TURJAN OPENED HI S EYES. HE WAS BACK ON EARTH

It was night in the city of Kaiin, and festival tinme. Orange | anterns fl oated
inthe air, and fromthe bal coni es dangl ed fl ower chains and cages of bl ue
fireflies. The streets surged with the wi ne-flushed popul ace, costumed in a
mul titude of bizarre nbpdes. Here was a Mel antine bargeman, here a warrior of
Val daran's G een Legion, here another of ancient times wearing one of the old
hel mets. In a clearing, a garlanded courtesan of the Kauchique littoral danced
the Dance of the Fourteen Sil ken Mwvenents to the nusk of flutes. In the
shadows a girl barbarian enbraced a man bl ackened and in | eather harness as a
Deodand of the forest....

They were gay, these people of waning Earth, feverishly merry, for infinite
ni ght was cl ose at hand, when the red sun should finally flicker and go bl ack
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THE DYI NG EARTH

1. TURIAN CF MIR

TURJAN SAT in his workroom |egs spraw ed out fromthe stool, back agai nst and
el bows on the bench. Across the roomwas a cage; into this Turjan gazed with
rueful vexation. The creature in the cage returned the scrutiny with enotions
beyond conj ecture.

It was a thing to arouse pity—a great head on a small spindly body, wth
weak rheumy eyes and a fl abby button of a nose. The mouth hung sl ackly wet,
the skin glistened waxy pink. In spite of its manifest inperfection, it was to
date the nost successful product of Turjan's vats.



Turjan stood up, found a bow of pap. Wth a | ong-handl ed spoon he held
food to the creature's nouth. But the mouth refused the spoon and nush
trickled down the glazed skin to fall on the rickety frane.

Turjan put down the bowl, stood back and slowly returned to his stool. For
a week now it had refused to eat. Did the idiotic visage conceal perception, a
will to extinction? As Turjan watched, the white-blue eyes closed, the great
head sl unped and bunped to the floor of the cage. The linbs rel axed: the
creature was dead.

Turjan sighed and |l eft the room He nounted wi nding stone stairs and at
| ast cane out on the roof of his castle Mir, high above the river Derna. In
the west the sun hung close to old earth; ruby shafts, heavy and rich as w ne,
sl anted past the gnarled boles of the archaic forest to lay on the turfed
forest floor. The sun sank in accordance with the old ritual; latter-day night
fell across the forest, a soft, warm darkness canme swiftly, and Turjan stood
pondering the death of his latest creature.

He considered its many precursors: the thing all eyes, the bonel ess
creature with the pul sing surface of its brain exposed, the beautiful female
body whose intestines trailed out into the nutrient solution |ike seeking
fibrils, the inverted inside-out creatures . . . Turjan sighed bleakly. His
met hods were at fault; a fundamental el enent was, |acking fromhis synthesis,
a matrix ordering the conponents of the pattern

As he sat gazing across the darkening |and, nmenory took Turjan to a night
of years before, when the Sage had stood beside him

"In ages gone," the Sage had said, his eyes fixed on a |low star, "a
t housand spells were known to sorcery and the wi zards effected their wills.
Today, as Earth dies, a hundred spells remain to nman's know edge, and these

have cone to us through the ancient books ... But there is one called
Pandel ume, who knows all the spells, all the incantations, cantraps, runes,
and thaumat urgi es that have ever wenched and nol ded space .. ." He had fallen

silent, lost in his thoughts.

"Where is this Pandel ume?" Turjan had asked presently.

"He dwells in the I and of Enbel yon," the Sage had replied, "but where this
land Iies, no one knows."

"How does one find Pandel ume, then?"

The Sage had smiled faintly. "If it were ever necessary, a spell exists to
take one there."

Both had been silent a moment; then the Sage had spoken, staring out over
the forest

"One may ask anything of Pandel ume, and Pandel une will answer—provided
that the seeker perforns the service Pandel une requires. And Pandel une drives
a hard bargain."

Then the Sage had shown Turjan the spell in question, which he had
di scovered in an ancient portfolio, and kept secret fromall the world.

Turjan, remenbering this conversation, descended to his study, a long | ow
hall with stone walls and a stone fl oor deadened by a thick russet rug. The
tomes which held Turjan's sorcery lay on the long table of black steel or were
thrust helter-skelter into shel ves. These were vol unmes conpiled by many
wi zards of the past, untidy folios collected by the Sage, |eather-bound
librans setting forth the syllables of a hundred powerful spells, so cogent
that Turjan's brain could know but four at a tine.

Turjan found a musty portfolio, turned the heavy pages to the spell the
Sage had shown him the Call to the Violent doud. He stared down at the
characters and they burned with an urgent power, pressing off the page as if
frantic to | eave the dark solitude of the book

Turjan cl osed the book, forcing the spell back into oblivion. He robed
hinself with a short blue cape, tucked a blade into his belt, fitted the
amul et hol ding Laccodel's Rune to his wist. Then he sat down and from a
journal chose the spells he would take with him Wat dangers he m ght neet he
could not know, so he selected three spells of general application: the
Excellent Prismatic Spray, Phandaal's Mantle of Stealth, and the Spell of the



Sl ow Hour.

He clinbed the parapets of his castle and stood under the far stars,
breathing the air of ancient Earth . . . How many times had this air been
breat hed before hinf? Wat cries of pain had this air experienced, what sighs,
| aughs, war shouts, cries of exultation, gasps...

The night was wearing on. A blue |light wavered in the forest. Turjan
wat ched a nmoment, then at |ast squared hinmself and uttered the Call to the
Vi ol ent C oud.

Al was quiet; then cane a whi sper of novenent swelling to the roar of
great winds. A wisp of white appeared and waxed to a pillar of boiling black
snoke. A voice deep and harsh issued fromthe turbul ence.

"At your disturbing power is this instrument cone; whence will you go?"
"Four Directions, then One," said Turjan. "Alive nmust | be brought to
Enbel yon. "

The cl oud whirled down; far up and away he was snatched, flung head over
heel s into incal cul abl e di stance.

Four directions was he thrust, then one, and at |ast a great blow hurled
himfromthe cloud, sprawl ed himinto Enbel yon

Turjan gained his feet and tottered a nonment, half-dazed. H s senses
st eadi ed; he | ooked about him

He stood on the bank of a linpid pool. Blue flowers grew, about his ankles
and at his back reared a grove of tall blue-green trees, the | eaves blurring
on high into mst. Was Enbel yon of Earth? The trees were Earth-like, the
flowers were of famliar form the air was of the same texture . . . But there
was an odd lack to this land and it was difficult to determne. Perhaps it
cane of the horizon's curious vagueness, perhaps fromthe blurring quality of
the air, lucent and uncertain as water. Mbst strange, however, was the sky, a
mesh of vast ripples and cross-ripples, and these refracted a thousand shafts
of colored light, rays which in md-air wove wondrous | aces, rainbow nets, in
all the jewel hues. So as Turjan watched, there swept over hi mbeans of
claret, topaz, rich violet, radiant green. He now perceived that the col ors of
the flowers and the trees were but fleeting functions of the sky, for now the
flowers were of salnmon tint, and the trees a dream ng purple. The flowers
deepened to copper, then with a suffusion of crinmson, warmed through maroon to
scarlet, and the trees had becone sea-bl ue.

"The Land None Knows Were," said Turjan to hinself. "Have | been brought
high, low, into a pre-existence or into the after-world?" He | ooked toward the
hori zon and thought to see a black curtain rising high into the nmurk, and this
curtain encircled the land in all directions.

The sound of gall opi ng hooves approached; he turned to find a black horse
| ungi ng break-neck al ong the bank of the pool. The rider was a young woman
with black hair streaming wildly. She wore | oose white breeches to the knee
and a yellow cape flapping in the wind. One hand clutched the reins, the other
flourished a sword.

Turjan warily stepped aside, for her nouth was tight and white as if in
anger, and her eyes glowed with a peculiar frenzy. The worman haul ed back on
the reins, wheel ed her horse high around, charged Turjan, and struck out at
himw th her sword.

Turjan junped back and whi pped free his own bl ade. When she lunged at him
again, he fended off the blow and | eaning forward, touched the point to her
arm and brought a drop of blood. She drew back startled; then up from her
saddl e she snatched a bow and flicked an arrow to the string. Turjan sprang
forward, dodging the wild sweep of her sword, seized her around the waist, and
dragged her to the ground.

She fought with a crazy violence. He had no wish to kill her, and so
struggled in a manner not entirely dignified. Finally he held her helpless,
her arms pi ni oned behi nd her back

"Quiet, vixen!" said Turjan, "lest | |ose patience and stun you!"

"Do as you please," the girl gasped. "Life and death are brothers."

"Why do you seek to harm me?" demanded Turjan. "I have given you no



of fense. "

"You are evil, like all existence." Enotion ground the delicate fibers of
her throat. "If power were mne, | would crush the universe to bl oody gravel,
and stanp it into the ultimte nmuck."

Turjan in surprise relaxed his grip, and she nearly broke | oose. But he
caught her agai n,

"Tell me, where may | find Pandel une?'.

The girl stilled her exertion, twi sted her head to stare at Turjan. Then
"Search all Enmbelyon. | will assist you not at all."

If she were nore am abl e, thought Turjan, she would be a creature of
remar kabl e beauty.

"Tell me where | may find Pandel unme," said Turjan, "else | find other uses
for you."

She was silent for a nonent, her eyes blazing with madness. Then she spoke
in a vibrant voice.

"Pandel ume dwel |l s beside the streamonly a few paces distant."

Turjan rel eased her, but he took her sword and bow.

“I'f I return these to you, will you go your way in peace?"

For a monent she glared; then w thout words she nounted her horse and rode
of f through the trees.

Turj an wat ched her disappear through the shafts of jewel colors, then went
in the direction she had indicated. Soon he canme to a | ong | ow manse of red
stone backed by dark trees. As he approached the door swung open. Turjan
halted in md-stride

"Enter!" came a voice. "Enter, Turjan of Mir!" So Turjan wonderingly
entered the nmanse of Pandel une. He found hinself in a tapestried chanber, bare
of furnishing save a single settee. No one cane to greet him A closed door
stood at the opposite wall, and Turjan went to pass through, thinking perhaps
it was expected of him

"Halt, Turjan," spoke the voice. "No one may gaze on Pandelune. It is the

I aw.
Turjan, standing in the mddle of the room spoke to his unseen host.
"This is nmy mssion, Pandelune," he said. "For some time | have been

striving to create humanity in nmy vats. Yet always | fail, fromignorance of

the agent that binds and orders the patterns. This master-matrix nust be known
to you; therefore | cone to you for guidance."

"WIllingly will | aid you," said Pandelunme. "There is, however, another
aspect involved. The universe is nethodized by symmetry and bal ance; in every
aspect of existence is this equipoise observed. Consequently, even in the
trivial scope of our dealings, this equival ence nmust be maintained, thus and
thus. | agree to assist you; in return, you performa service of equal val ue
for me. When you have conpleted this small work, |I will instruct and gui de you
to your conplete satisfaction.”

"What may this service be?" inquired Turjan

"Aman lives in the |and of Ascolais, not far fromyour Castle Mir. About
hi s neck hangs an amul et of carved blue stone. This you nust take from hi mand
bring to ne."

Turjan considered a nonent.

"Very well," he said. "I will do what | can. Wwo is the nman?"

Pandel ume answered in a soft voice.

"Prince Kandive the Col den."

"Ah," exclainmed Turjan ruefully, "you have gone to no pains to nake ny
task a pleasant one . . . But I wll fulfill your requirenent as best | can.”

"Good," said Pandel une. "Now | nust instruct you. Kandive wears this
anmul et hi dden bel ow his singlet. When an eneny appears, he takes it out to
di splay on his chest, such is the potency of the charm No matter what el se,
do not gaze on this amulet, either before or after you take it, on pain of
nost hi deous consequence. "

"I understand," said Turjan. "I will obey. Now there is a question | would
ask—provi ding the answer will not involve ne in an undertaking to bring the



Moon back to Earth, or recover an elixir you inadvertently spilled in the
sea."

Pandel ume | aughed | oud. "Ask on," he responded, "and | wll answer."
Turjan put his question.
"As | approached your dwelling, a woman of insane fury wi shed to kill nme.

This | would not pernit and she departed in rage. Wio is this woman and why is
she t hus?"

Pandel une' s voi ce was anmused. "I, too," he replied, "have vats where
mold life into varied forms. This girl T sais | created, but | wought
carelessly, with a flawin the synthesis. So she clinbed fromthe vat with a
warp in her brain, in this manner: what we hold to be beautiful seens to her
| oat hsonme and ugly, and what we find ugly is to her intolerably vile, in a
degree that you and | cannot understand. She finds the world a bitter place,
peopl e with shapes of direst nal evol ence.™

"So this is the answer,"” Turjan murmured. "Pitiable wetch!"

"Now, " sai d Pandel ume, "you nust be on your way to Kaiin; the auspices are
good ... In a noment open this door, enter, and nove to the pattern of runes
on the floor."

Turjan performed as he was bid. He found the next roomto be circular and
hi gh-doned, with the varying lights of Enbel yon pouring down through
sky-transparenci es. Wien he stood upon the pattern in the floor, Pandel unme
spoke agai n.

"Now cl ose your eyes, for | nust enter and touch you. Heed well, do not
try to glinpse ne!"

Turjan closed his eyes. Presently a step sounded behind him "Extend your
hand," said the voice. Turjan did so, and felt a hard object placed therein.
"When your mission is acconplished, crush this crystal and at once you will
find yourself in this room" A cold hand was | aid on his shoul der

"An instant you will sleep," said Pandel ume. "Wen you awake you will be
inthe city Kaiin."

The hand departed. A di mess cane over Turjan as he stood awaiting the
passage. The air had suddenly becone full of sound: clattering, a tinkling of
many small bells, nusic, voices. Turjan frowned, pursed his lips: A strange
tunult for the austere honme of Pandel une!

A woman' s voi ce sounded cl ose by.

"Look, O Santanil, see the man-ow who closes his eyes to nerrinment!"

There was a man's | aughter, suddenly hushed. "Come. The fellow is bereft
and possibly violent. Cone."

Turjan hesitated, then opened his eyes. It was night in white-walled
Kaiin, and festival tinme. Orange lanterns floated in the air, noving as the
breeze took them Fromthe bal conies dangled fl ower chains and cages of blue
fireflies. The streets surged with the wi ne-flushed popul ace, costumed in a
mul titude of bizarre nbpdes. Here was a Mel antine bargeman, here a warrior of
Val daran's G een Legion, here another of ancient times wearing one of the old
helmets. In alittle cleared space a garlanded courtesan of the Kauchi que
littoral danced the Dance of the Fourteen Silken Mvenents to the nusic of
flutes. In the shadow of a balcony a girl barbarian of East Al nery enbraced a
man bl ackened and in | eat her harness as a Deodand of the forest. They were
gay, these people of waning Earth, feverishly nmerry, for infinite night was
cl ose at hand, when the red sun should finally flicker and go bl ack

Turjan melted into the throng. At a tavern he refreshed hinself with
bi scuits and wi ne; then he made for the pal ace of Kandive the Gol den

The pal ace | ooned before him every w ndow and bal cony aglow with |ight.
Among the lords of the city there was feasting and revelry. If Prince Kandive
were flushed with drink and unwary, reflected Turjan, the task should not be
too difficult. Yet, entering boldly, he mght be recognized, for he was known
to many in Kaiin. So, uttering Phandaal's Mantle of Stealth, he faded fromthe
sight of all nen.

Through the arcade he slipped, into the grand sal on, where the | ords of
Kaiin made nerry like the throngs of the street. Turjan threaded the rai nbow



of silk, velour, sateen, watching the play with anusement. On a terrace sone
stood | ooking into a sunken pool where a pair of captured Deodands, their
skins like oiled jet, paddl ed and gl ared; others tossed darts at the

spread- eagl ed body of a young Cobalt Muntain witch. In al coves befl owered
girls offered synthetic | ove to wheezing old nen, and el sewhere others |ay
stupefied by dream powders. Nowhere did Turjan find Prince Kandive. Through

t he pal ace he wandered, roomafter room until at last in an upper chanmber he
canme upon the tall gol den-bearded prince, lolling on a couch with a masked
girl-child who had green eyes and hair dyed pal e green

Sone intuition or perhaps a charm warned Kandi ve when Turjan slipped
t hrough the purpl e hangi ngs. Kandive leapt to his feet.

"Go!" he ordered the girl. "Qut of the room quickly! M schief noves
somewhere near and | must blast it with magic!"

The girl ran hastily fromthe chanber. Kandive's hand stole to his throat
and pulled forth the hidden amulet. But Turjan shielded his gaze with his
hand.

Kandi ve uttered a powerful charm which | oosened space free of all warp. So
Turjan's spell was void and he becane visible.

"Turjan of Mir skul ks through ny pal ace!" snarl ed Kandi ve.

"Wth ready death on nmy lips," spoke Turjan. "Turn your back, Kandive, or
| speak a spell and run you through with ny sword."

Kandi ve nade as if to obey, but instead shouted the syllables bringing the
Omi potent Sphere about him

"Now | call ny guards, Turjan," announced Kandi ve contenptuously, "and you
shal | be cast to the Deodands in the tank."

Kandi ve did not know the engraved band Turjan wore on his wist, a nobst
powerful rune, maintaining a field solvent of all magic. Still guarding his
vi sion against the amulet, Turjan stepped through the Sphere. Kandive's great
bl ue eyes bul ged.

"Call the guards," said Turjan. "They will find your body riddled by Iines
of fire."

"Your body, Turjan!" cried the prince, babbling the spell. Instantly the
bl azing wires of the Excellent Prismatic Spray |ashed fromall directions at
Turj an. Kandive watched the furious rain with a wolfish grin, but his
expression changed quickly to consternation. A finger's breath from Turjan's
skin the fire-darts dissolved into a thousand gray puffs of snoke.

"Turn your back, Kandive," Turjan ordered. "Your magic is usel ess against
Laccodel 's Rune." But Kandive took a step toward a spring in the wall.

"Halt!" cried Turjan. "One nore step and the Spray splits you
t housandf ol d! "

Kandi ve stopped short. In hel pless rage he turned his back and Turjan
stepping forward qui ckly, reached over Kandive's neck, seized the amulet and
raised it free. It cramed in his hand and through the fingers there passed a
glinpse of blue. A daze shook his brain, and for an instant he heard a nurnur
of avid voices . . . Hs vision cleared. He backed away from Kandi ve, stuffing
the amul et in his pouch. Kandive asked, "May | now turn about in safety?"

"When you wish," responded Turjan, clasping his pouch. Kandive, seeing
Turj an occupi ed, negligently stepped to the wall and placed his hand on a
spring.

"Turjan," he said, "you are lost. Before you may utter a syllable, | wll
open the floor and drop you a great dark distance. Can your charns avai
agai nst this?"

Turjan halted in nmid-notion, fixed his eyes upon Kandive's red and gold
face. Then he dropped his eyes sheepishly. "Ah, Kandive," he fretted, "you
have outwitted ne. If | return you the anulet, may | go free?"

'Toss the amulet at ny feet," said Kandive, gloating. "Al so Laccodel's
Rune. Then | shall decide what nmercy to grant you."

"Even the Rune?" Turjan asked, forcing a piteous note to his voice.

"Or your life."

Turjan reached into his pouch and grasped the crystal Pandel ume had given



him He pulled it forth and held it against the pomel of his sword.

"Ho, Kandive," he said, "I have discerned your trick. You nerely wish to
frighten ne into surrender. | defy you!"

Kandi ve shrugged. "Die then." He pushed the spring. The floor jerked open
and Turjan di sappeared into the gulf. But when Kandive raced below to claim
Turjan's body, he found no trace, and he spent the rest of the night in
t emrper, broodi ng over w ne.

Turjan found hinmself in the circular roomof Pandel une's manse. Enbel yon's
many-col ored |ights streamed through the sky-w ndows upon his
shoul der —sapphire bl ue, the yellow of marigolds, blood red. There was sil ence
t hrough the house. Turjan noved away fromthe rune in the floor, glancing
uneasily to the door, fearful |est Pandel une, unaware of his presence, enter
the room

"Pandel une!" he called. "I have returned!"

There was no response. Deep quiet held the house. Turjan wi shed he were in
the open air where the odor of sorcery was |ess strong. He | ooked at the
doors; one led to the entrance hall, the other he knew not where. The door on
the right hand must | ead outside; he laid his hand on the latch to pull it
open. But he paused. Suppose he were nistaken, and Pandel une's form were
reveal ed? Would it be wiser to wait here?

A solution occurred to him H's back to the door, he swing it open

"Pandel une! " he call ed.

A soft intermittent sound cane to his ears from behind, and he seened to
hear a | abored breath. Suddenly frightened, Turjan stepped back into the
circular roomand cl osed the door

He resigned hinmself to patience and sat on the floor

A gasping cry cane fromthe next room Turjan |leapt to his feet.

"Turjan? You are there?"

"Yes; | have returned with the anulet."”

"Do this quickly," panted the voice. "CQuarding your sight, hang the amul et
over your neck and enter."

Turjan, spurred by the urgency of the voice, closed his eyes and arranged
the amul et on his chest. He groped to the door and flung it w de.

Sil ence of a shocked intensity held an instant; then cane an appalling
screech, so wild and denpni ac that Turjan's brain sang. M ghty pinions
buffeted the air, there was a hiss and the scrape of netal. Then, am dst
muf fled roaring, an icy wind bit Turjan's face. Another hiss—and all was
qui et .

"My gratitude is yours," said the cal mvoice of Pandel une. "Few tines have
| experienced such dire stress, and w thout your aid mght not have repul sed
that creature of hell."

A hand lifted the anulet from Turjan's neck. After a nmoment of silence
Pandel une' s voi ce sounded again froma di stance.

"You may open your eyes."

Turjan did so. He was in Pandel ume's wor kroony ami dst much el se, he saw
vats |ike his own.

"I will not thank you," said Pandelunme. "But in order that a fitting
symmetry be maintained, | performa service for a service. | will not only
gui de your hands as you work anong the vats, but also will | teach you ot her

matters of value."

In this fashion did Turjan enter his apprenticeship to Pandel une. Day and
far into the opal escent Enbel yon ni ght he worked under Pandel une's unseen
tutel age. He |l earned the secret of renewed youth, many spells of the ancients,
and a strange abstract |ore that Pandelunme termed "Mt hematics."

"Wthin this instrunent," said Pandel unme, "resides the Universe. Passive
initself and not of sorcery, it elucidates every problem each phase of
exi stence, all the secrets of time and space. Your spells and runes are built
upon its power and codified according to a great underlying nosaic of magic.
The design of this nosaic we cannot surm se; our know edge is didactic,
enpirical, arbitrary. Phandaal glinpsed the pattern and so was able to



formul ate many of the spells which bear his nane. | have endeavored through
the ages to break the cl ouded gl ass, but so far ny research has failed. He who
di scovers the pattern will know all of sorcery and be a man powerful beyond
conpr ehensi on. "

So Turjan applied hinself to the study and | earned many of the sinpler
routines.

"I find herein a wonderful beauty," he told Pandelume. "This is no
science, this is art, where equations fall away to elenents |ike resolving
chords, and where always prevails a symetry either explicit or multiplex, but
al ways of a crystalline serenity."

In spite of these other studies, Turjan spent nost of his tinme at the
vats, and under Pandel une's gui dance achi eved the mastery he sought. As a
recreation he formed a girl of exotic design, whomhe naned Floriel. The hair
of the girl he had found with Kandive on the night of the festival had fixed
in his mnd, and he gave his creature pale green hair. She had skin of creany
tan and wi de enerald eyes. Turjan was intoxicated with delight when he brought
her wet and perfect fromthe vat. She | earned quickly and soon knew how to
speak with Turjan. She was one of dreany and w stful habit, caring for little
but wandering anong the flowers of the meadow, or sitting silently by the
river; yet she was a pleasant creature and her gentle manners anused Turjan

But one day the black-haired T sais cane riding past on her horse,
steely-eyed, slashing at flowers with her sword. The innocent Floriel wandered
by and T sais, exclainmng "G een-eyed wonan—your aspect horrifies me, it is
death for you!" cut her down as she had the flowers in her path.

Turjan, hearing the hooves, cane fromthe workroomin time to witness the
sword-play. He paled in rage and a spell of twisting torment rose to his |ips.
Then T sais | ooked at himand cursed him and in the pale face and dark eyes
he saw her misery and the spirit that caused her to defy her fate and hold to
her life. Many enotions fought in him but at |last he permtted T'sais to ride
on. He buried Floriel by the river-bank and tried to forget her in intense
st udy.

A few days | ater he raised his head from his work.

"Pandel umre! Are you near?"

"What do you wi sh, Turjan?"

"You mentioned that when you made T sais, a flaw warped her brain. Now
woul d create one like her, of the same intensity, yet sound of mnd and
spirit.”

"As you will,®
pattern.

So Turjan built a sister to T sais, and day by day watched the sane
sl ender body, the sane proud features take form

VWen her tine cane, and she sat up in her vat, eyes glowing with joyful
life, Turjan was breathless in haste to help her forth.

She stood before himwet and naked, a twin to T sais, but where the face
of T sais was racked by hate, here dwelt peace and merriment; where the eyes
of T sais glowed with fury, here shone the stars of imagination

Turjan stood wondering at the perfection of his own creation. "Your nane

replied Pandelune indifferently, and gave Turjan the

shall be T sain," said he, "and already | know that you will be part of ny
life."

He abandoned all else to teach T sain, and she | earned with marvel ous
speed.

"Presently we return to Earth," he told her, "to nmy home beside a great
river in the green | and of Ascolais."

"I's the sky of Earth filled with col ors?" she inquired.

"No," he replied. "The sky of Earth is a fathom ess dark blue, and an
ancient red sun rides across the sky. Wen night falls the stars appear in
patterns that | will teach you. Enbelyon is beautiful, but Earth is w de, and
the horizons extend far off into nystery. As soon as Pandelune wills, we
return to Earth."”

T sain loved to swmin the river, and sonetinmes Turjan cane down to



spl ash her and toss rocks in the water while he dreaned. Against T sais he had
war ned her, and she had prom sed to be wary.

But one day, as Turjan made preparations for departure, she wandered far
afield through the meadows, mndful only of the colors at play in the sky, the
maj esty of the tall blurred trees, the changing flowers at her feet; she
| ooked on the world with a wonder that is only for those new fromthe vats.
Across several low hills she wandered, and through a dark forest where she
found a cold brook. She drank and sauntered al ong the bank, and presently cane
upon a snmall dwelling.

The door being open, T sain | ooked to see who mght |live here. But the
house was vacant, and the only furnishings were a neat pallet of grass, a
table with a basket of nuts, a shelf with a few articles of wood and pewt er.

T sain turned to go on her way, but at this noment she heard the oni nous
t hud of hooves, sweeping close like fate. The black horse slid to a stop
before her. T sain shrank back in the doorway, all Turjan's warnings returning
to her mind. But T sais had di smounted and cane forward with her sword ready.
As she raised to strike, their eyes nmet, and T sais halted in wonder.

It was a sight to excite the brain, the beautiful tw ns wearing the sane
whi t e wai st-hi gh breeches, with the sane intense eyes and careless hair, the
same slimpal e bodies, the one wearing on her face hate for every atom of the
uni verse, the other a gay exuberance.

T sais found her vaoice.

"How is this, witch? You bear ny senbl ance, yet you are not me. O has the
boon of madness cone at last to dimny sight of the world?"

T sain shook her head. "I am T sain. You are my twin, T sais, ny sister
For this | nust |ove you and you nust |ove ne."
"Love? | love nothing! I will kill you and so make the world better by one

less evil." She raised her sword again.

"No!" cried T sain in anguish. "Wy do you wish to harmnme? | have done no
wr ong! "

"You do wong by existing, and you offend ne by conming to nock ny own
hi deous nol d."

T sain | aughed, "H deous? No. | am beautiful, for Turjan says so.
Therefore you are beautiful, too."

T sais' face was |ike marble.

"You make sport of ne."

"Never. You are indeed very beautiful."

T sais dropped the point of her sword to the ground. Her face relaxed into
t hought .

"Beauty! What is beauty? Can it be that | amblind, that a fiend distorts
nmy vision? Tell ne, how does one see beauty?"

"I don't know," said T sain. "It seens very plain to ne. |Is not the play
of colors across the sky beautiful ?"

T sais | ooked up in astonishnent. "The harsh gl arings? They are either
angry or dreary, in either case detestable.™

"See how delicate are the flowers, fragile and charm ng."

"They are parasites, they snell vilely."

T sain was puzzled. "I do not know how to explain beauty. You seemto find
joy in nothing. Does nothing give you satisfaction?"

"Only killing and destruction. So then these nust be beautiful.”

T sain frowned. "I would termthese evil concepts.”

"Do you believe so?"

"I amsure of it."

T sais considered. "How can | know how to act? | have been certain, and
now you tell ne that | do evill!l"

T sain shrugged. "I have lived little, and | amnot wi se. Yet | know that
everyone is entitled to life. Turjan could explain to you easily."

"Who is Turjan?" inquired T sais.

"He is a very good man," replied T 'sain, "and | love himgreatly. Soon we
go to Earth, where the sky is vast and deep and of dark blue."



"Earth. ... If I went to Earth, could | also find beauty and | ove?"

"That may be, for you have a brain to understand beauty, and beauty of
your own to attract |ove."

"Then | kill no nore, regardl ess of what wi ckedness |I see. | wll ask
Pandel ume to send ne to Earth."

T sain stepped forward, put her arms around T sais, and ki ssed her

"You are ny sister and I will |ove you."

T sais’ face froze. Rend, stab, bite, said her brain, but a deeper surge
wel led up fromher flow ng bl ood, fromevery cell of her body, to suffuse her
with a sudden flush of pleasure. She smled.

"Then—+ | ove you, ny sister. | kill no nore, and | will find and know
beauty on Earth or die."

T sai s mounted her horse and set out for Earth, seeking |love and beauty.

T sain stood in the doorway, watching her sister ride off through the
colors. Behind her cane a shout, and Turjan approached.

"T'sain! Has that frenzied witch harmed you?" He did not wait for a reply.
"Enough! | kill her with a spell, that she may weak no nore pain."

He turned to voice a terrible charmof fire, but T sain put her hand to
hi s nout h.

"No, Turjan, you nmust not. She has promised to kill no nore. She goes to
Earth seeking what she may not find in Enbel yon."

So Turjan and T sain watched T sais di sappear across the many-col ored
nmeadow.

"Turjan," spoke T sain.

"What is your w sh?"

"When we conme to Earth, will you find nme a black horse like that of
T sai s?"

"I ndeed, " said Turjan, |aughing, as they started back to the house of
Pandel une.

2. MAZ|I R AN THE MAG Cl AN

DEEP I N t hought, Mazirian the Magician wal ked his garden. Trees fruited with
many i ntoxications overhung his path, and flowers bowed obsequiously as he
passed. An inch above the ground, dull as agates, the eyes of mandrakes
followed the tread of his bl ack-slippered feet. Such was Mazirian's
garden—three terraces growing with strange and wonderful vegetations. Certain
pl ants swam wi th changi ng iridescences; others held up bl oons pulsing Iike

sea- anenmones, purple, green, lilac, pink, yellow Here grew trees |ike feather
parasols, trees with transparent trunks threaded with red and yell ow vei ns,
trees with foliage like nmetal foil, each |eaf a different netal —opper

silver, blue tantalum bronze, green indium Here bloons |ike bubbles tugged
gently upward from gl azed green | eaves, there a shrub bore a thousand

pi pe- shaped bl ossons, each whistling softly to make rusic of the ancient

Earth, of the ruby-red sunlight, water seeping through black soil, the |anguid
wi nds. And beyond the roqual hedge the trees of the forest nade a tall wall of
nmystery. In this waning hour of Earth's life no man could count hinself
famliar with the glens, the gl ades, the dells and deeps, the secl uded

cl earings, the ruined pavilions, the sun-dappl ed pl easaunces, the gullys and
hei ghts, the various brooks, freshets, ponds, the neadows, thickets, brakes
and rocky outcrops.

Mazirian paced his garden with a brow frowning in thought. H's step was
slow and his arnms were cl enched behind his back. There was one who had brought
hi m puzzl enent, doubt, and a great desire: a delightful woman-creature who
dwelt in the woods. She cane to his garden hal f-1aughing and al ways wary,
riding a black horse with eyes like golden crystals. Many times had Mazirian
tried to take her; always her horse had borne her fromhis varied enticenents,
threats, and subterfuges.



Agoni zed screaning jarred the garden. Mazirian, hastening his step, found
a nmole chewing the stalk of a plant-aninmal hybrid. He killed the marauder, and
the screans subsided to a dull gasping. Mazirian stroked a furry |leaf and the
red mouth hissed in pleasure

Then: "K-k-k-k-k-k-k," spoke the plant. Mazirian stooped, held the rodent
to the red nouth. The nouth sucked, the snmall body slid into the
st omach- bl adder underground. The plant gurgled, eructated, and Mazirian
wat ched with satisfaction

The sun had swung low in the sky, so dimand red that the stars could be
seen. And now Mazirian felt a watching presence. It would be the worman of the
forest, for thus had she di sturbed himbefore. He paused in his stride,
feeling for the direction of the gaze.

He shouted a spell of imobilization. Behind himthe plant-aninml froze to
rigidity and a great green nmoth wafted to the ground. He whirled around. There
she was, at the edge of the forest, closer than ever she had approached
before. Nor did she nove as he advanced. Mazirian's young-old eyes shone. He
woul d take her to his nmanse and keep her in a prison of green glass. He would
test her brain with fire, with cold, with pain and with joy. She should serve
himwi th wine and nake the eighteen notions of allurenent by yell ow
| anp-1ight. Perhaps she was spying on him if so, the Magician would di scover
i medi ately, for he could call no man friend and had forever to guard his
gar den.

She was but twenty paces distant—then there was a thud and pound of bl ack
hooves as she wheel ed her mount and fled into the forest

The Magi ci an flung down his cloak in rage. She held a guard—a
counter-spell, a rune of protecti on—and al ways she canme when he was
ill-prepared to follow He peered into the nurky depths, glinpsed the wanness
of her body flitting through a shaft of red light, then black shade and she
was gone . . . WAs she a witch? Did she conme of her own volition, or—nore
i kel y—had an eneny sent her to deal himinquietude? If so, who m ght be
gui ding her? There was Prince Kandive the Gol den, of Kaiin, whom Mazirian had
bil ked of his secret of renewed youth. There was Azvan the Astrononer, there
was Turjan—hardly Turjan, and here Mazirian's face lit in a pleasing
recollection . .. He put the thought aside. Azvan, at |east, he could test He
turned his steps to his workshop, went to a table where rested a cube of clear
crystal, shimrering with a red and blue aureole. From a cabi net he brought a
bronze gong and a silver hanmmer. He tapped on the gong and the nell ow tone
sang through the room and out, away and beyond. He tapped agai n and agai n.
Suddenly Azvan's face shone fromthe crystal, beaded with pain and great
terror.

"Stay the strokes, Mazirian!" cried Azvan. "Strike no nore on the gong of
my lifel"

Mazi ri an paused, his hand poi sed over the gong. "Do you spy on ne, Azvan?
Do you send a wonman to regain the gong?"

"Not |, Master, not |I.l fear you too well."
"You nust deliver nme the woman, Azvan; | insist."
"I npossi ble, Master! | know not who or what she is!" Mazirian nmade as if

to strike. Azvan poured forth such a torrent of supplication that Mazirian
with a gesture of disgust threw down the hanmer and restored the gong to its
pl ace. Azvan's face drifted slowy away, and the fine cube of crystal shone
bl ank as before.

Mazirian stroked his chin. Apparently he nmust capture the girl hinself.
Later, when black night lay across the forest, he would seek through his books
for spells to guard himthrough the unpredictabl e gl ades. They woul d be
poi gnant corrosive spells, of such a nature that one woul d daunt the brain of
an ordinary man and two render himmad. Mazirian, by dint of stringent
exerci se, could enconpass four of the nost formidable, or six of the |esser
spel | s.

He put the project fromhis mnd and went to a long vat bathed in a fl ood
of green light. Under a wash of clear fluid lay the body of a man, ghastly



bel ow the green glare, but of great physical beauty. H's torso tapered from
wi de shoul ders through lean flanks to long strong | egs and arched feet; his
face was clean and cold with hard flat features. Dusty golden hair clung about
hi s head.

Mazirian stared at the thing, which he had cultivated froma single cell
It needed only intelligence, and this he knew not how to provide. Turjan of
Mir held the know edge, and Turjan—Mazirian glanced with a grim narrow ng of
the eyes at a trap in the floor—+efused to part with his secret.

Mazirian pondered the creature in the vat. It was a perfect body;
therefore m ght not the brain be ordered and pliant? He woul d di scover. He set
in mtion a device to draw off the liquid and presently the body lay stark to
the direct rays. Mazirian injected a minimof drug into the neck. The body
twi tched. The eyes opened, winced in the glare. Mazirian turned away the
pr oj ector.

Feebly the creature in the vat noved its arns and feet, as if unaware of
their use. Mazirian watched intently; perhaps he had stunmbled on the right
synthesis for the brain.

"Sit up!" commanded the Magician

The creature fixed its eyes upon him and refl exes joined nuscle to
muscle. It gave a throaty roar and sprang fromthe vat at Mazirian's throat.
In spite of Mazirian's strength it caught himand shook himlike a doll.

For all Mazirian's magi c he was hel pl ess. The mesmeric spell had been
expended, and he had none other in his brain. In any event he could not have
uttered the space-twisting syllables with that mndless clutch at his throat.

Hi s hand cl osed on the neck of a |eaden carboy. He swung and struck the
head of his creature, which slunped to the floor

Mazirian, not entirely dissatisfied, studied the glistening body at his
feet. The spinal coordination had functioned well. At his table he mxed a
white potion, and, lifting the gol den head, poured the fluid into the |ax
mout h. The creature stirred, opened its eyes, propped itself on its el bows.
The madness had left its face—but Mazirian sought in vain for the glimrer of
intelligence. The eyes were as vacant as those of a lizard.

The Magi ci an shook his head in annoyance. He went to the wi ndow and his
broodi ng profile was cut black against the oval panes . . . Turjan once nore?
Under, the most dire inquiry Turjan had kept his secret close. Mazirian's thin
mout h curved wyly. Perhaps if he inserted another angle in the passage ..

The sun had gone fromthe sky and there was dimmess in Mazirian's garden
H s white night-bl ossons opened and their captive gray moths fluttered from
bloomto bloom Mazirian pulled open the trap in the floor and descended stone
stairs. Down, down, down ... At |last a passage intercepted at right angles,
it with the yellow light of eternal |lanps. To the left were his fungus beds,
to the right a stout oak and iron door, |ocked with three | ocks. Down and
ahead the stone steps continued, dropping into blackness.

Mazi rian unl ocked the three | ocks, flung wi de the door. The roomwthin
was bare except for a stone pedestal supporting a gl ass-topped box. The box
nmeasured a yard on a side and was four or five inches high. Wthin the box—
actually a squared passageway, a run with four right angl es—noved two snal |
creatures, one seeking, the other evading. The predator was a small dragon
with furious red eyes and a nmonstrous fanged nouth. It waddl ed al ong the
passage on six splayed legs, twitching its tail as it went. The other stood
only half the size of the dragon—a strong-featured man, stark naked, with a
copper fillet binding his long black hair. He noved slightly faster than his
pursuer, which still kept relentless chase, using a neasure of craft,
speedi ng, doubling back, lurking at the angle in case the man should unwarily
step around. By holding hinmself continually alert, the man was able to stay
beyond the reach of the fangs. The man was Turjan, whom Mazirian by trickery
had captured several weeks before, reduced in size and thus inprisoned.

Mazirian watched with pleasure as the reptile sprang upon the nonentarily
rel axi ng man, who jerked hinself clear by the thickness of his skin. It was
time, Mazirian thought, to give both rest and nourishment. He dropped panel s



across the passage, separating it into halves, isolating man from beast. To
both he gave neat and panni ki ns of water.

Turjan slunped in the passage.

"Ah," said Mazirian, "you are fatigued. You desire rest?"

Turjan remained silent, his eyes closed. Tinme and the world had | ost
meaning for him The only realities were the gray passage and the intermnable
flight. At unknown intervals cane food and a few hours rest.

"Thi nk of the blue sky," said Mazirian, "the white stars, your castle Mir
by the river Derna; think of wandering free in the neadows."

The nuscles at Turjan's mouth twi tched.

"Consider, you mght crush the little dragon under your heel."

Turjan | ooked up. "I would prefer to crush your neck, Mzirian."

Mazirian was unperturbed. 'Tell ne, how do you invest your vat creatures
with intelligence? Speak, and you go free."

Turjan | aughed, and there was madness in his |aughter.

"Tell you? And then? You would kill nme with hot oil in a nonment."
Mazirian's thin nouth drooped petul antly.
"Wetched man, | know how to make you speak. If your nouth were stuffed,

waxed and seal ed, you woul d speak! Tonmorrow | take a nerve from your arm and
draw coarse cloth along its length."

The small Turjan, sitting with his |egs across the passageway, drank his
wat er and sai d not hi ng.

"Tonight," said Mazirian with studied mal evol ence, "I add an angl e and
change your run to a pentagon.”

Turj an paused and | ooked up through the glass cover at his eneny. Then he
slowy sipped his water. Wth five angles there would be less tinme to evade
the charge of the nonster, less of the hall in view fromone angle.

"Tormorrow, " said Mazirian, "you will need all your agility." But another
matter occurred to him He eyed Turjan specul atively. "Yet even this | spare
you if you assist me with another problem™

"What is your difficulty, febrile Mgician?"

' The i mage of a wonman-creature haunts ny brain, and | would capture her."
Mazirian's eyes went mi sty at the thought. "Late afternoon she cones to the
edge of my garden riding a great black horse—you know her, Turjan?"

"Not I, Mazirian." Turjan sipped his water

Mazirian continued. "She has sorcery enough to ward away Fel ojun's Second
Hypnotic Spell —er perhaps she has some protective rune. When | approach, she
flees into the forest."

"So then?" asked Turjan, nibbling the meat Mazirian had provided.

"Who may this woman be?" demanded Mazirian, peering down his |ong nose at
the tiny captive.

"How can | say?"

"I must capture her,’
spel | s?"

Turjan | ooked up, although he could see the Magician only indistinctly
t hrough the cover of gl ass.

"Rel ease me, Mazirian, and on ny word as a Chosen Hi erarch of the
Maram O, | will deliver you this girl."

"How woul d you do this?" asked the suspicious Mazirian

"Pursue her into the forest with ny best Live Boots and a headful of
spells.”

"You woul d fare no better than I," retorted the Magician. "I give you
freedom when | know t he synthesis of your vat-things. |I nyself will pursue the
womnan. "

Turjan | owered his head that the Mgician mght not read his eyes.

"And as for ne, Mazirian?" he inquired after a nmoment.

"I will treat with you when | return.”

"And if you do not return?"

Mazirian stroked his chin and smiled, revealing fine white teeth. "The
dragon coul d devour you now, if it were not for your cursed secret."

said Mazirian abstractedly: "Wat spells, what



The Magi cian clinbed the stairs. Mdnight found himin his study, poring
t hrough | eat her-bound tomes and untidy portfolios ... At one tine a thousand
or nore runes, spells, incantations, curses and sorceries had been known. The
reach of Grand Mt hol am-Ascol ais, the Ide of Kauchique, Al nery to the South,
the Land of the Falling Wall to the East-swarnmed with sorcerers of every
description, of whomthe chief was the Arch-Necromancer Phandaal. A hundred
spel I s Phandaal personally had formul at ed—+hough runmor said that denons
whi spered at his ear when he wought magic. Pontecilla the Pious, then ruler
of Grand Mt hol am put Phandaal to tornment, and after a terrible night, he
kill ed Phandaal and outl awed sorcery throughout the land. The w zards of G and
Mot hol am fl ed |i ke beetles under a strong light; the lore was di spersed and
forgotten, until now, at this dimtinme, with the sun dark, wilderness
obscuring Ascolais, and the white city Kaiin half in ruins, only a few nore
than a hundred spells remained to the know edge of man. O these, Mazirian had
access to seventy-three, and gradually, by stratagem and negotiation, was
securing the others.

Mazirian made a selection fromhis books and with great effort forced five
spel I's upon his brain: Phandaal's Gyrator, Felojun's Second Hypnotic Spell,
The Excellent Prismatic Spray, The Charm of Untiring Nourishnent, and the
Spell of the Omi potent Sphere. This acconplished, Mazirian drank w ne and
retired to his couch.

The foll owi ng day, when the sun hung low, Mazirian went to walk in his
garden. He had but short tinme to wait. As he | oosened the earth at the roots
of his noon-geraniuns a soft rustle and stanp told that the object of his
desire had appeared.

She sat upright in the saddle, a young woman of exquisite configuration
Mazirian slowy stooped, as not to startle her, put his feet into the Live
Boots and secured them above the knee.

He stood up. "Ho, girl," he cried, "you have conme again. Wiy are you here
of evenings? Do you admire the roses? They are vividly red because live red
bl ood flows in their petals. If today you do not flee, I will nake you the

gift of one."

Mazirian plucked a rose fromthe shuddering bush and advanced toward her
fighting the surge of the Live Boots. He had taken but four steps when the
worman dug her knees into the ribs of her mount and so plunged off through the
trees.

Mazirian allowed full scope to the life in his boots. They gave a great
bound, and another, and another, and he was off in full chase.

So Mazirian entered the forest of fable. On all sides nossy boles tw sted
up to support the high panoply of |eaves. At intervals shafts of sunshine
drifted through to lay carnine blots on the turf. In the shade |ong-stemed
flowers and fragile fungi sprang fromthe hunus; in this ebbing hour of Earth
nature was nild and rel axed.

Mazirian in his Live Boots bounded with great speed through the forest,
yet the black horse, running with no strain, stayed easily ahead.

For several |eagues the woman rode, her hair flying behind Iike a pennon
She | ooked back and Mazirian saw the face over her shoulder as a face in a
dream Then she bent forward; the gol den-eyed horse thundered ahead and soon
was |lost to sight. Mazirian followed by tracing the trail in the sod

The spring and drive began to | eave the Live Boots, for they had conme far
and at great speed. The nonstrous | eaps becane shorter and heavier, but the
strides of the horse, shown by the tracks, were also shorter and sl ower.
Presently Mazirian entered a nmeadow and saw the horse, riderless, cropping
grass. He stopped short. The entire expanse of tender herbiage |ay before him
The trail of the horse leading into the glade was clear, but there was no
trail |eaving. The worman therefore had di smounted sonewhere behi nd—how far he
had no neans of know ng. He wal ked toward the horse, but the creature shied
and bolted through the trees. Mazirian nade one effort to follow, and
di scovered that his Boots hung | ax and fl acci d—dead.

He ki cked them away, cursing the day and his ill-fortune. Shaking the



cloak free behind him a baleful tension shining on his face, he started back
along the trail.

In this section of the forest, outcroppings of black and green rock
basalt and serpentine, were frequent—forerunners of the crags over the River
Derna. On one of these rocks Mazirian saw a tiny man-thing nounted on a
dragon-fly. He had skin of a greenish cast; he wore a gauzy snock and carried
a lance twice his own |ength.

Mazi ri an stopped. The Twk-man | ooked down stolidly.

"Have you seen a woman of ny race passing by, Twk-nman?"

"I have seen such a woman," responded the Twk-man after a nonment of
del i berati on.

"Where may she be found?"

"What may | expect for the information?"

"Salt—as much as you can bear away."

The Twk-man flourished his lance. "Salt? No. Liane the Wayfarer provides
the chieftain Dandanflores salt for all the tribe."

Mazirian could surm se the services for which the bandit-troubadour paid
salt. The Twk-nen, flying fast on their dragon-flies, saw all that happened in
the forest

"Avial of oil fromny telanxis bl oons?"

"Cood," said the Twk-man. "Show ne the vial."

Mazirian did so.

"She left the trail at the lightning-blasted oak lying a little before
you. She made directly for the river valley, the shortest route to the |ake."

Mazirian laid the vial beside the dragon-fly and went off toward the river
oak. The Twk-man wat ched hi m go, then di smounted and | ashed the vial to the
undersi de of the dragon-fly, next to the skein of fine hair the woman had
given himthus to direct Mazirian

The Magi cian turned at the oak and soon discovered the trail over the dead
| eaves. A long open glade |lay before him sloping gently to the river. Trees
towered to either side and the | ong sundown rays steeped one side in blood,
left the other deep in black shadow. So deep was the shade that Mazirian did
not see the creature seated on a fallen tree; and he sensed it only as it
prepared to |l eap on his back

Mazirian sprang about to face the thing, which subsided again to sitting
posture. It was a Deodand, formed and featured |like a handsome man, finely
nmuscl ed, but with a dead black lusterless skin and long slit eyes.

"Ah, Mazirian, you roamthe woods far from hone," the black thing s soft
voi ce rose through the gl ade.

The Deodand, Mazirian knew, craved his body for meat. How had the girl
escaped? Her trail led directly past.

"I come seeking, Deodand. Answer ny questions, and | undertake to feed you
much flesh."”

The Deodand's eyes glinted, flitting over Mazirian's body. "You may in any
event, Mazirian. Are you with powerful spells today?"

"I am Tell ne, how long has it been since the girl passed? Wnt she fast,
sl ow, alone or in conpany? Answer, and | give you neat at such tine as you
desire.”

The Deodand's lips curled nmockingly. "Blind Magician! She has not left the
gl ade." He pointed, and Mazirian followed the direction of the dead bl ack arm
But he jumped back as the Deodand sprang. From his nouth gushed the syllables
of Phandaal's Gyrator Spell. The Deodand was jerked off his feet and flung
high in the air, where he hung whirling, high and | ow, faster and slower, up
to the tree-tops, lowto the ground. Mazirian watched with a half-smle. After
a nonent he brought the Deodand | ow and caused the rotations to slacken

"WIl you die quickly or slow?" asked Mazirian. "Help me and | kill you
at once. Ot herw se you shall rise high where the pelgrane fly."

Fury and fear choked the Deodand.

"May dark Thial spike your eyes! May Kraan hold your living brain in
acidl!"™ And it added such charges that Mazirian felt forced to nmutter



count er cur ses.

"Up then," said Mazirian at last, with a wave of his hand. The bl ack
spraw i ng body jerked hi gh above the tree-tops to revolve slowy in the
crimson bask of setting sun. In a nonent a nottled bat-shaped thing with
hooked snout swept close and its beak tore the black | eg before the crying
Deodand could kick it away. Another and another of the shapes flitted across
the sun.

"Down, Mazirian!" cane the faint call. "I tell what | know "

Mazi rian brought himclose to earth.

"She passed al one before you cane. | made to attack her but she repelled
me with a handful of thyle-dust. She went to the end of the gl ade and t ook the
trail to the river. This trail |eads also past the lair of Thrang. So is she
lost, for he will sate hinself on her till she dies."

Mazirian rubbed his chin. "Had she spells with her?"

"I know not. She will need strong nagic to escape the denon Thrang."

"I's there anything else to tell?"

" Not hi ng. "

"Then you may die." And Mazirian caused the creature to revolve at ever
greater speed, faster and faster, until there was only a blur. A strangled
wai | i ng came and presently the Deodand's frame parted. The head shot like a
bull et far down the gl ade; arns, legs, viscera flewin all directions.

Mazirian went his way. At the end of the glade the trail |ed steeply down
| edges of dark green serpentine to the River Derna. The sun had set and shade
filled the valley Mazirian gained the riverside and set off downstreamto ward
a far shimrer known as Sanra Water, the Lake of Dreans.

An evil odor cane to the air, a stink of putrescence and filth. Mzirian
went ahead nore cautiously, for the lair of Thrang the ghoul -bear was near
and in the air was the feel of nagic—strong brutal sorcery his own nore subtle
spel s might not contain.

The sound of voices reached him the throaty tones of Thrang and gaspi ng
cries of terror. Mazirian stepped around a shoul der of rock, inspected the
origin of the sounds.

Thrang's lair was an alcove in the rock, where a fetid pile of grass and
skins served himfor a couch. He had built a rude pen to cage three wonen,

t hese wearing many brui ses on their bodies and the effects of much horror on
their faces. Thrang had taken themfromthe tribe that dwelt in silk-hung
barges al ong the | ake-shore. Now they watched as he struggled to subdue the
worman he had just captured. Hi s round gray nan's face was contorted and he
tore away her jerkin with his human hands. But she held away the great
sweating body with an amazing dexterity. Mazirian's eyes narrowed. Magic,
magi c!

So he stood watching, considering howto destroy Thrang with no harmto
t he woman. But she spied himover Thrang's shoul der

"See," she panted, "Mzirian has come to kill you."

Thrang tw sted about. He saw Mazirian and cane charging on all fours,
venting roars of wild passion. Mazirian |l ater wondered if the ghoul had cast
some sort of spell, for a strange paralysis strove to bind his brain. Perhaps
the spell lay in the sight of Thrang's raging graywhite face, the great arns
thrust out to grasp.

Mazirian shook off the spell, if such it were, and uttered a spell of his
own, and all the valley was lit by stream ng darts of fire, lashing in from
all directions to split Thrang's blundering body in a thousand pl aces. This
was the Excellent Prismatic Spray—any-col ored stabbing lines. Thrang was dead
al nost at once, purple blood flow ng fromcountless hol es where the radi ant
rain had pierced him

But Mazirian heeded little. The girl had fled. Mazirian saw her white form
running along the river toward the | ake, and took up the chase, heedl ess of
the piteous cries of the three wonen in the pen

The | ake presently lay before him a great sheet of water whose further
rimwas but dimy visible. Mazirian came down to the sandy shore and stood



seeki ng across the dark face of Sanra Water, the Lake of Dreans. Deep night
with only a verge of afterglow ruled the sky, and stars glistened on the
snoot h surface. The water lay cool and still, tideless as all Earth's waters
had been since the nbon had departed the sky.

VWere was the wonman? There, a pale white form quiet in the shadow across
the river. Mazirian stood on the riverbank, tall and conmandi ng, a |ight
breeze ruffling the cloak around his |egs.

"Ho, girl," he called. "It is |, Mzirian, who saved you from Thrang. Cone
close, that | may speak to you."
"At this distance | hear you well, Magician," she replied. 'The cl oser

approach the farther I must flee."
"Why then do you flee? Return with me and you shall be m stress of many
secrets and hold rmuch power."

She | aughed. "If | wanted these, Mazirian, would | have fled so far?"
"Who are you then that you desire not the secrets of nagic?"
"To you, Mazirian, | am nanel ess, lest you curse me. Now | go where you

may not cone." She ran down the shore, waded slowy out till the water circled
her wai st, then sank out of sight. She was gone.

Mazi ri an paused indecisively. It was not good to use so nmany spells and
t hus shear hinself of power. Wiat m ght exist below the | ake? The sense of
qui et magi c was there, and though he was not at enmity with the Lake Lord,
ot her beings mght resent a trespass. However, when the figure of the girl did
not break the surface, he uttered the Charmof Untiring Nourishnment and
entered the cool waters.

He pl unged deep through the Lake of Dreans, and as he stood on the bottom
his lungs at ease by virtue of the charm he narveled at the fey place he had
cone upon. |Instead of blackness a green light glowed everywhere and the water
was but little less clear than air. Plants undulated to the current and with
them noved the | ake flowers, soft with blossons of red, blue and yellow. In
and out swam | arge-eyed fish of many shapes.

The bottom dropped by rocky steps to a wide plain where trees of the
under| ake fl oated up from sl ender stalks to el aborate fronds and purple
water-fruits, and so till the msty wet distance veiled all. He saw t he woman,
a white water nynmph now, her hair |ike dark fog. She hal f-swam half-ran
across the sandy floor of the water-world, occasionally |ooking back over her
shoul der. Mazirian canme after, his cloak stream ng out behind.

He drew nearer to her, exulting. He rmust punish her for |eading himso far

The ancient stone stairs below his work-room | ed deep and at |ast opened
into chanbers that grew ever vaster as one went deeper. Mazirian had found a
rusted cage in one of these chanmbers. A week or two | ocked in the blackness
woul d curb her wllful ness. And once he had dw ndled a wormran small as his
thunb and kept her in a little glass bottle with two buzzing flies

A ruined white tenple showed through the green. There were nany col umms,
some toppled, some still upholding the pedi nent. The woman entered the great
portico under the shadow of the architrave. Perhaps she was attenpting to
elude him he rmust follow closely. The white body glimrered at the far end of
t he nave, swi mm ng now over the rostrumand into a semi-circular al cove
behi nd.

Mazirian followed as fast as he was able, half-sw mrng, half-walking
t hrough the sol etm di mmess. He peered across the nurk. Smaller colums here
precariously upheld a done from which the keystone had dropped. A sudden fear
snote him then realization as he saw the flash of novenent from above. On all
sides the colums toppled in, and an aval anche of marble bl ocks tunbled at his
head. He junped frantically back.

The commoti on ceased, the white dust of the ancient nortar drifted away.
On the pedinment of the main tenple the woman kneel ed on sl ender knees, staring
down to see how well she had killed Mazirian

She had failed. Two colums, by sheerest |uck, had crashed to either side
of him and a slab had protected his body fromthe bl ocks. He noved his head
pai nfully. Through a chink in the tunbled marble he could see the woman,



| eaning to discern his body. So she would kill hinf? He, Mazirian, who had
already lived nore years than he could easily reckon? So much nore woul d she
hate and fear himlater. He called his charm the Spell of the Owmi potent
Sphere. A filmof force formed around his body, expanding to push aside al
that resisted. Wien the marble ruins had been thrust back, he destroyed the
sphere, regained his feet, and gl ared about for the wonman. She was al nost out
of sight, behind a brake of |ong purple kelp, clinmbing the slope to the shore.
Wth all his power he set out in pursuit.

T sain dragged herself up on the beach. Still behind her came Mzirian the
Magi ci an, whose power had defeated each of her plans. The nmenory of his face
passed before her and she shivered. He nust not take her now.

Fati gue and despair slowed her feet. She had set out with but two spells,
the Charmof Untiring Nourishment and a spell affording strength to her arms —
the last pernmitting her to hold off Thrang and tunble the tenple upon
Mazi ri an. These were exhausted; she was bare of protection; but, on the other
hand, Mazirian could have nothing left.

Per haps he was ignorant of the vanpire-weed. She ran up the slope and
stood behind a patch of pale, w nd-beaten grass. And now Mazirian cane from
the | ake, a spare formvisible against the shimer of the water

She retreated, keeping the innocent patch of grass between them If the
grass failed —her mind quailed at the thought of what she must do.

Mazirian strode into the grass. The sickly blades becane sinew fingers.
They twi ned about his ankles, holding himin an unbreakable grip, while others
sought to find his skin.

So Mazirian chanted his |ast spell —the incantation of paralysis, and the
vanmpire grass grew lax and slid linply to earth. T sain watched with dead
hope. He was now cl ose upon her, his cloak flapping behind. Had he no
weakness? Did not his fibers ache, did not his breath come short? She whirled
and fled across the neadow, toward a grove of black trees. Her skin chilled at
t he deep shadows, the sonmber frames. But the thud of the Magician's feet was
[ oud. She plunged into the dread shade. Before all in the grove awoke she mnust
go as far as possible.

Snap! A thong | ashed at her. She continued to run. Another and another—she
fell. Another great whip and another beat at her. She staggered up, and on
hol di ng her arms before her face. Snap! The flails whistled through the air,
and the last blow twi sted her around. So she saw Mazirian

He fought. As the blows rained on him he tried to seize the whi ps and
break them But they were supple and springy beyond his powers, and jerked
away to beat at himagain. Infuriated by his resistance, they concentrated on
t he unfortunate Magician, who foaned and fought with transcendent fury, and
T sain was pernmtted to craw to the edge of the grove with her life.

She | ooked back in awe at the expression of Mazirian's lust for life. He
staggered about in a cloud of whips, his furious obstinate figure dinly
sil houetted. He weakened and tried to flee, and then he fell. The bl ows pelted
at him —en his head, shoulders, the long legs. He tried to rise but fell back

T sain closed her eyes in |lassitude. She felt the bl ood oozing from her
broken flesh. But the nost vital mssion yet remai ned. She reached her feet,
and reelingly set forth. For a long time the thunder of many bl ows reached her
ears.

Mazirian's garden was surpassingly beautiful by night. The star-bl ossons
spread wi de, each of magic perfection, and the captive hal f-vegetabl e noths
fl ew back and forth. Phosphorescent water-lilies floated |ike charm ng faces
on the pond and the bush whi ch Mazirian had brought fromfar Alnery in the
south tinctured the air with sweet fruity perfune.

T sai n, weaving and gaspi nhg, now came gropi ng through the garden. Certain
of the flowers awoke and regarded her curiously. The hal f-animal hybrid
sleepily chittered at her, thinking to recognize Mazirian's step. Faintly to
be heard was the wi stful mnusic of the blue-cupped flowers singing of ancient
ni ghts when a white nmoon swamthe sky, and great storns and cl ouds and thunder
rul ed the seasons.



T' sai n passed unheedi ng. She entered Mazirian's house, found the workroom
where gl owed the eternal yellow | anps. Mazirian's gol den-haired vat-thing sat
up suddenly and stared at her with his beautiful vacant eyes.

She found Mazirian's keys in the cabinet, and managed to cl aw open the
trap door. Here she slunped to rest and let the pink gl oom pass from her eyes.
Vi si ons began to conme—Mazirian, tall and arrogant, stepping out to kil
Thrang; the strange-hued fl owers under the |ake; Mzirian, his magic |ost,
fighting the whips . . . She was brought fromthe half-trance by the vat-thing
timdly funbling with her hair.

She shook hersel f awake, and hal f-wal ked, half-fell down the stairs. She
unl ocked the thrice-bound door, thrust it open with alnmost the | ast desperate
urge of her body. She wandered in to clutch at the pedestal where the
gl ass-topped box stood and Turjan and the dragon were playing their desperate
gane. She flung the glass crashing to the floor, gently lifted Turjan out and
set hi m down.

The spell was disrupted by the touch of the rune at her wist, and Turjan
became a man again. He | ooked aghast at the nearly unrecognizable T sain.

She tried to smle up at him

"Turjan—you are free—=

"And Mazirian?"

"He is dead." She slunped wearily to the stone floor and lay linp. Turjan
surveyed her with an odd enotion in his eyes.

"T" sain, dear creature of ny mnd," he whispered, "nore noble are you than
I, who used the only life you knew for nmy freedom™

He Iifted her body in his arns.

"But | shall restore you to the vats. Wth your brain | build another
T sain, as lovely as you. W go."

He bore her up the stone stairs.

3. TSAS

T SAIS CAME riding fromthe grove. She checked her horse at the verge as if in
i ndeci si on, and sat | ooking across the shimering pastel meadow toward the
river . . . She stirred her knees and the horse proceeded across the turf.

She rode deep in thought, and overhead the sky rippled and cross-rippl ed,
like a vast expanse of windy water, in trenmendous shadows from horizon to
hori zon. Light from above, worked and refracted, flooded the land with a
t housand col ors, and thus, as T sais rode, first a green beam flashed on her
then ultramarine, and topaz and ruby red, and the | andscape changed in simlar
timngs and subtlety.

T sais closed her eyes to the shifting Iights. They rasped her nerves,
confused her vision. The red glared, the green stifled, the blues and purples
hinted at nysteries beyond know edge. It was as if the entire universe had
been expressly designed with an eye to jarring her, provoking her to fury.

A butterfly with wings patterned like a precious rug flitted by, and T sais
made to strike at it with her rapier. She restrained herself with great
effort; for T sais was of a passionate nature and not given to restraint. She
| ooked down at the flowers bel ow her horse's feet—pal e daisies, blue-bells,
Judas- creeper, orange sunbursts. No nore would she stanp themto pulp, rend
themfromtheir roots. It had been suggested to her that the flaw lay not in
the universe but in herself. Swallow ng her vast enmity toward the butterfly
and the flowers and the changing lights of the sky, she continued across the
nmeadow.

A bank of dark trees rose above her, and beyond were clunps of rushes and
the gl eam of water, all changing in hue as the Iight changed in the sky. She
turned and followed the river bank to the | ong | ow manse.

She di snounted, wal ked slowy to the door of black snmoky wood, which bore



the i mage of a sardonic face. She pulled at the tongue and inside a bel
tolled. There was no reply. "Pandelune!" she called. Presently there was a
nmuf fl ed answer: "Enter." She pushed open the door and cane into a

hi gh-ceilinged room bare except for a padded settee, a dimtapestry.

"What is your wi sh?" The voice, mellow and of an illinitable nelancholy,
cane from beyond the wall
"Pandel ume, today | have learned that killing is evil, and further that ny

eyes trick me, and that beauty is where | see only harsh |ight and evil
forns."

For a period Pandel unme maintained a silence; then the nuffled voice cane,
replying to the inmplicit plea for know edge.

"That is, for the nost part, true. Living creatures, if nothing else, have
the right to life. It is their only truly precious possession, and the

stealing of life is a wicked theft. ... As for the other, the fault is not
with you. Beauty lies everywhere free to be seen by all by all except you. For
this | feel sorrow, for |I created you. | built your primal cell; | stanped the
strings of life with the pattern of your body and brain. And in spite of ny
craft | erred, so that when you clinbed fromthe vat, | found that | had
nol ded a flaw into your brain; that you saw ugliness in beauty, evil in good.
True ugliness, true evil you have never seen, for in Enbelyon there is nothing
wi cked or foul . . . Should you be so unfortunate to encounter these, | fear
for your brain."

"Cannot you change ne?" cried T sais. "You are a magician. Must | live ny

life out blind to joy?"

The shadow of a sigh penetrated the wall

"I am a magician i ndeed, with know edge of every spell yet devised, the
sl ei ght of runes, incantations, designs, exorcisnms, talisnmans. | am Master
Mat hemati ci an, the first since Phandaal, yet | can do nothing to your brain
wi t hout destroying your intelligence, your personality, your soul—for | am no

god. A god may will things to existence; | nmust rely on magic, the spells
whi ch vibrate and twi st space."
Hope faded from T sais' eyes. "I wish to go to Earth," she said presently.

"The sky of Earth is a steady blue, and a red sun noves over the horizons.
tire of Enbelyon where there is no voice but yours."

"Earth," mused Pandel unme. "A dim place, ancient beyond know edge. Once it
was a tall world of cloudy nountains and bright rivers, and the sun was a
white blazing ball. Ages of rain and wi nd have beaten and rounded the granite,
and the sun is feeble and red. The continents have sunk and risen. A nmillion
cities have lifted towers, have fallen to dust. In place of the old peoples a
few t housand strange souls live. There is evil on Earth, evil distilled by
time. . . . Earth is dying and in its twilight..." he paused

T sais said doubtfully: "Yet | have heard Earth is a place of beauty, and
| woul d know beauty, even though |I die."

"How wi | | you know beauty when you see it?"

"Al'l human bei ngs know beauty . . . AmI| not human?"

"Of course.”

"Then | will find beauty, and perhaps even— T sais faltered over the

word, so alien was it to her mind, yet so full of disturbing inplication

Pandel ume was silent. At |ast:

"You shall go if you wish. | will aid you as | may. | will give you runes
to ward you fromnmagic; | will strike life into your sword; and | will give
you advice, which is this: Beware of nen, for nen | oot beauty to sate their
lust. Permit intimacy to none ... | will give you a bag of jewels, which are
riches on Earth. Wth these you may attain nmuch. Yet, again, show them
nowhere, for certain nen will slay for a copper bit."

A heavy silence canme, a weight was gone fromthe air.

"Pandel ume, " called T sais softly. There was no reply.

After a nonment Pandel une returned, and the sense of his presence reached
to her mnd.

“I'n a nonent, "'

he said, "you may enter this room"



T sais waited a period; then, as she was bid, entered the next room

"On the bench to the left," came Pandel unme's voice, "you will find an
anmulet and a little sack of genms. Clasp this amul et upon your wist; it wll
reflect magic intended evilly against himwho utters the spell. This is a nost

powerful rune; guard it well."

T sai s obeyed, and tied the jewels inside her sash

"Lay your sword upon this bench, stand upon the rune in the floor and
cl ose your eyes tightly. | rnmust enter the room | charge you, do not attenpt
to see me—for there are terrible consequences."

T sais discarded her sword, stood upon the nmetal rune, |ocked her eyes.
She heard a slow step, heard the clink of netal, then a high intense
shrilling, dying slowy.

"Your sword lives," said Pandelume, and his voi ce sounded strangely | oud,
coming fromso near. "It will kill your enemies with intelligence. Reach your
hand and take it."

T sais sheathed her slimrapier, now warm and qui veri ng.

"Where on Earth will you go?" asked Pandel unme. "To the |and of nen, or to
the great ruined wildernesses?"

"To Ascolais,"” said T'sais, for the one who had told her of beauty had
spoken of this |and.

"As you w sh," said Pandel ume. "Now hark! If you ever seek to return to
Enbel yon—

"No," said T'sais. "I would rather die."

"Pl ease yourself in that regard.”

T sais renained silent.

"Now I will touch you. You will be dizzy a nonent—and then you will open
your eyes on Earth. It is alnmost night, and terrible things rove the dark. So
seek shelter quickly."

In high excitenent T'sais felt the touch of Pandel une. There was a
wavering in her brain, a swift unthinkable flight . . . Strange soil was under
her feet, strange air at her face with a sharper tang. She opened her eyes.

The | andscape was strange and new. There was a dark blue sky, an ancient
sun. She stood in a neadow, encircled by tall gloomy trees. These trees were
unli ke the cal mgiants of Enbel yon; these were dense and broodi ng, and the
shadows were enigmatic. Nothing in sight, nothing of Earth was raw or
harsh—the ground, the trees, the rock | edge protruding fromthe neadow, al
t hese had been worked upon, snoothed, aged, nellowed. The light fromthe sun
t hough dim was rich, and i nvested every object of the Iand, the rocks, the
trees, the quiet grasses and flowers, with a sense of |ore and ancient
recol | ection.

A hundred paces distant rose the nmossy ruins of a long-tunbled castelry.
The stones were bl ackened now by |ichens, by snoke, by age; grass grew rank
t hrough the rubbl e—the whole a weird picture in the long |light of sunset.

T sais slowy approached. Sone of the walls yet were standing, stone on
weat hered stone, the nortar |ong since dissolved. She noved wonderingly around
a great effigy, moul dered, chipped, cracked, alnost entirely buried; puzzled a
nmonent at the characters carved in the base. Wde-eyed she stared at what
remai ned of the visage —eruel eyes, sneering nouth, a nose broken off. T sais
shuddered faintly. There was nothing here for her; she turned to go.

A laugh, high-pitched, gleeful, rang across the clearing. T sais, mndful
of Pandelunme's warnings, waited in a dark recess. Myvenrent flickered between
the trees; a man and woman lurched into the failing sunlight; then canme a
young man treading light as air, singing and whistling. He held a light sword,
whi ch he used to prod the two, who were bound.

They halted before the ruins, close by T sais, and she could see the
faces. The bound nman was a thin-faced wetch with a ragged red beard and eyes
darting and desperate; the woman was short and plunp. Their captor was Liane
the Wayfarer. H s brown hair waved softly, his features noved in charm and
flexibility. He had gol den-hazel eyes, large and beautiful, never still. He
wore red | eather shoes with curled tops, a suit of red and green, a green



cl oak, and a peaked hat with a red feather. T sais watched w thout

conpr ehensi on. The three were equally vile, of sticky blood, red pul p, inner
filth. Liane seermed slightly |ess ignoble-he was the nost agile, the npst
elegant. And T sais watched with little interest.

Li ane deftly threw | oops around the ankles of man and wonan and pushed
themso that they fell anong the flints. The man groaned softly, the wonman
fell to whinpering.

Li ane made a gay flourish of his hat and sprang away to the ruins. Not
twenty feet fromT sais he slid aside a stone in the ancient flags, cane forth
with tinder and flint, and kindled a fire. Fromhis pouch he took a bit of
meat, which he toasted and ate daintily, sucking his fingers. No word had yet
passed. Liane at |ast stood up, stretched, and glanced at the sky. The sun was
droppi ng bel ow the dark wall of trees, and already blue shadows filled the
gl ade.

"To business,"” cried Liane. H's voice was shrill and clear as the call of
a flute. "First," and he made a sol enmly waggi sh gesture, "I nust assure that
our revel ations are weighted with soberness and truth."

He ducked into his lair under the flags and brought forth four stout
staffs. He laid one of these across the thighs of the man, passed the second
across this, through the crotch of his captive's legs, so that with slight
effort he could crush down at the thighs and up at the small of the back. He
tested his device and crowed as the man cried out. He adjusted a simlar
arrangenent upon the wonan. T' sais watched in perplexity. Evidently the young
man was preparing to cause his captives pain. Was this a custom of Earth? But
how was she to judge, she who knew nothing of good or evil?

"Liane! Liane!" cried the man. "Spare ny wife! She knows nothing! Spare
her, and you nmay have all | possess, and | serve you ny lifetinel"

"Ho!" laughed Liane, and the feather of his cap quivered. "Thank you,

t hank you for your offer—but Liane wants no faggots of wood, no turnips. Liane
likes silk and gold, the gl eam of daggers, the sounds a girl nakes in |ove. So
t hank you—but | seek the brother of your wife, and when your w fe chokes and
screans, you will tell where he hides.

To T' sais the scene began to assune neaning. The two captives were
concealing information the young man desired; hence he would hurt them unti
in desperation they did as he asked. A clever artifice, one which she would
hardl y have thought of herself.

"Now, " said Liane, "I must ensure that lies are not artfully nmingled into
the truth. You see," he confided, "when one is under tornent, he is too
di straught to invent, to fabricate—and hence speaks naught but exactness." He
snatched a brand fromthe fire, wedged it between the man's bound ankl es, and
instantly leapt to ply the torture | ever upon the woman.

"I know not hi ng, Liane!" babbled the man. "I know not hi ng—eh, indeed!"

Li ane stood away with dissatisfaction. The wonman had fainted. He snatched
the brand away fromthe man and flung it pettishly into the bl aze.

"What a nuisance!" he said, but presently his good spirits reasserted
t hensel ves. "Ah well, we have nuch time." He stroked his pointed chin.

"Perhaps you speak truth,"” he nused. "Perhaps your good wi fe shall be the
informant after all." He revived her with slaps and an aromatic which he held
under her nose. She stared at himnunbly, her face tw sted and bl oat ed.
"Attend," said Liane. "I enter the second phase of the question. | reason, |
think, | theorize. | say, perhaps the husband does not know where he whom I
seek has fled, perhaps the wife al one knows."

The woman's nout h opened slightly. "He is nmy brother—pl ease—=

"Ah! So you know!" cried Liane in delight, and strode back and forth
before the fire. "Ah, you know W renew the trial. Now attend. Wth this
staff | make jelly of your man's |legs, and bring his spine up through his
st omach—unl ess you speak." He set about his task

"Say not hi ng— gasped the man, and | apsed into pain. The woman cursed,
sobbed, pleaded. At last: "I tell, I tell you all!" she cried. "Dellare has
gone to Efred!"



Li ane relaxed his efforts. "Efred. So. In the Land of the Falling Wall."
He pursed his lips. "It mght be true. But | disbelieve. You rmust tell me once
nore, under the influence of the truth-evoker." And he brought a brand from
the fire and adjusted it at her ankles—and set to work on the man once nore.
The woman spoke not.

"Speak, woman," snarled Liane, panting. "I amin perspiration with this
wor k. " The woman spoke not. Her eyes were wi de, and stared gl assily upwards.

"She is dead!" cried her husband. "Dead! My wife is dead! Ah—-tiane, you

denon, you foul ness!" he screamed. "I curse you! by Thial, by Kraan— His
voi ce quavered into high-pitched hysteria.

T sais was disturbed. The wonan was dead. Was not killing w cked? So
Pandel ume had said. If the woman were good, as the bearded man had said, then
Li ane was evil. Things of blood and filth all, of course. Still, it was vile,
hurting a live thing till it died.

Knowi ng not hi ng of fear, she stepped out from her hiding place and
advanced into the fire-light. Liane | ooked up and sprang back. But the
i ntruder was a slender girl of passionate beauty. He carol ed, he danced.

"Wl come, welcone!" He glared in distaste at the bodies on the ground.
"Unpl easant; we mnust ignore them" He flung his cloak back, ogled her with his
| um nous hazel eyes, strutted toward her |ike a pluned cock

"You are lovely, ny dear, and |+ amthe perfect man; so you shall see."

T sais laid her hand on her rapier, and it sprang out by itself. Liane
| eapt back, alarmed by the blade and |ikew se by the bl aze which gl owed deep
fromthe warped brain.

"What nmeans this? Cone, cone," he fretted. "Put away your steel. It is
sharp and hard. You nust lay it away. | ama kind man, but | brook no
annoyance. "

T sais stood over the prone bodies. The man | ooked up at her feverishly.
The woman stared at the dark sky.

Li ane sprang forward, planning to clasp her while her attention was
di stracted. The rapier sprang up by itself, darted forward, pierced the agile
body.

Li ane the Wayfarer sank to his knees coughing blood. T sais pulled away
the rapier, w ped the bl ood on the gay green cl oak, and sheathed it wth
difficulty. It wished to stab, to pierce, to kill

Li ane | ay unconscious. T sais turned away, sick. A thin voice reached her
"Rel ease ne—=

T sais considered, then she cut the bonds. The man stunbled to his wife,
stroked her, flung off the bonds, called to her uplifted face. There was no
answer. He sprang erect in madness and howed into the night. Raising the [inp
formin his arns he stunbled off into the darkness, lurching, falling, cursing

T sais shivered. She glanced fromthe prone Liane to the bl ack forest
where the flickering circle of the firelight failed to reach. Slowy, wth
many backward gl ances, she left the tunmbled ruins, the meadow. The bl eeding
figure of Liane remained by the dying fire.

The glimrer of flame waned, was lost in the darkness. T sais groped her
way between the | oomi ng trunks; and the nurk was magnified by the twist in her
brai n. There never had been night in Enbelyon, only an opal escent di ming. So
T sais continued down the sighing forest courses, stifled, weighed, yet
oblivious to the things she m ght have net—the Deodands, the pel grane, the
prow ing erbs (creatures m xed of beasts, man and denon) the gids, who |eaps
twenty feet across the turf and cl asped thensel ves to their victins.

T sai s went unnol ested, and presently reached the edge of the forest. The
ground rose, the trees thinned, and T sais cone out on an illimtable dark
expanse. This was Mydavna Mor, a place of history, a tract which had borne
the tread of many feet and absorbed nuch bl ood. At one fanous sl aughtering,
ol i ckan Kodek the Conqueror had herded here the popul ati ons of two great
cities, G Vasan and Bauti ku, constricted themin a circle three mles across,
gradual |y pushed themtighter, tighter, tighter, panicked themtoward the



center within his flapping-arnmed sub-hunman cavalry, until at |ast he had

achi eved a gigantic squirmng mound, half a thousand feet high, a pyramd of
screamng flesh. It is said that Golickan Kodek rmused ten minutes at his
nmonurrent, then turned and rode his boundi ng nount back to the | and of Laidenur
from whence he had cone.

The ghosts of the ancient popul ati ons had pal ed and di ssol ved and Mbdavna
Moor was |less stifling than the forest. Bushes grew like blots fromthe
ground. A line of rocky crags at the horizon jutted sharp against a faint
violet afterglow. T sais picked her way across the turf, relieved that the sky
was open above. A few minutes |ater she canme to an ancient road of stone slab
cracked and broken, bordered by a ditch where | um nous star-shaped fl owers
grew. A wind cane sighing off the noor to danpen her face with m st. She went
wearily down the road. No shelter was visible, and the w nd whi pped coldly at
her cl oak.

A rush of feet, a tunble of shapes, and T sais was struggling against hard
graspi ng hands. She fought for her rapier, but her arnms were pinioned.

One struck a light, fired a torch, to examine his prize. T sais saw three
bearded, scarred rogues of the noor; they wore gray pandy-suits, stained and
foul ed by mud and filth.

"Why, it's a handsome maid!" said one, |eering.

"I'l'l seek about her for silver," said another and slid his hands with

evil intimcy over T sais' body. He found the sack of jewels, and turned them
into his palm a trickle of hundred-colored fire. "Mark these! The wealth of
princes!"

"Or sorcerers!" said another. And in sudden doubt they relaxed their
hol ds. But still she could not reach her rapier

"Who are you, woman of the night?" asked one with sone respect. "A witch
to have such jewels, and wal k Mbdavna Moor al one?"

T sais had neither wit nor experience to inprovise fal sehood.

"I amno witch! Rel ease me, you stinking animals!"

"No witch? Then what manner of woman are you? Wience do you conme?"

"I am T sais, of Enbelyon," she cried angrily. "Pandel une created ne, and
| seek |l ove and beauty on Earth. Now drop your hands, for | would go ny way!"

The first rogue chortled. "Ho, ho! Seeking |love and beauty! You have
achi eved somet hing of your quest, girl—for while we | ads are no beauties, to
be sure, Tagman being covered with scab and Lasard | acking his teeth and
ears—still we have rmuch | ove, hey, lads? W will show you as nmuch | ove as you
desire! Hey, |ads?"

And in spite of T'sais horrified outcries, they dragged her across the
noor to a stone cabin.

They entered, and one kindled a roaring fire, while two stripped T sais
of her rapier and flung it in a corner. They | ocked the door with a great iron
key, and rel eased her. She sprang for her sword, but a buffet sent her to the
foul floor.

"May that quiet you, fiend-cat!" panted Tagman. "You shoul d be happy," and

they renewed their banter. "Admtted we are not beauties, yet we will show you
all the Iove you may wish."
T sais crouched in a corner. "I know not what love is," she panted. "In

any event | want none of yours!"

"I's it possible?" they crowed. "You are yet innocent?" And T sais |istened
with eyes glazing as they proceeded to describe in evil detail their concept
of | ove.

T sais sprang fromher corner in a frenzy, kicking, beating her fists at
t he noor-nen. And when she had been flung into her corner, bruised and
hal f - dead, the nen brought out a great cask of mead, to fortify thensel ves for
their pl easure.

Now t hey cast lots as to who should be the first to enjoy the girl. The
i ssue was declared, and here an altercation arose, two claimng that he who
won had cheated. Angry words evol ved, and as T sais watched, dazed in horror
beyond the concept of a normal mind, they fought like bulls in a rut, with



great curses, mghty blows. T sais crept to her rapier, and as it felt her
touch, it lofted into the air like a bird. It lunged itself into the fight,
draggi ng T' sais behind. The three shouted hoarsely, the steel flickered—n,
out, faster than the eye. Cries, groans—and three sprawl ed on the earthen
floor, gaping-nouthed corpses. T sais found the key, unlocked the door, fled
madl y t hrough the night.

She ran over the dark and wi ndy moor, across the road, stunbled into the
ditch, dragged herself up the cold nmuddy bank and sank on her knees . . . This
was Earth! She remenbered Enbel yon, where the nost evil things were flowers
and butterflies. She renenbered how these had aroused her hate.

Enbel yon was | ost, renounced. And T sais wept.

A rustling in the heather aroused her. Aghast she lifted her head,
listened. What new outrage to her m nd? The sinister sounds again, as of
cautious footfalls. She searched the darkness in terror

A black figure stole into her sight, creeping along the ditch. In the
light of the fireflies she saw hi ma Deodand, wandered fromthe forest, a
hairl ess man-thing with charcoal -bl ack skin, a handsone face, marred and nade
denoni ac by two fangs gl eaning | ong, sharp and white down his lip. It was clad
in a leather harness, and its long slit eyes were fastened hungrily on T sais.
He sprang at her with an exulting cry.

T sais stunbled clear, fell, snatched herself up. Wailing, she fled across
the noor, insensible to scratching furze, tearing thorn. The Deodand bounded
after, venting eerie noans.

Over noor, turf, hunmock, briar and brook, across the dark wastes went the
chase, the girl fleeing with eyes starting and staring into nothing, the
pursuer uttering his w stful noans.

A loom a light ahead—a cottage. T sais, breath coming in sobs, lurched to
the threshol d. The door nercifully gave. She fell in, slamred the door
dropped the bar. The weight of the Deodand thudded agai nst the barrier

The door was stout, the windows snall and crossed by iron. She was safe.
She sank to her knees, the breath rasping in her throat, and slowy | apsed
i nto unconsci ousness ..

The man who dwelt in the cottage rose fromhis deep seat at the fire,
tall, broad of shoulder, noving with a curiously slow step. He was perhaps a
young man, but no one could know, for face and head were draped in a bl ack
hood. Behind the eye-slits were steady blue eyes.

The man came to stand over T'sais, who lay flung like a doll on the red
brick floor. He stooped, lifted the linp form and carried her to a w de
padded bench beside the fire. He renoved her sandals, her quivering rapier
her sodden cl oak. He brought unguent and applied it to her scratches and
brui ses. He wapped her in soft flannel blanketing, pillowed her head, and,
assured that she was confortable, once nore sat hinself by the fire.

The Deodand outside had |ingered, and had been watching through the
i ron-barred wi ndow. Now it knocked at the door

"Who's there?" called the man in the black hood, tw sting about.

"I desire the one who has entered. | hunger for her flesh," said the soft
voi ce of the Deodand.

The man in the hood spoke sharply.

"CGo, before | speak a spell to burn you with fire. Never return!”

"I go," said the Deodand, for he greatly feared magic, and departed into
t he ni ght.

And the man turned and sat staring into the fire.

T sais felt warm pungent liquid in her nmouth and opened her eyes. Kneeling
besi de her was a tall man, hooded in bl ack. One arm supported her shoul ders
and head, another held a silver spoon to her nouth.

T sais shrank away. "Quietly," said the man. "Nothing will harmyou."
Slowy, doubtfully, she relaxed and lay still.

Red sunlight poured in through the wi ndows, and the cottage was warm It
was panel ed in golden wood, with a fretwork painted in red and bl ue and brown
circling the ceiling. Now the man brought nore broth fromthe fire, bread from



a locker, and placed them before her. After a nonment's hesitation, T sais ate.

Recol | ection suddenly cane to her; she shuddered, |ooked wildly around the
room The nman noted her taut face. He stooped and |laid a hand on her head.

T sais lay quiet, half in dread.

"You are safe here," said the man. "Fear nothing."

A vagueness cane over T sais. Her eyes grew heavy. She slept.

When she woke the cottage was enpty, and the maroon sunlight slanted in
froman opposite wi ndow. She stretched her arnms, tucked her hands behind her
head, and | ay thinking. This nan of the black hood, who was he? Was he evil ?
Everything el se of Earth had been past thought. Still, he had done nothing to
harm her . . . She spied her garnents upon the floor. She rose fromthe couch
and dressed herself. She went to the door and pushed it open. Before her
stretched the noor, fading far off beyond the under-slant of the horizon. To
her left jutted a break of rocky crags, black shadow and lurid red stones. To
the right extended the black margin of the forest.

Was this beautiful ? T sais pondered. Her warped brain saw bl eakness in the
line of the nmoor, cutting harshness in the crags, and in the forest—terror

Was this beauty? At a loss, she twi sted her head, squinted. She heard
footsteps, jerked about, w de-eyed, expecting anything. It was he of the black
hood, and T sais | eaned back agai nst the door-janb.

She wat ched hi m approach, tall and strong, slow of step. Wiy did he wear
t he hood? Was he ashaned of his face? She could understand sonething of this,
for she herself found the human face repellent—an object of watery eye, wet
unpl easant apertures, spongy outgrow hs.

He halted before her. "Are you hungry?"

T sais considered. "Yes."

"Then we will eat."”

He entered the cottage, stirred up the fire, and spitted nmeat. T sais
stood uncertainly in the background. She had al ways served herself. She felt
an uneasi ness: cooperation was an idea she had not yet encountered.

Presently the man arose, and they sat to eat at his table.

"Tell me of yourself," he said after a few nonents. So T sais, who had
never |earned to be other than artless, told himher story, thus;

"I amT sais. | cane to Earth from Enbel yon, where the w zard Pandel une
created ne.'

"Enbel yon? Wiere is Enbel yon? And who i s Pandel une?"

"Where is Enbel yon?" she repeated in puzzlenment. "I don't know It is in a
place that is not Earth. It is not very large, and lights of nany col ors cone
fromthe sky. Pandelune lives in Enbelyon. He is the greatest w zard alive—so
he tells ne."

"Ah," the man said. "Perhaps | see ..
"Pandel ume created ne," continued T sais, "but there was a flawin the
pattern."” And T sais stared into the fire. "I see the world as a dismal place
of horror; all sounds to ne are harsh, all living creatures vile, in varying
degrees—thi ngs of sluggish novenent and inward filth. During the first of ny
life | thought only to tranple, crush, destroy. | knew nothing but hate. Then
| met ny sister T'sain, who is as | without the flaw. She told me of |ove and

beauty and happi ness—and | cane to Earth seeking these."

The grave bl ue eyes studied her.

"Have you found then®"

"So far," said T'sais in a faraway voice, "I have found only such evil as
| never even encountered in my nightmares." Slowy she told himher
advent ur es.

"Poor creature," he said and fell to studying her once again.

“I think I shall kill nyself," said T'sais, in the same di stant voice,
"for what | want is infinitely lost." And the man, watching, saw how the red
aft ernoon sun coppered her skin, noted the | oose, black hair, the long
t hought ful eyes. He shuddered at the thought of this creature being lost into
the dust of Earth's forgotten trillions.

"No!" he said sharply. T sais stared at himin surprise. Surely one's life



was one's own, to do with as one pl eased.

"Have you found nothing on Earth," he asked, "that you would regret
| eavi ng?"

T sais knit her brows. "I can think of nothing—tnless it be the peace of
this cottage."

The man | aughed. "Then this shall be your hone, for as long as you wi sh,
and | will try to show you that the world is sonetinmes good—though in truth—=
his voi ce changed "+ have not found it so."

"Tell me," said T sais, "what is your name? Wiy do you wear the hood?"

"My nane? Etarr," he said in a voice subtly harsh. "Etarr is enough of it.
| wear the nmask because of the nost w cked woman of Ascol ai s—Ascol ai s, Al nery,
Kauchi que—the entire world. She made ny face such that | cannot abide ny own
sight."”

He rel axed, and gave a weary | augh. "No need for anger any nore."

"I's she alive still?"

"Yes, she lives, and no doubt still works evil on all she meets." He sat
| ooking into the fire. "One time | knew nothing of this. She was young,
beautiful, |aden with a thousand fragrances and charm ng pl ayful nesses.

lived beside the ocean—+n a white villa anong poplar trees. Across Tenebrosa
Bay the Cape of Sad Renenbrance reached into the ocean, and when sunset made
the sky red and the nountains black, the cape seened to sleep on the water

like one of the ancient earth-gods . . . Al ny life I spent here, and was as
content as one may be while dying Earth spins out its |last few courses.
"One nmorning | | ooked up fromny star-charts and saw Javanne wal ki ng

t hrough the portal. She was as young and sl ender as yourself. Her hair was a
wonderful red, and strands fell before her shoul ders. She was very beauti ful
and—n her white gown—pure and innocent.

"I loved her, and she said she |oved ne. And she gave nme a band of bl ack
metal to wear. In ny blindness | clasped it to my wist, never recognizing it
for the evil rune it was. And weeks of great delight passed. But presently |
found that Javanne was one of dark urges that the | ove of man coul d never

quell. And one midnight | found her in the enbrace of a black naked denon, and
the sight tw sted ny nind.

"I stood back aghast. | was not seen, and | went slowy away. In the
nor ni ng she came running across the terrace, sniling and happy, like a child.
'Leave ne,"' | told her. 'You are vile beyond calculation.' She uttered a word

and the rune on nmy armenslaved me. My mind was nmy own, but ny body was hers,
forced to obey her words.

"And she made nme tell what | had seen, and she revelled and jeered. And
she put me through foul degradations, and called up things fromKalu, from
Fauvune, from Jeldred, to nock and defile nmy body. She nmade me w tness her
play with these things, and when | pointed out the creature that sickened ne
the nost, by magic she gave ne its face, the face I wear now. "

"Can such wonen exist?" marvelled T sais.

"I ndeed." The grave blue eyes studied her attentively. "At |ast one night
whil e the denmons tunbl ed nme across the crags behind the hills, a flint tore
the rune fromny aim | was free; | chanted a spell which sent the shapes
shrieking of f through the sky, and returned to the villa. "And | net Javanne
of the red hair in the great hall, and her eyes were cool and innocent. | drew
nmy knife to stab her throat, but she said 'Hold! Kill nme and you wear your
denon-face forever, for only I know how to change it.' So she ran blithely
away fromthe villa, and I, unable to bear the sight of the place, cane to the
moors. And always | seek her, to regain ny face."

"Where is she now?" asked T sais, whose troubles seened small conpared to
those of Etarr the Msked.

"Tormorrow night, | know where to find her. It is the night of the Bl ack
Sabbat h—the ni ght dedicated to evil since the dawn of Earth."
"And you will attend this festival ?"

"Not as a cel ebrant—though in truth,” said Etarr ruefully, "w thout ny
hood | woul d be one of the things who are there, and woul d pass unnoticed."



T sai s shuddered and pressed back against the wall. FEtarr saw the gesture

and si ghed. .

Anot her idea occurred to her. "Wth all the evil you have suffered, do you
still find beauty in the world?"

"To be sure," said Etarr. "See how these noors stretch, sheer and clean
of marvellous subtle color. See how the crags rise in grandeur, |like the spine

of the world. And you," he gazed into her face, "you are of a beauty
surpassing all."

"Sur passi ng Javanne?" asked T sais, and | ooked in puzzlenent as Etarr
| aughed.

"I ndeed surpassing Javanne," he assured her

T sais' brain went off at another angle.

"And Javanne, do you w sh to revenge yourself agai nst her?"

"No," answered Etarr, eyes far away across the noors. "\Wat is revenge?

care nothing for it. Soon, when the sun goes out, nen will stare into the
eternal night, and all will die, and Earth will bear its history, its ruins,
the mountains worn to knolls—all into infinite dark. Wy revenge?"

Presently they left the cottage and wandered across the noor, Etarr trying
to show her beauty—the slow river Scaum flow ng through green rushes, clouds
basking in the wan sunlight over the crags, a bird wheeling on spread w ngs,
the wi de snmoky sweep of Mddavna Moor. And T sais strove al ways to make her

brain see this beauty, and always did she fail. But she had | earned to check
the wild anger that the sights of the world had once aroused. And her craving
to kill dimnished, and her face relaxed fromits tense set.

So they wandered on, each to his own thoughts. And they watched the sad
glory of the sunset, and they saw the slow white stars raise in the heavens.

"Are not the stars beautiful ?" whispered Etarr through his black hood.
"They have nanes ol der than man."

And T sais, finding only mournful ness in the sunset, and thinking the
stars but small sparks in meaningl ess patterns, could not answer.

"Surely two nore unfortunate people do not exist," she sighed.

Etarr said nothing. They wal ked on in silence. Suddenly he grasped her arm
and pulled her lowin the furze. Three great shapes went flapping across the
aftergl ow. "The pel grane!™

They fl ew cl ose over head—gargoyl e creatures, with w ngs creaking |ike
rusty hinges. T sais caught a glinpse of hard | eathern body, great hatchet
beak, leering eyes in a w zened face. She shrank against Etarr. The pel grane
fl apped across the forest.

Etarr | aughed harshly. "You shrink fromthe visage of the pelgrane. The
countenance | wear would put the pelgrane thenselves to flight."

The next norning he took her into the woods, and she found the trees
m ndf ul of Enbel yon. They returned to the cottage in the early afternoon, and
Etarr retired to his books.

"I amno sorcerer," he told her regretfully. "I am acquainted with but a
few sinple spells. Yet | nake occasional use of magic, which may ward ne from
danger tonight."

"Toni ght?" T sais inquired vaguely, for she had forgotten

"Tonight is the Black Sabbath, and I nust go to find Javanne."

"I would go with you," said T'sais. "I would see the Bl ack Sabbath, and
Javanne al so."

Etarr assured her that the sights and sounds would horrify her and tornent
her brain. T sais persisted, and Etarr finally allowed her to follow him when
two hours after sunset he set off in the direction of the crags.

Over the heath, up scaly outcroppings, Etarr picked a way through the
dark, with T sais a sl ender shadow behind. A great scarp lay across their
path. Into a black fissure, up a flight of stone steps, cut in the i menori al
past, and out on top of the cliff, with Modavna Moor a bl ack sea bel ow

Now Etarr gestured T sais to great caution. They stole through a gap
bet ween two towering rocks; concealed in the shadow, they surveyed the
congress bel ow.



They were overl ooki ng an anmphitheater lit by two blazing fires. In the
center rose a dais of stone, as high as a man. About the fire, about the dais,
two-score figures, robed in gray nonks-cloth, reeled sweatingly, their faces
unseen.

T sais felt a prenpnitory chill. She | ooked at Etarr doubtfully.

"Even here is beauty," he whispered. "Wird and grotesque, but a sight to
enchant the mnd." T sais | ooked again in di mconprehension

More of the robed and cowl ed figures now were weavi ng before the fires;
whence they cane T sais had not observed. It was evident that the festival had
just begun, that the celebrants were only narshalling their passions. They
pranced, shuffled, wove in and out, and presently began a muffled chant.

The weavi ng and gesticul ati on became feverish, and the caped figures
crowded nore closely around the dais. And now one | eapt up on the dais and
doffed her robe —a mi ddl eaged witch of squat naked body with a great broad
face. She had ecstatic glittering eyes, large features punping in ceasel ess
idiotic notion. Muth open, tongue protruding, stiff black hair like a furze
bush, falling fromside to side over her face as she shook her head, she
danced a |i bi di nous sidel ong dance in the light of the fires, |ooking slyly
over the gathering. The chant of the cavorting figures below swelled to a vile
chorous, and overhead dark shapes appeared, settling with an evil sureness.

The crowd began to slip fromtheir robes, to reveal all manner of nmen and
worren, ol d and young—er ange-haired wi tches of the Cobalt Muntain; forest
sorcerers of Ascol ais; white-bearded wi zards of the Forlorn Land, with
babbl i ng smal|l succubi. And one clad in splendid silk was the Prince Datul
Omet of Cansapara, the city of fallen pylons across the Melantine Qulf. And
anot her creature of scales and staring eyes cane of the lizardnmen in the
barren hills of South Alnmery. And these two girls, never apart, were Saponids,
the near-extinct race fromthe northern tundras. The sl ender dark-eyed ones
wer e necrophages fromthe Land of the Falling Wall. And the dreany-eyed witch
of the blue hair—she dwelt on the Cape of Sad Remenbrance and waited at night
on the beach for that which came in fromthe sea.

And as the squat witch with the black ruff and swi nging breasts danced,

t he conmuni cants becane exalted, raised their arnms, contorted their bodies,
pantom nmed all the evil and perversion they could set nmnd to.

Except one—a quiet figure still wapped in her robe, noving slowy through
the saturnalia with a wonderful grace. She stepped up on the dais now, let the
robe slip fromher body, and Javanne stood revealed in a clinging white gown
of mist-stuff, gathered at the waist, fresh and chaste as salt spray. Shining
red hair fell over her shoulders like a stream and curling strands hung over
her breasts. Her great gray eyes demure, strawberry nouth a little parted, she
gazed back and forth across the crowd. They called and crowed, and Javanne,
with tantalizing deliberation, noved her body.

Javanne danced. She raised her arns, wove them down, twi sting her body on
sl ender white legs . . . Javanne danced, her face shining with the nost
reckl ess passions. A di mshape dropped from above, a beautiful half-creature,
and he joined his body to Javanne's in a fantastic enbrace. And the crowd
bel ow cried, leapt, rolled, tossed, joined together in a swift cul mnation of
their previous antics.

Fromthe rocks T sais watched, mnd under an intensity no normal brain
coul d understand. But—n strange paradox—the sight and sound fasci nated her
reached bel ow the warp, touched the dark chords latent to humanity. Etarr
| ooked down at her, eyes glowing blue fire, and she stared back in a tumult of
contradictory enotions. He winced and turned away; at |ast she | ooked back to
t he orgy bel owa drug-dream a heaving of wild flesh in the darting firelight.
A pal pabl e aura was cast up, a weft in space meshed of varying depravities.
And the denons swooped like birds alighting and joined the delirium Foul face
after face T sais saw, and each burnt her brain until she thought she nust
scream and di e—vi sages of |eering eye, bul bed cheek, lunatic body, black faces
of spi ked nose, expressions outraging thought, withing, hopping, crawing,

t he spew of the denon-1ands. And one had a nose like a three-fold white worm



a nmouth that was a putrefying blotch, a mottled jow and black nal f or ned
forehead; the whole a thing of retch and horror. To this Etarr directed

T sais' gaze. She saw and her nuscles knotted. "There," said Etarr in a
muffl ed voice, "there is a face twin to the one below this hood." And T sai s,
staring at Etarr's black conceal ment, shrank back

He chuckl ed weakly, bitterly . . . After a nonent T sais reached out and
touched his arm "Etarr."

He turned back to her. "Yes?"

"My brainis flawed. | hate all | see. | cannot control ny fears.
Nevert hel ess that which underlies nmy brain—nmny bl ood, ny body, ny spirit—that
which is nme | oves you, the you underneath the mask."

Etarr studied the white face with a fierce intentness. "How can you | ove
when you hat e?"

"I hate you with the hate that | give to all the world; | love you with a
feeling nothing el se arouses.”

Etarr turned away. "We nmake a strange pair

The turmoil, the whinpering joinings of flesh and hal f-fl esh, quieted. A
tall man in a Conlcal bl ack hat appeared on the dais. He flung back his head,
shouted spells to the sky, wove runes in the air with his arns. And as he
chanted, high above a gigantic wavering figure began to form tall, taller
than the highest trees, taller than the sky. It shaped slowy, green msts
fol ding and unfol ding, and presently the outline was cl ear—+the wavering shape
of a wonman, beautiful, grave, stately. The figure slowy becane steady,
glowing with an unearthly green light. She seemed to have gol den hair, coiffed
in the manner of a dim past, and her clothes were those of the ancients.

The magi ci an who had called her forth screamed, exulted, shouted vast
wi ndy taunts that rang past the crags.

"She lives!" murmured T sais aghast. "She noves! Wio is she?"

"It is Ethodea, goddess of nmercy, froma time while the sun was stil
yel low, " said Etarr.

The magician flung out his armand a great bolt of purple fire soared up
t hrough the sky and spattered against the dimgreen form The calmface
twi sted i n angui sh, and the watchi ng denons, w tches and necrophages called
out in glee. The magician on the dais flung out his armagain, and bolt after
bolt of purple fire darted up to smte the captive goddess. The whoops and
cries of those by the fire were terrible to hear

Then there canme, the clear thin call of a bugle, cutting brilliantly
t hrough the exaultation. The revel jerked breathlessly alert.

The bugl e, nusical and bright, rang again, |ouder, a sound alien to the
pl ace. And now, breasting over the crags |ike spume, charged a conpany of
green-clad nmen, moving with fanatic resolve.

"Val daran!" cried the magician on the dais, and the green figure of
Et hodea wavered and di sappear ed.

Pani ¢ spread through the anphitheater. There were hoarse cries, a mlling
of lethargic bodies, a cloud of rising shapes as the denons sought flight. A
few of the sorcerers stood boldly forth to chant spells of fire, dissolution
and paral ysis against the assault, but there was strong counter-magic, and the
i nvaders | eapt unscathed into the anphitheater, vaulting the dais. Their
swords rose and fell, hacking, slashing, stabbing w thout mercy or restraint.

"The Green Legion of Valdaran the Just," whispered Etarr. "See, there he
stands!" He pointed to a brooding black-clad figure on the crest of the ridge,
watching all with a savage sati sfaction.

Nor did the denons escape. As they flapped through the night, great birds
bestrode by nmen in green swooped down fromthe darkness. And these bore tubes
whi ch sprayed fans of galling light, and the denons who canme w thin range gave
terrible screans and toppled to earth, where they expl oded in black dust.

A few sorcerers had escaped to the crags, to dodge and hi de anong the
shadows. T' sais and Etarr heard a scrabbling and panting below. Frantically
cl ambering up the rocks was she whom Etarr had cone seeki ng—Javanne, her red
hair stream ng back from her clear young face. Etarr nade a | eap, caught her



cl anped her with strong arns.

"Come," he said to T sais, and bearing down the struggling figure, he
strode of f through the shadows.

At length as they passed down upon the noor, the tunult faded in the
di stance. Etarr set the woman upon her feet, unclanped her nmouth. She caught
sight for the first tine of himwho had seized her. The flame died from her
face and through the night a slight smle could be seen. And she conbed her
long red hair with her fingers, arranging the | ocks over her shoul ders, eyeing
Etarr the while. T sais wandered cl ose, and Javanne turned her a sl ow
appr ai si ng gl ance.

She | aughed. "So, Etarr, you have been unfaithful to me; you have found a
new | over."

"She is no concern of yours," said Etarr

"Send her away," said Javanne, "and | will |ove you again. Renenber how
you first kissed nme beneath the poplars, on the terrace of your villa?"

Etarr gave a short sharp laugh. 'There is a single thing | require of you,
and that is ny face."

And Javanne nmocked him "Your face? What is amiss with the one you wear?
You are better suited to it; and in any event, your forner face is lost."

"Lost? How so?"

"He who wore it was blasted this night by the Green Legion, may Kraan
preserve their living brains in acid!"

Etarr turned his blue eyes off toward the crags.

"So now i s your countenance dust, black dust," nurnured Javanne. Etarr, in
blind rage, stepped forward and struck at the sweetly inpudent face. But
Javanne took a quick step back

"Careful, Etarr, lest | mschief you with nagic. You nmay go |inping,
hoppi ng hence with a body to suit your face. And your beautiful dark-haired
child shall be play for denons."

Etarr recovered hinself and stood back, eyes snoul deri ng.

"I have magic as well, and even without | would smite you silent with ny
fist ere you worded the first frame of your spell.”

"Ha, that we shall see," cried Javanne, skipping away. "For | have a charm
of wonderful brevity." As Etarr lunged at her she spoke a charm Etarr stopped
in md-stride, his arnms fell listless to his side, and he becane a creature
wi thout volition, all his will drained by the | eaching magic.

But Javanne stood in precisely the sane posture, and her gray eyes stared
dunbly forth. Only T sais was free—for T sais wore Pandel une's rune which
refl ected magi c back agai nst hi mwho | aunched it.

She stood bewi ldered in the dark night, the two inanimte figures standing
like sleep-wal kers before her. She ran to Etarr, tugged at his arm He | ooked
at her with dull eyes.

"Etarr! What is wong with you?" And Etarr, because his will was
paral yzed, forced to answer all questions and obey all orders, replied to her

"The witch has spoken a spell which | eaves me without volition. Therefore
| cannot nove or speak w t hout conmand. "

"What shall | do. How can | save you?" inquired the distressed girl. And,

t hough Etarr was without volition, he retained his thought and passion. He
could give her what information she asked, and nothi ng nore.

"You must order me to a course which will defeat the witch."

"But how will | know this course?"

"You will ask and I will tell you."

"Then would it not be better to order you to act as your brain directs?"
"Yes."

"Then do so; act under all circunstances as Etarr would act."

Thus in the dark of night the spell of Javanne the witch was circumented
and nullified. Etarr was recovered and conducted hinsel f according to his
normal pronptings. He approached the i mmobile Javanne.

"Now do you fear me, witch?"

"Yes," said Javanne. "I fear you indeed."



“I's in truth the face you stole fromne bl ack dust?"

"Your face is in the black dust of an expl oded denon."

The bl ue eyes | ooked steadily at her through the slits of the hood.

"How can | recover it?"

"It is mghty magic, a reaching into the past; and now your face is of the
past. Magic stronger than mne is required, magic stronger than the w zards of
Earth and the denon-worlds possess. | know of two only who are strong enough
to make a nold of the past. The one is naned Pandel une, who lives in a
many- col ored | and—=

"Enbel yon," murrmured T sais.

"—but the spell to journey to this |land has been forgotten. Then there is
anot her, who is no wi zard, who knows no magic. To get your face, you nust seek
it of one of these," and Javanne stopped, the question of Etarr answered.

"Who is this latter one?" he asked.

"I know not his nane. Far in the past, far beyond thought, so the |egend
runs, a race of just people lived in a |land east of the Maurenron Muntains,
past the Land of the Falling Wall, by the shores of a great sea. They built a
city of spires and | ow glass dones, and dwelt in great content. These people
had no god, and presently they felt the need of one whomthey m ght worship.
So they built a lustrous tenple of gold, glass and granite, wi de as the Scaum
River where it flows through the Valley of Gaven Tonmbs, as |ong again, and
hi gher than the trees of the north. And this race of honest nmen assenbled in
the tenple, and all flung a nmighty prayer, a worshipful invocation, and, so
| egend has it, a god nolded by the will of this people was brought into being,
and he was of their attributes, a divinity of utter justice.

"The city at last crunbled, the tenple becanme shards and splinters, the
peopl e vani shed. But the god still renmains, rooted forever to the place where
hi s peopl e worshi pped him And this god has power beyond magic. To each who
faces him the god wills and justice is done. And let the evil beware, for
t hose who face the god find no whit of mercy. Therefore few dare to bring
their faces before this god."

"And to this god we go," said Etarr with grimpleasure. "The three of us,
and the three of us shall face justice."

They returned across the noors to Etarr's cabin, and he searched his books
for nmeans to transport themto the ancient site. In vain; he had no such nagic
at his command. He turned to Javanne.

"Do you know of magic to take us to this ancient god?"

“Yes."

"What is this magic?"

"I will call three winged creatures fromthe Iron Muntains, and they will
carry us."

Etarr gazed at Javanne's white face sharply.

"What reward do they demand?"

"They kill those whomthey transport."”

"Ah, witch," exclainmed Etarr, "even with your will drugged and your answer
willy-nilly honest, you contrive to harmus." He stood towering over the
beautiful evil of red hair and wet lips. "How may we get to the god unharnmed
and unnol est ed?"

"You must put the wi nged creatures under a charge."

"Sumon the things," Etarr ordered, "and place themunder the charge; and
bind themwith all the sorcery you know. "

Javanne called the creatures; they settled flapping on great |eather
wi ngs. She placed them under a pact of safety, and they whi ned and stanped
wi t h di sappoi nt nent.

And the three nounted, and the creatures took themsw ftly through the
ni ght air, which already snelled of norning.

East, ever east. Dawn cane, and the dimred sun ballooned slowy upward
into the dark sky. The bl ack Maurenron Range passed under; and the nmisty Land
of the Falling Wall was |left behind. To the south were the deserts of Al nery,
and an ancient sea-bed filled with jungle; to the north, the wild forests.



Al during the day they flew, over dusty waste, dry cliffs, another great
range of rnountains, and as sunset canme they slowy sloped downward over a
green parkl and.

Ahead shone a glinmrering sea. The wi nged things | anded on the w de strand,
and Javanne bound themto immbility for their return

The beach, the woodl and behi nd, both were bare of any trace of the
wondrous city of the past. But a half-nmile out to sea rose a few broken
col ums.

"The sea has cone," Etarr nuttered. "The city has foundered."

He waded out. The sea was cal mand shallow T sais and Javanne fol | oned.
Wth the water around their waists, and dusk conming fromthe sky, they cane
t hrough the broken columms of the ancient tenple.

A broodi ng presence pervaded the place, dispassionate, supernal, of

illimtable will and power.

Etarr stood in the center of the old tenple.

"CGod of the past!" he cried. "I know not how you were called, or | would
i nvoke you by nanme. W three come froma far land to the west to seek justice
of you. If you hear and will adm nister us each our due, give ne a sign!"

A low sibilant voice fromthe air: "I hear and will give each his due."

And each saw a vision of a golden six-arned figure with a round, cal m face,
sitting inpassive in the nave of a nonstrous tenple.

"I have been bereft of ny face," said Etarr. "If you deemne fit, restore
nme the face | once wore.”

The god of the vision extended its six arns.

"I have searched your mind. Justice shall be neted. You may renove your
hood." Slowy Etarr doffed his mask. He put his hand to his face. It was his
own.

T sais | ooked nunbly at him "Etarr!" she gasped. "My brain is whol el
see—+ see the world!"

"To each who cones, justice is done," said the sibilant voice.

They heard a noan. They turned and | ooked at Javanne. \Were was the |ovely
face, the strawberry mouth, the fair skin?

Her nose was a three-fold white squirm ng thing, her nouth a putrefying
bl ot ch. She had dangling nottled jows and a peaked bl ack forehead. The only
thing left of Javanne was the |long red hair dangling over her shoul ders.

"To each who cones, justice is done," said the voice, and the vision of
the tenple faded, and once nore the cool water of the twilight sea | apped at
their waists, and the broken colums | eaned bl ack on the sky.

They returned slowy to the wi nged creatures.

Etarr turned to Javanne. "CGo," he commanded. "Fly back to your lair. Wen
the sun sets tonorrow, release yourself fromthe spell. Never bother us
henceforth, for | have magic which will warn ne and bl ast you if you
appr oach. "

And Javanne wordl essly bestrode her dark creature and wi nged of f through
t he ni ght.

Etarr turned to T sais, and took her hand. He gazed down at her tilted
white face, into the eyes glowing with such feverish joy that they seened
afire. He bent and ki ssed her forehead; then, together, hand in hand, they
went to their fretting wi nged creatures, and so flew back to Ascol ai s.

4. LI ANE THE WAYFARER

THROUGH THE di m forest cane Liane the Wayfarer, passing al ong the shadowed
glades with a prancing light-footed gait. He whistled, he caroled, he was
plainly in high spirits. Around his finger he twirled a bit of wought
bronze—a circlet graved w th angul ar crabbed characters, now stained bl ack.
By excel |l ent chance he had found it, banded around the root of an ancient



yew. Hacking it free, he had seen the characters on the inner surface—fude
forceful synbols, doubtless the cast of a powerful antique rune . . . Best
take it to a magician and have it tested for sorcery.

Liane made a wy nouth. There were objections to the course. Sonetines it

seened as if all living creatures conspired to exasperate him Only this
norni ng, the spice nmerchant—what a tunult he had nmade dying! How carel essly he
had spewed bl ood on Liane's cock conb sandals! Still, thought Liane, every

unpl easantness carried with it conpensation. \Wile digging the grave he had
found the bronze ring.

And Liane's spirits soared; he laughed in pure joy. He bounded, he | eapt.
H s green cape flapped behind him the red feather in his cap w nked and
blinked . . . But still—Liane slowed his step—he was no whit closer to the
nmystery of the magic, if magic the ring possessed.

Experiment, that was the word

He stopped where the ruby sunlight slanted down wi thout hindrance fromthe
hi gh foliage, exanmned the ring, traced the glyphs with his fingernail. He
peered through. A faint film a flicker? He held it at armis length. It was
clearly a coronet. He whipped off his cap, set the band on his brow, rolled
his great gol den eyes, preened hinself . . . Gdd. It slipped down on his ears.
It tipped across his eyes. Darkness. Frantically Liane clawed it off ... A
bronze ring, a hand's-breadth in diameter. Queer

He tried again. It slipped down over his head, his shoulders. H s head was
in the darkness of a strange separate space. Looking down, he saw the | evel of
the outside Iight dropping as he dropped the ring.

Slowy down . . . Now it was around his ankles—and i n sudden panic, Liane
snatched the ring up over his body, enmerged blinking into the maroon |ight of
the forest.

He saw a blue-white, green-white flicker against the foliage. It was a
Twk- man, nounted on a dragon-fly, and light glinted fromthe dragon-fly's
Wi ngs.

Li ane called sharply, "Here, sir! Here, sirl"

The Twk-man perched his mount on a twig. "Well, Liane, what do you wi sh?"
"Wat ch now, and renenber what you see." Liane pulled the ring over his
head, dropped it to his feet, lifted it back. He | ooked up to the Twk-man, who

was chewing a leaf. "And what did you see?"

"I saw Liane vanish fromnortal sight—except for the red curled toes of
his sandals. Al else was as air."

"Ha!" cried Liane. "Think of it! Have you ever seen the |ike?"

The Twk-man asked carel essly, "Do you have salt? | would have salt."

Li ane cut his exultations short, eyed the Twk-nman cl osely.

"What news do you bring ne?"

"Three erbs killed Florejin the Dream buil der, and burst all his
bubbl es. The air above the manse was colored for many mnutes with the
flitting fragnents."

"A gram"

"Lord Kandive the Gol den has built a barge of carven np-wood ten |engths
high, and it floats on the River Scaumfor the Regatta, full of treasure.™

"Two grans."

"A golden witch naned Lith has come to |live on Thanber Meadow. She is
qui et and very beautiful."

"Three grans."

"Enough, " said the Twk-nman, and | eaned forward to watch while Liane
wei ghed out the salt in a tiny balance. He packed it in small panniers hangi ng
on each side of the ribbed thorax, then twitched the insect into the air and
flicked off through the forest vaults.

Once nore Liane tried his bronze ring, and this tine brought it entirely
past his feet, stepped out of it and brought the ring up into the darkness
besi de him What a wonderful sanctuary! A hole whose opening could be hidden
inside the hole itself! Down with the ring to his feet, step through, bring it
up his slender frane and over his shoulders, out into the forest with a small



bronze ring in his hand.

Ho! and off to Thanber Meadow to see the beautiful golden witch.

Her hut was a sinple affair of woven reeds —a | ow done with two round
wi ndows and a | ow door. He saw Lith at the pond bare-|egged anong the water
shoots, catching frogs for her supper. A white kirtle was gathered up tight
around her thighs; stock-still she stood and the dark water rippled rings away
from her sl ender knees.

She was nore beautiful than Liane could have imagined, as if one of
Florejin's wasted bubbles had burst here on the water. Her skin was pale
creaned stirred gold, her hair a denser, wetter gold. Her eyes were |ike
Li ane's own, great golden orbs, and hers were w de apart, tilted slightly.

Li ane strode forward and pl anted hinself on the bank. She | ooked up
startled, her ripe nouth half-open

"Behol d, golden witch, here is Liane. He has cone to wel cone you to
Thanber; and he offers you his friendship, his love ..."

Lith bent, scooped a handful of slime fromthe bank and flung it into his
face.

Shouti ng the nost violent curses, Liane w ped his eyes free, but the door
to the hut had sl anmmed shut.

Li ane strode to the door and pounded it with his fist.

"Open and show your witch's face, or | burn the hut!"

The door opened, and the girl |looked forth, smling. "Wat now?"

Li ane entered the hut and lunged for the girl, but twenty thin shafts
darted out, twenty points pricking his chest. He halted, eyebrows raised,
nmout h tw t chi ng.

"Down, steel," said Lith. The bl ades snapped fromview "So easily could
seek your vitality," said Lith, "had I willed."

Li ane frowned and rubbed his chin as if pondering. "You understand," he
said earnestly, "what a witless thing you do. Liane is feared by those who
fear fear, loved by those who |ove | ove. And you— his eyes swam the gol den
gl ory of her body—you are ripe as a sweet fruit, you are eager, you glisten

and trenble with love. You please Liane, and he will spend much warmess on
you. "

"No, no," said Lith, with a slow snile. "You are too hasty."

Li ane | ooked at her in surprise. "lndeed?"

"I amLith," said she. "I amwhat you say I am | fernent, | burn, |

seethe. Yet | may have no | over but himwho has served ne. He nmust be brave,
swi ft, cunning."

"I amhe," said Liane. He chewed at his lip. "It is not usually thus. |
detest this indecision." He took a step forward. "Cone, let us—=

She backed away. "No, no. You forget. How have you served ne, how have you
gai ned the right to my |ove?"

"Absurdity!" stormed Liane. "Look at ne! Note ny perfect grace, the beauty
of my formand feature, my great eyes, as golden as your own, ny manifest will
and power ... It is you who should serve ne. That is how!| wll have it." He
sank upon a | ow divan. "Wman, give ne wne."

She shook her head. "In my small domed hut | cannot be forced. Perhaps
out si de on Thanmber Meadow-but in here, among ny blue and red tassels, wth
twenty bl ades of steel at my call, you must obey ne. ... So choose. Either
arise and go, never to return, or else agree to serve me on one small m ssion
and then have me and all my ardor."

Li ane sat straight and stiff. An odd creature, the golden witch. But,

i ndeed, she was worth sone exertion, and he woul d make her pay for her

i mpudence.
"Very well, then," he said blandly. "I will serve you. Wat do you w sh?
Jewel s? | can suffocate you in pearls, blind you with dianonds. | have two

eneral ds the size of your fist, and they are green oceans, where the gaze is
trapped and wanders forever anong vertical green prisms ..."

"No, no jewels—=

"An eneny, perhaps. Ah, so sinmple. Liane will kill you ten nmen. Two steps



forward, thrust—thus!" He lunged. "And souls go thrilling up |like bubbles in a
beaker of nead."

"No. | want no killing."

He sat back, frowning. "Wat, then?"

She stepped to the back of the roomand pulled at a drape. It swung aside,
di spl ayi ng a gol den tapestry. The scene was a valley bounded by two steep
nmount ai ns, a broad valley where a placid river ran, past a quiet village and
so into a grove of trees. CGolden was the river, golden the nountains, golden
the trees—gol ds so various, so rich, so subtle that the effect was like a
many- col ored | andscape. But the tapestry had been rudely hacked in half.

Li ane was entranced. "Exquisite, exquisite ..."

Lith said, "It is the Magic Valley of Ariventa so depicted. The other half
has been stolen fromne, and its recovery is the service | wish of you."

"Where is the other half?" demanded Liane. "Wo is the dastard?"

Now she watched himcl osely. "Have you ever heard of Chun? Chun the
Unavoi dabl e?"

Li ane considered. "No."

"He stole the half to nmy tapestry, and hung it in a marble hall, and this

hall is in the ruins to the north of Kaiin."
"Ha!" muttered Liane.
"The hall is by the Place of Wispers, and is marked by a | eani ng col um

with a black nedallion of a phoenix and a two-headed lizard."

"I go," said Liane. He rose. "One day to Kaiin, one day to steal, one day
to return. Three days."

Lith followed himto the door. "Beware of Chun the Unavoidable," she
whi sper ed.

And Li ane strode away whistling, the red feather bobbing in his green cap
Lith watched him then turned and sl owy approached the gol den tapestry.
"CGol den Ariventa," she whispered, "my heart cries and hurts with |longing for
you ..."

The Derna is a swifter, thinner river than the Scaum its bosony sister to
the south. And where the Scaum wal |l ows through a broad dale, purple with
hor se-bl ossom pocked white and gray with crunbling castles, the Derna has
sheered a steep canyon, overhung by forested bl uffs.

An ancient flint road ong ago followed the course of the Derna, but now
t he exaggeration of the meandering has cut into the pavenment, so that Liane,
treading the road to Kaiin, was occasionally forced to | eave the road and make
a detour through banks of thorn and the tube-grass which whistled in the
breeze.

The red sun, drifting across the universe like an old man creeping to his
deat h-bed, hung low to the horizon when Liane breasted Porphiron Scar, |ooked
across white-walled Kaiin and the blue bay of Sanreal e beyond.

Directly bel ow was the market-place, a nmedley of stalls selling fruits,
sl abs of pale neat, nolluscs fromthe sline banks, dull flagons of w ne. And
the qui et people of Kaiin noved anong the stalls, buying their sustenance,
carrying it loosely to their stone chamnbers.

Beyond t he market-place rose a bank of ruined colums, |ike broken
teeth—+egs to the arena built two hundred feet fromthe ground by Mad King
Shin; beyond, in a grove of bay trees, the glossy dome of the pal ace was
vi sible, where Kandive the Golden ruled Kaiin and as nuch of Ascolais as one
could see froma vantage on Porphiron Scar

The Derna, no longer a flow of clear water, poured through a network of
dank canal s and subterranean tubes, and finally seeped past rotting wharves
into the Bay of Sanreale.

A bed for the night, thought Liane; then to his business in the norning.

He | eapt down the zig-zag steps—back, forth, back, forth—and canme out into
t he market-place. And now he put on a grave deneanor. Liane the Wayfarer was
not unknown in Kaiin, and many were ill-ninded enough to work hi mharm

He nmoved sedately in the shade of the Pannone Wall, turned through a



narrow cobbl ed street, bordered by ol d wooden houses gl owi ng the rich brown of
old stunp-water in the rays of the setting sun, and so canme to a small square
and the high stone face of the Mgician's Inn.

The host, a small fat man, sad of eye, with a small fat nose the identica
shape of his body, was scraping ashes fromthe hearth. He straightened his
back and hurried behind the counter of his little al cove.

Li ane said, "A chanber, well-aired, and a supper of mnushroons, w ne and
oysters."

The i nnkeeper bowed hunbly.

"I ndeed, sir—and how will you pay?"

Li ane flung down a | eather sack, taken this very norning. The innkeeper
rai sed his eyebrows in pleasure at the fragrance.

"The ground buds of the spase-bush, brought froma far |and," said Liane.

"Excel lent, excellent . . . Your chanber, sir, and your supper at once."

As Liane ate, several other guests of the house appeared and sat before
the fire with wine, and the talk grew |arge, and dwelt on w zards of the past
and the great days of magic.

"Great Phandaal knew a |ore now forgot," said one old man with hair dyed
orange. "He tied white and black strings to the |l egs of sparrows and sent them
veering to his direction. And where they wove their magi c woof, great trees
appeared, laden with flowers, fruits, nuts, or bulbs of rare liqueurs. It is
said that thus he wove Great Da Forest on the shores of Sanra Water."

"Ha," said a dour man in a garnment of dark blue, brown and black, "this I
can do." He brought forth a bit of string, flicked it, whirled it, spoke a
qui et word, and the vitality of the pattern fused the string into a tongue of
red and yellow fire, which danced, curled, darted back and forth along the
table till the dour man killed it with a gesture.

"And this | can do," said a hooded figure in a black cape sprinkled with
silver circles. He brought forth a small tray, laid it on the table and
sprinkled therein a pinch of ashes fromthe hearth. He brought forth a whistle
and blew a clear tone, and up fromthe tray cane glittering notes, flashing
the prismatic colors red, blue, green, yellow They floated up a foot and bust
in coruscations of brilliant colors, each a beautiful star-shaped pattern, and
each burst sounded a tiny repetition of the original tone —the clearest,
purest sound in the world. The notes becanme fewer, the magician blew a
different tone, and again the notes floated up to burst in glorious ornanental
spangl es. Anot her tinme—another swarm of notes. At |ast the magician replaced
his whistle, wiped off the tray, tucked it inside his cloak and | apsed back to
si | ence.

Now t he other w zards surged forward, and soon the air above the table
swarnmed with visions, quivered with spells. One showed the group nine new
col ors of ineffable charmand radi ance; another caused a nouth to formon the
| andlord's forehead and revile the crowd, nmuch to the landlord' s disconfiture,
since it was his own voice. Another displayed a green glass bottle from which
the face of a denon peered and grimaced; another a ball of pure crystal which
roll ed back and forward to the conmand of the sorcerer who owned it, and who
clained it to be an earring of the fabled naster Sankaferrin.

Liane had attentively watched all, crowing in delight at the bottled inp,
and trying to cozen the obedient crystal fromits owner, w thout success.

And Li ane becane pettish, conplaining that the world was full of
rock- hearted nen, but the sorcerer with the crystal earring remined
indifferent, and even when Liane spread out twelve packets of rare spice he
refused to part with his toy.

Li ane pl eaded, "I wish only to please the witch Lith."
"Pl ease her with the spice, then."
Li ane sai d ingenuously, "lndeed, she has but one wi sh, a bit of tapestry

which | nmust steal from Chun the Unavoi dable."
And he | ooked fromface to suddenly silent face.
"What causes such i mmedi ate sobriety? Ho, Landlord, nore w ne!"
The sorcerer with the earring said, "If the floor swam ankl e-deep with



wi ne—the rich red wine of Tanvil kat —the | eaden print of that nane would stil
ride the air."

"Ha," laughed Liane, "let only a taste of that w ne pass your lips, and
the funes woul d erase all nenory."

"See his eyes," cane a whisper. "Geat and gol den."

"And quick to see," spoke Liane. "And these legs—quick to run, fleet as
starlight on the waves. And this arm-gquick to stab with steel. And ny
magi c—which will set ne to a refuge that is out of all cognizance." He gul ped
wi ne; from a beaker. "Now behold. This is magic fromanti que days." He set the
bronze band over his head, stepped through, brought it up inside the darkness.
When he .deened that sufficient time had el apsed, he stepped through once
nor e.

The fire glowed, the landlord stood in his alcove, Liane's w ne was at
hand. But of the assenbl ed magi ci ans, there was no trace.

Li ane | ooked about in puzzlerment. "And where are nmy wi zardly friends?"

The landl ord turned his head: "They took to their chanbers; the name you
spoke wei ghed on their souls.”

And Liane drank his wine in frowning sil ence.

Next norning he left the inn and picked a roundabout way to the A d Town—a
gray w | derness of tunmbled pillars, weathered bl ocks of sandstone, sl unped
pedi ments with crunbled inscriptions, flagged terraces overgrown with rusty
noss. Lizards, snakes, insects crawed the ruins; no other life did he see.

Threadi ng a way through the rubble, he alnost stunbled on a corpse—the
body of a youth, one who stared at the sky with enpty eye-sockets.

Liane felt a presence. He | eapt back, rapier half-bared. A stooped old man

stood watching him He spoke in a feeble, quavering voice: "And what will you
have in the Ad Town?"

Li ane replaced his rapier. "I seek the Place of Wispers. Perhaps you wll
direct ne."

The old man nade a croaking sound at the back of his throat. "Another?
Anot her? When will it cease? ..." He notioned to the corpse. "This one cane

yest erday seeking the Place of Wiispers. He would steal from Chun the
Unavoi dable. See himnow. " He turned away. "Come with me." He di sappeared over
a tunbl e of rock.

Liane followed. The old nan stood by another corpse with eye-sockets
bereft and bl oody. "This one cane four days ago, and he net Chun the
Unavoidable . . . And over there behind the arch is still, a great warrior in
cloison arnor. And there—and there— he pointed, pointed. "And there—-and
t here—i ke crushed flies."

He turned his watery blue gaze back to Liane. "Return, young man,
return—est your body lie here inits green cloak to rot on the flagstones."

Liane drew his rapier and flourished it. "I am Liane the Wayfarer; |et
t hem who offend me have fear. And where is the Place of Wi spers?”
"I'f you must know," said the old man, "it is beyond that broken obelisk.

But you go to your peril."

"I am Liane the Wayfarer. Peril goes with ne."

The old man stood |ike a piece of weathered statuary as Liane strode off.

And Li ane asked hinsel f, suppose this old man were an agent of Chun, and
at this minute were on his way to warn hin? . . . Best to take al
precautions. He leapt up on a high entablature and ran crouching back to where
he had left the ancient.

Here he cane, muttering to hinself, |leaning on his staff. Liane dropped a
bl ock of granite as large as his head. A thud, a croak, a gasp—and Li ane went
his way.

He strode past the broken obelisk, into a wide court —t+he Pl ace of
Whi spers. Directly opposite was a | ong wide hall, marked by a | eaning col umm
with a big black nmedallion, the sign of a phoenix and a two-headed |izard.

Li ane merged hinself with the shadow of a wall, and stood watching like a
wol f, alert for any flicker of notion

Al was quiet. The sunlight invested the ruins with dreary splendor. To



all sides, as far as the eye could reach, was broken stone, a wastel and
| eached by a thousand rains, until now the sense of man had departed and the
stone was one with the natural earth.

The sun nmoved across the dark-bl ue sky. Li ane presently stole fromhis
vantage-point and circled the hall. No sight nor sign did he see.

He approached the building fromthe rear and pressed his ear to the stone.
It was dead, without vibration. Around the side—watching up, down, to al
sides; a breach in the wall. Liane peered inside. At the back hung half a
gol den tapestry. Qtherw se the hall was enpty.

Li ane | ooked up, down, this side, that. There was nothing in sight. He
conti nued around the hall

He cane to another broken place. He | ooked within. To the rear hung the
gol den tapestry. Nothing else, to right or left, no sight or sound.

Li ane continued to the front of the hall and sought into the eaves; dead
as dust.

He had a clear view of the room Bare, barren, except for the bit of
gol den tapestry.

Li ane entered, striding with long soft steps. He halted in the m ddl e of
the floor. Light canme to himfromall sides except the rear wall. There were a
dozen openings fromwhich to flee and no sound except the dull thudding of his
hear t

He took two steps forward. The tapestry was alnmost at his fingertips.

He stepped forward and swiftly jerked the tapestry down fromthe wall.

And behi nd was Chun the Unavoi dabl e.

Li ane screanmed. He turned on paralyzed | egs and they were | eaden, |ike
legs in a dream which refused to run

Chun dropped out of the wall and advanced. Over his shiny black back he
wore a robe of eyeballs threaded on silk.

Li ane was running, fleetly now He sprang, he soared. The tips of his toes

scarcely touched the ground. Qut the hall, across the square, into the
wi | derness of broken statues and fallen colums. And behind cane Chun, running
like a dog.

Li ane sped along the crest of a wall and sprang a great gap to a shattered
fountain. Behind cane Chun

Liane darted up a narrow alley, clinbed over a pile of refuse, over a
roof, down into a court. Behind cane Chun

Li ane sped down a wi de avenue lined with a few stunted old cypress trees,
and he heard Chun close at his heels. He turned into an archway, pulled his
bronze ring over his head, down to his feet. He stepped through, brought the
ring up inside the darkness. Sanctuary. He was alone in a dark magi c space,
vani shed fromearthly gaze and know edge. Brooding sil ence, dead space ..

He felt a stir behind him a breath of air. At his el bow a voice said, "I
am Chun the Unavoi dabl e. "

Lith sat on her couch near the candles, weaving a cap from frogskins. The
door to her hut was barred, the wi ndows shuttered. Cutside, Thanber Meadow
dwel I ed in darkness.

At scrape at her door, a creak as the lock was tested. Lith becane rigid
and stared at the door

A voice said, "Tonight, O Lith, tonight it is two long bright threads for
you. Two because the eyes were so great, so large, so golden ..

Lith sat quiet. She waited an hour; then, creeping to the door, she
listened. The sense of presence was absent. A frog croaked nearby.

She eased the door ajar, found the threads and cl osed the door. She ran to
her gol den tapestry and fitted the threads into the ravelled warp.

And she stared at the golden valley, sick with longing for Ariventa, and
tears blurred out the peaceful river, the quiet golden forest. "The cloth
slowy grows wider . . . One day it will be done, and I will come hone....'



5. ULAN DHCR

PRI NCE KANDI VE t he Gol den spoke earnestly to his nephew U an Dhor. "It must be
under st ood that the expansion of craft and the new lore will be shared between
us."

U an Dhor, a slender young man, pale of skin, with the bl ackest of hair,
eyes, and eyebrows, smiled ruefully. "But it is | who journey the forgotten
water, | who nust beat down the sea-denons with nmy oar."

Kandi ve | eaned back into his cushions and tapped his nose with a ferrule
of carved j ade.

"And it is | who make the venture possible. Further, | amalready an
acconpl i shed wi zard; .the increnent of lore will merely enhance my craft. You
not even a novice, will gain such know edge as to rank you anong the nagici ans
of Ascolais. This is a far cry fromyour present ineffectual status. Seen in
this light, ny gain is small, yours is great."

U an Dhor grinmaced. "True enough, though | dispute the word 'ineffectual'.
| know Phandaal's Critique of the Chill, I amreckoned a master of the sword,

ranked anong the Ei ght Del aphasians as a ..

"Pah!" sneered Kandive. "The vapid mannerisns of pal e people, using up
their lives. Mncing nurder, extravagant debauchery, while Earth passes its
| ast hours, and none of you have ventured a mile fromKaiin."

U an Dhor held his tongue, reflecting that Prince Kandive the Gol den was
not known to scorn the pleasures of w ne, couch, or table; and that his
farthest known sally fromthe domed pal ace had taken himto his carven barge
on the River Scaum

Kandi ve, appeased by U an Dhor's silence, brought forward an ivory box.
"Thus and so. If we are agreed, | will invest you with know edge."

U an Dhor nodded. "W are agreed.”

Kandi ve said, "The nmission will take you to the lost city Anpridatvir." He
wat ched U an Dhor's face from sidel ong eyes; U an Dhor naintai ned an even
expr essi on.

"l have never seen it," continued Kandive. "Porrina the Ninth lists it as
the last of the Aek'hnit cities, situated on an island in the North
Mel antine." He opened the box. "This tale | found in an anci ent bundl e of
scroll s—the testanent of a poet who fled Ampridatvir after the death of Rogo
Domedonfors, their last great |eader, a magician of great force, nentioned
forty-three tines in the Cyclopedia ..."

Kandi ve brought forth a crackling scroll, and, whipping it open, read:

" "Anpridatvir nowis lost. My people have forsaken the doctrine of
strength and discipline and concern thenselves only with superstition and
t heol ogy. Unending is the bicker: |Is Pansiu the excellent principle and Cazda
depraved, or is Cazdal the virtuous god, and Pansiu the essential evil?

" "These questions are debated with fire and steel, and the nenory sickens

me; now | | eave Anpridatvir to the decline which nmust surely come, and renove
to the kind valley of Mel-Palusas, where | will end this firefly life of mne
" 'l have known the Ampridatvir of old; | have seen the towers gl ow ng

with marvellous light, thrusting beams through the night to challenge the sun
itself. Then Anpridatvir was beautiful —ah ny heart pains when | think of the
olden city. Semr vines cascaded from a thousand hangi ng gardens, water ran
bl ue as vaul-stone in the three canals. Metal cars rolled the streets, neta
hulls swarnmed the air as thick as bees around a hive—for marvel of marvels, we
had devi sed wefts of spitting fire to spurn the wei ghty power of Earth
But even in my life | saw the | eaching of spirit. A surfeit of honey cloys the
tongue; a surfeit of wine addles the brain; so a surfeit of ease guts a man of
strength. Light, warnth, food, water, were free to all nmen, and gained by a
m ni mum of effort. So the people of Anpridatvir, released fromtoil, gave
increasing attention to faddi shness, perversity, and the occult.

" '"To the furthest reach of ny nenory, Rogol Donedonfors ruled the city.



He knew |l ore of all ages, secrets of fire and light, gravity and
counter-gravity, the know edge of superphysic nuneration, netathasm
corolopsis. In spite of his profundity, he was inpractical in his rule, and
blind to the softening of Amnpridatvirian spirit. Such weakness and | ethargy as
he saw he ascribed to a | ack of education, and in his |l ast years he evolved a
trenmendous machine to rel ease nen fromall |abor, and thus permt full |eisure
for nmeditation and ascetic discipline.

" "Wile Rogol Donmedonfors conpleted his great work, the city dissolved
into turbul ence—the result of a freak religious hysteria.

" "The rival sects of Pansiu and Cazdal had | ong existed, but few other
than the priests heeded the dispute. Suddenly the cults becane fashionabl e;

t he popul ation flocked to worship one or the other of the deities. The
priests, long-jealous rivals, were delighted with their new power, and
exhorted the converts to a crusading zeal. Friction arose, enotion waxed,
there was rioting and viol ence. And on one evil day a stone struck Rogo
Dormedonf ors, toppled himfroma bal cony.

" "Crippled and wasting but refusing to die, Rogol Donedonfors conpleted
hi s under ground nmechani sm installed vestibules throughout the city, and then
took to his death-bed. He issued one directive to his new machine, and when
Anmpridatvir awoke the next norning, the people found their city w thout power
or light, the food factories quiet, the canals diverted.

" 'In terror they rushed to Rogol Donedonfors, who said: "I have |ong been
blind to your decadence and eccentricities; now | despise you; you have been
the death of nme."

"'"But the city dies! The race perishes!" they cried.

"' "You must save yourselves," Rogol Donedonfors told them "You have
i gnored the ancient wi sdom you have been too indolent to |l earn, you have
sought easy conpl acence fromreligion, rather than facing manfully to the
worl d. | have resolved to inpose a bitter experience upon you, which | hope
will be salutary."

" '"He called the rival priests of Pansiu and Cazdal, and handed to each a
tabl et of transparent netal

" These tablets singly are useless; laid together a nessage may be read.
He who reads the nmessage will have the key to the ancient know edge, and wil |
wi eld the power | had planned for nmy own use. Now go, and | will die."

" "The priests, glaring at each other, departed, called their followers,
and so began a great war.

" 'The body of Rogol Donedonfors was never found, and some say his
skeleton still lies in the passages below the city. The tablets are housed in
the rival tenples. By night there is nurder, by day there is starvation in the
streets. Many have fled to the mainland, and now I follow |eaving
Ampridatvir, the last hone of the race. | will build a wooden hut on the sl ope
of Mount Liu and live out ny days in the valley of Mel-Palusas."'"

Kandi ve tw sted the scroll and replaced it in the box. "Your task," he

told U an Dhor, "is to journey to Anpridatvir and recover the magi c of Rogo
Domedonfors. "

U an Dhor said thoughtfully, "It was a long time ago ... Thousands of
years ..."

"Correct," said Kandive. "However, none of the histories of indices nake
further mention of Rogol Domedonfors, and herefore | believe that the w sdom
of Rogol Domedonfors still remains to be found in ancient Anpridatvir."

Three weeks U an Dhor sailed the nervel ess ocean. The sun rose bright as
bl ood fromthe horizon and bell ed across the sky, and the water was calm save
for the ruffle of the breeze and the twi n wi dening marks of U an Dhor's wake.

Then came the setting, the last sad glance across the world; then purple
twilight and the night. The old stars spanned the sky and the wake behind U an
Dhor shone ghastly white. Then did he watch for heavings of the surface, for
he felt greatly alone on the dark face of the ocean

Three weeks U an Dhor sailed the Melantine Gulf, to the north and west,
and one nmorning he saw to the right the dark shadow of coastland and to the



left the loomof an island, alnost lost in the haze.

Close off his bow goated an ungai nly barge, noving sluggishly under a
square sail of plaited reeds.

U an Dhor laid a course so as to draw al ongsi de, and saw on the barge two
men in coarse green snocks trolling for fish. They had oat-yellow hair and
bl ue eyes, and they wore expressions of stupefaction.

U an Dhor dropped his sail and laid hold of the barge. The fishernen
nei t her noved nor spoke.

U an Dhor said, "You seemunfanmiliar with the sight of man."

The ol der man broke into a nervous chant which U an Dhor understood to be
an invocation agai nst denons and frits.

U an Dhor | aughed. "Wy do you inveigh against me? | ama man |ike
yoursel f."

The younger man said in a broad dialect: "W reason you to be a denon.
First, there are none of our race with night-black hair and eyes. Second, the
Wrd of Pansiu denies the existence of all other nen. Therefore you can be no
man, and nust be a denon."

The ol der man said under his hand, "Hold your tongue; speak no word. He
will curse the tones of your voice . "

"You are wong, | assure you," replied U an Dhor politely. "Have either of
you ever seen a denon?"

"None but the CGauns."

"Do | resenble the Gauns?"

"Not at all,"” admitted the ol der man. Hi s conpanion indicated U an Dhor's
dull scarlet coat and green trousers. "He is evidently a Raider; note the
color of his garb."

U an Dhor said, "No, | amneither Raider nor denmon. | ammerely a man ..

"No nen exist except the Greens—so says Pansiu."

U an Dhor threw back his head and | aughed. "Earth is but w | derness and
ruins, true enough, but many nen yet walk abroad . . . Tell me, is the city
Ampridatvir to be found on that island ahead?"

The younger man nodded.

"And you live there?"

Agai n the young man assented.

U an Dhor said unconfortably, "I understood that Anpridatvir was a
deserted ruin—forlorn, desolate."

The young man asked with a shrewd expression, "And what do you seek at
Anpri dat vir?"

U an Dhor thought, I will nention the tablets and observe their reaction
It is well to learn if these tablets are known, and if so, how they are
regarded. He said, "I have sailed three weeks to find Anmpridatvir and

i nvestigate some | egendary tablets."

"Ah," said the older man. “The tablets! He is a Raider, then. | see it
clearly. Note his green trousers. A Raider for the Geens ..."

U an Dhor, expecting hostility as a result of this identification, was
surprised to find a nore pl easant expression on the faces of the nen, as if

now t hey had resol ved a troubl esome parodox. Very well, he thought, if that is
how they will Have it, let it be.
The younger man wi shed total clarity. "Is that your claimthen, dark man?

Do you wear red as a Raider for the G eens?"

U an Dhor said cautiously, "My plans are not settled."

"But you wear red! That is the color the Raiders wear!"

Here is a peculiarly disrupted way of thinking, reflected Uan Dhor. It is
alnost as if a rock bl ocked the stream of their thought and diverted the
current in a splash and a spray. He said, "Wiere | conme from a man wears such
colors as he chooses."

The ol der man said eagerly, "But you wear G een, so evidently you have
chosen to raid for the Greens."

U an Dhor shrugged, sensing the block across a nmental channel. "If you
wish ... What others are there?"



"None, no other,"’
Ampridatvir."

"Then—whom does a Rai der raid?"

The younger nman noved uneasily and pulled in his line.

"He raids a ruined tenple to the denon Cazdal, for the |ost tablet of
Rogol Doredonfors.™

"I'n that case," said Uan Dhor, "I mght becone a Raider."

"For the Greens," said the old man, peering at him side-w se.

"Enough, enough,"” said the other. "The sun is past the zenith. W had best
be honeward. "

"Aye, aye," said the older man, with sudden energy. "The sun drops."

The younger man | ooked at U an Dhor. "If you propose to raid, you had best
come with us."

U an Dhor passed a line to the barge, adding his fabric sail to the
plaited reeds, and they turned their bows toward shore.

It was very beautiful, crossing the sunny afternoon swells toward the
forested island, and as they rounded the eastern cape, Anpridatvir came into
Vi ew.

A line of |ow buildings faced the harbor, and beyond rose such towers as
U an Dhor had never inagined to exist—netal spires soaring past the centra
hei ght of the island to glisten in the light of the setting sun. Such cities
were | egends of the past, dreans of the tinme when the Earth was young.

U an Dhor stared specul atively at the barge, at the coarse green cl oaks of
the fishermen. Were they peasants? Wuld he becorme a butt for ridicule, thus
arriving at the glistening city? He turned unconfortably back to the island,
chewing his lips. According to Kandive, Anpridatvir would be toppled col ums
and rubble, like the Od Town above Kaiin ..

The sun dropped agai nst the water, and now U an Dhor, with a sudden shock
noticed the crunble at the base of the towers; here was his expectation, as
much desol ation as Kandi ve had predicted. Strangely the fact gave Anpridatvir
an added majesty, the dignity of a | ost nmonunent.

The wi nd had sl ackened, the progress of boat and barge was sl ow i ndeed.
The fishermen betrayed anxiety, muttering to each other, adjusting their sai
to draw its best, tightening their stays. But before they drifted inside the
breakwat er, purple twlight had dropped across the city, and the towers becane
tremendous bl ack nonoliths.

In near-darkness they tied to a | anding of |ogs, anong other barges, sone
pai nted green, others gray.

U an Dhor junped up to the dock. "A nonment," said the younger fisherman,
eyeing Uan Dhor's red coat. "It would be unwi se to dress thus, even at
ni ght." He runmaged through a box and brought forth a green cape, ragged and
snelling of fish. "Wear this, and hold the hood over your black hair ..."

U an Dhor obeyed with a private grinmace of distaste. He asked, "Were may
| sup and bed tonight? Are there inns or hostels in Anpridatvir?"

The younger man said without enthusiasm "You may pass the night at ny
hal | ."

The fishermen slung the day's catch over their shoulders, clinbed to the
dock, and peered anxi ously through the rubble.

"You are ill at ease," observed U an Dhor

"Aye," said the younger man. "At night the Gauns roamthe streets."

"What are the Gauns?"

"Denons. "

"There are many varieties of denons,” U an Dhor said lightly. "Wat be
t hese?"

"They are like horrible men. They have great long arns that clutch and
rend ..."

"Ho!" muttered U an Dhor, feeling for his sword hilt. "Wiy do you permit
t hem abr oad?"

"We cannot harmthem They are fierce and strong—but fortunately not too
agile. Wth luck and watchful ness .. ."

replied the older man. "W are the G eens of



U an Dhor now searched the rubble with an expression as careful as the
fishernen's. These people were famliar with the dangers of the place; he
woul d obey their counsel until he knew better

They threaded the first tunble of ruins, entered a canyon shadowed from
the aftergl ow by the pinnacles to either side, brimring with gl oom

Deadness! thought U an Dhor. The place was under the pall of dusty death.
Where were the active mllions of |ong ago Anpridatvir? Dead dust, their
noi sture mingled in the ocean, beside that of every other man and worman who
had |ived on Earth.

U an Dhor and the two fishernmen noved down t he avenue, pygny figures
wandering a dreamcity, and U an Dhor |ooked coldly fromside to side
Prince Kandive the Gol den had spoken truth. Ampridatvir was the very
definition of antiquity. The wi ndows gaped bl ack, concrete had cracked,
bal coni es hung crazily, terraces were nmounded with dust. Debris filled the
streets—bl ocks of stone fromfallen columms, crushed and battered netal

But Anpridatvir still nmoved with a weird unending life where the builders
had used agel ess substance, eternal energies. Strips of a dark glistening
material flowed |ike water at each side of the street—slowy at the edges,
rapidly at the center.

The fishermen matter-of-factly stepped on this strip, and U an Dhor
gingerly followed themto the swift center. "I see roads flowing like rivers
in Ampridatvir," he said. "You call me denon; truly | think the glove is on
the other hand."

"It is no magic," said the younger man shortly. "It is the way of
Ampridatvir."

At regular intervals along the street stood stone vestibul es about ten
feet high that had the appearance of sheltering ranps |eadi ng bel ow the
street.

"What |ies below?" inquired U an Dhor

The fishermen shrugged. "The doors are tight. No nan has ever gone
t hrough. Legend says it was the last work of Rogol Domedonfors.”

U an Dhor withheld further questions, observing a growi ng nervousness in
the fishermen. Infected by their apprehension he kept his hand at his sword.
"None live in this part of Anpridatvir," said the old fisherman in a

hoarse whisper. "It is ancient beyond imagining, ridden with ghosts."

The streets broke into a central square, the towers fell away before them
The sliding strip coasted to a stop, like water flowing into a pool. Here
glowed the first artificial light Uan Dhor had seen—a bright gl obe hung on a
| oopi ng netal stanchion

In this light Uan Dhor saw a youth in a gray cloak hurrying across the
square ... A novenent anmpng the ruins; the fishernen gasped, crouched. A
corpse-pal e creature sprang out into the light. Its arnms hung knotted and
long; dirty fur covered its legs. Geat eyes glared froma peaked,
fungus-white skull; two fangs hung over the undershot nouth. It |eapt upon the
wretch in the gray robe and tucked hi munder his arm then, turning, gave U an
Dhor and the fishernen a | ook of baleful triunmph. And now they saw that the
victi mwas a wonan ..

U an Dhor drew his sword. "No, no!" whispered the older nan. "The Gaun
will goits way!"

"But the wonman it has taken! W can save her!"

"The Gaun has seized no one." The old man clutched at his shoul der

"Are you blind, man?" cried U an Dhor

"There are none in Anpridatvir but the G eens,
"Stay by us."

U an Dhor hesitated. Was the woman in gray, then, a ghost? If so, why did
not the fishermen say as much?

The Gaun, with insolent leisure, stalked toward a I ong edifice of dark
tunbl ed arches.

U an Dhor ran across the white square of ancient Anpridatvir.

The nonster twi sted to face himand flung out a great knotted arm as |ong

sai d the younger nan.



as a man was tall, ending in a white-furred clunp of fingers. U an Dhor hewed
a tremendous blow with his sword; the Gaun's forearm dangl ed by a shred of
fl esh and bone-splinter

Jumpi ng back to avoid the spray of blood, U an Dhor ducked the grasp of
the other armas it swing past. He hacked agai n, another great blow, and the
second forearm dangl ed | oosely. He sprang cl ose, plunged his bl ade at the
creature's eye and struck up into the beast's skull-case.

The creature died in a series of wild capers, maniac throes that took it
danci ng around the square.

U an Dhor, panting, fighting nausea, | ooked down to the w de-eyed woman.
She was rising weakly to her feet. He reached an armto steady her, noticing
that she was slimand young, with bl onde hair hanging |oosely to the |evel of
her jaw. She had a pleasant, pretty face, thought U an Dhor—eandi d,
cl ear-eyed, innocent.

She appeared not to notice him but stood hal f-turned away, w apping
herself in her gray cloak. U an Dhor began to fear that the shock had affected
her m nd. He noved forward and peered into her face.

"Are you well? Did the beast harm you?"

Surprise came over her face, alnost as if U an Dhor were another Gaun. Her
gaze brushed his green cloak, quickly nmoved back to his face, his black hair.
"Who ... are you?" she whispered. "A stranger," said U an Dhor, "and nuch
puzzl ed by the ways of Anpridatvir." He | ooked around for the fishernen; they
were nowhere in sight.

"A stranger?" the girl asked. "But Cazdal's Tract tells us that the Gauns
have destroyed all nen but the Gays of Amnpridatvir."

"Cazdal is as incorrect as Pansiu," remarked U an Dhor. 'There are stil
many nen in the world."

"I must believe," said the girl. "You speak, you exist—so much is clear."

U an Dhor noticed that she kept her eyes averted fromthe green cloak. It
stank of fish; w thout further ado he cast it aside.

Her gl ance went to his red coat. "A Raider .. ."

"No, no, no!" exclainmed Uan Dhor. "In truth, | find this talk of color
tiresone. I am U an Dhor of Kaiin, nephew to Prince Kandive the Col den, and ny
mssion is to seek the tablets of Rogol Domedonfors.™"

The girl smled wanly. "Thus do the Raiders, and thus they dress in red,
and then every man's hand is turned against them for when they are in red,
who knows whet her they be G ays or "

"Or what ?"

She appeared confused, as if this facet to the question had not occurred
to her. "Ghosts? Denons? There are strange mani festations in Anpridatvir."

"Beyond argunent," agreed U an Dhor. He gl anced across, the square. "If
you wish, | will guard you to your hone; and perhaps there will be a corner
where | may sleep tonight."

She said, "I owe you ny life, and I will help you as best | can. But |

dare not take you to my hall," Her eyes drifted down his body as far as his
green trousers and veered away. "There would be confusion and unendi ng
expl anations..."

U an Dhor said obliquely, "You have a mate, then?"

She gl anced at himswi ftly—a strange coquetry, strange flirtation there in
t he shadows of ancient Ampridatvir, the girl in the coarse gray cl oak, her
head tilted sideways and the yellow hair falling clear to her shoulder; U an
Dhor el egant, darkly aquiline, in full command of his soul

"No," she said. "There have been none, so far." A slight sound di sturbed
her; she jerked, |ooked fearfully across the square.

"There may be nore Gauns. | can take you to a safe place; then tonorrow we
will talk . "

She | ed hi mthrough an arched portico into one of the towers, up to a
mezzanine floor. "You'll be safe here till norning." She squeezed his arm

“I'"ll bring you food, if you'll wait for me ..
"I wait."



Her gaze fell with the strange half-averted wavering of the eyes to his
red coat, just brushed his green trousers. "And I'll bring you a cloak." She
departed. U an Dhor saw her flit down the stair and out of the tower like a
wraith. She was gone.

He settled hinmself on the floor. It was a soft elastic substance, warmto

the touch ... A strange city, thought U an Dhor, a strange people, reacting to
unguessed conpul sions. O were they ghosts, in truth?
He fell into a series of spasnodic dozes, and awoke at last to find the

wan pink of the |atter-day dawn seeping through the arched porti co.

He rose to his feet, rubbed his face, and, after a monent's hesitation
descended fromthe nezzanine to the floor of the tower and wal ked out into the
street. Achild in a gray smock saw his red coat, flicked his eyes away from
the green trousers, screaned in terror, and ran across the square.

U an Dhor retreated into the shadows with a curse. He had expected
desol ation. Hostility he could have countered or fled, but this bew | dered
fright Ieft himhelpless.

A shape appeared at the entrance—the girl. She peered through the shadows;
her face was drawn, anxious. U an Dhor appeared. She smiled suddenly and her
face changed.

"I brought your breakfast," she said, "also a decent garnent."

She | ay bread and snoked fish before him and poured warm herb tea from an
earthenware jar.

As he ate he watched her, and she watched him There was a tension in
their relations; she felt inconpletely secure, and he could sense the
pressures on her nind.

"What is your nanme?" she asked.

"I am U an Dhor. And you?"

"Elai."

"Elai... |Is that all?"

"Do | need nore? It is sufficient, is it not?"
"Ch, indeed."

She seated herself cross-1egged before him
"Tell me about the land from which you cone."
U an Dhor said, "Ascolais nowis nostly a great forest, where few care to

venture. | live in Kaiin, a very old city, perhaps as old as Anpridatvir, but
we have no such towers and floating roads. W live in the old-tinme pal aces of
mar bl e and wood, even the poorest and nost nenial. |ndeed, sone beautiful

manses fall to ruins for lack of tenants."

"And what is your color?" she asked in a tentative voice.

U an Dhor said inpatiently, "Such nonsense. W wear all colors; no one
t hi nks one way or the other about it ... Wiy do you worry about color so? For
i nstance, why do you wear gray and not green?"

Her gaze wavered and broke from his; she clenched her hands restlessly.
"Green? That is the color of the denon Pansiu. No one in Anpridatvir wears
green."

"Certainly people wear green,"” said Uan Dhor. "I net two fishernen
yesterday at sea wearing green, and they guided me into the city."

She shook her head, snmiling sadly. "You are m staken."

U an Dhor sat back. He said presently. "A child saw nme this norning and
ran of f screamng."

"Because of your red cloak," said Elai. "When a man wi shes to wi n honor
for hinself, he dons a red coat and sets forth across the city to the ancient
deserted tenple of Pansiu, to seek the |ost half of Rogol Donedonfors' tablet.
Legend says that when the Grays recover the lost tablet, then will their power
be strong once nore."

"If the tenple is deserted,"” asked U an Dhor dryly, "why has not some man
taken the tablet?"

She shrugged and | ooked vaguely into space. "W believe that it is guarded
by ghosts ... At any rate, sonetinmes a man in red is found raiding Cazdal's
templ e al so, whereupon he is killed. A man in red is therefore everybody's



eneny, and every hand is turned against him"

U an Dhor rose to his feet and wapped hinmself in the gray robe the girl
had brought.

"What are your plans?" she asked, rising quickly.

"I wish to |look upon the tablets of Rogol Domedonfors, both in Cazdal's
Temple and in Pansiu's."

She shook her head. "Inpossible. Cazdal's Tenple is forbidden to all but
the venerable priests, and Pansiu's Tenple is guarded by ghosts."

U an Dhor grinned. "If you'll show nme where the tenples are situated..
She said, "I'Il go with you . . . But you nust remain wapped in the
cloak, or it will go badly for both of us."

They stepped out into the sunlight. The square was dotted w th sl ow noving
groups of nmen and wonen. Some wore green, others wore gray, and U an Dhor saw
that there was no intercourse between the two. Greens paused by little
green-pai nted booths selling fish, leather, fruit, meal, pottery, baskets.
Grays bought fromidentical shops which were painted gray. He saw two groups
of children, one in green rags, the other in gray, playing ten feet apart,
acknow edgi ng each other by not so much as a glance. A ball of tied rags
rolled fromthe Gay children into the scuffling group of Geens. A Gray child
ran over, picked up the ball fromunder the feet of a Green child, and neither
took the slightest notice of the other

"Strange," muttered U an Dhor. "Strange."

"What's strange?" inquired Elai. "I see nothing strange

"Look," said Uan Dhor, "by that pillar. Do you see that man in the green
cl oak?"

She glanced at himin puzzlenent. "There is no man there.

""There is a man there," said Uan Dhor. "Look again."

She | aughed. "You are joking ... or can you see ghosts?"

U an Dhor shook his head in defeat. "You are the victinms of some powerful
magi c. "

She led himto one of the flow ng roadways; as they were carried through
the city he noticed a boat-shaped hull built of bright nmetal with four wheels
and a transparent-domed conpartnment.

He pointed. "What is that?"

"It is a mgic car. Wen a certain lever is pressed the wizardry of the
ol der times gives it great speed. Rash young nen ride themalong the streets .

See there," and she pointed to a somewhat simlar hull toppled into the
basin of a long, dry fountain. "That is another one of the ancient wonders—a
craft with the power to fly through the air. There are nmany of them scattered
t hrough the city—en the towers, on high terraces, and sometines, like this
one, fallen into the streets.”

"And no one flies then?" asked U an Dhor curiously.

"W are all afraid.”

U an Dhor thought, what a marvel to own one of these air-cars! He stepped
of f the flow ng road.

"Where are you goi ng?" asked El ai anxiously, comng after him

"l wish to exanmine one of these air-cars.”

"Be careful, Uan Dhor. They are said to be dangerous ..

U an Dhor peered through the transparent done, saw a cushi oned seat, a
series of little levers inscribed with characters strange to himand a | arge
knurl ed ball nounted on a netal rod.

He said to the girl, "Those are evidently the guides to the mechanism...
How does one enter such a car?"

She said doubtfully, "This button will perhaps rel ease the done." She
pressed a knob; the dome snapped back, releasing a puff of stagnant air.

"Now, " said U an Dhor, "I will experinment." He reached within, turned down
a switch. Nothi ng happened.

"Be careful, Uan Dhor!" breathed the girl. "Beware of magic!"

U an Dhor twi sted a knob. The car quivered. He touched another |ever. The
boat nade a curious whining sound, jerked. The dome began to settle. U an Dhor



snat ched back his arm The dome snhapped into place over a fold of his gray
cl oak. The boat jerked again, made a sudden nmovenent, and U an Dhor was
dragged willy-nilly after

Elai cried out, seized his ankles. Cursing, U an Dhor dropped out of his
cl oak, watched while the air-boat took a wild uncontrolled curvet, crashed
against the side of a tower. It fell with another clang of colliding netal and
st one.

"Next time," said Uan Dhor, "I will.. ."

He becanme aware of a strange pressure in the air. He turned. Elai was
staring at him hand agai nst her nouth, eyes screwed up as if she were
repressing a scream

U an Dhor gl anced around the streets. The slowy moving people, G ays and
Greens, had vani shed. The streets were enpty.

"Elai," said Uan Dhor, "why do you |look at nme |ike that?"

"The red, in daylight—and the color of Pansiu on your |egs—t is our
deat h, our death!"

"By no neans," said U an Dhor cheerfully. "Not while |I wear ny sword and

A stone, com ng fromnowhere, crashed into the ground at his feet. He
| ooked right and left for his assailant, nostrils flaring in anger

In vain. The doorways, the arcades, the porticos were bare and enpty.

Anot her stone, large as his fist, struck himbetween the shoul der-bl ades.
He sprang around and saw only the crunble facade of ancient Anmpridatvir, the
enpty street, the glistening gliding strip.

A stone hissed six inches fromElai's head, and at the sane instant
anot her struck his thigh.

U an Dhor recognized defeat. He could not fight stones with his sword. "W
had better retreat " He ducked a great paving bl ock that woul d have split
his skull.

"Back to the strip," the girl said in a dull and hel pl ess voice. "W can
take refuge across the square.” A stone, |looping idly down, struck her cheek
she cried in pain and fell to her knees.

U an Dhor snarled |like an animal and sought nmen to kill. But no living
person, man, woman, or child, was visible, though the stones continued to
hurtle at his head.

He stooped, picked up Elai and ran to the swift central flow of the strip.

The rain of stones presently halted. The girl opened her eyes, w nced, and
shut them again. "Everything whirls," she whispered. "I have gone mad. Al npst
| mght think—=

U an Dhor thought to recognize the tower where he had spent the night. He
stepped off the strip and approached the portico. He was wong; a crystal
pl ane barred himthe tower. As he hesitated, it nelted at a spot directly in
front of himand formed a doorway. U an Dhor stared wonderingly. Further nagic
of the ancient builders ..

It was inpersonal magic, and harm ess. U an Dhor stepped through. The
doorway dwi ndl ed, fused, and becane clear crystal behind him

The hall was bare and cold, though the walls were rich with colored netals
and gorgeous enamel. A nural decorated one wall—en and wonen in flow ng
cl othes were depicted tending flowers in gardens curiously bright and sunny,
pl ayi ng airy ganes, dancing.

Very beautiful, thought U an Dhor, but no place to defend hinself agai nst
attack. Passageways to either side were echoing and enpty; ahead was a small
chamber with a floor of glimering floss, which seemed to radiate |light. He
stepped within. His feet rose fromthe floor; he floated, lighter than
thi stl e-down. Elai no | onger weighed in his arns. He gave an involuntary
hoarse call, struggled to return to his feet to ground, w thout success.

He floated upward like a leaf wafted in the wind. U an Dhor prepared
hi nsel f for the sickening plunge when the magic quieted. But the floors fel
past, and the ground | evel becanme ever nore distant. A marvellous spell
t hought U an Dhor grimy, thus to rob a man of his footing; how soon would the



force relax and dash themto their deaths?

"Reach out," said Elai faintly. "Take hold of the bar."

He | eaned far over, seized the railing, drewthemto a | anding, and,
di sbelieving his own safety, stepped into an apartnent of several roons.
Crunbl ed heaps of dust were all that renmained of the furniture.

He lay Elai on the soft floor; she raised her hand to her face and sniled
wanly. "Qoh—t hurts.”

U an Dhor watched with a strange sense of weakness and | assitude.

Elai said, "I don't know what we will do now. There is no |onger a hone
for me; so shall we starve, for no one will give us food."

U an Dhor | aughed sourly. "We will never lack for food—not while the
keeper of a Green booth can not see a man in a gray cloak . . . But there are

other things nmore inportant—the tablets of Rogol Domedonfors—and they seem
conpl etely inaccessible.”

She said earnestly, "You would be killed. The men in red nmust fight
everyone—as you saw today. And even if you reached the Tenple of Pansiu, there
are pitfalls, traps, poison stakes, and the ghosts on guard."

"Chosts? Nonsense. They are nen, exactly like the Grays, except that they
wear green. Your brain refuses to see nen in green ... | have heard of such
t hi ngs, such obstructions of the mind ..."

She said in a injured tone, "No other Grays see them Perhaps it is you
who suffers the hallucinations."

"Perhaps," agreed U an Dhor with a wy grin. They sat for a space in the
dusty stillness of the old tower, then U an Dhor sat forward, clasped his
knees, frowning. Lethargy was the precursor of defeat. "W nust consider this
Templ e of Pansiu."

"W shall be killed," she said sinply.

U an Dhor, already in better spirits, said, "You should practice optimsm

Wiere can | find another air-car?

She stared at him "Surely you are a nadman!"

U an Dhor rose to his feet. "Where nay one be found?"

She shook her head. "You are resolved on death, one way or another." She
rose also. "W will ascend the Shaft of No-weight to the tower's highest
| evel . "

Wthout hesitation she stepped into the void, and U an Dhor gingerly
followed. To the dizziest height they floated, and the walls of the shaft
converged to a point far below. At the topnost |anding they pulled thensel ves
to solidity, stepped out on a terrace high up in the clean w nds. Higher than
the central nmountains they stood, and the streets of Anpridatvir were gray
t hreads far bel ow. The harbor was a basin, and the sea spread away into the
haze at the horizon

Three air-cars rested on the terrace, and the metal was as bright, the
glass as clear, the enanel as vivid as if the cars had just dropped fromthe
sky.

They went to the nearest; U an Dhor pressed the entry button, and the done
slid back with a thin dry hiss of friction

The interior was |ike that of the other car—a | ong cushi oned seat, a gl obe
nounted on a rod, a nunber of switches. The cloth of the seat crackled with
age as U an Dhor prodded it with his hand, and the trapped air snelt very

stale. He stepped inside, and Elai followed. "I wll acconpany you; death by
falling is faster than starvation, and | ess painful than the rocks ..."
"I hope we will neither fall nor starve," replied U an Dhor. Cautiously he

touched the switches, ready to throw them back at any dangerous manifestation
The done snapped over their heads; relays thousands of years old neshed,
cans twi sted, shafts plunged hone. The air-car jerked, lofted up into the red
and dark blue sky. U an Dhor grasped the globe, found how to turn the boat,
how to twi st the nose up or down. This was pure joy, intoxication—aonderfu
mastery of the air! It was easier than he had inmagined. It was easier than
wal king. He tried all the handles and sw tches, found how to hover, drop
brake. He found the speed handl e and pushed it far over, and the wi nd sang



past the air-boat. Far over the sea they flew, until the island was blue | oom
at the rimof the world. Low and hi gh—ski mi ng the wave-crests, plunging
t hrough the nmagenta wi sps of the upper clouds.

El ai sat relaxed, calm exalted. She had changed; she seened closer to
U an Dhor than to Anpridatvir; some subtle tie had been cut. "Let's go on,"
she said. "On and on and on-across the world, past the forests ..."

U an Dhor gl anced at her sideways. She was very beautiful now-el eaner,
finer, stronger than the wonmen he had known in Kaiin. He said regretfully,
"Then we woul d starve i ndeed—for neither of us has the craft to survive in the
wi | derness. And | am bound to seek the tablets . "

She sighed. "Very well. We will be killed. What does it matter? Al Earth
dies ..."

Eveni ng cane, and they returned to Anpridatvir. "There," said Elai, "there
is the Tenpl e of Cazdal and there the Tenple of Pansiu."

U an Dhor dropped the boat | ow over the Tenple of Pansiu. "Were is the
entrance?"

"Through the arch—and every place holds a different danger."

"But we fly," U an Dhor rem nded her

He | owered the boat ten feet above the ground and slid it through the
ar ch.

Quided by a dimlight ahead, U an Dhor nanoeuvered the boat down the dark
passage, through another arch; and they were in the nave.

The podi umwhere the tablet sat was like the citadel of a walled city. The
first obstacle was a wide pit, backed by a glassy wall. Then there was a nopat
of sulfur-colored lIiquid, and beyond, in an open space, five nmen kept a torpid
wat ch. Undetected, U an Dhor noved the boat through the upper shadows and
halted directly over the podi um

"Ready now," he muttered, and grounded the boat. The glistening tablet was
al nost within reach. He raised the dome; Elai |eaned out, seized the tablet.
The five guards gave an angui shed roar, rushed forward.

"Back!" cried U an Dhor. He warded off a flying spear with his sword. She
drew back with the tablet, U an Dhor slamed the dome. The guards |eapt on the
ship, clawing at the snooth netal, beating at it with their fists. The ship
rose high; one by one they lost their grip, fell screamng to the floor

Back through the arch, down the back passageway, through the entrance and
out into the dark sky. Behind thema great horn set up a crazy cl angor.

U an Dhor exam ned his prize—an oval sheet of transparent substance
bearing a dozen |ines of neaningl ess marKks.

"W have won!" said Elai raptly. "You are the Lord of Anpridatvir!"

"Hal f yet remains," said Uan Dhor. "There is still the tablet in the
Templ e of Cazdal ."

"But—+t is madness! Already you have—*

"One is useless without the other."

Her wild argunents subsided only as they hovered over the arch into
Cazdal ' s Tenpl e.

As the boat glided through the dark gap it struck a thread which dropped a
great |oad of stones froma chute. The first of these, striking the sloping
side of the air-car, buffeted it away. U an Dhor cursed. The guards woul d be
alert and watchful.

He drifted along at the very top of the passage, hidden in the nurk.
Presently two guards, bearing torches and careful of their steps, came to
i nvestigate the sound.

They passed directly bel ow the boat, and U an Dhor hastened forward,
through the arch into the nave. As in the Tenple of Pansiu, the tablet gl eaned
in the mddl e of a fortress.

The guards were w de awake, nervously watching the opening.

"Bol dness, now " said U an Dhor. He sent the boat darting across the walls
and pits and seething noat, settled beside the podium snapped the dome back
sprang out. He seized the tablet as the guards cane roaring forward, spears
ext ended. The forenost flung his spear; U an Dhor struck it down and tossed



the tablet into the boat.

But they were upon him he would be inpaled if he sought to clinb within
the boat. He sprang forward, hewed off the shaft of one spear, chopped at one
man' s shoul der on the back-sweep, seized the shaft of the third spear, and
pull ed the man into range of his sword point. The third guard fell back
shouting for help. U an Dhor turned, leapt into the boat. The guard rushed
forward, U an Dhor whirled and nmet himw th the point of his sword in his
cheek. Spouting blood and wailing hysterically, the guard fell back. U an Dhor
threwthe lift lever; the boat rose high and noved toward t he opening.

And presently the alarmhorn at Cazdal's Tenple was adding its harsh yel
to the sound fromacross the city.

The boat drifted slowy through the sky.

"Look!" said Elai, grasping his arm By torchlight men and wonen crowded
and mlled in the streets— G eens and Gays, panicked by the nessage of the
hor ns.

El ai gasped. "U an Dhor! | see! | seel The nmen in Geen! It is possible

Have they al ways been . "

"The brain-spell has broken," said Uan Dhor, "and not only for you. Bel ow
they see each other, too ..."

For the first tinme in menory, Geens and Grays | ooked at each other. Their
faces twisted, contorted. In the flicker of torches U an Dhor saw them draw ng
back in revul sion fromeach other, and heard the tumult of their cries:
"Demon! . . . Dermon! . . . Gay ghost! . . . Vile Geen Denon!.. "

Thousands of obsessed torch-bearers sidled past each other, glowering,
reviling each other, screaming in hate and fear. They were all mad, he
t hought +angl ed, constricted of brain ..

As by a secret signal, the crowd seethed into battle, and the hateful
yells curdled Uan Dhor's blood. Elai turned sobbing away. Terrible work was
done, on nen, wonen, children—o matter who the victim if he wore the
opposite col or.

A louder snarling arose at the edge of the nob—a joyful sound, and a dozen
shanbl i ng Gauns appeared, towering above the Greens and Grays. They rended,
tore, ripped, and insane hate nelted before fear. Greens and Gays separated,
and ran to their hones, and the Guans roaned the streets al one.

U an Dhor tore his glance away and held his forehead. "Was this ny doing?

Was this a deed of mine?"

"Sooner or later it would have happened," said Elai dully. "Unless Earth
waned and died first. "

U an Dhor picked up the two tablets. "And here is what | sought to
attai n—the tablets of Rogol Domedonfors. They pulled nme a thousand | eagues
across the Melantine; | have themin ny hands now, and they are |Iike worthless
shards of glass . "

The boat floated high, and Anpridatvir became a setting of pale crystals
in the starlight. In the lum nescence of the instrunent panel, U an Dhor
fitted the two tablets together. The marks merged, becane characters, and the
characters bore the words of the ancient magician

"Fai thl ess chil dren—Rogol Donedonfors dies, and so lives forever in the
Ampridatvir he has |oved and served! When intelligence and good will restore
order to the city; or when blood and steel teaches the folly of bridled
credulity and passion, and all but the toughest dead: +hen shall these tablets
be read. And | say to himwho reads it, go to the Tower of Fate with the
yel | ow dome, ascend to the topnost floor, showred to the left eye of Rogo
Dormedonfors, yellowto the right eye, and then blue to both; do this, | say,
and share the power of Rogol Domedonfors."

U an Dhor asked, "Were is the Tower of Fate?"

El ai shook her head. "There is Rodeil's Tower, and the Red Tower the Tower
of the Scream ng CGhost, and the Tower of Trunpets and the Bird' s Tower and the
Tower of Quans—but | know of no Tower of Fate."



"Whi ch tower has a yell ow donme?"
"l don't know. "

"W will search in the nmorning."
"I'n the nmorning," she said | eaning against himdrowsily.
"The morning . . ." said U an Dhor, fondling her yellow hair.

VWen the old red sun rose, they drifted back over the city and found the
peopl e of Anmpridatvir awake before them intent on nurder

The fighting and the killing was not so wild as the night before. It was a
craftier slaughter. Stealthy groups of nen waylaid stragglers, or broke into
houses to strangl e wonen and chil dren

U an Dhor nuttered, "Soon there will be none left in Ampridatvir upon whom
to work Rogol Doredonfors' power." He turned to Elai. "Have you no father, no
not her, for whom you fear?"

She shook her head. "I have lived ny life with a dull and tyrannica
uncle.”

U an Dhor turned away. He saw a yel |l ow dome; no other was visible: The
Tower of Fate.

"There." He pointed, turned down the nose of the air-car

Parking on a high level, they entered the dusty corridors, found an
anti-gravity shaft, and rose to the top-nost floor. Here they found a snall
chanber, decorated with vivid nurals. The scene was a court of ancient
Ampridatvir. Men and wonen in colored silks conversed and banqueted and, in
the central plaque, paid homage to a patriarchal ruler with a rugged chin,
burni ng eyes, and a white beard. He was clad in a purple and bl ack gown and
sat on a carved chair.

"Rogol Domedonfors!" murmured Elai, and the roomheld its breath, grew

still. They felt the stir their living breath made in the I ong-quiet air, and
t he depicted eyes stared deep into their brains . .

U an Dhor said, " 'Red to the left eye, yellowto the right; then blue to
both." Well—+there are blue tiles in the hall, and | wear a red coat."

They found blue and yellow tiles, and U an Dhor cut a strip fromthe hem
of his tunic.

Red to the left eye, yellowto the right. Blue to both. Aclick, a
screech, a whirring |like a hundred bee-hives.

The wal |l opened on a flight of steps. U an Dhor entered, and, with El ai
breat hi ng hard at his back, mounted the steps.

They came out in a flood of daylight, under the dome itself. In the center
on a pedestral sat a glistening round-topped cylinder, black and vitreous.

The whirring rose to a shrill whine. The cylinder quivered, softened,
became barely transparent, slumped a trifle. In the center hung a pul py white
mass—a brai n?

The cylinder was alive.

It sprouted pseudopods which poi sed wavering in the air. U an Dhor and
El ai watched frozen, close together. One black finger shaped itself to an eye,
anot her formed a mouth. The eye inspected them carefully.

The nouth said cheerfully, "Geetings across tine, greetings. So you have
cone at last to rouse old Rogol Donedonfors fromhis dreans? | have dreaned

long and well —but it seens for an unconsci onable period. How | ong? Twenty
years? Fifty years? Let me | ook."
The eye swung to a tube on the wall, a quarter full of gray powder.

The nouth gave a cry of wonder. "The energy has nearly dissipated! How
long have |I slept? Wth a half-life of 1,200 years—ever five thousand years!"
The eye swung back to U an Dhor and Elai. "Who are you then? Were are ny
bi ckeri ng subjects, the adherents of Pansiu and Cazdal ? Did they kil
t hensel ves then, so | ong ago?"

"No," said Uan Dhor with a sick grin. "They are still fighting in the
streets."

The eye-tentacl e extended swiftly, thrust through a w ndow, and | ooked
down over the city. The central jelly twi tched, becane suffused with an orange
gl ow. The voi ce spoke again, and it held a terrible harshness. U an Dhor's



neck tingled and he felt Elai's hand cl enching deep into his arm

"Five thousand years!" cried the voice. "Five thousand years and the
wretches still quarrel? Time has taught them no wi sdonf? Then stronger agencies
must be used. Rogol Domedonfors will show them w sdom Behold!"

A vast sound cane from bel ow, a hundred sharp reports. U an Dhor and El ai
hastened to the wi ndow and | ooked down. A mind-filling sight occupied the
streets.

The ten-foot vestibules |eading belowthe city had snapped open. From each
of these licked a great tentacle of black transparent jelly like the substance
of the fluid roads.

The tentacles reached into the air, sprouted a hundred branches which
pursued the madly fl eeing Anpridatvians, caught them stripped away their
robes of gray and green, then whipping them high through the air, dropped them

into the great central square. In the chill norning air the popul ace of
Ampridatvir stood m ngled naked together and no man coul d di stingui sh G een
from G ay.

"Rogol Donmedonfors has great |ong arns now," cried a vast voice, "strong
as the noon, all-seeing as the air."

The voi ce cane from everywhere, nowhere

"“I'" m Rogol Domedonfors, the last ruler of Anpridatvir. And to this state
have you descended? Dwellers in hovels, eaters of filth? Watch—+n a noment |
repair the neglect of five thousand years!"

The tentacl es sprouted a thousand appendages—hard horny cutters, nozzles
t hat spouted blue flanme, trenendous scoops, and each appendage sprouted an
eye-stal k. These ranged the city, and wherever there was crunbling or mark of
age the tentacles dug, tore, blasted, burnt; then spewed new materials into
pl ace and when they passed new and gl eam ng structure renmai ned behi nd.

Many-armed tentacles gathered the litter of ages; when | oaded they snapped
hi gh through the air, a nonstrous catapult, flinging the rubbish far out over
the sea. And wherever was gray paint or green paint a tentacle ground off the
col or, sprayed new various pigments.

Down every street ran the trenendous root-things and of fshoots plunged
into every tower, every dwelling, every park and square—denoli shing,
stripping, building, clearing, repairing. Ampridatvir was gripped and
per meat ed by Rogol Donedonfors as a tree's roots clench the ground.

In a time measured by breaths, a new Anpridatvir had replaced the ruins,
a gleaming, glistening city—proud, intrepid, challenging the red sun

U an Dhor and El ai had watched in a hal f-conscious, unconprehendi ng daze.
Was it possibly reality; was there such a being which could denpolish a city
and build it anew while a man wat ched?

Arms of black jelly darted over the hills of the island, threaded the
caves where the Gauns lay gorged and torpid. It seized, snatched themthrough
the air, and dangl ed them above the huddl ed Anpridatvi ans—a hundred Gauns on a
hundred tentacles, horrible fruits on a weird tree.

"Look!" boomed a voice, boastful and wild. "These whom you have feared!
See how Rogol Domedonfors deals with thesel

The tentacles flicked, and a hundred Gauns hurtled —spraw i ng, wheeling
shapes—hi gh over Anpridatvir; and they fell far out in the sea.

"The creature is mad," whispered U an Dhor to Elai. "The | ong dreani ng has
addled its brain."

"Behol d the new Anpridatvir!" boomed the mghty voice. "See it for the
first and last tine. For now you die! You have proved unworthy of the
past —dnworthy to worship the new god Rogol Donedonfors. There are two here
besi de me who shall found the new race—=

U an Dhor started in alarm What? He to live in Anpridatvir under the
t humb of the mad super-being?

No.

And per haps he woul d never be so close to the brain again.

Wth a single notion he drew his sword and hurled it point-first into the
translucent cylinder of jelly—+transfixed the brain, skewered it on the shaft



of steel.

The nost awful sound yet heard on Earth shattered the air. Men and wonen
went mad in the square

Rogol Donedonfors' city-girding tentacles beat up and down in frantic
agony, as an injured insect |ashes his |l egs. The gorgeous towers toppled, the
Ampri datvians fled shrieking through cataclysm

U an Dhor and Elai ran for the terrace where they had left the air-car
Behi nd they heard a hoarse whi sper —a broken voice.

"I —-am not —dead—yet! If all else, if all dreams are broken—+ will kill you
two . .."

They tunmbled into the air-car. Uan Dhor threwit into the air. By a
terrible effort a tentacle stopped its mad thrashing and jerked up to
intercept them U an Dhor swerved, plunged off through the sky. The tentacle
darted to cut them off

U an Dhor pressed hard down on the speed |lever, and air whined and sang
behind the craft. And directly behind cane the wavering black arm of the dying
god, straining to touch the fleeting mdge that had so hurt it.

"More! Mre!" prayed U an Dhor to the air-car

"Go higher," whispered the girl. "Hi gher—faster—

U an Dhor tilted the nose; up on a slant flashed the car, and the
straining armfoll owed behi nd—a trenendous nenber stretching rigid through the
sky, a black rainbow footed in distant Anpridatvir.

Rogol Donedonfors died. The arm snapped into a wi sp of snoke and slowy
sank toward the sea

U an Dhor held his boat at full speed until the island di sappeared across
the horizon. He slowed, sighed, rel axed.

El ai suddenly flung herself against his shoul der and burst into hysteria.

"Quiet, girl, quiet,"” adnmoni shed U an Dhor. "W are safe; we are forever
done of the cursed city."

She quieted; presently: "Were do we go now?"

U an Dhor's eyes roved about the air-car with doubt and cal cul ati on

"There will be no magic for Kandive. However, | will have a great tale to tel
him and he may be satisfied . . . He will surely want the air-car. But | will
contrive, | will contrive . "

She whi spered, "Cannot we fly to the east, and fly and fly and fly, till
we find where the sun rises, and perhaps a qui et nmeadow where there are fruit
trees . "

U an Dhor | ooked to the south and thought of Kaiin with its quiet nights
and wi ne-col ored days, the w de pal ace where he made his home, and the couch
fromwhi ch he could | ook out over Sanreale Bay, the ancient olive trees, the
har| equi nade festival-tines.

He said, "Elai, you will like Kaiin."

6. GQUYAL OF SFERE

GQUYAL OF SFERE had been born one apart fromhis fellows and early proved a
source of vexation for his sire. Normal in outward configuration, there
exi sted within his mind a void which ached for nourishment. It was as if a
spel | had been cast upon his birth, a harrassnment visited on the child in a
spirit of sardonic nockery, so that every occurrence, no matter how trifling,
became a source of wonder and amazenent. Even as young as four seasons he was
expoundi ng such inquiries as:

"Why do squares have nore sides than triangles?"

"How wi | | we see when the sun goes dark?"

"Do flowers grow under the ocean?"

"Do stars hiss and sizzle when rain comes by night?"

To which his inpatient sire gave such answers as:



"So it was ordained by the Pragmatica; squares and triangles nust obey the

rote."

"W will be forced to grope and feel our way."

"I have never verified this matter; only the Curator would know. "

"By no neans, since the stars are high above the rain, higher
even than the highest clouds, and swimin rarified air where rain wll

never breed."”

As CGuyal grew to youth, this void in his nmind, instead of becomng linp
and waxy, seenmed to throb with a nore violent ache. And so he asked:

"Why do people die when they are killed?"

"Where does beauty vani sh when it goes?"

"How | ong have nmen lived on Earth?""

"What is beyond the sky?"

To which his sire, biting acerbity back fromhis |lips, would respond:

"Death is the heritage of life; a man's vitality is like air in a bl adder

Poi nct this bubble and away, away, away, flees life, like the color of fading
dream "

"Beauty is a luster which | ove bestows to guile the eye. Therefore it may
be said that only when the brain is without love will the eye | ook and see no
beauty. "

"Some say nen rose fromthe earth like grubs in a corpse; others aver that
the first men desired residence and so created Earth by sorcery. The question
is shrouded in technicality; only the Curator may answer wth exactness."

"An endl ess waste."

And CGuyal pondered and postul ated, proposed and expounded, until he found
hi nsel f the subject of surreptitious hunmor. The denesne was visited by a runor
that a gleft, com ng upon Guyal's mother in [abor, had stolen part of Cuyal's
brai n, which deficiency he now industriously sought to restore.

Guyal therefore drew hinself apart and roaned the grassy hills of Sfere in
solitude. But ever was his mnd acquisitive, ever did he seek to exhaust the
lore of all around him wuntil at last his father in vexation refused to hear
further inquiries, declaring that all knowl edge had been known, that the
trivial and usel ess had been discarded, |eaving a residue which was all that
was necessary to a sound man.

At this time Guyal was in his first manhood, a slight but well-knit youth
with wide clear eyes, a penchant for severely el egant dress, and a hi dden
troubl e which showed itself in the clanps at the corner of his nouth.

Hearing his father's angry statenent CGuyal said, "One nobre question, then
| ask no nore."

"Speak," declared his father. "One nore question | grant you."

"You have often referred me to the Curator; who is he, and where may |
find him so as to allay ny ache for know edge?"

A moment the father scrutinized the son, whom he now consi dered past the
verge of madness. Then he responded in a quiet voice, "The Curator guards the
Museum of Man, which antique | egend places in the Land of the Falling
Wal | -beyond t he nmountains of Fer Aquila and north of Ascolais. It is not
certain that either Curator or Museumstill exist; still it would seemthat if
the Curator knows all things, as is the |l egend, then surely he would know t he
wi zardly foil to death.”

Guyal said, "I would seek the Curator and the Miuseum of Man, that |
i kewi se may know all things."

The father said with patience, "I will bestow on you my fine white horse,
nmy Expansible Egg for your shelter, nmy Scintillant Dagger to illum nate the
night. In addition, | lay a blessing along the trail, and danger wll slide
you by so long as you never wander fromthe trail."

Guyal quelled the hundred new questions at his tongue, including an
inquisition as to where his father had | earned these nanifestations of
sorcery, and accepted the gifts: the horse, the magic shelter, the dagger wth
the I um nous pomrel, and the blessing to guard himfromthe di sadvant ageous
ci rcunmst ances whi ch plagued travellers along the dimtrails of Ascolais.



He caparisoned the horse, honed the dagger, cast a last glance around the
old manse at Sfere, and set forth to the north, with the void in his mnd
athrob for the soothing pressure of know edge.

He ferried the River Scaum on an old barge. Aboard the barge and so off
the trail, the blessing lost its puissance and the barge-tender, who coveted
CGuyal 's rich accoutrenments, sought to cudgel himw th a knoblolly. Guyal
fended of f the bl ow and kicked the man into the murky deep, where he drowned.

Mounting the north bank of the Scaum he saw ahead the Porphiron Scar, the
dark poplars and white colums of Kaiin, the dull gleam of Sanreal e Bay.

Wandering the crunbled streets, he put the |I|anguid inhabitants such
a spate of questions that one in wy jocularity conmended himto a
pr of essi onal augur.

This one dwelled in a booth painted with the Signs of the
Aunokl opel asti anic Cabal. He was a | ank brownman with red-rimed eyes and a
stai ned white beard.

"What are your fees?" inquired Guyal cautiously.

"I respond to three questions," stated the augur. "For twenty terces |
phrase the answer in clear and actionable | anguage; for ten | use the | anguage
of cant, which occasionally admits of anbiguity; for five, | speak a parable
whi ch you rmust interpret as you will; and for one terce, | babble in an
unknown tongue."

"First | must inquire, how profound is your know edge?"

"I know all," responded the augur. "The secrets of red and the secrets of
bl ack, the | ost spells of Gand Motholam the way of the fish and the voice of
the bird."

"And where have you learned all these things?"

"By pure induction," explained the augur. "I retire into ny boot h,
closet nyself with never a glint of light, and, so sequestered, | resolve the
profundities of the world."

"Wth all this precious know edge at hand," ventured Guyal, "why do you
live so neagerly, with not an ounce of fat to your frame and these niserable
rags to your back?"

The augur stood back in fury. "Go along, go along! Already | have wasted
fifty terces of wisdomon you, who have never a copper to your pouch. If you
desire free enlightennent," and he cackled in mrth, "seek out the Curator."
And he sheltered hinmself in his booth.

CGuyal took lodging for the night, and in the norning continued north. The
ravaged acres of the A d Town passed to his left, and the trail took to the
fabul ous forest

For many a day CGuyal rode north, and, heedful of danger, held to the
trail. By night he surrounded hinmself and his horse in his magical habilinent,
t he Expansi bl e Egg —a nenbrane i nperneable to thew, claw, ensorcel nment,
pressure, sound and chill—-and so rested at ease despite the efforts of the
avid creatures of the dark.

The great dull globe of the sun fell behind him the days becane wan and
the nights bitter, and at |ast the crags of Fer Aquila showed as a tracing on
the north horizon.

The forest had becone | ower and | ess dense, and the characteristic tree
was the daobado, a rounded nmassy construction of heavy gnarl ed branches, these
a burni shed russet bronze, clunmped with dark balls of foliage. Beside a giant
of the species Guyal cane upon a village of turf huts. A gaggle of surly louts
appeared and surrounded himw th expressions of curiosity. Guyal, no | ess than
the villagers, had questions to ask, but none would speak till the hetman
strode up—a burly man who wore a shaggy fur hat, a cloak of brown fur and a
bristling beard, so that it was hard to see where one ended and the ot her
began. He exuded a rancid odor which displeased Guyal, who, fromnotives of
courtesy, kept his distaste conceal ed.

"Where go you?" asked the hetnman.

"I wish to cross the mountains to the Miuseum of Man," said Guyal. "Wich
way does the trail |ead?"



The hetman pointed out a notch on the silhouette of the nountains. "There
is Omna Gap, which is the shortest and best route, though there is no trail
None comes and none goes, since when you pass the Gap, you wal k an unknown
land. And with no traffic there nmanifestly need be no trail."

The news did not cheer Cuyal

"How then is it known that Omna Gap is on the way to the MiseunP"

The hetman shrugged. "Such is our tradition.”

Guyal turned his head at a hoarse snuffling and saw a pen of woven
wattles. In alitter of filth and matted straw stood a nunber of hul ki ng nen
eight or nine feet tall. They were naked, with shocks of dirty yellow hair and
watery blue eyes. They had waxy faces and expressions of crass stupidity. As
Guyal watched, one of themanbled to a trough and noisily began gul pi ng gray
mash.

Guyal said, "Wat nmanner of things are these?"

The hetman blinked in amusenment to CGuyal's naivete. "Those are our oasts,
naturally." And he gestured in disapprobation at Cuyal's white horse. "Never
have | seen a stranger oast than the one you bestride. Qurs carry us easier
and appear to be less vicious; in addition no flesh is nore delicious than
oast properly braised and kettled."

Standi ng close, he fondled the netal of Guyal's saddle and the red and
yel | ow enbroi dered quilt. "Your deckings however are rich and of superb
quality. I will therefore bestow you ny |arge and weighty oast in return for
this creature with its accoutrenents.”

Guyal politely declared hinself satisfied with his present mount, and the
het man shrugged hi s shoul ders.

A horn sounded. The hetman | ooked about, then turned back to CGuyal. "Food
is prepared; will you eat?"

CGuyal gl anced toward the oast-pen. "I amnot presently hungry, and | nust
hasten forward. However, | amgrateful for your Kkindness."

He departed; as he passed under the arch of the great daobado, he turned a
gl ance back toward the village. There seenmed an unwonted activity anmong the
huts. Renenbering the hetman's covetous touch at his saddl e, and aware that no
| onger did he ride the protected trail, Guyal urged his horse forward and
pounded fast under the trees.

As he neared the foothills the forest dwindled to a savannah, floored with
a dull, joined grass that creaked under the horse's hooves. Cuyal glanced up
and down the plain. The sun, old and red as an autumn pomegranate, wallowed in
the south-west; the light across the plain was dimand watery; the nmountains
presented a curiously artificial aspect, like a tableau planned for the effect
of eery desol ation

CGuyal gl anced once again at the sun. Another hour of light, then the dark
night of the latter-day Earth. Guyal twisted in the saddl e, |ooked behind him
feeling lone, solitary, vulnerable. Four oasts, carrying nen on their
shoul ders, cane trotting fromthe forest. Sighting Guyal, they broke into a
| unbering run. Wth a crawing skin Guyal wheeled his horse and eased the
reins, and the white horse | oped across the plain toward Orona Gap. Behind
cane the oasts, bestraddl ed by the fur-cloaked vill agers.

As the sun touched the horizon, another forest ahead showed as an
i ndistinct Iine of murk. CGuyal |ooked back to his pursuers, bounding now a
m | e behind, turned his gaze back to the forest. An ill place to ride by night

The darkling foliage | oomed above him he passed under the first gnarled
boughs. If the oasts were unable to sniff out a trail, they mi ght now be
el uded. He changed directions, turned once, twice, a third tine, then stood
his horse to listen. Far away a crashing in the brake reached his ears. Cuyal
di smounted, led the horse into a deep holl ow where a bank of foliage nmade a
screen. Presently the four men on their hul king oasts passed in the aftergl ow
above him bl ack doubl e-shapes in attitudes suggestive of ill-tenper and
di sappoi nt nent .

The thud and pad of feet dw ndled and died.



The horse moved restlessly; the foliage rustled.

A damp air passed down the hollow and chilled the back of Guyal's neck.
Dar kness rose fromold Earth like ink in a basin.

Guyal shivered: best to ride away through the forest, away fromthe dour
villagers and their nunb nounts. Away . . .

He turned his horse up to the height where the four had passed and sat
listening. Far down the wind he heard a hoarse call. Turning in the opposite
direction he I et the horse choose its own path.

Branches and boughs knit patterns on the fading purple over him the air
snelt of nbss and dank nmol d. The horse stopped short. CGuyal, tensing in every
muscle, leaned a little forward, head twi sted, listening. There was a feel of
danger on his cheek. The air was still, uncanny; his eyes could plunb not ten
feet into the bl ack. Somewhere near was deat h—grinding, roaring death, to cone
as a sudden shock.

Sweating cold, afraid to stir a muscle, he forced hinself to di smount.
Stiffly he slid fromthe saddl e, brought forth the Expansi ble Egg, and flung
it around his horse and hinself. Ah, now. . . Cuyal released the pressure of
his breath. Safety.

Wan red light slanted through the branches fromthe east. Guyal's breath
steaned in the air when he energed fromthe Egg. After a handful of dried
fruit for hinmself and a sack of meal for the horse, he nounted and set out
toward the nountains.

The forest passed, and Guyal rode out on an upland. He scanned the line of
nmount ai ns. Suffused with rose sunlight, the gray, sage green, dark green range
ranbled far to the west toward the Melantine, far to the east into the Falling
Wal |l country. \Where was Omna Gap?

Guyal of Sfere searched in vain for the notch which had been visible from
the village of the fur-cloaked nurderers.

He frowned and turned his eyes up the height of the nountains. \Wathered
by the rains of earth's duration, the slopes were easy and the crags rose |like
the stunmps of rotten teeth. Guyal turned his horse uphill and rode the
trackl ess slope into the nountains of Fer Aquila.

Guyal of Sfere had lost his way in a land of wind and naked crags. As
ni ght canme he slouched nunbly in the saddle while his horse took himwhere it
woul d. Somewhere the anci ent way through Orona Gap led to the northern tundra,
but now, under a chilly overcast, north, east, south, and west were alike
under the | avender-netal sky. Guyal reined his horse and, rising in the
saddl e, searched the | andscape. The crags rose, tall, renote; the ground was
barren of all but clunps of dry shrub. He slunped back in the saddle, and his
white horse jogged forward.

Head bowed to the wind rode Guyal, and the nountains slanted al ong the
twilight like the skeleton of a fossil god.

The horse halted, and Guyal found hinself at the brink of a wide valley.
The wi nd had died; the valley was quiet. CGuyal |eaned forward, staring. Bel ow
spread a dark and lifeless city. Mst blew along the streets and the aftergl ow
fell dull on slate roofs.

The horse snorted and scraped the stony ground.

"A strange town," said Guyal, "with no lights, no sound, no snell of snoke

Doubt | ess an abandoned ruin fromancient times .. ."

He debated descending to the streets. At tines the old ruins were haunted
by peculiar distillations, but such a ruin night be joined by the tundra by a
trail. Wth this thought in mnd he started his horse down the sl ope.

He entered the town and the hooves rang | oud and sharp on the cobbles. The
bui | di ngs were franed of stone and dark nortar and seemed in uncomonly good
preservation. A few lintels had cracked and sagged, a few walls gaped open
but for the nost part the stone houses had successfully net the gnaw of tinme .

Guyal scented snoke. Did people live here still? He would proceed with
cauti on.

Bef ore a buil ding which seemed to be a hostelry flowers bloomed in an urn.
Guyal reined his horse and reflected that flowers were rarely cherished by



persons of hostile disposition

"Hal l o!" he call ed—ence, tw ce

No heads peered fromthe doors, no orange flicker brightened the w ndows.
Guyal slowy turned and rode on

The street widened and twi sted toward a large hall, where Guyal saw a
light. The building had a high facade, broken by four |arge w ndows, each of
which had its two blinds of patined bronze filigree, and each overl ooked a
smal | bal cony. A narble balustrade fronting the terrace shi mered bone-white
and, behind, the hall's portal of massive wood stood slightly ajar; fromhere
cane the beam of light and also a strain of nusic.

Guyal of Sfere, halting, gazed not at the house nor at the light through
t he door. He di smounted and bowed to the young wonman who sat pensively al ong
t he course of the balustrade. Though it was very cold, she wore but a sinple
gown, yellow orange, a daffodil's color. Topaz hair fell |oose to her
shoul ders and gave her face a cast of gravity and thoughtful ness.

As Cuyal straightened fromhis greeting the wonan nodded, smled slightly,
and absently fingered the hair by her cheek

"A bitter night for travelers."

"A bitter night for nusing on the stars," responded Cuyal .

She smled again. "I amnot cold. | sit and dream. . . | listen to the
music. " --

"What place is this?" inquired Guyal, |ooking up the street, down the
street, and once nore to the girl. "Are there any here but yoursel f?"

"This is Carchesel ," said the girl, "abandoned by all ten thousand years
ago. Only I and ny aged uncle live here, finding this place a refuge fromthe
Saponi ds of the tundra."

Guyal thought: this woman nay or may not be a wtch.

"You are cold and weary," said the girl, "and | keep you standing in the
street." She rose to her feet. "Qur hospitality is yours."

"Which | gladly accept," said Guyal, "but first | nust stable ny horse.”

"He will be content in the house yonder. W have no stable." Cuyal,
followi ng her finger, saw a | ow stone building with a door opening into
bl ackness.

He took the white horse thither and renoved the bridl e and saddl e; then
standing in the doorway, he listened to the nusic he had noted before, the
pi ping of a weird and ancient air.

"Strange, strange," he nuttered, stroking the horse's nmuzzle. "The uncle

plays music, the girl stares alone at the stars of the night . . ." He
considered a monent. "I may be over-suspicious. If witch she be, there is
naught to be gained fromnme. If they be sinple refugees as she says, and

| overs of nusic, they may enjoy the airs fromAscolais; it will repay, in sone

nmeasure, their hospitality." He reached into his saddl e-bag, brought forth his
flute, and tucked it inside his jerkin.

He ran back to where the girl awaited him

"You have not told nme your nanme,"” she reminded him "that | may introduce
you to my uncle.”

"I am CGuyal of Sfere, by the River Scaumin Ascolais. And you?"

She smled, pushing the portal wider. Warmyellow light fell into the
cobbl ed street.

"I have no name. | need none. There has never been any but my uncle; and
when he speaks, there is no one to answer but [|."

CGuyal stared in astonishment; then, deem ng his wonder too apparent for
courtesy, he controlled his expression. Perhaps she suspected himof w zardry
and feared to pronounce her nane |est he make magic with it.

They entered a flagged hall, and the sound of piping grew | ouder.

"I will call you Aneth, if | may," said Guyal. "That is a flower of the
south, as golden and kind and fragrant as you seemto be."

She nodded. "You may call me Aneth."

They entered a tapestry-hung chanber, |large and warm A great fire gl owed
at one wall, and here stood a table bearing food. On a bench sat the



nmusi ci an—an ol d man, untidy, unkenpt. H's white hair hung tangled down his
back; his beard, in no better case, was dirty and yell ow. He wore a ragged
kirtle, by no means clean, and the | eather of his sandals had broken into dry
cracks.

Strangely, be did not take the flute fromhis nmouth, but kept up his
pi pi ng; and the girl in yellow, so Guyal noted, seenmed to nove in rhythmto
the tones.

"Uncl e Ludowi k," she cried in a gay voice, "I bring you a guest, Sir Guyal
of Sfere.”

Guyal | ooked into the man's face and wondered. The eyes, though sonewhat
rheunmy with age, were gray and bright—feverishly bright and intelligent; and,
so CGuyal thought, awake with a strange joy. This joy further puzzled Guyal,
for the lines of the face indicated nothing other than years of misery.

"Perhaps you play?" inquired Areth. "My uncle is a great nusician, and
this is his tine for nusic. He has kept the routine for many years . . ." She
turned and sniled at Ludowi k the nusician. Guyal nodded politely.

Ameth notioned to the bounteous table. "Eat, CGuyal, and I will pour you
wi ne. Afterwards perhaps you will play the flute for us."

"dadly," said Guyal, and he noticed how the joy on Ludow k's face grew
nor e apparent, quivering around the corners of his nouth.

He ate and Ameth poured himgol den wine until his head went to reeling.
And never did Ludow k cease his piping—ow a tender mnelody of running water,
again a grave tune that told of the |ost ocean to the west, another tine a
simpl e mel ody such as a child mght sing at his ganmes. Guyal noted w th wonder
how Aneth fitted her npod to the nusic—grave and gay as the nusic |ed her
Strange! thought CGuyal. But then—people thus isolated were apt to devel op
pecul i ar mannerisnms, and they seened kindly wthal

He finished his neal and stood erect, steadying hinself against the table.
Ludowi k was playing a lilting tune, a nelody of glass birds sw nging round and
round on a red string in the sunlight. Aneth came dancing over to him and
stood cl ose—very cl ose—and he snell ed the warm perfune of her |oose gol den
hair. Her face was happy and wild . . . Peculiar how Ludow k watched so
grimy, and yet w thout a word. Perhaps he m sdoubted a stranger's intent.
Still...

"Now, " breathed Amreth, "perhaps you will play the flute; you are so strong
and young." Then she said quickly, as she saw CGuyal's eyes wi den. "I nean you
will play on the flute for old uncle Ludow k, and he will be happy and go off
to bed—and then we will sit and talk far into the night."

"dadly will | play the flute," said GQuyal. Curse the tongue of his, at
once so fluent and yet so nunb. It was the wine. "Gadly will | play. | am
accounted quite skillfull at ny hone nanse at Sfere."

He gl anced at Ludow k, then stared at the expression of crazy gl adness he
had surprised. Marvelous that a nman should be so fond of nusic.

"Then—pl ay!" breathed Aneth, urging hima little toward Ludowi k and the
flute.

"Perhaps," suggested Guyal, "I had better wait till your uncle pauses.
woul d seem di scourt eous—
"No, as soon as you indicate that you wish to play, he will let off.

Merely take the flute. You see," she confided, "he is rather deaf."

"Very well," said GQuyal, "except that | have nmy own flute." And he brought
it out fromunder his jerkin. "Why —what is the matter?" For a startling
change had come over the girl and the old man. A quick light had risen in her
eyes, and Ludow k's strange gl adness had gone, and there was but dul
hopel essness in his eyes, stupid resignation

Guyal slowy stood back, bew | dered. "Do you not wish nme to play?"

There was a pause. "Of course," said Aneth, young and charm ng once nore.
"But 1'msure that Uncle Ludowi k woul d enjoy hearing you play his flute. He is
accustoned to the pitch—another scale might be unfanmli ar "

Ludowi k nodded, and hope again shone in the rheuny old eyes. It was indeed
a fine flute, Guyal saw, a rich piece of white netal, chased and set with



gold, and Ludowi k clutched this flute as if he would never let go.

"Take the flute," suggested Anmeth. "He will not mnd in the least."
Ludowi k shook his head, to signify the absence of his objections. But Cuyal,
noting with distaste the long stained beard, al so shook his head. "I can play
any scale, any tone on ny flute. There is no need for me to use that of your
uncl e and possibly distress him Listen," and he raised his instrunent. "Here
is a song of Kaiin, called ' The Opal, the Pearl and the Peacock."

He put the pipe to his lips and began to play, very skillfully indeed, and
Ludowi k followed him filling in gaps, meking chords. Ameth, forgetting her
vexation, listened with eyes half-closed, and noved her armto the rhythm

"Did you enjoy that?" asked Guyal, when he had fi ni shed.

"Very much. Perhaps you would try it on Uncle Ludowik's flute? It is a
fine flute to play, very soft and easy to the breath."

"No," said Guyal, with sudden obstinacy. "I amable to play only nmy own
instrument." He blew again, and it was a dance of the festival, a quirking
carnival air. Ludowi k, playing with supernal skill, ran merry phrases as m ght

fit, and Ameth, carried away by the rhythm danced a dance of her own, a nerry
step in time to the nusic.

Guyal played a wild tarantella of the peasant fol k, and Ameth danced
wi | der and faster, flung her arms, wheel ed, jerked her head in a fine display.
And Ludowi k's flute played a brilliant obbligato, hurtling over, now under
chordi ng, veering, warping little silver strings of sound around CGuyal's
nmel ody, adding urgent little grace-phrases.

Ludowi k' s eyes now clung to the whirling figure of the dancing girl. And
suddenly he struck up a theme of his own, a tune of wildest abandon, of a
frenzied beating rhythm and CGuyal, carried away by the force of the nusic,
bl ew as he never had bl own before, invented trills and runs, gyrating
ar peggi os, blew high and shrill, loud and fast and cl ear

It was as nothing to Ludowi k's nmusic. H s eyes were starting; sweat
streamed fromhis seaned ol d forehead; his flute tore the air into quivering
ecstatic shreds.

Amet h danced frenzy; she was no | onger beautiful, she appeared grotesque
and unfamliar. The nusic becanme somet hing nore than the senses coul d bear
Guyal's own vision turned pink and gray; he saw Areth fall in a faint, in a
foaming fit; and Ludow k, fiery-eyed, staggered erect, hobbled to her body and
began a terrible intense concord, slow nmeasures of nobst sol emm and fri ghtening
nmeani ng.

Ludow k pl ayed deat h.

Guyal of Sfere turned and ran w de-eyed fromthe hall.

Ludowi k, never noticing, continued his terrible piping, played as if every
note were a skewer through the twitching girl's shoul der-bl ades.

Guyal ran through the night, and cold air bit at himlike sleet. He burst
into the shed, and the white horse softly nickered at him On with the saddle,
on with the bridle, away down the streets of old Carchasel, past the gaping
bl ack wi ndows, ringing down the starlit cobbles, away fromthe nusic of death!

Guyal of Sfere galloped up the nountain with the stars in his face, and
not until he came to the shoulder did he turn in the saddle to | ook back

The verging of dawn trenbled into the stony valley. Were was Carchasel ?
There was no city—-enly a crunble of ruins ..

Hark! A far sound? ..

No. Al was silence.

And yet ..

No. Only crunbled stones in the floor of the valley.

Guyal, fixed of eye, turned and went his way, along the trail which
stretched north before him

The walls of the defile which led the trail were steep gray granite,
stai ned scarlet and black by lichen, mldewed blue. The horse's hooves nade a
hol | ow cl op-cl op-clop on the stone, loud to CGuyal's ears, hypnotic to his
brain, and after the sleepless night he found his frane sagging. H s eyes grew
dimand warmw th drowsi ness, but the trail ahead led to unseen vistas, and



the void in Guyal's brain drove himw thout surcease.

The | assitude became such that Guyal slipped hal fway fromhis saddle.
Rousi ng hinmsel f, he resolved to round one nore bend in the trail and then take
rest.

The rock beetl ed above and hid the sky where the sun had passed the
zenith. The trail tw sted around a shoul der of rock; ahead shone a patch of
i ndi go heaven. One nore turning, Guyal told hinmself. The defile fell open, the
mount ai ns were at his back and he | ooked out across a hundred mles of steppe.
It was a | and shaded with subtle colors, washed with delicate shadows, fading
and nelting into the lurid haze at the horizon. He saw a | one em nence cl oaked
by a dark conmpany of trees, the glisten of a lake at its foot. To the other
side a ranked mass of gray-white ruins was barely discernible. The Miseum of
Man? ... After a monent of vacillation, CGuyal dismunted and sought sleep
wi thin the Expansibl e Egg.

The sun rolled in sad sunptuous maj esty behind the nmountains; nurk fel

across the tundra. CGuyal awoke and refreshed hinself in a rill nearby. G ving
meal to his horse, he ate dry fruit and bread; then he mounted and rode down
the trail. The plain spread vastly north before him into desolation; the

nount ai ns | owered bl ack above and behind; a slow cold breeze blew in his face.
@ oom deepened; the plain sank fromsight Iike a drowned | and. Hesitant before
the murk, CGuyal reined his horse. Better, he thought, to ride in the norning.

If he lost the trail in the dark, who could tell what he m ght encounter?
A mournful sound. Cuyal stiffened and turned his face to the sky. A sigh?
A moan? A sob? . . . Another sound, closer, the rustle of cloth, a |oose

garment. Cuyal cringed into his saddle. Floating slowy down through the
dar kness came a shape robed in white. Under the cowl and glowing with
eer-light a drawn face with eyes like the holes in a skull.

It breathed its sad sound and drifted away on high . . . There was only
t he bl ow of the wi nd past Quyal's ears.

He drew a shuddering breath and sl unped agai nst the pomrel. Hi s shoul ders
felt exposed, naked. He slipped to the ground and established the shelter of
t he Egg about hinmself and his horse. Preparing his pallet, he lay hinself
down; presently, as he lay staring into the dark, sleep cane on himand so the
ni ght passed.

He awoke before dawn and once nmore set forth. The trail was a ribbon of
white sand between banks of gray furze and the miles passed swiftly.

The trail led toward the three-clothed em nence Guyal had noted from
above; now he thought to see roofs through the heavy foliage and snoke on the
sharp air. And presently to right and |l eft spread cultivated fields of
spi kenard, callow and nead-apple. Guyal continued with eyes watchful for nen.

To one side appeared a fence of stone and bl ack timnber: the stone
chisell ed and hewn to the senbl ance of four gl obes beaded on a central pillar
the black tinbers which served as rails fitted in sockets and carved in
precise spirals. Behind this fence a region of bare earth lay churned, pitted,
cratered, burnt and wenched, as if visited at once by fire and the blow of a
tremendous hammer. I n wondering specul ati on Guyal gazed and so did not notice
the three men who cane quietly upon him

The horse started nervously; CGuyal, turning, saw the three. They barred
his road and one held the bridle of his horse.

They were tall, well-formed nen, wearing tight suits of sonber | eather
bordered with bl ack. Their headgear was heavy maroon cloth crunpled in precise
creases, and |l eather flaps extended horizontally over each ear. Their faces
were | ong and solem, with clear golden-ivory skin, golden eyes and jet-black
hair. Cearly they were not savages: they moved with a silky control, they
eyed Guyal with critical appraisal, their garb inplied the discipline of an
anci ent conventi on.

The | eader stepped forward. Hi s expression was neither threat nor wel cone.
"Greetings, stranger; whither bound?"

"Greetings," replied Guyal cautiously. "I go as nmy star directs . . . You
are the Saponi ds?"



"That is our race, and before you is our town Saponce." He inspected Guyal
with frank curiosity. "By the color of your custom| suspect your home to be
in the south.”

"I am CGuyal of Sfere, by the river Scaumin Ascolais.”

"The way is long," observed the Saponid. "Terrors beset the traveler. Your
i mpul se nmust be nost intense, and your star rmust draw with fervant allure.”

"I come,"” said Guyal, "on a pilgrinage for the ease of ny spirit; the road
seens short when it attains its end.”

The Saponid offered polite acquiescence. "Then you have crossed the Fer
Aqui | as?"

"I ndeed; through cold wind and desol ate stone." Guyal gl ance back at the
| oomi ng mass. "Only yesterday at nightfall did | |eave the gap. And then a
ghost hovered above till | thought the grave was marking me for its own."

He paused in surprise; his words seened to have rel eased a powerful
enotion in the Saponids. Their features | engthened, their nouths grew white
and cl enched. The leader, his polite detachnent a trifle di m nished, searched
the sky with ill-conceal ed apprehension. "A ghost ... In a white garnent, thus
and so, floating on high?"

"Yes; is it a known fanmiliar of the region?"

There was a pause.

"In a certain sense,” said the Saponid. "It is a signal of woe ... But |
interrupt your tale."
"There is little to tell. | took shelter for the night, and this norning

fared down to the plain."

"Were you not nol ested further? By Kool baw t he Wal ki ng Serpent, who ranges
the slopes like fate?"

"I saw neither wal king serpent nor crawing lizard; further, a bl essing
protects ny trail and | cone to no harmso long as | keep ny course."

"Interesting, interesting."

"Now, " said CGuyal, "permit me to inquire of you, since there is nuch
woul d I earn; what is this ghost and what evil does he conmenorate?"

"You ask beyond my certain know edge," replied the Saponid cautiously. "O
this ghost it is well not to speak |l est our attention reinforce his
mal i gnity."

"As you will," replied Guyal. "Perhaps you will instruct me . . ." He
caught his tongue. Before inquiring for the Muiseumof Man, it would be wise to
learn in what regard the Saponids held it, lest, learning his interest, they
seek to prevent himfrom know edge.

"Yes?" inquired the Saponid. "Wat is your |ack?"

CGuyal indicated the seared area behind the fence of stone and tinber.
"What is the portent of this devastation?"

The Saponid stared across the area with a bl ank expressi on and shrugged.
"It is one of the ancient places; so much is known, no nore. Death lingers
here, and no creature may venture across the place w thout succunbing to a
nost malici ous magi ¢ which raises virulence and angry sores. Here is where
those whomwe kill are sent . . . But away. You will desire to rest and
refresh yourself at Saponce. Cone; we will guide you."

He turned down the trail toward the town, and Guyal, finding neither words
nor reasons to reject the idea, urged his horse forward.

As they approached the tree-shrouded hill the trail w dened to a road. To
the right hand the | ake drew cl ose, behind | ow banks of purple reeds. Here
were docks built of heavy black baul ks and boats rocked to the w nd-feathered
ripples. They were built in the shape of sickles, with bow and stern curving
hi gh fromthe water.

Up into the town, and the houses were hewn tinber, ranging in tone from
gol den brown to weat hered bl ack. The construction was intricate and ornate,
the walls rising three stories to steep gabl es overhangi ng front and back.
Pillars and piers were carved with conpl ex designs: neshing ribbons, tendrils,
| eaves, lizards, and the like. The screens which guarded the w ndows were
i kewi se carved, with foliage patterns, aninmal faces, radiant stars: rich



textures in the nmellow wood. It was clear that nmuch expressiveness had been
expended on the carving.

Up the steep | ane, under the gl oomcast by the trees, past the houses
hal f - hi dden by the foliage, and the Saponids of Saponce cane north to stare.
They noved quietly and spoke in | ow voices, and their garnents were of an
el egance CGuyal had not expected to see on the northern steppe.

Hi s guide halted and turned to Guyal. "WIIl you oblige me by waiting till
| report to the Voyevode, that he may prepare a suitable reception?”

The request was franmed in candid words and with guil el ess eyes. Cuyal
t hought to perceive anbiguity in the phrasing, but since the hooves of his
horse were planted in the center of the road, and since he did not propose
| eaving the road, CGuyal assented with an open face. The Saponi d di sappeared
and Guyal sat nusing on the pleasant town perched so hi gh above the plain.

A group of girls approached to glance at Guyal with curious eyes. Cuyal
returned the inspection, and now found a puzzling | ack about their persons, a
di screpancy which he could not instantly identify. They wore graceful garnents
of woven wool, striped and dyed various colors; they were supple and sl ender
and seened not |acking in coquetry. And yet.

The Saponid returned. "Now, Sir Guyal, nay we proceed?"

CGuyal , endeavoring to remove any flavor of suspicion fromhis words, said,
"You will understand, Sir Saponid, that by the very nature of ny father's
bl essing | dare not |eave the delineated course of the trail; for then
instantly, | would becone liable to any curse, which, placed on ne along the
way, m ght be seeking just such occasion for |eeching close on nmy soul."

The Saponi d made an understandi ng gesture. "Naturally; you follow a sound
principle. Let me reassure you. | but conduct you to a reception by the
Voyevode who even now hastens to the plaza to greet a stranger fromthe far
sout h. "

Guyal bowed in gratification, and they continued up the road.

A hundred paces and the road |l evelled, crossing a common planted with

smal |, fluttering, heart-shaped | eaves colored in all shades of purple, red,
green and bl ack
The Saponid turned to Guyal. "As a stranger | nust caution you never to

set foot on the common. It is one of our sacred places, and tradition requires
that a severe penalty be exacted for transgressions and sacril ege."

"I note your warning," said Guyal. "I will respectfully obey your law"
They passed a dense thicket; wth hideous clanor a bestial shape sprang
from conceal nent, a creature staring-eyed with tremendous fanged jaws. Quyal's

horse shied, bolted, sprang out onto the sacred comobn and tranpl ed the
fluttering | eaves.

A number of Saponid men rushed forth, grasped the horse, seized CGuyal and
dragged himfromthe saddl e

"Ho!" cried Guyal. "What neans this? Rel ease ne!"

The Saponid who had been his gui de advanced, shaking his head in reproach
"I ndeed, and only had | just inpressed upon you that gravity of such an
of f ense! "

"But the nonster frightened ny horse!" said Guyal. "I amno wi se
responsi ble for this trespass; release ne, let us proceed to the reception.”

The Saponid said, "I fear that the penalties prescribed by tradition mnust
cone into effect. Your protests, though of superficial plausibility, will not
bear serious exani nation. For instance, the creature you terma nonster is in
reality a harnl ess donesticated beast. Secondly, | observe the aninmal you
bestride; he will not make a turn or twist without the twitch of the reins.

Thirdly, even if your postul ates were conceded, you thereby admit to guilt by
virtue of negligence and om ssion. You should have secured a nmount |ess apt to
unpredi ctabl e action, or upon |earning of the sanctitude of the comon, you
shoul d have considered such a contingency as even now occurred, and therefore
di smount ed, | eadi ng your beast. Therefore, Sir CGuyal, though loath, | am
forced to believe you guilty of inpertinence, inpiety, disregard and

i mpudicity. Therefore, as Castellan and Sergeant-Reader of the Litany, so



responsi ble for the detention of |awbreakers, | nust order you secured,
cont ai ned, pent, incarcerated and confined until such time as the penalties
will be exacted."

"The entire episode is nockery!" raged Guyal. "Are you savages, then, thus
to mistreat a | one wayfarer?"

"By no neans," replied the Castellan. "W are a highly civilized people,
wi th customs bequeat hed us by the past. Since the past was nore glorious than
the present, what presunption we would show by questioning these |aws!"

Guyal fell quiet. "And what are the usual penalties for my act?"

The Castellan nade a reassuring notion. "The rote prescribes three acts of
penance, which in your case, | amsure will be nominal. But—the fornms must be
observed, and it is necessary that you be constrained in the Felon's
Caseboard." He notioned to the nen who held Guyal's arm "Away with him cross
neither track nor trail, for then your grasp will be nerveless and he will be
delivered fromjustice."

Guyal was pent in a well-aired but poorly Iighted cellar of stone. The
floor he found dry, the ceiling free of crawing insects. He had not been
searched, nor had his Scintillant Dagger been renoved fromhis sash. Wth
suspi cious crowding his brain he lay on the rush bed and, after a peri od,
sl ept.

Now ensued t he passing of a day. He was given food and drink; and at | ast
the Castellan came to visit him

"You are indeed fortunate," said the Saponid, "in that, as a w tness, |
was abl e to suggest your delinquencies to be nore the result of negligence
than malice. The last penalties exacted for the crime were stringent; the
felon was ordered to performthe following three acts: first, to cut off his
toes and sew the severed nenbers into the skin at his neck; second, to revile
his forbears for three hours, conmencing with a Common Bill of Anathens,

i ncludi ng feigned madness and hereditary di sease, and at |ast defiling the
hearth of his clan with ordure; and third, walking a mle under the |lake with
| eaded shoes in search of the Lost Book of Kells." And the Castellan regarded
Guyal with conpl acency.

"What deeds nust | perfornP?" inquired Guyal drily.

The Castellan joined the tips of his fingers together. "As | say, the
penances are nom nal, by decree of the Voyevode. First you must swear never
again to repeat your crine."

"That | gladly do," said Guyal, and so bound hi nmsel f.

"Second," said the Castellan with a slight smle, "you nust adjudicate at
a Grand Pageant of Pul chritude among the maids of the village and sel ect her
whom you deem t he nost beautiful.”

"Scarcely an arduous task," commented Cuyal. "Wy does it fall to ny [ot?"
The Castellan | ooked vaguely to the ceiling. "There are a nunber of
concomtants to victory in this contest . . . Every person in the town would

find relati ons anong the partici pant—a daughter, a sister, a niece—and so
woul d hardly be considered unprejudiced. The charge of favoritismcould never
be | evell ed agai nst you; therefore you make an ideal selection for this
i mportant post."

Guyal seened to hear the ring of sincerity in the Saponid' s voice; stil
he wondered why the selection of the town's |loveliest was a matter of such
i mport.

"And third?" he inquired

"That will be revealed after the contest, which occurs this afternoon.”

The Saponi d departed the cell

Guyal, who was not w thout vanity, spent several hours restoring hinself
and his costume fromthe ravages of travel. He bathed, trinmed his hair,
shaved his face, and, when the Castellan cane to unlock the door, he felt that
he made no di screditable picture.

He was | ed out upon the road and directed up the hill toward the summt of
the terraced town of Saponce. Turning to the Castellan he said, "Howis it
that you pernmit me to walk the trail once nore? You nust know that now | am



safe from nol estation ..

The Castellan shrugged. "True. But you would gain little by insisting upon
your tenporary immunity. Ahead the trail crosses a bridge, which we could
denol i sh; behind we need but breach the damto Peilventhal Torrent; then
shoul d you walk the trail, you would be swept to the side and so rendered
vul nerable. No, sir Guyal of Sfere, once the secret of your imunity is abroad
then you are liable to a variety of stratagens. For instance, a |large wall
m ght be placed athwart the way, before and behind you. No doubt the spel
woul d preserve you fromthirst and hunger, but what then? So would you sit
till the sun went out."

Guyal said no word. Across the | ake he noticed a trio of the crescent
boat s approachi ng the docks, prows and sterns rocking and dipping into the
shaded water with a graceful notion. The void in his mnd made itself, known.
"Why are boats constructed in such fashion?"

The Castellan | ooked blankly at him "It is the only practicabl e nethod.
Do not the oe-pods grow thusly to the south?"

"Never have | seen oe-pods."

"They are the fruit of a great vine, and grow in scimtar-shape. \Wen
sufficiently large, we cut and clean them slit the inner edge, grapple end to
end with strong line and constrict till the pod opens as is desirable. Then
when cured, dried, varnished, carved, burnished, and | acquered; fitted with
deck, thwarts and gussets—then have we our boats."

They entered the plaza, a flat area at the summit surrounded on three
sides by tall houses of carved dark wood. The fourth side was open to a vista
across the | ake and beyond to the | oom of the nmountains. Trees overhung al
and the sun shining through made a scarlet pattern on the sandy fl oor

To CGuyal's surprise there seemed to be no prelininary cerenonies or
formalities to the contest, and snmall spirit of festivity was mani fest anong
t he townspeopl e. Indeed they seemed beset by subdued despondency and eyed him
wi t hout ent husi asm

A hundred girls stood gathered in a disconsolate group in the center of
the plaza. It seened to CGuyal that they had gone to few pains to enbellish
t hensel ves for beauty. To the contrary, they wore shapel ess rags, their hair
seened deliberately nmisarranged, their faces dirty and scow i ng.

CGuyal stared and turned to his guide. "These girls seemnot to relish the
garl and of pul chritude."

The Castellan nodded wyly. "As you see, they are by no nmeans jeal ous for
di stinction; nodesty has al ways been a Saponid trait."

Guyal hesitated. "Wat is the formof procedure? | do not desire in ny
i gnorance to violate another of your arcane apochrypha."

The Castellan said with a blank face, "There are no formalities. W
conduct these pageants with expedition and the | east possible cerenony. You
need but pass anong these nai dens and point out her whom you deem the npst
attractive."”

Guyal advanced to his task, feeling nore than hal f-foolish. Then he
reflected: this is a penalty for contravening an absurd tradition; | wll
conduct myself with efficiency and so the quicker rid myself of the
obl i gati on.

He stood before the hundred girls, who eyed himw th hostility and
anxi ety, and Guyal saw that his task woul d not be sinple, since, on the whole,
they were of a coneliness which even the dirt, grimacing and rags could not
di sgui se.

"Range yourselves, if you please, into a line," said Guyal. "In this way,
none will be at disadvantage."

Sullenly the girls formed a line.

Guyal surveyed the group. He saw at once that a nunber could be
el imnated: the squat, the obese, the |lean, the pocked and
coar se-f eat ured—per haps a quarter of the group. He said suavely, "Never have |
seen such unani mous | ovel i ness; each of you nmight legitimately claimthe
cordon. My task is arduous; | must weigh fine inponderables; in the end ny



choice will undoubtedly be based on subjectivity and those of real charmwill
no doubt be the first discharged fromthe conpetition." He stepped forward.
"Those whom | indicate may retire."

He wal ked down the line, pointed, and the ugliest, with expressions of
unmi st akabl e relief, hastened to the sidelines.

A second tine Guyal made his inspection, and now, sonewhat nore famliar
with those he judged, he was able to discharge those who, while suffering no
whit fromugliness, were nerely plain.

Roughly a third of the original group renmained. These stared at Guyal with
varyi ng degrees of apprehensi on and trucul ence as he passed before them
studying each in turn . . . Al at once his nmind was deternined, and his
choice definite. Sonmehow the girls felt the change in him and in their
anxiety and tension left off the expressions they had been wearing to daunt
and bernuse him

Guyal made one | ast survey down the line. No, he had been accurate in his
choice. There were girls here as conely as the senses could desire, girls with
opal - gl owi ng eyes and hyacinth features, girls as lissone as reeds, with hair
silky and fine despite the dust which they seemed to have rubbed upon
. thensel ves.

The girl whom CGuyal had sel ected was slighter than the others and
possessed of a beauty not at once obvious. She had a small triangular face,
great wistful eyes and thick black hair cut raggedly short at the ears. Her
skin was of a transparent pal eness, like the finest ivory; her form sl ender
graceful, and of a conpelling magnetism urgent of intinmacy. She seened to
have sensed his decision and her eyes w dened.

Guyal took her hand, led her forward, and turned to the Voyevode—an old
man sitting stolidly in a heavy chair.

"This is she whom | find the |oveliest anmbng your naidens."

There was silence through the square. Then there came a hoarse sound, a
cry of sadness fromthe Castell an and Sergeant-Reader. He cane forward,
saggi ng of face, linp of body. "CGuyal of Sfere, you have w ought a great
revenge for nmy tricking you. This is ny bel oved daughter, Shierl, whom you
have designated for dread."

Guyal turned in wondernment fromthe Castellan to the girl Shierl, in whose
eyes he now recogni zed a filmof nunbness, a gazing into a great depth.

Returning to the Castellan, Guyal stamered, "I neant but conplete
i npersonality. This your daughter Shierl | find one of the |oveliest creatures
of my experience; | cannot understand where | have of fended."

"No, Quyal," said the Castellan, "you have chosen fairly, for such indeed
is nmy own thought."

"Well, then," said Guyal, "reveal to me now ny third task that |I may have

done and continue ny pilgrinmge."

The Castellan said, "Three | eagues to the north lies the ruin which
tradition tells us to be the ol den Museum of Man

"Ah," said Guyal, "go on, | attend."

"You must, as your third charge, conduct this nmy daughter Shierl to the
Museum of Man. At the portal you will strike on a copper gong and announce to
whonever responds: 'We are those sumoned from Saponce’.”

Guyal started, frowned. "How is this? 'Ww' ?"

"Such is your charge," said the Castellan in a voice |ike thunder

Guyal |ooked to left, right, forward and behind. But he stood in the
center of the plaza surrounded by the hardy men of Saponce.

"When rmust this charge be executed?" he inquired in a controlled voi ce.

The Castellan said in a voice bitter as oak-wort: "Even now Shierl goes to
clothe herself in yellow 1In one hour shall she appear, in one hour shall you
set forth for the Museum of Man."

"And then?"

"And then—for good or for evil, it is not known. You fare as thirteen
t housand have fared before you."

Down fromthe plaza, down the |eafy |anes of Saponce came Cuyal, indignant



and cl anped of nouth, though the pit of his stonach felt tender and heavy with
trepidation. The ritual carried distasteful overtones: execution or sacrifice.
Guyal 's step faltered

The Castellan seized his elbowwith a hard hand. "Forward."

Execution or sacrifice . . . The faces along the | ane swam w th norbid
curiosity, inner excitenent; gloating eyes searched himdeep to relish his
fear and horror, and the nouths hal f-drooped, half-sniled in the inner huggi ng
for joy not to be the one wal ki ng down the foliage streets, and forth to the
Museum of Man.

The eminence, with the tall trees and carved dark houses, was at his back
they wal ked out into the claret sunlight of the tundra. Here were eighty wonen
in white chlanys with cerenonial buckets of woven straw over their heads;
around a tall tent of yellow silk they stood.

The Castellan halted Guyal and beckoned to the Ritual Mitron. She flung
back the hangings at the door of the tent; the girl within, Shierl, cane
slowy forth, eyes wide and dark with fright.

She wore a stiff gown of yellow brocade, and the wan of her body seened
pent and constrained within. The gown cane snug under her chin, left her arns
bare and rai sed past the back of her head in a stiff spear-headed cow . She
was frightened as a small animal trapped is frightened; she stared at Cuyal,
at her father, as if she had never seen them before.

The Ritual Matron put a gentle hand on her waist, propelled her forward.
Shierl stepped once, twice, irresolutely halted. The Castellan brought Cuyal
forward and placed himat the girl's side; now two children, a boy and a girl,
cane hastening up with cups which they, proffered to Guyal and Shierl. Dully
she accepted the cup. CGuyal took his and gl anced suspiciously at the murky
brew. He | ooked up to the Castellan. "Wat is the nature of this potion?"

"Drink," said the Castellan. "So will your way seemthe shorter; so wll
terror | eave you behind, and you will march to the Museumw th a steadier
step.”

"No," said Guyal. "I will not drink. My senses nust be ny own when | neet
the Curator. | have cone far for the privilege; I would not stultify the
occasi on stunbling and staggering." And he handed the cup back to the boy.

Shierl stared dully at the cup she held. Said Guyal: "I advise you
likewise to avoid the drug; so will we come to the Museum of Man with our

dignity to us."

Hesitantly she returned the cup. The Castellan's brow cl ouded, but he nade
no protest.

An old man in a black costune brought forward a satin pillow on which
rested a whip with a handl e of carved steel. The Castellan now lifted this
whi p, and advancing, laid three |ight strokes across the shoul ders of both
Shierl and Quyal .

"Now, | charge thee, get hence and go from Saponce, outlawed forever; thou
art waifs forlorn. Seek succor at the Museum of Man. | charge thee, never | ook
back, | eave all thoughts of past and future here at North Garden. Now and
forever are you sundered fromall bonds, clains, relations, and kinships,
together with all pretenses to amty, |love, fellowship and brotherhood with
t he Saponi ds of Saponce. Go, | exhort; go, | conmand; go, go, go,!"

Shierl sunk her teeth into her lower lip; tears freely coursed her cheek
t hough she made no sound. Wth hangi ng head she started across the |lichen of
the tundra, and CGuyal, with a swift stride, joined her.

Now t here was no | ooki ng back. For a space the murnurs, the nervous sounds
followed their ears; then they were alone on the plain. The limtless north
| ay across the horizon; the tundra filled the foreground and background, an
expanse dreary, dun and noribund. Alone marring the region, the white
rui ns—ence the Museum of Man—+rose a | eague before them and along the faint
trail they wal ked w t hout words.

Guyal said in a tentative tone, "There is nuch I woul d understand."

"Speak," said Shierl. Her voice was | ow but conposed.

"Why are we forced and exhorted to this m ssion?"



"It is thus because it has al ways been thus. Is not this reason enough?"
"Sufficient possibly for you," said Guyal, "but for me the causality is
unconvi ncing. | mnust acquaint you with the avoid in nmy mnd, which lusts for
know edge as a | echer yearns for carnality; so pray be patient if ny
i nqui sition seems unnecessarily thorough."

She glanced at himin astonishment. "Are all to the south so strong for
knowi ng as you?"

"I'n no degree," said Guyal. "Everywhere normality of the mind may be
observed. The habitants adroitly performthe notions which fed them yesterday,
| ast week, a year ago. | have been infornmed of ny aberration well and full.
"Why strive for a pedant's accunul ation?' | have been told. 'Wy seek and
search? Earth grows cold; man gasps his last; why forego nerrinent, nusic, and
revelry for the abstract and abstruse?' "

"I ndeed,"” said Shierl. "Well do they counsel; such is the consensus at
Saponce. "

Guyal shrugged. "The runor goes that | am denon-bereft of ny senses. Such
may be. In any event the effect remains, and the obsession haunts ne."

Shi erl indicated understandi ng and acqui escence. "Ask on then; | will
endeavor to ease these yearnings."

He gl anced at her sidelong, studied the charming triangle of her face, the
heavy bl ack hair, the great lustrous eyes, dark as yu-sapphires. "In happier
ci rcunmst ances, there would be other yearnings | woul d beseech you |ikew se to
ease. "

"Ask," replied Shierl of Saponce. "The Museum of Man is close; there is
occasi on for naught but words."

"Why are we thus dism ssed and charged, with tacit acceptance of our
doon®"

"The i medi ate cause is the ghost you saw on the hill. Wen the ghost
appears, then we of Saponce know that the nost beautiful maiden and the npst
handsome youth of the town nmust be despatched to the Muiseum The prinme behind
the custom | do not know. So it is; so it has been; so it will be till the sun
gutters like a coal in the rain and darkens Earth, and the w nds bl ow snow
over Saponce."

"But what is our mssion? Wo greets us, what is our fate?"

"Such details are unknown."

Guyal rmused, "The |ikelihood of pleasure seems small . . . There are
di scordants in the episode. You are beyond doubt the | oveliest creature of the
Saponi ds, the loveliest creature of Earth—but I, | ama casual stranger, and

hardly the nost well-favored youth of the town."

She smled a trifle. "You are not unconely."

Guyal said sonmberly, "Over-riding the condition of my person is the fact
that | ama stranger and so bring little loss to the town of Saponce."

"That aspect has no doubt been considered,"” the girl said.

Guyal searched the horizon. "Let us then avoid the Museum of Man, |et us
circunvent this unknown fate and take to the nountains, and so south to
Ascol ais. Lust for enlightenment will never fly ne in the face of destruction
so clearly inplicit."

She shook her head. "Do you suppose that we would gain by the ruse? The
eyes of a hundred warriors followus till we pass through the portals of the
Miuseum should we attenpt to scanp our duty we should be bound to stakes,
stripped of our skins by the inch, and at |ast be placed in bags with a
t housand scor pi ons poured around our heads. Such is the traditional penalty;
twelve tines in history has it been invoked."

Guyal threw back his shoul ders and spoke in a nervous voice. "Ah, well—+the
Museum of Man has been ny goal for many years. On this motive | set forth from
Sfere, so now | would seek the Curator and satisfy my obsession for
brain-filling."

"You are blessed with great fortune," said Shierl, "for you are being
granted your heart's desire.”

Guyal could find nothing to say, so for a space they wal ked in silence.



Then he spoke. "Shierl."

"Yes, Cuyal of Sfere?"

"Do they separate us and take us apart?"

"I do not know. "

"Shierl."

"Yes?"

"Had we met under a happier star

Shierl wal ked in silence.

He | ooked at her coolly. "You speak not."

"But you ask nothing," she said in surprise.

Guyal turned his face ahead, to the Miseum of Man

Presently she touched his arm "CGuyal, | amgreatly frightened."

Guyal gazed at the ground beneath his feet, and a bl ossom of fire sprang
alive in his brain. "See the marking through the |icken?"

"Yes; what then?"

"Is it atrail?"

Dubi ously she responded, "It is a way worn by the passage of many feet. So
then—+t is a trail."

Guyal said in restrained jubilation, "Here is safety, if | never permt
nmysel f to be cozened fromthe way. But you—ah, | rmust guard you; you nust
never | eave ny side, you nmust swimin the charm which protects me; perhaps
then we will survive."

Shierl said sadly, "Let us not delude our reason, Cuyal of Sfere."

But as they wal ked, the trail grew plainer, and CGuyal becane
correspondi ngly sangui ne. And ever |arger bluked the crumnmble which marked the
Museum of Man, presently to occupy all their vision

If a storehouse of know edge had existed here, little sign of it renunined.
There was a great flat floor, flagged in white stone, now chal ky, broken and
inter-thrust by weeds. Around this floor rose a series of nonoliths, pocked
and worn, and toppled off at various heights. These at one time had supported
a vast roof; now of roof there was none and the walls were but dreans of the
far past.

So here was the flat floor bounded by the broken stunps of pillars, bare
to the winds of time and the glare of cool red sun. The rains had washed the
mar bl e, the dust fromthe nountains had been laid on and swept off, laid on
and swept off, and those who had built the Museum were | ess than a note of
this dust, so far and forgotten were they.

"Think," said CGuyal, "think of the vastness of know edge whi ch once was
gat hered here and which is now one with the soil —dnl ess, of course, the
Cur at or has sal vaged and preserved."

Shierl | ooked about apprehensively. "I think rather of the portal, and
that which awaits us ... CGuyal," she whispered, "I fear, | fear greatly .
Suppose they tear us apart? Suppose there is torture and death for us? | fear
a tremendous i npi ngenent, the shock of horror "

Guyal's own throat was hot and full. He | ooked about with chall enge.
"While | still breathe and hold power in ny arms to fight, there will be none
to harmus."

Shierl groaned softly. "Guyal, CGuyal, Cuyal of Sfere —why did you choose
ne?"

"Because," said Guyal, "my eyes went to you like the nectar noth flits to
the jacynth; because you were the | oveliest and | thought nothing but good in
store for you."

He paused.

Wth a shuddering breath Shierl said, "I must be courageous; after all, if
it were not | it would be some other naid equally fearful... And there is the
portal ."

Guyal inhaled deeply, inclined his head, and strode forward. "Let us be to
it, and know ..."

The portal opened into a nearby nonolith, a door of flat black netal
Guyal followed the trail to the door, and rapped staunchly with his fist on
the small copper gong to the side.



The door groaned wide on its hinges, and cool air, snelling of the
under-earth, billowed forth. In the black gape their eyes could find nothing.

"Hola within!" cried Cuyal

A soft voice, full of catches and quavers, as if just after weeping, said,
"Conme ye, cone ye forward. You are desired and awaited."

Guyal |eaned his head forward, straining to see. "Gve us light, that we
may not wander fromthe trail and bottom ourselves."

The breathl ess quaver of a voice said, "Light is not needed; anywhere you

step, that will be your trail, by an arrangenent so agreed with the
Way- Maker . "

"No," said Guyal, "we would see the visage of our host. We cone at his
invitation; the mnimmof his guest-offering is light; light there nust be

before we set foot inside the dungeon. Know we come as seekers after
know edge; we are visitors to be honored.™

"Ah, know edge, know edge," canme the sad breathl essness. "That shall be
yours, in full plentitude—know edge of many strange affairs; oh, you shal
swmin a tide of know edge—=

Guyal interrupted the sad, sighing voice. "Are you the Curator? Hundreds
of | eagues have | cone to bespeak the Curator and put himny inquiries. Are
you he?"

"By no neans. | revile the nane of the Curator as a treacherous
non- essential . "

"Who then may you be?"

"I amno one, nothing. | aman abstraction, an enotion, the ooze of
terror, the sweat of horror, the shake in the air when a scream has departed."

"You speak the voice of man."

"Why not? Such things as | speak lie in the closest and dearest center of
the human brain."

Guyal said in a subdued voice, "You do not make your invitation as
enticing as mght be hoped.”

"No matter, no matter; enter you nust, into the dark and on the instant,
as ny lord, who is nyself, waxes warm and | anguorous."

“I'f light there be, we enter.”

"No light, no insolent scorch is ever found in the Museum"”

"In this case," said GQuyal, drawing forth his Scintillant Dagger, "1
innovate a welcone reform For see, nowthere is light!"

From t he under-pomel issued a searching glare; the ghost tall before them
screeched and fell into twinkling ribbons |ike pulverized tinsel. There were a
few vagrant notes in the air; he was gone.

Shierl, who had stood stark and stiff as one nesnerized, gasped a soft
warm gasp and fell against Guyal. "How can you be so defiant?"

Guyal said in a voice half-1laugh, half-quaver, "In truth | do not know .

Perhaps | find it incredible that the Norns would direct nme from pl easant
Sfere, through forest and crag, into the northern waste, nerely to play the
role of cringing victim Disbelieving so inconclusive a destiny, | ambold."

He nmoved the dagger to right and left, and they saw thensel ves to be at
the portal of a keep, cut fromconcreted rock. At the back opened a bl ack
depth. Crossing the floor swiftly, Quyal kneeled and I|istened.

He heard no sound. Shierl, at his back, stared with eyes as bl ack and deep
as the pit itself, and Guyal, turning, received a sudden irrational inpression
of a sprite of the olden times—a creature snall and delicate, heavy with the
wei ght of her charm pale, sweet, clean.

Leaning with his gl owi ng dagger, he saw a crazy rack of stairs voyagi ng
down into the dark, and his |light showed them and their shadows in so
confusing a guise that he blinked and drew back.

Shierl said, "Wat do you fear?"

Guyal rose, turned to her. "W are nmonentarily untended here in the Miseum
of Man, and we are inpelled forward by various forces; you by the will of your
people; | by that which has driven me since | first tasted air ... If we stay
here we shall be once nore arranged in harnony with the hostile pattern. If we



go forward boldly, we may so cone to a position of strategy and advant age.
propose that we set forth in all courage, descend these stairs and seek the
Curator."

"But does he exist?"

"The ghost spoke fervently against him"

"Let us go then," said Shierl. "I amresigned."

CGuyal said gravely, "We go in the nental frame of adventure,
aggr essi veness, zeal. Thus does fear vani sh and the ghosts becone creatures of
m nd-weft; thus does our elan burst the under-earth terror."”

"W go."

They started down the stairs.

Back, forth, back, forth, down flights at varying angles, stages of
varying heights, treads at varying wi dths, so that each step was a matter for
concentration. Back, forth, down, down, down, and the bl ack-barred shadows
nmoved and jerked in bizarre nodes on the walls.

The flight ended, they stood in a roomsinmlar to the entry above. Before
t hem was anot her bl ack portal, polished at one spot by use; on the walls to
either side were inset brass plaques bearing nessages in unfaniliar
characters.

Guyal pushed the door open against a slight pressure of cold air, which,
bl owi ng t hrough the aperture, made a slight rush, ceasing when Guyal opened
the door farther.

"Listen."

It was a far sound, an intermttent clacking, and it held enough fel
significance to raise the hairs at Guyal's neck. He felt Shierl's hand
gripping his with clamry pressure.

Di nmming the dagger's glow to a glimrer, Guyal passed through the door
with Shierl conming after. From afar cane the evil sound, and by the echoes
t hey knew they stood in a great hall.

Guyal directed the light to the floor: it was of a black resilient
material. Next the wall: polished stone. He permitted the light to glowin the
direction opposite to the sound, and a few paces distant they saw a bul ky
bl ack case, studded with copper bosses, topped by a shallow glass tray in
whi ch could be seen an intricate concourse of netal devices.

Wth the purpose of the black cases not apparent, they followed the wall,
and as they wal ked sim|ar cases appeared, |oom ng heavy and dull, at regular
i ntervals. The clacking receded as they wal ked; then they cane at a right
angl e, and turning the corner, they seened to approach the sound. Bl ack case
after black case passed; slowy, tense as foxes, they wal ked, eyes groping for
si ght through the darkness.

The wal | nade another angle, and here there was a door.

Guyal hesitated. To follow the new direction of the wall would nmean
approachi ng the source of the sound. Wuld it be better to di scover the worst
quickly or to reconnoitre as they went?

He propounded the dilemma to Shierl, who shrugged, "It is all one; sooner
or later the ghosts will flit down to pluck at us; then we are lost."

"Not while | possess light to stare themaway to wi sps and shreds," said
Guyal . "Now I would find the Curator, and possibly he is to be found behind
this door. We will so discover."

He laid his shoulder to the door; it eased ajar with a crack of gol den
light. CGuyal peered through. He sighed, a muffled sound of wonder
Now he opened the door further; Shierl clutched at his arm
"This is the Museum " said CGuyal in rapt tone. "Here there is no danger
He who dwells in beauty of this sort may never be other than beneficient

He flung w de the door
The Iight canme from an unknown source, fromthe air itself, as if |eaking
fromthe discrete atons; every breath was | um nous, the roomfloated full of
invigorating glow. A great rug pelted the floor, a nmonster tabard woven of
gold, brown, bronze, two tones of green, fuscous red and snalt blue. Beautiful
wor ks of human fashioning ranked the walls. In glorious array hung panel s of



rich woods, carved, chased, enanel ed; scenes of olden tines painted on woven
fiber; formulas of color, designed to convey enotion rather than reality. To
one side hung plats of wood laid on with slabs of soapstone, malachite and
jade in rectangular patterns, richly varied and subtle, with mniature flecks
of cinnabar, rhodocrosite and coral for warnth. Beside was a section given to
di sks of lum nous green, flickering and flourescent with varying blue films
and noving dots of scarlet and bl ack. Here were representations of three
hundred marvel ous fl owers, bloonms of a forgotten age, no | onger extant on
wani ng Earth; there were as many star-burst patterns, rigidly conventionalized
in form but each of subtle distinction. Al these and a nultitude of other
creations, selected fromthe best of human fervor

The door thudded softly behind them staring, every inch of skin a-tingle,
the two fromEarth's final time noved forward through the hall.

"Somewher e near must be the Curator,” whispered Guyal. "There is a sense
of careful tending and great effort here in the gallery."
"Look. "

Qpposite were two doors, laden with the sense of much use. Guyal strode
qui ckly across the room but was unable to discern the means for opening the
door, for it bore no latch, key, handle, knob or bar. He rapped with his
knuckl es and waited; no sound returned.

Shierl tugged at his arm "These are private regions. It is best not to
venture too rudely."

Guyal turned away and they continued down the gallery. Past the rea
expression of man's brightest dream ngs they wal ked, until the concentration
of so much fire and spirit and creativity put theminto awe. "Wat great mninds
lie in the dust,"” said Guyal in a | ow voice "Wat gorgeous souls have vani shed
into the buried ages; what marvel ous creatures are | ost past the renptest
menory . . . Nevernore will there be the like; now, in the last fleeting
nmonents, humanity festers rich as rotten fruit. Rather than master and
over power our world, our highest aimis to cheat it through sorcery."

Shierl said, "But you, CGuyal —you are apart. You are not like this ..

"I woul d know," declared Guyal with fierce enphasis. "In all nmy youth this
ache has driven nme, and | have journeyed fromthe old manse at Sfere to |l earn
fromthe Curator ... | amdissatisfied with the mndless acconplishnments of

t he magi ci ans, who have all their lore by rote.”
Shierl gazed at himwith a marveling expression, and Guyal's soul throbbed

with love. She felt himquiver and whi spered recklessly, "CGuyal of Sfere, | am
yours, | nelt for you..."
"When we win to peace," said Guyal, "then our world will be of gladness

The roomturned a corner, w dened. And now the clacking sound they had
noticed in the dark outer hall returned, |ouder, nore suggestive of
unpl easantness. It seenmed to enter the gallery through an arched doorway
opposite.

Guyal noved quietly to this door, with Shierl at his heels, and so they
peered into the next chanber.

A great face |looked fromthe wall, a face taller than Guyal, as tall as
Guyal mght reach with hands on high. The chin rested on the floor, the scalp
sl anted back into the panel.

Guyal stared, taken aback. In this pageant of beautiful objects the
grotesque vi sage was the disparity and di ssonance a lunatic m ght have
created. Ugly and vile was the face, of a gut-wenching silly obscenity. The
skin shone a gun-netal sheen, the eyes gazed dully from sl anting fol ds of
greeni sh tissue. The nose was a small lunp, the nmouth a gross pul py slash.

In sudden uncertainty Guyal turned to Shierl. "Does this not seem an odd
work so to be honored here in the Muiseum of Man?"

Shierl was staring with eyes agoni zed and wi de. Her nmouth opened,
qui vered, wetness streaked her chin. Wth hands jerking, shaking, she grabbed
his arm staggered back into the gallery.

"Quyal ," she cried, "GQuyal, come away!" Her voice rose to a pitch. "Cone



away, come away!"
He faced her in surprise. "VWat are you sayi ng?"
"That horrible thing in there—=
"It is but the diseased effort of an elder artist."”

"It lives."
"How is this!"
"I't lives!" she babbled. "It |ooked at ne, then turned and | ooked at you.

And it noved—and then |I pulled you away..."

Guyal shrugged off her hand; in stark disbelief he faced through the
door way.

"“Ahhhh ..." breathed Cuyal

The face had changed. The torpor had evaporated; the glaze had departed
the eye. The nmouth squirmed; a hiss of escaping gas sounded. The nout h opened;
a great gray tongue lolled forth. And fromthis tongue darted a tendril slinmed
with nmucus. It terminated in a graspi ng hand, which groped for Guyal's ankle.
He junped aside; the hand missed its clutch, the tendril coil ed.

Guyal, in an extrenmty, with his bowels clenched by sick fear, sprang back
into the gallery. The hand seized Shierl, grasped her ankle. The eyes
glistened; and now the flabby tongue swell ed another wen, sprouted a new
menber . . . Shierl stunbled, fell linp, her eyes staring, foamat her lips.
Guyal, shouting in a voice he could not hear, shouting high and crazy, ran
forward slashing with his dagger. He cut at the gray wist, but his knife
sprang away as if the steel itself were horrified. His gorge at his teeth, he

seized the tendril; with a mghty effort he broke it against his knee.
The face winced, the tendril jerked back. Guyal |eapt forward, dragged
Shierl into the gallery, lifted her, carried her back, out of reach

Thr ough the doorway now, CGuyal glared in hate and fear. The nouth had
closed; it sneered disappointment and frustrated |lust. And now Guyal saw a
strange thing: fromthe dank nostril oozed a wisp of white which swirled,
withed, formed a tall thing in a white robe—a thing with a draw face and
eyes like holes in a skull. Winpering and mewing in distaste for the light,
it wavered forward into the gallery, noving with curious little pauses and
hesi t anci es.

CGuyal stood still. Fear had exceeded its power; fear no | onger had
meani ng. A brain could react only to the maxinumof its intensity; how, could
this thing harm himnow? He would smash it with his hands, beat it into

si ghing fog.

"Hol d, hold, hold!" came a new voice. "Hold, hold, hold. My charms and
tokens, an ill day for Thorsingol . . . But then, avaunt, you ghost, back to
the orifice, back and avaunt, avaunt, | say! CGo, else |I |oose the actinics;

trespass is not allowed, by suprene command fromthe Lycurgat; aye, the
Lycurgat of Thorsingol. Avaunt, so then."

The ghost wavered, paused, staring in fell passivity at the old man who
had hobbled into the gallery.

Back to the snoring face wandered the ghost, and let itself be sucked up
into the nostril.

The face runbled behind its |lips, then opened the great gray gape and
bel ched a white fiery lick that was |ike nanme but not flame. It sheeted,
fl apped at the old man, who noved not an inch. Froma rod fixed high on the
door frame came a whirling disk of golden sparks. It cut and di smenbered the
white sheet, destroyed it back to the mouth of the face, whence now i ssued a
bl ack bar. This bar edged into the whirling di sk and absorbed t he sparks.
There was an instant of dead silence.

Then the old man crowed, "Ah, you evil episode; you seek to interrupt ny
tenure. But no, there is no validity in you purpose; my clever baton hol ds
your unnatural sorcery in abeyance; you are as naught; why do you not
di sengage and retreat into Jel dred?"

The runbl e behind the large |ips continued. The nouth opened w de: a gray
vi scous cavern was so di splayed. The eyes glittered in titantic enotion. The
mout h yelled, a roaring wave of violence, a sound to buffet the head and drive



shock like a nail into the mnd

The baton sprayed a nist of silver. The sound curved and centralized and
sucked into the metal fog; the sound was captured and consuned; it was never
heard. The fog balled, |engthened to an arrow, plunged with intense speed at
the nose, and buried itself in the pulp. There was a heavy sound, an
expl osion; the face seethed in pain and the nose was a blasted clutter of
shredded gray plasnms. They waved |ike starfish arns and grew together once
nore, and now the nose was pointed |ike a cone.

The old man said, "You are captious today, my denoni ac visitant—a vicious
trait. You would disturb poor old Kerlin in his duties? So. You are ingenuous
and neglectful. So ho. Baton," and he turned and peered at the rod, "you have
tasted that sound? Spew out a fitting penalty, snmear the odious face with your
infallible retort”

A flat sound, a black flail which curled, slapped the air and snote hone
to the face. A glowi ng weal sprang into being. The face sighed and the eyes
twisted up into their folds of greenish tissue.

Kerlin the Curator |aughed, a shrill yamer on a single tone. He stopped
short and the | augh vanished as if it had never begun. He turned to CGuyal and
Shierl, who stood pressed together in the door-frane.

"How now, how now? You are after the gong; the study hours are | ong ended.
Why do you linger?" He shook a stern finger. "The Museumis not the site for
roguery; this | adnonish. So now be off, home to Thorsingol; be nore pronpt
the next tine; you disturb the established order " He paused and threw a
fretful glance over his shoulder. "The day has gone ill; the Nocturna
Key- keeper is inexcusably late . . . Surely | have waited an hour on the
sluggard; the Lycurgat shall be so informed. | would be home to couch and
hearth; here is ill use for old Kerlin, thus to detain himfor the careless
retard of the night-watch . . . And, further, the encroachment of you two
| aggards; away now, and be off; out into the twilight!" And he advanced,
maki ng directive motions with his hands.

Guyal said, "My lord Curator, | must speak words with you."

The old man halted, peered. "Eh? Wat now? At the end of a long day's
effort? No, no, you are out of order; regulation nust be observed. Attend ny
audiariumat the fourth circuit tonmorrow norning; then we shall hear you. So
go now, go."

Guyal fell back nonplussed. Shierl fell on her knees. "Sir Curator, we beg
you for help; we have no place to go."

Kerlin the Curator | ooked at her blankly. "No place to go! Wat folly you
utter! Go to your domicile, or to the Pubescentarium or to the Tenple, or to
the Qutward Inn. For-sooth, Thorsingol is free with | odging; the Miseumis no
casual tavern."”

"My lord," cried CGuyal desperately,
enmer gency. "

"Say on then."

"Some malignancy has bew tched your brain. WIIl you credit this?"

"Ah, indeed?" rum nated the Curator

"There is no Thorsingol. There is naught but dark waste. Your city is an
eon gone."

The Curator smniled benevolently. "Ah, sad ... A sad case. So it is with
t hese younger minds. The frantic drive of life is the Prine Unhinger." He
shook his head. "My duty is clear. Tired bones, you nust wait your
wel | -deserved rest. Fatigue—begone; duty and sinple humanity make demands;
here is madness to be countered and cleared. And in any event the Nocturna
Key- keeper is not here to relieve nme of ny tedium" He beckoned. "Cone."

Hesitantly Guyal and Shierl followed him He opened one of his doors,
passed through nmuttering and expostul ating w th doubt and watchful ness, Cuyal
and Shierl canme after.

The room was cubical, floored with dull black stuff, walled with nyriad
gol den knobs on all sides. A hooded chair occupied the center of the room and
beside it was a chest-high | ectern whose face di spl ayed a nunber of toggles

will you hear me? W speak from



and knurl ed wheel s.
"This is the Curator's own Chair of Know edge,"” explained Kerlin. "As such

it will, upon proper adjustment, inpost the Pattern of Hynomeneural darity.
So—+ denmand the correct sonetsyndic arrangenment— he mani pul ated the manual s
"—and now, if you will conpose yourself, | wll repair your hallucination. It

i s beyond ny normal call of duty, but I am hunane and woul d not be spoken of
as mean or unwilling."

CGuyal inquired anxiously, "Lord Curator, this Chair of Carity, how wll
it affect ne?"

Kerlin the Curator said grandly, "The fibers of your brain are tw sted,
snarl ed, frayed, and so make contact with unintentional areas. By the
marvel ous craft of our nmodern cerebrol ogists, this hood will conpose your
synapses with the correct readings fromthe |ibrary—those of normality, you
must under st and—and so repair the skein, and nake you once nore a whole nan."

"Once | sit in the chair," Guyal inquired, "what will you do?"

"Merely close this contact, engage this arm throw in this toggl e—+then you
daze. In thirty seconds, this bulb glows, signaling the success and conpl etion
of the treatnent. Then | reverse the mani pulation, and you arise a creature of
renewed sanity."

Guyal | ooked at Shierl. "Did you hear and conprehend?"

"Yes, Cuyal," in a small voice.

"Renenber." Then to the Curator: "Marvel ous. But how nust | sit?"

"Merely relax in the seat. Then | pull the hood slightly forward, to
shield the eyes fromdistraction."

Guyal |eaned forward, peered gingerly into the hood. "I fear | do not
under stand. "

The Curator hopped forward inpatiently. "It is an act of the utnost
facility. Like this." He sat in the chair.

"And how will the hood be applied?"

"In this wise." Kerlin seized a handle, pulled the shield over his face.

"Quick," said CGuyal to Shierl. She sprang to the lectern; Kerlin the
Curator made a notion to rel ease the hood; Guyal seized the spindly frane,
held it. Shierl flung the switches; the Curator rel axed, sighed.

Shierl gazed at Guyal, dark eyes wide and liquid as the great
wat er-flamerian of South Almery. "ls he—dead?"

"I hope not."

They gazed uncertainly at the relaxed form Seconds passed.

A cl angi ng noi se sounded from afar—a crush, a wench, an exultant bell ow,
| esser halloos of wild triunph.

Guyal rushed to the door. Prancing, wavering, sidling into the gallery
cane a nultitude of ghosts; through the open door behind, Guyal could see the
great head. It was shoving out, pushing into the room G eat ears appeared,
part of a bull-neck, weathed with purple wattles. The wall cracked, sagged,
crunmbl ed. A great hand thrust through, a forearm..

Shierl screaned. Cuyal, pale and quivering, slanmred the door in the face
of the nearest ghost. It seeped in around the janmb, slowy, w sp by w sp.

Guyal sprang to the lectern. The bulb showed dul | ness. CGuyal's hands
twitched along the controls. "Only Kerlin's awareness controls the magi c of
the baton," he panted. "So nmuch is clear." He stared into the bulb with
agoni zed urgency. "G ow, bulb, glow ..."

By the door the ghost seeped and bill owed.

"dow, bulb, glow..."

The bulb gl owed. Wth a sharp cry GQuyal returned the switches to
neutrality, junmped down, flung up the hood.

Kerlin the Curator sat |ooking at him

Behi nd the ghost fornmed itself—a tall white thing in white robes, and the
dark eye-holes stared like outlets into non-inagination

Kerlin the Curator sat | ooking.

The ghost nmoved under the robes. A hand like a bird s-foot appeared,
hol ding a clod of dingy matter. The ghost cast the matter to the floor; it



expl oded into a puff of black dust. The notes of the cloud grew, becane a
myriad of wiggling insects. Wth one accord they darted across the floor
growi ng as they spread, and became scuttling creatures wi th nonkey-heads.

Kerlin the Curator noved. "Baton," he said. He held up his hand. It held
his baton. The baton spat an orange gout—+ed dust. It puffed before the
rushi ng horde and each note becane a red scorpion. So ensued a ferocious
battle, and little shrieks, and cluttering sounds rose fromthe fl oor

The nonkey-headed things were killed, routed. The ghost sighed, noved his
cl aw- hand once nore. But the baton spat forth a ray of purest light and the
ghost sl oughed i nto not hi ngness.

"Kerlin!" cried Guyal. "The denon is breaking into the gallery."

Kerlin flung open the door, stepped forth.

"Baton," said Kerlin, "performthy utnost intent."

The denon said, "No, Kerlin, hold the magic; | thought you dazed. Now
retreat."

Wth a vast quaki ng and heavi ng he pulled back until once nore only his
face showed through the hole.

"Baton," said Kerlin, "be you on guard."

The baton di sappeared from hi s hand.

Kerlin turned and faced Guyal and Shierl.

"There is need for many words, for now !l die. | die, and the Miseum shal
lie alone. So let us speak quickly, quickly, quickly ..."

Kerlin nmoved with feeble steps to a portal which snapped aside as he
approached. CGuyal and Shierl, speculating on the probable trends of Kerlin's
di sposition, stood hesitantly to the rear

"Come, cone," said Kerlin in sharp inpatience. "My strength flags, | die.
You have been ny death."

Guyal noved slowy forward, with Shierl half a pace behind. Suitable
response to the accusation escaped him words seemed wi thout conviction

Kerlin surveyed themwith a thin grin. "Halt your m sgivings and hasten
the necessities to be acconmplished in the tine available there to make the
task like trying to wite the Tomes of Kae in a mnimof ink. |I wane; ny
pul sing cones in shallow tides, ny sight flickers .. ."

He waved a despairing hand, then, turning, led theminto the inner
chanmber, where he slunped into a great chair. Wth many uneasy gl ances at the
door, CGuyal and Shierl settled upon a padded couch

Kerlin jeered in a feeble voice, "You fear the white phantasns? Poh, they
are pent fromthe gallery by the baton, which contains their every effort Only
when | amsnitten out of mind—er dead—will the baton cease its function. You
must know," he added with somewhat nore vigor, "that the energi es and dynam cs
do not channel fromny brain but fromthe central potentium of the Miseum
which is perpetual; | nerely direct and order the rod."

"But this denon—who or what is he? Wiy does he come to | ook through the
wal | s?"

Kerlin's face settled into a bl eak mask. "He is Blikdak, Ruler-Divinity of
t he denon-world Jel dred. He wwenched the hole intent on gulfing the know edge
of the Museuminto his nmind, but | forestalled him so he sits waiting in the
hole till | die. Then he will glut hinself with erudition to the great
di sadvant age of nen."

"Why cannot this denon be exhorted hence and the hol e abol i shed?"

Kerlin the Curator shook his head. "The fires and furious powers | contro
are not valid in the air of the denon-world, where substance and form are of
different entity. So far as you see him he has brought his environment wth
him so far he is safe. When he ventures further into the Miseum the power of
Earth di ssolves the Jeldred node; then may | spray himwth prismatic fervor
fromthe potentium. . . But stay, enough of Blikdak for the nonce; tell ne,
who are you, why are you ventured here, and what is the news of Thorsingol ?"

Guyal said in a halting voice, "Thorsingol is passed beyond nmenory. There
i s naught above but arid tundra and the old town of the Saponids. | am of the
sout hl and; | have coursed many | eagues so that | mght speak to you and fil



my mind with know edge. This girl Shierl is of the Saponids, and victim of an
anci ent custom whi ch sends beauty into the Miuseum at the behest of Blikdak's

ghosts. "

"Ah," breathed Kerlin, "have | been so aimess? | recall these youthful
shapes which Blikdak enployed to relieve the tediumof his vigil . . . They
flit dowmn my nmenmory like may-flies along a panel of glass . . . | put them

aside as creatures of his own conception, postulated by his own imagery .

Shierl shrugged in bew | derment. "But why? What use to himare human
creatures?"

Kerlin said dully, "Grl, you are all charm and freshness; the nonstrous
urges of the denon-lord Blikdak are past your conceiving. These youths, of
both sexes, are his. play, on whom he practices various junctures, joinings,
coiti, perversions, sadisms, nauseas, antics and at |last struggles to the
death. Then he sends forth a ghost demandi ng further youth and beauty."

Shierl whispered, "This was to have been I|..."

Guyal said in puzzlenent, "I cannot understand. Such acts, in ny
under standi ng, are the characteristic derangenents of humanity. They are
ant hropoi d by the very nature of the functioning sacs, glands and organs.
Since Blikdak is a denon .. ."

"Consider him" spoke Kerlin. "H's lineaments, his apparatus. He is
not hi ng el se but ant hropoid, and such is his origin, together with all the
denons, frits and w nged gl owi ng-eyed creatures that infest |latter-day Earth.
Bl i kdak, like the others, is fromthe nind of man. The sweaty condensati on
the stench and vil eness, the cloacal hunors, the brutal delights, the rapes
and sodom es, the scatophilac whinms, the manifold tittering lubricities that
have drai ned through humanity formed a vast tunor; so Blikdak assuned his
being, so now this is he. You have seen how he nolds his being, so he performs
his enjoynments. But of Blikdak, enough. | die, | die!" He sank into the chair
wi t h heavi ng chest.

"See me! My eyes vary and waver. My breath is shallow as a bird's, ny
bones are the pith of an old vine. | have |lived beyond know edge; in ny
madness | knew no passage of tinme. Were there is no know edge there are no
somati ¢ consequences. Now | renenber the years and centuries, the nillennia,

t he epochs—they are like quick glinmpses through a shutter. So, curing ny
madness, you have killed ne."

Shierl blinked, drew back. "But when you die? Wit then? Blikdak ..."

Guyal asked, "In the Museum of Man is there no know edge of the exorcisns
necessary to dissolve this denon? He is clearly our first antagonist, our
i medi acy. "

"Bl i kdak nust be eradicated,” said Kerlin. "Then will | die in ease; then

must you assune the care of the Museum" He licked his white lips. "An ancient
principle specifies that, in order to destroy a substance, the nature of the
subst ance must be determ ned. In short, before Blikdak may be dissol ved, we
nmust di scover his elenental nature.” And his eyes noved glassily to Cuyal.

"Your pronouncenent is sound beyond argument," admitted Guyal, but how may
this be acconplished? Blikdak will never allow such an investigation."

"No; there nust be subterfuge, sone instrunentality . "

"The ghost are part of Blikdak's stuff?".

"I ndeed. "

"Can the ghosts be stayed and prevent ed?"

"Indeed; in a box of light, the which | can effect by a thought. Yes, a
ghost we nust have." Kerlin raised his head. "Baton! one ghost; admt a
ghost!'"

A moment passed; Kerlin held up his hand. There was a faint scratch at the
door, and a soft whine could be heard without. "Qpen," said a voice, full of
sobs and catches and quavers. "Open and let forth the youthful creatures to

Bl i kdak. He finds boredom and lassitude in his vigil; so let the two cone
forth to negate his unease.™
Kerlin laboriously rose to his feet. "It is done.™

From behi nd the door came a sad voice, "I ampent, | amsnared in



scorching brilliance!"

"Now we di scover," said Guyal. "Wat dissolves the ghost dissolves
Bl i kdak. "

"True indeed," assented Kerlin.

"Way not light?" inquired Shierl. "Light parts the fabric of the ghosts
like a gust of wind tatters the fog."

"But merely for their fragility; Blikdak is harsh and solid, and can
wi thstand the fiercest radiance safe in his denon-land al cove.” And Kerlin
mused. After a nonment he gestured to the door. "W go to the image-expander
there we will explode the ghost to macroid dinmension; so shall we find his
basis. Guyal of Sfere, you must support ny frailness; in truth ny linbs are
weak as wax."

On Guyal's armhe tottered forward, and with Shierl close at their heels
they gained the gallery. Here the ghost wept in its cage of light, and
searched constantly for a dark aperture to seep his essence through

Payi ng hi mno heed Kerlin hobbled and Iinped across the gallery. In their
wake followed the box of Iight and perforce the ghost.

"Open the great door," cried Kerlin in a voice beset with cracking and
hoar seness. "The great door into the Cognative Repository!"

Shierl ran ahead and thrust her force against the door; it slid aside, and
they | ooked into the great dark hall, and the golden Ilight fromthe gallery
dwi ndl ed into the shadows and was | ost.

"Call for Lunen," Kerlin said.

“"Lumen!" cried Guyal. "Lumen, attend!"

Light cane to the great hall, and it proved so tall that the pilasters
along the wall dwindled to threads, and so long and wi de that a man m ght be
wi nded to fatigue in running a dinmension. Spaced in equal rows were the black
cases with the copper bosses that Guyal and Shierl had noted on their entry.
And above each hung five simlar cases, precisely fixed, floating wthout
support.

"What are these?" asked Guyal in wonder.

"Wyul d ny poor brain enconpassed a hundredth part of what these banks
know, " panted Kerlin. "They are great brains cranmed with all that known,
experi enced, achieved, or recorded by man. Here is all the lost lore, early
and | ate, the fabulous imaginings, the history of ten mllion cities, the
begi nnings of time and the presuned finalities; the reason for human exi stence
and the reason for the reason. Daily | have | abored and toiled in these banks;
nmy achi evenent has been a synopsis of the nost superficial sort: a panorama
across a wide and nultifarious country."

Said Shierl, "Wuld not the craft to destroy Blikdak be contai ned here?"

"I ndeed, indeed; our task would be nerely to find the information. Under
whi ch casing woul d we search? Consider these categories: Denonlands; Killings
and Mrtefactions; Expositions and Dissolutions of Evil; History of

Granvi l unde (where such an entity was repelled) ; Attractive and Detractive
Hyperordnets; Therapy for Hallucinants and Ghost-takers; Constructive Journal
itemfor regeneration of burst walls, sub-division for invasion by denons;
Procedural Suggestions in Time of Risk . . . Aye, these and a thousand nore.
Somewhere i s know edge of how to snmite Blikdak's abhorred face back into his
qguasi pl ace. But where to | ook? There is no I ndex Major; none except the poor
synopsi s of ny conpilation. He who seeks specific know edge nust often go on
an extended search . " His voice trailed off. Then: "Forward! Forward

t hrough the banks to the Mechanisnus. "

So through the banks they went, |ike roaches in a naze, and behind drifted
the cage of light with the wailing ghost At |ast they entered a chanber
snelling of metal; again Kerlin instructed Guyal and CGuyal called, "Attend us,
Lumen, attend!"

Through intricate devices wal ked the three, Guyal |ost and rapt beyond
i nquiry, even though his brain ached with the want of know ng.

At a tall booth Kerlin halted the cage of light. A pane of vitrean dropped
before the ghost. "Observe now," Kerlin said, and manipul ated the activants.



They saw t he ghost, depicted and projected: the flow ng robe, the haggard
vi sage. The face grew large, flattened; a segment under the vacant eye becane
a scabrous white place. It separated into pustules, and a single pustule

swelled to fill the pane. The crater of the pustule was an intricate stippled
surface, a mesh as of fabric, knit in a lacy pattern
"Behold!" said Shierl. "He is a thing woven as if by thread."

CGuyal turned eagerly to Kerlin; Kerlin raised a finger for silence.
"I ndeed, indeed, a goodly thought, especially since here beside us is a rotor
of extreme swiftness, used in reeling the cognitive filanments of the cases

Now t hen observe: | reach to this panel, | select a mesh, | withdraw a

t hread, and note! The neshes ravel and |oosen and part. And now to the bobbin
on the rotor, and I wap the thread, and now with a twi st we have the cincture
made ..."

Shierl said dubiously, "Does not the ghost observe and note your doi ng?"

"By no neans," asserted Kerlin. "The pane of vitrean shields our actions;
he is too exercised to attend. And now | dissolve the cage and he is free."

The ghost wandered forth, <cringing fromthe Iight.

"CGo!" cried Kerlin. "Back to your genetrix; back, return and go!"

The ghost departed. Kerlin said to Guyal, "Follow, find when Blikdak
snuffs himup."

CGuyal at a cautious distance watched the ghost seep up into the bl ack

nostril, and returned to where Kerlin waited by the rotor. "The ghost has once
nore become part of Blikdak."
"Now then," 'said Kerlin, "we cause the rotor to twist, the bobbin to

whirl, and we shall observe."

The rotor whirled to a blur; the bobbin (as Iong as Guyal's arn) becane
spun with ghost-thread, at first gl owi ng pastel polychrome, then nacre, then
line mlk-ivory.

The rotor spun, a mllion tines a mnute, and the thread drawn unseen and
unknown from Bl i kdak thi ckened on the bobbin.

The rotor spun; the bobbin was full—-a cylinder shining with gl ossy silken
sheen. Kerlin slowed the rotor; CGuyal snapped a new bobbin into place, and the
unravel i ng of Blikdak continued.

Thr ee bobbi ns—four—five—and Guyal, observing Blikdak fromafar, found the
gi ant face qui escent, the nouth working and sucking, creating the clacking
sound which had first caused them apprehension

Ei ght bobbins. Blikdak opened his eyes, stared in puzzl enent around the
chanber.

Twel ve bobbi ns: a di scol ored spot appeared on the saggi ng cheek, and
Bl i kdak quivered in uneasiness.

Twenty bobbi ns: the spot spread across Blikdak's visage, across the
slanted fore-dome, and his mouth hung | ax; he hissed and fretted.

Thirty bobbins: Blikdak's head seemed stale and putrid; the gunnetal sheen
had becone an angry maroon, the eyes bul ged, the nmouth hung open, the tongue
lolled Iinp.

Fifty bobbins: Blikdak coll apsed. Hi s done | owered against the febrile
nmout h; his eyes shone |like feverish coals.

Si xty bobbins: Blikdak was no nore.

And with the dissolution of Blikdak so dissolved Jeldred, the denonl and
created for the housing of evil. The breach in the wall gave on barren rock
unbroken and rigid.

And in the Mechani snus sixty shining bobbins |ay stacked neat; the evil so
di sorgani zed glowed with purity and iridescence.

Kerlin fell back against the wall. "I expire; my tinme has conme. | have
guarded well the Museum together we have won it away from Blikdak .

Attend me now. Into your hands | pass the curacy; now the Miseumis your
charge to guard and preserve."

"For what end?" asked Shierl. "Earth expires, alnmpst as you ... \Werefore
know edge?"

"More now than ever,'

gasped Kerlin. "Attend: the stars are bright, the



stars are fair; the banks know bl essed magic to fleet you to youthful clines.
Now—+ go. | die."

"Wait!" cried Guyal. Wait, | beseech!"

"Why wait?" whispered Kerlin. "The way to peace is on nme; you call ne
back?"

"How do | extract fromthe banks?"

"The key to the index is in ny chanbers, the index of ny life ..." And
Kerlin died.

Guyal and Shierl clinbed to the upper ways and stood outside the portal on
the ancient flagged floor. It was night; the marble shone faintly underfoot,
t he broken columms | oonmed on the sky.

Across the plain the yellow |ights of Saponce shone warmthrough the
trees; above in the sky shone the stars.

Guyal said to Shierl, "There is your hone; there is Saponce. Do you wi sh
to return?"

She shook her head. 'Together we have | ooked through the eyes of
know edge. W have seen old Thorsingol, and the Sherit Enpire before it, and
ol wan Andra before that and the Forty Kades even before. W have seen the
war |l i ke green-nen, and the know edgeabl e Pharials and the C anbs who departed
Earth for the stars, as did the Merioneth before themand the G ay Sorcerers
still earlier. We have seen oceans rise and fall, the nountains crust up, peak
and nelt in the beat of rain; we have | ooked on the sun when it gl owed hot and
full and yellow . . . No, GQuyal, there is no place for ne at Saponce . "

CGuyal , | eaning back on the weathered pillar, |ooked up to the stars.
"Knowl edge is ours, Shierl—-all of knowing to our call. And what shall we do?"

Toget her they | ooked up to the white stars.

"What shall we do ..."



