eBook Version: 2.0

The Ot her One
Kar|l Edward \Wagner

There is a story, so it is told, of certain bandits who took shelter beneath a
tree, and as the darkness and the storm cl osed over them they gathered about
their fire and said to their leader: "Tell us a tale, to pass the night hours
inthis lonely place;" and their |eader spoke to them "Once certain bandits
took shelter beneath a tree, and as the darkness and the storm cl osed over
them they gathered about their fire and said to their |eader: "Tell us a
tale, to pass the night hours in this lonely place; 'and their |eader spoke to
them 'Once certain bandits took shelter beneath a tree...'"

Bl acker agai nst the darkeni ng sky, the thousand-armed branches of the huge
banyan swayed and soughed before the winds of the storm Tentative spats of
rain struck the barren stones beyond their shelter--streaking |ike the ranging
shots of nassed archers fromthe | owering thunderheads that narched toward
them from across the desol ate plain beyond.

Soneone got a fire going. Yellow flanes crackled and spat as the danp tw gs
caught; grey snoke crawl ed through the roof of banyan |linbs to be whi pped away
by the winds. There were nore than ten of them about the fire--outlaws and
renegades whose dirty mail and m smatched mat ched weapons showed t he proof of
hard and bl oody servi ce.

Anot her hundred of them m ght have gat hered beneat h the banyan, pressed
between its pillared naze of |inbs and roots. The tree had spread its |inbs
and stabbed downward its roots, grow ng upward and outward for inperturbable
centuries. Behind--along the trail the outlaws had foll owed--Iay unbroken
mles of tropical forest. Beyond--toward which their path |l ed--stretched a
mles-wide plain of utter desolation. Beneath the grey curtain of the
approaching storm could be glinpsed the walls of forest that enclosed the
farther perineters of the plain.

Across the jungle-girded plain, new forest crept through where a century

bef ore had been carefully tilled fields, craw ed over flattened stones and
heaps of broken rubble where once had reared a great city. O the city, no
wal s or towers remained; so utter was its destruction that scarcely one stone
yet stood upon its base. It was an expanse of total annihilation--a wasteland
of toppled stone and fire-scarred rubble. After nmore than a century, only
scrub and vine and secondary forest had invaded the ruin. More than anot her
century woul d pass before the |ast nmound of shattered wall would vani sh
beneath the conquering forest.

They gathered about their fire, laying aside their well-worn gear, pulling out
such as they had to make their evening neal. Three days march, or maybe
four--and their | eader prom sed them nore plunder than they in night carry.
Thi s night the prospects did not bring the usual chatter of anticipation
Uneasily, the men watched the closing storm gloonily considered the plain of
rui ns beside which they were canped. For these were the ruins of Andal ar the
Accurst, and no man cared to linger in this place.

"The greatest city of the land," one of them nurmured pensively. "Nothing now
but broken stone and rotted bone. Not even pickings to tenpt a vulture there
now. '



"Once there was pickings as rich as you'd dare dream" another coment ed.
"Andal ar was the proudest city in the would.'

"And the gods destroyed Andalar for its pride," a third intoned, with |ess
scorn than had he spoken in another place than this. "Or so |'ve heard."

"I"ve heard a nunber of tales," the first bandit argued. "No one seens to
renenber anynore."

"I remenber," their |eader rmurmnured.

"Do you i ndeed know the tale of the doomthat came to this city? Pray, tell us
the tale."”

Their | eader |aughed, as at a bitter jest, and began

The news of the death of Andalar's king came as no great surprise to Kane.
Luisteren VIl was late into his eighth decade. Nor was the news--at first--any
tragic blow to Kane; for he had taken certain neasures to insure that

Andal ar's rul er would never enter his ninth decade. Kane, as Lord Mnister of
Andal ar, was well known to be a great favorite of the senile king's

hal f-witted heir, and, although it was |less well known, the king's youngest

wi fe, Haeen, was a great favorite of Kane.

As the first shrill runors of Luisteren's inpending death sped through the

pal ace, and the funeral trunpets of the priests of Inglarn howed a tocsin

t hroughout the twilit streets of the city, Kane smled, filled his golden
chalice and drank a silent toast to the menory of the departed. The king's
death had fallen several nonths earlier than his plans called for. Perhaps he
shoul d have adm nistered the powders nore conservatively, or possibly the aged
despot's heart had sinmply choked in its dusty blood. Watever, Luisteren VII
was dead. Kane's position was secure. Wen the king's favorite son nounted the
throne as M ddosron 111, the new king would be only too content for Kane to
manage the affairs of Andal ar as he pl eased.

Kane finished the brandy, |eaned his massive body back in his chair, and

refl ected upon the past year. It had been a heady rise to power, even by
Kane's standards--but then, Andalar had been a prize ripe for the picking, and
it mttered little to Kane that his course had been so fornularized as to be
tedious to him

As captain of a band of nercenaries, Kane had entered Andal ar's service not
quite a year before. Success in battle had brought himto the king's
attention, and his rise to general of the city-state's arm es had quickly

foll owed. Andal ar's border wars victoriously concluded, Kane used the king's
favor to advance to high office in the royal court. A judicious prescription
of certain esoteric elixirs known to Kane restored the aged king's vigor and
virility, assuring Kane's influence over Luisteren. After that, it was only a
matter of cunning statecraft: after Kane's chief rivals were exposed (by Kane)
to be conspiring against the king, Kane's rise to Lord M nister of the
city-state was as inevitable as the king's immnent decease.

While it was hardly a novel situation for Kane, he did feel a certain pride of
acconpl i shnent in that never before had an outlander risen so fast or so far

i n Andal ar's power structure. Andal ar was the ol dest and grandest of the
scattered city-states that held suzerainty over this jungle-Iocked region, and
if a pronounced obsession with traditions and a deci ded xenophobi a acconpani ed
that proud heritage, so had an incal cul able fortune accurmul ated in the royal
coffers over the centuries. Kane was amusing hinself with idle schenes as to

t he use he woul d nake of Andal ar's bounty, when Haeen dashed into his
chanbers.

Lui steren's youngest wife had not a quarter of her royal husband' s years.
Haeen was sl ender, close to Kane's six feet of height--but neither boyish nor
coltish. Her figure was as precisely formed as that of a marbl e goddess, and
she noved with a dancer's poise--for she had once been a dancer in the tenple
of Inglarn. She had the rare conbination of bright green eyes and hair of

| um nous bl ack. At the nonment her |ong hair was disordered, her elfin features
bl eak with despair. Kane wondered at her tears, for Haeen had shown no such



evi dence of wifely devotion during their own clandestine trysts.
"You know?" she said, coming to his arms in a swirl of silks.
Kane wondered at the |ifel essness of her tone. There was no need for such

convention in his private chanbers. "I was told he had | apsed deeper into
stupor about dawn. \When the priests started their dammed caterwaul a noment
ago, | drank to your w dowhood."

Haeen made a choki ng sound beneath Kane's red beard, wapped her arns about
his barrel chest. "If only he could have withstood this |ast fever. W mi ght
have had so many nore nights fromwhich to steal an hour of ecstasy."

Kane | aughed urbanely. "Well, of course propriety will dictate a judicious

i nterval of mourning, but after...”

She stopped his laugh with her kiss. "One last enbrace, beloved! They will be
comng for us in another nmonent."

"What are you tal king about ?" Kane began, suddenly aware that her despair was
all too real

But al ready they had come for them

Gaudy in their flame-hued cloaks, the priests of Inglarn filed into Kane's
private chanbers. Their faces were pallid beneath sooty ritual designs of
nmour ni ng; their expressions were unreadable as they regarded the pair.

"Come, O Beloved of the King," intoned their |eader. "Your master sunmmons you
to dwell with himnow in the Palace of Inglarn in the Paradi se of the Chosen."
"I left orders that | was not to be disturbed,"” Kane snarled, groping for
under st andi ng. Hi s personal bodyguard--all handpi cked nmen--shoul d have thrown
these fools fromhis threshold, given alarm had Kane's secret designs

m scarried. But a glance beyond the doorway showed Kane's soldiers calny

wi thdrawi ng fromtheir stations.

The contenpt in his tone cut through the sonorous phrases of the high priest.
"You are an outl ander, Lord Kane. You hold high office such as no stranger

bef ore has been entrusted. Yet, outlander that you are, there remains the
final and highest duty that you nust performto your master."

Kane had newly come to this land, had only a sketchy inpression of its

i nnumerable laws and traditions. |If they suspected poi son, why had cone
priests instead of armed guards?

"What is this, Haeen?"

"Don't you know?" Haeen told himdully. "It is the Law of Inglarn. Wen the
ki ng of Andal ar is sunmoned into Paradi se, his household and his chi ef

counsel ors nmust acconpany him Thus they will continue to serve their master
in the Palace of Inglarn, and the new king will begin his holy reign untainted
by the ties that the departed king had established."

"OfF course," Kane agreed blandly, while behind his inpassive face his thoughts
were chaotic. Hi s know edge of this tradition-bound | and was inconpl ete.
Inglarn was purely a local deity, and Kane had not troubled to learn the
secrets of his cult. Luisteren VIl had ascended the throne as a child, nore
than seventy years before. In his concern with court intrigue, Kane had not
del ved overrmuch into events beyond the nenory of al nost everyone in the city.
"Come with us nowto the tenple of Inglarn,” the high priest invited. Hs two
fell ows produced the ritual fetters of gold. "This night you will pay a fina
earthly court to your master upon his pyre. On the nmorrow you will pass
through the flame to join himin the Bl essed Pal ace of Inglarn.”

"OfF course," Kane snmiled. Save for the priests, the hallway beyond his
quarters was for the nonent deserted. One does not intrude upon a sacred
ritual .

The high priest's neck snapped with a sound no | ouder than his gasp of
surprise. Kane flung his corpse aside as carelessly as a child discards a
doll, and his open fist made lethal inpact with the neck of the second priest,
even as the nman stood goggl e-eyed in disbelief. The third priest spun for the
open doorway, sucking breath to shout; Kane caught himw th an easy bound, and
steel-like fingers stifled outcry and life.

Haeen rai sed her voice in a shrill scream of horror

It was not a tinme for reason. Kane's blow rocked her head back wi th al nost



killing force. Pausing only to strap his word across his back, Kane bundl ed
t he unconscious girl | in his cloak and fled |like a shadow fromthe pal ace.

Dar kness, and the initial chaos as news of the king's death stunned the city,
made possi bl e Kane's escape. That, and the fact that Kane's sacril ege was so
unt hi nkabl e that the tradition-bound folk of Andalar at first could not react
to so nonstrous a crine.

Kane made the city gates before Haeen had fully recovered consci ousness, and
bef ore know edge of his outrage had alerted the confused guard at the wall. He
woul d have ridden beyond Andal ar's bourne before pursuit could be organized,
but forest trails are treacherous in the night, and while Kane m ght see in

t he darkness, his horse could not.

Kane swore and sent his crippled horse stunbling off into the darkness. The
false trail might throw off pursuit for |long enough to | et himmake good his
escape. Haeen still seened to be in shock--either fromhis fist or fromhis
sacril ege--but she followed himsilently as Kane struck out on foot.

They wal ked for a tineless interval through clutching darkness--Kane hol di ng
his pace to Haeen's--until at last a taint of greyness began to erode the
starl ess roof of trees.

There was nuffled thunder of water sonmewhere ahead of them and a breath of
cold mst. In the greyness of false dawn, they crept toward the rimof a
gorge. Kane slowed his pace, uncertain howto reach the river below He had
canpai gned al ong the borders of the city-state's holdings, and had a fair idea
as to his bearings, although he did not recognize this vicinity of the forest.
Haeen huddl ed ni serably on a boul der, watching as Kane prow ed about al ong the
m st -1 apped escarpmrent.

"We'll find a way down once it's daylight," he told her. "There's rapids al ong
here, but if we followthe river farther down, it flows smoothly enough to
float a raft. W'll lash some drift together and fl oat beyond Andal ar's

borders before the fools can guess where to search for us."

"Kane, Kane," Haeen npaned hopel essly. "You can't escape. You don't even know
what sin you propose. Kane, this is wong!"

He gave her an inpatient scow that--in the half-light--she could only sense

fromhis tone. "Haeen, | have not lived this long to end ny life in sone
priestly ritual. Let the fools burn the living with the dead, as tradition
demands. You and | will laugh together in |ands where Andalar is a realm
unknown. "

"Kane." She shook her m dnight nane. "You don't understand. You're an
outsider. You can't understand."”

"I understand that your custons and sacred | aws are sham and enpty nunmery.
And | understand that | |ove you. And you | ove ne."

"Ch, Kane." Haeen's face was tortured. "You scorn our |aws. You scorn our
gods. But this you must understand.”

"Haeen, if you really want to die for the greater glory of a husband whose
senil e touch you | oathed..."

"Kane!" Her cry tore across his sneer. "This is evil!"

"So is adultery in some social structures," Kane |aughed, trying to break her
nood.

"WIl you listen to nme! What you nock is a part of ne."

"Of course.”
"Andal ar is the oldest city in the world."
"One of the wealthiest, 1'll grant you--but far fromthe ol dest."

"Kane! How can | make you understand, when Von only nock ne!"

"I"'msorry. Please go on." Kane thought he could see a path that m ght |ead
downward, but the mist was too thick to be sure.

"Andal ar was built by Inglarn in the dawn of the world." She seemed to recite
a catechi sm

"And Andal ar worships Inglarn to this day," Kane pronpted her. It was not
uncomon to find |local deities worshipped as the suprenme god in isolated



regi ons such as this.

"When Inglarn departed in a Fountain of Flame to the Paradi se Beyond the Sun,"
Haeen recited, "he left a portion of his sacred fire in the flesh of the kings
of Andal ar."

Kane had heard portions of the | egend. But he had long since lost interest in
t he i nnurmerabl e variations of the solar myth.

"Therefore," Haeen continued, "the personal household of each king of Andal ar
is sacred unto the fire of Inglarn. And when the Fire Made Fl esh of the king
transcends the Flesh and nust return to the Fire of Inglarn, then so nust al

of those who are a part of the king's Radiance enter with their king into the
Fire, to be reborn in the Paradise of the Chosen."

"There nust be a way down to the river not far fromhere," Kane nused al oud
"It mght be best if | seek it out by nyself, then come back for you."

"Kane, will you listen! This is the sin you have committed! You have defied
the Sacred Law of Inglarn. You have sought to escape the fate that |Inglarn has
ordai ned for you. And the Law decrees that, should any of the king' s household
so bl aspheme Inglarn as to flee fromtheir holy duty to their king and their

god, then shall Inglarn cone back fromthe fire--return to utterly destroy
Andal ar and all its people!"
Kane sensed her agony, listened to her angui shed phrases, tried to make

hi nsel f understand. But Kane was a man who defied all gods, who knew no
reverence to any god or law. And he knew that they nust nake good their escape
within the next few hours, or be encircled by their frantic pursuers.

"I have heard such legends in a hundred |lands," he told her carefully. But he
now under stood that the people of Andalar would spare no effort t to capture
them for the pyre.

"But this is ny land."

"No longer. I'Il take you to a thousand nore."

"Only hold me for this nmonment."

And Kane took Haeen then, on the nobss-robed boul ders of the gorge--while the
river runbl ed beneath them arid the skies tattered with grey above them And
Haeen cried out her joy to the dying stars, and Kane for an instant forgot the
| oneliness of immortality.

And after, Kane unbound their spent bodies, and kissed her. "Wait here until |
return. You're safe--they'll need full light to find our trail. Before then
"Il have found a path down to the river. W'Ill see the last of Andalar's
borders and its nmad custons before anot her dawn.”

And she kissed him and murnured.

It was |late nmorning before Kane finally discovered a path into the gorge that
he was confident Haeen could traverse. They could follow the river for a
space--throwi ng off pursuit--until he could fashion a raft to carry them
beyond Andal ar's territories. Wile this avenue of escape was by no neans as
certain as Kane had given Haeen to believe, Kane knew their chances were
better than even. Cautiously Kane retraced his steps to the boul ders where he
had hi dden her.

At first Kane tried to tell hinself that he had m ssed his | andmarks, but then
he found the nessage Haeen had scratched onto the boul der

"I cannot let nmy city be destroyed through ny sin. Go your own way, Kane. You
are an outsider, and Inglarn will forgive."

Kane uttered a wordl ess snarl of pain, and turned his bal eful gaze toward
Andal ar.

Kane foll owed her trail, recklessly, hoping that sone fool mght challenge his
course, praying for a mount. He found where Haeen had met their pursuers, and
where their horses turned to gallop back to Andal ar

But by the tine he linped to within sight of the walls of Andalar, the funeral
pyre of King Luisteren VIl and all his household had bl ackened the skies..



The skies were black with night and the lowering storm as their |eader
concluded his tale. Rain sought themthrough the massed banyan |inbs, hissed
into the fire. They | ooked upon the ruins of Andalar the Accurst, and shivered
fromnore than the rain.

"But the |l egend then was true?" one bandit asked their leader. "Did Inglarn
destroy the city because of the sacrilege the outlander had committed?"

"No. Their god spared their city," Kane told himbitterly. "But | returned
with an arnmy of a hundred thousand. And | spared not a soul, nor left one
stone standing, in all of Andalar."



