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by Roger Zel azny

It was al nbost too easy. A turning, a tw sting, a doubling back..

And then he faced a rough, slanted wall, |ooked up and saw the shaft. He
conmenced cl i nbi ng.

It was no | onger easy. A swaying sensation began--faint, then distinct--
as
if he were mounting into the uppernost branches of a tall tree. H s way
bri ghtened end then di med, repeatedly, in no perceptible pattern. After a
tine,
his eyes ached. |mages doubl ed, wavered..

VWen the way grew suddenly | evel he doubted his vision, till his extended
hand assured himthat there was indeed a choi ce of passages.

He | eaned and noved his head into each of these. The faint nusical sound
seened slightly louder in the one to the left, and he followed it. O that, at
| east, he was certain.

Now his way rose and fell. He clinbed up, he clinbed down. The
bri ght eni ng
and di mm ng continued, only now the brightness was brighter and the di mess
di mmer .

And the sensations of external movement had nit abated. The floor of the
tunnel seemed to ripple beneath his feet, the walls and roof to contract and
expand. He stunbl ed, caught hinself. Stunbled again..

At the next turning the sounds grew slightly |louder, and he realized that
they were not a tune, but rather a totally random concatenati on of noi ses.

He clinmbed. He descended. The passageway shrank, and finally he craw ed.

The sensations of nmovenent increased. At times he seemed to be spinning;
other times, it felt as if he were falling into an enornous abyss.

The flashes of light now drove nails of pain into skull. He began to
hal | uci nate. Faces and figures. Flanmes. O were they hallucinations?

He felt the first faint pulsation upon his left wist...

How | ong had he been noving? H's clothes were already in tatters and he
bl ed, painlessly, froma dozen scrapes and | acerations.

He descended a well and emerged sonehow upward onto a floor. Md | aughter
rang about him ceasing only when he realized it to be his own.

The sounds grew even louder, until it lefts as if he negotiated a gallery
of demonic bells-- wild, out of phage, their vibrations beating against him

Thi nki ng becane pai nful. He knew that he nust not stop, that he nust not
turn back, that he nust not take any of the | esser turnings where the sounds
cane softer. Any of these courses would prove fatal. He reduced this to one
i mperative: Continue.

Again, a pulsing at his wist, and a faint, slow novenent..



He gritted his teeth when he saw that he nust clinb once nore, for her
linbs had grown heavy. Each novenent seened as if it were perforned underwater

slowy, requiring nore than normal effort.

A screen of snoke offered frightening resistance. He drove hinsel f
agai nst
it for an age before he passed through and felt his novenent beconme easy once
again. Six times this occurred, and each tinme the pressure agai nst hi mwas
greater.

VWhen he crawl ed out, drooling and dripping bl ood, on the other side of

t he

chanmber from which he had entered, his eyes darted wildly and could not fix
upon

the small, dark figure which stood before him

"You are a fool," it told him

It took sonme tinme for the words to register, and when they did he | acked
the strength with which to reply.

"A lucky fool," it went on, darkness flow ng about it like wings. (O
wer e
they really wings?) "I had not judged you ready to essay the Logrus for a |ong

while yet."

He cl osed his eyes against this speaker, and an image of the route he had
foll owed danced within his mnd' s seeing, like a bright, torn web folding in a
breeze.

"...And a fool not to have borne a blade and so enchanted it... or a
mrror, a chalice, or a wand to brace your magic. No, all | see is a piece of
rope. You should have waited, for nore instruction, for greater strength; What
say you?"

He raised hinself fromthe floor, and a nad |ight danced within his eyes.

"It was tine," he said. "I was ready."

"And a cord! Wat a hal f-ass-luck!"

The cord, glow ng now, tightened about his throat.

VWen the other released it, the dark one coughed and nodded.

"Per haps you knew what you were doing--on that count..." it nuttered. "Is
it really time? You will be |eaving?"
"Yes."

A dark cloak fell upon his shoulders. He heard the splash of water within
a
fl ask.

"Here."

As he drank, the cord wapped itself about his wist and vani shed.



"Thanks, Uncle." he said, after several swall ows.
The dark figure shook its head.

“"Inpul sive," it said. "Just like your father."



