THE CLOCK OF DREANS

I nt roducti on

Mysel f, I've never been nuch of a dreaner, never traveled far past U thar; but
| have wat ched caravans fording the Skai, and | have sat in the snokeroom of
the Inn of a Thousand Sl eeping Cats and listened to the tales of ny betters. |
suppose nost dreaners have. It's true, though, that there seemto be fewer of
us around these days. Tine was when a man of the waking world coul d guarantee
that if he boarded at an inn in the land of Earth's dreans, sure enough he
would find a fell ow dreaner or two fromthe world of waking nortals; and
wouldn't the tales fly thick and fast then? Yes, they surely woul d.

You woul d hear nmgical names of men and places -nanes to set your pul ses

poundi ng and your imagination tingling - and thrill to the telling of tales of
heroi c and fantastic deeds. And soneone woul d be bound to nention Kuranes or
Randol ph Carter ... or Richard Upton Pickman. And while you night shudder at

the hinted fate of the latter, certainly you would al so gasp in awe at the
adventures of the others. Ah, those were the dreans .

Still, 1 suppose |I shouldn't conplain too bitterly, for when | cone to think
of it I heard two of my favorite tales quite recently, and as coinci dence
woul d have it | heard themat the Inn of a Thousand Sl eeping Cats . . . in
U thar.

The first was a strange tale and conplicated, a tale of all the worlds of
space and tine, of strange di mensions and pl anes of existence beyond the ken
of nmost men. A tale of notes in the nmultiverse swirling beyond barriers
nei t her

spaci al nor tenporal, nor of any internediate di mension recognized by nortal
man except in the wildest theories of science and netaphysics. A tale of paths
bet ween the spheres, dimcorridors |eading to equally dimand conjectura

| ands of elder nyth . . . And yet all of these seem ngly inaccessible places
were just around the corner to the time-clock.

Indeed "time-clock,' as Titus Crow had | ong since recognized the fact, was a
conpl etely inadequate m snomer for that - nmachine? A plaything of the el der
Gods cone down the ages fromlands beyond | egend, froma time beyond tine as
men reckon it, the clock was a gateway on - on everything! It was a door to
wor | ds of wonder, joy and beauty - but it was also a dark pothole entrance to
caves of innernost, alien evil and shrieking, unnaneabl e horror

The first tale | heard was the story of how the clock came into Henri-Laurent
de Marigny's hands in the first place, and it is a tale already told. But for
the sake of the unacquainted | will briefly reiterate it before taking up the
second of the two stories proper. Before even that, however, | had better tel
what little is known of the tine-clock itself.

Certainly the clock's history is strange and obscure enough to whet the nental
appetite of any lover of nysteries or woul d-be sounder of unfathomabl e wonders
(whi ch you must be, else you would not be reading this). First, tracing the
exi stence of the weird - conveyance? -back as far as possible in the Iight of

i nconmpl ete know edge, it seens to have bel onged to one Yogi Hiamaldi, an
Indian friend of the ill-fated Carolina nystic Harley Warren. Hiamal di had
been a nmenber, along with Warren, of a psychic-phenomeni st group in Boston
about 1916-18; and he had sworn before all other menbers of that group that he
al one of living men had been to Yian-Ho, crunbling remmant of eons long |ost,
and that he had

borne away certain things fromthat grimand | eeri ng necropolis.

For reasons unknown, the Yogi had nade a gift of the clock to one

Eti enne- Laurent de Marigny (perhaps the greatest ever American occultist and
the father of one of the heroes of the story to follow), who kept it at the
New Orl eans retreat where his studies of the arcane sciences fornmed his
primary purpose in life. How nuch he discovered of its secrets remains
unknown, but after the elder de Marigny died the clock was sold, along with



many anot her antique curiosity, to a French collector

Here there is a gap in the history, for while nany years later Titus Crow
bought the clock at an auction of antique furniture in London, all of his
subsequent attenpts to discover the whereabouts of its previous Parisian owner
were dooned to failure; it was as though the man had sinply vani shed off the
face of the Earth.

Now then, of Titus Crow hinmself- a nman with a positive genius for the

di scovery of dark lore, |ost |egends, and nighted nyth-patterns, who will also
feature prominently in my tale - nuch is known; but for now suffice it to
mention that his protracted studies of the clock over many years of his life
were such that the device becane sonething of an obsession with him COten in
his earlier years Crow would sit in his study in the night, his chin in his
hands as he gravely pondered the enignma of the peculiar, coffin-shaped,

oddl y-ticking nonstrosity in the corner of the rooni a 'clock,' of sorts,
whose four hands noved in patterns patently divorced from any chronol ogi ca
system known or even guessed at by man, and his eyes would rove over the
strange hierogl yphs that swept in intricate designs around the great clock's
face.

When he was not at work on | ess baffling cases, always Titus Crow would return
his attentions to the clock, and though usually such studies were in vain,
they were not always conplete failures. Often he believed hinself on

the verge of a breakthrough - knowi ng that if he were right he would finally
understand the alien intricacies governing his 'doorway on all space and tine'
- only to be frustrated in the final hour. And once he actually had the
doubtful privilege of seeing the clock opened by two nmen of equally doubtful
repute and intent, whose affairs in the world were fortunately soon term nated
but then at long |last there cane a genui ne cl ue.
It was while he was working for the Wl marth Foundation - a far-flung body of
erudite men whose sol e avowed intent and purpose was to rid the world, indeed
the entire universe, of all remaining traces of an aeon-old evil, the
surviving denonic forces and powers of the Chul hu Cycle of Myth - that Titus
Crow visited Mskatonic University in Arkham Massachusetts. There, in one of
the carefully guarded, great old occult volunes in the university's
wor | d-renowned library, he finally recogni zed a sequence of odd gl yphs which
at first he was startled, then delighted to note bore a striking resenbl ance
to the figures on the dial of his huge clock. Mreover, the book bore
translations of its own hieroglyphed passages
in Latin!
Armed with this Rosetta-Stone know edge, Crow had returned to London, where
soon he was at work again disinterring many of the clock's centuries-buried
nmysteries. And he had been right, for that incredible device was indeed a
vehicle: a space-tine machine of sorts with principles nore alien than the
centers of stars, whose |like we may at | east conjecture upon
O his work on the clock at this time, he wote to his friend and col | eague,
Henri - Laurent de Marigny: 'I amin the position of a Neanderthal studying the
operational handbook of a passenger-carrying aircraft - except | have no
handbook!' And Henri was unable to assist his learned friend, for while his
father had once owned the selfsame clock, that had been when he was a boy, and
he could

renmenmber nothing of it. Titus Crow, however, was never a man to be denied
anyt hi ng once he set his mind after it, and so he had persevered.

And little by little he discovered all of the clock's peculiar secrets. He

| earned how to open its frontal panel, wthout suffering any of the many
possi bl e consequences, allowi ng the strange lights which invariably illuni ned
its interior to flood out in eerie shades that dappled his study with alien
hues. He knew how to attune hinmself 'telepathically' to the device's
sub- et hereal vibrations: howto 'nmake hinmself one,' as he had it, with the

cl ock. He was aware of the nature of the 'commands' he nust give to the clock



to guide it on its journeyings through tenporal and spacial voids, so that the
ti me soon canme when he believed he mght attenpt his first flight in the weird
vehi cl e.

Al of this know edge cane to Titus Crow in the very nick of time, for no
sooner was he psychically ready to test his theories than just such a test was
forced upon him It happened when he and his young friend de Marigny (also a
menber of the WIlmarth Foundati on) were staying at Bl owne House, Crow s
spraw i ng bungal ow home on Leonard's Heath in London

The two of them had grown to be very painful thorns in the sides of the
deities or demons of the Cthul hu Cycle, and at |ast the prime nmenber of that
cycle, dread Cthul hu hinself, had discovered a way to strike back at them
Dream ng hideously in R1lyeh, his 'house' drowned somewhere in the vast
Pacific, Cthul hu worked his evil plot through Ithaqua the W nd-Wal ker, Lord of
the Snows. For while Ithaqua hinself was unable to go abroad beyond barriers

i menorially inmposed by the Elder Gods - that is, while he was restricted in
his movenents to the Arctic Circle and its adjacent environs, and to strange
Boreal starlanes and alien worlds - nonethel ess he was still undi sputed master
of all the world' s winds. And now he sent elenentals of the air

fromthe four corners of the sky to attack Titus Crow s

horre.

Left with no choice but to risk the doubtful sanctuary of the tine-clock - as
eerie shapes of evil formed beyond the shattering wi ndows, nonstrous forces

t hat pounded at the shuddering frame of his bungalow retreat until Bl owne
House fell about his ears - Crow stepped beyond the open front panel of his
vehi cl e and bade de Marigny follow him And when that 'freak |ocalized storni
had expired and the house was di scovered in ruins, perhaps not surprisingly no
trace could be found of the two friends; neither of them nor of the weird

cl ock.

Wll, to cut a long story short, Titus Crow nade good his escape fromthose
nmonstrous m nion wi nds of Ithaqua into the far future, traveling alnost to the
End of Time itself before finally he mastered the clock's many intricacies to
control its flight. But as for de Marigny, he was not the adept that his
friend was. Barely was their craft 'out of port,' as it were, before de
Marigny was 'washed overboard' into terrible tenporal tides - to be fished
fromthe Thanmes nore dead than alive ten years later! Though the flight in the
ti me-clock had seenmed to | ast nere seconds, and while Crow s younger friend

had aged not at all, neverthel ess ten years had sped by; which caused de
Marigny to wonder just how far his friend had finally traveled - and was he
perhaps still traveling?

It was not |ong before he was to learn the answers to these and to ot her
guesti ons.

Upon recovering fromhis fantastic ordeal, de Marigny went back to his old
London home, and there one night a short tine later Titus Crow al so returned
to the world of men. Ah, but this was a much-changed Titus Crow, for he had
undergone a transition. Younger, stronger, w ser (though de Marigny found the
latter hardly credible), the new Crow had seen marvel s beyond belief, had
traced his own |ineage back to the very Elder Gods thensel ves. And

now he had returned to Earth for one reason only: to offer Henri-Laurent de
Marigny the opportunity to join himin Elysia, the home of the Geat CGods of
Eld. As an inducenent, if such were needed, this is how Crow had told his
friend of his adventures:

' |'ve been trapped on the shores of a prehistoric ocean, Henri, living on
my wits and by hunting great crabs and spearing strange fishes, dodging the

di nosaurs which in turn hunted ne. And a billion years before that | inhabited
a great rugose cone of a body, a living organi smwhich was in fact a nenber of
the Great Race that settled on Earth in unthinkabl e abysses of the past. |'ve
seen the cruel and worl d-spanning enpire of Tsan-Chan, three thousand years in
the future, and beyond that the great dark vaults that |oomat the end of



time. I've talked telepathically with the super-intelligent nollusks of soupy

Venusi an oceans, which will not support even the nost primtive life for
another half-billion years; and |I've stood on the bl eak shores of those sane
seas ten mllion years |ater when they were sterile, after a great plague had
destroyed all life on the entire planet.

"Way, |'ve come close to seeing the very birth of the universe, and alnost its
death! - and all of these wonders and others exist still just beyond the thin

msts of time and space. This clock of mine sails those nmists nore bravely and
surely than any Viking' s dragonship ever crossed the gray North Sea. And you
ask ne what | nmean when | talk of another trip, one involving yourself?

"Wen | return to Elysia, Henri, to the hone of the Elder Gods in Oion, there
will be a place for you in ny palace there. Indeed, you shall have a pal ace of
your own. And why not? The Gods mated with the daughters of men in the old
days, didn't they? And won't you only be reversing the process? | did, ny
friend, and now the universe is mne. It can be yours, too . '

Soon after that Titus Crow took his departure from

Earth yet again, but this time he used the time-clock nore properly as a
'gateway,' passing through it but yet leaving it behind until de Marigny
shoul d make up his mind one way or the other. If he decided to brave the
machi ne' s dark unknown, the way would not be easy. De Marigny knew that. But
vi sions previously undreanmed of had opened in his mind, and wonders beckoned
and enticed himnore magnetically than ever the Sirens lured U ysses.

For de Marigny was a |l over of nysteries no |l ess than you, the reader, and as
such coul d he possibly refuse the proffered chall enge? Could you?

PART ONE

The Call of Kthanid

De Marigny had first flown the time-clock two weeks earlier under Titus Crow s
expert tutelage. Now Crow was gone - back to Elysia and the incredible
girl-goddess he loved there, Tiania - and de Marigny had decided to foll ow
hi m al one.

Crow had done a marvel ous job of instruction during the brief flights he had
shared with his friend in the clock, and de Marigny was by no nmeans lost in
regard to controlling that fantastic nachine. It was sinply a matter of
"meshing oneself' with the thing, so that the clock became an extension of its
passenger's body and nmind, an extra linmb or sixth sense ... or both.

Thus, while half the world slept and darkness covered the | and, Henri-Laurent
de Marigny set out to prove hinmself worthy of a new and higher life in Elysia;
and he did so in the only way open to him by pitting hinmself and his vesse
against all the currents of space and time. The world, all unawares, dw ndled
behi nd himas he cruised out into the void in his strangely hybrid craft, his
al nost ' human' nachine, and a wild enthusiasmand exhilaration filled himas
he piloted that vessel in the direction of Oion. Somewhere out there -
somewhere in the distant void, behind invisible hyperdi mensional barriers - he
knew that faerie Elysia waited for him and it seened only reasonable to de
Marigny that since Elysia lay 'adjacent' to Oion, that star should mark his
starting point.

On one thing de Marigny had already and irreversibly made up his mnd: though
Titus Crow had told himthat

in the event of insurnountable difficulties he could always contact him

t hrough the cl ock, he would not do so unless his life itself were threatened.
From what he knew of it there seened to be only one way into Elysia for a
creature not born to it, and that was the way of peril. Only those who deserve
El ysia may ever enjoy her elder wonders, and de Marigny did not intend to be
dependant upon Titus Crow for his - birthright?

Hs birthright, yes - Elysia was his birthright, Crow had hinted as much. What
was it his friend had said to hinf 'Lover of nysteries you are, Henri, as your
father before you. And 1'll tell you sonething, something which you really



ought to have guessed before now. There's that in you that hearkens back into
di m abysses of tinme, a spark whose fire burns still in Elysia. And one nore

t hi ng you

shoul d know.

' Those pl aces of fantasy and dream|'ve nmentioned -they're all as real and
solid in their way as the very ground beneath your feet. The Lands of Dream

after all, are only dinensions lying parallel to the Wrlds of Reality. Ah,
but there are dreaners and there are dreamers, ny friend, and your father was
a great dreaner. He still is - for he is a Lord of Ilek-Vad, Counselor to his

great friend Randol ph Carter, who is hinself a just and honored ki ng!

"I intend to visit themthere one day, in Ilek-Vad deep in Earth's dreanl and,
and when | do you can be with

e . . .
Miusi ng on these things that Crow had told him physically and enotionally
weary now that the initial stage of his flight was successfully conpleted and
the journey safely underway, de Marigny |lay back and watched with his mnd's
eye - which was now a part of the tine-clock's equipnent, a nental 'scanner'
of sorts - as the stars visibly moved in the inky blackness about him so
tremendous was the velocity of his craft as it hurtled through the airless,
frozen deeps.

"As real and solid as the very ground beneath your feet,' Crow had said of

dreams. Well, if Titus Crow said it was so, then it was so. And hadn't Gerhard

Schrach hinted nuch the sane thing back in the thirties, and other great

t hi nkers and phil osophers before hinf Certainly they had. De Marigny could

renmenmber Schrach's very words on the subject:

' My own dreanms being particularly vivid and real - to such an extent that

I never know for sure whether or not | amdreaning until | wake up - | would

not like to argue which world is the nore vital: the waking world or the world

of dream Certainly the waking world appears to be the nore solid - but

consi der what science tells us about the atom c make-up of so-called solids .
and what are you left with?

And with thoughts such as these swirling in his head, and the fascinating

panoply of vasty voids sprinkled with a nyriad jewels in his mnd s eye, de

Mari gny bade the clock speed on and drifted into a sleep; a sleep which seened

eagerly to open its arms to him and one which was far from dreanl ess.

Beyond the slightest shadow of a doubt the slunbering de Marigny's dreanms were

not natural ones, and but for his previous know edge of Elysia, passed on to

himthrough Titus Crow - particularly of the Hall of Crystal and Pearl

wherein Kthanid the El der God Emi nence had his seat in an inviolable sanctuary

beneath a great glacier -certainly he must have considered hinself the victim

of vilest nightmare. For the thing upon which he suddenly found hinsel f gazing

was a shape of primal horror, the bl asphenmous shape of Cthul hu hinself -

except that it was not Cthul hu but Kthanid, and where the fornmer was bl ack as

the pit the latter shone with the |ight of stars.

Thus, while his subconscious body hurtled through the star-voids within the

spaceti me-defying matrix of the great

cl ock, de Marigny's dreanming mnd was present in that very Hall of Crystal and
Pearl which Titus Crow had described to himin so nuch detail. And he saw t hat
Crow had painted an al nost perfect picture of that magnificently alien pal ace
beneath the ice of Elysia's 'polar' regions.

Here was the massive high-arched ceiling, the Titan-paved floor of great
hexagonal flags, the ornate columms rising to support high bal coni es which
glowed partially hidden in rose-quartz mists and pearly hazes. And everywhere
were the white, pink, and blood hues of crystal, strangely diffused in al
those weird angl es and proportions that Crow had spoken of. Even the hall's
centerpiece - the vast scarlet cushion with its huge, mlky crystal ball - was



just as Crow had described it. And of course, Kthanid was there, too

Kt hani d the Em nence, Elder CGod and cousin to Great Cthul hu - indeed of the
same strain of cosmic spawn that bred the Lord of RIlyeh - noved massively in
the Cycl opean hall. Hi s body was nountai nous! And yet his fol ded-back
fantastic wings trenbled in seem ng agitation as Kthanid paced the enornous
flags, his great octopoid head, with its proliferation of face-tentacles,
turning this way and that in what was plainly consternation

But for all that this Being was alien beyond words, what mght easily have
been horrific was in fact magnificent! For this great creature, bejewel ed and
glittering as though dusted with dianonds, stared out upon the hall through
huge eyes that glowed like nmolten gold; eyes filled with conpassion and | ove -
yes, and fear - alnost inpossible to imagine as existing within so terrible a
fleshly house. And those eyes returned again and again to peer intently at the
| ustrous crystal upon its scarlet cushion

It was because of Kthanid's eyes that de Marigny knew - was certain - that
there was nothing to fear here, and he knew too that this was rmuch nore than
nmerely a dream It was as if he had been called into the Elder God's

presence, and no sooner had this thought occurred to the dreaner than the

Em nence turned and stared straight at himwhere his disenbodi ed being 'stood
invisible within the vast subterranean vault.

"Henri-Laurent de Marigny,' a rumbling but infinitely kindly voice spoke in
the dreamer's mnd. 'Man of Earth, is it you? Yes, | see that it is. You have
answered ny sumons, which is good, for that was a test | had intended to set
you before - before -' The nental voice faded into uncertain silence.
"Kthanid,' de Marigny spoke up, unsure as to how to address the nythica

Being, '|I see that you are ... disturbed. Wiy have you called ne here? Has the
trouble to do with Titus Crow?

"Wth Titus, yes, and with Tiania, whom| |ove as a father. But cone,' the
great voice took on urgency, 'look into the crystal and tell ne what you see.'

Di senmbodi ed, neverthel ess de Marigny found that he was capabl e of novenent. He
followed Kthanid to the edge of the great cushion, then noved on across its
sil ken expanse to the center. There the huge, mlky crystal ball reposed, its
surface opaque and slowy nmobile, as a reflection of dense clouds nmirrored in
a still |ake.

'Look!' the Em nence conmanded yet again, and slowy the mlKky clouds began to
part, revealing

The dream ng de Marigny gazed upon a scene that filled himwith icy dread, a
scene he coul d understand even | ess than he could believe it. The crystal on
its scarlet cushion now burned with red fires of its own, and dark shadows
danced as flames | eaped hi gh above four hugely flaring, blackly-forged

fl anbeaux. These torches stood at the corners of a raised dais or altar, atop
which a great reddish mass - a living, malignant jewel at |east three feet
across -pulsed evilly as it reflected the ruddy light of the torches. The
thing seened to be an inpossibly vast ruby; and guarding it, patroling the
round- cobbl ed square in which

the dais stood, were several squat, strangely-turbaned figures with awf ul

wi de- nout hed faces. At their belts these guardsmen wore viciously curving
scimtars, and as they noved about the foot of the raised altar de Marigny saw
that they paused occasionally to tornent two ragged figures whose |inbs were
roped to irons hammered into the steps of the dais.

The horror and sick shock that de Marigny experienced had its source in these
two figures; for one of themwas certainly his great friend of ol den
adventures, Titus Crow, while the other - ruddily illumined in the light of
the flaring flambeaux, fantastically beautiful even in her present distress -
must be the girl-goddess Tiania, |late of Elysia. Then, as suddenly as it had
cone, while de Marigny tried desperately to commit all the vision's details to
menory, the mlky clouds rolled back across the crystal's surface and all was
gone.



Away in the time-clock, still hurtling through the star-voids half a universe
away in space and tine, de Marigny's recunmbent form sweated, tossed and
turned; while in the great Hall of Crystal and Pearl his disenbodi ed
subconscious turned inploringly to Kthanid the Eminence to ask: 'But what does
it mean? Wiere are they? And how did this-'

"Hol d!' The great Being turned abruptly and for a noment his huge eyes were
slits, glittering with sonething other than conpassion or |ove. Kthanid was
every inch a God, and de Marigny sensed that for a nmonent he had been very
close to witnessing the rel ease of awesonme energies. The El der God's
frustration was a living force that the dreaner felt as surely as his waking
body would feel the warmh of sunlight or the chill of a bitter wind. Then the
gol den eyes blinked rapidly and Kthanid' s towering formtrenbled violently as
he fought to bring his enotions under control. 'Hold, de Marigny,' the nental
voi ce finally runbled

again, this time less forcefully, "and I will explain all. But understand that
every wasted nonent increases their

peril..."'

Then the great voice seenmed al nost to beconme resigned, as if giving a
telepathic shrug. 'Still, what other way is there? | nust tell you as nuch as
I know, for of course you are their one hope of salvation. Indeed, you will be
the instrument of that salvation - if you are able. Have you the strength, de
Marigny? Are you the man Titus Crow believes you to be? Wuld you really
presune to enter Elysia? | tell you now, | amnot unjust - but | |ove those
two. Bring themback to me, and I will welcone you to Elysia as a son. Fai

me, and -' again the nental shrug, 'and you remain a child of Earth all your
days - if you live through your ordeal!"’

'What ever needs to be done to help Titus Crow - yes, and his Tiania - |I'Il try
to do it,' the dreaner fervently answered. 'Werever | need to go, I'Il go
there.'

"You will need to do nore than nerely try, de Marigny, and indeed there is far
to go. Wien | have told you all | amable to tell, then you nust be on your

way -inmediately.’

"And ny destination?

"Earth!'

"Earth?' the dreaner gaped. 'But -
"Earth, yes, for your own honeworld is the only safe steppingstone to your
ultimate destination, to the place where even now Titus Crow and Ti ania face
unknown terrors.' For a brief monent Kthanid paused, then he turned his gol den
eyes in the dreaming de Marigny's direction. 'Cbviously your nmnd is receptive
to telepathic attraction, man of Earth, else | could not have called you here
to Elysia. But tell ne, can you drean? Can you truly dreanf’

"Can | drean? Wy, | -'

"Your father was a great dreaner.'’

"Titus Crow has told nme much the same thing, but -' de Mrigny began, then
paused as an astoundi ng thought cane to him 'Are you trying to tell ne that
Titus and Tiania are -'

The great Being nodded: 'Yes, they are trapped in Earth's dreamworl d, de
Marigny. To find them free them and return themto Elysia unscathed, that is
your quest. One man against all Earth's dreammorld - which is also the I and of
her ni ght mares!’

Dreans of Doom

"There is a way,' the Em nence continued, 'by nmeans of which | can rapidly

i npress upon your mnd all that | know of your . . . destination. It nmay be
unpl easant in that you could be left with a headache, but other than that it
is not dangerous. There is also a way to speed the process up i measurably,

and . . . But no, | fear your mnd is not ready for that. It would probably
destroy you.'



"Crow has told ne how you - revealed - certain things to him' de Marigny
answered. 'Right here in this hall, | believe. | amready for whatever it is
you have to do to ne.'
"Titus Crow s capacity was unbelievably high, even taking into account the
fact that the strains of Eld ran strong in his blood. Wth himthe process was
very quick, alnpbst instantaneous, but | would not dare to attenpt such a
process with you. That is not to belittle you, de Marigny: it is sinply that
if you are incapacitated, then nothing can save Titus Crow and Tiania. But in
any case, your education will not take too |ong; my know edge of Earth's
dreamiand is regrettably limted. The reason for this will soon becone anmply
clear to you. Now cone to ne. '
As the dreaner drifted toward the alien Em nence, so that great Being's
face-tentacl es seened to reach out to touch his disenbodied nmind. 'Stee
yoursel f,' cane Kthanid's warning in the instant before contact was made.

And i medi ately gates of strange know edge opened in de Marigny's mnd
t hrough whi ch streamed fantastic visions of nighted nyth and | egend, rel eased
from Kt hanid's

ment al storehouse of lore concerning Earth's dream and. And though it was
perfectly true that the Emi nence knew conparatively little of that

subconsci ous dinension, still it seened to the disenbodi ed Earthman that the
El der God nust surely be omiscient in the ways of human
dr eans.

For as rapidly as his nmind could accept it, de Marigny becane heir to a wealth
of information previously known only to certain seasoned travelers in

dream and, a di nensi on whose very fabric existed for and was sustained only by
the minds of Earth's dreaners. He saw the continents, hills and nountains,
rivers and oceans of dream her fabulous countries, cities, and towns, and he
saw t he peopl es who inhabited those ethereal regions. Amazingly, he even
recogni zed sone of the places he saw, renenbering now adventures believed
forgotten forever in olden dreams, just as the night is forgotten in the |ight
of dawn's rays.

And so know edge passed fromthe mnd of the great Being into the mind of
Henri - Laurent de Marigny. He was shown the Cavern of the Flame where, not far
fromthe gates of the waking world, the bearded, pshent-bearing priests Nasht
and Kaman- Thah offer up prayers and sacrifices to the capricious gods of dream
that dwell in the clouds above Kadath. Yes, and an instant later, whirled away
to the Cold Waste, he even glinpsed Kadath itself, forbidden to nen, but was
of fered no guarantee of that hideous region's |location. Not even Kthanid knew
for certain in which area of spacetinme Kadath |ay.

Snat ched away from Kadath in the space of a single heartbeat, de Marigny
traversed the seven hundred steps to the Gates of Deeper Slunber; and beyond

t hose steps the Enchanted Whod with its furtive Zoog i nhabitants was made
known to him He was given to understand how the Zoogs - small and brown and

i ndeterm nate as they were - might be very inportant to his quest, for they
were not unintelligent and their know edge of Earth's dream and

was prodigi ous. Mreover, the Zoogs were reputed to have access even to the
waki ng world, knowing ne two places where the di nensions of dreamand reality
nmer ge; though mercifully, in consideration of their doubtful appetites, they
could not journey far beyond the nysterious places of their own di nension
Then the Enchanted Wod and its burrow dwelling Zoogs were gone, and de

Mari gny was shown the resplendent city of Cel ephais in the valley of

ot h- Nargai beyond the Tanarian Hlls. And he knew that Kuranes, hinself once
a |l egendary dreaner, reigned in Cel ephais, and that King Kuranes was renowned
in all the lands of dreamas the only man ever to transcend the star-gulfs and
return sane. Gazing down upon Cel ephais fromon high, de Marigny saw the
glittering mnarets of that splendid city and the galleys at anchor in the

bl ue harbor, and Mount Aran where the gi nkgos swayed in the breeze off the
sea. And there was the singing, bubbling Naraxa with its tiny wooden bri dges,



wending its way to the sea; and there the city's bronze gates, beyond which
onyx pavenents wound away into a maze of curious streets and alleys.

But de Marigny was given precious little tine to study Cel ephais, for no
sooner had he glinpsed the city and its surrroundi ngs than he was whirl ed
away, high over the Cerenarian Sea, whose billows rise up inexplicably to the
heavens. There, anong fleecy clouds tinted with rose, he was shown
sky-floating Serannian, the pink marble city of the clouds, builded on that

et hereal coast where the west wind flows into the sky; and he marvel ed at
dreami s wonders as he saw bel ow, through breaks in roseate clouds, hills and
rivers and cities of a rare beauty, dreanmi ng gorgeously in brilliant sunshine.
And once again the scene quickly changed - so rapidly, indeed, that de Marigny
was thrown in an instant from daylight into darkness - and now he knew t hat
the I and bel ow hi m was none other than the icy desert plateau of

Leng, and he saw the horrible stone villages whose balefires flared up so
evilly. Then, coming to himon an icy wind that seemed to freeze his very
soul, he heard the rattling of strange bone instruments and the whi ne of
cursed flutes, while a distant chanting of nonstrous inplications chilled
himfurther yet.

For a nonent, peering down in starkest horror, he thought he saw sone inhuman
thing withing and bl azi ng upon a stake in the heart of one of these

bal efires, while in the red shadows around nonstrous figures jerked and
cavorted to the hellish, wi nd-whipped nmusic. De Marigny knew that the thing in
the fire - whatever it was - screamed hideously as it roasted, and he was gl ad
that the icy, howing wind kept those screams fromhim and nore gl ad when
suddenly he was rushed away once nore to other, |ess

terrible visions.

Now he was relieved to behold the tenpled terraces of Zak, abode of forgotten
dreans, where many of his own youthful dreans lingered still, gradually fading
as all dreanms must in the end. But before he could look too long or wistfully
at Zak's dimvisions, he felt himself borne irresistibly onward, to pass
beneat h twi n headl ands of crystal- which rose up to neet high overhead in a
respl endent arch; and then he found hinself above the harbor of Sona-Nyl,

bl essed | and of fancy. But since it could not have been deened too inportant
that he shoul d | ook | ong upon Sona-Nyl, once again he was snatched away,

wi t hout pause, on across the Southern Sea toward the Basalt Pillars of the
Vst .

Now, some say that splendid Cathuria lies beyond the spot where those black
colums tower fromthe ocean; but w ser dreaners are sure that the pillars are
only a gateway, one which opens to a nonstrous cataract where all dreams
oceans fall abysmally away into awful voids outside the ordered universe. De
Marigny knew these things at once, and he might have had the answer to the

eni gmati c probl em

had he not found hinmself once nmore suddenly and wi t hout warni ng whirled away
to the Enchanted Whod. Patently there was sonething el se in that dark place
that Kthanid woul d apprai se himof, for now he found hinself in an
exceptional ly unfrequented part of the wood, where even the Zoogs rarely
ventured . . . and he was soon given to understand the reason for their

cauti on.

Here the great squat oaks were very much thinned out, all of them dead or

dyi ng, and the whol e area seened covered wih unnaturally |uxuriant fungi
springing up fromthe dead ground and the mush of fallen, rotten trees. And
there was a twilight and a silence here such as m ght have existed since tine
began; and in a sort of clearing a tremendous slab of stone lay on the
forest's floor, bearing inits center a Titan iron ring all of three feet in
di aneter.

As de Marigny was shown the strange nmpbss-obscured runes graven into the vast
slab's surface, so the tineless quiet and oppressiveness of the place seened
to swell beyond endurance. He gazed upon those graven runes and, finally



under st andi ng, shuddered; for while one set of the glyphs was patently
designed to keep sonet hing down beneath the slab, a second rune seened to have
the power to cancel out the first.

Then de Marigny's very soul shrank down within him as if sone nonstrously
alien synmbol had been held out to it. And now he seened to hear his own voice
repeating a warning couplet from Abdul Al hazred' s abhorrent Necrononticon

"That is not dead which can eternal lie, and with strange aeons even death may
die . . .'" And he knew that there nust be sonething singularly evil and
damabl e here, a connection between this hideous slab lost in an ensorcelled
wood . . . and all the dread demons of the Chul hu Cycle of Mth!

De Marigny was already nore than well-acquainted with the CCD (the Ct hul hu
Cycle Deities, so designhated by the Wl narth Foundati on) and now in an
instant, faster

titan Kthanid m ght have inplanted such know edge in his mnd, there flashed

t hrough his nenory the pantheon as he knew it:

First there was dread C hul hu, prime menber of the CCD, prisoned in drowned

R I yeh somewhere in the vast and unknown depths of Earth's inscrutable
Pacific. Then, there was Yogg-Sothoth, the '"all-in-one-and-one-in-all,' a
creature hideous beyond i magi ning - so nonstrous indeed that his true shape
and aspect are forever hidden, behind a mask or congeries of iridescent globes
- who inhabits a synthetic dinension created by the El der Gods to be his
eternal prison. Since Yogg-Sothoth's prison dinmension lies parallel to both
time and space, it is often obscurely hinted of himmat he is coexistent with
the entire span of the former nmedium and coterminous in all the latter

Then, high and low in the ranks of the CCD and their mnions, mere were the
foll owi ng: Hastur the Unspeakable, an elenental of interstellar space and air,
and allegedly half brother to Chul hu; Dagon, an ancient aquatic survival
wor shi pped once in his own right by the Philistines and the Phoenicians, now
lord and master of the suboceanic Deep Ones in their various tasks, chiefly
the guarding of R1lyeh's imrenorially pressured tonmbs and sunken sepul chers;
Chylla, Chulhu's 'secret seed,' his daughter; Shudde-Mell, Nest-Master of

t he insidious Cthonian Burrowers Beneath; the Tind' |osi Hounds; Hydra and

Yi bb-Tst11; Nyogtha and Tsat hoggua; LI oigor, Zhar and |thaqua; 4 aaki
Daol ot h, Thamuth-D0jig, and many, many
nor e.

The Iist was a | ong one and contained, along with these actual, physica
representatives of Cthul hu's cycle, several purely synbolic figures endowed
with equally awe-inspiring names and attributes of their own. Chiefly, these
wer e Azat hoth, Nyarl athotep, and Shub-Ni ggurath, which synbols the Wlnarth
Foundat i on had expl ai ned away t hus:

Azat hoth, the 'supreme father' of the cycle and described

as a 'blind idiot god - an 'anorphous blight of nethernost confusion

bl asphem ng and bubbling at the center of all infinity' - was in fact the
devastating power of the atom It was nuclear fission, particularly the great
atom c explosion that changed the perfect peace of the prinmal NOTH NG into a
chaotic and continuously evol ving uni verse: Azathoth - the Big Bang!
Nyarl at hotep -as his inperfectly anagrammtical name had early suggested to
Titus Crow (albeit that this fact was entirely coincidental) was none ot her
than the power of telepathy, and as such was known as the ' G eat Messenger' of
the CCD. Even after the rampagi ng menbers of the Cthul hu Cycle were put down
and 'inprisoned or 'banished" by the Elder Gods, Nyarlathotep had been |eft
free to carry the nmessages of the CCD one to the other between their various
prisons. How may one inprison purely nental power, telepathic thought?
Shub- Ni ggurath - known in the pantheon as a god of fertility, the 'black goat
of the woods with a thousand young' -was in fact the power of miscegenation

i nherent in all the CCD since tine imenorial. For in the old days did not the
gods cone down to nmate with the daughters of nen?

So, de Marigny saw again in his mnd' s eye all of these things and knew t he



truth of nem these and many other facts concerning the CCD. And he knew, t oo,
why Titus Crow had braved the trans- or hyper-di mensional voids between
Elysia's and Earth's dreammorlds - a voyage undertaken in the past only by two
great seekers after knowl edge and one fool, of which trio only one returned
sane - for Crow s errand had been of the utnost inportance. It had been to put
an end to Cthulhu's incursions into the dreans of men. For since nen first

wal ked the Earth as true nen they had dreaned and peopl ed the parallel

di mensi on of dreamwith their own imagi nings; and C hul hu, seizing early upon
his opportunity as he lay in dark slunbers of his own in sunken, bl asphenous

R lyeh, had achieved a certain mastery over dreans |ong before man nastered

t he mammmot h.

But fromthe start Earth's dream and had proven alien to Lord Cthul hu and had
resisted him for his were dreans of outer voids beyond the conprehensi on of
men, and as such could invade human dreans only briefly. Al so, many of

dream and' s inhabitants - not the human dreaners thensel ves but the living
figments of their dreans - were friendly toward nmen of the waking world and
abhorred those concepts Cthul hu would introduce into their strange di nmension
of nmyth and fancy.

So the Lord of R 1lyeh cloaked his schemes concerning Earth's dreaml and in
nmysteries and obscurities, patiently going about his aeon-devised plan in so
devious a fashion as to wear away the barriers of nen's dreans, even as great
oceans wear away continents. In this way he gradually introduced many utterly
i nhuman concepts into the dream and, nightmares with which to intimdate the
subconsci ous minds of certain nen in the waking world. Thus, while C hul hu

hi nsel f could enter the dream ands briefly, the evil concepts of his mnion
dreans would fester there forever; his, and those of his |ikew se 'inprisoned
cousins of the sanme dreadful cycle.

Al'l of these things concerning Cthul hu and the CCD fl ashed through
Henri-Laurent de Marigny's mind in a split second, but in the next instant he
was snatched away yet again to visions just as strange if not so fearsonme. And
yet these, too, were fearsome enough.

He saw Ngranek's peak, and the great face carven in the nmountain's gaunt side.
He saw the hideously thin and noi sone outlines of horned bat-shapes with
barbed tails, flapping not altogether vaguely about the nountain, and he knew
that these were the night-gaunts that guard Ngranek's secret. Then, as sone of
them fl ew cl oser, he saw that which nmade hi m shudder horribly: they had no
faces! But the bat-shapes did not acknow edge his presence,

and before they could draw too cl ose he was rushed away agai n over the Peaks
of Throk, whose needl e pinnacles are the subject of many of dream s nost awful
fabl es. For these peaks, higher than any man mi ght ever guess or believe, are
known to guard the terrible valleys of the Dhol es, whose shapes and outlines
are often suspected but never seen. Then he soared down, down, and down, unti
his ears were filled with a vast rustling of Dholes am dst piles of dried-out
bones . . . He knew then that this place he had swooped down to was none ot her
than the Vale of Pnoth, into which ossuary all the ghouls of the waking world
throw the remains of their nighted feastings; and he trenbled violently as the
rustling ceased momentarily

- al nost expectantly - just as the chirruping of crickets

ceases at the tread of hunman feet.

But now the things de Marigny was experiencing were hastening one after the
other through his nmnd at a dizzy pace, blurring as they went down upon his
menory in fragmentary, erratic fashion. He was snatched up and out of the

Dhol e-i nfested Val e of Pnoth and away across dreamland in a frantic rush. In
rapi d procession he saw t he oaken wharves of H anith, whose sailors are nore
like unto nen of the waking world than any others in dreamn and

- and rui ned, fearsone Sarkomand, whose broken basalt

quays and crunbling sphinxes are remmant of a tine |[ong

before the years of man - and the nountain Hat heg-Kl a,



whose peak Borzoi the Wse once clinbed, never to cone
down again. He saw Nir and Istharta, and the charne
Gardens of Zura where pleasure is unattainable. He saw
Oiab in the Southern Sea, and infanous Thal arion of a
t housand denon-cursed wonders, where the eidol on Lat hi
reigns. He saw all of these places and things and many nore
and then there came a terrific, sickening whirling of his soul - follow ng
whi ch de Marigny found hinmself dizzy and utterly disoriented back in the
t hr oner oom of Kt hanid the Eminence in Elysia.

Journey Into Dream

'But why?' de Marigny asked the great Being. "Wy did Crow go into Earth's
dream and, and how? And what possessed himto take Tiania with hin? And where
exactly are they? | need to know these things if I'mto -'

"Hold, man of Earth,' Kthanid cut himoff. "As to your

first question: | had thought to nake that anply clear

in what | have shown you, but obviously |I failed. Crow

went into Earth's dreamland to put an end to Cthul hu's

i nsidious fouling of the dreans of nen. He went where

it was his birthright to go, just as it was his birthright to

enter into Elysia. He went because the Lords of Elysia

- which you know as El der Gods, of which | am one -

cannot go there thensel ves. W would be just as alien in

your dream and as is Chul hu, and for that reason we will

not enter it. If ever the time arrives when we nust enter

it, then the visit will be as brief as possible - as brief and

unobtrusive as we can make it. There are reasons other

than those | have nentioned, and one of themis this: the

gat eway between Elysia and the world of Earth's dreans

has two sides. If we entered fromElysia, who can say

what m ght or night not follow us back through the gate

when we returned?

"As to why Titus Crow took Tiania with him she would not | et himgo w thout
her! And it will be to ny eternal sorrow if aught of evil befall them for it
was | laid themto sleep here, and | assisted their dream ng mnds across

ni ghtmare voids to your Earth and its dreanml and.' As he spoke, Kthanid noved
across the great hall to a small and curtained al cove. He drew aside the
drapes to show

de Marigny the forms of a man and wonan where they lay in crystal containers,
their heads resting upon silken cushions.

As his spirit eagerly drifted forward, it was as much of a 'physical' shock as
it could be to the disenbodied de Marigny to gaze upon the recunbent form of
the man with whom he had shared so many strange adventures . . . and upon that
of Titus Crow s wonman, the girl-goddess Tiania. Despite the fact that he knew
what he had seen of themin Kthanid s crystal was only a dream mani festation
of the two, nevertheless it was an eerie experience to see their living,
breat hi ng bodies here in the Hall of Crystal and Pearl. Recovering hinself, he
noved cl oser.

Crow s handsome, |eonine face and his formwere well enough known to de
Marigny, but Tiania was very newto him a stranger. He | ooked upon her, awed.
Kthanid felt the awe of de Marigny and understood the enotions the Earthman
must feel. He knew that no nortal man could | ook upon Tiania and not be noved.
And he was right. Tiania's figure and face were indescribably beautiful. Her
eyes were closed now in dreans that brought troubled Iines to her pal e-pearl
brow, but de Marigny was al nbost glad that she slept this uneasy sleep. He felt
sure that to gaze into her eyes would be to drown quite hel pl essly. He knew
that he could never forget her, that he would know her wherever and whenever
he saw her again.

Her hair was a lustrous enerald ocean, cascadi ng down the spun gol den strand



of her cape, and her mouth was a perfect Cupid s bow of pearl-dusted rose,
lips parted slightly to show the whitest teeth de Marigny had ever seen. The
girl's face forned a slender oval in which arcing enerald eyebrows nelted into
the verdure of her tenples. She had elfin ears |like petals of rare bl oons, and
a nose so delicate as to go al nost unnoticed. She radiated a distillation of
the very Essence of Wnan, human and yet quite definitely alien. She was a
worran, yes, and

not a goddess - but certainly the stuff of the Gods was in her. And she was

t he sane woman he had glinpsed in Kthanid' s crystal, helplessly staked out on
the steps of the ruby altar in the distant world of Earth's dream and. And
just as she lay here now in this strange casket, so she had lain on those
basalt steps - side by side with Titus Crow.

De Marigny turned suddenly to Kthanid to inplore: 'But why don't you just wake
t hem up? Surely that would get them out of there?

Seeming quite human now, or as human as he could in his alien form the great
Bei ng shook his head. 'No, de Marigny, it cannot be done. | have at ny conmand
every physical and psychical neans by which such a recovery could be
attenpted, but they cannot be awakened. Do you think | have not tried?
Sonet hi ng has themtrapped there in Earth's dream and, a force which defies
every attenpt | make to recall them Here their subconscious bodies lie, rapt
in evil dreams fromwhich | am powerless to rouse them The problens are many,
de Marigny, and they are rare. First there is this unknown force that binds
themto Earth's dream and. Then there is the fact that they are separated from
El ysia by vast alien voids of dreamand all the horrors such voi ds harbor, and

finally -'

' Yes?'

"W do not know their exact |ocation. The sane force that binds themto dream
prevents detail ed observation. | cannot nanme the region in which they are

trapped. And Earth's dream and is vast, de Marigny, w de-ranging as all the
dreams of nmen have nmade it.'

' Then where do | begin?' de Marigny asked, perplexed. 'VWen? How?'

'Do not be too eager, Earthman. And, yes, perhaps | nyself amtoo fearful for
the safety of Tiania and your friend. What you saw in the crystal was a
possi bl e future, a possible occurrence yet to cone. It has not gone so far

but in all the worlds of probability it will. | have searched

the possible futures of Earth's dreanml and as far as | dare,

but only that one future ever presents itself for ny view ng, and that one
future draws ever closer. It is nost certainly the same force that binds Titus
and Tiania in dreamthat threatens their very existence.'

"Their very existence? But how can any real physical harm conme to them when
their bodies are here? | don't understand.'’

Agai n (sadly, de Marigny thought) Kthanid shook his head. 'You seemto
understand very little, Earthman.'

"You have to renenber, Kthanid, that |I'mnot a great dreaner.'’

'"No, you are not,' the Emi nence answered, again sadly. Then the great Being's

t hought s brightened. 'But your father was; indeed he still is. And | believe
that one day you will be, too.'

"That's all very well - and | thank you for your faith in nme - but with al
due respect, it doesn't help us much right now, does it? Look, you keep
mentioning my father. | don't renenber a great deal of him but if it's true
that he lives on in Earth's dream and, well, surely he would be able to help
ne.'

"Etienne-Laurent de Marigny? Oh, yes, doubtless he would hel p you. Indeed,
amcertain he would find a way to go to the aid of your friends - if he were
abl e.’

De Marigny waited for Kthanid to continue, then shook his head at the great
Being's silence. 'l still don't understand. My father is a lord in dreamn and,

surely. Trusted counsel or to Randol ph Carter, and -



"Yes, that is so,' Kthanid interrupted, 'but there is a problem

" A probl enf

Kt hani d offered what de Marigny took to be a nod, then continued. 'II ek-Vad,
where Randol ph Carter wisely rules - and not only Il ek-Vad but Cel ephais and
Dyl at h- Leen

too - they are beyond ny power to scan. This was not always so. Until quite
recently, an Earthyear or so at nost, | could | ook upon Ilek-Vad and Cel ephais
inm crystal, but no longer. Dylath-Leen is different. For many yean there
has been some sort of screen about Dyl ath-Leen. OF two of these forcefields -
| suppose that is what they nmust be - those about Il ek-Vad and Cel ephai s,
know only this: that nothing gets either in or out. | do not wish to alarm
you, young man, but for all | know of those places their inhabitants are no
nore, they may well have been stricken fromthe dreanms of men. As for the
third city, Dylath-Leen, | believe that the sane force which obstructs ne in
attenpting to locate Titus Crow and Tiania is also responsible for ny
inability clearly to scan Dyl ath-Leen. Yes, perhaps there is a connection

t here, de Marigny. Perhaps -'

"Perhaps that's where they are, in Dyl ath-Leen.’

"I't would seem possible. You must ook into it as soon as you can. Meanwhil e,
listen well to what | have to say. Renenber that there are | evels of drean ng
de Marigny, and that our lost friends nmust be in the very deeps of dream A
man m ght waken easily fromthe shallower |evels, and he may be awakened even
as he sinks into the abysses. But Titus and Ti ania have penetrated to a region
fromwhich - for some reason as yet unknown, perhaps that force | have
nmentioned - they cannot escape unai ded.

"In effect, this neans that right now Earth's dreanland is nore real to them
than t he waki ng world. Werever they are you nust find them you nust
rendezvous with themthere in the possible future that you saw in ny crystal
It will not be easy.'

"Then let's waste no nore tine. Tell nme how to go about it.'

"Yes, yes, in a nmonent. But before that there are certain things you nust
conmit to nenory. Firstly: in

Uthar there is a very ancient man naned Atal. Seek himout and ask hi m what
you will. He is wi se al nost beyond wi sdom and good beyond goodness. Secondly:
beware of manifestations of Cthul hu or his devil's brood that you rmay cone
across, and renmenber that in the dream ands even purely synbolic concepts may
take form Be particularly wary of Nyarlathotep! Thirdly: renenber that you
have Crow s flying cloak, and you have the tine-clock, too. These should prove
to be great weapons against any terrors dream may confront you with. As for
the clock: why, Titus Crow can use that device in ways that confound even mnef
Finally: never forget that while many things are far sinpler in dream others
are nmaddeningly difficult, alnpst inpossible. Now, do you think you can
renenber these things?

'Yes, and everything el se you' ve showed ne.'

'Good. As to how you may reach Earth's dream and: first you nust return to the

time-clock, which you will then pilot back to Earth. | will of course assi st
you in your return to the time-clock, but fromthen on you will be on your

own. | suggest you go into orbit about the planet Earth, after which . . . you
will sinmply go to sleep. But as you drift into sleep you will command the
clock to carry you in the direction of dream and! Then you will sleep -and you
will dream de Marigny, you will dream'

The Em nence paused, and after a nonment de Marigny asked: 'And is that all?
"That is all. Anything el se would be a waste of tine, superfluous, possibly
dangerous. | do not know enough of your dream and to say nore. Now you nust go

back to the clock. Your quest begins, de Marigny. | w sh you |uck.'
Suddenly the great Being's face-tentacles spread outward fromhis face |ike



the rays of a bright sun, and the lights of stars blazed in his eyes. De
Marigny - or rather his Ka, or whatever it was of himthat Kthanid had called
to his glacier palace in Elysia's frozen regions

- was instantly dazzled. When finally he could see again, the scene before him
was rapidly shrinking, dw ndling down to nothing, so that soon even Kthanid
was only a tiny, alien, jeweled creature that finally shrank away and

vani shed. Then there was not hing but a rushing darkness that seemed to | ast
forever; and yet he knew when the rushing stopped and he found hinself once
nmore within the matrix of the tinme-clock that his journey had taken | ess than
a second. Indeed, it had been instantaneous.

W thout wasting a single nonment, he turned the clock about and raced back

t hrough the voids of space toward the world of his origin. H s heart began to
beat wildly and his head started singing with exhilaration as he thought of
the quest before him and the reward at quest's end - to enter Elysia! Not
once did he contenplate failure ..

Sone tine later, in the Hall of Crystal and Pearl, Kthanid stood where de
Marigny had | ast seen him Now, however, no bright fires Iit his gol den eyes,
and the lighting of the vast chamber itself was greatly subdued. Wthin the
Em nence an unseen battle raged, and he trenbled violently as he sought to

cal mhinself. O course he had done the right thing ... or had he? After all,
he owed no loyalty to the Earthman de Marigny . . . but then, neither was the
man an eneny. Nor was his willingness to be faulted. Yet, if the probl em was

| ooked at in the right perspective it was inmedi ately apparent that in the
great schenme of things Henri-Laurent de Marigny was utterly insignificant. On
the other hand .

For what nust have been the fifth or sixth time since he had sent the

di senbodi ed de Marigny back to his Earthly body in the time-clock, Kthanid
went to the huge cushion with its mlky crystal and peered into transl ucent
depths that quickly cleared to his gaze. And as before he drew back fromthe
scene which repeated itself within the crystal's all-scanning eye. It was that
sane cruel scene

de Marigny had gazed upon earlier, at least in all the details of its
background. But whereas before two figures had lain stretched out on the
basalt steps of the ruby dais, now there was only one. Kthanid could see the
man's face quite clearly, and once nore he trenbled mghtily as the battle
within himwelled up again. The fear-filled yet grimy determ ned face in the
crystal was that of Kthanid' s nost recent visitor - Henri-Laurent de Marigny!
Finally, sonething gave within the great Being's heart; a decision |like none
he had ever made before was made. He uttered a word which only the El der Gods
t hensel ves m ght ever repeat or understand, then snatched his eyes fromthe
scene in the crystal. And in the next instant his golden eyes blazed brighter
as, tapping the tremendous sources of his body's alien energies, he sent his
m nd racing out on a Great Thought across strange transdi mensional gulfs and
light-years of space.

Straight to the time-clock where it raced in orbit around the Earth Kthanid's
mnd sped - but too late. De Marigny was already fast asleep in the warm wonb
of his weird vessel. And while that vessel registered his body's presence,

Kt hani d knew that the real de Marigny was sonmewhere el se, inhabitant now of
Earth's nysterious dream and. It was as it should be, as Kthanid had pl anned
it to be, and yet... \What use to call himback from dream now?

Feeling within hinmself a treachery as alien to his enmptions as they were to
those of the Earthman he felt he had betrayed, the Elder God rushed in a fury
back to Elysia. There he closed his palace and his nind to all woul d-be
visitations and sat alone in the vast Hall of Crystal and Pearl

The Quest Begins
Ni ght nerged slowy into dawn in dream and. To the east the very faintest of
flushes tinted the sky gray, which was as well, for otherw se the night,



except where it was studded with the bright jewels of fireflies, was of

t he very bl ackest.

At first de Marigny was disoriented, dazed; a |assitude was upon him It was
pl easant to do nothing but stand and admire the night and the first stirrings
of a distant dawn. Then, as he drifted deeper into dream he felt the night's

chill and shivered at the [um nous mist that began to swirl up eerily about
hi s ankl es. Then, he renmenbered his m ssion, and realized his suprene m stake.
He was. .. alone! True, he still had Titus Crow s flying cloak about his

shoul ders, but where was the tine-clock?

Suddenly conplete realization of his plight filled him He was lost in a

ni ghted nmist in sone unknown region of Earth's vast dreamland, with only the
fireflies for conmpany and a ground mi st that |apped at his ankles. And sonehow
he had | ost his greatest hope of ever conpleting his m ssion; sonehow he had
left the fabul ous tinme-clock behind himin the waking world. How had it

happened?

Wiat was it Kthanid had said he nmust do? Yes, the Eninence had said: 'Conmand
the clock to convey you in the direction of dream and.' Well, he had done just
as Kthanid had directed . . . hadn't he? Then, renmenbering, de Marigny groaned

and cursed hinmself for a fool. The instructions he had given the cl ock had
been wong. He had sinply ordered it to transport himto dreanl and. And

it had done just that. Wthout really know ng what he was doi ng, de Marigny
had di scovered Crow s nmethod of using the clock nore truly as a 'gateway.' For
right now that alien vehicle was still in orbit around the Earth where he had
left it, and de Marigny was stranded in dreamjust as surely as the friends he
had come to rescue.

Perhaps if he had kept his head - if he had given the problema little nore
studi ed thought - he might have seen a solution. For he was not yet too deeply
drowned in dreamto strike out for the surface, to waken hinmself up. Things
are rarely perfectly clear in dream however, and de Marigny was not an expert
dr eaner .

As the sky gradually lightened and the fireflies bunked out one by one, the
adventurer found hinself at the top of a great flight of steps that went down
into a sea of mist. De Marigny knew those steps from ol der dreans forgotten
until now, and nore recently fromhis telepathic session with Kthanid. They
were the seven hundred steps to the Gate of Deeper Slunber, beyond which I ay

t he Enchanted Wod and t hose regi ons of dream whi ch he sought.

De Marigny gritted his teeth and pulled Crow s cloak nmore warmy about bis
shoul ders. Somewhere down there, beyond that wood at the foot of the steps,
somewhere in those dream ands spawned of the fantasies of a million dreaners,
Titus Crow and Tiania of Elysia were or would soon be in desperate need of
help, in peril of their very lives. There was only one course of action open
to him

Cautiously de Marigny descended the seven hundred steps and passed through the
Gat e of Deeper Slunber, and as the mi st began to di sperse and dawn grew nore
strongly beyond the trees, he set out through the groves of great gnarled oaks
toward the far side of the Enchanted Wod, where he knew that the Skai rushed
down fromLerion's slopes to Nir and Uthar on the plain. Oten as he pushed
on through the wood, de Marigny heard the sounds that Zoogs make, but he saw
not a one and was glad for that.

O'ten, too, he stunbl ed upon places where the trees were fallen into decay,
and the ground was soggy with its burden of rotten oaks and alive with
phosphorescent fungi. He would skirt these di seased areas, knowing that in one
of them a massive slab of stone set with an iron ring of fantastic girth stood
sentinel over nanel ess C honian things of hideous connections.

The wood was a fearsone place indeed, but while de Marigny was tenpted again
and again to use his flying cloak to clinmb above its suspected but unseen
tenors, he refrained fromdoing so. He could not say what eyes m ght be

wat ching him he did not wish it known that a dreamer with a strange and



wonder ful flying cloak had entered dream and. In any case, the sun was up now
and the fears of the dark wood were di sappearing along with the | ast w sps of
m st .

It was a bright norning when he finally, wearily cane out of the wood and set
of f across the rolling plains for Uthar. He skirted Nir late in the norning,
and as the sun approached its zenith crossed the Skai by means of an ancient
wooden bridge. Hungry now, he was tenpted to stop and rest at one of the nmany
farnms that dotted the plain; he had little doubt but that the friendly fol k of
these parts would find a neal for him He did not stop, however, for the
urgency of his mission was driving himrelentlessly onward. And he did not
know how | ong he had to effect the rescue of Titus Crow and the girl-goddess
Ti ani a.

And so de Marigny came to Uthar, the City of Cats, where an anci ent ordi nance
has it that no man may kill a cat. It was quite obvious to the dreaner that
this was indeed Uthar, for even the outskirts were crowded with felines of
every variety. Sleek fenal es sunned thensel ves atop sl oping roofs; young,
careful -eyed tons kept cool while guarding their territories in shaded
doorways; kittens tunbled comically in the long grass of the ornate gardens of
rich personages. He paused very briefly in

the suburbs to watch some of the kittens at their play; but then, having
guesti oned a shopkeeper as to the whereabouts of the Tenple of the El der Ones,
he hurried on into the city proper

The Tenple of the Elder Ones stood round and towering, of ivied stone, atop
Uthar's highest hill; and there, just within the tenple's vast outer door, de
Marigny was politely questioned by three young priests as to his purpose at
the tenple. He answered that he was fromthe waki ng world, that he sought

audi ence with Atal the Ancient on very inportant matters. And when, in answer
to further questioning, he told them his nane the young priests grew w de-eyed
i ndeed. One of themwent hurriedly off into the dimand nysterious heart of
the tenple to seek an audience for de Marigny with the ailing high priest.
Finally the dreaner was taken to an inner sanctumwhere in a bed of finest
silks lay the frail and weary shell of dreaml and's w sest and ol dest

i nhabitant. Now t he younger priests departed, bowi ng thenselves fromthe
presence of their nmaster and his visitor. Atal very gently propped hinself up
on his pillows to beckon de Marigny closer. Wen he could see the man fromthe
waki ng world nore clearly, he smiled feebly to hinself, nodding in silent
acknow edgnent .

Eventual | y the ancient spoke, and his voice was |like the rustle of |ate autumm
| eaves. 'Yes, yes - you are truly the son of your father.'

"You knew . . . you know mny father?

' Aye. Etienne-Laurent de Marigny, Lord of Ilek-Vad and Advisor in Chief to the
ki ng, Randol ph Carter. He is your father, is he not?

De Marigny nodded in answer, studying the trenbling ancient where he |ay.
Atal's face was like a tiny winkled wal nut; his head had a sparse crest of
white hair; a long and vol um nous beard like a fall of snow fl owed down over

the covers of his bed. And yet the eyes in the winkled face, faded as they
were to the point of being colorless, had lit with an inner intelligence as
t hey recogni zed the

dreaner's |ineage.

'Aye,' Atal continued, 'he cane to see ne once, your father, when first he
entered dreamland to dwell here. A wi se dreaner, and a fitting counselor to
Randol ph Carter. He cane nerely to see nme, to honor nme, but you -'

"I come to seek your help," de Marigny pronptly answered, 'in order to

di scover -'

"I know why you are here, ny son,' Atal whispered. 'And | know who sent you.
Am 1 not the high priest of the tenple, and is this not the Tenple of the

El der Ones? Wien the light of life flickers out in this old, old body, then it
is my hope to nove on to greater marvels, to imortality in Elysia, where



may continue to serve forever the elder Intelligences of ny faith.' The old

man paused to peer again at de Marigny where he stood by his bed. "It is true
that They sent you, those elder Beings, is
it not?

Once nmore de Marigny nodded, and when Atal spoke again his voice was very | ow,
as if he wished to conceal his words even fromthe air of the room 'Aye, |
knew you were coning - you, instrunent of Kthanid, great Voice of all the Gods
of Eld - and | know where your friends are!’

"Titus Crow and Ti ani a?" De Marigny | eaned closer, his eyes intent upon
Atal's, aware of the ancient's fragile and

trenbling form

Now it was Atal's turn to nod, and when he spoke again his voice was a | ow,
fearful, broken whisper. 'They are on their way to Dyl ath-Leen, of which place
| ... | fear to speak. They are held prisoners of creatures whose very
presence in dream and is a bl aspheny!"’

"When will they get to Dylath-Leen? Is there a way | might intercept themen
route? Who are these creatures that hold them captive, and where is Dylath -'

| know rmuch of Dylath-Leen.' Atal's dry whisper cut himoff. 'But there is one
who knows much nore. He was once a dreaner, just |ike you, but now he is an
i nhabitant of Uthar. He dwells here with his wife, two fine sons, and a
daughter of great beauty. | can tell you where his house is - but, de Marigny
' Yes?'
"I have a feeling that time is running out quickly for your friends.' For a
second or two the ancient's eyes seened to gaze through the dreaner, as if
t hey | ooked upon distant things, but then they focused upon hi monce nore.
"Now you nust eat. The food here at the tenple is plain but whol esone. You are
wel cone to take a nmeal, but then you nust be on your way. Please clap your
hands for ne; my own are not very strong.'
De Marigny clapped his hands once, and al nost i mmedi ately one of the young
priests entered the room Atal told himto arrange a neal for their visitor
then | owered hinself down once nore onto his pillow The audi ence was over.
Then, as the dreaner began to follow the young priest out of the room Ata
called out: '"Oh, de Marigny - | alnost forgot. | have something for you, which
you rmust take with you.' He reached beneath his pillowto take out a snall,
strangely shaped vial .
"It is a very potent liquid brewed here in Uthar, in this very tenple.
Unknown in the waking world, and rare enough here in dream and, it has the
property of awakening dreaners fromeven the deepest slunbers. One sip wll
return a dreaner to the waking world in seconds - aye, and all he brought
t hrough the gates of dreamwith him To the true inhabitant of dream however,
the potion is a deadly poison; for of course it "awakens" such inhabitants to
a world in which they do not exist! It can be seen that they nmust quite sinply
di sappear .’
For a nonent de Marigny | ooked stunned as the

i mplications dawned on him- then he cried out: 'Wat? A potion to awaken
dreaners? Then | could take a sip right away, return to the time-clock, and
then -’

"No, my young friend.' Atal held up a quieting hand. 'The potion is not yet

quite ready. It has to fernent. | had it brewed as soon as | knew you were
comng, for it cane to ne in a vision that you would need it. But you mnust
wait for at |east another day and a half a day before it will be safe to use.

By that time, if good fortune goes with you, you ought to have found your
friends.'

Later, as the first stars came out in the evening sky, de Marigny wal ked the
cool streets of Uthar to the house of Gant Enderby, late of the waking
wor | d. Enderby was the man who could tell him about Dyl at h-Leen, perhaps hel p
himin his search for Titus Crow and Ti ani a.



Dyl ath-Leen . . . The very nane conjured up strange pictures in the dreaner's
m nd, and as he wal ked the darkening streets and watched the |ights com ng on
in friendly, small-paned wi ndows, he wondered why Atal had been so loth to
speak of the place. Well, before the night was out doubtless he would know
wel | enough.

Fol lowi ng Atal's directions, de Marigny soon cane to the path that led to
Grant Enderby's house of red stone and dark oaken beans. And the red stone
wal | s about the garden bore testinmony to Enderby's calling here in dreamn and,
the fact that he was a quarrier, and his sons in his footsteps. The walls were
broad and strai ght and strong, as was the man who built them

And so the dreaner knocked upon the oaken door and was wel comed into the hone
of this one-time man of the waking world; and after his host's famly were al
to bed, de Marigny sat alone with Grant Enderby and |istened until the wee
hours to the followi ng story .

PART TWD

Grant Enderby's Story, |: Litha

Three times only have | visited basalt-towered, nyriad-wharved Dyl at h- Leen
three curious visits which spanned al nost a century of that city's existence.
Now | amglad that | have seen it for the last tine.

| went there first in ny late teens, rilled with a | onging engendered of

conti nuous study of such works as The Arabian Nights and CGelder's Atlantis
Found for wondrous places of antique |egend and fable and centuried cities of
ages past. And ny |onging was not di sappoi nted.

| first sawthe city fromafar, wandering along the river Skai with a caravan
of merchants from di stant places, and at first sight of the tall black towers
which formthe city's ranparts | felt a strange fascination for the place
Later, lost in awe and wonder, | took |eave of nmy merchant friends to wal k
Dyl at h-Leen's ancient streets and alleys, to visit the wharfside taverns and
chat with seamen fromevery part of Earth's dream and - and with a few, |
fancy, from nore distant places.

I never once pondered ny ability to chatter in their many tongues, for often
things are far sinpler in dream nor did | wonder at the ease with which
fitted myself into the alien yet surprisingly friendly scene; once attired in
robes of dreamis styling, ny |ooks were not unlike those of many of her
peoples. | was a little taller than average, true, but in the main

Dyl at h-Leen's diverse folk m ght well have passed for those of any town of the
waki ng world, and vice versa.

Yet there were in the city others, strange traders from across the Southern
Sea, whose appearance and odor

filled me with a dread | oathing so that | could not abide to stay near where
they were for long. O these traders and their origin | questioned the
tavern-keepers, to be told that | was not the first fromthe waking world
whose instinct found in those traders traces of hinted evil and deeds not to
be menti oned. Randol ph Carter hinself had once warned Dyl at h- Leen's peopl es
that the traders were fiends not to be trusted, whose only desire was to
spread horror and evil throughout all the | ands of

dr eam

But when | heard Carter's name nmentioned | was hushed, for an anmateur at
dream ng such as | was at that tinme could not dare aspire to walk even in the
shadow of one such as he. Wiy, Carter was runored to have been even to Kadath
in the Cold Waste, to have confronted Nyarl athotep the Crawling Chaos, and to
have returned unscathed fromthat place! How nany coul d boast of that?

Yet |l oath though | was to have anything to do with those

traders, | found nyself one norning in the towering tavern

of Potan-Lith, in a high barroomthe w ndows of which

| ooked out over the Bay of Warves, waiting for the galley

| had heard was coming to the city with a cargo of rubies

froman unknown shore. | wanted to discover just what



it was of themthat so repelled ne, and the best way to

decide this, | thought, would be to observe themfrom
a safe distant and location at which I, myself, mght go
unobserved. | did not wish to bring nyself to the notice

of those queerly frightening people of unguessed origin.

Potan-Lith's tavern, with its ninety-nine steps, served ny

pur pose admirably.

I could see the whol e of the wharfside spread beneath ne in the nmorning light;
the nets of the fishernen drying, with snells of rope and deep ocean floating
up to my window, the smaller craft of private tradesmen rolling gently at
anchor, sails |lowered and hatches laid back to

et the sun dry out their nusty holds; the thag-weed nerchants unl oading their
strongl y-scented, dream wi thin-dream engendering opiates garnered in exotic
Eastern parts; and, eventually appearing on the horizon, the sails of the

bl ack galley for which | so vigilantly waited. There were other traders of the
same race already in the city, to be sure, but how could one get close to them
wi thout attracting unwanted attention? My plan of observation was best, | was
certain, but | did not know just what it was | wi shed to observe - or why.

It was not |ong before the black galley | ooned agai nst the entrance of the
bay. It slipped into the harbor past the great basalt |ighthouse, and a
strange stench driven by the South Wnd came with it. As with the com ng of

all such craft and their weird nasters, uneasiness rippled all along the
waterfront as the silent ship closed with its chosen wharf, and its three
banks of briskly noving oars stilled and slipped in through their oarlocks to
the unseen and equally silent rowers within. | watched eagerly then, waiting
for the galley's naster and crew to cone ashore, but only five persons - if
persons they truly were - chose to | eave that enigmatic craft. This was the
best | ook at such traders |I had so far managed, and what | saw did not please
me at all.

| have intimated my doubts with regard to the humanity of those - nmen? Let ne
expl ai n why.

Firstly, their nouths were far too wi de. Indeed, | thought that one of them

gl anced up at nmy window as he left the ship, smling a smle which only just
fell within the boundaries of that word's limtations, and it was horrible to
see just how wide his evil mouth was. Now what woul d any eater of normal foods
want with a mouth of such abnormal proportions? And for that matter, why did

t he owners of such mouths wear such queerly noulded turbans? O was it sinply
the way in which the turbans were worn? For they were hunped up

in two points over the foreheads of the wearers in what seened especially bad

taste. And as for their shoes: well, they were certainly the nost peculiar
footwear | had ever seen, in or out of dreams. They were short, blunt-toed,
and flat, as though the feet within were not feet at all! | thoughtfully

finished off nmy nmug of nuth-dew and wedge of bread and cheese, turning from
the window to | eave the tavern of Potan-Lith.

My heart seemed to leap into nmy nouth. There in the | ow entrance stood that
same merchant who had so evilly smled up at nmy window Hi s turbaned head
turned to follow ny every nove as | sidled out past himand flew down the

ni nety-ni ne steps to the wharf below. An awful fear pursued nme as | ran
through the alleys and streets, making nmy feet fly faster on the basalt flags
of the wi der pavenents, until | reached the well known, green-cobbled
courtyard wherein | had my room But even there | could not get the face of
that strangely turbaned, w de-nouthed trader from beyond the Southern Sea out
of my mind, nor his snell fromny nostrils. So | paid my landlord his due,
nmovi ng out there and then to head for that side of Dyl ath-Leen which faces
away fromthe sea and which is clean with the scents of w ndow box flowers and
baki ng bread, where the nen of the taverns rarely venture.

There, in the district called S eema, | found nmyself lodging with a famly of
basalt quarriers who were such good, cheerful, charmng folk that |ater, when



| becane an inhabitant of dream proper, | too chose quarrying for ny trade.
The head of the house was naned Bo-Kareth, and he provided me with nmy own
wi de-wi ndowed garret room with a bed and a mattress of fegg-down; so that
soon it was as though I had been born into the famly, or mght have seened
had | been able to inmagine nyself a brother to conely Litha.

Wthin the nonth | was firmy settled in, and fromthen on | nmade it ny
busi ness to carry on Randol ph Carter's

wor k of warning, putting in my word agai nst the turbaned traders at every
opportunity. My task was made no easier by the fact that | had nothing
concrete to hold against them There was only the feeling, already shared by
many of the folk of Dylath-Leen, that trade between the city and the bl ack
gall eys could bring to fruition nothing of any good.

Eventual |y ny know edge of the traders grew to include such evidences as to
make ne nore certain than ever of their evil nature. Wy should those bl ack
gal l eys cone into harbor, discharge their four or five traders, and then
simply lie there at anchor, emtting their foul odor, show ng never a sign of
their silent crews? That there were crews seens needless to state; with three
great banks of oars to each ship there nust have been many rowers. But what
man coul d say just who or what such rowers were?

Too, the grocers and butchers of the city grunbled over the apparent frugality
of those singularly shy crews, for the only things the traders bought wth
their great and small rubies were gold and stout Pargian slaves. This traffic

had gone on for years, | was told, and in that tinme many a fat black nan had
vani shed, never to be seen again, up the gangplanks into those mysterious
galleys to be transported to | ands across uncharted seas - if, indeed, such

| ands were their destination

And where did the queer traders get their rubies, the |ike of which were to be
found in no known nmines in all Earth's dreanl and? Yet those rubies cane
cheaply enough, too cheaply in fact, so that every home in Dyl ath-Leen

contai ned them sone |arge enough to be used as paperweights in the homes of
the richer nmerchants. Myself, | found those gens strangely | oathsone, seeing
in themonly the reflections of the traders who brought them from across

namel ess oceans.

So it was that in the district called S eenmla ny interest in the ruby traders
waxed to its full, paled, waned,

and finally withered - but never died conpletely. My new interest, however, in
dar k-eyed Litha, Bo-Kareth's daughter, grew with each passing day, and ny
nights were filled with dreams within dreans of Litha and her ways, so that
only occasionally were ny slunbers invaded by the unpl easantly-turbaned,

wi de- mout hed traders from unknown parts.

One evening, after a trip out to Ti-Penth, a village not far from Dyl at h- Leen
where we enjoyed the annual Festival of Plenty, as Litha and | wal ked back
hand in hand through the irrigated green valley called Tanta toward our

bl ack-towered city, she told ne of her |ove and we sank together to the
darkling sward. That night, when the city's nyriad twinkling |ights had al

bl i nked out and the bats cluttered thick w thout my w ndow, Litha crept into

my garret roomand only the narg-oil lanmp on the wall could tell of the
wonders we knew w th each other.
In the norning, rising rapidly in joy fromny dreans within dreans, | broke

t hrough too many | ayers of that flimsy stuff which constitutes the world of
t he subconscious, to waken with a cry of agony in the house of my parents at
Norden on the northeast coast. Thereafter | cried nyself to sleep for a year
before finally I managed to convince nyself that ny dark-eyed Litha existed
only in dreans.

Grant Enderby's Story, I1: The Ruby Horror

| was thirty years old before | saw Dyl ath-Leen again. | arrived in the
eveni ng, when the city was all but in



dar kness, but | recognized inmrediately the feel of those basalt fl agstones
beneath ny feet, and, while the last of the nyriad lights flickered out in the
towers and the | ast tavern closed, ny heart |eaped as | turned ny suddenly
light feet toward the house of Bo-Kareth. But sonething did not seemright,
and a horror grew rapidly upon ne as | saw in the streets thickening groups of
carousing, nastily chattering, strangely turbaned people not quite so nmuch nen
as nonsters. And many of them had had their turbans disarrayed in their
sporting so that protuberances glinpsed previously only in books of witchcraft
and the like and in certain biblical paintings showed clearly through! Once I
was stopped and pawed vilely by a hal f-dozen of them As they conferred over
me in |ow, menacing tones, | tore nyself free and fled. For they were indeed
those same evil traders of yore, and | was horrified that they should be there
inm Cty of Black Towers in such great nunbers.

| must have seen hundreds of those vile creatures as | hurried through the
city's thoroughfares; yet sonehow | contrived to arrive at the house of

Bo- Karet h wi t hout further pause or hindrance, and | hanmered at his oaken door
until a light flickered behind the round panes of blue glass in the upper
sections of that entrance. It was Bo-Kareth hinself who came to answer ny
bangi ng, and he cane wi de-eyed with a fear | could well understand. Relief
showed visibly in his whol e aspect when he saw that only a man stood upon his
step. Although he seenmed amazingly aged - so aged, in fact, that | was taken
aback (for | did not then know of the variations experienced by different
dreaners, variations in the passage of time between the waking world and

dream and) - he recognized me at once, whispering ny nane:

"Grant! Grant Enderby! My friend - my old friend . . .! Cone in, come in .

'Bo-Kareth,' | burst out, 'Bo, | -'

" Shhh!' He pressed a finger to his lips, eyes w dening even further than
before, leaning out to glance up and down the street before pulling nme in and
qui ckly closing and bolting the door behind ne. '"Quietly, Gant, quietly. This
is acity of silence now, where they al one carouse and make their own hellish
brand of merry - and they nmay soon be abroad and about their business.'

' They?' | questioned, instinctively knowi ng the answer.

' Those you once tried to warn us of. The turbaned traders.'

"I thought as much,' | answered. 'And they're already abroad, |'ve seen them
But what business is this you

speak of ?'

Then Bo-Kareth told ne a tale that filled my heart with horror and determn ned
me never to rest until | had at | east attenpted to right a great w ong.

It had started a nunber of years earlier, according to nmy host (I made no
attenpt to pinpoint a date; what was the point when Bo-Kareth had apparently
aged thirty years to nmy twelve?) and had involved the bringing to the city of
a gigantic ruby. This great gem had been a gift, an assurance of the traders
regard for Dyl ath-Leen's peoples, and as such had been set upon a pedestal in
the city's main square. But only a few nights later the horror had started to
make itself noticeable.

The keeper of a tavern near the square, peering fromhis w ndow after | ocking
t he door for the night, had noticed a strange, deep, reddish glow fromthe
giant gem s heart; a gl ow which seenmed to pulse with an alien life all its
own. And when the tavern-keeper told the next day of what he had seen an
amazing thing came to light. Al of the other galley-brought rubies in the
city - the smaller gens set in rings, anulets, and instrunments, and those

| arger, less ornanental, al nbst rude stones owned purely for the sake of
ownership by certain of the city's richer gentlenmen - had gl owed through the
night to a | esser degree, as if

in response to the greater activity of their bulky brother. And with that
unearthly glowing of the gens had come a strange partial paralysis, making al
the peoples of the city other than the turbaned traders thensel ves sl unberous



and weak, incapable and unwanting of any festivity and barely able to go about
their normal duties and business. As the days passed and the power of the
great ruby and the |l ess regal ones waxed, so also did the strange drowsiness
upon Dyl ath-Leen's folks. And it was only then, too late, that the plot was
seen and its purpose recogni zed.

For a long tinme there had been a shortage of the fat black slaves of Parg.
They had been taken fromthe city by the traders faster than they cane in,
until only a handful remained; and that handful, on hearing one day of a bl ack
gal l ey soon due to dock, had fled their masters and left the city to seek |ess
suspi ci ous bondage. That had been shortly before the horned traders brought
the great jewel to Dyath-Leen, and since that time, as the |eering,
geminduced | ethargy had increased until its effects were felt in daylight

al nrost as much as they were at night, so had the nunber of oddly-shod traders
grown until the docks were full of their great black galleys.

Then, inexplicable absences began to be noticed; a taverner's daughter here
and a quarrier there, a merchant from U thar and a thagweed curer and a
silversmth's son. Soon any retaining sufficient willpower sold up their

busi nesses, homes, and houses and | eft Dyl ath-Leen for Ti-Penth, Uthar, and
Nir. | was glad to learn that Litha and her brothers had thus departed, though
it made nme strangely sad to hear that when Litha went she took with her a
handsome husband and two strong sons. She was ol d enough now, her father told
me, to be m staken for ny nother; but she still retained her great beauty.

By this time the hour of mdnight was well passed and all about the house tiny
red points of light had begun to glow in an eerie, slunber-engendering
coruscation. As

Bo- Kareth tal ked, his nonol ogue interrupted now with many a yawn and shake of
his head, | tracked down the sources of those weird points of radiance and
found them

to be rubies.

The curse was just as Bo-Kareth had described it - rubies! Ten tiny gems were
set in the base of an ornamental goblet; many nmore of the small red stones
enhanced the hanging silver and gold plates; fire-flashing splinters of

preci ous crystal were enbedded in the spines of certain of ny host's

| eat her - bound books of prayer and dreamlore - and when his rmunbling had di ed
away conpletely | turned fromny investigations to find the old man asleep in
his chair, lost in distressing dreans which pulled his gray face into an
expression of muted terror

| had to see the great gem | nmake no excuse for such a rash and headstrong
deci sion (one does things in dreanms which one would never consider for a
monent in the waking world) but | knew | could make no proper plans nor rest

easy in my mind until | had seen that great ruby for nyself.
I left the house by the back door, locking it behind me and pocketing the key.
| knew Bo-Kareth had a duplicate key, and besides, | might later need to get

into the house without delay. The |ayout of the city was well known to nme, and
thus it was not difficult for ne to find ny way through |abyrinthine back
streets to the main square. That square was away fromthe district of S eenla
far closer to the docks and quays, and the nearer | drewto the waterfront the
nmore carefully | crept.

Why, the whole area was alive with the alien and evil traders! The wonder is
that | was not spotted in the first few mnutes; and when | saw what those
hellish creatures were up to, thus confirm ng beyond a shadow of a doubt
Bo-Kareth's worst fears, the possibility that | mght yet be discovered - and
t he consequences such an untinmely di scovery would bring - caused ne to creep
even nore

careful ly. Each streetcorner becane a focal point for terror, where |urking,
unseen presences caused ne to gl ance over ny shoul der or junp at the slightest
flutter of bat-wings or scurry of mice feet. And then, alnost before | knew
it, | canme upon the square.



| came at a run, ny feet flying frantically, all caution thrown to the w nd.
For | knew now for sure what the horned ones did at night, and a fancy had
grown quickly on me that something foUowed in the dark; so that when

suddenly burst fromthat darkness into a blaze of red firelight | was taken
conpletely by surprise. | literally keel ed over backwards as | contrived to
halt ny flight of fear before it plunged nme into the four turbaned terrors
standing at the base of the dais of the jewel. My feet skidded as | pivoted on
nmy heels and ny fingers scrabbled madly at the round cobbl es of the square as
| fell. In truth it could scarce be termed a real fall - | was no sooner down
than up - but in that split second or so as | fought to bring ny careening
body under control those guardi ans of the great gemwere after nme. d ancing
fearfully back I saw themdarting rat-like in ny wake.

My exit fromthat square can only properly be described as panic-stricken, but
brief though ny visit had been | had seen nore than enough to strengthen that
first resolve of nmne to do sonething about the |oathsone and insidious

i nvasion of the traders. Backtracking, bounding through the night streets I
went, with the houses and taverns towering blackly on both sides, seeing in ny
mnd' s eye that horrible haunting picture which | had but glinpsed in the main
squar e.

There had been the four guards with great knives fastened in their belts, the
dais with pyramd steps to its flat summit, four hugely flaring torches in

bl ackl y-forged netal hol ders, and, atop the basalt altar itself, a great
reddi sh mass pulsing with inner life, its nyriad facets catching and
reflecting the fire of the torches in a

mxture with its own evil radiance. The hypnotic horror, the nalignant nonster
- the great ruby!

Then the vision changed as | heard close behind me a weird, ululant cry - a
definite alert - which carried and echoed in Dyl ath-Leen's canyon alleys. In
ranpant revulsion | pictured nyself linked by an iron anklet to the long chain
of mute, unprotesting people which | had seen only minutes earlier being | ed
in the direction of the docks and the black galleys, and this nonstrous nental
i mage drove ny feet to a frenzied activity that sent ne speedi ng headl ong down
t he dark passages between the city's basalt walls.

But fast and furious though my flight was, it soon became apparent that ny
pursuers were gaining on ne. A faint padding came to ny ears as | ran, causing
me to accelerate, forcing ny feet to punp even faster. The effort was usel ess,
i f anything, worse than useless, for | soon tired and had to sl ow down. Tw ce
| stunbled and the second time, as | struggled to rise, the funbling of sliny
fingers at ny feet lent themw ngs and shot ne out again in front. It becane
as one of those nightmares (which indeed it was) where you run and run through
vast vats of subconsci ous nol asses, totally unable to increase the distance
bet ween yourself and your ethereal pursuer; the only difference being, dream
or none, that | knew for a certainty I was running for ny life!

It was a few nonents |ater, when an added horror had just about brought nme to
the verge of giving up hope, that | found an unexpected but wel cone reprieve.
Sli ppi ng and stunbling, panting for air, | had been brought up short by a nad
fancy that the soft padding of alien feet now cane fromthe very direction in
which | was heading, fromsomewhere in front of ne! And as those sounds of
denon footfalls canme closer, closing in on nme, | flattened nmyself to the
basalt wall, spreading ny arms and gropi ng desperately with nmy hands at the
bare, rough stone; and

t here, beneath my unbelieving fingers - an opening! - a narrow crack or entry,
conpletely hidden in jet shadows, between two of the street's bl eak buil di ngs.
| squeezed nyself into the narrow opening, trying to get nmy breathi ng under
control, fighting a lunatic urge to cry out in ny terror. It was pitch black

t he bl ackness of the pit, and a hideous thought suddenly came to ne. Wat if
this tunnel of darkness - this possible gateway to sanity - what if it were

cl osed, a dead end? That would be a dead end indeed! Then, as if in answer to



my silent, frantic prayers, even as | heard the first squawk of amazed
frustration from sonmewhere behind me, | squirnmed fromthe other end of the
division to emerge in a street nercifully void of the evil aliens.

My flight had carried nme in a direction well away from Bo-Kareth's house; but
in any case, now that my worst fears were realized and the alarmraised, it
woul d have been conpletely idiotic to think of hiding anywhere in the city. |
had to get away, to Uthar or Nir, as far as possible - and as fast as
possible - until | could try to find a way to rid Dylath-Leen of its inhuman
cur se.

Less than an hour later, with the city behind nme, I was in an uni nhabited
desert area heading in a direction which | hoped would eventually bring ne to
Uthar. It was cool beneath a full, cloud-floating noon, yet a long while
passed before the fever of nmy panic-flight left ne. Wien it did | was al npst
sorry, for soon | found nyself shivering as the sweat of ny body turned icy

chill, and | wapped nmy cloak nore tightly about me for | knew it nust grow
still colder before the dawn. | was not particularly worried about food or
water; there are many water holes and oases between Dyl ath-Leen and Ut har
No, my main cause for concern lay in orientation. | did not want to end up

wandering in one of the many great parched deserts! My sense of direction in
open country has never been very good.

Before long, great clouds came drifting in froma direction | took to be the
sout h, obscuring the nmoon until only the stars in the sky ahead gave any |ight
by which to travel. Then, it seened, the dune-cast shadows grew bl acker and

| onger and an eerie sensation of not being alone waxed in ne. | found nysel f
casting sharp, nervous gl ances over ny shoul der and shuddering to an extent
not entirely warranted by the chill of the night. There grewin ny mnd an

awf ul suspicion, one which | had to resolve one way or the other

| hid behind a dune and waited, peering back the way | had conme. Soon | saw a
darting shadow noving swiftly over the sand, following ny trail - and that
shadow was endowed with twin points at its top and chuckl ed obscenely as it
cane. My hair stood on end as | saw the creature stop to study the ground,
then lift its wi de-nmouthed face to the night sky. | heard again that weird
ululant cry of alert - and | waited no | onger

In a passion of fear even greater than that which | had known in the streets
of Dylath-Leen, | fled - racing |like a nadman over the ni ght sands, scranbling
and often falling head over heels down the sides of the steeper sandhills,
until my head struck sonething hard in the shadow of a dune and | was knocked
unconsci ous.

But it seenms that | was not too deeply gone in dreamto be shocked back into

t he waki ng world, and I was fortunate enough to wake up before ny pursuer
could find me. This time | was far fromsorry when | |eapt shouting awake at
nmy hone in Norden; and in the sanity of the waking world | recognized the fact
that all those horrors of dream and the night had existed only in nmy slunbers,
so that in the space of a few days ny second visit to Dyl ath-Leen was all but
forgotten. The m nd soon forgets that which it cannot bear to renenber

Grant Enderby's Story, I1l: The Utterer of the Wrds
| was forty-seven when next - when last - | saw Dyl ath-Leen. Not that ny dream
took me straight to the basalt city; rather, | found nyself first on the

outskirts of Uthar, the Gty of Cats. Wandering through the city's streets, |
stooped to pet a fat torn as he | azed upon a doorstep, and an ol d shopkeeper
seated outside his store beneath a shade called out to nme in a friendly,
guavering voi ce:

"It is good, stranger. It is good when a stranger pets the cats of Uthar

Have you journeyed far?

"Far,' | affirmed. 'Fromthe waking world. But even there | stop to play when
| see a cat. Tell me, sir, can you direct nme to the house of Litha, daughter
of Bo-Kareth of Dyl ath-Leen?'

"I ndeed, | know her well.' He nodded his old head. 'She is one of the fewin



Uthar with as many years to count as |I. She lives with her husband and famly
not far fromhere. Until sonme years ago her father also lived at his
daughter's house. He cane out of Dylath-Leen mazed and nunbling, and did not
live long here in Uthar. Now no man goes to Dyl ath-Leen.'

But the old man had soured at the thought of Dylath-Leen and did not wish to
talk any longer. | took his directions and started off with m xed feelings

al ong the street he had indicated; but only hal fway up that street | cut off
down a dusty alley and nade for the Tenple of the Elder Ones instead. It could
do no good to see Litha now Wat use to wake old nenories - if indeed she
wer e capabl e of renmenbering anything of those gol den days of her youth? And it
was not as though she nmight help me solve ny problem That same probl em of
thirteen waking years ago: how to

avenge the outraged peoples of Dyl ath-Leen, and how to rescue those of them -
if any such existed - still enslaved. For there was still a feeling of
yearning in me for the black-towered city and its peoples of yore. |
renenbered the friends | had known and ny many wal ks t hrough the high-walled
streets and along the farmlanes of the outskirts. Yet even in S eema the
know edge that certain offensive black galleys were nmoored in the docks had
somehow al ways sufficed to dull my appetite for living, had even inpaired the
happi ness | had known with dark-eyed Litha, in the garret of Bo-Kareth's
house, with the bats of night clustered thick and chittering beneath the sil
wi t hout mnmy w ndow.

As quickly as the vision of Litha the girl came, | put it out of my mnd,
striding out nore purposefully for the Tenple of the Elder Ones. If any man
could help me in ny bid for vengeance agai nst the turbaned traders, Atal, the
Priest of the Tenple, was that man. It was runored that in the tenple he had
keep of many incredible volumes of sorcery. His great know edge of the darker
nmysteries was, in fact, ny main reason for seeking his aid. | could hardly
hope to engage the forces of evil controlled by the hell-traders with physica
nmeans al one.

It was then, as | left the little green cottages and neatly fenced farns and
shady shops of the suburbs behind me, as | pressed nore truly into the city
proper, that | received a shock so powerful mny soul alnmpst withered within ne.
It is a wonder that | was not driven to seek refuge in the waking world, but a
vi sion of vengeance made ne cling desperately to dream and

| had all owed nyself to become interested in the old peaked roofs, the

over hangi ng upper storeys, nunberless chimey pots, and narrow, old cobbl ed
streets of the city, so that my attention had been diverted fromthe path ny
feet followed, causing nme to bunp rudely into sonmeone coming out of the narrow
door of a shop. OF a sudden the

air was foul w th shuddersone, well renenbered odors of hideous connection
and ny hackles rose as | backed quickly away fromthe strangely turbaned,
squat figure | had chanced into. The slightly tilted eyes regarded ne
curiously and a wicked smle played around the too w de nout h.

One of Theml Here in Uthar?

I munbl ed i ncoherent apol ogies, slipped past the still evilly grinning figure,
and ran the rest of the way to the Tenple of the Elder Ones. If there had been
any suggestion of hal f-heartedness to ny intentions earlier there was
certainly none now It seened obvious to me the course events were taking.
First it had been Dyl ath-Leen, now an attenpt at U thar. \Were next? Nowhere,
if I had anything to say of it.

I found the patriarch I sought, Atal of Hatheg-Kl a, Atal the Ancient, in the
Room of Ancient Records low in the great tower that houses the Tenple of the
El der Ones. He sat, in flowi ng black and gold robes, at a centuried wooden
bench, fading eyes studiously lost in the yell owed pages of a great aeon-worn
book, its netal hasps dully agleamin a stray beam of sunlight striking in
fromthe single high w ndow

He | ooked up, starting as if in shock as | entered the musty roomwth its



tall bookshel ves. Then he pushed his book away and spoke:

"The Priest of the Tenple greets you, stranger. You are a stranger, are you
not ?

"I have seen U thar before,' | answered. 'But, yes, | ama stranger here in
the Tenple of the Elder Ones. | come fromthe waking world, Atal, to seek your
hel p."'

"Huh!' He was cal nmer now. 'You are not the first fromthe waking world to ask
my aid, nor the last | fancy. How are you named and in what manner m ght |
assist you? -if | choose to assist you!'

"My name is Grant Enderby, Atal, and the help | ask is not for nyself. | cone
in the hope that you m ght be able to help ne rid Dyl ath-Leen of a certain
contagi on; but since coning to Uthar today | have | earned that even here the
sores are spreading. Are there not even now in Uthar strange traders from no
clearly naned land? Is it not so?

"It is so.' He nodded his venerable head. 'Say on.'

"Then you should know that they are those sane traders who brought Dyl ath-Leen
to slavery - an evil, hypnotic slavery - and | fancy that they mean to use the
same black arts here in Uthar to a like end. Do they trade rubies the Iike of
whi ch are found in no known nmine in the whol e of drean and?

Agai n he nodded: 'They do - but say no nore. | amalready aware. At this very
monent | search for a means by which the trouble may be put to an end. But |
work only on runors, and | amunable to |l eave the tenple to verify those
runors. My duties are all inportant, and in any case, these bones are too old
to wander very far ' He paused for a nonent, then continued.

"Truly, Dylath-Leen did suffer an evil fate, but think not that her peoples
had no warni ng. Wiy, even a century ago the city's reputati on was bad, through
t he presence of those very traders you have nentioned. Another dreaner before
you saw the doomin store for the city, speaking against those traders
vehemently and often; but his words were soon forgotten by all who heard them
and people went their old ways as of yore. No man may help himwho will not
hel p hinsel f.

"But it is the presence of those traders here in U thar which has driven nme to
this search of mine. | cannot allow the same doomto strike here - whatever
that doom may be - yet it is difficult to see what may be done. No man of this
town will venture anywhere near Dylath-Leen. It is said that the streets of
that city have known no hunman

feet for nore than twenty years, nor can any man say with any certainty where
the city's peopl es have gone.'

"I can say!' | answered. 'Not where, exactly, but how at |east. Enslaved, |
said, and told no lie. | had it first fromBo-Kareth, |late of Dyl ath-Leen, who
told me that when those traders had taken all the fat black slaves of Parg for
those evil stones of theirs, they brought to the city the biggest ruby ever
seen - a boulder of a gem-leaving it on a pedestal in the main square as a
fal se token of esteem It was the evil influence of this great jewel that
bewi t ched the peopl e of Dyl at h-Leen, benusing themto such a degree that in
the end they, too, becane slaves to be Ied away to the black galleys of the

traders. And now, apparently, those traders have . . . used up ... all the
peopl es of that ill-onened city and are starting their nonstrous gane herel!l
And Bo-Kareth's story was true in every detail, for with ny own eyes -'

"Agreat ruby . . . hmmi' Atal musingly cut nme off, stroking his face and

frowning in concentration. 'That puts a different conplexion on it. Yes,
believe that in the Fourth Book there may be a nmention! Shall we see?

| nodded my eager agreenent, and at Atal's direction lifted down from a corner
shel f the largest and weightiest tone | had ever seen. Each page - pages of no
material | had ever known before - glowed with burning letters which stood out
with firefly definition in the dimess of the room | could make out nothing
of the unique ciphers within the book, but Atal seemed thoroughly famliar
with each alien character, translating easily, munbling to hinmself in barely



di scernible tones, until suddenly he stopped. He lurched shakily to his feet
then, slanming the priceless volune shut, horror burning in his ancient eyes.
"So!'' he exclained, hissing out the word. "It is that! The Fly-the-Light from
Yuggoth on the RRm a vanpire in the worst neaning of the word - and we nust
make sure that

it is never brought to Uthar!' He paused, visibly taking hold of hinself

bef ore he could conti nue.

"Let nme tell you

'Long ago, before dreams, in the primal m st of the predawn Begi nning of All,
the great ruby was brought from distant Yuggoth on the RRmby the A d Ones.
Wthin that jewel, prisoned by light and the magic of the A d Ones, lurks a

basi c avatar of the prime evil, a thing hideous as the pit itself! Understand,
Grant Enderby, it is not the stone that induces the hypnotic weariness of
whi ch you have spoken, but the thing within the stone, the evil influence of

the Fly-the-Light fromdark Yuggoth on the RRm Few nen know the history of
that huge jewel and its nonstrous inhabitant, and I do not consider nyself
fortunate to be one of the few

"It is told that it was discovered after coming down in an aval anche fromthe
hei ghts of forbidden Hatheg-Kla - which | can believe for I know much of that
mount ain - di scovered and carried away by the Black Princess, Yath-Lhi of
Tyrhhia. And when her caravan reached her silver-spired city it was found that
all Yath-Lhi's nen at arns, her slaves, even the Black Princess herself, were
as zonbies, altered and mazed. It is not remenbered now where Tyrhhia once
stood, but many believe the centuried desert sands to cover even its tallest
spire, and that the remains of its habitants lie putrid within their buried
houses.

"But the ruby was not buried with Tyrhhia, nore's the pity, and runor has it
that it was next discovered in a golden galley on the Southern Sea tw xt

Dyl ath-Leen and the Isle of Oriab. A strange ocean is the Southern Sea, and
especially between Oiab and Dyl at h-Leen; for there, many fathons deep, lies a
basalt city with a tenple and nmonolithic altar. And sailors are loth to pass
over that submarine city, fearing the great storms which |l egend has it strike
suddenly, even when there is no breath of wind to stir the sails!

' However, there the great jewel was found, aboard a great golden galley, and
the crew of that galley were very beautiful even though they were not nen, and
all were long dead but not corrupt! Only one sailor, mad and babbling, was

| ater rescued fromthe sea off Oriab to gibber pitifully the tale of the

gol den gall ey, but of his fellow crewmates nothing nmore is known. It is
interesting to note that it is further wit how only certain people -horned
peopl e who dance to the evil drone of pipes and the rattle of crotala in
nmysterious Leng - are unaffected by the stone's proximty!' Atal |ooked at ne
knowi ngly. 'And | can see you have already noticed how strangely our traders
wear their turbans

"But | digress. Again the jewel survived whatever fate overtook the poor
seanen who rescued it fromthe golden galley, and it was | ater worshiped by

t he enormous dholes in the Vale of Pnoth, until three |eathery night-gaunts
flew off with it over the Peaks of Throk and down into those pl aces of

subt erranean horror of which certain dimnyths hint nost terribly. For that
underworld is said to be a place litten only by pale death-fires, a place
reeki ng of ghoulish odours and filled with the primal msts which swirl in the
pits at Earth's core. Wio nay say what formthe inhabitants of such a place

m ght take?

At this point Atal's eyes cleared of their faraway | ook and turned fromthe
dark places of his tale to the present and to ne. He placed his rheuny hands
on ny shoul ders, peering at nme earnestly.

"Well, so says legend and the Fourth Book of D harsis - and now, you say, the
great ruby is come again into the known places of Earth's dream and. | believe
it, for over the years there have been vague runors. Now hear you, G ant



Ender by, | know what nust be done - but how may | ask any man to take such
ri sks? For my plan involves not only the risk of destruction to the norta
body, but the possible eternal damation of the imortal soul!’

"I have pledged nyself,' | told him 'to avenge the peoples of Dylath-Leen. My
pl edge still stands, for though Dyl ath-Leen is |lost, yet are there other towns
and cities in dreanms which | would dream again - but not to see them corrupted
by horned horrors that trade in fever-cursed rubies! Atal - tell nme what |

nmust do.'

Atal then set hinself to it, and there was nuch for himto be about. | could
not help himwth the greater part of his work, tasks involving the
translation into | anguage | coul d understand of certain tracts fromthe Fourth
Book of D harsis. Even though many things are sinpler in dream those passages
were not meant to be read by any man, neither awake nor sl eeping, who did not
understand their inmportance.

Slowy but surely the hours passed, and Atal |abored as | watched, putting
down letter after letter in the creation of pronounceable syllables fromthe
seem ngly inpossible rmunbo-junmbo of the great book fromwhich he drew. | began
to recogni ze certain synbols | had seen in allegedly 'forbidden' tomes in the
waki ng world, and even began to munble the first of them al oud -

' Tetragammat on Thabaite Sabaoth Tethiktos' - until Atal silenced me by jerking
to his feet and favoring ne with a gaze of pure horror

"It is alnost night,' he renonstrated, striking a flint to a wax candle, his
hands shaking nore than even his extreme age night reasonably explain, 'and
out si de the shadows are | engthening. Wuld you call That forth wi thout first
havi ng protecti on? For make no m stake, distance is of no consequence to this
i nvocation, and if we wished we could call out the Fly-the-Light even from
here. But first you nmust cast a spell over Dylath-Leen, to contain the thing
when you release it fromthe ruby; for certainly unless it is contained it

will ravish the whole of dream and. And you, the caller, the Uterer of The
Wrds, would be one of the first to die - horribly!'’

| gul ped my apol ogies and sat silently fromthen on, listening attentively to
Atal's instructions even as mnmy eyes foll owed his scratching pen.

"You must go to Dylath-Leen,' he told nme, 'taking with you the two

i ncantations | now prepare. One of them which you will keep at your left, is
to build the protective Wall of Naach-Tith about the city. To work this spel
you must journey around Dyl ath-Leen, returning to your starting point and
crossing it, chanting the words as you go. This neans, of course, that you
will need to cross the bay; and | suggest that you do this by boat, for there
are things in the night sea that do not take kindly to sw nmers.

'When you have crossed your starting point the wall will be builded. Then you
may use the other chant, spoken only once, to shatter the great gem You
shoul d carry the second chant at your right. This way you will not confuse the
two - a mstake which would prove disastrous! | have used inks which shine in
the dark; there will be no difficulty in reading the chants. So, having done
all I have told you, your revenge will be conplete and you will have served
all the lands of dreamgreatly.

"No creature or thing will ever be able to enter Dyl ath-Leen again so |long as
the Wall of Naach-Tith is there, nor |eave the place, and the Fly-the-Light
wi Il be | oosed anongst the horned ones. One warning though, G ant Enderby - do
not watch the results of your work! It will be as was never nmeant for the eyes
of nmen.'

Grant Enderby's Story, IV: The Wall of Naach-Tith

| came through the desert toward Dyl ath-Leen at dusk, when the desert grasses
made spi ky sil houettes atop the

dunes and the last kites circled high, their shrill cries telling of night's
steal t hy approach. Ni ght was indeed com ng, striding across dreamland in
| engt heni ng shadows whi ch befriended and hid ne as | tethered my yak and nade



for the western point of the bay. | would start there, making ny way from
shadow to shadow with the wall-buil ding Chant of Naach-Tith on my lips, to the
opposite side of the bay; and then | would see about crossing the water back
to nmy starting point.

| was glad that the nmoon was thinly-horned, glad the desert was not nore

brightly illum ned, for | could not be sure that there were no sentries out
fromthe unquiet city. Watever joys Dyl ath-Leen nmay once have held for ne,
now t he place was unquiet. No normal |ights shone in its streets and squares;

but, as night canme nore quickly, there soon sprang up many thousands of tiny
points of evil red, and in one certain area a great norbidly red blotch gl owed
in strange rem ni scence of Jupiter's huge eye-like spot, glinpsed often in ny
yout h through a friend' s tel escope. Enpty though the city now was of al

normal life, that poisoned jewel in the main square still filled the town with
its |loathsomeness, a terror ignored by the abnornmal traders as the statues of
past heroes are ignored in saner

pl aces.

Hal fway round the city's perimeter there cane to ny ears the strains of nusic
- if such evilly soul -disturbing sounds warrant placing in any such category -
and | eaping fires sprang up in Dylath-Leen's outer streets, so that | could
see and shudder at the horned figures that |eapt and cavorted round those
ritual hellfires, observing disgustedly the way their squat bodies jerked and
shook to the jarring cacophony of bone-dry crotala and strangled flutes.

could neither bear to hear nor watch, and so passed quickly on, chanting
breathlessly to nyself and feeling about me a weird magic building up to a
thrill of unseen energies in the night air.

| was nore than three-quarters towards the eastern side of the bay when I
heard far behind me a sound that stiffened the short hairs on the back of ny
neck and brought a chill sweat to ny brow It was the terrified cry of ny yak,
and followi ng that single shrill screamof aninmal fear there cane anot her
sound - one which caused ne to quicken ny pace alnpst to a run as | emerged
fromthe dunes to the washed pebbles of the shore - the horrid, ululant cry of
al arm of the horned ones!

Stranded on the beach, its bottomfestooned with barnacles, was a small
one-man craft as used of old by the octopus fishers of Dylath-Leen. Frail and
unsafe though this vessel |ooked, beggars cannot be choosers, and thus

thinking | leapt within its tar-planked shell, offering up a prayer of thanks
to the night skies when | found that the craft still floated. | found the old
round- bl aded paddl e and, still chanting those mad words of Atal's deciphering,

made strongly for the black outline of the far side of the bay. And, ungainly
t hough my craft had at first looked, it fairly cleft the dark water as | drove
furiously at the paddle.

By now there were squattish outlines on the shore behind ne, dancing in anger
at ny escape to the sea, and | wondered if the horned ones had a neans of
communi cation with which nore orthodox creatures such as nen were unfamliar
If so, then perhaps | would find nonstrous wel coners awaiting ny beaching on

t he western point.

Hal f way across the bay things happened to make nme forget the problem of what
mght wait for ne on landing. | felt a tug at nmy paddle fromthe oily water
and a dark mass rose up out of the depths before nmy boat. As that unknown

swi mer came al ongside and the thin nmoonlight lit on its sharp teeth, | |ashed
out with ny paddle - taking a very deep breath when the horror turned slowy
away and silently subnerged.

| continued then with ny frenzied paddling and chanting until the western
poi nt | oomed out of the dark and the shall ow keel of ny boat bit sand. Leaping
overboard into shallow, night-chilled water, | inmagi ned soggy gropings at ny

| egs and pl oughed in an agony of terror for the pebbles of the beach - and in
that same instant, as | touched dry land, there | oped out of the dark fromthe
direction of the city the squat fornms of a dozen or so of those foul, horned



creatures whose brothers dwell in nighted Leng! Before they could reach ne,

even as their poisonous paws stretched out for ne, | raced across ny starting
point and there cane a clap of magical thunder that hurled ne down face first
into the sand. | leapt up again, and there within arms I ength, claw ng at an

unseen barrier - the nerciful Wall of Naach-Tith - were those thwarted horned
ones of elder dreanms. Hateful their |ooks and rurderous their strangled intent
as they clawed with vile purpose at thin air, held back by the invisible spel
of Naach-Tith's barrier

Wt hout pause | snatched out the second of those papers given me by Atal and
conmenced the invocation of the Fly-the-Light, the spell to draw forth the
horror fromthe ruby. And as the first of those weird syllables passed ny lips
the horned ones fell back, unbelievable terror twisting their already awful
features.

' Tetragammat on Thabaite Sabaoth Tethiktos -' As | chanted on, by the dimlight
of that thin-horned noon, the snarls of those creatures at bay turned to

pl eading mewl s and gi bbers as they began to grovel at the base of the Wall of
Naach-Tith. And eventually | spoke the last rune, and there cane a silence

whi ch was as that quiet that rules at the core of the noon.

Then, out of the silence, a |ow and distant runble was born, growi ng rapidly
in volume to a roar, to a blast of sound, to an ear-splitting shriek as of a
billion banshees - and fromthe heart of Dylath-Leen a cold w nd bl ew,

extinguishing in an instant the hellfires of the horned ones. And all the tiny
red points of light went out in a second, and there came a | oud, sharp crack
as of a great crystal disintegrating. And soon thereafter | heard the first of
t he screans.

| remenbered Atal's warning 'not to watch,' but found nyself unable to turn
away. | was rooted to the spot, and as the screans fromthe dark city rose in
unbearabl e intensity | could but stare into the darkness wth bul gi ng eyes,
straining to pick out some detail of what occurred there in the m dnight
streets. Then, as the grovelers at the wall broke and scattered, It cane!

It cane - rushing fromout the bowels of the terrified town - bringing with it
a wind that bow ed over the fleeing creatures beyond the invisible wall as

t hough they had no weight at all... and | saw it!

Blind and yet all-seeing - without |egs and yet running like flood water - the
poi sonous nouths in the bubbling mass - the Fly-the-Light beyond the wall.
Great God! The sight of the creature was mnd-blasting! And what it did to
those now pitiful things from Leng.

Thus it was.

Three times only have | visited the basalt-towered, nyriad-wharved city of

Dyl ath-Leen - and now | amglad that | have seen that city for the last tine.

PART THREE 1

Shadow Over Dreani and

"And it is still your intention to enter Dyl atb-Leen? Deliberately, despite
all | have told you?" Grant Enderby's voice showed bis incredulity. He stood

up to pace the floor of the roomwherein he and Henri-Laurent de Marigny had
so firmy cenmented their friendship through the hours of darkness. Enderby's
tale had taken until the wee hours in the telling, and since then the two nen
had tal ked of a variety of things. Their discourse had covered many subjects,
some of them centering upon de Marigny's quest, others touching upon the
general air of nmlaise, of a strange inpending doomthat seemed to hang h' ke a
dark shadow over nost of dreanl and.

"Yes,' de Marigny answered, '|I nust enter Dylath-Leen; ny friends are there
and they are in trouble.’
"But, Henri, if the El der Gods thensel ves are incapabl e of hel ping your

friends, then what can a nmere man do?'

"You ask ne that? And you, a "mere man," once built the Wall of Naach-Tith
about Dyl at h-Leen, destroying all of the horned traders in the city.'

"I was lucky,' the older man grunted. 'Wthout Atal's help | could have done



not hi ng."'

"But |, too, have been helped by Atal,' de Marigny pointed out. 'And | have ny
flying cloak."'

"Huh!"' Enderby grunted grudgingly. 'Still, you do not know what you go

agai nst, Henri.'

"Ch, but | do. You have told ne what | go against, Gant, for which | am
grateful. There is sonething further, however.'

T oh?'

'Yes. You expl ained how you built the Wall of Naach-Tith about Dyl ath-Leen
but you said nothing about its renoval. How can you be sure that things are
once nmore as they were - that Dyl ath-Leen again suffers the contagion of the
horned traders?

Ender by shrugged. 'There are reasons. Travel ers have strayed too close to the
city, never to be seen again; others have been | ucky enough to escape. It is
runored that two such men have stunbled away fromthe city in the last five
years, two out of dozens |ost forever. Then there is the vision you saw in
Kt hanid's crystal: the square in the center of Dyl ath-Leen, where once again
t he honed ones have set up a great ruby which doubtless pulses out its evil,
debilitating radiati ons even now .

"As to how the horned ones regai ned Dyl ath-Leen -how t hey chai ned the
Fly-the-Light from Yuggoth on the Rm prisoning it again within this new ruby
t hey have brought to the city fromacross the Southern Sea - of these things I
can only guess. And anyone's guess is as good as mne. Renmenber, Henri, that
there was a rune to build the Wall of Naach-Tith, and another to splinter the
great ruby and free the Fly-the-Light. Wiy not a third to renmove Naach-Tith's
barrier, and yet another to prison the horror from Yuggoth?

"It is after all a Fly-the-Light, which, during the hours of day, nust find a
dark sanctuary or perish beneath the sun's rays. If man - or nonster - knew
the correct runes, it would be an easy task to trap the vampire during the
hours of daylight.'

Wearily de Marigny stroked his forehead. 'Wichever way it is,' he answered,
"Il find out soon enough for nyself.' He stood up and stretched, and his
host i mredi ately apol ogi zed.

"I fear 1've kept you up talking too long, ny friend. Let ne show you to your

room now. You have cone a |long way and will probably need all the strength you
can

nmuster. When will you tackle Dyl at h-Leen?

Fol | owi ng Enderby upstairs to the tiny guestroom de Marigny answered. "I
intend it to be tonorrow night, and of course | will fly into the city. That
way the journey will be one of minutes, a half hour at nost. Wth |uck I
shoul d be in and out of Dyl ath-Leen before your horned traders even suspect
that | amthere. | won't need nuch nore equi prent than | have already: a rope
- a sharp knife, perhaps - alittle blacking for nmy face.'

"Ah, well, Henri, go to your bed now,' his host answered. 'We'll talk again

tormorrow, when you are fully rested. If only | were a young nman again, | -'
"No, no - you've done enough already, Grant, and | amextrenely grateful .’
"My boys, too,' Enderby nodded, ushering the man fromthe waking world into

t he guestroom 'If you were going afoot, | would find it difficult to di ssuade
them fromgoing with you. You will understand why I amglad you are flying to
Dyl at h- Leen.'

De Marigny nodded. 'OF course | understand, but in any case it's best | go it
al one. Goodnight, Gant.'

' Goodnight, ny friend. And may your dreams w thin dreans be pleasant ones.'
The foll owi ng evening, as twilight deepened and the first suggestions of stars
began to glow dimy in the sky over U thar, de Mrigny set out. People who saw
hi s shadow and the shape that cast it flitting high over the rooftops would
later talk of a great bat; or perhaps it was a night-gaunt - though

ni ght -gaunts were extrenely rare in these parts.



As the dreaner passed swiftly through the darkening sky he retraced in his

m nd's eye the conprehensive nmap of Dyl at h-Leen which Grant Enderby had drawn
for him It was of the utnost inportance that he renmenber all of the routes
fromthe square of the ruby dais to the outskirts

of the city, and fromthe outskirts to the desert. It would not be too
difficult to reach that square, where by now Titus Crow and Tiania mght well
be suffering the none too tender attentions of the squat horned ones. But it
could very well be a different story again to escape from

t he pl ace.

De Marigny had upon his person a stout rope with a noose, a sharp knife in a

| eat her sheath, and the precious vial given himby Atal. Nothing nore. He
hoped that nothing nore woul d be necessary, for he dared not wei gh hinself
down too nuch.

Qut in the desert he paused briefly to alight and tie his rope to a boul der

t hat rmust have wei ghed as heavy as two men. Wth the other end of the rope
fastened to the harness of his cloak, he attenpted an ascent into the night.
H's spirits dropped when, as he had feared, he found the cloak incapabl e of
lifting the additional weight. He found a second boul der only half so great as
the first and repeated the experinent, feeling a little of his confidence
returning as the cloak bore its burden slowy but surely up into dark skies.
The cl oak coul d manage two peopl e w thout being taxed beyond its capabilities,
but not three. That was nore or |ess as de Marigny had expected, but he had
hoped -

No, he checked hinsel f, hope was nothing w thout strength and determ nation
He untied the smaller boul der and wound the rope about his body once nore.
Then, slitting his eyes against a wind that blew high above the desert,
follow ng the winding course of a river of stars reflected in the night-dark
Skai, he once nore headed for Dyl at h-Leen

Fires surrounded the city, spaced out to forma horse-shoe pattern whose nouth
was the bay of Dyl ath-Leen, where the land net the currents of the Southern
Sea. Seeing these fires fromafar, de Marigny rose higher in the sky

until he could plainly make out the shape they forned. Then he flew up higher
still so that there could be no chance of his being observed as he soared
above the watchers who kept those fires burning.

There were other lights in the city, but they were not the healthy, welcom ng
lights of any normal town. There was no physical warmth in themfor all their
redness, and de Marigny knew that these crinmson gl ow-worns were only smaller
versions of the great malignhancy in the central square, the horror which even
now pul sed out its red rays, glowing like the evil eye of an alien Cycl ops.
And seeing fromon high that great unw nking glow, de Marigny believed he knew
now for sure the source of all the unease in dreanl and.

2 Rescue

To the three squat creatures whose task it was to guard the two dreani ng
humans spreadeagl ed upon the steps of the ruby dais, the night was a wel cone,
beautiful thing. Mdst of their fellows were asleep now, for there were no

| onger any of the normal inhabitants of dream and left in Dylath-Leen with
which to amuse thenselves. It had been thus for many a year, unless one cared
to count the occasional unwary wanderer who night stumble m stakenly upon

Dyl at h-Leen from out of the desert. This night, however, should prove a rare
diversion - in the shapes of these two very inportant intruders fromthe
waki ng world of rmen.

The grotesquely alien trio that formed the nightguard about the dais of the
ruby woul d have to be patient, though, waiting until they could be sure that
they woul d not be disturbed in their pleasures. Lots had been drawn for their
"duty' this night, and the trio had been the wi nners. The prize must surely be
enjoyed to the full, and it would be a pity if the cries of these two captives
shoul d attract jeal ous-nminded coll eagues to spoil their



amusenent s.

The mal e captive woul d provide hours of sport, though he nust not be too
severely damaged. Nyarl at hotep, em ssary of Great C hul hu hinself, was com ng
to dream and to speak with Titus Crow personally. It would not be neet if the
Crawl i ng Chaos should find the nan a babbling idiot before he could question
hi m - though doubtl ess he woul d be just such an idiot by the time the
interrogation was over! As for the female . . . Ah! But there was a

thought . . . They would have her one at a time, right there upon the dais
steps, where her nal e conpanion could see and hear all that occurred. And

| ater, before the norrow, they would have her again, perhaps all three at
once!

As ni ght deepened and the city grew quieter still, the three horned ones joked
of such things and ensured that their captives overheard them - never know ng
t hat upon a high, nearby rooftop a third party also heard them nor that the
unseen stranger grew livid with rage at their vil eness!

The figures of the two captives tied to the dais steps were pitiful in their
hel pl essness. Titus Crow, nornmally so proud and | eonine - with eyes that spoke
the secrets of strange ways wal ked unafraid, a nman whose deeds had rocked the
seats of the Great A d Ones thensel ves before taking himto the honme of the

El der Gods in Elysia - now lay like a man al ready dead, naked and ready for
the shroud. The ridges of the basalt steps bruised his back and cut into his
flesh; his head lolled drunkenly; the only spark gl owi ng behind his eyes was
one of horror and shame. Shane that he was hel pl ess now to protect the

i ncredi bly beautiful girl-goddess whose Iove for himhad led her to this

hi deous pl ace, this unthinkable fate.

The two gazed at each other, and for a nonent their |ove blazed through al
the msery. "Oh, Titus,' the wondrous girl's equally wondrous voice, weak now
and terrified, spoke to her Earthman. 'Is this really howit is all to end?
"Tiania,' Crow s own voice plunbed the depths of wetchedness and shane, "I
woul d not have -'

Hush, ny Titus,' she shook her head, 'for | would have it no other way. If we
are to suffer and die, then we suffer and die together. Do you think I would
even want to live w thout you?

Before Crow could answer, the rattling, rasping tones of one of the squat,
al i en guardsnen crackled harshly in the still air. 'Hah! The two | overs
converse! See how t hey gaze upon one another and rmunble their sweet nothings!'
The speaker turned to his conrades. 'What do you say, brothers? Is it not tine
we found ourselves a norsel of pleasure with these two?'

"Indeed,' one of the two he addressed grated inpatiently, '"if you two had
listened to me we'd have been at it an hour ago. | want the girl - and | want
her now' The great wide nmouth in the speaker's evil face wi dened even further
in a ghastly grin as he stared at the withing figure of Tiania upon the
basalt steps.

Hearing this horned one's words, Titus Crow struggled wetchedly, helplessly
wi th his bonds, gasping: 'By CGod, I'll -'

"You'll what, dreaner?" Wth his scimtar, the same horned one carel essly drew
a thinred line dowmn Crow s
rib cage.

"Hold!" cried the third of the aliens. He approached Tiania and reached out a
vile paw to snatch away the tattered square of silk which al one covered her
perfect breasts. 'W haven't yet decided who's to be first with the girl, have
we?' He took fromhis belt a pouch, and fromthis renmoved a ten-sided die.

' Hi ghest score takes her first, |owest |ast. Agreed?

H s two conpani ons nodded, at which he nipped his ganestone into the air. It
fell, bounced, and the three horned ones crowded about it where it lay. 'Ten!'
crowed the thrower, delighted with his |uck

The next guardsman threw only a four, at which he grunted a | ow curse. But the
third also threw a ten. To break the tie, the first thrower took up the die a



second tine, at which his opponent said:
| Throw it higher this time. | don't trust you and your die.'

"High as you like,' chortled the other, flinging the ganestone into the air.
It did not return to earth.

The three | ooked up into the night for alittle while, shading their eyes
against the lurid glow of the great ruby, then peered puzzledly at each other
and frowned uncertainly. And in this nmonent of indecision a noose snaked down
out of darkness and settled about the shoulders of the |ost gamestone's owner
The noose swiftly lifted and tightened about the guardsman's fat neck, draw ng
hi minexorably up fromthe ground. He di sappeared into the sky, choking and
gurgling and kicking wildly. Stunned, his conpani ons gaped at one another -
for a second or two only. Then, before they could make a nove, the now inert
body of their hanged conrade crashed down again froma great height, dashing
one of the two remaining horrors to the ground with a broken back

At that, the legs of the third menber of that |oathsome trio were gal vani zed
into frantic activity. It seened to the astounded, delighted, alnost

di sbelieving pair tied to the dais steps that the remaining alien tried to run
in at least three directions at one and the same tinme. But then, before the

| one survivor of the unknown vengeance fromthe night sky could even cry out,
as finally he made to bolt fromthe cobbl ed square, down swooped a great,

bl ack-faced bat-shape that struck himfromhis feet and was upon him knife
glinting redly, all in one fluid notion. A second later, it was all over. De
Marigny had acted with a nmurderous efficiency born of utter horror and

|l oathing. He felt not the slightest repugnance at the fact that he had so
ruthl essly destroyed these three abomi nations of darkest dream

Wt hout pause the avenging dreamer |leapt to the steps of the dais, where it
was the work of seconds to cut the captives loose. Al this time Titus Crow
had spoken not a word. His nmouth hung half open in amazenent and

his eyes were wide in disbelief. Finally, as de Marigny helped the two to
their feet, averting his eyes as best he could from Ti ani a's nakedness, Crow
blurted: 'Henri! De Marigny! It's you under that bl acki ng! But how? You, here
in dreanl and? God! But |'ve never been nore -'

"Later, Titus,' de Marigny cut himoff. 'Heaven knows we've little enough tine

right now 1'll take Tiania first -the cloak can't manage three - but 1'll be
back for you i medi ately. Better grab yourself one of those scimitars in case
nore of these beasts come on the scene. I'll be as quick as | can.' Wth that

he turned to Tiania, who in turn | ooked to Crow for guidance.

"Trust de Marigny, Tiania,' the bruised and bl oodied man told her. "He is the
greatest friend a man ever had.' He gave the girl into his friend' s care, and
the latter, nore than ever aware of Tiania' s nakedness and unearthly beauty,
wr apped her quickly in a wing of his cloak. Wthout further pause he took firm
hol d of her and flew up into darkness. They sped quickly to a tall unlighted
tower about a mle fromthe dais of the ruby, and there de Marigny quietly
deposited Tiani a behind the bal cony of the flat roof. Before he could fly off
agai n she caught him by the arm

"Titus has told me rmuch of you, Henri-Laurent de Marigny,' she whispered. 'l
under stand now why he left nme alone in Elysia to return to your green Earth.
Friends such as you are singularly rare. He | oves you as a brother, and from
this tine on so do I.'

She | eaned forward and ki ssed de Marigny lightly upon his nouth. A nonent
|ater, as he soared off again into the night, his heart also soared within
him And de Marigny knew that cone what may he had al ready been rewarded fully
for whatever risks he was taking here in Earth's dreamn and.

A minute or so later de Marigny picked up Titus Crow

fromthe square of the ruby dais, and then it became obvious to himjust how
much the latter's ordeals had taken out of him scimtar grasped in one hand,
Crow was barely capabl e of hanging on as they flew up into the night. De



Marigny asked his strangely fatigued friend how | ong he and Ti ani a had

| angui shed upon the steps of the dais.

' Since noon, Henri, but we were weak enough before ever we got to Dyl at h-Leen
They brought us to the city in one of their vile black galleys, and never a
bite to eat in three days. | was drugged and only hal f-conscious all of that
time, but even wi de awake | could never have eaten the unnaneabl e slop they
of fered us! And don't forget that we've been tied beneath that nonstrous
abnormality in the square for nigh on el even hours. That al one has robbed ne
of nore energy than the three days spent in that galley roUed into one.
"Tiania is amazing. There's nore of the Elder Gods in her than you'd ever
guess - even taking into account her unearthly beauty - and | fancy that's
what saved her frombeing greatly affected by proxinmty to the great ruby. As
for me, all | need is a bite of plain, decent food, a little rest, and I'l
soon be nmy normal self again. Or ny abnornal self, if you will. | don't
suppose you brought a bottle of brandy with you, Henri? By CGod, that would
cheer me up no end!'

In spite of all his worries, de Marigny had to grin. This was typical of the
Titus Crow he knew, a far cry fromthe forlorn and desperate figure so
recently tied fast to the steps of the ruby dais. Indeed, Crow had not been
understating that vast jewel's debilitating influence, and as the distance
between the flyers and the ruby increased, so sonething of Crow s forner
strength and zest began to return. De Marigny knew that when that strength had
returned fully, then indeed would Titus Crow be a force to reckon with, and it
woul d certainly be a dark hour

for the evil influences at present operating in Earth's
dr eam and.

And de Marigny understood what his friend had neant

by referring to hinself as being 'abnormal.' During his

adventures in space and tine, on bis way to Elysia, Crow

had crashed the tinme-clock into an alien world. Rescued

fromoblivion by a robot doctor, T3RE, Crow had been

rebuilt fromthe pulp of his human body by a science

beyond anyt hi ng even guessed at by the doctors and

scientists of his mother world. He was i mensely strong

and fast; he could stay underwater w thout mechanica

aids for indefinite periods; his skin was inpervious to al

but the nobst corrosive atnospheres; and, perhaps nopst

amazing of all, he had been built in the inage of hinself

as he had been twenty to twenty-five years earlier! Even

Crow s m nd had been altered! He had found hinself able

to do conpletely inexplicable and unbelievable things with

the tine-clock, using it in ways never conceived of by its

original builders, the El der Gods thensel ves.

De Marigny banished all such thoughts and nmenories fromhis mnd as he caused
the cloak to drop them down to the roof of the tower. Wth a little cry of
relief Tiania threw herself into Cow s arns. He stroked her for a nonent,
then turned to their rescuer

"Well, Henri, what do you have in nmind now? W're not out of the fire yet, ny
friend.’

"I know that, but -' de Marigny began, then paused and put a finger to his
lips as suddenly sounds of activity began to drift up fromthe nighted city.
Bel ow, some di stance away, freshly lighted torches flared redly. The man in
the flying cloak turned a wi de-eyed | ook to his conpanions. 'That sounds |ike
trouble. It Iooks like they' ve discovered your escape!’

N ght - Gaunt

"They'll soon alert the whole city,' de Marigny continued in haste as he tried
to rearrange his plans. 'Titus, how many of themare there in Dyl ath-Leen?

"A thousand, possibly nore,' Crow answered. 'W saw a regular fleet of their



bl ack galleys in the harbor."'

"Then we've no tinme to lose. Sane as last tine, I'll take Tiania first and see
if I can get her to a safe place beyond the watchfires at the perineter of the
city. Then I'Il be back for you. Lie low, Titus, until | get back.'

Crow cl apped his friend on the back and wi shed himluck, then squatted down
behind the tower's parapet wall. A second |ater de Marigny was once again
airborne, with Tiania wapped in a wing of his cloak. As they flew on high

| ooki ng down at the squares and rooftops of nighted Dyl at h-Leen, they could
see that indeed the honed horrors from Leng were beginning to throng the
city's streets.

Wth the fingers of his free hand upon the studs that controlled the cloak's
antigravitic forces, and his other armwapped firmy around Tiania's tiny

wai st, de Marigny coaxed the clock up higher still into the night air. The
girl clung tightly to him but though the swift flowing air was chill, their
hei ght above the ground fearful, and the tension increasing with each passing
nonment, not once did she trenble.

He believed she nust be thinking about Titus Crow, |eft behind now atop the
tower in the mddle of an unquiet city, and to divert her mind fromany norbid
train of thought, he said: 'You're a brave girl, Tiania.'

She imredi ately turned her head toward himand smiled through the rush of dark
air, and de Marigny believed he could see the worry and fear swiftly fading
fromher lovely, alnmost lumnous face. 'I'mnot really brave,' she said. 'In
the care of two such as you and Titus, what can there be to fear?

It was de Marigny's turn to smile; but a second |ater he frowned, asking: 'Wy
in the name of all that's wonderful didn't you two bring flying cloaks with
you to dream and? | should have thought that -'

"But we did bring cloaks,' she cut himoff, 'and would have brought a

ti me-clock, too, except that it would give the gane away. Qur cl oaks were
taken fromus by those honed beasts when they trapped us. The fools, they
threw themaway with the rest of our clothes!' They didn't know what they
were?' 'No. Creatures such as they are could never dream of flying. Their very
soul s are earthbound."'

" And how were you trapped in the first place? de

Mari gny asked, noting that the watchfires were slowy

falling away to the rear. He stared ahead into darkness,

hoping to find a good place to alight.

That is a long story, but I will try to be brief

"When first we came here there were many things we

shoul d have done. W ought first to have visited Atal the

W se, and perhaps Kuranes of QOoth-Nargai beyond the

Tanarian Hlls. But there seemed so nany wonders to see

- alnpst as many as one might find in Elysia - and it was

the first time | had ever been in an alien world, even a

dreamworld. Also, | wanted Titus for nyself for a little

while. And so | persuaded himto spend just a day or two

in idl e wandering fromtown to town, spending the nights

at tiny inns and taverns. To ne it was just a gane, you

see. | did not know .

"Anyway, Titus agreed to ny silly ideas, saying it would be a good way to
acclimatize ourselves, to get the feel of

dream and. We used our cl oaks very discreetly, usually traveling in the hours
i medi ately before dawn. Thus, distance was no probl em

' Those first two days were wonderful; then in Ath -'"Ath is an unpl easant
little place bordering on Istharta. Neither Titus nor | liked it rmuch and we
did not stay there long. But while we were there Titus was given a lead to
follow It was a false lead, but we did not know that then. W were told by a
man of dreamiand - a traitor, in |league with the dark forces of nightmare, a
dupe of powers unnatural in dream who nmust have sonehow known who we were and



why we were here - that we should go to the Isle of Oiab, across the Southern
Sea. He told us to go to Bahama, the great seaport, where we would find a

bl ack gall ey whose captain would be able to tell us all we needed to know of
the troubl es besetting dream and, perhaps even how to deal with those

troubl es.

"W went to Bahama, arriving late in the evening when the wharves were all in
dar kness. The captain of the black galley, a squat little nman who kept hi nsel f
in the shadows, told us to go to a certain tavern, that he would nmeet us there
upon the nmorrow. The tavern was a wharfside place, none too clean and sonehow
depressing, where furtive figures seenmed to hide in dark comers. But our '
roomwas the best in the house, and the food and wi ne seened excellent.

The food, the wine too - they were drugged! W woke up captives of the black

galley, and ... but the rest you know.'

De Marigny nodded. 'Well, it's all over now. And | ook there!' he pointed
sharply down into the darkness. 'That's it, that white rock there. It's not
too high or steep for you to clinmb dowmn fromshould . . . should anything

happen. And it's a landmark | can't mss when | return with Titus. Down we go,
Tiani a.'

He caused the cloak to drop themgently down to a wi de | edge hal fway up the
peak that jutted stark and white from

the desert's sands. There he deposited Tiania, telling her that it would not
be | ong before he brought Titus to her, and then that they would all three be
in Uthar in time for breakfast. It was not to be so, but de Mrigny could not
know t hat .

To Titus Crow, waiting behind the parapet wall of the tower only a nmle from
t he unqui et center of Dylath-Leen, it seened an inordinately long tine indeed
bef ore de Marigny cane silently wi nging down once nore out of the night to
alight beside himlike some great bat. 'Henri,' Crow whispered, 'is all well?
The | ow hush of his voice was not unwarranted. The streets bel ow were alive
with torch-bearing search parties, so that Dyl ath-Leen was a maze of redly
flickering flanes and | eapi ng shadows - and now fromall directions could be
heard the hi deous, ululant alert-cries of the horned ones from nighted Leng.

I ndeed the sound of hurrying footsteps even echoed up to themfromthe street
directly beneath their tall refuge.

"So far so good,' de Marigny breathlessly answered. 'Tiania is safe for the

monent. | think we're just about in the clear, Titus. This flying cl oak of
yours must take all the credit, though. Wthout it |I could have done nothing."'
'The cloak is yours now, Henri - you've earned it. Here, tuck this sword into

your belt. Now, just let ne get a firm

grip. Right, up we go!'

More slowy this tine, feeling the burden of Titus Crow s greater weight, the
flying cloak lifted the two friends into the night air over Dyl ath-Leen, and
both nen were greatly relieved when the flickering torchfires had di med and
fallen away bel ow and behind them It was not |ong then before other fires
sprang up in red relief to their front, and soon after that they were flying
hi gh above the watchfires at the rimof the city.

"Amle, perhaps two nmiles nore,' said de Marigny.

"There's a jagged fang of white rock sticking up out of the desert. That's

where | left Tiania. W'll be there in another mnute or so.'

"And what then, Henri - a series of short hops to Uthar?

"Something like that, | think, yes.'

'Good. And as soon as we've rested up a little and found safe | odging for
Tiania, then we're off to Ilek-Vad. | want to know just exactly what's goi ng

on there. Yes, and you nmight even find tine to tell ne what the devil you're
doing here in Earth's dreanl and, when by all rights you should be well on your
way to Elysia.'

"I amon ny way to Elysia, Titus. This is the only way |I'mever likely to get
there. Kthanid asked nme to cone, telling ne that you and Tiania were in



trouble. 1'lIl tell you the whole story later. As for |lek-Vad: yes, |, too,
woul d I'ike to know what's going on there. After all, that's where ny father

is. | don't remenber a great deal about him but -'
"There's your white rock dead ahead!' Crow suddenly cried, cutting his friend
of f short. He pointed eagerly. 'And there's Tiania, | can see her waving. OCh,

wel | done, Henri. You're not an inch off coursel!l’

Controlling the cloak's descent, de Marigny brought themdrifting down toward
the | edge where the girl-goddess waited. She waved agai n, reaching out her
arms to them as they approached out of the darkness.

It was only then - as the two nen felt a rushing blast of air, a buffeting
gust much stronger and quite different fromany normal draught they m ght
expect to neet during their steady flight above the desert - that they
realized something was greatly ami ss. The freakish, turbul ent eddy tossed them
to one side, so that they crashed shoul ders-on into the sheer wall of the rock
at a point some thirty feet to one side of Tiania. Here the drop was sheer to
the desert's floor, and de Marigny had to mani pul ate the cl oak's studs

to draw back fromthe white rock's jagged face. As he did so he heard Crow s
sharp intake of breath, and following his friend' s horrified gaze he saw and
recogni zed a huge gray shape that passed noiselessly by, circling the rocky
spire on nenbrane W ngs.

"Night-gaunt!' cried de Marigny, fighting to regain control of the cloak as it
was caught again in the wash of the creature's wings. 'A great gray gaunt!'’
"Put me down on that |edge, quick!' Crow shouted. 'That damm thing nmust be
after Tianial Look - here it comes again!'

For the third tine they felt the turbul ence of the huge night-gaunt's w ngs as
they flapped in |l eathery sentience, suspending their rubbery owner directly
over the girl who now crouched terrified on the | edge of the white rock. Now
they were able to get a reasonably clear view of the thing, better by far than
de Marigny's previous | ook at such creatures received through Kthanid' s

t el epat hi c know edge-i mparti ng.

The horror, while being twice as big as any of its |oathsome species viewd
bef ore, was neverthel ess endowed with the same noxiously thin outline as

| esser gaunts and wore precisely the same aspect. Horns sprouted fromits
facel ess head; it was barb-tailed and bat-w nged; its skin | ooked rubbery,
cold, and danp - and, possibly worst of all, it was utterly silent.

Then de Marigny was rushed abruptly aloft as Crow let go his hold on the
cloak's harness to leap to the | edge close to Tiania. Yet again struggling to
bring the cloak under his control, de Marigny all but nissed what followed
next. As it was he heard Crow s cry of rage and horror . . . and he saw the
gray shape of that giant anpbng night-gaunts as it lifted skyward on silently
beati ng pinions, bearing aloft the wiggling, shrieking, slender form of

Ti ani a grasped in prehensile paws!

Atal's Elixir

On the wide | edge of the white rock's peak high above the desert, Titus Crow
raged silently in the night and shook his scimtar at the dimnishing gray
shape that flapped away agai nst a background of strange constellations. By the
time de Marigny had | anded beside him however, the naked gi ant had recovered
his equilibriumsufficiently to cry out in a half-choked voice: 'Quickly, man,
out of the cloak! Hurry, Henri, | nust get after that nonster!’

Seeing instantly how usel ess and time-consunming it wuld be to argue - aware
that the cl oak was designed to operate at maxi num efficiency with only one
passenger and that it was Titus Crow s prerogative to pursue the huge

ni ght -gaunt and rescue Tiania, if such was at all possible - de Marigny

i medi ately unfastened the cloak's harness and helped Ctowinto it. Then

wi t hout anot her word spoken, Crow grabbed his friend around the waist with one
arm his other hand flying to the collar studs that controlled the cl oak.

Anot her noment saw de Marigny deposited none too gently on the desert's sandy
fl oor.



Ri sing again into the night, Crow called: 'Can you find your way back to

U thar, Henri?

"I know the way,' de Marigny shouted back. 'Five mles or so fromhere |I pick
up the Skai and sinply follow the river. No need to worry about ne, Titus.

"Il see you in Uthar . . . both of you! Good | uck!'
"Thanks. | fancy I'Il need all the luck | can get,' Crow s answer canme back
fromthe heights. 'Take care, Henri.' For a nonent or two he was a vague

bat shape agai nst the blue crystal stars, then he was gone.

Hal f an hour and a little nore than two nmiles later, as he strode out over the
desert dunes in the direction of Uthar, led on by the sweet scent of

ni ght - bl oom ng fl owers on the banks of the Skai, de Marigny glanced for the
tenth time apprehensively over his shoulder. It was his inagination, of

course, but for the last twenty mnutes or so, since shortly after he set out
fromthe foot of the white rock pinnacle, he had had the feeling that he was
being foll owed. Yet each tine he | ooked back there was nothing to be seen

only the | ow dunes and occasionally the rock jutting starkly against the

ni ght - dark sky.

Cinmbing to the top of a high dune, he gl anced back yet again and this tine
spied in the distance the darkly | ooning basalt towers of Dyl ath-Leen. No
healthy lights showed in the city, only a dull glow fromthe watchfires at its
rim It shocked de Marigny to be rem nded how cl ose he still was to that

ni ght mare-cursed city, and he determ ned there and then to increase his

di stance fromit as rapidly as humanly possible. It did not seemlikely that

t he horned ones could be on his trail already, and yet -He shuddered and felt
the short hairs rise at the back of bis neck, a reaction not al one engendered
of the desert's chill, and turned once nore toward friendly U thar; but even
as he turned he saw a nmovenent in the corner of his eye. Something had slipped
silently fromshadow to shadow | ess than a hundred yards to his rear. Now he
renenber ed sonet hing Grant Enderby had told him-about how expert the horned
ones were at tracking their prey - and he shuddered agai n.

Quickly de Marigny slid down the side of the dune and | ooked about for a
vantage point. He ran for a boulder that lay half-buried in the sand and hid
behind it. As he went to his knees in the shadows he heard a distant but
distinct wail rising in the night air. The cry reached its hi ghest note,
quavered inquiringly, then died into eerie

silence. It was al nost i mediately answered by a second call, froma point de
Marigny judged to be just beyond the tall dune; and while these were not the
ululant alert cries with which he was now familiar, neverthel ess the dreaner
knew t hat they were given voice by those sane horned horrors from Leng!

Now de Marigny shot frantic glances to left and right, his eyes searching the
desert's starlit gloomfor areas of deeper shadow that m ght hide his onward
flight toward the river. And as he did so there came to his ears nany nore of
the inquiring cries - except that now certain of the creatures who uttered

t hose hi deous bayi ngs obviously flanked him |ndeed, one of those cries had
seenmed to conme from sonewhere behind where he crouched, fromthe direction of
the Skai itself. And this cry had been different in that it had seemed sonehow
- triumphant?

So intent was he upon gaugi ng the exact directions whence these latter sounds
had i ssued that he alnost failed to hear the soft footfalls in the sand. Too
|ate, he did hear them and he turned with a single gasp of horror intine to
see only the jeweled hilt of a scimtar in the instant before it struck him
bet ween the eyes .

When de Marigny regai ned consci ousness he believed for a nonment that he had
somehow returned through the barriers of dreamto the waking world. But not
so. Though the sun stood at its zenith and hurt his eyes behind his fluttering
eyelids, the dreamer knew that indeed he was still a prisoner of dreanl and;
nore than ever a prisoner, for the buildings and towers that | ooned bl ackly
upwards before him and the steps that sent knives of pain lancing into his



spi ne where he was tied to themwere a basalt quarried in dream and. This
could only be Dyl ath-Leen; and sure enough, if he tilted his head right back
at an angle he could see - the great ruby! 'Ah, our friend fromthe waki ng
world of nen has finally

returned to us - with a very sick head, no doubt!' The squat speaker | eaned
carelessly on the hilt of his scimtar, its point digging into the rough grain
of the steps and its blade curving unconfortably close to de Marigny's rib
cage. The coarse black silk of the horned one's baggy breeches was stai ned and
grimed, the red sash at his waist festooned with knives. He wore huge rubies
inthe rings on his fat fingers and an evil grin upon his face, in which
veiled, slightly slanted eyes regarded de Marigny

al nost hungrily.

And suddenly the dreamer was aware of his pain. His skin felt conpletely
dehydr at ed, baked dry under the noon sun; his back, which through | ong hours
of unconsci ousness had | ain across the sharp coners of three of the dais
steps, felt as though it mght break in pieces at any nmonment; his head ached
abomi nably and felt grotesquely swollen. Naked, bis entire body was bruised
frombeing brutally dragged across mles of desert sands; bis lips, tongue,
and throat were parched, and | eather thongs cut into his wists and ankl es
where they were tied.

'Dreamer, we are going to kill you!' This tine the speaker enphasized his
words by idly kicking de Marigny's bruised ribs. De Marigny barely held back
the cry of agony that sprang to his lips, managing at the same tine to lift
hi s head up high enough to see that he was ringed by perhaps twenty of the
horned ones. Their |eader, the speaker, wore no shoes, and de Marigny knew
that the extrene pain he had felt when his tender ribs were kicked was due to
the fact that his torturer had hooves instead of feet.

"W are going to kill you,' that nonstrous being said again, 'but it is
entirely up to you how we do it. You can die slowy, very slowy, losing first
your hands, then your feet, and your so-called nmanhood. Then your ears, your
eyes, your tongue at the very end. It would take at |east a day, perhaps two.
O you could die the hard way!'

He paused to let that last sink in, then continued: 'On the other hand, we
could be nerciful.’

"l doubt,' de Marigny groaned, 'if your sort know the meaning of nercy.'’

" Ah, but we do! For instance, it would be nerciful to lop off your head with a
single stroke - but before you are granted that boon, there are several things
| want to know.'

The horned one waited expectantly but de Marigny nade no answer.

"I'f I have your eyes propped open with slivers of wood, and your head tied
back, you would very quickly, very painfully go blind. The sun is singularly
unkind to those who stare so at her. But before that beconmes necessary-'

' You want to know sonet hing.'

"Correct! You have been listening to ne. That is good. There are severa

things I wish to know, yes. One: how did you cone into Dyl ath-Leen so
secretively, and nanage to kill three of our colleagues so efficiently before
they could even raise the alarn? Two: how were you able to snuggl e your
friends so cleverly, so swiftly away, when you yourself were |ater caught?
Three: where are your friends now, for we must bring them back here in order
that they may keep an inportant appointnment. And finally, four: what is in
this vial, which was all you carried other than your knife and a | ength of
rope?'

The elixir! De Marigny gasped involuntarily as his questioner nentioned Atal's
elixir. He had forgotten about the vial until now The horned one heard the
dreaner's gasp and was quick to note how his eyes had wi dened fractionally,
however nmonentarily. 'Eh?' he grunted. 'Sonething |I said? About this strange
little bottle of liquid, perhaps? He held the vial out, between thunb and
forefinger, where de Marigny could see it.



"A man, with no food, no water, com ng out of nowhere

with nothing but a knife, a rope, and this - and yet you sonehow succeeded in
rescui ng your two friends. Amazing! And such a little thing, this vial, to
sustain the three of you across the desert to U thar. What does

it contain?

De Marigny's brain whirled as he sought an advantageous way to answer the
horned one's question. '"A ... a poison,' he finally offered. "It contains a
deadly poison.' His questioner lifted his scinmtar, allowing its point to
scrape slowmy up the line of de Marigny's ribs, and peered intently at its
shiny bl ade. For a |long monment he was silent, then: 'Ch, no, no, no, ny
friend." H's voice was | ow now, oily, deadly; his eyes glittered dangerously.
"That will never do. Alittle vial of poison - no nore than a dozen or so
drops - to nmurder an entire city?

De Marigny withed both physically and nmentally, like a great intelligent noth
pi nned to some entonol ogist's card. He had hoped that his interrogator would
make himdrink his own 'poison' - which by now shoul d have properly fernmented
- but the ruse had not worked. Then, like a flash of lightning illum nating
the dark clouds of the dreaner's nmind, there cane a scene renenbered fromhis
yout h. From a book, perhaps, or a cartoon viewed in sone novi ehouse of
childhood. It was the picture of a rabbit: Br'er Rabbit! And suddenly de
Marigny believed that there might after all be a way out. He could but try.
"If I tell you what is in the vial - if | reveal the secret of the nmagica
potion it contains - will you swear to set

nme free unharnmed?

The horned one pretended to give de Marigny's proposal sone consideration
fooling the dreamer not at all, then grated: 'Agreed. After all, it is not you
we want but the two you stole fromus. If what you have to tell us has sone
bearing on their present whereabouts, then we will

set you free.' Nowit was de Marigny's turn to feign deliberation

Finally he said, "It is an elixir to increase one's strength tenfold. One sip
of the potion - one drop - and a man may |l eap the tall est dune at one bound,
stride over the desert to Uthar in the space of a single hour, fight like ten
men to overcone trenendous odds, aye, and never once feel the effort.’

The horned one folded the vial carefully in his fat fist and stared at de
Marigny intently. 'Is this true?

' How el se do you suppose | came out of the night, w thout provisions,
defeating your three guardsmen |ike so many children to be tossed aside? How
el se do you explain the utter absence of the two |I rescued, gone now |like the
wi nd over the desert? Doubtless they are even now in Uthar, at the Tenple of
the El der Ones, where Atal-'

"Atair hissed his interrogator. 'Wat do you know

of Atal ?

"Way, it was Atal gave ne the elixir, to speed ne on ny quest!’

A murmuring swelled in the crowd of horned ones standi ng about, mutterings of
hatred, of awe and amazenent - of greed for the magic elixir, if elixir it
was. Now de Marigny's questioner opened his fist once nore to stare lustfully
at the tiny bottle it contai ned. Then his expression grew very sly.

"No, | do not believe you. | think that after all it is perhaps a poison, and
that you would trick me into tasting it. If so, then -' He quickly unstoppered
the vial and thrust it toward de Marigny's face. The dreaner, expecting that
this mght happen, lifted up his head and opened his nmouth wi de, straining his
neck to reach the tiny bottle.

| mredi ately the horned one snatched back his arm He grinned evilly. 'So your
story is true! It... rmust be." H's grin was quickly replaced by a | ook of
strange anticipation. He licked his wide lips and his hand actually trenbl ed
as once nmore he studied the vial with wi de eyes.

"Let me try it, Garl,' came a guttural rasp from one who stood behind the



| eader. 'No, ne,' another voice demanded. 'Hold!' Garl held up his hand.

"There is still one question unanswered.' He turned his gaze once nore to de
Marigny's face. 'If indeed you tell the truth, how was it we caught you so
easily? Wiy did you not escape, |like your friends, by |eaping away over the
dunes and speeding to U thar?

"Sinple.' De Marigny attenpted a shrug as best he could. 'I neglected to heed
Atal's warning.' 'Wich was?'

"Too much of the elixir affects a man |like too nuch wi ne, slow ng himdown and
dulling his senses for a while. After freeing the other two dreamers, thinking
to make nyself stronger and faster still, | took a second sip of the elixir.
Before | knewit -'

"W caught you. Hwmm | believe you, yes. And | also believe that with the aid
of your elixir we might even recapture the ones you freed. But first the
elixir's powers must be tested.’

"I"lIl test it, Garl,' came a concerted babble of cries fromthe crowding
horned ones. ' Me!"’

"No, let ne be the one, Garl!' De Marigny's inquisitor turned on his

col l eagues. "What? You'd all like to be stronger than Garl, would you?' He

| aughed and shook a fat finger at them 'None of that, nmy lads. The elixir is
far too precious to waste on fools and hot heads. Later, perhaps, |'ll handpick
a raiding party -and tonight we'll |ook for certain absent friends in

U thar-but right now !l nyself will test the illustrious Atal's elixir! Stand

back, all of you!'

Though the sun bl azed hi gh overhead, it was not the heat of that golden orb
t hat brought fresh streanms of sweat to de Marigny's brow but the sl ow and
deliberate way in

which Garl of Leng lifted one hand up to his alien face -that and the way his
other hand lifted high his scimtar.

"If you have lied to nme, dreanmer, then at |east you'll have earned yourself a
qui ck death. That is the only bonus such lies will bring you, however. And now
-' He barely touched his lips to the rimof the tilted vial

First a | ook of puzzl enent changed the horned one's features, then a frown. 'A
not unpl easant taste,' he began, 'though sonmewhat -' Then he reel ed drunkenly
backward down the dais steps, his scimtar falling with a clatter froma
suddenly spastic hand that clawed its way to his throat. He swayed at the foot
of the dais for a second only, bulging eyes fixed upon the vial still clenched
i n one shaki ng hand.

Then his outline wavered; he seemed to puff outwards as his flesh becane a
mst; finally his clothes fell in a silken rain to the cobbles of the square.
The vial fell too, cushioned by the coarse silks. Hanging in the air, all that
remai ned of Garl was a rapidly dimnishing echo, a thin squeal of outrage and
horror!

Then de Marigny's hoarse | aughter broke the stunned silence. Hearing the
derision in the dreaner's voice, the awed crowd of horned ones was gal vani zed
into activity. As one of them stooped to snatch up the fallen vial and others
fought over the remaining silks, the rest ringed de Marigny on the steps.
Scimtars whispered from scabbards and flashed in the sun, and for a nonent

t he dreamer thought that he was done for. Then -

'"Hold, lads!' shouted the one who had snatched up the vial. 'I, Barzt, now
lead you - and | claimthe right to avenge Garl nyself. But first there is
something | nmust know.' He tickled de Marigny's throat with the point of his
scimtar. 'You, man fromthe waking world, dreamer. \Were have you sent Garl

wi th your dark magic?'

"He's gone to a hell worse than anything even you coul d i magi ne,' de Marigny
chuckl ed. 'Wrse by far than any

torture you could apply to me. You see, the "elixir" was a poison after all
the key to a gate which opens to the bl ackest hells. Even now Garl screams in
eternal agony, where he will curse me in his tornment forever; but | am safe



fromhimhere in dream and. Kill ne now, if you will, for I amsatisfied that
Garl has paid for the deaths of my two friends fromthe waki ng world. They,
too, drank of the poison rather than suffer the indignities of your vile paws.
Kill me - kill me now' He offered up his throat.

‘anly -

De Marigny paused, as if biting his tongue, feigning sudden horror. Then, to

t he crowdi ng horned ones, it seemed as if he attenpted to cringe into hinself
upon the dais steps. 'No!' he forced a strangled cry from parched lips. 'No,
not... not that!’

'"Wha -?' began the frowning Barzt. Then he noticed how de Marigny's terrified
eyes had fastened upon the vial he held so gingerly away fromhis vile body.
And Barzt's eyes lit at once with a fiendish delight.

"So!' he cried. "Garl will curse you in his tornent forever, will he? Wl
then, go to this hell you speak so eloquently of, dreaner, where you, too, may
suffer its eternal tornents - and Garl's tender nercies!' So saying, standing
on the dreaner's hair to hold his head still, he stooped and touched the vial
to de Marigny's |ips.

But no sooner was the oddly shaped bottle at his Ilips than he licked its npi st
rimwith a darting tongue. Barzt sensed that he had been fooled, but it was
too late. In the space of another second or so de Marigny seened to fill out
like a linmp balloon suddenly inflated with air, and even as his form wavered
and di sappeared the horned ones noted the | ook of glad triunmph that lit in his
eyes.

And in the wake of his vanishing they heard the echoes of joyous |aughter.

PART FOUR

Beyond t he Peaks of Throk

Subdui ng his raging fury as best he could, yet totally incapable of curbing
the sick feeling of horror that lay thick in his stomach like bile - horror
for Tiania in the clutches of that flying beast-thing that soared sonewhere
ahead in the darkness over the desert - Titus Crow | eaned into the wind and
rode his cloak like a great bat through the night. He foll owed the occasiona
shriek from Tiania, dread draining himevery time he heard her cry out, unti
at last he realized that she was deliberately screanming, creating a trail by
means of which he could follow the flightpath of the great night-gaunt.

And it dawned on himtoo that, plucky girl though she was, she m ght save sone
of her breath for later - when perhaps they m ght both have nore need of
scream ng. Indeed, the flight of the night-gaunt seened arrow straight, and
Crow s instinct told himwhere the beast was headed. Then, as its outline
monentarily obliterated a great whorl of stars hanging low in the sky ahead,
he caught a glinpse of the thing and knew he had been correct. Unlike its
cousins, the conmon gaunts, by virtue of its gigantic size, nevertheless this
facel ess terror of the night made for a region of dream and where Titus Crow
knew that the | esser gaunts proliferated. He put on a burst of speed to
shorten, if possible, the nonster's |ead.

Qut over the Southern Sea sped the great gaunt, and far bel ow Tiania could see
all the stars of the night sky reflected in black nmirror waters. Normally she
woul d have found such a sight beautiful indeed, but now, dangling fromthe
rubbery paws of this clamry creature as it

soared silently through the upper air of dream and, she shuddered and cried
out yet again. She knew that Titus Crow nmust be sonewhere behind the great

ni ght - gaunt, knew too that her cries nust eventually guide himto her; for
whil e the gaunt could not fly on forever, Crow s cloak was utterly tireless.
Behi nd her now, Tiania could make out the dimlights of small towns spread

al ong the coast of the Southern Sea, and briefly fromfar bel ow there cane
drifting the song of a lone fisherman at the hel mof his night-becal ned
vessel . Doubtless he was singing to ward off the dark spirits of the night
waters, which I egend had it wal ked on the gl assy surface of the deep when the
ni ghts were calm



Then, far to the east, Tiania saw the first thin gray line of |light curving on
the distant horizon. True dawn was still hours away, but the promi se of a new
day was al ready aborni ng. She wondered what the new day would bring, and she

t hought with |longing of faerie Elysia, many di nensions away in space and tine.
Love of Elysia was strong in Tiania, but |ove of Titus Crow was stronger
Though she was no | onger afraid, she cried out yet again in the darkness,
prayi ng that her voice would ride back to her Earthman on the night wi nd. He
woul d not answer, dared not alert the nobnstrous creature that carried her high
above the Southern Sea of his presence, but as certain to Tiania as the
beati ng of her own pure heart was the know edge that he was there.

Thus the hours sped by, until chilled and weary, utterly depleted by her
adventures, the girl-goddess fell asleep in the grip of the great gaunt. And
perhaps fate smiled at Tiania in her innocence, for a warmw nd fromfar
exotic lands found her there where she |ay between the night-gaunt's clanmy
paws, lulling her into dreanms within dreans which were not at all nightmarish.
Titus Crow, too, saw the thin gray light on the horizon

and he urged still nore speed fromhis cloak and streamined hinself to cleave
the air nmore cleanly. He believed that with the dawn the huge night-gaunt
would find a cave or crevice in which to sleep and while away the hours of
daylight, like |ess fabul ous nocturnal beasts of the waking world. And he
wanted to be in view of the creature when it went to ground.

For sonme tine now he had listened intently for Tiania's cries com ng back to
himon the wind, but in vain, and while he was fairly certain of the direction
i n which the great gaunt headed, nevertheless he would dearly | ove to hear the
girl's golden voice confirm ng his guess. Then, as dawn turned the horizon
into a gray mst, he spied the vapor-weathed Isle of Oiab ahead, and agai nst
the pal e of dawn a nightmare shape that fell down and down toward far Ngranek
Crow s spirits imedi ately revived. He had been right, then. The great gaunt's
destinati on was i ndeed Ngranek, haunt of all the |l esser gaunts of night. Now
he flew nore carefully, keeping his presence secret, for he was closer to the
nmonster than he had dared hope. Down toward Ngranek's peak spiral ed the gaunt,
with Titus Crow behind it, down toward the nouths of certain caves that opened
to the cavernously honeyconbed interior of that nountain.

Now Crow coul d see the strange face cut in vast outlines on that side of the
peak forever hidden to Oriab's peoples, the face carved nore in the |ikeness
of a strange god than a man. And | ooki ng down from on high he saw far beneath
those carven features the sterile | ava abysses which marked the wath of the
Great Gods of Eld ... even here in Earth's dreanl and! Now, seeing for hinself
this proof positive of a mighty battle Iong forgotten and beyond the neager

i magi nati on of men, he knew i ndeed that Ngranek was a peak ancient beyond

wor ds.

But Titus Crow had little enough time to study these

t hi ngs or ponder their inport. He had seen the great gaunt settling on

hi gh-arched wi ngs toward a bl ack cave mouth, and now he flew his cloak as
swiftly as he could in that direction. Around and about this cavern entrance
flew a flock of |esser gaunts in apparently aimess circles, and for all that
they were nore than twice the size of a man they scattered in terror as Crow
hurtled through their mdst. Then, after he had passed by, they hung in the
bri ghtening dawn air in sleepy, faceless bew |dernment. And down, down into
Ngranek' s inner darkness went Titus Crow, flying blind now and of necessity
nmore slowy, following only the nuffled throb of vast and | eathery w ngs.

It seened to the cl oaked dreanmer that he flitted down through inconceivable
gul fs of night; but then, as his eyes grew nore accustoned to the gl oom he
saw that the dark air was senilumnous with a gray phosphorescence. Mnents

| ater he descended into reeking clouds of m st that may well have had their
originin Earth's core.

And now, high above, a nonstrously vast ceiling of stalactites stretched away
into di mdistances, while bel ow marched the onmi nous needl es of spires which



could only be the fabul ous Peaks of Throk. Down and down, ever deeper the
cloak carried Crow into this underworld of dream until the stark gray Peaks
of Throk reached up i nmense and agel ess on all sides. And then the needle tips
of those peaks were lost in | egendary heights and their feet in darkest

depths, so that it seemed to the dreamer he fell between nunberless pillars
going down to infinity. And always he followed the throb of trenendous,

r ubbery wi ngs.

Then, for what seemed an interm nable tinme, there cane buffeting, howing

wi nds that blew Crow far off course; and struggle as he mght against this
unexpect ed mael strom of air, he could do nothing but pray that he would not be
hurl ed against the granite pillars that |ooned on all sides. Now, too, he
found his view obscured by

cl ouds of sul phurous ash and snoke; but at |ast the wi nds cal ned down, the
snoke cl eared, and far away the dreaner saw the Peaks of Throk receding into
flickering, pale-blue death-fires. Then there was only darkness and a di stant,
wear y- soundi ng t hrobbi ng of nonstrous wi ngs.

Knowi ng that by now he could only be in the fabled Vale of Pnoth, where the
enornous dholes dig their burrows and pile their cairns of bones, Crow felt
somet hing of the unreasoning terror that all dreaners know in the face of
nightmare. For this was that place where all the ghouls of the waking world
are reputed to throw the remains of their graveyard feasts. Titus Crow desired
to neet neither ghouls nor dholes, and so he put on a burst of speed in the
direction of the now fading throbbing.

Again he was flying blind, in near-solid darkness, but his instinct did not
desert him and as he rushed through reeki ng ebony vaults he rem nded hinsel f
over and over again that many things are far sinpler in dream But then he
uttered a short, harsh sardonic bark of self-derision as he wondered why, if
this were really so, he was finding things so difficult!

Beneath himnow as he flew he could hear a dry rustling, which he guessed mnust
be the sound that dholes make in their singular bone-heapi ng occupations; and
once he brushed agai nst sonething that |oonmed up vast and slimy in his path.
Then ahead he saw a bright point of light that soon grewinto a painful white
gl are. Approaching the source of this harsh illum nation, he saw that it was a
natural cave that |ed back into the face of a sheer wall of granite. A nonment
|ater a great gray shadow flitted eerily and silently along the path of white
light to disappear into the cave beyond.

Titus Crow s nmechani cal heart seened to give a great leap within himthen, for
at the last he had seen a |linp, slender form hanging fromthat shadow s
tiredly drooping paws! Now, reassuring hinself, he fondled the hilt of his

scimtar where it hung fromthe belt of his cloak's harness, and he all owed
hinself a | ow grunt of grimanticipation as he drove for the bright cave's

ent rance.

It was then, as he entered into a trenmendously vast white cavern, that the

di saster occurred. Fortunately for Titus Crow the thing cane i mediately after
he cleared the cave's entrance, when he was flying only a few feet above the
white sands that floored the fantastic cavern. If he had been at a greater
height ... it did not bear thinking about.

For wi thout warning his cloak suddenly di sappeared, vanishing utterly and

wi thout trace in an instant, leaving himprone in thin air, diving forward in
a downward curve that could only end in the white sand! A second |ater cane

t he shock of inpact and nmomentary oblivion, then painful consciousness. He
spat out sand and picked hinsel f up; shaken and awed, he stared all about. The
cloak had quite definitely vani shed, so useless to worry or wonder about the
hows or whys of it - and anyway there were other, nore inportant things to

t hi nk about .

Staring across the desert of white sand, Crow s eyes narrowed as he picked out
a vague nmovenent in the middle distance. Instinct warned himthat there were
terrible dangers here, for hinself as well as the girl-goddess, and if Tiania



of Elysia was to be rescued unharnmed fromthis unknown pl ace, then he nust
face those dangers al one, naked and on foot.

Perchance to Dream

De Marigny cane joyously awake in the tine-clock, whirling in orbit high above
the Earth. Hi s awakeni ng was instantaneous, w thout any of the usua

transitory dullness of mnd and physical sloth, so that he imedi ately
renenbered all that had happened. Indeed, his renpval fromdream and to the
waki ng world was so conplete that its effect upon his senses was nore a
physical than a purely nental thing; for a few nonments he felt that his body
as well as his mnd had been transported. Then the truth of the matter sank
in, and as his sonmewhat shaky | aughter terminated in a ringing shout of
triunph, he realized that his ploy against the horned ones in Dyl ath-Leen had
been conpl etely successful

It was only when this initial euphoria began to wear off that de Marigny saw
the several rather |ess than pleasing circunmstances of his escape. One: he was
wearing the flying cloak, which could only nean that Titus Crow no | onger wore
it. Then he remenbered what Atal had told himabout the elixir - how one sip
woul d i medi ately transport a dreanmer back to the waking world, along with
anyt hi ng he had brought into dream and with him Knowi ng that in al

likelihood Titus Crow depended upon the cloak for his own and Tiania's lives,
de Marigny found this last train of thought too unpleasant to follow up.
Instead he turned to probl em nunber two: his main reason for wanting to wake
up had been to return at once to dreanmland, this time taking the tine-clock
with him How night he do this now, when he had never felt nore fully awake in
his entire life?

Now, furious that everything he did seemed to be working out adversely, he
cursed hinself soundly. Atal's elixir, as far as Henri-Laurent de Marigny was
concerned, had performed its function marvelously - but its effect now was
that of a strong stinulant, and there seened no guarantee at all that this

ef fect woul d soon wear off. He cursed himself again. OF course, it could
hardly have been foreseen, but it would have been so sinple to ask Atal for
somet hing, some drug or 'potion' with which he nmight return hinself to

dr eam and.

Then de Marigny's eyes lit with inspiration and he snapped his fingers. A drug
to return himto dream and? Wiy, he knew of sonething that could do the job
admi rabl y. Al cohol

He was not a great drinker, but he did enjoy a glass of brandy. A double

i nvari ably quickened his mind. Another, taken imediately after the first,
usual ly made himtingle. Athird would dull his senses considerably, and a
fourth -

Hal f a bottle should see himback to dream and al nost as quickly as he could
drink it! One of his few, hasty, last-mnute provisions prior to setting out
for Elysia had been to load the time-clock with three bottles of the very best
cognac. These had been for Titus Crow, for good brandies were Crow s one
weakness. Now he opened one of the bottles and took a | ong, deep draft,
coughing and spluttering as the first "bite' of the fluid inflaned his throat.
Crow, he knew, would have called hima barbarian; but doubtless he would al so
have agreed that the deadly serious nature of the situation demanded a rapid
sol uti on, however drastic.

Hal fway through the bottle, de Marigny felt his head begin to spin quite

i ndependently of the whirling tinmeclock (the notion of which, inmpossibly, he
was beginning to believe he could now actually feel) and suddenly he found

hi nsel f i ncapabl e of repressing a short burst of uproarious

| aughter. Al so, a haze was definitely creeping over his brain, but much too
slowy. He took another nouthful of the wanning, heady fluid, and yet another
Then, as he renoved the bottle fromhis |ips, he staggered.

Now, he knew that it was quite inpossible for himto physically stagger inside



the clock. While Titus Crow could use the machine both as a gateway into al
space and tinme and as a vehicle proper, de Marigny sinply was not yet adept
enough for that. Indeed, his one effort in that direction had been conpletely
i nvol untary, al nost disastrous. Therefore he recognized the fact, however
vaguel y, that he had 'staggered’ mentally. In short, he knew now that he was
very nearly drunk.

By this time only an inch or so of brandy remamined in the bottle. De Marigny
peered at it curiously for a nonment, swilled it about - then yawned. No nore
than twenty minutes had el apsed since he started on his solitary binge, but he
grinned | opsidedly and began to sing, finishing the bottle off between
repeated bursts of the follow ng four I|ines:

'"Ch, carry me back to dreanland, That's the way to go, to go. Carry ne back to
dream and, You space-time so-and-so!'’

The mi nutes passed steadily and de Marigny's singing occasionally faltered,
picking up internmttently as he struggled to keep the song going. Finally the
bottle slipped fromhis fingers - but he was not aware of it.

Qutside the clock, had there been soneone to observe it, it would at that
monent seemthat the stars thenmselves blurred, if only for a nonment, and that
the disc of Earth trenbled in its inexorable orbit of the mghty

solar furnace. It mght seem for a nonent, that the entire scene were vi ewed
t hrough snoke or warm rising air - and that then, in the next instant, things
were once nore as they had al ways been. But they were not..

Creatures of the Cave

White crystal sands shifted beneath Titus Crow s naked feet. He stood under a
great white roof that fornmed a sky reflecting the whiteness of the desert. And
the floor of the vast cavern surely was a desert. MIles of bleached sand
stretched to the limts of vision in dunes and hills, and the only relief in
this blinding nonotony was a dark dot noving in the m ddl e distance.

The dreamer had no idea where the blinding light of the place came from- that
bri ght ness which so garishly illumned every feature of what ought to have
been one of the underworld's blackest pits - but in any case he was far nore
concerned about other things. One of those things, the one uppernmpbst in his

m nd, was the agitated notion of the distant dot.

He found his scimtar where it had fallen fromthe belt of his disappearing
cloak, then turned to face in the direction of the peculiar novenents. He

wat ched the di sturbance grow with a startling sw ftness. Soon the single
nmovi ng shape split anoeba-like into two - one up and one down - and in only a
few seconds nore the two took on definite fornms. Spiraling up fromthe | ower
formhe could see regular white puffs of sand.

The hairs at the back of Titus Crow s neck suddenly stiffened. At first he had
t hought that the noving object must be that great gaunt which had carried off
Ti ani a; now he could see how wong he had been. There were in fact three -
creatures? One flew, the second rode upon the Flyer's back, the third ran
beneath . . . and all three were things of sheerest nightmare!

O the three as they drew cl oser, Crow found the tripedal Runner the nost
fantastic. Though its two outer legs were thin and bent |ike those of sone
nmonstrous spider, neverthel ess they were powerfully rnuscled; they acted as
springs or pistons. The inner or center leg was three times as thick as the
other two together, straight and horribly hamrerlike. The Runner | ooked like a
great freakish three-legged race, with its center leg slamm ng forward and
down, to be hoisted up again and thrust forward by the springy power of its
twi n conmpani ons. The - foot? - at the end of that mddle |linmb was awesone:
hugel y spl ayed and webbed, as w de at |east as any ten normal feet, clublike.
Why! That great foot would crush nuscle and bone to pulp as easily and utterly
as would a falling northern pinel

Tall though Crow was, the Runner stood at |east half as tall again. It had



short, stumpy arms - usel ess appendages to Crow s keen eyes - and a sl ender
neck. But the face above that neck! The dreanmer shuddered. He had seen simlar
things in nightmares as a boy: the red, bul ging eyes, the dripping fangs in
grinning, wde-slit nouths

By now the creatures were rmuch closer and slow ng their pace, but stil

eagerly craning their necks in Crow s direction, obviously appraising him
before a concerted attack. The Runner uttered a hideous cry - like the rasp of
a file upon an edge of glass, or a giant chalk on a slate - before noving off
to one side frombeneath the Flyer and its Rider. Crow did not have to turn to
follow the creature's novenments; the thudding vibrations of the sand under his
feet positioned the Runner exactly in his mnd s eye. Instead he concentrated
upon the other two.

The Flyer was a nonstrous, slender worm with no eyes that Titus Crow could
see, just undul ant body and gapi ng beak. Yet, sonmehow he knew that the thing
sensed hi mkeenly and knew of himas he knew of it. The Ri der, seated to the
rear of the bat-worm s wi ngs, was worse still. A

skul I -1i ke head set with glaring green eyes surnounted a thin and wiry body,
scal ed and nottled i n squambus shades, with arnms of fantastic |ength hangi ng
like coiled whips at its sides.

St udyi ng these beings of nightmare Crow tightened his grip on his sword. He
was aware of their subtle, edging approach. He would have preferred themto
cone on at their original headl ong pace, when he woul d have relied upon the
superb reactions built into his sem synthetic body by the robot T3RE, but they
had seened to sense his trenmendous speed and strength and were wary. |ndeed,
Crow s strength had returned, and now it redoubled as he reconciled hinself to
battle. It seemed that this was to be the only way he could get on with his
pursuit of the great gaunt and Tiania: first, to do battle with these three
creatures of the white cavern

The Flyer and its Rider were still twenty feet or so fromthe dreaner when he
had his first taste of the fight to come. The Rider took first bl ood when
catching Crow of f guard, a razor-clawed tentacle |ashed out |ike the tongue of
a chamel eon, cutting his cheek. The cut al nbst touched his eye and caused him
to cry out in outrage at the unexpected pain. The tentacle was w t hdrawn wel |
out of range before he could even bring his scimtar into a defensive

posi tion.

Instantly, at sight of the red blood on Crow s cheek, the Ri der began to

| augh: ' Rhee, rheee, rheee-eee-eee!' And as the hair of Crow s neck again
reacted to this hellish sound, so he sensed the rapid approach of the Runner
-fromthe rear!

Second bl ood, with a lightning stroke of the scimtar, went to the enbattled
dreaner. For having perceived the Runner's cowardly rear attack through the
shudderi ng of the sand underfoot, Titus Crow turned and made a headl ong di ve
to one side. And as the Runner pounded by nere inches away, so the scimtar

| eaped up

in Ctow s hand to sever at the knee the creature's right outer |eg.

The rest of the fight was chaos and ni ghtnare conmbined. Al three of the

hi deous guardi ans of the cavern were scream ng, particularly the pain-crazed,
crippled Runner. The latter was now sl ewi ng mndl essly about on its own axis
in a welter of gray ichor and white sand. Half blinded by his own bl ood and
that of the Runner, Crow flailed about with his sword, knowi ng fromthe
deafening cries of the Flyer and its razor-tentacled rider that they were near
at hand. He felt his sword arm suddenly caught in a tentacular grip and
wrenched at an odd angle, felt the scimtar fly fromfingers part-nunbed as
his forearm al nost broke. And then he took his strong square teeth savagely to
work on the sliny tentacle coiled crushingly round his arm

Wth his free armhe protected his head, all the time working at the tentacle
with his teeth and feeling upon his shoul ders and back the agony of ripping
cuts fromthe R der's second vicious appendage. But suddenly, as his nouth



filled with a vile fluid fromthe rubbery linb, he felt himself jerked off his
feet and dashed down in the sand. The novenent had been convul sive and he
guessed that his teeth had found a ticklish nerve. But he had | ost his sword.
Free now, he rolled automatically - feeling the burning sting of sand in his
torn back, groping for his sword, not knowi ng where or even in which direction
it lay -until his hand canme into contact with sonething solid. He clenched his
fingers about the unknown object and rolled onto his back

There, i mediately above him | ancing down, cane the vicious beak of the blind
Fl yer. Just how the awesone bat-worm knew hi s exact position he could never
have guessed, and he had no time for guessing. He jerked up the object grasped
in bis hand and thrust it between

hi nsel f and the descendi ng beak. He saw then that his shield was nothing | ess
than the shorn I eg of the Runner, which the Flyer at once tore fromhis grasp
and tossed to one side.

Yet, even as Crow gave up his gristly shield he cane to his feet, sw nging one
fist in a deadly arc to snmack shatteringly against the side of the |unging
beak. The 'bones' of Crow s arms and hands were shaped mainly of an incredibly
tough plastic, but the bat-worm s beak, however effective as a weapon, was
only of shell-like bone. That great beak cracked open |ike a hamrered egg, and
marrow and yell ow jui ces slopped out to further drench the bl oodied dreaner.
The Flyer went mad then, shrieking in its excruciating agony, worm body
coiling and whi pping, flinging its harshly gibbering R der down onto the white
sand. Crow bad but a second to collect his scattered senses as the dazed and
suddenly silenced Rider clinmbed to its feet, but in that second he saw his
sword sticking ponmel -up froma patch of slined sand.

The weapon lay directly in the path of the Runner, which was again heading, in
an erratic and | unbering fashion, for the gore-spattered dreanmer. Crow saw the
thing's approach as a | ast desperate effort to bring himdown before the
seepage of its vile life's juices stilled it forever; he saw, too, the
possi bl e destruction of his sword beneath that |opsidedly poundi ng hanmrer-| eg.
Wthout the scimtar he was done for, and so he hurled hinself frantically
across the sand, fingers stretched wi de and reaching. Even as his hand grasped
the hilt of the curving sword, Crow knew he had run out of time. The huge,
poundi ng | eg of the Runner was already in the air, its own thrust conpensating
for the mssing outer nenber. Down came that great hamrer toward his head -
and then, a mracle! Wth a bubbling shriek sonething shot over Crow s

spread-eagl ed body on tortured wings to snmack blindly into the towering
Runner. Bat-worm and Runner alike crashed down onto the sand as Crow rose with
the scimtar in his hand, unable to believe that he still lived. The Runner
lay there - mad fangs gnashing in its hideous face, its remaining outer |eg
linp but its hamrer continuing to pound away at the air- and the half-crippled
Fl yer flopped nindl essly about on the sand, its fractured beak dri pping
evil-snelling Iiquid.

The dreamer knew suddenly the neans by which that bat-worm had known his

wher eabouts during the fight. The thing had sonehow been guided by its Rider -
that Rider which held the reins inits mnd rather than in its hand! The two
had existed in a weird synbiosis. But now, without its Rider, the Flyer was
truly blind! No wonder the tentacl ed Ri der was even now crying out harshly to
t he wounded nonster, trying the while to clinb once nore onto its back

To hell with that!' Crow roared, |eaping forward to swing his sword in an
awesome bl ow that cut into and through the neck of the bat-worm sending its
evil head flying to spatter the already foul ed sand. Yet again the

hal f-nounted Rider fell as the body of bis beast-brother comrenced its |ast,
convul sive spasmand fell to sprawl on the white sand besi de the now
noti onl ess Runner.

And now the Rider saw that he was indeed on his own. Wth an alien cry of rage
and hatred he sprang to his feet, uncoiling his tentacul ar arnms, draw ng them
back whiplike onto the sand behind him Crow knew that in another nonment those



viciously clawtipped weapons would be at him his superb reactions took over
al nrost unbi dden. In one lithe novenent he | eaned forward, throw ng the
scimtar like a knife straight at the Rider's black heart.

The point ran home and the weight of the curving blade carried it through the
Rider's thin body. Surprise grewlike a pale stain on the creature's face,
then his tentacul ar arns

wr apped thensel ves spastically around the length of his body, head to toe. The
hi deous formtrenbled violently for a nmonent and gave one final shriek of
hatred and frustration before falling slowy over backward onto the churned
and stained sand. In a count of ten, bar the dreaner's hoarse shout of
triunmph, the white cavern was still again and silent.

For a few seconds nore Titus Crow swayed over the bodies of the defeated trio,
every flesh-and-bl ood muscle in his body aching and his arns |ike |ead. Then
he lifted his eyes to peer undaunted across the white waste. Somewhere here,
somewhere in this glaring white nightmare, Tiania of Elysia was even now in
dire need of him

He had not a nonment to spare.

The O ock in Flanes!

Three hours had el apsed in Dyl ath-Leen since Henri-Laurent de Marigny's

di sappearance fromthe dais of the ruby. During the interval there had been
some little turmoil in the city. Barzt, the new, self-appointed |eader of the
horned ones, had hinmself very recently been renoved from power. His position
had been disputed; a fight with knives had decided the matter positively in
favor of his opponent. That opponent, Eriff, now |licked his wounds and supped
mut h-dew with his cronies in a rotting tavern near the seafront.

There was much for Eriff to consider now that he was a | eader; a good deal of
thinking - an art for which he had no great aptitude - was required. He was
uncertain now, for exanple, whether or not his usurping of Barzt's pretensions
to | eadership of the horned ones had been a w se nove. Nyarl athotep was comi ng
to Dyl ath-Leen, expecting to interrogate (whatever form such interrogation

m ght take) the man and wonan of the waking world. That prize pair, however,
were no | onger here. Even the unknown dreaner who freed them had nade his
escape, albeit into oblivion. On top of all this, disturbing reports were

begi nning to reach the horned ones in their basalt' city, reports hinting that
the insidious incursions of their agents into the healthier cities of

dream and were being inexplicably checked, particularly in Uthar, which had
been their next objective.

No, Eriff was not at all happy with the situation, and what little he knew of
Nyar |l at hotep only went to increase his apprehension. Perhaps it were better

he was begi nni ng

to reason, that the ancient conpact between the horned ones of Leng and the
prisoned Geat A d Ones of the Chul hu Cycle had never been. Better, perhaps,
if all of Dylath-Leen's horned ones now took to their black galleys and sail ed
away across the Southern Sea. Better for Eriff, certainly; for what had he now
to offer that m ghty em ssary of Cthul hu, the dread Nyarl athotep? Uterly

enpt yhanded, how m ght he greet the G eat Messenger?

So Eriff grunbled over bis nmuth-dew and nursed his bruises and cuts. And this
was the broodi ng, pensive nood he was in when they came fromthe square of the
great ruby to find him bringing himthe news that even now a strange, silent,
enigmatic visitor stood in Dylath-Leen's central square on the cobbl es
opposite the ruby dais. The thing, they said, was tall and oddly figured, I|ike
a mummycase of olden Chlmi. OF wood or a material |ike wood, it was very heavy
and hard, and in its upper part four hands swung about a common center in

whol Iy inexplicable notions. Wuld Eriff not come and say what nust be done
with this object, which had appeared as if fromthin air?

In the heat of the afternoon Eriff left his cool drink and nade his way with
his retinue of cronies painfully to the square of the ruby dais. And it was



just as he had heard it: there, facing the dais alnpst as if it scrutinized

t he nonstrous ruby atop the basalt steps, stood the unknown object from
another world. Eriff, for all his ignorance, saw one thing i medi ately: that

i ndeed this thing was not fashioned of dream and's skills. Staring at the
time-clock, his unnatural features quickly took on a cautious, a suspicious

| ook.

How did this thing get here? What was it? Wiy was it here in the square of the
ruby? He had been told that it was of wood, and certainly it appeared to be.
Vel | then, why take chances?

"Either carry it away, out of the city, or burn it!' he ordered. 'Use old
timbers, doors, and furniture fromthe city's houses. Build a pyre for the
thing, whatever it is. | don't like it. '

"But Eriff, it appears to be a box of some sort!' one of his brothers

pr ot est ed.

"And what's inside it?" he asked.

"W don't know, but -'

"And can you open it?

'Not yet, but -'

"Then burn it and be on the safe sidel’

And so a pyre was built around the time-clock, of furniture fromthe old

uni nhabi t ed houses and tinbers fromother habitations long fallen into ruin;
and when the tine-clock was conpletely obscured fromview by the flamabl e
materi al s thus heaped about it, then torches were brought and the fire

i ghted.

Wthin the clock, whose shell was inmpervious to all but the nost incredible
tenperatures and pressures, in an indeterm nate |linbo which nmight best be
described as the place where all the 'corners' of space and tine neet,
Henri - Laurent de Marigny was ill. He was as drunk, nore drunk than at any
previous time in his entire life. That is not to say that he had never before
consunmed a whol e bottle of brandy - he had, but in a civilized manner. Never
in such barbarous haste

And yet he knew that he had a mission ... if only this dark universe would
stop revolving | ong enough to allow himto remenber what that m ssion was! It
had to do with Titus Crow, and it had to do with Tiania . . . And with the
ti me-cl ock.

The tine-clock! De Marigny's mnd fastened avidly upon that concept.

Ti me-cl ock! OF course! He was inside that peculiar device, that space-tine
vehicle, right now - in a warm

wormb between the worlds. He had only to reach out his mnd, and - but that
woul d be too nmuch of an effort. It would be better sinply to fight the

fl oodi ng nausea within hinself, the sickening spinning and whirling of vast

bl ack voids within and without him OCh, yes - much better to sleep until the
al cohol had burned itself out of his system Alcohol? Sleep . . .?

Alarm bells clanored distantly in de Marigny's inner being. Al cohol - sleep -
dreanml That had been his mission: to sleep and to dream And he had slept, he
knew t hat. Wy, then, was he not dreamn ng?

The answer was obvi ous: he was not dream ng because as he had fallen drunkenly
asl eep he had released his nmental contact with the time-clock. Were was the
cl ock now? Had he in fact nanaged to pilot his fantastic vehicle to the
desired destination?

Now he put hinself to the effort so recently rejected, meshing his besotted
mnd with that of his machine - and instantly the scanners opened in his

m nd' s eye.

An inferno - all the fires of hell blazing about the clock - the inner cone of
some primeval vol cano during an eruption - the fiery surface of the solar orb
itself! \Wiere the devil was he?

Panic clawed nonmentarily at de Marigny's insides as he instinctively threw up
his arms to ward off the heat that he knew coul d never penetrate the clock's



shell. Then, fleetingly through the flame and snoke, he glinpsed the ruby dais
and the horned figures that cavorted around the bonfire in denoni ac gl ee, and
he knew where he was. He was back in Dylath-Leen, in Earth's dream and. Now

t oo, however drunkenly, he remenbered what had gone before.

Then, fighting to hold the time-clock's scanners steady in his staggering

m nd, de Marigny attenpted to focus his

bl urred thoughts on the horned ones, on their present activity. \Wat were they
doi ng now, these w de-nmouthed nonsters? Plainly, they were trying to burn the
ti me-cl ock! Anger began to expand within de Marigny's breast. He glared at the
creatures fromLeng with a fiery hatred that burned in his veins to match the
heat of the brandy.

These vile inhabitants of the forbidden plateau had perpetrated enough horrors
in the lands of Earth's dreans. They, or their fathers before them had
brought down Dyl ath-Leen in the first place; they were responsible for the

di ssem nati on of nuch that was abomi nable in dream and; they were the foul
sores of Man's subconscious, in |eague with the Powers of Darkness,
particularly with the prisoned C hul hu spawn of the waking world. And on top
of all this they had recently humliated Titus Crow, Tiania, even de Marigny
hi nmsel f.

Ti ania they woul d have violated - unthinkably. Crow would have been put to
terrible tortures; indeed, de Marigny's friends would eventual ly have been
handed over to Nyarl athotep, the Great Messenger of the CCD. And here in

dream and Nyarl at hotep had been given nonstrous formby the massed tel epathic
sendi ngs of his inmenorial masters. The nore the dreamer's foggy mnd dwel | ed
on the CCD - and on the horned ones, their minions in dream and - the nore
angry he became. And now those m nions were trying to burn the time-clock

with de Marigny inside it!

H s anger suddenly boiled over into a rage that drove back his al coholic
nausea and brought himinto awesonme action. It was high tinme these

Leng- spawned horrors were taught a | esson, and one that would not be quickly
forgotten ..

Weapon from the Waking Wirld

It was, of course, the habit of the horned ones of Leng - who were cannibals
whenever the opportunity to eat the flesh of sentient beings presented itself
- to leap and dance about their ritual fires. In this way in ages long | ost
they had thought to propitiate the elenental spirits. Therefore, the know edge
that an eneny - a thing alien to their nonstrous conception of normalcy, in
the shape of the tine-clock - was burning in the center of their bonfire was
sufficient to set them dancing. Had they been roasting a man, then they woul d
have | eaped in time to his scream ng, invoking the spirits of the feast. In
the case of the clock, they danced to thank the spirits of their fathers,

whi ch had delivered this eneny unto them

Eriff, lightly wounded in his fight with the unfortunate Barzt, sat on the
steps of the ruby dais and cl apped his hands, acconpanying the nusicians who
rattl ed chal k-dry crotala and played upon whining flutes. Al the while, other
honed ones darted in and out between the encircling dancers, feeding the
flames with the looted furniture of ol den Dyl at h- Leen

Then there was an astoundi ng occurrence: the strange, coffin-shaped object at
the fire's core started to spin, fanning the flames of the fire outward.
Instantly the dancers backed away, the dreadful cacophony of the nusicians
faded, and Eriff stopped his clapping to stand up on the dais steps, his
too-wide nouth falling open and his slanted eyes buggi ng. Faster the
time-clock whirled, until a wind began to roar outward fromit that hurled

bl azing brands in all directions. Now

t he horned ones broke and scattered, scream ng and gi bbering, many of them
beating frantically at thenselves as their coarse silken clothes caught fire.
And up rose the spinning clock fromthe blackened cobbles, the winds of its



whirling bowing over the fleeing horned ones, hurling great timnbers about
like straws, its shrieking voice that of the stormdenon and its wild
gyrations increasing fromnonent to nonent. Then, high above the square, it
tilted, seeming to aimitself directly at the basalt dais - at the massive
ruby!

Finally Eriff, recovering his slowwts, made to flee fromthe steps of the
dais - but too late. Such was the speed of the clock as it drilled down
through tortured air to slaminto, through the splintering jewel, that for a
second it seemed sinply to elongate itself.

Eriff was shredded as he tried to run fromthe steps, blasted into crinson

pi eces by the bonbburst of ruby fragnments; and the clock drove on, wildly
slewing to one side, tearing a great hole in one of the square's buil dings
before coming to a shuddering halt in the debris. For a nonent or two there
was silence in the square of the dais.

Wthin the clock de Marigny fought down the rising tide of nausea within him
a sickness born not only of his alcoholic condition but also of the
devastati on he had wought in the space of the |ast few seconds. For of course
he had seen the results of his great anger, and drunk or sober such sl aughter
was not to de Marigny's liking. Not now that his original passion of rage was
dying down. It was one thing to do away with such as the three who had so
direly threatened Titus Crow and Tiania when they were tied to the dais steps,
even col dbl oodedly, but quite another to go unaffected by the scene in the
square as it was now

Corpses literally littered the smeared and slimed cobbles, many of themwth
linbs mssing, torn like Eriff in

t he expl osi on of ruby shards; others lay in snoldering rags or trapped beneath
still-burning tinmbers. And there were some who still lived, crawing across
the square, mewling denentedly both in fear and in the agony of their wounds .

Finally, shakily, de Marigny took control of the clock once nore, freeing it
fromthe rubble of the collapsed wall and turning it toward the now enpty
dais. As he did so he saw several of the horned ones, apparently unharned,
climbing to their feet and backing away in utnmost horror fromthe center of
the square. At first he could not make out what it was that they so patently
feared. It was not de Marigny's coffin-shaped weapon fromthe waki ng worl d;

i ndeed, they appeared to be ignoring the tine-clock conpletely. Then -

There atop the dais steps, shimrering faintly in the cleansing sunlight, a
shape gathered. Even as he focused the clock's scanners upon the thing, its
formbegan to solidify, its outline to fill in. And at |ast de Marigny knew
what the thing was.

The Fly-the-Light from Yuggoth on the Rm- a vanpire nolded of the nmalignity
of the Cthul hu Cycle Deities thenmselves - a thing of Their manufacture! In
shattering the great ruby, he had freed the denon fromthat nultifaceted
prison, loosing it for the second time upon Dyl ath-Leen. . . except that this
time the sunlight poured down upon it froma clear md-afternoon sky, the

bl essed Iight fromwhich it nust either flee or diel

De Marigny saw the horror, but still could hardly believe his own eyes. He
renenbered G ant Enderby's anbi guous description and knew now why the man had
phrased it so. For how m ght one describe this nonster except as Enderby had
described it? Blind and yet all-seeing - b'nbless and yet npbile as sone vast,
nmercuri al ampeba - with poi sonous nouths that gaped and drooled in its
bubbling mass! The only thing

Enderby had left out of his tale was the thing' s size. It was huge!

And it was scream ng - shrieking and withing in agony under the rays of the
sun - nelting and shrinking visibly as great black clouds of snoke poured from
it. Then it 'saw the half-dozen or so horned ones that cringed away fromit
as they tried to slink unseen fromthe square. And it was just as Enderby had
said: the Fly-the-Light noved after themlike flood water, pouring down the



dai s steps and soaking themup in an instant. Wen the frantic, awf ul
scream ng had stopped, finally the thing 'saw the time-clock

By then its bulk was greatly reduced, despite the sustenance so recently and
hi deously derived fromthe six or seven horned ones, whose bones now gl eaned
wetly in small heaps about the square. Black snoke still roiled fromit; its
guaki ngs were' awful to watch; the scream ng sounds it made had risen so far
up the sonic scale as to be al nost inaudible. And yet, when the horror
suddenly nade for the time-clock, de Marigny sensed that it was far from done
for. He sensed, too, that the thing knew what the tine-clock was, its
fantastic function. The vampire had purpose now, its nmovenents were no | onger
hopel ess; it seened to exude an essence of eager - anticipation

Then an incredible suspicion set de Marigny's flesh to creeping. What if this
thi ng of bl ackest nightmare was capable of entering into the tine-clock?
Suppose it could conme through the clock's outer sheU? Titus Crow had told him
that the Hounds of Tindalos could do this quite effortlessly. Was it

conpl etely inconceivable that this thing fromthe great ruby m ght possess the
same power? De Marigny in no way intended to put his suspicion to the test. He
backed his vehicle hurriedly away as the Fly-the-Light rushed upon him
l[ifting the vessel up high into the sunlight over the square in an effort to
avoid contact with the horror

He was astounded and terrified when the vanpire flashed skyward after him The
thing did not recognize the restrictions of gravity!

By now it was nmuch smaller - a pulsating fireball of greenly drooling nouths
that trailed a pall of foul black snmoke. But it noved at a |ightning pace that
de Marigny, still drunk and conpletely off guard, found difficulty in

mat ching. It was not that the clock could not outrun the vanpire, rather that
the man within the clock was of f guard, by no means recovered yet fromhis
overdose of al cohol

Then, his dulled senses shocked into positive action, at |ast de Marigny made
to flee the Fly-the-Light's advances at full speed - only to discover that the
denon was not prepared to | et himgo! A nunbness fell over his mnd like an
icy shroud; a great white fog obscured his brain; and pouring frombehind this
awful mental mst, penetrating it, came the m nd-commuands of the thing from

t he ruby:

"You will not flee. Stand and accept ne. You have not the strength to flee.
You are weak, as all nortal creatures ae weak, and | am strong. Even now | am
stronger than you, but I will be mghty once nore. Therefore you nust obey ne.

Stand - you may not flee - you have not the strength to flee!’

Over and over the nmessage repeated in de Marigny's mind, and while he was
dimMy aware of what was happening, still the dreadful paralysis held himin an
unbr eakabl e enbrace. This was that debilitating force with which the
ruby-creature had whel med Dyl at h-Leen's peopl es nany years ago, the vanpiric
power that had drained even Titus Crow of his strength. And now, freed from
the prisoning ruby, the former gemdwell er was concentrating that power in its
last bid for life.

The thing was depleted and quickly dying, but still the nmental sloth it
generated gripped de Marigny's mind as it noved, carefully now, toward the

ti me-cl ock. And the

paral yzed dreamer knew that indeed the clock would be the horror's sal vation
for once inside the weird vehicle

- and as soon as its present naster had been dealt wth

- then the thing would be truly free to ravage anong al

the dark dinmensions of a limtless nultiverse. That nust

never be.

As the horror closed with him de Marigny groped for the clock's controls with
bl unted senses. It was quite hopeless. He could find nothing. The time-clock
was conpletely inmmbilized. The Fly-the-Light sensed this too, and thrust
itself triunmphantly upon its prey in one |last surge of waning strength. In



that final nmonment, still desperately groping in vague, unfeeling abysses, de
Marigny came across a control which had absolutely nothing to do with the
clock's mobility. It was a trigger rather than a control proper, the trigger

t hat powered a weapon Titus Crow had brought back with himfrom El ysis! De
Marigny squeezed that trigger. Instantly the alien nunmbness was flushed from
his mnd. The vanpire dwindled in his scanners, dw ndled and boiled as a beam
of purest light flashed fromthe clock's dial to strike it squarely and thrust
it back. The beam | engthened as it forced the shrinking horror away, unti
finally the dying thing was pinned by that shaft of [ight to the basalt dais
am dst shards of shattered ruby.

There, at last, in a blaze of purest white light, the creature expired, becane
nothing. And still de Marigny played his weapon's beam upon the spot where it
had been. Shortly the dais itself began to nelt and bubble, the very basalt to
run like water. Only then, when the dais was a m sshapen humrock of gl owi ng
rock, did de Marigny release the nental trigger

Wearily then, thankfully, the dreamer set the clock down in the silent,
scorched square. And yet, exhausted as he now felt and still by no neans
sober, he renenbered Titus Crow and Tiania. |Indeed they were now upper nost

in his thoughts. What terrors were they facing even now? And what was he

doi ng, wasting his tinme here in Dyl at h- Leen?

He grasped his vehicle's controls with his mind and lifted it up, however
tiredly, unsteadily, to the skies. But where to go? Were was Titus Crow now?
No sooner had the unspoken question passed through de Marigny's mind than the
clock trenbled and strained |like a great hound tugging at its |eash, and

si mul taneously a scene of startling clarity flashed upon the dreaner's inner
eye. He saw Titus Crow, naked, pacing a great white sandy expanse, scimitar in
hand, head hung | ow. The vision began to fade - but not before Crow had | ooked
up startled, frowning and peering puzzedly about.

Hi s face was dusted with white sand, caked at the corners of his nouth, and
his weariness was plainly great. Even as the vision receded once nore and

vani shed fromde Marigny's mnd, he saw CGow s lips formthe question: Henri!
Is that you?' And de Marigny knew

O course! There had al ways exi sted between the two nen a strange psychic |ink
- a connection which the time-clock had nmonentarily picked up and magnifi ed.

I ndeed, this was how Titus Crow had found his way back to Earth from El ysia

by using de Marigny's mind as a beacon. Well, why shoul dn't the nethod work
just as well in reverse?

He rel eased his nental grasp upon the clock's controls by all but the nerest
contact, then transmitted the follow ng nessage to that vehicle of the El der
Cods: ' You know where Crow is. He's here within my mind - within our mnds! -
and he's in trouble. It's up to you now Go to him- go to Titus Crow'

And |ike a great hound hearing its naster's call, freed fromthe restraining

| eash, away the clock raced across the skies of dreamn and

At the Pits of Nightmare

The white sand tugged at Titus Crow s naked feet; fine particles of white dust
stung his eyes and dogged his nostrils. His scimtar seemed to weigh a ton and
he felt as though he had wal ked a thousand niles. He allowed hinself a
derisive snort and cursed whi chever fool had said that things were often far
sinmpler in dreanms. If that were really so, then it was high time things began
working in favor of Titus Crow

For hours now - or what seened |like hours - he had been making his way toward
what | ooked |ike a continuous geyser of concentric rings of steam or vapor
rising, expanding, and dispersing high in the atnosphere of the great cave. He
had first seen this phenonenon shortly after setting out across the desert and
had automatically headed toward it. These distant snoke rings, rolling swiftly
up at regular intervals from sonme unknown source, had been the only sign of
life, however inorganic, in the entire cavern. His instinct told himthat this
was where he would find Tiania.

And at long |l ast he had al nost reached his destination. Just across a range of



| ow dunes |l ay the source of these puzzling eruptions of vapor. The sand now
transmtted to his naked feet a steady hanmering as of nmassive subterranean

sl edges, and he saw that the rising rings of vapor soared skyward in perfect
synchroni zati on with these poundi ngs. These were not, Crow was certain, purely
nat ural phenonena. Then, nounting the crest, he saw how right his instinct had
been. The scene was alien and fantastic. Beyond the dunes a

deep valley opened to Crow s eyes; in its center a crater, with sides of fused
sand, went down like the nouth of sone vast funnel into indeterni nate abysses
of earth. To one side of this gaping hole, fromwhich issued the billow ng
snoke rings, a structure |ike some enornous asynetrical birdcage stood, of
intertwining netal bars half rotten with a | eprous gray oxidization. Wthin

t he cage, which was open at its very top, a notley collection of dream and's
di verse peopl es, nmen, wonen, and children, stood or reclined upon the sandy
floor. Many of them were plainly distraught, winging their hands and crying
out in honor at their plight, beating frenziedly with bl oodi ed hands at the
nmetal bars of their prison. Ohers sinply lay on the sand in attitudes of
exhaustion, or sat blankly staring at nothing through eyes glazed w th shock.
There were other . . . things ... to be seen: the Keeper of the Cage, for

i nstance, seated on a throne of boulders; and the great gaunt, perched now
upon the Keeper's shoulder. But for the nonent Crow s eyes sought el sewhere.
They swept the crowded cage until finally they rested upon Tiania. And within
t hat singular prison she was even now i n danger of hideous outrage!

Two horned ones were trapped in the cage along with all the rest, and they
were trying to dislodge Tiania fromwhere she clung hal fway up the cage's wall
inalatticewrk of silver bars. They were clinbing after her, laughing |oudly
and gutturally as they snatched at her naked feet to bring her down.

Al'l common sense, all caution went out of Titus Crow then. Strength born of a
ragi ng bl oodl ust surged in his veins and the purr of his synthetic heart
became a snarl deep within his chest. Hi s cry of rage was al nost animal; he
saw not hi ng but blood - the bl ood of the horned ones fromlLeng - as he raced
with all speed down the dune. He ignored utterly, as if they did not exist,
the creatures that kept the cage. Skirting the crater, running like the

wi nd, he cane to the cage and put his terrible strength to bear upon the bars
where they seened nost rotten. In a rending of rusted netal he was inside the
cage, leaping the prostrate forns of weeping i nmates and dodgi ng t he
beseechi ng enbrace of others as he raced across the sandy fl oor

Anot her noment saw himdirectly beneath the horned ones who clinbed after

Ti ani a; and then, because he could not clinmb and carry bis scimtar easily at
the sane tine, he put down the sword and swung hinself swiftly up into the
framewor k of bars. By now the horned ones had seen him- Tiania, too.

'Be careful, Titus!' she cried.

Dodgi ng a kick fromthe | ower of the two horned ones, he grabbed the
creature's leg and hauled nmightily. The thing from Leng gave a shriek and
tried to hold on to the bars; Crow shook himlike a hawk shakes its prey, tore
hi m | oose and threw himdown to the floor fifty feet below Then, hauling

hi nsel f higher, he cane face to face with the second of Tiania's tornentors.
The horned one had made hinself fast in a secure position; he stabbed at Crow
with a curving knife. Crow caught the creature's wist, twisting until its
snarl s becane cries of pain. Then he swiftly twi sted the other way, slanm ng
an el bow of hard flesh with a core of harder bone and plastic into the horned
one's face.

That face was smashed in an instant. Teeth crunched and bl ood flew. The nose
di sintegrated, the wi de nmouth becane a red gash, the slanting eyes gl azed
over. Crow rel eased his grip on the horned one's wist, caught himby his
neck, and jerked himfree of the bars into enpty air. A nonent |ater came the
crunch of bones from bel ow. Then Crow reached for Tiania where she clung naked
to the bars just a few feet higher

Before their hands could neet there cane a buffeting of air and a shadow fel
across them Crow cried out

a sick denial as the great gaunt soared down through the open roof of the cage



to snatch the girl fromher precarious position. Tiania screamed and struggl ed
as she was lifted up, up and out of the cage, carried high into the white
cavern's atnosphere. There the great gaunt found the thermal current rising
fromthe crater and glided in wide circles in the rising air. Below the gaunt
where it soared with its wiggling captive, the snpoke rings went down in
concentric circles to the crater-like vent that issued them the thundering,
as of massive, nonstrous engi nes, pounded up through | eagues of earth and sand
to make the very air shimer and vibrate.

Wth horrified eyes Titus Crow watched the circling gaunt, certain with every
passi ng nonent that the blank-faced bat-thing would drop Tiania into the
throat of the nysterious vent. Then the Keeper of the Cage spoke:

' Comre down fromthe cage, man of the waking world. Come and speak to me.' The
voi ce of the gigantic, manlike figure was loud to match its di nensions but
flat and utterly void of life. It was as if sone col ossal zonbi e had spoken, a
t hi ng brought back fromthe dead against its will, w thout enotion

Titus Crow dragged his eyes fromthe high-circling gaunt and stared at the
Keeper where it sat upon its throne of huge boulders. It was as naked as Crow
hinsel f, hairless, with skin the color of death. Its eyes were lusterless

yel l ow orbs that never blinked, through which it seenmed to stare straight into
Crow s very soul.

"I"l'l come down,' Crow shouted his answer, clanbering down the bars of the

cage, 'and |I'lIl speak to you - but order your hideous pet to bring nmy wonman
down to safety!’

" Your woman? No, she is mine now, and when | amready she will go down into
darkness to fuel the nightmares of certain awful dreaners. You, too, are
destined for the pits of nightmare. But not until | have spoken with you.'

By then Crow had left the cage through the hole he'd made in its rotten bars.
He ran to the feet of the Keeper of the Cage and waved his scimtar futilely
up at the giant. 'Way?' he shouted. 'Wiy will you do these things?

"It is ny reason for being. It is why They put ne here. Long and | ong ago
was a man of the waking world, like you. But | |learned the nysteries of the
Great A d Ones and becane Their priest. Then, when | tried to use Their power
to ny own ends, They destroyed nme on Earth and put me here to serve Themin
Earth's dream and. They gave ne great size and anazing powers to conmand.

Then, nockingly, They robbed me of ny will, left ne enotionless. | am al nost
omi potent, alnmost immortal, and yet | am Their slave, powerless to do except
as They will be done.' Even saying these things the huge figure showed no

enotion; the tone of his voice remained unvari ed.

"If the Cthul hu spawmn did these things to you, then Chul hu is your eneny no
less than mne,' Crow cried. 'Yet you have given yourself over into his
service - you are his slave. | would sooner die than be slave to Cthul hu, but
"Il fight as long as there's life in nme!"’

The Keeper answered: 'Ah, but They thought of that, too. I mght also fight,

m ght al so believe death preferable to this existence They plotted for me -
had They not increased tenfold within me the human instinct for survival. Al

| have is an unquenchable desire to survive - and to survive | must obey.'
Wth that the nassive, white-fleshed creature | eaned forward and scooped up
Titus Crow in one hand before he could move. Crow struck tinme and again at the
great hand that held him but his blade drew no blood fromthe deathly flesh.
"Now, ' the Keeper continued, 'stop your pointless striving and tell nme who you
are, why you are so different from

other men. You are strong beyond belief for a nortal dreanmer, and strange,

too, | fancy.' "And if | tell you these things will you set the wonman

free?

"No, no. You and she nmust both go down to nightmare. Down there in the pit,
where the Engi nes of Horror pound, your souls will feed the darkest dreans of

the G eat AOd Ones, and the nightnmares They send to plague human dreaners wl|
be that nuch nore horrible.’

"Then I'Il not speak to you. I'll speak only to ... Nyarlathotep!' Crow cried,
desperately.



"Nyar| at hotep?' No enotion but a certain hesitation entered into the Keeper's
voi ce. 'What do you want with Nyarlathotep - and what nakes you think that the
Great Messenger woul d want anything of you?

'"He wants to ... to see us,' Crowinsisted. 'l don't know why.'

"If what you say is true, then | was right and you are indeed an extraordi nary
human being. | believe you." Wth that, the Keeper lifted up a great dead
white arm and beckoned, and the circling gaunt i mediately flew down and

settled on his shoulder, still holding fast to the wiggling formof Tiania.
"I have the power,' the Keeper continued, 'to contact Themin Their inmenorial
sl unmbers. Perhaps They will send Nyarl athotep directly to see you.'

"No!"' Crow gasped.
'Ch? Were you after all lying, then?

'No, but -'
"But you don't really want to see Nyarlathotep? | see. Hs plans for you are
not to your liking, that is it. I will contact Them But meanwhile ny faniliar

nmust be about his work. See, you have freed all of ny prisoners. They have
escaped through the hole you tore in the cage's bars.'

Crow saw that the Keeper was right. The last of the

escapees was just hurrying over the crest of the sandhills out of sight. Again
t he Keeper gave a signal, and Tiania fell fromthe great gaunt's clutches and
slid with a cry of alarm down over the Keeper's |eprous chest and onto his

I ap.

The Keeper placed Crow in his lap, too, and at that nonent, as the great gaunt
flapped aloft to soar after the fleeing people fromthe cage - then canme an
amazi ng di version

Dreans of a Diseased M nd

Qut of the sky, from above the white horizon of sandhills, a beam of purest
white light struck at the great gaunt, shredding one wing into a swirling gray
m st of fine particles. The beamwas cut off instantly at its as yet unseen
source, leaving the crippled gaunt to spin madly down, down the funnel of
concentric snoke rings to where it struck the curving nmouth of the pit,
bouncing and tunbling |ike a bundle of rags before plumreti ng out of sight
into the abyss. And not once did the creature voice its agony; no cry escaped
it as it went down to the pits of nightmare.

"Whatever this is,' said the Keeper, '"plainly it is not intended to benefit

me. Someone seeks perhaps to rescue you, or to destroy me, or both. If the
intention is to rescue you, then your rescuer mnust first destroy me. Therefore
| give your woul d-be rescuer no chance!' Even as the vast pale creature spoke
- even as he snatched up Titus Crow and Tiania in one massive hand, hol ding

t hem hi gh over the throat of the great pit - so the white beam cane again,

[ anci ng out of the sky to strike himsquare in his | eprous chest.

The Keeper sprang to his feet and reeled at the edge of the pit. H s strange
eyes stood out huge and round in his face, and fromhis suddenly scarred and
seared chest there cane a deep and plainly audi ble wheezing. Now he slowy
opened his outstretched hand, so that the dreaners had to scranble up onto his
pal m clinging to each other above the vapor-belching pit.

"If he strikes ne again, whoever or whatever he is, then

he strikes all three of us,' the Keeper said, pain in his voice but still no
enotion. 'For you will fall as surely as I, but you will fall into deepest
purgatory. You see? It is ny instinct for survival. '

By now the tine-clock was plainly visible, racing in wide circles at sone
consi der abl e hei ght above the cage and its Keeper. Titus Crow knew that only
Henri - Laurent de Marigny could be at the machine's controls, and hope sprang
up in himas he watched its circlings. The Keeper followed Crow s eyes to the
cl ock and he asked: 'What kind of device is that?

"Right nowit's a weapon,' Crow answered. 'Fromthe waking world. A weapon
against all the Cthulhu Cycle Deities and their ninions!'

"You are ... stranger than | thought, dreaner,' the vast being said, his voice
now fal tering, an echoing croak that crackled Iike nuted Iightning. H's great
pal m upon which Crow and Ti ani a crouched, trenbled mghtily. They threw



t hensel ves down to |lie prone across the huge fingers.

Suddenly the Keeper fell to his knees, the ground trenbling as all the tons of
hi s wei ght crashed down upon the sand. But still he held out his hand, pans
up, above the great glassy abyss. Now the time-clock was stationary, poised
threateningly on high, its dial turned toward the fantastic tabl eau bel ow.
There at the lip of the infernal funnel, fromwhose nightnmare throat those
exhal ati ons of obscene vapor puffed upward unabatedly, the Keeper kneel ed,
plainly injured. Crow and Tiania hung on grimy to his great fingers as his
huge frame trenmbl ed, rocking to and fro. Beside himthe now enpty cage was an
oddly woven | obster pot of gleam ng netal and scabrous gray rust, and on al
sides the white sand formed a dazzling, sterile backdrop to the entire scene.
The tine-clock fell fromon high, nmoved cl oser, and became notionl ess again.
"It is ny belief,' canme the Keeper's broken voi ce,

drawing Crow s fevered gaze back fromthe tine-clock, 'that for all your
worman' s strange beauty you, dreaner, are far nmore inportant in the great
schene of things. That being so, | will now let her fall into nightmare,
saving you until later. But unless you send your aerial weapon away, you will
surely follow her.'

"If you let her fall,'" Crow shouted, a conflicting mxture of horror, rage,
and desperation in his voice, '"I'll order your death i mediately!’

" And your own?'

Crow knew what the Keeper neant: if the white ray struck himdown, then Crow
must fall fromhis hand into the pit. He answered, 'And ny own.'

"Bluff.' The Keeper's free hand nmoved out over the pit, thunmb and forefinger
reaching for Tiania. She threw her arns about her man.

"Wait!' Crow sl ashed uselessly at the threatening fingers with his scimtar
"Even if | were bluffing, what about Nyarlathotep? He wants to see us. Had you

forgotten? Even if you escape with your miserable life - if ny weapon fromthe
waking world fails to kill you - howw Il you explain the woman's death, ny
death, to your masters?'

'Her death? Ch, but she will not. . . die, not imediately, not for a ... long
time. You do not . . . know as much as you . . . pretend, dreamer,' the Keeper
wheezed shudderingly on. 'Nyarlathotep is ... Their nmessenger, the G eat
Messenger of ny nasters. Enbodied or ... disenbodied, he is ... Their
nessenger.

"Ask yourself who it is that carries Cthulhu's nightmares to ... influence the
dreans of nortals. It is ... Nyarlathotep! You desired to ... see hin? So you
shall - at the pits of nightmare. There your souls will fuel the engines of
horror, for long and |long before . . . you are .. . finished; and Nyarl athotep
will disseminate all the ... horror of your shrieking mnds and soul s anong

t he

dreans of ... other nortals. But enough! The woman first!’

Suddenly Ti ania, breathless and frightened but brave as ever, freed herself
fromCrow s arns to throw back her enerald hair in a defiant gesture. Her
beautiful voice trenbled al nbst unnoticeably as she spoke up in her own right.
"You woul d do this to Tiania of Elysia? Then you are surely dooned in this
land of dreamand in all others. You should know, creature, that | am bel oved
of the Elder Gods - bel oved of Kthanid hinself. Beware!'’

"The . . . Elder Gods? Kthanid? For the first time there was, or appeared to
be, a trace of enmotion - fear - in the Keeper's steadily disintegrating voice.
"You are of ... Elysia?

The vast being's frame rocked nore wildly yet, and for a nonent his hand swung
to one side, so that the pair huddl ed upon his pal msuddenly found thensel ves
above sandy ground and not the gaping maw of the glassy-throated pit. In one
noverrent Crow grabbed Tiania and carried her into space in a coil ed-spring

| eap; and in that same instant de Marigny, seizing upon his one opportunity,
applied pressure to the mental trigger that controlled the tine-clock's
weapon.

Again the white ray reached blindingly, unerringly out, stabbing at the Keeper
and strikirg himbetween the eyes. He fell back upon his haunches, claw ng at



his face and jerking spastically, toppling agai nst the cage, which crunpled
beneath his great weight.

Titus Crow hit the ground a second later, holding Tiania above him

del i berately cushioning her with his body as she fell upon him It was a fal
of at least thirty feet and would certainly have broken the bones of any
normal man. Crow was not normal, however, and had fallen in a spot where the
sand was soft and deep. Neverthel ess, he was nonmentarily w nded, so that it
was several seconds before

he drew hinself to his knees to take the badly shaken Tiania in his arms. They
had been lucky: a distance of only a few feet separated them fromthe snoot h,
curving lip of the pit, fromwhich those regul ar exhal ati ons went up

i nexorably as ever to the great cavern's roof. There, at the edge of the pit,
clinging together, they saw a terrible sight.

The tine-clock, flying in tight circles about the Keeper's gigantic, |eprous,
reeling form was pouring a constant beam of white Iight down upon him and
wherever the ray struck his body oily black snmoke gushed out from steaning
pits to formdarkly drifting cloudlets in the throbbing air.

It could not last for long. Wth one abrupt, flailing notion, the nortally
wounded Keeper lurched to his feet. He glared froma single bulging eye - its
twin now a gaping, blackly bubbling hole - and took a single, stunbling step
after his aerial tornentor. Then he swayed to a halt. His nouth fell open and
he spoke, signaling at last his recognition of doom the fact that for all his
instinct for survival, his lust for life even in the hell that Cthul hu had

gi ven him he was done for

"I know this . . . power!' he cried, his voice a nmonstrous bell with a cracked
cl apper, tolling a cacophony of horror. '"I... knowit. It is ... that power
which . . . even They fear. It is ... the star of Miar - the love of the ..

El der Gods - the Good before which all Evil. . . flees. And it is ... ny ..
deat h!"

He staggered wildly, then spun about, throwing his arms wide to forman unholy
cross. And again the beam of white light reached out. But this time de Mrigny
aimed it out of mercy. The beam pl ayed upon, passed through the Keeper's body,
finally expending its potent energies harmessly in the sand. The gi ant
uttered one last incoherent cry; his arms fell uselessly to his sides; his
head snapped back with a |l oud crack. He toppled forward, it

seened al nost in slow notion, crashing headl ong down the gl assy funnel to
hel I .

Titus Crow and Tiania, fleeing wearily toward the sandhills, were hurled flat
by the hurricane rush of displaced air and stinging sand as the col ossus fell
When they regained their feet again he was gone, and for several minutes there
were no nore rings of vapor rising over the white sands

Cresting the dunes, they canme to where de Marigny stood at the open door of
the tine-clock. He was deathly pale, trenbling; he | eaned unsteadily,

bal anci ng hi nsel f by hol ding onto the cl ock

"Henri,' Crow said, taking his arm 'Wthout you we were finished. You'l

never know how | felt when . ..' Hs voice tapered off and a frown creased his
brow. He put his face closer to de Marigny's and sniffed suspiciously. The
frown deepened. 'Man, | do believe you' re drunk!'’

"No, no, Titus,' the other managed a sickly grin. 'I'm al nost sober now. But
you shoul d have seen ne an hour or so ago! Here.' He passed Crow an unopened
bottle of brandy. 'l don't care if | never taste a drop again.'

"What ? Brandy?' Crow turned to Tiania and hugged her, showi ng her the bottle.
"Even in Elysia there's nothing quite like this, Tiania. What a man, eh? Twi ce
he's rescued me in ten mnutes!' Then his voice took on a nore serious note.
"But we'll celebrate later. Right nowall | want to do is-'

At that noment there cane a deep subterranean runbling that shook the ground
and nade the trio stunble to keep their balance. It seened suddenly darker, as
t hough cl ouds had gathered to obscure the sun, though no such healthy orb
illumned the great cavern. Again the ground shuddered, and they felt a series
of dull detonations far below. A nonment nore and there came a roaring bl ast



fromthe nouth of the pit, and al nbst simultaneously a

huge bl ack ring of snmoke hurtled up into view - and with it the vilest stench
i magi nabl e.

"Right now,' said de Marigny, finishing what Crow had started to say, 'I
reckon we ought to be getting out of here!’

Crow nodded in agreenent, bundl ed de Marigny in through the clock's open panel
and Tiania after him |ooked once nore upon the awful |andscape of the white
underworl d, whose |light was now visibly failing, then entered the clock

hi nmsel f.

As he took the vessel's famliar controls and lifted it up into the cave's

at nosphere, Crow saw massive cracks opening in the floor of the desert. Dinly
in the distance he perceived through the clock's scanners the inpending death
of this subterranean vault: the fall of great chunks of rock, stalactites and
smal l er debris fromthe shuddering ceiling. OF the diverse peoples so recently
escaped fromthe Keeper's cage, there was no trace. Then, as the cavern grew
darker yet and the pace of its disintegration accelerated, he raced the cl ock
across the desert and out into the nighted places of deeper dream.

Later, high over the Southern Sea and under a sky that was beginning to fill
with evening, as they sped for Uthar and the haven that the Gty of Cats

of fered, de Marigny thought to ask of Crow 'Wat was it, that place?

Tiania answered him 'It was one of those places where C hul hu manuf actures
nightmares with which to terrorize dreamng nortals.'

Crow nodded. 'Yes, and there must be a nunber of places like it in dreanl and.
Factories where Cthul hu enpl oys the Machineries of Horror to anplify his

| oat hsone dreams before transmitting themto the mnds of sensitive dreaners.
Tiania and | al nost becane the raw

materials such factories consunme. Yes, we were very nearly part of it, Henri.
Aegri somia vana!'

'Dreans of a diseased mind,' de Marigny translated with an involuntary
shudder. 'Ah, well - that's one factory | wasn't sorry to close down, Titus.
No, not at all.’

PART FI VE 1

Il ek-Vad

After three days of sonewhat crowded but contented recuperation at the hone of
Grant Enderby in Uthar - three days of al nbst conpl ete peace and quiet,
marred only by the know edge that soon they nust once nore be about the task
in hand - Titus Crow, Henri-Laurent de Marigny, and Tiania of Elysia convened
at the Inn of a Thousand Sl eeping Cats, taking a secluded table in an al cove
where they could talk in utnost privacy.

They were dressed now in rich robes of dreams styling. Tiania wore a | ow cut
fl owi ng gown of nother-of-pearl whose nobile, greenly glowi ng tints natched
her hair perfectly; Crow sported a short jacket of yellow silk, with matching
Eastern-styl ed trousers supported by a wide black belt; de Mrigny had chosen
a single-piece suit of scarlet satin, throwing his black flying cloak

carel essly about his shoulders. In their cool alcove they relaxed, toyed with
their food, which at the Inn of a Thousand Sleeping Cats is the best in all
dream and, and si pped exotic |iqueurs.

Eventual |y, alnost reluctantly, Titus Crow opened the conversation. 'Now,
Henri, how did you get on at the tenple of the El der Ones yesterday eveni ng?
Was Atal able to offer any nore hel p?

"Well,' de Marigny began, 'first of all | told himhow well things had worked
out: about our escape from Dyl ath-Leen, the destruction of the great ruby and
the Fly-the-Light, the death of the Keeper and his - pets - and nore or |ess
everything el se that happened in between. He was particularly pleased that his
elixir had served me so well.

"Then | told himhow we planned to go Il ek-Vad . He paused and shrugged.
"I"'mafraid | drew sonething of a blank there, Titus. Atal could only repeat
what Kthanid told me in the Hall of Crystal and Pearl: that there is sonme sort
of screen about Il ek-Vad, one that lets nothing in or out.'

'Drawn a bl ank, eh?' Crow repeated after a while. 'Maybe, and maybe not. |I'm



inclined to |l ook on the bright side. Look at it this way: a screen has two
sides, Henri. True, it mght have been built, this screen, by enem es of
dream and, to keep people from knowi ng what was going on in there. But on the
ot her hand, mght it not have been built to keep Chul hu's invasion forces
out ?

"You think that perhaps Randol ph Carter and ny father -
"That they built this screen? | think it's possible. As to what they're doing
behind it, in Ilek-Vad, that's another matter. It's something we'll have to
find out for ourselves. And there's really only one way to do that.'

"W're going to Ilek-Vad!' Tiania put in, excitement in her beautiful voice.
"No,' said Crow, 'not you, Tiania. Henri and | - we are going to Il ek-Vad."'
"Titus,' she answered, I'"'mnot letting you out of ny. sight again, not for a
nmonent. There are too many terrors in this dream and of yours. What would | do
i f any harm befell you?'

"And what would | do if harm befell you, Tiania? No, you stay here in Uthar
at Grant Enderby's house. 1'll know you're safe there. It will only be for a
day or two, until we know what's going on, then we'll be back. And don't

argue. You might be able to sway Kthanid, but not ne.'

Ti ani a pursed her lips and sat back, eyes flashing angrily. De Marigny coughed
and hastily asked: 'Wien do we set out? He was already beginning to feel his
stomach tighten as the Unknown | oomed once nore before him

" Tomorrow norni ng, at dawn,' Crow answered. 'We're known to be here in

dream and now, so it's useless to attenpt any sort of stealth. W |eave at
first light, in the tinme-clock.'

'Then you two will have to excuse ne,' said de Marigny, rising to his feet.
'"Ch? An early night, Henri?" Crow asked.
"No, I'mnmeeting with . . . sonmeone.'

"I have seen the way she | ooks at you!' Tiania | aughed m schi evously, her

di sappoi nt nent al ready forgotten

' She?' Crow frowned. Then his face brightened. 'Ch, you nean Litha, G ant
Enderby's daughter.' He too | aughed, then warned: 'But renenber, Henri, that
beautiful as she is with those huge dark eyes of hers, she's only a dream'’
"I"ll endorse that heartily,' de Marigny answered, turning away to hide the
sudden flush that suffused his face. 'She is a dream isn't she?

And so Titus Crow and Henri-Laurent de Marigny set out at dawn's first |ight,
| eaving Tiania behind at the friendly house of Grant Enderby in Uthar. And by
m dday they were well out over the twlight sea.

They coul d have travel ed at a greater speed, certainly, but Crow was

fasci nated by the topography of dream and. He had cl osely scanned all of the
rivers, towns, |akes, islands, and villages as they passed in endl ess
processi on beneath the time-clock. Now he silently appreciated the calm
peaceful , scintillating surface of the twlight sea.

For the twilight sea is a vast inland ocean (whose name derives froma
perpetual serenity remnminiscent of that of |onely |akes on cal m sumer
evenings) far to the west of dreamand's third greatest continent. There, on a
hi gh pronontory of vol canic glass that reaches far

out over blue waters, stands Ilek-Vad - city of fabul ous towers, dones, and
turrets - once seat of a proud line of ancient kings, palace-city now of King
Carter, late of the waking world.

Below the time-clock as it sped high over the wavelets, Crow and de Marigny
could make out the coral-like |abyrinths of the bearded and finny Guiorri

i ndustrious dwellers in crystal depths. And it was as they scanned the

marvel ous intricacy of the Grorri's incessant subaqueous |abors, while yet

Il ek-Vad lay a good ten mles distant, that the tinme-clock suddenly began to
act very strangely indeed. Refusing to obey Crow s comrands, the vessel veered
to one side and began to fly in a wide circle which would eventually carry it
around |1 ek-Vad but no closer to that splendid city.

After a mnute or so of westling with the clock's m nd-controls, Crow
grunted: 'Huh! Well, there's your screen, Henri, and a damed effective one at
that!'



'That's amazing!' de Marigny replied. 'It nust be simlar to the Wall of
Naach-Tith that G ant Enderby told ne about. An invisible, inpenetrable wall.
A force-screen. But how. . .7

' Science, Henri - or sorcery. Remenber that this is Earth's dream and, and nen
have been dream ng of such devices for a long, long time. In any case, what
does it matter? The wall exists, and we're on the wong side of it.'

'Do you suppose,' asked de Marigny, thoughtfully, 'that the barrier goes down
under the twlight sea?

"We can soon find out,' Crow answered, and he caused the tinme-clock to dive
down, down into blue waters where the Grorri swam and ogl ed and constructed
their cal cium caves and |l abyrinths. And there they once nore came up agai nst
the invisible wall. But here there was a strange thing: the Glorri were
unobstructed in their submarine activities! For themthe barrier did not

exi st,

and they swam wi t hout hindrance to and fro across the invisible line.

"Well, now," Crow nused. 'And | wonder how the birds fare?

Up he took the clock and out of the calmwaters with barely a splash. And
there in the sky they waited until a cloud of white birds |ike geese, with a
harsh, surprised gabble of inquiry, parted to fly around the clock and on

t hrough the invisible barrier.

"And the clouds thenselves,' said de Marigny, watching in the scanners the
passage of fleecy clouds into regions where the clock was forbidden. 'l don't
under st and . '

"I think I do,' Crow said. "The Gnorri, the birds and clouds, they are all
wel I, natural things. They are the harnl ess, everyday, comonplace realities
of dream and, with no special allegiances to any powers, good or evil. The
clock, on the other hand - yes, and its passengers -we are the aliens here.'
"But Atal, and Kthanid before him said that nothing could get in or out of

Il ek-Vad,' de Marigny protested.

Crow shrugged. 'Wat woul d they know about birds or clouds or the Giorri
Henri? No, Ilek-Vad is only forbidden to alien things and to things which
woul d fathom her secrets. Forbidden to alien scanners on alien worlds, and to
alien Elder Gods that use such scanners. Forbidden to the shew stones of
dream and' s nmagi ci ans - black or white - because shew stones are not natura
but supernatural, alien. Forbidden to the mnions of the CCD, and to
Nyar| at hot ep, Their messenger and agent.' 'And to us,' de Marigny added,

' because of the clock, no doubt. A device of the Elder Gods and alien to
dream and."

"Ch, the clock is alien, all right," Crow nodded, a stub-born frown winkling

his forehead. 'It's damed ingenious, too. | don't think this barrier wll
stop us for too long, Henri.'
"Titus, | don't see -'

"Listen, ny friend. In this clock |I've escaped fromthe awesone pull of a

bl ack hole in space, an omivorous freak of nature from which not even |ight

may flee. | did it not by going around the black hole but sinmply by nmoving
away fromit! You see, the clock isn't only a space-time machine but a

gat eway between internedi ary di nensions, too. The proof of that statenent lies

in the sinple fact that the clock is here in dream and right now, in that you

yoursel f have used it to travel between dinensions, Henri. For dreanl and after

all is only a parallel dinmension existing on a |evel conpatible to the
subconsci ous mind of man.
"But | didn't only escape froma black hole; 1've also been safely into and

out of the prison dinension of Yog-Sothoth, the Lurker at the Threshold, where
not even one of Kthanid's G eat Thoughts could follow Yes, and fromthere
into Elysia itself! Wy, the clock slips between di nensions as easily as it
flies through space and tinme!' He paused. 'But there, we've wasted enough of
the latter, now let's see just how resourceful the time-clock really is.'

In the space of the next ten minutes Titus Crow piloted the clock into as many
agai n parallel dinmensions, using the sem sentient nachine in a way which m ght



baffl e even the El der Gods thensel ves. De Marigny was astounded at the view

t he scanners gave himof these renmarkabl e planes of existence. Sone of them
seened darkl y-gaseous, nighted pl aces, where vague shadowy shapes noved

i nexplicably; others were riots of primal color, to the apparent exclusion of
all else. In tw nore there were definite geonetric shapes, but Crow was quick
to leave the latter planes; he was leery of the interest certain
shar pl y-angl ed shapes displayed in the time-clock

What nost surprised de Marigny, however, was the fact that in several of these
paral | el universes the barrier about

Il ek-Vad - or rather, the barriers about corresponding areas in the alien
spaces and tinmes - was not only extant but visible. In one it showed in the
scanners as a vast, silvery shimrering sphere, in another as an opaque pyram d
of enornous proportions. But in all its various manifestations one thing about
the barrier remained constant: to the tinme-clock it was inpenetrable.

Then, as Crow swi tched di nensions yet again - to enmerge in a scarlet glare

t hrough which thin bars of green |ight appeared to shoot in every conceivable
direction without ever colliding - he gave a cry of triunmph. "This is it,
Henri, our gateway into Ilek-Vad. The barrier doesn't extend into this

subdi mensi on, the scanners show no trace of it. W sinply move forward, in a
physi cal sense, like this -' The alien universe outside the clock seened
monentarily to whirl. 'And then we slide back through the internedi ate

di mensi ons to dream and!"’

There foll owed a kal ei doscopi ¢ confusion of weird colors, shapes, and notions
as Crow returned the tine-clock sideways through a dozen interveni ng pl anes of
exi stence; and at last they enmerged again above the twilight sea. AU was as it
had been, except that now they were noving forward, toward Il ek-Vad, and they
were at last within the ten-mle boundary line of the invisible force-screen
And there ahead and bel ow was |1 ek-Vad itself, fabulous city of towers,
turrets, and domes rising up fromthe hollow glass cliffs wherein its
foundati ons are housed, straddling the volcanic pronmontory beneath whose

hei ghts the Grorri | abor ceaselessly in the twilight sea. The afternoon sun
shone down on Il ek-Vad, reflecting brilliantly fromw ndows and bright neta
statues, and in the city's squares and gardens brightly garbed crowds gat hered
to watch the approach of the weird aerial visitor

As they drew even closer to the city, de Marigny's attention was drawn to what
| ooked like a huge mirror at the very tip of the glassy pronontory. At the
base of

this device, at what |ooked |ike a control bank, a pair of helneted -

sol diers? - busied thenselves. Then, all around the rimof the city, many
apertures appeared simultaneously in ranpart walls, and out fromthese
openings trundl ed nore of the great mrrors.

"Titus,' de Marigny began, 'I don't think |I quite Iike -' But before he could
finish, suddenly Hek-Vad seened to disintegrate in a blinding flash of Iight
that bl ooned outward fromthe great mirrors. Actually the city had suffered no
har m what ever, and as quickly as it had cone the blinding glare died down -
only to repeat a nonent |ater as once nore the vast mrrors hurled forth their
i ncredi bly bright beanms of |ight.

The answer was now obvi ous, and Crow gave voice to de Marigny's unspoken

t hought :

' Those things are weapons, Henri!' he cried. 'And dam it, they're firing them
at us!'

Warl ords of Dream

Hal f - a- dozen tinmes at | east the clock was caught in a crisscross of blinding
rays fromthe projector-batteries about the city, before an astoni shed Titus
Crow even thought to make a nove to avoid them By then such a nove woul d have
been superfluous; it was obvious that the beans of dazzling white |ight were
nei t her damagi ng nor inpeding the clock

The troops manning the projectors saw this too, and nonents | ater a second
screen - this time a flickering, redly coruscating dome of purely physica
energies - went up to enclose the city proper



"No good, ny friends,' Crow grinned. 'That's not going to keep us out either.'
He flew the time-clock forward and, as if the redly flickering screen did not
exist at all, the vehicle of the El der Gods passed through the curtain of
energi es w thout pause.

Into the heart of the city Titus Crow flew the clock, slowy and carefully
now, not wi shing to alarmlIlek-Vad' s inhabitants nore than was absolutely
unavoi dable. Finally, after hanging notionless for a few seconds over the
gardens of the central palace itself, he set the clock down between tinkling
fountains and exotic flowering shrubs.

Shortly thereafter a thousand soldiers, attired in lightly arnmored suits with
shining metal helnets, emerged from new, barrack-like buildings in the outer
gardens to surround the tine-clock and take up defensive positions. They wore
swords and carried shields which bore in their centers snmall versions of the
mrror-like ray projectors.

None of these troops cane any closer to the tinme-clock than thirty or forty
feet, and once they were in position behind their shields they nade no further
t hreateni ng nove. Crow and de Marigny were content for the noment to remain in
the conplete safety of their vehicle and await devel opnents - which were not

l ong in com ng.

Escorted by sone two-dozen personal guardsmen, approaching on foot and dressed
in splendidly opul ent robes of silver and gold cloth, a strange, slender
personage came fromthe direction of the palace itself. The sol diers around
himwere patently nen of Il ek-Vad, and they had obvi ously been sel ected for
their task. But while they were noticeably taller than the average inhabitants
of dream and, neverthel ess the nan they protected stood head and shoul ders
taller than the tallest of them

"That man,' said de Marigny. 'He's as tall as | am Is he young or ... old?
can't quite make up ny mnd. And surely he's -'

"A man fromthe waki ng worl d?' Crow asked it for him and answered: 'Yes, he
is, Henri. And unless I'mvery nmuch m staken, we're singularly honored. Ch,
yes, see? He recognizes the tine-clock! And so he should, for he used it |ong
before I even knew it existed.'

' Randol ph Carter!' De Marigny nodded his acknow edgment, awed in spite of
hinself. 'King Carter of Ilek-Vad!'

Now t he ki ng waved hi s guardsmen back and came right up to the clock. H s face
was pal e, slender, that of a young gentleman, but his shoul der-length hair was
white and his eyes old with incredi ble wisdom Anmazement shone in those eyes
now and, as Titus Crow had noted, recognition. He reached out his hands and
touched the cl ock, saying:

"Whoever you are, please conme out now. | know that you nean no harm for if
you did, then by now nmy city

woul d be falling around ne. You have nmy word that no harmw ||l cone to you in
Il ek-vVad. See, | know your vehicle well "

As King Carter's hands noved expertly along the clock's sides there cane an
odd clicking from sone hi dden mechanism The tall nan stepped ninbly back as
the clock's front panel swung silently open beneath the weird, four-handed
dial, and his eyes scrutinized the clock's passengers mnutely as they

emer ged.

Then, plainly perplexed at some as yet unknown thing, after taking Crow s hand
in a sonmewhat cursory greeting he grasped de Marigny's shoul ders and stared
hard at him The frown deepened then on his own face and he shook his head in
nmystification.

'"For a nonent | thought that . . . you look so very nmuch like . . . soneone.’
"I know who you are,' answered the object of the king's scrutiny, "but I'm
pretty sure we never net - or if we did | was only a very small child at the
time. | amHenri-Laurent de Marigny, and this is Titus Crow.'

Now the king's lantern jaw fell open in an unashanmed gasp of astonishment. H s
grip tightened on the other's shoulders. "Then you ore a de Marigny! By al

the I ands of dream | shoul d have guessed it! Who coul d possibly | ook nore
like his father than a son? Only a twin, | think, and believe me you are the



twin of Etienne as he was . . . how |l ong ago?

"But this is unforgivable of me. | have guests fromthe waking world - the son
of my trusted friend and counsel or, Etienne-Laurent de Marigny, and your
friend here, M. Crow - and here we stand chatting in the garden! Forgive ne,
forgive me, and come with me please to the palace. There is nuch to talk
about. | don't know why you're here, but | feel it's a good omen - and by the
Sign of Koth, dreanl and needs all the good onmens she can get!’

'So,' said the king nuch later, after they had di ned and when he knew al

about his visitors - fromtheir initial encounters with the CCD, through Titus
Crow s venturings in space and tinme and de Marigny's attenpt to find Elysia
for hinself, right up to the present nonment -'then | was right. It was an
onen, your com ng here. You could have chosen no nore opportune tine, for at
this very monent we prepare for war against dream s nminions of the CCD

agai nst the nightmares of the Great A d Ones

t hensel ves.

"I'n you two we have powerful allies, and already you have struck telling bl ows
against the evil in dream and. Yes, great allies indeed!' Wy, you, Titus Crow,
have seen Elysia, and for all my wanderings | never found ny way there!’

"But your nane is known there,' Crow answered, equally gallant. 'And as for
encounters with the CCD: what other man has sought out, even confronted
Nyar| at hot ep? And escaped sane!'’

'That was | ong ago,' the king nodestly answered, 'and | was by no neans as
great a dreaner as the stories have it. No, ny adventures in dreamnl and were
often ill-advised. | was |lucky, believe me. Nyarlathotep will not let nme go so
l[ightly next time.'

"And you think there may be a next tine?" de Marigny

asked.

"It seens nore than possible,’" King Carter nodded. 'There are warl ords
stal ki ng dream and even now, and war itself cannot be far behind."’

"Warl ords?" Crow questioned.

'Mysel f and Kuranes, yes, and others, too. And then, of course, there are also
our enemes, the warlords of the CCDI O the latter you know as much, possibly
nmore than | do.' He paused for a nonment of contenplation, then went on

'Li ke nmyself, Kuranes trains his generals; and in the

sky-i sl ands about cloud-floating Serannian he builds a great armada of
sky-yachts and yearns for the day when he may once nore return to the throne
in tineless Celephais. Until that day Cel ephais remains behind its own
force-screen, safe for now fromthe CCD, dreani ng nore wondrously than any
other city in all dream and.'

The king | aughed wyly before continuing. 'Strange, | was hardly a warlike man
in the waking world, but | shall comrand armies in dream and! M nd you, it

will not be the first tine | have commanded the | egi ons of dream but those
were strange dreanms indeed.' He paused again. 'However - | would Iike you two
to assist me, to be ny generals. Certainly you know nore of such matters than
I, as your very presence here testifies. To have fought so |long and hard

agai nst Cthul hu' s hi deous brethren - and to survive the unending battle! |
fear, though, that new phases of that eternal conflict are in the offing.'
"Sir,' said Cow, 'we would gladly join you, but there are many things we
should Iike to know. Neither one of us is a great dreamer, and -'

"l understand,' King Carter nodded, 'but do not underestimate your ability to
dream ny friends. Dreans are all things to all nmen, and nmen must shape their
own dreams just as they shape their destinies in the waking world. Now, what
is it you wish to know?'

"I want to know about ny father,' de Marigny i mediately answered. 'VWile we
di ned you nentioned his absence. If he is not here in Dek-Vad, where is he?
The king smiled. 'Ah, Etienne. Were is he, you ask? Were i ndeed? He set out
some years ago, before this latest trouble in dreanl and began. H s
destinati on? Who can say? Let me explain that Etienne has becone the greatest
of all human dreaners. Hi s dream quests are unendi ng; they have carried him
beyond hitherto undreamed of regions - not only in Earth's dreamn ands



but in those of distant worlds and di mensions.

"He will return - of course he will - but |I cannot say when. There was a
peri od of peace in dream and when he left, but it did not last. | would have
gone with him. ' he shrugged, 'except that ny adopted people are here in
Il ek-Vad. So, at the monment | am both king and counsel or. But nake no m st ake,
Henri, your father will return. Someday .

' However, if you would be satisfied nerely to see his physical form- why,
that is sinple! Cone -'

The king led the way to one of the palace's inner, sanctuns where, upon a

mar bl e divan covered with rich silks and soft cushions, reclined the
noti onl ess form of Etienne-Laurent de Marigny. Wan and breathl ess, seemi ngly
frozen in death, but undecayed, the spirit merely - absent - for the nonent.
'"He -' de Marigny broke the hush, "he is as | remenber him And this
tranceli ke state of his: you and Tiania share this sanme type of sleep, Titus.
You | ooked so rmuch like this when | saw you in Elysia.'

"Don't disturb yourself, Henri,' Crow quietly said, sensing the depth of his
friend's enmotion. 'It's sinply a very deep form of dream ng. Worlds w thout
end at his fingertips, ny friend, and your father one of the greatest seekers
of all time. Who knows what wonders he nmay be seeing even now? Wuld you
really call him back?

De Marigny nmade no attenpt to answer.

For a long while the three nen stood | ooking at the silent figure on the

di van.

The Curse of Cthul hu

The next norning after breakfast King Carter of Ilek-Vad set out to tell his
visitors of the shadow over Earth's dream and, the curse of Cthul hu. Since
Crow and de Marigny were aware of the general threat, the king confined
hinself to specific areas of the peril. He explained the defenses which he and
Kuranes and several others had set up before it, detailing the forces they

i ntended to throw against it.

The threat itself was of course the insidious encroachnment of Cthul hu's

m nions into dream and, bringing Hs Word with them and spreadi ng horror and
evil wherever they were permitted to infiltrate men's dreans. |If they were not
st opped, eventually dream and woul d be sinply a barren place of nightmare and
abom nation, and the dreanms of nen would belong to Cthulhu to do with them as
he desired. Follow ng that, of course, the Lord of R Ilyeh's next step would be
an invasion of the waking world itself, the control of the conscious as well
as the subconsci ous minds of nen.

Against this threat - which King Carter hinself had warned of |ong ago while
yet an inexperienced wanderer in dream and, though even he had not realized
how far the cancer mght spread - certain barriers had al ready been raised,
behi nd whi ch preparations had forged ahead to thwart, even repel the creeping
i nvasion. O these barriers two were believed to be completely inpassable to
anything tainted by the curse of Chul hu: the force-screens about Cel ephais
and |l ek-Vad. But even so, the inhabitants of those cities took no chances,
for they were

sworn to defy this persecution by Cthul hu's alien dreanms. Hence the
ray-projectors with which the Il ek-Vadi ans had bonbarded the time-clock

And behind the force-screens the arm es of dream and were being trained and
its armadas built, strange weapons devi sed and plans for great battles |aid.
The King of Ilek-Vad had five thousand soldiers who would fight for himto the
death, and in cloud-floating Cerannian Kuranes had built fifty great
sky-yachts and was presently building fifty nore.

Even before the arrival of Crow and de Marigny plans had been laid for an
assault on Dyl ath-Leen. The intention was to rid the city forever of the
horned ones of Leng, then to hold and protect its boundaries. Eventually the
pl ace mi ght once nore support the honest fol k of dream and, who would then
patrol and protect the city's boundaries thensel ves.

Thus woul d Dyl at h-Leen beconme an out post agai nst the horned invaders, who
woul d receive short shrift if ever | they dared sail their abhorrent vessels



into its harbors again. Wth the glad news that Carter's visitors brought,
however - that the power of the horned ones in Dyl ath-Leen was destroyed,
however tenporarily, and that in all likelihood they had already fled the city
in their great black galleys - nowit would be only a matter of days before
the first of Kuranes' anti-gravity boats with its conplenment of Il ek-Vadi an
sol di er-crewnen departed for Dyl at h- Leen

Nor would the reclanmation of dreamiand's cities, those fallen into evil ways,
end with Dyl ath-Leen. There were ot her suspect places lying far to the west,
al ong the coast of the great Southern Sea. Zak, for instance, with its
terraced tenples wherein forgotten dreanms fade and slowy vani sh, seldomto be
resurrected, would be an ideal haunt for Cthul hu's em ssaries: there they

m ght experience all the dreans of Man's youth, and thereby perhaps determn ne
the course of dreanms yet to cone.

Then there was infanous Thal arion, the Denon City of a Thousand Dark Wonders,
rei gned over by the eidolon Lathi whose fleshly avatar was runored to be of
the Cthul hu Cycle Deities thenmselves! Surely, in a place where images of the
CCD had been openly, imenorially worshipped, there woul d be many unwhol esone
things to root out and destroy. And what of the Charnel Gardens of Zura, |and
of pleasures unattai ned; and Sona-Nyl, a region of fancy where, |egend had it,
future dreans were shaped and inplanted |like seeds in the receptive m nds of
certain waking nen, there to blossomand grow into full-fledged dreans in
their own right? What a marvel ous coup that would be for Cthul hu's mnions!

As to how the friends and enem es of dream and m ght be recognized one from
the other, King Carter said that the true nmen of dream and were dreanl and's

true friends, of whomonly a handful were under Cthul hu's evil spell. The
horned ones of Leng were not true nen - indeed, they could hardly be said to
be men at all - but were of the dream and of a dark di nension paralleling

Yuggoth on the RRkm whence the CCD had brought them when the dreans of nen
were very young.

And apart fromtrue men and pseudo-nen there were also the utterly inhuman
creatures of dream sonme sentient and others barely so. The loyalty of these
bei ngs was nore often than not highly suspect. The 'G creatures, for

i nstance, were especially suspicious - the gugs, ghasts and ghouls - and only
slightly less sinister were the others: the shantaks, dholes and zoogs.

King Carter had had much to do with all such creatures in his youth, and in
some of them he had found very strange allies indeed. The cats of U thar al
knew and | oved him the zoogs of the Enchanted Wod were not disinclined
toward him He had even befriended the ghouls of dream and's nether-pits,
whose | eader was a speci al acquai ntance of his.

As to the ghasts and gugs, nercifully they were usually content to remain in
their own realns. The ghasts were | east bothersome in that real |ight
destroyed them They were rarely to be found outside the |lightless Vaults of
Zin, where they were hunted by and in turn hunted the gigantic gugs.

Ni ght - gaunts, however, were not to be dealt with so lightly. Though facel ess,
they were neverthel ess believed to be the secret eyes of Cthulhu's mnions in
dream and. Moreover, many of dream s people still believed that the

ni ght -gaunts hel d great power over all of dreamis |esser creatures. And
certainly the vast and hi ppocephalic shantak-birds were nortally afraid of
them Chiefly to be found near the summit of Ngranek on the Isle of Oiab

ni ght - gaunts al so guarded the grimgray peaks dividing Leng and | nquanok
where they spent the drab daylight hours in caves that scarred the topnost

pi nnacl es. In the night, though, gaunts flew far and w de throughout

dream and, and their secretive nature was such that indeed they woul d nmake

i deal spies for the CCD

One of the first tasks for Kuranes' sky-yachts, once Dyl ath-Leen was secured,
woul d be to destroy the night-gaunt stronghold atop Ngranek, then to bl ock al
of those entrances | eading down into the black and reeking abyss beneath. In
this manner that area of the underworld and all its terrors would be shut off
forever from saner, upper regions of dream

And so the armes of dreamwould go fromstrength to strength. Eventually



there woul d be great battle-fleets upon the Southern Sea, barring access to
the bl ack galleys of the horned ones; vast stone fortresses would be built and
manned al ong the border of I|Inquanok and Leng, ensuring that the horrors of the
latter tableland mght forever remain renote. Finally, a way would be sought
to destroy those black places in dreamland - the evil foci of CCD influence -
where Cthul hu's engi nes of nightnare
pounded detestably, poisoning the healthy dreanms of Earth's nortals.
Such pl aces were known to exist in the Enchanted Wod, in certain green deeps
of the Southern Sea, even in the perfumed and often beautiful jungles of
fabl ed Kl ed; others were runored to lie in subterranean vaults beneath Zura's
elusive tenples, and in the hinterland of ruined, prinordial Sarkomand. There
were many, many places to be freed or cleansed of the curse of Cthul hu; great
battles to be fought and won; tenples of evil to be razed and healthy frontier
cities founded. And all to free Man's subconscious nmind fromthe canker of
CCD-i nspi red ni ght mar es.
For unless Cthul hu's creeping incursion into dreans could be put an end to,
neither the waking world of men nor the universe itself would ever be truly
safe fromthe horror inherent in H's aeon-devised design for the utter
destruction of all sanity and order.
Such were the grimand doomfraught subjects covered by King Carter through
all of that long day; but in the evening a banquet was prepared in honor of
the visitors fromthe waking world, and as they sipped the clean red w ne of
Il ek-Vad so their apprehension for dream and's future eased a little. Later
reclining in silk-cushioned couches that swung gently to and fro beneath the
crystal -clear dome of the city's highest tower, gazing out across the placid
twilight sea where all the stars of night gleaned in a darkly fluid firmanent,
Crow and de Marigny talked a while and then fell silent. Both of them were
t hi nking the same thing: they knew now all they had wanted to know of
Ilek-Vad. It was time to nove on
The next norning King Carter wote a letter of introduc-

tion for his visitors, a warrant authorizing their new ranks
as Cenerals of the Annies of Dream telling briefly of their
origins and their present inportance to all dreani and.
They were to take this letter with themto Kuranes in cloud-floating
Seranni an, the pink marble city of the clouds; for the pair had intimated
their desire to be once nore on their way, and Serannian was to be their next
st op.
Thus, at noon of that same day, the dreaners said their farewells to the king
and flewup in the time-clock over the city. And as the powers that sustained
the great invisible done of hyperdi mensional energy were nonmentarily revoked
by Il ek-Vad's wi zards, they sped away over the twilight sea in the direction
of Seranni an
"Titus,' said de Marigny as they gai ned speed, 'things seemto be working out
very well.'
'"At the monent, yes. Does it bother you?
' Somet hing bothers nme. But it's difficult to pinit down. 1 nean, everything
seens so easy nhow - the obstacles are behind us.'
' Perhaps they are.’
"And yet | somehow feel an urgency, a need for greater haste.'

Crow nodded. 'l feel it too. My instinct tells ne that all is not as well as
it mght be.'

"And there are still many questions,' de Marigny went on. 'For instance, the
weapons we've seen so far. Are they mmgi cal or mechanical ?'

"A bit of both, | suspect. But that takes us back to an old argument, Henri

just what is magic? This is Earth's dreanml and, renmenber? If you had been to
Elysia with me, then you might finally be able to put that word "nmagic" behind
you. In Elysia there are islands that float a mile in the air, just |ike
Seranni an. Surely the science that holds such islands aloft is little short of
"magi cal "? What you nust renenber is this: whether in the waking world or the
worl d of dream if nman wants somet hing badly enough to be, he will nmake it be!



Is a sky-yacht any nore fantastic than an airplane? Are King Carter's

ray- projectors any

stranger than | asers? Dream and and the waking world are two different
spheres, Henri, certainly- but both were shaped in the nminds of men, sleeping
and waki ng alike!"

De Marigny frowned, then suddenly burst out: 'Star-stones! That's sonething
el se that's been bothering me -are there no star-stones in dreanm and? | had
one hanging froma chain around my neck when | set out fromEarth, but I'm
damed if it's there now"

"Ah!" Crow smiled. 'But the star-stones cane to Earth froman alien universe,
Henri, an alien dinmension. Dream and guards her boundaries well; she does not
gladly suffer that which is not of Earth and Man's own dreaning.'

'But what of Cthul hu and the CCD?" de Marigny argued. '\Wat could possibly be
nore alien? And yet their enissaries are here.'

"Sentience!' Crow answered. 'They are here because Cthulhu wills it, just as

we are here because we will it.' He shrugged. 'Qite apart from which, of
course, Cthulhu is a master of dreams. And it could be argued, too, that we
are the aliens on Earth and not the CCD. After all, they were here first -
mllions of years before man. Perhaps Chul hu hinmsel f has put this stricture on
the star-stones of ancient Miar, that they may not exist in dreams. It has
certainly taken us |ong enough to renmenber them and question their
absence.'

"Hmph!' de Marigny grunted. 'It's very odd: one mnute everything seens so
easy, the next - inpossible!’

"That's the way of it, Henri,' Crow agreed. 'Oten things are far sinpler in

dreans - but then again they can be a dammed sight nmore difficult, too.'

4 Seranni an

At first sight, even knowi ng he was dream ng, de Marigny found Seranni an

al nost unbelievable. He had seen it before, certainly, in those tel epathic

vi sions showed to him by Kthanid in hyperdi nensional Elysia, but the reality
was a far greater thing. A cloud-washed coast of pink marble that seened to
stretch away to its own horizons; and built upon the shore, a splendid city
that | ooked out over an ethereal sea of glow ng cirrus and

ci rrocunul us.

Far bel ow, glinpsed through roseate m sts and pi nk-hued cl ouds, the Cerenarian
Sea's white-tipped billows washed towards a di stance-hazed | and where Mount Ar
an was only just visible. That nountain, the dreaners knew, forned one of the
val l ey-wal | s of Ooth-Nargai, where tineless Cel ephais reared her splendid
dones, towers, and minarets beneath a dome of energy |like that which protected
Il ek-Vad. But because Cel ephai s and Seranni an both came under Kuranes' w se
rule, trade went on as of old between the Tineless City and the Sky Isl ands;
except that now the force-screen about the former nust periodically be

rel axed, allowi ng the sky-galleys that brought the latter's supplies free
passage out onto the Cerenarian

Sea.

I ndeed, the galleys they saw riding to the horizon, where they sailed skyward
on rose-tinted msts, had recently put out from Cel ephais. Awed by the beauty
of all they saw -marveling that the subconscious mnd of man coul d dream such
wonders - the travelers in the tinme-clock followed one of the galleys into the
har bor of Seranni an; and when

Crow set the clock down on the walls of the pink-marble docks, they narvel ed
again that Seranni an had ever been built here, on this ethereal coast where
the west wind flowed into the sky.

Moored in the harbor, floating inpossibly on pink cloud-crests, the dreaners
spied twenty-five of Kuranes' fleet of fifty war vessels; along their decks,
port and starboard, were single rows of mirror-bright devices that reflected
sharp shafts of sunlight as the ships bobbed up and down. These were
ray-projectors, like those they had seen in Il ek-Vad. In the distant sky,
riding out on the west wind, the other half of the fleet was under sail

St andi ng beside the time-clock on the dockside - which was deserted now, for



sail ors and dockers alike had quietly nelted away i nto the wharfside taverns
as soon as the tine-clock had | anded - Crow and de Marigny watched the
receding sails of the ships until a voice informed: "They go out to practice
the arts of war, arts which will soon be put to good use in Dyl ath-Leen and
ot her pl aces.'

Turning, they came face to face with Kuranes, a man once of the waking world,
now Lord of Ooth-Nargai, Celephais, and the Sky around Seranni an. They knew
himinmediately froma description furnished by King Carter. Slightly built
but regally robed, gray-bearded but sprightly and bright-eyed - and wary -
Kuranes had with hima retinue of pike-arnmed guardsnen. He gazed briefly upon
his visitors before continuing.

"Runors have been reaching me for days now of a strange flying machi ne cone
into Earth's dream and.' He made a notion with his hand and the guardsnen
clustered cl oser, noving between the two dreanmers and their nmachi ne. Crow and
de Marigny found thenselves inside a circle of sharp pikeheads.

"I have wondered,' Kuranes went on, 'whether this device, this flying machine,
was beni gn toward dreanl and

or - malignant.' Again he beckoned, and his guardsnen laid restraini ng hands
on the two strangers.

At | ast Crow spoke. 'Lord Kuranes, we understand your apprehension perfectly,
but you may put your nmind at ease sinply by reading this letter.' He produced
the carefully folded docunent. "It is from Randol ph Carter in Il ek-Vad."'
"Aletter from Randol ph Carter?' Kuranes' eyebrows went up and he seened
surprised. 'Randol ph, you say? Are you so faniliar, then, with the King of

Il ek-Vad?'

"My father was King Carter's counselor,' de Marigny quickly answered, 'before
he took to exploring in undreamed of places. | am Henri-Laurent de Marigny,
and this is Titus Crow.'

As Kuranes read King Carter's letter, so the attitude of alert wariness fel
fromhim Finally he smled and waved his guardsnmen aside, clasping first de
Marigny's hand, then Titus Crow s.

"Centlenen,' he said, 'l amat your service.'

A few mnutes later, on their way to Kuranes' 'palace' - which, astonishingly,
they saw at a distance to be nothing |l ess than a great Gothic manorhouse with
a gray stone tower, typical of lordly English dwellings Kuranes had known in
the Cornwall of his youth in the waking world - a servant of the Lord of
Seranni an approached in great haste. This man, a whiskered butler attired in
typically English livery, though patently he was a deni zen of dreamnl and,
probably born and bred in Cel ephais or Uthar, handed Kuranes a tiny netal

t ube.

Kuranes took square-franmed spectacles fromhis robe and put them on, then
unscrewed one end of the nmetal tube and carefully extracted a tightly rolled
strip of extrenely thin paper. 'James,' he asked of his butler, 'what color
was the bird that delivered this?

"Pink as Serannian's clouds, my Lord,' the butler answered, in an accent which
was not quite Cornish.

"Hm . . . Then it canme fromAtal in Uthar. | wonder what he wants.'

On hearing Atal's nane spoken, the two dreaners exchanged qui ck, specul ative
gl ances. Then de Marigny's suddenly taut features relaxed and he shrugged,
murmuring: "It can have nothing to do with us, Titus. No one knows we're
here.’

' Ch?' excl ai ned Kuranes, his sharp ears catching de Marigny's remark. 'But you
are wong, ny young friend! It does concern you - both of you. And as to how
Atal knew you woul d be here - none in dreamand is wise as Atal. Did he know
you were going to Il ek-Vad?'

The two nodded in unison

"Then it would not be hard to guess your next port of call.' H's eyes went
back to the paper. 'It says that you should return to Uthar at once, that
many of Leng's horned ones are in the city disguised as foreign traders, and
that a man called Grant Enderby is worried about strange figures seen |urking



near his house in the dead of night.'

"Anything el se?" Crow s voice was tense.

'Yes. Atal says that although there are no true soldiers in Uthar - that is,
no real force for the protection of the public - he has sent several young
priests fromthe Tenple of the Elder Ones to keep a discreet watch over
Enderby's house. Hml And that's all there is. It seems to have been penned in
sone haste.'’

He handed the letter to Crow 'Take it, by all means, but you'll have to take
my word for what's init. It's witten in an obscure glyph with which only a
fewin dream and are fanmliar. Atal knows that | amone of the few'

"Lord Kuranes,' said de Marigny, his voice urgent, 'you nust understand, we
have | oved ones in Uthar. It's nore than possible that our nutual enem es
intend them harm

"Yes,' Crow continued when de Marigny paused. 'It seens we nust take our |eave
of you sooner than we expected. |Imediately.'

Kuranes nodded. 'I understand. It's a pity, for I was |ooking forward to a
long talk. It's rare now that | have distinguished visitors fromthe waking
world. You will go in your flying machine, of course?

"Yes,' Crow answered, 'but as soon as we get another chance we'll be back to

try your hospitality, Kuranes.'

"You won't find it wanting,' the Lord of Serannian promi sed. 'But |isten,

have an idea. This could be nmy chance to exercise ny armada a bit nore
realistically. It's known that the horned ones have a nunber of sky-galleys of
their owmn. In fact, they once kidnapped King Carter to dream and's noon -
which is not |ike the nmoon of the waking world - in just such a galley. This
could be how they plan to nake their getaway from U thar once their dirty
wor k, whatever it is, is done there. It's not unlikely that they' ve hidden one
of their foul galleys somewhere on the coast, to which they'll flee when
they're ready. How would it be if | sent a dozen of ny sky-yachts, with ful
conpl emrent of trained crewmen, to follow you to Uthar?

"It's a very kind offer,'" Crow answered, 'but the time-clock travels at an

i ncredi bl e pace. W'd | eave your ships far behind. Still, I think it would be
a good idea to send sonme of your vessels to Uthar, perhaps to station them
there permanently. There have al ways been a few horned ones in the city, or so
I"'mled to believe, and we can never tell what nests they may have built for

t hensel ves. Why not et a handful of your best ships and their crews formthe
city's first soldiery, a police force to guard agai nst the subversion of the
horned ones?'

"I"ll doit!" Kuranes cried. '"Even if ny ships can be of no assistance to you

two, still they can performa useful service for the peoples of Uthar. In any
case, | can only

send a handful of ships, for I'mshort of crews. I'"'mto draw upon Il ek-Vad for
nmost of nmy crewnen. Now then, | can see that you're eager to be off, so

won't hold you. Of you go - and the very best of British luck to you!' He
waved after themas they turned and hurriedly retraced their steps in the
direction of the harbor.

To the young priest who anxi ously scanned the skies fromthe roof of the
tenmple's ivied tower, the conmng of the clock into Uthar was an awe-inspiring
experi ence. Having seen many marvels as an initiate and acolyte at the Tenple
of the El der Ones, he was used to wonders, but this was somehow different.
There was no clap of thunder, no darkening over of the skies, none of the
phenonena wi th which he was used to associating the onset of occult or

par anormal occurrences. And yet surely this flying clock was a magi ck of the
first water.

Qut of an early afternoon sky touched with fleece the time-clock raced - at
first a dot spied anong the distant clouds, then a dark obl ong shape that flew
upright, finally a coffin shape that slowed and fell out of the sky - down
past the tower so that the young priest could see the four hands that noved
irregularly and in exotic sequences about the great dial. H s warning shout
had barely echoed down to the square in front of the tenple' s entrance, where



three of his fellows awaited the clock's comng in their robes of priesthood,
before the space-tinme vehicle alighted and its passengers stepped forth.

They were i medi ately ushered into the tenple, along a maze of corridors,
until finally they cane to that inner sanctum where Atal the El der reclined
upon his bed of silks. Extreme in age and fragile as he was, warmrecognition
still showed in the patriarch's faded, alnost colorless eyes as he wel coned
the two dreaners into his presence. His trenbling, whispery voice was urgent
as he gave themthe grimnews:

"My young friends ... it is terrible . . . terrible!" he quavered. 'Sinister
creatures in the city in greater nunbers than ever before. Three of the
tenmple's young priests bloodily slain - the lady Tiania of Elysia and the girl
Li t ha Enderby of U thar kidnapped and carried off - and an al nost tangible
oppression settling like a shroud over the minds of all Uthar's decent
citizens. | set a dozen of mny pigeons to seek you out - to Nir, Serannian

Hat heg, Sona-Nyl, and Bahama; even to Ilek-Vad, though | was not sure that the
bird would be able to fly into the city -and I amonly sorry that you

were not found . . . soon . . . enough . ' He cane to a faltering, panting
hal t.

"In your own tine.' Titus Crow cal ned him quickly seating hinself beside the
centuried high priest, cradling his head and shoul ders agai nst his own strong
arm 'Now, fromthe beginning -'

And so, slowy and with nany a pause, Atal told them how on the previous
morning it had been noticed that there was an inordinate nunber of the
strangely turbaned traders in the city, those squat beings of ill-Iegended
Leng. U thar had never found it necessary to totally ban such creatures - only
the trading of their blasphenbus rubies was forbidden, and usually the horned
ones were nerely passing through the city on their way to | ess discerning

pl aces - but nevertheless Atal found this sudden increase in their nunbers
greatly disturbing.

He nade discreet inquiries, discovered that furtive groups of the horned ones
had been seen in that district where Tiania of Elysia was staying, and

i medi ately his concern trebled - particularly when Grant Enderby hinself

| ater conpl ai ned that he had seen suspicious eveni ng shadows where none had
been before, shadows that nelted quickly away when he attenpted to approach

t hem

Ender by had been sure that the horned ones were watching his house, and
certainly his w de experience

of these beings was such as nust make hi m sonething of an expert on them Thus
he conveyed his concern for his exotic house guest to Atal, who in turn sent
three priests fromthe Tenple of the Elder Ones to watch over Enderby's house
through the night. At the sane tine Atal gave orders that a dozen carrier

pi geons were to be prepared for release to distant lands and cities, and with
his own trenmbling hand he wote the cryptograns to be tied to the |l egs of

t hose bl ood-hued birds. Al to no avail.

The straight, short cerenonial swords of the tenple -with which the three
young priests were not famliar in any other than esoteric connections - had
been usel ess agai nst the viciously curving blades of the horned ones, as the
headl ess corpses of those priests had all too nutely testified the next
nor ni ng. Enderby hinmsel f was | ucky; he had been knocked unconsci ous from
behind as he patrolled the walls around his house and garden. Mercifully his
wi fe and sons had been away, visiting an ailing relative in a nearby hamet.
At dawn, when the quarrier had achingly regai ned consci ousness, he had found
the decapitated priests lying in his garden where they had been dragged by
their killers. Tiania of Elysia and Enderby's daughter Litha were nowhere to
be found.

"And that,' Atal brought his tale to an end at last, 'was the way of it. Who
can say what the rest of it will be?

The Legi ons of Nightmare

As Atal finished speaking, Crow laid the patriarch's head gently back on the
pillows and stood up. A wld rage shone in the dreamer's eyes and his whol e



attitude was that of a lion crouching before springing to the attack

'"De Marigny,' he grated, 'if ever |'ve felt sorry for nmy enem es before - if
ever |'ve been guilty of feelings of synpathy for the CCD in their eterna
bani shment, or their dupes and m nions caught up in the foul schenmes of their
prisoned masters - then may ny soul rot before |I ever shall again!’

And Henri-Laurent de Marigny, white and trenbling with fury and horror, made
his own vow. 'Atal, we |eave the Tenple of the Elder Ones now - and we shal
not return until these great wongs are righted and their authors punished in

full . . .' He paused, then turned despairingly to Titus Crow. 'But where can
we even begin to |l ook for them- and for Litha and Tiani a?'
Before Crow could answer, Atal spoke. 'Wait, wait! | have sent out birds,

dozens of them the tenple's pigeons, to all towns and hamets in the vicinity
of Uthar. If the horned ones have passed by any one of fifty places, we shal
soon know of it. Indeed, sone of the birds have already returned, but as yet

t hey have brought no word. You will fly off in your tine-clock, | suppose, but
i f you have no success before evening, call back this way. By then we may know
somet hing. The priest at the top of the tower . . . will be kept . . . fully

i nforned . ' And once nore exhausted, he again lay back on his pillows.

Wt hout another word, the two grimfaced dreaners

turned and left Atal's room passing into the maze of corridors and naking
their way quickly out of the tenple.

They split up, Crow taking the tine-clock and de Marigny his anti-gravity
cloak, flying outward from U thar in opposite directions to begin their aerial
search of the surrounding regions. Crow headed for the coast, thinking that
per haps Kuranes had been right about a hidden sky-galley in which the horned
ones woul d attenpt an escape; and de Marigny foll owed the Skai down to distant
Dyl at h- Leen, deserted now and strangely drab in the md-afternoon sunlight.
Both dreamers were to find only bitter di sappointnent.

Titus Crow sought the sails of ships as he flew out over the sea -

particul arly ships headed for the horizon, where they mght suddenly lift into
t he sky, bound perhaps for Kadath, Leng, or even dream and's moon itself -

and, sure enough, after searching for over an hour he spied sails, but these
were already airborne. And they were not the onmi nous black galleys of the
horned ones but the colorful battle-yachts of Serannian, on their way to

U thar as Kuranes had pronised.

Briefly Crow | anded on the deck of the lead ship to inquire of the captain if
per haps anyt hi ng had been seen of black galleys sailing the seas bel ow He was
told that nothing had been seen at all to arouse any suspicion, neither on the
Cerenarian nor on the Southern Sea. Crow quickly related what he knew of the
recent trouble in U thar and took off again.

De Marigny, meking ever wi dening, concentric sweeps about Dyl at h-Leen and
eventual |y winging out over the great deserts, spied a caravan in an unseenly
hurry and approached with some caution until he flew directly above it, unseen
by its masters. But no, these were only honest nmerchants of dream about their
busi ness, and their haste was probably due to the close proximty of

Dyl at h- Leen,

whose gray towers reared in sinister fashion not too many nmiles distant. It
woul d be a long time before that enpty city lost its unenviable reputation in
dr eam and.

As the hours passed and afternoon began to grow toward evening, Titus Crow and
Henri - Laurent de Marigny turned back for Uthar. Over the City of Cats they
spi ed one another across a | eague of sky, and wi nging down toward the tower of
the tenple both were attracted by the frantic waving of a priest behind the

hi gh, ivied parapet. They | anded together on the roof, and as Crow stepped out
of the tinme-clock de Marigny began to question the young, breathlessly excited
priest.

Yes, at last there was news! A dozen of the horned ones, nore furtive than
ever, had been sighted in md-nmorning on the outskirts of Nir. They had been
maki ng their way across the plain toward the Enchanted Wod, bearing two
bundles like rolled carpets with open ends. And strange sounds had seened to



emanate fromthose bundles, like nmuffled cries for help. Later, a shepherd had
found traces of the party in a cave, where they had doubtl ess rested out the
night. Their journey nust be very tiring; horned ones were not ideally
structured for the carrying of heavy bundles, and they had no beasts of burden
with them

This news had conme via one of the tenple's carrier pigeons, sent back by a
holy man in Nir, and it arrived just as Kuranes' sky-yachts had appeared over
the city. Wth his vessel anchored firmy to the tenple's high tower, the
seni or captain had alighted to | earn of the ki dnapping and of the route taken
by the ki dnappers toward the Enchanted Wod. The airborne ships had at once
sailed off in the same direction, picking up a vengeful Gant Enderby and his
sons on the way. This had occurred well over an hour ago.

"Into the clock, Henri!' Titus Crow cried. 'I believe | know what they're up
to now, and if I'mright we haven't a nonment to spare!’

The Enchanted Whod, of course!' de Marigny exclained as the clock's door
closed on themand they lifted to the sky. 'The Enchanted Wod - and that
great slab with its massive ring and runic inscriptions!'

"Right," Cowgrimy affirnmed, sending the clock racing across dream and |i ke
a coffin-shaped blur in the sky. 'One of those places King Randol ph Carter
told us about -where Cthul hu's engi nes of nightmare pound away down in the

bl ack, reeking underworld, manufacturing madness with which to di sease the
subconsci ous mnds of nen and subvert themto his cause. It's a place like the
one we destroyed beyond the Peaks of Throk, whose guardi an was the vast and

| eprous Keeper. | only hope we're in tinme, that's all."’

Far down bel ow, the grassy fields of the plain rushed by breathtakingly; then
ahead and to the left, N r appeared, drew | evel, vanished behind in a

twi nkling; the singing Skai flashed for an instant |like a narrow silver ribbon
in the last rays of evening; Hatheg with its domed dwellings came and went. In
the twilight they overtook the battle-yachts of Serannian and at |ast flew
over the edge of the gl oony Enchanted Wod.

Then Crow reluctantly reduced the speed of their craft and brought it down to
the I evel of the treetops in the rapidly fading light, and as the rush of the
great trees beneath them sl owed they covered another nile or so until they
cane to that shocking region of diseased oaks which was in fact al nost a
clearing of crunbling stunps, quaggy earth, and |uni nescent, bloated fungi
There Crow set the clock down and they alighted fromits cleanly pul sating
radi ance into the rotten gl ow of putrefying foliage.

They carefully approached the center of that scabrous clearing, where lay the
massive slab with its Titan ring. Eagerly their eyes searched the nold and
nmush- sl i med

edges of the great slab for signs that it had recently been noved.

"Thank all that's merciful!' cried de Marigny, his voice shattering the

m asmal silence. "It hasn't been noved. W're in time, Titus!'

Crow nodded in the sem darkness. 'Yes, if this is indeed their destination -'
He suddenly cocked his head on one side and held up a cautionary finger
"listen! Do you hear it? What do you nake of that, Henri?'

Al was gloom fetor, and uneasy, msted silence. De Marigny held his breath
and |listened for a nonment. He could hear nothing. 'Wat is it, Titus?

'Here, put your hand on the slab. Now do you hear it?

"Yes . . . It's a pounding, deep down in the bowels of the earth.’

"Well, we were right about that at least.' Crow nodded in grimsatisfaction
"This is certainly the portal to one of Cthulhu's factories of nightmare. And
' Shh!' de Marigny suddenly whispered. 'Sonmeone's coning!'

A monent |ater cane definite sounds of disturbed underbrush not too far

distant - imediately followed by an outraged cry froma femal e throat!
"litha!* de Marigny choked, instinctively making to rush in the direction of
the cry.

"Hold on, Henri,' Crowrestrained him 'Believe me |'mas eager to be at them

as you are, but let's get the time-clock out of the way first and lie in wait



for them Let's see if we can discover just exactly what's going on here.'

No sooner had they flown the time-clock into a deep, dense patch of branble at
the edge of the clearing, closing its panel behind themso that the clock's
weird light would not give away their presence, than fromthe opposite side of
the clearing appeared the fugitive group of horned ones.

Bet ween them - hands bound and shivering, with their clothes in tatters -
staggered the two fiercely protesting girls, Tiania and Litha. Crow and de
Marigny saw all of this very clearly, for tw of the horned ones had | anterns
that cast a yellow, penetrating light all about as they nmoved forward,
draggi ng the wonen toward the great slab

"Titus,' whispered de Marigny, his hand trenbling violently on the other's
arm 'l can't -'

"Shhr Crow cut himoff. 'The girls are all right, Henri, just a bit roughed
up, that's all. Let's learn what we can before we rmake a nove.'

In the center of the clearing one of the horned ones noved forward, held up
his lantern before him and commenced to read fromthe runes graven into the
top of the slab. Such sounds as he made coul d never be echoed by the voca
chords of man, but the horned one was totally fluent in this unearthly tongue.
And in response to the chanted rune, suddenly, with a harsh grating and
shuddering, the great slab began to tilt upon sonme hidden spindle. As the
horned one continued his weird chanting, so the girls were bundl ed forward.
"Al'l right, Henri,' Crow snapped, urgently gripping his friend s shoul der

' Now see what you can do to slow things down a bit while | bring the
time-clock into play!'

De Marigny needed no nore urging. He bounded aloft in his cloak, swooped down
fromon high, and crashed headl ong into three of the squat creatures from

Leng. One of these flewwith a shrill shriek straight into the reeking gap
where the edge of the slab had nowlifted to reveal an inky hole beneath; a
second was dashed to the nushy earth where he lay still; the third junped to

his feet - only to be grabbed about his fat neck and hoisted aloft as de
Marigny flew his cloak up into darkness. A nonment later and this third horned
one's gurgling cry was cut off short as his squat body fell with a snapping of
bones against the steadily tilting slab

A few seconds nore and de Marigny flashed out of the sky again - but this tine
they were ready for him Four of themwere still awkwardly struggling with the
girls, doing their best to push theminto the hole show ng beneath the slab
whi | e keeping a nervous watch out for de Marigny. The other five slashed with
their scimtars at the dreaner's hurtling formas he swerved over their heads.
Then Titus Crow took a hand in the matter. The tine-clock crashed forward out
of the branmbles at the clearing s edge; and even as the horned ones saw t hat
strange vehicle of the Elder Gods, so Crow triggered the cl ock's awesone
weapon.

A beam of purest, dazzling |ight flashed forth fromthe four-handed dial
slicing first into those five horned ones whose bl ades were drawn agai nst de
Mari gny, scything themdown in an instant. The four who held the girls let go
of them at once and turned to flee. Crow cut three down w th another slashing
beam of light, then, with that same beam tracked the fourth - who i mediately
darted behind the now al nost vertical slab

Crow s beam struck the great slab . . . and the next instant the whole
clearing shook with an ear-splitting roar as that nonstrous door to the
underworl d shattered and flew asunder. It was sheer luck that the two girls,
stunbling away toward the edge of the clearing, were not hit by the

boul der-si zed chunks of rock that hurtled in all directions; but they were
not, and when the snoke cleared they stood clinging together, half-swooning,
until de Marigny alighted beside them and hugged themto him

Only then, when it appeared that the i medi ate danger was past, did the true
horror of the situation beconme apparent.

For as de Marigny stood with his arns protectively about the two girls - and
as Crow in the tinme-clock surveyed the scene in the clearing, ill-lit now that
the Ianterns of the horned ones were extinguished - so there



cane a subterranean runbling and a geyser of slime and foul gases fromthe
yawning pit. Hurriedly, half-carrying the girls with him de Mrigny backed
away fromthat awful orifice; but Titus Crow, protected by the alnost totally
i mpervi ous shell of the tine-clock, eased his vessel forward until it poised
on the very lip of the pit.

Using the clock's scanners he gazed down into a dimand reeking abyss
from whi ch, suddenly and wi t hout warning, there burst a noi some stream of
horrors straight out of a madnman's bl ackest ni ghtmares!

Et hereal the things mght weU have been, but still they seened solid enough to
cause Crow to back his clock hastily away fromthe pit's edge. Dozens,
hundreds of them out they poured |like pus froma ruptured abscess, an endl ess
tide of nonsters created by Cthul hu's machi neries of madness, rel eased now to
pl ague the subconsci ous ninds of nortal dreaners. And they were, quite
literally - nightmares!

Msty, waithlike, utterly nmalignant and mal evol ent, they swirled and bill owed
about the poisoned clearing while their shapes seened to take on nore form
nore substance. Here were vanpires, ghouls, werewol ves and w tches, nonsters
of every sort inmaginable and others quite uni magi nable. Burnt-out eye-sockets
leered fromnelting faces; mad fangs gnashed hi deously in nouths that drool ed
and chonped vacuously; eyestal ks twi ned and twi sted while | eprous claws and
stunps of fingers scrabbled spastically. The stenches of a thousand open tonbs
i ssued up fromthat hellish pit, and its gi bbering depths reverberated with a
t hr obbi ng cacophony of conpletely lunatic, utterly inhuman |aughter

And the worst was still to conme, for de Marigny and the girls had no
protection at all against these nightmares fromthe pit, which now swarned
about themin ever thickening, ever nore threatening hordes. Illumned in the

rotten gl ow of phosphorescent corruption, Crow saw

the faces of the three convulse in ultimte horror, watched themquite
literally going mad in the face of unthinkable, unbearable nightnare.

Again and again, frantically he triggered the clock's weapon, lighting up the
clearing in bunding flashes of white Iight, shredding the nonsters fromthe
pit in their hundreds. But as quickly as they steaned off in vile evaporation
others rushed fromthe hole to replace them Then the uni magi nabl e happened:
suddenly Titus Crow hinmsel f was on the defensive!

At | ast he recogni zed his peril and cursed hinmself that he hadn't seen it
sooner. These things were nightmares, and even in the dream ands they were not
' physical' but 'psychical' phenomena. As such they were not subject to nundane
laws of tine and space. He could no nore keep them out of the tine-clock than
he coul d keep from dream ng. Dreans conme and go ignoring all walls and
barriers - and so do night mares!

Again he triggered the clock's mghty weapon, again, and yet again . . . until
at last he felt his brain gripped and wenched and squeezed by incredible
terror, and knew that finally they had breached the time-clock's

pol ydi mensi onal wal I s! Then everything seened to dissolve in one vast

cat acl ysm ¢ bonbburst of flanme and |ight.

Nyar | at hot ep

For a single monment only - which Titus Crow reasonably believed m ght be his
last - the blinding glare filled the clearing with its light, leaving a
cascade of illusory fireworks dripping white fire on his retinae . . . and

| eaving his mind conpletely free from ni ght nare!

Instinctively, in conplete astoni shnent, he had tinme enough to merely gl ance
into the clock's scanners before turning fromthemto avoid suffering the
glare again. For in the night sky above the Enchanted Wod he had seen a gl ad,
fantastic sight: six battle-yachts in line, their ray-projectors ained
threateningly down into the heart of the nightnmare-ridden clearing. The
clearing itself had | ooked much as before, except that now the m st was that
much denser through absorbing the ectoplasmc stuff of which a thousand
defunct ni ghtmares had recently been conposed.

De Marigny, Tiania, and Litha had been stunbling to and fro, their hands to
their heads, still suffering the nental aftermath of that concerted attack of



bl ackest ni ghtmares; and even as Crow had snapped shut his scanners to avoid
the bl aze of a second salvo fromthe ray-projectors, he had seen that the

gapi ng, steaming pit still issued a vile stream of threatening, abyss-spawned
horrors.

Flying blind but using all the skill with which his |ong experience of the

ti me-cl ock had endowed him he flew across the clearing, skirting the pit to
fetch a halt close to the stricken trio. As he nade to | eave his exotic,
hybrid machine - even within its hyperdi nensi onal shell - stil

Crow felt again that blast of awesome illum nation as the aerial gunners
opened up on the nightmares fromthe pit a second tine; then he quickly
stepped out of the clock, snatched up Tiania, and pulled her to safety. He did
the sane for Litha and finally de Marigny, and no sooner was the clock's door
shut than yet again there cane a concerted blast of purifying light fromthe
sky.

Only then did Titus Crow use the scanners again, and as he lifted the clock up
out of the clearing he saw that the rush of nightmares fromthe subterranean
abyss was greatly reduced. A few seconds later he | anded his vessel beneath
the mai nmast of the lead ship and assisted his rapidly recovering passengers
out onto the deck

"Titus,' de Marigny caught his el bow as he turned back to the clock. 'Wat are
you doi ng?'

"I intend to finish this job once and for all, Henri. Don't worry, |'m not
going down into the pit. | just intend to close it up forever - if | can!
These shipboard ray-projectors are fine used en masse, and their powers mnust
be very simlar to the clock's own, but | think you'll find they're only good
for short bursts. This job will require nore than that.'

Wt hout another word he entered the clock and flew it back down to the
clearing, hovering directly above the pit. Only a thin trickle of nightnares
was issuing fromthat ghastly hole now, and keen-sighted gunners on the

battl e-yachts were picking themoff as fast as they appeared. Crowtilted the
clock slightly, lining up its four-handed dial with the mouth of the pit, then
triggered his weapon in a long, continuous burst.

And Titus Crow was right, for while in unison the ray-projectors were indeed a
force to be reckoned with, as individual weapons they sinply could not be
conpared with the marvel ous power of the Elder Gods. Directly into the nouth
of the pit he played that unbearably pure beam illum nating incredible depths
that seemed to go down

forever, perhaps to the vaults at dream and's core. For thirty seconds or nore
that stream of concentrated purity - the very Essence of Benevol ence, the

evil -destroying Light of the Elder Gods thenselves - played into the pit, and
slowy but surely the desired nmetanorphosis was brought about.

First the mushy ground in the imediate vicinity of the pit began to glow with
a radiance of its own, a light that throbbed Iike the beating of a great

| um nous heart. And this radiance spread outwards until it enconpassed the
entire clearing, pulsing ever faster, alnost hypnotically, in a strange
strobi ¢ spl endor.

At the height of this activity - fromwhich at its onset, as froma suddenly
erupting vol cano, the six sky-yachts had sailed off to a safe distance -

wi t hout warning the ground in the clearing began to bubble and boil, flow ng
like nolten lava and streanming into the pit. On the heels of this phenonmenon
cane others as the entire clearing and the di seased oaks around it suddenly
trenbl ed, then heaved and bucked in a seismc convul sion as nuffled expl osi ons
sounded from deep down in the underworld. Then, blow ng outward fromthe spot
where the pit had been, there cane a how ing, nadly rushing ghost-w nd that
hurl ed the six sky-yachts back across the sky like so many autumm | eaves, a
torrent of winds that continued long after Crow rel eased the trigger of his
awesonme weapon. The ground in the clearing still steanmed and bubbled, and it
retained a little of its lumnosity - in which eerie |ight Crow now w t nessed
t he beginning of this strange drama's final act.

Slowy at first, then rapidly w dening, a crack appeared in the glow ng earth



where the pit had been sealed off, and energing fromthis om nous fissure cane
a rotten, greenish glow that seemed to ooze upward into the clearing. At first
Crow was tenpted to use the time-clock's weapon yet again, without waiting to
see what this new threat

m ght be, but his human curiosity got the better of him Despite his recent
experience with the nightmares fromthe pit, his faith in the clock's

i mpervi ousness renai ned all but unshaken; whatever this green glow was he did
not believe it could harmhim In any case, it would be the work of the nerest
nmonent to bring his weapon to bear upon this unknown thing, for its 'trigger'
was in his owm nmnd. He flew the tine-clock down to a spot which he reckoned
was at a safe distance fromthe as yet unidentified phenonenon

The gl owi ng sphere of green light slowy lost its opaque quality until Crow
could make out a figure standing at its center - a human figure! And as the
green glow grew di nmer yet and the wi nds ceased their frantic outward rush, so
he made out the physical details of this unexpected apparition

Tall and slim clad in bright robes and crowned with a | um nous yell ow pshent,
the figure seened to becone nore solid as its heral ding green gl ow died away.
It was a man with the young, proud face of a Pharaoh of ancient Khem - but
whose eyes were those of a dark God, where |lurked a | anguid, sardonic hunor.
'"So you are the man Titus Crow,' the figure finally spoke in rippling nellow
tones. '"A mere man - and yet nmuch nore than a man . '

On hearing that |anguorous voice - despite detecting a trace of malice in the
enphasi zed word, which ought to have alerted, galvanized him- a creeping
nunbness fell over Crow s brain. Too |ate, he started to reach out a nental
finger, intending to activate the tine-clock's weapon, only to discover that
hal fway to the trigger his hand was stayed, his will frozen solid. An iciness
like the chill of the deeps between the stars pervaded his whol e being,
robbing himof all volition. And at last Titus Crow recogni zed the newconer,
knew al so that he was face to face with Doom that he could not possibly
survive the

encounter. For this handsone young Pharaoh was none ot her than Nyarl at hotep
the Crawl i ng Chaos!

" Ah, yes!' The voice cane inside Crow s head now. 'You know nme, Titus Crow,

for we've had dealings before, you and I, when you've seen nme in sone of ny

t housand other, forms. And you are one who knows ne for what | really am and
you know the nature of my masters

"Well, dreaner, it is at an end. Only a very few nmen have caused ny nasters so
much concern, and doubtl ess you would go on to cause nore trouble if you were
not curbed. For you are inpetuous and wild and do not understand ny nasters,
who are great and glorious beyond all greatness and glory. So | have sought
you out in dreans, and have brought about this neeting which will set your
feet on the road to a greater destiny: to be one with ny nasters out anong the
stars and in the hidden places of the waking worl d!

"For they would like to know you, Titus Crow, nore intimately. They would Iike
to watch your reactions to terrors greater than any yet conceived by your

race, and would taste of the entire range of your passions when, at the end,
they scatter the shreds of your subconscious being to the very corners of

exi stence. But never fear, Titus Crow, for they would not destroy you

i mediately. No, for there are punishnents far worse than those inposed upon
my masters by the so-called Elder Gods, and surely a suitable one will be
found for you .

' Now cone, dreaner, out of your tine-clock and enbrace ne. Come, for we have
far to go and nust |eave at once . . .' And Nyarl athotep beckoned, sniling
sardonically and opening his arns wide as if welconmng an old friend.

Like a doll on the strings of a master puppeteer, Crow opened the clock and
stepped out of its purple-glowing interior. He approached Nyarl at hotep

wi de-eyed, noving like an autonmaton, and as the distance cl osed between

them so the green gl ow began to return, springing up and deepeni ng around the
sl i m Pharaoh-1ike figure.

Behi nd the dreanmer as he noved i nexorably forward, the weird purple light from



t he open door of the time-clock grew deeper as its pulsing slowed; the glow
itself expanded until it conpletely enconpassed the clock and a wi de area
around it, finally matching in size and intensity the green and rotten

| um nescence about the formof Nyarlathotep. Abruptly in Crow s frozen nmind a
second conmandi ng voi ce now resounded:

'Man of Earth, you, Titus Crow, stop! Turn about!’

Falteringly, zonbie-like in his novenments, the dreaner turned. A vast nebul ous
face was growi ng out of the purple glow about the clock, a face in which huge
gol den octopus eyes glared out in a terrible rage. Face-tentacles | ashed and
the entire visage of the El der God shook and trenbled in the spasns of a

t oweri ng passion.

For this was of course the immage of Kthanid, Tiania's guardian and Titus
Crow s patron in Elysia - Kthanid, who now used the time-clock nore truly as a
gat eway between di nensions to intrude on Crow s behalf in this his noment of
direst peril.

"Titus Crow, cone to ne!' ordered Nyarlathotep, his nmental voice slightly |ess
mell ow, | ess certain now Obediently, the dreamer began to turn away fromthe
cl ock.

"No!' came Kthanid's urgent denial. 'Get out of the way if you can, Titus, so
that | may strike him | have a power here greater even than the time-clock's
own. But it will destroy you, too, if you stand before it!’

'"He can't disobey ne, fool!' Nyarlathotep | aughed, his voice quickly
deteriorating to a bass croaking in Cow s mind. 'Come to ne, Earthman - NOW'
At that precise noment, down fromthe sky a bat-cloaked figure flew, hurling
the stunbling, hypnotized dreaner from between the two beings in the clearing.
| mredi ately the spell was broken; Crow shuddered as

he clung to de Marigny and they lifted up above the treetops of the Enchanted
Wod. Then, rising rapidly toward the sky-yachts, the two dreaners stared down
at a fantastic scene.

A trenendous boom ng voice came up to them a nental voice that reverberated
in their mnds as Kthanid addressed his Enemny: 'You have threatened those in
my protection - even Tiania who is flesh of ny flesh - and now you nust pay!'’
Si mul t aneous with the last word, twin beans of pul sating golden light flashed
fromKthanid' s great eyes to penetrate the green glow of corruption and strike
the figure of Nyarlathotep with their full force. He staggered, that G eat
Messenger of the CCD, then swelled up huge and bl oated. 'Damm you, Kt hanid!

Let ne ... go!'

"Not until you have suffered. . . and would that | could make you suffer a
thousand tinmes nore!' Again the twin beans |leapt frombis eyes to the
grotesquely bl oated figure of the Pharaoh - which instantly reforned itself
into . . . sonething el se

A vast, nonstrous congeries of iridescent gl obes and bubbles shifted and
frothed where the bl oated human figure had stood, and Kthanid's cry was gl ad
and triunmphant as he hurled his beans directly into this seething mass. Those
sizzling gol den beans struck home - and for a noment the two dreaners floating
hi gh above were afforded a glinpse of the Thing that |urked behind those

gl obes and bubbles: a Titan prinmal jelly of wiggling ropes, bul ging eyes, and
t ossi ng, convul sing pseudopods and mouths - an ultraevil, supersentient
anenmone from deepest oceans of horror

" Ah, Yog- Sot hoth! So, you have helped HHmin this, have you? A joint effort,
was it? And who el se hides behind the Iying mask of Nyarl at hotep, how nany
nore of the thousand forns?' Again the searing gol den beans | ashed out, and
anot her met anor phosi s i medi atel y took

pl ace. Gone now t he |iquescent, purplish-blue |oathsoneness of Yog-Sothot h,
and in his place a towering bl ack anthroponorphic outline that stood on great
webbed feet and gazed with carm ne stars for eyes!

"Ithaqua, too!' boomed Kthanid. "The Thing that Wal ks on the Wnd. Well,
begone, Ithaqua, and |l et us see what others there are . '

Then, in rapid succession, using his twin golden beans |ike great knives,

Kt hani d peel ed away the outer |ayers of telepathic consciousness that shielded



the innernost, ultimte blaspheny. Many nenbers of the CCD there were that
Crow and de Marigny recognized, and many they did not know at all.

Shudde-M el | was there, the dreaded burrower beneath; yes, and fiery C hugha
and tentacled Hastur, too. A single, shocking glinpse of sliny Yibb-Tstll; and
one of Yig, Father of Serpents; and zhar, Chaugnar Faugn, and many others. And
finally -C hul hu!

Ct hul hu, the dread Lord of R Iyeh, dream ng but not dead, sending his dreans
fromdrowned R Iyeh to infest and desecrate the sacred | ands of Earth's hunman
dreaners. He was alnost the twin of Kthanid, but where Kthanid was gol den

Ct hul hu was | eaden, where the former was Good the latter was absolute Evil.
Evil withed and twisted in twining face-tentacles, |eered out of kraken eyes,
and tw tched convulsively in vastly arched wings. Evil gl owered hideously,
unblinkingly at the shining inmage of Kthanid - until once again, for the |ast
time, twin beans of pulsating yellow fire reached out to strike the nonster
dead center.

'CGet you gone fromhere, Chul hu," boormed the Eider God, 'back to R |yeh where
you belong. WIIl you never learn to keep your nmad dreans to yoursel f? Begone!'
Then there echoed up fromthe clearing a trenendous, runbling explosion like a
great clap of thunder, and when the dazed dreaners flying hi gh above next
dared to | ook

down Ct hul hu was i ndeed gone. Cone, too, was Kthanid, and the time-clock stood
al one and issued its softly pulsing glowin a clearing that lay blasted and
barren and silent, where, in the norning, birds m ght safely sing as they
never had since tinme inmenori al

Epi | ogue
Ah, yes, the Inn of a Thousand Sl eeping Cats, in Uthar!
O course, | didn't hear all of the tale that one evening, nerely snatches of

it that reached me fromthe fabled group at the head of the massive banquet
table. The Enderbys were there - with dark-eyed Litha seated bl ushingly

al ongsi de Henri-Laurent de Marigny - and Tiania of Elysia, side by side with
her Earthman, Titus Crow, and all around the table were dignitaries from al

of dreamland's districts and counties and cities. Yes, even Atal of

Hat heg-Kl a. And all of them cone to applaud the exploits of the adventurers
fromthe waki ng worl d.

As to the tale's total veracity: well, | for one would swear to it. Have | not
nmysel f visited the Enchanted Whod and chatted with the Zoogs, all of them
telling me of that night when the wood was bright with strange |ights,

foll owi ng which the birds returned to nest in the great oaks about the place
where once had rested a nonstrous slab of stone graven with strange ni nes?
Aye, and there are other proofs. | have al ready booked passage on a galley out
of Theelys bound for Dyl at h-Leen, and who woul d once have braved that place?
And what captain dared to sail his ship there? Too, bright sky-yachts fl oat
above dream and's cities and patrol her farthest borders, reporting their
findi ngs back to ever-watchful Kuranes in Serannian and King Carter in

Il ek-Vad. And I'mtold that so far they've had precious little to report, for
whi ch ' m gl ad.

But it nust not be believed that the Forces of Evil are finished in drean and.
No, for beyond the frontiers of

sanity there still lie lands of ill-legend and tenples of terror. Leng breeds
her horrors as of old on the borders of dream and Kadath broods gray and
gaunt in the Cold Waste. Aye, and nman is an infant in dreans conpared wth
great Ct hul hu, who slunbers on eternally in R1lyeh, waiting . . . waiting.

And what of the heroes of the story now? Well, | have it on good authority
that de Marigny is dreaming a white-walled villa in tineless Cel ephais, to
which he'll return one day when at |ast he's traveled the road to Elysia. And
Tiania and Titus Crow?

Strange vi sions wake. Fearsone starlanes and the gul fs between di nensi ons
beckon. How | ong before even the marvel s and wonders of dream and pall and the
lure of the Unknown calls Crow and his | ove away agai n? Who can say?

Worl ds wi thout end.






