug. “By Pharol, N. W.! I’'m never gonnalet you forget
this! Next time you haveto drag me out of amess I’ [l say—"

“Letitgo,” sad Smith. “What' s been going on? How—"

“Shambleau.” Yaral’ slaughter died. “ Shambleau! What were you doing with athing like that?’

“What wasit?" Smith asked soberly.

“Mean to say you didn’t know? But where d you find it? How—"

“Suppose you tel mefirst what you know,” said Smith firmly. “ And another swig of that segir, too,
please. | need it.”

“Can you hold the mug now? Fed better?’

“Y eah—some. | can hold it—thanks. Now go on.”

“Well—I don't know just whereto start. They call them Shambleau—"

“Good God, isthere more than one?’

“It sa—asort of race, | think, one of the very oldest. Where they come from nobody knows. The name
sounds alittle French, doesn't it? But it goes back beyond the start of history. There have dways been
Shambleau.”

“I never heard of ‘em.”

“Not many people have. And those who know don't care to talk about it much.”

“Well, hdf thistown knows. | hadn’t any ideawhat they were talk-ing about, then. And | till don’t
understand, but—"



“Yes, it happenslike this, sometimes. They’ll appear, and the news will spread and the town will get
together and hunt them down, and after that—well, the story doesn’t get around very far. It' stoo—too
unbdievable”

“But—my God, Y arol!'—what was it? Where d it come from? How—"

“Nobody knows just where they come from. Another planet— maybe some undiscovered one. Some
say Venus—I know there are some rather awful legends of them handed down in our family—that’ s how
I’ve heard about it. And the minute | opened that door, awhile back—I—I think | knew that smell. . . .
“But—what are they?’

“God knows. Not human, though they have the human form. Or that may be only anillusion- . . or
maybe I’m crazy. | don’t know. They’ re a species of the vampire—or maybe the vampire is a species of
—aof them. Their norma form must be that—that mass, and in that form they draw nourishment from
the—I supposethelife-forces of men. And they take some form—usualy awoman form, | think, and
key you up to the highest pitch of emotion before they—begin. That’sto work the life-force up to
intensity soit'll beeeser. . . . And they give, dways, that horrible, foul pleasure asthey—feed. There are
some men who, if they survive the first experience, taketo it like adrug— can't give it up—keep the
thing with them dl their lives—which it long—feeding it for that ghastly satisfaction. Worsethan
smoking ming or-or ‘praying to Pharol.”

“Yes,” sad Smith. “I’m beginning to understand why that crowd was so surprised and—and disgusted
when | said—well, never mind. Go on.”

“Did you get to talk to—to it?” asked Yarol.

“I tried to. It couldn’t spesk very well. | asked it where it came from and it ssid—'from far away and
long ago'—something like that.”

“| wonder. Possibly some unknown planet—nbut | think not. Y ou know there are so many wild stories
with some basis of fact to start from, that I’ ve sometimes wondered—mightn't there be alot more of
even worse and wilder supertitionswe' ve never even heard of ? Things like this, blagphemous and foul,
that those who know have to keep il about? Awful, fantastic things running around loose that we never
hear rumorsof at al!

“These things—they’ ve been in existence for countless ages. No one knows when or where they first
appeared. Those who' ve seen them, aswe saw this one, don't talk about it. It sjust one of those~

Y ague, misty rumorsyou find half hinted at in old books sometimes. . . . | believe they are an older race
than man, spawned from ancient seed in times before ours, perhaps on planets that have gone to dugt,
and so horrible to man that when they are discovered the discoverers keep still about it—forget them
again asquickly asthey can.

“And they go back to timeimmemoria. | suppose you recognized the legend of Medusa? Thereisn't any
guestion that the ancient Greeks knew of them. Does it mean that there have been civilizations before
yoursthat set out from Earth and explored other planets? Or did one of the Shambleau somehow make
itsway into Greece three thousand years ago? I you think about it long enough you'll go off your head! |
wonder how many other legends are based on things like this—things we don't suspect, thingswe' Il
never know.

“The Gorgon, Medusa, a beautiful woman with—with snakes for hair, and agaze that turned men to
stone, and Perseusfindly killed her—I remembered thisjust by accident, N. W., and it saved your life
and mine—Perseuskilled her by using amirror as he fought to reflect what he dared not look at directly.
| wonder what the old Greek who first started that legend would have thought if he' d known that three
thousand years later his story would save the lives of two men on another planet. | wonder what that
Greek’ s own story was, and how he met the thing, and what happened. -

“Wall, there salot we |l never know. Wouldn't the records of that race of—of things, whatever they
are, beworth reading! Records of other planets and other ages and all the beginnings of mankind! But |
don't suppose they’ ve kept any records. | don’t suppose they’ ve even any place to keep them—from
what little | know, or anyone knows abot it, they’ re like the Wandering Jew, just bobbing up here and
there a long intervals, and where they stay in the meantime I’ d give my eyesto know! But | don’t believe
that terribly hypnotic power they have indicates any superhuman intelligence. It’ stheir means of getting



food—just like afrog’ slong tongue or acarnivorous flower’ s odor. Those are physica because the frog
and the flower eat physical food. The Shambleau uses a—a mentd reach to get mentd food. | don't
quite know how to put it. And just as abeast that eats the bodies of other animals acquires with each
medl greater power over the bodies of the rest, so the Shambleau, stoking itself up with the life-forces of
men, increases its power over the minds and the souls of other men. But I'm talking about things | can’t
define—things|’m not sure exis.

“I only know that when | felt—when those tentacles closed around my legs—I didn’t want to pull loose,
| felt sensations that— that—oh, I’'m fouled and filthy to the very deepest part of me by that
——pleasure—and yet—"

“I know,” said Smith dowly. The effect of the segir was beginning to wear off, and weaknesswas
washing back over him in waves, and when he spoke he was haf meditating in alow voice, scarcdly
rediz-ing that Y arol listened. “1 know it—much better than you do—and ther€’ s something so
indescribably awful that the thing emanates, something so utterly at odds with everything human—there
aren't any wordsto say it. For awhile | wasapart of it, literally, sharing its thoughts and memories and
emotions and hungers, and—well, it’s over now and | don’t remember very clearly, but the only part left
free wasthat part of me that was but insane from the—the obscenity of thething. And yet it wasa
pleasure so sweet—I think there must be some nucleus of utter evil in me—in everyone—that needs only
the proper stimulusto get complete control; because even whilel was sick al through from the touch of
those—things—there was something in me that was—was smply gibbering with delight. . . . Because of
that | saw things—and knew things—horrible, wild things| can’t quite remember—visited unbdievable
places, looked backward through the

memory of that—creature—I was one with, and saswv—God, | wish | could remember!”

“Y ou ought to thank your God you can't,” said Y arol soberly.

Hisvoice roused Smith from the haf-trance he had falen into, and he rose on hiselbow, swaying alittle
from weskness. The room was wavering before him, and he closed his eyes, not to seeit, but he asked,
“Y ou say they—they don’t turn up again? No way of finding— another?’

Yarol did not answer for amoment. He laid his hands on the other man’ s shoulders and pressed him
back, and then sat staring down into the dark, ravaged face with a new, strange, undefinable ook upon it
that he had never seen there before—whose meaning he knew, too well.

“Smith,” hesaid finally, and his black eyesfor once were steady and serious, and thelittle grinning devil
had vanished from behind them, “ Smith, I’ ve never asked your word on anything before, but I’ ve—I’ve
earned theright to do it now, and I’ m asking you to promise me one thing.”

Smith’'s colorless eyes met the black gaze ungteadily. Irresolution wasin them, and alittle fear of what
that promise might be. And for just amoment Y arol was|ooking, not into hisfriend sfamiliar eyes, but
into awide gray blanknessthat held dl horror and ddlight—a pal e sea with unspeakabl e pleasures sunk
beneath it. Then the wide stare focused again and Smith’s eyes met his squarely and Smith’svoice said,
“Go ahead. I'll promise.”

“That if you ever should meet a Shambieau again—ever, anywhere

—you'll draw your gun and burn it to hell theinstant you redize what it is. Will you promise me that?’
Therewasalong slence. Yarol's somber black eyes bored relent-lessly into the colorless ones of Smith,
not wavering. And the veins stood out on Smith' s tanned forehead. He never broke his word—he had
given it perhaps haf adozen timesin hislife, but once he had given it, he was incapable of breskingit.
And once more the gray seas flooded in adim tide of memories, sweet and horrible beyond dreams.
Once more Y arol was staring into blankness that hid namelessthings. Theroom was very ill.

The gray tide ebbed. Smith’s eyes, pade and resolute as stedl, met Yarol’slevelly.

“I'll—try,” he said. And his voice wavered.

Black Thirst

Northwest Smith leant his head back against the warehouse wall and stared up into the black night-sky of



Venus. The waterfront street was very quiet tonight, very dangerous. He could hear no sound save the
eterna dap-dap of water againgt the piles, but he knew how much of danger and sudden degth dwelt
here voicelessin the breathing dark, and he may have been alittle homesick as he stared up into the
cloudsthat masked a green star hanging lovely on the horizon—Earth and home. And if he thought of that
he must have grinned wryly to him-sdf in the dark, for Northwest Smith had no home, and Earth would
not have welcomed him very kindly just then.

He sat quietly inthe dark. Above him in the warehouse wadl afaintly lighted window threw a square of
pallor upon the wet street. Smith drew back into his angle of darkness under the danting shaft, hugging
one knee. And presently he heard footsteps softly on the street.

He may have been expecting footsteps, for he turned his head aertly and listened, but it was not aman’s
feet that came so lightly over the wooden quay, and Smith’ s brow furrowed. A woman, here, on this
black waterfront by night? Not even the lowest class of Venusian Street-waker dared come aong the
waterfronts of Ednes on the nights when the space-linerswere not in. Y et across the pavement came
clearly now thelight tapping of awoman’sfest.

Smith drew farther back into the shadows and waited. And presently she came, adarknessin the dark
savefor thetriangular patch of pallor that was her face. As she passed under the light falling dimly from
the window overhead he understood suddenly how she dared walk here and who she was. A long black
cloak hid her, but the light fell upon her face, heart-shaped under the little three-cornered velvet cap that
Venusan women wear, fell on ripples of haf-hidden bronze hair; and by that sweet triangular face and
shining hair he knew her for one of the Minga maids—those beauties that from the beginning of history
have been bred in the Minga stronghold for love-

liness and grace, asracehorses are bred on Earth, and reared from ear-liest infancy in the art of charming
men. Scarcely acourt on the three planetslacks at least one of these exquisite creatures, long-limbed,
milk-white, with their bronze hair and lovely brazen faces—if the lord of that court has the wedlth to buy
them. Kings from many nations and races have poured their richesinto the Minga gateway, and girlslike
pure gold and ivory have gone forth to grace athousand palaces, and this has been so snce Ednesfirst
rose on the shore of the Grester Sea.

Thisgirl walked here unafraid and unharmed because she wore the beauty that marked her for what she
was. The heavy hand of the Minga stretched out protectingly over her bronze head, and not aman aong
the wharf-fronts but knew what dreadful pendtieswbuld overtake him if he dared so much astolay a
finger on the milk-whiteness of a Minga maid—terrible pendties, such as men whisper of fearfully over
segir-whisky mugsin the waterfront dives of many nations—mysterious, unnamable pendties more
dreadful than any knife or gun-flash could inflict.

And these dangers, too, guarded the gates of the Minga castle. The chagtity of the Mingagirlswas
proverbid, atrade boast. Thisgirl walked in peace and safety more sure than that attending the steps of a
nun through dum streets by night on Earth.

But even 0, the girlswent forth very rarely from the gates of the castle, never unattended. Smith had
never seen one before, save at adistance. He shifted alittle now, to catch a better glimpse as she went
by, to look for the escort that must surely walk a pace or two behind, though he heard no footsteps save
her own. The dight motion caught her eye. She stopped. She peered closer into the dark, and saidina
voice as sweet and smooth as cream.

“How would you like to earn agoldpiece, my man?’

A flash of perversity twisted Smith’sreply out of itsusud dovenly didect, and he said in hismost cultured
voice, in hismog perfect High Venusan,

“Thank you, no.”

For amoment the woman stood quite still, peering through the darknessin avain effort to reach hisface.
He could see her own, apaeovd inthewindow light, intent, surprised. Then she flung back her cloak
and the dim light glinted on the case of a pocket flash as she flicked the catch. A beam of white radiance
fdl blindingly upon hisface.

For aningant the light held him—lounging againgt thewadll in his spaceman’ sleether, the burns uponiit,
the tatters, ray-guninits hol-



ster low on histhigh, and the brown scarred face turned to hers, eyes the colorless color of pale stedl
narrowed to the glare. It was atypical face. It belonged here, on the waterfront, in these dark and
dangerous streets. It belonged to the type that frequents such places, those lawless men who ride the
paceways and live by the rule of the ray-gun, recklessy, warily outside the Patrol’ s jurisdiction. But
there was more than that in the scarred brown face turned to the light. She must have seenit asshe held
the flash unwavering, some deep-buried trace of breeding and birth that made the cultured accents of the
High Venusian not incongruous. And the colorless eyes derided her.

“No,” shesaid, flicking off thelight. “Not one goldpiece, but ahundred. And for another task that |
“Thank you,” said Smith, not rigng. “Y ou must excuse me.”

“Five hundred,” she said without aflicker of emotion in her creamy voice.

In the dark Smith’ sbrows knit. There was something fantastic in the Situation. Why—?

She must have sensed hisreaction dmost as heredized it himsdlf, for shesaid,

“Yes, | know. It soundsinsane. Y ou see—I knew you in the light just now. Will you?—can you?—1
can't explain hereon the street. . . .“

Smith held the sllence unbroken for thirty seconds, while alight-ning debate flashed through the recesses
of hiswary mind. Then he grinned to himself in the dark and said,

“I'll come.” Bdatedly he got to hisfeet. “Where?’

“The Palace Road on the edge of the Minga. Third door from the central gate, to theleft. Say to the
door-warden—'Vaudir.”

“That is—7’

“Yes, my name. Y ou will come, in haf an hour?’

Aningant longer Smith’ s mind hovered on the verge of refusad. Then he shrugged.

“Yes”

“At thethird bell, then.” She made thelittle Venusian gesture of parting and wrapped her cloak about
her. The blackness of it, and the softness of her footfals, made her seem to mdlt into the darkness
without a sound, but Smith’ strained ears heard her footsteps very softly on the pavement as she went on
into the dark.

He sat there until he could no longer detect any faintest sound of feet on the wharf. He waited patiently,
but hismind was alittle dizzy with surprise. Wasthe traditiond inviolability of the Mingaafraud? Were
the close-guarded girls actudly alowed sometimesto walk un-

attended by night, making assignations as they pleased? Or was it some elaborate hoax? Tradition for
countless centuries had declared the gatesin the Mingawall to be guarded so relentlessy by strange
dangersthat not even amouse could dip through without the knowl-edge of the Alendar, the Minga's
lord. Wasit then by order of the Alendar that the door would open to him when he whispered “Vaudir”
to the warden? Or would it open? Was the girl perhaps the property of some Edneslord, deceiving him
for obscure purposes of her own? He shook his head alittle and grinned to himsdlf. After dl, timewould
tell.

Hewaited awhilelonger in the dark. Little waves |apped the piles with sucking sounds, and once the sky
lit up with the long, blinding roar of a spaceship splitting the dark.

At last herose and stretched hislong body asif he had been sitting there for agood while. Then he
settled the gun on hisleg and set off down the black street. He walked very lightly in his spaceman’s
boots.

A twenty-minute walk through dark byways, till and deserted, brought him to the outskirts of that vast
city-within-a-city caled the Minga. The dark, rough walls of it towered over him, green with the
lichenlike growths of the Hot Planet. On the Palace Road one deeply-sunk central gateway opened upon
the mysterieswithin. A tiny blue light burned over the arch. Smith went softly through the dimnessto the
left of it, counting two tiny doors half hidden in deep recesses. At the third he paused. It was painted a
rusty green, and agreen vine spilling down thewall haf veiled it, so that if he had not been searching he
would have passed it by.

Smith stood for along minute, motionless, staring at the green panels degp-sunk in rock. He listened. He



even sniffed the heavy air. Warily asawild beast he hesitated in the dark. But at last he lifted his hand
and tapped very lightly with hisfingertips on the green door.

It swung open without a sound. Pitch-blackness confronted him, an archway of blank dark in the dimly
seen sonewall. And avoice queried softly, “ Qu'ato’ vat?”

“Vaudir,” murmured Smith, and grinned to himself involuntarily. How many romantic youths must have
stood at these doors in nights gone by, breathing hopefully the names of bronze beautiesto door-menin
dark archways! But unlesstradition lied, no man before had ever passed. He must be the first in many
yearsto stand hereinvited at alittle doorway in the Mingawall and hear the watchman mur-mur,
“Come.”

Smith loosened the gun at his side and bent histall head under the arch. He stepped into blackness that
closed about him like water as

the door swung shut. He stood there with quickened heartbeats, hand on his gun, listening. A blue light,
dim and ghostly, flooded the place without warning and he saw that the doorman had crossed to a switch
at thefar Sde of thetiny chamber wherein he stood. The man was one of the Minga eunuchs, aflabby
creature, splendid in crimson vel-vet. He carried a cloak of purple over hisarm, and made a splash of
royd colorsin the dimness. His sidelong eyes regarded Smith from under lifted brows, with alook that
the Earthman could not fathom. There was amusement in it, and atouch of terror and a certain reluc-tant
admiration.

Smith looked about him in frank curiosity. Thelittle entry was ap-parently hollowed out of the
enormoudy thick wall itself. The only thing that broke its bareness was the ornate bronze door set in the
far wall. His eyes sought the eunuch’ sin muteinquiry.

The creature came forward obsequioudly, murmuring, “Permit me—" and flung the purple cloak he
carried over Smith’ s shoulders. Itsluxuriousfolds, faintly fragrant, swept about him like a caress. It
covered him, tall ashe was, to the very boot-soles. He drew back in faint distaste as the eunuch lifted his
hands to fasten the jeweled clasp at histhroat. “ Please to draw up the hood aso,” murmured the
crea-ture without apparent resentment, as Smith snapped the fastening himself. The hood covered his
sun-bleached hair and fell in thick folds about hisface, casting it into deep shadow.

The eunuch opened the bronze inner door and Smith stared down along hallway curving dmost
imperceptibly to the right. The paradox of eaborately decorated smplicity wasillustrated in every broad
polished pand of thewadll, o intricately and exquisitely carved that it gave at first theimpresson of a
strange, rich plainness.

His booted feet sank sensuoudly into the deep pile of the carpet at every step as he followed the eunuch
down the hail. Twice he heard voices murmuring behind lighted doors, and his hand lay on the butt of the
ray-gun under the folds of hisrobe, but no door opened and the hail lay empty and dim before them. So
far it had been amazingly easy. Either tradition lied about the impregnability of the Minga, or the girl
Vaudir had bribed with incredible lavishness or—that thought again, uneasily—it waswith the Alendar’s
consent that he walked here unchallenged. But why?

They cameto adoor of slver grille at the end of the curved corri-dor, and passed through it into another
halway danting up, asexquisitely voluptuous asthefirst. A flight of stairswrought from

dully gleaming bronze curved at the end of it. Then came another hail lighted with rosy lanternsthat swung
from the arched celling, and beyond another stairway, thistime of silvery metal fretwork, spi-raling down
agan.

Andin all that distance they met no living creature. V oices hummed behind closed doors, and once or
twice strains of music drifted faintly to Smith’ s ears, but either the corridors had been cleared by a specia
order, or incredible luck was attending them. And he had the uncomfortable sensation of eyes upon his
back more than once. They passed dark hallways and open, unlighted doors, and sometimesthe hair on
his neck bristled with the feding of human nearness, inimica, watching.

For dl of twenty minutes they waked through curved corridors and up and down spird stairsuntil even
Smith’'s keen senses were con-fused and he could not have said at what height above the ground he was,



or inwhat direction the corridor led into which they at last emerged. At the end of that time his nerves
were tense as sted wire and he restrained himsalf only by force from nervous, over-the-shoulder glances
each time they passed an open door. An air of lan-guorous menace brooded dmost visibly over the
place, he thought. The sound of soft voices behind doors, the fed of eyes, of whispersintheair, the
memory of taes half heard in waterfront dives about the secrets of the Minga, the nameless dangers of
theMinga. .,

Smith gripped his gun as he walked through the splendor and the dimness, every sense led by
voluptuous appedls, but his nerves strained to wire and hisflesh crawled as he passed unlighted doors.
Thiswastoo easy. For so many centuries the tradition of the Minga had been upheld, abyword of
impregnability, a stronghold guarded by more than swords, by greater dangers than the ray-gun—and yet
here he walked, unquestioned, into the deepest heart of the place, hisonly disguise avelvet cloak, his
only weapon a holstered gun, and no one chalenged him, no guards, no daves, not even a passer-by to
note that a man taller than any dweller here should be strode unquestioned through the innermost
corridors of theinviolable Minga Heloos-ened the ray-gun in its shesth.

The eunuch in his scarlet velvet went on confidently ahead. Only once did he fater. They had reached a
dark passageway, and just as they came opposite its mouth the sound of a soft, dithering scrape, as of
something over stones, draggingly, reached their ears. He saw the eunuch start and half glance back, and
then hurry on at aquicker pace, nor did he dacken until they had put two gates and alength of lighted
corridor between them and that dark passage.

So they went or’, through halls haf lighted, through scented air and empty dimness where the doorways
closed upon murmurous mysteries within or opened to dark and the fedl of watching eyes. And they
came at lagt, after endless, winding progress, into a hallway low-ceiled and pandled in mother-of-pearl,
pierced and filigreed with carving, and al the doors were of slver grille. And as the eunuch pushed open
the slver gate that led into this corridor the thing happened that his taut nerves had been expecting ever
since the art of the fantagtic journey. One of the doors opened and a figure stepped out and faced them.
Under the robe Smith’ s gun did soundlesdy from its holster. He thought he saw the eunuch’ s back stiffen
alittle, and his step fdter, but only for an ingtant. It wasagirl who had come out, adave-girl inasingle
white garment, and at the first glimpse of thetall, purple-robed figure with hooded face, towering over
her, she gave alittle gasp and umped to her knees asif under ablow. It was obeisance, but so shocked
and terrified that it might have been afaint. Shelaid her face to the very carpet, and Smith, looking down
in amazement on the progtrate figure, saw that she was trembling violently.

The gun did back into its sheath and he paused for amoment over her shuddering homage. The eunuch
twisted round to beckon with soundless violence, and Smith caught aglimpse of hisfacefor thefirg time
sncether journey began. It was glistening with sweet, and the Sdeong eyes were bright and shifting, like
ahunted anima’ s. Smith was oddly reassured by the sight of the eunuch’s obvious panic. There was
danger then—danger of discovery, the sort of peril he knew and could fight. It wasthat creeping
sensation of eyeswatching, of unseen things dithering down dark passages, that had strained his nerves
so painfully. And yet, even 0, it had been too easy. -

The eunuch had paused at asiiver door haf-way down the hail and was murmuring something very softly,
his mouth againgt the grille. A panel of green brocade was stretched across the silver door on thein-side,
s0 they could see nothing within the room, but after amoment avoice said, “Good!” in abreathing
whisper, and the door quivered alittle and sivung open six inches. The eunuch genuflected in aswirl of
scarlet robes, and Smith caught his eye swiftly, the look of terror not yet faded, but amusement there too,
and a certain respect. And then the door opened wider and he stepped inside.

He stepped into aroom green as a sea-cave. The walls were paneled in green brocade, low green
couches circled the room, and, in the center, the blazing bronze beauty of the girl Vaudir. Shewore a
robe of green velvet cut in the startling Venusian fashion to loop over one

shoulder and swathe her body in tight, molten folds, and the skirt of it was dit up one Side so thet at every
other motion the long white leg flashed bare.

He saw her for thefirg timein afull light, and she was|ovely beyond belief with her bronze hair cloudy
on her shoulders and the pale, lazy face smiling. Under deep lashes the sidelong black eyes of her race



met his.

Hejerked impatiently at the hampering hood of the cloak. “May | take thisoff?’ he said. “ Are we safe
here?’

Shelaughed with ashort, metdlic sound. “ Safe!” she said ironically. “But takeit off if you mugt. I’'ve gone
too far now to sop at trifles”

And astherich folds parted and did away from hisleather brownness shein turn stared in quickened
interest at what she had seen only in a hdf-light before. He was dmost laughably incongruousin this
jewel-box room, dl leather and sunburn and his scarred face keen and wary in the light of the lantern
swinging fromitsslver chain. She looked a second time at that face, itslean, leathery keenness and the
scarsthat ray-guns had left, and the mark of knife and taon, and the tracks of wild years dong the
gpaceways. Wariness and resolution were ingtinct in that face, there was ruthlessnessin every line of it,
and when she met his eyes alittle shock went over her. Pale, pale as bare stedl, colorlessin the sunburnt
face.~ Steady and clear and no-colored, expressionless aswater. Killer' s eyes.

And she knew that this was the man she needed. The name and fame of Northwest Smith had penetrated
even into these mother-of -pearl Minga halls. In itsway it had spread into stranger places than this, by
strange and devious paths and for strange, devious reasons. But even had she never heard the name (nor
the deed she connected it with, which does not matter here), she would have known from this scarred
face, these cold and steady eyes, that here stood the man she wanted, the man who could help her if any
man dive could.

And with that thought, others akin to it flashed through her mind like blades crossing, and she dropped
her milk-white lids over the sword-play to hideits deadliness, and said, “Northwest . . . Smith,” ina
musing murmur.

“To be commanded,” said Smith in theidiom of her own tongue, but aspark of derision burned behind
the courtly words.

Still she said nothing, but looked him up and down with dow eyes. He said at ladt,

“Your desre—?" and shifted impatiently.

“I had need of awharfman’ sservices,” she said, dtill in that breath-ing whisper. “I had not seen you, then.
... There are many wharf-men aong the seafront, but only one of you, oh man of Earth—" and shellifted
her arms and swayed toward him exactly as areed swaysto alake breeze, and her armslay lightly on his
shoulders and her mouth was very near. .

Smith looked down into the veiled eyes. He knew enough of the breed of Venusto guessthe deadly
sword-flash of motive behind any-thing aVVenusian does, and he had caught aglimpse of that particular
sword-flash before she lowered her lids. And if her thoughts were sword-play, his burnt like heat-beams
sraight to their purpose. In the winking of an eye he knew apart of her motive—the most obvious part.
And he good there unanswering in the circle of her arms.

Shelooked up at him, half incredulous not to fed alesther embrace tighten about her.

“Qualoval?” shemurmured whimscdly. “ So cold, then, Earth-man? Am | not desirable?’
Wordlesdy helooked down at her, and despite himself the blood quickened in him. Mingagirlsfor too
many centuries had been born and bred to the art of charming men for Northwest Smith to stand herein
thewarm arms of one and feel no answer to theinvitation in her eyes. A subtle fragrance rose from her
brazen hair, and the velvet molded a body whose whiteness he could guess from the flash of the long
bare thigh her dashed skirt showed. He grinned allittle crookedly and stepped away, breaking the clasp
of her hands behind his neck.

“No,” hesaid. “Y ou know your art well, my dear, but your motive does not flatter me.”

She stood back and regarded him with awry, haf-appreciative smile.

“What do you mean?’

“I'll have to know much more about al this before | commit mysdf asfar as—that.”

“Youfoal,” shesmiled. “You rein over your head now, as deeply asyou could ever be. Y ou werethe
moment you crossed the door-si| at the outer wall. Thereisno drawing back.”



“Y et it was S0 easy—s0 very easy, to comein,” murmured Smith.

She came forward astep and looked up at him with narrowed eyes, the pretense of seduction dropped
likeacloak.

“Y ou saw that, too?’ she queried in ahaf-whisper. “1t seemed so—

to you? Great Shar, if | could be sure. . . .“ And there wasterror in her face.

“Suppose we sit down and you tell me about it,” suggested Smith practicaly.

Shelaid ahand—white as cream, soft as satin—on hisarm and drew him to the low divan that circled
the room. There was inbred, genera-tions-old coquetry in the touch, but the white hand shook alittle.
“What isit you fear 07" queried Smith curioudy asthey sank to the green velvet. “ Desth comes only
once, you know.”

She shook her bronze head contemptuoudly.

“Not that,” shesaid. “At least—no, | wish | knew just what it is| do fear—and that isthe most dreadful
part of it. But | wish—I wish it had not been so easy to get you here.” -

“The place was deserted,” he said thoughtfully. “Not a soul dong the hdls. Not aguard anywhere. Only
once did we see any other crearture, and that was adave-girl in the hail just outside your door.”

“What did she—do?’ Vaudir’' s voice was bresthless.

“Dropped to her kneesasif she' d been shot. Y ou might have thought me the devil himself by theway she
acted.”

Thegirl’ sbresth escaped inasigh.

“Sdfe, then,” she said thankfully. “ She must have thought you the

—the Alendar.” Her voicefdtered alittle over the name, asif she half feared to pronounceit. “Hewears
acloak like that you wore when he comes through the halls. But he comes so very seldom. - . .*

“I’ve never seen him,” said Smith, “but, good Lord, is he such amonster? The girl dropped asif she'd
been hamstrung.”

“Oh, hush, hush!” Vaudir agonized. “Y ou mustn’'t spesk of him so. He' s—he’ s-of course she kndlt and
hid her face. | wishto heaven| had. . . .

Smith faced her squarely and searched the veiled dark eyeswith a gaze as bleak as empty seas. And he
saw very clearly behind the vellsthe stark, namelessterror at their depths.

“What isit?’ he demanded.

She drew her shoulders together and shivered alittle, and her eyes were furtive as she glanced around
the room.

“Don’'t you fed it?’ she asked in that haf-whisper to which her voice sank so caressingly. And he smiled
to himsdlf to see how ingtinc-tively e oquent was the courtezan in her—alluring gestures though her hands
trembled, soft voice huskily seductive eveninitsterror.

“—aways, dwayd” shewas saying. “ The soft, hushed, hovering menace! 1t haunts the whole place.
Didn’'t you fed it asyou camein?’

“I think | did,” Smith answered dowly. “Y es—that fed of some-thing just out of sight, hiding in dark
doorways. . . asort of tensity intheair. - . .*

“Danger,” she whispered, “terrible, namelessdanger. . . oh, | fed it wherever | go. . . it's soaked into me
and through me until it'sa part of me, body and soul. . . .*

Smith heard the note of risng hysteriain her voice, and said quickly,

“Why did you cometo me?’

“I didn’t, conscioudly.” She conquered the hysteriawith an effort and took up her tale alittle more
camly. “I wasredlly looking for awharf man, as| said, and for quite another reason than this. It doesn't
matter, now. But when you spoke, when | flashed my light and saw your face, | knew you. I’ d heard of
you, you see, and about the—the Lakkmandaaffair, and | knew in amoment that if anyone aive could
help me, it would be you.”

“But what isit? Help you inwhat?’

“It'salong story,” she said, “and too strange, amost, to believe, and too vague for you to take serioudly.



Andyet | know. . .. Haveyou heard the history of the Minga?’

“A little of it. It goes back very far.”

“Back into the beginning—and farther. | wonder if you can under-stand. Y ou see, weon Venusare
closer to our beginnings than you. Life here developed faster, of course, and dong lines more different
than Earthmen redlize. On Earth civilization rose dowly enough for the—the elementals—to sink back
into darkness. On Venus—oh, it’sbad, bad for men to develop too swiftly! Life rises out of dark and
mystery and things too strange and terrible to be looked upon. Earth’ s civilization grew dowly, and by
the time men were civilized enough to look back they were sufficiently far from their origins not to see,
not to know. But we here who look back see too clearly, some-times, too nearly and vividly the black
beginning. . . . Great Shar defend me, what | have seen!”

White hands flashed up to hide sudden terror in her eyes, and hair in abrazen cloud fell fragrantly over
her fingers. And even in that ter-ror was an inbred dlure as natura as breathing.

Inthelittle slence that followed, Smith caught himsdf glancing furtively over his shoulder. The room was
ominoudy 4ill. ..

Vaudir lifted her face from her hands, shaking back her hair. The hands trembled. She clasped them on
her velvet knee and went on.

“TheMinga,” she said, and her voice was resolutely steady, “began too long ago for anyone to name the
date. It began before dates. When Far-thursa came out of the sea-fog with his men and founded this city
at the mountain’sfoot he built it around the walls of acastle aready here. The Mingacastle. And the
Alendar sold Minga girlsto the sailors and the city began. All that is myth, but the Mingahad

aways been here.

“The Alendar dwdt in his stronghold and bred his golden girls and trained them in the arts of charming
men, and guarded them with— with strange weapons—and sold them to kings at roya prices. There has
always been an Alendar. | have seen him, once. .

“Hewalksthe halls on rare occasions, and it is best to kneel and hide one' s face when he comes by.
Yes itisbed. ... But| passed him one day, and—and—heistall, tdl asyou, Earthman, and hiseyes
are like—the space between the worlds. | looked into his eyes under the hood he wore—I was not
afraid of devil or man, then. | looked him in the eyes before | made obeisance, and I—I shal never be
free of fear again. | looked into evil as one looksinto apool. Blackness and blankness and raw evil.
Impersond, not maevolent. Elementd .

the dementd dreadfulnessthat life rose from. And | know very surely, now, that thefirst Alendar sprang
from no mortal seed. There were races before man. . . . Life goes back very dread,fully through many
formsand evils, before it reaches the wellspring of its begin-ning. And the Alendar had not the eyes of a
human cregture, and | met them—and | am damned!”

Her voicetrailed softly away and she sat quiet for aspace, staring before her with remembering eyes.

“| am doomed and damned to a blacker hell than any of Shar’ s priests threaten,” she resumed. “No,
wait—thisisnot hysteria. | haven't told you theworst part. You'll find it hard to believe, but it's
truth—truth—Great Shar, if | could hope it were not!

“Theorigin of itislost inlegend. But why, in the beginning, did thefirst Alendar dwell inthe misty
sea-edge castle, done and un-known, breeding his bronze girls2—not for sde, then. Where did he get
the secret of producing the invariable type? And the castle, legend says, was age-old when Far-thursa
found it. The girls had a perfected, cons stent beauty that could be attained only by generations of effort.
How long had the Minga been built, and by whom? Above dl, why? What poss ble reason could there
be for dwelling there absolutely unknown, breeding civilized beautiesin aworld half-savage? Some-times
| think | have guessed the reason. . .

Her voice faded into aresonant silence, and for awhile she sat star-ing blindly at the brocaded wall.
When she spoke again it was with a startling shift of topic.

“Am | beautiful, do you think?’

“More s0 than any | have ever seen before,” answered Smith without flattery.

Her mouth twisted.

“There are girlshere now, in thisbuilding, o much lovelier than | that | am humbled to think of them. No



mortal man has ever seen them, except the Alendar, and he—is not wholly mortal. No mortal man will
ever ssethem. They arenot for sale. Eventualy they will disappear. .

“One might think that feminine beauty must reach an apex beyond which it can not rise, but thisis not
true. It can increase and intensify until—I have no words. And | truly believe thet thereisno limit to the
heightsit can reach, in the hands of the Alendar. And for every beauty we know and hear of, through the
davesthat tend them, gos-Sip saysthere are as many more, too immortaly lovely for mortal eyesto see.
Have you ever consdered that beauty might be refined and in-tensified until one could scarcely bear to
look upon it? We have tales here of such beauty, hidden in some of the secret rooms of the Minga.

“But the world never knows of these mysteries. No monarch on any planet known is rich enough to buy
the loveiness hidden in the Minga sinnermost rooms. It is not for sale. For countless centuriesthe
Alendars of the Minga have been breeding beauty, in higher and higher degrees, at infinite [abor and
cost—beauty to be locked in secret chambers, guarded most terribly, so that not even awhisper of it
passes the outer walls, beauty that vanishes, suddenly, in abreath— like that! Where? Why? How? No
one knows.

“Anditisthat | fear. | have not afraction of the beauty | spesk of, yet afate like that iswritten for
me—somehow | know. | have looked into the eyes of the Alendar, and—I know. And | am surethat |
must look again into those blank black eyes, more deeply, more dread-fully. . . - | know—and | am sick
with terror of what more | shall know, soon. - -

“ Something dreadful iswaiting for me, drawing nearer and nearer. Tomorrow, or the next day, or alittle
while after, | shdl vanish, and the girlswill wonder and whisper alittle, and then forget. It has hap-pened
before. Great Shar, what sndll | do?’

Shewailed it, musically and hopeesdy, and sank into alittle silence. And then her look changed and she
sad rluctantly, “And | have dragged you in with me. | have broken every tradition of the

Mingain bringing you here, and there has been no hindrance—it has been too easy, too easy. | think |
have sedled your death. When you first came | was minded to trick you into committing yoursdlf so
deeply that perforce you must do as| asked to win free again. But | know now that through the smple
act of asking you herd” have dragged you in deeper than | dreamed. It isaknowledge that has come to
me somehow, out of the air tonight. | can fed knowledge beating upon me_compelling me. For in my
terror to get help | think | have precipitated damnation upon us both. I know now—I have known in my
soul since you entered so easily, that you will not go out dive—tha—it—will come for me and drag you
down too. . . . Shar, Shar, what have | done!”

“But what, what?" Smith struck his kneeimpatiently. “What isit we face? Poison? Guards? Traps?
Hypnotism? Can’t you give me even aguess at what will happen.”

He leaned forward to search her face commandingly, and saw her brows knit in an effort to find words
that would cloak the mysteries she had to tell. Her lips parted irresolutely.

“The Guardians,” she said. “ The—Guardians. . . .*

And then over her hesitant face siwept alook of such horror that his hand clenched on hisknee and he
felt the hairsrise dong his neck. It was not horror of any materia thing, but an inner dreadfulness, a
ter-rible awareness. The eyesthat had met his glazed and escaped his commanding ~stare without
shifting their focus. It was asif they ceased to be eyes and became dark windows—vacant. The beauty
of her face st like amask, and behind the blank windows, behind the lovely set mask, he could sense
dimly the dark command flowingin. . -

She put out her hands tiffly and rose. Smith found himsalf on hisfeet, gun in hand, while his hackleslifted
shudderingly and something pulsed in the air astangibly asthe beet of wings. Threetimesthat nameless
shudder stirred the air, and then Vaudir stepped forward like an automaton and faced the door. She
walked in her dream of masked dreadfulness, tiffly, through the portal. As she passed him he put out a
hesitant hand and laid it on her arm, and alittle stab of pain shot through him at the contact, and once
more he thought he felt the pulse of wingsin the air. Then she passed by without hesita-tion, and hishand
fel.

He made no further effort to arouse her, but followed after on cat-feet, ddlicately asif he walked on eggs.
He was crouching alittle, un-conscioudy, and his gun-hand held atense finger on the trigger.



They went down the corridor in a breathing silence, an empty cor-

ridor where no lights showed beyond closed doors, where no murmur of voices broke the live stillness.
But little shudders seemed to shake in the air somehow, and his heart was pounding suffocatingly.
*VVaudir walked like amechanical doll, tensein adream of horror. When they reached the end of the hall
he saw that the slver grille stood open, and they passed through without pausing. But Smith noted with a
little qualm that a gateway opening to the right was closed and locked, and the bars across it were sunk
firmly into wall-sockets. There was no choice but to follow her.

The corridor danted downward. They passed others branching to right and left, but the Slver gateways
were closed and barred across each. A coil of silver stairs ended the passage, and the girl went stiffly
down without touching therails. It was along spird, past many floors, and as they descended, therich,
dim light lessened and darkened and a subtle smell of moisture and salt invaded the scented air. At each
turn where the stairs opened on successive floors, gates were barred across the outlets; and they passed
so many of these that Smith knew, as they went down and down, that however high the green jewel-box
room had been, by now they were descending deep into the earth. And still the stair wound downward.
The stories that opened beyond the bars like honeycomb layers became darker and less luxurious, and at
|ast ceased dtogether and the sllver steps wound down through awell of rock, lighted so dimly at wide
intervalsthat he could scarcely see the black polished walls circling them in. Drops of moisture began to
appear on the dark surface, and the smell was of black salt seas and dank underground.

And just as he was beginning to believe that the stairs went on and on into the very black, sdt heart of the
planet, they came abruptly to the bottom. A flourish of dim, shining rails ended the stairs, at the head of a
halway, and the girl’ sfeet turned unhesitatingly to follow its dark length. Smith’ s pale eyes, searching the
dimness, found no trace of other life than themsdves, yet eyeswere upon him—heknew it surely.

They came down the black corridor to agateway of wrought metal set in bars whose ends sank deep
into the stone walls. She went through, Smith a her hedsraking the dark with swift, unresting eyeslikea
wild animd’s, wary in astrange jungle. And beyond the grest gates adoor hung with sweeping curtains
of black ended the hal. Somehow Smith felt that they had reached their destination. And nowhere along
the whole journey had he had any choice but to follow

Vaudir' s unerring, unseeing footsteps. Grilles had been locked across every possible outlet. But he had
hisgun. .

Her hands were white against the velvet as she pushed aside the folds. Very bright she stood for an
instant—all green and gold and white—againgt the blackness. Then she passed through and the folds
swept to behind her—candle-flame extinguished in dark velvet. Smith hesitated the barest ingtant before
he parted the curtains and peered within.

Hewaslooking into aroom hung in black velvet that absorbed the light dmost hungrily. That light
radiated from asingle lamp swinging from the ceiling directly over an ebony table. It shone softly ona
man

—avery tal man. -

He stood darkly under it, very dark in the room’ s darkness, his head bent, staring up from under level
black brows. His eyesin the half -hid-den face were pits of blackness, and under the lowered brows two
pin-point gleams stabbed straight—not at the girl—but a Smith hidden behind the curtains. It held his
eyesasamagnet holds stedl. Hefelt the narrow glitter plunging bladelike into his very brain, and from the
keen, burning stab something within him shuddered away involun-tarily. Hethrugt his gun through the
curtains, stepped through quietly, and stood meeting the sword-gaze with pale, unwavering eyes.

Vaudir moved forward with amechanica stiffness that somehow could not hide her grace—it was asif
no power exigting could ever evoke from that lovely body |essthan loveiness. She cameto theman's
feet and stopped there. Then along shudder swept her from head to foot and she dropped to her knees
and laid her forehead to the floor.

Across the golden loveliness of her the man’s eyes met Smith's, and the man’ s voice, deep, deep, like
black waters flowing smoothly, said,



“l amthe Alendar.”

“Then you know me,” said Smith, hisvoice harsh asiron in the vel-vet dimness.

“Y ou are Northwest Smith,” said the smooth, deep voice dispas-sonately. “An outlaw from the planet
Earth. Y ou have broken your last law, Northwest Smith. Men do not come here uninvited—and live.

Y ou perhaps have heard tales. . .

Hisvoice mdted into slence, lingeringly.

Smith’ smouth curled into awalfish grin, without mirth, and his gun-hand sivung up. Murder flashed
bleakly from his sted-pae eyes. And then with stunning abruptness the world dissolved about him. A
burst of coruscations flamed through his head, danced and wheeled

and drew dowly together in awhirling darkness until they were two pinpoint sparks of light—a dagger
gtare under level brows. .

When the room steadied about him he was standing with dack arms, the gun hanging from hisfingers, an
gpathetic numbness dowly withdrawing from hisbody. A dark smile curved smoothly on the Alendar’s
mouth.

The stabbing gaze did casudly away, leaving him dizzy in sudden vertigo, and touched the girl prostrate
onthefloor. Againgt the black carpet her burnished bronze curls sprayed out exquisitely. The green robe
folded softly back from the roundness of her body, and nothing in the universe could have been so lovely
asthe creamy whiteness of her on the dark floor. The pit-black eyes brooded over her impassively. And
then, in his smooth, deep voice the Alendar asked, amazingly, matter-of-f actly,

“Tell me, do you have such girlson Earth?’

Smith shook his head to clear it. When he managed an answer hisvoice had steadied, and in the receding
of that dizziness even the sud-den drop into casual conversation seemed not unreasonable.

“I have never seen such agirl anywhere,” hesaid camly.

The sword-gaze flashed up and pierced him.

“She hastold you,” said the Alendar. “Y ou know | have beauties here that outshine her asthe sun doesa
candle. And yet. . . she has more than beauty, thisVaudir. Y ou havefdt it, perhaps?’

Smith met the questioning gaze, searching for mockery, but finding none. Not understanding—a moment
before the man had threatened his life—he took up the conversation.

“They al have more than beauty. For what other reason do kings buy the Minga girls?’

“No—not that charm. She hasit too, but something more subtle than fascination, much more desirable
than loveiness. She has courage, thisgirl. She hasintelligence. Where shegot it | do not un-derstand. |
do not breed my girlsfor such things. But | looked into her eyes once, in the hallway, as shetold
you—and saw there more arousing things than beauty. | summoned her—and you come at her hedls. Do
you know why? Do you know why you did not die at the outer gate or anywhere along the hallways on
your way in?’

Smith’s pale sare met the dark one questioningly. The voice flowed

on.

“Because there are—interesting thingsin your eyes too. Courage and ruthlessness and a certain—power,
| think. Intensity isinyou. And | believe | can find ausefor it, Earthman.”

Smith’seyes narrowed alittle. So calm, so matter-of-fact, thistalk.

But desth was coming. Hefdt it in the air—he knew that fed of old. Death—and worse things than that,
perhaps. He remembered the whispers he had heard.

On thefloor the girl moaned alittle, and stirred. The Alendar’ s quiet, pinpoint eyesflicked her, and he
sad softly, “Rise” And sherose, sumbling, and stood before him with bent head. The stiffness was gone
from her. On an impulse Smith said suddenly, “Vaudir!” Shelifted her face and met hisgaze, and athrill
of horror rippled over him. She had regained consciousness, but she would never be the same frightened
girl he had known. Black knowledge looked out of her eyes, and her face was a strained mask that
covered horror barely

—barely! It was the face of one who has walked through a blacker hdll than any of humanity’s
undergtanding, and gained knowledge there that no human soul could endure knowing and live.
Shelooked him full in the face for along moment, silently, and then turned away to the Alendar again.



And Smith thought, just before her eyes|eft his, he had seen in them one wild flash of hope-less,
desperate apped. .

“Come,” said the Alendar.

He turned his back—Smith’ s gun-hand trembled up and then fell again. No, better wait. There was
aways abare hope, until he saw deeth closing in al around.

He stepped out over theyielding carpet at the Alendar’ ~ hedls. The girl came after with dow steps and
eyes downcast in ahorrible parody of meditation, asif she brooded over the knowledge that dwelt so
ter-ribly behind her eyes.

The dark archway at the opposite end of the room swallowed them up. Light failed for an instant—a
breath-stopping ingtant while Smith’ s gun legped up involuntarily, likealive thing in hishand, futildly
againg invisible evil, and his brain rocked at the utter black-nessthat enfolded him. It was over inthe
wink of an eye, and he won-dered if it had ever been as his gun-hand fell again. But the Alendar said
across one shoulder,

“A barrier | have placed to guard my—beauties. A menta barrier that would have been impassable had
you not been with me, yet which—but you understand now, do you not, my Vaudir?” And therewasan
indescribable leer in the query that injected a note of mon-strous humanity into the inhuman voice.

“I understand,” echoed the girl in avoice aslovely and toneless as a sustained musical note. And the
sound of those two inhuman voi ces proceeding from the human lips of his companions sent a shudder
thrilling dong Smith’ snerves.

They went down the long corridor thereafter in silence, Smith treading soundlesdy in his spaceman’s
boats, every fiber of him tense to painfulness. He found himsdf wondering, eveninthe midst of his
strained watchfulness, if any other creature with aliving human soul had ever gone down this corridor
before—if frightened golden girls had followed the Alendar thus into blackness, or if they too had been
drained of humanity and steeped in that nameless horror before their feet followed their master through
the black barrier.

The hdlway led downward, and the salt smell became clearer and the light sank to aglimmer inthe air,
and in asilence that was not human they went on.

Presently the Alendar said—and his deep, liquid voice did nothing to break the dtillness, blending with it
softly so that not even an echo roused,

“I am taking you into a place where no other man than the Alendar has ever set foot before. It pleases
me to wonder just how your unaccustomed senseswill react to the things you are about to see. | am
reaching an—an age’ —he laughed softly—"where experiment in-terests me. Look!”

Smith’ s eyes blinked shut before an intolerable blaze of sudden light. In the stresked darkness of that
ingant while the glare flamed through his lids he thought he felt everything shift unaccountably about him,
asif the very structure of the atoms that built the walls were dtered. When he opened his eyes he stood
at the head of along gdlery blazing with a soft, ddlicious brilliance. How he had got there he made no
effort even to guess.

Very beautifully it stretched before him. The walls and floor and celling were of sheeny stone. There were
low couches dong the wdls at intervals, and a blue pool broke the floor, and the air sparkled
unac-countably with golden light. And figures were moving through that champagne sparkle. .

Smith stood very ill, looking down the gdlery. The Alendar watched him with a subtle anticipation upon
hisface, the pinpoint glitter of his eyes sharp enough to pierce the Earthman’ s very brain. Vaudir with
bent head brooded over the black knowledge behind her drooping lids. Only Smith of the three looked
down the gallery and saw what moved through the golden glimmer of theair.

They were girls. They might have been goddesses—angel s hal oed with bronze curls, moving leisurely
through a golden heaven where the air sparkled like wine. There must have been a score of them
grolling up and down the gdlery in twos and threes, lolling on the couches, bathing in the pool. They
woretheinfinitely graceful VVenusian robe with itslooped shoulder and dit skirt, in soft, muted shades of
violet and blue and jewel-green, and the beauty of them was bresth-stopping asablow. Musicwasin



every gesture they made, aflowing, sSinging grace that made the heart ache with its sheer lovei-ness.

He had thought VVaudir lovely, but here was beauty so exquisite that it verged on pain. Their swest, light
voices were pitched to send little velvety burrs dong his nerves, and from a distance the soft sounds
blended so musicdly that they might have been singing together. The loveliness of their motion made his
heart contract sud-denly, and the blood pounded in hisears. .

“Y ou find them beautiful?” The Alendar’ s voice blended into the humming lilt of voices as perfectly asit
had blended with silence. His dagger-glitter of eyeswasfixed piercingly on Smith’s pde gaze, and he
amiled alittle, faintly. “Beautiful? Wait!”

He moved down the gdlery, tdl and very dark in the rainbow light. Smith, following after, waked ina
haze of wonder. It is not given to every man to walk through heaven. He felt the air tingle likewine, and a
delicious perfume caressed him and the ha oed girls drew back with wide, amazed eyesfixed on himin
his stained leather and heavy boots as he passed. Vaudir paced quietly after, her head bent, and from her
the girlsturned away their eyes, shuddering alittle.

He saw now that their faces were aslovely astheir bodies, lan-guoroudy, colorfully. They were
contented faces, unconscious of beauty, unconscious of any other existence than their own—soulless. He
fdt that indtinctively. Here was beauty incarnate, physicaly, tan-gibly; but he had seenin Vaudir's
face—before—a sparkle of daring, atenderness of remorse at having brought him here, that gave her an
indefinable superiority over even thisincredible beauty, soulless.

They went down the gdllery in a sudden hush asthe musical voicesfell slent from very amazemen.
Apparently the Alendar was afamil-iar figure here, for they scarcely glanced a him, and from Vaudir
they turned away in ashuddering revulsion that preferred not to recognize her existence. But Smith was
the first man other than the Alendar whom they had ever seen, and the surprise of it struck them dumb.
They went on through the dancing air, and the last lovely, staring girlsfell behind, and anivory gateway
opened before them, without atouch. They went downgtairs from there, and along another hallway, while
thetingledied in theair and ahum of musica voices sorang up

behind them. They passed beyond the sound. The hadlway darkened until they were moving again through
dimness,

Presently the Alendar paused and turned.

“My more costly jewels,” hesaid, “| keep in separate settings. Ashere—"

He stretched out hisarm, and Smith saw that a curtain hung against the wall. There were others, farther
on, dark blots againgt the dimness. The Alendar drew back black folds, and light from beyond flowed
softly through a pattern of barsto cast flowery shadows on the opposite wall. Smith stepped forward and
Stared.

He waslooking through agrille window down into aroom lined with dark velvet. It was quite plain.
Therewas alow couch againgt the wall opposite the window, and on it—Smith’ s heart gave a stagger
and paused—awoman lay. And if the girlsin the gallery had been like goddesses, thiswoman was
lovelier than men have ever dared to imag-ine even in legends. She was beyond divinity—Ilong limbs
white againgt the velvet, sweet curves and planes of her rounding under the robe, bronze hair spilling like
lava over one white shoulder, and her face cam as death with closed eyes. It was a passve beauty, like
aabagter shaped perfectly. And charm, afascination adl but tangible, reached out from her like amagic
gpell. A deeping charm, magnetic, powerful. He could not wrench his eyes away. He was like awasp
caught in honey. .

The Alendar said something across Smith' s shoulder, in avibrant voice that thrilled the air. The closed
lidsrose. Life and loveliness flowed into the calm facelike atide, lighting it unbearably. That heady charm
wakened and brightened to adangerous liveness—tug-ging, pulling. . . . Sheroseinonelong glidelikea
wave over rocks; she smiled (Smith's sensesredled to the beauty of that smile) and then sank in adeep
sdaam, dowly, to the velvet floor, her hair rippling and faling al about her, until shelay abased in ablaze
of loveiness under the window.

The Alendar let the curtain fall, and turned to Smith asthe dazzling sight was blotted out. Again the



pinpoint glitter stabbed into Smith’ sbrain. The Alendar smiled again.

“Come,” he said, and moved down the hail.

They passed three curtains, and paused at afourth. Afterward Smith remembered that the curtain must
have been drawn back and he must have bent forward to stare through the window bars, but the sight he
saw blasted every memory of it from hismind. Thegirl who

dwelt in this velvet-lined room was stretching on tiptoe just asthe drawn curtain caught her, and the
beauty and grace of her from head to foot stopped Smith's breath as a ray-stab to the heart would have
done. And theirresstible, wrenching charm of her drew him forward until he was clasping the barswith
white-knuckled hands, unaware of anything but her compelling, soul-destroying desirability. .

She moved, and the dazzle of grace that ran like a song through every motion made his senses ache with
its pure, unattainable loveli-ness. He knew, even in his daze of rapture, that he might hold the swest,
curved body in hisarmsfor ever, yet hunger gill for the fulfilment which the flesh could never wring from
her. Her lovdiness aroused a hunger in the soul more maddening than the body’ s hunger could ever be.
His brain rocked with the desire to possessthat intangible, irresistible loveinessthat he knew he could
never possess, never reach with any sensethat wasin him. That bodiless desire raged like madness
through him, so violently that the room redled and the white outlines of the beauty unattainable asthe stars
wavered before him. He caught his breath and choked and drew back from the intol-erable, exquisite
gght.

The Alendar laughed and dropped the curtain.

“Come,” he said again, the subtle amusement clear in hisvoice, and Smith in adaze moved after him
down the hail.

They went along way, past curtains hanging a regular intervals dong the wall. When they paused at lat,
the curtain before which they stopped was faintly luminous about the edges, asif something dazzling
dwet within. The Alendar drew back the folds.

“We are gpproaching,” he said, “apure clarity of beauty, hampered only alittle by the bonds of flesh.
Look.”

One glance only Smith snatched of the dweller within. And the exquisite shock of that sght went thrilling
like torture through every nerve of him. For amad ingtant his reason staggered before the terri-ble
fascination besting out from that dweller in waves that wrenched at his very soul—incarnate loveliness
tugging with strong fingers a every sense and every nerve and intangibly, irresstibly, at deegper thingsthan
these, groping among the roots of his being, dragging hissoul out. . .

Only one glance he took, and in the glance he felt his soul answer that dragging, and the terrible desire
torefutilely through him. Then he flung up an arm to shield his eyes and redled back into the dark, and a
wordless sob rose to hislips and the darkness reeled about him.

The curtain fell. Smith pressed the wall and breathed in long, shud-dering gasps, while his heart-beats
dowed gradudly and the unholy

fascination ebbed from about him. The Alendar’ s eyes were glittering with agreen fire as he turned from
the window, and a nameless hunger lay shadowily on hisface. He said,

“I might show you others, Earthman. But it could only drive you mad, in the end—you were very near the
brink for amoment just now

—and | have another usefor you. . . . | wonder if you begin to under-stand, now, the purpose of al
this?’

The green glow was fading from that dagger-sharp gaze asthe Alen-dar’ s eyes stabbed into Smith's. The
Earthman gave his head alittle shake to clear away the vestiges of that devouring desire, and took afresh
grip on the butt of hisgun. The familiar smoothness of it brought him ameasure of reassurance, and with
it areawakening to the peril dl around. He knew now that there could be no conceivable mercy for him,
to whom the innermost secrets of the Minga had been unaccountably revealed. Death was
waiting—strange desth, as soon asthe Alendar wearied of talking—but if he kept his ears open and his
eyesdert it might not—please God—catch him so quickly that he died alone. One sweep of that
blade-blue flame was dl he asked, now. His eyes, keen and hostile, met the dagger-gaze squarely. The
Alendar smiled and sad,



“Degth in your eyes, Earthman. Nothing in your mind but murder. Can that brain of yours comprehend
nothing but battle? Isthere no curiosty there? Have you no wonder of why | brought you here? Death
awaitsyou, yes. But anot unpleasant deeth, and it awaits dl, in oneform or another. Listen, let metell
you—I have reason for desir-ing to break through that animal shell of self-defense that sealsin your mind.
Let melook deeper—if there are depths. Y our death will be—useful, and in away, pleasant.
Otherwise—well, the black beasts hunger. And flesh must feed them, as a sweeter drink feeds me. -
Ligen”

Smith’ seyes narrowed. A swester drink. - - - Danger, danger—the smell of it in the air—ingtinctively he
felt the peril of opening his mind to the plunging gaze of the Alendar, the force of those compel-ling eyes
beeting like strong lightsinto hisbrain. . -

“Come,” said the Alendar softly, and moved off soundlessy through the gloom. They followed, Smith
painfully aert, the girl walking with lowered, brooding eyes, her mind and soul afar in somewallowing
darkness whose shadow showed so hideoudly beneath her lashes.

The hallway widened to an arch, and abruptly, on the other side, onewall dropped away into infinity and
they stood on the dizzy brink of agallery opening on ablack, heaving sea. Smith bit back a startled

oath. One moment before the way had led through low-roofed tun-nels deep underground; the next
ingtant they stood on the shore of avast body of rolling darkness, atiny wind touching their faceswith the
breath of unnamablethings.

Very far below, the dark waters rolled. Phosphorescence lighted them uncertainly, and he was not even
sureit was water that surged there in the dark. A heavy thickness seemed to be inherent in therollers,
like black dime surging.

The Alendar looked out over the fire-tinged waves. He waited for an instant without spesking, and then,
far out in the dimy surges, something broke the surface with an oily splash, something mercifully veiled in
the dark, then dived again, leaving awake of spreading rip-pies over the surface.

“Ligten,” said the Alendar, without turning hishead. “Lifeisvery old. There are older races than man.
Mineisone. Liferose out of the black dime of the sea-bottoms and grew toward the light dong many
diverging lines. Some reached maturity and deep wisdom when man was till swinging through the jungle
trees.

“For many centuries, as mankind countstime, the Alendar has dwelt here, breeding beauty. In later years
he has sold some of hislesser beauties, perhapsto explain to mankind' s satisfaction what it could never
understand were it told the truth. Do you begin to see? My race is very remotely akin to those races
which suck blood from man, lessremotdly to those which drink hislife-forcesfor nourish-ment. | refine
taste even more than that. | drink—beauty. | live on beauty. Yes, literdly.

“Beauty isastangible asblood, in away. It isaseparate, distinct force that inhabits the bodies of men
and women. Y ou must have no-ticed the vacuity that accompanies perfect beauty in so many women

the force so strong that it drives out al other forces and lives vampirishly at the expense of intelligence
and goodness and con-science and dl else.

“In the beginning, here—for our race was old when thisworld began, spawned on another planet, and
wise and ancient—we woke from dumber in the dime, to feed on the beauty force inherent in mankind
even in cave-dweling days. But it was meager fare, and we studied the race to determine where the
greatest prospects lay, then selected specimens for breeding, built this stronghold and settled down to the
business of evolving mankind up to itslimit of loveiness. In time we weeded out dl but the present type.
For the race of man we have developed the ultimate type of loveliness. It isinteresting to

see what we have accomplished on other worlds, with utterly different races. .

“Wall, there you have it. Women, bred as a spawning-ground for the devouring force of beauty on which
welive

“But—the fare grows monotonous, as al food must without change. Vaudir | took because | saw in her a
sparkle of something that except in very rare instances has been bred out of the Mingagirls. FOr beauty,
as| have sad, eats up dl other qudities but beauty. Y et somehow intelligence and courage survived
latently in Vaudir. It decreases her beauty, but the tang of it should be a change from the eternd
sameness of therest. And so | thought until | saw you.



“I redlized then how long it had been since | tasted the beauty of man. It is so rare, so different from
femae beauty, that | had dl but forgotten it existed. And you haveit, very subtly, in araw, harshway....
“I havetold you dl thisto test the quality of that—that harsh beauty in you. Had | been wrong about the
deeps of your mind, you would have gone to feed the black beasts, but | see that | was not wrong.
Behind your anima shell of sdlf-preservation are depths of that force and strength which nourish the roots
of maebeauty. | think | shall giveyou awhileto let it grow, under the forcing methods | know, before
|—drink. 1t will be ddlightful. -

Thevoicetrailed away in amurmurous silence, the pinpoint glitter sought Smith’seyes. And hetried
half-heartedly to avoid it, but his eyesturned involuntarily to the stabbing gaze, and the dertness died out
of him, gradualy, and the compelling pull of those glittering pointsin the pits of darknessheld him very
dill.

And as he stared into the diamond glitter he saw its brilliance dowly melt and darken, until the pinpoints
of light had changed to poolsthat dimmed, and he waslooking into black evil aseementd and vast as
the space between the worlds, a dizzying blankness wherein dwelt unnamable horror . . . deep, deep . . .
al about him the darkness was clouding. And thoughts that were not his own seeped into his mind out of
that vast, elementa dark . . . crawling, writhing thoughts. . . until he had aglimpse of that dark place
where Vaudir' s soul wallowed, and something sucked him down and down into awaking nightmare he
could not fight. - .

Then somehow the pull broke for an instant. For just that instant he stood again on the shore of the
heaving seaand gripped a gun with nervel ess fingers—then the darkness closed about him again, but a
different, uneasy dark that had not quite the al-compelling power of that other nightmare—it left him
grength enough to fight.

And he fought, a desperate, move ess, soundless struggle in ablack seaof horror, while worm-thoughts
coiled through his straining mind and the clouds rolled and broke and rolled again about him.
Some-times, in the instants when the pull dackened, he had timeto fed athird force struggling here
between that black, blind downward suck that dragged a him and his own sick, frantic effort to fight
clear, athird force that was weakening the black drag so that he had moments of lucidity when he stood
free on the brink of the ocean and felt the sweat roll down his face and was aware of hislaboring heart
and how gaspingly bresth tortured hislungs, and he knew he wasfighting with every atom of himsdif,
body and mind and soul, againgt the intangible blackness sucking him down.

And then he fet the force againgt him gather itsdlf in afind effort

—he sensed desperation in that effort—and come rolling over him like atide. Bowled over, blinded and
dumb and deaf, drowning in utter blackness, he floundered in the deeps of that nameless hell where
thoughts that were alien and dimy squirmed through his brain. Bodi-less he was, and unstable, and ashe
wallowed there in the ooze more hideous than any earthly ooze, because it came from black, inhuman
souls and out of ages before man, he became aware that the worm-thoughts a-squirm in hisbrain were
forming dowly into monstrous meanings—knowledge like aformless flow was pouring through his
bodiless brain, knowledge so dreadful that consciously he could not comprehend it, though
subconscioudy every atom of hismind and soul sickened and writhed futilely away. It was flooding over
him, drenching him, permesting him through and through with the very essence of dreadfulness—hefdit
his mind meting away under the sol-vent power of it, melting and running fluidly into new channdsand
fresh molds—horrible molds. .

And jugt at that instant, while madness folded around him and his mind rocked on the verge of
annihilation, something snapped, and like a curtain the dark rolled away, and he stood sick and dizzy on
the gdlery above the black sea. Everything was redling about him, but they were stable things that
shimmered and steadied before his eyes, blessed black rock and tangible surges that had form and
body—hisfeet pressed firmness and his mind shook itself and was clean and hisown again.

And then through the haze of weskness that still shrouded him avoice was shrieking wildly, “Kill! . . .
kill'” and he saw the Alendar staggering againgt therail, al his outlines unaccountably blurred and
uncertain, and behind him Vaudir with blazing eyes and face

wrenched hideoudy into life again, screaming “Kill!” in avoice scarcely human.



Like an independent creature his gun-hand leaped up—he had gripped that gun through everything that
happened—and he was dimly aware of the hardness of it kicking back against his hand with the recall,
and of the blue flash flaming from its muzzle. It siruck the Alendar’ sdark figure full, and therewas ahiss
and adazzle. .

Smith closed his eyestight and opened them again, and stared with asick incredulity; for unlessthat
struggle had unhinged hisbrain after dl, and the worm-thoughts sill dwelt dimily in hismind, tingeing dl
he saw with unearthly horror—unless thiswas true, he was looking not at a man just rayed through the
lungs, and who should be dropping now in a bleeding, collapsed heap to the floor, but at—at—God,
what was it? The dark figure had dumped againgt therail, and instead of blood gushing, ahideous,
nameless, formless black poured duggishly forth—adime like the heaving sea below. The whole dark
figure of the man was mdting, dumping farther down into the pool of black-nessforming at hisfeet onthe
gonefloor.

Smith gripped his gun and watched in numb incredulity, and the whole body sank dowly down and
melted and logt dl form— hideoudy, gruesomely—until where the Alendar had stood a heap of dime lay
viscidly on the gdlery floor, hideoudy dive, heaving and rippling and striving to lift itself into a semblance
of humanity again. And as he watched, it lost even that form, and the edges melted revoltingly and the
meass flattened and did down into apool of utter horror, and he became aware that it was pouring Sowly
through therailsinto the sea. He stood watching while the whole rolling, shim-mering mound melted and
thinned and trickled through the bars, un-til the floor was clear again, and not even astain marred the
sone.

A painful congriction of hislungs roused him, and he realized he had been holding his bresth, scarcely
daring to redlize. Vaudir had collapsed againgt the wall, and he saw her knees give limply, and stag-gered
forward on uncertain feet to catch her asshefell.

“Vaudir, Vaudir!” he shook her gently. “Vaudir, what' s happened? Am | dreaming? Are we safe now?
Areyou—awake agan?’

Very dowly her whitelidslifted, and the black eyes met his. And he saw shadowily there the knowledge
of that wallowing void he had dimly known, the shadow that could never be cleared away. She was
steeped and foul with it. And the look of her eyes was such that invol-untarily he released her and
stepped away. She staggered alittle and then regained her balance and regarded him from under bent
brows. The level inhumanity of her gaze struck into his soul, and yet he

thought he saw aspark of the girl she had been, dwelling in torture amid the blackness. He knew he was
right when she sad, in afaraway, tonelessvoice,

“Awake?. . . No, not ever now, Earthman. | have been down too

deeply into hell . . . he had dealt me aworse torture than be knew,

for thereisjust enough humanity left within meto redlize whét |

have become, and to suffer. .

“Yes, heisgone, back into the dimethat bred him. | have been apart of him, onewith himinthe
blackness of hissoul, and | know. | have spent eons since the blackness came upon me, dwelt for
eterni-tiesin the dark, rolling seas of hismind, sucking in knowledge .

and as| was onewith him, and he now gone, so shdl | die; yet | will seeyou safely out of hereif itisin
my power, for it was | who dragged you in. If | can remember—if | can find theway. . . .*

She turned uncertainly and staggered a step back aong the way they had come. Smith sprang forward
and did hisfree arm about her, but she shuddered away from the contact.

“No, no—unbearable—the touch of clean human flesh—and it breaks the chord of my remembering. . ..
| can not look back into hismind asit waswhen | dwelt there, and | must, | must. . . .

She shook him off and reeled on, and he cast onelast look at the billowing sea, and then followed. She
staggered aong the stone floor on stumbling feet, one hand to the wall to support herself, and her voice
was whispering gustily, so that he had to follow close to hear, and then amost wished he had not heard,
“—hlack dime—darkness feeding on light—everything wavers so— dime, dimeand arolling sea—he
rose out of it, you know, before civi-lization began here—he is age-old—there never has been but one
Alen-dar. . . . And somehow—I could not see just how, or remember why



—herose from the rest, as some of his race on other planets had done, and took the man-form and
stocked his breeding-pens. . . .

They went on up the dark hallway, past curtains hiding incarnate loveliness, and the girl’ s sumbling
footsteps kept time to her sumbling, haf-incoherent words.

“—haslived dl these ages here, breeding and devouring beauty— vampire-thirst, ahideous delight in
drinking in that beauty-force—I felt it and remembered it when | was one with him—wrapping black
layersof prima dime about—quenching human loveinessin ooze, sucking—blind black third. . . . And
his wisdom was ancient and dreadful and full of power—so he could draw asoul out through the eyes
and sink it in hell, and drown it there, as he would have done mineif | had not had, somehow, a
difference from the rest. Grest

Shar, | wish | had not! | wish | weredrowned in it and did not fedl in every atom of methe horrible
uncleanness of—wheat | know. But by virtue of that hidden strength | did not surrender wholly, and when
he had turned his power to subduing you | was able to struggle, there in the very heart of hismind,
making a disturbance that shook him as he fought us both—making it possible to free you long enough
for you to destroy the human flesh he was clothed in—so that he lapsed into the ooze again. | do not
quite understand why that happened—only that hisweakness, with you assailing him from without and
me struggling strongly in the very center of his soul was such that he was forced to draw on the power he
had built up to maintain himsdlf in the man-form, and weakened it enough so that he collgpsed when the
man-form was assailed. And hefdl back into the dime again—whence he rose—black
dime—heaving—oozing. . - .

Her voicetraled away in murmurs, and she stumbled, dl but fal-ing. When she regained her balance she
went on ahead of him at agreater distance, asif hisvery nearness were repugnant to her, and the soft
babble of her voice drifted back in broken phrases without meaning.

Presently the air began to tingle again, and they passed the sllver gate and entered that gdllery wherethe
ar sparkled like champagne. The blue pool lay jewe-clear in its golden setting. Of the girlstherewas no
dgn.

When they reached the head of the gdlery the girl paused, turning to him aface twisted with the effort at
memoary.

“Hereisthetrid,” shesaid urgently. “If | can remember—" She seized her head in clutching hands,
shaking it savagely. “I haven't the strength, now—can't—can’'t—" the piteous little murmur reached his
earsincoherently. Then she straightened resol utely, swaying alittle, and faced him, holding out her hands.
He clasped them hesitantly, and saw a shiver go through her at the contact, and her face contort painfully,
and then a shudder communicated itself through that clasp and he too winced in revolt. He saw her eyes
go blank and her face strainin lines of tengity, and afine dew broke out on her forehead. For along
moment she stood S0, her face like death, and strong shudders went over her body and her eyeswere
blank asthe void be-tween the planets.

And as each shudder swept her it went unbroken through the clagp-ing of their handsto him, and they
were black waves of dreadfulness, and again he saw the heaving seaand wallowed in the hell he had
fought out of on the gallery, and he knew for the first time what tor-ture she must be enduring who dwelt
in the very deeps of that uneasy dark. The pulses came faster, and for moments together he went down
into the blind blackness and the dime, and felt the first wriggling of the worm-thoughtstickling the roots of
hisbrain.

And then suddenly a clean darkness closed round them and again everything shifted unaccountably, asif
the atoms of the gdlery were changing, and when Smith opened his eyes he was standing once morein
the dark, danting corridor with the smdll of sdt and antiquity heavy intheair.

Vaudir moaned softly beside him, and he turned to see her reding against the wall and trembling so from
head to foot that he looked to

see her fdl thenext moment. -

“Better—in amoment,” she gasped. “1t took—nearly all my strength to—to get usthrough—wait. . - .



So they hdted therein the darkness and the dead salt air, until the trembling abated alittle and she said,
“Come,” in her little whimper-ing voice. And again the journey began. It was only a short way, now, to
the barrier of black blankness that guarded the door into the room where they had first seen the Alendar.
When they reached the place she shivered alittle and paused, then resolutely held out her hands. And as
he took them he felt once more the hideous dimy waves course through him, and plunged again into the
heaving hell. And as before the clean darkness flashed over them in a breath, and then she dropped his
hands and they were standing in the archway looking into the velvet-hung room they had left—it seemed
€0ns ago.

He watched as waves of blinding weakness flooded over her from that supreme effort. Death wasvisible
in her face assheturned to him at last.

“Come—oh, come quickly,” she whispered, and staggered forward.

At her hedls he followed, acrossthe room, past the great iron gate-way, down the hail to the foot of the
slver gairs. And here his heart sank, for he felt sure she could never climb the long spiral distancesto the
top. But she st her foot on the step and went upward resolutely, and as he followed he heard her
murmuring to hersdlf,

“Wait—oh, wait—Iet me reach the end—Iet me undo this much— and then—no, no! Please Shar, not
theblack dimeagain. - . . Earth-man, Earthman!”

She paused on the stair and turned to face him, and her haggard face was frantic with desperation and
despair.

“Earthman, promise—do not let me dielike thisl When we reach

the end, ray me! Burn me clean, or | shal go down for eternity into the black sinksfromwhich | dragged
you free. Oh, promise!”

“I' will,” Smith’svoice said quietly. “1 will.”

And they went on. Endlesdy the stairs spirdled upward and end-lessly they climbed. Smith’ slegs began
to acheintolerably, and his heart was pounding like awild thing, but Vaudir seemed not to no-tice
weariness. She climbed steadily and no more unsurdly than she had come dong the hdls. And after
eternities they reached the top.

And therethe girl fell. She dropped like a dead woman at the head of the silver spird. Smith thought for a
sck ingtant that he had failed her and let her die uncleansed, but in amoment or two she stirred and lifted
her head and very dowly dragged hersdlf to her feet.

“I will go on—I will, I will,” she whispered to hersdlf. “—come this far—must finish—" and shereded
off down the lovely, rosily-lit hal-way paneled in pearl.

He could see how periloudy near she wasto her strength’ s end, and he marveled at the tenacity with
which she clung to life though it ebbed away with every breath and the pulse of darkness flowed in after
it. So with bulldog stubbornness she made her wavering way past door after door of carven shell, under
rosy lightsthat flushed her face with aghastly mockery of hedth, until they reached the Slver gate-way at
the end. Thelock had been removed from it by now, and the bar drawn.

She tugged open the gate and stumbled through.

And the nightmare journey went on. It must be very near morning, Smith thought, for the hdlswere
deserted, but did he not sense a bregth of danger in the still air?.

The girl’ s gasping voice answered that haf-formed query asif, like the Alendar, she held the secret of
reading men’sminds.

“The—Guardians—dtill rove the hdls, and unleashed now—so keep your ray-gun ready, Earthmen. . . .
After that he kept his eyes dert asthey retraced, stumbling and dow, the steps he had taken on hisway
in. And once he heard dis-tinctly the soft dither of—something—scraping over the marble pave-ment,
and twice he smdt with shocking suddennessin this scented air awhiff of sdt, and his mind flashed back
toarolling black sea.

- .. But nothing molested them.

Step by fatering step the halways el behind them, and he began to recognize landmarks, and the girl’s



footsteps staggered and hesi-tated and went on gdlantly, incredibly, beating back oblivion,

fighting the dark surgesrolling over her, cinging with tenacious fingersto the tiny soark of lifethat drove
her on.

And at long lagt, after what seemed hours of desperate effort, they reached the blue-lit hallway at whose
end the outer door opened. Vaudir’ s progress down it was a series of dizzy staggers, interspersed with
pauses while she hung to the carven doors with tense fingers and drove her teeth into abloodlesslip and
gripped that last flicker of life. He saw the shudders sweep over her, and knew what waves of washing
dark must berising al aout her, and how the worm-thoughts writhed through her brain. - . . But she
went on. Every step now was alittletripping, asif she fell from onefoot to the other, and at each step he
expected that kneeto give way and pitch her down into the

black deepsthat yawned for her. But she went on. -

She reached the bronze door, and with alast spurt of effort she lifted the bar and swung it open. Then
that tiny spark flickered out like alamp. Smith caught one flash of the rock room within—and something
horrible on the floor—before he saw her pitch forward asthe rising tide of dimy oblivion closed at last
over her head. Shewas dying as shefell, and he whipped the ray-gun up and fdlt the recoil againg his
palm as ablue blaze flashed forth and transfixed her in midair. And he could have sworn her eyeslighted
for aflickering in-stant and the galant girl he had known looked forth, cleansed and whole, before
death—clean death—glazed them.

She dumped down in ahuddle a hisfeet, and he felt asting of tears benegath his eyelids as he looked
down on her, ahuddle of white and bronze on the rug. And as he watched, afilm of defilement velled the
shining whiteness of her—decay et in before his eyes and progressed with horrible swiftness, and in less
timethan it takesto tell hewas staring with horrified eyesat apool of black dime acrosswhich green
velvet lay bedraggled.

Northwest Smith closed his pae eyes, and for amoment struggled with memory, striving to wrest from it
the long-forgotten words of aprayer learned a score of years ago on another planet. Then he stepped
over the pitiful, horrible heap on the carpet and went on.

In thelittle rock room of the outer wall he saw what he had glimpsed when Vaudir opened the door.
Retribution had overtaken the eunuch. The body must have been his, for tatters of scarlet velvet lay about
the floor, but there was no way to recognize what its origina form had been. The smell of sdt was heavy
intheair, and atrail of black dime snaked across the floor toward the wall. Thewall was solid, but it
ended there. . .

Smith laid his hand on the outer door, drew the bar, swung it open. He stepped out under the hanging
vines and filled hislungswith pure air, free, clear, untainted with scent or sdt. A pearly dawn was
break-ing over Ednes.

TheBright Illuson

Through the blinding shimmer of sun upon sand, Dixon squinted painfully at the curious mirage ahead. He
was redling with thirst and heat and weariness, and about him the desert heaved in long, blurred waves,
but through the haze of his own weakness, and through the sun haze upon the desert, he peered anxioudy
at the thing and could not make it out.

Nothing he had ever seen or heard of could cause such amirage asthis. It wasagreat ova of yellow
light, bulging up convexly from the earth like some trand ucent golden egg hdf buried in the sand. And
over its surface there seemed to be an immense busyness, asif it was covered with tiny, shimmering
things that moved congtantly. He had never seen anything remotely resembling it before.

As hetoiled through the sand toward the bright illuson, he became aware of darker specks around it
haphazardly, specks that as he approached took on the aspect of men grotesquely sprawled in atti-tudes
of death. He could not make it out. Of course it was amirage, yet it did not recede as he advanced, and
the details of those sprawled bodies became clearer and clearer, and the great tranducent oval loomed
up againg the sky mystifyingly.

He thought he must be dreaming, or perhaps alittle unbaanced by the heat and thirst. He had been
struggling through this burning sand under this burning sun for along while now, and there were times



when the rush of illusion swallowed him up, and he could hear water splashing and fountainstinkling in the
empty desert about him. Thismust be ahallucination, then, for it could scarcely be amirage. Hewas
amost upon it, and it had so redl alook—those bodies, sprawl-ing— He stumbled over thefirgt, for
somehow his muscles did not co-or-dinate very well now. It was the sun-withered body of an old manin
the Legion uniform, hiskepi fallen forward over hisface. The next wasthat of an Arab in atangle of dirty
white garments, and beyond him was the almost-fresh corpse of aboy in khaki shorts and sun helmet.
Dixon wondered duly what had happened to them and why the bodies were in such varying stages of
decomposition. He lifted a drag-ging head and peered at the great egg-shape thing bulging up from the
sand. It reminded him of ahuge bubble of golden water, save that bubbles were round, and— Belatedly,
caution returned to him. These dead men must have met

their deaths somehow through the presence of the great egg. He had better advance more cautioudy
or— And then the pull seized him. He had come too near. Something inexorable and dow was dragging
him forward-or wasit that the great bubble was advancing toward him?

Sky and sand redled. And the distance between him and the great egg-shaped thing lessened and
lessened and—and somehow he found himself flat againgt a great golden tranducency that shivered
againgt him with the strangest motion, asif it was dive and hungry for— Hefdt that he should be afraid,
yet somehow he was not aware of fear a al. The golden light was closing over him and around him with
aqueer, engulfing motion. He shut hiseyes and relaxed utterly in the impassive grip of the thing.

Dixon was lying motionlessin the midst of a golden radiance that seemed crysta clear, yet so obstructed
hisvision that he could see only afew yards away, and the desert landscape outside was as unreal asa
dream. The most delicious sensation of rest and well-being was surg-ing through him in dow wavesthat
succeeded one another like rip-ples on a shore, each leaving an increasing residue of serenity and
luxurious comfort. Thirst and hunger and weariness had vanished in a bresth. He knew no fear or anxiety.
Inatrancdike cdm helay there, feding the waves flow through him unbroken, staring up into the lucid
golden light without wonder or surprise.

How long he lay there he never knew. In the perfect peace of the glow enfolding him, hewas very dimly
aware that the all-penetrating waves were washing through him in away which queerly suggested
searching. They permested every atom of him, flooding his brain with light and calmness.

In histranced quiet he knew, without actudly redizing, that mem-ory in lightning flasheswasreding
through his mind. Abstract memo-ries of things he had learned in college and in &fterlife. Snatches of
lit-erature, fragments of sciences. Mathematica problems solved in breathtaking speed and supplanted
by chemica formulastha melted into the bits of psychology remembered from schooldays. Impassively
he lay there, scarcdly redlizing the flashing reviews that passed through hislight-flooded brain.

And then the tempo of the ripples that went over him began to change. His mind awoke by degrees from
its pleasant coma, though his body il lay relaxed. And now the waveletsin the queerest way were
beating upon hisbrain tantalizingly. Little fragments of thoughts not his own blew through hismind and
faded.

He struggled to grasp them. He clutched at the vanishing tags, striv-ing to weld them together, feding
obscurely that if he could retain each small flutter asit wavered through hismind, if he could put them
together and fuse them in aunit, he might understand.

Very dowly he succeeded. Very dowly the waves as they flowed through him began to surrender their
meaningsto hisclutching mind: meanings that solidified and amplified with each succeeding wave, building
themselves up dowly asripple after ripple washed serenely through the straining brain that was learning
50 painfully to comprehend their significance.

By degrees Dixon redized that someintelligence was striving to communicate with him. The knowledge
did not come in words or even word formsintroduced into his brain. But it came, dowly and inexorably,
building up and up as wave after measured wave flowed through him and vanished, leaving aresdue of
knowledge to be increased by the next.

And thevag, theamogt divine, impersondity of it saggered him. This being—intelligence,



presence—was 0 utterly abstract athing that even in the knowledge it imparted to him there was no hint
of persondity or consciousness of individua being. There could have been no “I” inits supervocabulary
of thought ripples. Divinely serene, divinegly absiract, it alowed knowledge to flow through the brain of
the man suspended inits heart. And by measured degrees that knowl-edge built itself up in hismind.

He had been chosen. For along while this being had been waiting here, trapping the men who came near
enough, sending itslight wavesin floods through their mindsto illuminate their thoughts and their capacity
for knowledge, probing their intelligences. All those others. lying outside had been found wanting. The
being had discarded them and waited, in its serene passivity, until the right man came by.

This much flowed through his brain. Then there was ahiatus, to permit him to absorb the knowledge, to
understand. After awhile the wave ets began to beet through him again in their measured downess. He
became aware of vast, dim voids, blank stretches empty of space or time or any of the myriad
dimensions. He knew that through these,

while long periods e apsed which yet had no ration to the time he understood, the grest light-bubble had
traveled from some origin un-thinkably far awvay, on aquest. Heredized that it had at last emerged from
those gray, formless voidsinto the interstellar space of his own universe; that it had made itsway here,
driven by avast purpose he could not grasp, and had come to rest upon the desert sands, to liein wait.
Again there was agap in the thought waves, and again Dixon lay sill, assmilating that sunning
knowledge. And yet, somehow, he was not greatly surprised or in the remotest way skeptica. He
waited.

Presently the flow began again. Therewas, in another part of space, aworld which thisbeing
desired—or no, not desired; there was noth-ing so human or persond athing as desire about it. A world
which it meant to have; avery aien world, he gathered, from the sort he knew. Peopled by alien
creatures and built in other dimens ons than those which formed his own universe.

These people worshiped a powerful god. And it was this worship— this godhood—which the being that
enfolded him meant to possess. It tried to give him aglimpse of why, but the thought waves which flowed
through his brain were incomprehensible and remote—not knowledge, but ajumble of unrelated
impressions, without coherence. After afew vain atemptsto ingtill the reason for its purposeinto his
mind, the being apparently dismissed the point as unnecessary and went on.

Thisgod which it meant to dispossess was very powerful; so power-ful that of itself the being could do
nothing to overthrow it, could not even pass the barriers set up to guard the strange world. It had need of
an intelligent, animate creature from aworld different enough in structure so that the god' s peculiar
powerswould have no effect upon him.

Gradually the measured beats made it clear to Dixon that he was the chosen envoy. Hewasto be
transported there, armed in potent ways, sent out into the new world to overthrow the god' s domain and
make way for his sponsor to take possession.

Therewas along hiatus after that. Dixon lay quiet, rather stunned by the magnitude of the thing. The
being which engulfed him must have sensed the growing rebellion in hismind, for after awhile the begts
began again. And Dixon knew that the proposition was not acompulsory one. But—the knowledge
flowed casudly through him— though he was free to be released and set back upon hisjourney if he
refused the plan, he would inevitably die soon, die very unplessantly.

There was no water within any possible reach, and aband of veiled

Tuaregs was scouring the desert nearby in search of that Arab who lay in ahuddle of dirty white robes
outsde the egg-shaped bubble. If he did not die of thirst before they caught him, hewould dieina
manner infinitely more undesirable a their hands. But, of coursg, if he so desired, he was freeto go.
Dixon digested thisinformation thoughtfully, hesitatingly, though he knew he had no choice. Hisblind
stumbling through the desert could have no other end than dow death, as he had been aware even before
he came upon the great bubble. And if there were Tuaregs near—Even in the bodily trance that cradled
him he shud-dered. He had seen victims of Tuareg tortures, miraculoudy dive after days and days
of—Heturned his mind from that. No; he had no choice.

And gradudly alittle spark of excitement began to burnin him. What an adventure! And though deeth
might lie at theend of it, there was ~t least ahope for life, and he knew he had not even that if he refused.



Consent was forming in hismind, but, even before it crys-talized, the being must have known, for about
him the lucid radiance suddenly began to cloud and change. Milkiness flooded through it and through his
body and his brain. Oblivion swallowed him up.

When redlization returned to Dixon it came dowly. Layer by layer the oblivion melted from hismind. He
had a vague impression of vast spaces traversed and barriers surmounted, and somehow he sensed an
indefinable difference in the space that surrounded the bubble, though it was indefinite how he knew it. A
little beat quivered through him, and another, clearing away thefogs of his conscious-ness. Then
knowledge began to pulse again through him in measured flow.

They had crossed gulfs greater than he could comprehend. They were suspended now above the world
of their destination. He wasto look briefly upon it, for even through the protecting walls of the
light-bubble the thing that he would see was so dien to him that in his present form he could not bear to
gaze upon it long.

Then the light about Dixon cleared to trand ucence, and somehow he was looking out and down upon a
scene that stunned his eyeswith its violence. He had an instant’ simpression of aland that shrieked and
raved with maniacal color beyond any conception of color as he knew it. He turned his eyeswincingly
away and stared down at the scene immediately below. And though in point of actua spaceit must have
been very far away, he could see everything quite clearly and

with awider radius of vision than he was accustomed to. It was asif in one glance he encompassed the
wholecircle of the horizon.

The world below was one vast city that reeled away in terrace below crazy terrace out to askyline that
shimmered with white dazzle. And the colors that blazed and howled and agonized over theinsane
an-gles of the place turned him sick and dizzy. They wereincredible angles and impossible colors, the
tints and the tilts of madness— wild, staggering lines and arcs and jagged peeks, crazy inclines broken by
ridges of eruptive color, zigzag bridges, buildingsthat leaned out in gravity-defying angles.

All these incredible terraces mounted up and up in diminishing arcsto the topmost tier of al. Thiswas
small and smooth, though over its pavement the insane colors sprawled blotchily. And in the very center a
mighty column rose, blacker than any darkness he had ever seen before. On its height burned apae
flame.

But the inhabitants! Dixon could see them quite clearly despite the distance. They were sSihuous and
serpentine, and their motions were blurs of swiftness, poems of infinite grace. They were not men—they
had never been men in any stage of their evolution. And if the colors of the buildings were agony to his
eyes, theliving, unstable hues that writhed and crawled over the beings below were so frightful that his
gaze rebelled. For this reason he never knew just how they were shaped.

There was one stlanding just below the great black pillar whereon burned the flame, and of this he had the
clearest view. It was boneless and writhing, livid with cregping color. Itssingle great eye, lucid and
expressonless, stared from an unfestured, mouthless face, half scarlet and half purple, between which
two shades awedge of nameless green broadened as he looked away.

He had seen this much before the pellucid crystal began to cloud about him once more and the dow
knowledge began its beat through his brain. He must ook no longer, or something disastrous might
hap-pen to his benumbed senses. He understood by now that it was not in his own form that he wasto
go out into the crazy land. He was sure, even without that seeping knowledge, that his own body could
never endure the colors of the place, nor could his own materid feet tread the dizzy angles. Many of the
streets and bridges were too steep for human feet to walk.

And he was understanding, as the dow waves flowed on, how different these people were from hisown
kind. Not only in appear-ance; their very substance was different from flesh and blood, the atoms
arranged in different patterns. They obtained nourishment in

an incomprehens ble way from some source he could not understand. Their emotions and habits and
purposes were dien to al his experi-ence, and among them even the sexes were not those he knew.
They were more numerous than mankind’ stwo, and their functions were entirely different. Reproduction



here was based on an utterly aien principle.

When the pause came in the waves of knowledge, Dixon was alit-tle dizzy with the complete strangeness
of this place and with wonder how he would be enabled to enter it. Helay ill, wondering, until the flow
began again.

Then the knowledge of the way he was to be introduced into the strange god’ s domain began to surgein
deliberate beats through his brain. It seemed smple, yet the magnitude of it was staggering. A sort of vell
of illusion wasto be dropped between him and these dlien beings. To them, hisform would seem one of
their own. Through the vell his speech would befiltered and changed into their indescribable mode of
communication. And to him they would have the appear-ance of humanity, their speech would be
understandable, their curious emationstrandated into familiarity.

Even their multiple sexeswould be resolved arbitrarily into two. For though this being could not approach
any nearer the strange god whose flame burned upon the pillar, it seemed to have immense power even
from thisdistance in the crazy world below..

The dow-beating waves made him aware that during his sojourn in the strange place he would be guided
and in ameasure protected, and that this knowledge would il flow through hisbrain. All thiswas
possible, he understood, because of his own complete difference from anything in thisworld—such a
difference that he would not cause even aripple upon the surface of the god' s consciousness until the
time camefor hisoverthrow.

Then again the cloudiness began to clear, until Dixon waslooking out through crystal walls upon that
redling city below. For an ingtant it shuddered with mad colors before his aching eyes. And then over the
whole crazy panoramathe queerest blurring came. He looked down upon achanging world wherein the
wild colorsfaded and ran together and the staggering angles of that mighty vista below were obscured in
sructura changes whose purpose he began to under-stand.

Before hiseyes asplendid and stately city was taking shape. Out of the ruin of eye-wrenching color rose
tier beyond tier of white pillars and tranducent domes. Roofs of alabaster formed themsalves under asky
whose pallor was degpening into blue.

When hetore his eyes away from that magnificent vista, terrace dropping away below terrace, crowned
with domes and spires and col-umnswreathed in green, far out to the distant horizon, he saw that over
the crowded streets with their swarms of multicolored horrors astranger change wasfalling. Out of the
mingling indistinctnesses of those colors without name, the semblance of humanity grew. People of noble
stature and stately bearing, robed in garments of shining stedl, took form before his eyes.
Inlesstimethanit takesto tell, ametropolis of familiar agpect retched invitingly under his gaze. That
nightmare of colorswas gone as anightmare goes, leaving no faintest trace behind. Y et he knew ashe
looked down that in redlity nothing was changed. The writhing people till flashed with infinite gpeed and
grace through tiptilted Streets of gravity-defying angles. He blinked and looked again, but theilluson held
seady—a stupendous city, smiling under ablue, familiar sky.

Sowly through his consciousness begt the realization that, once down there in the metamorphosed world,
he must search out the tem-ple of the god, find its vulnerable spot, provide asit were awindow, so that
through his eyes the being which had brought him here could seeits enemy’ sweskness and instruct
Dixon further. And it was impressed upon him, too, that al possible speed must be made, for though
there was little danger that the god would redlize theinimica presence, yet hisvery safeguard was his
greatest danger. Dixon was S0 dien to the ultimate particles of hisbeing that, though this protected him
from the god, it made his maintenance in the strange world very difficult. It was astrain even upon the
vast powers of the light-bubble being to keep that vell of illusion stretched protectingly between him and
thisworld, the very sght and touch of which would send him mad if he was exposed to it long unguarded.
Therewasalittle pause after this, and Dixon lay Hill, awed by the unthinkable difference between his
own structure of mind and body and that of the strange place and people below. Then with breath-taking
abruptness, darkness dropped over him. Oneinstant he lay serenely cradled in golden radiance, the next
he was dropping through blackness with aqueer, high screamin hisears asif hefell through some
resisting aimosphere which was not air. Physicaly he was pro-tected, but he could hear the thin sound of
itinvarying intengties.



And then without warning the darkness broke, and he found his feet upon solid ground without any hint
of jar. He was smply stand-ing upon amarble pavement under a clear blue sky and looking out over a
breath-stopping vista of world-city, dropping away in terrace

below shining terrace to adistant skyline, out and away in broadening tiers. Light shimmered dazzlingly
upon faraway sted figures moving through the streets bel ow, away and away until they were no more
than tiny pinpricks of shimmer on the horizon’s edge. From each broad circular terrace amarble ramp
led down to the next beneath, and over these the stedl-bright people were swarming in busy hordes.
And Dixon knew, even as he stared with caught breath at the magnificence of it, that in redlity he stood at
the gpex of acity of madnessthat reeled awvay below himin tier after crazy tier, anight-mare of
meaningless angles and raving color, through whaose streets things writhing and dreadful and acrawl with
living hues were flashing with movements of blurring speed. All this splendor was avell across hiseyes.
What unknowable activities were really taking place below? On what namel ess errands were these busy
crowds bound? Then alit-tle sound at his side turned him from the dizzy thoughts tormenting hisbrain,
and he flashed an abrupt glance sdewise, aert for danger. Then he caught his breath and stared.
Shewas dim asasword blade in her sted robe, stlanding under the mighty tower of the black pillar, and
shewas lovelier than adream. Her hair swung in black page-boy curlsto her shoulders, and from under
the darkness of it eyes as blue as sted met hisunwaveringly. Shewasadl bright meta to hisfirst glance,
stedl-molded curves of her under the armored robe, sted lights upon her bumished hair, stedl-bright eyes
shining. All stedl and brightness—but Dixon saw that her mouth was soft and colored like hot embers.
And for an ingtant he wanted to burst into crazy song. It was an inexplicable feding that he had never
known before, aheady delight in being dive. But even through the exultation, he knew that he looked
upon anillusion. He knew that she was aface ess, crawling thing, without sex, without any remotest
kinship to anything he knew. And yet thisillusion was very lovely and— Shewaslooking up at him with
startled eyes, and now she spoke, a

little breathlessly, in a swest, tinkling voice. “Y ou—you have come? Oh, whence have you come?” And
he thought that she was striving hard not to believe something which she wanted with dl her soul to think
true.

There was no answer he could give. He glanced around hel plesdly at the blue, empty sky, at the great
pillar risng behind her, at the pale flame burning so steadily upon its summit. The blaze held him for an
ingtant, and in the instant he stood with eyes uplifted the girl must have thought she had her answer, for
she caught her breath in agasp that was half a sob, and in one swift motion she fell to her knees

before him, amiracle of diding grace in that close gown of stedl, so that the light rippled al down her
sweet, dim body and lay bluely on the wings of her hair that swung forward as she bent her head.

“I knew it! | knew!” she breathed. “1 knew my god would send you! Oh, praise greet 1L, who has sent
me such an envoy!”

Dixon looked down upon the bent black head, his eyestroubled. If she believed him amessenger from
the god, it would smplify histask enormoudy. And yet . . . He had entertained no scruples about
displacing the god of amaniaca world peopled with writhing mon-strosities, but thiswas different,
somehow. Thisgirl.

“I am the high priestess of our god,” she murmured, asif in answer to his haf-formed query. “I have
served IL with al my heart for many cycles now, but only he knows how | have prayed for the coming of
an envoy among us. Such honor is enough to—to—" The sweset voice choked suddenly on asob, asif
the answer to her prayer was too much for her to endure unmoved.

Dixon bent and took her chinin his hand, lifting her face to his. The stedl-bright eyes were dazzling with
diffused tears. The red mouth trembled. She waslooking up at him with awe and worship upon her face,
and suddenly he knew that he wanted no worship from her. He resented that ook of respect and awe.
He wanted—well, he wanted her to see aman, not a divine messenger. He wanted to— Then the
queerest madness came over him, ddiciousdy—and he

acted. He stooped swiftly and set hislips over the trembling red lips of the girl, and for an ingtant the
whole strange world redled and swam in aheady pleasure like nothing he had ever known before,
When he straightened and stood looking down upon her, she met his eyes with purest bewilderment in



hers, one hand hovering a her lips and incomprehension radiant in every line of her. Her blue gaze was
traveling over him from head to foot in swift, puzzled glances.

And then redlization swept back upon him tremendoudy. To her he wore the writhing shape that was
hersin redlity. That troubled blue gaze was the gaze of asingle pae eye which traveled over the crawling
limbs of amonster. He was not even sure that, to her, knedling denoted homage and wondered in what
alien way she was ac-tudly expressing her awve.

It was an uncanny feding which wasto haunt him through dl his hours here—the knowledge that what he
looked upon was unredl, the wonder asto what was actually taking place behind the mask of hu-manity
which only he could see. That kiss—how had it seemed to her? What namel ess gesture had he seemed
to perform before her eyes— her eye? For he had kissed a monstrosity that had no mouth. Remem-
bering the glimpse he had caught of aone-eyed, festurelessface crawling with aive colors, he shuddered
and turned back to the knedling girl asif for reassurance.

Dixon was aware of acurious emptiness within him because of this beauty which wasonly an
illusion—had never been, would never be. He waslooking straight into her stedl-blue eyes now, and she
was amiling very tremuloudy and with that puzzled look till upon her face. He could seethelittle
shimmering tumult her heart made under the dazzle of her robe. And shewas not even femalel He
narrowed his eyes and strove to pierce the mirage for amoment; to convince him-sdlf that here knelt a
colored horror of snuosity and sexlessness. And everything within him cried out protestingly. She was
human—she was |ovely—she was everything desirable and sweet. And she did not even exist save asa
crawling horror upon whom in her norma guise he could never dareto look.

Then, asif to refute that, she flashed up at him asmall, uncertain smile which made her so unmistakably
human and sweet that he dis-bdlieved everything but her own redlity, and she said, “Wha—what was the
meaning of that, O divine envoy?’

Hefrowned. “You areto cal me Dixon,” hesaid. “ And that was— well, just aform of greeting.”

“The way they greet one another in great IL’sdomain—in Para-dise? Then . . .“ Sherosein one swift
motion. Before he redlized what was happening she had risen upon her sandaed toes and her warm
mouth was brushing his. “Then | return your greeting, O Dixon.”

Involuntarily hisarms closed around her. Her body was firm and soft and warm in his clasp—the body of
aliving human girl, amirage morereal than redlity. And again he wondered what namelessrites shewas
actudly performing behind theillusory vell which masked her red, writhing self. And because shefelt 0
pleasant in his arms he released her abruptly and stepped back, knowing the first quickening of
uneasiness. Good heaven, could it be possible for aman to fdl in love with ahalucination?

Shelooked up a him serendly, evidently fedling that she had mas-tered adifficult point of divine etiquette.
“How pleasant athing isthis new way of greeting!” she murmured, haf to hersdlf. “ And now, 0 Dixon,
you have but to command mein dl things. What would you in IL’ sworld-city?’

Dixon debated swiftly with himsdf. After dl, lovely though she seemed, she was—and he must bear this
in mind congtantly, lest some-thing dangerous befal—she was a sinuous, facelessthing, a creeping
horror with the tints of an incredible spectrum. She was no more than this, and he must find hisway, by
her help, into the god IL’ stemple and | et the light-being look through his eyes so that he might find IL’s
vulnerable spot. After that—well, he must do as he was commanded. 1L would be overthrown, hisown
sponsor would usurp the godship, and that would be dl. Asfor these beings which peopled the world, no
doubt the change of godswould be agtartling thing, but there was no help for it. He had but to perform
his own part and then go.

“0 Dixon!” the swest, light voice of the girl brokein upon histhoughts. “0 Dixon, would you see how

IL’ stempleis kept by hisworshipers? Would you see how devoutly hisworld adores him?’

“Yes,” sad Dixon thankfully. “Y oumay leed meto IL’ stemple.”

She genuflected again, apoem of gracein that sted gown dong which thelight did inlong linesas she
moved, and the dark hair swung forward about her face. Then she turned and crossed the ter-race
toward aramp which led down into the city. They went down the dope of it—what eye-tormenting
angles of spanning actually led downward he could not even guess—and emerged upon abroad street
lined with pillared buildings. There were throngs of stedl-robed peo-ple here who parted in devout rows



as the priestess came down the ramp.

She paused at the head of the street and lifted her arms, and Dixon heard her voice ringing clearly over
the crowd. “Grest IL has an-swered our prayersat last,” she cried. “He has sent us an envoy from his
own divinity. Hereis the messenger from our god!”

A murmur went over the crowd—a murmur of awe and rgoicing. And then they knelt in long, sSinuous
rowsasif awind had blown acrossafield of sword blades. And with incredible swiftness the whis-per
ran back along the street, from mouth to mouth. He imagined it rippling out and out, down and down,
from terrace to terrace, until it reached the ultimate limits of the whole tiered world.

They stepped down among the knedling throngs, walking alane of stedl worshipers, and by the time they
had reached the end of the street Dixon could see flecks of light far awvay below hurrying upward asthe
news spread. Up through the pillared streets and the green ter-races they came swarming, men and
women in robes of linked meta, with intent, awe-struck faces upturned. Dixon moved on with along
dride, adivine messenger from agod marching in triumph through a city without ends or boundaries, for
asfar ashe could seethe stedl flecks that were people flashed up through the buildings below. And their
multitudes were breathtaking. The whole vast city swarmed with

living stedl as wave after wave of armored people rolled upward to-ward the heights. Hisbrain reded
with the numbers of them.

Over the bowed heads of the throngs as they advanced, Dixon glanced curioudy at the buildings which
lined the Streets, casting about for some clue to the sort of life those people led. He found nothing. The
marble pillars and walls rose as blankly as stage sets along the streets. A mask had been set for him over
the redlities of the place, but it was not aliving mask. There were no shops, no markets, no residences.
Rows of noncommittal pillarsfaced him blankly, be-traying no secrets. Apparently the light-being had
been unable to do more than mask the strangeness of thisworld. It could not infuseinto it the spirit of a
daly life so utterly dienasman’s.

They went on through the dead-faced streets, down another ramp, and always the people dropped to
their knees, perfectly theilluson of humanity. What, he wondered, were they actudly doing? In what
welird, incredible way were they really expressing their devotion? It was, of course, better not to know.
Dixon watched the girl before him walking proudly and lightly through the homage-stricken throngs, her
dark head high, the steel robe rippling over the loveliness of her body as she moved. Presently she
paused for him, smiling over her shoulder in away that made his heart quicken, and turned in under the
great arch of adoorway.

It was not a particularly imposing structure; no more than amarble-columned building with a huge dark
porta. But, onceinsde, Dixon stopped in stunned astonishment at the vastness spread out before him.

It must have occupied the whole interior of al the terraces above— amighty dome about which the
buildings and streets overhead were the merest shell. In the dimness he could not descry thelimits of it,
but he saw that the whole vast temple was built in the shape of agreat dome. For temple it must be. He
knew that ingtinctively. There was the shadow of divinity in it, somehow—avast cdm. And for an ingant,
as he stared about the great place, he forgot even the presence of the girl at hisside.

In the very center of the wide, dark floor lay apool of pae radiance which somehow gave theimpression
that it seethed and boiled, though its surface lay untroubled under the lofty dome of the roof. And above
the poal the celling was shaped like a burning lensto gather and concentrate the radiance arising fromiit.
This centered at the gpex of the roof in adazzle of light at which he could not look di-rectly. He realized
that the center of this burning brilliance must be

just under the pillar which crowned the topmost terrace—the pillar upon which burned the flame of IL.
Beyond the column of light rising from the pool, Dixon saw dimly in the gloom of the great templethe
glimmer of sted robes. Therewasan arch in thefar wall, so distant he could scarcely makeit out, and in
this doorway asmall sted! figure stood. As he watched, the sonorous boom of a gong rang through the
dimness. The air trembled with sound, and through the shaking twilight the figure stepped out resolutely,
crossing the floor with even, unhurried strides. He could not tell at the distanceif it was man or woman,
but it approached the radiant pool with, somehow, a sort of restrained eagernessthat hewas at alossto
understand. It reached the brink and did not pause. The haze of light rising from the pool swallowed it



without aflicker. And the great dome was empty again save for themsdlves.

Dixon turned, awe-struck, to the girl, questions hovering on his mouth. Just in time he remembered his
role and rephrased the query:

“And how do you interpret this, priestess?’

She smiled up at him bewilderingly. It irritated him that his heart made that odd little leap whenever she
smiled so, and he missed thefirst of her answer in watching the way her lips moved to frame the words
she spoke.

- continudly, at every beset of thesignal,” shewas saying, “ o that thereis never aninterva through
al time when one of us has not completed his cycles and isready to return into the flame.” The gong
sounded above her light voice. “ See? Here comes another. And for countless ages it has been so, for our
numbers are great enough so that the stream of voluntary sacrifices need never fater. Sowenourish IL’s
flame and keep it burning.”

Dixon said nothing. His eyeswere upon her, but the bright illusion was swvimming curioudy inamist that
was closing down over him, and he was becoming aware of astrange pulsing of hisown blood, as
if—yes, asif familiar waves of knowledge were beginning their beat through his receptive brain. For a
timelessinterva he stood rigid, receiving that intelligence, feding dl he had seen and heard draining out of
him into the vast reservoir of knowledge which wasthe light-being, feding the voice ess commands of it
flowing in. Ripple after ripple of theincoming tide rosein hisbrain. And gradudly, in measured beets, he
learned that this pool was the source of the pa e flame burning upon the pillar, but that it was not
essentidly apart of it. Thegod IL drew his power from the dissolving lives of those peo-ple who
sacrificed themsalves—and this was the only way to destroy them, for they could not die otherwise—but
IL was not present in the

pooal. IL wasthe flame on the column, no more, feeding upon the reflection from below. And if therising
light could be cut off tempo-rarily IL’ s power would fail at its source. Theinvader could make an
entrance and fight it out with him.

And now for aningtant al the thought flow ceased; then in sharply clear ripples of intense emphasis came
the syllables of aword. It was aword without meaning to Dixon, aword whose very sounds were unlike
those of any language that man speaks. But he knew that he must spesk it, and that the cadences of the
sound would somehow open the way for the light-being to enter. With theimpression of that word upon
him the ripples ceased. A profound quiet reigned in hismind.

Out of that quiet the great domed temple dowly took form about him again. He heard the gong notes
trembling through the air and saw another stedl-robed figure pacing toward the pool. He turned his head
and looked down into the high priestess’ face at his shoulder. He had only to speak the word now and
accomplish IL’ s overthrow—and then leave. Leave her—never see her again, except perhapsin dreams.
Her eyes met hiswith alittle kindling under the blueness of them, and her mouth trembled into asmileas
she met his gaze. She had thelook of one eager and taut and waiting, and there was perfect faith in her
eyes. And in that instant he knew he could not betray it.

“No,” he murmured aoud. “No, my dear; | can’'t—I smply can't do it!”

Her brows drew together in exquisite bewilderment. “Do what?’ she asked in alight whisper, to match
his own lowered tone. “Do what?’ But somehow the answer seemed not to interest her, for she did not
pause for areply. She had met his eyes and was staring up in asort of dazed surprise, her blue gaze
plunging into hiswith rigid inten-gity. And dowly she began to speek, in atiny, breathless murmur. “I
think . . . I think | see, 0 Dixon, the strangest things. . . in your eyes. Dreadful things and shapes without
meaning - . . and some-thing like aveil between us. . . - Dixon. . . nothingisclear. . . and yet—and yet,
Dixon, my own faceislooking back a me out of your eyes.”

He caught his breeth suddenly in apainful gasp, and in oneinvol-untary motion he had her in hisarms.
She clung to him blindly. He could fed the trembling that shivered through her stedl-sheathed body, and
her heart’ s pounding shook them both.

“| am afraid, Dixon—I am afraid!” shewailed softly. “What isit that frightens me so, Dixon?’

He did not answer. There was no answer. But he hugged her close

and felt the sweet firmness of her body againgt his and knew helplessy that he loved theillusion that was



hersdf and would dwaysloveit.

Dixon was frightened, too; frightened at the depth of the emotion that shook him, for hewas
remembering the clinging of her soft mouth to his, and how beautifully her body curved under the
embrace of her metd robe, and that the lovelinesswhich filled hisarms and his heart was no more than an
illusion to mask something so grotesque that he could never bear to look upon it unmasked. Lovely body,
lovely face, sweset, warm mouth upon his—wasthisall? Could love rise from no more than a scrap of
beautifully shaped flesh? Could any man love more than that with such intensity as shook him now?
Heloosed her from one arm and set hisfinger under her chin, lift-ing her faceto his. Her eyesmet his
own, blue and puzzled and afraid, and shining with something very splendid which al but blotted out her
bewilderment and her terror.

“I' loveyou,” he murmured. “1 don’'t care—I loveyou.”

“Love?’ sheechoedin her light whisper. “Love?” And he saw in her eyesthat the word had no meaning
for her.

Theroom redled about him for an instant. Somehow he had never thought of that. Knowing as he did of
the immense gulf between them and the strangeness of the emotions which swayed these crea-tures of
such dien race, yet it had not occurred to him that anywhere throughout the cosmos whereliving beings
dwelt there could be a species to which love had no meaning. Was she, then, incapable of feding it?
Good heaven, was he doomed to love an empty body, soulless, the mirage masking a sexless being who
could not return any emotion he knew?

He looked down and saw the diffused radiance behind her eyes, shining and very tender, and the
bewilderment upon her face, and he thought, somehow, that he was hovering on the very brink of
some-thing vaster than anything he had ever known before—an idea too splendid to be grasped. Y et
when helooked down into her eyes he thought he understood—amost— Suddenly al about him the
world trembled. It was asif thewhole

vast place were the reflection in apool, and aripple had passed blur-ringly over the surface. Then
everything righted itself. But he under-stood. He had been here too long. The vell between him and this
dien world waswearing thin.

“No—I can't go!” he groaned and gripped the girl closer in hisarms.

He must have spoken doud, for hefdt her stir against him and

heard her anxious voice. “Go? 0 Dixon, Dixon—take mewith you! Don't leave me, Dixon!”

Some fantastic hope flowered suddenly within him. “Why not?’ he demanded. “Why not? Tl me!” And
he shook her alittlein hisur-gency.

“I don't know,” shefaltered. “1 only know that—that—O Dixon, that | shal be so lonely when you have
gone. Take me—please take me!”

“Why?" he demanded inexorably. For he thought now that he was hovering very near the understanding
of the vast and splendid thing which had amost dawned upon him before the world shook.

“Becausel ... because. .. | don't understand it, Dixon, | can’t tell you why—I haven’t the words. But
snceyou came |—isit that | have been waiting for you aways? For | never knew until you came how
lonely | had been. And | cannot let you go without me. 0 Dixon, isthiswhat you call love?’

Therewas painin her voice and in her velled eyes. And the thought came to him that love waslike an
infectious germ, spreading pain wherever it rooted itself. Had he brought it to her—infected her, too, with
the hopeless passion he knew? For it was wildly hopeless. In amoment or so he must leavethisdien
place forever, and no power existent could maintain very long theillusory veil through which they knew
love

Could hisown new lovefor her endure the sight of her red sdlf? And what would happen to this strange
flowering of an emotion nameless and unknown to her—her love for him? Could it bear thelook of his
human shape, unmasked? And yet, he asked himself des-perately, could alove as degp and sincere as
the love he bore her be so transent athing that he could not endure the sight of her in another guise?
Could— Again that queer flickering flashed over the world. Dixon felt the

ground underfoot tilt dangeroudy, and for amoment insane colors stabbed at his eyes and thewhole
room reeled and staggered. Then it was ill again. He had scarcely noticed. He swung her around to face



him, gripping her shoulders and staring down compdllingly into her eyes.

“Ligen!” he said rapidly, for he knew histime was limited now, perhapsto seconds. “Listen! Have you
any ideawhat you are asking?’

“Only to go with you,” she said. “To bewith you, wherever you are. And if you areindeed IL’s
messenger—perhaps apart of his godhead

—then shdll | enter the flame and give mysdlf to IL?In that way can | join you and be one with you?’
He shook hishead. “1 am not from IL. | have been sent to destroy him. I’'m aman from aworld so
different from yours that you could never bear to look upon mein my redl form. You seemeasan
illusion, just as| seeyou. And | must go back to my own world now— aone.”

Her eyeswere dizzy with trying to understand.

“Y ou are—not from IL? Not as you seem? Another world? Oh, but take me with you! | must go—I
mug!”

“But, my dearest, | can't. Don’'t you understand? Y ou couldn’t live an instant in my world—nor | much
longer inyours.”

“Then | will die” shesaid camly. “I will enter the flame and wait for you in death. | will wait forever.”
“My darling, not even that.” He said it gently. “Not even in death can we be together. For when you die
you go back to IL, and | go—I go—»back to another god, perhaps. | don’'t know. But not to IL.”

She stood, blank-eyed, in his grasp, trying to force her mind into the incredible belief. When she spoke,
the words came dowly, asif her thoughts were speaking aoud.

“| don’'t understand,” shesaid. “But | know . . . you speak thetruth. If | die by the flame—in the only
way thereisfor meto die—we are parted forever. | can’'t! | won't! | will not let you go! Listen to me—"
and her voice dropped to a soft whisper—"you say you came to destroy IL? Why?

“Asthe envoy of another god, who would take his place.”

“I have given my wholelifeto theworship of IL,” she murmured to hersdlf, very gently. And then, ina
stronger voice: “But destroy him, Dixon! There may be a chance that way—thereis none now. Oh, |
may be atraitor—worse than atraitor. Thereis no word to describe one who betrays hisgod into
destruction, no word terrible enough. But | would do it—yes, gladly, now. Destroy him, and let me seek
another death somewhere, somehow—Iet me die as you die. Perhaps your god can release me into your
sort of death, and | can wait for you there until you come. Oh, Dixon, please!”

Theideawas a staggering one, but for awild moment Dixon knew hope again. Might it not be
that—that— Quite suddenly he understood. He looked down on the loveliness of her with unseeing eyes.
In these past few moments of insanity, learn-ing that she loved him, too, enough that she begged desth of
himif in that way they might be united, in these few moments he cameto red-ize that the flesh meant
nothing. It was not her body heloved. And agreet relief flooded him, to be sure that—sure that it was
not merdly infatuation, or desirefor thelovelinesswhich did not exist save asa

mirage before his eyes. No, it waslove, truly and completely, despite the shape she wore, despite the
nameless sex that was hers. Love for herself—the essentia self, however deeply buried beneath
whatever terrible guise. And though her very substance was dien to him, and though no cregturein dl her
ancestry had ever known love before, she loved him. Nothing €lse mattered.

And then without warning the great dome before him wavered and contorted into impossble angles, like
thereflectionsin aflawed mir-ror. And Dixon fdt the firm curved body in hisarms mdting fluidly into a
different form and texture. It squirmed.

He stood at the entrance to a mighty room that staggered with fran-tic color, reding with eye-stunning
angles and incredible planes. And in hisarms— He looked down. He clasped a creature a which he
could not bear to look directly, athing whose wild-looped limbs and sinuous body rippled and crawled
with the moving tints of madness. It was dippery and horrible to the touch, and from the midst of a
shifting, featureless face a great lucid eye stared up at him with des-perate horror, asif it waslooking
upon something so frightful that the very sight was enough to unsest its reason.

Dixon closed his eyes after that one revolting glimpse, but he had seen in the eye upturned to him enough
of dawning comprehension to be sure that it was she whom he held. And he thought that despite the utter
strangeness of that one staring eye there was somewherein the clarity of it, and the steadfastness, a



glimmer of the innermost spark which was the being he loved—that spark which had looked from the
blue gaze he had seen in its human shape. With that inner spark of life she wasthe same.

Hetightened his grip upon her—or it—though hisflesh crept at the contact and he knew that the fed was
asrevolting to it asto himself, and looked out over that shalow, color-stained head upon the vast room
before him. His eyes throbbed savagely from those fierce colors never meant for human eyesto see. And
though the creature in his arms hung acquiescent, he knew the effort it must cost to preserve that calm.

A lump rosein histhroat as he redized the significance of that— such utter faith in him, though heworea
shape terrible enough to bring the fear of madnessinto that great lucid eye when it rested upon him. But
he knew he could not stand there long and retain his own sanity. Already the colors were raving amost
audibly through his brain, and the ground heaved underfoot, and he was sure that neither of them could
endure much more of this. So he gripped the dreadful

thing which housed the being he loved, and dmost of itsdf he fdt that incredibly dien word rip itsdlf from
hislips

It was not aword to be set down in any written characters. Its sound to his ears was vague and
indeterminate, like awhisper heard over too great distances to have any form. But the moment it left his
lipshefdt avast, imponderable shifting in the substance of the tem-ple. And, like a shutter’ s closing, the
room went black. Dixon gave one involuntary sob of relief asthe maniacal colors ceased their as-sault
upon hisbrain, and hefdt the dreadful thing in hisarms go rigid in the utter blackness. For amoment
everything was ill as degath.

And then through the dark around them atiny shiver ran, theleast little stir of motion, the thinnest thread
of sound. It pierced Dixon’ s very eardrums and shuddered thrillingly dong his nerves. And with
incredible swiftnessthat tiny stirring and that infinitesmal sound grew and swelled and ballooned into a
maelstrom of rushing tumult, louder and louder, shriller and shriller. Around them in the blackness
swooped and stormed the sounds of amightier conflict than any liv-ing man could ever have heard
before—a battle of gods, invisblein the blackness of utter void.

That sunning uproar mounted and intensified until he thought his head would burst with the infinite sound
of it, and forces beyond comprehension stormed through the air. The floor seemed to dissolve under him,
and space whirled in the dark so that he was conscious of neither up nor down. Theair raved and
shrieked. Blind and deafened and stunned by the magnitude of the conflict, Dixon hugged his dreadful
burden and waited.

How long it went on he never knew. He was trying to think as the turmoil raged around his head, trying
to guesswhat would come next; if thelight-being initsvictory could unitethemin any way, inlifeor in
death. He could think of that quite calmly now, death and union. For life without her, he knew
unquestioningly, would be asort of liv-ing degth, lone and waiting. Living waswhere shewas, and if she
were deed, then lifelay only in death for him. His head reded with the wild wonderings and with the
noise of battle raving about them both. For eternities, it seemed to him, the whole universewas a
mael-strom, insanity shrieked in hisears, and al the powers of darkness swooped and screamed through
the void about him. But, after an end-lesswhile, very gradually he began to redize that the tumult was
abat-ing. Theroaring in his ears faded dowly; the wild forces sorming through the dark diminished. By
infinite degree the uproar died away.

Presently again the tillness of death descended through the blackness upon the two who waited.
Therewasalong interva of silence, nerve-racking, ear-tormenting. And then, a long last, out of that
darkness and silence spoke avoice, vast and bodiless and serene. And it was not the voice of the
light-be-ing. It spoke audibly in Dixon’ s brain, not in words, but in some nameless speech which used
ingtead of syllables some series of thought formsthat wereintdligible to him.

“My chosen priestess,” said the voice passionlessly, “so you would have had me destroyed?’

Dixon felt the convulsive start of the cresturein hisarms and realized dimly that the same wordless
gpeech, then, wasintelligible to them both. He redlized that only vaguely, with one corner of hismind, for
he was stunned and overwhelmed with the redlization that it must be the god 1L speaking—that his own
sponsor had been over-come.

“And you, Dixon,” the voice went on evenly, “sent by my enemy to open theway. You areavery dien



creature, Dixon. Only by the power | wrested from that being which assaulted me can | perceiveyou a
all, and your mind isachaosto me. What spell have you cast over my chosen priestess, so that she no
longer obeys me?’

“Have you never heard of love?’ demanded Dixon adoud.

The query faded into the thick darkness without an echo, and a profound stillnessfollowed in itswake.
He stood in the blind dark and utter silence, clutching hislove, waiting. Out of that quiet the god-voice
cameat last:

“Love’—in amusing murmur. “Love—no! thereisno such thingin al my universe. What isit?’

Dixon stood helpless, mutely trying to frame an answer. For who can define love? He groped for the
thought forms, and very sumblingly hetried to explain, knowing as he did so that it was as much for the
benefit of her he held in hisarms asfor the god, because, although she loved, she could not know the
meaning of love, or what it meant to him. When he had ceased, the silence fell again heavily.

Atlast IL said, “ So—the reigning principle of your own system and dimension. | understand that much.
But there is no such thing here. Why should it concern you? L ove is athing between the two sexes of
your own race. This priestess of mineis of another sex than those you understand. There can be no such
thing asthis |love between you.”

“Yet| saw her first in the form of awoman,” said Dixon. “And | love her.”

“Youlovetheimage”

“Atfirst it may bethat | did. But now—no; there’ s much more of it than that. We may bedientothe
very atoms. Our minds may be dien, and dl our thoughts, and even our souls. But, after al, alien though
we are, that dienageis of superficid things. Stripped down to the barest eemental beginning, we have
one kinship—we sharelife. We areindividudly aive, animate, free-willed. Somewhere a the very core
of our beingsisthe onevita spark of life, which in thelast analy-ssis sdlf, and with that one spark we
love each other.”

The deepest sllence fell again when he had ended—a silence of the innermost brain.

Outof itatlast IL said, “And you, my priestess? What do you say? Do you love him?’

Dixon felt the shape in hisarms shudder uncontrollably. She—he could not think of her as*it"—stood in
the very presence of her god, heard him address her in the black blindness of his presence, and the awe
and terror of it was dmost enough to shake her brain. But after amoment she answered inasmal,
faltering murmur, the very ghost of areply, and in some curious mode of speech which was neither vocal
nor entirely thought transfer. “I—I do not know that word, O mighty IL. | know only that thereisno living
for me outside his presence. | would have betrayed your godhead to free me, so that | might diein his
way of death, and meet him again beyond—if there can be any beyond for us. | would do dl thisagain
without any hesitation if the choice was given me. If thisiswhat you cdl love—yes; | lovehim.”

“Heis” sad IL, “acresture of another race and world and dimen-sion. Y ou have seen hisreal form, and

you know.”
“| do not understand that,” said the priestessin asurer voice. “I know nothing except that | cannot—will
not livewithout him. Itisnot hisbody | . . . love, nor do | know what it iswhich commands me so. |

know only that | do lovehim.”

“And | you,” said Dixon. It was avery strange sensation to be ad-dressing her thus, from brain to brain.
“The sight of you was dreadful to me, and | know how | must have looked to you. But the shock of that
sight has taught me something. | know now. The shape you wear and the shape you seemed to wear
before | saw you in redity are both illusions, both no more than garments which clothethat. . . that liv-ing,
vital entity which isyoursef—thereal you. And your body does not matter to me now, for | know that it
iSno morethan amirage.”

“Yes” shemurmured. “Yes, | understand. Y ou are right. The bodies do not matter now. It goes so much
deeper than that.”

“Andwhat,” brokeinthevoiceof IL, “isyour solution of this problem?’

It was Dixon who broke the silence that fell in mute answer to the query. “ There can be no such thing as
union for usanywherein life. In death, perhgps—but | do not know. Do you?’

“No,” said IL surprisngly.



“Y ou—you do not? Y ou—agod?’

“No. I have taken these beings who worship me back into the flame. The energy which wasthersin life
supports me—but some-thing escapes. | do not know what. Something too intangible even for meto
guess at. No—I am agod, and | do not know what comes after death.”

Dixon pondered that for along while. There was an implication in it somewhere which gave him hope,
but his brain was so dazed he could not grasp it. At last the light broke, and he said joyfully, “Then
—why, then you cannot keep us apart! We can die and be free.”

“Yes. | have no hold over you. Evenif | would wreak vengeance upon you for your part in my betrayd, |
could not. For death will release you into—I do not know what. But it will be release.”

Dixon swallowed hard. Haf-doubts and hesitations crowded his mind, but he heard his own voice saying
steadily, “Will you do that for us—release us?’

In the silence as he waited for an answer he wastryihg to realize that he sood on the threshold of death;
trying to understand, his mind probing ahead eagerly for the answer which might lie beyond. Andinthe
timeless moment he waited he was very sure, for whatever lay ahead could not be extinction and surely
not separation. Thiswasthe beginning; surely it could not end so soon, unfulfilled, al the questions
unanswered.

No; thislove which linked them, two beings so dien, could not flicker out with their lives. It wastoo
great—too splendid, far too strong. He was no longer uncertain, no longer afraid, and hope began to
torment him exquisitdly. What lay beyond? What vast existences? What starry adventures, together?
Almost impatiently he poised on the brink of degth.

Through thisIL’ s voice spoke with avast, passonlesscam. “Diethen,” said IL.

For an ingtant the darkness lay unbroken about them. Then alittle flicker ran indescribably through it. The
ar shook for abresthless moment.

And IL wasdone.

Black God'sKiss

They brought in Joiry’ stall commander, struggling between two men-at-arms who tightly gripped the
ropes which bound their captive’ s mailed arms. They picked their way between mounds of dead as they
crossed the great hall toward the dais where the conqueror sat, and twice they dipped alittle in the blood
that spattered the flags. When they came to a hdt before the mailed figure on the dais, Joiry’s
com-mander was breathing hard, and the voice that echoed hollowly under the helmet’ s confineswas
hoarse with fury and despair.

Guillaume the conqueror leaned on his mighty sword, hands crossed on its hilt, grinning down from his
height upon the furious captive before him. He was abig man, Guillaume, and he looked bigger il inhis
gpattered armor. There was blood on his hard, scarred face, and he was grinning awhite grin that split his
short, curly beard glitteringly. Very splendid and very dangerous he looked, leaning on his great sword
and amiling down upon falen Joiry’ slord, struggling between the stolid men-at-arms.

“Unshel methislobster,” said Guillaumein hisdeep, lazy voice. “We |l seewhat sort of face the fellow
has who gave us such abattle. Off with hishelmet, you.”

But athird man had to come up and dash the straps which held the iron helmet on, for the struggles of
Joiry’ s commander were too fierce, even with bound arms, for either of the guardsto release their hold.
There was amoment of sharp struggle; then the straps parted and the helmet rolled loudly acrossthe
flagstones.

Guillaume swhite teeth clicked on agtartled oath. He stared. Joiry’ slady glared back at him from
between her captors, wild red hair touded, wild lion-yellow eyes ablaze.

“God curseyou!” snarled the lady of Joiry between clenched teeth. “ God blast your black heart!”
Guillaume scarcely heard her. He was il staring, as most men stared when they first set eyes upon Jirel
of Joiry. Shewastal asmost men, and as savage asthe wildest of them, and thefal of Joiry was

bitter enough to break her heart as she stood snarling curses up at her tall conqueror. The face above her
mail might not have been fair in awoman’ s head-dress, but in the stedl setting of her armor it had a
bit-ing, sword-edge beauty as» keen astheflash of blades. The red hair was short upon her high, defiant



head, and the yellow blaze of her eyes held fury asacrucible holdsfire.

Guillaume s stare melted into adow smile. A littlelight kindled behind his eyes as he swept the long,
gtrong lines of her with aprac-tised gaze. The smile broadened, and suddenly he burst into full-throated
laughter, adeep bull bellow of amusement and ddlight.

“By the Naild” heroared. “Here swelcome for the warrior! And what forfeit d'ye offer, pretty one, for
your life?’

Sheblazed acurseat him.

“So? Naughty words for amouth so fair, my lady. Well, we' |l not deny you put up agallant battle. No
man could have done better, and many have done worse. But againgt Guillaume—" Heinflated his
splendid chest and grinned down at her from the depths of hisjutting beard. “Come to me, pretty one,”
he commanded. “I’ [l wager your mouth is sweeter than your words.”

Jre drove aspurred hed into the shin of one guard and twisted from his grip as he howled, bringing up
an iron kneeinto the ab-domen of the other. She had writhed from their grip and made three long strides
toward the door before Guillaume caught her. Shefelt hisarms closing about her from behind, and lashed
out with both spiked hedsin afutile assault upon hisleg armor, twigting like amaniac, fighting with her
knees and spurs, straining hopelesdy at the ropes which bound her arms. Guillaume laughed and whirled
her round, grinning down into the blaze of her yellow eyes. Then deliberately he set afist under her chin
and tilted her mouth up to his. There was a cessation of her hoarse curses.

“By Heaven, that’ slike kissing asword-blade,” said Guillaume, lift-ing hislipsat lagt.

Jrel choked something that was mercifully muffled as she darted her head sdewise, like a serpent
griking, and sank her teeth into his neck. She missed the jugular by afraction of aninch.

Guillaume said nothing, then. He sought her head with a steady hand, found it despite her wild writhing,
sank iron fingers deep into the hinges of her jaw, forcing her teeth relentlesdy apart. When he had her
free he glared down into the yellow hell of her eyesfor an in-stant. The blaze of them was hot enough to
scorch his scarred face. He grinned and lifted his ungauntleted hand, and with one heavy

blow in the face he knocked her halfway across the room. Shelay till upon the flags.

Jrel opened her yelow eyes upon darkness. Shelay quiet for awhile, collecting her scattered thoughts.
By degreesit came back to her, and she muffled upon her arm a sound that was haf curse and half sob.
Joiry had falen. For atime shelay rigid in the dark, forcing hersdf to the redization.

The sound of feet shifting on stone near by brought her out of that particular misery. She sat up
cautioudy, fedling about her to deter-mine in what part of Joiry itsliege lady wasimprisoned. She knew
that the sound she had heard must be a sentry, and by the dank smdll of the darkness that she was
underground. In one of thelittle dun-geon cells, of course. With careful quietness she got to her feet,
mut-tering a curse as her head reded for an ingtant and then began to throb. In the utter dark shefelt
around the cell. Presently she cameto alittle wooden stool in a corner, and was satisfied. She gripped
oneleg of it with firm fingers and made her soundlessway around the wall until she had located the door.
The sentry remembered, afterward, that he had heard the wildest shriek for help which had ever rungin
his ears, and he remembered unbolting the door. Afterward, until they found him lying insde the locked
cdl with acracked skull, he remembered nothing.

Jrd crept up the dark stairs of the north turret, murder in her heart. Many little hatreds she had known in
her life, but no such blaze asthis. Before her eyesin the night she could see Guillaume' s scornful, scarred
face laughing, the little jutting beard split with the whiteness of hismirth. Upon her mouth she felt the
remembered weight of his, about her the strength of hisarms. And such ablast of hot fury came over her
that shereeled alittle and clutched at the wall for support. She went on in ahaze of red anger, and
something like madness burning in her brain as aresolve dowly took shape out of the chaos of her hate.
When that thought came to her she paused again, mid-step upon the stairs, and was conscious of alittle
coldness blow-ing over her. Then it was gone, and she shivered alittle, shook her shoulders and grinned
wolfishly, and went on.

By the stars she could see through the arrow-ditsin thewal it must be near to midnight. She went softly



on the stairs, and she encoun-tered no one. Her little tower room at the top was empty. Even the Straw
pallet where the serving-wench dept had not been used that night. Jrel got hersaf out of her armor done,
somehow, after much

sriving and twisting. Her doeskin shirt was stiff with sweat and stained with blood. She tossed it
disdainfully into acorner. The fury in her eyes had cooled now to a contained and secret flame. She
smiled to hersdlf as she. dipped afresh shirt of doeskin over her touded red head and donned a brief
tunic of link-mail. On her legs she buckled the greaves of some forgotten legionary, relic of the not long
past days when Rome still ruled the world. She thrust adagger through her belt and took her own long
two-handed sword bare-bladed in her grip. Then she went down the stairs again.

She knew there must have been revery and feasting in the great hdl that night, and by the sllence hanging
50 heavily now she was sure that most of her enemieslay till in drunken dumber, and she ex-perienced a
swift regret for the gallons of her good French winesso wasted. And the thought flashed through her heed
that a determined woman with a sharp sword might work some little damage among the drunken deepers
before she was overpowered. But she put that idea by, for Guillaume would have posted sentriesto
spare, and she must not give up her secret freedom so fruitlesdy.

Down the dark stairs she went, and crossed one corner of the vast centra hall whose darkness she was
sure hid wine-deadened deepers, and so into the lesser dimness of the rough little chapel that Joiry
boasted. She had been sure she would find Father Gervase there, and she was not mistaken. Herose
from his knees before the dtar, dark in hisrobe, the starlight through the narrow window shining upon his
tonsure.

“My daughter!” he whispered. “My daughter! How have you es-caped? Shal | find you amount? If you
can pass the sentries you should be in your cousin's castle by daybreak.”

Shehushed him with alifted hand.

“No,” shesad. “Itisnot outsde | go thisnight. | have amore per-ilous journey even than that to make.
Shrive me, father.”

He stared at her.

“What isit?’

She dropped to her knees before him and gripped the rough cloth of his habit with urgent fingers.
“Shriveme, | say! | go down into hell tonight to pray the devil for aweapon, and it may be | shal not
return.”

Gervase bent and gripped her shoulders with hands that shook.

“Look at me!” he demanded. “ Do you know what you' re saying? Y ou go—"

“Down!” Shesaid it firmly. “Only you and | know that passage, father—and not even we can be sure of
wheat lies beyond. But to gain aweapon against that man | would venture into perils even worse than
thet.”

“If I thought you meant it,” he whispered, “I would waken Guillaume now and giveyou into hisarms. It
would be akinder fate, my daughter.”

“It'sthat | would walk through hell to escape,” she whispered back fiercely. “Can’t you see? Oh, God
knows I’m not innocent of the ways of light loving—but to be any man’ sfancy, for anight or two, before
he sngps my neck or sdlls meinto davery—and above dl, if that man were Guillaume! Can't you
understand?’

“That would be shame enough,” nodded Gervase. “But think, Jirdl! For that shame there is atonement
and absolution, and for that death the gates of heaven open wide. But this other—Jirel, Jrel, never
through al eternity may you come out, body or soul, if you venture— down!”

She shrugged.

“To wreak my vengeance upon Guillaume | would goif | knew | should bumin hell forever.”

“But Jirel, | do not think you understand. Thisisaworse fate than the deepest depths of hell-fire. This
is—thisisbeyond al the bounds of the hellswe know. And | think Satan’s hottest flames were the breath
of paradise, compared to what may befall there.”



“I know. Do you think I’d venture down if | could not be sure? Where el se would | find such aweapon
as | need, save outsde God’' sdominion?’

“Jrel, you shdl not!”

“Gervase, | go! Will you shrive me?” The hot yellow eyesblazed into his, lambent in the starlight.

After amoment he dropped hishead. “Y ou aremy lady. | will give you God' s blessing, but it will not
avall you—there”

She went down into the dungeons again. She went down along way through utter dark, over stones that
were oozy and odorous with mois-ture, through blackness that had never known the light of day. She
might have been alittle afraid at other times, but that steedy flame of hatred burning behind her eyeswas
atorch to light the way, and she could not wipe from her memory thefed of Guillaume sarms about her,
the scornful pressof hislips on her mouth. She whimpered alit-tle, low in her throat, and a hot gust of
hate went over her.

In the solid blackness she came at length to awall, and she set her-sdlf to pulling the loose stones from
thiswith her free hand, for she would not lay down the sword. They had never been laid in mortar, and
they came out easily. When the way was clear she stepped through and found her feet upon a
downward-doping ramp of smooth stone. She cleared the rubble away from the holein thewal, and
enlarged it enough for aquick passage; for when she came back thisway—if she did—it might well be
that she would come very fast.

At the bottom of the dope she dropped to her knees on the cold floor and felt about. Her fingers traced
the outline of acircle, the veriest crack in the stone. She felt until shefound thering inits center. That ring
was of the coldest metd she had ever known, and the smoothest. She could put no nameto it. The
daylight had never shone upon such metdl.

She tugged. The stone was reluctant, and at last she took her sword in her teeth and put both hands to
thelifting. Even then it taxed the limit of her strength, and she was strong as many men. But at last it rose,
with the strangest sghing sound, and alittle prickle of goose-flesh rippled over her.

Now she took the sword back into her hand and knelt on therim of theinvisible blackness below. She
had gone this path once before and once only, and never thought to find any necessity in life strong
enough to drive her down again. The way was the strangest she had ever known. There was, she
thought, no such passagein all the world save here. It had not been built for human feet to travel. It had
not been built for feet at all. It was anarrow, polished shaft that cork-screwed round and round. A snake
might have dipped in it and gone shooting down, round and round in dizzy circles—but no snake on earth
was big enough to fill that shaft. No human travelers had worn the sdes of the spiral so smooth, and she
did not care to speculate on what creatures had polished it so, through what ages of passage.

She might never have made that first trip down, nor anyone after her, had not some unknown human
hacked the notches which made it possible to descend dowly; thet is, she thought it must have been a
human. At any rate, the notches were roughly shaped for hands and feet, and spaced not too far apart;
but who and when and how she could not even guess. Asto the beings who made the shaft, in
long-forgotten ages—well, there were devils on earth before man, and the world was very old.

She turned on her face and did fegt-first into the curving tunnd. That first time she and Gervase had gone
down in swesting terror of what lay below, and with devilstugging at their hedls. Now she did

eadly, not bothering to find toeholds, but dipping swiftly round and round the long spiraswith only her
hands to break the speed when she went too fast. Round and round she went, round and round.

It was along way down. Before she had gone very far the curious dizziness she had known before came
over her again, adizziness not entirely induced by the spirals she whirled around, but a deeper, atomic
unsteadiness asif not only she but also the substances around her were shifting. There was something
queer about the angles of those curves. She was no scholar in geometry or aught else, but shefelt
intuitively that the bend and dant of the way she went were somehow outside any other angles or bends
she had ever known. They led into the unknown and the dark, but it ssemed to her obscurely that they
led into deeper darkness and mystery than the merely physi-cd, asif, though she could not put it clearly



even into thoughts, the peculiar and exact lines of the tunnd had been carefully angled to lead through
poly-dimensiona space aswell asthrough the un-derground—yperhaps through time, too. She did not
know she was thinking such things; but al about her was a blurred dizziness as she shot down and round,
and she knew that the way she went took her on astranger journey than any other way she had ever
traveled.

Down, and down. Shewas diding fast, but she knew how long it would be. On that first trip they had
taken darm as the passage spiraled so endlesdy and with thoughts of the long climb back had tried to
stop beforeit wastoo late. They had found it impossible. Once embarked, there was no hating. She had
tried, and such waves of sick blurring had come over her that she came near to uncon-sciousness. It was
asif she had tried to hat some inexorable process of nature, haf finished. They could only go on. The
very atoms of their bodies shrieked in rebellion againgt areversa of the change.

And theway up, when they returned, had not been difficult. They had had visions of aback-breaking
climb up interminable curves, but again the uncanny difference of those angles from those they knew was
manifested. In aqueer way they seemed to defy gravity, or perhapsled through some way outside the
power of it. They had been sick and dizzy on the return, as on the way down, but through the clouds of
that confusion it had seemed to them that they dipped as easily up the shaft asthey had gone down; or
perhaps that, once in the tunnel, there was neither up nor down.

The passage leveled gradually. Thiswas the worst part for ahuman to travel, though it must have eased
the speed of whatever beingsthe

shaft was made for. It was too narrow for her to turn in, and she had to lever hersalf face down and feet
firgt, dlong the horizontal smoothness of the floor, pushing with her hands. She was glad when her
questing heels met open space and she did from the mouth of the shaft and stood upright in the dark.
Here she paused to collect hersdlf. Y es, this was the beginning of the long passage she and Father
Gervase had traveled on that long-ago journey of exploration. By the veriest accident they had found the
place, and only the veriest bravado had brought them thus far. He had gone on a greater distance than
she—she was younger then, and more amenabl e to authority—and had come back white-faced in the
torchlight and hurried her up the shaft again.

She went on carefully, feeling her way, remembering what she her-self had seen in the darkness alittle
farther on, wondering in spite of hersdlf, and with atiny catch at her heart, what it was that had sent
Father Gervase so hagtily back. She had never been entirdly satisfied with his explanations. It had been
about here—or wasit alittle far-ther on? The stilinesswas like aroaring in her ears.

Then ahead of her the darkness moved. It wasjust that—a vast, im-ponderable shifting of the solid dark.
Jesu! Thiswas new! She gripped the cross at her throat with one hand and her sword-hilt with the other.
Then it was upon her, gtriking like ahurricane, whirling her againgt the walls and shrieking in her earslike
athousand wind-devils

—awild cyclone of the dark that buffeted her mercilesdy and tore at her flying hair and raved in her ears
with the myriad voices of dl lost things crying in the night. The voices were piteousin their terror and
loneliness. Tears cameto her eyes even as she shivered with nameless dread, for the whirlwind was dive
with adreadful inginct, an animate thing sweeping through the dark of the underground; an unholy thing
that made her flesh crawl even though it touched her to the heart withitspitiful little lost voiceswailing in
the wind where no wind could possibly be.

And then it was gone. In that one flash of an ingtant it vanished, leaving no whisper to commemorateits
passage. Only in the heart of it could one hear the sad little voiceswailing or the wild shriek of the wind.
She found hersdf stlanding stunned, her sword yet gripped futilely in one hand and the tears running down
her face. Poor little lost voices, wailing. She wiped the tears away with a shaking hand and set her teeth
hard against the weskness of reaction that flooded her. Y et it was agood five minutes before she could
force hersdlf on. After afew steps her knees ceased to tremble.

Thefloor was dry and smooth underfoot. It doped alittle down-

ward, and she wondered into what unplumbed deeps she had de-scended by now. The silence had fallen



heavily again, and she found hersdf straining for some other sound than the soft padding of her own
boots. Then her foot dipped in sudden wetness. She bent, explor-ing fingers outstretched, fedling without
reason that the wetnesswould be red if she could seeit. But her fingerstraced the immense outline of a
footprint—splayed and three-toed like afrog's, but of monster size. It was afresh footprint. She had a
vivid flash of memory

—that thing she had glimpsed in the torchlight on the other trip down. But she had had light then, and
now she was blind in the dark, the creature' s natura habitet. -

For amoment shewas not Jirel of Joiry, vengeful fury on thetrail of adevilish weapon, but afrightened
woman donein the unholy dark. That memory had been so vivid. . . . Then she saw Guillaume s scornful,
laughing face again, thelittle beard dark along the line of hisjaw, the strong teeth white with hislaughter;
and some-thing hot and sustaining swept over her like athin flame, and she was Joiry again, vengeful and
resolute. She went on more dowly, her sword swinging in asemicircle before every third step, that she
might not be surprised too suddenly by some nightmare monster clasping her in smothering arms. But the
flesh crept upon her unprotected back.

The smooth passage went on and on. She could fedl the cold walls on ether hand, and her upswung
sword grazed theroof. It waslike crawling through some worm'’ stunnel, blindly under the weight of
countlesstons of earth. She felt the pressure of it above and about her, overwhelming, and found hersalf
praying that the end of thistun-nel-crawling might come soon, whatever the end might bring.

But when it cameit was astranger thing than she had ever dreamed. Abruptly shefdt theimmense,
imponderable oppression cease. No longer was she conscious of the tons of earth pressing abouit her.
Thewadlls had falen away and her feet struck asudden rubble in-stead of the smooth floor. But the
darkness that had bandaged her eyes was changed too, indescribably. It was no longer darkness, but
void; not an absence of light, but smple nothingness. Abysses opened around her, yet she could see
nothing. She only knew that she stood at the threshold of some immense space, and sensed nameess
things about her, and battled vainly againg that nothingnesswhich was dl her straining eyes could see.
And a her throat something congtricted painfully.

Shelifted her hand and found the chain of her crucifix taut and vibrant around her neck. At that she
smiled alittle grimly, for she began to understand. The crucifix. She found her hand shaking despite
herself, but she unfastened the chain and dropped the cross to the ground. Then she gasped.

All about her, as suddenly as the awakening from a dream, the nothingness had opened out into
undreamed-of distances. She stood high on ahilltop under a sky spangled with strange stars. Below she
caught glimpses of misty plainsand valeyswith mountain pesksris-ing far avay. And a her feet a
ravening circleof samall, davering, blind thingslegped with clashing teeth.

They were obscene and hard to distinguish againgt the darkness of the hillside, and the noise they made
was revolting. Her sword siwung up of itself, dmost, and dashed furioudly at thelittle dark horrorsleaping
up around her legs. They died squashily, splattering her bare thighs with unpleasantness, and after afew
had gone silent under the blade the rest fled into the dark with quick, frightened pantings, their feet
making a queer splashing noise on the stones,

Jrd gathered a handful of the coarse grass which grew there and wiped her legs of the obscene splatters,
looking about with quickened breath upon thisland so unholy that one who bore a cross might not even
seeit. Here, if anywhere, one might find awesgpon such as she sought. Behind her in the hillsde wasthe
low tunnel oj~ening from which she had emerged. Overhead the strange stars shone. She did not
recognize asingle congtellation, and if the brighter sparks were planets they were strange ones, tinged
with violet and green and yellow. Onewas vividly crimson, like apoint of fire. Far out over therolling
land below she could discern amighty column of light. It did not blaze, nor illuminate the dark about. It
cast no shadows. It mply was agrest pillar of luminance towering high in the night. It seemed
artificia—yperhaps man-made, though she scarcely dared hope for men here.

She had half expected, despite her brave words, to come out upon the storied and familiar red-hot pave
of hdll, and this pleasant, starlit |land surprised her and made her morewary. Thethingsthat built the



tunnel could not have been human. She had no right to expect men here. She was alittle stunned by
finding open sky so far underground, though she was intelligent enough to redlize that however she had
come, she was not underground now. No cavity in the earth could contain this starry sky. She came of a
credulous age, and she accepted her surroundings without too much questioning, though shewas alit-tle
disappointed, if the truth were known, in the pleasantness of the

migtily starlit place. Thefiery streets of hell would have been alikdier locality in which to find aweapon
agang Guillaume.

When she had cleansed her sword on the grass and wiped her legs clean, she turned dowly down the
bill. The distant column beckoned her, and after amoment of indecision she turned toward it. She had no
time to waste, and thiswas the likeliest place to find what she sought.

The coarse grass brushed her legs and whispered round her feet. She stumbled now and then on the
rubble, for the hill was steep, but she reached the bottom without mishap, and struck out acrossthe
meead-ows toward that blaze of faraway brilliance. It sesemed to her that she walked morelightly,
somehow. The grass scarcely bent underfoot, and she found she could take long sailing strides like one
who runswith wings on hishedls. It fdt like adream. The gravity pull of the place must have been less
than she was accustomed to, but she only knew that she was skimming over the ground with amazing
Speed.

Traveling so, she passed through the meadows over the strange, coarse grass, over a brook or two that
spoke endlesdy toitself in acurious language that was almost speech, certainly not the usual gur-gle of
earth’ srunning water. Once she ran into ablotch of darkness, like some pocket of void intheair, and
struggled through gasping and blinking outraged eyes. She was beginning to redize that the land was not
s0 innocently norma asit looked.

On and on she went, at that surprising speed, while the meadows skimmed past beneath her flying feet
and gradualy the light drew nearer. She saw now that it was around tower of sheeted luminance, asif
walls of solid flame rose up from the ground. Y et it seemed to be steady, nor did it cast any illumination

upon the sky.

Before much time had e apsed, with her dreamlike speed she had almost reached her god. The ground
was becoming marshy under-foot, and presently the smell of swampsrosein her nostrils and she saw that
between her and the light stretched a bt of unstable ground tufted with black reedy grass. Here and
there she could see dim white blotches moving. They might be beadts, or only wisps of mist. The starlight
was not very illuminating.

She began to pick her way carefully across the black, quaking morasses. Where the tufts of grassrose
she found firmer ground, and she legped from clump to clump with that amazing lightness, so that her feet
barely touched the black ooze. Here and there dow bubbles rose through the mud and broke thickly.
Shedid not like the place.

Halfway across, she saw one of the white blotches approaching her with dow, erratic movements. It
bumped dong unevenly, and at first she thought it might be inanimate, its gpproach was so indirect and
purposdless. Then it blundered nearer, with that queer bumpy gait, making sucking noisesin the ooze and
gplashing asit came. In the starlight she saw suddenly what it was, and for an instant her heart paused
and scknessrose overwhelmingly in her throat. It was awoman—a beautiful woman whose white bare
body had the curves and loveliness of some marble statue. She was crouching like afrog, and as Jirdl
watched in stupefaction she straightened her legs abruptly and legped as afrog legps, only more clumsly,
faling forward into the coze allittle distance beyond the watching woman. She did not seem to see Jirdl.
The mud-spattered face was blank. She blundered on through the mud in awkward legps. Jirel watched
until the woman was no more than awhite wandering blur in the dark, and above the shock of that sight
pity was rising, and uncomprehending resentment against whatever had brought so lovely acrestureinto
this—into blun-dering in frog legps amlesdy through the mud, with empty mind and blind, staring eyes.
For the second time that night she knew the sting of unaccustomed tears as she went on.

The sight, though, had given her reassurance. The human form was not unknown here. There might be



leathery devilswith hoofs and horns, such as she il half expected, but she would not be alonein her
humanity; though if dl the rest were as piteoudy mindless as the one she had seen—she did not follow
that thought. It was too un-pleasant. She was glad when the marsh was past and she need not see any
longer the awkward white shagpes bumping aong through the dark.

She struck out across the narrow space which lay between her and the tower. She saw now that it wasa
building, and that the light com-posed it. She could not understand that, but she saw it. Wallsand
col-umns outlined the tower, solid sheets of light with definite boundacries, not radiant. As she came
nearer she saw that it wasin motion, apparently spurting up from some source underground asif the light
illuminated sheets of water rushing upward under great pressure. Y et she felt intuitively that it was not
water, but incarnate light.

She came forward hesitantly, gripping her sword. The areaaround the tremendous pillar was paved with
something black and smooth that did not reflect the light. Out of it sorang the uprushing walls of brilliance
with their sharply defined edges. The magnitude of the thing dwarfed her to infinitesma sze. She sared
upward with un-

dazzled eyes, trying to understand. If there could be such athing as solid, non-radiating light, thiswasit.

She was very near under the mighty tower before she could see the details of the building clearly. They
were strange to her—great pillars and arches around the base, and one stupendous portal, al molded out
of the rushing, prisoned light. She turned toward the opening after amoment, for the light had atangible
look. She did not believe she could have waked through it even had she dared.

When that tremendous portal arched over her she peered in, affrighted by the very size of the place. She
thought she could hear the hiss and spurt of the light surging upward. She was looking into amighty globe
insde, ahdl shaped like theinterior of abubble, though the curve was so vast she was scarcely aware of
it. And in the very center of the globe floated alight. Jirdl blinked. A light, dwelling in abubble of light. It
glowed therein midair with apae, steady flame that was somehow alive and animate, and brighter than
the sereneillumination of the building, for it hurt her eyesto look at it di-rectly.

She stood on the threshold and stared, not quite daring to venture in. And as she hesitated a change
cameover thelight. A flash of rosetinged its palor. The rose degpened and darkened until it took on the
color of blood. And the shape underwent strange changes. It lengthened, drew itsalf out narrowly, split at
the bottom into two branches, put out two tendrils from the top. The blood-red paled again, and the light
somehow logt its brilliance, receded into the depths of the thing that was forming. Jirel clutched her sword
and for-got to bresthe, watching. The light was taking on the shape of ahuman being_of awoman—of a
tall woman in malil, her red hair touded and her eyes saring straight into the duplicate eyes at the por-tal.
“Welcome,” said the Jirel suspended in the center of the globe, her voice degp and resonant and clear in
spite of the distance between them. Jirdl at the door held her breath, wondering and afraid. Thiswas
hersdlf, in every detail, amirrored Jired—that wasiit, a Jirel mir-rored upon a surface which blazed and
smoldered with barely re-pressed light, so that the eyes gleamed with it and the whole figure seemed to
hold its shape by an effort, only by that effort restraining it-sdf from resolving into pure, formlesslight
again. But the voice was not her own. It shook and resounded with aknowledge as dien asthe light-built
walls. It mocked her. It said,

“Welcome! Enter into the portals, woman!”

She looked up warily at the rushing walls about her. Ingtinctively she drew back.

“Enter, enter!” urged that mocking voice from her own mirrored lips. And there wasanoteinit shedid
not like.

“Enter!” cried the voice again, thistime acommand.

Jrel’seyes narrowed. Something intuitive warned her back, and yet

—she drew the dagger she had thrust in her belt and with aquick mo-tion shetossed it into the great
globe-shaped hall. It struck the floor without a sound, and a brilliant light flared up around it, so brilliant
she could not look upon what was happening; but it seemed to her that the knife expanded, grew large



and nebulous and ringed with dazzling light. In lesstimethan it takesto tell, it had faded out of Sght asif
the very atomswhich composed it had flown gpart and dispersed in the golden glow of that mighty
bubble. The dazzle faded with the knife, leaving Jrel staring dazedly &t abarefloor.

That other Jrdl laughed arich, resonant laugh of scorn and mdice.

“Stay out, then,” said the voice. “Y ou’'ve moreintelligence than | thought. Well, what would you here?’
Jirel found her voice with an effort.

“| seek aweapon,” she said, “aweagpon against aman | so hate that upon earth there is none terrible
enough for my need.”

“Y ou 0 hate him, en?” mused the voice.

“With al my heart!”

“With al your heart!” echoed the voice, and there was an under-note of laughter in it that she did not
understand. The echoes of that mirth ran round and round the great globe. Jird felt her cheeks burn with
resentment againgt some implication in the derision which she could not put a name to. When the echoes
of thelaugh had faded the voice sad indifferently,

“Give the man what you find at the black templein the lake. | make you agift of it.”

The lipsthat were Jrdl’ stwisted into alaugh of purest mockery; then al about that figure so perfectly her
own the light flared out. She saw the outlines melting fluidly as she turned her dazzled eyes away. Before
the echoes of that derision had died, ablinding, formlesslight burned once morein the midst of the
bubble.

Jrd turned and stumbled away under the mighty column of the tower, ahand to her dazzled eyes. Not
until she had reached the edge of the black, unreflecting circle that paved the ground around the

pillar did she redlize that she knew no way of finding the lake where her wespon lay. And not until then
did she remember how fatd it is said to be to accept agift from ademon. Buy it, or earn it, but never
accept the gift. Well—she shrugged and stepped out upon the grass. She must surely be damned by
now, for having ventured down of her own will into this curious place for such apurpose ashers. The
soul can belost but once.

Sheturned her face up to the strange stars and wondered in what direction her course lay. The sky
looked blankly down upon her with its myriad meaninglesseyes. A star fell as she watched, and in her
superdtitious soul shetook it for an omen, and set off boldly over the dark meadowsin the direction
where the bright stresk had faded. No swamps guarded the way here, and she was soon skimming aong
over the grass with that strange, dancing gait that the lightness of the place allowed her. And as she went
she was remembering, asfrom long ago in some other far world, aman’s arrogant mirth and the press of
his mouth on hers. Hatred bubbled up hotly within her and broke from her lipsin alittle savage laugh of
anticipation. What dreadful fhing awaited her in the templein the lake, what punishment from hell to be
loosed by her own hands upon Guillaume? And though her soul wasthe priceit cost her, she would
count it afair bargain if she could drive the laughter from his mouth and bring terror into the eyes that
mocked her.

Thoughts like these kept her company for along way upon her journey. She did not think to belondly or
afraid in the uncanny dark-ness across which no shadows fell from that mighty column behind her. The
unchanging meadows flew past underfoat, lightly as mead-owsin adream. It might dmost have been that
the earth moved in-stead of hersdlf, so effortlesdy did she go. She was sure now that she was heading in
the right direction, for two more stars had falen in the same arc across the sky.

The meadows were not untenanted. Sometimes she felt presences near her in the dark, and once sheran
full-tilt into anest of little yap-ping horrorslike those on the hilltop. They lunged up about her with
clicking teeth, mad with ablind ferocity, and she swung her sword in frantic circles, sckened by the noise
of them lunging splashily through the grass and splattering her sword with their desths. She begt them off
and went on, fighting her own sickness, for she had never known anything quite so nauseating asthese
little mon-strogities.

She crossed a brook that talked to itsalf in the darkness with that queer murmuring which came so near



to speech, and afew strides

beyond it she paused suddenly, feding the ground tremble with the rolling thunder of hoofbegts
approaching. She stood still, searching the dark anxioudy, and presently the earth-shaking beat grew
louder and she saw awhite blur flung wide across the dimnessto her left, and the sound of hoofs
deepened and grew. Then out of the night swept aherd of snow-white horses. Magnificently they ran,
manestossing, tails streaming, feet pounding arhythmic, heart-gtirring roll aong the ground. She caught
her breath at the beauty of their motion. They swept by alittle distance away, tossing their heads,
spurning the ground with scornful feet.

But asthey came abreast of her she saw one blunder alittle and stumble against the next, and that one
shook his head bewilderedly; and suddenly she redlized that they were blind—all running so splen-didly
in adeeper dark than even she groped through. And she saw, too, their coats were roughened with
sweat, and foam dripped from their lips, and their nostrils were flaring pools of scarlet. Now and again
one stumbled from pure exhaustion. Y et they ran, franticdly, blindly through the dark, driven by
something outside their comprehension.

Asthelast one of al swept by her, sweat-crusted and staggering, she saw him toss his head high,
gpattering foam, and whinny shrilly to the stars. And it seemed to her that the sound was strangdly
articu-late. AlImost she heard the echoes of aname—"Julienne! Julienne!”— in that high, despairing
sound. And the incongruity of it, the bitter despair, clutched at her heart so sharply that for the third time
that night she knew the sting of tears.

The dreadful humanity of that cry echoed in her ears asthe thunder died awvay. She went on, blinking
back the tearsfor that beautiful blind creature, staggering with exhaugtion, calling agirl’ s name hopelesdy
from abeast’ sthroat into the blank darkness wherein it was forever lost.

Then another star fell across the sky, and she hurried ahead, closing her mind to the strange,
incomprehens ble pathos that made an un-demote of tearsto the starry dark of thisland. And the thought
was growing in her mind that, though she had come into no brimstone pit where horned devils pranced
over flames, yet perhapsit was after dl asort of hdl through which sheran.

Presently in the distance she caught a glimmer of something bright. The ground dipped after that and she
lost it, and skimmed through a hollow where pa e things wavered away from her into the deeper dark.
She never knew what they were, and was glad. When she came up onto higher ground again she saw it
more clearly, an expanse of dim brilliance ahead. She hoped it was alake, and ran more swiftly.

It was alake—alakethat could never have existed outside some obscure hell like this. She stood on the
brink doubtfully, wondering if this could be the place the light-devil had meant. Black, shining water
stretched out before her, heaving gently with amotion unlike that of any water she had ever seen before.
And in the depths of it, likefireflies caught in ice, gleamed myriad smal lights. They werefixed there
immovably, not stirring with the motion of the water. As she watched, something hissed above her and a
streak of light split the dark air. She looked up in time to see something bright curving acrossthe sky to
fal without a splash into the water, and small ripples of phosphorescence spread duggishly toward the
shore, where they broke at her feet with the queerest whispering sound, asif each succeeding ripple
spoke the syllable of aword.

Shelooked up, trying to locate the origin ~of the faling lights, but the strange stars |ooked down upon
her blankly. She bent and stared down into the center of the spreading ripples, and where the thing had
falen she thought a new light twinkled through the water. She could not determinewhat it was, and after
acurious moment she gave the question up and began to cast about for the temple the light-devil had
spoken of .

After amoment she thought she saw something dark in the center of the lake, and when she had stared
for afew minutesit gradualy became clearer, an arch of darkness againgt the starry background of the
water. It might be atemple. She strolled dowly aong the brim of the lake, trying to get acloser view of it,
for the thing was no more than a darkness againgt the spangles of light, like some void in the sky where
no stars shine. And presently she sumbled over something in the grass.



She looked down with startled yellow eyes, and saw a strange, indis-tinguishable darkness. It had solidity
to the fed but scarcely to the eye, for she could not quite focus uponit. It waslike trying to see
something that did not exist save asavoid, adarknessin the grass. It had the shape of astep, and when
shefollowed with her eyes she saw that it was the beginning of adim bridge stretching out over the lake,
narrow and curved and made out of nothingness. It seemed to have no surface, and its edges were
difficult to digtinguish from the lesser gloom surrounding it. But the thing was tangible—an arch carved out
of the solid dark—and it led out in the direction she wished to go. For she was naively sure now that the
dim blot in the center of thelake

was the temple she was searching for. Thefaling stars had guided her, and she could not have gone
adray.

So she set her teeth and gripped her sword and put her foot upon the bridge. It was rock-firm under her,
but scarcely more than afoot or so wide, and without rails. When she had gone a step or two she began
to fed dizzy; for under her the water heaved with amotion that made her head swim, and the stars
twinkled eerily inits depths. She dared not ook away for fear of missing her footing on the narrow arch
of darkness. It waslike walking abridge flung across the void, with stars underfoot and nothing but an
unstable strip of nothingnessto bear her up. Halfway across, the heaving of the water and the illusion of
vast, constellated spaces beneath and the look her bridge had of being no more than empty space ahead,
combined to send her head redling; and as she stumbled on, the bridge seemed to be wavering with her,
swinging in gigantic arcs across the starry void below.

Now she could see the temple more closely, though scarcely more clearly than from the shore. 1t looked
to be no more than an outlined emptiness against the star-crowded brilliance behind it, etching itsarches
and columns of blankness upon the twinkling waters. The bridge came down in along dim swoop to its
doorway. Jirel took the last few yards at areckless run and stopped breathless under the arch that made
the templ€’ s vague doorway. She stood there panting and staring about narrow-eyed, sword poised in
her hand. For, though the place was empty and very still she felt a presence even as she set her foot upon
thefloor of it.

She was staring about alittle space of blanknessin the starry lake. It seemed to be no more than that.
She could see the walls and col-umns where they were outlined againgt the water and where they made
darknessesin the star-flecked sky, but where there was only dark behind them she could see nothing. It
was atiny place,.no more than afew square yards of emptiness upon the face of the twinkling waters.
And in its center an image stood.

Shedared at it in slence, feding a curious compulsion growing within her, like avague command from
something outside hersdlf. Theimage was of some substance of nameless black, unlike the mate-ria
which compaosed the building, for evenin the dark she could seeit clearly. It was a semi-human figure,
crouching forward with out-thrust head, sexless and strange. 1ts one central eye was closed asif in
rap-ture, and its mouth was pursed for akiss. And though it was but an image and without even the
semblance of life, shefdt unmistakably the presence of something divein the temple, something so dien
and innominate thet indinctively she drew away.

She stood there for afull minute, reluctant to enter the place where so dien abeing dwelt, half-conscious
of that voiceess compulsion growing up within her. And dowly she became awarethat al thelinesand
angles of the half-seen building were curved to make the image their center and focus. The very bridge
swooped itslong arc to complete the centering. As she watched, it seemed to her that through the arches
of the columns even the starsin lake and sky were grouped in patterns which took the image for their
focus. Every line and curvein the dim world seemed to sweep round toward the squatting thing before
her with its closed eye and expectant mouth.

Gradudly the universal focusing of lines began to exert itsinfluence upon her. Shetook ahesitant step
forward without realizing the mo-tion. But that step was dl the dormant urge within her needed. With her
one motion forward the compulsion closed down upon her with whirlwind impetuosity. Helplesdy shefelt
hersdf advancing, help. lesdy with one small, sane portion of her mind she redlized the madness that was
gripping her, the blind, irresstible urgeto do what every visblelinein the temple s congtruction was
made to compdl. With stars swirling around her she advanced across the floor and laid her hands upon



the rounded shoulders of the image—the sword, for-gotten, making a sort of accolade againgt its
hunched neck—and lifted her red head and laid her mouth blindly againgt the pursed lips of the image.

In adream shetook that kiss. In adream of dizziness and confusion she seemed to fed theiron-cold lips
gtirring under hers. And through the union of that kiss—warm-blooded woman with image of nameless
stone—through the meeting of their mouths something entered into her very soul; something cold and
stunning; something aien beyond any words. It lay upon her shuddering soul like some frigid weight from
the void, abubble holding something unthinkably dien and dreadful. She could fed the heaviness of it
upon some intangible part of her that shrank from the touch. It was like the weight of remorse or despair,
only far colder and stranger and—somehow—more ominous, asif thisweight were but the egg from
which things might hatch too dreadful to put even into thoughts.

The moment of the kiss could have been no longer than a bresth’ s space, but to her it wastimeless. Ina
dream shefdt the compulsion faling from her at last. In adim dream she dropped her hands from its
shoulders, finding the sword heavy in her grasp and staring dully &t it for awhile before clarity began its
return to her cloudy mind. When she became completely aware of hersalf once more she was standing
with dack body and dragging head before the blind, rap-

turousimage, that dead weight upon her heart as dreary as an old sor-row, and more coldly ominous
than anything she could find wordsfor.

And with returning clarity the most staggering terror came over her, swiftly and suddenly—terror of the
image and the temple of darkness, and the coldly spangled lake and of the whole, wide, dim, dreadful
world about her. Desperately she longed for home again, even the red fury of hatred and the press of
Guillaume s mouth and the hot arro-gance of his eyes again. Anything but this. She found hersdlf running
without knowing why. Her feet skimmed over the narrow bridge lightly asagull’ swings dipping the
water. In abrief ingtant the sarry void of the lake flashed by benesath her and the solid earth was
under-foot. She saw the great column of light far away across the dark mead-ows and beyond it a hilltop
risng againg the stars. And sheran.

Sheran with terror a her hedls and devils howling in the wind her own speed made. She ran from her
own curioudy aien body, heavy with itsweight of inexplicable doom. She passed through the hollow
where pae things wavered away, shefled over the uneven meadows in afrenzy of terror. She ran and
ran, in those long light bounds the lesser gravity dlowed her, flegter than a deer, and her own panic
choked in her throat and that weight upon her soul dragged at her too drearily for tears. Shefled to
escape it, and could not; and the omi-nous certainty that she carried something too dreadful to think of
grew and grew.

For along while she skimmed over the grass, tirdlessy, wing-hedled, her red hair flying. The panic died
after awhile, but that sense of heavy disaster did not die. She felt somehow that tears would ease her,
but something in thefrigid darkness of her soul froze her tearsin theice of that gray and dien chill.

And gradudly, through the inner dark, afierce anticipation took form in her mind. Revenge upon
Guillaume! She had taken from the temple only akiss, so it wasthat which she must ddiver to him. And
savagely she exulted in the thought of what that kisswould release upon him, unsuspecting. She did not
know, but it filled her with fierce joy to guess.

She had passed the column and skirted the morass where the white, blundering forms still bumped dong
awkwardly through the ooze, and was crossing the coarse grass toward the nearing hill when the sky
began to pae aong the horizon. And with that pallor afresh terror took hold upon her, awild horror of
daylight in thisunholy land. Shewas not sureif it wasthe light itself she o dreaded, or what that light
would revedl in the dark stretches she had traversed so blindly—what unknown horrors she had skirted
inthe night. But she knew ingtinc-tively that if she valued her sanity she must be gone before the light had
risen over the land. And she redoubled her efforts, spurring her wearying limbsto yet more skimming
speed. But it would be acloserace, for dready the stars were blurring out, and aflush of curious green
was broadening along the sky, and around her the air was turn-ing to avague, unpleasant gray.
Shetoiled up the steep hillside breathlessly. When she was hafway up, her own shadow began to take



form upon the rocks, and it was un-familiar and dreadfully Sgnificant of something just outside her range
of understanding. She averted her eyesfromiit, afraid that a any moment the meaning might break upon
her outraged brain.

She could see thetop of the hill above her, dark againgt the paling sky, and she +oiled up in frantic haste,
clutching her sword and fedling that if she had to ook in thefull light upon the dreadful little abomi-nations
that had snapped around her feet when shefirst emerged shewould collapse into screaming hysteria

The cave-mouth yawned before her, invitingly black, arefuge from the dawning light behind her. She
knew an amogt irresstible desire to turn and look back from this vantage point across the land she had
traversed, and gripped her sword hard to conquer the perversive long-ing. There was ascuffling in the
rocks at her feet, and she set her teeth in her underlip and swung vicioudy in brief arcs, without looking
down. She heard small squeakings and the splashy sound of feet upon the stones, and felt her blade shear
thrice through semi-solidity, to the click of little vicious teeth. Then they broke and ran off over the
hill-side, and she ssumbled on, choking back the scream that wanted so fiercely to break from her lips.
She fought that growing desire dl the way up to the cave-mouth, for she knew that if she gave way she
would never cease shrieking until her throat went raw.

Blood was trickling from her bitten lip with the effort at Silence when she reached the cave. And there,
twinkling upon the stones, lay something small and bright and dearly familiar. With asob of relief she bent
and snatched up the crucifix she had torn from her throat when she came out into thisland. And as her
fingers shut upon it avast, protecting darkness swooped around her. Gasping with relief, she groped her
way the step or two that separated her from the cave.

Dak lay like ablanket over her eyes, and she welcomed it gladly, remembering how her shadow had lain
50 awfully upon the hillsde as she climbed, remembering the first rays of savage sunlight beating

upon her shoulders. She ssumbled through the blackness, dowly get-ting control again over her shaking
body and laboring lungs, dowly stilling the panic that the dawning day had roused so inexplicably within
her. And asthat terror died, the dull weight upon her spirit became strong again. She had all but forgotten
it in her panic, but now the impending and unknown dreadfulness grew heavier and more oppressivein
the darkness of the underground, and she groped adong in adull stupor of her own depression, dow with
the weight of the strange doom she carried.

Nothing barred her way. In the dullness of her stupor she scarcely realized it, or expected any of the
vague horrorsthat peopled the place. to leap out upon her. Empty and unmenacing, the way stretched
before her blindly stumbling feet. Only once did she hear the sound of another presence—the rasp of
hoarse breathing and the scrape of ascay hide againgt the stone—but it must have been outside the
range of her own passage, for she encountered nothing.

When she had come to the end and a cold wall rose up before her, it was scarcely more than automatic
habit that made her search along it with groping hand until she came to the mouth of the shaft. It doped
gently up into the dark. She crawled in, trailing her sword, until the rising incline and lowering roof forced
her down upon her face. Then with toes and fingers she began to force herself up the spird, dippery way.
Before she had gone very far she was advancing without effort, scarcely redizing that it was againgt
gravity she moved. The curious dizziness of the shaft had come over her, the strange feding of changein
the very substance of her body, and through the cloudy numbness of it shefelt hersdf diding round and
round the spirds, without effort. Again, obscurely, she had the fedling that in the peculiar angles of this
shaft was neither up nor down. And for along while the dizzy circling went on.

When theend came at last, and she felt her fingers gripping the edge of that upper opening which lay
beneath the floor of Joiry’ slowest dungeons, she heaved hersdlf up warily and lay for awhile on the cold
floor in the dark, while dowly the clouds of dizziness passed from her mind, leaving only that ominous
weight within. When the darkness had ceased to circle about her, and the floor steadied, she got up dully
and swung the cover back over the opening, her hands shud-dering from the fedl of the cold, smooth ring
which had never seen daylight.

When she turned from this task she was aware of the reason for the lessening in the gloom around her. A



guttering light outlined the hole in the wall from which she had pulled the Sones—was it a cen-tury ago?
Thebrilliance dl but blinded her after her long sojourn through blackness, and she stood there awhile,
swaying alittle, one hand to her eyes, before she went out into the familiar torchlight she knew waited her
beyond. Father Gervase, she was sure, anxioudy waiting her return. But even he had not dared to follow
her through the hole in the wall, down to the brink of the shaft.

Somehow shefdt that she should be giddy with relief at this safe homecoming, back to humanity again.
But as she stumbled over the upward dope toward light and safety she was conscious of no more than
the dullness of whatever unreleased horror it was which till lay so ominoudy upon her stunned soul.

She came through the gaping hole in the masonry into the full glare of torches awaiting her, remembering
with awry inward smile how wide she had made the opening in anticipation of flight from something
dreadful when she came back that way. Well, there was no flight from the horror she bore within her. It
seemed to her that her heart was dowing, too, missing abeat now and then and staggering like aweary
runner.

She came out into the torchlight, sscumbling with exhaustion, her mouth scarlet from the blood of her bitten
lip and her bare greaved legs and bare sword-blade foul with the deaths of those little horrors that
swarmed around the cave-mouth. From the tangle of red hair her eyes stared out with a blesk;, frozen,
inward look, as of one who has seen name essthings. That keen, stedl-bright beauty which had been hers
was as dull and fouled as her sword-blade, and at the ook in her eyes Father Gervase shuddered and
crossed himsdlf.

They werewaiting for her in an uneasy group—the priest anxious and dark, Guillaume splendid in the
torchlight, tall and arrogant, ahandful of men-at-arms holding the guttering lights and shifting uneasily from
onefoot to the other. When she saw Guillaumethe light that flared up in her eyes blotted out for a
moment the bleak dreadfulness behind them, and her dowing heart leaped like a spurred horse, sending
the blood riotoudy through her veins. Guillaume, magnificent in hisarmor, leaning upon his sword and
garing down at her from his scornful height, the little black beard jutting. Guillaume, to whom Joiry had
fdlen. Guillaume,

That which she carried at the core of her being was heavier than

anything esein the world, so heavy she could scarcely keep her knees from bending, so heavy her heart
labored under itsweight. AlImost ir-resigtibly she wanted to give way beneath it, to sink down and down
under the crushing load, to lie prone and vanquished in the ice-gray, bleak place shewas so dimly aware
of through the clouds that were risng about her. But there was Guillaume, grim and grinning, and she
hated him o very hitterly—she must make the effort. She mugt, at whatever cost, for she was coming to
know that degth lay in wait for her if she bore this burden long, that it was atwo-edged weapon which
could strike at itswielder if the blow were delayed too long. She knew this through the dim migts that
weretl~iickening in her brain, and she put dl her strength into the immense effort it cost to crossthe floor
toward him. She ssumbled alittle, and made one falter-ing step and then another, and dropped her sword
with aclang as shelifted her amsto him.

He caught her strongly, in ahard, warm clasp, and she heard hislaugh triumphant and hateful as he bent
his head to take the kiss she was raising her mouth to offer. He must have seen, in that last moment
before their lips met, the savage glare of victory in her eyes, and been startled. But he did not hesitate.
His mouth was heavy upon hers.

It wasalong kiss. Shefelt him gtiffen in her arms. Shefelt acoldnessin thelips upon hers, and dowly the
dark weight -of what she bore lightened, lifted, cleared away from her cloudy mind. Strength flowed
back through her richly. The whole world came dive to her once more. Presently sheloosed hisdack
arms and stepped away, looking up into hisface with akeen and dreadful triumph upon her own.

She saw the ruddiness of him draining away, and therigidity of stone coming over his scarred features.
Only hiseyesremained dive, and there was torment in them, and understanding. She was glad— she had
wanted him to understand what it cost to take Joiry’ s kiss un-bidden. She smiled thinly into histortured
eyes, watching. And she saw something cold and dien seeping through him, permesting him dowly with



some unnamable emotion which no man could ever have experienced before. She could not nameit, but
she saw it in his eyes— some dreadful emotion never made for flesh and blood to know, someiron
despair such as only an unguessable being from the gray, formless void could ever have felt before—too
hideoudy dien for any human creature to endure. Even she shuddered from the dreadful, cold bleskness
looking out of hiseyes, and knew as she watched that there must be many emotions and many fearsand
joystoo far outsde man's

comprehension for any being of flesh to undergo, and live. Grayly she saw it spreading through him, and
the very substance of his body shuddered under that iron weight.

And now came avisble, physica change. Watching, she was aghast to think that in her own body and
upon her own soul she had borne the seed of this dreadful flowering, and did not wonder that her heart
had dowed under the unbearable weight of it. He was standing rigidly with arms haf bent, just ashe
stood when she did from his embrace. And now great shudders began to go over him, asif hewere
wavering in the torchlight, some gray-faced wraith in armor with torment in his eyes. She saw the swest
beading hisforehead. She saw atrickle of blood from hismouth, asif he had bitten through hislipin the
agony of thisnew, incomprehensible emotion. Then alast shiver went over him violently, and he flung up
his head, the little curling beard jutting cellingward and the muscles of his strong throat corded, and from
hislips broke along, low cry of such utter, inhuman strangenessthat Jrel felt coldnessrippling through
her veins and she put up her handsto her earsto shut it out. It meant something—it expressed some
dread-ful emotion that was neither sorrow nor despair nor anger, but infi-nitely alien and infinitely sad.
Then hislong legs buckled at the knees and he dropped with a clatter of mail and lay ill on the stone
floor.

They knew he was dead. That was unmistakable in the way helay. Jrel sood very ill, looking down
upon him, and strangely it seemed to her that dl the lightsin the world had gone out. A moment before he
had been so big and vital, so magnificent in the torchlight—she could till fed hiskiss upon her mouth,
and the hard warmth of hisarms. .

Suddenly and blindingly it came upon her what she had done. She knew now why such heady violence
had flooded her whenever she thought of him—knew why the light-devil in her own form had laughed so
derisvely—knew the price she must pay for taking a gift from a demon. She knew that there was no light
anywhere in the world, now that Guillaume was gone.

Father Gervasetook her arm gently. She shook him off with an im-patient shrug and dropped to one
knee beside Guillaume' s body, bending her head so that the red hair fell forward to hide her tears.
TryginTime

Eric Rosner at twenty had worked hisway round the world on cattle boats, killed hisfirst man in astreet
brawl in Shanghai, escaped afiring squad by a hairbreadth, stowed away on a pole-bound exploring
ship.

At twenty-five he had lost himsdlf in Siberian wilderness, led atroup of Tatar bandits, commanded a
Chinese regiment, fought in ahundred baitles, impartialy on either sde.

At thirty there was not a continent nor a capital that had not known him, not ajungle nor adesert nor a
mountain range that had not | eft scars upon hisgreat Viking body. Tiger claws and the Russan knout,
Chinese bullets and the knives of savage black warriorsin Afri-can forests had written their tales of afull
and perilouslife upon him. At thirty he looked backward upon such agorgeous, brawling, color-splashed
career asfew men of sixty can boast. But at thirty he was not content.

Life had been full for him, and yet asthe years passed he was becoming increasingly aware of aneed for
something which those years were empty of. What it was he did not know. He was not even conscioudy
aware of missing anything, but astime went on he turned more and more to a search for something
new—anything new. Perhapsit was his subconscious hunting blindly for whet life had lacked.

Therewas so very little that Eric Rosen had not donein histhirty riotous years that the search for
newness rapidly became amost fever-ish, and dmost in vain. Riches he had known, and poverty, much
pleasure and much pain, and the extremes of human experience were old talesto him. Ennui replaced the
zest for living that had sent him so gayly through the exultant years of hisyouth. And for aman like Eric



Rosner ennui was like alittle death.

Perhaps, in part, dl this was because he had missed love. No girl of al the girlsthat had kissed him and
adored him and wept when he

left them had mattered a snap of the fingersto Eric Rosner. He searched on restlesdly.

In thismood of feverish hunting for new things, he met the scien-tist, Walter Dow. It happened casudly,
and they might never have met a second time had not Eric said something offhand about the lack of
adventure which life had to offer aman. And Dow laughed.

“What do you know about adventure?’ he demanded. He was a lit-tle man with ashock of prematurely
white hair and aface that crinkled into lines of derision as he laughed. “Y ou’ ve spent your life among
dangers and gunfire—sure! But that’ s not red adventure. Scienceisthe only field where true adventure
exigs. | meanit! Thethingsthat are waiting to be discovered offer fields of excitement like nothing you
ever heard of. One man in alifetime couldn’t begin to touch the edges of what thereisto know. | tell you
I

“Oh, sure,” interrupted Eric lazily. “1 see what you mean. But dl that’ snot for me. I’'m aman of action; |
haven't any brains. Hunching over amicroscopeisn’t my ideaof fun.”

The argument that began then developed into a queer sort of an-tagonigtic friendship which brought the
two men together very often in the weeks that passed. But they were to know one another much more
intimately than that before the true urgency of what lay in the minds of each became clear to the other.
Walter Dow had spent alifetime in the worship of one god—iner-tia. “Thereisabedrock,” he used to
say reverently, “over which thetides of time ebb and flow, over which al things materid and immate-rid,
asthe layman sees them, change and fade and form again. But the bedrock remains. Complete inertial
What couldn’'t we do if we at-tained it!”

“And what,” asked Eric, “isinertia?’

Dow shot him adespairing glance.

“Everybody knowswhat inertiais. Newton' sfirst law of motion isthe law of inertia, sating that every
body remainsin agate of rest or of uniform motion in astraight line unlessimpressed forces changeit.
That’ swhat makes people in amoving car swerve to one side when the car goesround abend. It'swhat
makesit so difficult for ahorse to start a heavy load moving, though onceit’ sin motion the strain eases.
There snothing that doesn’'t obey the lav—nothing!

“But Newton didn’t dream what measureless abysses of force lay behind his smple statement. Or what
an undergtatement it was. Describing inertia by stating Newton’slaw islike describing the sea

by saying there’ sfoam on the waves. Theinertiaforceisinherent in everything, just asthere smoisturein
everything. But behind that inertia, manifest so obscurdly in matter, isavastness of power much greater
comparatively than the vastnesses of the seas which are the storehouses for the relatively tiny amounts of
moisturein everything you see.

“I can’t make you understand; you don’t speak the language. And | sometimeswonder if | could explain
even to another physicist dl that I’ ve discovered in the past ten years. But | do very firmly believe that it
would be possible to anchor to that bedrock of essentid, underlying inertiawhich isthe base upon which
matter builds and—and dlow timeitsdlf to whirl by!”

“Y egh, and find yoursdf floating in space when you let go.” Eric grinned. “Even |’ ve heard that the
universeisin motion through space. | don’t know about time, but I’ m pretty sure space would block
your little scheme.”

“I didn’t mean you' d have to—to dig your anchor right into the rock,” explained Dow with dignity. “1t'd
be a sort of adrag to dow you down, not ajerk that would snatch you right off the Earth. And it'd
involve—immensities—even then. But it could be done. It will be done. By Heaven, I'll do it!”

Eric’ s sunburned face sobered.

“You'renot kidding?’ he asked. “ A man coul d—coj~dd drag his anchor and let time go by, and
‘up-anchor’ in another age? Say! Make me an anchor, and I’ [l be your guineapig!”

Dow did not smile.



“That' sthewordt of it,” hesaid. “All thisis pure theory and will haveto remain that, in spiteof adl I've
bragged. It would be absolutely blind experimenting, and the very nature of the lement I'm
experi-menting with precludes any proof of successor failure. | could—to be frank with you |
have—sent objects out through time——"

“You have!” Eric leaned forward with ajerk and laid an urgent hand on Dow’sarm. “Y ou redly have?’
“Wadll, I've made them vanish. | think it proves I’ ve succeeded, but | have no way of knowing. The
chances are countless millions to one againgt my landing an experiment in my own immediate future, with
al the measureless vastness of time lying open. And, of course, | can’'t guideit.”

“Suppose you landed in your own past?’ queried Eric.

Dow gmiled.

“The eternal question,” he said. “ The inevitable objection to the very idea of time travel. Well, you never
did, did you?Y ou know it

never happened! | think there must be someinflexible law which for-bids the same arrangement of
matter, the pattern which isone’ s self, from occupying the same space time more than once. Asif any
given section of space time were adesign in which any arrangement of atomsis possible, except that no
pattern may appear exactly twice.

“Y ou see, we know of time only enough to be surethat it’ sfar beyond any human understanding. Though
| think the past and the future may be visited, which on the face of it seemsto predicate an absolutely
preordained future, afixed and unchangesable past—yet | do not believe that timeis arbitrary. There must
be many possible fu-tures. The one we enter upon is not the only way. Have you ever heard that theory
explained? It' s not anew one—theideathat at every point of our progress we confront crossroads, with
afree choice asto which we take. And adifferent future lies down each.

“I can trangport you into the past, and you can create events there which never took placein the past we
know—but the events are not new. They were ordained from the beginning, if you took that partic-ular
path. Y ou are smply embarking upon a different path into a different future, afixed and preordained
future, yet one which will be strange to you because it lies outside your own layer of experience. So you
haveinfinitefreedom in al your actions, yet everything you can possibly do isareedy fixed intime.”
“Why, then—then there s no limit to the excitement aman could find in navigeting time,” said Eric dmost
reverently. And then in sud-den urgency, “ Dow, you' ve got to fix it up for me! Thisiswhat I’ ve been
hunting!”

“Areyou crazy, boy? Thisisnothing that can ever be proved safe except by the actud experiment, and
the experiment could never re-turn. Y ou know that, don't you? From what blind groping I’ ve done, it
seemsto methat timeis not a constant flow, but an ebb and flux that can’t be measured. It would be
hard to explain to you. But you couldn’t return—couldn’t guide yourself. Y ou wouldn't daretry it!”

“I'm fed up with certainty and safety! And asfor returning, what have | hereto return to? No, you can't
scareme. I'vegot totry it!”

“Absolutely no,” said Dow firmly.

But three months later he was standing under the greet skylight of hislaboratory, watching Eric bucklea
flat metal pack on his heavy young shoulders. Though reluctance il lined the scientist’ sface, under its
shock of white hair he was dight dmost as hotly as the younger man, with the tremendous adventure of
what was about to

happen. It had taken weeks of persuasion and argument, and he was not wholly at ease even yet about
the experiment, but the fever that burned in Eric Rosner was not to be denied.

Now that the way was open, it seemed to Eric that dl hislife he had lived toward this moment in the
laboratory. The need for thislaunching upon time' s broad river was what had driven him restless and
feverish through the petty adventures which life had shown him. Peace was upon him now for thefirst
time in months. There was something rather awe-inspiring about it.

“Look here,” broke in Water Dow upon the raptness of his mood. “ Are you sure you understand?’

“I don’'t understand anything about the works, and | don’'t much care,” said Eric. “All I know isI’mto



snap these switches here’-—he laid big sunburned hands on the two rods at his belt—"when | want to
move dong. That will throw out the anchor. Right?’

“Asfar asit goes, yes. That will increase your inertia sufficiently to make you immune to time and space
and matter. Y ou will beinert mentally and physicaly. You' Il snk down, so to speak, to the bedrock,
while timeflows past you. | havein this pack on your back, connect-ing with the switchesin the belt, the
meansto increase your inertiauntil no outside force can interrupt it. And amechanism there will permit
the switchesto remain thrown until one smdl part, insulated from the inertiain atiny time space of its
own, trips, the switches again and up-anchors. And if my caculations are correct—and | think they
are—there you'll bein some other age than ours. Y ou can escape from it by throwing the switches again
and returning to inertia, to be released after an interva by the automeatic insulated mechanismin your
pack. Got it?’

“Got it!” Eric grinned al over his good-looking, sunburned face. “ Everything ready now?’

“Y es—yes, except that—are you sure you want to risk it? This may be plain murder, boy! | don’'t know
what will happen!”

“That' sthe beauty of it—not knowing. Don't worry, Walter. Cdl it suicide, not murder, if that helpsyou
any. I’m going now. Good-by.”

Dow choked alittle as he gripped the younger man’s hand hard, but Eric’ s face was shining with the
fever to be gone, and at the laste the scientist was ddmost reconciled by the sight of that rapt face. Almost
he saw in the last instant before the switches closed a purpose vaster than his own, sweeping the work of
his hands and the exultant young man before him into awhole that fulfilled some greater need than he
could guess.

Then Eric's hands dropped to his belt. Onelast instant he stood
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there, tal under the clear radiance of the skylight, blond and sun-burned, the tale of hisriotous, brawling
life clear upon his scarred, young face, but upon it, too, araptness and an eagerness that sent aquick
stab of unreasoning hope through the scientist’ smind. Surely success would crown this experiment.
Surely dl the vitd, throbbing diveness, the strength and seasoned toughness of this brawny young man
before him could not snuff into nothing as the switches closed. Danger awaited him—yes, danger against
which the gun at hisbelt might not avail at dl. But splendor, too. Splendor— Envy clouded Dow’ seyes
for amoment, as the switches closed.

Pest Eric' s eyes eternity ebbed blindingly. Rushing blankness closed over him, but he was conscious of
infinite motion, infinite change passing over him, by him, through him, as events beyond imagination
streamed past that anchorage in inertia' s eterna bedrock. For atime-less eternity it lasted. And
then—and then.— A confusion of noises from very far away began to sound in hisears.

That rushing blurriness abated and dowed and by degrees took on a nebulous shape. He was looking
down from aheight of about thirty feet upon a street scene which heidentified roughly as Elizabethan by
the costumes of those who moved through the crowd below him.

Something was wrong. The machine could not have worked per-fectly somehow, for he did not fed that
he was actudly present. The scene was uncertain and wavery, like afaulty film reflecting upon an uneven
screen. There must have been an obstruction somewhere in that particular time section, though what it
was he never knew.

Heleaned forward for afew minutes, looking down eagerly through the hazy uncertainty that shrouded
the place. He did not seem to himsdlf to be resting on anything; yet he was conscious of that for-ward
bending as helooked down. It wasinexplicable.

The noisesrose up to him now loudly, now softly, from the shift-ing, pushing throng. Shopkeepers
bawled their wares from both sides of the street. Apprentice boys darted to and fro through the crowd,

waylaying passers-by.



A girl inascarlet cloak flung open awindow and leaned out to wave a message to someone below, her
bright hair faling about her face. In the room behind her, dimly seen, another girl moved forward and
flung both arms about her wai s, laughing, dragging her back. Their merriment rose clearly to Eric’'sears.
But al thiswas not redl. That cloudiness hazed it over time and again, until his eyes ached from trying to
follow what was happening.

Regretfully, he reached for the switches at his belt, and in a bresth the whole place shimmered and
vanished. Oblivion in atorrent poured over him as the centuries plunged by over the bedrock inertiato
which he was anchored.

The automeatic workings of the time machine on his shoulders clicked on. Then the switches threw
themselves and the blankness cleared from Eric’smind again. He found himself staring through ascreen
of leaves upon agrassy meadow through which trickled asmall brook. He was tangibly, actualy herethis
time, standing on soft turf and feding the stir of a breeze through the leaves.

Over the dope of the meadow before him dingy white sheep moved dowly. A little curly-haired boy ina
brief leather garment leaned on the grass drowsily, watching them. Sun lay yellow over the whole scene.
It was peaceful and dreamy as an idyl, but for some obscure reason Eric’ s hands moved to his belt
amog of their own accord, afeding of disgppointment stirring vaguely in hismind. Thiswas not what he
sought. Sought? Was he seeking? Almost one might think so, he told himself.

The thought troubled him as he clicked the switches at hisbelt. What wasit that by its absence here
made him dismiss theidyllic scene with aglance? He was hunting something, restlesdy searching through
the ages for—something. Then thetidal rush of the centuries over his anchorage blotted out wonder and
dl dseinitsoblivion.

Sunlight like aphysical blow crashed down about him—blazing hot sun that beat violently upon marble
pavement and struck blindingly up again into his eyes. For afew seconds he was aware of nothing more
than thisintolerable glare. Gradually out of the blazing heat the lines of marble walls became clear about
him. He stood upon the floor of adazzling white marble pit about twenty feet square. Againgt the
oppositewall lay aman whose naked, blood-spattered body was so gtill under the down-blazing heat
that Eric could not be surethat hewas dive.

He had seen this much before the rising babble of excited voices above him mounted loud enough to
pierce his dazed surprise. Hes looked up. Leaning over the pit's rim were faces—faces and arms and
here and there atrail of velvet robe, abright scarf’ sfringe. They were the faces of aristocrats, fine and
dissipated and cruel. But dl expres-sion was wiped from every one now.

In that first glance he had of them he thought they must be Romans. He had little to judge by save their
hair dressing, and only a

momentary glimpse of that; for, as he raised his head, his eyes met the strange, smoke-bitie eyes of a
woman who leaned upon the marble rim just in front of him, and above. A little space separated her from
those on each Sde. He had the swift impression that she was of higher rank than the res—some fleeting
touch of arrogance and pride in the face looking down on him. And it was afamiliar face. Why he could
not guess, but in that glimpse of her he was sure that he had seen those features somewhere before, and
recently.

Then she lifted one bare arm upon whaose whiteness the sun struck dazzlingly, and pointed downward.
From behind her came the sound of meta upon stone, and in the blinding light he saw aman’sarm move
swiftly. The sun struck upon along shaft of stedl. The spear was hurtling straight for his breast ashis
hands flew to hisbelt. The switches clicked, and in one great sweeping blur the whole scene vanished.
After that came ablurry interva of unthinkable inertness. The cen-turies poured past. Then redlity burst
upon him again as the switches clicked off. He choked suddenly and gasped as air thicker and moister
than theair of atropica swamp smothered hislungs. He stood there for amoment struggling withit,
forcing himself to evener breathing, as his bewildered gaze swept the scene before him.

He stood in asguare of ruined walls that must once have been asmal building, though roof and sides had
vanished now and little was | eft but a crumbling square outlining the long-fallen house. Toonesdea



higher heap of sone, which was dl that was | €eft of the western wall, obstructed hisview of what lay
beyond. Over the falen blocks before him he could see avast paved square dotted with other build-ings
faleninto ruin. And beyond these, under aheavily clouded sky through which the obscured sun poured in
aqueer, grayly radiant light, buildings of barbaric colors and utterly dien architecturelifted their
Cyclopean heights, massive asthe walls of Kamak, but too strangely constructed to awake any
memories.

Even at this distance he recognized those darker blotches upon the tremendous walls asthe sign of a
coming dissolution. It was acity more awfully impressive than any he had ever dreamed of, stlanding
gigantic under the low, gray sky of this swamplike world—but its glory was past. Here and there gapsin
the colossal walls spoke of fallen blocks and ruined buildings. By thethick, primordia ar and the swamp
smell and the unrecognizable architecture he knew that he gazed upon ascene of immorta antiquity, and
his breath came quicker as he stared, wondering where the people were whose

Cyclopean city thiswas, what name they bore and if history had ever recorded it.

A medley of curious sounds coming nearer awoke him from the awed trance into which he had sunk.
Feet shuffling over pavement, the clang of metal shivering against metd, hoarse breathing, and astrange,
intermittent hissing he could not account for. It came from that part of the great square which the
crumbling wal beside him hid.

That queer hissing sounded loud. Some oneyeled in agrowling guttura, and he heard the beat of running
feet, staggering and uncer-tain, coming nearer. Then afigure that was a dazzle of white and scarlet
flashed through the aperture in the crumbling wall where adoor must once have been. It was agirl. Her
choked breath beat loud in the narrow place, and the scarlet that stained and streaked her was bright
blood that gushed in ominous spurts from adeep gash in her Sde. Shewasincredibly whitein the sunless
day of thisprimordia city. Afterward he could never remember much more than that—her dazzling
whiteness and the blood pumping in measured spurts from severed arteries—and the smoke blueness of
her eyes.

He did not know what she had worn, or anything €l se about her, for his eyes met the smoky darkness of
hers, and for atimeless moment they stared at one another, neither moving. He knew her. She was that
royal Roman who had condemned him to death in the sun-hot pit; she was the laughing, red-cloaked girl
who had leaned from the Elizabethan window. Incredibly, unquestionably, they three were the same
blue-eyed girl.

A ydl and a scrambling sound outside roused her from her tranced stare. He wondered wildly if he had
not seen puzzled recognition in her filming eyesin that onelong ingtant before she swung staggering
toward the door. He knew she was dying as she turned, but some inner compulsion held him back, so
that he did not offer to support her, only stood watching. After al, there was no help for her now. The
smoke-blue eyes were glazing and life gushed scarlet out of her riven sde.

He saw her red back againgt the broken wall, and again he heard that strange hissing as her right hand
rose and from ashining cylinder grasped in it along stream of blue heeat flared. Therewas ayell from
outside. A throbbing silence broken only by the spatter of the girl’sblood on the pavement. And then
something very strange happened.

She turned and glanced over her shoulder and her eyes met his. Something choked in histhroat. He was
very near understanding a

great many thingsin that ingant while her filming blue gaze held his

—why he had fdt so urgently dl hislife long the need of something be had never neared, until now—
Words rushed to hislips, but he never spoke them. Theinstant passed in aflash.

Thegirl inthat illuminating moment must have redlized some-thing yet hidden from him, for her lips
trembled and an infinite ten-derness softened her glazing eyes. And at the same instant her hand rose
again, and for thelast time he heard that searing hiss. She had turned her namel ess weapon upon herself.
Inaflare of blue brilliance he saw her literdly melt before his eyes. The stones glowed hot, and the smdll
of burned flesh filled the inclosure. And Eric went sick with a sensation of devadtating loss. Shewas



dead—gone—out of al reach now, and the universe was so empty that— He had no time to waste on
his own emotion, for through the broken wall was pouring amob of shambling things that were not yet
men.

Big, hairy, apish brutes brandishing clubs and heavy stones, they surged in adisordered mob through the
ruined stones. One or two of them carried curioudly shaped rusty swords of no recognizable pat-tern.
And Eric understood.

Dying, the girl would not leave even her untenanted body to their defilement. Pride had turned her hand
to lay the consuming beam upon herself—an inbred pride that could have come only from genera-tions of
proud ancestry. It was a gesture as aristocratic and asin-tensdly civilized as the weapon that destroyed
her. He would have known by that gesture alone, without her flame-thrower or the un-mistakable
fineness of her body and her face, that she was eonsin advance of the beasts shefled.

In the brief second while the brute-men stood awed in the broken wall,, staring at the charred heap upon
the pavement and at the tall golden man who stood over it, Eric’'s mind was busy, turning over quick
wonderings and speculations even as his hands reached for the switches at his belt.

Her race must have reared that immense, unearthly city, long ago. A forgotten race, wisein forgotten
arts. Perhaps not born of earth. And the hordes of brutish things which would one day become men must
have assailed them astime beat down their Cyclopean city and thinned their inbred ranks.

Thisgirl, this unknown, unimaginably far-distant girl, perhaps star-born, certainly very dien—had died as
al her race must be doomed to die, until the last flicker of that stupendous civilization was stamped out
and earth forgot the very existence of the dim, long-legged human

race which had once dwelt upon her surface when her own primordia man was still an gpish beast.
But—they had not wholly died. He had seen her in other ages. Her smoky eyes had |ooked down upon
him in the Roman pit; her own gay voice had called across the Elizabethan street. He was very sure of
that. And the queer, stunning sense of loss which had swept over him as he saw her dielightened. She
had died, but she was not gone. Her daughters lived through countless ages. He would find her again,
somewhere, somehow, in some other age and land. He would comb the centuries until he found her. And
he would ask her then what her last long stare had meant, so meltingly tender, so surely recognizing, as
she turned the blue-hot blaze upon herself. He would— A deep-throated bellow from the doorway in the
wall gartled him

out of histhoughts even as he redlized their absurdity. The foremost of the brute-men had overcome his
awe. Helifted arusty sword, forged by what strange hands for what unknown and forever forgot-ten
purpose there was no way of knowing, and plunged forward.

Bardly intime, Eric’ s hands closed on the switches and the stupen-dous, time-forgotten city swirled
sidewise and melted forever into the abysses of the past.

In the mental and physica inertiathat drowned him with its oblivion as the current closed he waited
moveless, and once more the centuries rushed by. Theinexorable machinery clicked, on. After atimeless
interva light broke again. He awoke into more than tropical sultriness, the stench of mud and musk and
welter of prehistoric swamps. There was nothing here save great splashing mongters and the wriggling life
of hot seas. He flicked the switches again.

The next time abroad plain surrounded him, featureess to the ho-rizon, unrecognizable, and the next a
horde of hairy, yeling men charged up arocky hill upon whose height he had materidized. After that he
visted and lft in rapid succession aruined templein the midst of ajungle, acamp of ragged nomads with
dant eyes and crooked legs, and an inexplicable foggy place through which rever-berated the roar of
staccato guns which sounded like no guns he had ever heard. Nowhere appeared the girl with the
smoke-blue eyes.

He was beginning to despair, when, after so many flashing scenesthat he had lost count of them, the
darkness of rushing centuries faded into adawning scene of noise and confusion. He stood upon the
trampled earth of a courtyard, hot under the rays of abroiling, noon-high sun.

He heard shoutsin an unknown tongue, the trample of horses' feet and the impatient jingle of harness, the



creak of whedls. Through the shining dust that eddied, cloudlike, under the feet of the crowd that bustled
about the inclosure, he made out atrain of heavy wagons about which strange, short, bearded men
swarmed in busy confusion, heaving crates and balesinto the vehiclesand caling in odd gutturals. Men
on horseback galloped to and fro recklesdy through the crowd, and the heavy-headed oxen stood in
patient twos at each wagon.

Eric found himsdf in acorner of thelow wall that circled the yard, and, in the tumult, quite unnoticed so
far. He stood there quietly, hand resting lightly on the butt of his revolver, watching the scene. He could
not guess where he was, in what land or time, in the presence of what dien race. The men were dl little
and dark and hairy, and somehow crooked, like gnomes. He had never heard atongue like the gutturals
they mouthed.

Then at the far side of the courtyard alane opened in the crowd, and through it acolumn of the crooked
brown men with curly-pronged pikes across their shoulders came marching. They had acap-tive with
them—agirl. A tal girl, dim and straight, high-headed. Eric leaned forward eagerly. Yes, it was she. No
mistaking the poise of that high, dark head, the swing of her body as she walked. As she came nearer he
saw her eyes, but he did not need the smoky blue darkness of them to convince him.

She wore manacles on her wrists, and chains clanked between her ankles as she walked. A lesther tunic
hung from one shoulder in tat-ters, belted at the waist by atwisted thong from which an empty scab-bard
swung. Shewaked very proudly among the gnarled soldiers, looking out over their headsin studied
disdain. At aglance the highbred aristocracy of her was clear, and he could not mistake the fact that her
own people must be centuries in advance of the squat, dark race which held her captive.

The clamor had quieted now in the courtyard. Dust was settling over the long wagon train, the
low-headed oxen, the horsemen sta-tioned at intervals dong the line. In silence, the crowd fell back as
the soldiers and their aloof captive paced dowly acrossthe courtyard. Tensonwasin theair.

Eric had the vague feding that he should know what wasto come. A haunting familiarity about this scene
teased him. He racked areluc-tant memory as he watched the procession near the center of the great
yard. A stone block stood there, worn and stained. Not until thetall

girl had actually reached that block, and the soldiers were forcing her to her knees, did Eric remember.
Sacrifice—aways before a caravan set forth in the very old days, when the gods were greedy and had to
be bribed with human lives.

Hisgunwasin hishand and he was plunging forward through the startled crowd before he quite redlized
what he was doing. They gave way before him in sheer amazement, faling back and staring with bulging
eyesat thissudden gpparition in their midst of atal, yellow-headed Juggernaut yelling like amadman as
he surged forward.

Not until he had reached theline of soldiersdid he meet any resst-ance. They turned on him in gutturaly
shouting fury, and he shot them down as fast as his revolver would pump bullets. At that range he could
not miss, and six of the squat gnomes crumpled to the dust in a haze of blue gun smoke.

They must have thought him agod, dealing death in acrash of thunder and the hot blaze of lightning. They
ghrieked in panic terror, and the courtyard emptied like magic. Horses plunged and reared, squedling.
Pandemonium streamed out of the inclosure, leaving behind only a haze of churned dust, dowly settling.
Through the shimmer of it, across the huddle of bodies, Eric looked again into the smoky eyes of that girl
he had last seen under the stupendous walls of the time-buried city. And again he thought he saw a
puzzled and un-comprehending recognition on her face, shining even thrbugh her ter-ror. She fronted him
resolutely, standing up proudly in her chains and staring with frightened eyes that would not admit their
fear.

“Don't bedfraid,” he said in as gentle avoice as he could com-mand, for he knew the tone would
convey amessage, though the words did not. “We' d better get out of here before they come back.”
Hewas reloading his gun as he spoke. She still did nothing but stare, wide-eyed, rigid in sternly
suppressed terror. There was no time to waste now trying to quiet her fears. Already he saw dark,
bearded faces peering around corners at him. He skirted the hegp of falen sol-diers and swung the girl



off her feet. She gasped as his arms closed, but no other sound escaped her as he hoisted her over one
shoulder, holding her there with a clasp around her knees so that he might have his gun hand free. With
long, unhurried strides he left the courtyard.

A mud-walled village ringed the big inclosure. Serenely, he went down the dusty street, wary eyes
scanning the building, gun ready in one hand and the chained girl dung across his heavy shoulder. From
behind shelter they watched him go, tall and golden under the noon-day sun, agod out of nowhere.
Legends were to grow up about that

noon' s events—agod come down to earth to claim his sacrifice in person.

When he reached the outskirts of the village he paused and set the girl on her feet, turning his attention to
the shackles that bound her. The chains were gpparently for ceremonia use rather than utilitarian, for in
his powerful hands they snapped easly, and after abrief strug-gle with the meta links he had her free of
chains, though the anklets and cuffs still gripped her limbs. These he could not loosen, but they were not
heavy and she could, he thought, wear them without discom-fort. He rose asthe last chain gavein his
hands, and stared round the wide circle of rolling hillsthat hemmed them in.

“What now?’ he asked, looking down at her.

The uncertainty of his attitude and the query in hisvoice must have reassured her that hewas at least
human, for the look of terror faded alittle from her eyes and she glanced back down the Street asiif
searching for pursuers, and spoke to him—for thefirst time he heard her voice—in alow, lilting tongue
that startled him by the hint of fa-miliarity he caught in its cadences. He had a smattering of many
lan-guages, and he was sure that this was akin to one he knew, but for the moment he could not placeit.
When he did not answer she laid an impatient hand on hisarm and pulled him dong afew steps, then
paused and looked up inquir-ingly. Clearly she was anxiousto leave the village. He shrugged and
gestured helplesdy. She nodded, asif in understanding, and set off at arapid pace toward the hills. He
followed her.

It was atireless pace she set. The metd circles on wrists and ankles seemed not to hinder her, and she
led theway over hill after hill, through clumps of woodland and past a swamp or two, without dackening
her pace. For hoursthey traveled. The sun did down the sky; the shadows lengthened across the hills.
Not until darkness came did she pause. They had reached alittle hollow ringed with trees. On one side of
it arocky outcropping formed a shelter, and a spring bubbled up among the stones. It was an ideal spot
for acamp.

She turned and spoke for the second time, and he knew then why her language was familiar. Definitely it
was akin to the Basgue tongue. He had once had opportunity to pick up alittle of that queer, ancient
language, perhaps the oldest spoken in the world. It isthought to be the last remnant of the pre-Aryan
tongues, and linked with vanished races and forgotten times. And the supposition must have been true,
for thisgirl’ s speech echoed it in bafflingly familiar

phrases. Or—he paused here—was he in the future or the past from his own time? Well, no matter—she
was saying something dl but in-comprehensible about fire, and looking about among the underbrush. Eric
shrugged off his speculations on the subject of tongues and helped her gather firewood.

His matches caused her afew minutes of awe-struck terror when the fire was kindled under the
overhanging rocks of the hillsde. She quieted after abit, though, and presently pressed him to a seat by
the fire and vanished into the dark. He waited uneasily until she returned, stepping softly into the light with
akicking rabbit in her hands. He never understood, then or later, how it was that she could vanish into
the hillsand return with some smdl anima unhurt in her arms. He could scarcdly believe her swift enough
to run them down, and she had nothing with which to make snares. It was one of the many mys-teries
about her that he never fathomed.

They skinned and cleaned the little beast with his hunting knife, and she broiled it over the smoldering
cods. It was larger and stronger than the rabbits of his own day, and its meat was tough and sharply
tangy.

Afterward they sat by the carefully banked fire and tried to talk. Her name was Maia. Her peoplelivedin



adirection vaguely eastward and about one day’ sjourney away, in awhite-walled city. All his at-tempts
to learn in what age he found himself werée fruitless. He thought from her dmaost incomprehensible speech
that shewastelling him how ancient her race was, and how it had descended through countless
generations from arace of godswho dwelt in asky-high city in the world’ sbeginning. It was al so vague
and broken that he could not be sure.

Shelooked at him agreat deal out of grave blue eyes as she talked, and therewasin their depthsa
haunted remembrance. He wasto recdll that look of hers more clearly than anything else about her,
af-terward. So many times he caught the puzzled, brooding gaze searching hisfacein troubled
incomprehension.

He sat there silently, scarcely heeding the occasiond low cadences of her voice. He waslearning the
grave, sweet lines of her young face,. the way her eyestilted ever so faintly at the corners, the smooth
plane of her cheek, the curved line on which her lips closed. And sometimes the wonder of their mesting,
through so many ages, came down upon him bresthlessy, the redlization of something too vast and
strange and wonderful to put into words, and he stared into the sweet, famil-iar face dmost with awe,
thinking of those other grave, dark eyes and serene faces, so like hers, that ranged through time. There
wasa

tremendous purpose behind that patterning of faces through the cen-turies, too great for him to grasp.
Hewatched her tak, the firdight turning that dearly familiar face ruddy, and shining in the deep, troubled
blueness of her eyes, and a strange and sudden tenderness came over him. He bent forward, acatchin
histhroat, laying his hands over hers, looking into the memory-haunted depths of her eyes.

He said not aword, but he stared deep and long, and he could have sworn that sudden answer lighted in
her gaze, for one swift ingtant blotting out that puzzled straining after remembrance and turning her whole
face serene and lovely with understanding. The moment held them enchanted, warm in the deeps of
something so bregthlessy lovely that hefelt the sting of sudden hotness behind hiseyes. In that instant all
puzzlement and incomprehens on was swept aside and the answer to the great purpose behind their
meetings hovered dmost within grasp.

Then, without warning, the girl’ s face crumpled into tears and she snatched her hands away, legping to
her feet with the long, startled bound of awild thing and facing him in the firdight with clenched fists and
swimming eyes. It was not rebellion againg his clasp of her hands—surely she could see that he meant no
violence—but arevolt against someinner enemy that dwelt behind the tear-bright blue eyes. She stood
irresolutely there for amoment, then made a helplesslittle gesture and dropped to the ground once more,
sitting there with bowed shoulders and bent head, staring into the embers.

Presently her voice began softly, spesking in little disconnected phrasesthat fell monotonoudy into the
slence. He made out enough to understand her sudden revulsion against that strange and lovely oneness
of understanding that had gripped them both. She was be-trothed. She made him redlize that it was more
than the smple plighting of vows between lovers. He caught vague referencesto religious ceremonies,
marriage of high priest and chosen virgin, tem-ple rites and the anger of ajedlous god. That much he
understood.

She must fulfill the requisites of the priest god' s bride. No man must touch her until she cameinto the holy
embrace of the church. She must not even know love for another man. And that, perhaps, waswhy she
hed pulled away from him in the firdight and struggled through tears with an inner enemy that reached
traitoroudy out to the golden stranger who held her hands.

She was unshakable in her devotion to that concept. Eric had

known, from the moment he first looked into her smoke-filled eyes, that shewould be faithful to any ided
that stirred her. A girl like this had destroyed the body from which her soul was dipping, that barbar-ians
might not defileit. A girl likethis, imperioudy roya and inflexi-bly cruel, had watched torturein asun-hot
pit, refusing to doubt her civilization's concept of the divine right of emperors over their sub-jects’ lives.
She was stubborn, thisgirl. Stubborn in her beliefs whether they were kind or crud. She was of the stuff
from which mar-tyrs are made.



They stood watch in turn over the fire that night, she inasting on her share of it with agrave certainty that
brooked no opposition. What the dangers were which made it impossible for both to deep at once he
did not know. On those times when he dropped off into dumber the last thing his closing eyes saw was
the girl Maia sfigure, dim and round in her torn leather tunic, warm in thefirdight, serenein her
determination upon her life s ordered plan. Nothing could swerve her. She was so fine—— An ache
came up in histhroat as he closed his eyes.

When he awoke in the morning she had brought in abrace of small, fat birds like quail and was preparing
them at the edge of the spring. She smiled gravely as he sat up, but she said nothing, and she did not look
at him any more than she could help. She wastaking no

chanceswith that traitor within. -

In silence, they shared the birds she cooked over the embers. After-ward he tried to make her
understand that he would take her asfar asthe gates of her city. At first she demurred. She knew this
country well. She was strong and young, wisein the lore of the hills. She needed no escort. But Eric
could not bring himsdf to leave her until he must. That moment of crysta understanding, the warm, sweet
unity they had shared even for so short a breath had forged a bond be-tween them that he could not bear
to break.

And at last she consented. They spoke very little after that. They put out the fire and set off again over
therolling hillstoward the bright patch on the sky where the sun wasrising. All day they trav-dled. In her
mysterious, secret way she found another rabbit when hunger came on them around noontide, and they
paused to edt. In the afternoon the pack on his back that held that time machine begantoirk Eric’s
Viking strength. She eyed it curioudly as he hitched his load forward to ease its burden, but she said
nothing.

Twilight was darkening over the hillswhen Maia paused on the crest of alittle rise and pointed ahead.
Eric saw apattern of white houses ringed by a broken wall alittle way distant upon the crown of
ahigher hill than the rest. And here she madeit clear that she must leave him. He was not to accompany
her within sght of thecity walls.

He stood on the hilltop, watching her go. She did not look back. She walked lightly, surely, thelong
grass breaking like green surf about her knees, her head high and resolute. He watched her until she
passed, alittle far-off figure, under the broken wall, and its gateway swallowed her up out of hissight
forever. And in hisheart was amin-gling of pain and loss and high anticipation. For he was growing
in-creasingly sure now that there was much more than chance behind these brief and seemingly so futile
mestings with the one deathless, blue-eyed girl.

Helad hishands on the switches at his belt confidently asthat proudly moving young figure vanished
under the gate. He had lost her

—hbut not for long. Somewhere in the velled, remote future, some-wherein the unexplored past she
waited him. Hisfingers closed over the switch.

Darkly the rush of centuries swept over him, blotting away the hills and the green meadows between, and
the namel ess white city that was crumbling into decay. He would never see Maiaagain, but there were
other Maias, waiting. Oblivion swallowed him up and hisimpattience and his dawning conviction of a
vast purpose behind hisjour-neyings, in the great grayness of its peace.

Out of that blankness a blue day dawned, bright over amoated cas-tl€ s battlements. From ahilltop
perhaps a quarter of amile away he saw the surge of armored men under the walls, heard shouts and the
clang of metd on metd drifting to him on the gentleness of alittle breeze. And it occurred to him how
often it was upon scenes of gtrife and sudden death that he chanced in his haphazard journeying. He
wondered if they had been o thick in the past that the odds were againgt his coming into peaceful places,
or if hisown life of danger and adventuring had any influence upon the pointsin timewhich hevisited so
briefly.

But it mattered little. He looked around searchingly, wondering if another blue-eyed Maia dwelt near him
inthismedieval world. But there was nothing here. Green forest closed in at the hill” sfoot. Save for the



castle there was no sign of civilization, no sign of men but for the shouting besiegers. Perhgps shelived
somewherein this blue, primitive world, but he could not risk a search for her. She was e se-where, too.
Suddenly he was awed by the certainty of that—the incomprehens-

ble vastness of his certainty and of her presence. She was everywhere. From time’ sbeginning totime's
close—shewas. No era had not known her; no spot on the world' s surface had not felt the press of her
feet. And though theinfinite future and the infinite past held her, and the earth’ sfarthest corners, yetin
redity every incarnation of her was here and now, available to him with no greater interva between her
countless daughters than the instant flash of the centuries that poured over him when the switches closed.
She was omnipresent, eternal. He knew her presencesin the oblivion that swallowed him as his hands
gripped the switches again and the beleaguered castle melted into the past.

Two children were playing by ashallow river. Eric walked dowly to-ward them through the warm sand.
A littlegirl, alittle boy in brief tunics of soiled white. Perhaps ten years old they were, and absorbed in
their play at the water’ s edge. Not until his shadow fdll acrosstheir castle of rocks and sand did they
look up. And the girl child’s eyeswere blue as smokein her smdl, tanned face.

Those familiar eyesmet his. For along moment she stared. Then she smiled hesitantly, very sweetly, and
roseto her bare feet, shaking the sand from her tunic and looking up at him still witb that grave, sweet
amileilluminating her smal face and aqueer hesitation check-ing her speech.

Atlagt shesaid, “ Ou € voo?” inthe softest, gentlest voice imagi-nable. It was remotely recognizable as
atongue that might one day be

—or once had been—French. “Who are you?’

“Jesuis Eric,” betold gravely.

She shook her head alittle. “ Zh n"compTen—-." she began doubt-fully, in that strange, garbled tongue
s0 like French. But she broke off in her denia, for though the name was strange to her yet he was sure he
saw recognition begin to dawn in the smoke-blue eyes he knew so wdll. “ Zh voo Z ai vu?’

“Haveyou?' he asked her very gently, trying to distort his French into the queer sounds of hers. “Have
you redly seen me before?’

“I thought s0,” she murmured shyly, bewilderment muting her speech until it sounded scarcely above a
childish whisper. “I have seen your face before—somewhere, once—long ago. Have 1? Have |—Erie? |
do not know your name. | never heard it before. But your face— you—— 0, Eric dear—I do love you!”
Halfway through that speech she bad changed her “ voo™ to the

“tu” of intimacy, and thelast of it came out on alittle rush of child-ish affection, “Eric, cher—zh

t'aimel”

Somewhere back among the willows that lined the shalow stream awoman’ svoice called sharply. The
sound of feet among dead |eaves approached. The little boy jumped to hisfeet, but the girl seemed not to
hear. She waslooking up at Eric with wide blue eyes, her small face rapt with achild’ s swift adoration.
Ten years older and she might have questioned the possibility of that instant recognition, perhaps
unconscioudy checked the instant warmth that rose within her, but the child’s mind accepted it without
question.

The woman was very near now. He knew he must not frighten her. He stooped and kissed thelittle girl’s
cheek gently. Then hetook her by the shoulders and turned her toward the woods into which the boy
had aready vanished.

“Go to your mother,” hetold her softly. And he laid his hands again on the switches. She was beginning
to know him, he thought, astheriver bank swirled sdewise into nothingness. Each time they met the
recognition grew stronger. And though there was no continuity in their meetings, so that he seemed to be
jumping back and forth through time and this child might be the remote ancestress or the far descendant
of hisresolute Maia, yet somehow—by no racid memory surely, for it was not down adirect line of
women that he progressed, but haphazardly to and fro through their ranks—somehow they were
beginning to know him. Oblivion blotted out his puzzling.



Out of the rushing dark asted-walled city blazed into sudden, harsh life. He stood on one tower of its
many heights, looking out and down over adizzy visaof distancesthat sivam with the reflections of
sunlight on stedl. He stood till for amoment, shading his eyes and staring. But he was impatient.
Something ingtinctive in him, growing stronger now and surer of itsalf asthis strange chain of circumstance
and mesting drew on to its conclusion, told him that what he sought lay nowherein this section out of
time. Without a glance around the stupendous steel marvel of the city he gripped the switches once more,
and in ashimmer and adazzle the shining metropolis melted into oblivion.

A burgt of wild ydling like the voices of wolves baying from savage human throats smote through the
darkness a him even before the sght of what was coming. Then aplank flooring was under hisfeet and
he looked out over atossing surface of tousled heads and brandished fists and weapons, toward another
platform, this of stone,

the height of his across the thunderous sea of the mob. The crackle of flames was mounting even above
that roaring. On the other platform, bound to atal, charred stake, ringed with fagots and rising flames,
the blue-eyed girl stood proudly. She was very straight againgt the pillar, chin high, looking out in disdain
over thetumult below.

For the breath of a second Eric glanced round him, snatching at strawsin afrantic effort to find some
way of saving her. On the plat-form behind him speechless amazement had stricken dumb alittle party of
men and women in brightly colored garments of i6th Cen-tury cut. They must have been nobles, viewing
the burning from thisfavored seet. Eric wasted only one glance at their supefied surprise. He swung
round again, his desperate eyesraking the mob. No hope there. It clamored for thetdl girl’ slifein one
tremendous, wolf-savage baying that ripped from every throat there in asingle blending roar.

“Witch!” they ydled. “ Death to the witch!” in an archaic English that he understood without too much
difficulty, ablood-hungry bay-ing that brooked no denid. They had not seen him yet. But the girl had.
Over their heads, through the little shimmering heat waves that were rising about her dready in veils of
scorching breath, her smoke-blue eyes met his. It was a meseting as tangible aimost as the meeting of
hands. And like the grip of hands so that gaze held, ste~dy and un-swerving for along moment—burning
witch of old England and tall young adventurer of modern America gazing with sure recognition in the
eyes of each. Eric's heart jJumped into a quickened beating as he saw the sureness in those smoke-blue
eyes he had gazed into so often. She knew him—uwithout any question or doubt she recognized him.
Over the wolf-baying of the mob he heard her voicein one high, clear scream.

“You' vecome! | knew you'd come!”

At the sound of it Sllence dropped over the crowd. Almost in one motion they swung round to follow her
ecdatic sare. And in thein-stant of their stricken surprise at the man they saw there, tall and golden
againgt the sky, afigure out of no experience they had ever had before—the witch’svoice rang clear.
“You' vecome 0O, | knew you would, inthe end. They aways said you would. They knew! And | must
diefor the knowledge | got from Them—but by that knowledge | know thisis not the end. Some-where,
some day, we will meet again. Good-by—good-by, my dearest!”

Her voice had not faltered, though the flames were licking up about her, and now, in agreat burst of
crimson, they caught in the fagots

and blazed up in agush that enveloped her in raving inferno. Choked with horror, Eric swung up hisgun
hand. The bark of the report sent half the crowd to its kneesin terror, and he saw through the flamesthe
girl’stdl figure dump suddenly against her bonds. Thismuch at least he could do.

Then, inthe midst of a silence so deep that the creak of the planks under his feet was|oud as he moved,
he sheathed the gun and closed his hands over the switches. Impatience boiled up in him asthe pros-trate
crowd and the flame-wrapped witch and the whole ugly scene before him redled into nothingness.

He was coming near the goa now. Each successive step found rec-ognition surer in her eyes. She knew
him in thisincarnation, and hewas full of confidence now that the end and the sol ution was near. For
though in dl their meetings there had been barriers, so that they two could never wholly know one
another or come into the unity of love and comprehension which each meeting promised, yet he knew
very surely thet in the end they must. All thishad not beeninvain.



In the oblivion that washed over him was S0 sure a consciousness of her omnipresence—in dl the
centuriesthat were sweeping past, in dl the lands those centuries washed over, throughout time and
pace and lifeitsalf, her ever-present loveliness—that he welcomed the darkness asif he embraced the
girl hersdf. It wasfull of her, onewith her. He could not lose her or be far from her or even miss her
now. She was ev-erywhere, dways. And the end was coming. Very soon—yvery soon he would know—
He woke out of the oblivion, blindly into darkness. Likethefold of

wingsit engulfed him. If he was standing on solid earth, he did not know it. He was Straining every faculty
to pierce that blinding dark, and he could not. It was aliving darkness, pulsing with anticipation. He
waited in slence,

Presently she spoke.

“I have waited so long,” she said out of the blacknessin her swest, clear voice that he knew so well he
did not need the evidence of hiseyesto tell him who spoke.

“Isthistheend?’ he asked her breathlessly. “Isthisthe god we' ve been traveling toward so long?’
“Theend?’ she murmured with alittle catch of mirth in her voice. “ Or the beginning, perhaps. Whereina
circleisend or beginning? It is enough that we are together &t last.”

“But what—why—"

“ Something went wrong, somewhere,” shetold him softly. “It doesn't matter now. We have expiated the
forgotten sinsthat kept us apart to the very end. Our troubled reflections upon the river of time sought
each other and never wholly met. And we, who should have been time's masters, struggled in the
changing currents and knew only that everything was wrong with us, who did not know each other.

“But dl that isended now. Our lives are lived out and we can es-cape time and space into our own place
at lagt. Our love has been so grest athing that though it never fulfilled itself, yet it brimmed time and the
void to overflowing, so that everywhere you adventured the knowledge of my present tormented
you—and | waited for you in vain. Forget it now. It'sover. We have found oursalves &t last.”

“If I could only seeyou,” he said fretfully, reaching out into the blackness. “It’'s so dark here. Where are
we?’

“Dark?’ the gentle voice laughed softly. “ Dark? My deares—thisis not darkness! Wait a
moment—herel”

Out of the night ahand clasped his. “Come with me.”

Together they stepped forward.

Greater Than Gods

The desk was glass-clear stedl, the mirror above it awindow that opened upon distance and sight and
sound whenever the televisor buzzer rang. Thetwo crystal cubes on the desk were three-dimen-siona
photographs of a sort undreamed of before the Twenty-third Century dawned. But between them on the
desk lay aletter whose message was older that the history of writing itsdlf.

“My darling—" it beganinaman’ssrongly danting handwriting. But there Bill Cory had laid down his
pen and run despairing fingers through his hair, looking from one crysta -cubed photograph to the other
and swearing alittle under his breath. It wasfine stuff, he told himself savagely, when aman couldn’t even
make up his mind which of two girls he wanted to marry. Biology House of Science City, that trusted so
fathfully the keenness and clarity of Dr. William Cory’ s decisons, would have shuddered to see him

now.

For the hundredth time that afternoon he looked from one girl’ sfaceto the other, smiling a him from the
crystal cubes, and chewed hislip unhappily. On hisleft, in the trand ucent block that had captured an
immortal moment when dark MartaMayhew smiled, the three-dimensiond picture looked out at him with
aflash of violet eyes. Dr. MartaMayhew of Chemisiry House, ivory whiteness and satin blackness. Not
at dl the sort of picture the mind conjures up of aleading chemist in Science City which housesthe
greatest scientistsin the world.

Bill Cory wrinkled hisforehead and |ooked at the other girl. Sdlie Carlide dimpled a him out of the
crydd, asred aslifeitsdf to thelast flying tendril of fair curlsthat seemed to float on abreeze frozen
eternaly into glass. Bill reached out to turn the cube alittle, bringing the ddlicate line of her profileinto



view, and it was asif time stood il in the crystalline deeps and pretty Salle in the breathing flesh paused
for an eternd moment with her profile turned awvay.

After along moment Bill Cory sighed and picked up his pen. After the “ darling” of theletter he wrote
firmly, “ Sallie.”

“Dr. Cory,” heditated avoice at the door. Bill looked up, frowning. Miss Brown blinked at him nervoudy
behind her glasses. “Dr. Ashley’'s—"

“Don’'t announce me, Brownie,” interrupted alanguid voice behind her. “I want to catch him loafing. Ah,
Bill, writing love letters? May | comein?’

“Could I stop you?’ Bill’ sgrin erased the frown from hisforehead. Thetall and touded young man in the
doorway was Charles Ashley, head of Tdepathy House, and though their acquaintance had long been on
terms of good-natured insult, behind it lay Bill’ s degp recog-nition of aquality of geniusin Ashley that few
men ever attain. No one could have risen to the leadership of Telepathy House whose mind did not
encompass many more levels of infinite understanding than the ordinary mind even recognizes.
“I'veworked mysdlf into astupor,” announced the head of Telepa-thy House, yawning. “Come on up to
the Gardensfor aswim, huh?’

“Can’'t.” Bill lad down his pen. “I' ve got to see the pups—"

“Damn the pups! Y ou think Science City quivers every time those little muttsyap! Let Miss Brown look
after ‘em. She knows more than you do about genetics, anyhow. Some clay the Council’ sgoing to find it
out and you' |l go back to working for aliving.”

“Shut up,” requested Bill with agrin. “How are the pups, Miss Brown?’

“Perfectly normal, doctor. | just gave them their three 0’ clock feed-ing and they’ re adeep now.”

“Do they seem happy?’ inquired Ashley solicitoudy.

“That’ sright, scoff,” Sghed Bill. “ Those pupsand | will go ringing down the corridors of time, you mark
my words.”

Ashley nodded, half serioudy. He knew it might well be true. The pupswere theliving proof of Bill’s
successin prenata sex determinartion—six litters of squirming maleness with no female among them.
They represented the fruit of long, painstaking experimentsin the X-ray bombardment of chromosomes
to separate and identify the genes carrying the factors of sex determination, of countless failuresand
immeasurable patience. If the pups grew into normal dogs—well, it would be one long, sure stride nearer
the day when, through Bill’ s own handiwork, the world would be perfectly balanced between male and
femaein exact proportion to the changing need.

Miss Brown vanished with ashy, sdf-effacing smile. Asthe door

closad behind her, Ashley, who had been regarding the two pho-tograph cubes on Bill’ sdesk with a
lifted eyebrow, arranged hislong length on the couch againgt the wall and was heard to murmur:
“Eenie-.meenie-minie-mo. Whichisit going to be, Wil-yum?’

They were on termstoo intimate for Bill to misunderstand, or pre-tend to.

“I don’t know,” he admitted miserably, glancing down in some hes-itetion at the letter beginning, “ My
darling Sllie—

Ashley yawned again and fumbled for acigarette. “Y ou know,” he murmured comfortably, “it's
interesting to speculate on your possible futures. With Martaor Sdlie, | mean. Maybe some day
somebody will find away to look ahead down the branching paths of the future and deliberately select
the turning points that will carry him toward the goal he chooses. Now if you could know beforehand
where lifewith Salliewould leed, or life with Marta, you might adter the whole course of human higtory.
That is, if you're hdf asimportant asyou think you are.”

“Huh-uh,” grunted Bill. “If you predicate afixed future, then it' sfixed aready, isn't it? And you’' d have no
redl choice”

Ashley scratched amatch deliberately and set his cigarette aglow before he said: “I think of the future as
aninfinite reservoir of an infinite number of futures, each of them fixed, yet maegble asclay. Do you see
what | mean? At every point along our way we con-front crossroads at which we make choices among



the many possi-ble things we may do the next moment. Each crossroad leadsto adifferent future, dl of
them possible, dl of them fixed, waiting for our choice to give them redity. Perhapstheré sa—cdl ita
Plane of Probability—where al these possible results of our possible choices exist Smultaneoudly.
Blueprints of thingsto come. When the physica time of matter catches up with, and fillsin, any one
particular plan, it becomesfixed in the present.

“But before time has caught up with it, while our choice at the crossroadsis sill unmade, an infinite
number of possible futures must exist asit were in suspension, waiting for usin some unimaginable,
dimengionlessinfinity. Can you imagine what it would be like to open awindow upon that Probability
Plane, look out into the infinities of the future, trace the consequences of future actions before we make
them? We could mold the destiny of mankind! We could do what the gods must do, Bill! We' d be
greater than gods! We could look into the Cosmic Mind—the very brain that planned us—and of our
own will choose among those pland!”

“Wakeup, Ash,” sad Bill softly.

“Youthink I'm dreaming? It snot anew idea, redly. The old phi-losopher, Berkeley, had aglimpse of it
when he taught histheories of subjectiveidealism, that we re aware of the cosmos only through a greater
awareness al around us, aninfinite mind— “Listen, Bill. If you vison these. . . these blueprints of possible
fu-tures, you' ve got to picture countless generations, finite as oursaves, existing smultaneoudy and
completely inal the circumstances of their entire lives—yet dl of them still unborn, still even uncertain of
birth if the course of the present is diverted from their particular path. To themselves, they must seem as
real asweto each other.

“Somewhere on the Plane of Probability, Bill, there may be two diverging lines of your descendants,
unborn generations whose very existence hinges on your choice here a the crossroads. Projections of
yoursdf, redly, their lives and deaths trembling in the balance. Think well before you choose!”

Bill grinned. “ Suppose you go back to the Sum and dope out away for meto look into the Cosmic
Plan,” he suggested.

Ashley shook his head.

“Wish | could. Boy, would you egt that word * Slum’ then! Telepa-thy House wouldn’t be the orphan
child around the City any longer if | could redlly open awindow onto the Probability Plane. But |
wouldn’t bother with you and your pint-sized problerps. I’ d look ahead into the future of the City. It's
the heart of the world, now. Some day it may rule the world. And we're biased, you know. We can't
help being. With al the sciences housed here under one city-wide roof, wielding powers that kings never
dreamed of— No, it may go to our heads. We may overbalanceinto - . . into. . . well, I'd like to look
ahead and prevent it. And if this be treason—" He shrugged and got up. “ Sure you won't join me?’

“Go on—get out. I’'m abusy man.”

“Sol see” Ashley twitched an eyebrow at the two crystal cubes. “Maybe it' s good you can't ook
ahead. The responshility of choosing might be heavier than you could bear. After dl, we aren’'t godsand
it must be dangerous to usurp agod' s prerogative. Well, seeyou later.”

Bill leaned in the doorway watching the lounging figure down the hall toward the landing platform where
crystal carswaited to go flashing along the great tubes which artery Science City. Beyond, at the
platform’ s edge, the great centra plaza of the City dropped away in a breath-taking void a hundred
stories deep. He stood looking out

blind-eyed, wondering if Sdllie or Martawould walk this hail in yearsto come.

Life would be more truly companionship with Marta, perhaps. But did afamily need two scientists? A
mean wanted relaxation at home, and who could make life gayer than pretty Sallie with her geniusfor
entertainment, her bubbling laughter? Yes, let it be Sdlie. If there were indeed a Probability Plane where
other possible futures hung suspended, halfway between waking and oblivion, let them wink out into
nothingness.

He shut the door with alittle dam to wake himself out of the dream, greeting the crystd-shrined girl on his
desk with asmile. She was so0 real—the breeze blowing those curls was a breeze in motion. The lashes



should flutter against the soft fullness of her lids— Bill squeezed his eyes shut and shook hishead to clear
it. There was something wrong—the crysta was clouding— A ringing in his ears grew louder in company
with that curious blur-ring of vison. From infinitey far awvay, yet strangdly in hisown ears,

atiny voice came crying. A child’ svoice cdling, “Daddy. . . - daddy!”

A girl’ svoice, coming nearer, “ Father—" A woman’ s voice saying over

and over in asmooth, sweet monotone, “Dr. Cory. . .. Dr. William

Cory—"

Upon the darkness behind his closed lids astresked and shifting light moved blurrily. He thought he saw
towersin the sun, forests, robed people walking leisurely—and it al seemed to rush away from his
closed eyes so bewilderingly—he lifted hislids to stare at— To tare at the cube where Sallie smiled.
Only thiswasnot Sdlie.

He gaped with the blankness of aman confronting impossibilities. It was not wholly Sallie now, but there
was alook of Sdlie upon thelovely, sun-touched festuresin the cube. All of her sweetness and softness,
but with it—something more. Something familiar. What upon thisliving, lovely face, withitsleve brown
eyes and courageous mouth, reminded Bill of—himsdf?

His hands began to shake alittle. He thrust them into his pockets and sat down without once taking his
eyesfrom theliving stare in the cube. There was amazement in that other stare, too, and a
haf-incredulous ddlight that brightened as he gazed.

Then the sweset curved lips moved—Iips with the softness of Salli€'s closing on the firm, strong line of
Bill’s. They said digtinctly, in asound that might have come from the cubeitself or from somewhere deep
within hisown brain: “Dr. Cory . . . Dr. Cory, do you hear me?’

“I hear you,” he heard himsdlf saying hoarsdly, like aman talking in adream. “ But—"

The face that was Sdlli€’ s and his blended blazed into joyful recog-nition, dimples denting the smooth
cheekswith ddicious mirth. “Oh, thank Heaven it is you! I’ ve reached through at last. I’ ve tried so hard,
solong—"

“But who . - . what—" Bill choked alittle on his own amazement and fell slent, marveling at the strange
warm tenderness that was flooding up in him as he watched thisfamiliar face he had never seen before. A
tenderness more melting and protective and passionately selfless than he had ever imagined aman could
fedl. Dizzy with complete bewilderment, too confused to wonder if he dreamed, hetried again. “Who are
you? What are you doing here? How did—"

“But I’'m not there—not redlly.” The sweet face amiled again, and Bill’ s heart swelled until histhroat
amost closed with awarmth of pride and tenderness he wastoo dizzy to analyze now. “I'm here— here
at homein Eden, talking to you acrossthe millennium! Look—"

Somehow, until then he had not seen beyond her. Sdlli€’ sface had smiled out of amist of tulle, beyond
which the cube had been crystad-clear. But behind the face which was no longer wholly Sdlli~'s, agreen
hillsdefilled the cube. And, very sirangdly, it had no look of smallness. Though the cube' sdimensions
confined it, here was no miniature scene he gazed upon. He looked through the cube asthrough a
window, out into aforest glade where upon abank of green myrtle a the foot of awhite gardenwall a
little group of tanned men and women reclined in acircle with closed eyes, lying dmost like corpseson
the dark, glossy leaves. But there was no relaxation in them. Tensity more of the spirit than the body knit
the group into awhole, focused somehow upon the woman in the circle' s center—this fair-haired woman
who leaned forward with her elbows on her knees, chin in hand, staring brown-eyed and tensdly into
gpace—into Bill Cory’ seyes. Dimly he redlized that his perception had expanded as he stared.
Awareness now of awhole countryside beyond her, just over the garden wall, made this cube that had
housed Salli€ s carel ess smile awindow indeed, opening upon distance in space and time far outside his
imegining.

He knew he was dreaming. He was sure of it, though the memory of what Ashley had been saying
hovered uneasily in the back of hismind, too e usive now to be brought conscioudy into view. But inthis
impossible dream he clenched his hands hard in his pockets, taking afirm hold upon redlity.



“Just who are you, and what do you want? And how did you—"

She chose to answer the last question first, bregking into it asif she could read his thoughts as she knelt
garing on the myrtle leaves.

“| speak to you aong an unbroken cord between us—father. Thousands of times removed, but—father.
A cord that runs back through the livesthat have parted us, yet which unite us. With the help of these
people around me, their full mental strength supple-menting mine, we' ve established contact at last, after
s0 many fail-ures, so much groping in mysterieswhich even | understand only partly, though my family for
generations has been trained in the secrets of heredity and telepathy.”

“But why—"

“lan’t the fact of achievement an end in itself? Success in es-tablishing atwo-way contact with the past, in
talking to one's own ancestors—do | need more reason for attempting that than the purejoy of achieving
it?'Y ou wonder why you were chosen. Isthat it? Because you are the last man in adirect line of malesto
be born into my family before the blessed accident that saved the world from itsdlf.

“Don’'t look so bewildered!” Laughter bubbled from the cube-or wasit asound in hisown brain?“Y ou
aren't dreaming! Isit so incred-ible that dong the unbroken cord of memorieswhich links your mind to
minethe current might run backward againgt thetime flow?”

“But who are you? Y our face—it’ slike—"

“My faceistheface of the daughter that Sallie Cory bore you, thousands of years ago. That resemblance
isamiracle and amystery beyond al understanding—the mystery of heredity which isastranger thing
than the fact of our communication. We have wondered among oursdvesif immortdity itsef—but no, I'll
have mercy on you!”

This bewilderingly beloved face that had darkened with mystical brooding, flashed suddenly dive again
with swift laughter, and hear-ing it, catching alift of the browsthat was hisand aquirk of the soft lips that
was Sdlie' sown, Bill made no effort to sem the tide of warm affection risng higher and higher in him. It
was himsdlf looking out of this cube through Sdlli€ s brown eyes—himself exultant in achieve-ment for the
sample sake of achieving. She had cdled him father. Wasthisafather’ slove, sefless, unfathomable, for a
lovely and beloved daughter?

“Don’t wonder any more,” laughed the voicein hisears. “ Look— here sthe past that lies between us. |
want you to understand what parts your world from mine.”

Softly the myrtle glade and the lovely smiling face that blended Sdllie and Bill melted into the depths of a
cloud forming ingde the three dimensions of the cube. For amoment—nothing. Then motion waslifting
behind the mist, shouldering the vells asde. Three-dimen-sional space seemed to open up al around
him— He saw awedding procession coming down a church aide toward

him, Sdllie smiling migtily through acloud of slver tulle. And he knew at the Sght of her that though it was
only chance which had chosen her instead of dark MartaMayhew, he could cometo love Sallie Carlide
Cory with an intensty dmogt frightening.

He saw time go by with aswiftness like thought itself, events tele-scoping together with no sense of
confusion, moving like memories through hismind, clear, yet condensed into split seconds. He was
watching his own future, seeing alife that revolved around Sdlie as the center of existence. He saw her
flashing in and out of hislabora-tory as he worked, and whenever she entered, the whole room seemed
to light up; whenever sheleft, he could scarcely work for the longing to follow.

He saw ther first quarrd. Sdllie, spinning in ashimmer of bright glass-slk as soft as gossamer, dimpled at
the salf which in thiswaking dream was more vividly Bill Cory than the Bill who watched. “ See, darling,
aren't | heavenly?” And he heard himsdlf answering, “Edible, darling! But isn’t that stuff expensive?’
Sdli€ slaughter waslight. “ Only fifteen hundred credits. That’ s dirt-cheap for a Skiparelle modd.”

He gasped. “Why Sdlie, that’ s more than we' re alowed for living expenses! | can't—"

“Oh, daddy’ Il pay for it if you' re going to be stingy. | only wanted—"

“I'll buy my wife sclothes.” Bill wasgrim. “But | can't afford Parisfashions, darling.”

Sdlie spretty underlip pouted darmingly. Tears sparkled in the soft brown eyes shelifted to his, and his
heart meted dmost painfully in one hopeessrush.

“Don't cry, sweetheart! Y ou can keep it, just thisonce. But we'll have to makeit up next month. Never



agan, Sdlie, understand?’

Her nod was bright and obliviousasachild’s.

But they didn't makeit up. Sdlie loved partying, and Bill loved Sdlie, and nowadays there was much
more hilarity than work going on behind the door in Biology House marked “ Dr. William Vincent Cory.”
Thetelevison's panels were tuned to orchestras playing strong rhythm now, not to lectures and
|aboratory demondtrations as of old.

No man can do two jobswell. The work on sex determination began to strike snagsin the path that had
seemed dmogt clear to suc-cess, and Bill had o little time any more to smooth them out. Always Sdlie
was in the back of hismind, sweet, smiling, adorable.

Sdlie wanted the baby to be born in her father’ s home. It was alovely place, white-waled on low green
hills above the Pecific. Sdlieloved it. Even when little Sue was big enough to travel she hated to think of
leaving. And the climate was so wonderful for the baby there— Anyhow, by then the Council had begun
to frown over Bill Cory’'s

work. After al, perhaps hewasn't redly cut out to be a scientiss— Sdlli€’ s happiness was more
important than any man’sjob, and Sallie could never be redlly happy in Science City.

The second baby was agirl, too. There were alot of girls being born nowadays. The telenews
broadcastersjoked about it. A good sign, they said. When a preponderance of boyswas born, it had
aways meant war. Girls should bring peace and plenty for the new generation.

Peace and plenty—that was what mattered most to Bill and Salie Cory now. That and their two
exquisite daughters and their home on the green Pacific hills. Y oung Susan was growing up into a
girlhood so enchanting that Bill suffused with pride and tenderness every time he thought of her. She had
Sdlie’ sbeauty and blondeness, but there was aresolution in her that had been Bill’ s once, long ago. He
liked to think of her, in daydreams, carrying on the work that he would never finish now.

Timeran on, years telescoping pleasantly into uneventful years. Presently the Cory girlswere growing up.
.. weremarried. . . were mothers. The grandchildren were girls, too. When Grandfather Cory joined his
wifeinthelittle graveyard on the sea-turned hill beyond the house, the Cory name died with him, though
there wasin hisdaughter’ slevel eyesand in her daughter’ slook of serene resol ution something more
intringcaly Bill Cory than hisname. The name might die, but something of the man who had borneit lived
onin his descendants.

Girls continued to outnumber boysin the birth records as the gen-erations passed. It was happening all
over theworld, for no reason that anyone could understand. It didn’t matter much, realy. Womenin
public offices were proving very efficient; certainly they governed more peacefully than men. Thefirst
woman president won her office

on aplatform that promised no war so long as awoman dwelt in the White House.

Of course, some things suffered under the matriarchy. Women as asex are not scientists, not inventors,
not mechanics or engineers or architects. There were men enough to keep these essentialy masculine arts
alive—that is, as much of them as the new world needed. There were many changes. Science City, for
instance. Impor-tant, of course, but not to the extent of draining the country dry to maintain it. Life went
on very nicdy without too much machinery.

The tendency was away from centralized living in these new days. Cities spread out instead of up.
Skyscrapers were hopelesdy old-fashioned. Now parklands and gardens stretched between |ow-roofed
houses where the children played al day. And war was a barbarous memory from those nightmare years
when men il ruled the world.

Old Dr. Phillips, head of the dwindling and outmoded Science City, provoked President Wiliston into a
redly inspiring fury when he criticized the modem tendency toward a non-mechanized rurd civili-zation. It
happened on the telenews, so that half the world heard it.

“But Madam President,” he said, “don’t you redlize where we' re heading? The world’ s going backward!
I’ sno longer worth-whilefor our best mindsto attempt bettering living conditions. We' re throw-ing
geniusaway! Do you redlize that your cabinet yesterday flatly rejected the brilliant work of one of our



most promising young men?’

“I do!” Alice Wiliston’ s voice rang with sudden violence over hdf theworld. “That ‘brilliant work,” as
you cal it, was a device that might have led to war! Do you think we want that? Remember the promise
that the first woman president made the world, Dr. Phillips! So long aswe sit in the White House there
will be no need for war!”

And Elizabeth of England nodded in London; Julianna V1l smiled into her Amsterdam telenews screen.
While women ruled, war was outlawed. Peace and ease, and plenty would dominate civilizatiou, leisure
for cultivation of the arts, humankind coming into itsown &t last, after so many ages of pain and blood
and heartbreak.

Y ears telescoped into centuries of peace and plenty in agarden world. Science had turned its geniusto
the stabilization of the climate so that nowhere was shelter necessary from cold or storms; food was
fredy abundant for al. The Garden that Adam and Eveforfeited in the world' s beginning had returned
again to their remotest descend-

-ants, and the whole earth was Eden.

And in thisworld that no longer demanded the dightest physicd effort, mankind wasturning to the
cultivation of the mind. In these white, low-roofed houses set among garden parks~, men and women in-
creasingly adventured into the realms beyond the flesh, exploring the mysteries of the mind.

Bill Gory, leaning forward in hischair, had lost dl identity with himself. He was smply a consciousness
watching time unfold before him. The gravestone that bore his name on the Cdiforniahillsde had long
snce sunk into the sod, but if thereisimmortdity at al, Bill Cory watched himsdf move forward through
the centuries, down the long, expanding line of his descendants. Now and again, startlingly, hisown face
looked briefly at him from some faraway child of hisremote grandchildren. Hisface, and Sdli€'s.

He saw pretty Sue come and go like reflectionsin amirror. Not aways Sue unmistakably and
completely—sometimes only her brown eyeslighted the face of a many-times-greet-granddaughter;
sometimesthellift of her smile or thetilt of her pretty nose donewasfamiliar to him in astrange face. But
sometimes Sue hersdf, perfect to the last detail, moved through the remote future. And every time he saw
those familiar features, his heart contracted with an ache of tenderness for the daughter he yet might nevet
have.

It was for these beloved Susatisthat he was becoming uneasy as he watched time go by inthislazy
paradise world. People were dowing mentaly and physicaly. What need any more for haste or trouble?
Why worry because certain unimportant knowledge was being lost as time went on? The weather
machines, the food machines were eter-nal; what €l se really mattered? Let the birth rate decline, let the
dwindling race of theinventive and the ambitious fade like the anachronism it was. The body had taken
mankind asfar asit could; the mind was the vehicle for the future. In the vast reaches of infinity were
fields gplenty for the adventurous spirit. Or one could Smply drowse the days away— Clouds thickened
softly across the dreamy vistas of Eden. Bill Cory

leaned back in his chair and rubbed his eyes with both hands. The hands were shaking, and he stared at
them alittle supidly, till haf lost in the wonder of what he had seen, in the Strange welter of emo-tions
that ill warred in him—the memory of Sdlie and his strong love for her, the memory of Sue's
sweetness, the memory of pridein them both. And in the queer feding that it had been himsdlf in those
many daughters of histhrough the ages, striving so hard for world peace to the ultimate end that mankind
might achieve—uin.

For it was wrong—it was bad. The whole world. The race of man

was too splendid, too capable of working miracles, to end on amyrtle bank dreaming about abstractions.
He had just seen adecadent, indolent, civilization going down thelast inclineinto oblivion asa
result—yes, asadirect result—of hisown action. He d seen himsdlf sinking into afat, idie old age,
without honor of achievement.

Suddenly and desperately he hoped that Ashley had been right— that this was not the inevitable and
changdessfuture. If hetore up the letter lying on his desk now, if he never married Sallie, would not his
work be finished successfully some day, and the catastrophe of un-baanced births avoided? Or could a
man change his ordained future?



Almost fearfully he reached for the letter lying beside that clouded cube in which the years had mirrored
themsalves. Would he be able to take the letter up and rip it across—like this? The sound of tearing
paper reassured him. So far, at least, hewas till afree agent.

And knowing that, suddenly he was sorry. Not to marry Salie, with her bubbling laugh. Never to see
young Sue growing into beauty and courage and sweetness. Old age without achievement, had he said to
himsalf amoment ago? Sue herself was achievement enough for any man. Sue and those other Susans
down the long line of his descend-ants, incarnating again and again dl that wasfinest in him, eternd aslife
itsdf through millenniums,

He did not want to meet again the brown eyes of this latest Susan who had come to him in the depths of
the cube. While helaoked, his reason was logt in hislove for her, and not even againgt reason could he
believe the world which had produced her to be anything but per-fect, smply because this beloved
daughter moved and breathed init.

But the letter was torn. He would never marry Sdlieif he could help himsdlf. The cost wastoo high, even
for such areward as Sue. And an dmost tremulous awe broke over him in a sudden tide as he redlized
what he was doing. Thiswaswhat Ashley had dreamed of— opening awindow into the Plane of
Probability and learning enough to force the Cosmic Mind out of its course. Changing the shape of his
own future and that of al mankind. Greater than gods—but he was no god. And Ashley had warned him
that it might be dangerous to usurp agod' s prerogative. Suddenly he was afraid.

He looked away from that cube which held hisfuture, and across from it on his desk the violet eyes of
MartaMayhew caught his, fixed in their changeless amile. Shewasagirl, he thought, he remembered
from haf alifetime ago, so much had happened since he glanced last into her face. Dark and lovely she
was, her eyes meeting hisamost asif there were vision behind their deep, long Stare. Almost asif—
Light flared out in one white, blinding sheet that blotted out the cube and the violet-eyed face and the
room around him. Involuntarily Bill clapped his handsto his eyes, seeing behind the darkness of hislidsa
dazzle of blurring colors. It had happened too quickly for wonder—he was not even thinking ashe
opened hiseyes and looked into the cube where Marta' s gaze had met him amoment before.

And then agrest tide of awe and wonder came washing up into his consciousness, and he knew that
Ashley had been right. There was an dternative future. There comes a point beyond which bewilderment
and shock no longer affect the human brain, and Bill was outside wondering now, or groping for logical
explanations. He only knew that he stood here staring into the cube from which Marta' s eyes had smiled
at him so short an ingtant ago— They were ftill Marta' s eyes, degp-colored in aboy face amogt Bill's
own, feature for feature, under acap of blue sted. Somehow that other future had come to him, too. He
was aware of asudden urgent wonder why they had come so nearly together, though neither could be
conscious of the other— But things were moving in the depths of the cube.

Behind the boy’ sface, three-dimensional perspective had started vividly back from the crystal surfaces,
asif the cube were awide win-dow flung suddenly open upon anew world. In that world, a place of
glass and shining chromium, faces crowded asif indeed at an open window, peering into hisroom.
Sted-hdmed faces with staring eyes. And foremost among them, leaning dmost through the opened
win-dow into his own past, the stedl-capped boy whose features were Bill’ slooked eagerly out, the
sound of quickened breath through his lips a soft, clear sound in the room. They were Bill’slips, Bill's
features— but Marta s gentle courage had somehow grown masculinein the lines of the boy’ sface, and
her eyesmet Bill’sin his

In the instant before those parted lips spoke, Bill knew him, and histhroat closed on an unuttered cry of
recognition—recognition of thisface he had never seen before, yet could not mistake. The degp welling
of love and pridein his heart would have told him the boy’ sidentity, he thought, had he not known at
sght who he was—would be—might one day be— He heard his own voice saying doubtfully, “ Son—7"
But if the boy heard he must not have understood. He was hand-icapped by no such emotion as stirred
Bill. His clipped, metallic voice spoke as clearly asif indeed through an opened window:

“Greetings from the United World, William Vincent Cory! Greet-ings from the Fifteenth Leader inthe
Fifth New Century, A. C.”

Behind the disciplined, stern-featured young face others crowded, men with stedl-hard features under



stedl caps. Asthe boy’ s voice paused, a dozen right arms danted high, adozen open pamsturned
forward in asdute that was old when Caesar took it in ancient Rome. A dozen voicesrolled out in
clipped accents, “Greetings, William Vincent Cory!”

Bill’ s bewildered sammer was incoherent, and the boy’ sface rdlaxed alittleinto asmile. Hesaid: “MTe
must explain, of course. For generations our scientists have been groping in the past, Dr. Cory. Thisis
our first successful two-way contact, and for its demonstration to our Council, connection with you was
selected asthe most appro-priate and fitting contact possible. Because your nameis holy among Us, we
know dl thereisto know of your life and work, but we have wished to look upon your face and speak
to you of our gratitude for molding mankind into the patterns of the United World.

“Asamatter of record, | have been ingtructed to ask first at what point we have intersected the past.
What dateisit in your calendar?”’

“Why, it'sduly 7, 2240,” Bill heard his own voice sammer alittle as he answered, and he was conscious
of abroad and rather foolish grin overspreading hisface. He couldn’t help it. Thiswas his boy—the child
who wouldn’t be born for years yet, who might, redlly, never be born. Y et he knew him, and he couldn’t
help smiling with pride, and warm, ddlighted amusement. So stern-faced, so conscious of hisown
responsbility! Martal s son and his—only of courseit couldn’t be, ex-actly. This scene helooked into
must be far ahead in time— “Twenty.two forty!” exclaimed the boy who was not his son.

“Why, the Great Work isn't even finished yet then! We're earlier than we knew!”

“Who are you, son?’ Bill couldn’t keep the question back any longer.

“I~m John Williams Gory IV, sr,” said the boy proudly. “Y our direct descendant through the Williams
line, and—Firgt in the Can-didates Class.” He said it proudly, alook of amost worshiping awe lighting
his resolute young face. “ That means, of course, that | shall be the Sixteenth Leader when the great Dunn
retires, and the sixth Cory—the sixth, sirl—to be caled to that highest of all human sta-tions, the
Leadership!” The violet eyes so incongruousin that dis-ciplined young face blazed with almost fanatic
exdtation.

Behind him, aheavy-faced man moved forward, lifting the Roman sdute, smiling wintrily beneeth his stedl
helmet.

“I am Dunn, sr,” he said in avoice as heavy as hisfeatures. “We ve let Candidate Cory contact you
because of the rdationship, but it's

my turn now to extend greetings from the System you made possible. | want to show it to you, but first
let me thank you for founding the greatest family the United World has ever known. No other name has
appeared more than twice on the greet role of Leaders, but we have had five Corys—and the finest of
them dl isyet to come!”

Bill saw awave of clear red mount hisboy’ s proud, exated face, and his own heart quickened with love
and pride. For thiswas his son, by whatever name he went here. The memory of hislovely daughter had
been drowned out momentarily in the degp uprushing of pridein thistal, blue-eyed boy with his
disciplined face and hislook of leashed eagerness. There was drive and strength and power of will in that
young face now.

He scarcely heard Dunn’ s heavy voi ce from the room beyond the cube, o eagerly was he scanning the
face of thisson he yet might never have, learning dmost hungrily the aready familiar festures, a once
hard and eager and exultant. That mouth was his, tight and straight, and the cheeks that creased with
deep hallows when he amiled, but the violet eyeswere his mother’ s eyes, and the gentle inflexibility of
Marta s courage a once strengthened and softened the features that were Bill’ s own. The best of them
both was here, shining now with something more than either had ever known—an dmost fa-natic
devotion to some stem purpose as exdting asworship, asinflexi-ble as duty— Y our own future, Sir,”
Dunn was saying. “But our pag, of course.

Would you liketo seeit, Dr. Cory, s0 that you may understand just how directly we oweto you al that
our world istoday?’

“Y es—v-very much.” Bill grinned at his own stammer, suddenly light-hearted and incredulous. All this
was adream. He knew that, of course. Why, the very coincidencesin it proved that. Or—were they
coincidences? Desperately hetried to clarify the thought taking formin hisown mind, aterrifyingly vast



thought, terrifyingly without ex-planation. And yet it must be adream— If it wereredl, then there was
more than chance here. It could be no accident that these two children of his, groping blindly in the dark
for contact with him, had succeeded at so nearly the same moment. There would be reason behind i,
reason too vast for comprehension. He parted hislipsto speak, but Dunn was aready speaking.

“Look then, William Vincent Gory! Watch your own greatness un-folding in the yearsthat lie ahead.”
Hazily the scenein the cube blurred. The beloved, blue-eyed face of the boy he might never have, faded
as adream fades—a dream fading in adream, he thought dimly—

Thistime it was Marta coming down the church aide toward him, looking like a violet-eyed madonna
coifed and veiled in white lace. He knew that he did not love her, now. His heart was still sorewith the
memory of Sdlie. But love would come; with awoman like thisit could not but come. Therewas
tenderness and humor and passion on that raptly lifted face, and a strength that would call out the strength
in him, not aweakness such as dimpled in Sdli€’ sface to evoke an un-derlying weskness in himself. For
weeknesswasin him. Heknew it. It would depend upon the woman who shared hislife which quality
overcamethe other.

Life would be good with Marta. He saw it unfolding before him in along succession of days, work and
play and companionship that brought out the best in both. And the memory of the strange visoninwhich
he thought he loved Sdllie faded. Thiswas the woman he loved. Her courage and humor, her violet eyes
bright with pride of him— Life went by—clear, condensed, swift. He saw his own work moving

steadily toward success, Marta s eager encouragement tiding him over the low ebbswhen difficulties
threatened. She was so full of pridein her brilliant young husband that her enthusiasm amost ran awvay
with her. It was she who ing sted upon making the discovery public.

“I want to flaunt you before the world!” she urged. “Let’ s report to the Council now, darling. Aw, please,
Billl”

“MTe renot ready yet,” he protested feebly. “Let’ swait—"

“What for? Look.” She shook arecord sheet under hisnose. “ A hundred per cent successin thelast
dozen experiments! What more do you want? It’ stime to make an official report—announce what

you' re doing to theworld! Y ou' ve been dl the way from fruit fliesto monkeys. You' Il haveto makea
report to the Council anyhow before you can take the next step. And remember, darling, when you come
tothat, I'mfirgt in line asacandidate.”

He seized her shouldersin aheavy grip, frowning down into the eagerness of her lifted face. “ There' Il be
no guineapigsin thisfamily! When Junior Cory comesinto the world he—or she—will do it without
benefit of X-rays. Understand?’

“But darling, | thought the whole ideawas to give parentstheir choice of boysor girlsin the family.”
“Thething’ s not perfected yet to the point where I’ d want to risk my own wife. And anyhow . . .
anyhow, I’'ve got afunny notion I’ d rather just take what comes. Don’t know why, exactly, but—"

“Bill, | do believe you're superdtitious! Well, we ll fight that out later. But right now, you' re going to
make afull report of your success

to the Council, and I’ m going to be the proudest wife in the City. And that’ sfina!”

So the report was made public. It created atremendous furor; the world clamored for the magical stuff
that would put the molding of the future into their hands. Bill Cory blushed and grinned for addighted
public in the telenews screens, promising the great gift soon, and Marta glowed with vicarious pride.

By the time he had made hisfirst experiment with ahuman subject, the puppies which were the result of
hisfirst successiul mammaian experiment were beginning to worry him alittle. Miss Brown wasthefirst
to notice it. She camein from the kennels one day with afrown behind her stedl-rimmed spectacles.
“Dr. Cory, has someone been training those dogs?’

“Training them?” Bill looked up, puzzled. “Of course not. Why?’

“Wadll, they’ ve got the makings of the finest trained dogs on Earth. Either the wholelot of themis
exceptiondly intelligent or . . . or

something. They just fall over each other obeying every com-mand you can make clear to them.”

Bill graightened from hismicroscope. “Urn-rn-rn - . . funny. Usudly one or two dogsin alitter are more
intelligent and obedient than the rest. But to have every onein six litters acanine geniusis something



pretty queer. What do you make of it?’

“I wouldn't call it genius, exactly. Asl say, I’'m not sureif it sun-usud intelligenceor. . . wel, maybea
strong strain of obedience, or lack of initiative, or. . . it' Stoo soon to say. But they’ re not normal dogs,
Dr. Cory.”

It was too soon to say. Tests smply showed the pups to be extraor-dinarily amenable to training, but
what quality in them made this so was difficult to determine. Bill was not surejust what it implied, but an
‘uneasinessin him woke and would not be quieted.

Thefirgt “X-ray” babies began to be born. Without exception they were fine, strong, hedlthy infants, and
without exception of the prede-termined sex. The Council was delighted; the parents were delighted;
everyone was delighted except Bill. The memory of those oddly obedient pups haunted him— Within
three years the Cory System was available to the public.

The experimental babies had made such an excdlent showing that, in the end, Bill gaveinto theingstent
world, though something in the recesses of hismind urged delay. Y et he couldn’t explainit. The
babiesweredl hedthy, norma, inteligent children. Unusually amenable to authority, yes, but that was an
ast, not alidbility.

Presently al over the world the first crops of Cory System babies began to appear, and gradudly Bill’s
misgivings faded. By then Bill Junior had arrived to take his mind off other peopl€ s childr~nr but even
now he was obscurdly glad that little Bill was aboy on hisown initiative, not because his parents had
forced masculinity upon him. There was no rhyme or reason to Bill’ s queer obsession that his own child
should not be a product of the X-ray system, but he had been firm about it.

And in later years he had reason to be glad. Bill Jr. grew up fast. He had Marta sviolet eyesand his
father’ sdarkly blond hair, and alaughing resolution al his own. He was going to be an architect, and
neither his mother’ s shocked protest at this treason to the family pro-fesson, nor Bill’ s not wholly
concedled disappointment could swerve him. But he was agood lad. Between school termshe and his
father had entirely marvel ous vacations together, and for Bill the world revolved about this beloved,
talented, headstrong youngster whose presence upon Earth seemed reason enough for Bill’ swhole
exigence.

Hewas glad, even, that the boy was stubborn. For there could be no question now about aweaknessin
the children of the Cory System hirths. In al ways but one they were quite normal, it wastrue, but
ini-tiative seemed to have been left out of them. It was asif the act of predetermining~'their sex had
robbed them of dl ability to make any decisons of their own. Excellent followers they were—but no
leaders sprang up among them.

And it was dangerousto fill with unquestioning followers of the strongest man aworld in which Generd
George Hamilton controlled the United States. He was in hisfourth term as president asthefirst great
group of Gory System children came to maturity. Fiercely and sincerely he believed in the subjugation of
the many to the State, and this new generation found in him an dmost divingly inspired leader.

Genera George dreamed of aUnited World in which al raceslived in blind obedience and willing
sacrifice for the common good. And he was a man to make his dreams come true. Of course, he
ad-mitted, there would be opposition at first. There might be bloody wars, but in his magnificent dreams
he believed sincerdly that 110 price could be too high, that the end justified any means necessary to
achieveit. And it seemed like the cooperation of Heaven itsdlf to find almost an entire generation coming
into adulthood ready to ac-cept hisleadership implicitly.

He understood why. It was no secret now what effect the Cory Sys-

tern had upon the children it produced. They would follow the strongest leader with blind faith. But upon
this one generation of fol-lowers Generd George knew he could build afuture that would live after himin
the magnificent fulfillment of hismost magnificent dresms. For awar lord needs anation of soldiers, a
great crop of boy babiesto grow into armies, and surprisingly few saw the real motive behind Generd
George' s congtant cry for boys, boys, boys—huge fam-ilies of them. Fathers of many sonswere feted
and rewarded. Every-body knew there was the certainty of war behind this constant appedl for families



of sons, but comparatively few redized that since the best way to be sure of boyswas the use of the
Cory System, the whole new generation would be blind followers of the strongest |eader,, just astheir
fathers were. Perhaps the Cory System might have died of its own great weskness, its one flaw, had not
Genera George s0 pur-posefully demanded sons of hisfollowers.

Genera George died before thefirst great war was over. Hislast words, gasped in the bursting tumult of
abomb raid over Washing-ton were, “Carry on—unite the world!” And hisvice-president and second in
command, Phillip Spaulcling, was ready to snatch up the faling torch and light the world to union.

Haf the United States lay in smoking ruins before the Great War ended. But General George had builded
well upon that most endur-ing of al foundations—the faith of men. “Befruitful and multiply,” wasa
command hisfollowers had obeyed implicitly, and Spaulding had mighty resources of human brawn and
human obedience to draw upon.

The great genera had died gladly for hisdream, and he had not died in vain. Half the world was united
under his starry banners within a decade after his death; the United World of hisvison cameinto being
lessthan fifty yearslater.

With peace and blind faith and prosperity, Science City indeed came into its own. And because ataste of
power had made the Lead-ers hungry, the eyes of the City turned upward toward starry space. During
the command of the Fourth Leader after the immortal Gen-erd George, the first successful space voyage
was achieved. Thefirgt living man stood knee-deep in the dead pumice dust of the moon and amighty
forward stride for mankind was recorded.

It was only astep. Mars came next, three generations later. After abrief and bloody war, its decadent
inhabitants surrendered and the

Seventh Leader began to have giddily intoxicating dreams of aUnited Solar System— Time tel escoped
by. Generation melted into generation in chang-ing tides over aworld population that seemed unatering
inits by now age-old uniforms of George Blue. And in a sense they were undtering. Mankind was fixed
in amold—agood enough mold for the military life of the U. W.—the United World. The Cory System
had long ago become compulsory, and men and women were produced exactly in the ratio that the
Leaders decreed. But it was significant that the Leader class came into the world in the old haphazard
fashion of the days before the legendary Dr. Cory’ sdiscovery.

The name of Cory wasaproud one. It had long been atradition in that famous family that the founder’s
great System should not be used among themsalves. They were high among the Leader class. Sev-erd of
the Leaders had borne the surname of Cory, though the office of course was not hereditary, but passed
after rigid training and strict examination to the most digible of the Candidates Classwhen an old Leader
passed hisprime.

And among the mighty Corys, family resemblance was strong. Gen-erations saw the inevitable dilution of
the origina strain, but stub-bornly through the years the Gory features came and went. Some-times only
the darkly blond hair of thefirst greet Bill, sometimesthe violet eyeswhich his pretty Martahad
bequeathed her son, sometimes the very face of young Bill Jr. himsdlf, that had roused an ache of pride
and lovein hisfather' s heart whenever he saw those beloved feartures.

The Gory eyes|ooked now upon two worlds, triumphantly regimented to the last tiny detail. Mankind
was proving his suprem-acy over himsaf—over hisweaknesses and his sentimentd, salfish desiresfor
persond happiness as opposed to the great common good. Few succumbed to such shameful yearnings,
but when they did, every man was a spy againgt his neighbor, as stern asthe Leader himsdf in crushing
these threatsto the U. W.’ s strength. 1t should be the indi-vidud’ s holiest and most mysticaly passonate
dream to sacrifice his happiness for the Leader and the U. W., and the L eader and the United World
lived for the sole purpose of seeing that he did.

Marvelous was the progress of mankind. The elements had~ long since been conquered; the atom had
yielded up itsinca culable power in the harness of the machines, space itself was ahighway for the
vehi-clesof theU. W.

Under the blue-black skies of Mars, mankind' s checkerboard cities patterned the hot red soil; under the



soft gray clouds of Venus, those

roofed and checkered cities spread from a common center through jungles steaming in more than tropic
heat. Many-mooned Jupiter was drawing the covetous eyes of the Leadersin their sky-high cities of glass
and stedl.

And moving through these patterned cities upon three worlds, the followers of the L eader went about
their ways, resolute, unfaltering, their faces set in one pattern of determination.

It was not a happy pattern. There wasllittle laughter here; the only emotion upon the serious faces, aside
from the shadow of that same exaltation that blazed in the Leader’ s eyes, was a subtle furtiveness, a
sdelong quaity that by intuition seemed to distrust its neighbors. Bill recognized it. Every man’sduty was
to sacrifice for the Cause not only his persond desires and happiness, but his persona honor aswell; he
must keep relentlessy dert for traitorous wesknessin hisfriends, his associates, his own family.

Midtily the panorama of the centuries began to melt into itsdlf, to fade, while behind it a blue-eyed face,
helmed in blue stedl, took form to smile straight into Bill’ seyes. A tense, expectant amile, supremely
confident.

Bill sat back and bresthed deeply, avoiding for amoment the proudly smiling face of his son.
“I’'m—therel” hewasthinking. “ That was me being born again and again, working with al my heart to
crush out human happiness— But there was Sue, too, generations of her—yes, and of me—working just
as sincerely toward an opposite goal, aworld without war. Either way they’ ve got me. If | don't finish my
work, the world unbalances toward matriarchy; if | do, mankind turnsinto amachine. It' s bad. Either
way it'sbad—"

“The doctor isamost overwhelmed a the redization of hisown greatness,” Dunn’ s voice murmured from
the window into the future. Bill recognized it for a sort of apology, and sat up with an effort to meet the
pride-bright eyes of the boy who one day might be his son. There was nothing but happy expectancy of
praise on the boy’ sface, but Dunn must have read alittle doubt in Bill’s, for he said heavily, asif to
overwhelm that doubt:

“We build toward one common end, dl of us—we have no thought for any smaller purpose than the
conquest of the Solar System for the mighty race of man! And thisgreat purposeisyoursno lessthan
ours, Dr. Cory.”

“Manpower iswhat counts, you know, sir.” Y oung Billy’ s voice took up thetde as Dunn’sdied. “We ve
got tremendous reserves, and

we' re piling up still more. Lots of room yet on Marstofill up, and Venusisamost untouched yet. And
after that, we'll breed men and women adapted to Jupiter’ s gravity, perhaps. . . oh, there'll be no end to
our power, sirl We Il go on and on— Who knows? There may come aday when we' re a United
Universe!”

For an ingtant, hearing the young voice shake with eagerness, Bill doubted his own doubtfulness. The
mighty race of man! And hewas part of it, living in thisfar-off future no less than he lived now in the flesh,
in the burning ardor of thisiron-faced boy. For amoment he forgot to be amazed and incredul ous that he
gtood in the Twenty-third Century and looked asiif through awindow into the Thirtieth, talking with the
unborn descendant of his yet unconceived son. For thismoment it was al accomplished redlity, avery
magnificent and blood-tirring present achieved directly through his own efforts.

“ Father. . . father!” Thevoicewas sweet and high in the core of hisbrain. And memory came back in
an overwhelming rush that for an instant drowned out everything but afather’ s awareness of specia love
for afavorite daughter.

“Yes, Susan - - . yes, dear.” He murmured it doud, swinging around toward the cube that housed his
other future. Sue leaned for-ward upon her knees among the myrtle leaves, her brown eyeswide and a
little frightened upon his. There was a crease between her winged brows that dented Bill’ s own forehead
as he faced her. For amoment it was dmost asif each of them looked into a mirror which reflected the
features of the other, identical in nearly every detall. Then Sdli€ s smile dimpled the cheeks of her
far-descended daughter, and Sue laughed asmall, uneasy laugh.



“What isit, father? Is something wrong?’

He opened hislips to speak—but what could he say? What could he possibly say to her, who did not
even dream that her own time was anything but inevitable? How could he explain to aliving, warmly
breathing woman that she did not exist, might never exist?

He stared at her unhappily, groping for words he could not find. But before he spoke— “Dr. Cory, Sr—
Isanything wrong?’ He turned back to Billy with a

harried crease between his brows and then stared wildly from one face to the other. How could they help
hearing one another? But ob-vioudy Billy, from hiswindow into the present, saw smply the cube that
held Sdlie’ simmorta smile, while Sue, from hers, looked upon Marta’ s changelessface. It seemed to
Bill that the boy and the girl had spoken in voicesdmost identical, using words nearly the same, though
neither was aware of the other. How could they be? They

could not even exist smultaneoudy in the same world. He might have one of these beloved children or
the other; not both. Equally beloved children, between whom he must choose—and how could he
choose?

“Father—" said Sue on arising inflection of darm. “There is some-thingwrong. 1. . . fed itinyour
mind— Oh, what isit, father?’

Bill sat speechless, staring from one face to the other of these mutu-ally exclusive children. Here they
stood, with their worlds behind them, looking anxioudy a him with the samelittle crease between the
brows of each. And he could not even speak to ether without con-vincing the other he was a madman
talking to empty air. He wanted insanely to laugh. It was adeadlock beyond dl solution. Y et he must
answer them—he must make his choice— As he sat there groping in vain for words, a curious avareness
begen

to take shape in hismind. How strange it was that these two should have been the ones to reach him, out
of al the generations behind each that had been searching the past. And why had they established contact
a 0 nearly the sametime, when they had al hislife span to grope through, hunting him for such different
reasons, in such different ways? There was more than accident here, if dl thiswere not adream— Billy
and Sue—so smilar despite the wide divergence of their

words, awider divergence than the mind can well grasp, for how can one measure the distance between
mutually incompatible things? Billy who was dl of Bill Cory that was strong and resol ute and proud; Sue,
who incarnated his gentler qualities, the tenderness, the deep desire for peace. They were such poles
gpart—why, they were the poles! The positive and negative qualities that, together, made up dl that was
best in Bill Gory. Even their worlds were like two halves of awhole; one dl that was strong and ruthless,
the other the epitome of gentle, abstract idealism. And both were bad, as all extremes must be.

And if he could understand the purpose behind the fact that these two poles of human destiny had
reached back in their own paststo find him at the same moment—if he could understand why the two
halves of hissoul, split into positive and negative entities, stcood here clothed dmost in hisown flesh to
torture him with indecision, perhaps— He could not choose between them, for there was no choice, but
there was adeeper question here than the smple question of conduct. He groped for it blindly,
wondering if the answer to everything might not lie in the answer to that question. For there was purpose
here

vaster than anything man has words for—something loomed behind it to shadowy heightsthat made his
mind red alittle as hetried to understand.

He said inadequately to both his staring children: “But why . how did you. . . a this very moment out of
al time—"

To Billy it was mere gibberish, but Sue must have understood the question in hismind, for after a
moment, in apuzzled murmur, she said:

“|—don’'t know, exactly. There is something here beyond the sm-pie fact of success. I. . . | fed it— |
can sense something behind my own actionsthat. . - that frightens me. Something guiding and con-trolling
my own mind— Oh, father, father, I'm afraid!”

Every protective ingtinct in him legped ahead of reason in Bill’ s ‘in-stant, “Don’t be frightened, honey! |
won't let anything hgppen to you!”



“Dr. Coryl” Young Billy’ svoice cracked alittlein horror a what must have sounded to him like raving
madness. Behind him, staring faces went tense with bewilderment. Above their risng murmurs Sue
wailed, “Father!” in afrightened echo to Billy’s, “Dr. Cory, areyouill, Sir?’

“Oh, wait aminute, both of you!” said Bill wildly. And thenin asammer, to stop Billy’ salmost hysterica
questions, “Your. . . your Sster— Oh, Sue, honey, | hear you! I'll take care of you! Wait aminute!”

In the depths of the cube the boy’ s face seemed to freeze, the eyesthat were Marta s going blank
beneath the sted cap, Bill’ s very mouth moving siffly with the stiffness of hislips.

“But you never had adaughter—"

“No, but I might have, if—I mean, if I'd married Sdllie of course you' d never even— Oh, God!” Bill
gaveit up and pressed both hands over his eyesto shut out the sight of the boy’ s amazed incredulity,
knowing he' d said too much, yet too numbed and confused now for diplomacy. Theonly clear ideain his
head was that he must somehow befair to both of them, the boy and the girl. Each must understand why
he— “Isthe doctor ill, Candidate Cory?’ Dunn'’ s voice was heavy from the cube.

Bill heard the boy’ svoice sammering: “No—that is, | don’'t—" And then, faltering, more softly: “Leeder,
was the great doctor ever— mad?’

“Good God, boy!”

“But—speak to him, Leader!”

Bill looked up haggardly as Dunn’svoicerolled out with the sternness of agenerd addressing armies.
“Pull yourself together, Sir! Y ou never had adaughter! Don’'t you remember?’

Bill laughed wildly. “Remember? I’ ve never had ason yet! I'm not married—not even engaged! How
can | remember what hasn'’t hap-pened?’

“But you will marry MartaMayhew! Y ou did marry her! Y ou founded the greet line of Corysand gave
the world your—"

“Father . . . father! What'swrong?’ Sue's sweet wail wasin his ears. He glanced toward her window
momentarily, seeing the terror in the soft brown eyesthat stared at him, but he could only murmur:
“Hush, darling—wait, please!” before he faced the Leader and said with astrong effort at camness,
“None of al that has happened— yet.”

“But it will—it mus—it did!”

“Evenif | never married Marta, never had ason?’

Dunn’s dark face convulsed with a grimace of exasperated anger.

“But good Lord, man, look herel” He saized Billy’ s blue-uniformed shoulders with both hands, thrusting
him forward. “Y ou did have ason! Thisis his descendant, the living likeness of young Gory Junior! This
world. .. I mysdf ... dl of us-..weretheresult of that marriage of yoursl And you never had a
daughter! Areyou trying totel uswedon’t exist? Isthisa. . . adream I’m showing you?’ And he shook
the boy’ s broad young shoulders between hishands. “ Y ou' relooking at us, hearing us, talking to us!
Can’t you see that you must have married Math Mayhew?’

“Father, | want you! Come back!” Sue' swall wasinsstent.

Bill groaned. “Wait aminute, Dunn.” And then, turning, “Y es, honey, what isit?’

On her knees among the myrtle leaves Sue leaned forward among the sun-flecked shadows of her cool
green glade, crying: “Father, you won't. . . you can’t believe them?| heard.. . through your ears| heard
them, and | can understand alittle through your mind linked with mine. I can understand what you're
thinking. . . butit can’t betrue! Y ou' retelling yourself that we re fill on the Probability Plane

- .. but that’ sjust atheory! That's nothing but a speculation about the future! How could | be anything
but red? Why, it'sslly! Look at me! Listen to me! Herel am! Oh, don’t let me go on thinking that
maybe. . . maybe you'reright, after dl. But it was Sdlie Carlide you married, wasn't it, father? Please
say it wad”

Bill gulped. “Wait, honey. Let me explain tothem first.” He knew he shouldn’t have started the whole
incredible argument. Y ou can't convince aliving human that he doesn't exist. They’ d only think him mad.
Well— Sue might understand. Her training in metgphysics and tel epathy might makeit possible. But



Billy— He turned with a deep breath and amenta squaring of shoulders,

determined to try, anyhow. For he must be fair. He began: “Dunn, did you ever hear of the Plane of
Probaility?’

At the man’ sincredul ous stare he knew adizzy moment of wonder whether he, too, livedinanilluson as
vivid astheirs, and in that in-stant the foundations of timeitself rocked benesth hisfeet. But he had no
time now for speculation. Y oung Billy must understand, no matter how mad Dunn believed him, and Sue
must know why he did what he must do—though he didn’t understand himsdlf, yet, what that would be.
His head was ringing with bewilderment.

“The. .. thePlane of Probability?’ In Dunn’s eyes upon his he saw a momentary conviction flare that,
redlity or not, and history be damned, this man was mad. And then, doubtfully, the L eader went on,
“Hm-m-m - . . yes, somewhere| have heard— Oh, | remember. Some clap-trap jargon the old
Telepathy House fakers used to use before we cleared them out of Science City. But what’ sthat
nonsense got to—"

“It'snot nonsense.” Bill closed his eyesin a sudden, dmost intoler-able longing for peece, for timeto
think what he must do. But no, the thing must be settled now, without time for thinking. And perhaps that
was the best way, after al. A man’sbrain would crack if he paused to think out this madness. Only he
must say something to young Billy— And what could he say? How could he face either of these beloved
children and, to their uncomprehending, pleading faces, refuse them life? If he could only bresk the
connection that riveted them all into asort of triple time balance— But he couldn’'t. He must makeit clear
to Billy— “I1t'snot nonsense,” he heard his own voice repeating wildly. “The

future—you and your world—is a probability only. I'm afree agent. If | never marry Marta, never
perfect the sex-determination ides, the probable future shiftsto . . . to another pattern. And that as bad
asyours, or worse!” hefinished to himsdf.

“Ishemad?’ Billy’svoice was awhisper in the screen.

The Leader said asif to himsdlf, in an awed and ssumbling voice, “l don't .. . | can't. . . thething's
preposterous! And yet he is un-married, the Great Work’ s still unfinished. Suppose he never— But
we'rered! We're flesh and blood, aren’t we? He stamped a booted

foot on the floor asif to test the foundations of hisworld. “We re de-scended in an unbroken line from
this. . . thismadman. Lord in heaven, are we dl mad?’

“Father! Come back!” Sue' svoice dhrilled in Bill’ s ears. He turned desperately, glad of an excuseto
escape the haunted stares from that other window even though he must face hers. She had risen to her
feet among the myrtle leaves. The glade was cool and till about her in thislazy, sunlit world of her own
future. She was crying desper-ately, “Don't listen, father! | can fed the confusion in your mind. | know
what they’ re saying! But they aren’t redl, father—they can’t be! Y ou never had ason, don't you
remember? All thisyou'resaying isjust. . . just talk, isT't it? That Slly stuff about the Probability Plane
—it’snothing but speculation! Oh, say it is, father! We ve got such alovely world, weloveliving so. . . |
want to live, father! | am red! We ve fought so hard, for so many centuries, for peace and happiness and
our beautiful garden world. Don't let it snuff out into noth-ingness! But”—she laughed uncertainly—"how
could you, whenit’sdl around us, and has been for thousands of years?1. . . oh, father!” Her voice
broke on alittle quivering gulp that made Bill’ s heart quiver with it, and he ached intolerably with the
rising of her tears. She was histo protect and cherish, forever. How could he— “Dr. Gory—do you hear
me? Oh, pleaseligten!” Y oung Billy’ sfa-miliar voice reached out to him from that other future. He
glanced to-ward him once, and then put his hands to his ears and whirled from them both, the two voices
mingling in an insane chaos of pleading.

Sue on her myrtle bank in afuture immeasurably far ahead, child of adecadent world dipping easily
down the dope of oblivion.

Billy’ sworld might be as glorious as he believed, but the price was too high to pay for it. Bill
remembered the set, unsmiling faces he had seen in the streets of that world. These were men hisown
work had robbed of the initiative that was their birthright. Happiness was their birthright, too, and the



power to make the decisonsthat de-termined their own futures.

No, not even for such achievements as theirs must mankind be robbed of the indienable right to choose
for himsdf. If it lay in Bill Gory’ s power to outlaw a system which destroyed men’ s freedom and honor
and joy, even for such an end as mankind'simmorta progress, he had no choice to make. The pricewas
too high. COnfusedly he remembered something out of the dim past: “What shdl it profit amanif hegain
the whole world and lose hisown soul. . . .

But—the aternative. Bill groaned. Happiness, peace, freedom, honor—yes, Sue’ sworld had al that
Billy’ slacked. And to what end? Indolence and decadence and extinction for the great race that Billy's
civilization would spread glorioudy among the dars.

“But I'mthinking of choice,” groaned Bill to himsdf. “And, | haven't got any choice! If | marry Sdlie
and don't finish my work— onefuturefollows. If | marry Martaand do finish it, the other comes. And
both are bad—but what can | do? Man or mankind; which has the stronger claim? Happiness and
extinction—or unhappiness and splendid immortdity; which is better?’

“Gory—0Dr. Cory!” It was Dunn’ s voice, heavy enough to break through the daze of bewilderment that
shrouded Bill’ sbrain, lieturned. The Leader’ siron-hard face under the stedl helmet was set-tling into
lines of fixed resolution. Bill saw that he had reached some decision, and knew a sudden, dazed
admiration for the man. After dl, he had not been chosen Leader for nothing.

“You'reafool totel usadl this, Gory. Mad, or afool, or both. Don’t you know what it means? Don't
think we established this con-nection unprepared for trouble! The sameforce that carries the sght and
sound of usfrom our age to yours can carry destruction, too! Nowherein our past isthere arecord that
William Gory waskilled by ablast of atom-gun fire ashe sat a his desk—but, by God, s, if you can
change that past, so can we!”

“It would mean wiping yoursdlf out, you know,” Bill reminded him as steadily as he could, searching the
angry eyes of this man who must never have faced resolute opposition before, and wondering if the man
had yet accepted atruth that must seem insanely impossible to him. He wanted overwhemingly to laugh,
and yet somewhereinsde him achilly conviction was growing that it might be possible for the children of
his unborn son, in afuture that would never exi, to blast him out of being. He said: Y ou and your whole
world would vanish jf | died.”

“But not unavenged!” The Leader said it savagdly, and then hesi-tated. “But what am | saying? Y ou've
driven me dmost asmad asyou! Look, man, try to be sensble! Can you imagine yoursdlf dissolv-ing into
nothingnessthat never existed? Neither can I1”

“But if you could kill me, then how could your world ever have been born?’

“To hdl with dl that!” exploded Dunn. “I’'m no metgphysician! I’'m afighting man! I’ll take the chance!”
“Please, Dr. Gory—" Billy pressed forward against the very surface of the cube, asif he could thrust
himsdlf back into hisown past and

lay urgent hands upon this man so like him, staring white-faced and stubborn into the future. Perhapsiit
was more than the desire for peace that spoke in his shaken voice. If Bill Gory, looking into that young
face s0 like his own, had fdt affection and recognition for it, then must not the boy know afedling akin to
it as he saw himsdlf in Gory’ sfeatures? Perhgps it was that subtle, strange identification be-tween the two
that made the boy’ svoicetremble alittle asif with thefirst weskening of belief. When he spoke he
seemed to be acknowl-edging the possibility of doubt, dmost without redlizing it. He said in that shaken,
ardent voice:

“Please, try to understand! It s not death we' re afraid of. All of uswould die now, willingly, if our deaths
could further the common good. What we can’t endure to face isthe death of our civilization, this
marvelous thing that makes mankind immortd. Think of thet, Sir! Thisisthe only right thing possible for
you to do! Would wefed so strongly if weweren’t sure? Can you condemn your own race to eternity
on one small planet, when you could give them the universe to expand in and every good thing science
can offer?’

“Father. . . father!” 1t was Sue again, frantic and far away.



But before Bill could turn to her, Dunn’ svoice broke in heavily over both the others. “Wait—I’ ve made
up my mind!” Billy fell back alittle, turning to his Leader with ablaze of sudden hope. Bill stared. “Asl
seeit,” went on Dunn, “the whole preposterous question hinges on the marriage you make. Naturaly |
can't concede even to mysdlf that you could possibly marry anyone but the woman you did marry— but
if you honestly fed that there’ sany question in your own mind about it, I’ll settleit for you.”

He turned to nod toward acorner of the room in which he stood that was outside Bill’ srange, and in a
moment the blue-uniformed, staring crowd about him parted and alow, rakish barrdl of blue-gleam-ing
sted glided noiselessly forward toward that surface of the cube which was awindow into the past-future
that parted Bill and them-sdlves. Bill had never seen anything like it before, but he recognized itsletha
qudity. It crouched streamlined down upon its base asif for alunge, and its mouth facing him was adark
doorway for death itsalf. Dunn bent behind it and laid his hand upon ahalf-visible lever inits base.
“Now,” he said heavily. “William Gory, there seemsto be aques-tion in your mind asto whether we
could reach you with our weap-ons. Let me assure you that the force-beam which connects us can
carry more than sight and sound into your world! | hope | shan’t have to demondirate that. | hope you'll
be sensble enough to turn to that televisor screen in the wall behind you and cal MartaMayhew.”
“M—Marta?’ Bill heard the quiver in hisvoice. “Why—"

“Youwill cdl her, and in our Sight and hearing you are going to ask her to marry you. That much choice
isyours, marriage or death. Do you hear me?’

Bill wanted insandly to laugh. Shotgun wedding from amythica fu-ture—"Y ou can't threaten me with
that popgun forever,” he said with aquaver of mirth he could not contral. “How do you know I'll marry
her once you're away?’

“You'll keep your word,” said Dunn serenely. “Don’t forget, Gory, we know you much better than you
know yoursdlf. We know your fu-ture far more completely than you saw it. We know how your
charac-ter will develop with age. Y es, you' re an honorable man. Once you’ ve asked her to marry you,
and heard her say yes—and she will—you won't try to back out. No, the promise given and received
between you congtitutes a marriage as surdly asif we' d seen the ceremony per-formed. Y ou see, we
trugt your honor, William Gory.”

“But—" Bill got no further than that, for explosvely in hisbrain aswest, high voice was sobbing:
“Father, father, what are you doing? What' s happened? Why don't you speak to me?’

Inthe tenson Bill had nearly forgotten Sue, but the sound of that familiar voice tore at him with sudden,
amogt intolerable poignancy. Sue—the promiseto protect her had risen to hislipsinvoluntarily at the
very mention of danger. It was answer to an urgency rooted race-deep, the instinct to protect the
helpless and the loved. For amoment he forgot the gun trained on him from the other window; he forgot
Billy and the world behind him. He was conscious only of his daugh-ter crying in terror for help—for help
from him and for protection againgt him at once, in adizzy confusion that made hishead svim.

“Sue—" he began uncertainly.

“Gory, we' rewaiting!” Dunn’svoice had an ominous undernote.

But there was a solution. He never knew just when hefirst became aware of it. A long while ago,
perhaps, subconscioudy, the promise of it had begun to take shape in hismind. He did not know when
he firgt realized that—but he thought he knew whence it came. There was a sureness and avastness
about it that did not originate in himsdlf. It was the Cosmic Mind indeed in which his own smal soul was
floun-

dering, and out of that unthinkably limitless Plan, ong with the problem came & last the solution. (There
must be balance. . . the force that swings the worldsin their orbits can permit of no question
without an answer—)

There was no confusion here; there had never been. Thiswas not chance. Purpose was behind it, and
sudden confidence came flooding into him from outside. He turned with resolution so calm upon hisface
that Billy sighed and smiled, and Dunn’ stense face relaxed.

“Thank God, gr,” breathed Billy, “I knew you’ d cometo your senses. Believe me, Sir, you won't be



sorry.”

“Wait,” sad Bill to them both, and laid his hand on the button be-neath his desk that rang abell in his
laboratory. “Wait and see.”

In three worlds and times, three people very nearly identical in more than the flesh d one—perhapsthree
facets of the same person-ality, who can say?—stood silent and tense and waiting. It seemed like avery
long time before the door opened and Miss Brown came into the room, hesitating on the threshold with
her cam, pleasant face questioning.

“Y ouwant me, Dr. Gory?’

Bill did not answer for amoment. He was pouring hiswhole soul into thislast long stare that said
good-by to the young son he would never know. For understanding from some vast and namel ess source
was flooding his mind now, and he knew what was coming and why it would be so. He looked across
the desk and gazed hislast upon Sue' sfamiliar face so like hisown, the fruit of alove he would never
share with pretty Sdlie. And then, drawing a deep breath, he gulped and said distinctly:

“Miss Brown, will you marry me?’

Dunn had given him the key—a promise given and received be-tween this woman and himself would be
irrevocable, would swing the path of the futureinto achannel that led to no world that either Billy or Sue
could know.

Bill got hisfirst glimmer of hope for that future from the way the quiet woman in the doorway accepted
his question. She did not stare or giggle or ssammer. After onelong, deep ook into his eyes—he saw for
thefirgt time that hers were gray and cool behind the lenses—she answered camly.

“Thank you, Dr. Gory. | shal be very happy to marry you.”

And then—it came. In the very core of hisbrain, heartbreak and despair exploded in along, wailing
scream of faith betrayed as pretty

Sue, hisbeloved, hisdarling, winked out into the oblivion from which she would never now emerge. The
lazy green Eden was gone forever; the sweet fair girl on her knees among the myrtle leaves had never
been—would never be.

Upon that other window surface, in one last flash of unbearable clearness, young Billy’ sincredulous
features stared at him. Behind that bel oved, betrayed face he saw the face of the Leader twisting with
fury. Inthelast flashing ingtant while the vanishing, never-to-exist future il lingered in the cube, Bill saw
an explosion of white-hot violence glare blindingly from the gun mouth, a heat and violence that seared
the very brain. Would it have reached him—could it have harmed him? He never knew, for it lasted
scarcely aheartbeat before eternity closed over the vanishing world in a soundless, fathomless,
dl-swalowingtide.

‘Where that world had stretched so vividly amoment ago, now Martd s violet gaze looked out into the
room through crystd. Acrossthe desk Sdli€ slovely, cardess smile glowed changelesdy. They had been
gateways to the future—but the gates were closed. There would never be such futures now; there never
had been. In the Cosmic Mind, the great Plan of Things, two haf-formed ideas went out like blown
candleflames.

And Bill turned to the gray-eyed woman in the doorway with along, deep, shaken sigh. In hisown mind
as hefaced her, thoughts too vast for formulation moved cloudily.

“I' know now something no man was ever sure of before—our one-ness with the Plan. There are many,
many futures. | couldn’t face the knowledge of another, but | think—yes, | believe, ourswill be the best.
Shewon't let me neglect the work we' re doing, but neither will she force meto giveit to theworld
unperfected. Maybe, between us, we can work out that kink that robs the embryo of determination, and
then—who knows?

“Who knows why dl this had to happen? There was Purpose be-hind it—all of it—but I’ [| never
understand just why. | only know that the futures are infinite—and that | haven't lost Billy or Sue. |
couldn’t have donewhat | did without being sure of that. | couldn’t lose them, because they’ re me—the
best of me, going on forever. Perhaps|’ll never die, really—not the real me—unitil these incarnations of



the best that’ sin me, whatever form and face and name they wear, work out mankind’ s ultimate destiny
insomefuture !’ [l never see. There was reason behind dl this. Maybe, after dl, I'll understand—some
day.”

He said nothing aoud, but he held out his hand to the woman in the door and smiled down confidently
into her coal, gray eyes.

Fruit of Knowledge

It wasthefirst Sabbath. Down the open glades of Eden abreeze stirred softly. Nothing elsein sight
moved except asmall winged head that fluttered, yawning, across the glade and vanished among leaves
that drew back to receiveit. Theair quivered behind it like awake left in water of incomparable clarity.
From far away and far above afaint drift of snging echoed, “Hosannah . . - hosannah . . - hosannah—"
The sergphim were singing about the Throne.

A pool a the edge of the glade gave back light and color like agreet, dim jewd. It gave back reflections,
too. The woman who bent over it had just discovered that. She was leaning above the water until her
cloudy dark hair dmost dipped into the surface. There was a curious shadow al about her, likeathin
garment which did not quite conced how lovely she was, and though no breeze stirred just now, that
shadow garment moved uneasily upon her and her hair lifted alittle asif upon abreeze that did not blow.
Shewas s0 quiet that a passing cherub-head paused above the water to look, too, hanging likea
hummingbird mationless over its own reflection in the pool.

“Pretty!” gpproved the cherub in asmal, piping voice. “New here, aren’t you?’

The woman looked up with adow smile, putting back the veil of her hair.

“Yes, | am,” she answered softly. Her voice did not sound quite sure of itsalf. She had never spoken
aoud before until this moment.

“You'll likethe Garden,” said the cherub in adightly patronizing tone, giving hisrainbow wings a shake.
“Anything | can do for you? I’ m not busy just now. Be glad to show you around.”

“Thank you,” smiled the woman, her voice sounding alittle more confident. “I’ll find my way.”

The cherub shrugged his colored wings. “ Just asyou say. By the way, | suppose they warned you about
the Tree?’

The woman glanced up a him rather quickly, her shadowy eyes narrowing.

“The Tree? Isthere danger?’

“Oh, no. You mustn't touch it, that’ sal. It’ sthe one in the middle of the Garden, the Tree of the
Knowledge of Good and Evil—you can’'t missit. | saw the Man looking at it yesterday for quiteawhile.
That reminds me, have you met the Man?’

The woman bent her head so that the hair swung forward to vell her face. From behind it, in avoice that
sounded asif she might be smiling, shesaid:

“He swaiting for me now.”

“Oh?’ said the cherub, impressed. “Well, you'll find him over by the orange grove east of the Tree. HE'S
resting. It'sthe Day of Rest, you know.” The cherub tilted an intimate eyebrow heavenward and added:
“He sredting, too. Hear the singing? He made the Man only yesterday, right out of this very earth you're
gtanding on. We were dl watching. It was wonderful— Afterward, He called the man Adam, and then
Adam named the animas— By the way, what’ s your name?’

The woman smiled down at her own velled reflection in the water. After amoment— “Lilith,” she said.
The cherub stared, his eyes widening into two blue circles of surprise. He was speechlessfor an instant.
Then he purs~d his pink mouth to whistle softly.

“Why,” he sammered, “you . . . you're the Queen of Air and Darkness!”

Smiling up at him from the corners of her eyes, the woman nodded. The cherub stared at her big-eyed
for amoment longer, too overcome for speech. Then, suddenly, he beat his rainbow pinions together and
darted off through the trees without another word, the tranducent air rippling in alazy, haf-visble wake
behind him. Lilith looked after him with a shadowy smile on her face. He was going to warn Adam. The

smile degpened. Let him.



Lilith turned for one last glance into the mirror of the pool at the strange new shape she had just put on. It
was the newest thing in creartion—not even God knew about it. And rather surprisingly, she thought she
wasgoing to likeit. She did not fed nearly as stifled and heavy as she had expected to fed, and there
was something distinctly pleasant in the softness of the breeze pouring caressingly about her body, the
fragrance of springtime sweet in her nogtrils, the grass under

her bare feet. The Garden was beautiful with abeauty she had not redlized until she saw it through human
eyes. Everything she saw through them, indeed, was curioudy different now. Hereinthisflesh al her
faculties seemed refocused, asif she, who had always seen with such crysta clarity, now looked through
ranbows at everything she saw. But it was a pleasant refocusing. She wished she had longer to enjoy her
tenancy in thisfive-sensed flesh she shared with Adam.

But she had very little time. She glanced up toward the bright, unchanging glory abovethetreesasif she
could pierce the floor of heaven and see God resting on the unimaginable splendor of the Throne while
the sergphim chanted in long, shining rows about him. At any moment he might stir and lean forward over
Eden, looking down. Lilith ingtinctively shrugged her shadowy garment closer about her. If hedid not
look too closaly, he might not pierce that shadow. But if he did— A littlethrill of excitement, like forked
lightning, went through the strange new flesh shewore. She liked danger.

She bent over the poal for onelast look at herself, and the pool was a great, dim eye looking back at
her, amost sentient, dmost aware of her. Thiswasaliving Garden. The tranducent air quivered with a
rhythmic pulsing through the trees; the ground was resilient under her feet; vines drew back to let her pass
beneath them. Lilith, turning away through the svimming air after the cherub, puzzled alittleas she
walked through the parting trees. The relation was very close be-tween flesh and earth—perhaps her
body was so responsive to the beauty of the Garden because it aped so closaly flesh that had been a part
of the Garden yesterday. And if even shefdt that kinship, what must Adam feel, who was himsdlf earth
only yesterday?

The Garden was like avast, haf-sentient entity al around her, puls-ing subtly with the pulse of the lucent
ar. Had God drawn from thisimmense and throbbing fecundity al the life which peopled Eden? Was
Adam merely an extension of it, afocus and intengfication of the same life which pulsed through the
Garden? Creation was too new; she could only guess.

She thought, too, of the Tree of Knowledge as she walked smoothly through the trees. That Tree,
tempting and forbidden. Why?Was God testing Man somehow? Was Man then, not quite finished, after
al?Wasthere any flaw in Eden? Suddenly she knew that there must be. Her very presence here was
proof of it, for she, above dl others, had no right to intrude into thismagica closed sphere which was
God' s greatest work. Y et here she walked through the heart of it, and not even God knew, yet— Lilith
danted a smile up through the leaves toward the choruses of

the seraphim whose singing swelled and sank and swelled again, unut-terably sweet high above the trees.
The anima s watched her pass with wide, bewildered eyes, somehow not quite a ease, dthough no such
thing asfear had yet stirred through the Garden. Lilith glanced a them curioudy as she passed. They
were pretty things. Sheliked Eden.

Presently a siwooning fragrance came drifting to her through the trees, d most too swest to enjoy, and she
heard asmal voice piping ex-citedly: “Lilith . . . Air and Darkness— Hewon't likeit! Michadl ought to
know—"

Liith smiled and stepped clear of the treesinto the full, soft glow of Eden’ s sun. It did not touch the
shadow that dimly veiled the pae contours of this newest shape in Eden. Once or twice that intangible
breeze lifted her hair in agreat, dim cloud about her, though no leaves moved. She stood quiet, staring
acrossthe glade, and as she stared she felt thefirst small tremor of distrust in this new flesh she wore.

For on agrassy bank in the sunlight, under the blossoming orange trees, lay Adam. And the treesand the
flowers of Eden had seemed beautiful to the eyes of thisbody Lilith wore, and the breezes and the
perfumes had delighted it—but here was flawless perfection newly shaped out of the warm red earth of



Eden into the image of its Maker, and the sight of him frightened Lilith becauseit pleased her 0. Shedid
not trust abeauty that brought her to a standstill under the trees, not quite certain why she had stopped.
He sprawled in long-limbed magnificence on the grass, laughing up &t the cherub with his curly yellow
head thrown back. Every line of him and every motion had asplendid male beauty as perfect as
Om-nipotence could make it. Though he wore no clothing he was no more naked than she, for therewas
acuriousglow dl about him, agarment of subtle glory that clothed him asif with an al-enveloping hao.
The cherub danced excitedly up and down in the air above him, shrilling:

“She shouldn’t be herel Y ou know she shouldn’t! She'sevil, that’ swhat sheis! God won't likeit!
She—" Then above Adam’ s head he caught Lilith’s eye, gulped atime or two, piped one last
admonishing, “Better watch out!” and fluttered away among the leaves, looking back over onewing as he
flew.

Adam’ s gaze followed the cherub’s. The laughter faded from hisface and he got up dowly, the long,
smooth muscles diding beau-

tifully under his garment of subtle glory ashe moved. Hewas utter perfection in everything hedid,
flawless, new-made at the hands of Cod. He came toward her dowly, a shining wonder on hisface.
Lilith stared at him distrustfully. The other glories of the Garden had pleased her abstractly, in away that
left her mistress of herself. But here was something she did not understand &t all. The eternal Lilith looked
out, bewildered, through the eyes of abody that found something strange and wonderful in Adam. She
laid ahand on the upper part of that body which rose and fell with her breathing, and felt something
beating strongly beneath the smooth, curved surface of the stuff called flesh.

Adam cametoward her dowly. They met in the middle of the glade, and for along moment neither
spoke. Then Adam said in amarveling voice, resonant and deep:

“You...you'rejust as| knew you' d be— | knew you’ d be some-where, if | could only find you.
‘Wherewereyou hiding?’

With an effort Lilith mastered this odd, swimming warmth in her which she did not understand. After al,
he was nothing but a certain limited avareness housed in newly shaped flesh, and it made no red
difference at al what shape that flesh wore. Her business was too dan-gerous for her to linger here
admiring him because by some accident he was pleasing to the eyes of her newly acquired body. She
made her voice like honey in her throat and looked up a him under her lashes, crooning:

“I waan't hereat dl, until you thought of me.”

“Until I—" Adam’ sgolden brows met.

“God madeyou in Hisimage,” said Lilith, fluttering the lashes. “ There s so much of God inyou
gtill—didn’t you know you could cresate, too, if you desired strongly enough?’

She remembered that deep need of his pulsing out and out in great, demanding waves from the Garden,
and how it had seemed a call addressed to her done. She had delighted as sheyielded to it, deliber-ately
subordinating her will to the will of the unseen caler in the Gar-den. She had let it draw her down out of
the svimming void, let it mold flesh around her in the shape it chose, until al her being wasin-cased inthe
strange, soft, yielding substance which was proving so treacheroudy responsive to the things she was
encountering in Eden.

Adam shook his curly head uncomprehendingly. “Y ou weren't here. | couldn’t find you,” he repegted, as
if he had not heard her. “1 watched dl day among the animals, and they were all in twos but Man. | knew
you must be somewhere. | knew just how you' d look. |

thought I"d call you Eve when | found you—Eve, the Mother of All Living. Do you likeit?’

“It' sagood name,” murmured Lilith, coming nearer to him, “but not for me. I’m Lilith, who came out of
the dark because you needed me.” She smiled aheady smile at him, and the shadowy garment drew thin
across her shoulders as shelifted her arms. Adam seemed alittle uncertain about what to do with hisown
arms as she clasped her hands behind his neck and tiptoed alittle, lifting her face.

“Lilith?’ he echoed in abemused voice. “| like the sound. What doesit mean?’

“Never mind,” she crooned in her siweetest voice. “1 came because you wanted me.” And then, ina
murmur: “Bend your head, Adam. | want to show you something—"



It wasthefirst kissin Eden. ‘“When it was over, Lilith opened her eyes and looked up a Adam aghast, s0
deeply moved by the pleasantness of that kiss that she could scarcely remember the purpose that had
prompted it. Adam blinked dizzily down at her. He had found whét to do with hisarms. He sammered,
dill in that bemused voice:

“Thank God, you did come! | wish He could have sent you sooner. We—"

Lilith recovered herself enough to murmur gently: “Don’'t you un-derstand, dear? God didn’'t send me. It
was you, yoursdlf, waiting and wanting me, that |et me take shape out of. . . never mind. . . and cometo
you in the body you pictured for me, because | knew what wonderful things we could accomplish herein
Eden, together. Y ou're God' s own image, and you have greater powers than you know, Adam.” The
tremendousideathat had cometo her in the ether when shefirst heard his soundless call glowed in her
voice. “There sno limit to what we could do here, together! Greater things than even God ever
dreamed—"

“You're so pretty,” interrupted Adam, smiling down at her with hisdisarming, empty smile. “I'm so glad
you came—"

Lilith let therest of her eagernessrun out in along sigh. It was no usetrying to talk to him now. He was
too new. Powerful with agodlike power, yes, but unaware of it—unaware even of himsdf asan
individud being. He had not tasted the Fruit of Knowledge and hisinnocence was asflawlessashis
beauty. Nothing wasin hismind, or could be, that God had not put there at his shaping from the warm
earth of Eden.

And perhaps it was best, after dl. Adam wastoo close to godhood to see eyeto eyewith her indl she
might want to do. If he never tasted knowledge, then he would ask no questions—and so he must never
touch the Tree.

The Tree— It reminded her that Eden was still atesting ground, not a finished crestion. She thought she
knew now what the flaw in man had been which made it possiblefor Lilith, of al the creatures of ether, to
stand here at the very focus of dl the power and beauty and innocence in Eden. Lilith, who was evil
incarnate and knew it very well. God had made Adam incomplete, and not, perhaps, realized the flaw.
And out of Adam’s need Adam himsdlf had created woman— who was not complete either. Lilith
redized it suddenly, and began to understand the depth of her reaction to this magnificent creature who
dill held herinhisarms.

There was an idea somewhere back of dl thiswhich wasimmensely important, but her mind would not
pursueit. Her mind kept diding off the question to dwell cloudily on the Man upon whose shoulder she
was leaning. What curious stuff this flesh wasl While she woreit, not even the absorbing question of
God' s purpose, not even her own peril here, could quite obliterate the knowledge of Adam’s presence,
hisarm about her. Vaues had changed in afrightening way, and the most frightening thing of all wasthat
shedid not care. Shelaid her head back on his shoulder and inhaled the honeyed perfume of the orange
blossoms, futilely reminding herself that she was dangeroudy wasting time. At any moment God might
look down and see her, and there was so much to be done before that happened. She must master this
delicious fogging of the senses whenever Adam’s arm tightened about her. The Garden must befortified,
and she must begin now.

Sighing, shelaced her fingers through Adam’ s and crooned in the softest voice:

“I want to see the Garden. Won't you show it to me?’

His voice was warm as he answered:

“I want to! | hoped you' d ask methat. It’s such awonderful place.”

A cherub fluttered across the valley asthey strolled eastward, and paused on beating wingsto frown
down at them.

“Wait till He looks down,” he piped. “Just wait, that’sdl!” Adam laughed, and the cherub clucked
disapprovingly and fluttered off, shaking his head.

Lilith, leaning on Adam’ s shoulder, laughed, too. She was glad that he could not understand the cherub’s
warnings, deef in the perfection of hisinnocence. So long as she could prevent it he would never taste
that Fruit. The knowledge of evil wasnot in him and it must never



be. For she was hersdlf, as she realized well, the essence of abstract evil as opposed to abstract
good—hbaancing it, making it possible. Her part was as necessary as God' sin the scheme of crestion,
for light can-not exist without dark, nor positive without negative, nor good without evil.

Y et shedid not fed in the least evil just now. There was no antago-nism at al between her negation and
the strong positive innocence of the man beside her.

“Look,” said Adam, sweeping along-armed gesture. A low hillside lay before them, starry with flowers
except for ascar in its sSide where the raw, bare earth of Eden showed through. The scar was aready
hedling over with afaint mist of green. “That’ swhere | wasmade,” said Adam softly. “Right out of that
hillsde. Doesit seem rather.

rather wonderful to you, Lilith?’

“If it doesto you,” she crooned, and meant it. “Why?’

“The animals don’t seem to understand. | hoped you would. It sasif the. . . the whole Garden were part
of me. If there are other men, do you supposethey’ll lovethe earth like this, Lilith, for its own sake? Do
you think they’ | have this same fedling about the place where they were born? Will one certain hill or
valey be dmogt one flesh with theirs, so that they’ d sicken away from it and fight and dieif they had to,
to keep it—as | think | would? Do you fed it, too?’

Thear went pulsing past them, sweet with the music of the seraphim, while Lilith looked out over the
valey that had brought Adam to birth. She wastrying hard, but she could not quite grasp that passionate
identification with the earth of Eden which best like blood through Adam’ sveins.

“Eden isyou,” she murmured. “I can understand that. Y ou mustn't ever leaveit.”

“Leaveit?’ laughed Adam. “Where dseisthere? Eden belongs to us forever—and you belong to me.”

Lilith let hersdlf relax ddlightfully againgt his shoulder, knowing suddenly that sheloved thisirresponsble,
dangerous flesh even while she distrusted it. And— Something was wrong. The sudden awareness of it
chilled her and she glanced uneasily about, but it was several minutes before her flesh-bound senses
located the wrongness. Then she put her head back and stared up through the trees with puckered
brows.

“What isit?” Adam smiled down at her. “Anges? They go over quite often, you know.”

Lilith did not answer. She waslistening hard. Until now al Eden had echoed faintly and sweetly with the
chanting of sergphim about the Throne. But now the sounds that sifted down through the bright,
tranducent air were not carols of praise. There wastrouble in heaven. She could hear faraway shoutsin
great, ringing, golden voices from infinitely high above, the clash and hiss of flaming swords, and now and
agan acrash asif part of the very wals of heaven had crumbled inward under some unimaginable
ondaught.

It was hard to believe—but there was war in heaven.

A wave of relief went ddightfully through Lilith. Good—I et them fight. She smiled to hersdf and snuggled
closer to Adam’ sside. The trouble, whatever it might be, would keep God' s attention distracted awhile
longer from what went on in Eden, and she was devoutly grateful for that. She needed this respite. She
had awhile longer, then, to accustom herself to the vagaries of this strange body, and to the strange
reaction Adam was causing, before the war was over in heaven and war began in Eden between Lilith
and God.

A shudder of terror and anticipation went over her again as she thought of that. She was not sure God
could destroy her if He would, for she was a creature of the darkness beyond Hislight and her exist-ence
was necessary to the structure he was rearing in heaven and upon earth. Without the existence of such as
Lilith, the balance of creation might tip over. No, God would not—yperhaps could not—de-stroy her, but
He could punish very terribly.

Thisflesh, for instance. It was o soft, S0 perishable. She was aware of a definite cleavage between the
mind and the body that housed it. Perhaps God had been wise in choosing this fragile container instead of
some imperishable substance into which to pour dl the innocence, the power that was Adam. It was
dangerousto trust such power in an independent body—as Lilith meant to proveto God if her plan went



well. But it was no part of that plan—now—to have an angered God destroy His fleshly image.

She mugt think of some way to prevent it. Presently she would waken out of thiswarm, delightful fog that
persisted so long as Adam’ s arm was about her, but there was no hurry yet. Not whilewar raged in
heaven. She had never known amood like this before, when cloudy emotions moved like smoke through
her mind and nothing in creation had red significance except this magnificent ma e upon whose shoul der
sheleaned.

Then Adam looked down at her and smiled, and al the noises of war above blanked out asif they had
never been. The Garden, half sentient, stirred uneasily from grass roots to treetops in response to

those ringing battle shouts from above; but the Man and the woman did not even hear.

Time was nothing. Imperceptibly it passed, and presently a soft green twilight deepened over Eden.
Adam and Lilith paused after awhile on amossy bank above astream that tinkled over stones. Sitting
with her head on Adam’ s shoulder and listening to the sound of the water, Lilith remembered how lightly
lifewasrooted in thisflesh of theirs,

“Adam,” she murmured, “ awhile ago you mentioned dying. Do you know about desth?’

“Death?’ said Adam comfortably. “I don’t remember. | think | never heard of it.”

“I hope,” she said, “that you never will. It would mean leaving, Eden, you know.”

Hisarm went rigid around her. “1 couldn’t! | wouldn't!”

“You're not immortd, dear. It could happen, unless—’

“Unlesswha?Tdl me!”

“If therewereaTree of Life,” she said dowly, measuring her words, “a Tree whose fruit would give you
immortaity asthefruit of that other Tree would give you knowledge, then | think not even God could
driveyou out of Eden.”

“A Treeof Life—" he echoed softly. “What would it be like?’

Lilith closed her eyes. “A dark Tree, | think,” she answered, dmost in awhisper. “ Dark limbs, dark
leaves—pd e, shining fruit hanging among them like lanterns. Can't you seeit?’

Adam was slent. She glanced up a him. His eyeswere shut and alook of intense longing was on hisface
in the twilight. There was slence about them for along while. Presently she felt the tenseness of his body
dacken beside her. He breathed out in along sigh.

“I think thereisaTree of Life,” hesaid. | think it’sin the center of the Garden near the other Tree. I'm
sureit’sthere. Thefruit are pale, just as you thought. They send out alight like moonlight in the dark.
Tomorrow we' Il taste them.”

And Lilith relaxed againgt his shoulder with asigh of her own. To-morrow he would beimmortd, like
hersdf. Shelistened anxioudy, and till heard the faraway battle cries of the sergphim echoing through the
sky. War in heaven and peace on earth— Through the deepening twilight of Eden no sound came except
the music of thewater and, somewhere off through the trees, acrooning lullaby in atiny, piping voice as
some cherub sang himsdlf to deep. Somewhere nearer other small voices squabbled drowsily awhile,
then fell slent. The most ddlightful lassitude was stedling over Lilith's

body. Sheturned her cheek against Adam’ s shoulder and fdlt that cloudy fogging of the senseswhich she
was coming to know so well— close like water above her head.

And the evening and the morning were the eighth day.

Lilith wokefirst. Birdswere snging glorioudy, and as she lay there on Adam’ s shoulder acherub flashed
across the stream on dazzling wings, caroling at the top of his piping voice. He did not seethem. The
pleasant ddirium of a spring morning filled the whole wakening Garden, and Lilith sat up with aamile.
Adam scarcely stirred. Lilith looked down at him with aglow of tendernessthat larmed her. Shewas
coming to identify hersdlf with Adam, as Adam was one with the Garden—this flesh was a treacherous
thing.

Suddenly, blindingly, she knew that. Terror of what it was doing to the entity which was Lilith rolled over
her in agreat wave, and without thinking, almaost without realizing what she did, she sorang up and out of
the flesh that was betraying her. Up, up through the crystal morning she sprang, impalpable asthe air



around her. Up and up until the Adam that flesh had vaued too highly wasinvisible, and the very treetops
that hid him were afeathery green blur and she could see the wallsthat closed the Garden in, therivers
running out of it like four grest blades of silver in the morning sun.

Beside the deeping Adam nothing was | eft but the faintest blur of awoman shape, wrapped in shadow
that made it dmost invisble againgt the moss. The eye could scarcely have made it out there under the
trees.

Lilith swam delightfully through the bright, till emptiness of the early morning. From here she could hear
quite clearly the strong hosannahs of the seraphim pouring out in mighty golden choruses over the jasper
walls. Whatever trouble had raged in heaven yester-day, today it was resolved. She scarcely troubled
her mind about it.

Shewas free—free of the flesh and the terrifying weskness that had gone with it. She could see clearly
now, no longer deluded by the dis-tortions of vaue that had made life in that flesh so confusing. Her
thoughts were not colored by it any more. Adam was nothing but a superb vessal now, brimmed with the
power of God. Her perspective had been too warped down there in Eden to redlize how little that
magnificent body of his mattered in comparison to the power inher-ent init.

Shelet the cold, clear ether bathe her of illusionswhile the timelesstime of the void swam motionless
around her. She had been in greater

danger than she knew; it had taken thismorning dip in the luminous heights to cleanse her mind of Adam.
Refreshed, fortified againgt that perilous weakness, she could return now and take up her mission again.
And she must do it quickly, before God noticed her. Or was he watching already?

She swooped luxuriantly in along, airy curve and plummeted to-ward Eden.

Adam 4till dept timelesdy upon the moss. Lilith dropped closer, shrugging hersdlf together in anticipation
of entering and filling out into life the body she had thrown off. And then—then a shock like the shock of
lightning jolted her in midair until the Garden redled be-neath her. For where she had |eft only thefaint,
ephemera husk of awoman beside Adam, awoman of firm, pae flesh lay now, adegp onthe Man’s
shoulder. Golden hair spilled in along skein across the moss, and the woman’ s head moved alittleto the
rhythm of Adam’ sbregthing.

Lilith recovered hersdf and hovered nearer, incandescent with such jealousy and rage as she had never
dreamed could touch her. The woman was clothed in a softly glowing halo as Adam was clothed. But it
was Lilith’s own shape she wore benesth that halo.

A sick dismay shook Lilith bodilesdy inthe air. God had been watching, then—waiting, perhaps, to
grike. He had been here—it might have been no longer than amoment ago. She knew it by the very
slence of the place. Everything was still hushed and awed by the recent Presence. God had passed by,
and God had seen that tenant-less garment of flesh she had cast off to swim in the ether, and God had
known her whole scheme in one flash of Hisall-seeing eye.

He had taken the flesh she had worn, then, and used it for His own purposes—her precious, responsive
flesh that had glowed at the touch of Adam’ s hand belonged now to another woman, dept in her place
on Adam’ sshoulder. Lilith shook with intolerable emotion at the thought of it. She would not— Adam
waswaking. Lilith hovered closer, watching jedloudy ashe

yawned, blinked, smiled, turned his curly head to look down &t the woman beside him. Then he sat up so
abruptly that the golden crea-ture at hisside cried out in a sweet, high voice and opened eyes bluer than
acherub’sto stare a him reproachfully. Lilith, hating her, till saw that she had beauty of a sort
comparableto Adam’s, exquisite, brimming with the glorious emptiness of utter innocence. Therewasa
roundness and an appedling softness to her that was new in Eden, but the shape she worewas Lilith's
and none other.

Adam stared down at her in amazement.

“L-Lilith—" he sammered. “Who are you? Where sLilith? 1—"

“WhoisLilith?" demanded the golden girl in asoft, hurt voice, St-ting up and pushing the glowing hair
back with both handsin alovely, smooth gesture. “1 don’t know. | can’t remember—" She let the words
die and stared about the Garden with a blue gaze luminous with wonder. Then the eyes came back to
Adam and she amiled very swestly.



Adam had put ahand to hisside, a pucker of thefirst pain in Eden drawing his golden brows together.
For no reason at al he was remembering the scarred bank from which the earth that shaped him had
been taken. He opened his mouth to speak.

And then out of the glow of the morning avast, bodiless V oice spoke quietly.

“I havetaken arib from your sde, Man,” said the VVoice. The whole glade trembled at the sound; the
brook ceased itstinkling, the leaves stood gtill upon the trees. Not a bird sang. Filling the whole morning,
the whole Garden, the VVoice went on: “Out of the flesh of your flesh | have made a hel pmate and awife
for you. Forsaking dl others, cleave unto her. Forsaking all others—

The Voice ceased not suddenly, but by echoing degrees that made the leaves shiver upon the treesin
rhythm to Itsfading syllables, “ Forsaking dl others. . . dl others. . . dl others—"

Andthenit wasasif alight ceased to glow in the Garden which, until it went out, no one had perceived.
Theair dimmed alittle, and thickened and dulled, so that one blinked in the aftermath when the presence
of God was withdrawn.

The woman drew closer to Adam’ s Side, putting out uncertain hands to him, frightened by the quiet,
tremendous V oice and the silence of the Garden. Adam dropped an arm automatically about her, tilling
her fright against his shoulder. He bent his head as the V oi ce ceased to echo through the shaken air.
“Yes, Lord,” he said obediently. There was an ingtant more of silence everywhere. Then timidly the
brook sent atentative ripple of sound into the air, abird piped once, a breeze began to blow. Cod had
withdrawn.

Bodiless, trembling with emotions she had no name for, Lilith watched the Man and the woman aone on
the moss bank she had shared last night with Adam. He looked down at the frightened girl huddling
agang him.

“| supposeyou' re Eve” he said, acertain gentlenessin hisvoice that made Lilith writhe.

“If you say s0,” murmured the girl, glancing up at him under aflutter of lashes. Liith hated him. Over her
fair head Adam looked out acrossthe quiet glade.

“Lilith?” hesad. “Lilith—"

A warm rush of answer focused al Lilith’ sbeing into one respond-ing cry.

“Yes, Adam. . .yes I'm herel”

He might have heard her bodilessreply, it was S0 passonate an an-swer to hiscal, but at that instant Eve
said with childish petulance:

“Who isthis Lilith, Adam?Why do you keep caling her? Won't | do?’

Adam looked down uncertainly. While he hesitated, Eve deliber-ately snuggled againgt him with awarm
littlewriggle that was Lilith’ salone. By that, if by no other sign, Lilith knew it was her very flesh God had
taken to mold thispae girl from Adam’ srib, using the same pattern which Adam had designed for Lilith.
Eveworeit now, and in that shape knew, without learning them, al the subtle tricks that Lilith’ sage-old
wisdom had evolved during the brief while she dwdt in thebody. Lilith’slogt flesh, Lilith’ sdelightful use
of it, Liith' s Adam—all were Eve' snow.

Fury and wild despair and an intolerable ache that made the world turn black around her blinded Lilith to
the two beneath the tree. She could not bear to watch them any longer. With asoundlesswail of despair
sheturned and flung hersdf up again into the limitless heights above Eden.

But thistime the ether was no anodyne for her grief. 1t had been no true anodyne before, she knew now.
For adisease was upon her that had its seed, perhaps, in the flesh she wore briefly—but too long. God
had made Adam incomplete, and Adam to assuage his need had flung out a net to trap some unwary
creature for hisown. Shame burned in her. The Queen of Air and Darkness, like some mindless
elementd, had fdlen into histrap; he had used her as she had meant to use him. Shewas apart of him,
trapped in the flesh that was incomplete without him, and her need for him was so deep that she could
not es-cape, even though that body was no longer hers. The roots of her disease had been in the flesh,
but the virulence had spread into the very essence of the being which was Lilith and no bath in the degps
of gpace could cleanse her now. In the flesh or out of it, on earth or in



ether, an insatiable need was upon her that could never be daked. And a dreadful suspicion wastaking
shapein her mind. Adamin

hisinnocence could never have planned this. Had God known, al along? Had it been no error, after dl,
that Adam was created in-complete? And was this a punishment designed by God for tampering with his
plan? Suddenly she thought that it must be. There would be no awe-inspiring struggle between light and
dark such as she had haf expected when God recognized her presence. There would be no struggle at
al. She was vanquished, judged and punished dll a ablow. No glory wasiniit, only this unbearable
longing, aspiritual hunger more insatiable than any hunger the flesh could fed for the man shewould
never have again. She clove the airy heights above Eden for what might have been athousand years, or a
moment, had time existed in the void, knowing only that Adam was|ost to her forever.

Forever? She writhed around in mid-ether, checking the wild, aimless upward flight. Forever? Adam il
looked out across the Gar-den and called her name, even while he held that pale usurper in hisarms.
Perhaps God had not redlized the strength of the strange unity between the man and the first woman in
Eden. Perhaps God had not thought that she would fight. Perhaps there was a chance left, after all—
Downward through the luminous gulfs she plunged, down and

down until Eden expanded like a bubble benesath her and the strong choruses of the seraphim were sweet
again above the Garden. Adam and Eve were till beside the brook where she had eft them. Eveona
rock was splashing her smal feet and flashing blue-eyed glances over her shoulder that made Adam smile
when he met them. Lilith hated her.

“Adam!” squedled Eve asthe plunging Lilith cameinto hearing. “L ook out—I’ m dipping! Catich me!
Quick!” It wasthe same croon Lilith had put into the throat of the body she had lost. Remembering how
roundly and softly it had come swelling up in her throat, she writhed with avitriolic hel plessness that made
the Garden dance in waveslike heat around her.

“Catchmel” cried Eve again in the most appealing voice in the world. Adam sprang to clasp her asshe
did. Shethrew both pale arms about his neck and crowed with laughter so infectious that two pass-ing
cherubs paused in midair to rock with answering mirth and beat each other over the shoulders with their
wings

“ Adam. .. Adam. .. Adam—" wailed Lilith voicdesdy. It wasaslent wail, but dl her heartbreak and
despair and intolerable longing went into it, and above Eve s golden head Adam looked up, the laugh-

ter dying on hisface. “ Adam!” cried Lilith again. And thistime he heard.

But he did not answer directly. Association with women was begin-ning to teach him tact. Instead he
beckoned to the reeling cherubs. Rosy with mirth, they fluttered nearer. Evelooked up in big-eyed
surprise as the plump little heads balanced on rainbow wings swooped laughing toward her and poised to
await Adam’ s pleasure.

“These are acouple of our cherubs,” said Adam. “Dan and Bethudl, from over toward the Tree. They
have anest there. Tell her about the Tree, will you, boys? Eve dear, I'll be getting you some fruit for
breskfast. Wait for me here.”

She obeyed with only awistful glance after him asthe cherubs burst into eager chatter, squabbling alittle
asthey spoke.

“Well, there sthis Treein the middle of the Garden—"

“Tdl her about the Fruit, Dan. Y ou mustn't—"

“Y es, you mugtn't touch—"

“No, that’ s not right, Dan. Michadl saysyou can touch it, you just can’'t est—"

“Don’t interrupt me! Now it'slikethis. You see, theré saTree—"

Adam went dowly off down to the brook. A lie had never yet been spoken in Eden. He was hunting fruit.
But Lilith saw him searching the dappled spaces between the trees, too, a certain wistfulness on hisface,
and she came down with arustle of invighility through the leaves.

“Adam. .. Adam!”

“Lilith! Whereareyou?’



With atremendous effort Lilith focused her whole being into an intensity so strong that although she
remained bodiless, voiceess, in-tangible, yet the strength of her desire was enough to make Adam hear
her dimly, see her remotdly in awavering outline againgt the leaves, in the shape he had crested for her.
She hdd it with difficulty, shimmering before his eyes.

“Lilith!” he cried, and reached her in two long strides, putting out hisarms. She leaned into them. But the
muscular, light-sheathed arms closed about her and through her and met in empty air.

She cdled his name miserably, quivering againgt him through al her bodiless body. But she could fed him
no more than he could touch her, and the old ache she had known in mid-ether, came back with arush.
Even herein hisarms, then, she was forbidden to touch

the Man. She could never be more than awraith of the air to him, while Eve—while Eve, in her stolen
body— “Adam!” cried Lilith again. “Y ou were minefirst! Can you hear

me? Adam, you could bring me back if you tried! Y ou did it once— you could again. Try, try!”

He stared down at her dim face, the flowers on the hillside beyond visible throughiit.

“What' swrong, Lilith?1 can hardly see you!”

“Y ou wanted me once badly enough to bring me out of nowhereinto the flesh,” she cried desperately.
“Adam, Adam—want meagain!”

He stared down at her. “1 do,” he said, his voice unexpectedly shaken. And then, more strongly, “Come
back, Lilith! What' s hap-pened to you? Come back!”

Lilith closed her eyes, feding redlity pour marveloudy along her bodilesslimbs. Faintly now she could fed
grass underfoot, Adam’ s chest againgt her anxious hands; his armswere around her and in his embrace
shewas taking shape out of nothingness, summoned into flesh again by the godhood in thisimage of God.
And then— “Adam. . . Adam!” Eve' s swest, clear voice rang lightly among the

leaves. “ Adam, where are you? | want to go look at the Tree, Adam. Where are you, dear?’

“Hurry!” urged Lilith desperately, beating her half-tangible hands againgt his chest.

Adam’sarmsloosed alittle about her. He glanced across his shoulder, his handsome, empty face
clouded. He was remembering.

“ Forsaking all others—" he murmured, in avoice not entirdy hisown. Lilith shuddered alittle against
him, recognizing the timbre of that \V oice which had spoken inthe sllence. “ Forsaking all others—’
God had said that. “Forsaking dl others but Eve—"

Hisarms dropped from about Lilith. “I. .. I'll. . . will youwait for me?’ he said hesitantly, stepping back
from her haf-red shape, lovely and shadow-veiled under the shadow of thetrees. “I’ [l be back—"
“Adam!” caled Eve again, nearer and very swestly. “Adam, I'mlost! Adam! Adam, where are you?’
“Coming,” said Adam. Helooked once more e Lilith, along look. Then he turned and ran lightly off
through treesthat parted to re-ceive him, the glow of his haf-divinity shining upon the leavesas he
passed. Lilith watched the beautiful, light-glowing figure asfar as she could seeit.

Then she put her half-real handsto her face and her knees |oosened

beneath her and she doubled down in ahegp upon the grass, her shad-owy hair billowing out around her
on a breeze that blew from nowhere, not touching the leaves. She was half-flesh now. She had tears. She
found a certain relief in the discovery that she could weep.

The next sound she heard—it seemed along while after—was afaint hiss. Cloaked in the tented shadow
of her hair, she consdered it awhile, hiccupping now and then with receding sobs. Presently she looked
up. Then she gasped and got to her feet with the effortless ease of the half-material.

The serpent looked at her Sdewise out of danted eyes, grinning. In the green gloom under the treeshe
was S0 handsome that even she, who had seen Adam, was aware of alittle thrill of admiration. In those
days the serpent went upright like aman, nor was he exactly non-human in shape, but his beauty was as
different from man’sasday isfrom night. He was lithe and gorgeoudy scaled and by any standardsa
supremely handsome, supremely male cresture.

All about him in shadowy outline aradiance stood out that was vaguely an angd shape, winged,
tremendous. It invested the serpent body with aglow that was not its own. Out of that celestid radiance



the serpent said in acool voice:

“The Queen of Air and Darkness! | didn’t expect you here. What are you doing in that body?’

Lilith collected hersdlf, hiccupped once more and stood up, the cloudy hair moving uneasily about her.
She said with agrim com-posure:

“The samething | suspect you're doing in that one, only you'll have to do better if you want to deceive
anybody. What brings you to Eden—L ucifer?’

The serpent glanced down at himsdlf and sent one or two long, did-ing ripples gliding dong hisiridescent
body. The angd shape that hung in the air about him gradually faded, and the beauty deepened asit
focused itsdf more strongly in the flesh he wore. After amoment he glanced up.

“How’ sthat—Dbetter? Oh, | came down for a purpose. | have— businesswith Adam.” His cool voice
took on anote of grimness. “Y ou may have heard alittle trouble in heaven yesterday. That wasme.”
“Trouble?’” echoed Lilith. She had amost forgotten the sounds of combat and the greeat battle cries of the
sergphim in the depths of her own grief.

“Itwasafinefight whileit lasted,” Lucifer grinned. “Blood run-

ning like water down the golden streetd! | tell you, it was ardlief to hear something beside ‘hosannah’ in
heaven for achange! Well”—he shrugged—"they won. Too many of them were fools and stood by
Jehovah. But we gave them agood fight, and we took part of the jasper walls with us when they hurled
usover.” Hegave her asatisfied nod. “ God won, but he' Il think twice before Heinsults me again.”
“Insultsyou?’ echoed Lilith. “How?’

Lucifer drew himself up to amagnificent height. Radiance glowed dong his scaed and gleaming body.
“God made me of firel Shdl | bow down beforethis. . - thislump of clay they cal Adam?He may be
good enough for the other angel'sto worship when God points afinger, but heisn’'t good enough for me!”
“Isthat why you' re here?’

“Isn’'t it reason enough? | have aquarrd with this Adam!”

“Y ou couldn’t touch him,” said Lilith desperately. “He' s God’ simage, and remember, you were no
match for God.”

Lucifer stretched his magnificent, gleaming height and glared down at her.

“The creature’ smade of clay. He must have aflaw somewhere. What isit?Y ou know him.”

Lilith looked up at him speechless, agreat excitement beginning to~ swell so tremendoudy in her that her
half-formed body could hardly contain it. There was a chance! Cod himsdlf had put awegpon straight
into her handd!

“Yes, thereisaflaw,” shesad. “I'll tdll you. . . if you'll give meapromise”

“All right, | giveit,” said Lucifer cardlesdy. “Tdl me.”

She hesitated, choosing her words. “Y our feud isn't with Adam. He never asked you to worship him.
God did that. Y our quarrel iswith God, not Adam. The Man himself you can't touch, but God had given
hima ..awife” she choked when shesaidit. “I think there' saweaknessin her, and through her you
could spoil God' s plan. But you must spare the Man—for me.”

Lucifer whistled soundlesdy, lifting hisbrows. “Oh—7?’

“I saw himfirgt,” sad Lilith defensivey. “I want him.”

The serpent looked at her narrowly. “Why? No. . . never mind. | won't quarrdl with you. | may have an
ideato suggest to you later, if aplan of mineworks out. You and | together could make quite athing of
hl.”

Lilith winced alittle. She and Adam together had had great pros-pects, once, too. Perhapsthey il
had—if God were not listening.

“Y ou promise not to touch him, then?”’

“Yes, | won't hurt your precious clod. Y ou' re right—my quarrel’ swith God, not that animated lump of
clay named Adam. What' sthe secret?’

“Eden,” said Lilith dowly, “isatesting ground. There areflawsin it, there must be, or neither of uswould
be here. God planted a Tree in the middle of the Garden and forbade anyone to touch it. That' s the te<t.



- . I think | seeit now. It'satest of obedience. Cod doesn't trust man—he made him too strong. The
Treeisthe knowledge of Good and Evil, and God doesn't dare let that knowledge exist in the Garden,
because he controls Man only by Man’ signorance of his own power. If ether of them eats, then God
will have to destroy that one quickly. Y ou tempt the woman to edt, L ucifer, and leave Adam and Eden to
ma”

The serpent eyed her sdelong. He laughed.

“If either of them failsin thistest you' re talking about, then God will know neither can be trusted, won't
he? He'll know their present form' simperfect, and hel Il destroy them both and work out some other plan
for theworld.”

Lilith drew adeep breeth. Excitement wasrising like atide in her, and the wind from nowhere swirled the
dark hair in acloud about her shoulders.

“Let himtry!” shecried exultantly. “1 can save Adam. God made amistake when he put such power in
the Garden. He shouldn’t have left it living, half-conscious of itsdf. He shouldn't have let Adam know
how close heisto the earth he was taken from. Adam and the Garden are one flesh, and the power of
God isin them both. God can’'t destroy one without the other, and together they are very strong— If they
defied God together, and | helped them—"

Lucifer looked at her, atrace of compassion on his handsome, reptilian face,

“God defeated me,” he reminded her. “ Do you think He couldn’t you?’

She gave him aproud glance. “I am the Queen of Air and Dark-ness. | have secrets of my own, and
powers not even God can contral. If | join them with Adam’s, and the Gardens. . . . God made the
Garden dive and powerful, and Adam is one flesh with it, each in-complete without the other asManis
without woman. Adam has Eve now—but when Eve sgone he'll remember Lilith. I'll seethat he
re-members! And I’ll seethat he understands his danger. With my help, perhaps he can avert it.”

“If God destroys Eve,” said Lucifer, “he’ | destroy Adam, too. They’re one pattern.”

“But he may not destroy them at the sametime. I'll gamble on that. I’ d kill her mysdlf if | could, but |
can't touch anything in the Garden without its own consent. - - - No, I'll have to wait until Eve provesto
God her unfitnessto wear flesh, and while he punishes her | must seize that moment to rouse the Garden.
It sadmost aware of it-self aready. | think | could awaken it—through Adam, perhaps. Adam and Eden
areamost one, as Adam and | will be again if we can get rid of Eve. None of us separately hasthe
power to defy God, but Eden and Adam and | together might doit!” She tossed back her head and the
wild dark hair swirled like afog about her. “Eden is an entity of its own—I think | could close ashell of
space around us, and there are placesin my Darkness where we could hide even from God!”

Lucifer narrowed hiseyes at her. “I1t might work,” he nodded dowly. “Y ou' re mad—but it might work,
with my hep. Thewoman is beautiful, in her way—" He laughed. “ And what arevenge on God!”
“Thewoman,” mused Lilith, “isin my body, and | amevil. . . . | think enough evil remainstherethat Eve
will find you—interesting. Good luck, Lucifer!”

Inahollow, velvety cup in the Garden’ s very center the two Trees sood. One at the edge of the clearing
was adark Tree, the leavesfolded like acloak about a pale glow from within where the Fruit of Life
hung hidden. But in the center of the hollow the Tree of Knowl-edge flaunted its scarlet fruit that burned
with aflame dmost of their own among the green and glossy leaves. Here was the heart of the Garden.
Out of the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil the beat went pulsing that shook the air of Eden.
Eve set one smal, bare foot upon the downward s ope and looked back timidly over her shoulder. The
serpent flicked aforked red tongue at her. His voice was cool and clear, and sweet as honey.

“Eva,” hesad softly. “ Eva—"

She amiled and went on, herippling after her with an unearthly beauty to his gait that islost forever now.
No one knows today how the serpent walked before the Fall. Of al human creatures only Eve knows
that, and there were things Eve never told Adam.

They paused under the shadow of thetree. Inlong, dow rhythmsthe air went pulsing past them. Eve's
fair hair irred alittle, so strong was the rhythm here. All the Fruit of the Tree pushed out among the



leavesto see her, and the nearer branches bent caressingly toward this woman who was of the flesh of
Adam.

The nearest branch stooped down enticingly. Eve reached for a scarlet apple that dipped into her hand.
Almost of itsdlf it snapped free of thetwig that held it. Eve stared at the gpplein her pam, and her hand
began to shake. She drew back againgt the serpent, alittle whimper of terror rising in her throat.

The serpent dropped a coiled embrace about the lovely, light-clothed pallor of her body and bent his
handsome, danted head to hers, whispering at her ear in avoice so cool and sweet that the terror faded
from her face. She smiled alittle, and her hand steadied.

She lifted the Fruit of Knowledgeto her lips. There was ahush. al through the Garden as she hesitated
for along moment, the red fruit a her red mouth, her teeth denting the scarlet cheek of Knowledge. The
last few timeless moments stood still while innocence yet reigned over Eden.

Then the serpent whigpered again, urgently: “ Eva—" hesaid.

Lilith sood shivering in Adam’sarms.

“You were minefirg,” shewaswhispering fiercely. “You and | and the Garden—don’t you remember?|
was your wife before her, and you belong to me!”

Adam could see his own arms through the ephemerd stuff of Lilith’ sbody. He was shaken by the
violencein her voice, but his mind was too fogged with the unthinking blank of innocence to un-derstand
very clearly. Hetried hard.

The rhythm that pulsed through Eden was curioudy uneven now. Lilith knew what it meant, and
excitement choked her. She cried more desperately:

“Adam. .. Adam! Don't let anything separate us, you and the Garden and I! Y ou can hold us together if
you try! | know you can! You—"

One greet, annihilating throb shook through the air like thunder. The whole Garden reded with it and
every treein Eden bowed asif before atremendouswind. Adam looked up, aghast. Buit Lilith laughed a
wild, excited laugh and cried, “Thisisit! Oh, hurry, Adam, hurry!”

She dipped through hisarmsthat were il clagped about her and went fluttering effortlesdy off through
branchesthat did not impede her passage, Adam following haf stunned with the stunned Garden.

All Eden was il redling from the violence of what had just hap-pened beneath the Tree.

Lilith watched the sky as she ran. Would agreat bolt of lightning come ravening down out of heaven to
blast the woman out of being before they reached the Tree?“Wait, wait!” she panted voicelesdy to God.
“Give me amoment longer—" Would a bolt strike Adam, too, as he dipped through the parting trees
beside her?“Hurry!” she gasped again.

Bresthless, they paused at the edge of the hollow where the Tree stood. Looking down, they could see
Evejus clear of the shadow of it, the fruit in her hand with one white bite flawing its scarlet cheek. She
was staring about the Garden asif she had never seen it before. Where was God? Why had He not
blasted her as she stood there?

Lilith in her first wild glance could not see the serpent except for aglitter of iridescence back in the
shadow of the Tree. Evenin her terri-ble excitement she smiled wryly. Lucifer was taking no chances
with God.

But she had no time to waste now on Lucifer or on Eve. For some inexplicable reason God was staying
His hand, and she must make the most of the respite. For when God was finished with Eve Hewould
turn to Adam, and before that much had to be done. Adam was her business now, and the living Eden,
and dl eternity waited on what the next few moments held.

She stood out on the lip of the hollow and agreat dark wind from nowhere swelled monstroudy about
her, tossing out her hair until it was a cloud that shut her from sight. Out of the cloud her voice came
rolling in tremendous rhythms paced to the rhythm at which Eden bresthed—and Adam.

“Garden!” she called. “ Eden—hear me! | am Lilith, the wife of Adam—"

She could fed avadt, dim awareness firring around her. All through Eden the wakening motion ran,
drawing closer, welling up deeply from the earth underfoot, monsiroudy, wonderfully, aworld coming



dived her cdl.

“Adam!” shecried. “ Adam do you hear me? Y ou and Eden are one flesh, and Eve has destroyed you
both. She hasjust brought knowl-edge into Eden, where God dares not let it exist. Cod will destroy you
al, because of Eve. . . unlessyou lisen to me—"

Shefelt Adam' s atention torn away from Eve and focusing upon herself in fear and wonder. Shefelt the
Garden’ swakening awareness draw around him with growing intensity, until it was asif the earth of Eden
and the flesh of Man quickened into one, married by the same

need for one another as the thought of parting and destruction shud-dered through each.

Wasthiswhat God had planned as an ending for His divine scheme, asit was the beginning of Lilith’s?
She had no time to wonder, but the thought crossed her mind avesomely even as she wooed the Garden
inavoice as sweet and coaxing as the voice she used to Adam.

And the whole great Garden shuddered ponderoudly around her, avareness thrilling down every tendril
and branch and blade, pulsing up out of the very hill on which she stood. And dl of it was Adam. The
Garden heard and hung upon her words, and Adam heard, and they three together were all that existed.
Successwasin her hands. She could fed it. And then— “Adam. . . Adam!” screamed Eve benesth the
Tree.

Lilith’ s sonorous voice paused in itsinvocation; the Garden hesi-tated around her.

“Adam!” cried Eve again, terror flattening dl the sweetness out of her voice.

And behind Lilith, in adrugged voice, Adam said: “Eve—?’

“God. .. God, destroy her now ~ prayed Lilith soundlessly. And doud, “ Eve has no part in Eden!
Don't listen to her, Adam! She'll de-stroy you and the Garden together!”

“Adam, Adam! Where areyou?’

“Coming—" said Adam, till in that thick, drugged voice.

Lilithwhirled in the mist of her cloudy hair. Where was God! Why had He stayed His hand? Now was
thetimeto gtrike, if her hope were not to fail. Now, now! Surely the lightning would come ravening down
from heaven if she could hold Adam amoment longer— “Adam, wait!” she cried desperatdly. “Adam,
you know you love me! If you leave—"

Her voicefatered as he peered at her asblindly asif he had never seen her before. The haoed light was
likefiredl around him, and her words had been a drug to him asthey had been to the Garden, until the
earth that loved and listened to her had been one with his own earth-formed flesh; amoment ago there
had been nothing in creation for Adam or for Eden but this one woman speaking out of the dark. But
now— “Adam!” screamed Eve again in that flat, frightened voice.

“Don't ligen!” cried Lilith frantically. “ She does't belong here! Y ou can’'t save her flow! God will
destroy her, and He' Il destroy you, too, if you leave me! Stay here and let her die! You and | will be
aoneagain, inthe Garden. . . Adam, don't listen!”

“I... 1 havetoligen,” he sammered dmost stupidly. “ Get out of my way, Lilith. Don’'t you understand?
She' smy own flesh—I haveto go.”

Lilith stared a him dumbly. His own flesh! She had forgotten that. She had leaned too heavily on his
oneness with the Garden—she had forgotten he was one with Eve, too. The prospect of defeat was
sud-denly likelead in her. If God would only strike now— She swayed for-ward in one last desperate
effort to hold him back from Eve while the Garden stirred uneasily around them, frightened with Lilith's
terror, torn with Adam’ s distress. She wavered between Adam and the valley asif her ephemeral body
could hold him, but he went through her asif through a cloud and stumbled blindly downhill toward the
terrified Eve beneath the Tree with the fruit in her hand and a dreadful knowledge on her face,

From here Lilith could see what Adam had not yet. She laughed suddenly, wildly, and cried:

“Look at her, Adam! Look!” And Adam blinked and looked.

Eve stood naked beneath the Tree. That burning beauty which had clothed her like a garment was gone
with her divine innocence and she was no longer the flawless goddess who had wakened on Adam’s
shoulder that morning. She stood shivering alittle, looking forlorn and somehow pinched and thin, almost



acaricature of the perfect beauty that had gone down the hill with the serpent an hour ago. But she did
not know that. She looked up at Adam as he hesitated above her, and smiled uncertainly with asort of
leer inher smile,

“Oh, thereyou are,” she said, and even her voice was harsher now. “Everything looked so. . . so queer,
for aminute. Look.” She held up the fruit. “It’ sgood. Better than anything you ever gave me. Try it.”
Lilith stared at her from the hilltop with ahorror that for amoment blanked out her growing terror
because of God’ sdelay. Was knowledge, then, as ugly as this? Why had it destroyed Eve' s beauty asif
it were some evil thing? Perfect knowledge should have increased her strength and lovelinessin the
instant before God struck her down,

if— Suddenly Lilith understood. Perfect knowledge! But Eve had only tasted the fruit, and she had only a
warped half-knowledge from that single taste. The beauty of her innocence was lost, but she had not yet
gained the beauty of perfect knowledge. Was thiswhy God delayed? So long as her knowledge was
imperfect perhaps she was no menace to God' s power in Eden. And yet she had disobeyed, she had
proved hersdf unworthy of the trust of God— Then why did He

hesitate? ‘Why had He not blasted her as she stood there with the apple at her lips? A panic wasrising in
Lilith' sthroat. Could it be that He was laughing, even now? Was He giving her the respite she had
prayed for, and watching her fail in spite of it?

“Tastethe apple,” said Eveagain, holding it out.

“Adam!” cried Lilith despairingly from the edge of the hill. “ Adam, look & me! Y ou loved me
firs—don’t you remember? Look at me, Adam!”

And Adam turned to look. The wind, which had clouded her from sght in the darkness of her hair, had
camed. She stood now, lumi-nous on the hilltop, the darkness parted like ariver by the whiteness of her
shoulders. And she was beautiful with abeauty that no morta woman will ever wear again.

“I wasfirg!” cried Lilith. Y ou loved me before her—come back to me now, before God strikes you
both! Come back, Adam!”

He stared up a her miserably. He looked back at the flawed, shiv-ering creature at his side, knowledge
curioudy horriblein her eyes. He stared at Eve, too, along stare. And then he reached for the apple.
“Adam—no!” shrieked Lilith. “ See what knowledge did to Eve! You'll be ugly and naked, like her!
Don't tasteit, Adam! Y ou don't know what you' re doing!”

Over the poised red fruit helooked up at her. Thelight quivered glorioudy dl around him. He stood like
agod beneath the Tree, radi-ant, perfect.

“Yes, | know,” hesaid, in aclearer voice than she had ever heard him use before.

“God will destroy you!” wailed Lilith, and rolled her eyes up to look for the falling thunderbolt that might
be hurtling downward even now.

“I know,” said Adam again. And then, after apause, “Y ou don’t understand, Lilith. Eveis my own flesh,
closer than Eden—closer than you. Don’t you remember what God said? Forsaking all others—’
“Evel” screamed Lilith hopelesdy. “ Stop him! Y our punishment’ s certain—are you going to drag him
down, too?’

Evelooked up, knowledge dark in her blue eyes. Shelaughed athin laugh and the last vestige of her
beauty went withiit.

“Leavehimto you?’ she sneered. “Oh no! Heand | are one flesh— we'll go together. Taste the apple,
Adam!”

Heturned it obediently in hishand: histeeth crunched through scarlet skin into the sweet white flesh
insgde. Therewas atremendous

slencedl through the Garden; nothing stirred in Eden while Adam chewed and swallowed the Fruit of
Knowledge. And then turned to Stare down into Eve' slifted eyeswhile avareness of himsdlf asan
indi-vidud, free-willed being dawned gradudly across his awakening mind.

And then the burning glory that clothed him paled, shimmered, went out along hislimbs. He, too, was
naked. The queer, pinched look of humanity shivered over that magnificent body, and he was no longer
magnificent, no longer Adam.



Lilith had forgotten to look for God. Sickness of the heart was swelling terribly in her, and for amoment
she no longer cared about God, or Eden, or the future. Thiswas not Adam any more— It would never
be Adam again— “Ligten,” said Evein asmdl, intimate voiceto Adam. “How quietitis WThy, it'sthe
music. The seraphim aren’t Snging any more around the Throne!”

Lilith glanced up apathetically. That meant, then, that God was coming— But even as she looked up a
great golden chorus resounded serenely from high over Eden. Adam tipped histarnished head to listen.
“You'reright,” he agreed. “They’ ve stopped their song.”

Lilith did not hear him. That dreadful sicknessin her was swelling and changing, and she knew now what
it was—hatred. Hatred of Adam and Eve and the thing they had done to her. Hatred of these naked
caricatures, who had been the magnificent half-god she had loved and the shape she had put on to delight
him. True, they might finish the eating of knowledge and grow perfect again, but it would be a perfection
that shut her out. They were one flesh together, and even God had failed her now. Looking down, she
loathed them both. Eve' svery existence was an insult to the unflawed perfection which Lilith till wore,
and Adam—Adam shivering beneath the Tree with awarped, imperfect knowledge leering in his eyes—
A sob swelled in her throat. He had been flawless once—she would

never forget that. AImost sheloved the memory ill asit lingered about this shivering human cregture
beneath the Tree. So long as he was alive she knew now she would never be free of it; thiswesakness
would torment her il for the flesh that had once been Adam. The prospect of an eternity of longing for
him, who would never exist again, was suddenly unbearable to her.

Shetipped her head back and looked up through the glory above

Eden where golden voices chanted that neither Adam nor Eve would ever hear again.

“Jehovah!” she sobbed. “ Jehovah! Come down and destroy usal! Y ou were right—they are both too
flawed to bring anything but misery to all who know them. God, come down and give us peacel”
Evesqueded interror at Adam’'ssde. “Listen!” shecried. “Adam, listen to her!”

Answering human terror dawned across the pinched features that had once been Adam’ s handsome,
immortdl face. “The Tree of Lifel” he shouted. “No one can touch usif we egt that fruit!”

Hewhirled to scramble up the dope toward the dark Tree, and Lilith’s heart ached to watch how heavily
he moved. Y esterday’ s won-derful, easy litheness was gone with his beauty, and his body was a burden
to him now.

But he was not to reach the Tree of Life. For suddenly glory bright-ened unbearably over the Garden. A
dlencewasin the sky, and the breeze ceased to blow through Eden.

“ Adam,” said aVoiceinthe great slence of the Garden, “ hart thou eaten of the Tree?”

Adam glanced up the dope at Lilith, standing despairingly againgt the sky. He looked at Eve beside him,
aclumsy caricature of the love-liness he had dreamed of . There was bitternessin hisvoice.

“The woman thou gayest me—" he began reproachful’y, and then hesitated, meeting Eve seyes. The old
godlike goodness was lost to him now, but he had not falen low enough yet to let Eve know what he was
thinking. He could not say, “The woman Thou gayest me has ruined us both—but | had awoman of my
own before her and she never did me any harm.” No, he could not hurt thisflesh of hisflesh so deeply,
but he was human now and he could not Iet her go unrebuked. He went on sulkily, “—she gave methe
apple, and | ate.”

TheVoicesad awfully, “Eve—?’

Perhaps Eve was remembering that other voice, cool and sweet, murmuring, “Eva—" in the cool, green
dimness of the Garden, the voice that had whispered secrets she would never share with Adam. Perhaps
if he had been beside her now—but he was not, and her resentment bubbled to her lipsin speech.

“The serpent beguiled me,” shetold God sullenly, “and | ate.”

There was slence for amoment in the Garden. Then the Voice said, “Lucife—" with asorrow in the
sound that had not stirred for the man’ s plight, or the woman's. “Lucifer, my enemy, come forth from the
Tree” Therewasadivine compassion intheVoice even as

It pronounced sentence. “Upon thy belly shat thou go, and dust shdlt thou eat dl the days of thy life—"
Out from benesth the shadow of the Tree aflat and shining length came pouring through the grass. This



was the hour for the shedding of beauty: the serpent had lost the fire-bright splendor that had been his
while Lucifer dwdt in hisflesh, but traces lingered yet in the unearthly fluidness of hismation, in hisshining
iridescence. He lifted awedged head toward Eve, flickered histongue a her once and then dropped
back into the grass. Its ripple above him marked his course away. Eve drew one long, sobbing breath for
that green twilight hour in the Garden, that Adam would never guess, as she watched him ripple away.
“Adam, Eve,” went on the Voice quietly, “the Garden isnot for you.” Therewas apassonlesspity in It
asthe Garden stood till to lis-ten. “I made your flesh too weak, because your godhood was too strong
to trust. Y ou are not to blame for that—the fault was Mine. But Adam. . . Eve. . . what power did | put
inyou, that the very d-ements of fire and darkness find kinship with you? What flaw isin you, that though
you are the only two human things dive, yet you cannot keep faith with one another?’

Adam glanced miserably up toward Lilith standing motionless on the hill’ sedge, clothed in the flawless
beauty he had dreamed for her and would never see again. Eve' s eyes followed the serpent through the
grassthat was blurred for her because of thefirst tears of Eden. Neither of them answered.

“Y ou are not fit yet to put forth your hand to the Tree of Life, and eat, and live forever,” went on the
Voice after amoment.

“Man. .. woman. .. you arenot yet fit for perfect knowledge or immortaity. Y ou are not yet fit for trust.
But for Lilith the tale would have spun itsdlf out herein the wals of Eden, but now you must go beyond
temptation and work your own salvation out in the sweet of your brow, in the lands beyond the Garden.
Adam, | dare not trust you any longer in your kinship with the earth | shaped you from. Cursed isthe
ground for your sake. Adam—it shall be one with you no longer. But | promisethis. . . inthe end you
shdl returnto it—" The Voicefdl slent, and there was far from above the flash of aflaming sword over
the gate of Eden.

Inthe sllence Lilith laughed. It was aclear, ringing sound from the hill’ s edge: “Ded with menow,” she
said inan empty voice. “1 have no desireto exist any longer in aworld that has no Adam—destroy me,
Jehovah.”

The Voice said emoationlessy, “Y ou are punished dready, by the fruit of what you did.”

“Punished enough!” wailed Lilith in sudden despair. “Make an end of it, Jehovah!”

“With man’send,” said God quietly. “No sooner. Y ou four among you have shattered aplan in Eden that
you must shape anew before your travail ends. Let the four of you build anew plan with the e e-ments of
your being—Adam is Earth, Lucifer isFire, Lilithis Air and Darkness, Eve the Mother of All Living, the
fertile seasfrom which al living springs. Earth, Air, Fire and Water—you thought your plan was better
than Mine. Work it out for yourselves!”

“What isour part to be, Lord?” asked Adam inasmal, humbled voice.

“Earth and water,” said the Voice. “The kingdom of earth for you and the woman and your children after
you.”

“| was Adam’ swife before her,” wailed Lilith jedoudy. “What of me. . . and mine?’

TheVoicefdl glent for awhile. Then it said quietly: “Make your own choice, Queen of Air and
Darkness”

“Let my children and Adam’ s haunt hersto their graves, then!” decided Lilith ingtantly. “Mine are the
disnherited—Iet them take vengeance! Let her and hers beware of my children who wail in the night, and
know she deservestheir wrath. Let them remind her ways that Adam was mine before her!”

“Sobeit,” said the Voice. And for an ingtant there was silence in Eden while the shadow of timesto
come brooded inscrutably in the mind of God. Lilith caught flashes of it in the glory so bright over Eden
that every grass blade had a splendor which hurt the eyes. She saw man loving his birthplace upon earth
with a deep-rooted love that made it as dear as his very flesh to him, so that dimly he might re-member
the hour when al earth was as close to him as his newly cre-ated body. She saw man cleaving to one
woman as dear asthe flesh of hisflesh, yet remembering the unattainable and the lost—L.ilith, perfect in
Eden. Shelooked down from the hilltop and met Adam’ s eyes, and voicelessly between them along
farewd| went flashing.

No one was watching Eve. She was blinking through tears, remem-bering atwilight hour and afire-bright
beauty that the dust had quenched a moment ago at God’'s command. And then . . - then there was the



faintes rustling in the air around her, and a cooal, clear voice was murmuring:

“BEva—" agang her cheek.

She stared. There was nothing. But—

“Eva,” said the voice again. “ Give me my vengeance too—upon the Man. Pretty Eva, do you hear me?
Cdl your first child Kayn. . . Eva, will you do as| say? Cdl him Kayn the Spear of my vengeance, for he
shall set murder loose among Adam'’ s sons. Remember, Eva—"

And Eve echoed in asmdll, obedient whisper, “Cain. . . Cain.”

No Woman Born

She had been the loveliest creature whose image ever moved along the airways. John Harris, who was
once her manager, remembered dog. gedly how beautiful she had been asherosein the slent evator
to-ward the room where Deirdre sat waiting for him.

Sincethe theater fire that had destroyed her ayear ago, he had never been quite ableto let himsdlf
remember her beauty clearly, ex-cept when some old poster, half in tatters, flaunted her face at him, or a
maudlin memorid program flashed her image unexpectedly across the television screen. But now he had
to remember.

The elevator cameto asighing stop and the door did open. John Harris hesitated. He knew in hismind
that he had to go on, but his reluctant muscles dmost refused him. He was thinking helplesdy, as he had
not alowed himsdlf to think until this moment, of the fabu-lous grace that had poured through her
wonderful daticer’ s body, remembering her soft and husky voice with thelittle burr in it that had
fascinated the audiences of the whole world.

There had never been anyone so beautiful.

In times before her, other actresses had been lovely and adulated, but never before Deirdre' s day had
the entire world been able to take one woman so wholly to its heart. So few outside the capitals had ever
seen Bernhardt or the fabulous Jersey Lily. And the beauties of the movie screen had had to limit their
audiencesto those who could reach the theaters. But Deirdre’ simage had once moved glowingly across
the televison screens of every homein the civilized world. And in many outside the bounds of civilization.
Her soft, husky songs had sounded in the depths of jungles, her lovely, languorous body had woven its
patterns of rhythm in desert tents and polar huts. The whole world knew every smooth motion of her
body and every cadence of her voice, and the way a subtle radiance had seemed to go on behind her
featureswhen she amiled.

And the whole world had mourned her when she died in the the-ater fire.

Harris could not quite think of her as other than dead, though he knew what sat waiting him in the room
ahead. He kept remembering the old words James Stephens wrote long ago for another Deirdre, dso
lovely and beloved and unforgotten after two thousand years.

The time comeswhen our heartssink utterly,

When we remember Deirdre and her tale,

And that her lipsare dust. -

There has been again no woman born

Who was s0 beautiful; not one so beautiful

Of dl the women born— That wasn't quite true, of course—there had been one. Or maybe,

after dl, this Deirdre who died only ayear ago had not been beautiful in the sense of perfection. He
thought the other one might not have been ether, for there are always women with perfection of festurein
the world, and they are not the ones that legend remembers. It was the light within, shining through her
charming, imperfect features, that had made this Deirdre’ sface so lovely. No one ese he had ever seen
hed anything like the magic of thelost Deirdre,

Let al men go apart and mourn togethe— No man can ever love her. Not aman



Can dream to be her lover. . . . No man say— What could one say to her? There are no words
That one could say to her.

No, nowordsat dl. And it was going to be impossible to go through with this. Harrisknew it
overwhelmingly just as hisfinger touched the buzzer. But the door opened dmost ingtantly, and then it
wastoo late.

Maltzer stood just insde, peering out through his heavy spectacles. Y ou could see how tensely he had
been waiting. Harriswas alittle shocked to see that the man was trembling. It was hard to think of the
confident and imperturbable Mdtzer, whom he had known briefly ayear ago, as shaken likethis. He
wondered if Deirdre herself were as tremulous with sheer nerves—but it was not time yet to let himself
think of that.

“Comein, comein,” Maltzer said irritably. There was no reason for irritation. The year’ swork, so much
of it in secrecy and solitude, must have tried him physicaly and mentally to the very bresking point.
“Shedl right?’ Harrisasked inandly, stepping insde.

“Ohyes-..yes, she'sdl right.” Matzer bit histhumbnail and glanced over his shoulder at an inner door,
where Harris guessed she would be waiting.

“No,” Mdtzer said, ashetook an involuntary step toward it. “We' d better have atak first. Come over
and gt down. Drink?

Harris nodded, and watched Maltzer’ s hands tremble as he tilted the decanter. The man was clearly on
the very verge of collapse, and Harris felt a sudden cold uncertainty open up in him in the one place
where until now he had been oddly confident.

“Sheisdl right?” he demanded, taking the glass.

“Oh yes, she' s perfect. She'sso confident it scaresme.” Maltzer gulped his drink and poured another
before he sat down.

“What' swrong, then?’

“Nothing, | guess. Or . .. well, | don’t know. I’m not sure any more. I’ ve worked toward this meeting
for nearly ayear, but now— well, I’'m not sureit’ stimeyet. I’'m just not sure.”

He dared at Harris, his eyeslarge and indistinguishable behind the lenses. He was athin, wire-taut man
with dl the bone and sinew showing plainly benesth the dark skin of hisface. Thinner, now, than he had
been ayear ago when Harris saw him last.

“I’ve been too closeto her,” he said now. “I have no perspective any more. All | can seeismy own
work. And I’'m just not sure that’ s ready yet for you or anyoneto see.”

“Shethinks 0?7’

“I never saw awoman so confident.” Matzer drank, the glass click-ing on histeeth. He looked up
suddenly through the distorting lenses. “ Of course afailure now would mean—well, absolute collapse,”
hesad.

Harris nodded. He was thinking of the year of incredibly pains-taking work that lay behind this mesting,
the immense fund of knowl-edge, of infinite patience, the secret collaboration of artists, sculptors,
designers, scientists, and the genius of Matzer governing them all as an orchestra conductor governs his
players.

He was thinking too, with a certain unreasoning jedousy, of the strange, cold, passionlessintimacy
between Maltzer and Deirdre in that year, a closer intimacy than any two humans can ever have shared
before. In asense the Deirdre whom he saw in afew minutes

would be Mdtzer, just as he thought he detected in Mdtzer now and then smal mannerisms of inflection
and motion that had been Deirdre’ s own. There had been between them a sort of unimaginable marriage
stranger than anything that could ever have taken place before.

“—s0 many complications,” Matzer was saying in hisworried voice with its faintest possible echo of
Deirdre slovely, cadenced rhythm. (The sweet, soft huskiness he would never hear again.) “ There was
shock, of course. Terrible shock. And agrest fear of fire. We had to conquer that before we could take
thefirst seps. But wedid it. When you go in you' |l probably find her Sitting before the fire.” He caught



the startled question in Harris' eyes and smiled. “No, she can't fedl the warmth now, of course. But she
likesto watch the flames. She' s mastered any abnormal fear of them quite beautifully.”

“She can—" Harris heditated. “Her eyesight’'snorma now?’

“Perfect,” Maltzer said. “ Perfect vison wasfairly ampleto provide. After dl, that sort of thing has
aready been worked out, in other con-nections. | might even say her vison’salittle better than perfect,
from our own standpoint.” He shook his head irritably. “1’m not worried about the mechanics of the
thing. Luckily they got to her before the brain was touched &t all. Shock was the only danger to her
sensory centers, and we took care of dl that first of dl, as soon as com-munication could be established.
Even s0, it needed great courage on her part. Great courage.” Hewas slent for amoment, staring into
hisempty glass.

“Harris,” he said suddenly, without looking up, “have | made a mis-take? Should we have let her die?’
Harris shook his head helplesdy. It was an unanswerable question. It had tormented the whole world for
ayear now. There had been hundreds of answers and thousands of words written on the subject. Has
anyonetheright to preserve abrain dive when itsbody is de-stroyed? Even if anew body can be
provided, necessarily so very unlike the old?

“It' snot that she' s—ugly—now,” Maltzer went on hurriedly, asif afraid of an answer. “Metd isn’'t ugly.
And Deirdre. . . well, you'll see. I tdll you, | can’'t see mysdlf. | know the whole mechanism so well
—it’sjust mechanicsto me. Maybe she' s—grotesque. | don’t know. Often I’ ve wished | hadn’t been on
the spot, with al my ideas, just when thefire broke out. Or that it could have been anyone but Deirdre.
She was S0 beautiful— Still, if it had been someone ese | think the whole thing might have failed
completely. It takes more than just an uninjured brain. It takes strength and courage beyond

common, and—well, something more. Something—unquenchable. Deirdre hasit. She' still Derdre. Ina
way she' sdtill beautiful. But I’ m not sure anybody but mysdlf could see that. And you know what she
plans?”

“No—what?’

“She’ sgoing back on the air-screen.”

Harrislooked at him in stunned disbelief.

“Sheis il beautiful,” Mdtzer told him fiercely. “ She’ sgot courage, and a serenity that amazes me. And
sheign't in theleast worried or resentful about what’ s happened. Or afraid what the ver-dict of the public
will be. But | am, Harris. I'm terrified.”

They looked at each other for amoment more, neither speaking. Then Maltzer shrugged and stood up.
“She'sinthere” he said, gesturing with hisglass.

Harristurned without aword, not giving himsdf time to hesitate. He crossed toward the inner door.
Theroomwasfull of asoft, clear, indirect light that climaxed in the fire crackling on awhitetiled hearth.
Harris paused inside the door, his heart beating thickly. He did not see her for amoment. It wasa
perfectly commonplace room, bright, light, with pleasant furni-ture, and flowers on the tables. Their
perfume was sweet on the clear air. He did not see Deirdre.

Then achair by the fire creaked as she shifted her wei~ht in it. The high back hid her, but she spoke.
And for one dreadful moment it was the voice of an automaton that sounded in the room, metalic,
without inflection.

“He-lo—" said thevoice. Then she laughed and tried again. And it wasthe old, familiar, sweet huskiness
he had not hoped to hear again aslong as he lived.

In spite of himsalf he said, “Deirdrel” and her image rose before him asif she hersalf had risen unchanged
from the chair, tall, golden, swaying alittle with her wonderful dancer’ s poise, the lovely, imper-fect
featureslighted by the glow that made them beautiful. It was the cruelest thing his memory could have
doneto him. And yet the voice

—after that one lapse, the voice was perfect.

“Comeand look at me, John,” she said.

He crossed the floor dowly, forcing himsdf to move. That instant’ sflash of vivid recollection had nearly
wrecked his hard-won poise. He tried to keep his mind perfectly blank as he came at last to the verge of
seeing what no one but Maltzer had so far seen or known about in its entirety. No one at al had known



what shape would be forged to

clothe the most beautiful woman on Earth, now that her beauty was gone.

He had envisioned many shapes. Grest, lurching robot forms, cylindrica, with hinged aamsand legs. A
glass case with the brain floating in it and appendages to serveits needs. Grotesque visions, like
nightmares come nearly true. And each more inadequate than the last, for what meta shape could
possibly do more than house ungracioudy the mind and brain that had once enchanted awhole world?
Then he came around the wing of the chair, and saw her.

The human brain is often too complicated a mechanism to func-tion perfectly. Harris brain was cdled
upon now to perform avery eaborate series of shifting impressions. First, incongruoudy, he remembered
acurious inhuman figure he had once glimpsed leaning over the fencerail outside afarmhouse. For an
ingtant the shape had stood up integrated, ungainly, impossibly human, before the glancing eye resolved it
into an arrangement of brooms and buckets. What the eye had found only roughly humanoid, the
suggestible brain had ac-cepted fully formed. It was thus now, with Deirdre.

Thefirst impression that his eyes and mind took from sight of her was shocked and incredulous, for his
brain said to him unbelievingly, “ Thisis Deirdre! She hasn't changed at all!”

Then the shift of perspective took over, and even more shockingly, eye and brain said, “No, not
Deirdre—not human. Nothing but meta coils. Not Deirdre a al—" And that wasthe wordt. It waslike
wak-ing from a dream of someone beloved and lost, and facing anew, after that heartbreaking
reassurance of deep, theinflexible fact that noth-ing can bring the lost to life again. Deirdre was gone,
and thiswas only machinery hegped in aflowered chair.

Then the machinery moved, exquisitdly, smoothly, with agrace asfamiliar asthe swaying poise he
remembered. The sweet, husky voice of Deirdre said,

“It' sme, John darling. It redly is, you know.”

And it was.

That was the third metamorphosis, and thefind one. lllusion steadied and becamefactud, redl. It was
Derdre.

He sat down bondesdy. He had no muscles. He looked &t her speechless and unthinking, letting his
sensestakein the Sght of her without trying to rationalize what he saw.

She was golden ill. They had kept that much of her, thefirst im-pression of warmth and color which had
once belonged to her deek hair and the apricot tints of her skin. But they had had the good sense

to go no farther. They had not tried to make awax image of the lost Deirdre. (No woman born who
was so beautiful— Not one so beauti-ful, of all the women born—)

And so0 she had no face. She had only a smooth, delicately modeled ovoid for her head, with a. . . asort
of crescent-shaped mask across the frontal areawhere her eyes would have been if she had needed
eyes. A narrow, curved quarter-moon, with the horns turned upward. It wasfilled in with something
tranducent, like cloudy crystd, and tinted the aquamarine of the eyes Deirdre used to have. Through that,
then, she saw the world. Through that she looked without eyes, and behind it, as behind the eyes of a
human—she was.

Except for that, she had no features. And it had been wise of those who designed her, he redlized now.
Subconscioudy he had been dread-ing some clumsy attempt at human features that might cresk like a
marionette’ sin parodies of animation. The eyes, perhaps, had had to open in the same place upon her
head, and at the same distance apart, to make easy for her an adjustment to the stereoscopic vision she
used to have. But he was glad they had not given her two eye-shaped open-ings with glass marblesinside
them. The mask was better.

(Oddly enough, he did not once think of the naked brain that must lie inside the metad. The mask was
symbol enough for the woman within. 1t was enigmétic; you did not know if her gaze was on you
searchingly, or wholly withdrawn. And it had no variations of brilliance such as once had played across
the incomparable mohility of Deirdre’ sface. But eyes, even human eyes, are as amatter of fact enigmatic
enough. They have no expression except what the lidsim-part; they take al animation from the festures.
We automaticaly watch the eyes of the friend we speak with, but if he happensto belying down so that
he speaks across his shoulder and hisface is upside-down to us, quite as automaticaly we watch the



mouth. The gaze keeps shifting nervoudy between mouth and eyesin their reversed order, for it isthe
position in the face, not the feature itsalf, which we are accustomed to accept as the seat of the soul.
Deirdre’ smask was in that proper place; it was easy to accept it asamask over eyes.)

She had, Harrisredlized asthe first shock quieted, avery beautifully shaped head—abare, golden skull.
Sheturned it alittle, gracefully upon her neck of metal, and he saw that the artist who shaped it had given
her the most delicate suggestion of cheekbones, narrowing in the blankness below the mask to the hint of
ahuman face. Not too much. Just enough so that when the head turned you saw by its mod-dling that it
had moved, lending perspective and foreshortening to the expressionless golden helmet. Light did not dip
uninterrupted asif

over the surface of agolden egg. Brancus himself had never made anything more smple or more subtle
than the modeling of Deirdre’ s head.

But al expression, of course, was gone. All expression had gone up in the smoke of the theater fire, with
thelovely, mobile, radiant fea-tures which had meant Deirdre.

Asfor her body, he could not seeits shape. A garment hid her. But they had made no incongruous
attempt to give her back the clothing that once had made her famous. Even the softness of cloth would
have called the mind too sharply to the remembrance that no human body lay benesth the folds, nor does
metal need the incongruity of cloth for its protection. Y et without garments, he redlized, shewould have
looked oddly naked, since her new body was humanoid, not an-gular machinery.

The designer had solved his paradox by giving her arobe of very fine metd mesh. It hung from the gentle
dope of her shouldersin straight, pliant foldslike alonger Grecian chlamys, flexible, yet with weight
enough of itsown not to cling too revedingly to whatever meta shape lay benegth.

The armsthey had given her were | eft bare, and the feet and ankles. And Mdtzer had performed his
greatest miraclein the limbs of the new Deirdre. It was amechanica miracle basicdly, but the eye
appre-ciated first that he had aso showed supreme artistry and under-standing.

Her aamswere pae shining gold, tapered smoothly, without mode-ing, and flexible their whole lengthin
diminishing metal bracd etsfitting one insde the other clear down to the dim, round wrists. The hands
were more nearly human than any other feature about her, though they, too, were fitted together in
delicate, smal sectionsthat did upon one ancther with the flexibility amost of flesh. Thefingers bases
were solider than human, and the fingers themsalves tapered to longer tips.

Her feet, too, benesth the tapering broader rings of the metal ankles, had been constructed upon the
mode of human feet. Their finely tooled diding segments gave her an arch and ahed and aflexi-ble
forward section formed almost like the sollerets of medieval armor.

She looked, indeed, very much like a creature in armor, with her delicately plated limbs and her
featureless head like ahelmet with avisor of glass, and her robe of chain-mail. But no knight in armor
ever moved as Deirdre moved, or wore hisarmor upon abody of such

inhumanly fine proportions. Only aknight from another world, or aknight of Oberon’s court, might have
shared that delicate likeness.

Briefly he had been surprised at the smallness and exquisite propor-tions of her. He had been expecting
the ponderous mass of such robots as he had seen, wholly automatons. And then he redlized that for
them, much of the space had to be devoted to the inadegquate mechanica brains that guided them about
their duties. Deirdre’ sbrain gill preserved and proved the craftsmanship of an artisan far defter than man.
Only the body was of metd, and it did not seem complex, though he had not yet been told how it was
motivated.

Harris had no ideahow long he sat staring at the figure in the cushioned chair. She was ill
lovely—indeed, she was still Deirdre— and as he looked he let the careful schooling of hisfacerelax.
There was no need to hide his thoughts from her.

She gtirred upon the cushions, the long, flexible arms moving with alitheness that was not quite human.
The motion disturbed him asthe body itself had not, and in spite of himsdf hisface froze alittle. He had
the feding that from behind the crescent mask she was watching him very closdly.

Sowly sherose.

The motion was very smooth. Also it was serpentine, asif the body beneath the coat of mail were made



in the same interlocking sections as her limbs. He had expected and feared mechanica rigidity; nothing
had prepared him for this more than human suppleness.

She stood quietly, letting the heavy mailed folds of her garment set-tle about her. They fell together with a
faint ringing sound, like smal bellsfar off, and hung beautifully in pale golden, sculptured folds. He had
risen automaticaly as she did. Now he faced her, saring. He had never seen her stand perfectly ill, and
shewas not doing it now. She swayed just ahit, vitaity burning inextinguishably in her brain asonceit
had burned in her body, and stolid immobility was asimpaossi-ble to her asit had dways been. The
golden garment caught points of light from the fire and glimmered at him with tiny reflectionsas she
moved.

Then she put her featureless helmeted head allittle to one side, ande he heard her laughter asfamiliar inits
small, throaty, intimate sound as he had ever heard it from her living throat. And every gesture, every
attitude, every flowing of motion into motion was so utterly Deirdre that the overwhelming illuson swept
his mind again and this was the flesh-and-blood woman as clearly asif he saw her sanding there whole
once more, like Phoenix from thefire.

“Wadll, John,” she said in the soft, husky, amused voice he remem-

bered perfectly. “Well, John, isit 1?7’ She knew it was. Perfect assur-ance sounded in thevoice. “ The
shock will wear off, you know. It'll be easier and easier astime goes on. I'm quite used to myself now.
See?’

Sheturned away from him and crossed the room smoothly, with the old, poised, dancer’ sglide, to the
mirror that paneled one side of the room. And beforeit, as he had so often seen her preen before, he
watched her preening now, running flexible metalic hands down the folds of her metal garment, turning to
admire hersdf over one meta shoulder, making the mailed foldstinkle and sway as she struck an
ar-abesque position before the glass.

Hisknees et him down into the chair she had vacated. Mingled shock and relief loosened al hismuscles
in him, and she was more poised and confident than he.

“It'samiracle” he sad with conviction. “It's you. But | don’'t see how—" He had meant, “—how,
without face or body—" but clearly he could not finish that sentence.

Shefinished it for him in her own mind, and answered without self-consciousness. “It’'s motion, mostly,”
shesad, till admiring her own supplenessin the mirror. “ See?” And very lightly on her springy, ar-mored
feet she flashed through an enchainement of brilliant steps, swinging round with a pirouette to face him.
“That waswhat Mdtzer and | worked out between us, after | began to get mysdlf under con-trol again.”
Her voice was somber for amoment, remembering adark time in the past. Then shewent on, “It wasn't
easy, of course, but it was fascinating. Y ou'll never guess how fascinating, John! We knew we couldn’t
work out anything like afacamile of theway | used to look, so we had to find some other basisto build
on. And motion isthe other basis of recognition, after actua physicd likeness”

She moved lightly across the carpet toward the window and stood looking down, her featureless face
averted alittle and the light shin-ing across the ddlicately hinted curves of the cheekbones.

“Luckily,” shesaid, her voice amused, “I never was beautiful. It was all—wdll, vivacity, | suppose, and
muscular co-ordination. Y earsand years of training, and dl of it engraved here’—she struck her golden
helmet alight, ringing blow with golden knuckles—"in the habit pat-terns grooved into my brain. So this
body. . . did hetdl you?. .

works entirdy through the brain. Electromagnetic currents flowing along from ring to ring, likethis.” She
rippled abondlessarm at him with amotion like flowing water. “Nothing holds me
together—noth-ing!—except muscles of magnetic currents. And if I’ d been some-body € se—somebody
who moved differently, why theflexiblerings

would have moved differently too, guided by the impulse from another brain. I’m not conscious of doing
anything | haven't dways done. The same impulsesthat used to go out to my muscles go out now
to—this.” And she made a shuddering, serpentine motion of both arms at him, like a Cambodian dancer,
and then laughed whole-heartedly, the sound of it ringing through the room with such full-throated
merriment that he could not help seeing again the familiar face crinkled with pleasure, the white teeth
shining. “It'sall perfectly subconscious now,” shetold him. “1t took lots of practice at first, of course, but



now even my signature looksjust asit aways did—the co-ordination is duplicated that delicately.” She
rippled her arms at him again and chuckled.

“But the voice, too,” Harris protested inadequately. “It’s your voice, Deirdre.”

“Thevoiceisn't only amatter of throat construction and breath control, my darling Johnnie! At least, S0
Professor Maltzer assured me ayear ago, and | certainly haven't any reason to doubt him!” She laughed
again. Shewas laughing alittle too much, with atouch of the bright, hysteric over-excitement he
remembered so well. But if any woman ever had reason for mild hysteria, surely Deirdre had it now.
Thelaughter rippled and ended, and she went on, her voice eager. “He says voice control isamost
wholly amatter of hearing what you produce, once you'’ ve got adegquate mechanism, of cour~e. That's
why deaf people, with the same voca chords as ever, |et their voices change completely and lose dll
inflection when they’ ve been deaf long enough. And luckily, you see, I'm not deaf!”

She swung around to him, the folds of her robe twinkling and ring-ing, and rippled up and up aclear, true
scdeto alovely high note, and then cascaded down again like water over afdls. But sheleft him no time
for gpplause. “Perfectly smple, you see. All it took was alittle matter of genius from the professor to get
it worked out for me!l He started with anew variation of the old Vodor you must remember hearing
about, years ago. Originally, of course, the thing was ponder-ous. Y ou know how it worked—speech
broken down to afew basic sounds and built up again in combinations produced from akeyboard. |
think origindly the soundswere asort of ktch and a shooshing noise, but we' ve got it al worked to a
flexibility and range quite as good as human now. All | do is—well, mentally play on the keyboard of my
.- . my sound-unit, | supposeit’scaled. It'smuch more complicated than that, of course, but I’ ve
learned to do it uncon-scioudy. And | regulateit by ear, quite automaticaly now. If you were
—here—ingtead of me, and you’ d had the same practice, your own

voice would be coming out of the same keyboard and digphragm in-stead of mine. It sal amatter of the
brain patterns that operated the body and now operate the machinery. They send out very strong
im-pulsesthat are stepped up as much as necessary somewhere or other in here—" Her hands waved
vaguely over the mesh-robed body.

Shewas silent amoment, looking out the window. Then she turned away and crossed the floor to the
fire, snking again into the flowered chair. Her helmet-skull turned its mask to face him and he could fed a
quiet scrutiny behind the aguamarine of its gaze.

“It's—odd,” shesaid, “being hereinthis. . . this. . - instead of abody. But not as odd or asdien asyou
might think. I’ ve thought about it alot—I’ve had plenty of timeto think—and I’ ve begun to re-dize what
atremendous force the human ego redlly is. I'm not sure | want to suggest it has any mystica power it
can impress on mechanicd things, but it does seem to have a power of some sort. It doesingdtill itsown
force into inanimate objects, and they take on a personality of their own. People do impresstheir
personalities on the houses they livein, you know. I’ ve noticed that often. Even empty rooms. And it
happens with other thingstoo, especidly, | think, with inanimate things that men depend on for their lives.
Ships, for in-stance—they dways have persondities of their own.

“And planes—in wars you always hear of planes crippled too badly to fly, but struggling back anyhow
with their crews. Even guns acquire asort of ego. Ships and guns and planes are ‘ she’ to the men who
operate them and depend on them for their lives. It sasif machinery with complicated moving parts
amog smulateslife, and does acquire from the men who used it—well, not exactly life, of course—but a
per-sondity. | don't know what. Maybe it absorbs some of the actud eec-trica impulsestheir brains
throw off, especidly intimes of stress.

“Waéll, after awhile | began to accept the ideathat this new body of mine could behave at least as
responsively asaship or aplane. Quite apart from the fact that my own brain controlsits‘muscles.’ |
believe there s an affinity between men and the machines they make. They make them out of their own
brains, redly, asort of menta conception and gestation, and the result responds to the minds that created
them, and to &l human minds that understand and manipul ate them.”

She dirred uneasily and smoothed aflexible hand aong her mesh-robed metd thigh. “ So thisis mysdlf,”
shesad. “Metd—but me. And it grows more and more mysdlf the longer | liveinit. It'smy house and
the machine my life depends on, but much more intimately in each case than any real house or machine



ever was before to any other human. And you know, | wonder if intimeI’ll forget what flesh felt
like—my own flesh, when | touched it like this—and the metd againgt the meta will be so much the same
Il never even notice?’

Harrisdid not try to answer her. He sat without moving, watching her expressionlessface. In amoment
shewent on.

“I'll tell you the best thing, John,” she said, her voice softening to the old intimacy he remembered so well
that he could see superim-posed upon the blank skull the warm, intent ook that belonged with the voice.
“I'm not going to live forever. It may not sound like a—best thing—but it is, John. Y ou know, for awhile
that wastheworst of dl, after | knew | was—after | woke up again. The thought of livingonandonina
body that wasn't mine, seeing everyone | knew grow old and die, and nOt being able to stop— “But
Matzer saysmy brain will probably wear out quite normally

—except, of course, that | won't have to worry about looking old!l— and when it getstired and stops,
the body I’'minwon'’t be any longer. The magnetic musclesthat hold it into my own shape and motions
will let go when the brain lets go, and ther€ Il be nothing but a. . . apile of disconnected rings. If they ever
assembleit again, it won't beme.” She hesitated. “I like that, John,” she said, and he felt from behind the
meask a searching of hisface.

He knew and understood that somber satisfaction. He could not put it into words; neither of them wanted
to do that. But he under-stood. It was the conviction of mortaity, in spite of her immorta body. She was
not cut off from the rest of her racein the essence of their humanity, for though she wore a body of steel
and they perish-able flesh, yet she must perish too, and the same fears and faiths il united her to mortals
and humans, though she wore the body of Oberon’sinhuman knight. Even in her death she must be
unique— dissolution in ashower of tinkling and clashing rings, he thought, and amost envied her the
findity and beauty of that particular desth— but afterward, oneness with humanity in however much or
little awaited them dl. So she could fed that thisexilein metd was only temporary, in spite of everything.
(And providing, of course, that the mind ingde the meta did not veer from itsinherited humanity asthe
yearswent by. A dweller in a. house may impress his persondity upon the wals, but subtly the wallstoo,
may impresstheir own shape upon the ego of the man. Neither of them thought of that, at thetime.)
Deirdre sat amoment longer in silence. Then the mood vanished and she rose again, spinning so that the
robe belied out ringing about her ankles. She rippled another scae up and down, faultlessly and with the
same familiar siveetness of tone that had made her famous,

“So I’'m going right back on the stage, John,” she said serenely. “I can gtill sing. | can il dance. I'm il
mysdlf in everything that mat-ters, and | can’t imagine doing anything esefor therest of my life”

He could not answer without sammering alittle. “Do you think will they accept you, Deirdre? After
al—’

“They’ |l accept me,” she said in that confident voice. “Oh, they’ll cometo see afresk at first, of course,
but they’ Il stay to watch— Deirdre. And come back again and again just asthey dwaysdid. You'll see,
my dear.”

But hearing her sureness, suddenly Harris himsdlf was unsure. Matzer had not been, ether. Shewas so
regaly confident, and disap-pointment would be so deadly ablow &t al that remained of her— She was
S0 ddlicate abeing now, redlly. Nothing but aglowing and radiant mind poised in meta, dominating it,
bending the sed to theillusion of her lost lovelinesswith asheer self-confidence that gleamed through the
meta body. But the brain sat delicately on its poise of reason. She had been through intolerable stresses
aready, perhaps more terrible depths of despair and salf-knowledge than any human brain had yet
endured before her, for—since Lazarus himself—who had come back from the dead?

But if the world did not accept her as beautiful, what then? If they laughed, or pitied her, or came only to
watch ajointed freak perform-ing asif on strings where the loveliness of Deirdre had once enchanted
them, what then? And he could not be perfectly sure they would not. He had known her too well inthe
flesh to see her objec-tively even now, in metd. Every inflection of her voice caled up the vivid memory
of the face that had flashed its evanescent beauty in some look to match the tone. She was Deirdre to
Harrissmply because she had been so intimately familiar in every poise and atti-tude, through so many
years. But people who knew her only dightly, or saw her for the first time in meta—what would they



see?

A marionette? Or thered grace and loveliness shining through?

He had no possible way of knowing. He saw her too clearly as she had been to see her now at al,
except so linked with the past that she was not wholly meta. And he knew what Maltzer feared, for
Maltzer’ s psychic blindness toward her lay at the other extreme. He had never known Deirdre except as
amachine, and he could not see her objectively any more than Harris could. To Maltzer she was pure
metd, arobot his own hands and brain had devised, mysterioudy ani-mated by the mind of Deirdre, to
be sure, but to dl outward seeming athing of meta solely. He had worked so long over each intricate
part of her body, he knew so well how every jointurein it was put to-

gether, that he could not see the whole. He had studied many film records of her, of course, as she used
to be, in order to gauge the ac-curacy of hisfacamile, but this thing he had made was a copy only. He
was too closeto Deirdre to see her. And Harris, in away, wastoo far. Theindomitable Deirdre hersdlf
shone so vividly through the meta that his mind kept superimposing one upon the other.

How would an audience react to her? Where in the scale between these two extremes would their
verdict fal?

For Deirdre, there was only one possible answer.

“I’'m not worried,” Deirdre said serendly, and spread her golden hands to the fire to watch lights dancing
in reflection upon their shin-ing surfaces. “I'm dill mysdlf. I'vedwayshad . . . well, power over my
audiences. Any good performer knowswhen he'sgot it. Mineisn't gone. | can still givethem what |
aways gave, only now with greater variations and more depths than I’ d ever have done before. Why,
look—" She gave alittle wriggle of excitement.

“Y ou know the arabesque principle—getting the longest possible distance from fingertip to toetip with a
long, dow curve through the whole length? And the brace of the other leg and arm giving contrast? Well,
look a me. | don’t work on hinges now. | can make every mo-tion along curveif | want to. My body’s
different enough now to work out awhole new school of dancing. Of coursethere |l bethings| used to
do that | won't attempt now—no more da~icing sur les pointes, for instance—but the new thingswill
more than balance the loss. I’ ve been practicing. Do you know | can turn ahundred fouettés now
without aflaw? And | think | could go right on and turn athousand, if | wanted.”

She made thefirdight flash on her hands, and her robe rang musically as she moved her shouldersalittle.
“I’ve dready worked out one new dance for mysdlf,” she said. “ God knows I’ m no choreographer, but |
did want to experiment first. Later, you know, re-ally creative men like Massanchine or Fokhileff may
want to do some-thing entirely new for me—awhole new sequence of movements based on anew
technique. And music—that could be quite different, too. Oh, there’ sno end to the possibilities! Even my
voice has mores range and power. Luckily I’'m not an actress—it would be silly to try to play Camille or
Juliet with acast of ordinary people. Not that | couldn’t, you know.” Sheturned her head to Stare at
Harristhrough the mask of glass. “1 honestly think | could. But it isn't necessary. There' stoo much ese.
Oh, I’'m not worried!”

“Madltzer' sworried,” Harrisreminded her.

She swung away from the fire, her meta robe ringing, and into her

voice came the old note of distress that went with afurrowing of her forehead and asidewisetilt of the
head. The head went sidewise asit had aways done, and he could see the furrowed brow almost as
clearly asif flesh dtill clothed her.

“I' know. And I’'m worried about him, John. He' sworked so awfully hard over me. Thisisthe doldrums
now, the let-down period, | sup-pose. | know what’son hismind. He safraid I'll look just the sameto
theworld as| look to him. Tooled meta. HE sin aposition no one ever quite achieved before, isn't he?
Rather like God.” Her voicerippled alittle with amusement. “1 suppose to God we must look like a
collection of cellsand corpuscles ourselves. But Matzer lacks agod' s detached viewpoint.”

“Hecan't seeyou as| do, anyhow.” Harris was choosing hiswordswith difficulty. “1 wonder,
though—would it help him any if you post-poned your debut awhile? Y ou’ ve been with him too closdly, |
think. Y ou don’'t quite realize how near abreakdown heis. | was shocked when | saw him just now.”
The golden head shook. “No. He' s close to a breaking point, maybe, but | think the only cure’ s action.



Hewants meto retire and stay out of sight, John. Always. He s afraid for anyone to see me ex-cept a
few old friends who remember me as| was. People he can trust to be—kind.” She laughed. It was very
strange to hear that ripple of mirth from the blank, unfestured skull. Harris was seized with sudden panic
at the thought of what reaction it might evoke in an audience of strangers. Asif he had spoken the fear
aloud, her voice denied it. “1 don’'t need kindness. And it’sno kindnessto Maltzer to hide me under a
bushd. He has worked too hard, | know. He' sdriven himsdlf to a breaking point. But it’' Il be acomplete
negation of al he sworked for if | hide mysdf now. Y ou don’t know what atremendous ot of geniuses
and artistry went into me, John. The whole ideafrom the start was to recreate what I’ d lost so that it
could be proved that beauty and talent need not be sacrificed by the destruction of partsor all the body.
“It wasn't only for me that we meant to prove that. There' Il be others who suffer injuries that once might
have ruined them. Thiswasto end al suffering like that forever. It was Matzer’ s gift to the whole race as
well asto me. He sredly ahumanitarian, John, like most great men. He d never have given up ayear of
hislifeto thiswork if it had been for any oneindividua aone. He was seeing thousands of others beyond
me as heworked. And | won't let him ruin al he' s achieved because he' safraid to prove it now he' sgot
it. Thewhole wonderful achievement will beworthlessif | don’t takethefind step. | think his
breakdown, in the end, would be worse and morefind if | never tried than if | tried and failed.”

Harris sat in sllence. There was no answer he could make to that. He hoped the little twinge of
shamefaced jed ousy he suddenly fdt did not show, as he was reminded anew of theintimacy closer than
marriage which had of necessity bound these two together. And he knew that any reaction of hiswould in
itsway be almost as pregjudiced as Maltzer’s, for areason a once the same and entirely opposite.
Ex-cept that he himsdlf came fresh to the problem, while Mdtzer’ s view-point was colored by ayear of
overwork and physical and mental exhaustion.

“What are you going to do?’ he asked.

She was standing before the fire when he spoke, swaying just alittle so that highlights danced dl dong
her golden body. Now she turned with a serpentine grace and sank into the cushioned chair beside her. It
came to him suddenly that she was much more than humanly graceful—quite as much as he had once
feared shewould be less than human.

“I've dready arranged for aperformance,” shetold him, her voice alittle shaken with afamiliar mixture
of excitement and defiance.

Harris sat up with agtart. “How? Where? There hasn't been any publicity at al yet, hasthere? | didn't
know—"

“Now, now, Johnnie,” her amused voice soothed him. “You'll be handling everything just asusud oncel
get started back to work— that is, if you still want to. But this|’ ve arranged for mysdlf. I1t'sgoing to bea
aurprise. 1. .. | fdt it had to beasurprise.” Shewriggled alit-tle among the cushions. “Audience
psychology is something I’ ve a-waysfdt rather than known, and | do fed thisisthe way it ought to be
done. There' s no precedent. Nothing like this ever happened be-fore. I'll have to go by my own
intuition.”

“Y ou mean it’ sto be acomplete surprise?’

“I think it must be. | don’t want the audience coming in with preconceived idess. | want them to see me
exactly as| am now first, before they know who or what they’ re seeing. They must redlize | can il give
as good a performance as ever before they remember and compare it with my past performances. |
don’t want them to come ready to pity my handicaps—I haven't got any!—or full of morbid cu-riosity.
So I'm going on the air after the regular eight-o’ clock telecast of the feature from Teleo City. I'm just
going to do one specidty in the usua vaude program. It'sdl been arranged. They’ll build up to it, of
coursg, asthe highlight of the evening, but they aren't to say who |

am until the end of the performance—if the audience hasn't recog-nized me dready, by then.”
“Audience?’

“Of course. Surely you haven't forgotten they il play to atheater audience at Teleo City? That’swhy |
want to make my debut there. I’ ve dways played better when there were peoplein the studio, so | could
gaugereactions. | think most performersdo. Anyhow, it'sdl ar-ranged.”

“Does Mdtzer know?’



She wriggled uncomfortably. “Not yet.”

“But he'll haveto give his permisson too, won't he? | mean—"

“Now look, John! That' s another ideayou and Mdtzer will haveto get out of your minds. | don’t belong
to him. Inaway he' sjust been my doctor through along illness, but I’ m free to discharge him when-ever
| choose. If there were ever any lega disagreement, | suppose he’ d be entitled to quite alot of money for
the work he' s done on my new body—for the body itsdlf, redlly, Snceit’ s his own machine, in one sense.
But he doesn’t own it, or me. I’'m not sure just how the question would be decided by the courts—there
again, we' ve got a problem without precedent. The body may be hiswork, but the brain that makes it
something more than a collection of metd ringsis me, and he couldn’t restrain me againgt my will eveniif
he wanted to. Not legdly, and not—" She hesitated oddly and looked away. For the first time Harris
was aware of something benegth the surface of her mind which was quite strange to him.

“Wadll, anyhow,” she went on, “that question won’t come up. Mdtzer and | have been much too closein
the past year to clash over anything as essentid asthis. Heknowsin his heart that I' m right, and he won't
try to restrain me. Hiswork won'’t be completed until | do what | was built to do. And | intend to do it.”
That strange little quiver of something—something un-Deirdre----which had so briefly trembled beneath
the surface of familiarity stuck in Harris mind as something he must recall and examine later. Now he
sadonly,

“All right. | suppose | agree with you. How soon are you going to do it?’

Sheturned her head so that even the glass mask through which she looked out at the world was
foreshortened away from him, and the golden helmet with its hint of sculptured cheekbone was entirely
enig-métic.

“Tonight,” shesad.

Maltzer’ s thin hand shook so badly that he could not turn the did. He tried twice and then laughed
nervoudy and shrugged at Harris.

“You get her,” hesad.

Harrisglanced a hiswatch. “It isn’t time yet. Shewon't be on for haf an hour.”

Maltzer made agesture of violent impatience. “Get it, get it!”

Harris shrugged alittle in turn and twisted the dial. On thetilted screen above them shadows and sound
blurred together and then clarified into asomber medieva hdl, vast, vaulted, peoplein bright costume
moving like pygmiesthrough its dimness. Since the play con-cerned Mary of Scotland, the actorswere
dressed in something ap-proximating Elizabethan garb, but as every eratendsto trandate cos-tumeinto
terms of the current fashions, the women' s hair was dressed in a style that would have startled Elizabeth,
and their footgear was entirdly anachronigtic.

The hal dissolved and aface swam up into soft focus upon the screen. The dark, lush beauty of the
actresswho was playing the Stuart queen glowed at them in velvety perfection from the clouds of her
pearl-strewn hair. Matzer groaned.

“Shel scompeting with that,” he said hollowly.

“You think shecan't?’

Maltzer dgpped the chair arms with angry pams. Then the quiver-ing of hisfingers seemed suddenly to
grike him, and he muttered to himself, “Look at ‘em! I'm not even fit to handle a hammer and saw.” But
the mutter was an aside. “ Of course she can’'t compete,” he cried irritably. “ She hasn't any sex. Sheian't
femae any more. She does't know that yet, but she'll learn.”

Harrisstared at him, feding alittle stunned. Somehow the thought had not occurred to him before at all,
so vividly had theillusion of the old Deirdre hung about the new one.

“She' san abdtraction now,” Matzer went on, drumming his pams upon the chair in quick, nervous
rhythms. “1 don’'t know what it'll do to her, but there'll be change. Remember Abelard? She'slost
every-thing that made her essentialy what the public wanted, and she’' sgoing to find it out the hard way.
After that—" He grimaced savagely and was Slent.

“Shehasn't lost everything,” Harris defended. “ She can dance and sing aswell as ever, maybe better.
She dtill has grace and charm and—"

“Y es, but where did the grace and charm come from? Not out of the habit patternsin her brain. No, out



of human contacts, out of dl the thingsthat stimulate sengtive mindsto creativeness. And she's

lost three of her five senses. Everything she can't see and hear is gone. One of the strongest stimuli to a
woman of her type was the knowl-edge of sex competition. Y ou know how she sparkled when aman
cameinto theroom? All that’ sgone, and it was an essentia. Y ou know how liquor stimulated her? She's
lost that. She couldn’t taste food or drink even if she needed it. Perfume, flowers, dl the odorswe
respond to mean nothing to her now. She can't fed anything with tac-tual delicacy any more. She used to
surround hersdlf with luxuries— she drew her stimuli from them—and that’ sal gonetoo. She's
withdrawn from al physical contacts”

He squinted at the screen, not seeing it, hisface drawn into lineslike the lines of askull. All flesh seemed
to have dissolved off hisbonesin the past year, and Harris thought amost jedloudy that even in that way
he seemed to be drawing nearer Deirdre in her fleshless-nesswith every passing week.

“Sght,” Maltzer said, “isthe most highly civilized of the senses. It wasthelast to come. The other senses
tieusin closdy with the very roots of life; | think we percelve with them more keenly than we know. The
things we redlize through taste and smell and feding stim-ulate directly, without adetour through the
centers of conscious thought. Y ou know how often ataste or odor will recall amemory to you so subtly
you don't know exactly what caused it? We need those primitive sensesto tie usin with nature and the
race. Through thoseties Deirdre drew her vitdity without redlizing it. Sight isacold, intel-lectua thing
compared with the other senses. But it’ s all she hasto draw on now. Sheisn’t ahuman being any more,
and | think what hu-manity isleft in her will drain out little by little and never be replaced. Abdard, ina
way, was a prototype. But Deirdre' slossis complete.”

“Sheisn't human,” Harris agreed dowly. “But sheisn't pure robot ether. She' s something somewhere
between the two, and | think it'samistake to try to guessjust where, or what the outcome will be.”

“| don't haveto guess,” Matzer saidinagrim voice. “I know. | wish I'd let her die. I’ ve done something
to her athousand timesworse than the fire ever could. | should havelet her dieinit.”

“Wait,” said Harris. “Wait and see. | think you' rewrong.”

On thetelevison screen Mary of Scotland climbed the scaffold to her doom, the gown of traditional
scarlet clinging warmly to supple young curves as anachronistic in their way asthe dippers beneeth the
gown, for—as everyone but playwrights knows—Mary waswdll into

middle age before she died. Gracefully thislatter-day Mary bent her head, sweeping the long hair aside,
kneding to the block.

Maltzer watched stonily, seeing another woman entirely.

“I shouldn’'t have let her,” he was muttering. “I shouldn’t havelet her doit.”

“Do you redly think you’ d have stopped her if you could?’ Harris asked quietly. And the other man after
amoment’ s pause shook his head jerkily.

“No, | suppose not. | keep thinking if | worked and waited alittle longer maybe | could make it easier
for her, but—no, | suppose not. She' s got to face them sooner or later, being herself.” He stood up
abruptly, shoving back hischair. “If she only weren't so - . . so frail. She doesn't redlize how ddlicately
poised her very sanity is. We gave her what we could—the artists and the designersand |, al gave our
very best—but she's so pitifully handicapped even with al we could do. She'll dways be an abstraction
anda . . afreak, cut off from the world by handicaps worse in their way than anything any human be-ing
ever suffered before. Sooner or later she'll redlizeit. And then—" He began to pace up and down with
quick, uneven steps, striking his hands together. Hisface was twitching with alittle tic that drew up one
eyetoasquint and released it again at irregular intervals. Harris could see how very near collapse the
man was.

“Canyouimaginewhat it'slike?’ Matzer demanded fiercdly. “ Penned into amechanical body like that,
shut out from al human contacts except what leaks in by way of sight and sound? To know you aren’t
human any longer? She' s been through shocks enough a-ready. When that shock fully hits her—"
“Shut up,” said Harrisroughly. “Y ou won't do her any good if you break down yoursdlf. Look—the
vaude sgarting.”



Gresat golden curtains had swept together over the unhappy Queen of Scotland and were parting again
now, all sorrow and frustration wiped away once more as cleanly as the passing centuries had dready
expunged them. Now aline of tiny dancers under the tremendous arch of the stage kicked and pranced
with the precision of little mechanica dollstoo small and perfect to bered. Vision rushed down upon
them and swept along the row, face after stiffly smiling face racketing by like fence pickets. Then the sght
rose into the rafters and looked down upon them from a great height, the grotesquely fore-shortened
figures il prancing in perfect rhythm even from thisinhuman angle.

There was gpplause from an invisble audience. Then someone came out and did adance with lighted
torchesthat streamed long,

weaving ribbons of fire among clouds of what looked like cotton wool but was most probably asbestos.
Then acompany in gorgeous pseudo-period costumes postured its way through the new singing ballet
form of dance, roughly following a plot which had been announced as Les Sylphides, but had littlein
common with it. Afterward the precision dancers came on again, solemn and charming as performing
dolls

Maltzer began to show signs of dangerous tension as act succeeded act. Deirdre’ swasto be the last, of
course. It seemed very long indeed before aface in close-up blotted out the stage, and a master of
cere-monies with features like an amiable marionette’ s announced avery specia number asthefinde. His
voice was dmost cracking with ex-citement—iperhaps he, too, had not been told until amoment before
what lay in store for the audience.

Neither of the listening men heard what it was he said, but both were conscious of a certain indefinable
excitement risng among the audience, murmurs and rustlings and amounting anticipation asif time had
run backward here and knowledge of the great surprise had aready broken upon them.

Then the golden curtains appeared again. They quivered and swept apart on long upward arcs, and
between them the stage was full of ashimmering golden haze. It was, Harrisredized in amoment, smply
aseries of gauze curtains, but the effect was one of strange and won-derful anticipation, asif something
very splendid must be hidden in the haze. The world might have looked like this on the first morning of
crestion, before heaven and earth took form in the mind of God. It was asingularly fortunate choice of
gage st in its symbolism, though Harris wondered how much necessity had figured in its selection, for
there could not have been much time to prepare an elaborate set.

The audience sat perfectly silent, and the air was tense. Thiswas no ordinary pause before an act. No
one had been told, surely, and yet they seemed to guess— The shimmering haze trembled and began to
thin, vel by veil.

Beyond was darkness, and what |ooked like arow of shining pillars set in aba ustrade that began
gradually to take shape as the haze drew back in shining folds. Now they could see that the balustrade
curved up from left and right to the head of a sweep of sairs. Stage and stairs were carpeted in black
velvet; black velvet draperies hung just gar behind the bacony, with aglimpse of dark sky beyond them
trembling with dim synthetic Sars.

The last curtain of golden gauze withdrew. The stage was empty. Or it seemed empty. But even through
the aerid distances between this screen and the place it mirrored, Harris thought that the audi-

ence was not waiting for the performer to come on from the wings. There was no rustling, no coughing,
no sense of impatience. A presence upon the stage was in command from the first drawing of the
curtains, it filled the theater with its cdm domination. It gauged itstiming, holding the audienceasa
conductor with lifted, baton gathers and holds the eyes of his orchestra

For amoment everything was motionless upon the stage. Then, at the head of the stairs, where the two
curves of the pillared baustrade swept together, afigure stirred.

Unitil that moment she had seemed another shining column in the row. Now she swayed deliberately, light
catching and winking and running molten aong her limbs and her robe of meta mesh. She swayed just
enough to show that she was there. Then, with every eye upon her, she stood quietly to let them look
their fill. The screen did not swoop to aclose-up upon her. Her enigmaremained inviolate and the
televison watchers saw her no more clearly than the audience in the theater.

Many must have thought her at first some wonderfully animate robot, hung perhaps from wiresinvisble



againg the velvet, for cer-tainly she was no woman dressed in meta—her proportions were too thin and
finefor that. And perhaps the impression of robotism was what she meant to convey at first. She stood
quiet, swaying just alit-tle, amasked and inscrutable figure, faceless, very dender in her robethat hung in
folds as pure as a Grecian chlamys, though she did not look Grecian at all. In the visored golden helmet
and therobe of mail that odd likenessto knighthood was there again, with itsimplications of medievd
richness behind the Smple lines. Except that in her exquisite dimness she caled to mind no human figure
inarmor, not even the comparative ddlicacy of aSt. Joan. It was the chivalry and delicacy of some other
worldimplicit in her outlines.

A breath of surprise had rippled over the audience when she moved. Now they were tensely silent again,
waiting. And the tenson, the an-ticipation, was far degper than the surface importance of the scene could
ever have evoked. Even those who thought her a manikin seemed to fed the forerunning of greater
revelations

Now she swayed and came dowly down the steps, moving with asupplenessjust alittle better than
human. The swaying strengthened. By the time she reached the stage floor she was dancing. But it was
no dance that any human creature could ever have performed. The long, dow, languorous rhythms of her
body would have been impossible to afigure hinged &t itsjoints as human figures hinge. (Harris
remem-bered increduloudy that he had feared onceto find her jointed likea

mechanical robot. But it was humanity that seemed, by contrast, jointed and mechanical now.)

The languor and the rhythm of her patterns looked impromptu, as al good dances should, but Harris
knew what hours of composition and rehearsal must lie behind it, what laborious graving into her brain of
strange new pathways, thefirst to replace the old ones and govern the mastery of metd limbs.

To and fro over the velvet carpet, against the velvet background, she wove the intricacies of her
serpentine dance, leisurdly and yet with such hypnotic effect that the air seemed full of looping rhythms, as
if her long, tapering limbs had |eft their own replicas hanging upon the air and fading only dowly asshe
moved away. In her mind, Harris knew, the stage was awhole, abackground to befilled in completely
with the measured patterns of her dance, and she seemed almost to project that completed pattern to her
audience so that they saw her everywhere at once, her golden rhythms fading upon the air long after she
had gone.

Now there was music, looping and hanging in echoes after her like the shining festoons she wove with her
body. But it was no orchestral music. She was humming, deep and sweet and wordlesdly, as she glided
her easy, intricate path about the stage. And the volume of the music was amazing. It seemed to fill the
theater, and it was not amplified by hidden loudspesakers. Y ou could tell that. Somehow, until you heard
the music she made, you had never redlized before the subtle distortions that amplification putsinto
music. Thiswas utterly pure and true as perhaps no ear in al her audience had ever heard music before.
While she danced the audience did not seem to breathe. Perhaps they were beginning aready to suspect
who and what it was that moved before them without any fanfare of the publicity they had been
half-expecting for weeks now. And yet, without the publicity, it was not easy to believe the dancer they
watched was not some cun-ningly motivated manikin swinging on unseen wires about the stage.

Nothing she had done yet had been human. The dance was no dance a human being could have
performed. The music she hummed came from athroat without vocal chords. But now thelong, dow
rhythmswere drawing to their close, the pattern tightening in to afinale. And she ended asinhumanly as
she had danced, willing them not to interrupt her with gpplause, dominating them now as she had dways
done. For her implication here was that a machine might have performed the dance, and amachine
expects no gpplause. If they thought unseen operators had put her through those wonderful paces,

they would wait for the operators to appear for their bows. But the au-dience was obedient. It sat
dlently, waiting for what came next. But its Slence was tense and bresthless.

The dance ended asit had begun. Slowly, dmost cardesdy, she swung up the velvet stairs, moving with
rhythms as perfect as her music. But when she reached the head of the stairs she turned to face her
audience, and for amoment stood motionless, like acreature of metal, without volition, the hands of the
operator dack upon its strings.

Then, gartlingly, she laughed.



It was lovely laughter, low and sweet and full-throated. She threw her head back arid let her body sway
and her shoulders shake, and the laughter, like the mudic, filled the theater, gaining volume from the greet
hollow of the roof and sounding in the ears of every listener, not loud, but asintimately asif each sat
aone with the woman who laughed.

And she was awoman now. Humanity had dropped over her like atangible garment. No one who had
ever heard that laughter before could mistake it here. But before the redlity of who she was had quite
time to dawn upon her listeners she let the laughter degpen into music, as no human voice could have
done. Shewas humming afamiliar refrain closein the ear of every hearer. And the humming inturn
swung into words. Shesang in her clear, light, lovely voice:

“Theydlow rose of Eden, isbloomingin my heart—"

It was Deirdre’ s song. She had sung it first upon the airways a month before the theater fire that had
consumed her. It was acom-monplace little mel ody, smple enough to take first placein the fancy of a
nation that had aways liked its songs simple. But it had a certain sincerity too, and no taint of the vulgarity
of tune and rhythm that foredooms so many popular songsto oblivion after their novelty fades.

No onedsewas ever ableto sing it quite as Deirdre did. It had been identified with her so closely that
though for awhile after her ac-cident singerstried to make it amemoria for her, they failed so
con-spicuoudy to giveit her unmistakableflair that the song died from their sheer inability to singit. No
one ever hummed the tune without thinking of her and the pleasant, nostal gic sadness of something lovely
andlost.

But it was not a sad song now. If anyone had doubted whose brain

and ego moativated this shining metal suppleness, they could doubt no longer. For the voice was Deirdre,
and the song. And the lovely, poised grace of her mannerisms that made up recognition as certainly as
gght of afamiliar face.

She had not finished thefirgt line of her song before the audience knew her.

And they did not |et her finish. The accolade of their interruption was atribute more e oquent than polite
waiting could ever have been. First abreath of incredulity rippled over the theater, and along, sighing
gasp that reminded Harrisirrelevantly as he listened to the gasp which still goes up from matinee
audiences at the first glimpse of the fabulous Vaentino, so many generations dead. But this gasp did not
sghitsdf away and vanish. Tremendous tension lay behind it, and the rising tide of excitement rippled up
in little murmurs and spatterings of applause that ran together into one overwhelming roar. 1t shook the
thester. Thetelevision screen trembled and blurred alit-tle to the volume of that transmitted applause.
Silenced before it, Deirdre stood gesturing on the stage, bowing and bowing as the noise rolled up about
her, shaking perceptibly with the triumph of her own emotion.

Harris had an intolerable feding that she was smiling radiantly and that the tears were pouring down her
cheeks. He even thought, just as Mdtzer leaned forward to switch off the screen, that she was blowing
kisses over the audiencein the time-honored gesture of the grateful actress, her golden arms shining as
she scattered kisses abroad from the festurel ess helmet, the face that had no mouth.

“Wd|?" Harrissaid, not without triumph.

Maltzer shook his head jerkily, the glasses unsteady on his nose so that the blurred eyes behind them
seemed to shift.

“Of coursethey applauded, you fool,” he said in asavage voice. “1 might have known they would under
this set-up. It doesn't prove any-thing. Oh, she was smart to surprise them—I admit that. But they were
gpplauding themsalves as much as her. Excitement, gratitude for |etting them in on ahistoric performance,
meass hysteria—you know. It'sfrom now on the test will come, and this hasn’t helped any to prepare her
for it. Morbid curiogty when the news gets out—peopl e laughing when sheforgets sheisn't human. And



they will, you know. There are dways those who will. And the novelty wearing off. The dow draining
away of humanity for lack of contact with any human stimuli any more—"

Harris remembered suddenly and reluctantly the moment that af-ternoon which he had shunted aside
mentally, to consider later. The sense of something unfamiliar beneath the surface of Deirdre' s speech.
Was Madltzer right? Was the drainage aready at work? Or was there something deeper than this obvious
answer to the question? Certainly she had been through experiencestoo terrible for ordinary peopleto
comprehend. Scars might till remain. Or, with her body, had she put on astrange, metalic something of
the mind, that spoke to no sense which human minds could answer?

For afew minutes neither of them spoke. Then Matzer rose abruptly and stood looking down at Harris
with an abstract scowl.

“I wishyou'd go now,” he said.

Harris glanced up at him, Sartled. Matzer began to pace again, his steps quick and uneven. Over his
shoulder he said,

“I’ve made up my mind, Harris. I’ ve got to put astop to this.”

Harrisrose. “Ligten,” he said. “ Tell me one thing. What makes you so certain you' re right? Can you deny
that mogt of it's speculation— hearsay evidence? Remember, | talked to Deirdre, and she wasjust as
sure asyou are in the opposite direction. Have you any real reason for what you think?’

Maltzer took his glasses off and rubbed his nose carefully, taking along time about it. He seemed
reluctant to answer. But when hedid, at last, there was a confidence in his voice Harris had not
expected.

“I have areason,” he said. “But you won't believe it. Nobody would.”

“Try me”

Maltzer shook his head. “Nobody could believeit. No two people were ever in quite the same
relationship before as Deirdre and | have been. | helped her come back out of complete—ablivion. |
knew her before she had voice or hearing. She was only afrantic mind when | first made contact with
her, half insanewith dl that had happened and fear of what would happen next. In avery literd sense she
was reborn out of that condition, and | had to guide her through every step of the way. | came to know
her thoughts before she thought them. And once you’ ve been that close to another mind, you don't lose
the contact easily.” He put the glasses back on and looked blurrily at Harris through the heavy lenses.
“Deirdreisworried,” hesaid. “1 know it. Y ou won't believe me, but | can—well, senseit. | tell you, I've
been too closeto her very mind itself to make any mistake. Y ou don't seeit, maybe. Maybe even she
does't know it yet. But the worry’ sthere. When I'm with her, | fed it. And | don’t want it to

come any nearer the surface of her mind than it’s come dready. I’ m going to put astop to thisbeforeit's
too late”

Harris had no comment for that. It was too entirely outside his own experience. He said nothing for a
moment. Then he asked smply, “How?’

“I’m not sure yet. I’ ve got to decide before she comes back. And | want to see her done.”

“I think you'rewrong,” Harristold him quietly. “I think you' reimagining things. | don’t think you can
stop her.”

Maltzer gave him adanted glance. “I can stop her,” he said, in acurious voice. He went on quickly, “ She
has enough aready—she’ s nearly human. She can live normally as other people live, without going back
on the screen. Maybe thistaste of it will be enough. I’ ve got to convince her it is. If sheretires now, she'll
never guess how cruel her own audiences could be, and maybe that deep sense of— distress,
uneasiness, whatever it is—won’t cometo the surface. It mustn’t. She’ stoo fragile to stand that.” He
dapped his hands together sharply. “I’ ve got to stop her. For her own sake I’ ve got to do it!” He swung
round again to face Harris. “Will you go now?’

Never in hislife had Harriswanted lessto leave a place. Briefly he thought of saying smply, “No
won't.” But he had to admit in his own mind that Maltzer was a least partly right. Thiswas a matter
be-tween Deirdre and her creator, the culmination, perhaps, of that year’ slong intimacy so like marriage
that thisfind tria for supremacy was aneed he recognized.

Hewould not, he thought, forbid the showdown if he could. Perhaps the whole year had been building up



to this one moment be-tween them in which one or the other must prove himsdlf victor. Nei-ther was
very well gable just now, after thelong strain of the year past. It might very well be that the mental
salvation of one or both hinged upon the outcome of the clash. But because each was so strongly
motivated not by selfish concern but by solicitude for the other in this strange combat, Harrisknew he
must leave them to set-tle the thing alone.

Hewasin the street and hailing ataxi before the full sgnificance of something Maltzer had said cameto
him. “ | can stop her,” he had declared, with an odd inflection in hisvoice.

Suddenly Harrisfelt cold. Matzer had made her—of course he could stop her if he chose. Wasthere
some key in that supple golden body that could immobilizeit at its maker’ swill? Could she be imprisoned
in the cage of her own body? No body before in al his-tory, he thought, could have been designed more
truly to beaprison

for itsmind than Deirdre' s, if Maltzer choseto turn the key that locked her in. There must be many ways
to doit. He could amply withhold whatever source of nourishment kept her brain dive, if that werethe
way he chose.

But Harris could not believe he would do it. The man wasn't in-sane. He would not defeat hisown
purpose. His determination rose from his solicitude for Deirdre; he would not even in the last extrem-ity
try to save her by imprisoning her in thejail of her own skull.

For amoment Harris hesitated on the curb, amost turning back. But what could he do? Even granting
that Maltzer would resort to such tactics, salf-defeating in their very nature, how could any man on earth
prevent himif hedid it subtly enough? But he never would. Harrisknew he never would. He got into his
cab dowly, frowning. He would see them both tomorrow.

He did not. Harris was svamped with excited calls about yester-day’ s performance, but the message he
was awaiting did not come. The day went by very dowly. Toward evening he surrendered and called
Mdtzer' s gpartment.

It was Deirdre’ sface that answered, and for once he saw no remem-bered features superimposed upon
the blankness of her helmet. Masked and faceless, shelooked at him inscrutably.

“Iseverything dl right?’ he asked, alittle uncomfortable.

“Yes, of course,” she said, and her voice was abit metdlic for thefirst time, asif shewerethinking so
deeply of some other matter that she did not trouble to pitch it properly. “I had along talk with Maltzer
last night, if that’ s what you mean. Y ou know what he wants. But nothing' s been decided yet.”

Harrisfet oddly rebuffed by the sudden redlization of the metal of her. It wasimpossible to read anything
from face or voice. Each had its mask.

“What are you going to do?’ he asked.

“Exactly as!’d planned,” shetold him, without inflection.

Harrisfloundered alittle. Then, with an effort at practicality, he said, “Do you want meto go to work on
bookings, then?”

She shook the ddlicately modeled skull. “Not yet. Y ou saw the reviewstoday, of course. They—did like
me.” It was an understate-ment, and for thefirst time anote of warmth sounded in her voice. But the
preoccupation was il there, too. “I’d dready planned to make them wait awhile after my first
performance,” shewent on. “A couple of weeks, anyhow. Y ou remember that little farm of minein
Jersey, John? I’ m going over today. | won't see anyone except the servantsthere. Not even Maltzer.
Not even you. I've got alot to think about. Maltzer has agreed to let everything go until we' ve both
thought things over. He' staking arest, too. I'll see you the moment | get back, John. Isthat al right?’
She blanked out dmost before he had time to nod and while the beginning of astammered argument was
gill on hislips. He sat there staring at the screen.

The two weeks that went by before Maltzer called him again were the longest Harris had ever spent. He
thought of many thingsin the interval. He believed he could sensein that last talk with Deirdre something
of theinner unrest that Matzer had spoken of—more an abstraction than a distress, but some thought
had occupied her mind which she would not—or wasiit that she could not?—share even with her closest



confidants. He even wondered whether, if her mind was as delicately poised as Mdtzer feared, one
would ever know whether or not it had dipped. There was so little evidence one way or the other in the
unchanging outward form of her.

Most of dl he wondered what two weeks in anew environment would do to her untried body and newly
patterned brain. If Mdtzer were right, then there might be some perceptible—drainage—by the time they
met again. Hetried not to think of that.

Maltzer televised him on the morning set for her return. He looked very bad. The rest must have been no
rest a dl. Hisface was dmost a skull now, and the blurred eyes behind their lenses burned. But he
seemed curioudly at peace, in spite of his appearance. Harris thought he had reached some decision, but
whatever it was had not stopped his hands from shaking or the nervous tic that drew hisface Sdewise
into agrimace & intervas.

“Comeover,” hesaid briefly, without preamble. “ She'll be herein haf an hour.” And he blanked out
without waiting for an answer.

When Harris arrived, he was standing by the window |ooking down and steadying his trembling hands on
thesll.

“I can't stop her,” he said in amonotone, and again without pream-ble. Harris had the impression that for
the two weeks his thoughts must have run over and over the same track, until any spoken word was
samply avocd interludein the circling of hismind. “I couldn’t doiit. | even tried threats, but she knew |
didn’t mean them. There sonly oneway out, Harris.” He glanced up briefly, hollow-eyed behind the
lenses. “Never mind. I'll tell you later.”

“Did you explain everything to her that you did to me?’

“Nearly dl. | even taxed her with that . - - that sense of distress|

know shefeds. She denied it. Shewaslying. We both knew. It was worse after the performance than
before. When | saw her that night, | tell you | knew—she senses something wrong, but shewon't admit
it.” He shrugged. “Wel—’

Faintly in the silence they heard the humming of the devator de-scending from the helicopter platform on
the roof. Both men turned to the door.

She had not changed at all. Foolishly, Harriswas alittle surprised. Then he caught himself and
remembered that she would never change—never, until she died. He himsalf might grow white-haired
and senile; she would move before him then as she moved now, sup-ple, golden, enigmatic.

Stll, he thought she caught her breeth alittle when she saw Maltzer and the depths of his swift
degeneration. She had no bresth to catch, but her voice was shaken as she greeted them.

“I’'m glad you're both here,” she said, adight hesitation in her speech. “It'sawonderful day outside.
Jersey wasglorious. I d forgot-ten how lovely it isin summer. Was the sanitarium any good, Maltzer?’
Hejerked his head irritably and did not answer. She went on talk-ing in alight voice, skimming the
surface, saying nothing important.

Thistime Harris saw her as he supposed her audiences would, even-tually, when the surprise had worn
off and theimage Of the living Deirdre faded from memory. Shewas dl meta now, the Deirdre they
would know from today on. And she was not lesslovely. She was not even less human—yet. Her motion
wasamiracle of flexible grace, apouring of suppleness aong every limb. (From now on, Harris redized
suddenly, it was her body and not her face that would have mohility to express emotion; she must act
with her limbs and her lithe, robed torso.)

But there was something wrong. Harris sensed it dmost tangibly in her inflections, her elusiveness, the
way she fenced with words. Thiswaswhat Madtzer had meant, thiswaswhat Harrishimsdf had felt just
before sheleft for the country. Only now it was strong—certain. Between them and the old Deirdre
whose voice gtill spoke to them aveil of—detachment—had been drawn. Behind it shewasin disiress.
Somehow, somewhere, she had made some discovery that affected her profoundly. And Harriswas
terribly afraid that he knew what the dis-covery must be. Matzer wasright.

Hewas Hill leaning againgt the window, staring out unseeingly over the vast panoramaof New Y ork,
webbed with traffic bridges, winking with sunlit glass, its vertiginous distances plunging downward into
the



blue shadows of Earth-level. He said now, breaking into the light-voiced chatter, “ Areyou dl right,
Derdre?’

Shelaughed. It waslovely laughter. She moved lithely across the room, sunlight glinting on her musica
mailed robe, and stooped to a cigarette box on atable. Her fingers were deft.

“Have one?’ shesad, and carried the box to Maltzer. Helet her put the brown cylinder between hislips
and hold alight to it, but he did not seem to be noticing what he did. She replaced the box and then
crossed to amirror on the far wall and began experimenting with a series of gliding ripplesthat wove
patterns of pae gold intheglass. “Of courseI’'m dl right,” she said.

“You'relying.”

Deirdre did not turn. She was watching him in the mirror, but the ripple of her motion went on dowly,
languoroudy, undisturbed.

“No,” shetold them both.

Maltzer drew deeply on his cigarette. Then with ahard pull he un-seded the window and tossed the
smoking stub far out over the gulfsbelow. He said,

“Y ou can’t deceive me, Deirdre.” Hisvoice, suddenly, was quite cam. “1 created you, my dear. | know.
I ve sensed that uneasinessin you growing and growing for along while now. 1t's much stronger today
than it was two weeks ago. Something happened to you in the country. | don’t know what it was, but
you' ve changed. Will you admit to yoursdf what it is, Deirdre? Have you redlized yet that you must not
go back on the screen?”’

“Why, no,” said Deirdre, still not looking at him except obliqudly, in the glass. Her gestures were dower
now, weaving lazy patternsintheair. “No, | haven't changed my mind.”

Shewas dl metal—outwardly. She wastaking unfair advantage of her own metal-hood. She had
withdrawn far within, behind the mask of her voice and her facelessness. Even her body, whose
involuntary motions might have betrayed what she was fedling, in the only way she could be subject to
betraya now, she was putting through ritual motionsthat disguised it completely. Aslong asthese
looping, weav-ing patterns occupied her, no one had any way of guessing even from her motion what
went on in the hidden brain inside her hemet.

Harriswas struck suddenly and for the first time with the com-pleteness of her withdrawa . When he had
seen her last in this gpart-ment she had been wholly Deirdre, not masked at dl, overflowing the metal
with the warmth and ardor of the woman he had known so well. Since then—since the performance on
the stage—he had not seen the familiar Deirdre again. Passionately he wondered why. Had

she begun to suspect even in her moment of triumph what afickle master an audience could be? Had she
caught, perhaps, the sound of whispers and laughter among some small portion of her watchers, though
the great mgjority praised her?

Or was Mdltzer right? Perhagps Harris first interview with her had been the last bright burning of the lost
Deirdre, animated by excite-ment and the pleasure of meeting after so long atime, animation summoned
up in alast strong effort to convince him. Now she was gone, but whether in salf-protection against the
possible crudties of human beings, or whether in withdrawal to metal-hood, he could not guess.
Humanity might be draining out of her fast, and the brassy taint of metal permesting the brain it housed.
Maltzer laid histrembling hand on the edge of the opened window and looked out. Hesaid ina
deepened voice, the querulous note gone for the first time:

“I’'ve made aterrible mistake, Deirdre. I’ ve done you irreparable harm.” He paused a moment, but
Deirdre said nothing. Harris dared not speak. In amoment Matzer went on. “I’ ve made you vulnerable,
and given you no weaponsto fight your enemieswith. And the human raceisyour enemy, my dear,
whether you admit it now or later. | think you know that. | think it’swhy you're so dlent. | think you must
have suspected it on the stage two weeks ago, and verified it in Jersey while you were gone. They're
going to hate you, after awhile, because you are dtill beautiful, and they’ re going to persecute you
because you are different—and helpless. Once the novelty wears off, my dear, your audience will be
smply amob.”

Hewas not looking at her. He had bent forward alittle, looking out the window and down. His hair
dirred in the wind that blew very strongly up this high, and whined thinly around the open edge of the



glass.

“I meant what | did for you,” he said, “to be for everyone who meets with accidents that might have
ruined them. | should have known my gift would mean worse ruin than any mutilation could be. | know
now that there’ s only one legitimate way ahuman being can creete life. When he tries another way, as|
did, he has alesson to learn. Remember the lesson of the student Frankenstein? He learned, too. Ina
way, he was lucky—the way he learned. He didn’t have to watch what happened afterward. Maybe he
wouldn’t have had the courage—I know | haven't.”

Harrisfound himsdlf standing without remembering that he rose. He knew suddenly what was about to
happen. He understood Maltzer’ sair of resolution, his new, unnatural calm. He knew, even,

why Madtzer had asked him here today, so that Deirdre might not be |eft alone. For he remembered that
Frankenstein, too, had paid with hislifefor the unlawful creetion of life.

.Maltzer was|eaning head and shoulders from the window now, looking down with almost hypnotized
fascination. His voice came back to them remotely in the breeze, asif abarrier dready lay be-tween
them.

Deirdre had not moved. Her expressionless mask, in the mirror, watched him camly. She must have
understood. Y et she gave no sign, except that the weaving of her arms had amost stopped now, she
moved so dowly. Like adance seen in anightmare, under water.

It wasimpossible, of course, for her to express any emotion. The fact that her face showed none now
should not, in fairness, be held againgt her. But she watched so wholly without fedling— Neither of them
moved toward the window. A false step, now, might send him over. They were quigt, lisening to his
voice.

“Wewho bring lifeinto the world unlawfully,” said Mdtzer, dmaost thoughtfully, “ must make room for it
by withdrawing our own. That seemsto be aninflexiblerule. It works autometicaly. The thing we create
makesliving unbearable. No, it' s nothing you can help, my dear. I’ ve asked you to do something |
created you incapable of doing. | made you to perform afunction, and I’ ve been asking you to forego the
onething you were madeto do. | believethat if you doit, it will destroy you, but thewhole guilt ismine,
not yours. I’m not even asking you to give up the screen, any more. | know you can't, and live. But |
can't liveand watch you. | put dl my skill and al my lovein onefind masterpiece, and | can’t bear to
watch it destroyed. | can’t live and watch you do only what | made you to do, and ruin yoursdlf because
youmust doiit.

“But before | go, | have to make sure you understand.” He leaned alittle farther, looking down, and his
Vvoice grew more remote as the glass came between them. He was saying dmost unbearable things now,
but very digtantly, in acool, passonless tonefiltered through wind and glass, and with the distant
humming of the city mingled with it, so that the words were curioudy robbed of poignancy. “I canbea
coward,” he said, “and escape the consequences of what I’ ve done, but | can’t go and leave you—not
understanding. It would be even worse than the thought of your failure, to think of you bewil-dered and
confused when the mob turns on you. What I’ m telling you, my dear, won't be any real news—I think
you senseit aready, though you may not admit it to yourself. We ve been too closeto lie to each other,
Derdre—I know when you aren't tlling the truth. |

know the distressthat’ s been growing in your mind. Y ou are not wholly human, my dear. | think you
know that. In so many ways, in spite of al | could do, you must dways be less than human. Y ou've lost
the senses of perception that kept you in touch with humanity. Sight and hearing are dl that remain, and
sght, as|’ve said before, was the last and coldest of the sensesto develop. And you' re so ddli-cately
poised on asort of thin edge of reason. Y ou' re only aclear, glowing mind animating ameta body, likea
candleflamein aglass. And as precarioudy vulnerableto thewind.”

He paused. “Try not to let them ruin you completely,” he said after awhile. “When they turn against you,
when they find out you' re more hel pless than they—I wish | could have made you stronger, Deirdre. But
| couldn’t. I had too much skill for your good and mine, but not quite enough skill for that.”

Hewassilent again, briefly, looking down. He was balanced precari-oudy now, more than halfway over
the sl and supported only by one hand on the glass. Harris watched with an agonized uncertainty, not
sure whether a sudden leap might catch himin time or send him over. Deirdre was still weaving her



golden patterns, dowly and unchang-ingly, watching the mirror and its reflection, her face and masked
eyesenigmatic.

“I wish onething, though,” Mdtzer said in hisremo~te voice. “I wish—before | finish—that you' d tell me
thetruth, Deirdre. I'd be happier if | were sure I’ d—reached you. Do you understand what I’ ve said?
Do you believe me? Because if you don't, then | know you'relost beyond al hope. If you'll admit your
own doubt—and | know you do doubt—I can think there may be a chance for you after al. Were you
lying to me, Deirdre? Do you know how. . . how wrong I’ ve made you?’

There was sillence. Then very softly, a breath of sound, Deirdre an-swered. The voice seemed to hangin
midair, because she had no lipsto move and locdize it for the imagination.

“Will you listen, Mdtzer?" she asked.

“I'll wait,” hesaid. “Go on. Yesor no?

Sowly shelet her arms drop to her sides. Very smoothly and quietly she turned from the mirror and
faced him. She swayed alittle, making her metd robering.

“I'll answer you,” shesaid. “But | don’t think I’ answer that. Not with yes or no, anyhow. I'm going to
walk alittle, Mdtzer. | have something to tell you, and | can't talk standing till. Will you let me move
about without—going over?’

He nodded distantly. “Y ou can’t interfere from that distance,” he said. “But keep the distance. What do
you want to say?’

She began to pace alittle way up and down her end of the room, m.oving with liquid ease. Thetable with
the cigarette box wasin her way, and she pushed it aside carefully, watching Matzer and making no swift
motionsto sartle him.

“I'm not—wadl, sub-human,” she said, afaint note of indignation in her voice. “I'll proveit in aminute,
but | want to say something dsefirgt. Y ou must promiseto wait and listen. There saflaw in your
ar-gument, and | resent it. I’'m not a Frankenstein monster made out of deed flesh. I'm mysdf—dive.
You didn’t create my life, you only preserved it. I’ m not arobot, with compulsions built into methat |
haveto obey. I’'m free-willed and independent, and, Maltzer—I’ m human.”

Harris had relaxed alittle. She knew what she was doing. He had no ideawhat she planned, but he was
willing to wait now. She was not the indifferent automaton he had thought. He watched her cometo the
table againin alap of her pacing, and stoop over it, her eyeless mask turned to Maltzer to make sure
vaiation of her movement did not startle him.

“I'm human,” she repeated, her voice humming faintly and very sweetly. “Do you think I'm not?’ she
asked, straightening and facing them both. And then suddenly, dmost overwhemingly, the warmth and
the old ardent charm were radiant al around her. She was robot no longer, enigmatic no longer. Harris
could sseasclearly asin their first meeting the remembered flesh il gracious and beautiful as her voice
evoked his memory. She stood swaying alittle, as she had aways swayed, her head on one side, and she
was chuckling at them both. It was such a soft and lovely sound, so warmly famiiliar.

“Of course I’'m mysdlf,” shetold them, and as the words sounded in their ears neither of them could
doubt it. There was hypnosisin her voice. She turned away and began to pace again, and so powerful
was the human personality which she had called up about her that it beat out at them in deep pulses, asif
her body were afurnace to send out those comforting waves of warmth. “I have handicaps, | know,” she
sad. “But my audienceswill never know. | won't let them know. | think you' |l believe me, both of you,
when | say | could play Juliet just as| am now, with acast of ordinary people, and make the world
accept it. Do you think I could, John? Maltzer, don't you believe | could?’

She paused at the far end of her pacing path and turned to face them, and they both stared at her without
speaking. To Harrisshe

wasthe Deirdre he had dways known, pae gold, exquisitely graceful in remembered postures, the inner
radiance of her shining through meta as brilliantly asit had ever shone through flesh. He did not wonder,
now, if it werered. Later he would think again that it might be only adisguise, something like agarment
she had put off with her lost body, to wear again only when she chose. Now the spdll of her compelling
charm was too strong for wonder. He watched, convinced for the moment that she was al she seemed to
be. She could play Juliet if she said she could. She could sway awhole audience as easily as she swayed



himsdlf. Indeed, there was something about her just now more convincingly human than anything he had
noticed before. He redized that in asplit second of awareness before he saw what it was.
Shewaslooking at Maltzer. He, too, watched, spellbound in spite of himself, not dissenting. She glanced
from oneto the other. Then she put back her head and laughter came welling and choking from her ina
great, full-throated tide. She shook in the strength of it. Harris could amost see her round throat pulsing
with the sweet low-pitched waves of laughter that were shaking her. Honest mirth, with alittle derisonin
it.

Then shelifted one arm and tossed her cigarette into the empty fireplace.

Harris choked, and his mind went blank for one moment of blind denia. He had not sat here watching a
robot smoke and accepting it as normal. He could not! And yet he had. That had been the final touch of
conviction which swayed his hypnotized mind into accepting her humanity. And she had doneit so deftly,
5o naturaly, wearing her radiant humanity with such rightness, that hiswatching mind had not even
questioned what she did.

He glanced at Mdtzer. The man was still halfway over the window ledge, but through the opening of the
window he, too, was staring in stupefied disbelief and Harris knew they had shared the same delusion.
Derdrewas till shaking alittle with laughter. “Well,” she demanded, the rich chuckling making her voice
quiver, “am| al robot, after al?’

Harris opened his mouth to speak, but he did not utter aword. Thiswas not his show. The byplay lay
wholly between Deirdre and Maltzer; he must not interfere. He turned his head to the window and
waited.

And Maltzer for amoment seemed shaken in his conviction.

“You...you are an actress,” he admitted dowly. “Butl ...I'm

not convinced I’'m wrong. | think—" He paused. The querulous note wasin hisvoice again, and he
seemed racked once more by the old doubts and dismay. Then Harris saw him stiffen. He saw the

resol u-tion come back, and understood why it had come. Matzer had gone too far aready upon the cold
and lonely path he had chosen to turn back, even for stronger evidence than this. He had reached his
conclusions only after menta turmoail too terrible to face again. Safety and peace lay in the course he had
steded himself to follow. He was too tired, too exhausted by months of conflict, to retrace his path and
begin dl over. Harris could see him groping for away out, and in amoment he saw him find it.

“That wasatrick,” he said hollowly. “Maybe you could play it on alarger audience, too. Maybe you
have moretricksto use. | might be wrong. But Deirdre’—his voice grew urgent—"you haven't
answered the one thing I’ ve got to know. Y ou can’t answer it. You do fed—dis-may. Y ou've learned
your own inadequacy, however well you can hide it from us—even from us. | know. Can you deny that,
Derdre?’

She was not laughing now. Shelet her armsfall, and the flexible golden body seemed to droop alittle all
over, asif the brain that amoment before had been sending out strong, sure waves of confidence had
dackened its power, and the intangible muscles of her limbs dackened with it. Some of the glowing
humanity began to fade. It receded within her and was gone, asif thefirein the furnace of her body were
sinking and cooling.

“Madltzer,” shesad uncertainly, “I can’t answer that—yet. | can't—"

And then, while they waited in anxiety for her to finish the sen-tence, she blazed. She ceased to be a
figurein gass—she bliized.

It was something no eyes could watch and trand ate into terms the brain could follow; her motion was too
swift. Mdtzer in the window was awhole long room-length away. He had thought himself safe at such a
distance, knowing no norma human being could reach him before he moved. But Deirdre was neither
norma nor human.

In the same ingtant she stood drooping by the mirror she was simul-taneoudy at Maltzer’ sside. Her
motion negated time and destroyed space. And as aglowing cigarettetip in the dark describes closed
cir-cles before the eye when the holder movesit swiftly, so Deirdre blazed in one continuous flash of
golden motion acraoss the room.

But curioudy, she was not blurred. Harris, watching, felt hismind go blank again, but lessin surprise than



because no normal eyes and brain could perceive what it was he looked at.

(Inthat moment of intolerable suspense his complex human brain

paused suddenly, annihilating timein its own way, and withdrew to acool corner of itsown to andyzein
aflashing second what it was he had just seen. The brain could do it timelesdy; words are dow. But he
knew he had watched a sort of tesseract of human motion, a parable of fourth-dimensiond activity. A
one-dimensiond point, moved through space, creates atwo-dimensiona line, which in motion createsa
three-dimensiona cube. Theoretically the cube, in motion, would produce afourth-dimensiond figure.

No human creature had ever seen afigure of three dimensions moved through space and time
before—until this moment. She had not blurred; every motion she made was distinct, but not like moving
figureson adrip of film. Not like anything that those who use our language had ever seen before,.or
created words to express. The mind saw, but without perceiving. Nei-ther words nor thoughts could
resolve what happened into terms for human brains. And perhaps she had not actually and literally moved
through the fourth dimens on. Perhaps—since Harris was able to see her—it had been amost and not
quite that unimaginable thing. But it was close enough.)

Whileto the dow mind' s eye she was till standing at the far end of the room, shewas dready a
Maltzer’ sside, her long, flexible fingers gentle but very firm upon hisarms. She waited— Theroom
shimmered. There was sudden violent heat beating upon Harris face. Thenthe air steadied again and
Deirdre was saying oftly, in amournful whisper:

“I’'m sorry—I had to do it. I’'m sorry—I didn’t mean you to know—"

Time caught up with Harris. He saw it overtake Maltzer too, saw the man jerk convulsively away from
the grasping hands, in aludicroudy futile effort to forestall what had dready happened. Even thought was
dow, compared with Deirdre' s swiftness.

The sharp outward jerk was strong. It was strong enough to break the grasp of human hands and
catapult Maltzer out and down into the swimming gulfs of New Y ork. The mind |legped ahead to alogical
conclusion and saw him twiting and turning and diminishing with dreadful rapidity to atiny point of
darkness that dropped away through sunlight toward the shadows near the earth. The mind even
conjured up aghrill, thin cry that plummeted away with the falling body and hung behind it in the shaken
ar.

But the mind was reckoning on human factors.

Very gently and smoothly Derdre lifted Matzer from the window sill and with effortless ease carried him
well back into the safety of the room. She set him down before a sofaand her golden fingers

unwrapped themsalves from hisarms dowly, so that he could regain control of hisown body before she
released him.

He sank to the sofa without aword. Nobody spoke for an un-measurable length of time. Harris could
not. Deirdre waited patiently. It was Maltzer who regained speech first, and it came back on the old
track, asif hismind had not yet relinquished the rut it had worn so deep.

“All right,” he said breathlesdy. “ All right, you can stop methistime. But | know, you see. | know! You
can't hide your feding from me, Deirdre. | know the trouble you fed. And next time—next time | won't
wait to talk!”

Deirdre made the sound of asigh. She had no lungsto expel the bresth she wasimitating, but it was hard
to redizethat. It was hard to understand why she was not panting heavily from the terrible exertion of the
past minutes; the mind knew why, but could not ac-cept the reason. She was till too human.

“You dtill don't see” she said. “Think, Maltzer, think!”

There was a hassock beside the sofa. She sank upon it gracefully, clasping her robed knees. Her head
tilted back to watch Maltzer’ sface. She saw only stunned stupidity on it now; he had passed through too
much emotiona sormtothink &t al.

“All right,” shetold him. “Listen—I’1l admit it. You'reright. | am unhappy. | do know what you said was
true—but not for the reason you think. Humanity and | are far gpart, and drawing farther. The gap will be
hard to bridge. Do you hear me, Mdtzer?’

Harris saw the tremendous effort that went into Matzer’ swaken-ing. He saw the man pull his mind back
into focus and St up on the sofawith weary stiffness.



“You. . .you do admit it, then?’ he asked in abewildered voice.

Deirdre shook her head sharply.

“Do you ill think of me asddicate?’ she demanded. “ Do you know | carried you here at arm’ slength
halfway acrossthe room? Do you redlize you weigh nothing to me? | could’—she glanced around the
room and gestured with sudden, rather gppdling violence—"tear this building down,” she said quietly. “I
could tear my way through thesewalls, | think. I’ve found no limit yet to the strength | can put forthiif |
try.” She held up her golden hands and looked at them. “The metal would bregk, perhaps,” she said
reflectively, “but then, | have no feding—"

Maltzer gasped, “ Deirdre—"

Shelooked up with what must have been asmile. It sounded clearly

in her voice. “Oh, | won't. | wouldn’t haveto do it with my hands, if | wanted. Look—listen!”

She put her head back and a deep, vibrating hum gathered and grew in what one il thought of as her
throat. 1t deepened swiftly and the ears began to ring. It was deeper, and the furniture vibrated. Thewalls
began amost imperceptibly to shake. The room wasfull and bursting with asound that shook every atom
upon its neighbor with aterrible, disrupting force.

The sound ceased. The humming died. Then Deirdre laughed and made another and quite differently
pitched sound. It seemed to reach out like an arm in one straight direction—toward the window. The
opened pand shook. Deirdre intensified her hum, and dowly, with imperceptible jolts that merged into
smoothness, the window jaried itsalf shut.

“You see?’ Deirdresaid. “You see?’

But still Matzer could only stare. Harris was staring too, his mind beginning dowly to accept what she
implied. Both were too stunned to leap ahead to any conclusions yet.

Deirdre rose impatiently and began to pace again, in aringing of meta robe and atwinkling of reflected
lights. She was pantherlike in her suppleness. They could see the power behind that lithe motion now;
they no longer thought of her as helpless, but they were far till from grasping the truth.

“Y ou were wrong about me, Mdtzer,” she said with an effort a pa-tiencein her voice. “But you were
right too, in away you didn’t guess. I'm not afraid of humanity. | haven't anything to fear from them.
Why”—her voice took on atinge of contempt—"aready I’ ve set afashion in women's clothing. By next
week you won't see awoman on the street without a mask like mine, and every dressthat isn't cut likea
chlamyswill beout of style. I'm not afraid of humanity! | won't lose touch with them unless| want to.
I’ve learned alot—I’ ve learned too much aready.”

Her voice faded for amoment, and Harris had aquick and gppall-ing vision of her experimenting in the
solitude of her farm, testing the range of her voice, testing her eyesight—could she see microscopically
and telescopi caly?—and was her hearing as adnormdlly flexible as her voice?

“Youwereafraid | had lost feding and scent and taste,” she went on, still pacing with that powerful,
tigerish tread. “Hearing and sight would not be enough, you think? But why do you think sight isthe last
of the senses? It may be the latest, Matzer—Harris—but why do you think it’ s the last?”

She may not have whispered that. Perhapsit was only their hearing that made it seem thin and distant, as
the brain contracted and would not |et the thought come through in its stunning entirety.

“No,” Deirdresaid, “1 haven't lost contact with the human race. | never will, unless | want to. It'stoo
easy. . - too easy.”

She was watching her shining feet as she paced, and her masked face was averted. Sorrow sounded in
her soft voice now.

“I didn’t mean to let you know,” she said. “I never would have, if this hadn’t happened. But | couldn’t let
you go believing you' d failed. Y ou made a perfect machine, Mdtzer. More perfect than you knew.”
“But Deirdre—" bresthed Mdtzer, his eyesfascinated and till in-credulous upon her, “but Deirdre, if we
did succeed—what’ swrong? | can fed it now—I’vefdt it al dong. Y ou' re so unhappy—you il are.
Why, Deirdre?’

She lifted her head and looked at him, eyelesdy, but with apiercing Sare.

“Why are you s0 sure of that?’ she asked gently.

“You think | could be mistaken, knowing you as| do? But I’'m not Frankengtein. . . you say my



cregtion’ sflawless. Then what—"

“Could you ever duplicate thisbody?’ she asked.

Maltzer glanced down at his shaking hands. “1 don’'t know. | doubt it. I—"

“Could anyone ds=?’

Hewas slent. Deirdre answered for him. “1 don’t believe anyone could. | think | was an accident. A sort
of mutation halfway between flesh and metal. Something accidental and . . . and unnaturd, turn-ing off on
awrong course of evolution that never reaches adead end. Another brain in abody like thismight die or
go mad, asyou thought | would. The synapses are too delicate. Y ou were—call it lucky—with me. From
what | know now, | don’t think a. . . abaroque like me could happen again.” She paused a moment.
“What you did was kin-dle thefire for the Phoenix, in away. And the Phoenix rises perfect and renewed
from its own ashes. Do you remember why it had to reproduce itself that way?’

Maltzer shook his head.

“I'll tell you,” she said. “It was because there was only one Phoenix. Only onein the wholeworld.”

They looked at each other in silence. Then Deirdre shrugged alittle.

“He dways came out of thefire perfect, of course. I’ m not weak, Matzer. Y ou needn’t let that thought
bother you any more. I’'m not

vulnerable and helpless. I’m not sub-human.” Shelaughed dryly. 1 suppose,” she said, “that

I” m—superhuman.”

“But—not happy.”

“I’'m afraid. It isn't unhappiness, Matzer—it’ sfear. | don’'t want to draw so far away from the human
race. | wish | needn’t. That’ swhy I’ m going back on the stage—to keep in touch with them while | can.
But | wish there could be otherslikeme. I'm . - . I'm londly, Mdtzer.”

Silence again. Then Mdtzer said, in avoice as distant as when he had spoken to them through glass, over
gulfsasdeep asoblivion:

“Then | am Frankengtein, after dl.”

“Perhapsyou are,” Deirdre said very softly. “I don’'t know. Perhapsyou are.”

She turned away and moved smoothly, powerfully, down the room to the window. Now that Harris
knew, he could amost hear the sheer power purring dong her limbs as she walked. Sheleaned the
golden forehead againgt the glass—it clinked faintly, with amusicad sound—and looked down into the
depths Maltzer had hung above. Her voice was reflective as she looked into those dizzy spaceswhich
hed offered oblivion to her crestor.

“Theré sonelimit | canthink of,” she said, dmost inaudibly. “Only one. My brain will wear out in another
forty yearsor so. Be-tween now andthen I'll learn. .. I'll change. . - I'll know more than | can guess
today. I’ll change— That’ sfrightening. | don’t like to think about that.” Shelaid a curved golden hand on
the latch and pushed the window open alittle, very easily. Wind whined around itsedge. “1 could put a
sop toit now, if | wanted,” shesaid. “If | wanted. But | can't, redlly. There's so much il untried. My
brain’s human, and no human brain could |leave such possibilities untested. | wonder, though. . . | do
wonder—"

Her voice was soft and familiar in Harris' ears, the voice Deirdre had spoken and sung with, sweetly
enough to enchant aworld. But as preoccupation came over her a certain flatness crept into the sound.
When she was not listening to her own voice, it did not keep quite to the pitch of trueness. It sounded as
if she spokein aroom of brass, and echoes from the walls resounded in the tones that spoke there.

“I wonder,” she repeated, the distant taint of metal aready in her voice.

Daemon

Padre, the words come dowly. It isalong time now since | have spoken in the Portuguese tongue. For
more than ayear, my com-panions here were those who do not speak with the tongues of men. And you
must remember, padre, that in Rio, where | was born, | was named Luiz o Bobo, whichisto say, Luiz
the Smple. There was something wrong with my head, so that my hands were dways clumsy and my feet
stumbled over each other. | could not remember very much. But | could seethings. Yes, padre, | could
see things such as other men do not know.



| can see things now. Do you know who stands beside you, padre, ligening whilel talk? Never mind
that. | am Luiz o Bobo 4till, though here on thisidand there were great powers of heding, and | can
remember now the things that happened to me years ago. More easily than | remember what happened
last week or the week before that. The year has been like asingle day, for timeon thisidand isnot like
time outsde. When aman liveswith them, thereisno time.

Theninfas, | mean. And the others. .

| am not lying. Why should I?1 am going to die, quite soon now. Y ou wereright to tell methat, padre.
But | knew. | knew already. Y our crucifix isvery pretty, padre. | liketheway it shinesin the sun. But
that is not for me. Y ou see, | have dways known the things that walk beside men-other men. Not me.
Perhapsthey are souls, and | have no soul, being smple. Or perhaps they are daemons such as only
clever men have. Or perhapsthey are both these things. | do not know. But | know that | am dying.
After the ninfas go away, | would not careto live.

Sinceyou ask how | cameto thisplace, | will tell you if thetimeremainsto me. Y ou will not believe. This
isthe one place on earth, | think, where they lingered still—those things you do not believe.

But before | speak of them, | must go back to an earlier day, when | was young beside the blue bay of
Rio, under Sugar Loaf. | remember the docks of Rio, and the children who mocked me. | was big and
strong, but | was 0 Bobo with amind that knew no yesterday or to-morrow.

Minha avd, my grandmother, was kind to me. She was from Ceara, where the yearly droughtskill hope,
and she was haf blind, with pain in her back always. She worked so that we could eat, and she did not
scold metoo much. | know that she was good. It was something | could see; | have aways had that
power.

One morning my grandmother did not waken. She was cold when | touched her hand. That did not
frighten me for the—good thing— about her lingered for awhile. | closed her eyes and kissed her, and
then | went away. | was hungry, and because | was o Bobo, | thought that someone might give mefood,
out of kindness. .

Inthe end, | foraged from the rubbish-heaps.

| did not starve. But | was|ost and aone. Have you ever fdlt that, padre? Itislike abitter wind from the
mountains and no sheepskin cloak can shut it out. One night | wandered into asailors saloon, and |
remember that there were many dark shapes with eyes that shone, hovering beside the men who drank
there. The men had red, wind-burned faces and tarry hands. They made me drink ‘ guardiente until the
room whirled around and went dark.

| wokein adirty bunk. | heard planks groaning and the floor rocked under me.

Yes, padre, | had been shanghaied. | ssumbled on deck, hdf blind in the dazzling sunlight, and there |
found a man who had a strange and shining daemon. He was the captain of the ship, though | did not
know it then. | scarcely saw the man at dl. | was|ooking at the daemon.

Now, most men have shapesthat walk behind them, padre. Perhaps you know that, too. Some of them
are dark, like the shapes| saw in the sdloon. Some of them are bright, like that which followed my
grandmother. Some of them are colored, pale colors like ashes or rainbows. But this man had a scarlet
daemon. And it was ascarlet beside which blood itself is ashen. The color blinded me. And yet it drew
me, too. | could not take my eyes away, nor could | look at it long without pain. | never saw acolor
more beautiful, nor more fright-ening. It made my heart shrink within me, and quiver like adog that fears
thewnhip. If | have asoul, perhapsit was my soul that quivered. And | feared the beauty of the color as
much as| feared the terror it awoke in me. It isnot good to see beauty in that which isevil.

Other men upon the deck had daemonstoo. Dark shapes and pale shapes that followed them like their
shadows. But | saw dl the

claemonswaver away from the red, beautiful thing that hung above the captain of the ship.

The other daemons watched out of burning eyes. The red daemon had no eyes. Its beautiful, blind face
was turned always toward the captain, asif it saw only through hisvision. | could seethelinesof its
closed lids. And my terror of its beauty, and my terror of its evil, were nothing to my terror of the
moment when the red daemon might lift those lids and look out upon the world.



The captain’ s name was Jonah Stryker. He was a cruel man, danger-ousto be near. The men hated him.
They were at his mercy while we were at sea, and the captain was at the mercy of his daemon. That was
why | could not hate him asthe others did. Perhapsit was pity | felt for Jonah Stryker. And you, who
know men better than 1, will under-stand that the pity | had for him made the captain hate me more
bit-terly than even his crew hated him.

When | came on deck that first morning, because | was blinded by the sun and by the redness of the
scarlet daemon, and because | was ignorant and bewildered, | broke a shipboard rule. What it was, | do
not know. There were so many, and | never could remember very clearly in those days. Perhaps|

wa ked between him and the wind. Would that be wrong on aclipper ship, padre? | never understood.
The captain shouted at me, in the Y ankee tongue, evil words whose meaning | did not know, but the
daemon glowed redder when he spoke them. And he struck mewith hisfist so that | fell. Therewasa
look of secret bliss on the blind crimson face hovering above his, because of the anger that rosein him. |
thought that through the cap-tain’ s eyes the closed eyes of the daemon were watching me.

| wept. In that moment, for thefirst time, | knew how truly alone aman like me must be. For | had no
daemon. It was not the smple londiness for my grandmother or for human companionship that brought
thetearsto my eyes. That | could endure. But | saw the look of joy upon the blind daemon-f ace
because of the captain’sevil, and | remembered the ook of joy that a bright shape sometimes wears who
followsagood man. And | knew that no deed of mine would ever bring joy or sorrow to that which
moves behind aman with asoul.

| lay upon the bright, hot deck and wept, not because of the blow, but because | knew suddenly, for the
first time, that | was done. No daemon for good or evil would ever follow me. Perhaps because | have
no soul. That londliness, father, is something not even you could Un-derstand.

The captain seized my arm and pulled me roughly to my feet. | did not understand, then, the words he
spokein his'Y ankee tongue, though later | picked up enough of that speech to know what men were
saying around me. Y ou may think it strange that o Bobo could learn aforeign tongue. It was easy for me.
Easer, perhaps, than for awiser man. Much | read upon the faces of their daemons, and there were
many wordswhose real sounds | did not know, but whose mean-ing | found in the hum of thoughts about
aman’'s head.

The captain shouted for aman named Barton, and the first mate hurried up, looking frightened. The
captain pushed me back againgt therail so that | staggered, seeing him and the deck and the watching
daemons through the rainbows that tears cast before one' s eyes.

There wasloud talk, and many gestures toward me and the other two men who had been shanghaied
from the port of Rio. The first mate tapped his head when he pointed to me, and the captain cursed again
in the tongue of the foreigners, so that his daemon smiled very swestly at his shoulder.

| think that wasthefirgt timel let the captain see pity on my facewhen | looked at him.

That was the one thing he could not bear. He snatched abelaying pin from therail and struck meinthe
facewithit, sothat | felt the teeth break in my mouth. The blood | spat upon the deck was a beau-tiful
color, but it looked paler than water beside the col Or of the cap-tain’s daemon. | remember dl the
daemons but the red one leaned alittle forward when they saw blood running, snuffing up the smell and
the brightness of it like incense. The red one did not even turn hisblind face.

The captain struck me again because | had soiled his deck. My firgt task aboard the Dancing Martha
was to scrub up my own blood from the planking.

Afterward they dragged meto the galley and threw meinto the nar-row alley at the cook’ sfeet. | burned
my hands on the stove. The cap-tain laughed to see me jump back fromiit. It isaterrible thing that~
though | heard hislaughter many timesaday, | never heard mirth init. But there was mirth on his
daemon’ sface.

Pain was with me for many days theresfter, because of the beating and the burns, but | wasglad ina
way. Pain kept my mind from the loneliness | had just discovered in myself. Those were bad days,
padre. Thewors days of my life. Afterward, when | was no longer londly, | looked back upon them asa
soul in paradise might ook back on pur-gatory.



No, | am till done. Nothing follows me asthings follow other men. But here ontheidand | found the
ninf as, and | was content.

| found them because of the Shaughnessy. | can understand him today inaway | could not do just then.
Hewasawise manand | am o Bobo, but | think | know some of his thoughts now, because today I, too,
know | amgoingtodie.

The Shaughnessy lived many days with death. | do not know how long. It was weeks and monthsin
coming to him, though it lived in hislungs and his heart asachild liveswithin its mother, bidingitstimeto
be born. The Shaughnessy was a passenger. He had much money, so that he could do what hewilled
with hislast days of living. Also he came of agreet family in aforeign land called Irdland. The captain
hated him for many reasons. He scorned him because of hisweakness, and he feared him because he
wasill. Perhaps he envied him too, because his people had once been kings and because the
Shaughnessy was not afraid to die. The captain, | know, feared death. He feared it most terribly. He was
right to fear it. He could not know that a daemon rode upon his shoulder, smiling its sweet, secret smile,
but some ingtinct must have warned him that it wasthere, biding itstime like the death in the
Shaughnessy’ slungs.

| saw the captain die. | know he was right to fear the hour of hisdaemon. .

Those were bad days on the ship. They were worse because of the great beauty al around us. | had
never been at sea before, and the mo-tion of the ship was awonder to me, the clouds of straining sall
above us and the sea d| about, stresked with the colors of the currents and dazzling where the sun-track
lay. White gullsfollowed us with their yellow feet tucked up asthey soared over the deck, and porpoises
followed too, playing in greet arcs about the ship and dripping diamondsin the sun.

| worked hard, for no more wages than freedom from blowswhen | did well, and the scrapsthat were
left from the table after the cook had eaten hisfill. The cook was not abad man like the captain, but he
was not agood man, either. He did not care. His daemon was smoky, adleep, indifferent to the cook and
the world.

It was the Shaughnessy who made my life worth the trouble of liv-ing. If it had not been for him, | might
have surrendered life and gone into the breathing sea. some night when no one was looking. It would not
have been asin for me, asit would be for aman with asoul.

But because of the Shaughnessy | did not. He had a strange sort of daemon himself, mother-of-pearl in
the light, with gleams of darker colors when the shadows of night came on. He may have been abad
man in hisday. | do not know. The presence of death in him opened his eyes, perhaps. | know only that
to me he was very kind. His daemon grew brighter as the man himself grew weak with the oncom-ing of
desth.

Hetold me many tales. | have never seen the foreign country of Ireland, but | walked there often in my
dreams because of the tales hetold. The foreign ides called Greece grew clear to me too, because the
Shaughnessy had dwelt there and loved them.

And he told me of thingswhich he said were not redly true, but | thought he said that with only half his
mind, because | saw them so clearly while he talked. Great Odysseus was aman of flesh and blood to
me, with a shining daemon on his shoulder, and the voyage that took so many enchanted yearswas a
voyage | amost remembered, asif | mysdlf had toiled among the crew.

Hetold me of burning Sappho, and | knew why the poet used that word for her, and | think the
Shaughnessy knew too, though we did not speak of it. | knew how dazzling the thing must have been that
followed her through the white streets of Lesbos and leaned upon her shoulder while she sang.

Hetold me of the nereids and the oceanids, and once | think | saw, far away in the sun-track that blinded
my eyes, amighty head rise dripping from the water, and heard the music of awreathed horn as Triton
cdledto hisfish-taled girls.

The Dancing Martha stopped at Jamaicafor acargo of sugar and rum. Then we struck out acrossthe
blue water toward a country called England. But our luck was bad. Nothing was right about the ship on
that voyage. Our water-casks had not been cleaned as they should be, and the drinking water became



foul. A man can pick the maggots out of hissdt pork if he mugt, but bad water isathing he cannot mend.
So the captain ordered our course changed for alittleidand he knew in these waters. It wastoo tiny to
be inhabited, arock risng out of the great blue degps with afresh spring bubbling high up in acup of the
forested crags.

| saw it rising in the dawn like agreen cloud on the horizon. Then it was ajewd of green aswe drew
nearer, floating on the blue water. And my heart was a bubble in my chest, shining with rainbow colors,
lighter than the air around me. Part of my mind thought that theidand wasan idein Rio Bay, and
somehow | felt that | had come home again and would find my grandmother waiting on the shore. |
forgot so much in those days. | forgot that she was dead. | thought we would circle theidand and come
in across the dancing Bay to the foot of the Rua d’ Oporto, with the lovely city risng onitshills above the
water.

| felt so sure of dl thisthat | ran to tell the Sbaughnessy of my delight in homecoming. And because | was
hurrying, and blind to al on deck with the vison of Rio in my eyes, | blundered into the cap-tain himsdif.
He staggered and caught my arm to save hisfooting, and we were so close together that for a moment
the crimson daemon swayed above my own head, its eyeless face turned down to mine.

| looked up &t that beautiful, smiling face, so near that | could touch it and yet, | knew, farther away than
the farthest star. | looked at it and screamed in terror. | had never been so near a daemon before, and |
could fed its breath on my face, sweet-samdling, burning my skin with its scorching cold.

The captain was white with hisanger and his—his envy? Perhapsit was envy he felt even of me, o

Bobo, for aman with adaemon like that one hanging on his shoulder may well envy the man without a
soul. He hated me bitterly, because he knew | pitied him, and to re-ceive the pity of o Bobo must bea
very humbling thing. Also he knew that | could not look at him for more than amoment or two, because
of the blinding color of hisdaemon. | think he did not know why | blinked and looked away, shuddering
insgde, whenever he crossed my path. But he knew it was not the angry fear which other men felt for him
which made me avert my eyes. | think he sensed that because he was damned | could not gaze upon him
long, and that too made him hate and fear and envy the lowliest manin hiscrew.

All the color went out of hisface as he looked a me, and the daemon above him flushed a degper and
lovelier scarlet, and the cap-tain reached for abelaying pin with ahand that trembled. That which looked
out of hiseyeswasnot aman at dl, but adaemon, and a daemon that quivered with joy as| was
quivering with terror.

| heard the bone crack when the club came down upon my skull. | saw lightning dazzle across my eyes
and my head wasfilled with brightness. | remember amost nothing more of that bad time. A little night
closed around me and | saw through it only when the lightning of the captain’ s blows illumined the dark. |
heard his claemon laughing.

When the day came back to me, | was lying on the deck with the Shaughnessy kneedling besde me
bathing my face with something that stung. His daemon watched me over his shoulder, bright
mother-of-pearl colors, itsface compassionate. | did not look at it. The lone-

linessin me was sharper than the pain of my body, because no daemon of my own hung shining over my
hurts, and no daemon ever would.

The Shaughnessy spoke in the soft, hushing Portuguese of Lishoa, that always sounded so strange to me.
“Liedill, Luiz,” hewassaying. “Don't cry. I'll seethat he never touchesyou again.”

| did not know until then that | was weeping. It was not for pain. It wasfor thelook on hisdaemon’'s
face, and for londiness.

The Shaughnessy said, “WThen he comes back from theidand, I'll have it out with him.” He said more
than that, but | was not listen-ing. | was struggling with athought, and thoughts came hard through the
deegpinessthat aways clouded my brain.

The Shaughnessy meant kindly, but! knew the captain was master upon the ship. And it till seemed to
me that we were anchored in the Bay of Rio and my grandmother awaited me on the shore.

| sat up. Beyond therail the high green idand was bright, sunshine winking from thewater al around it,
and from the leaves that clothed its dopes. | knew what | was going to do.

When the Shaughnessy went away for more water, | got to my feet. There was much painin my head,



and dl my body ached from the captain’ s blows, and the deck was redling underfoot with amotion the
waves could not giveit. When | got to therail, | fell acrossit beforel could jump, and did into the sea
very quiely.

| remember only flashes after that. Salt water burning me, and great waves lifting and falling al around
me, and the breath hot in my lungs when the water did not burn even hotter there. Then there was sand
under my knees, and | crawled up alittle beach and | think | fell adeep in the shelter of aclump of pams.
Then | dreamed that it was dark, with stars hanging overhead dmost near enough to touch, and so bright
they burned my eyes. | dreamed | heard men caling me through the trees, and | did not an-swer. |
dreamed | heard voices quarreling, the captain’ s voice loud and angry, the Shaughnessy’ stight and thin. |
dreamed of oarlocks creak-ing and water splashing from dipping blades, and the sound of it receding into
the warmth and darkness.

| put up ahand to touch astar cluster that hung above my head, and the cluster was bright and tingling to
fed. Then | saw that it was the Shaughnessy’ sface.

| said, “Oh, s'nhor,” inawhisper, because | remembered that the captain had spoken from very close
by.

The Shaughnessy smiled a mein the garlight. “ Don’t whisper, Luiz. We reaone now.”

| was happy on theidand. The Shaughnessy waskind to me, and the days were long and bright, and the
idand itself wasfriendly. One knowsthat of aplace. And | thought, in those days, that | would never see
the captain again or his beautiful scarlet daemon smiling its blind, secret smile above his shoulder. He had
left usto die upon theidand, and one of usdid die.

The Shaughnessy said that another man might have perished of the blows the captain gave me. But | think
because my brainis such asmplething it mended easily, and perhaps the blow that made my skull crack
let in alittle more of wit than | had owned before. Or perhaps happiness did it, plenty of food to eet, and
the Shaughnessy’ staes of the things that—that you do not believe, meu padre.

The Shaughnessy grew wesk as | grew strong. Helay al day in the shade of abroad tree by the shore,
and as his strength failed him, his daemon grew brighter and more remote, asif it were dready halfway
through the vell of another world.

When | waswdl again, the Shaughnessy showed me how to build a thatched lean-to that would
withstand therain.

“Theremay be hurricanes, Luiz,” he said to me. “This barraca will be blown down. Will you remember
how to build another?”

“Sm,” | sad.“l shal remember. Y ou will show me.”

“No, Luiz. | shdl not be here. Y ou must remember.”

He told me many things, over and over again, very patiently. How to find the shdllfish on the rocks when
the tide was out, how to trap fish in the stream, what fruit | might eat and what | must never touch. It was
not easy for me. When | tried to remember too much it made my head hurt.

| explored theidand, coming back to tell him al | had found. At first | was sure that when | had crossed
the high hills and stood upon their peaks | would see the beautiful dopes of Rio shining across the water.
My heart sank when | stood for the first time upon the heights and saw only more ocean, empty, heaving
between me and the ho-rizon.

But I soon forgot again, and Rio and the past faded from my mind.

| found the pool cupped high in ahollow of the crags, where clear

sweet water bubbled up in the shadow of the trees and the streaml et

dropped away in aseries of poolsand falstoward the levelsfar below.

| found groves of paetreeswith leaveslike streaming hair, rustling

with the noise of the waterfall. | found no people here, and yet | felt dwaysthat there were watchers
among the leaves, and it seemed to me that laughter sounded sometimes behind me, smothered when |
turned my head.

When | told the Shaughnessy thishe smiled at me.



“I’vetold you too many taes,” he said. “But if anyone could seethem, | think it would beyou, Luiz.”
“Sm, snhor,” | sad. “Tel meagain of the forest-women. Could they be here, do you think, s nhor?”
Helet sand trickle through hisfingers, watching it asif thefal of sand had some meaning to hismind that |
could not fathom.

“Ah, well,” he said, “they might be. They like the olive groves of Greece best, and thetall treeson
Olympus. But every mountain hasits oread. Here, too, perhaps. The Little People left Ireland years ago
and for dl | know the oreads have fled from civilization too, and found such places asthisto put themin
mind of home,

“There was one who turned into afountain once, long ago. | saw that fountain in Greece. | drank fromit.
There must have been asort of magic in the waters, for | dways went back to Greece after that. I'd
leave, but | couldn’t stay away long” lle smiled a mc. “Maybe no’v. because | can't go back again, the
oreads have cometo me here.”

| looked hard at him to see if he meant what he said, but he shook his head and smiled again. “I think
they haven't comefor me. Maybefor you, Luiz. Belief iswhat they want. If you believe, perhapsyou'll
redly seethem. I’ d be the last man to deny athing like that. Y ou’ [l need something like them to keep you
company, my friend—after-ward.” And hetrickled sand through hisfingers again, watching it fal with a
look upon hisface | did not understand.

The night came swiftly on that idand. It was alovey place. The Shaughnessy said idandshave amagic all
their own, for they are the place where earth and ocean meet. We used to lie on the shore watching the
fire that burned upon the edges of the waves lap up the beach and breathe away again, and the
Shaughnessy told me many taes. His voice was growing weaker, and he did not trouble so much any
more to test my memory for the lessons he had taught. But he spoke of ancient magic, and more and
morein theselast days, his mind turned back to the wonders of the connfrv called Ireland,

Hetold me of thelittle green people with their [anterns low down among the ferns. I—Ic told me of the
unicornio, s uft asthe swiftcst’” bird, amagica stag with one horn upon itsforehead aslong as the shaft
of aspear and as sharp aswhatever is sharpest .Ancl he told me of Pan, goat-footed, moving through the
woodland with laughter run-

ning before him and panic behind, the same panic terror which my language and the Shaughnessy’ s get
from hisname. Pc~nico, we Brazil-ianscdl it.

One evening he called to me and held up awooden cross. “Luiz, ook at this,” he said. | saw that upon
the arms of the cross he had made deep carvings with hisknife. “Thisismy name,” hetold me. “If
anyone ever comes here asking for me, you must show them this cross.”

| looked at it closdly. | knew what he meant about the name—it isthat sort of enchantment in which
markings can speak with avoicetoo tiny for the earsto hear. | am o Bobo and | never learned to read,
so that | do not understand how this may be done.

“Some day,” the Shaughnessy went on, “1 think someone will come. My people at home may not be
satisfied with whatever story Captain Stryker invents for them. Or adrunken sailor may talk. If they do
find thisidand, Luiz, | want this cross above my graveto tell them who | was. And for another reason,”
he said thoughtfully. “For another reason too. But that need not worry you, meu amigo.”

Hetold me whereto dig the bed for him. I-Ic did not tell mc to put in the leaves and the flowers. |
thought of that mysdlf, three dayslater, when the time came. .

Because he had wished it, | put himin the earth. | did not like doing it. But inaway | feared not to carry
out hiscommands, for the daemon of the Shaughnessy till hovered above him, very bright, very
bright—so bright | could not look it in the face. | thought there was music coming fromiit, but | could not
be sure.

| put the flowers over him and then the earth. There was more to go back in the grave than | had taken
out, so | made amound above him, aslong as the Shaughnessy waslong, and | drovein the stake of the
wooden cross, above where his head was, as he had told me. Then for amoment | laid my ear to the
markingsto seeif | could hear what they were saying, for it seemed to me that the sound of his name,
whispered to me by the marks his hands had made, would lighten my lonelinessalittle. But | heard
nothing.



When | looked up, | saw his daemon glow like the sun a noon, alight so bright | could not bear it upon
my eyes. | put my hands before them. \Vhen | took them down again, there was no daemon.

Y ou will not believe mewhen | tell you this, padre, but in that moment the—thefed of theidand
changed. All the leaves, | think, turned the other way on the trees, once, with arustle like one vast
gyl-lable whispered for that time only, and never again.

| think | know what the syllable was. Perhaps | will tell you, later— if you let me.

And theidand breathed. It was like aman who has held his breath for along while, in fear or pain, and
let it run out deeply when the fear or the pain departed.

| did not know, then, what it was. But | thought | would go up the steep rocks to the pool, because |
wanted a place that would not remind me of the Shaughnessy. So | climbed the crags among the hanging
trees. And it seemed to methat | heard laughter when the wind rustled among them. Once | saw what |
thought must be a ninfa, brown and green in the forest. But she wastoo shy. | turned my head, and the
brown and green stilled into the bark and foliage of the tree.

When | cameto the pool, the unicorn was drinking. He was very beautiful, whiter than foam, whiter than
adoud, and his mane lay upon his great shoulders like spray upon the shoulder of awave. Thetip of his
long, spiraled horn just touched the water as he drank, so that the ripples ran outward in circles al
around it. He tossed his head when he scented me, and | saw the glittering diamonds of the water
sparkling from his velvet muzzle. He had eyes as green as a pool with leavesreflecting in it, and a spot of
bright gold in the center of each eye.

Very dowly, with the greatest stateliness, he turned from the water and moved away into the forest. |
know | heard asinging where he disappeared.

| wastill 0 Bobo then. | drank where he had drunk, thinking there was astrange, sweet taste to the
water now, and then | went down to the barraca on the beach, for | had forgotten already and thought
perhaps the Shaughnessy might bethere. .

Night came, and | dept. Dawn came, and | woke again. | bathed in the ocean. | gathered shellfish and
fruit, and drank of thelittle stream that fell from the mountain pool. And as| leaned to drink, two white
dripping arms rose up to clasp my neck, and amouth as wet and cold asthe water pressed mine. It was
the kiss of acceptance.

After that the ninfas of theidand no longer hid their facesfrom me.

My hair and beard grew long. My garments tore upon the bushes and became the rags you see now. |
did not care. It did not matter. It was not my face they saw. They saw my smpleness. And | was one
with the ninfas and the others.

The oread of the mountain came out to me often, beside the pool where the unicorn cameto drink. She
waswise and strange, being im-

mortal. The eyes danted upward in her head, and her hair was ashower of green leaves blowing aways
backward in awind that moved about her when no other breezes blew. She used to sit beside the poal in
the hot, il afternoons, the unicorn lying beside her and her brown fingers combing out hisslver mane.
Her wise danting eyes, the color of shadowsin the forest, and hisround green eyes the color of the pooal,
with the flecks of gold in each, used to watch me as we talked.

The oread told me many things. Many things| could never tell you, padre. But it was as the Shaughnessy
had guessed. Because | believed, they were glad of my presence there. While the Shaughnessy lived,
they could not come out into the plane of being, but they watched from the other side. . . . They had been
afraid. But they were afraid no longer.

For many yearsthey have been homeless now, blowing about the world in search of some spot of land
where no disbelief dwells, and where one other thing has not taken footing. . . . They told me of theides
of Greece, with love and longing upon their tongues, and it seemed to methat | heard the Shaughnessy
speak again in their words.

They told me of the One | had not yet seen, or more than glimpsed. That happened when | chanced to
pass near the Shaughnessy’ s grave in the dimness of the evening, and | saw the cross that bore his name
had falen. | took it up and held it to my ear again, hoping the tiny voices of the markings would whisper.
But that isamystery which has never been given me.



| saw the—the One—aitering by that grave. But when | put up the cross, he went away, dowly,
sauntering into the dark woods, and athin piping floated back to me from the spot where he had
vanished.

Perhaps the One did not care for my presence there. The others welcomed me. It was not often any
more, they said, that men like me were free to move among them. Since the hour of their banishment,
they told me, and wept when they spoke of that hour, there had been too few among mankind who really
knew them.

| asked about the banishment, and they said that it had happened long ago, very long ago. A great star
had stood still in the sky over astable in atown whose name | do not know. Once |l knew it. | do not
remember now. It was atown with abeautiful name.

The skies opened and there was singing in the heavens, and after that the gods of Greece had to flee.
They have been fleeing ever ance.

They wereglad | had cometo join them. And | was doubly glad. For thefirst time since my grandmother
died, | knew | was not aone.

Even the Shaughnessy had not been as close to me asthese ninfas were. For the Shaughnessy had a
daemon. The ninfas areimmorta, but they have no souls. That, | think, iswhy they welcomed me so
warmly. We without souls are glad of companionship among others of our kind. Thereisalonediness
among our kind that can only be as-suaged by huddling together. The ninfas knew it, who must live
for-ever, and | shared it with them, who may die before thisnight is over.

Well, it was good to live upon the idand. The days and the months went by beautifully, full of clear colors
and the smdll of the sea and the stars at night as bright as lanterns just above us. | even grew less Bobo,
because the ninfas spoke wisdom of akind I never heard among men. They were good months.

And then, one day, Jonah Stryker came back to theidand.

Y ou know, padre, why he came. The Shaughnessy in his wisdom had guessed that in Ireland men of the
Shaughnessy’ sfamily might ask questions of Captain Stryker—questions the captain could not an-swer.
But it had not been guessed that the captain might return to the idand, swiftly, before the Shaughnessy’s
people could discover the truth, with the thought in hisevil mind of wiping out dl traces of the two he had
lefttodie.

| was sitting on the shore that day, listening to the songs of two ninfas of the nereid kind asthey lay inthe
edge of the surf, with the waves bresking over them when the water |apped up the dopes of sand. They
were swaying their beautiful rainbow colored fish-bodies asthey sang, and | heard the whisper of the surf
intheir voices, and the long rhythms of the undersea.

But suddenly there came abreak in their song, and | saw upon one face before me, and then the other, a
look of terror come. The green blood in their veins sank back with fear, and they looked at me, white
with palor and strangely transparent, asif they had halfway ceased to be. With one motion they turned
their heads and stared out to sea

| stared too. | think thefirgt thing | saw wasthat flash of burning crimson, far out over the waves. And my
heart quivered within me like adog that fears the whip. | knew that beautiful, terrible color too well.

It was only then that | saw the Dancing Martha, lying at anchor beyond aridge of rock. Between the
ship and the shore asmall boat rocked upon the waves, light flashing from oar-blades asthe oneman in
the boat bent and rose and bent to hiswork. Above him, hanging like a crimson cloud, the terrible scarlet
glowed.

When | looked back, the ninfas had vanished. Whether they did back into the sea, or whether they
melted away into nothingness before me | shall never know now. | did not see them again.

| went back alittle way into the forest, and watched from among the trees. No dryads spoke to me, but |
could hear their quick breath-ing and the leaves trembled al about me. | could not look at the scarlet
daemon coming nearer and nearer over the blue water, but | could not look away long, either. It was o
beautiful and so evil.

The captain was donein the boat. | was not quite so Bobo then and | understood why. He beached the



boat and climbed up the dope of sand, the daemon swaying behind him like a crimson shadow. | could
seeits blind eyes and the beautiful, quiet face shut up with bliss because of the thing the captain had come
to do. Hewas carrying in hishand along shining pistol, and he walked carefully, looking to left and right.
Hisface was anxious, and his mouth had grown more cruel in the monthssincel saw him last.

| was sorry for him, but | was very frightened, too. | knew he meant to kill whomever he found dive
upon theidand, so that no tongue could tell the Shaughnessy’ s people of hiswicked deed.

Hefound my thatched barraca at the edge of the shore, and kicked it to pieces with his heavy boots.
Then hewent on until he saw the long mound above the Shaughnessy’ s bed, with the cross standing
where hishead lay. He bent over the cross, and the markings upon it spoke to him as they would never
speak to me. | heard nothing, but he heard and knew. He put out his hand and pulled up the cross from
the Shaughnessy’ sgrave.

Then he went to the ruins of my barraca and to the embers of thefire | kept smouldering there. He
broke the cross upon his knee and fed the pieces into the hot coals. Thewood was dry. | saw it catch
flame and burn. | saw, too, thefaint stirring of wind that sprang up with theflames, and | heard the sighing
that ran through the trees around me. Now there was nothing here to tell the searchers who might come
afterward that the Shaughnessy lay in theidand earth. Nothing—except mysdlf.

He saw my footprints around the ruined barraca. He stooped to look. When he rose again and peered
around the shore and forest, | could see his eyes shine, and it was the daemon who looked out of them,
not the man.

Following my tracks, he began to move dowly toward the forest where | was hiding.

Then | was very frightened. | rose and fled through the trees, and | heard the dryads whimpering about
meas| ran. They drew back their

boughsto let me pass and swept them back after me to bar the way. | ran and ran, upward among the
rocks, until I cameto the pool of the unicorn, and the oread of the mountain stood there waiting for me,
her arm across the unicorn’s neck.

Therewas arising wind upon theidand. The leaves threshed and taked among themsdlves, and the
oread'sleafy hair blew backward from her face with itswise danting eyes. The unicorn’ssilver mane
tossed in that wind and the water ruffled in the poal.

“Thereistrouble coming, Luiz,” the oread told me.

“The daemon. | know.” | nodded to her, and then blinked, because it seemed to me that she and the
unicorn, likethe sea-ninfas, were growing so pale | could see the trees behind them through their bodies.
But perhaps that was because the scarlet of the daemon had hurt my eyes.

“Thereisaman with asoul again upon our idand,” the oread said. “ A man who does not believe.
Perhapswewill haveto go, Luiz.”

“The Shaughnessy had adaemon too,” | told her. *Y et you were here before his daemon left him to the
earth. Why must you go now?’

“Hiswas agood daemon. Even so, we were not fully here while he lived. Y ou must remember, Luiz, that
hour | told you of when a star stood above a stable where a child lay, and al our power went from us.
Where the souls of men dwell, we cannot stay. Thishew man has brought avery evil soul with him. It
frightens us. Y et since he had burned the cross, perhapsthe Master can fight. . . .*

“The Master?’ | asked.

“The Onewe serve. The Oneyou serve, Luiz. The Onel think the Shaughnessy served, though he did
not know it. The Lord of the opened eyes and the far places. He could not come until the Sign was taken
down. Once you had aglimpse of him, when the Sign fell by ac-cident from the grave, but perhaps you
have forgotten that.”

“I have not forgotten. | am not so Bobo now.”

She amiled at me, and | could see the tree behind her through the smile.

“Then perhaps you can help the Master when the time comes. We cannot help. We are too weak
aready, because of the presence of the unbeliever, the man with the daemon. See?’ She touched my
hand, and | felt not the firm, soft brush of fingers but only a coolnesslike mist blowing across my skin.
“Perhapsthe Master can fight him,” the oread said, and her voice was very faint, like avoice from far



away, though she spoke from so near to me. “I do not know about that. We must go, Luiz. We may

not meet again. Good-by, caro bobo, whilel can gill say good-by. . . .* Thelast of it wasfaint asthe
hushing of the leaves, and the oread and the unicorn together looked like smoke blowing from acampfire
acrossthe glade.

The knowledge of my loneliness came over me then more painfully than | had felt it Snce that hour when |
first looked upon the cap-tain’s daemon and knew at last what my own sorrow was. But | had no timeto
grieve, for there was a sudden frightened whispering among the leaves behind me, and then the crackle of
feet in boots, and then aflicker of terrible crimson among the trees.

| ran. | did not know where ran. | heard the dryads crying, so it must have been among trees. But at last
| came out upon the shore again and | saw the Shaughnessy’ slong grave without a crossaboveit. And |
stopped short, and athrill of terror went through me. For there was a Something that crouched upon the
grave.

The fear in me then was anew thing. A monstrous, dim fear that moves like acloud about the Magter. |
knew he meant me no harm, but the fear was heavy upon me, making my head spin with panic. Pdnico. .
The Master rose upon the grave, and he stamped his goat-hoofed foot twice and set the pipesto his
bearded lips. | heard athin, strange wailing music that made the blood chill insde me. And at thefirst
sound of it there came again what | had heard once before upon the idand.

The leaves upon all the trees turned over once, with agreat single whispering of one syllable. The syllable
wasthe Master’ sname. | fled from it in the pdnico al men have felt who hear that name pro-nounced. |
fled to the edge of the beach, and | could flee no farther. So | crouched behind ahillock of rock on the
wet sand, and watched what came after me from the trees.

It was the captain, with his daemon swaying like smoke above his head. He carried the long pistol reedy,
and his eyes moved from left to right along the beach, seeking like awild beast for hisquarry.

He saw the Master, standing upon the Shaughnessy’ sgrave.

| saw how he stopped, rigid, like aman of stone. The daemon swayed forward above his head, he
stopped so suddenly. | saw how he stared. And such was his disbelief, that for an instant | thought even
the outlines of the Master grew hazy. Thereis great power in the men with souls.

| stood up behind my rock. | cried above the noises of the surf, “ Master—Great Pan—I believe!”

He heard me. He tossed his horned head and his bulk was solid again. He set the pipesto hislips.
Captain Stryker whirled when he heard me. The long pistol siwung up and therewas aflash and aroar,
and something went by me with awhine of anger. It did not touch me.

Then the music of the pipes began. A terrible music, thin and high, like theringing in the earsthat hasno
source. It seized the captain asif with thin, strong fingers, making him turn back to the sound. He stood
rigid again, staring, straining. The daemon above him turned uneasily from sideto side, like asnake
swaying.

Then Captain Stryker ran. | saw the sand fly up from under his boots as he fled southward along the
shore. His daemon went after him, ared shadow with its eyes till closed, and after them both went Pan,
moving ddlicately on the goathoofs, the pipesto hislips and hishorns shining goldenin the sun.

And that midday terror | think was greater than any terror that can stalk aman by dark.

| waited beside my rock. The seawas empty behind me except for the Dancing Martha waiting the
captain’sorders at its anchor. But no ninfas came in on the foam to keep me company; nc~ headsrose
wreathed with seaweed out of the water. The seawas empty and the idand was empty too, except for a
man and a daemon and the Piper who followed at their hedls.

Mysdf | do not count. | have no soul.

It was nearly dark when they came back along the beach. | think the Piper had hunted them clear around
theidand, going dowly on hisddicate hoofs, never hurrying, never faltering, and that dreadful thin music
awaysinthe captain’sears.

| saw the captain’ s face when he came back in the twilight. It was an old man’ sface, haggard, white,
with deep linesin it and eyes aswild as Pan’s. His dothing was torn to ribbons and his hands bled, but he



gill held the pistol and the red daemon till hung swaying above him.

| think the captain did not know that he had come back to his starting place. By that time, al places must
have looked aike to him. He came wavering toward me blindly. | rose up behind my rock.

When he saw me he lifted the pistol again and gasped some Y ankee words. He was a strong man,
Captain Stryker. With al he had endured in that long chase, he still had the power to remember

he must kill me. | did not think he had reloaded the pistol, and | stood up facing him across the sand.
Behind him Pan'’ s pipes shrilled awarning, but the Master did not draw nearer to come between us. The
red daemon swayed at the cap-tain’ s back, and | knew why Pan did not cometo my aid. Those who
lost their power when the Child was born can never lay hands upon men who possess a soul. Even asoul
asevil asthe captain’s stood like arock between him and the touch of Pan. Only the pipes could reach a
human’ s ears, but there was that in the sound of the pipes which did al Pan needed to do.

It could not save me. | heard the captain laugh, without breath, a strange, hoarse sound, and | saw the
lightning dazzle from the pistol’ s mouth. The crash it made was like ablow that struck me here, in the
chest. | amost fell. That blow was heavy, but | scarcely noticed it then. There was too much to do.

The captain was laughing, and | thought of the Shaughnessy, and | stumbled forward and took the pistol
by its hot muzzle with my hand. | am strong. | toreit from the captain’ sfist and he stood there gaping a
me, not believing anything he saw. He breathed in dreadful, deep gasps, and | found | was gasping too,
but I did not know why just then.

The captain’s eyesmet mine, and | think he saw that even now | had no hate for him—only pity. For the
man behind the eyes vanished and the crimson daemon of his rage looked out, because | dared to fedl
sorrow for him. | looked into the eyes that were not his, but the eyes behind the closed lids of the
beautiful, blind face above him. It | hated, not him. And it wasit | struck. | lifted the pistol and smashed it
into the captain’ sface.

| was not very clear in my head just then. | struck the daemon with my blow, but it was the captain who
reeled backward three steps and then fell. | am very strong. One blow was all | needed.

For amoment there was no sound in al theidand. Even the waves kept their peace. The captain
shuddered and gave one sigh, like that of a man who comes back to living reluctantly. He got his hands
be-neath him and rose upon them, peering a me through the hair that had fallen across hisforehead. He
wassnarling likean animd.

| do not know what he intended then. | think he would have fought me until one of uswas dead. But
above him just then | saw the daemon gtir. It wasthefirgt time | had ever seen it move except in an-swer
to the captain’smoation. All hislifeit had followed him, blind, sllent, a shadow that echoed his gait and
gestures. Now for thefirst timeit did not obey him.

Now it rose up to agreat, shining height above his head, and its color was suddenly very deep, very
bright and deep, ablinding thing that hung above him too hot in color to look at. Over the beautiful blind
face alook of triumph came. | saw ecstasy dawn over that facein dl itsglory and itsevil.

| knew that this was the hour of the daemon.

Some knowledge deeper than any wisdom warned me to cover my eyes. For | saw itslidsflicker, and |
knew it would not be good to watch when that terrible gaze looked out at 1ast upon aworld it had never
seen except through the captain’ s eyes.

| fell to my knees and covered my face. And the captain, seeing that, must have known at long last what
itwas| saw behind him. | think now that in the hour of aman’s degth, he knows. | think in that |ast
moment he knows, and turns, and for the first time and the last, looks his daemon in the face.

| did not seehimdoiit. | did not see anything. But | heard a great, resonant cry, like the mighty music that
bests through paradise, acry full of triumph and thanksgiving, and joy at the end of along, long, weary
road. Therewas mirth init, and beauty, and al the evil the mind can compass.

Then fire glowed through my fingers and through my eydids and into my brain. | could not shut it out. |
did not even nee~d to lift my head to see, for that sight would have blazed through my very bones.

| saw the daemon fal upon its madter.

The captain sprang to hisfeet with ahowl like abeast’ showl, no mind or soul init. He threw back his
head and hisarms went up to beat that swooping, beautiful, crimson thing away.



No flesh could opposeit. Thiswasits hour. What sets that hour | do not know, but the daemon knew,
and nothing could stop it now.

| saw the flaming thing descend upon the captain like afaling star. Through his defending armsit swept,
and through hisflesh and his bones and into the hollows where the soul dwells.

He stood for an ingtant transfixed, motionless, glowing with that bath of crimson light. Then | saw the
crimson begin to shine through him, so that the shadows of his bones stood out upon the skin. And then
fire shot up, wreathing from his eyes and mouth and nogtrils. He was alantern of flesh for that fire of the
burning spirit. But he was alantern that is consumed by the flameit carries. . .

When the color became too bright for the eyesto beer it, | tried to turn away. | could not. The painin my
chest wastoo gredt. | thought of the Shaughnessy in that moment, who knew, too, what pain inthe

chest waslike. | think that was the first moment when it came to me that, like the Shaughnessy, | too was
goingto die.

Before my eyes, the captain burned in the fire of his daemon, burned and burned, hisliving eyeslooking
out a me through the crimson glory, and the laughter of the daemon very sweet above the sound of the
whining flame. | could not watch and | could not turn away.

But at last the whine began to die. Then the laughter roared out in one greeat ped of triumph, and the
beautiful crimson color, so dread-fully more crimson than blood, flared in agreat burst of light that turned
to blackness againgt my eyebdls.

When | could see again, the captain’s body lay flat upon the sand. | know death when | seeit. Hewas
not burned at all. He looked as any dead man looks, flat and silent. It was his soul | had watched
burning, not his body.

The daemon had gone back again to its own place. | knew that, for | could fee my aloneness on the
idand.

The Others had gone too. The presence of that fiery daemon was more, in the end, than their power
could endure. Perhaps they shun an evil soul more fearfully than agood one, knowing themselves nothing
of good and evil, but fearing what they do not understand.

Y ou know, padre, what came after. The men from the Dancing Martha took their captain away next
morning. They were frightened of the idand. They looked for that which had killed him, but they did not
look far, and | hid in the empty forest until they went away.

| do not remember their going. There was aburning in my chest,

and thisblood | breathe out ran from time to time, asit does now. |

do not likethe sight of it. Blood isabeautiful color, but it reminds

me of too much that was beautiful dso, and much redder. .

Then you came, padre. | do not know how long thereafter. | know the Shaughnessy’ s people brought
you with their ship, to find him or hisgrave. Y ou know now. And | am glad you came. It isgood to have
aman like you besde me at thistime. | wish | had adaemon of my own, to grow very bright and vanish
when | die, but that isnot for o Bobo and | am used to that kind of loneliness.

| would not live, you see, now that the ninfas are gone. To be with them was good, and we comforted
one ancther in our loneliness but, padre, | will tell you thismuch. It was a chilly comfort we gave eech
other, at the best. | am aman, though bobo, and | know. They are ninfas, and will never guess how
warm and wonderful it must beto

own asoul. | would not tell them if | could. | was sorry for the ninfas, padTe. They are, you see,
immortd.

Asfor me, | will forget londinessin alittlewhile. I will forget ev-erything. | would not want to be a ninfa
and liveforever.

Thereisone behind you, padre. It isvery bright. It watches me across your shoulder, and its eyes are
wise and sad. No, daemon, thisis no time for sadness. Be sorry for the ninfas, daemon, and for men like
him who burned upon this beach. But not for me. | am well content.

| will go now.

VINTAGE SEASON



by Henry Kuttner and C. L. Moore
(asLawrence O’ Donnell)

Three people came up the walk to the old mansion just a dawn on a perfect May morning. Oliver
Wilson in his pgjamas watched them from an upper window through ahaze of conflicting emotions,
re-sentment predominant. He didn’t want them there.

They wereforeigners. He knew only that much about them. They had the curious name of Sancisco, and
their first names, scrawled in loops on the lease, appeared to be Omerie, Kieph and Klia, though it was
impossible as he looked down upon them now to sort them out by signature. He hadn’t even been sure
whether they would be men or women, and he had expected something allittle less cosmo-politan.
Oliver’ s heart sank alittle as he watched them follow the taxi driver up the walk. He had hoped for less
self-assurance in his unwelcome tenants, because he meant to force them out of the houseif he could. It
didn't look very promising from here.

The man went first. Hewastal and dark, and he wore his clothes and carried his body with that peculiar
arrogant assurance that comes from perfect confidence in every phase of on€ s being. The two women
were laughing asthey followed him. Their voiceswere light and sweet, and their faces were beautiful,
each in itsown exotic way, but thefirgt thing Oliver thought of when helooked at them was, Expensive!
It was not only that patina.of perfection that seemed to dwell in every line of their incredibly flawless
garments. There are degrees of wed th beyond which wedlth itsalf ceasesto have significance. Oliver had
seen before, on rare occasions, something like this assurance that the earth turning beneath their
well-shod feet turned only to their whim.

It puzzled him alittlein this case, because he had the fedling as the three came up the walk that the
beautiful clothing they wore so confidently was not clothing they were accustomed to. Therewasa
curiousair of condescension in theway they moved. Like women in costume. They minced alittleon
their ddicate high heds, held out an arm to stare at the cut of adeeve, twisted now and then inside their
garments asif the clothing sat strangely on them, asif they were accustomed to something entirely
different.

And there was an e egance about the way the garments fitted them which even to Oliver looked trikingly
unusud. Only an actress on the screen, who can stop time and the ifim to adjust every disarrayed fold so
that she looks perpetually perfect, might appear thus ele-gantly clad. But let these women move asthey
liked, and each fold of their clothing followed perfectly with the movement and fell per-fectly into place
again. One might almost suspect the garments were not cut of ordinary cloth, or that they were cut
according to some unknown, subtle scheme, with many artful hidden seams placed by atailor incredibly
skilled at histrade.

They seemed excited. They talked in high, clear, very sweet voices, looking up at the perfect blue and
trangparent sky in which dawn was gill frankly pink. They looked at the trees on the lawn, the leaves
tranducently green with an under color of golden newness, the edges crimped from condtriction in the
recent bud.

Happily and with excitement in their voices they called to the man, and when he answered hisown voice
blended so perfectly in cadence with theirsthat it sounded like three people singing together. Their
voices, likether clothing, seemed to have an elegance far beyond the ordinary, to be under a control
such as Oliver Wilson had never dreamed of before this morning.

Thetaxi driver brought up the luggage, which was of abeautiful pale stuff that did not look quite like
leather, and had curvesin it so subtle it seemed square until you saw how two or three pieces of it fitted
together when carried, into a perfectly balanced block. It was scuffed, asif from much use. And though
there was agreat ded of it, thetaxi man did not seem to find his burden heavy. Oliver saw him look
down at it now and then and heft the weight increduloudly.

One of the women had very black hair and skin like cream, and smoke-blue eyes heavy-lidded with the



weight of her lashes. It was the other woman Oliver’ s gaze followed as she came up thewak. Her hair
was aclear, pale red, and her face had a softness that he

thought would be like velvet to touch. She was tanned to awarm amber darker than her hair.

Just asthey reached the porch stepsthe fair woman lifted her head and looked up. She gazed straight
into Oliver’s eyes and he saw that hers were very blue, and just alittle amused, asif she had known he
wasthered| aong. Also they werefrankly admiring.

Fedling abit dizzy, Oliver hurried back to hisroom to dress.

“We are here on avacation,” the dark man said, accepting the keys. “Wewill not wish to be disturbed,
as| made clear in our cor-respondence. Y ou have engaged a cook and housemaid for us, | understand?
We wifi expect you to move your own belongings out of the house, then, and—"

“Wait,” Oliver said uncomfortably: “ Something’s come up. I—" He hesitated, not sure just how to
present it. These were such in-creasingly odd people. Even their speech was odd. They spoke so
distinctly, not durring any of the wordsinto contractions. English seemed asfamiliar to them asandtive
tongue, but they dl spoke astrained singers sing, with perfect breath control and voice placement.

And there was a coldness in the man’ svoice, asif some gulf lay between him and Oliver, so degp no
fedling of human contact could bridgeit.

“I wonder,” Oliver said, “if | could find you better living quarters somewhere dseintown. Theré sa
place across the street that—"

The dark woman said, “Oh, no!” in alightly horrified voice, and al three of them laughed. 1t was codl,
digant laughter that did not include Oliver.

The dark man said, “We chose this house carefully, Mr. Wilson. Wewould not be interested in living
anywheredse”

Oliver said desperately, “1 don’t seewhy. It isn't even amodem house. | have two othersin much better
condition. Even acrossthe street you' d have afine view of the city. Here thereisn’t anything. The other
houses cut off the view, and—"

“We engaged rooms here, Mr. Wilson,” the man said with findity. “We expect to use them. Now will
you make arrangements to leave as soon as possible?’

Oliver said, “No,” and looked stubborn. “That isn’t in the lease. Y ou can live here until next month, since
you paidfor it, but you can’'t put me out. I’ m staying.”

The man opened his mouth to say something. Helooked coldly a

Oliver and closed it again. Thefeding of doofnesswas chill between them. There wasamoment’s
slence. Thenthe man said, “Very well. Be kind enough to stay out of our way.”

It wasalittle odd that he didn’t inquireinto Oliver’ s motives. Oliver was not yet sure enough of the man
to explain. He couldn’t very well say, “ Since the lease was Signed, |’ ve been offered three times what the
houseisworthif I'll sdl it beforethe end of May.” He couldn’t say, “I want the money, and I’m going to
use my own nuisance-vaue to annoy you until you' rewilling to move out.” After al, there seemed no
reason why they shouldn’t. After seeing them, there seemed doubly no reason, for it was clear they must
be ac-customed to surroundingsinfinitely better than thistimeworn old house.

It was very strange, the value this house had so suddenly acquired. There was no reason at al why two
groups of semi-anonymous peo-pie should be so eager to possessit for the month of May.

In silence Oliver showed histenants upstairs to the three big bed-rooms across the front of the house. He
was intensely conscious of the red-haired woman and the way she watched him with asort of obviousy
covert interest, quite warmly, and with a curious undertone to her interest that he could not quite place. It
was familiar, but du-sve. He thought how pleasant it would beto talk to her done, if only totry to
capture that elusive attitude and put anameto it.

Afterward he went down to the telephone and called his fiancée.

Sue s voice squesked alittle with excitement over the wire.

“Oliver, s0. early? Why, it' shardly six yet. Did you tell them what | said? Arethey going to go?’
“Can'ttdl yet. | doubt it. After dl, Sue, | did take their money, you know.”

“Oliver, they’vegot to go! Y ou' ve got to do something!”



“I'mtrying, Sue. But | don't likeit.”

“Well, thereisn't any reason why they shouldn’'t stay somewhere se. And we' re going to need that
money. You'll just haveto think of something, Oliver.”

Oliver met his own worried eyesin the mirror above the telephone and scowled a himself. His
straw-colored hair was tangled and there was a shining stubble on his pleasant, tanned face. He was
sorry the red-haired woman had first seen himin his untidy condition. Then his conscience smote him at
the sound of Sue's determined voice and he said:

“I'll try, darling. I'll try. But | did take their money.”

They had, infact, paid agreat ded of money, considerably more than the rooms were worth even in that
year of high prices and high wages. The country was just moving into one of those fabulous eraswhich
are later referred to asthe Gay Forties or the Golden Sixties

—apleasant period of nationa euphoria. It was agtimulating timeto be dive—while it lasted.

“All right,” Oliver said resignedly. “I'll do my best.”

But he was conscious, asthe next few days went by, that he was not doing his best. There were severd
reasonsfor that. From the begin-fling the idea of making himsaf anuisance to histenants had been Sue's,
not Oliver's. And if Oliver had been alittle less determined the whole project would never have got
under way. Reason was on Su€e' s side, but— For one thing, the tenants were so fascinating. All they said
and

did had aqueer sort of inversontoiit, asif amirror had been held up to ordinary living and in the
reflection showed strange variations from the norm. Their minds worked on a different basic premise,
Oliver thought, from hisown. They seemed to derive covert amuse-ment from the most unamusing things,
they patronized, they were aoof with aquality of cold detachment which did not prevent them from
laughing inexplicably far too often for Oliver’scomfort.

He saw them occasiondly, on their way to and from their rooms. They were polite and distant, not, he
suspected, from anger at his presence but from sheer indifference.

Most of the day they spent out of the house. The perfect May wesather held unbroken and they seemed
to give themsdlves up whole-heartedly to admiration of it, entirely confident that the warm, pale-gold
sunshine and the scented air would not be interrupted by rain or cold. They were so sure of it that Oliver
felt unessy.

They took only one med aday in the house, alate dinner. And their reactionsto the meal were
unpredictable. Laughter greeted some of the dishes, and asort of delicate disgust others. No onewould
touch the salad, for instance. And the fish seemed to cause awave of queer embarrassment around the
table.

They dressed eaborately for each dinner. The man—his name was Omerie—looked extremely
handsomein hisdinner clothes, but he seemed alittle sulky and Oliver twice heard the women laughing
because he had to wear black. Oliver entertained a sudden vision,

for no reason, of the man in garments as bright and as subtly cut asthe women's, and it seemed
somehow very right for him. He wore even the dark clothing with a certain flamboyance, asif
cloth-of-gold would be more norma for him.

When they were in the house at other medltimes, they ate in their rooms. They must have brought agreat
ded of food with them, from whatever mysterious place they had come. Oliver wondered with
in-creasing curiosity where it might be. Delicious odors drifted into the hail sometimes, at odd hours, from
their closed doors. Oliver could not identify them, but amost dwaysthey smelled irresstible. A few times
the food smell was rather shockingly unpleasant, a most nau-seating. It takes a connoisseur, Oliver
reflected, to appreciate the decadent. And these people, most certainly, were connoisseurs.

Why they lived so contentedly in this huge ramshackle old house was a question that disturbed his
dreams at night. Or why they re-fused to move. He caught some fascinating glimpsesinto their rooms,
which appeared to have been changed dmost completely by additions he could not have defined very
clearly from the brief Sghts he had of them. Thefeding of luxury which hisfirst glance a them had
evoked was confirmed by the richness of the hangings they had apparently brought with them, the



half-glimpsed ornaments, the pictures on the wals, even the whiffs of exatic perfumethat floated from
half-open doors.

He saw the women go by him in the hals, moving softly through the brown dimnessin their gowns so
uncannily perfect infit, so lushly rich, so glowingly colored they seemed unreal. That poise born of
con-fidence in the subservience of the world gave them an imperious aoof-ness, but more than once
Oliver, meeting the blue gaze of the woman with the red hair and the soft, tanned skin, thought he saw
quickened interest there. She amiled at him in the dimness and went by in ahaze of fragrance and ahalo
of incredible richness, and the warmth of the smile lingered after she had gone.

He knew she did not mean this doofnessto last between them. From the very first he was sure of that.
When the time came she would make the opportunity to be alone with him. The thought was confusing
and tremendoudly exciting. There was nothing he could do but wait, knowing she would see him when it
suited her.

Onthethird day he lunched with Suein alittle downtown restau-rant overlooking the great sweep of the
metropolis acrossthe river far below. Sue had shining brown curls and brown eyes, and her chin

was a bit more prominent than is strictly accordant with beauty. From childhood Sue had known what
she wanted and how to get it, and it seemed to Oliver just now that she had never wanted anything quite
s0 much asthe sde of this house.

“It' ssuch amarveous offer for the old mausoleum,” she said, breaking into aroil with agesture of
violence. “WEe |l never have achance like that again, and prices are so high we' Il need the money to Sart
housekeeping. Surely you can do something, Oliver!”

“I'mtrying,” Oliver assured her uncomfortably.

“Have you heard anything more from that madwoman who wantsto buy it?’

Oliver shook his head. “Her attorney phoned again yesterday. Nothing new. | wonder who sheis”

“I don't think even the attorney knOws. All this mystery—I don’t likeit, Oliver. Even those Sancisco
people— What did they do today?’

Oliver laughed. “They spent about an hour this morning telephon-ing movie theatersin the city, checking
up on alot of third-rate films they want to see parts of.”

“Parts of ? But why?”’

“I don’t know. I think. . . oh, nothing. More coffee?’

The trouble was, he thought he did know. It wastoo unlikely aguessto tell Sue about, and without
familiarity with the Sancisco oddities shewould only think Oliver waslosing hismind. But he had from
their talk, adefinite impression that there was an actor in bit partsin al these filmswhose performances
they mentioned with something very near to awe. They referred to him as Golconda, which didn’t appear
to be hisname, so that Oliver had no way of guessing which obscure bit-player it was they admired so
deeply. Golconda might have been the name of a character he had once played—and with superlative
skill, judging by the comments of the Sanciscos—but to Oliver he meant nothing at al.

“They do funny things,” he said, tirring his coffeereflectively. “Y esterday Omerie—that' sthe
man—camein with abook of poems published about five years ago, and al of them handled it like afirst
edition of Shakespeare. | never even heard of the author, but he seemsto be atin god in their country,
wherever that is”

“You dill don't know? Haven't they even dropped any hints?’

“Wedon't do much talking,” Oliver reminded her with someirony.

“I' know, but— Oh, well, | guessit doesn’t matter. Go on, what €lse do they do?’

“Wéll, this morning they were going to spend studying ‘ Golconda

and hisgreat art, and this afternoon | think they’ re taking atrip up theriver to some sort of shrine | never
heard of. It isn't very far, wher-ever it is, because | know they’ re coming back for dinner. Some great
man' s hirthplace, | think—they promised to take home souvenirs of the placeif they could get any.
They'retypica tourigts, dl right—if | could only figure out what' s behind the whole thing. It doesn’t make
“Nothing about that house makes sense any more. | do wish—"



She went on in a petulant voice, but Oliver ceased suddenly to hear her, because just outside the door,
walking with imperia e egance on her high heds, afamiliar figure passed. He did not see her face, but he
thought he would know that poise, that richness of line and mo-tion, anywhere on earth.
“Excusemeaminute,” he muttered to Sue, and was out of his chair before she could speak. He made
the door in haf adozen long strides, and the beautifully elegant passerby was only afew steps avay
when he got there. Then, with the words he had meant to spesk aready haf-uttered, hefdl silent and
stood there staring.

It was not the red-haired woman. It was not her dark companion. It was a stranger. He watched,
gpeechless, while the lovely, imperious creasture moved on through the crowd and vanished, moving with
familiar poise and assurance and an equaly familiar srangeness asif the beautiful and exquisitely fitted
garments she wore were an exotic costumeto her, asthey had always seemed to the Sancisco women.
Every other woman on the street looked untidy and ill at ease beside her. Walking .like aqueen, she
melted into the crowd and was gone.

She camefrom their country, Oliver told himsdlf dizzily. So some-one dse nearby had mysterious
tenantsin thismonth of perfect May weeather. Someone e'se was puzzling in vain today over the
strange-ness of the people from the namelessland.

In silence he went back to Sue.

The door stood invitingly gar in the brown dimness of the upper hall. Oliver's eps dowed as he drew
near it, and his heart began to quicken correspondingly. It was the red-haired woman’ s room, and he
thought the door was not open by accident. Her name, he knew now, was Kleph.

The door creaked alittle on its hinges and from within avery sweet voice said lazily, “Won't you come
in?

Theroom looked very different indeed. The big bed had been

pushed back againgt the wall and a cover thrown over it that brushed the floor al around looked like
soft-haired fur except that it was a pa e blue-green and sparkled asif every hair were tipped with
invishble crystas. Three bookslay open on the fur, and avery curious-looking magazine with faintly
luminous printing and apage of picturesthat at first glance appeared three-dimensiond. Also atiny
porcelan pipe encrusted with porcelain flowers, and athin wisp of smoke floating from the bowl.
Above the bed a broad picture hung, framing asquare of blue wa-ter so real Oliver had to look twiceto
be sureit was not rippling gen-tly from left to right. From the celling swvung acrysta globe on aglass
cord. It turned gently, the light from the windows making curved rectanglesin its sides.

Under the center window a sort of chaise longue stood which Oli-ver had not seen before. He could only
assumeit was a least partly pneumatic and had been brought in the luggage. Therewas avery
rich-looking quilted cloth covering and hiding it, embossed al over in shining metallic patterns.

Kleph moved dowly from the door and sank upon the chaise longue with alittle Sgh of content. The
couch accommodated itsdlf to her body with what looked like delightful comfort. Kleph wriggled alittle
and then smiled up at Oliver.

“Do comeonin. Sit over there, where you can see out the window. | love your beautiful spring weather.
Y ou know, there never wasaMay likeit in civilized times.” She said that quite serioudy, her blue eyes
on Oliver's, and there was a hint of patronage in her voice, asif the weather had been arranged
especidly for her.

Oliver gtarted across the room and then paused and |ooked down in amazement at the floor, which felt
unstable. He had not noticed before that the carpet was pure white, unspotted, and sank about an inch
under the pressure of the feet. He saw then that Kleph' s feet were bare, or dmost bare. She wore
something like gossamer bus-kins of ifimy net, fitting her feet exactly. The bare soleswere pink asif they
had been rouged, and the nails had aliquid gleam like tiny mirrors. He moved closer, and was not as
surprised as he should have been to see that they redlly weretiny mirrors, painted with some lacquer that
gave them reflecting surfaces.

“Do gt down,” Kleph said again, waving awhite-deeved arm to-ward a chair by the window. Shewore
agarment that looked like short, soft down, loosdly cut but following perfectly every motion she



made. And there was something curioudy different about her very shape today. When Oliver saw her in
sreet clothes, she had the square-shouldered, dim-flanked figure that al women strove for, but herein
her lounging robe she looked—well, different. There was an amost swanlike dopeto her shoulders
today, aroundness and soft-ness to her body that looked unfamiliar and very appedling.

“Will you have sometea?’ Kleph asked, and smiled charmingly.

A low table beside her held atray and severa smal covered cups, lovely thingswith aninner glow like
rose quartz, the color shining deeply asif from within layer upon layer of tranducence. She took up one
of the cups—there were no saucers—and offered it to Oliver.

It felt fragile and thin as paper in hishand. He could not see the contents because of the cup’s cover,
which seemed to be one with the cup itself and left only athin open crescent at the rim. Steam rose from
the opening.

Kleph took up acup of her own and tilted it to her lips, smiling a Oliver over therim. She was very
beautiful. The palered hair lay in shining loops againgt her head and the corona of curlslike ahalo aove
her forehead might have been pressed down like awreath. Every hair kept order as perfectly asif it had
been painted on, though the breeze from the window stirred now and then among the softly shining
Strands.

Oliver tried the tea. Itsflavor was exquidte, very hot, and the taste that lingered upon histongue waslike
the scent of flowers. It was an extremey. feminine drink. He sipped again, surprised to find how much he
likedit.

The scent of flowers seemed to increase as he drank, swirling through his head like smoke. After the third
gp therewasafaint buzzing in his ears. The bees among the flowers, perhaps, he thought
incoherently—and sipped again.

Kleph watched him, smiling.

“The otherswill be out al afternoon,” shetold Oliver comfortably. “I thought it would give us a pleasant
timeto be acquainted.”

Oliver wasrather horrified to hear himsdlf saying, “What makesyou talk likethat?” He had had no idea
of asking the question; some-thing seemed to have loosened his control over his own tongue.

Kleph's smile degpened. She tipped the cup to her lips and there was indulgence in her voice when she
sad, “What do you mean ‘like that?”

Hewaved his hand vaguely, noting with some surprise that at a glance it seemed to have six or seven
fingersasit moved past hisface.

“I don’'t know—precision, | guess. Why don't you say ‘don’t,’” for instance?’

“In our country we are trained to speak with precision,” Kleph explained. “Just aswe are trained to
move and dress and think with precison. Any dovenlinessistrained out of usin childhood. With you, of
course—" Shewas polite. “With you, this does not happen to be anationa fetish. With us, we have time
for the amenities. Welike them.”

Her voice had grown sweseter and sweseter as she spoke, until by now it was amost indistinguishable
from the sweetness of the flower-scent in Oliver’ s head, and the delicate flavor of the tea

“What country do you come from?’ he asked, and tilted the cup again to drink, mildly surprised to notice
that it seemed inexhaudtible.

Kleph's amile was definitely patronizing thistime. It didn’t irritate him. Nothing could irritate him just now.
The whole room swam in abeautiful rosy glow asfragrant asthe flowers.

“We must not speek of that, Mr. Wilson.”

“But—" Oliver paused. After al, it was, of course, none of hisbusi-ness. “Thisisavacation?’ he asked
vagudy.

“Cdl it apilgrimage, perhaps.”

“Pilgrimage?’ Oliver was so interested that for an instant his mind came back into sharp focus.
“To—what?’

“I should not have said that, Mr. Wilson. Please forget it. Do you like the tea?’

“Very much.”



“Y ou will have guessed by now that it isnot only tea, but an euphoriac.”

Oliver gared. “Euphoriac?’

Kieph made adescriptive circlein the air with one graceful hand, and laughed. Y ou do not fed the
effectsyet? Surely you do?’

“I fed,” Oliver sad, “theway I'd fed after four whiskeys.”

Kleph shuddered ddlicately. “We get our euphorialess painfully.

And without the aftereffects your barbarous al cohols used to have.”

Shehit her lip. “Sorry. | must be euphoric myself to spesk so fredly.

Please forgive me. Shal we have some musc?’

Kleph leaned backward on the chaise longue and reached toward the wall beside her. The deeve, falling
away from her round tanned

arm, |eft bare the ingde of the wrist, and Oliver was startled to see there along, rosy streak of fading
scar. Hisinhibitions had dissolved in the fumes of the fragrant tea; he caught his bresth and leaned
forward to Sare.

Kleph shook the deeve back over the scar with aquick gesture. Color came into her face benegth the
softly tinted tan and she would not meet Oliver’ seyes. A queer shame seemed to have falen upon her.
Oliver sad tactledy, “What isit? What' s the matter?’

Still shewould not look at him. Much later he understood that shame and knew she had reason for it.
Now helistened blankly as she said:

“Nothing. .. nothing at al. A. . . aninoculation. All of us. oh, never mind. Listen to themusic.”

Thistime she reached out with the other arm. She touched noth-ing, but when she had held her hand near
the wall a sound breathed through the room. It was the sound of water, the sighing of waves receding
upon long, doped beaches. Oliver followed Kleph's gaze toward the picture of the blue water above the
bed.

The waves there were moving. More than that, the point of vison moved. Slowly the seascape drifted
past, moving with the waves, following them toward shore. Oliver watched, haf-hypnotized by amotion
that seemed at the time quite acceptable and not in the least surprising.

The waves Jifted and broke in creaming foam and ran seething up a sandy beach. Then through the
sound of the water music began to breathe, and through the water itself aman’ sface dawned in the
frame, amiling intimately into the room. He held an oddly archaic musica instrument, lute-shaped, its body
striped light and dark like amelon and itslong neck bent back over his shoulder. He was sing-ing, and
Oliver felt mildly astonished at the song. It was very familiar and very odd indeed. He groped through the
unfamiliar rhythms and found at |ast athread to catch the tune by—it was“Make-Bdieve,” from
“Showboat,” but certainly a showboat that had never steamed up the Mississippi.

“What'she doing to it?" he demanded after afew moments of outraged listening. “1 never heard anything
likeit!”

Kleph laughed and stretched out her arm again. Enigmatically she said, “Wecdl it kyling. Never mind.
How do you like this?’

It was acomedian, aman in semi-clown make-up, his eyes exag-

gerated so that they seemed to cover half hisface. He stood by abroad glass pillar before adark curtain
and sang agay, staccato song interspersed with patter that sounded impromptu, and al the while hisleft
hand did an intricate, musica tattoo of the nailtips on the glass of the column. He strolled around and
around it as he sang. The rhythms of his fingernails blended with the song and swung widely away into
patterns of their own, and blended again without a break.

It was confusing to follow. The song made even |ess sense than the monologue, which had something to
dowith alogt dipper and wasfull of alusonswhich made Kleph amile, but were utterly unintel-ligible to
Oliver. The man had adry, brittle style that was not very amusing, though Kieph seemed fascinated.
Oliver wasinterested to see in him an extension and a variation of that extreme smooth con-fidence
which marked dl three of the Sanciscos. Clearly aracid trait, he thought.

Other performances followed, some of them fragmentary asif lifted out of acompleter verson. One he



knew. The obvious, stirring melody struck his recognition before the figures—marching men againgt a
haze, agreat banner rolling backward above them in the smoke, foreground figures triding giganticaly
and shouting in rhythm, *“ Forward, forward the lily banners go!”

The music wastinny, the images blurred and poorly colored, but there was a gusto about the
performance that caught a Oliver’ simag-ination. He stared, remembering the old ifim from long ago.
DennisKing and aragged chorus, singing “ The Song of the Vagabonds®” from—wasit “Vagabond
King?’

“A very old one” Kleph said apologeticaly. “But | likeit.”

The steam of the intoxicating tea swirled between Oliver and the picture. Music swelled and sank through
the room and the fragrant fumes and his own euphoric brain. Nothing seemed strange. He had
discovered how to drink the tea. Like nitrous oxide, the effect was not cumulative. When you reached a
peak of euphoria, you could not increase the peak. It was best to wait for adight dip in the effect of the
gtimulant before taking more.

Otherwiseit had most of the effects of dcohol—everything after awhile dissolved into a delightful fog
through which al he saw was uniformly enchanting and partook of the qualities of adream. He
guestioned nothing. Afterward he was not certain how much of it he redlly had dreamed.

There was the dancing doll, for instance. He remembered it quite clearly, in sharp focus—atiny, dender
woman with along-nosed, dark-eyed face and a pointed chin. She moved ddlicately across the white
rug—knee-high, exquisite. Her features were as mobile as her body, and she danced lightly, with
resounding strokes of her toes, each echoing like abell. It was aformalized sort of dance, and she sang
breethlesdy in accompaniment, making amusing little grimaces. Certainly it was a portrait-doll, animated
to mimic the origina per-fectly in voice and motion. Afterward, Oliver knew he must have dreamed it.
Wheat el se happened he was quite unable to remember later. He knew Kleph had said some curious
things, but they al made sense at the time, and afterward he couldn’t remember aword. He knew he had
been offered little glittering candiesin atransparent dish, and that some of them had been ddlicious and
one or two s bitter histongue il curled the next day when he recalled them, and one— Kleph sucked
luxuriantly on the same kind—of ataste that was ac-tively nauseeting.

Asfor Kleph hersdf—he was frantically uncertain the next day what had redly happened. He thought he
could remember the soft-ness of her white-downed arms clasped at the back of his neck, while she
laughed up a him and exhded into hisface the flowery fragrance of the tea. But beyond that he was
totally unableto recdl anything, for awhile.

There was abrief interlude later, before the oblivion of deep. He was amost sure he remembered a
moment when the other two San-ciscos stood |ooking down at him, the man scowling, the smoky-eyed
womean amiling aderisvesmile.

The man said, from avast distance, “Kieph, you know thisisagaingt every rule—" Hisvoicebeganina
thin hum and soared in fantadtic ifight beyond the range of hearing. Oliver thought he re-membered the
dark woman’ slaughter, thin and distant too, and the hum of her voice like beesinifight.

“Kleph, Kleph, you Sfly little fool, can we never trust you out of sight?’

Kieph' s voice then said something that seemed to make no sense. “What does it matter, here?”

The man answered in that buzzing, faraway hum. “ The matter of giving your bond before you leave, not
to interfere. Y ou know you signed the rules—"

Kleph'svoice, nearer and more inteffigible: “But here the dif-ferenceis. . . it does not matter here! You
both know that. How could it matter?”

Oliver fdt the downy brush of her deeve againg his cheek, but he saw nothing except the dow,
smokelike ebb and flow of darkness past his eyes. He heard the voices wrangle musically from far away,
and he heard them cease.

When he woke the next morning, donein his own room, he woke with the memory of Kieph'seyes
upon him very sorrowfully, her lovely tanned face looking down on him with the red hair faling fragrantly
on each Side of it and sadness and compassion in her eyes. He thought he had probably dreamed that.
There was no reason why anyone should look at him with such sadness.



Sue telephoned that day.

“Oliver, the people who want to buy the house are here. That madwoman and her husband. Shal | bring
them over?’

Oliver smind al day had been hazy with the vague, bewildering memories of yesterday. Kleph'sface
kept floating before him, blotting out the room. He said, “What?1 . . . oh, well, bring them if you want to.
| don't seewhat good it’ll do.”

“Oliver, what' s wrong with you? We agreed we needed the money, didn’t we?| don’t see how you can
think of passing up such awon-derful bargain without even astruggle. We could get married and buy our
own house right away, and you know we' Il never get such an offer again for that old trash-heap. Wake
up, Oliver!”

Oliver made an effort. “1 know, Sue—I know. But—"

“Oliver, you' ve got to think of something!” Her voice wasim-perious.

He knew she was right. Kleph or no Kleph, the bargain shouldn’t beignored if there was any way at all
of getting the tenants out. He wondered again what made the place so suddenly pricelessto so many
people. And what the last week in May had to do with the value of the house.

A sudden sharp curiosity pierced even the vagueness of hismind today. May’ slast week was so
important that the whole sale of the house stood or fell upon occupancy by then. Why? \Why?

“What' s going to happen next week?’ he asked rhetoricaly of the telephone. “Why can’t they wait till
these people leave? I’ d knock acouple of thousand off the priceif they’ d—"

“Y ou would not, Oliver Wilson! | can buy dl our refrigeration unitswith that extramoney. You'll just
have to work out some way to give possession by next week, and that’ sthat. Y ou hear me?’

“Keep your shirt on,” Oliver said practicdly. “I’m only human, but I'll try.”

“I"'m bringing the people over right away,” Suetold him. “While the Sanciscos are till out. Now you put
your mind to work and think of something, Oliver.” She paused, and her voice was reflective when she
spokeagain. “They're. . . awfully odd people, darling.”

“Odd?”

“You'll see”

It was an ederly woman and avery young man who trailed Sue up thewalk. Oliver knew immediately
what had struck Sue about them. He was somehow not at al surprised to see that both wore their
clothing with the familiar air of elegant self-consciousness he had come to know so well. They, too,
looked around them at the beautiful, sunny afternoon with conscious enjoyment and an air of faint
condescension. He knew before he heard them speak how musi-cal their voices would be and how
meticuloudy they would pro-nounce each word.

There was no doubt about it. The people of Kleph’'s mysterious country were arriving herein force—for
something. For the last week of May? He shrugged mentally; there was no way of guessng—yet. One
thing only was sure: dl of them must come from that namelessland where people controlled their voices
like singers and their gar-ments like actors who could stop thered of time itsdlf to adjust every
disordered fold.

The elderly woman took full charge of the conversation from the start. They stood together on the
rickety, unpainted porch, and Sue had no chance even for introductions.

“Y oung man, | an Madame Hoffla Thisismy husband.” Her voice had an underrunning current of
harshness, which was perhaps age. And her face looked almost corsetted, the loose flesh coerced into
something like firmness by someinvisible method Oliver could not guess at. The make-up was so skillful
he could not be certain it was make-up at al, but he had adefinite feeling that she was much older than
shelooked. It would have taken alifetime of command to put so much authority into the harsh, deep,
musically controlled voice.

The young man said nothing. He was very handsome. Histype, apparently, was one that does not change
much no matter in what culture or country it may occur. He wore beautifully tailored garments and
carried in one gloved hand abox of red leather, about the size and shape of a book.



Madame Hoffiawent on. “1 understand your problem about the house. Y ou wish to sl to me, but are
legdly bound by your lease with Omerie and hisfriends. Isthat right?’

Oliver nodded. “But—"

“Let mefinish. If Omerie can beforced to vacate before next week, you wifi accept our offer. Right?
Very well. Haral” She nodded to the young man beside her. He jumped to instant attention, bowed
dightly, said, “ Yes, Hollia,” and dipped agloved hand into his codt.

Madame Holliatook the little object offered on his pam, her ges-ture as she reached for it dmost
imperid, asif roya robes swept from her outstretched arm.

“Here” shesaid, “is something that may help us. My dear—" She held it out to Sue—"if you can hide
this somewhere about the house, | believe your unwel come tenants will not trouble you much longer.”
Sue took the thing curioudly. It looked like atiny silver box, no more than an inch square, indented at the
top and with no line to show it could be opened.

“Wait aminute,” Oliver brokein unessly. “What isit?’

“Nothing that will harm anyone, | assureyou.”

“Then what—"

Madame Hollia simperious gesture at one sweep silenced him and commanded Sue forward. “ Go on,
my dear. Hurry, before Omerie comes back. | can assure you there is no danger to anyone.”

Oliver broke in determinedly. “Madame Hoffia, I'll have to know what your plansare. |—"

“Oh, Oliver, please!” Sue' sfingers closed over the silver cube. “Don’t worry about it. I'm sure Madame
Hoffiaknows best. Don't you want to get those people out?’

“Of course| do. But | don’t want the house blown up or—"

Madame Hoffla s deep laughter was indulgent. “ Nothing so crude, | promise you, Mr. Wilson.
Remember, we want the house! Hurry, my dear.”

Sue nodded and dipped hastily past Oliver into the hail. Outnum-bered, he subsided uneasily. The young
man, Hara, tapped a negligent foot and admired the sunlight asthey waited. It was an after-

noon as perfect asal of May had been, tranducent gold, bamy with an edge of chill lingeringintheair to
point up a perfect contrast with the summer to come. Haralooked around him confidently, like aman
paying just tribute to a stageset provided wholly for himself. He even glanced up at adrone from above
and followed the course of abig transcontinental plane haf dissolved in golden haze high in the sun.
“Quaint,” hemurmured in agréified voice.

Sue came back and dipped her hand through Oliver’ sarm, squeez-ing excitedly. “There,” she said.
“How long will it take, Madame Hollia?’

“That will depend, my dear. Not very long. Now, Mr. Wilson, oneword with you. You live heredso, |
understand? For your own com-fort, take my advice and—"

Somewhere within the house adoor dammed and aclear high voice rang wordlessy up arippling scale.
Then there was the sound of feet on the stairs, and asingleline of song. “ Come hider, love, to me—’
Harastarted, dmost dropping the red leather box he held.

“Kleph!” hesaid in awhisper. “Or Kila | know they both just came on from Canterbury. But |
thought—"

“Hush.” Madame Hoffid s features composed themsealvesinto an imperious blank. She breathed
triumphantly through her nose, drew back upon herself and turned an imposing facade to the door.

Kleph wore the same softly downy robe Oliver had seen before, except that today it was not white, but a
pale, clear bluethat gave her tan an apricot flush. She was smiling.

“Why, Hoffia” Her tonewas a itsmost musicd. “1 thought | recognized voices from home. How niceto
see you. No one knew you were coming to the—" She broke off and glanced at Oliver and then away
again. “Hara, t0o,” she said. “What apleasant surprise.”

Suesad flatly, “When did you get back?’

Kleph smiled at her. *'Y ou must be the little Miss Johnson. Why, | did not go out at al. | wastired of
sghtseeing. | have been ngpping in my room.”

Suedrew in her breath in something that just escaped being adis-believing sniff. A look flashed between



the two women, and for an instant held—and that ingtant wastimeless. It was an extraordinary pausein
which agreat dedl of wordlessinterplay took place in the space of asecond.

Oliver saw the quality of Kieph'ssmile at Sue, that same look of

quiet confidence he had noticed so often about all of these strange people. He saw Su€ s quick inventory
of the other woman, and he saw how Sue squared her shoulders and stood up straight, smoothing down
her summer frock over her flat hips so that for an instant she stood posed conscioudly, looking down on
Kieph. It was ddiberate. Bewildered, he glanced again at Kleph.

Kleph's shoulders doped softly, her robe was belted to atiny waist and hung in deep folds over frankly
rounded hips. Sue' s was the fashionable figure—but Sue was thefirst to surrender.

Kieph'samiledid not fdter. But in the slence there was an abrupt reversal of vaues, based on no more
than the measurdess quality of Kleph's confidencein hersdlf, the quiet, assured smile. It was sud-denly
made very clear that fashion is not a constant. Kleph's curi-ous, out-of-mode curves without warning
became the norm, and Sue was a queer, angular, haf-masculine creature beside her.

Oliver had no idea how it was done. Somehow the authority passed in a breath from one woman to the
other. Beauty isamost wholly amatter of fashion; what is beautiful today would have been grotesque a
couple of generations ago and will be grotesque ahundred years ahead. It will be worse than grotesgue;
it wifi be outmoded and there-fore faintly ridiculous.

Sue was that. Kieph had only to exert her authority to make it clear to everyone on the porch. Kleph was
abeauty, suddenly and very convincingly, beautiful in the accepted mode, and Sue was amus-ingly
old-fashioned, an anachronism in her lithe, square-shouldered dimness. She did not belong. She was
grotesgue among these strangely immacul ate people.

Su€' s collapse was complete. But pride sustained her, and be-wilderment. Probably she never did grasp
entirely what was wrong. She gave Kieph one glance of burning resentment and when her eyes came
back to Oliver there was suspicion in them, and mistrust.

Looking backward later, Oliver thought that in that moment, for the first time clearly, he began to suspect
the truth. But he had no time to ponder it, for after the brief instant of enmity the three people

from—el sawhere—began to spesk dl at once, asif in abelated attempt to cover something they did not
want noticed.

Kleph said, “This beautiful weather—" and Madame Hollia said, “ So fortunate to have this house—" and
Hara, holding up the red leather box, said loudest of al, “ Cenbe sent you this, Kleph. Hislatest.”

Kleph put out both hands for it eagerly, the eiderdown deeves

faling back from her rounded arms. Oliver had aquick glimpse of that mysterious scar before the deeve
fell back, and it seemed to him that there was the faintest trace of asimilar scar vanishing into Hara' s cuff
ashelet hisown arm drop.

“Cenbe!” Kleph cried, her voice high and sweet and ddlighted. “How wonderful! What period?’

“From November 1664,” Harasaid. “London, of course, though | think there may be some counterpoint
from the 1347 November. He hasn't finished—of course.” He glanced dmost nervoudy at Oliver and
Sue. “A wonderful example,” he said quickly. “Marveous. If you have the taste for it, of course.”
Madame Hoffia shuddered with ponderous delicacy.

“That man!” she said. “ Fascinating, of course—agreat man. But— so advanced!”

“It takes a connoisseur to appreciate Cenbe swork fully,” Kleph said in adightly tart voice. “Weall
admit that.”

“Ohyes, weall bow to Cenbe,” Hoffia conceded. “I confess the man terrifies me alittle, my dear. Do we
expect himto join us?’

“I suppose s0,” Kleph said. “If his—work—is not yet finished, then of course. Y ou know Cenbe's
tastes”

Holliaand Haralaughed together. “I know when to look for him, then,” Hollia said. She glanced at the
garing Oliver and the subdued but angry Sue, and with acommanding effort brought the subject back
intoline,

“So fortunate, my dear Kleph, to have thishouse,” she declared heavily. 1 saw atridimensiond of
it—afterward—and it was still quite perfect. Such afortunate coincidence. Would you consider part-ing



with your lease, for aconsideration? Say, a coronation seat at—"

“Nothing could buy us, Hoffia,” Kleph told her gaily, clasping the red box to her bosom.

Holliagave her acool stare. *'Y ou may change your mind, my dear Kleph,” she said pontificaly. “ There
isgtifi time. Y ou can aways reach us through Mr. Wilson here. We have rooms up the Street in the
Montgomery House—nothing like yours, of course, but they will do. For us, they will do.”

Oliver blinked. The Montgomery House was the most expensive hotel in town. Compared to this
collapsing old ruin, it was apaace. There was ho understanding these people. Their values seemed to
have suffered a complete reversal.

Madame Hollia moved mgesticaly toward the steps.

“Very pleasant to see you, my dear,” she said over one well-padded shoulder. “Enjoy your stay. My
regardsto Omerie and Klia. Mr. Wilson—" she nodded toward the walk. “ A word with you.”

Oliver followed her down toward the street. Madame Hollia paused hadfway there and touched hisarm.
“Oneword of advice” she said huskily. “Y ou say you deep here? Move out, young man. Move out
before tonight.”

Oliver was searching in ahaf-desultory fashion for the hiding place Sue had found for the mysterious
slver cube, when the first sounds from above began to drift down the stairwe | toward him. Kleph had
closed her door, but the house was old, and strange quali-tiesin the noise overhead seemed to seep
through the woodwork like an dmost visble sain.

It was music, in away. But much more than music. And it was aterrible sound, the sounds of calamity
and of al human reaction to calamity, everything from hysteriato heartbreak, from irrationa joy to
rationaized acceptance.

The calamity was—single. The music did not attempt to correlate al human sorrows; it focused sharply
upon one and followed the ramifications out and out. Oliver recognized these basicsto the soundsina
very brief moment. They were essentials, and they seemed to best into hisbrain with the first strains of
the mus ¢ which was so much more than music.

But when helifted hishead to listen helost dl grasp upon the meaning of the noise and it was sheer
medley and confusion. To think of it wasto blur it hopelesdy in the mind, and he could not recapture that
firgt instant of unreasoning acceptance.

Hewent upstairs dmost in adaze, hardly knowing what he was doing. He pushed Kleph's door open.
Helooked inside— What he saw there he could not afterward remember except ina

blurring as vague asthe blurred ideas the music roused in his brain. Half the room had vanished behind a
mist, and the mist was athree-dimensiona screen upon which were projected— He had no words for
them. He was not even sureif the projections were visud. The mist was spinning with motion and sound,
but essentidly it was neither sound nor motion that Oliver saw.

Thiswasawork of art. Oliver knew no namefor it. It transcended al art-forms he knew, blended them,
and out of the blend produced subtleties his mind could not begin to grasp. Basicdly, thiswasthe
attempt of amaster composer to correlate every essential aspect of a

vast human experience into something that could be conveyed ina

few momentsto every sense a once.

The shifting visons on the screen were not picturesin themsaves, but hints of pictures, subtly sdlected
outlines that plucked at the mind and with one deft touch set whole chords ringing through the mem-ory.
Perhaps each beholder reacted differently, since it wasin the eye and the mind of the beholder that the
truth of the picture lay. No two would be aware of the same symphonic panorama, but each would see
essentialy the same terrible story unfold.

Every sense was touched by that deft and merciless genius. Color and shape and motion ifickered in the
screen, hinting much, evoking unbearable memories deep in the mind; odors floated from the screen and
touched the heart of the beholder more poignantly than any-thing visua could do. The skin crawled
sometimes asif to atangible cold hand laid upon it. The tongue curled with remembered bitter-ness and
remembered swest.

It was outrageous. It violated the innermost privacies of aman’smind, called up secret thingslong ago



walled off behind mental scar tissue, forced itsterrible message upon the beholder relentlessy though the
mind might threaten to crack benegath the stress of it.

And yet, in spite of dl thisvivid awareness, Oliver did not know what calamity the screen portrayed.
That it wasred, vast, overwhem-ingly dreadful he could not doubt. That it had once happened was
unmistakable. He caught flashing glimpses of human faces dis-torted with grief and disease and
death—redl faces, faces that had once lived and were seen now in the instant of dying. He saw men and
women in rich clothing superimposed in panorama upon regling thousands of ragged folk, great throngs of
them swept past the Sght in an instant, and he saw that death made no distinction among them.

He saw lovely women laugh and shake their curls, and the laughter shriek into hysteriaand the hysteria
into music. He saw one man’ sface, over and over—along, dark, saturnine face, deeply lined,
sor-rowful, the face of a powerful man wisein worldliness, urbane—and helpless. That face wasfor
awhile arecurring motif, aways more tortured, more helpless than before.

The music broke off in the midst of arising glide. The mist van-ished and the room regppeared before
him. The anguished dark face for an instant seemed to Oliver printed everywhere he looked,

like after-vison on the eydids. He knew that face. He had seen it before, not often, but he should know
itsname— “Oliver, Oliver—" Kleph's sweet voice came out of afog at him.

Hewas leaning dizzily against the doorpost looking down into her eyes. She, too, had that dazed
blankness he must show on his own face. The power of the dreadful symphony till held them both. But
even in this confused moment Oliver saw that Kieph had been en-joying the experience.

Hefet sckened to the depths of hismind, dizzy with sickness and revulsion because of the
superimposing of human miseries he had just beheld. But Kleph—only appreciation showed upon her
face. To her it had been magnificence, and magnificence only.

Irrdlevantly Oliver remembered the nausesting candies she had enjoyed, the nauseating odors of strange
food that drifted sometimes through the hail from her room.

What wasit she had said downgtairs alittle while ago? Connois-seur, that was it. Only a connoisseur
could appreciate work as—as advanced—as the work of someone called Cenbe.

A whiff of intoxicating sweetness curled past Oliver’ sface. Some-thing cool and smooth was pressed
into hishand.

“Oh, Oliver, | am so sorry,” Kleph'svoice murmured contritely. “ Here, drink the euphoriac and you wifi
fed better. Please drink!”

The familiar fragrance of the hot sweet teawas on histongue be-fore he knew he had complied. Its
relaxing fumes floated up through hisbrain and in amoment or two the world felt stable around him again.
Theroom was asit had always been. And Kieph— Her eyes were very bright. Sympathy showed in
them for him, but for hersdf shewas il brimmed with the high eation of what she had just been
experiencing.

“Comeand st down,” she said gently, tugging & hisarm. “1 an so

sorry—1 should not have played that over, where you could hesr it.

| have no excuse, redly. It was only that | forgot what the effect

might be on one who had never heard Cenbe’ s symphonies before.

| was so impatient to see what he had done with. . . with hisnew

subject. | am so very sorry, Oliver!”

“What wasit?’" Hisvoice sounded steadier than he had expected. The teawas responsible for that. He
spped again, glad of the consol-ing euphoriaits fragrance brought.

“A ...acompodteinterpretation of . . . oh, Oliver, you know | must not answer questions!”

“But—"

“No—drink your teaand forget what it was you saw. Think of other things. Here, we will have

musi c—another kind of music, something gay—"

She reached for the wall beside the window, and as before, Oliver saw the broad framed picture of blue
water above the bed ripple and grow pale. Through it another scene began to dawn like shapesrising
beneath the surface of the sea.



He had aglimpse of a dark-curtained stage upon which aman in atight dark tunic and hose moved with
arestless, sdelong pace, his hands and face starthngly pale against the black about him. He limped; he
had a crooked back and he spoke familiar lines. Oliver had seen John Barryrnore once asthe
crook-backed Richard, and it seemed vaguely outrageous to him that any other actor should essay that
difficult part. Thisone he had never seen before, but the man had a fascinatingly smooth manner and his
interpretation of the Plan-tagenet king was quite new and something Shakespeare probably never
dreamed of.

“No,” Kleph said, “not this. Nothing gloomy.” And she put out her hand again. The nameless new
Richard faded and there was a swirl of changing pictures and changing voices, al blurred together, before
the scene steadied upon astageful of dancersin pastel ballet skirts, drift-ing effortlessy through some
complicated pattern of motion. The music that went with it waslight and effortlesstoo. The room filled up
with the dlear, floating melodly.

Oliver st down his cup. He felt much surer of himsalf now, and he thought the euphoriac had done dl it
could for him. He didn’t want to blur again mentaly. There were things he meant to learn about. Now.
He considered how to begin.

Kleph waswatching him. “ That Hoffia,” she said suddenly. “ She wantsto buy the house?’

Oliver nodded. “ She' s offering alot of money. Sue' sgoing to be avfully disappointed if—" He hesitated.
Perhaps, after dl, Sue would not be disappointed. He remembered the little Slver cube with the enigmatic
function and he wondered if he should mention it to Kieph. But the euphoriac had not reached that level
of hisbrain, and he remembered his duty to Sue and was silent.

Kleph shook her head, her eyes upon his warm with—wasit sym-pathy?

“Bdieveme,” shesad, “you wifi not find that—important—after al. | promiseyou, Oliver.”

He stared at her. “1 wish you' d explain.”

Kleph laughed on anote more sorrowful than amused. But it occurred to Oliver suddenly that there was
no longer condescension in her voice. Imperceptibly that air of delicate amusement had van-ished from
her manner toward him. The cool detachment that tifi marked Omeri€ s attitude, and Klia's, was not in
Kleph'sany more. It was asubtlety he did not think she could assume. It had to come spontaneously or
not at al. And for no reason he was willing to exam-ine, it became suddenly very important to Oliver that
Kleph should not condescend to him, that she should fed toward hini as he felt toward her. He would not
think of it.

Helooked down at his cup, rose-quartz, exhaling athin plume of steam from its crescent-dit opening.
Thistime, he thought, maybe he could make the teawork for him. For he remembered how it loosened
the tongue, and there was a great deal he needed to know. Theideathat had come to him on the porch
intheingtant of slent rivary between Kleph and Sue seemed now too fantastic to entertain. But some
answer there must be.

Kleph hersdlf gave him the opening.

“I must not take too much euphoriac this afternoon,” she said, smiling at him over her pink cup. “1t will
make me drowsy, and we are going out this evening with friends.”

“Morefriends?’ Oliver asked. “ From your country?’

Kieph nodded. “Very dear friends we have expected al thisweek.”

“I wishyou' dtdl me” Oliver said bluntly, “whereit isyou comefrom. It isn't from here. Your cultureis
too different from ours— even your names—" He broke off as Kleph shook her head.

“I wish | could tell you. But that isagaing dl therules. It iseven againgt the rulesfor meto be here talking
to you now.”

“Whét rules?’

She made a hel pless gesture. “'Y ou must not ask me, Oliver.” Sheleaned back on the chaise longue,
which adjusted itsalf luxurioudy to the motion, and smiled very sweetly at him. “We must not talk about
thingslikethat. Forget it, listen to the music, enjoy yourself if you can—" She closed her eyesand laid
her head back against the cushions. Oliver saw the round tanned throat swell as she began to hum atune.
Eyes Hill closed, she sang again the words she had sung upon the stairs. * Come hider, love, to me—"



A memory clicked over suddenly in Oliver’smind. He had never heard the queer, lagging tune before,
but he thought he knew the

words. He remembered what Hoffia s husband had said when he heard that line of song, and he leaned
forward. She would not answer adirect question, but perhaps— “Was the weather thiswarmin
Canterbury?’ he asked, and held

his breath. Kleph hummed another line of the song and shook her head, eyes stifi closed.

“It was autumn there,” she said. “ But bright, wonderfully bright. Even their clothing, you know . . .
everyone was singing that new song, and | can’t get it out of my head.” She sang another line, and the
wordswere dmost unintelligible—English, yet not an English Oliver could understand.

He stood up. “Wait,” he said. “I want to find something. Back in aminute.”

She opened her eyes and smiled midtily at him, till humming. He went downgdtairs asfast ashe
could—the stairway swayed alittle, though his head was nearly clear now—and into the library. The
book he wanted was old and battered, interlined with the penciled notes of his college days. He did not
remember very clearly where the passage he wanted was, but he thumbed fast through the columns and
by sheer luck found it within afew minutes. Then he went back upgtairs, feding astrange empthessin his
stomach because of what he aimost believed now.

“Kleph,” hesaid firmly, “I know that song. | know the year it was new.”

Her lidsrose dowly; shelooked at him through amist of euphoriac. He was not sure she had
understood. For along moment she held him with her gaze. Then she put out one downy-deeved arm
and spread her tanned fingers toward him. She laughed deep in her throat.

“ Come hider, love, to me,” shesad.

He crossed the room dowly, took her hand. The fingers closed warmly about his. She pulled him down
so that he had to knedl beside her. Her other arm lifted. Again she laughed, very softly, and closed her
eyes, lifting her faceto his,

The kisswaswarm and long. He caught something of her own euphoriafrom the fragrance of thetea
breathed into hisface. And he was startled at the end of the kiss, when the clasp of her armsloosened
about his neck, to feel the sudden rush of her breath against his cheek. There were tears on her face, and
the sound she made was a sob.

He held her off and |ooked down in amazement. She sobbed once

more, caught a deep bregth, and said, “Oh, Oliver, Oliver—" Then she shook her head and pulled free,
turning away to hide her face. “1 . .. . | am sorry,” she said unevenly. “Please forgive me. It does not
matter. . . | know it does not matter. . . but—"

“What' swrong? What doesn’'t matter?’

“Nothing. Nothing. . . pleaseforget it. Nothing at dl.” She got a handkerchief from the table and blew her
nose, smiling a him with an effect of radiance through the tears.

Suddenly he was very angry. He had heard enough evasions and my<tifying haf-truths. He said roughly,
“Do you think I’'m crazy?| know enough now to—"

“Oliver, please!” She hed up her own cup, seaming fragrantly. “Please, no more questions. Here,
euphoriaiswhat you need, Oliver. Euphoria, not answers.”

“What year was it when you heard that song in Canterbury?’ he demanded, pushing the cup aside.

She blinked at him, tears bright on her lashes. “Why . . . what year do you think?’

“I know,” Oliver told her grimly. “I know the year that song was popular. | know you just came from
Canterbury—Hoffia s husband said so. It's May now, but it was autumn in Canterbury, and you just
camefrom there, so lately the song you heard is stifi running through your head. Chaucer’ s Pardoner sang
that song some time around the end of the fourteenth century. Did you see Chaucer, Kleph? What was it
likein England thet long ago?’

Kleph's eyesfixed hisfor asilent moment. Then her shoulders drooped and her whole body went limp
with resignation beneath the soft bluerobe. “1 am afool,” she said gently. “It must have been easy to trap
me. Y ou redly beieve-what you say?’

Oliver nodded.

Shesaidinalow voice, “Few people do believeit. That isone of our maxims, when wetravel. We are



safe from much suspicion be-cause people before The Travel began will not believe.”

The emptinessin Oliver’s ssomach suddenly doubled in volume. For an instant the bottom dropped out of
timeitsalf and the universe was unsteady about him. Hefdt sick. Hefelt naked and helpless. Therewasa
buzzing in his ears and the room dimmed before him.

He had not redly believed—not until thisingtant. He had expected somerational explanation from her
that would tidy al hiswild half-

thoughts and suspicions into something a man could accept as be-lievable. Not this.

Kleph dabbed at her eyes with the pale-blue handkerchief and smiled tremuloudly.

“I know,” shesaid. “It must be aterrible thing to accept. To have dl your concepts turned upside
down— We know it from childhood, of course, but for you. . . here, Oliver. The euphoriac will makeit
esser.”

Hetook the cup, the faint stain of her lip rouge ill on the crescent opening. He drank, feding the dizzy
sweetness pird through his head, and his brain turned alittle in his skull asthe volatile fragrance took
effect. With that turning, focus shifted and dl hisvaueswithiit.

He began to fed better. The flesh sattled on his bones again, and the warm clothing of tempora
assurance settled upon hisflesh, and he was no longer naked and in the vortex of unstable time.

“Thegory isvery smple, redly,” Kleph said. “We—travel. Our own timeisnot terribly far ahead of
yours. No. | must not say how far. But we still remember your songs and poets and some of your gregt
actors. We are a people of much leisure, and we cultivate the art of enjoying ourselves.

“Thisisatour we are making—atour of ayear’s seasons. Vintage seasons. That autumn in Canterbury
was the most magnificent au-tumn our researchers could discover anywhere. Werode in apil-grimageto
the shrine—it was awonderful experience, though the clothing was alittle hard to manage.

“Now thismonth of May isamost over—the loveliest May in re-corded times. A perfect May ina
wonderful period. Y ou have no way of knowing what agood, gay period you livein, Oliver. The very
feding intheair of the cities—that wonderful nationa confidence and happiness—everything going as
smoothly as adream. There were other Mays with fine weather, but each of them had awar or afamine,
or something elsewrong.” She hesitated, grimaced and went on rapidly. “In afew days we are to meet at
acoronaionin Rome,” shesad. | think the year will be 800—Chrismastime. We—"

“But why,” Oliver interrupted, “did you insst on this house? Why do the others want to get it away from
you?”

Kleph stared at him. He saw the tearsrising again in smal bright crescents that gathered above her lower
lids. He saw the look of ob-stinacy that came upon her soft, tanned face. She shook her head.

“You must not ask methat.” She held out the steaming cup. “Here, drink and forget what | have said. |
cantell you no more. No moreat all.”

When he woke, for alittle while he had no ideawhere he was. He did not remember leaving Kleph or
coming to hisown room. He didn't care, just then. For he woke to a sense of overwhelming terror.

The dark wasfull of it. His brain rocked on waves of fear and pain. He lay motionless, too frightened to
gir, some atavistic memory warning himto lie quiet until he knew from which direction the dan-ger
threatened. Reasonless panic broke over himin atidal flow; his head ached with its violence and the dark
throbbed to the same rhythms.

A knock sounded at the door. Omeri€' s deep voice sad, *Wilson! Wilson, are you awake?’

Oliver tried twice before he had breath to answer. * Y -yes—what isit?’

The knob rattled. Omeri€' sdim figure groped for the light switch and the room sprang into visibifity.
Omeri€ sface was drawn with strain, and he held one hand to his head asif it ached in rhythm with
Oliver's,

It wasin that moment, before Omerie spoke again, that Oliver remembered Hoffia swarning. “Move
out, young man—move out before tonight.” Wildly he wondered what threatened them al in this dark
house that throbbed with the rhythms of pureterror.

Omeriein an angry voice answered the unspoken question.



“ Someone has planted a subsonic in the house, Wilson. Kieph thinks you may know whereitis.”
“S-subsonic?”’

“Cdll it agadget,” Omerieinterpreted impatiently. “ Probably asmall metal box that—"

Oliver said, “Oh,” in atone that must have told Omerie everything.

“Whereisit?’ hedemanded. “Quick. Let’' sget thisover.”

“I don't know.” With an effort Oliver controlled the chattering of histeeth. “Y-you mean dl this—al this
isjust from the little box?’

“Of course. Now tdll me how to find it beforewe al go crazy.”

Oliver got shakily out of bed, groping for his robe with nerveless hands. “1 s-suppose she hid it
somewhere downdtairs,” he said. “ S-she wasn't gonelong.”

Omeriegot the story out of himin afew brief questions. He clicked histeeth in exasperation when Oliver
hed finished it.

“That supid Hollia—"

“Omerie!” Kleph's plaintive voice wailed from the hall. “ Please hurry, Omerie! Thisistoo much to stand!
Oh, Omerieg, please!”

Oliver stood up abruptly. Then aredoubled wave of the inexpli-cable pain seemed to explode in his skull
at the motion, and he clutched the bedpost and regled.

“Go find thething yoursdf,” he heard himsdlf saying dizzily. “I can't even wak—"

Omeri€’ sown temper was drawn wire-tight by the pressure in the room. He seized Oliver’ s shoulder and
shook him, saying in atight voice, “Youlet it in—now help us get it out, or—"

“It' sagadget out of your world, not minel” Oliver said furioudly.

And then it seemed to him there was a sudden coldness and silence in the room. Even the pain and the
sensdessterror paused for amoment. Omeri€' s pale, cold eyesfixed upon Oliver astare so chill he
could amost fed theiceinit.

“What do you know about our—world?” Omerie demanded.

Oliver did not speak aword. He did not need to; hisface must have betrayed what he knew. Hewas
beyond concealment in the stress of this night-time terror he till could not understand.

Omerie bared his white teeth and said three perfectly uninteffigible words. Then he stepped to the door

and snapped, “Kleph!”

Oliver could see the two women huddled together in the hdl, shaking violently with involuntary waves of
that strange, synthetic terror. Kila, in aluminous green gown, wasrigid with control, but Kleph made no
effort whatever at repression. Her downy robe had turned soft gold tonight; she shivered in it and the
tears ran down her face unchecked.

“Kieph,” Omerie said in adangerous voice, “you were euphoric again yesterday?’

Kleph darted a scared glance at Oliver and nodded guiltily.

“Y ou talked too much.” It was a complete indictment in one sen-tence. “Y ou know therules, Kleph.

Y ou will not be dlowed to travel again if anyone reportsthisto the authorities.”

Kleph'slovely creamy face creased suddenly into impenitent dimples.

“I know it waswrong. | am very sorry—but you wifi not siop meif Cenbe saysno.”

Kliaflung out her armsin agesture of helpless anger. Omerie shrugged. “In this case, asit happens, no
great harmisdone,” he said, giving Oliver an unfathomable glance. “But it might have been serious. Next
time perhapsit will be. | must have atak with Cenbe.”

“We mugt find the subsonic firgt of dl,” Kliareminded them, shivering. “If Klephisafraid to help, she can
go out for awhile. | confess| am very sick of Kleph's company just now.”

“We could give up the housa!” Kleph cried wildly. “Let Hoffiahaveit! How can you stand thislong
enough to hunt—"

“Give up the house?’ Kliaechoed. “Y ou must be mad! With dl our invitations out?’

“Therewill be no need for that,” Oinerie said. “We canfind it if wedl hunt. Youfed ableto hep?’ He
looked at Oliver.

With an effort Oliver controlled his own sensdless panic asthe waves of it swept through the room.



“Yes” hesad. “But what about me? What are you going to do?’

“That should be obvious” Omerie said, his pae eyesin the dark face regarding Oliver impassively.
“Keep you in the house until we go. We can certainly do no less. Y ou understand that. And thereisno
reason for usto do more, asit happens. Silenceisal we promised when we signed our travel papers.”
“But—" Oliver groped for the fallacy in that reasoning. It was no use. He could not think clearly. Panic
surged insandly through hismind from the very air around him. “All right,” he said. “Let’ shunt.”

It was dawn before they found the box, tucked inside the ripped seam of a sofa cushion. Omerie took it
upstairs without aword. Five minutes later the pressurein the air abruptly dropped and peace fell
blissfully upon the house.

“They will try again,” Omerie said to Oliver at the door of the back bedroom. “We must watch for that.
Asfor you, | must seethat you remain in the house until Friday. For your own comfort, | advise you to
let me know if Hoffia offers any further tricks. | confess| am not quite sure how to enforce your staying
indoors. | could use methods that would make you very uncomfortable. | would prefer to accept your
wordonit.”

Oliver hesitated. Therelaxing of pressure upon hisbrain had left him exhausted and stupid, and hewas
not at al surewhat to say.

Omerie went on after amoment. “It was partly our fault for not

insuring that we had the house to oursalves,” he said. “Living here with us, you could scarcely help
suspecting. Shall we say that in return for your promise, | reimburse you in part for losing the sale price
on thishouse?’

Oliver thought that over. It would pacify Suealittle. And it meant only two daysindoors. Besides, what
good would escaping do? What could he say to outsiders that would not lead him straight to a padded
cdl?

“All right,” hesaid wearily. “1 promise”

By Friday morning there was gill no sign from Hollia. Sue tele-phoned at noon. Oliver knew the crackle
of her voice over the wire when Kleph took the call. Even the crackle sounded hysterical; Sue saw her
bargain dipping hopdesdy through her grasping little fingers.

Kleph'svoice was soothing. “I am sorry,” she said many times, in the intervals when the voice paused. “I
amtruly sorry. Believe me, you will find it does not matter. | know. . . | am sorry—"

She turned from the phone at lagt. “The girl says Hoffiahas given up,” shetold the others.

“Not Hallia” Kliasad firmly.

Omerie shrugged. “We have very littletime lft. If sheintends anything more, it will be tonight. We must
watch for it.”

“Oh, not tonight!” Kieph'svoice was horrified. “Not even Hoffiawould do that!”

“Hollia, my dear, in her own way is quite as unscrupulous asyou are,” Omerietold her with asmile.
“But—would she spail thingsfor usjust because she can't be here?’

“What do you think?" Klia demanded.

Oliver ceased to listen. There was no making sense out of their talk, but he knew that by tonight
whatever the secret was must surely come into the open at last. He waswilling to wait and see.

For two days excitement had been building up in the house and the three who shared it with him. Even
the servantsfelt it and were nerv-ous and unsure of themsalves. Oliver had given up asking questions— it
only embarrassed his tenants—and watched.

All the chairsin the house were collected in the three front bed-rooms. The furniture was rearranged to
make room for them, and dozens of covered cups had been set out on trays. Oliver recognized Kieph's
rose-quartz set among the rest. No steam rose from the thin

crescent-openings, but the cupswere full. Oliver lifted one and felt aheavy liquid move withiniit, like
something half-solid, duggishly.

Guests were obvioudy expected, but the regular dinner hour of nine came and went, and no one had yet
arrived. Dinner was finished; the servants went home. The Sanciscos went to their roomsto dress, amid
afeding of mounting tenson.



Oliver stepped out on the porch after dinner, trying in vain to guess what it was that had wrought such a
pitch of expectancy in the house. There was a quarter moon swimming in haze on the horizon, but the
gtarswhich had made every night of May thusfar adazzling tranducency, were very dim tonight. Clouds
had begun to gather a sundown, and the undimmed weather of the whole month seemed ready to break
alast.

Behind Oliver the door opened alittle, and closed. He caught Kleph' s fragrance before he turned, and a
faint whiff of the fragrance of the euphoriac she was much too fond of drinking. She cameto hisside and
dipped ahand into his, looking up into hisfacein the dark-ness.

“Oliver,” she said very softly. “Promise me one thing. Promise me not to leave the house tonight.”
“I’'vedready promised that,” he said alittleirritably.

“I know. But tonight—I have avery particular reason for wanting you indoorstonight.” She leaned her
head againgt his shoulder for amoment, and despite himself hisirritation softened. He had not seen Kleph
aonesncethat last night of her revelations; he supposed he never would be aone with her again for
more than afew minutes a atime. But he knew he would not forget those two bewildering eve-nings. He
knew too, now, that she was very weak and foolish—but she was gill Kleph and he had held her in his
arms, and was not likely ever to forget it.

“Y ou might be—hurt—if you went out tonight,” she was saying in amuffled voice. “1 know it will not
meatter, in the end, but—remember you promised, Oliver.”

She was gone again, and the door had closed behind her, before he could voice the futile questionsin his
mind.

The guests began to arrive just before midnight. From the head of the stairs Oliver saw them coming in by
twos and threes, and was astonished at how many of these people from the future must have gathered
here in the past weeks. He could see quite clearly now how

they differed from the norm of hisown period. Their physica e egance was what one noticed
firs—perfect grooming, meticulous manners, meticulousdy controlled voices. But because they wereall
idle, dl, in away, sensation-hunters, there was a certain shrillness underlying their voices, especialy when
heard all together. Petulance and self-indulgence showed benesth the good manners. And tonight, an
al-pervasve excitement.

By one 0’ clock everyone had gathered in the front rooms. The teacups had begun to steam, apparently
of themsalves, around mid-night, and the house was full of the faint, thin fragrance that induced a sort of
euphoriaal through the rooms, bregthed in with the per-fume of thetea

It made Oliver fed light and drowsy. He was determined to Sit up aslong as the others did, but he must
have dozed off in his own room, by the window, an unopened book in hislap.

For when it happened he was not sure for afew minutes whether or not it was a dream.

Thevag, incredible crash was louder than sound. He felt the whole house shake under him, felt rather
than heard the timbers grind upon one another like broken bones, while he was il in the borderland of
deep. When he woke fully he was on the floor among the shattered fragments of the window.

How long or short atime he had lain there he did not know. The world was still stunned with that
tremendous noise, or hisears till deaf fromiit, for there was no sound anywhere.

He was hadfway down the hail toward the front rooms when sound began to return from outside. It wasa
low, indescribable rumble at first, prickled with countlesstiny distant screams. Oliver’ s eardrums ached
from the terrible impact of the vast unheard noise, but the numbness was wearing off and he heard before
he saw it the first voices of the stricken city.

The door to Kleph'sroom resisted him for amoment. The house had settled allittle from the violence of
the—the explosion?—and the frame was out of line. When he got the door open he could only stand
blinking stupidly into the darkness within. All the lights were out, but there was a breathless sort of
whipering going onin many Voices.

The chairs were drawn around the broad front windows so that everyone could see out; the air swam
with the fragrance of euphoria. There was light enough here from outside for Oliver to seethat a



few onlookers till had their handsto their ears, but al were craning eagerly forward to see.

Through adreamlike haze Oliver saw the city spread out with impaossible distinctness below the window.
He knew quite well that arow of houses across the street blocked the view—yet he was looking over
the city now, and he could seeit in alimitless panorama from here to the horizon. The houses between
had vanished.

Onthefar skylinefirewas aready a solid mass, painting the low clouds crimson. That sulphurous light
reflecting back from the sky upon the city made clear the rows upon rows of flattened houses with flame
beginning to lick up among them, and farther out the formless rubble of what had been houses afew
minutes ago and was now nothing &t all.

The city had begun to be vocd. The noise of the flames rose loud-est, but you could hear arumble of
human voices like the beat of surf along way off, and staccato noises of screaming made a sort of pattern
that came and went continuoudy through the web of sound. Threading it in undulating waves the shrieks
of grensknit the web together into aterrible symphony that had, initsway, a strange, in-human beauity.
Briefly through Oliver’ s stunned incredulity went the memory of that other symphony Kleph had played
there one day, another catas-trophe retold in terms of music and moving shapes.

Hesad hoarsdly, “Kieph—"

The tableau by the window broke. Every head turned, and Oliver saw the faces of strangers staring at
him, some few in embarrassment avoiding his eyes, but most seeking them out with that avid, inhu-man
curiosity whichiscommon to atypein al crowds at accident scenes. But these people were here by
design, audience at avast disagter timed almost for their coming.

Kleph got up unsteadily, her velvet dinner gown tripping her as she rose. She set down acup and
swayed alittle as she came toward the door, saying, “Oliver . . . Oliver—" in aswest, uncertain voice.
She was drunk, he saw, and wrought up by the catastrophe to a pitch of stimulation in which she was not
very sure what she was doing.

Oliver heard himsdlf saying in athin voice not his own, “W-what wasit, Kleph? What happened?
What—" But happened seemed so inadequate aword for the incredible panorama below that he had to
choke back hysterica laughter upon the struggling questions, and broke off entirely, trying to control the
shaking that had seized his body.

Kleph made an unsteady stoop and seized a steaming cup. She cameto him, swaying, holding it out—her
panaceafor dl ifis.

“Here, drink it, Oliver—we are dl quite safe here, quite safe.” Shethrust the cup to hislips and he gulped
autométicaly, grateful for the fumesthat began their dow, coiling surcease in hisbrain with thefirst
swallow.

“It wasameteor,” Kleph was saying. “Quite asmall meteor, redly. We are perfectly safe here. This
house was never touched.”

Out of some cell of the unconscious Oliver heard himsdlf saying incoherently, “ Sue? s Sue—" he could
not finish.

Kleph thrust the cup at him again. 1 think she may be safe—for awhile. Please, Oliver—forget about al
that and drink.”

“But you knew!” Redlization of that came belatedly to his stunned brain. “Y ou could have given warning,
or—"

“How could we change the past?’ Kieph asked. “We knew—but could we stop the meteor? Or warn
the city? Before we come we must give our word never to interfere—"

Their voices had risen imperceptibly to be audible above the rising volume of sound from below. The city
was roaring now, with flames and cries and the crash of failing buildings. Light in the room turned lurid
and pulsed upon thewalls and celling in red light and redder dark.

Downgtairs adoor dammed. Someone laughed. It was high, hoarse, angry laughter. Then from the
crowd in the room someone gasped and there was a chorus of dismayed cries. Oliver tried to focus upon
the window and the terrible panorama beyond, and found he could not.

It took several seconds of determined blinking to prove that more than his own vision was at fault. Kleph



whimpered softly and moved againgt him. Hisarms closed about her automaticaly, and he was grateful
for thewarm, solid flesh againgt him. Thismuch at least he could touch and be sure of, though everything
€l se that was happen-ing might be adream. Her perfume and the heady perfume of the tearose together
in his head, and for an ingtant, holding her in this embrace that must certainly be the last time he ever held
her, he did not care that something had gone terribly wrong with the very air of the room.

It was blindness—not continuous, but a series of swift, widening ripples between which he could catch
glimpses of the other facesin the room, strained and astonished in theifickering light from the city.
Theripples camefaster. Therewas only ablink of sight between them now, and the blinks grew briefer
and briefer, theintervals of darkness more broad.

From downgtairs the laughter rose again up the stairwell. Oliver thought he knew the voice. He opened
his mouth to speak, but a door nearby dammed open before he could find histongue, and Omerie
shouted down the Stairs.

“Hollia?’ heroared above the roaring of the city. “Hollia, isthat you?’

She laughed again, triumphantly. “1 warned you!” her hoarse, harsh voice caled. “Now comeout in the
street with the rest of usif you want to see any more!”

“Hoffia” Omerie shouted desperately. “ Stop thisor—"

The laughter was derisive. “What will you do, Omerie? Thistime| hid it too well—come down in the
sreet if you want to watch therest.”

Therewas angry slencein the house. Oliver could fed Kieph'squick, excited breathing light upon his
cheek, fed the soft motions of her body in hisarms. He tried conscioudy to make the moment lat,
dretch it out to infinity. Everything had happened too swiftly to im-press very cleariy on hismind anything
except what he could touch and hold. He held her in an embrace made conscioudly light, though he
wanted to clasp her in atight, despairing grip, because he was sure this was the last embrace they would
ever share.

The eye-graining blinks of light and blindness went on. From far away below the roar of the burning city
rolled on, threaded together by the long, looped cadences of the srensthat linked al soundsinto one.
Then in the bewildering dark another voice sounded from the hall downstairs. A man’svoice, very deep,
very melodious, saying:

“What isthis? What are you doing here? Hollia—is that you?’

Oliver fet Kieph stiffen in hisarms. She caught her breath, but she said nothing in the ingtant while heavy
feet began to mount the stairs, coming up with a solid, confident tread that shook the old house to each
step.

Then Kleph thrust herself hard out of Oliver’ sarms. He heard her high, sweet, excited voice crying,
“Cenbe!l Cenbe!l” and sheran to meet the newcomer through the waves of dark and light that swept the
shaken house.

Oliver gaggered alittle and felt achair seet catching the back of hislegs. He sank into it and lifted to his
lipsthe cup he dtill held. Its

steam was warm and moist in hisface, though he could scarcely make out the shape of the rim.

Helifted it with both hands and drank.

When he opened his eyesit was quite dark in the room. Also it was silent except for athin, melodious
humming amost below the thresh-old of sound. Oliver struggled with the memory of amonstrous
night-mare. He put it resolutely out of hismind and sat up, fedling an unfamifiar bed cresk and sway
under him.

Thiswas Kleph'sroom. But no—Kleph's no longer. Her shining hangings were gone from the walls, her
whiteresilient rug, her pic-tures. The room looked asit had looked before she came, except for one
thing.

Inthe far corner was atable-ablock of tranducent stuff—out of which light poured softly. A man sat on
alow gtool beforeit, leaning forward, his heavy shoulders outlined against the glow. He wore ear-phones
and he was making quick, erratic notes upon apad on hisknee, swaying alittle asif to the tune of
unheard music.



The curtains were drawn, but from beyond them came a distant, muffled roaring that Oliver remembered
from his nightmare. He put ahand to hisface, aware of afeverish warmth and adipping of the room
before his eyes. His head ached, and there was adegp maaise in every limb and nerve.

Asthe bed creaked, the man in the corner turned, diding the ear-phones down like acollar. He had a
strong, sensitive face above adark beard, trimmed short. Oliver had never seen him before, but he had
that air Oliver knew so wdl by now, of remoteness which was the knowledge of timeitsdf lying likea
gulf between them.

When he spoke his deep voice wasimpersonally kind.

“Y ou had too much euphoriac, Wilson,” he said, aloofly sym-pathetic. “Y ou dept along while”

“How long?’ Oliver’ sthroat felt sicky when he spoke.

The man did not answer. Oliver shook his head experimentdly. He said, “I thought Kleph said you don’t
get hangovers from—" Then another thought interrupted the first, and he said quickly, “Whereis Kleph?’
Helooked confusedly toward the door.

“They should be in Rome by now. Watching Charlemagne’ s coro-nation at St. Peter’ s on Christmas Day
athousand yearsfrom here.”

That was not athought Oliver could grasp clearly. His aching brain sheered away from it; he found
thinking at al was strangely

difficult. Staring at the man, he traced an idea painfully to its con-cluson.

“So they’ ve gone on—but you stayed behind? Why?Y ou . you' re Cenbe? | heard your—symphonia,
Kiephcdledit.”

“You heard part of it. | have not finished yet. | needed—this.” Cenbeinclined his head toward the
curtains beyond which the sub-dued roaring till went on.

“Y ou needed—the meteor?” The knowledge worked painfully through his dulled brain until it seemed to
drike some area tifi un-touched by the aching, an area il diveto implication. “ The meteor? But—"
There was a power implicit in Cenbe' sraised hand that seemed to push Oliver down upon the bed
agan~ Cenbe sad patiently, “Theworst of it is past now, for awhile. Forget if you can. That was days
ago. | said you were adeep for sometime. | let you rest. | knew this house would be safe—from the fire
at least”

“Then—something more' sto come?’ Oliver only mumbled his question. He was not sure he wanted an
answer. He had been curious so long, and now that knowledge lay amost within reach, something about
his brain seemed to refuse to listen. Perhaps this weariness, this feverish, dizzy feding would pass asthe
effect of the euphoriac wore off.

Cenbe s voice ran on smoothly, soothingly, dmost asif Cenbe too did not want him to think. It was
easest tolie hereand ligten.

“I am acomposer,” Cenbe was saying. “1 happen to be interested in interpreting certain forms of disaster
into my own terms. That iswhy | stayed on. The others were dilettantes. They came for the May westher
and the spectacle. The aftermath—well why should they wait for that? Asfor myself—I supposel ana
connoisseur. | find the after-math rather fascinating. And | need it. | need to study it &t first hand, for my
OWnN purposes.”

His eyes dwet upon Oliver for an ingtant very keenly, like aphy-sician’ s eyes, impersond and observing.
Absently he reached for his stylus and the note pad. And as he moved, Oliver saw afamiliar mark on the
underside of the thick, tanned wrigt.

“Kieph had that scar, too,” he heard himsalf whisper. “And the others.”

Cenbe nodded. “Inoculation. It was necessary, under the circum-stances. We did not want disease to
spread in our own time-world.”

“Disease?’

Cenbe shrugged. “ Y ou would not recognize the name.”

“But, if you can inoculate againgt disease—" Oliver thrust himsdlf up on an aching arm. Hehad a
half-grasp upon athought now which he did not want to let gO. Effort seemed to make the ideas come
more clearly through his mounting confusion. With enormous effort he went on.

“I'm getting it now,” he said. “Wait. I’ ve been trying to work thisout. Y ou can change history?'Y ou can!



| know you can. Kieph said she had to promise not to interfere. Y ou all had to promise. Does that mean
you redly could change your own past—our time?’

Cenbe laid down his pad again. Helooked at Oliver thoughtfully, adark, intent look under heavy brows.
“Yes” hesaid. “Yes, the past can be changed, but not easily. And it changes the future, too,
nec-essarily. Thelines of probability are switched into new patterns—but it isextremely difficult, and it
has never been allowed. The physio-tempora course tendsto dide back to its norm, dways. That iswhy
itisso hard to force any dteration.” He shrugged. “ A theoretica science. We do not change history,
Wilson. If we changed our past, our present would be dtered, too. And our time-world isentirely to our
liking. There may be afew ma contents there, but they are not alowed the privilege of tempord travel.”
Oliver spoke louder againgt the roaring from beyond the windows. “But you' ve got the power! You
could dter higtory, if you wanted to—wipe out al the pain and suffering and tragedy—"

“All of that passed away long ago,” Cenbe said.

“ Not—now! Not—thig!”

Cenbelooked a him enigmaticaly for awhile. Then—"This, too,” he said.

And suddenly Oliver redlized from across what distances Cenbe was watching him. A vast distance, as
time is measured. Cenbe was acomposer and a genius, and necessarily strongly empathic, but his
psychic locuswas very far away intime. The dying city outsde, the whole world of now was not quite
redl to Cenbe, falling short of redlity because of that basic variancein time. It was merely one of the
building blocks that had gone to support the edifice on which Cenbe' s culture stood in amisty, unknown,
terriblefuture.

It seemed terrible to Oliver now. Even Kleph—all of them had been touched with a pettiness, the faculty
that had enabled Hoffiato con-centrate on her mdicious, small schemesto acquire aringside seat while
the meteor thundered in toward Earth’ s atmosphere. They were

all dilettantes, Kleph and Omerie and the other. They toured time, but only as onlookers. Were they
bored—sated—with their norma existence?

Not sated enough to wish change, basically. Their own time-world was afulfilled womb, a perfection
made manifest for their needs. They dared not change the past—they could not risk flawing their own
present.

Revulson shook him. Remembering the touch of Kleph'slips, hefelt asour sickness on histongue.
Alluring she had been; he knew that too well. But the aftermath— There was something about this race
from the future. He had felt it dimly at first, before Kleph's nearness had drowned caution and buffered
his sengibilities. Timetraveling ‘ purely as an escgpe mecha-nism seemed amost blasphemous. A race
with such power— Kleph—Ileaving him for the barbaric, splendid coronation at Rome athousand years
ago—how had she seen him? Not asaliving, breath-ing man. He knew that, very certainly. Kleph's
race were spectators.

But he read more than casud interest in Cenbe' s eyes now. There was an avidity there, abright,
fascinated probing. The man had re-placed his earphones—he was different from the others. Hewas a
connoisseur. After the vintage season came the aftermath—and Cenbe.

Cenbe watched and waited, light flickering softly in the trand ucent block before him, hisfingers poised
over the note pad. The ultimate connoisseur waited to savor the rarities that no non-gourmet could
appreciate.

Thaose thin, distant rhythms of sound that was dmost music began to be audible again above the noises of
the distant fire. Listening, reemembering, Oliver could very nearly catch the pattern of the sym-phoniaas
he had heard it, dl intermingled with the flash of changing faces and the rank upon rank of the dying— He
lay back on the bed letting the room swirl away into the dark-ness behind his closed and aching lids. The
achewasimplicit in every cdl of hisbody, amost asecond ego taking possession and driving him out of
himsdlf, astrong, sure ego taking over ashe himsdlf let go.

Why, he wondered dully, should Kieph have lied? She had said there was no aftermath to the drink she
had given him. No aftermath

—and yet this painful possession was strong enough to edge him out of his own body.



Kleph had not lied. It was no aftermath to drink. He knew that—

but the knowledge no longer touched hisbrain or hisbody. Helay ill, giving them up to the power of
the illness which was aftermath to something far stronger than the strongest drink. Theillnessthat had no
name—yet.

Cenbe' s new symphoniawas acrowning triumph. It had its pre-miere from Antares Hall, and the
applause was an ovation. Higtory itsdlf, of course, was the artist—opening with the meteor that forecast
the great plagues of the fourteenth century and closing with the climax Cenbe had caught on the threshold
of modem times. But only Cenbe could have interpreted it with such subtle power.

Critics spoke of the masterly way in which he had chosen the face of the Stuart king as arecurrent motif
against the montage of emo-tion and sound and movement. But there were other faces, fading through
the great sweep of the composition, which hel ped to build up to the tremendous climax. Onefacein
particular, one moment that the audience absorbed greedily. A moment in which one man’ sface loomed
hugein the screen, every feature clear. Cenbe had never caught an emotiond crisis so effectively, the
criticsagreed. Y ou could dmost read the man’ s eyes.

After Cenbe had |€eft, helay motionlessfor along while. He was thinking feverishly— 1’ ve got to find
some way to tell people. If I'd known in advance, maybe something could have been done. We'd
have forced them to tell us how to change the probabilities. We could have evacuated the city.

If I could leave a message— Maybe not for today’ s people. But later. They visit all through time.
If they could be recognized and caught somewhere, sometime, and made to change destiny— It
wasn't easy to stand up. The room kept tilting. But he managed

it. Hefound pencil and paper and through the swaying of the shadows he wrote down what he
could. Enough. Enough to warn, enough to save.

He put the sheets on the table, in plain sight, and weighted them down before he stumbled back to bed
through closing darkness.

The house was dynamited six days later, part of the futile attempt to hat the relentless spread of the Blue
Desth.

Afterword: Footnote to
“Shambleau” .. . and Others
C.L. MOORE

One question isamost certainly asked of every professona writer more than any other: “ Where do you
get your ideas?” For the past forty-odd years | have had to admit | didn’t know. But the answer has
suddenly cometo meas| look back over the origins of my first story, “ Shambleau,” and | am very happy
indeed to passit on to you.

Brace yoursdf now for some rather dull but necessary background:

My name was Catherine Moore and | lived in alarge midwestern city and the depression of the 1930S
was rampant over the land. So | was snatched from my sophomore year at the state university and
crammed into a business schoal to learn the rudiments gf shorthand and typing. By incredible good
fortune, before I’ d finished the course, ajob opening in alarge bank loomed up and | leaped &t it,
unprepared but eager. (In those days you didn’t mess around. Y ou bluffed, prayed, and grabbed.)

Wéll, | was adequate, but typing was something | practiced in every spare moment. And thisiswhere
“Shambleau” began, halfway down a sheet of yellow paper otherwisefilled up with boring
quick-brown-foxes, aphabets, and things like “ The White Knight is diding down the poker. He bal ances
very badly,” to lighten the practice.

Midway down that yellow page | began fragments remembered from sophomore English at the



university. All the choices were made at random. K eats, Browning, Byron—you nameit. In the middle of
thisexercise aline from a poem (by William Morris?) worked itself to thefront and | discovered mysdlf
typing something about a“red, running figure.” | looked at it awhile, my mind a perfect blank, and then
shifted mental gearswithout even adding punctuation to mark the spot, swinging with idiot confidenceinto
thefirst lines of the story which ended up as“ Shambleau.”

The red, running figure in the poem had been ayoung witch

pursued by soldiers and townspeople in some medievd village. In my story they had perfectly sensible
reasons for killing her as soon as pos-sible.

| sat at the typewriter and heard distant bells ringing somewhere on the backstairs of my mind. The
Situation was wide open, and with no conscious mental processes whatever | surrendered mysdlf to it and
the typewriter. (Thisisamong life' s most luxurious moments—giving the story its head and just keep your
fingersmoving. They know wherethey’ re going.)

Unfortunately, you can’t expect your unconsciousto carry on for very long unaided. So far | have only
promised to revea where the ideas come from, not the story itself. So stay with me, pay close atten-tion,
and I’ll ssewhat | can do.

Firg, you haveto read agreat ded of the works you enjoy most. Much of it will be usdless. But the
trusty unconscious can be relied on to make lots of unseen notes, just in case. Mine did not fail me.

| couldn’t let my character Shambleau go on running forever, could I?1 had the whole scene in hand
now—medieva setting, red, running figure, pursuing soldiers and citizens. But then what?

Obvioudy shewas going to need hep—aso afail to set her off effectively and to give the story ashapeit
didn’t yet have. So Northwest Smith strolled onstage without even aglance my way, per-fectly sure of
what he was going to do about this. (Northwest Smith? Well, once | had typed aletter toan N. W.
Smith, and the namelin-gered tantdizingly in my mind, waiting for this moment. What would aman
named Northwest Smith look like? Be like? Occupy himsalf with? | soon found out.)

To complete the triumvirate of lead characters to whom my type-writer introduced me that day long ago,
acompanion and fail for Smith douched cardesdy into view, thirging for drink and women. His name
was Yarol, and | cannot conced from you that it is an ana-gram from the | ettersin the name of the
typewriter | wasusing. But | likeit anyhow.

Here we return to my conviction that you must read enough, enjoy it enough, to absorb unconscioudy the
Sructure of thefiction you like best. In this case Shambleau needed help urgently. There wasn't any yet.
The story required a backbone strong enough to support the plot, and Northwest Smith arrived on cue.
For contrast with the seemingly helplessfugitive, “ Shambleau” needed asirong, tal, romanticaly
sedy-eyed mae. | think it was aong about here my mind got deviousand | realized that after hisuse as
adefender was over she might just

possibly spring her trap and destroy him. Y ou will note that this gave my ill unfledged plot away to go
after therescue.

So Smith himsdlf was going to need help. Preferably from someone as antithetical to Smith as Smith was
to Shambleau. (Who needs two Northwest Smiths?)

Theref ore, Yardl.

Andthat’show it dl began.

There are of course saven or eight other storiesin this collection, which could be traced dong much the
samecurve as|’vejus plotted for “ Shambleau.”

“No Woman Born,” for instance. Given the basi ¢ idea—what would happen to the most beautiful and
gifted dancer of her timeif she weretotaly incapacitated by afrightful accident? Well, you gear your
mind to atechnologicad solution, but the human ement kegpsintruding and you know you haven't redly
answered the question. How would being a quasi-robot, no matter how beautiful, affect her thinking and
her feding as ahuman being? How would you handleit?

“Vintage Season” wes, | believe, thefirst science-fiction story to ask, “What if time travelersfrom the
future visit epic events of our erasimply astourigts, here to make a Roman Holiday of our persona
disasters?’ It'sachallenging ideaand has been dedlt with often since.

If you have read past Shambleau to Jirel, you will probably have no-ticed what a close relationship the



two women bear to. one another. They set the keynote for alot of my own (incessant) writing until 1 met
and married Henry Kuttner. | realize now that, unconscioudy, no doubt, both were versions of the self
I’d like to have been. I d never noticed this before. The unconscious worksin a mysterious way, doesn't
it? (I havejust glanced at my Unconsciousto seeif the tribute was noticed. It wasn't. He hasfitted
himsdlf into the image of alarge black cat and is preening his|eft shoulder and ignoring me. A rebukel
should take to heart. The unconscious more than anything hates being dragged into public. He can’'t work
under the ingpection of the conscious mind.)

All but two of the soriesin this collection (“No Woman Born” and “Vintage Season”) were written
before Henry Kuttner and | married, and there was not yet any melding of stylesor even
collaboration—beyond my asking helplesdy now and then “ What should come next?’ All started out
with somewild but malesbleideafor which | had to chose alead character strong enough to play the
action againgt, which iswhat givesastory form.

Sometimesthe storieswent very fast and | had to cast around des-perately when | outran the idea, until
Unconscious Himsef camein

dragging arat or abird and | could get on withiit. (I aways make him let the birds go.—If possible.)
Onelast comment on “ Shambleau.” Thisisasgood atime as any to clear up amisconception which has
long crept about unchallenged. This story was not rejected by every magazinein thefield beforeit crept
humbly to the doorstep of Weird Tales. My own perfectly clear memory telsmethat | sent it first to WT
because that was the only magazine of the type | knew well, and that an answering acceptance and a
check for the (then) fabulous amount of $i00.00 arrived dmost by return mail.

Actudly, | wasfar too unsure of mysdlf to have hammered on the door of every publisher in New York if
my first opus had been so unkindly treated. I'd Smply have given it up and turned to some other form of
activity, and this book would not bein your hands now. (I'm glad it is, too.)

C. L. Moon~a
1975



