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The response to our 65th-Anniversary is-sue was gratifyingly favorable. Y our Hum-ble Editorsfed a
certain trepidation, perhaps even awe, & filling the shoes (Sze 14-E) of such giants among our
predecessors as Farnsworth Wright and Dorothy Mc-Ilwraith. We have spent much of the past few
months attending conventions and pro-moting the magazine, and the signs are en-couragingly good. The
magazine's newest revival seemed particularly welcome at the World Fantasy Convention in Nashville,
this past Hall oween weekend.

What direction should the magazine take? We have discussed this among ourselves and with our
readers, both in person and in correspondence. Theillustrious Forrest J Ackerman writes

Welcome back, Weird Tales™.
Your inspiring editorial augurswell for the future of the periodical.

If (in)humanly possible, seeif you can con-jure up a miracle and find an unpublished work by
David H. Kéller, Catherine Moore, and/or Charles Beaumont. Also, any unseen art by Bok or
Finlay, although of the modern illustrators George is perfect, Barr none.

Asthe near editor or quasi-editor or phan-torn editor (I leave it to posterity to determine my
status) of the last incarnation of WT, | congratulate you on the revival and wish you a 31 -year
run to equal itsoriginal span.

Thanksfor the kind words, Forry, and let us mention here that we appreciate the graceful way you have
taken the whole bi-zarre experience. Indeed, we hope history does straighten the whole story out,
because we're till not sure we understand what happened with the previous incarnation of this magazine.
But your letter also raises aserious point about thisone: Y es, we would like to publish new stories by
Kdler, Moore, or whoever, but only if those stories would actually do those famous writers credit. If a
good C.L. Moore story turned up, you can be certain wewould grab it. But if it were abit of juveniliaor
afragment or other barrel-scraping, we would sadly have to pass.

And, in the course of correspondence with another previous Weird Tales™ editor, Lin Carter, we
touched on thisfurther. WritesLin:



| have a dreadful feeling that you are mak-ing a big mistake with Weird Tales™. From your
remark about trying to "publish the magazine Weird Tdes™ would have been if it had survived to
the present day" as un-interrupted as Andog has, you confirm the wor st fears of my friends and
me about this most recent incarnation.

In other words, what you plan to publish is not Weird Tdes™ at all, that juicy old pulp magazine
with all its corn and hokum, but a "serious” " '80s" horror mag. The mind reels. Why bother
calling it Weird Tales™, then, unless you plan on reviving Weird Tales™ as we who |love the mag
remember it?

Snce the Cthulhu Mythos was born in Weird Taes™, anyone who subscribesto Weird Tdes™
today expectsto read an oc-casional new Mythos story — no? After all, the original magazine
was still publishing Mythos stories up to its last year. August Derleth's " The Black Iand” wasin
one of the very last issues. True, Derleth is gone now, but still — And why not something like
Jules de Grandin? For thirty years, de Gran-din was the most popular series Weird Tdes™ ever
ran and the stories regularly placed first or second in the issue-by-issue readers poll.

Lin has clearly raised serious points here, but our overal reply isthat, try aswe may, we can't makeit
1930 again. Weird Tales™ initsorigind incarnation published what was new in the fantasy field at the
time, and not pastiches of material from fifty years earlier — which would have been har-kening back to
1880 or thereabouts. So, to best duplicate the experience those readers had back then, we hopeto
retain the spirit of the origina incarnation by likewise of-fering what isnew now. We don't intend to be
just another horror magazine, as should be evident from the last issue and this pres-ent one. But when Lin
goes on to say that the people who subscribe to Weird Taes™ rather naturally expect to get all the
pul p-ishness, purple prose, and hokum that im-plies, we cannot agree. No, we think they would
rather have good writing.

Remember that the resurrected (not ex-humed!) Weird Tales™ isaimed at ardatively large
readership, not a handful of nostalgic fans. Stories like the Jules de Grandin series (tales of apsychic
detective, by Seabury Quinn, which were indeed the most popular thing the old magazine ever published)
are more inadvertently funny than thrilling today. For asmall audience of fans, one or two such pastiches
might be campy fun; but for the mass readership, they would seem incomprehensibly and inexcusably
bad. Now were someone to offer usa modern psychic-detective series which could give 1988 readers
the same sort of thrillsthat de Grandin's adventures gave the readers of 1930, fine. That would be
an-other matter. The same goes for Cthulhu Mythos stories. We are not opposed to them. But we are
tired of protagonists who exist to be eaten; one more addition to the library of namelesstomes; and,
indeed, al the hokum. If aMythos story as good as, say, T.E.D. Klein's"Black Man With aHorn"
turned up, of course we'd buy it. But one more old-fashioned romp would be about as appropriate, we
fed, asareviva of the Hawk Carse space-opera series (fabuloudly popular in Astounding circa1932) in
the contemporary Analog.

Towhich Linreplied, All kidding aside, if they did run an occasional Hawk Carse yarn, | might be
persuaded to read an issue of Andog. ..

We don't think most Analog readerswould agree, Lin. Timeschange.

But one thing that doesn't change isthat the editor is occasionaly wrong. Casein point isthe
explanation we gave you last issue of thisfamous, apocryphd "quote” from H.P. Lovecraft:

"All my stories, unconnected as they may be, are based on the fundamental lore or leg-end that
thisworld was inhabited at one time by another race who, in practising black magic, lost their
foothold and were expelled, yet live outside ever ready to take possession of the Earth again.”



Thisisthe celebrated "black magic" quote, often repeated on the dustjackets of Love-craft books,
which has so confused and a-tered L ovecraft's Cthulhu Mythos. August Derleth and hisfollowersturned
the whole thing into cosmic cops-and-robbers, in which the evil Old Oneswere "expelled” from the Earth
by Forces of Good, which come to mankind's rescue in tight moments. Love-craft's own view of things
Ieft little room for such optimism. Asaresult, his Mythos sto-ries tended to be consderably scarier than
anyone ese's. (Would-be writers of Mythos storiesfor Weird Tales™ should, wethink, follow
Lovecraft'srather than Derleth's modd if they want to put the fear back in what haslately been an
entirely too cozy Mythos.)

When we wrote last issue's editoria, the best current scholarship held that this per-version of
Lovecraft's Weltanschauung (if we may wax philosophical) did indeed result from amisquotation of the
Lovecraft |etter to Farnsworth Wright, which we reprinted correctly on page 6 of our 65th-Anniversary
issue

But now Crypt of Cthulhu tdls us oth-erwise. This admirable magazine, pub-lished by Robert M.
Price ($36 for one year, from Cryptic Publications, 107 East James St., Mount Olive NC 28365), isin
the fore-front of modern Lovecraft scholarship. What we most like about Bob Price's "pulp thriller and
theologica journd™ isitslack of pre-tensgon and its sense of humor. Thisisthe magazine that even
published what pur-ported to be "L ovecraft's L etters to Santa Claus." But it is aso amagazine of genuine
substance, often featuring rare, lost fiction or verse by the great names of the past (awholeissuewas
devoted to previoudy un-published Clark Ashton Smith material — barrel-scrapings much of it, but
Priceisabarrd-scraper with red flair) and scholarly articles which genuinely add to our know-ledge of
thisimportant writer.

In Crypt of Cthulhu #48 (St. John's Eve, 1987), which appeared about the time Weird Tales™ 290
went to press, there gppeared an article by David E. Schultz, which seemsto have definitively proven
that the "black magic" quote was actualy manufactured by one Harold Farnese, an occultist with whom
Lovecraft corresponded. After Lovecraft's death, Farnese wrote to August Derleth, quoting from his
own (Farnese's) somewhat faulty memory various things Lovecraft had written. So the scientific
materidist Love-craft's views were filtered through the mind of the occultist, and Derleth took Farnese's
inaccurate paraphrases to be actua quo-tations. Derleth, as Lovecraft's publisher and chief advocate,
spread the error far and wide. Now it has cometo rest at last.

We recommend Crypt of Cthulhu to fansof al things Lovecrafty and edritch.

Getting back to readers responses, Steve Roy of Ottawa, Canadawrote: Having read Ameazing and
Asmov's during George Scithers's editorial reigns at each, I've no-ticed that he enjoys such
humorous poetry as F. Gwynplaine Maclntyre's Improbable Bestiary verses. So | can only apologize
for the following:

While browsing through shelves
full of comic book elves

| encountered a magazine mystery.
| espied, with a gulp,

what resembled a pulp,

So far fromitstrue timein history.

But this one looked new;



| looked closer; 'twas true,

Thiswas George Scithers's Weird Tales.™
With Betancourt and Schweitzer,

they edits and they writes 'er,

And with Gene Wolfe et al. to aid sales.
Yes, Weird Tes™ is back

though there's nary a hack

To befound inits crisp clear new pages.
And asfor the art,

Barr's made a good start

At depicting barbarian rages.

And s, in conclusion...

"Twas truly a swell anniversary,

No need to expect controversary

(Sc? Why, the genre's never been healthier
And with luck, George,

you'll all grow much wealthier).

If I may be serious for a moment, 1'd like to request that George Barr continue to do the
illustrations for WT in the future. A longer review column would also be appre-ciated. The mix of
fiction was good; | trust you can keep it up.

Ken Wisman — whose "My Mother's Purse” gppearsin thisissue— writes:

First, let me get my one criticism out of the way. Thisisin the choice of cover art. | as-sume that
the cover was taken from an old issue of WT. It's okay for its nostalgic value but isnot really in
keeping with your man-ifesto: "We intend to resurrect the magazine, not to exhume it... we
recognize that nos-talgia can be atrap... the new Weird Tdes™ will try to be what the magazine
would have become had it survived, continuously and uninterruptedly up to the present, asa
living, changing, viable publication.”

Actudly, the cover — by George Barr — was brand new last issue, but very much in the manner of the
old style covers. We thought that a nod to the past was appro-priate for the first issue— and we put it
together on the run; to get the issue out in time for the World Fantasy Convention we had to commission
the cover before most of the storieswerein hand. Thisiswhy the painting didn't illustrate a specific sory.

Of the quality of the cover stock, paper, and printing — all first rate. No other mag-azinein the
field, that I've seen at least, equalsiit.

And of the fiction — you are to be com-mended for your choices. Specifically for:



1. Gene Wolfe's " The Dead Man"
2. Darrell Schweitzer's " The Mysteries of the Faceless King"
3. Tanith Lee's "Death Dances"

These are not the typical stories found in the professional magazines. With these you are out of
the realm of merefiction and in Jung's, Joseph Campbell's, and Eliade's realm. The realm from
which the Greeks wrote. A timeless place that speaks in uni-versals. I'mtalking about the place
where myths are made, the collective unconscious.

| think Tanith Lee, of all writers|'veread, writes most consistently fromthisrealm. Her fictionis
not "now" nor isit "past" nor isit "future.” A lot of her fiction is out of the timestream — much
like Hoffmann and Dunsany, and with the latter's eye for poetic beauty.

Sheisawise choice for Featured Writer in the second issue. By the way, I'll be nom-inating her
story aswell as Gene's and Dar-rell's for the Horror Writers of America’'s annual award so they
can get the recognition they deserve.

Paul A. Roales of Tulsa, OK, writes:
Congratulations on the revival of Weird Tdes™.
Thefirst issue contains several very good stories. My favorites were:

"The Other Dead Man," by Gene Wolfe "Sster Abigail's Collection,” by LIoyd Arthur Eshbach,
and

"Menage a Trois," by F. Paul Wilson.

The art work was also quite good. The cover illustration conveys a sense of conti-nuity with the
old Weird Tales™ and its Brundage covers. However, the cover should illustrate a story. The
monsters on the cover are not found inside thisissue. The best in-side illustrations were the title
illustrations for "The Other Dead Man" and "Death Dances." | also liked the filler illustrations on
pages 104,120, and 146.

| know that psychological thrillers are in vogue right now, but every story in your in-itial issue
was about "human" horrors. Where are the monsters, the creatures from other times and other
dimensions, the elder gods? Please don't ignore that type of story. You evoke the names of HP.
Lovecraft, Robert Howard, August Derleth, etc. in your ads ... remember they all wrote many
"crea-ture" stories.

Actudly, they wrote dl kinds of stories— for al his cosmicism, many of Lovecraft's best efforts turned
on the evil of humans or semi-humans. "The Thing on the Doorstep” and " Dreams in the Witch-House'
comeim-mediately to mind. And I'd hardly cal the horrorsin Keith Taylor's "The Unlawful Hunter" and
Gene Wolfes"The Other Dead Man" purdly psychologica. Asfor elder gods, certainly "The Mysteries
of the Face-lessKing" had those in abundance. But, if you want mongters, we have everything from
vampiresto zombies"coming up" so to spesk.

But enough of such grave matters. We were particularly pleased to receive the fol-lowing postcard from
one of thismagazine's most distinguished contributors, Robert Bloch:

It looks great — and, even better than that, familiar. You've captured the essencein its
appearance, and I'm delighted to see it. Many thanks, and much, much success.



And, smilar sentiments from another old-time Weird Tales™ regular, Joseph Payne Brennan:

I'm delighted with the WT. You have very faithfully kept the format, features, and "feel" of the
original. The old, brittle pulp paper is gone, and that, of course, is a great improvement. | am not
up to a critique of each contribution. With a possible exception or two, the contents maintain a
high level of excellence. Congratulations.

And one last word on the subject of pulp paper from F. Gwynplaine M acintyre:

Your new Weird Taes™ arrived direct from 1938 via time-warp. Congratulations. Now if only
your paper supplier could rep-licate that great old pul p-wood smell...

Can odor be amatter of editoria policy? Here, maybe. Thisis, after al, the Unique Magazine. The
bitter-sweet odor of oxidiz-ing pulp paper isindeed beloved of collec-tors, but in our magazinethat
would actualy be aviolation of the "reviva, not exhuma-tion" policy. After al, we aretrying to give
today's readers the same experience the Weird Tales™ buyers of the '30s had then. They werereading
a new magazine, not something fifty years old and moldering. New pulp paper doesn't have that
digtinc-tive tang. So, das, no... Nostagic fanswill haveto go on sniffing the old issues. But we hope
they'll be reading ours.

Long-time fan and noted essayist Ben P. Indick writes:

| received Weird Tdes™ with much de-light. Excepting its superlative production values, itisa
loving continuation of "the unique magazine" indeed. (Those values in-clude splendid cover and
interior stock, such as would have set old Wright foaming at the mouth in jealousy. Of course, the
price ex-ceeds the 10 or 15 cents he was able, with dif-ficulty, to get.)

The most outstanding quality is the won-derful art of George Barr, as himself and as a pastichist.
As openers, the cover, a loving, amusing reprise of old Weird Taes covers (no ™ in referring to
the oldtime WT) — com-plete to the frightened girl. His Virgil Finlay (pp 54-55) and his Boks, in
headpieces and a tailpiece, bring reminiscent tears to the eye. Heck, he even has a "Dolbokov" on
p. 120. (Or, let'sjust give credit to Boris Dolgov, whose hame has not remained alive.) | hope Barr
will remain with you. He might come up with one of Mrs. Brundage's famous whips next time.

| admire Gene Wolfe, but | think it isan error to have so lopsided a concentration of his work.
Sx stories, a profile, and an in-terview — Not even Seabury Quinn, most beloved of all WT's
stable to its readers half a century ago, rated such a treatment. HPL was sometimes lucky even to
get into an is-sue. Imagine, if a potential reader were, for some benighted reason, not a Wolfe
admirer, voila. You have lost a customer. | suggest in the future you have no more than one story
by any author in any singleissue.

Alas, Ben, we can't agree. Most of the six Wolfe stories|ast issue were very short. The total wordage
was no more than that of agood-sized novelet. So, if someone didn't like Wolfe, therewas still quite alot
left inthe magazine.

Thisissue, asyou see, we have two Tanith Lee novellas, which take up alot more space than dl the
Wolfe materid last time.

Do readers approve? Wed like to hear from you on this. Our plansin the future do indeed cal for
severd stories (or else one very long one) by the Featured Author each issue, the better to demonstrate
that au-thor'sfull range.

Asfor Mrs. Brundage's famous whips, well, our own fedling isthat there are now numerous. .. ah. ..



specidig publications available for that sort of thing.
SSgt. Chester L. Cox writes:

For thethird timein less than thirteen years, | applaud the resurrection of Weird Tales™. Let us
all pray to the Elder Ones that this time, the magazine will stick around. We have to admire the
courage of the Trinity of Betancourt/Schweitzer/Scithers, WT is not a magazine with the best
track record for investors or owners, and this group of talents could easily find greener pastures
elsawhere.

Thefirst new issue (what '84 and '85 is-sues?) shows a professionalism that made it leap right off
the racks of the local SF/comics store. Here's hoping that it gets on the racks of more stores.

| can find no faults with this first issue; you obviously set out to put your best foot forward.
However, | hope this doesn't cause you to become set in your ways. Though George Barr's
artwork is excellent, would we want a WT to showcase exdusvely George Barr's artwork?
Likewise the "special”" issues showcasing one writer; this gets old quickly. And that exciting,
nostalgic cover uses the theme which can become overused easily: the loinclothed swordsman, the
monster, and the nearly-naked hel pless woman. The ar-chetype becomes cliche, and Weird
Tdes™ need not become known as a Conan-type magazine.

Weird Tales™ lives up to its considerable reputation with thisissue. The stories are all unique;
not all are horror or even fantasy. Thisisthe sort of magazine | expect when | hear the phrase
"unigue magazine." If | may, I'll list the top five favorites, in my humble opinion.

1 "Menagea Trois' by F. Paul Wilson. A truly weird tale, subjective and moody. Clever
introduction of the fantastic into the mundane setting.

2. "The Wonderful Wallstretcher" by Felix Gotschalk. Recalls the young Brad-bury, and his
empathetic viewpoint of the small-town youngster. | could almost smell the weeds in the backlots.
No fantasy here at all, other than a young boy's fanciful dreaming.

3. "Mary Beatrice Smoot Friarly, SPV" by Gene Wolfe. Seems a shame that the fea-tured author
comes no higher than #3, but it speaks highly of the other stories. Nor-mally, "deals with the
devil" stories are old hat, but Wolfe interests us so much in Mary and her hobby that we follow a
problem we know she's predetermined to succeed in solv-ing.

4. "Boiled Alive" by Ramsey Campbell. Campbell takes usright inside a paranoid's mind, crawls
around with us, then leaves us feeling alone and abandoned in there. After reading this, one feels
sticky and races to the shower to clean off.

5. "The Mysteries of the Faceless King" by Darrell Schweitzer. No real surprises here, just a
solid, entertaining story.

Really, it was difficult to choose favorites from the excellent material within the 290th issue of
Weird Tdes™. May | have such dif-ficulties with all future issues.

You'vesad it yoursdf. A "consderable reputation.” For al the Editorid Trio (abetter phrase, perhaps,
than "The Gang of Three," to which John Betancourt objected on the groundsthat at six foot Six heis
much too tal to be a Chinese Communist) may have shown courage or foolhardiness, or whatever, we
aso went into this venture in avery professiona way, with profit afore-thought. Yes, Weird Tales™ has
had a some-what spotty record in the immediate past, but thiswas not, we reasoned, because there was
anything wrong with the magazineit-saf. Rather, each of the previous attempts was flawed in somefatd,



obvious, and eas-ily avoidable way. We were quite certain there would be alarge market for Weird
Tales done right. Theimportant thing isto make sure that the magazineredlly is what we claimit to be,
and not just afamous name. But that name does indeed matter. A certain book dedler in the field ordered
athousand copies of issue 290. If that same content had been packaged as Scary Stories Vol. 1 No. 1,
he probably would have or-dered twenty. So it works both ways. If we meet our responsibilities— and
reader ex-pectations— then we can reasonably hope to take advantage of the Weird Tales™ name. The
future of thismagazineis, wethink, far more secure than it isfor most new ventures at this stage of the

game.

Asfor one-artist, one-author issues, we plan to do three or four to start out, then go on to "regular"
issues, featuring no single writer so prominently and illustrated by avariety of artigts, with a
featured-author issue perhaps once ayear thereafter. We agree that such adevice can go stale, but, for
openers, there are severa authorswe'd like to devote specia issuesto, and it isanice excuseto runalot
of firg-ratefiction and art, isn't it?

Certainly we don't intend to make Weird Tales™ a"Conan-type magazine." Asour contents amply
show, we have amuch wider range than that. And we don't intend to run sword and sorcery covers
exclusvey, ether. Darrell says he wants some very modern-looking ghouls or zombies before long.

And now afew words from the leading British scholar, editor, and lately Algernon Blackwood
biographer, Mike Ashley:

It's beautiful. Fiction aside, what makes thisissue is George Barr's artwork. He has so captured
the spirit of WT with his range of Finlayesque, Bokish, and S. John style artwork, that one has
only to look at that cover and flick through the pages to feel transported back to those great old
days. It was a magical moment opening thisissue for the first time.

Thefiction lives up to expectations. Tanith Lee's piece is predictably excellent and highly
atmospheric. The Gene Wolfe tribute was just about at the right pitch. The great thing about the
old WT was the odd story that would crop up, the kind that could appear nowhere else, and |
wonder if Felix Got-schalk's " The Wonderful Wallstretcher” isn't a little like one of those.

You are all to be congratulated for bring-ing back the real WT. Itsatreasure and a delight.

Y es, we hope to publish some stories which could indeed not appear anywhere else. Weird Tales™ is
gtill the Unique Mag-azine, and part of that uniquenessisthat you can't automaticaly figure out how a
story isgoing to end — or even if it will turn out to be fantasy. It merely hasto be, in the correct sense,
weird.

Long-time reader and poet Walter Shed-lofsky offersthe following tribute to the most famous of this
magazine's many edi-tors, Farnsworth Wright:

After fifty years my recollection is still keen of Farnsworth Wright, editor of Weird Taes during
the 1930s. Like a bedeviled character that might have appeared in WT, Wright was a cadaverous
figure, extremely thin, well over 6 feet tall. His light blue eyes peered quizzcally from a haggard
face. Wright suffered from Parkinson's Disease. There were no drugs at that time to control
seizures, so Wright continually trembled. He had a hard time walking, and his body and hands
shook and quivered. In order to read, Wright would place a manuscript on a lec-tern, read a page
by leaning forward, then with a trembling hand turn the page on the lectern so as to read the next
page. Despite hisinfirmity, Wright was very amiable. He liked to talk with his authors. Vaguely |
re-call his mentioning that Howard liked to submit his manuscripts on yellow paper. He was very
disappointed that August Derleth did not receive proper acclaim. Smith, How-ard, Lovecraft, and



Quinn received acco-lades, but Derleth was also a fine craftsman. Wrights rapport, sensitivity,
and encour-agement of talent converted "pulp” storiesinto literature. An extremely high
percentage stories that appeared in WT later were an-thologized by Arkham House.

Walter followed thiswith acharming ac-rostic poem in memory of Farnsworth Wright which, aas, will
not reproduce asit should with modern typesetting equi pment.

A Waeird TalesClub

Back in the 1940s, this magazine featured aWeird Taes Club, akind of roster mas-querading asa
department, whereby read-ers could get in touch with one another. Thiswas acommon featurein the
pulps of theday. Thrilling Wonder Stories gill main-tained the Science Fiction League that way, and
uper Science Sories had something smilar. But the Club is one feature we of the Editoria Horde don't
have the time to become involved with. Fortunately, Tony Oliveri has started a discussion group on his
own. While hisgroup is not affiliated with the magazine in any way, we encour-age interested partiesto
get in touch with him at 4512 MacArthur Blvd. N.W. Apt 3, Washington DC 20007.

TheMost Popular Story

Ancther Weird Tales" feature we would like to reviveisthe voting for the most pop-ular story of the
issue. This customarily appeared at the end of the Eyrie, which iswhere we intend to put it. So, what was
your favorite story thisissue? We have no con-clusve winner for issue 290, athough Gene Wolfes"The
Other Dead Man,” Tanith Leg's "Death Dances,” and Darrdll Schweitzer's"The Mysteries of the
FacelessKing" seemed to draw alot of praise. Felix Gotschalk's " The Wonderful W lstretcher” was
certainly the most controversd story intheissue.

Do write us soon. :




by John Gregory Betancourt

Thisissueof Weird Tales™ is something of alandmark for the book review column: it now hasa
"proper” name, The Den, which seems uniquely gpt. A denisaplacefor weird beasts (witness the logo)
aswell asacozy placeto curl up with the odd tome of eldritch lore. Or, lacking that, with a good fantasy
novel. And, too, I've decided to change the format of the book review sec-tion awee bit. One of the
most common comments about last issue was that there smply weren't enough reviews. Thisissuel have
amost twice as much space (unless aflood of last-minute advertisements comesin), 0. . . to business,

A Mask for the General, by Lisa Goldstein Bantam Spectra, 201pp., $14.95

A few years ago, asmall group of very vocd critics began claiming that "pure" sci-ence fiction was
being somehow subverted (reaed: lessened) by fantasy. To provethis, they pointed at the growing number
of books mixing standard eements of fantasy with standard elements of sciencefiction. Never mind that
fantasy has been around far longer than genre science fiction, or that sciencefiction isin fact a subset
(abeit avery large and influentia subset these days) of fantasy. And never mind that sci-encefiction has
aways had strong elements of fantasy at the core of many stories— time-travel and
fagter-than-light-travel stories are dmost certainly fantasy. And, of course, never mind 'classic' novels
like Dune, which mixed genrestwenty years ago.

One superb new example of science fiction and fantasy blending to create a powerful story that couldn't
exig without ether de-ment isLisa Goldstein's brilliant novel, A Mask for the General. Here Goldstein
sets up a21st-century world in which the United States has suffered an economic collapse and become a
third-world nation, subser-vient to Japan and other economic powers. A dictator, the Generd of thetitle,
isin complete charge; and under hisharsh laws the country is dowly starting to recover, but at the
expense of itscitizens.

A new way of lifeisat hand, however. A kind of tribalism is spreading through the country, one marked
by spiritua journeysto landsinhabited by spirit-totems. These spirit-totems take the form of animals,
each with its own persondlity and traits. For in-stance, Mary, the protagonist, bel ongs to the sea-otter
tribe; other characters belong to the bear, lion, and spider tribes. The Gen-erd isacrow.

Goldstein has done her research into the beliefs of American Indians and African tribesmen. But she's
a0 up to date: the spirit-totems are an extension of the "power anima” fantasesin which an anima
guides ahuman on aspiritud journey, fantasies that some yuppies are experimenting with today. In both
our world and in Goldgtein's, these fantasies are away to retreat from technology to amore primitive
mindset.

In A Mask for the General, it istaken for granted that spirit-totems are redl; after all, the protagonists
can see them, spesk to them, and interact with them. The whole point of the book liesin getting the



oppres-sve Generd to wear amask so his spirit-totem can find him and give him asoul ... which will
then free the United States from the worst excesses of histyranny. Y et even though mysticism drivesthe
novd's plot, sciencefiction doestoo, for the story smply wouldn't work if set in today's New Y ork or
San Francisco, partly because many of the characters decisions are based on their future environment.
Severd of them escape from one of the Generd's "rehabili-tation camps,” for instance; and others use
not-yet-invented drugs to mimic spirit-trances which otherwise would require many days of fasting and
meditation.

Beyond its synthesis of fantasy and SF, A Mask for the General offersclear, crigo writing, well-drawn
characters, and a be-lievable background. It's easy to seewhy Lisa Goldstein'sfirst novel, The Red
Ma-gician, won an American Book Award: she's one of the best writersto emergein the last few years.
Don't missthisone.

TheYear'sBest Fantasy Stories: 13, edited by Arthur W. Saha DAW Books, 238pp., $2.95

Inthislatest volume of hisY ear's Best, editor Saha has selected an extraordinary range of stories, from
modern-scene to his-toricd to dternate-world backgrounds. There are tales by Tanith Lee ("Beauty is
the Beast"), Richard L. Purtill ("Something in the Blood"), Judith Tarr ("Piece de Resistance"), R.
Chetwynd-Hayes ("Long, Long Ago"), Kevin J. Anderson ("The Old Man and the Cherry Tree"), Nancy
Kress ("Phone Repairs'), Michad Rutherford ("The Tde and its Magter™), Kim Antieu (" Sanc-tuary™),
Jane Y olen ("The Uncorking of Uncle Finn"), Jm Aiken ("A Placeto Stay for aLittle€"), and Nancy
Springer ("The Boy Who Plaited Manes').

Rutherford's story is, without a doubt, the centerpiece of the collection; it'samythic adventure set in
Smunsk, detailing the life of agtoryteller. The tae has the richness of texture; and the ory itsdlf, the
pathos, excitement, and thoroughly believable charactersthat will makethisaclassic of thefied.
Rutherford is certainly awriter whose name | intend to watch; he may well turn out to be one of the
magor fantasststhis decade, if thisstory isany indication.

And if Rutherford's story isn't enough to get you to buy the book, the stories by Kressand Springer are
absolutdly top-flight aswell. In fact, there's not aclunker in the lot. Recommended.

Land of Dreams, by James P. Blaylock Arbor House, 264pp., $16.95

James Blaylock has quite afollowing for hisweird fantasies. They've won him both the World Fantasy
Award (for hisnovella"Paper Dragons') and the Philip K. Dick Award. Hisfiction can be very murky at
times, but beneath that murk stir images of artling beauty. Land of Dreams isex-actly like that.

Set in the same world as "Paper Drag-ons," Land of Dreams is an often exciting, often dull, often
murky story about travel between worldswith different redlities; an evil carniva that shows up once every
12 years during the 'Solstice’; amigration of hermit crabs, each succeeding crab dightly larger; articles of
giant clothing which keep washing ashore; and al manner of strange creatures. All that plusa
coming-of-age story.

Thebook'sred problemslieinits Sruc-ture: although interesting things are hap-pening, Blaylock goes
up blind aleys, pursuing various plot threads, then wan-ders back to the storyline, then wanders off again
on yet more tangents. The effect is something like examining amosaic with amagnifying glass. you can
see afew of thetilesat once, but never the whole picture. To his credit, Blaylock managestotieup all
theloose plot threads at the end. But it's till an unsatisfying book — ambitious, cer-tainly, but criticaly
flawed. | understand the hardcover isnow out of print, so look for apaperback if you're interested; it
should be out soon, | imagine.



The Secret Ascension; or, Philip K. Dick is Dead, Alas, by Michagl Bishop TOR Books, 339pp.,
$16.95

It's become dmogt aclichethese daysfor "literary” science-fiction writersto publish storieswith Philip
K. Dick'snamein thetitle, purporting to be tributes. Bishop's book isthe latest in the series, and it's
cer-tainly the best of thelot I've read. The fact that Bishop hasred fedlingsfor Dick asaperson and asa
writer certainly shows.

In Bishop's dternate America, Richard Nixon has assumed complete control of the country and is now
in hisfourth term as President (alot of people refer to him asKing Richard). Nixon's United Statesis
reminiscent of Nazi Germany, with travel restrictions, censorship, and secret police. In thisworld Philip
K. Dick isawriter fasamousfor his mainstream novels (books which, in our world, weren't published until
after hisdeath). Dick's science fiction re-mains unpublished because it'stoo full of anti-government
propaganda.

When Dick dies, God (or diens, depend-ing on how you look at it) brings him back asa sort of astral
projection of himsdlf. The purpose of his new existence isto change the present redlity for the better.
Unfortu-nately he can't remember who heis any-more. But he sets about contacting people anyway,
dowly working toward the atered redlity in which Nixon isno longer Presi-dent.

Bishop mimics anumber of Dick's story devices— an unraveling redlity and mul-tiple third-person
viewpoints being the most obvious— with seeming ease. Further, he builds on anumber of Dick's
real-world hangups, chiefly fear of secret police (Dick's gpartment was broken into and hisfiles searched
severd timesin the early 1970s) and religious obsessions (at one time Dick claimed to be receiving
messages from God). Would Dick have liked The Secret Ascen-sion? Probably nat; it hitsawfully close
to many of his private phobias. Will readers? | imagine so. The book would work just aswell asanove
if Philip K. Dick weren't mentioned, which must remain the ulti-méte criterion.

Polyphemus, by Michael Shea Arkham House, 245pp., $16.95

Michael Shea— asdll horror fansknow — isatalent whose work is to be savored time and again. He
won the World Fantasy Award in 1983 for hisdark fantasy Nifft the Lean; heisaso theauthor of A
Quest for Smbilis, The Color Out of Time, and In Yana, the Touch of Undying (al DAW books)
which have given him acult follow-ing. These noves, dong with hisidiosyn-crétic, often pyrotechnic
short storiesthat have appeared in The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction and Whispers, form
abody of work which hasn't received the crit-ical and popular atention it deserves.

Collected here are the best of Shed's shorter works, plus an excerpt from Nifft, which provide an
excellent overview of hiscareer so far. Storiesincluded are: "'Poly-phemus,” "The Angd of Degth,”
"Uncle Tuggs" "The Pearls of the Vampire Queen,” "The Horror onthe#33," "The Extra," and "The
Autopsy.” Thereisaso an introduc-tion by Algis Budrys. The stories range from graphic horror to
psychological terror to dark fantasy ala Jack VVance's The Dying Earth. If you're unfamiliar with Shea,
thisisthe place to gart.

Haunted Castles: The Complete Gothic Tales of Ray Russdll
Maclay & Associates, 187pp., $12.95

Another short story collection of noteis Haunted Castles, by Ray Russdll. Russdll is probably best
known in the horror field for being the author of The Case Against Satan, even though he'swritten quite
afew other novels and short stories of note. All hisgothic tales are here, and they're quite aset, full of
gloomy castles, weird menaces, grotesqueries and deformities, and evil in-carnate. The 19th century is
wonderfully evoked. All the stories are good, but | found the opening novella, " Sardonicus,” partic-ularly



compelling: it'sthe story of aman whose face has been paralyzed so it's aways grinning, and of the
agonies and tortures to which that eternd grin driveshim.

Russdll isdeft at characterization. | can't imagine any serious horror fan skipping this book, unless he
dready hasthe storiesin other collections.

Since Maclay & Associatesisaregiona publisher, you should probably order di-rectly from them for
fastest service: Maclay & Associates, P.O. Box 16253, Baltimore MD 21210. Add acouple of dollars
for pos-tage and handling.

Yédlow Fog, by Les Daniels Donald M. Grant: Publisher, 191pp., $30.00 One dways expects €l egant
books from Donald Grant, and Yellow Fog isno excep-tion: astriking dust jacket, interior illus-tration,
acid-free paper — the whole works. The price may seem abit high, but on closer examination one sees
the reason: thisedi-tion islimited to 800 copies, al of them signed by author and artist (Frank Villano).

My only quibble about the book as artifact isthat it's Smply too short — the typeis very large, and
thereisalot of white space between thelines. It took me less than two hoursto read, and | like to savor
my books.

Asfor thewriting itsdlf. . . thisis decid-edly minor Les Daniels. The vampire Se-bagtianisagain a
character, but very much off-stage throughout. When | think back to the last book of Danielss| read
(Citizen Vampire, about Sebagtian's life in the French Revolution), this one seems pale by com-parison.

Nevertheless, the writing is il rich and absorbing, the characters believable, and the evocation of
London by gadight strik-ing. Danielsiswithout a doubt an excellent writer; | just wish hedd put more
mest into thisstory.

The Moon's Revenge, by Joan Aiken Knopf, 30pp., $12.95

Thisisalarge-sze children's storybook, illustrated very ably by Alan Lee. | nor-mally wouldn't review a
children's book here, but thisoneis pretty specid . . . it'safairy-tale more suitable for adults than
children, and it hasthe sort of charm you don't find in many stories these days.

It starts. " Once there was aboy called Seppy, and he was the seventh son of a sev-enth son. Thiswas
long ago, in the days when women wore shawls and men wore hoods and long pointed shoes, and the
curefor an earache wasto put a hot roasted onion in your ear.” It continuesin the same de-lightful vein.
If you seeit in agtore, take aglance — if you have ayoung relative | bet you'll leave with it tucked under
your arm.

The Dark Descent, edited by David G. Hartwell

TOR Books, 1011pp., $29.95 The Oxford Book of English Ghost Sto-ries, ed. by Michael Cox
and R.A. Gilbert Oxford University Press, 504pp., $18.95

The last six months have been good for horror short fiction, witnessing the appear-ance of two mgor
horror anthologies. The Dark Descent isamammoth compilation of horror, emphasizing more modern
writerslike Clive Barker, Ray Bradbury, Michadl Shea, and Stephen King (plus some namesless
associated with horror, such as Joyce Carol Oates, John Callier, and Philip K. Dick). Of course there
arethe obligatory classcslike Poes"The Fal of the House of Usher," Lovecraft's"The Cdl of Cthulhu,”
and Ambrose Bierceé's "The Damned Thing," aswdll as storiesby M.R. James, Lucy Clif-ford, Russl
Kirk, Shirley Jackson, Harlan Ellison, Nathaniel Hawthorne, J. Sheridan Le Fanu, E. Neshit, Karl
Edward Wagner, Robert Aickman, Fritz Leiber, Robert Bloch, CharlesL. Grant, Manly Wade
Wellman, Thomas M. Disch, Theodore Sturgeon, Mi-chadl Bishop, Charlotte Perkins Gilman, William



Faulkner, Robert Hichens, Richard Matheson, Joanna Russ, Dennis Etchison, D.H. Lawrence, Tanith
Lee, Flannery O'Connor, Ramsey Campbell, Henry James, Gene Wolfe, Charles Dickens, Walter dela
Mare, lvan Turgenev, Robert W. Chambers, Oliver Onions, Fitz-James O'Brien, Edith Wharton, and
Algernon Blackwood.

The Dark Descent isamust-read for al readers newly cometo horror. It provides an overview of past
and contemporary hor-ror that's unmatched in any other collec-tion.

The Oxford Book of English Ghost Sories isasemind collection of amore speciaized form of
horror: the ghost story, most spe-cificaly, the English ghost story. Not al the authors are English,
interestingly enough, though their stories have the 'proper’ fla-vour and atmosphere. All the Storiesare
arranged in order of publication, from Sir Walter Scott's " The Tapestried Chamber” (1829) to T.H.
White's " Soft Voices at Pas-senham”* (1981, a posthumous publication). Sandwiched between these are
storiesby Amelia B. Edwards, J. Sheridan Le Fanu, M.E. Braddon, F. Marion Crawford, Vernon Lee,
Bram Stoker, E. Neshit, Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch, Henry James, H.G. Wells, W.W. Jacobs, Mary E.
Wilkins, M.R. James, Algernon Blackwood, Oliver Onions, Barry Pain, E.F. Benson, Richard
Middleton, E.G. Swain, Arthur Gray, W. Somerset Maugham, May Sinclair, L.P. Hartley, John Buchan,
W.F. Harvey, H. Russell Wakefield, Edith Wharton, A.M. Burrage, Hugh Walpole, A.E. Coppard,
Thomas Burke, Charles Wil-liams, L.T.C. Rolt, A.N.L. Munby, Elizabeth Bowen, VV.S. Pritchett,
Christopher Woodforde, Walter delaMare, Smon Raven, and Robert Aickman.

Anyonewith agood horror collection will have most of these (the same goesfor The Dark Descent),
but it's ill agood collection. Aswith The Dark Descent, thiswould be aterrific starting place for
someone new to the horror field. Both taken together would be perfect.

Whispers 23-4, edited by Stuart David
Schiff
Whispers Press, 176pp., $8.95

| suppose, consdering the infrequent pub-lishing schedule, that Whispers is more of a trade paperback
anthology than anything else these days. The price has aso gone up, since Schiff attended asmall press
publish-ers meeting and found out that (according to them, anyway) he was underpricing his magazine;
but it'sill agood buy.

Included here are stories by Steve Rasnic Tem, Ray Russll, Julie Stevens, Joe R. Lansdde, Carl
Jacobi, Kit van Zandt, Bar-baraW. Durkin, Hugh B. Cave, Jayge Carr, Manly Wade Wellman, Brian
Lumley, PhyllisEisengein, Bill Pronzini, William Rdling, J., William D. Cotrell, and David Drake.
There'saso an excerpt from the next Fafhrd & the Gray Mouser novel by Fritz Leiber.

Somehow, | found thisissue less satisfy-ing than any so far: the Fritz Leiber excerpt is excellent — but
ends annoyingly on adliff-hanger. Many of the sories are shorts with "surprise’ endings, and they
become tiresome rather quickly. | particularly en-joyed "Century Farm,” by Julie Stevens, about farmers
and their tiesto theland, and "Where Did She Wander?' by Manly Wade Wellman — Wellman'slast
story, atale of John the Balladeer fully as good as most of the othersin that series.

| notethat thisisthefirst issuein quite awhile which does not devote specia at-tention to one author.
The production val-ues remain high, with good paper, color cover by Stephen Fabian, and lots of interior
illustrations. Order from: Whispers Press, 70 Highland Ave, Binghamton, NY 27514. A subscription for
two double-issues costs $13.95; if you missed the previousissue, I'm sure you could get both that and
the current one as your subscription.



Psycho I, by Robert Bloch
Whispers Press, 223pp., $15.00

Lost in Timeand Space with L efty Feep,
by Robert Bloch

Creatures at Large, 258pp., $12.95 (trade
pb); $40.00 (hc)

The Complete Robert Bloch, by Randdl
D. Larson

Fandom Unlimited Enterprises, 123pp.,
$10.00 (trade pb)

It seems Robert Bloch isahot item these days— in the last few months I've received no lessthan 5
books by or about him. Ad-mittedly, severd of them are old, but dl are ill in print. The three above
seem the most interesting.

Psycho Il — origindly published in 1982 — is dlill in print in ahandsome hardcover edition. With the
way book prices are climb-ing, $15.00 for a small-press hardcover on acid-free paper seemslikea
decided bar-gain. And, too, Bloch does interesting things with Norman Bates, since thisoneis en-tirely
his story and not based on the movie of the sametitle. For psychologica horror, you can't do much
better. (And thereisabit of blood, too, splattered here and there ...)

Lost in Time and Space with Lefty Feep isacollection of humorous fantasy storiesoriginaly written
for Fantastic Adventures, plusone new story, al about a hip '40s guy who's somewhat on the shady
gdeof things, if histaesareto be believed. Bloch himsdf isthe narrator, hearing an improbable yarn
each time he meets up with Lefty. Tacky clothes and people make an irresistible com-bination. The
humor's abit dated in places, but I liked it anyway. I'm looking forward to the next two collections of
Feep stories, which have been announced as forthcoming. Writeto: Crestures at Large (P.O. Box 687,
Pacifica CA 94044) for complete ordering information, and for info on their other pub-lications.

Fndly, The Complete Robert Bloch, adetailed bibliography. I1t'swell designed and illustrated with
coversfrom what seem like hundreds of books and magazines; for any-one interested in collecting
Robert Bloch'swork, thisis certainly an essentia tool. Order from: Fandom Unlimited Enter-prises, P.O.
Box 70868, Sunnyvae CA 94086.

TheArt of Segrelles, by Vicente Segrelles
NBM, 30pp., $13.95

Vicente Segrellesis a Spanish artist whose work has been appearing on book coversin this country
with increasing reg-ularity. | found this collection of his color work good, but a bit uneven; some of the



covers have aroughnessto them | didn't like, while others were polished to perfec-tion. When Segrelles
wants to, he can come up with work comparable to the best of thefield.

If you like art books, thisis probably one you won't want to miss. If you can't find it localy, writeto:
NBM, 35-53 70th St., Jack-son Heights NY 11372

CliveBarker's The Damnation Game
Bookson Tape
Warner Audio, 2 hours 30 minutes, $12.95

It's been acouple of months since | listened to this 2-cassette dramatization of Clive Barker's The
Damnation Game, but | can still remember some scenesvividly. The tape would seem to be very trueto
the book (which I haven't read yet) because I'm familiar with Clive Barker'swriting style, and this
dramatization comes close. It hor-rified me at times, nauseated me at others, and kept my rapt attention
throughoui.

It'sbasicdly an occult revenge story, with lots of interesting horrors and ghastly char-acters along the
way. Marty Strausis re-leased from prison and takes ajob as bodyguard to arich industridist named
Jo-seph Whitehead. Unfortunately, Whitehead owes his soul to the demonic Mamoulian, and Mamoulian
has decided to collect. There are plenty of plot twists, and all the actors do superb jobswith their roles.

If you listen to books in your car (as| do), and have atough stomach for grue and gore, thisisagood
oneto have.

Shorts: Newsand such

Darrell Schweitzer has been quite active in the non-fiction, scholarly end of our field of late. His latest
essay anthology, Discov-ering Classic Horror Fiction | isdue mo-mentarily from Starmont House. The
book contains articlesby S.T. Joshi, Mike Ashley, Sam Moskowitz, and other leading scholar-critics;
their subjectsinclude the authors Arthur Machen, M.R. James, J. Sheridan Le Fanu, dl three Benson
brothers, and others. Further down the line are several more such books, plus Pathways to Elfland:
The Writings of Lord Dunsany, from Owls-wick Press. Schweitzer is also working on a bibliography of
Lord Dunsany, in collab-oration with S.T. Joshi and Douglas An-derson.

George Scithers (with co-editor Schweitzer) isbusy putting together a companion vol-umeto his Avon
Books anthology, Tales from the Spaceport Bar, caled (appropri-ately enough) More Tales from the
Space-port Bar. Look for Morgan LIywelyn's story "Princess' to beincluded.

And, lastly, and without further com-ment, | point out The Blind Archer, afan-tasy novel published by
Avon Booksin February, 1988, and Johnny Zed, a sciencefiction novel to bereleased by Warner
Booksin July, 1988, both by John Gregory Betan-court. Funny coincidence, that.



Seeyou next issue.






Jason Drinkwood had many advan-tages. He was both young enough and old enough, and
good-looking enough, and well enough off, that nothing very much need lie very much out of reach for
very long. During the Amerenglish season along the coast, he was gener-aly known by sight, and by
name, for at that time, "Jason" was an uncommon gppellation, particularly augmented by such dark wavy
hair, bright blue eyes, expensive garments and ice-cream-col-oured car. His code of conduct,
none-theless, was quite decorous. He did not belong to the artist or poet caste whose seasons sometimes
ran in tandem with the Amerenglish one. He was seen to drink, but never drunk, to gamble alit-tle, but
never recklessly. Hewould dance, and he would dine, but with the air of one only performing a natura
duty naturaly well. Though the ice-cream car might sometimes be spotted swimming home aong the
pam-lined roadsin the dusk of dawn, it was never anything but tidily driven. In other words, Mr. Jason
Drinkwood was not a man of passions. And S0, though there had at first been some speculation in the
caravanseral of the colony asto what hisintentions and inclinations might be, they were, when noted, of a
very ordinary and discreet kind, and in the order of three: Female, sophisti-cated, brief.

It was something of a surprise there-fore, when Jason Drinkwood was sighted with Alys Ashlin.

Miss Aghlin was apainter, partly American it was believed, and rather more than partly something else,
some-thing fey and foreign, which had af-forded her adender and unred quality, two large and gazing
eyes, and wispy ash-blonde hair. That she should be an artist was no more than one would ex-pect, that
she had some money aso was, admittedly, an oddity, but since she did not "mix" very much, it was
supposed she might go on as she wished. There had, of course, been some curious ru-mours now and
then, but it was the age of the rationa, and one had only to look at the girl to know her for ahopeless
romantic, who would probably drink hersalf to death on cocktails before she was thirty-five.

Certainly, she was not Mr. Drink-wood's type, not at al. Presumably he had met her at some gallery.
Presum-ably her moth-like attractions had for some reason piqued ajaded pdate. Whatever the cause,
the colony ob-served that they lunched together, and took picnicsto the hillsin the pae car, and drank
white fine and Russian Blushes at Co's, and danced at The Ba-conies, and all other fashionable spots.

Then, quite as suddenly asit had be-gun, the affair ended. A dark lady was seen to occupy the
ice-cream chariot, and adark lady was seen to be dining with Mr. Drinkwood at Piccaetta's. No one
wasin the least surprised, nor ex-pected any more of the matter, except perhaps news of Miss Ashlin's
abrupt illnessin the morning gazette.

The sgh which escaped the chisdlled lips of Jason Drinkwood had nothing to do with the sergphic and
cloudless day, the cuisine of ajust-completed bresk-fast, or any of the prospects before him, save only
one. Putting down the smal blonde card, he said, "Very well. Y ou can bring her up here.”

Thereafter Jason rose to hisfeet, and prepared to put another cup of coffee into hislean and graceful
frame.

It was, he believed, inevitable, that thisfind confrontation would have to come. Unfortunately, that was
the trou-ble with these unusua women. Though they might be entertaining for awhile, they soon became
merely irritating, and then, when one wanted to finish it, they smply did not know how to be-have. Had
he not, he now asked him-sdlf, done everything perfectly and with utter good manners? He had cancelled
their last meeting giving plenty of no-tice, and using the most courteous and gpol ogetic address, with just
the hint of terminus he had felt necessary in Alyss case. And had he not sent her abox of white roses,
three dozen of the things? What more did she want from him? But he knew only too well. She wanted a
Scene. That waswhat al her tribe required.

It wastrue, he had met her at a gal-lery, her own to be precise. She had been looking very chic that day
and he had mistaken her for anidler cometo buy. Something in her quadity had given him an urgeto



investigate her, and by the time he had invited her to lunch and she had accepted, it wastoo late to back
out when he realized she was The Alys of the paintings. He knew nothing about art, had never had much
timefor it. He cared for pictures and ornaments as he cared for fine weather, for heliked and
appreciated pleasant surroundings. Her feglings on the sub-ject, which began to be displayed dmost as
so0n as the entree was brought to the table, were both dien and unalur-ing. However, Miss Ashlin (dl
those A's, Ss, L's, and I-Y's seemed quite ov-erdone), was shy. She preferred not to talk about hersalf,
but liked to listen to him. He therefore set out to amuse her, poor little thing. Her vulnerability did rather
apped to him, even while he knew it was amistake to like it. He could not bear stupid women, but had a
deep distrust of clever ones. Alysdid not fit either of these niches, though she was destined to represent
both to him by the time he doughed the liaison. Her trust and her smplicity in the mat-ter of the male
initidly filled him with adesreto protect her. Later, of course, every frailty demanded of him that he
pierce the weak place with ahoned sti-letto. Though he would not so have quaified it to himsdlf, he was
drawnto Alys Ashlin by theingtincts of thetiger for the tethered lamb. Perhaps the tiger too has moments
of enjoying the lamb's charm and the music of its bleat. Per-haps, if not too terribly hungry, theti-ger lso
will delay the ultimate seconds when he fals on his prey and tears out its entrails.

When he had caused enough damage to her, and she, trying equally to pro-tect hersalf and appease
him, had lain & hisfeet gasping: But what have | done'? Jason had sensibly withdrawn, cancelled the next
meeting—there was no fun in killing a dead sheep — and sent abox of adozen or so white rosesto
mask the stench of spilled blood.

However, now, incredibly, the lamb — having dready written to him on three occasonsin the most
aggravat-ingly mild of terms— had arrived at hislair. To haveit out with him, he concluded with dread.
To make her Scene.

The door opened, and she entered the sunlit room, awisp of ashes and faint-ing blonde violets.

"Oh. Hdlo," said Jason, with dight astonishment, asif he had been ex-pecting anyone but she. "Will you
have some coffeg?’

"Thank you. | don't think s0."
"Do. It's very good.”

Previoudy, she had dways done ex-actly ashetold her. But now she said again, "I don't think coffeeis
appropri-ate.”

"Redly?Why ever not?"
"Jason — | may ill cdl you that?!
"Don't be so absurd,” he said, harshly.

She lowered her wild eyes— they truly werewild, asif she had come straight from the hills and the old
pa-gan dtarsthere, ingtead, plainly, from off the manicurist's couch.

"Jason . . . I'mvery obtuse about these things. I'm afraid | don't understand at dl. Isit that you're
finished with me?'

He poured some more coffee and tried to check anot unpleasurable surge of rage.
"Well. What an ultimatum. When do the tanks arrive, and the air cover?”

"Please, be serious, Jason. | should like to know."



"Oh should you? Liketo? | don't think so. Or you'd be quite well aware of the facts aready.”
"l see. 1 think | see”

"Good. Splendid." He shot her alook as helit acigarette. She did not smoke, she had said it affected
her eyes. Cer-tainly something had done so. They were larger than ever, and though not exactly
reddened, the pre-dawn grey-ness of their depths was bluer and more sdine. Y ou know redly, young
woman, you're making an awfully big issue out of this, aren't you? | mean.”

"What do you mean?' sheinquired softly. He saw with dismay that she was pulling off her mauve
gloves, asignd of intended temporary permanence.

"For God's sake," he said, "we spent some time together. An interlude. It was delightful, Alice. Thank
you so very much. But now. What can | say? | hope you won't force me to be rude.”

"Y ou mean that it is over, absolutely over. Between us."
"'It." What is there supposed to have been? Over? Obvioudy."
"Yes, obvioudy."

"For heaven's sake, Alice," (he had dwaysinssted on pronouncing her namein astraightforward way,
none of that Aleez ridiculousness), "for heaven's sake. Y ou're acting as though we've been Romeo and
Juliet. Good God, woman. Try to grow up.”

"But," shesad, "l loveyou."

Heturned his back on her a once. Oh Christ, much worse than he had thought. Of course, he knew;
but even she, surely, should have had the tact not to use thisidiocy. After amoment he mastered himsdlf
and sad, "I'm very sorry." Then, when there was only a silence, he added, "L ook, | have to be over the
other sde of the bay in about ten minutes time. Y ou'll have to excuse me. | must go." He had visions of
her weeping or swooning on the sofa, being unable to rid the room of her — but when he flung round, to
his genuine surprise on this occasion, he saw she was Slently gone. All that remained was one of thefaint
violet gloves, theleft one, lying evanouissement by the coffee pot. Hefired alook of hatred at it, for she
might useit as a pretext to come back. He would have to send it to her, bloody woman. But later. For
now he was getting out.

Heran down thevillastair with afeding of release and exultation, asif he had just won some sort of
race. And for once he drove the car rather fast along the coast road.

Inthe smdl hours of the following day, when he returned, Jason noticed, vaguely, that the glove too had
gone. He put this down to thetidiness of hisdomestics, or to amiraculous display of common sense by
Miss Aghlin, in re-turning to retrieve her property during his absence.

About aweek after these events, Ger-ard Caul, an intermittent friend of Ja-son Drinkwood's since their
first meeting in the caravanseral, received amessage at his hotdl. Responding to it, he called Drinkwood's
villa. The conversation was short: "Caul ? Thank God. I'm glad. Can you come over? No, | mean now.
Cometo lunch. Well as soon as. Five o'clock? All right. But you'll be there. Wrong? Oh. . .. Probably
nothing. No, nothing'swrong at dl. Five o'clock. Till then.”

Gerard, aprosaic but easy-going man, not without wedlth or influence, ar-rived at the proper station
which was, in the current parlance of colony eti-quette, five minutes late. Driving up to the villa, he was
rather startled to see that something was dightly amisswith itsfacade. Hisfirst thought was of birds, or
geckas, but when next he came across the famous car, drawn up be-tween the flower beds and an old



fountain, Gerard rejected the notion. The peculiar marks had a symmetrical nas-tiness about them that
suggested manic human rather than faund activity.

Presently, meeting Jason on the lower of the two terraces, Gerard waited until the drinks had been
served and they were aoneto remark, "Well, and who have you fdlen foul of, my boy?'

At which Jason gtarted, spilled some of hisdrink, and retorted with a care-lesslaugh, "What on earth
do you mean?"'

"Absit omen," said Gerard, and re-filled Jason's glass himsdlf. Even if he had not by now been
searching for signs, he might have noticed that Ja-son's face appeared rather dirty, rather colourless, and
that his hands had de-veloped a nervous tremor. " Someone, patently,” said Gerard, "hasit in for you. The
car, for example™

"That was very unfortunate,” mum-bled Jason. "It seemsto have found asupply of somethingin the
kitchen, I'm not sure what, some kind of molasses, or glue. . . . Very difficult, you know, to get off. |
gpologisefor my face. That'sssimply writing ink. I'd forgotten how damned resistant it isto soap and
water.

"Ah, yes" said Gerard. He opened his cigarette case and offered Jason the beautiful snow-white
cigarettes. And watched Jason take and try to light one with histremblous hands. "But whoisthis
ingenious enemy, and why haven't you gone to the police? | know they can be difficult. Isthat the
problem?

Jason laughed again. Dropping the cigarette, he lowered hisink-stained face into his hands and
shuddered.

"My dear fdlow," said Gerard, im-movable.

"I'm quite dl right. | shal be splen-did in amoment. It'sjust the— frankly, the bloody hopel essness of
it. | don't know what to do. At first, when it only ran about, and moved things, | tried to laugh it off. Then
| thought | was going mad. But I'm not the only oneto see

— that boy ran off, you know. Scared to degth. | think the woman's caught aglimpse, too, but shejust
acceptsit. Well, she knows she's safe enough. But theworst of it is, | fed such afool. | mean, look at
me. | tell you I'm afraid to go to deep. The days are bad enough. All | can do ismove out, but — | did
try deeping at — well, somewhere e se, you understand. But somehow, and thisisthe positively horrible
part, somehow it followed me. It must have got into the car — | don't know how, 1'd been so careful —
but in the morning | woke up

— inthisgtate, patterned, you could say, But much worse. My — companion was rather put out. One
could hardly blame her. Therewasink al over the sheets. She thought it was some school-boy prank of
mine"

"Yes" sad Gerard. He extinguished the stub of his cigarette, folded hisarms, and gazed upwards & the
line of balconies above. The sun was begin-ning to touch them now to alanguid melowness, whilethe
green of the oleanders shone like torches asthe light drove through. It was an exquisite hour, made
grangdy, likethe chill first dawn, dwaysfor strange revelations.

Suddenly Gerard found Jason almost at hisfest, gripping him and whimper-ing: ™Y ou haveto help me,
Gerard, you haveto hep me—"

It wasjust at this moment that Ger-ard became aware of a different note of colour in the vinethat grew



about the balconies. It seemed to him the leaves contained aflower of paest mauve, or perhapseven a
mauve bird, for surdly it had only just appeared — but his at-tention was now distracted.

"Drinkwood, I'm quite prepared to do dl | can. But you must tell me firg-*

A large ball of mud-clay, about the consstency of setting tempera, hurtled down from the direction of
the balcon-ies. It landed on the drinks tray, splattering the soda siphon and sending Jason's glassflying.
Jason gave an un-characteristic shriek and leapt to hisfeet. At that instant a second mud-ball, rather
larger and rather more gluti-nous, struck him squardly in the chest.

Ingtinctively the eyes of Gerard Caul had risen once more to the vine. He had the impression of a
capricious nymph, casting missiles from adender hand gloved in softest mauve. At the sametime, Gerard
redlized and compre-hended no flesh and blood nymph, how-ever svelte or small, could hang therein the
tenuousfoliage. And then, then, he caught sight of something, some-thing definitely mauve and capricious
and definitely operating entirely alone, scrambling lightly away, up the cree-per, over the balustrade and
into the house.

"Whatever wasthat?' inquired Ger-ard, with the disarming fascination of aman who knowsthat &l
things have a reasonable explanation.

Jason Drinkwood, stting in his chair with the face of ink-stained degth, told him.
"Oh come now," said Gerard.

An hour and ahdf later, Gerard Caul took hisleave. He had offered to do agreat many things, but
most of them had involved the summoning of doctors. Since Jason inssted, with ever-increas-ing
hysteria, that no human agency was at work againgt him, Gerard was forced to concur that at least no
external human agency was. Which left only Jason himsalf as the psychopathic cul-prit. Gerard had no
desireto bein-cluded in such afiasco, even on behdf of afriend. Besides, the atmosphere of the house
was beginning to bother him. It felt positively booby-trapped. After he had explained to Jason for the
twen-tieth time that mud might come to be near the roof and that birds had been known to drop portions
of it in the past on undeserving persons bel ow, ener-vation began to steal amarch. The last straw was
then presented to him as Ja-son, now drunk, postulated a search of the house culminating in the laying of
ambushes. At this juncture Gerard rose to hisfeet. In aweak moment he had offered Jason sanctuary at
the hotel, but this had only resulted in Jason's frantic mirth and avowal s that he would be "followed.”
Gerard left thevilla Like every trueredist, he knew that in cer-tain areas of life, al one could do for a
friend wasto desert him.

That Mr. Drinkwood seemed to be suffering from some form of illness of maniawas quickly thetalk of
the col-ony. Asthe days of liquid honey spilled themselves over and over into each other, asthe blue
seas poured cease-lesdy to and fro and the blue skies an-swered them with their equally ceaseless
immohility, the talk rose and fell among the boulevards, over the cafe tables, and in the fashionable shops
of the Monte d'Oro. Even at the Casino they might sometimes be heard to remark that Drinkwood was
never seen there now, and the great dinner partiesthat splatter the turn of season with cham-pagne corks
and fireworks, aso de-plored his absence. It was afact, he had been asocia asset. He was so ligible
and so unobtainable, so dashing, and so completdly safe. What apity it was, they said, whatever it was.
But what wasit, precisely? He had taken to the drink after dl, they said. Or someone had thrown him
over that he had cared for — no, not anyone here, some mys-terious one in London, or Boston, or New
York, or Paris. ... Or it was some hereditary ailment. Or he had lost al hismoney. Y es, that seemed the
most likely. Some kind of financia crash. These things happened congtantly, even to the young and the
beautiful.



Of Miss Ashlin nobody thought to ask, or to whisper. They had al forgot-ten her quite. Asfar as
anybody knew she was painting somewhere, and running her petite gdlery, as she had donefor years.
Now and then, even, a picture might be bought from her. But she did not figurein the dramaof Jason
Drink-wood. She had never been suited to him, wan, wispy little thing in her dilute purples and blondes.
Pressed againgt his bronze, hisvivid eyes, hiswhite teeth and suits and car, she had been seared to
cinders. But one never saw his car now, did one? There had been some sort of an accident, one thought.
Those who had applied to Gerard Caul had formed the impression that Mr. Jason Drinkwood was
suffering from halucinations, and had been strongly advised to seek medica ad. Mr. Caul did not visit
Mr. Drinkwood. They were not seen together in the bar at Co's, or on the tennis court at The Balconies.

It must befairly serious, if such old friends now avoided contact. It must be rather unsavoury.

Night had fallen, and the villalay plastered in ablack stucco of darkness. At its heart sat Jason
Drinkwood, drinking gin to keep awake, and to keep fear at bay. His servants had been sent forth days
ago, since they had become mere witnessesto his humiliations. Besides, they facilitated disasters by those
things they brought into the house in the way of foodstuffs and cleaning fluids, long after hisban on more
dangerous substances. It wastrue, had it wanted to, hisfoe might aready have murdered him, with one
of ase-lection of knives, with some heavy ob-ject pushed on to his head, by fire or poison. Even thetime
in the car when the mauve silk hand, weightless and bodiless yet firm asflesh, had flown up at him, it was
not histhroat it had gonefor, or even the whed. No, it had merely perched there, on the dash, gentle and
elegant, and he had stared at it, tared at every line and angle of it, every little crease in the materid of its
gloved life, every little stain and mark that it had acquired in the processes of its hound-ing him. And,
gtaring, he had run the car — in some ghastly evocation of a pun — off the road and into a pam. When
he came to, dazed and groaning, the glove had hidden itself again. It was dways shy when it had had its
way with him. It would concedl itsdlf, in acloset or adrawer, or behind acurtain. Sometimes he caught it
peeping a him around a piece of furniture.

Severd times, before the incident with the car, he had attempted to de-stroy the glove. Once he had
amost got hold of it, but as he struggled to retain his grasp, it ssemed to go dl to nothing, not evento
cloth but to air — and then he had lost it. He had lain on the pol-ished floor where he had that timefdlen,
and watched it hurry upgtairs, running on itsfinger-tips.

He had even dlowed Gerard Caul's doctorsto look him over. Jocund and reassuring, they had
nevertheess wanted to remove him from thevillato costly nursing establishmentsin which they took an
interest. But by then he redized the glove would follow him wherever he took refuge. Even asthey tested
his heart and shone lightsinto his eyes, he had been aware of the glove sdling round the room, now and
then pausing behind the physician's back, asif to examine something, aplant or an ashtray. It wasvery
careful with dl the doctors, the glove. It never once played at reveding itself, asin the case of Ger-ard it
had. Gerard, naturally, had re-fused to believe that any such thing was possible, so it had been safeto flirt
with him. Even he, Jason Drinkwood, did not properly believe in the glove's animation and life, and
perhaps that was what gave it its power over him. He constantly expected them to stop, the silly endless
puerile awful tortures. He would constantly be thinking, on somelevel, that it was dl nonsense, such
things did not happen. And al the while the glove would be scuttling about behind the chairs, coming
down from the picture-rail to tweak his hair, to upset sdt into hisfood and dash hiswine glassto the
ground, to break and to despail, or merely to flutter, sweetly as a butterfly, about him, until he broke
down himself and cried like achild.

After the car, he gave up al hope.

Now he sat, with his broken wrist arrested across his chest, idly tapping thetin glass over and over
againg histeeth, looking sightless on darkness.



He knew the glove was near. It d-wayswas. He knew aso that, if he should get up, it would pursue
him. He made an experimenta shift in his chair, and heard, in the huge cricket-sewn rhythm of thevillas
dlence, adim dim rustle, over near the windows.

"I'll tell youwhet I'll do," said Jason Drinkwood coldly to the mauve glove that haunted him, "I'm going
to go out now. I'm going to go out and walk acrossto the Monte. I'm going to go dong to the gallery.
Yes. Her gdlery. I'm going to go straight up and knock on her door. That'swhat I'll do."

Hewondered if the glove could ac-tually understand words, if, asit were, it gpoke English. And if that
should be s0, he puzzled a moment, would it try to stop him?When he got up, he flinched as he heard it
ligp across the floor. But there was no assault, and by the time he stepped out on to the plains of night, he
sensed that it was only going to shadow him, weaving independently dong in the blue-black, avoiding the
lamps, keeping under the trees, prob-ably disappearing just before he reached his detination, the gallery
on the Monte, where Alys Ashlin had her being and painted her pictures and worked her febrile magics
of the night.

When he arrived at the gdlery, which located itself on the oldest side of a pic-turesque small square, it
was dmost threein the morning. Y et, looking up from the street, he perceived there was a soft light in the
upper storey. By using atiny courtyard at the back and climb-ing the outer stairs, he attained her studio
door and jangled the bell. There was usualy a porter, but he might bein bed by now. In fact, it was she
who answered, appearing not at the door but on the balcony, and he gazed up at her in dismay,
wondering how he could have allowed himsdlf to be so foolish asto come here. For shewas so dight a
thing, so irrdlevant to him, surely he had imagined it al? But then the veiled glow of the summer moon,
saling high above the hill, caught in her eyes. They werelike opals, colourless, changeable, unlucky.

"Will youlet mein?' hesaid.
"It depends what you want," she said.

"Y ou know that,” he said. He no longer felt foolish, only desperate, |ook-ing up into those cold
moon-opd eyes. "I've cometo tell you, to ask you — to make it — stop.”

"What are you taking about?' she sad.

Was she enjoying it, this power, or afraid of what he might do, maddened by al the tricks? She
sounded only very tired.

He pointed to the ding which con-tained hiswrist. He did not bother to show off his decoratively soiled
cloth-ing, thetiny holesdiced in itsfabrics,

"Do you seethis?'

She nodded he thought, but he was not sure. Her eyes flashed oddly as she lowered them to hisarm.
"That'senough, isnt it?" heasked. "lan't it?"

"I'm &fraid | don't understand.”

Hefound he could not speak about it directly, just asit seemed sherefused to. He said lamely, "It's abit
unfair, you know. What did | do?1 hardly wronged you, you know. For God's sake. I've had enough.”

She sghed then. The sgh waslike aleaf, sweetly fluttering down. The moonlight touched her hair, her
white face and her dender white hands on the balustrade, above the pots of vermilion dorisa, black by
night as old blood.






"For Christ's sake," he exploded, "what are you saying?"

"| told you oncethat | loved you. My emotion was very strong. Y ou don't un-derstand about such
things, it would be fruitlessto explain. But you hurt me very much, very deliberately, and there were only
two things | could do. Either let the hurt egt into and perhaps de-stroy me, or to turnit away. Turn it
back. The gift of pain you gave me, | don't want it, Mr. Drinkwood. Return to sender. If it wasto be you
or me, it must be you."

"Youremad," he said. He felt quite sick, and cold sweat had broken out al over him. In avalanching
terror he added, in awithered, dying voice, "If | — do you want me to come back to you?'

"No thank you," she said. And then, "I'm very sorry. Good night.”

"Wait, you bloody bitch!" he screamed, and adoor opened sonoroudy in the storey below. Out into the
moonlit yard stepped the porter, alarge facel ess ob-sdian shape, staring up at him. Jason was a moment
stupefied, looking down at this gpparition, as the balcony doors were drawn to above him. Romeo and
Juliet. Well, he had said that.

He came down the stair unsteadily, and the porter towered in his path.

"Get out of my way," Jason mumbled. The porter obeyed him, without haste, but when Jason had
negotiated the courtyard gate, he heard it being locked behind him.

He stood deflated in the aley, tears streaming down hisface, in rage, in fear, in utter embarrassment and
futility. Ashedid so, there came a soft rustling close by, like asmal mauve sigh blowing through the
shadows.

The letter, which was delivered by hand to Mr. Gerard Caul's suite and the Hotel Fleuris, did not
especidly delight him. It wasin aversion of Jason Drink-wood's formerly entirely readable, if dapdash,
handwriting. It began, "Dear Caul, You can still help me, if you will. | take this opportunity, since at
the mo-ment I'm not being observed, rather | do the observing, for | can seeit sittingin a
strawberry tree outside the window. It keeps watch on me, and | on it. Of course, how can it read?
But maybe it can, by some peculiar means, do so. | can't take the chance. So, when | lose sight of
it, | shall hide thisletter on my person, next to my very skin."

Getting so far, Gerard Caul wasin-clined to throw down the letter, but, since the remainder was brief,
here-solved tofinishit.

"My plan isto get out of the place — not just the villa, the whole country. The first steamer to
the first homeward port. Spells don't travel over water. | remem-ber hearing that. It may not be
correct, but it's the only hope I've got. And no luggage, nothing it can stow away in. Just the
garments | happen to be stand-ing up in, and whatever essential cash and documents. And — it
mustn't know what I'm up to. Thisis where you come in, Gerard, if you'll see me through. | won't
waste your time with obvious de-tails. You've got all the pull that's nec-essary. Use my funds, you
know how to get at them. Just simply book me on the first boat out, with some kind of refer-ence
of your own — it may be needed. Say I've been ill, under a strain, amreally quite a decent fellow,
etc: | rely on you. I'mat your mercy. If you won't, | tell you I'mthrough, I'mlost. Yours, J.D. P.S.
If you can see your way to doing this, don't telephone me, write me just one word: YES. And then,
later, date and time, only the numbers. Oh Gerard, for God's sake, do it."

Gerard Caul was offended by the whole project, but, in default of any-thing else, old stranglehold-ties
of friendship presently forced him to pick up apen, and write, doofly, inafirm hand: "Yes. G.C."



About the middle of July, a curious occurrence overtook the passenger steamer La Sebastienne, asshe
was en route for open water.

The mgority of the passengers had dispersed from their departure posts dong the ship'srail, and were
heading for their cabins, or the sdloon. A few dtill at large on the landward decks were engaged to seea
young man, who was in the process of removing his shoes and socks. These he then hurled away into the
kohl-blue water, in the manner of offerings. They were shortly joined there by ashirt, atie and ajacket.

The acute had dready noticed that the dress of thisindividua young man, while of excellent materid and
cut, had nonetheless undergone some weird fa-rewdl| rituas, prior to embarkation. These werefelt,
however, to beinsuf-ficient grounds for dispensing dto-gether with socid dictatesin the matter of
modesty. As bit by bit, piece by — and by now intimate — piece of appardl was ettisoned, the volume
of comment on the decksincreased to aroar. Pres-ently assistance was applied for. The ladies either
turned their heads or did not turn their heads as abevy of ship's personnel swarmed over the madman
and bore him off. He was by thistime completely naked, hisface astudy in triumph and anguish. Though
gener-aly it was not his mood which drew mogt attention.

By the cocktail hour, it was reported that the mad passenger lay sedated in his cabin, to which
replacement cloth-ing had been taken in the spirit of en-couragement. It transpired that he had been
rather ill, under rather astrain, that he was very sorry for his outburst, that everything was taken care of .
For the remainder of the trip he was not seen again, though frequently looked for. At landfall he was
smuggled ashore. The air resounded to the twang of pulled strings.

Thereafter the occurrence merely en-tered the lists of those travellers anec-dotes which are seldom
believed and yet which tend to become the myths of other places, any places where one has never
ventured, the lands of Unred, theidands of Elsawhere.

For the sea, it swallowed Jason Drinkwood's clothes and presumably anything €l se that might have
attached itsdlf to them. And when the wake of La Sebastienne faded from the water, nothing at dl was
reved ed there, but the sunlit currents and the ghostly pa-mate shapes of fish.

For his part, Gerard Caul — to whom the shipboard episode had filtered — would have been happy to
hear no more of the subject which signed itself J.D. Gerard was of that estimable order of men who are
ableto leave behind dl wagte items, among them wasted friendships, with only the neat arm movement
normally required in such disposas.

However, in the ensuing months, aletter arrived, aletter warm with grat-itude, acidulous with proper
self-mock-ery, and bright, ah so very bright, with relief. A letter, that isto say, from Ja-son Drinkwood,
who, from hisflat near Kensington Gardens, in the ancient city known to itself as London, now re-vealed
that businesswas as usud. In-deed the letter, for al its warmth, acidulity and brightness, cautioudy
skimmed the past, cautioudy hinted at what would seem to have been an era of sickness, some bad
dreams, an in-volvement with asilly and unstable fe-mae person, arevolt against summer heat and
foreign climes. Only the postscript was atrifle odd. It requested that Mr. Caul would please omit to
reply. Nothing, it turned out, that came from Mr. Caul's present part of the world, was being permitted
accessto Mr. Drinkwood's London life.

Gerard, who had not awish on earth to reply, was gratified by obliging.

It happened aweek later, that Gerard saw Alys Ashlin, as he was driving up across the Monte d'Oro. It
was the swif-test viewing, avague momentary sight, recognisable only because of Jason's agonies of
description. She was stand-ing outside one of the patisseries, buy-ing flowers from awoman who sat
there under her sunshade on the pavement. Pde violet flowersthey were, the wholeimage apastd, the



whites, blues and lavenders of the merchandise, the dry old woman, the mild amber shade above, the
contrasting blonde of the girl's hair and the little hat, the cool hands taking the clear wild mauve of the
Soray inastream of blanching sun. Ah, yes, not at al digpleasing. Gerard thought Miss Ashlin rather
charming, atype of woman somewhat neglected now, like certain kinds of art, out of her time, ddlicate,
fragile and too easlly crushed, agauzy thing. Then she was gone from hisvison and hisawareness. At no
other hour of hislifedid he ever see her, and seldom heard of her again, and that only in the way of her
work.

But it was less than ayear before he heard something else of Jason Drink-wood.
"But surdly, surdy he must have loved her quite terribly. Oh, | do wish you'd tell me who shewas.”

Gerard who, if he had needed it, had used the interruption of lighting a cig-arette to mask any shock he
felt at the news of Jason's suicide, now answered, "My dear Cecilia. So far as| know, there was no one
at dl. That wasjust afoolish piece of gossp.”

"But you're so wrong," said Mrs. CeciliaHanson.
"Well, that may occasiondly hap-pen.”

They were seated in the Long Room at Co's, overlooking the lawns, the bou-gainvillea, and the bay.
The summer had come back asif it had never been gone, the distressing fire-wind of the early months
was over, everything was set for another colonia season. Mrs. Hanson, whose husband had for years
had business dedlings with Gerard, and who, intermittently had had her own deglings with him, now
continued silk-ily, "Of course, | know you and Jason Drinkwood lost touch — of course, you had heard
he was dead?'

"Oh, naturdly," lied Gerard.

"From the window," said Mrs. Han-son, in such away that he suspected her of testing him. "Six floors.
And therailings," added Mrs. Hanson. "Simply awful. | can never understand it. | mean, | can understand
aman might fed driven to take hisown life. But the method. An impulse, it must have been. Hewas o
sunny the day before, quite himsalf. Not that | knew him well, ever." Her voice sharpened alittle, grated
afraction, before she smoothed it over, "But Harry had just had lunch with him, at the London place, that
good one. For heaven's sakes. But there you are. Brooding over this mystery woman you tell me never
exisged. And suddenly, unable to bear it any longer. So, the window. | blame the oranges mysdif.”

"The oranges?’ said Gerard, wonder-ing, rather more than what she was talking about, how soon he
could dip away. A vicious woman, he did not want to antagonise her unduly, but it was too hot for
Seduction asit was too hot for Cecilia Hanson's toiling com-plexion.

"Harry ordered oranges at lunch. They came from the hills here. He told me, Jason seemed quite
distrait about it for aminute or two, then just broke out laughing, and ate two of them. But | can only
concludeit was a sad re-minder. Good lord. Three hours fter, he flings himself from a sixth storey
window."

Something tugged gently at Gerard's memory. It said: "Don't write, my boy. Nothing from your neck
of the woods, not for a while."

"Oranges," said Gerard. He stubbed out his cigarette.

CeciliaHanson sensuoudly licked the olive from her drink, ahabit he dis-liked. Therewasagleamin her
eye hedid not carefor, and thisharping onlost love. . . . Wdll, in theinterests of fair trading with Harry,



after al, he might have to take her dong the coast to that dreary little shack of an hotel, chase her through
the frothy waves as she giggled girlishly, overpower her in the dark room thick with scent and
mosguitoes. Good manners. It did not do to offend such women.

"Now Gerard, you will tell me, won't you? Or am | going to have to do some-thing recklessto get it out
of you? What would you like?'

"Ah, Cecci. Y ou shouldn't tempt methisway.”

She snuggled closer. Shewore anew perfume he liked better than the pre-vious one, dthough
probably, by the end of the endless afternoon, he would have cometo loathe it utterly.

"Wédl, who was she?'
"Now, Cecci, I've said | have no idea. There was no one."
"Y estherewas. Or why would he have kept her glove?!

To aman asprosaic, as easy-going, asinfluentia, as efficient and modern and jaundiced as Gerard, his
own re-action to this statement was an unwel-come, threstening thing. He turned cold, asif awave had
rushed up on him, from hisfeet to his skull, acold cold icy comber from the depths of some
unre-membered, nonexistent sea.

"What do you mean her glove?"

"Wdll, don't snap a mefor goodness sakes. | only know what Harry told me — you know they caled
him and he had to — well, he said there was aglove, awoman's glove, lying there on the— right by
Jason's body, under his hand. He must have been clutching it when he— ashe— And Harry said it was
such apathetic little glove, al worn and torn, dmost colourless, al wrin-kled — it looked asif it had
been through just about everything, and he must have been dwayswringing it in hishands or something.”

Gerard's mind dipped suddenly away from Mrs. Hanson. It dipped away and saw a pae mauve fish
swimming, and a pale mauve spider crawling, and then a pale mauve five-fingered wisp of slk
scrambling, running on tip-toe, up rocks, over stones, through bush, through brier, over park over pale,
through flood, through fire— And findly fal-ing, fainting, from acrate of oranges. Dragging itsdlf, poor
crushed, sodden, rent and ruined fragiletinsel thing, through al the by-ways of London, and up the steps,
under the door —

"Why Gerard," said Mrs. Hanson, " Gerard? Oh Gerard, | truly have missed you s0." |






WEIRD TALESTALKSWITH TANITH LEE
by Darrel Schweitzer
Weird Tales. What isthe greatest apped of the out-and-out scary story?

Tanith Lee Thereisalotintheworld that frightens people, and one way you can come to termswith
it is by experiencing fear second hand, when you know you can put the book away or turnthe TV off or
walk out of thefilm if you haveto. It'saform of practice for coping with fear, because we al ex-perience
fear inour lives. You can't avoid it. If you go through it second hand, you're practicing, and then you can
faceit if you haveto. That's the education part. | aso think people like to be frightened because it gets
the ad-rendin going and gives them excite-ment they don't dways havein their own lives.

WT: Isthisentirdly an emotiona re-sponse, or doesit come in some part from an intellectua
appreciation of how disconcerting redlity can be?

Lee: It'sagut thing. People have a-ways doneit. The Greeks knew about it and called it cathars's,
going through awhole range of emotions, not only fear, but pain and sorrow and gladness. It's something
wedo inginctively. I'm intdlectudizing about it, but we dl doit, and wedl do it indinctively.

WT: Do you scare yoursdlf when writ-ing?

Lee: Sometimes. Yes, it happensalot. | give mysdlf nightmares. Thereésa children's book | wrote
cdled The Castle of Dark, which features akind of avampire spirit which possessesagirl; and when |
findly got theimage — it appeared to me as most of my im-ages do, asa picture in my mind — of how
thisthing was evolving from this girl's body like black smoke with two glowing eyesinit, | frightened the
Hell out of mysdlf, and | dept dl that night with the light on.

WT: Doesthe fear go away when you've written the story?

L ee: Not necessarily. Sometimeswhen | write the gory, it sirs up the feding again. But it doesgo
eventudly.

WT: What does the writer have to do in order to make this fedling come acrossto the reader with
undiminished force? Weve dl read horror stories that don't work, that don't scare us, even though the
material might have seemed powerful to the author. So, what makes the one that works do so?

L ee: Good writing. The better your styleis, the more you can put across. But you do get people who
arelousy styligts but excellent a telling fright-ening stories, and you get people who write exquisitely but
are very bad sto-rytdllers. If the two strengths are com-bined, the writer ingtinctively knows what to do.
Also, your own reactions are a pretty good yardstick. If you scare the Hell out of yoursdlf, you are of
course going to scare afew other people.

WT: | seeacommon problem — | think it comesin the backwash of Love-craft — that the writer
spends the entire story building up to what the story is actualy about. When he getsto what scares him,
he stops. Would you agree this makes agtory ineffective?

L ee: It depends on what you want to do with astory. If you redly just want to scare people, theresno
reason you shouldn't have stopped. That is some-times the most disturbing element. Y ou get to the point
of terror, and then you leave everybody with this apparently insoluble problem. Of course many redly
satisfying horror stories do more. I'm thinking of something that redlly scared me, The Day of the
Triffids by John Wyndham; I'm gtill scared of triffids. Admittedly it'sanovel and not ashort story. There
he introduces a problem and there are anumber of searing cli-maxes, but eventually the characters come



to termswith the problem and dedl with it the best they can. At the end of the book you are lft still with
the terror, but with aworking solution by which they ded with it up to apoint.

WT: But lots of peoplejust build up to the premise, asif Stoker had stopped Dracula after four
chapters, the climax being that the Count isredlly avam-pire.

L ee: [Laughs.] Not necessarily. No, | think it'svalid to end with that climax of terror, becauseit leaves
avery nagy, frightening taste in the mouth. What do you do? But you're not told what to do. And if you
want to, intellectually, you can go away and ask yourself what would you have done, how would you
have handled that Stuation.

WT: Congder the story you told last night. Do you think the sequel would have been more interesting?
[Note: The night before thisinterview was taped, Tanith had entertained an audience with asplendid
rendition of what folk-loristscal a"Jump Tale" It concerned aman who gets off the train at the wrong
stop late one night, in thick fog and mist. He wanders along alonely road until he sees someone coming
toward him. At first heis delighted, and hurries ahead to ask directions and when the next train isdue. He
begins to speak, but then redizes that the stranger has no face. He runsin fright back to the gation. Some
whilelater he sees someone walking dong the tracks with alantern. It isan elderly, jolly conductor,
whose presenceis very reassuring. The traveler, now feding safe, beginsto wonder if hisfrightening
experience really happened, and, some-what embarrassed, tells his story to the conductor. "Could it
redly be?' he asks. "Could someoneredly exist with-out aface?" "Oh, you mean like this??? the
conductor exclaims, ripping off his mask. Tanith made amoation of ripping off her face. The end. A good
percentage of the audience duly jumped.]

L ee: It might be more interesting, but it would not have been so fright-ening, and that wastheidea, to
keep it scary.

WT: The guy might have discovered he was stranded in awhole community of faceless people and had
to cope with being himsdlf the freak.

L ee: I'm inclined to think that what would have happened after the story ended would have been that
the man would have fallen to the ground in adead faint, and when he revived the facel ess man would
have been standing over him, saying very apologeticaly, " Sorry, but that'sjust theway | am. | didn't
mean to scareyou.”

WT: How often do you start with something funny and it comes out scary, whether intentionaly or not?

L ee: Scary storiesusudly tell me, like everything | do, what they want to be. But there was astory
cdled "The Third Horseman' that | sold to Weird-book. It wasavampire story. Now | origindly wrote
this story when | was very young indeed, and when | wroteit, it was funny, extremely funny and very
ironical. When | cameto writeit again, because | knew that | liked the story morethan I liked itsformat
— though | must admit it amused me — it came out as one of the most depress-ing and, | think, horrible
gtories|'ve ever written. But of course the thing with horror isthat you've only got to tilt your perceptions
very dightly and it can be screamingly funny. Triffids, for example, sumbling about clumdlly. It could be
hilarious.

WT: Isthis nervouslaughter, or asense of the absurd?

L ee: | think it'sa sense of the absurd. But people do giggle when they're afraid. Consider Roman
Polanski's Dance of the Vampires [ so known as The Fear-less Vampire Killers] whichis
ddi-cioudy funny, and it dso managesto beterribly frightening in severd places, very depressing at the
end while being funny aswell. Whichisvery clever. It dso makesakind of definitive state-ment about
vampires. It'svery sensiblein the way it dedlswith them. The vam-piresarelogicd. Thefilmisvery



funny, so | suppose you could have ahorror story that is screamingly funny and ter-rifying aswell. Why
not? Polanski did it.

WT: What isthe apped of vampiresfor you?

L ee: | don't know. I've been asked thisbefore. A lot of people are fasci-nated by vampires. | think it's
probably awish-fulfillment: how lovely to be dim and pale and flawless. It'sabit of adrag that you can't
go out in the day-light, but | suppose one could overcome that. It'sabit of adrag that you can't eat
except for one thing, but | suppose you could get used to it. And there are the lovely attributes vampires
have on the Side, invisibility and not being seen in mirrors, and so on. One either wantsto use that
becauseit's extremely ro-mantic in acouple of ways, or one wantsto examineit and think, well, isit
true? Andif itistrue, why? Which is bas-caly ascientific approach. And if it isnt true, let'sget rid of it.
But vampires arejust very appealing. They're dways beautiful — not so much now-adays, but they used
to be desperately elegant. | mean, black silk and white lace and blood-red rings and so on.

WT: When you were achild, did you ever want to grow up to beavampire?1 did for awhile. I thought
it would be very nice, for al | knew it was quiteimpossible.

L ee: Not conscioudy, but | think I must have done it unconscioudy. | think | wanted to have vampires
among my friends, but even then | had a sort of suspicion that what | liked doing best was writing. | guess
it would suit my lifestyle to be avampire. But how do you know | haven't grown up to be avampire?
Thiscould dl bearuse.

WT: Actudly, Stoker's Dracula did come out in broad daylight. Of course Dracula couldn't use his
powers by day. He couldn't turn into abat or awolf . . . but then | haven't seen you do that either. . .

L ee: [Laughs] Wdll, stick around. Y ou might see something flapping over the Sheraton late.. .
WT: When did you know you wanted to be awriter? Were you born with the urge?

L ee: | didn't ever really know | wanted to be awriter. | was awriter. | Started to write when | was
nine. It became as smpleto me asthe act of breathing. It till isthething | find eas-iest to do in the
world. Itisn't very hard. It's so natural for me. When | wasachild | can remember being asked, "What
do you want to be when you grow up?" And | said, "An actress." | suppose that was something | was
wishing for, but in fact what | had to be, the only thing I could be, was awriter.

WT: How long were you writing be-fore you started to sell?

L ee: You can't redly count when | wasnine, | guess, but | sold my first story, which was achildren's
book, in 1970. | had been writing throughout my adolescence. | think one could count from about the
time| was Sxteen, that | wasredly havingago at it. | did sdll fairly quickly. | wrote three children's
books and they were taken by a pub-lisher who paid for them but never pub-lished them because of a
flood, and they were taken immediatdly afterwards by Macmillan.

WT: So you didn't have much of an gpprenticeship.

L ee: Oneswholelifeisan appren-ticeship. Y ou never learn your trade fully. Y ou can dwayslearn
some more. I'm an gpprentice now. | just happen to be a professiona apprentice.

WT: Do you see specific directionsin which you'd like to expand?

L ee: No, becauseif | wanted to doiit, I'd do it. Writing isthe one field where I've never had to say,
"Oh, I would redlly like to do that. I'm going to find out how to doit." The only problem isthat sometime
| would certainly like to do some historica novels, and they would require alot of research, but there



would betimefor that. They'd be fun to do. And | have written contem-porary books, but they haven't
yet been placed. But | have written them, and that's the main thing for me,

WT: Isn'tit intensely frustrating to write abook which isn't published? | know that | didn't attempt to
writeanovel until | was sdlling short fiction for some years and thus was pretty sure| could sdl anovel.
Theresthisfear that dl the effort will go straight into the closet.

L ee: Wdll | don't have afear about it, because I'm fortunate enough to have fairly certain prospects of
sling now, and dso I've become aware that | must admit the commercia sde of it, inasmuch as| stick
out with televison and so on for what | fed isdueto me, because | couldn't afford to do thingslike that
unless| get paid very wdll. But the big thing in my life has dways been novels, and they come. If | haveto
write something that isn't going to sall, 1 will il writeit. | may be dightly concerned and think of the next
pay-ment on the house which is going to have to wait amonth, and there are responsibilities such as
food, and one buysthings. But it's ademon that rides me. It'savery beneficid demon. It says, "You're
going to do thisand I'm going to nag you until you do." So you don't have alot of choice.

WT: Do the demands of the market-place determine what the demon is going to write? What would
you do if you wanted to write something which you knew, ahead of time, was com-pletely uncommercid.
Could you tell your demon no, and work on something else?

L ee: | would writeit. I'm very quick writing, normally. | came back from Americaand wrotea
200-page novel in under amonth, and typed it in another month, and then went back to what | should
have been doing. | suspect you are probably thinking of something very profound and very unlikely to
find amarket. That it might take longer. | would just juggle abit with my sched-ule and fit it in, whereas
I'll write and | won't take on certain commitments, even though they pay very well, be-cause they won't
fit into the schedule. But if | get possessive about something, I'll doit. | still would be writing other things
too. Hopefully | would spend amonth on the speciad project and go on to something else.

WT: What are your writing methods like? Do you just st down and write, or do you outline, for
example?

L ee: | did do an outline acouple of times, but it'svery unusud. | dwaysfed that the story isthere. It'sa
matter of picking up the receiver and keeping at it until I've got it dl, the entire Sory, asif it hasa
transmitter somewhere. Now maybeit has, and | am picking it up, but | just let it come, and | writeit,
and the characterstell me plots they think they want to do. Sometimes they have to be checked alittle
bit. They do terrible thingslike getting killed when | didn't expect them to, or not getting killed when they
redlly ought to. The story tellsme. The outlinesthere, but | haven't writtenit. It's somewherefloating in
the atmosphere.

WT: Do you think the subconscious writes the story and then letsit sur-face?

L ee: No. | don't think it's my sub-conscious. | think my subconscious sometimes works out problemsin
plot that I'm finding difficult. Sometimes| have to hammer them out with blood, swest, and tears,
stamping around my workroom talking to myself, but I've become convinced that it isn't me. Now that's
probably quite wrong, but it doesfed like something's coming in, like radio wavesfloating in the
atmosphere. It'samost asif I'm picking them up. | think it's probably fragments that one's gotten from
various things, and perhaps race memories, but | don't think it can be just the subconscious. No.

WT: Do you mean race memoriesin the classical sense, actually remember-ing things our ancestors
experienced?

L ee: | mean race memories. After dl, wereall built of al these genesand little bits and pieces come
through from the very beginning of our ancestry, and it ssems quite logica that some of these genes can



carry recollections. Some people are, more susceptible to it than others, which means one's seen aHell
of alot of things, the genes have, and they can pass them on to the brain, one could pick these
recollections up and amalgameate a bit here and a bit there, and you'd have a story and a set of
char-acters.

WT: In other words, auniversal un-conscious, to coin aphrase.

Lee: Wdl, onesindividua universal unconscious, everything that's carried through from onée's genes.
Or it could be past lives, couldn't it?

WT: Do you ever write from dreams, or base stories strongly on dreams?

L ee: | have done a couple of things, one short story which | can't recall, strangely enough, but | know |
didit, and it was based solely on adream. What usualy happensisthat when I'm writing, | sometimes
have dreamswhich areloosdly related to what I'm writing. | will then incorporate perhaps one or a
couple of those dreamsinto the book, as dreams, tailoring them to fit the way the characterswork. I've
done that on severa occasions.

WT: Do these dream images become the most vivid part of the book? What I'm suggesting isthat the
subconscious produces this thing which you then in-tellectudize into astory.

Lee: Asl say, | have doneit, but usudly it just goesinto the body of thework asadream. | am writing
abook at the moment, and while | waswriting it | had anightmare; and | redlized, having woken up and
gotten over the nightmare, that one of the charactersin the book could well have had the same nightmare
| had had. It probably was rdlated to him. | had been thinking about him, so | gave him the night-mare,
just tidying it up alittle bit so that it was redlly hisand not mine. | remember the short story, by the way. It
was "The Dry Season." That was the one that was based on adream | had when | was about fifteen.

WT: Wherewasit published?

L ee: | think it wasin Flashing Svords, but | couldn't swear to it be-cause there is some confusionin
my mind about what stories have gone into what.

WT: Do you subscribe to any partic-ular literary or aesthetic theories? Some writers have quite
elaborate ones, while othersjust st and write.

L ee: Such theorizing soundsidiotic to me. But that's because | know noth-ing about it. | certainly don'.

WT: I've dways fdt that theories should describe rather than dictate, but for some peoplethey are
amost ideo-logies. Y ou know, movements and the like.

L ee: If onewantsto do it that way, it probably works extremely well, but it wouldn't be anything that |
could be successful at, because to methat would betotaly aien. | wouldn't think of doing anything that
way, because to me stories are dive. They haveto tell me what they want, so | can't stricture them. They
have to go their own way.

WT: Areyou influenced by other writers, those you might once have taken as models, for example?

L ee: I'minfluenced by everybody. I'm influenced by everything | see, every-thing | read, every rumor |
pick up, every person | meet. They dl influence me, and no one more than another. But of course I'm
influenced, because I'm influenced by everything.

WT: Then there was no writer you took as an idol when you were younger, to be emulated?



L ee: Not to be emulated. Of course I'm quite sure that if you're madly in love with aparticular writer
you prob-ably do pick up afew things. | would never set out to emulate somebody even if | admired
them desperately, because were dl different, and they're doing something that isnot what I'm doing. This
doesn't sop me from being madly in love with them.

WT: Do you have any serious occult beliefs?

L ee: No, not redly. | have practiced avery minor form of witchcraft which is based on willpower,
sdf-fulfillment, salf-desire, and pogitive thinking; and sometimesit'sworked very wdll, and | think it's
possible that we have the ability to do such things. Witchcraft in-terests me, but | don't know an awful ot
about it.

WT: Part of the appeal of fantasy fic-tion may be that we are dll believersin the supernatural under the
surface. We don't believe conscioudly, but un-conscioudly is another matter.

Lee: You seg, | believeinit con-scioudy, because | think there are these powers, in oursalves mainly,
which are responsible for an awful ot of the weird things that happen to us and to other people.
Certainly, I'm extremely super-dtitious. | would never walk under aladder because | did find that if you
walk under aladder, something pretty horrible would happen. Now | believe that was me, because | had
picked up the superstition and | was afraid it would happen, and | partly made it hap-pen. | got mysdlf
into Situationsin which | was nervous, where they hap-pened, or else my will, which is quite strong, was
influencing things until they turned out badly. Then | found out that if you walk under aladder and cross
your fingers and wish for some-thing, it negatestheill luck and you have avery good chance of getting
your wish to cometrue. Infact, thevery first timel did it, | had just written to DAW books, and said,
"Would you be inter-ested in seeing asynopsis of my novel ?" And they said, "Yes." Now | ill firmly
believe the wish under the ladder did that.

WT : | once had awitch offer to cast aspell for me. She said, "Anything youwant." So | said, "Make
my next story sell." | wasn't redly saling yet at thetime. So she did it, and the story almost did. Theonly
problem was that | was supposed to take alavender-scented bath at midnight while burning agreen
candle, and | declined to do this. So, while the story was accepted, the an-thology never came out, and
I've had this curse ever since. | wonder, if I'd done it correctly, lavender-scented bath and all . . .

L ee: Those thingswitches use, they're focussing agents. Thisisthe primary importance of al those
things that witches use, that are accessories to witchcraft. They are means of focussing and they are
means of proving to your-self that you redly are doing that thing. Had you taken the lavender-scented
bath — Oh, how lovely! — while burning a green candle, however ridiculous you felt, and however
ridic-ulous you smelled afterwards, you would have firmly fixed in your mind that you'd doneit. That
activates your will-power. | guessthelady knew you wouldn't do it, so she was working for you. She
may have sensed, because sheld haveto be fairly sengitive if she'sawitch, that you hadn't doneit, and
that would negate her power. So you had the beneficiad side working for you, but you negated it. | think
you should duplicate those conditions sometime, and do it thistime, and see what hap-pens.

WT: The manuscript was dready in the mail, so how would my willpower have mattered at al? 1t
should have been the editor's that mattered.

L ee: You mean it wasin themail coming back to you or going out?
WT: It was going out.

L ee: But he hadn't seen it yet?

WT: | don't think he had.



L ee: That'sexactly it. What you were doing in fact was you were extending your willpower because
you wanted him to publishit. | would imaginethat if you were aredly terrible writer and had written a
redlly awful manuscript, it probably would not have helped; but assuming you have a good manuscript,
one does need luck. One does need tim-ing. It'svery hard to guess at timing. So you're throwing a
protective lasso around that work. Y ou're putting aring of light around it, saying, "I've donethisthing. |
have perpetrated these acts." Thisbolstersit. So, when he gets the manuscript, he fedsthat crackle of
eectricity, and it probably doesinflu-ence him. Do you redizethat al over thiscountry peoplewill be
taking lav-ender-scented baths and burning green candles and welll have whole piles of storiesbeing
published?

WT: | suspect that the failure of the anthology was a backfiring with wide-reaching consequences. The
editor in question was Lin Carter and the an-thology would have come after what actualy wasthe fina
anthology in the Ballantine Adult Fantasy Series. | have thisfedling that because of my mishap, | wiped
out thewhole series. Ever after I've had ahistory of selling to people who go out of business.

L ee: You'regoing to be so popular. [Laughs] You havea lot to answer for. What can | say? That's
terrifying. But | would think not. No, that's too much of an escadation. The only thing isthat maybe alot
of you were doing the same thing, failing to take baths and burn candles. Maybe a group of you could
cause athing likethat. But | don't think one could.

WT: There might have been alav-ender shortage.
L ee: [Laughs.] Or ashortage of green candles.

WT: Thefunny thing isthat the curse sometimes reversesitsdlf. If the mag-azine or book actually
survivesto pub-lish something of mine, it usually prospers.

L ee: That sounds good.

WT: | hopeI'm not the Typhoid Mary of publishing. Speaking of which, what have you published
recently, or have coming out in the near future?

L ee: Wdll, in the past couple of yearsthere have been Days of Grass, a sci-ence-fiction novel; Sungin
Shadow, afantasy, actually apardld world Ro-meo and Juliet; three collections, Ta-mastara, whichis
st inIndia, The Gorgon, and the Arkham House book, Dreams of Dark and Light, which was
nominated for the Fantasy Award. Also: Anackire, asequel to The Storm Lord, and two further novels
inthe Flat Earth series, Delirium's Mistress and Night's Sorceries. Coming next year (1988) isathird
Vis book, The White Serpent, and alarger fantasy — asort of paralel-world historical novel inan
altered Europe of about 1800 — A Her-oine of the World. Some origind horror-novelswill be out in
England from Un-win/Hyman. The seriesiscdled The Secret Books of Paradays. | have dso written a
large fact-fiction nove on the French Revolution, but no one will touch it.

WT: What do you think of the current ate of the genre?

L ee: I'mvery busy. I'min the midst of buying anew house and salling the present one, so you can
imagine. I'm afraid | don't have any views particu-larly on the "state” of the genre. | read very little SF
and fantasy.

WT: Thank you, Tanith Lee. !



A CAUTIONARY NOTE TO TRAVELERSTHROUGH THE MUTANT RAIN FOREST

If you run deep within the gloomy fringe where black mahoganies are upright spades that shudder,
shift and moan like ghostly shades, be wary then of creaturesfresh of tinge. The necrophida moths grow
huge as planes, and feast on corpses hung in cauls of moss. The kongii dothswill make the treetops toss
to shape unearthly music from the rains. And blue duendes shriek along your trail, those shadow jaguars
dick and dark as oil who'll brave aring of firesthat lick and boil to stedl your soul; you'll fleeto no avall,
their stares can brigtle full with spikes of light. On them transfixed you'll spend eterna night.

— Robert Frazier



THE COMMUNAL NIGHTMARE

Fatigue has aged and lined our face's calm: A penance paid for silence kept those years, For staying
home while friends went on to 'Nam. We loved their wives, forgetting them as peers. Between us moved
like wine or rumored truth This nightly dread unreeled in scenes; so spread Like fanning stalks acrossthe
jungle roof, We splay in waist-high thickets sprayed by lead. At last the ambush cuts the squad bone
deep Our buddies splash and die in dreaming's mists. We're gripped by fingers tipped with drugs of
deep, Asfirm and deft aslepidopterist’s. Thuslinked acrossthis country, large in number, We're pinned
again, again in bleskest dumber.

— Robert Frazier



PROFILE: TANITH LEE
by Donald A. Wollheim

It was the Dutch publisher, Meulen-hoff, who first termed Tanith Lee "Prin-cess Royd of Fantasy.”
The Village Voice (New Y ork) promptly took up thetitle with arave review of her works. And DAW
Books has continued to so term her ever since. Nobody has chal-lenged the title, because nobody dare
camthat it isnot deserved.

From the day that her novel The Birthgrave wasfirst published (by DAW Booksinthe U.SA), Tanith
L ee has been ablazing gem in the crown of fan-tasy literature. She has written many novels, and varied
they have been, but dl have been outstanding instances of brilliant coloration, poetic conceptions, and
sheer imaginative brilliance. She has written many short stories and has been sought after eagerly by the
magjor magazines of the science fiction and fantasy fields, and yet she has gppeared in semi-professiona
magazines and even fanzines. She has been Guest of Honor at conventionsin the U.S.A., Greset Britain,
The Netherlands, Sweden, and elsewhere. And of course she has won awards.

But who isthiswhom Arkham House termed the Scheherazade of Fantasy? Sheisayoung lady, born
and raised in London, who has been writing tales since the age of nine, and who went through the usud
assortment of unre-warding jobs until she broke though into the publishing world. She did two or three
children's novels before her discovery by the American SF/fantasy field. Since then, she has been writing
for her living with success after success: over thirty novels, and innumerable trandations and reprints, in
the last fifteen years. Her stories appear al over the world. She has written epi-sodes of seriasfor the
B.B.C. and has had poetic dramas read over the British radio. Fantasy is her relm and she wearsiits
crown asborntoit.

As perhaps she was. When her mother was eighteen, she read the name Tanith in abook of mythology
and decided that that would be the name of her daughter if she were to have one. And it did be-come her
girl-child's name. Tanith, the Carthaginian equivaent of Ishtar, of Venus, of Aphrodite, turned out to be
most fitting. Thereisno Tanith but Tanith . . . dightly sinister, dreamer of darkness and light, explorer of
the su-pernatura and of the lore of ancients, who can tear aside the veil of the future and the Sars, while
inggting on her belief in reincarnation and its unend-ing tieswith the past, thisisthe stuff from which greeat
writing flows— and continuesto flow. No two stories are dike. Her world of the Flat Earth is not that of
the Goddess of the VVolcano nor that of the Electric Forest nor yet that of the French Revolution, but she
knowsthemadl inliving color.

For me as her primary editor, the arrival of amanuscript from Tanith Leeisaways an event, for who
knows what wondersit will contain? Sometimes monthswill go by while sheworks on along tae of time
past or time future. And sometimes short stories will come one after another as she worksthat strain and
her imagination bounds from one marvel to ancther. In 1988 there will be ashort novel from Donald
Grant, Madame Two-Swords, inalim-ited edition. In 1989 there will be an early start with The Heroine
of the World, aromantic out-of-thisworld novel worthy of the mainstream. We hear sheisworkingon a
new literary symphony of the Hat Earth group.

Now she has moved from the noisy city to the more rustic settings of Kent. Here we can expect new
challenges and writings greater than before. "Princess Royd" . . . perhaps better the Empress of Dreams.
| am reminded of Clark Ash-ton Smith's magnificent poem that be-gins (with one word changed):

Bow down: | am the empress of dreams;
| crown me with the million-coloured suns

Of secret worlds incredible, and take



Thelir trailing skies for vestments. . .
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THEINITIATE
by Ronald Anthony Cross
Prologue

Too many bright colorsthat al run together, like ahuge watercolor paint-ing by a madman who just
didn't care. Too many sounds.

Thetrilling of birds, the shrill screams of the children at play, hawkers, crying their wares, old wives
gossiping in the marketplace.

Too many people speaking at once in too many tongues. Oh, how they babble on in Babylon.

Amorites, Aramaeans, Elamites, Kassites, Lulubaeans, and Hittites move among the crowds chattering
in little groups. Here and there a Greek or Egyptian. Babylonians spesking in their own sharp Semitic
tongue. A small flock of desert Hebrews dressed in rags, sullen expressions, frightened of the big city.

Erudite priests troll by us convers-ing in the ancient Sumerian tongue about matters too esoteric, no
doubt, for the common language, even asthe king's own soldiers, fierce little men with kinky black
beards, march by, glistening in armor made of pure gold.

Too much sound and too much color.

Now and then amysterious maiden, veiled and hidden in loose robes, glides silently through the crowd,
eyes down-cast as though one glance would drive aman to madness.

A covey of whores stands outside the Inn of the Red Donkey, all dressed up in brilliant-colored slks,
which they occasionaly throw open to reveal musky brown breasts with rosy nipplesto strangers passing

by.

"See, do you see, like grapes, like lus-cious grapes,” one of them criesaoud, and they al laugh
raucoudy like aflock of startled parrots.

The very color of the sky istoo bright here, the sun hot, potent, blazing with life.
Never before acity likethis one; never again acity likethisone.

Move on, move on. Across a courtyard where throngs of people lounge in the shade of the imported
palm trees, gaz-ing up at aseries of luxurious terraced gardens, each one higher than the next, averitable
series of jungles of vines, trees, exotic plants and birds among the rooftops, gardens hanging in the sky.
Will wonders never cease.

Move on. Along the main street of the city, the sacred way, a street wide enough for thirty-five horses
to trot Sde by side between massive blue walswith giant red-and-yellow lions glaring down ferocioudy
from either Sde.

Move on until you cometo the Gate of Ishtar, astal assix tall men stand-ing each on the other's
shoulders, and taller yet.

Blue gateswith amyriad of bril-liantly colored sacred beasts frolicking before your eyes.

Never acity likethis one, surrounded by awall so high it appears amountain, so wide that two men
could pass each other in chariotsriding aong the top of it, and then amoat filled with water, and then
another wall.



Behold the seven-layered tower that jutsinto the darkening sky, abeam of mysterious bluelight glinting
from the tiny room at the top. "And they said, let us build a city and atower, whose top may reach unto
heaven."

Never before such acity; never again such acity; but move on, it grows dark, and the ladies of 1shtar
are beginning to stroll the streets, the thieves and cut-throats are sharpening their minds and daggersfor
the long night aheed.

Move on until you come to the base of the great tower, set within aseries of paatia buildingsto house
the priests, amidst the great, richly filled store-houses, surrounded by giant fortresses with forests of
towers plunging into the night sky. Move on, for it is dark and we have an gppointment among the
rooftops of the greatest city ever known to man.

A group of men moved laborioudly across the steeply danted roof, dressed in light robes, for it wasa
warm sum-mer night. One of them, smdler than the rest and moving with astonishing agility, was dressed
only inaloosdly fitting pair of brown trouserstied with astring.

"Areyou certain you can manage on the rooftops? It is his home, you know; he is more used to the
footing here than heisto walking on the solid ground.”

The three of them had hated to wait for the other two to catch up, and now the youth in brown did a
strange thing in answer to their question. To every-one's astonishment he turned aseries of dazzling
cartwhedls along the edge of the roof.

"I'm certain," he said softly, smiling as though he shared a secret knowledge between the Moon, the
garsand him-sdf. "I'm completely certain,” he said again.

"Theroof isdanted here; you might have falen off; you must take care; heis an avesome opponent. |
do not per-sonally believe you can best him." He waited for an answer. When he got none he continued
compulsively. "l person-ally do not believe you can best him. Nobody can. Hisvoiceis powerful magic.
Y ou will toppleto your doom, like al who havetried before you. Heisagiant; and hisvoiceismagic,
while you are amere stripling beside him. Y ou spent the entire day at the gardens of Ishtar, sporting with
the temple whores; and now you cavort like an acrobat along the roof's edge. What are you, a
per-forming ferret or a seasoned warrior?'

"| am the greatest fighter the world has ever known," the youth answered in his cam, unchanging tone of
voice. "Trained in the mountains of India, and by the fierce Ninevites you know so well. | havetraveled
the world my en-tirelife, learning secrets of combeat in cities you do not even dream exi<t. | have boxed
with the mighty Acheans, wrestled with thetall pale riders of horses on the eastern steppes; and yes, |
have trained in the schools of the mon-key and the crane in the torchlit caves of the mountainsthat circle
the city of the yellow men. Havefaith, good friend; your money iswell spent. | will topplethis
Lion-Roarer, that stalksthe roof-tops at night, preying upon the inno-cent thieves who, driven by the
urgency of the moment, must take to climbing in the dark."

"He defiesthe Guild of Thieves. The most powerful organizetion in the larg-et city of theworld. A guild
athousand years old and older. He kills and robs us when we are driven to the rooftops by the soldiers.
He must be stopped.”

"And so he shdl, but it would help if you could tell me more of histech-nique. Heislarge; he usesno
weapons, and this| can understand: the poor foot-ing, the dark of night, agust of wind. A man needs
both hands free to bal-ance, to grip and uproot. To clutch at the bricks should one stumble. Heis correct
inthat. Anything held in the hand, however small, would offset the balance by ahair, anong experts, a
hair too much. | have decided — I will meet him empty hand to empty hand, let delicacy of balance



decidethenight.”

"I tdl you, O highly paid assassin, hisvoiceis hiswegpon: with hisvoice done hetopplesal men from
the roof who cross his path.”

The youth in brown shook his head, adightly puzzled expression crossed hisface like acloud crossing
the Moon. Could there be truth in thiswild story, or mere supertition?

Many timesin many lands he had encountered warriors of legend, mostly to find them in the light of
redity re-veded as clumsy oafswith little or no skill at combat. Y et there could betruth init. He had
thought of stuffing bitsof cloth in hisears, but in the end was afraid it would affect his balance. No, he
had made his decison. Now, come what may, he would meet Lion-Roarer on his own territory, hand to
hand, without any hidden wegpons or tricks.

The Moon disappeared behind a cloud and the skies grew dark. The men around him groaned.
"A bad omen, O highly paid assassin; isthere anything we can do to aid you in your fearful trid?"

"Y es, you can stop caling me 'O highly paid assassin.’ It gets on my nerves more than does the dying of
the Moon. In many cities| am known by many names. In thisgreat city | will be known only as Ferret.
Y ou have so named me and so it shall be. On distant ides across the sea, where the people have hair of
gold, I am caled Hound. In the mountains of Indial am Monkey; to you | shal be Ferret. Now you must
wait herefor me. Come no closer until | have toppled him from the roof. Here isthe purse of jewelsyou
have given me; | will not need it if | fail. | warn you, however, should you attempt to run with it, a
nightmare beside which Lion-Roarer shdl be considered a pleasant memory will haunt these roof-tops
until the deed has been more than paid for by the Guild of Thieves. May our Lady of Luck bewith us
tonight.”

But the Moon hid from view as he ran lightly across the edge of the roof, and when he looked back dl
he could see was four indigtinct shadows of men with their elbows up even with their heads.

If there had been light, you would have seen him amile. They've got their fingers stuck in their ears,
he thought, and they're shaking like leaves in a strong wind.

As he moved across the rooftops done in the dark, he felt the awe he dways felt before mortal combat.
It was degth itself he mocked again and again, as he fought hislondy battlesin the hills, in the deserts, on
rooftopsin great cities, and in camps of horsehide tents by the flickering light of thefire.

He paused to ook over the edge into the degpening shadow and knew it was not into the street but into
infinity he saw, the void that never ends.

Hefdt athrill course through him in the dark. Then he felt something cold and damp touch hisforehead
and then his bare shoulder, alight rain.

It would be a hand-to-hand battle, in the dark, on adippery wet rooftop, in rain.
Suddenly he began to laugh, like awhisper, astrange hissing sound, dry intherain.

His barefeet gripped the roof; his spell of laughter passed him by; and then, asthough it had dways
been there but never before noticed, he saw a dtill figure across the roof from him, standing with oneleg
on either Sde of the pesk of the roof, rising into the sky at the highest point of the building like arain god
cdling forth sorm.

Ferret froze where he was in the shadows, his eyes fastened on the fig-ure, his ears Sraining to catch



some sound over the pattering of the light rain.

And though it rained till, the Moon came out from behind a cloud; and Fer-ret saw aman of middle
height but of powerful breadth and mighty muscles. A man with broad bones and squarejaw, with a
fringe of thick light hair al around his face and head, but with his upper lip shaved clean, so that he
looked as though he possessed the mane of alion. A man standing calmly re-laxed with hisarms folded,
straddling the rooftops in an oncoming storm.

A man dressed dl in gold, smiling. A man who knew that Ferret was there.
A hundred yards, Ferret thought, no more.

"Lion-Roarer, | come," he cried; and he began his charge upward across the danted dippery roof to the
peak and then adong the peek in therain, into the heart of the fight.

At firgt it was so subtle he didn't no-tice anything. He didn't hear it. It wasn't like hearing. It waslikea
fed-ing of vibration, of distances stretching out, of things dowing down. It seemed like an endless
journey, that charge across the peak of the roof. It was so hard to concentrate. Then he saw it inthe
moonlight.

Lion-Roarer was bent over, fists clenched, loose golden clothes and beard flapping in the wind, mouth
open, face contorted in ashriek.

And now he heard it and knew he had been hearing it al dong, aloud vibrating wail building each
moment to ahigher stronger pesk.

And he redlized with ashock that the Moon had gone behind the clouds again and that the light with
which he saw came not from the moon, but glowed mysterioudy, syncopated in time some-how with the
roaring of theLion.

Thefirg shriek ended; and he was aware that he was sitting on his knees on the peak of the roof,
shaking hishead aimlesdy at the night sky.

Ferret sorang to his feet and began to sprint lightly down the edge, when Lion-Roarer began his second
great attack.

Andif thefirgt had been puzzling, dizzying; then this attack was one of sunning power.
A high-pitched, round oscillating, that brought with it aterrible light.

"Brighter than day, brighter than day," Ferret sang to himself as he tripped and ssumbled dong. No, as
he danced; it was dl, of course, adance: as he danced aong the edge into afun-nd of pulsating light.

A figurewaited for him at the center of the light. A figure glowing with light and warmth; he need be
aoneno more.

He was overwhelmed with joy. Thiswasit. Thiswaswhat he had searched the world for, wandering
adone and lost among the splendor. This beautiful friendship waiting for him at the peek of the roof, in the
center of thelight. Hiseyesfilled with tears.

Why was he sitting here shaking his head? He got up. He staggered. Then he forced himsdlf to
concentrate. He went on, dower thistime, gritting histeeth.

My body knows what to do, no matter my mind. If | can just get my body to himit will do what it



does so well, Fer-ret thought.

Helost track of everything as he ran— oh so dowly — down a cone of light to the figure awaiting him
at the cen-ter.






There was no sound now. Lion-Roarer stood with his paws, his hands, no his pawvson hiswai <,
smiling, waiting. His mane had a golden reddish glow. His features were exaggerated, stretched. Time
was stretched out. He was run-ning forever, forever.

Hewas practicaly in reach when Lion-Roarer gave histhird and most terrible cry, a short powerful
blast like an explosion.

It's over, Ferret thought; I'm not strong enough after all.

Then light broke al about them, growing brighter and brighter while the roof began to vibrate wildly
benegth hisfeet.

Everything is vibrating, whirling, hethought, filled with other little things, vibrating, whirling,
filled with other lit-tle things, vibrating, whirling; | can't keep track, | can't. . . .

In the geadily increasing light, Lion-Roarer's face was etched in super clar-ity, but somehow things
werewrong. The beard was crimson, no it was a bril-liant blue; the eyes werefire, fire; | can't
keep track, | can't.

Ferret fet the strength pour out of hisknees as he closed his eyes againg the light. He started to fall.

But thelight didn't go away, couldn't go away. The terrible light. Oh God, save me, whatever | am,
fromthe terrible light, whatever that is. Undifferen-tiated. Nothing but light. Nothing but light.

| thought it was dark, but it's all light. What is dark, my God, there is no dark, just light, all light.
Forever and ever, hethought. No, hethought, no, | won't, | won't.

There could be some plantsin it, gently waving, nothing much. Therewere plantsin theterrible light,
gently waving, and for eons and eons of un-differentiated existence this satisfied him.

But then shadowy forms began to take place among the plants, mischie-vousforms. | can run with
them, he thought; and they ran together caper-ing among the plantsin the hot desert sun, snorting and
gporting, licking and kicking. It wasther desireto et the plants. They took ddight in this. They tore them
up and ate them up, and this was good. But then the others came, to crack their bones and est their flesh.
Theterrible hunters, the dinky stak-ers.

They ran. They ate and ran and killed and werekilled. A forever full of running, killing, esting, being
killed, being eaten, until one day, they stood on agreet plain, grazing on tall grass.

There was atree with some shade. There was aroad that went beside the tree and the figure of ayoung
woman came dong the road, mysterioudy veiled and dressed dl in acool blue, like the sky, like the
water.

In her thick curling loose hair was pinned asilver crescent.

He watched her from among the graz-ing antel opes, with a strange new sen-sation he could not quite
place.

One by one she removed her gar-ments, until she stood naked in the shade of the tree amiling,
beckoning to him.

"Thetime has come," she laughed; "you can run with the beasts no more."

He did not understand her words, but he felt lust rise up in him asawave; and it was atidal wave that



swept him helplessly to the shade tree and into her arms and locked their bodies together, thrashing in the
grass, in the shade beneath the tree.

And they coupled and completed, but lust rose up within him again, and later again until the Moon was
high in the sky smiling down upon them, for the Moon isour Lady of Lust and Purity dl at once.

"l anavirgin," she said swestly; and he laughed because he understood her now.

"How can you be avirgin?' he said to her. "Y ou have sported with me al day and yet you say you area
virgin."

"Look inthewater," she said to him, for there was alittle stream that played nearby thetree, in thetall
grass among some stones and pebbles.

She dropped ahandful of dirt into it, which it swept away, regaining its pure transparent quality almost
at once.

"Can you s0il the moving water, my friend? My essenceislike the moving water, salf-purifying,
ever-changing. My soul istranducent blue, although my body isthe body of aharlot. To me, eechtimeis
new, each man thefirg.






The body is made by coupling, for cou-pling, and true virginity isaforever-recurring miracle of lifeand
not the stagnant withholding of onesalf from the mainstream. Y ou can no longer run with the beasts, dear
friend.”

Then he dept adeep deep, fulfilled in away of which he had not known he had been wanting. Fulfilled,
but sens-ing that he had entered on an endless path of hunger and gluttony, winking on and off like day
and night, forever. Y et he was fulfilled and he dept deeply; and when he awoke, she was gone with the
night and the Moon.

He gtretched himsdlf in the light of the new day, fully contented for the time being; but when he went out
to join hisfriendsthey ran from himin terror, asthough he were abeast of prey.

He cried out to them a oud to come back, but now he spoke one tongue and they another. He did not
understand them, and to his astonishment he re-alized he did not want to understand them anymore. How
could | have been content like that, he thought. He sat down underneath the tree to think what he
should do. But thinking was new to him and soon he gave it up and just sat motionlessin the shade of the
tree, gazing, instead of grazing, out over the vast plain before him.

Never again will | wander senselessly with the beasts. Never again will | move without a
purpose, and yet | know not what to do. | will not move from beneath thistree until | find a
reason to move.

Night came and then day again and then night, and he did not move. But on the third day, just asthe
sunlight began to break through the darkness, he suddenly got to hisfeet. If | don't have a purpose to
move, why then | must move in search of a purpose, hethought. How simpleit is. He beganto
wander, amlesdy as before on the surface; but insde of himsdlf hewas dert and ques-tioning. Ashe
traveled he read each rock, and each tree and each star. And yet he found in them nothing of himself, for
he knew not how to look.

After awhile the Sun went out and he entered aland of inner night.

So dark, hethought. Nothing but dark. And yet he traveled on. Gradu-ally, he began to make out
different shapesin the darkness. He felt himsdf forming yet another universe within hismind'seye.

One lone star was born, and then he saw by the light of the first new star ascene of delicate
enchantment.

Seven other stars broke out encir-cling thefirst and lit up a cool meadow covered with short green
grass. One purple mountain cut the night sky as sharp and clean asadistant pyramid. Onetree, on which
ared bird perched and now called once, araucous londly cry.

A young woman with long soft hair kndlt in the Sarlight.

At firgt he thought she had come to gather water from the pond, in the two ornate vessels she held in her
hands. But then he saw that she was pouring water out of the vessals, one into the pond, and one onto
the grass. As he ap-proached, she smiled up a him with an expression of open joy.

"Why do you pour your water out,” he asked her, "instead of carrying it to your home?"

"Thisismy soul and the soul of thisplane and of thislight. Thisis done so that the minds of men will
flower, later on, inthefull light of the Sun.”

Looking into her eyes he saw they were the same cool blue as the water she poured. He knew
ingtinctively that everything was safe here and free from dl strife and loneliness.



"Y ou wear no clothes.”
"There are no clothes here," she said, and he saw that he aso was naked in the starlight.

"l want to give up searching, striving, truggling,” hesaid; "al of it. | just want to Stay herewith you,” he
said. Hetouched her soft hair.

"No one can ever make you leave," she said.
"I want to make loveto you forever," he said.
"Here you can do anything you want to do,” she said, "and no one can ever make you leave.”

So helived in gtarlight, with the beautiful young water-bearer in the cool meadow. Here no time passed
and nothing ugly ever entered in. He was never hungry and he was never cold. A deep sense of peace
settled over him like ablanket; and when he was not willing her otherwise, he watched her pour her
waters out and listened to the londly cal of thelonely bird from the distant tree. Little by little he forgot
everything ese, until dl he knew was the meadow, the girl and the Sar.

"Therewas never anything ese. Therewill never be anything dse" he said.

"So beit," she answered. But even as she spoke, afigure appeared in the meadow, of colossal
buffoonery.

"How did that clown get in here?' he asked her indignantly.

"Youlet himinyoursdf," she an-swered.

An acrobat clown, he was. He turned a series of comic somersaults and rolled up to a stop at their feet.
"Y ou dare to wear clothesin the sa-cred valey?'

"Fools needn't follow rules" the clown said. His voice was as raucous as his manner. "'l travel the paths
of the myr-iad worlds, al of them, every one of them, al the samein thelong run. I go everywhere and |
wear everything."

"How sad to travel dl of thetime, poor clown. The maid and mysdlf live herein thisquiet Sarlit valey,
com-pletely at peace. But Since you are here, tell me about the wayside, the dusty road, the journey
without end."

The clown got to hisfeet and made a grandiose gesture with hishand. "Ta, ta" heimitated the fanfare of
atrum-pet. "Some of the paths are like this." He began a series of cartwheds. "And some are like this."
He began to hop awkwardly on one foot. " Some like this and otherslike this," he handsprang, he
crawled laborioudy, "dl the same and yet | travel them dl.”

"But why do you travd if it'sdl the same?"

"Because our purposeisto travel those paths however we can, happy or unhappy, awvkwardly or with
grace, to perfect them ceasdesdy, to finish and finish and finish that which can never befinished. To
climb up, fal down, climb up, fal down [heillusirated this], climb up, fal down. Through theend-lesssea
of pain and pleasure, ecstacy and grief, clear through to the end, where we find oursalves like children,
only & the beginning.

"Wetravel because we are travel, and we complete what can never end.”



The clown'seyeswerewild, crazy. They didn't belong in that gentle star-light.

Suddenly Ferret began to tremble; his body was swept with awild burning sensation. "1've left
something un-done," he said.

"Of course," the fool replied, and dis-appeared.

"Something terrible, unplessant, and filled with strife," Ferret said. The val-ley began to fade. The water
maid knelt down and began pouring out her waters for the minds of men.

"Of course," he said, echoing thefool. The valey sped away until it was only atiny blue dot in the black
sea of his consciousness. He opened his eyes.

Theroof rushed up a him and he redized he wasfaling. He curled in his head, somersaulted, and
catapulted up on hisfeet. With athrill he realized he had closed with the Lion after al, and now he threw
asudden fusillade of straight snapping blows, each of which the Lion struck sharply aside, followed by a
terrible right-handed blow stopped at the wrist. But as the blow stopped at the wrist the Ferret's body
came on, the elbow folded and whipped into the left Side of the Lion's head, once, twice; the wounded
Lion, body frozen, mind dazed, clinging to Ferret'swrig, striv-ing senselessly to twist away from the
elbow, too late, oh much too late. And Ferret, till curling in closer, twisted around in acircle, following
his elbow, and threw a high spinning kick with hisleft leg that came around from be-hind and caught the
Lionathird time on theleft Sde of his head, snapping loose hisfutile wrigt hold, and causing him suddenly
to do aloose staggering fool's dance, franticaly, hopelessly trying to regain hisbaance, intherain, onthe
danted roof. But the Ferret snapped to him like aball on a string; and now he struck the loosening,
a-ready-fdling form another quick, stiff blow; and smultaneoudy catching with hisfree hand one of the
loose stumbling feet, he hurled Lion-Roarer from the rooftops into the void that never ends.

He stood there dazed, trying to re-create what happened, trying to under-stand an inexplicable sense of
loss, of futility he had not felt before.

When the cheering, clowning group of men had madeits|aborious way, crawling across the rooftop to
him, he was yet sanding slent.

"Fantadtic," one of them said, "we saw it dl: you sumbled; you seemed to go unconscious and fall; you
catapulted up raining blows, so fast and strong; the Moon came out in the rain to watch. Y ou arethe
greatest fighter in the world; you can go no farther.”

"Andyet," he said, dill trying to reemember something that had come and gone in the blinking of an eye,
"and yet, it means nothing to me; and somehow | fedl | am only at the beginning of some indescribable
road, gazing into endless possbilities.

"Lion-Roarer was agresat fighter. Come," he smiled. "I'll treet you al to drinks."
Epilogue
A figure in loose white robes rushed down a dark tunnel which opened into aroom lit by candles.

"You aredl here. Good," she said, "blessed be. | have grave news. | have wondrous news. The Lion
hasfalen. He has abandoned hisform, it lies empty in the streets, and thisis grave news indeed.”

Moans of anguish filled the air of the hidden room.

"I have wondrous news. He hasini-tiated a new member into the sacred mysteries. He has done so
without the conscious knowledge of the boy himself, but that is neither here nor there. A new member



has taken the endless path.”
Deep vibrations of blissfilled the room.

"Heisjust aboy,"” shesaid, "alondy boy." She smiled. Her eyes were the transparent blue of aclear
mountain lake.




PRINCESS
by Morgan Llywelyn

One of them heard someone call her princess and after that they dl caled her Princess, thinking it was
her name. They did not understand the sarcasm implied in princess or honey or baby, gpplied to atired
woman in middle years with an aching back and work-reddened hands.

They would come trooping in close to closing time, chattering among them-selves, and crowd closeto
the bar de-manding drinks. "Orange bitters, Princess,” or "Whiskey, plenty of whis-key. In abig glass,
Princess." Thetops of their heads hardly reached the level of the bar, and when she brought the drinks
they would jump up, their wrin-kled grey faces and bald skulls flashing into her vison asthey caught
glimpses of the glasses. Then a scay hand would come over thelip of the bar and seize the drink. Out of
sght there were gur-glings and the smacking of lips, then the hand deposited the empty glass back on the
polished wood.

Feet pattered toward the door. " Good night, Princess!" one of them aways remembered to call.
A pileof coinsglittered in payment for the drinks.

She neither laughed at them nor shrank away from them as the other townspeople did. Who was sheto
laugh at anyone? Homely old maid eking out athin living in arundown bar on the wrong side of adying
town. Her looks had aways been amagnet for caustic comments, so she could fedl a certain empathy
with the oneswho camein just before closing time, because the bar was emptiest then.

Every night she polished the glasses on her apron and rearranged the bottles and jugs behind the bar,
glancing through the smeared window from timeto time asif she were waiting for some-one specid. But
there was no someone special, never had been.

She polished and waited as the smoke got thicker and thicker in the room, then what patrons she had
began to straggle out, back to shabby houses and depressing flats not very different from her own. Gray
lives

At last the door swung inward in-stead of out and shefelt the cold air blow in with them. If there were
any peopleléeft in the bar, they aways left then. No one seemed to want to Stay.

People whispered that they had amine of some sort up in the hills. What-ever it was, they made enough
to pay for their drinks, though they never |eft any extrafor atip. But in time she no-ticed that the
windows of the bar spar-kled in the morning when she came down from the seedy apartment on the floor
above, and the step in front was swept clean. Sometimes ajug of wild flowerswaited for her just outside
the door. One night it rained and she had forgotten to bring in the laundry, her threadbare clothes and
stained towels. In the morning she found them neatly folded and stacked under the overhang of the eaves,
safeand dry.

One night one of the few regulars had too much to drink and said ugly thingsto her. Hewasn't amean
man, but histongue was rough. She would have cried if her tears had not al dried up long ago. Then the
door swung inward; from behind the bar she could not see who entered, but the townman did. He started
to get up and then his face changed color and he sat down again, hard, on the barstool. She could hear
the broken vinyl creak on the seat cush-ion. A thin thread of saliva dropped onto the man's chest from his
parted lips. He drained his glass quickly and staggered out.

No one said ugly thingsto her after that.



Sometimes, lying on her narrow bed above the bar, she dreamed of a hand-some man coming for her,
driving up in front one day with a screech of tires. Hewould carry her away in abig car that smelled new
insde, and she would never |ook back.

She knew it was adream. But she still glanced out the window, some-times. The few cars she saw
were bat-tered and dusty, like everything esein the town.

Stll, she felt strangely content. Not happy, because she had never been happy and could not have
identified thefeding if it crept up on her. But her life began to seem full and she had com-panionship of a
sort.

"Princess,”" one of them would say out of her sight, over the edge of the bar, "you look nice tonight.”
They could not possibly see her, and she did not try to lean across and look down at them; it was better
if you didn't look at them. But she would smileto hersdf and give her thinning hair a pat.

"Make me something hot to drink,” the voice would say. "The night is cald; it's frozen the flanges of my
nose."

Small tittersfrom his companions. Not laughter; they did not laugh like people. They laughed as
squirrelsmight, fast and shrill.

When they werein the bar no new customers entered. What business there wasfell off. Intimeit was
safe for them to comein the afternoon; there was no onein the room anyway to stare at them. The
business, dways shaky, should have failed completely. But it didn't. There dways seemed to bejust as
much money in the register at the end of the day as there had been when townspeople came. And she
liked it bet-ter, not having to put up with the prob-lems townfolk brought.

She was standing on the other side of the bar one day, down at the end with her back toward the door,
trying to re-pair the broken vinyl on the barstool with a piece of tape. She was holding her lower lip
between her teeth and awisp of hair kept falling down in her eyes. She was s0 preoccupied she didn't
hear them come in. She thought she was done until she felt the touch.

It was aslight as cobweb, trailing up her leg. Under her skirt. Not attacking, not even invading. Just. ..
exploring, with agentle and innocent curiosty, like that of ablind person touching the face of astranger.

Shefroze.
No one had ever touched her there before.

But an unaccustomed fedling of warmth permested the core of her being, afeding with acolor —
rose-gold — and afragrance, the scent of honeysuc-kle blooming. She closed her eyes and stood
immobile

At last the touch ceased. The colors faded, the fragrance too. When she opened her eyesthe bar was
empty. But she knew something wonderful had cometo her.

The next time the liquor wholesaer called on her she bought better brands of whiskey and some
imported beers. She had never ordered good stuff before. The townspeople only drank the chea-pest
and wouldn't have known the dif-ference. But the first time she poured the good liquor the stack of coins
|eft on the counter afterwards was higher.

In fact, there seemed to be more money atogether, though she couldn't have explained how. When she
added up her recelipts she found she could af-ford to replace the seats on the barstools — not that
anyone used them anymore. The only customers she had now were too short to climb up on them. She



thought of ordering shorter barstools, then decided that would be vaguely ri-diculous. No one was
complaning.

Instead she went to the town's only emporium, which featured dead flieslying feet-up in the windows,
and bought herself anew blouse. Soft, pretty, asort of rosy-gold color. She got alittle bottle of perfume,
too. Onethat smelled like honeysuckleto her.

When she asked the salesgirl for face cream she was rewarded with a strange look, but the other
woman didn't dare say anything. No one made any smart cracks about her anymore.

She rubbed the cream into her skin every night, in the flat above the bar. When she peered into the
mirror she couldn't see that it made any difference, but her skin felt better. Thewind off the desert had
dried it out; now it was soft to the touch. She ran her fingertips across her cheek wonderingly.

The next night one of them put coinsinto the old jukebox in the corner that had been dead for fifteen
years. It cameto life with a shudder and a screech, and a baritone voice began celebrating, "The Way
Y ou Look Tonight."

The seasons passed; the town fin-ished dying. There were no battered carsleft to park on the streets,
which were abandoned to blowing dust and an occasiond tumbleweed, rolling ong like aspidery
bouquet. She didn't go out for food. There was dways some-thing in the pantry when she went to look
for it. And when she emptied a bottle for her customers she began find-ing afull one behind it on the
mirrored shelves back of the bar. Everything she needed was aready there.

On the lazy afternoons and in the long, blue evenings there were only eight of them in the bar, the seven
little creatures and the hunchbacked abino woman. But it was enough. |




BAD LANDS

by Nancy Springer

"It isnot good to go there," he said across the rim of aBudweiser. "They are cdled bad landsfor a
reason.”

| said, "1 am bad, too."

| looked hard at him over my own beer without redlly seeing him, just seeing some sort of Indian
drinking too much, the hooded eyes, the black hair stringing down to the dirty shirt. | don't remember
which tribe. To me, one In-dian was pretty much the same as an-other. Just like one white guy, red hair,
red neck, blue jeans, was pretty much the same as another to him.

Or maybe it bothers methat | ought to know what tribe he was and | don't. Seemed like there were
aways two peo-ple fighting inside me, back then before | died.

| demanded, "Y ou gonna guide me or not?"
"What you want to see wild horsesfor?"
"None of your busness."

Kicking around the dust states al my life, closeto forty years, doing dirt-eat-ing jobsto get by,
trucking, highway work, construction work, ceattle herd-ing, holding my own on thejobsand in the bars, |
guessed I'd learned how to handle Indians. | was offering good money for aguide, and he should take it
or leaveit. All themoney | had in theworld, in fact. I'd sold my gear, cleaned out my savingsand | didn't
care. Waan't thinking of my old age. Guess | knew even then | wouldn't have any.

Hejust looked at mein that damn flat-faced Indian way, and the other guy insde me, fighting me as
adways, made me say, "Nothing illegd."

It was againgt the law by then to kill wild horses. Instead, there were gov-ernment roundups. People
could take mustangs home with them. Adoption, they cdled it. But plenty of wild horses ftill went to
rustlers, to feed somebody's dogs.

The Indian's dark face didn't show anything when he made up hismind, but he said, "What's your
name?'

"Just cal me Jake."

Without even a shrug he downed the rest of his beer, took the money | gave him and went off to buy
the transpor-tation and supplies. His name was Charlie Broken Arrow. | knew that from the other
Indians, the oneswho had refused to guide me. They had sent me to him. He was the only one was
drunk or reckless or desperate enough to do what | wanted.

Just call me Jake, | had told him, not quite knowing why. It was my half-breed grandfather's name. Jake
the gypsy. That taint in my blood never let me fed white as other white men. Maybe it accounted for the
hidden idiot inside me who had sent me here. Which was the reason | wasn't about to tell this Indian my
real name. | was acrazy damn fool on adamn fool errand, and | needed aguide.

The next morning, on fourth-hand ATV sloaded down with plastic jugs of water but not much else, we
Started.



Even in soringtime the bad |ands were a gypsum-colored hdll, like the crazy ridges knifing into the sky
were made of nothing but weather-stained spackling, like the buttes were lumps of dumped concrete | eft
over from some project where the contractor had done a better job than he did here. The ground felt like
concrete underfoot, but chalky dust came up from it to coat us. After afew hourswe looked like ghosts
out of the gray-white hell. Somewhere in this huge hole made of gullies and gulches and draws, buttes
and bottoms and clay-colored mesas and dry white tablelands, two thousand square miles of purgatory,
part Indian reservation, part public land and al sheer hellhole— somewhere in these bad lands,
some-body had told me, the last of the true Spanish mustangs roamed. Barb mus-tangs, wild since the
days the conquis-tadors rode their thick-necked granddaddies north out of Mexico. Stunted now from
hiding in hellholeslike this one, but proud and tough, still wild and free after four hundred years of—
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| shook my head to shake away the thought. Maybe Charlie thought | was trying to shake the dust out
of my hair, like afoolish white man, aways fight-ing the world. The gray-white dust would stick no
matter what, crawl into our lungs and our pores. With his dark skin showing gray under the powder,
Charlie Broken Arrow looked like awhite man's corpse roaring along on a corpse-white three-whedler,
swigging whiskey as he went. Thiswasthe guide | had hired to take me to the mustangs. | had anidea
that he was as no-good a specimen of hisrace as| was of mine.

Charlie knew where to find the mus-tangs because he knew hisway through this muddle of white ridges
and dusty ravines and dry canyons, this moon-scape, to the few water holes. Even Spanish mustangs
need alittle water.

| looked at hisflat face as seldom as| could. He gave me the uneasy fedling, this Indian guide, that he
knew the hdllhole landscape of my soul, that he knew how my bad thoughts were send-ing meinto the
bad lands.

Bull, I told myself. Of course he had to have thoughts of what | wanted with the mustangs. But he could
not possibly have guessed the truth.

We cameto awater hole before dark, and caught sight of them aswe roared in, the wild horses, afew
hammer-headed, broom-tailed broncs in the sun-down light, running away, gonein an eyeblink.

We stowed the hot machinesin the nearest gulch and sat on the flank of abone-white ridge in the dusk,
waiting for them to come back. They might or they might not. Depended on how wise they were, and
how thirgty.

The bad lands seemed to glow like ahuge fungus against the darkening sky. Somewhere a coyote cried.
A shadow dtartled me: an owl flying close by.

Charlie Broken Arrow said to me, "What do you want with the wild horses, white man?' The tone of
hisvoice, ugly. Hewas drunk.

"| told you, none of your business”

| meant to shut him up, but it didn't work. He said, "Have you come to look on what you have done,
white man? To look at the few you have lft, herein this placefit only for reptiles, while your cettle fatten
on the good grass-lands?"

| barked out alaugh. "1 ain't got no cattle," | said. But he went on asif he hadn't heard me.

"Only afew years ago my people kept many wild ponies. And the cattlemen came and said to get the
horses off the land where they wished to graze their cattle. Our chief told them that the land belonged to
us and to the wild horses as much asit did to them. Perhaps more. And the men camein airplanes and
shot the horses, shot them dl in asingle day. Were you one of those kill-ers, white man?

| said, " Shut up. Thereain't never no horses going to come drink while you're yapping.”
He spat, and looked at meflat and hard, and did not shut up. "White man,” he said, ugly.
| said, "I told you my name. Call me Jeke."

"White man," he taunted, ™Y ou cometo look at what you have done, the way the white men cometo
look on the In-dians?’

"No," | said. He was damn close, but not right entirely. | had come to — to— | did not know the



wordsfor what | wanted of the mustangs.

He sat looking a me, and when he spoke again he sounded quieter. ™Y ou are full of what my ancestors
caled bad medicine. | ought to go and leave you here."

"You arefull of shit!" | did not know the way out. The bad landswould kill me dowly if heleft methere.
"It would be the same as murder.”

"No murder. Y ou came here meaning to stay.”

That scared me, though his ugliness had not. Drunk Indians| had handled before, but not — not this.
How could he know it about me? Know what | had not yet admitted to myself?

| couldn't think of afucking thing to say, and | couldn't seem to talk, any-way. | sat. Charlie Broken
Arrow sat looking a me, and after a couple min-utes he said in apeculiar, soft voice, amost awhisper,
or maybe asnake hiss, "1 will help you, white man."

That voice, asflat ashisface. | couldn't tell if he was mocking me again. Louder than | meant to|
snapped, "What the hell do you mean?

In that same odd ghost of avoice he said, " Shaman's blood runs strong in me. 1 will help you to your
desre”

Scared, | swore a him, and then | demanded, "What the Hell you talking about!" But he seemed not to
hear meat al.

He sat. He stared straight ahead, and then he started to chant.

Nothing | could understand. He mut-tered and droned and hissed in what might have been the language
of hisown people, and hisvoice blended with the voice of the night wind bellying over theridges, and |
thought of taking the whiskey bottle from his dack hand and knocking him over the head with it, and
stood up to do it, then stopped, wondering why | wasterrified of the mumblings of adrunk Indian. . . .

And then the vengeance struck.

Down out of the night sky it curled like a panther's scream, shivering my spine. In dl my no-good lifel
had never fet anything like it. Felt, not heard. It was not asound. It wasastorm inthe air and in me,
bone-deep, fit to shake meto my soul if | still had onel€eft after what | had donein my time.

"It isthe dead horses," said Charlie Broken Arrow, triumphant, out of the darkness next to me.

Damn crazy Indian. "Whatchamean?' | ydled a him. "It'sasandstorm!" Though | knew hewasright. |
felt sta-lion scream and thud of hooves. My sweet ran cold, trickling down, leaving trailsin the
ghogt-white dust on my

face.

"All of them," he said. "All the dead mustangs.” His voi ce sounded cam and happy, singsong but not at
al durred by thewhiskey any longer. "The ones you shot, sent over the cliffs, ran to death.”

White men, he had to mean. Not me.

"The trampled foals, the panicked mares tangled in barbed wire. The stal-lions choked with ropes. All
of them."



Inthe darkness | felt hot breath, and fury. | seemed to glimpse apair of eyesred asfire— and | shut
my own eyes, but the red ones till gleamed in the night insde my own skull. 1 fell; | lay curled onthe
nostril-clogging ground, trying to cover my head with my hands, and it seemed to methat | could not
breathe, that trampling hooves were knocking the breath and life out of me, that one well-placed kick
would splat-ter my brains pinkish-gray on the gray dust of the bad lands. Many timesin my lifel had
been scared before, but never in the same way. | was soul-scared. And in the night | could hear Charlie
laughing. He sounded very far away, but | knew he was sitting right next to me—

Laughing.

None of it was happening to him, the terror, the pain. And in adistant way | knew that it wasdl atrick
of his, that the thudding hooves were not redl, they had not raised blood or even bruiseson me, and |
jumped up — | wanted to kill him. But even worse | wanted to get away.

| ran blind with agony in the night, sumbling. My three-wheder, not far ahead — | staggered the small
distancetoit, gunned it and took off acrossthe night, not caring if | ran it over acliff. But after aminute,
the pain eased and | redlized | could see. A moon had come out of someplace, and the chalk-white bad
lands cast black shadows under-negath it. About the sametime| realized | was not alone. Charlie Broken
Arrow on hisATV wasroaring aong right beside me. And not far behind us both, eyesflamed. Eyesred
asfire. The mus-tangsran there.

| could see them.

They were not redl. | knew real mus-tangs, and these were mustangs, wild as the bad lands, but not
redl. They were running toward us, not away. The stark, black shadows of the sawtooth ridges showed
through their bodies, through the deep chests where their big, pumping hearts should have been, through
the heavy bones of their heads. Bluefire played around their flying manes. They were not red. But |
could seethem.

My wrist spasmed and twisted back, sending me shooting forward at full throttle. The ATV took wild
legps over dipsand gullies, hit like lead, flew again. | must have been going sixty. No bronc could move
that fast. | knew that, because —

| knew because | had once herded wild horses from machines asfast asthis one.

But the ghost herd running in the moonlight surged forward without ef-fort, like a hundred broadwing
hawks on the wind. They surrounded me. These mustangs did not run on the ground; they skimmed it,
and their hooves did not send up any puffs of dust. There must have been thousands of them, all colorsin
the moonlight: bay, paint, sorrel, blue grullo, every kind of gray and dun and splash-marked, spec-kled
roan. Maybe dl the mustangs that — that men like me had ever killed. The herd of them seemed to fill
the bad lands, and it seemed to methat | saw pools of blood in the flared nogtrils of the closest ones.

| swerved, trying to get away from them, and nearly crashed againgt the Indian. "Go away!" | screamed
a him. The bastard, | thought | had Ieft him behind. But there he was, his black eyes narrowed to dits
while mine, | knew, rolled wide and white and frightened.

The dead mustangs were herding us. And | knew in my gut that they moved on legsthat might aswell
have been piston-driven stedl. They would run usto exhaustion, as | had once helped to run them.

Charlie Broken Arrow shouted at me across engine roar, "What have you done?!

| looked a him, at hisflat, fighter-nosed face ghost-white with dust.



| dowed down enough to stay dive awhile longer and yelled at him, ™Y ou maggot, make them go
avay!"

He shook his head. Somehow the ges-ture let me know he was not refusing me, but — somehow he
was caught up in this crazinesswith me, and he was afraid.

| barked, "Y ou mean to tell meyou can't?"

"| — they aretoo strong for me!" The spirits he had summoned had gotten out of hand. He made as
good ashaman as| did awhite man.

Heyeled a me again, "What have you done? Are you amurderer?' And because he wasthere, | told
him thetruth.

| shouted back, "I was amustanger.”

Another dirt-eating job, away to get by. Round up the broncs off the public land. A white man knew
the world was put there for cattle and sheep to graze on, and horses were to break and use, and aman
did agood thing by rounding up the usel ess horses and putting them to work as glue and fertilizer. A
white man didn't mind hurting a useless horse before he killed it, either.

Charlie Broken Arrow shouted at me, "What have you come herefor?'
| couldn't put it in words. | wanted

— | wanted — | wanted to stand up in shame. | wanted to look amustang in the eye and find
something there. Maybe

— mysf.
| was no proper white man. The God-damn gypsy in me—

A memory, hidden awvay somewherein the bad lands of my mind, like abronc holed up in acanyon. A
voice, my grandfather's, talking about — the spirits, | couldn't remember the gypsy name for them, the
angry spiritsthat used to come and shake the wagons at night. They were the ghosts of — chil-dren, all
the children who had died be-cause they were neglected or beaten or unwanted, stillborn, aborted,
aban-doned, unnamed. . . . And my grand-father had told how his grandmother had lost her voice, one
such night, so that she was never able to spesk aloud again, because dl night she had shouted into the
angry wind, taking the dead children, one by one, to her heart. Adopting them. Naming them.

And something came out of hiding in my mind, and something more than half-crazy in me understood,
because | knew that somewhere a kid was stand-ing outside a government pen, looking into a chosen
pair of wild eyes and say-ing to her mustang, I'll name you Stormy.

A stud the color of dark stedl ran be-side me, his eyes and nostrils glinting red. He surged nearer,
snaked his head toward me, earslaid back, teeth bared to attack. Huskily | called to him, "Stormy!"

Thered ragein his eyesfaded away. He tossed hislong head asif to neigh, and sparksflew from his
mane, and he was gone.

"Jakel" shouted Charlie Broken Ar-row.
| turned my head to look into his nar-row eyes. Hisface was stirring, its chalky mask cracking.

"How did you know what I'd forgot?"



| stared back at him. | felt jerked around by my own insides and tired enough to die, | couldn't answer,
| couldn't think. But the look must have told him something. He turned away, dowed down his
three-whedler and started naming names.

Beautiful names, somein English, somein the language of his people. They floated off hisdrunken
tongue like a shaman's chant. Dakota Sky Fox, Medicine Hat, Wise Falcon, Tdisman. "Ho," hesaidto a
big gray mare who ran near him, the bad lands showing through her body and the blue fire in her mane
and on her hooves, "ho, my sigter. | seeyou, | know you, Flying Dove. Go, brave one, be a peace. Go
to where the happy herds run, Flying Dove." His voice sounded quiet, even above hisengine's
yammering.

Like ablue candle flameflickering out, the gray bronc was gone.

| had dowed my three-whedler to stay with Charlie Broken Arrow, and heard the names, and the gypsy
in me gtarted to sing, and | was no longer tired. | said aloud, "Cayuse, Senora, DonaMaria. Prairie
Pride, Vixen, Con-quistador. Paadin. Renegade. Shen-andoah.” It wasn't because | was afraid of what
they might do to me. | could not have pulled those names out of fear. But they were so beautiful running
in the moonlight, thewild horses, | wanted to name them, | wanted to adopt them all. | loved them with a
hurting heart, the way once, long ago, | had loved things that flew, eagles on the wind. | was athousand
kidssaying, I'll cal you Lightning. I'll call you Wildfire,

"Blue Thunder," said Charlie Broken Arrow by my side. "Desert Rain." We had dowed our
three-whedersto a crawl, without much thinking about it; the motors muttered low aswe drifted dong a
dry riverbed, and the dead wild horses, walking, or seeming to walk, floated around us with the bright
bad-land stars showing through their heads, their forelocks. There were fewer of them than there had
been before. The ones who were left |looked at us with big, dark eyes, their ears pricked for-ward,
hopeful. | didn't want to fail any of them. | started to study them one by one.

"Warrior," | named ayoung stud splash-marked in three colors, and he dipped his head and
disappeared, leav-ing the bad lands for some better place.

And then the herd dlion came.

Driving, driving, snaking his head amost to the ground he came, his earslaid back and histeeth bared
and astrange white fire, white as the stars, white as the bad lands in the moon-light, burning in his eyes.
He seemed twice as big as any other mustang there, though he stood no taller than any of them. The
ghogt herd swirled like smoke away from in front of his charge and scattered in dl directions, into the bad
lands, into sky, up the dark gulches between the stars. Quicker than smoke in astrong wind the mustangs
were dl gone but him, the ga-lion.

Hewas black, aclear, shining black, like the stone they cal Apachetear, with starlight darting through
him like fury. And he saw us, or me. Hiswhite-fire eyes blazed & me. He charged — he had never
stopped charging, but hislong head came up, his heavy neck arched because | was aman, not ahorse.
A white man. And | wanted to send my ATV up to sixty again. But what had | come here for, except to
meet him? Hewas— was—

| stopped my three-wheeler dead and cut the motor. | stood up. Charlie Bro-ken Arrow, the damn
fool, cut hismotor aswell. Suddenly | could hear the night, and the hoofbests as the black mustang bore
down on me. Heraised no dust, but from the sound | knew those hooves were real enough to do —
what | wanted them to do.

"Get out of here" | told Charlie.



Instead he said to the stalion, "Ho, my brother. | know you." His voice came out thin asthe stuff these
broncs were made of. "Y ou are wild as wind, proud as the eagle on the wind. Black Eagle, be at peace,
give up the rage that burns your heart. Go where the happy herdsrun.”

In pure scorn the black mustang swirled to astop and stood a gdlloping stride away from me, tossing
his head, hiseyesblazing at Charlie. He stood untouched by the name, and | saw his proud Barb profile,
heavy, hawklike, with the moon lighting it up like black rock crystdl.

"Magic Eagle" Charlietried again, "Star Magic, Starwind, Night Storm, be at peace.”

Thechild insdemesaid, I'll call you Apache Tear. But it wasalong time sincel had been achild. | was
aman, | had done the things men do.

"Black Wind," Charlie was saying, "Ravenwing," and the black stud snaked his head and neck toward
him, threatening. White-ember eyes smoldered. The stalion's anger was for Charlie, now, aswell asfor
me

"Stopit,”" | said to Charlie. " Jackass, you can't name him. He's dl those things."

Hewas everything. Wind, night, ssorm, black wildfire, dl the wild horses, dl the thingsthat can't be
tamed, broke, used. He reared, and blue flames sprang from his mane. His hooves shone gunmetal blue;
in haf a heartbeat they would crash down on me and trample me into the bad lands until | lay part of the
dust. | did not move. | had come here for this. But hands grabbbed me and jerked me back. Charlie.

| fought loose from him. "Get out of here!” | ydlled a him.
"Thisisnot right!" he yelled back. ™Y ou have strong medicine now. Useit! Name him!"

The black mustang whammed to his feet not more than an arm'slength in front of me, flung back his
great head and shrilled out a screech, part wild wind rising, part wolf, part mountain cat, part
madwoman. A sound like no other sound anyone had ever heard, even in that lonesome place. It
shivered off the ghost-white cliffs and canyons of the bad |ands, sobbed back to me. It foretold my
desth.

"Apache Tear," | said to the black vengeance in the night, "hold on just aminute, while explainto this
Supid Indian.”

Apache Tear was not his name, not any more than any of the others were. Not any more than my name
was Jake. But it gave us a sort of understanding. He waited. He tossed his black head, and pawed the
white ground, white as old bones, but he waited.

| said to Charlie Broken Arrow, "There were fifty-three broncsin the herd we rounded up, me and five
other guystrying to make abuck. It waswinter. We ran them with snowmobiles. There were some new
foasthat couldn't keep up. They fell behind, and we | eft them there in the snow to starve or be killed by
coyotes.

"We ran the herd until they were staggering and they never gavein to usor gave up trying to get away.
We could barely handle them. We tried to take them up a canyon and got into a bad place. Seven of the
horses went off the cliff. A pregnant mare got her foot caught in rocks under the snow and couldn't get
loose. Shewas blocking thetrail. We dit her throat and took her leg off with the chain saw so we could
heave her body out of the way."

The black stdlion of the dead mus-tangs remembered her. He knew her name and the name of the
unborn fod. | remembered her, too. Shewasa sorrd. | could see her frightened eyes and blond



forelock, her shaggy body, ribby from sparse egting. If | thought about her, | would know her name.

| did not think about her any longer than | had to, and | did not look at the black stallion as| talked. |
looked at the blank, flat face of the Indian.

"It was afour-day drive to where the pen and the truck was. All the way the wild horses never gave up
fighting us. We roped them and forced wire through their nostrils to dow them down. Some broke their
necks fighting the ropes. Some wore themsalves out and died on the way. Some were trampled in the
pen or bashed their brains out against the top of the truck, rearing up.”

| couldn't say any more, but | couldn't stop thinking about it. Lessthan haf the wild horses had made it
to the daughterhouse. And the death waiting there for them was not much gentler than | had been, taking
themtoit. | sill smeled hot blood on my hands.

White men did the things | had done. The men | knew had no usefor sissies. But nothing had been right
for me dur-ing the years since then. Nothing made me happy. Food tasted like dust. Women had left me.

| remembered the wild horses better than | did the women.

"So your medicinewent bad," said Charlie Broken Arrow, "and you came here to beg pardon of the

mustangs.”
"No. | cameto get back my soul.”

| turned, then, and looked into the white-hot eyes of the wild horse-spirit facing me, and | knew | had
cometo theright place.

"Get out of here" | told the Indian without |ooking away from the black mustang, "or hell take you,
too."

Beside me, Charlie spoke to the stal-lion asif to agod. "Gresat one, isthat true?' he asked. "l have a

But | wasthe one who answered him. " Shit! Of courseyou do!" | barked. "Y ou didn't have to come
thisfar with me. Y ou didn't have to run with me when the herd came down. Why areyou hereat al?"

Hesad, "l amyour guide.”

Something in hisvoice made me sted alook at him. Hisface didn't show much, but | knew | had been
right about him. He was more than half-crazy. A no-good, like me.

"Jake," sad Charlie Broken Arrow, "may you find your soul soon. Y ou have given mine back to me. |
thank you."

The white-fire eyes we both faced made me sure of what | told the Indian. ™Y ou will be agreat shaman
among your people. Go in peace."

Helifted ahand to mein agesture like a priest's before he rode away.

| think Charlie watched from the mesa, saw what happened. | think he went back to become awise
man and amaker of songsin histribe, and in one of his songs he caled me Jake.

Because men till call me Jake. My hooves are hard and real, my hide rust-red as my hair once was and
scarred from many battles. | run the bad lands, | try to protect my mares. | must dways be dert; |
seldom graze, even when grazing isto be found. Lifeisas hard asmy hooves. My head hangs heavy on



my lank neck, my ribs show. Sagebrush tangles my mane and tail, ripsthem short. | shiver with longing at
the scent of water. In winter, cold freezes the blood; sometimes the foals and old mares lie dead come
morning. Wolvesthreaten. Lifeis cold ache, hunger pinch, stadlion fights, wolf-fear, panther-fear, the fear
of humans,

Humans. They are the worst. Men come often, despite the laws. My soul ismy own; | defy them. |
would rather die of thirst on the bone-dry mesas than approach them where they wait by the waterholes.
| have learned many waysto avoid and escape and defeat them. They talk about me among themselves,
they call me Red Devil, Gypsy Jake, Whirlwind. None of them will ever own me, no matter what they
name me. | know humanstoo well ever to trust any. If they ever trap me, | will die be-forel submit to
them.

With every colt | save, every mare | guide away from men, | make up for my past life. Perhaps after |
diel will come back as something better than aman. | run, with my herd | runin thewind, and it is good,
but I long to soar, to be aflying thing.




IMPROBABLE BESTIARY: THE GHOUL

The Ghoul, asarule, isunlikely to drool

Over puddings or porridge or gravy or gruel.
Hisdiet isdrict, hisreserve never softens.

The meatsthat he eats

Must come packaged in coffins!

Themedsthat he stedls

May be short, tdl, or hairy,

Their flavours may change, and their colouringsvary,
But nothing will ever go down his esophagus
Unlessit's been kept in atasteful sarcophagus
(He's quite anthropophagous.)

The Ghoul, asarule, isimpassive and cool

Over raspberry trifle and gooseberry fool.

For only one menu can nourish hisavarice:

The stewsthat he chews

Must be freshly cadaverous!

And thisleads to one other delicate matter
Regarding the Ghoul, and the lunch on his platter:
Although he'saglutton, he never stedls mutton.
Although he'sathief, he will never take beef.
Hell never be found to impound a ground round,
And hewon't even purloin agrloin.

He's now coming closer; he's

Dragging hisgroceries

Swiftly behind him: a midnight, you'l find him
Where nightshade is blooming —

That greedy old snner

The Ghoul isconsuming



A seven-corpse dinner.

— F. Gwynplaine Macintyre
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BODIES

by Brian Lumley

My great-grandparents, and my grandparents after them, had been Eas-ingham people; in dl likelihood
my parents would have been, too, but the old village had been faling into the seafor three hundred years
and hadn't much looked like stopping, and so | was born in Durham City instead. My grandparents, both
sets, had been among the last of the village people to move out, buying new homes out of a
govern-ment-funded disaster grant. Since when, asakid, | had been back to Easingham only once.

My father had taken me there one spring when the tides were high. | reemember how there was till some
black, crusty snow lying in odd corners of the fields, coloured by soot and smoke, asdl thingswerein
those daysin the Northeast. We'd gone to Easingham because the unusualy high tides had been at it
again, chewing away at the shade dliffs, reducing shoreline and der-dlict village both as the North Sedls
breakers crashed again and again on the shuddering land.







And of course we had hoped (as had the two hundred or so other sightseers gathered there that day) to
see ahouse or two go down in smoking ruin, into the sea and the foaming spray. We wit-nessed no such
Spectacle; after an hour, cold and wet from the salt moisture in the air, we piled back into the family car
and returned to Durham. Eas-ingham's main street, or what had once been the main street, was teetering
on the brink aswe |eft. But by nightfall that Street was no more. Weld missed it: afurther twenty feet of
coastline, abite one street deep and afew yards more than one street long, had been undermined,
toppled, and gobbled up by the sea.

That had been that. Bit by bit, in the quarter-century between then and now, the rest of Easingham had
a0 suc-cumbed. Now only ahouse or two re-mained — no more than ahandful in al — and dl falling
into decay, whilethe closest lived-in buildings were those of afarm dl of amileinland from the cliffs. Oh,
and of course there was one other inhabitant: Old Garth Bentham, who'd been demolishing the old
houses by hand and slling bricks and timbersfrom the village for years. But I'll get to him shortly.

So there | was last summer, back in the Northeast again, and when my business was done of course |
dropped in and stayed overnight with the Old Folks at their Durham cottage. Once ayear at least | made
apoint of seeing them, but last year in particular | no-ticed how time was cregping up on them. The "Old
Folks'; well, now | saw that they really were old, and | deter-mined that | must start to see alot more of
them.

Later, starting in on my long drive back down to London, | remembered that time when the Old Man
had taken me to Easingham to see the houses tot-tering on the cliffs. And probably be-cause the place
wason my mind, | inadvertently turned off my route and in alittle while found myself heading for the
coast. | could have turned round right there and then — indeed, | in-tended to do so— but I'd got to
won-dering about Easingham and how little would be l€eft of it now, and beforel knew it. . .

Once I'd made up my mind, Middles-borough was soon behind me, then Guisborough, and in no time
a dl | wason the old road to the village. There had only ever been oneway in and out, and thiswasit: a
narrow road, its sur-face starting to crack now, with tall hedgerows broken here and there, let-ting you
look through to where filds rolled down to the dliffs. A beautiful day, with seegullswhedling overhead, a
sdt tang coming in through the wound-down windows, and a blue sky coming down to mergewith . . .
with the blue-grey of the North Seaiitself! For cresting arise, suddenly | wasthere.

An old, leaning wooden signpost said "Easingh—", for the tail had been bro-ken off or rotted away, and
"thevillage' lay at the end of the road. But right there, blocking the way, ameta barrier was setin
massive concrete posts and carried a sign bearing the following warning:

DANGER! Severe Cliff Subsidence.
No VehiclesBeyond This Point...

| turned off the car's motor, got out, leaned on the barrier. Before me the road went on — and
disappeared only thirty yards ahead. And there stretched the new rim of the cliffs. Of thevillage,
Easngham itself — forget it! On thisside of the cliffs, reaching back on both sides of the road behind
overgrown gar-dens, weedy paths and driveways, here stood the empty shells of what had once been
residences of the "posh” folks of Easingham. Now, even on aday aslovely asthis one, they were morose
in their desolation.

The windows of these derdlicts, where there were windows, seemed to gaze gauntly down on
approaching doom, like old men in twin rows of deathbeds. Brambles and ivy were rank; thewhole
place seemed despairing asthe cries of the gullsrisng on the warm air; Eas-ingham was a place no more.

Not that there had ever been alot of it. Three Streets lengthwise with afew shops; two more, shorter



streets cutting through the three at right angles and going down to the cliffs and the verti-ginous wooden
steps that used to climb down to the beach, the bay, the old har-bour and fish market; and standing over
the bay, amethodist church on ajutting promontory, which in the old times had also served asa
lighthouse. But now —

No streets, no promontory or church, no harbour, fish market, rickety steps. No Easingham.

"Gone, dl of it," said awheezy, tired old voice from directly behind me, caus-ing meto sart. "Gone
forever, to the Devil and the deep blue seal”

| turned, formed words, said some-thing barely coherent to the leathery old scarecrow of aman | found
gtanding there.

"Eh? Eh?' hesaid. "Did | sartleyou?| haveto say you startled me! First car I've seen in athree-month!
After bricks, are you? Chesp bricks? Timber?"

"No, no," | told him, finding my voice. "I'm — well, sghtseeing, | suppose.” | shrugged. "'l just cameto
see how the old village was getting on. | didn't live here, but along line of my peopledid. | just thought
I'd like to see how much was left — whileit was left! Except it seemsI'mtoo late.”

"Oh, aye, too late," he nodded. "Three or four yearstoo late. That was when the last of the old fishing
houses went down: four years ago. Seatook 'em. Takes six or seven feet of cliff every year. Aye, and if |
lived long enough it would take metoo. But it won't 'cos I'm getting on abit." And he grinned and
nodded, asif to say: so that'sthat! "Well, well, sightseeing! Not much to see, though, not now. Do you
fancy acoffeg?’

Before | could answer he put hisfin-gersto hismouth and blew apiercing whistle, then paused and
waited, shook his head in puzzlement. "Ben," he ex-plained. "My old dog. He's not been himsdif lately
and | don't like him to stray too far. He was out dl night, was Ben. Still, it's summer, and there may have
been abitch about...."

While he had talked I'd looked him over and decided that | liked him. He reminded me of my own
grandfather, what little | could remember of him. Grandad had been aminer in one of the calliery villages
farther north, retiring here to doze and dry up and die— only to find himsalf denied the choice. The seds
incursion had put paid to that when it finally made the place unten-able. | fancied thisold lad had been a
miner, too. Certainly he bore the scars, the stigmata, of the miner: the dark, leathery skin with black
specks bedded in; the bad, bowed legs; the shortness of breath, making for short sentences. A generaly
gritty appearance overal, though I'd no doubt he was clean as fresh-scrubbed.

"Coffeewould befine," I told him, holding out my hand. "Greg's my name— Greg Lane."

Hetook my hand, shook it warmly and nodded. "Garth Bentham,” he said. And then he set off tiffly
back up the crumbling road some two or three houses, turning right into an over-grown garden through a
fancy wooden gate recently painted white. "I'd in-tended doing the whole place up,” he said, as|
followed close behind. "Did the gate, part of the fence, ran out of paint!"

Before letting usinto the dim interior of the house, he paused and whistled again for Ben, then worriedly
shook hishead in something of concern. "After ratsin the old timber yard again, | sup-pose. But God
knows| wish held stay out of therel™

Then we were insde the tiny cloak-room, where the sun filtered through fly-specked windows and
probed golden searchlights on afew fairly dilapidated furnishings and the brassy face of anold
grandfather clock that clucked like amechanica hen. Dust motes drifted liketiny planetsin a cosmos of



faery, eddying round my host where he guided me through adoor and into hisliving-room. Where the
dust had settled on the occasional ledge, | noticed that it wastinged red, like rust.

"I cleaned the windowsin here," Garth informed, "so'sto seethe sea. | like to know what it's up to!"
"Making sureit won't creep up on you," | nodded.

Hiseyestwinkled. "Nah, just joking," he said, tapping on the Sde of his blue-veined nose. "No, it'll be
ten or even twenty years before dl thisgoes, but | don't havethat long. Fiveif I'm lucky. I'm sixty-eight,
afterdl!"

Sixty-eight! Wasthat really to be asold asdl that? But he was probably right: alot of old-timersfrom
the minesdidn't even last that long, not entirely mobile and coherent, anyway. "Retir-ing a Sixty-five
doesn't leave alot, doesit?" | said. "Of time, | mean.”

Hewent into hiskitchen, called back: "Me, I've been here aten-year. Didn't retire, quit! Stuff your
pension, | told 'em. I'd rather have my lungs, what's |eft of 'em. So | came here, got this place for asong,
take care of myself and my old dog, and no oneto tip my hat to and no one to bother me. | get aletter
once afortnight from my sister in Dunbar, and one of these days the postman will find me stretched out in
here and héll think: "Well, I needn't come out here anymore." "

He wasn't bemoaning hisfate, but | felt sorry for him anyway. | settled mysdlf on adusty settee, |looked
out of the window down across his garden of bramblesto the sed's horizon. A great curved millpond —
for thetime being. "Didn't you have any savings?' | could have bitten my tongue off the moment I'd said
it, for that was to imply he hadn't done very well for himself.

Cupsrattled in the kitchen. " Sav-ings? Lad, when | wasayoung 'un | had three things. my lamp, my
helmet, and a pack of cards. If it wasn't pitch-'n-toss with weighted pennies on the beach banks, it was
three-card brag in the back room of the pub. Oh, | was a game gambler, right enough, but abad one. In
my blood, like my Old Man before me. My mother never did see apenny; nor did my wife, I'm ashamed
to say, before we moved out here— God bless her! Savings? That's alaugh. But out here theresno
booki€e's runner, and you'd be damned hard put to find acard school in Easingham these days! What the
Hdl," he shrugged as he stuck his head back into theroom, "it wasalife. . . ."

We sipped our coffee. After awhilel said, "Have you been on your own very long?1 mean . . . your
wife?'

"Lily-Anne?" he glanced a me, blinked, and suddenly there was ape-culiar expression on hisface. "On
my own, you say. . . ." He straightened his shoulders, took adeep breath. "Well, | am onmy ownina
way, and in away I'm not. | have Ben— or would have if held get done with what he's doing and come
home— and Lily-Annesnot al that far away. In fact, sometimes | suspect she's sort of watching over
me, keeping me company, so to speak. Y ou know, when I'm fedling especidly lonely."

lla.]?l
"Well," he shrugged again. "1 mean she is here, now isn't she.” It was a statement, not a question.
"Here?' | was arting to have my doubts about Garth Bentham.

"I had her buried here," he nodded, which explained what he'd said and produced a certain sensation of
relief in me. "There was aMethodist church here once over, with its own burying ground. The church
went adonkey's years ago, of course, but the old grave-yard was still here when Lily-Anne died.”

"Was?' Our conversation was getting one-sided.



"Well, it ill is— but right on the edge, so to speak. It wasn't so bad then, though, and so | got
permission to have a service done here, and down she went where | could go and see her. | till do go to
see her, of course, now and then. But in another year or two . . . the sea. .. ." He shrugged again. "Time
and the tides, they wait for no man.”

Wefinished our coffee. | was going to have to be on my way soon, and sud-denly | didn't like the idea
of leaving him. Already | could feel the londliness creeping in. Perhaps he sensed my rest-lessness or
something. Certainly | could seethat he didn't want meto go just yet. In any case, he said:

"Maybeyou'd liketo walk down with me past the old timber yard, visit her grave. Oh, it's safe enough,
you don't have to worry. We may even come across old Ben down there. He some-times vidits her, too."

"Ah, well I'm not too sure about that,” | answered. "Thetime, you know?' But by the time we got down
the path to the gate | was asking: "How far isthe churchyard, anyway?' Who could tell, maybeI'd find
somelong-lost Lanesin therel " Arethere any old markers|eft standing?”

Garth chuckled and took my elbow. "1t makes a change to have some com-pany,” he said. "Comeon,
itsthisway."

Heled the way back to the barrier where it spanned the road, bent his back and ducked groaning under
it, then turned I eft up an overgrown com-muna path between gardens where the houses had been
stepped down the declining gradient. The detached bunga-low on our right — one of apair till standing,
while athird dumped on the raw edge of oblivion — had decayed dmost to the point where it was
col-lapaing inwards. Brambles luxuriated everywherein its garden, completely enclosing it. The roof
sagged and a chimney threatened to topple, making the whole structure seem highly sus-pect and more
than alittle dangerous.

"Partly subsidence, because of the undercutting action of the sea," Garth explained, "but mainly therot.
Therewasalot of wood in these places, but it'sal being esten away. | made mysdf aliving, barely, out
of the old bricks and timber in Easingham, but now | haveto be careful. Doesn't do to sdll stuff with the
rotinit."

"Therot?'

He paused for breath, leaned a hand on one hip, nodded and frowned. "Dry rot," he said. "Or Merulius
lacrymans asthey cal it in the books. It's been bad these last three years. Very bad! But when the last
of these old houses are gone, and what's lft of the timber yard, then it'll be gone, too."

"It?" We were getting back to single-word questions again. "The dry rot, you mean? I'm afraid | don't
know very much about it."

"Places on the coast are pronetoit,” he told me. "Whitby, Scarborough, placeslike that. All the damp
sea spray and the bad plumbing, the rains that comein and the inadequate drainage. That's how it starts.
It'safungus, needs alot of moisture— to get started, anyway. Y ou don't know much about it? Heck, |
used to think | knew quite abit about it, but now I'm not so sure!”

By then I'd remembered something. "A friend of minein London did men-tion to me how he was having
to have hisflat treated for it," | said, alittlelamely. "Expensive, gpparently.”

Garth nodded, straightened up. "Hard to kill," he said. "And when it's active, moveslike the plague! It's
active here, now! Too late for Easingham, and who gives adamn anyway? But you tell that friend of
yoursto sort out his exterior maintenance first: the guttering and the drainage. Get rid of the water
spil-lage, then dedl with therot. If aplaceisdry and airy, it's OK. Damp and musty spells danger!”



| nodded. "Thanks, | will tell him."

"Want to see something?' said Garth. "'I'll show you what old Merulius can do. See here, these old
paving flags? Seeif you can lever one up abit." | found apiece of rusting iron stave and dragged it out of
the ground where it supported arotting fence, then forced the sharp end into acrack between the
overgrown flags. And while | worked to loosen the paving stone, old Garth stood watching and carried
ontaking.

"Actudly, therésastory attached, if you careto hear it," he said. "Prob-ably al coincidenta or
circumgtantia, or some other big word like that — but queer the way it came about all the same.”

Hewaslosng meagain. | paused in my levering to look bemused (and maybe to wonder what on Earth
| was doing here), then grunted, and sweated, gave one more heave and flipped the flag over onto its
back. Underneath was hard-packed sand. | looked at it, shrugged, looked at Garth.

He nodded in that way of his, grinned, said: "Look. Now tell me what you make of thigl"

He got down on one knee, scooped alittle of the sand away. Just under the surface his hands met some
soft ob-struction. Garth wrinkled his nose and grimaced, got hisface down close to the earth, blew until
his weakened lungs started him coughing. Then he sat back and rested. Where heéld scraped and blown
the sand away, | made out what appeared to be a grey fibrous mass run-ning at right angles right under
the pathway. It was maybe six inches thick, looked like tightly-packed cotton wool. It might easily have
been glassfiber lagging for some pipe or other, and | said as much.

"But it isn't," Garth contradicted me. "It'saroot, afeder, atentacle. It's old man cancer himself —
timber can-cer — on the move and looking for anew victim. Oh, you won't see him mov-ing," that
strange ook was back on hisface, "or at least you shouldn't — but he's at it anyway. Hefinished those
houses there," he nodded at the dere-licts stepping down toward the new cliffs, “and now he's goneinto
this one on the | eft here. Another couple of sum-merslikethis'un and he'll be through the entire row to
my place. Except maybe I'll burn him out firgt.”

"Y ou mean this stuff — thisfiber—isdry rot?' | said. | suck my hand into the stuff and toreaclump
out. It made a soft tearing sound, like damp chipboard, except it was dry as old pa-per. "How do you
mean, you'll "burn him out?"

"I mean likel say," said Garth. "I'll search out and dig up al these threads—mycelium, they're called —
and st fireto 'em. They smoulder right through to afine white ash. And God—it stinks! Then I'll look
for the fruiting bodies, and —"

"Thewhat?' Hiswords had conjured up something vaguely obscenein my mind. "Fruiting bodies?’
"Lord, yed" hesaid. "Y ou want to see? Just follow me.”

Leaving the path, he stepped over alow brick wall to struggle through the undergrowth of the garden on
our left. Taking care not to get tangled up in the brambles, | followed him. The house seemed pretty
much intact, but a bay window in the ground floor had been broken and dl the glass tapped out of the
frame. "My winter preparations,” Garth explained. "I burn wood, see? So before winter comes, | get into
ahouselikethisone, rip out al the wooden fixings and break 'em down ready for burning. Thewood just
stayswhere | stack it, al prepared and waiting for the bad weather to comein. | knocked this window
out last week, but I've not beeninsde yet. | could smell it, see?' hetapped hisnose. "And | didn't much
carefor al those sporeson my lungs.”

He stepped up on apile of bricks, got oneleg over the sl and stuck hishead insgde. Then, turning his



head in dl directions, he sysematicaly sniffed theair. Finaly he seemed satisfied and disappeared inside.
| followed him. "Spores?' | said. "What sort of spores?”

Helooked at me, wiped his hand aong the window ledge, held it up so that | could see the red dust
accumu-lated on hisfingersand palm. " These spores,” he said. "Dry rot spores, of course! Haven't you
been ligening?"

"I have been ligening, yes," | an-swered sharply. "But | ask you: spores, mycdium, fruiting bodies?|
mean, | thought dry rot wasjust, well, rotting wood!"

"It'safungus" hetold me, alittleimpatiently. "Like amushroom, and it spreadsin much the same way.
Except it's destructive, and onceit gets started it's bloody hard to stop!™

"And you, an ex-cod miner," | stared at him in the gloom of the house wed invaded, "you're an expert
onit, right? How come, Garth?"

Again there was that troubled expression on hisface, and in the dim interior of the house he didn't try
too hard to mask it. Maybe it had some-thing to do with that story held prom-ised to tell me, but
doubtless he'd be as circuitous about that as he seemed to be about everything else. "Because I'veread it
up in books, that's how," hefi-nally broke into my thoughts. "To oc-cupy my time. When it first started to
spread out of the old timber yard, | looked it up. It's—" He gave asort of grimace. "— it'sinteresting,
thet'sall."

By now | waswishing | was on my way again. But by that | mustn't be misunderstood: I'm an
able-bodied man and | wasn't afraid of anything— and certainly not of Garth himself, who wasjust a
lonely, canny old-timer — but all of thisreally was getting to be awaste of my time. | had just made my
mind up to go back out through the window when he caught my arm.

"Oh, yes!" hesad. "Thisplaceisredly ripewithit! Can't you smdl it? Even with the window bust wide
open likethis, and the place nicdly dried out in the summer heat, il it's stinking the place out. Now just
you come over here and you'll seewhat you'll see”

Despite mysdlf, | wasinterested. And indeed | could sméll. . . something. A cloying mustiness? A
mushroomy taint? But not the nutty smell of fresh field mushrooms. More asort of vile stag-nation.
Something dead might smell likethis, long after the actual corrup-tion has ceased.. ..

Our eyes had grown somewhat ac-customed to the gloom. We looked about the room. " Careful how
you go," said Garth. " See the spores there? Try not to tir them up too much. They're worse than snuff,
believe mel" Hewasright: thered dust lay fairly thick on just about everything. By "everything”' | mean a
few old sticks of furniture, the worn carpet under our feet, the skirt-ing-board and various shelves and
ledges. Whichever family had moved out of here, they hadn't left aded of stuff behind them.

The skirting was of the heavy, old-fashioned variety: an inch and ahadf thick, nineinches deep, with a
fancy moulding along the top edge; they hadn't spared the wood in those days. Garth peered suspiciously
at the skirting-board, followed it away from the bay window and paused every pace to scrape the toe of
his boot down itsface. And eventudly when he did this— sud-denly the board crumbled to dust under
the pressure of histoe!

It was literdly as dramatic asthat: the white paint cracked away and the timber undernegth fell into a
heap of black, smoking dust. Another pace and Garth kicked again, with the same re-sult. He quickly
exposed aten-foot length of naked wall, on which even the plaster was |oose and flaky, and showed me
where strands of the cotton-wool mycelium had come up between the brickwork and the plaster from
below. "It sucks the cellulose right out of wood," he said. " Gets right into brick-work, too. Now look



here,” and he pointed at the old carpet under his feet. The threadbare weave showed a sort of raised
floral blossomor stain, like a blotch or blister, spreading outward away from the wall.

Garth got down on his hands and knees. "Just look at this," he said. He tore up the carpet and carefully
laid it back. Undernesth, the floorboards were warped, dark-stained, shrivelled so asto leave wide gaps
between them. And up through the gaps came those white, etiolated threads, spreading them-selves
along the underside of the carpet.

| wrinkled my nosein disgugt. "It'slikeadisease”" | said.

"It isadisease!" he corrected me. "It'sacancer, and houses die of it!" Then heinhaled noisily, pulled a
face of hisown, said: "Here. Right here." He pointed at the warped, rotting floorboards. "The very heart
of it. Give meahand." He got hisfingers down between apair of boards and gave atug, and it was at
once gpparent that he wouldn't be need-ing any help from me. What had once been a stout wooden
floorboard afull inch thick was now brittle as dry bark. It cracked upwards, flew apart, re-vealed the
dark cavities between the floor joists. Garth tossed bits of crum-bling wood aside, tore up more boards,
and a last "the very heart of it" lay open to our inspection.

"Therel" said Garth with a sort of grim satisfaction. He stood back and wiped his hands down his
trousers. "Now that iswhat you cdl afruiting body!"

It was roughly the size of afootbal, if not exactly that shape. Suspended between two joistsin acradle
of fibers, and adhering to one of thejoists asif partly flattened to it, the thing might have been agredt,
too-ripetomato. It was bright yellow at its centre, banded in various shades of yelow from the middle
out. It looked freakishly weird, like abad joke: thislump of ... of stuff — never amushroom — just
nestling there between the joidts.

Garth touched my arm and | jumped a foot. He said: "Y ou want to know where dl the moisture goes
— out of thiswood, | mean? Wdll, just touchiit.”

"Touch. .. that?"
"Heck, it can't biteyou! It'sjust afungus.”
"All the same, I'd rather not," | told him.

Hetook up a piece of floorboard and prodded the thing— and it squelched. The splintered point of the
wood sank into it likejelly. Its heart was mainly liquid, porous as asponge. "'Like ahuge egg yolk, isn't
it?" hesaid, hisvoice very quiet. He was plainly fascinated.

Suddenly | felt nauseous. The hest, the oppressive closeness of the room, the spore-laden air. | stepped
dizzily backward and stumbled against an old armchair. The rot had been there, too, for the chair just
fragmented into adozen piecesthat puffed red dust al over the place. My foot sank right down through
the carpet and mushy boards into darkness and stench — and in an-other moment I'd panicked.

Somehow | tumbled myself back out through the window, and ended up on my back in the brambles.
Then Garth was standing over me, shaking his head and tut-tutting. "Told you not to stir up the dust,” he
sad. "It chokes your air and stifles you. Worse than being down apit. Areyou al right?'

My heart stopped hammering and | was, of course, al right. | got up. "A touch of claustrophobia,” |
told him. "I suffer fromi it at times. Anyway, | think I've taken up enough of your time, Garth. | should be

getting on my way."
"What?' he protested. "A lovely day like thisand you want to be driving off somewhere? And besides,



there were things | wanted to tell you, and others1'd ask you — and we haven't been down to
Lily-Annesgrave." Helooked dis-gppointed. "Anyway, you shouldn't be driving if youre feding all
shakenup. ..."

He was right about that part of it, anyway: | did fed shaky, not to mention foolish! And perhaps more
importantly, | was ill very much aware of the old man'slondiness. What if it was my mother who'd
died, and my father had been left on hisown up in Durham?"Very wel," | said, at the same time damning
mysdf for awesk fool, "let'sgo and see Lily-Annes grave.™

"Good!" Garth dapped my back. "And no more diversons— we go sraight there."

Following the paved path as before and climbing agentle rise, we started walking. We angled alittle
inland from the unseen cliffs where the green, roll-ing fields came to an abrupt end and fell down to the
seq; and aswe went | gave alittle thought to the chain of in-cidentsin which I'd found mysdlf in-volved
through the last hour or so.

Now, I'd bealiar if | said that nothing had struck me as strange in Eas-ingham, for quite abit had. Not
least the dry rot: its apparent profusion and migration through the place, and old Garth's peculiar
knowledge and under-standing of the stuff. His— affinity? — withit. "Y ou said there was a story
attached,” | reminded him.". .. To that horrible fungus, | mean.”

He looked at me sideways, and | sensed he was on the point of telling me something. But at that
moment we crested the rise and the view just took my breath away. We could see for miles up and down
the coadt: to the dow, white breakers rolling in on some beach way to the north, and southwardsto a
distance-misted seaside town which might even be Whitby. And we paused to fill our lungswith good air
blowing fresh off the sea.

"There," said Garth. "And how's thisfor freedom? Just me and old Ben and the gulls for miles and miles,
and I'm not so sure but that thisistheway | likeit. Now wasn't it worth it to come up here? All this open
space and the great curve of the horizon. . . ." Then thelook of satisfaction dipped from hisfaceto be
replaced by amore serious expression. "There's old Easingham's cemetery — what's lft of it."

He pointed down toward the cliffs, where abadly weathered stone wall formed part of a square whose
sdes would have been maybe fifty yardslong in the old days. But in those days theréd aso been a
stubby promontory, and achurch. Now only onewall, run-ning parald with the path, sood com-plete
— beyond which two-thirds of the churchyard had been claimed by the sea. Its occupants, too, |
supposed.

"See that haf-timbered shack," said Garth, pointing, "at thisend of the cem-etery? That's what's | eft of
Johnson's Mill. Johnson's sawmill, that is. That shack used to be Old Man Johnson's office. A long line of
Johnsons ran acouple of farmsthat enclosed dl the fields round here right down to the cliffs. Pasture,
mogtly, with lots of fine animas grazing right here. But asthe fieds got eaten away and the buildings
themsalves started to be threatened, that's when half the Johnsons moved out and the rest bought abig
housein thevillage. They gave up farming and started the mill, working timber for the local building trade.

"Folksround here said it wasaain, al that noise of sawing and planing, right next door to a churchyard.
But... it was Old Man Johnson's land after dl. Well, the saswmill business kept going 'til atime some
seven years ago, when aredlly bad blow took a huge bite right out of the bay one night. The seaward
wall of the graveyard went, and half of the timber yard, too, and that closed old Johnson down. He sold
what machinery he had left, plus afew stacks of good oak that hadn't suffered, and moved out lock,
stock and barrdl. Just aswdll, for the very next spring his big house and two others close to the edge of



the cliffs got taken. The seagets‘em dl intheend.

"Before then, though — a atime when just about everybody €se was moving out of Easingham —
Lily-Anne and me had moved in! Asl| told you, we got our bungaow for a song, and of coursewe
picked oursalves a house standing well back from the brink. We were getting on a bit; another twenty
years or o should see us out; after that the seacould do itsworst. But.. . well, it didn't quite work out
that way."

While hetalked, Garth had led the way down across the open fields to the graveyard wall. The breeze
was blus-tery here and fluttered his words back into my face:

"S0o you see, within just acouple of years of our settling here, the village was derelict, and all that
remained of people was us and a handful of John-sons still working the mill. Then Lily-Anne came down
with something and died, and | had her put down in the ground here in Easingham — so's1'd be near her,
you know?

"That's where the coincidences start to come in, for she went only a couple of months after the
shipwreck. Now | don't suppose you'd remember that; it wasn't much, just an old Portuguese freighter
that foundered in a storm. Lifeboats took the crew off, and she'd already unloaded her cargo somewhere
up the coast, so the incident didn't cre-ate much of ato-do in the newspapers. But she'd carried afair bit
of hardwood ballagt, that old ship, and balks of the stuff would keep drifting ashore: grest long
twelve-by-twelves of it. Of course, Old Man Johnson wasn't one to miss out on abit of good timber like
that, not when it was being washed up right on his doorstep, so to spesk.. ..

"Anyway, when Lily-Anne died | made the proper arrangements, and | went down to see old Johnson
who told me he/d make me a coffin out of this Haitian hardwood."

"Haitian?" maybe my voice showed something of my surprise.
"That'sright,” said Garth, more dowly. He looked at me wonderingly. " Anything wrong with that?*
| shrugged, shook my head. "Rather romantic, | thought,” | said. "Timber from atropica ide."

"| thought 0, t00," he agreed. And after awhile he continued: "Wéll, de-spite having been in the sea,
the stuff could till be cut into fine, heavy pands, and it still French polished to abeau-tiful finish. So that
wasthat: Lily-Anne got alovely coffin. Except —"

"Yes?' | prompted him.

He pursed hislips. "Except | got to thinking — later, you know — asto how maybe the rot came here
inthat wood. God knowsit'sadamn funny variety of fungus after al. But then thisHaiti — well,
apparently it'sadamned funny place. They cdl it ‘the Voodoo Idand,’ you know?"

"Black magic?' | smiled. "I think we've advanced abit beyond thinking such asthat, Garth."

"Maybe and maybe not," he an-swered. "But voodoo or no voodoo, it's still afunny place, that Haiti.
Far away and exatic.. .."

By now we'd found agap in the old stone wall and climbed over the tum-bled stonesinto the graveyard
proper. From where we stood, another twenty paces would take usright to the raw edge of the cliff
where it sheared dead straight through the overgrown, badly neglected plots and headstones. " So here it
is" sad Garth, pointing. "Lily-Années grave, secure for now in what little isleft of Easngham'sold
ceme-tery." Hisvoicefdl alittle, grew rag-ged: "But you know, thefact is| wish I'd never put her down
herein thefirg place. And I'd give anything that | hadn't buried her in that coffin built of Old Man



Johnson's ballast wood."

The plot was aneat oblong picked out in ova pebbles. It had been weeded round its border, and from
its bottom edge to the foot of the Smple headstone it was decked in flowers, some wild and others cut
from Easingham's deserted gardens. It was deep in flowers, and the ones undernesth were withered and
had been compressed by those on top. Obvioudy Garth came here more often than just “now and then".
It wasthe only plot in Sight that had been paid any sort of attention, but in the circum-stances that wasn't
surprising.

"Y ou're wondering why there are so many flowers, eh?' Garth sat down on araised dab close by.
| shook my head, sat down beside him. "No, | know why. Y ou must have thought the world of her."

"Y ou don't know why," he answered. "I did think the world of her, but that's not why. It's not the only
reason, any-way. I'll show you."

He got down on his knees beside the grave, began laying aside the flowers. Right down to the marble
chips he went, then scooped an amount of the polished gravel to one side. He made asmall mound of it.
Whatever | had ex-pected to seein the small excavation, it wasn't the cylindrica, fibrous surface— like
the upper section of alagged pipe— which cameinto view. | sucked in my breath sharply.

There were tearsin Garth's eyes as he flattened the marble chips back into place. "Theflowersare so |
won't seeitif it ever breaksthe surface,” he said. " See, | can't bear the thought of that filthy stuff in her
coffin. | mean, what if it'slike what you saw under the floor-boardsin that house back there?' He sat
down again, and his hands trembled as he took out an old wallet, and re-moved a photograph to giveit
tome. "That'sLily-Anne," he said. "But God! — | don't liketheideaof that stuff fruit-ing on her. ..."

Aghadt at the thoughts his words conjured, | looked at the photograph. A homely woman in her late
fifties, seated in achair besde afencein agarden | recognized as Garth's. Except the gar-den had been
well-tended then. One shoulder seemed dumped alittle, and though she amiled, still | could sensethe
painin her face. "Just afew weeks before she died,” said Garth. "It was her lungs. Funny that | worked in
the pit dl those years, and it was her lungs gave out. And now she's here, and so's this Suff.”

| had to say something. "But . . . where did it come from. | mean, how did it come, well, here? | don't
know much about dry rot, no, but | would have thought it confined itsalf to houses.”

"That'swhat | wastelling you," he said, taking back the photograph. "The British variety does. But not
thisstuff. It'sweird and different! That'swhy | think it might have come here with that ballast wood. Asto
how it got into the churchyard: that's easy. Come and see for yourself."

| followed him where he made his way between the weedy plots toward the leaning, haf-timbered
shack. "Isthat the source? Johnson's timber-yard?”

He nodded. "For sure. But look here."

| looked where he pointed. We were ill in the graveyard, approaching the tumble-down end wall,
beyond which stood the derdlict shack. Running in aparallel series aong the dry ground, from the mill
and into the graveyard, deep cracks showed through the tan-gled brambles, briars and grasses. One of
these cracks, wider than the others, had actudly split aheavy horizontd marble dab right down itslength.
Garth grunted. "That wasn't done last time | was here." he said.

"The sedsbeen at it again,” | nodded. "Undermining the cliffs. Maybe we're not as safe here as you
think."



Heglanced a me. "Not the seathistime,” he said, very definitdy. "Some-thing el se entirely. See, theré's
been no rain for weeks. Everything'sdry. And it getsthirsty same aswe do. Give me ahand.”

He stood beside the broken dab and got hisfingersinto the crack. It was obvious that he intended to
open up thetomb. "Garth,” | cautioned him. "Isn't thisalittle ghoulish? Do you redly in-tend to desecrate
thisgrave?'

"Seethe date?' hesaid. "1847. Heck, | don't think hed mind, whoever heis. Desecration? Why, he
might even thank usfor alittle sweet sunlight! What are you afraid of ? There can only be dust and bones
down there now."

Full of guilt, | looked dl about while Garth struggled with the fractured dab. It was a safe bet that there
wasn't aliving soul for milesaround, but | checked anyway. Opening gravesisn't my sort of thing. But
having discovered him for a stubborn old man, | knew that if | didn't help him held find away to do it by
himsdalf anyway; and so | ap-plied mysdlf to the task. Between the two of uswe wrestled one of thetwo
halvesto the edge of its base, finaly toppled it over. A choking fungus reek at once rushed out to engulf
us! Or maybe the smell was of something else and I'd smply smelled what | "ex-pected” to.

Garth pulled asour face. "Ugh!" washisonly comment.

Theair cleared and we looked into the tomb. In there, acoffin just alittle over three feet long, and the
broken sarcophagus around it filled with dust, cobwebs and afew leaves. Garth glanced a me out of the
corner of hiseye. "So now you think I'm wrong, en?'




"About what?' | answered. "It'sjust achild's coffin.”

"Just alittle'un, aye," he nodded. "And hislittle coffin looksintact, doesn't it? But isit?" Beforel could
reply he reached down and rapped with his horny knuckles on the wooden lid.

And despite the fact that the sun was shining down on us, and for al that the seagulls cried and the
world seemed at peace, till my hair stood on end at what happened next. For the coffin lid col-lapsed
like apuff-bal and fdl into dusty debris, and — God help me— something in the box gave a grunt
and puffed itself up into view!

I'm not acoward, but there are times when my limbs have awill of their own. Once when adrunk
insulted my wife, | struck him without conscioudy know-ing I'd doneit. It wasthat fast, the re-action that
inginctive. And the same now. | didn't pause to draw breath until 1'd cleared the wall and was haf-way
up the field to the paved path; and even then | probably wouldn't have stopped, except | tripped and fell
flat, and knocked dl the wind out of mysdif.

By thetime | stopped shaking and sat up, Garth was puffing and panting up the dope toward me. "It's
al right," hewas gasping. "It was nothing. Just therot. It had grown in there and crammed itself so tight,
so confined, that when the coffin caved-in. . . ."

Hewasright and | knew it. | had known it even with my flesh crawling, my legs, heart and lungs
pumping. But even so: "Therewere. .. bonesinit!" | sad, contrary to common sense. "A skull.”

He drew close, sank down besde me gulping &t the air. "Thellittle un'sbones," he panted, "caught upin
thefibers. | just wanted to show you the extent of the thing. Didn't want to scare you to death!”

"I know, | know," | patted his hand. "But when it moved —"

"It was just the effect of the box col-lapsing,” he explained, logically. "Nat-urd expansion. Set freg, it
unwound like ajack-in-the-box. And the noise it made —"

"— That was the sound of its scraping againgt the rotten timber, amplified by the sarcophagus,” |
nodded. "1 know al that. It shocked me, that'sdl. In fact, two hoursin your bloody Easingham have
given me enough shocksto last alifetime!™

"But you see what | mean about therot?' We stood up, both of us till alittle shaky.

"Oh, yes, | seewhat you mean. | don't understand your obsession, that'sal. Why don't you just leave
the damned stuff done?'

He shrugged but made no answer, and so we made our way back toward his home. On our way the
slence be-tween us was broken only once. "Therel” said Garth, looking back toward the brow of the
hill. Y ou seehim?'

| looked back, saw the dark outline of an Alsatian dog slhouetted againgt therise. "Ben?' Even as|
spoke the name, so the dog disappeared into the long grass beside the path.

"Ben!" Garth called, and blew his piercing whistle. But with no result. The old man worriedly shook his
head. "Can't think what's come over him," he said. "Then again, I'm more his friend than his master.
Weve dways pretty much looked after oursalves. At least | know that he hasn't run off. . . ."

Then we were back at Garth's house, but | didn't go in. His offer of another coffee couldn't tempt me. It



wastime| wason my way again. "If ever you're back thisway —" he said as| got into the car.
| nodded, leaned out of my window.

"Garth, why the Hell don't you get out of here? | mean, there's nothing here for you now. Why don't you
take Ben and just clear out.”

He smiled, shook his head, then shook my hand. "Wheréd we go?' he asked. "And
anyway,Lily-Annés gill here. Sometimesin the night, when it'shot and | have trouble deeping, | can fed
she'svery closeto me. Anyway, | know you mean well."

That wasthat. | turned the car round and drove off, acknowledged hisfind wave by lifting my hand
briefly, so that he'd seeiit.

Then, driving round a gentle bend and as the old man side-dipped out of my rearview mirror, | saw
Ben. Hewas crossing the road in front of me. | ap-plied my brakes, let him get out of the way. It could
only be Ben, | supposed: abig Alsatian, shaggy, yellow-eyed. And yet | caught only aglimpse; | was
more interested in controlling the car, in being sure that he was safely out of the way.

It was only after he'd gone through the hedge and out of sight into afield that an after-image of the dog
surfaced in my mind: the way he'd seemed to limp — hisbelly hairs, so long asto hang down and trail on
the ground, even though he wasn't dinking— a bright splash of yellow on hisside, asif held brushed up
agang something freshly painted.

Perhaps understandably, peculiar images bothered me dl the way back to London; yes, and for quitea
long time &fter...

Before |l knew it ayear had gone by, then elghteen months, and memories of those strange hours spent
in Eas-ingham were fast receding. Faded with them was that promise | had made my-sdlf to vist my
parents more fre-quently. Then | got aletter to say my mother hadn't been feeling too well, and another
right on its heelsto say she was dead. She'd gonein her deep, nice and easy. Thislast wasfrom a
neighbour of theirs: my father wasn't much up to writing right now, or much of anything esefor that
meatter; the funeral would beon ... a... ec, etc.

God! — how guilty | felt driving up there, and more guilty with every mile that flashed by under my car's
whedls. And dl | could do was choke the guilt and the tears back and drive, and fed the dull, empty ache
inmy heart that | knew my father would befedling in his. And of course that was when | reemembered
old Garth Bentham in Eas-ingham, and my "advice" that he should get out of that place. It had been a
cold sort of thing to say to him. Even crudl. But | hadn't known that then. | hadn't thought.

Welaid Mato rest and | stayed with the Old Man for afew days, but heredlly didn't want me around.
| thought about saying: "Why don't you sell up, come and live with usin London.” We had plenty of
room. But then | thought of Garth again and kept my mouth shut. Dad would work it out for himsdlf in the
fullnessof time.

It was late on acold Wednesday after-noon when | started out for London again, and | kept thinking
how londly it must bein old Easingham. | found mysalf wondering if Garth ever took abdlt or filled a
pipe, if he could even afford to, and ... I'd promised him that if | was ever back up thisway 1'd look him
up, hadn't 1?1 stopped at an off-license, bought a bottle of half-decent whisky and some pipe and rolling
baccy, and acarton of two hundred cigarettes and afew cigars. Whatever was his pleasure, 1'd probably
covered it. And if he didn't smoke, well | could aways give the tobacco goods to someone who did.

My plan wasto spend just an hour with Garth, then head for the motorway and driveto Londonin



darkness. | don't mind driving in the dark, when the weather and visibility are good and the driving lanes
al but empty, and the night music comes sharp and clear out of the radio to keep me awake.

But approaching Easingham down that neglected cul-de-sac of aroad, | saw that | wasn't going to have
any such easy time of it. A storm was gath-ering out to sea, piling up the thunder-heads like beetling
black brows dl dong the twilight horizon. | could see continuous flashes of lightning out there, and even
before | reached my destina-tion | could hear the high seas thun-dering againgt the dliffs. When | did get
there —

Wéll, | held back from driving quite asfar asthe barrier, because only alittle way beyond it my
headlights had picked out black, empty space. Of the three houses which had stood closest to the cliffs
only onewas left, and that one dumped right on the rim. So | stopped directly opposite Garth's place,
gave ahonk on my horn, then switched off and got out of the car with my carrier-bag full of gifts. Making
my way to the house, the rush and roar of the seawas perfectly audible, transferring itsalf physicaly
through the earth to my feet. Indeed the bleak, unforgiving ocean seemed to beworking itsdf upinto a
red fury.

Then, in amoment, the sky darkened over and the rain came on out of no-where, bitter-cold and
squdly, and | found mysdlf running up the overgrown garden path to Garth's door. Which waswhen |
began to fed redly foolish. Therewas no sign of life behind the grimy windows, neither aglimmer of light
showing, nor apuff of smoke from the chimney. Maybe Garth had taken my advice and got out of it after
dl.

Cadling hisname over therattle of distant thunder, | knocked on the door. After along minute there was
till no answer. But thiswas no good; | was getting wet and angry with mysdlf; | tried the doorknob, and
the door swung open. | stepped inside, into deep gloom, and groped on thewall near the door for alight
switch. | found it, but the light wasn't working. Of course it wasn't: there was no dectricity! thiswasa
ghost town, derdlict, forgotten. And the last time | was here it had been in broad daylight.

But. .. Garth had made coffee for me. On agas-ring? It must have been.

Standing therein the smal cloak-room shaking rain off mysdf, my eyeswere growing more accustomed
to the gloom. The cloakroom seemed just as| remembered it: severd piecesof tal, dark furniture,
pine-pandled inner wals, the old grandfather clock stand-ing in one corner. Except thet thistime... . the
clock wasn't clucking. The pendulum was till, avertica bar of brassy fire where lightning suddenly
brought the room to life. Then it was dark again — if anything even darker than before— and the
windows rattled as thunder came down in arolling, re-ceding drumbest.

"Garth!" | called again, my voice ech-oing through the old house. "It'sme, Greg Lane. | said I'd dropin
sometime.. . 7' No answer, just the hiss of therain outside, the fed of my collar damp against my neck,
and thethick, rising smell of ... of what? And sud-denly | remembered very clearly the details of my last
vigt here.

"Garth!" | tried onelast time, and | stepped to the door of hisliving-room and pushed it open. Asl did
so there came alull inthe beating rain. | heard the floorboards creak under my feet, but | dso heard ... a
groan? My sen-gitivity at once rose by severa degrees. Wasthat Garth? Was he hurt? My God! What
had he said to me that time? " One of these days the postman will find me stretched out in here, and hell
think: ‘well, | needn't come out here anymore.’

| had to have light. Theréd be matchesin the kitchen, maybe even atorch. In the absence of amains
supply, Garth would surely haveto have atorch. Mak-ing my way shufflingly, very cautioudy acrossthe
dark room toward the kitchen, | was conscious that the smell was more concentrated here. Wasiit just



the smell of an old, derelict house, or was it some-thing worse? Then, outside, lightning flashed again, and
briefly the room waslit up in awhite glare. Before the dark-ness fell once more, | saw someone dumped
on the old settee where Garth had served me coffee.. ..

"Garth?' theword came out half-strangled. | hadn't wanted to say it; it had just gurgled from my tongue.
For though I'd seen only a silhouette, out-lined by the split-second flash, it hadn't looked like Garth at all.
It had been much more like someone else I'd once seen — in a photograph. That drooping right
shoulder.

My skin prickled as| stepped on shiv-ery feet through the open door into the kitchen. | forced myself
to draw breath, to think clearly. If I'd seen anyone or anything at all back there (it could have been old
boxes piled on the settee, or aroll of carpet leaning there), then it most probably had been Garth, which
would explain that groan. It was him, of courseit was. But in the storm, and remembering what | did of
this place, my mind was playing morbid tricks with me. No, it was Garth, and he could well bein serious
trouble. | got agrip of mysdf, quickly looked al around.

A little light came into the kitchen through a high back window. There was atwo-ring gas cooker, asink
and drai-ner-board with adrawer under the sink. | pulled open the drawer and felt about insdeit. My
nervous hand struck what was unmistakably alarge box of maiches, and — yes, the smooth heavy
cylinder of ahand torch!

And al thetime | was aware that someone was or might be dumped on a settee just afew swift paces
away through the door to the living-room. With my hand still insde the drawer, | pressed the stud of the
torch and was rewarded when aweak beam probed out to turn my fingers pink. Well, it wasn't a
powerful beam, but any sort of light had to be better than total dark-ness.

Armed with the torch, which felt about as good as aweapon in my hand, | forced myself to move back
into the living-room and directed my beam at the settee. But oh, Jesus— dl that sat therewas a
monstrous grey mushroom! It was agreat fibrous mass, growing out of and welded with mycdlium
strands to the settee, and in its centre an ob-scene yellow fruiting body. But for God's sake, it had the
shape and outline and look of an old woman, and it had Lily-Anne's deflated chest and dumped
shoulder!

| don't know how | held onto the torch, how | kept from screaming out loud, why | Smply didn't fall
uncon-scious. That's the sort of shock | expe-rienced. But | did none of these things. Instead, on
nervelesslegs, | backed away, backed right into an old ward-robe or Welsh-dresser. At least, | backed
into what had once been apiece of fur-niture. But now it was something else.

Soft as sponge, the thing collapsed and sent me sprawling. Dust and (I imagined) dark red sporesrose
up everywhere, and | skidded on my back in shards of crumbling wood and mat-ted webs of fiber. And
lolling out of the darkness behind where the dresser had stood — bloating out like some loath-some
puppet or dummy — a second fun-goid figure leaned toward me. And thistimeit was a caricature of
Ben!

Helolled there, held up on four fiber legs, muzzle snarling soundlesdy, for dl the world tensed to spring
— and al hewaswas a harmless fungousthing. And yet thistime | did scream. Or | think | did, but the
thunder came to drown me out.

Then | was on my feet, and my feet were through the rotten floorboards, and | didn't care except | had
to get out of there, out of that choking, stinking, collapsng —

| sumbled, crumbled my way into the tiny cloakroom, tripped and crashed into the clock where it
stood in the cor-ner. It was like a nightmare chain-re-action which I'd started and couldn't stop; the old



grandfather just crumpled up onitself, itsmeta parts clanging together as the wood disintegrated around
them. And dl the furniture fol-lowing suit, and the very wall pandling smoking into ruin where| fell againgt
it.

And there where that infected timber had been, there he ssood — old Garth himself! He leaned half out
of thewadll like agreat nodding manikin, his entire head alivid yellow blotch, hisarm and hand making a

noise like a huge puff-bal bursting underfoot where they sep-arated from his sde to point floppingly
toward the open door. | needed no more urging.

"God! Yed I'mgoing!" | told him, as| plunged out into the storm . ..

* % *

After that... nothing, not for sometime. | cameto in ahospital in Stokes-ley about noon the next day.
Appar-ently I'd run off the road on the outskirts of some village or other, and they'd dragged me out of
my car whereit lay upside-down in aditch. | was banged-up and so couldn't do much talking, whichis
probably aswell.

But in the newspapers | read how what was |eft of Easingham had gone into the seain the night. The
church-yard, Haitian timber, terrible dry rot fungus, the whole thing, diding down into the seaand washed
away forever on thetides.

And yet now | sometimesthink:

Where did dl that wood go that Garth had been sdlling for years? And what of al those spores|'d
bresthed and touched and rolled around in? And sometimes when | think things like that it makes mefed
quiteill.

| suppose | shal just haveto wait and see. ...



BECAUSE

Outside shining windows, snow isfaling;
warmth pervades the peaceful quiet rooms
asfirelight flickers on the polished hearth —
so why does he pace across the rug, down
the hdll, through adoor and back again?
Again and again, asthe fresh snow fdls,

till thefailing embers shift to ash

and the room grows cold?

Because the snow brings memories,
because heishaunted by thelife

he never whally lived.

Because heisold.

— Josegph Payne Brennan



AFTERTHELAST ELFISDEAD
by Harry Turtledove

The city of Lerellim burned. Vasak reckoned agood omen the scarlet flames and black smoke
mounting to the sky: black and scarlet were the colors of the Dark Brother the high captain served.

An ogre came up to Vasak, savage head bent in salute while it waited for him to noticeit. "Lord, the
quarter by theriver istaken," it reported.

The man nodded. "Good. Only the citadel |eft, then." His eyes narrowed as he studied the great stone
pile ahead. Atop the tallest tower, the Green Star till flew, the proud banner snapping defiancein the
breeze. Men and elves shot from the battlements at the Dark Brother'sring of troops asit tightened
around them.

Vasak rubbed his chin. The citadd would be expensive to take. The high captain's mouth widened in a
tight-lipped smile. He knew the difference between expensve and impossible.

Thunderbolts lashed out from the for-tress, spears of green light. Vasak swore, and had to wait for his
vision to clear to see what damage the enemy's magic had done. He smiled again: a-most none. The
Dark Brother put forth all his might now, to end oncefor al the pretensions of these bandits who had for
50 long presumed to style them-selves High Kingsin his despite.

Vasak turned to hislieutenant. " Gather astorming party, Gersner. We will go in through the main gate,
once our wizards have thrown it down."

"It shal be done, high captain.” Gers-ner was smdll, thin, and quiet; anyone who did not known him
would have had trouble imagining him as any kind of soldier. Vasak knew him, and knew hisworth.
Within minutes, men and ogres began gathering before the main gate. A proper murderous crew, Vasak
thought, amost fondly. The warriors brandished swords, spears, maces. Whatever the butcher's bill they
would haveto pay, they knew they stood on the edge of victory.

Two black-robed wizards, one with a bandage on his head, made their way through the storming party.
Soldiers stepped back fearfully, letting them pass. They in turn bowed before Vasak. To wield their
magic, they had to stland high in the Dark Brother's favor. He stood higher, and they knew it.

He pointed. "Take out the gates."

They bowed again, and stayed bowed, gathering their strength. Then they straightened. Crimson rays
shot from their fingertips, crimson fire smote the meta &t the top of the gates and ran dripping down
them, asif it were somethick liquid. Where the fire stuck and clung, the metal was no more.

Then the clingfire dowed, nearly stopped. The bandaged wizard stag-gered, groaned, gave back a
pace.

"Counterspell!" his comrade gasped hoarsely. He cried out aWord of power so terrible even Valsak
frowned. That Word was plenty to occupy the men or elvish wizards trapped in the citadel. With them
distracted thus, the other black-robe recovered himself, stepped up to stand by his colleague again. The
fire began to advance once more, faster and faster.

Soon the gates were burned away. The harsh smoke from them made Vasak cough. He drew his
sword, picked up hisshidd. "Forward!" he shouted. He charged with hiswarriors. No offi-cer could
make troops dare anything they thought him unwilling to risk himsdlf.



Archers appeared in the blasted door-way. Elf-shot shaftsflew far, fast, and straight. Men and ogres
behind Vasak fell. An arrow thudded againgt his buckler. The shield wasthin and looked flimsy, but the
magic in it gave better protection than any weight of wood or meta. Not even f-arrowswould pierceit,
not today.









The archers saw they were too few to break up Vasak's attack. Those his own bowmen had not dain
darted aside, to be replaced by heavily armored men and elves.

"If their gates can't hold us out, their damned soldierswon't!" Vasak yelled. His storming column's
cheersrose to the skies, dong with the smoke from falling Lerelim.

Recognizing the high captain as hisfoes commander, an eflord sprang out to meet him in single combat.
The df wastadl and fair, after the fashion of hiskind, with gold hair streaming from benesth his shining
dlvered hdm. Not ahint of fear sullied his noble features, more than anything e se, he seemed sorrowful
as he swung up hislong straight blade. Even in mail, he moved gracefully asahunting cat.

Vassk killed him.

Cunning alone had not raised the high captain to hisrank. As happened often in the Dark Brother's
armies, he had climbed over the bodies of rivas, many of them dain by hisown hand. And in the wars
againg the High Kings and their evish dlies, he fought dways at the fore.

Hewould never be so fluid awarrior as the eflord he faced, nor quite as quick. But he was strong and
clever, clever enough to turn his awkwardness to advantage. What seemed a ssumble was not. His shield
turned the ef's blow; his own sword legped out to punch through gorget and throat alike.

The dflord's fine mouth twisted in pain. His eyes, blue asthe sky had been before the fires started,
misted over. Ashisfoe crumpled, Vasak felt something sigh past him: the ef's soul, bound for the Ide of
Forever in the Utmost West. Flee while you can, the high captain thought — one day the Dark
Brother may hunt you even there.

Thefdl of their leader threw the gateway's defendersinto degper de-spair than had been theirs before.
With some, that increased their fury, so they fought without regard for their own safety and were sooner
killed than might otherwise have been true. Oth-ers, unmanned, thought of flight, weak-ening the stand
till more. Soon Vasak and hiswarriorswereloose in the cit-addl.

He knew where he wanted to take them. " The throneroom!™ he cried. "Those who cast down the last of
thisrebe line surely will earn greet re-wards from our master!” The cheers of men and ogres echoed
down the corri-dors ahead of them asthey stormed after Va sak. Some might have dreamed of lordships
under the Dark Brother, some of loot beyond counting; some of women therefor the taking; the ogres,
perhaps, just of hot manflesh to eat. All their dreams might turn real now, and they knew it.

There was plenty more fighting on the way. Desperate parties of men and eves flung themsaves at
Valsak's band. The high captain got adash on his cheek, and never remembered when or how. But the
defenders were too few, with too many threets to meet: not only was the gate riven, but by thistime the
Dark Brother's armies had to have flung ladders and towers againgt the citade'swalls. Like the city
outside, it wasfdling.

"Hal Wearethefirst!" Gersner called when the invaders burst past the silver doors of the throneroom
and saw none of the Dark Brother's other minions had come so far so fast.

In front of the guards around the High King's throne, a white-robed, white-bearded wizard till
incanted, calling on the Light. "Fool! The Light hasfalled!" Vasak shouted. The wizard paid no heed.
Vasak turned to Gersner. "Slay him.”

"Aye." The smaler man sprang for-ward. Thewizard tried to fling light-ning a him, but the levinbolt
shriveled before it was well begun. Laughing, Gersner sworded the old man down.



Vasak'swarriors flung themselves on the guards. The high captain saw they had the numbers and fury
to pre-vall. That |eft only the High King. His sword was drawn, but he ill sat on the throne, asif while
his fundament rested there he remained ruler of the Western Realm.

Maybe that sort of mydtic tie had ex-isted once, but the Dark Brother's rise broke all such asunder.
Watching hisguards, men and dlves, diefor him, the high King must have redlized that. He sprang to his
feet, crying to Vasak, "I'll not live, for you, filthy master, to make sport of!"

To Vas's disgppointment, the High King did fight so fiercely he made hisfoeskill him. "Miserable
bastard,” Ger-sner muttered, a hand to hisribs; one of the High King's dashes had almost pierced his
mailshirt and the leather beneath it, and must have left atre-mendous bruise. By then, though, the last
guards were down, the men and ogres taking turns shoving stedl into the corpse asit lay sprawled on the
steps before the throne.

Abovetheroya sedt, the air began to shimmer and twigt, asif being kneaded by unseen hands. Then
the Dark Brother, in al his dreadful mgj-esty, assumed the throne he had cov-eted through the five ages
sncethe First Beginning. Hiswarriors bent the knee before him as, smiling, he sur-veyed the carnagein
the throneroom.

He spoke then, and Va sak knew hiswords echoed from the Frozen Waste in the north to the deserts
and steaming jungles of the Hotlands. "Theworld ismine!™ he said.

"The world may be the Dark Brother's, but somefolk have yet to believeit," Vasak said sourly ashis
long column of horsemen and footsoldiers moved dowly toward the mountainslooming ahead. His
backsde ached from aweek in the saddle.

Gersner frowned. "Our job isto teach them," he said, atouch of reproof in hisvoice.

"Aye" Vasak said. "Teach them we do.” His eyes went to the fields to one side of the road. Bands of
marauders wearing the Dark Brother's black sur-coats were plundering the farmsthere. Some farmers
must have been resisting from one stout building, for severa raiders were working toward it with torches.

Vasak swung up amailed hand. "Column I&ft!" he called, and trotted toward the farm building. Riders
fol-lowed. "Nock arrows," he added, and fit his own action to word.

The Dark Brother'sirregulars cheered to see reinforcementsriding to their aid. But Vasak led his
troopersto cor-don the farm building away from the raiders, and his men faced out, not in.

The marauders leader, a man with features so dark and heavy he might have been a quarter ogre,
angrily rushed up to Vasak. "Who do you think you are, and what in the name of the Dark Brother's
dungeons areyou playing a?' he shouted.

"l am the high captain Vasak, and if you invoke the Dark Brother's dun-geonsin my hearing again, you
will earn the chance to see what you have cdled upon,” Vasak said. He sat quiet upon his horse, coldly
garing down asthe fellow in front of him wilted. Then he went on, "1 will give you back the second part
of your question: what are you playing a here?'

"Just having abit of sport,” the other said. "We won, after dl; why not take the chance to enjoy it?"

"Becauseif you go about burning farms, wewill al be hungry by and by. | have fought for the Dark
Brother more years than you have lived" — a guess, but agood one, and one calcu-lated to put the
marauder in fear, for Vasak looked no older than he— "and | have never known his soldiersto be
exempt from the need to eat. The war we fought took out enough farms on its own. | do not think the



Dark Brother would thank you for wantonly destroy-ing more of what ishis."

He expected that to finish demord-izing theirregular, but the fellow had more to him than Vasak had
expected. He put hands on hips and said, "Hoity-toity! Y ou tak like that, why weren't you on the other
gdea Lerdlim?You

He never got farther than that. VVal-sak nodded to the archer at hisleft. A bowstring thrummed. The
irregular clutched at the arrow that suddenly sprouted in his chest. Still wearing alook of outraged
dishdlief, he toppled.

"Does anyone el se care to question my loyaty?' Vasak asked quietly. No one did. "Good. | suggest
you move on then, and if you want abit of sport, try abrothd.” Theirregulars, outnum-bered and
outfaced, perforce moved on. Their leader lay where he had fallen.

One of the farmers came out of the stronghouse, looked from the corpse to Vasak and back again. "'l
thank you," hesaid at last.

"l did not do it for your sake,”" the high captain answered, "but for the Dark Brother's. Y ou and yours
are his, to be used as he seesfit, and not to be despoiled by the first band of armed men that happens

by
"l don't carewhy you did it. | thank you anyway," thefarmer said. " "'Twas nobly done.”

Vasak scowled. In hisrude way, and no doubt dl ignorant of what he meant, the rustic was saying the
same thing the marauder had. Nobility! Vasak knew where hisloyalty lay, and that wasthat. He jerked a
thumb at the raider's body. "Bury this carrion,” he told the farmer, then turned back to histroop. "Ride
on!"

Gersner knew better than to question his commander in front of the men. But when they camped that
night, hewaited till most of them werein their bedralls, then asked, "Did you redlly fed you had to set on
our own? After the war we fought againgt the cursed High Kings, that may not sit well.”

" 'After' istheword, Gersner," Va-sak said, as patiently as he could. "Ex-cept for mopping-up jobs like
this one were on, thewar isover. Thisis not enemy territory, to be ravaged to hurt the foe. It belongs to
the Dark Brother now."

Gersner grunted. "And if he choosesto send it to ruin?!

"Then hiswill be done. But it isnot done, asyou and | know, through aband of small-time bandits who
happen to have coats the same color as ours. Or do you think otherwise?'

"Put that way, no." Gersner let it drop. He did not seem altogether happy, but Va sak wasted no time
fretting over whether subordinates were happy. He wanted them to obey. Gersner had never given him
causeto worry there.

The mountain keep looked strong enough. Before the war waswon, it might have held up Vasak and
his forces for weeks or even months. Now, with the Western Realm'’s heart torn out, he knew he could
takeit. It would still cost. Vasak had spent liveslav-ishly to take the citadd of Lerellim. He was nat,
however, awasteful man. The need had been grest then. Now it wasless. And so, while Gersner and the
troopers waited behind him and care-fully said nothing, he rode forward aone, to parley.

The sentry above the gate shouted, " Go back, black-coat! My lord Oldivor has taken oath by the Light
never to yield to wickedness, or let it set foot here.”



"They sworethat same oath in Ler-ellim, and the Dark Brother sits on the throne there. What has your
precious lord to say to that? Will he speak with me now, or shall | pull his castle down around his ears
and then see what he hasto say? Now fetch him" — Va sak let someiron comeinto hisvoice— "or |
will make apoint of remembering your face aswell."

The sentry disappeared fast enough to satisfy even the high captain.

The man who came to peer down from the gray stonewalls a Vasak wastall and fair and, the high
captain guessed, badly frightened: had he been in the other's boots, he would have been. The locdl lord
made agametry at not show-ing it, though, shouting, "Begone, in the name of the High King!"

"TheHigh Kingisdead," Vasak told him.

"Aye, you'd say that, wouldn't you, black-coat, to make uslose heart. Well, your tricksand liesare
worthless here." Severa men on the battlements shouted agreement.

"Thereareno tricks or lies. Along with others here, | was one of those who killed him. Should you care
to share that honor with him, | daresay it can be arranged.”

Appdled slencefel inthe castle. Vasak let it stretch. Fear worked only for the Dark Brother. When
Oldivor spoke again, he sounded less bold. "What would you have of me?"

"Yield up your fortress. Y ou have not yet fought againgt the Dark Brother's servants, so no offense
exigds savefail-ing to leave here when the High King, ah, died. | am high captain of the Dark Brother; |
have the power to forgive that small trespassif you make it good now. Y ou and yours may even keep
your swords. All you need do is swear your submission to the Dark Brother, and you shall departin
peace. In hisname | avow it."

"Swear submisson to evil, you mean," the man on the battlements said dowly.

"The Dark Brother rulesnow. Y ou will submit to him, sir, whether or not you swear the oath. The
choiceisdoing it before your castle is sacked and you yourself — if you arelucky — dain." Vasak
paused. " Do you need time to consider your decison? | will giveit toyou, if you like."

Oldivor stood suddenly straighter. "I need no time. | will stand by my first oath, and will not be
forsworn. If the High King and hisline have failed, then one day, with the aid of the elves, anew line will
rise up to fight again for freedom.”

"Thedvesaredead,” Vdsak sad. "If you have anyonein your keep with the least skill a magic, you
will know | tell nolies"

That knocked some of the new-come spirit out of the noble on the walls above the high captain. "So
Veethol wasright,” he said. Vasak thought he was talking more to himself than to anyone ese. But then
Oldivor gathered himself again. "'l will fight regardless, for my honor's sake," he said loudly. He had the
backing of hismen, if nothing else: they cheered his defiance.

Vasak shrugged. ™Y ou have made your choice. Y ou will regret it." He rode back to hisown line.
"A wadte of time?" Gersner asked.

"A wagte of time." Vasak turned to the lesser of the two wizards who had seared away the gates of
Lerdlim'scit-add. "Open the keep for us."

The wizard bowed. "It shall be done, high captain." He summoned his pow-ers, sent them darting forth.



This mountain keep's gates were not elf-sil-ver, only iron-faced wood. They caught a once, and kept on
burning despite the water and sand the defenders poured on them from the murder-holes above. Soon
the gateway stood naked for Val-sak's warriors.

Asat the citadd, warriors rushed to fill the breach in thefortifications. "Shall | burn them down, high
cap-tain?' the wizard asked. "They have scant sorcery to ward them.”

Vasak rubbed his chin. "Burn acou-ple, but only a couple — enough to drive the others away from the
portal,” he said judicioudy. "If wetake some dive, the Dark Brother'sarmy will be better for it. These
are no cowardswe face."

The wizard sniffed, but at Vasak's scowl he said, "It shal be asyou wish, of course.” It wasadso as
Vasak guessed: after two men turned to shrieking fire-bals, the rest drew back. The high cap-tain's
warriors had no trouble forcing an entrance.

Onceingdethe keep, Vasak spied Oldivor not far away, till leading what defense he could make.
"Now will you yield?" the high captain shouted. ™Y our men have fought well enough to satisfy any man's
honor. The Dark Brother would smile to gain the loyaty you show now for acause that is dead.”

Afterwards, he realized he should not have mentioned his master's name. Hisfoe's haggard face twisted
into aterri-ble grimace. "So long as we live and fight, the causeis not dead!" he shouted. "But you soon
will be!" He came rush-ing toward Va sak, hewing down one of the high captain's men who stood in his

way.

Vasak soon took hisfoe's measure; as awarrior who had dain an €f, he wasin scant danger from this
petty bor-der lord, who had ferocity but no great skill. Still, the high captain looked to beat him as
quickly as he could. He was not the sort of man to toy with any op-ponent — who could say when the
fd-low might get lucky?

And indeed, luck intervened, but not on Oldivor's side. When Vasak's sword struck his, the blow sent
the blade spin-ning out of his sweaty hand. "Take him divel" Valsak shouted. Three black-coated
soldiers sprang on the castle lord's back and bore him to the ground.

After that, resistance faded rapidly. Only Oldivor'swill had kept the for-tress warriors fighting once the
gateswent down. Asthey gavein, Vasak's troops gathered them into adisgruntled crowd in the
courtyard.

"Shall we daughter them?" Gersner asked. "That will make the next hold-ing we cometo think twice
about fight-ing us™"

"Or makeit fight to the death,” Val-sak said. "Let's seefirst if we can spend fewer of our own troopers
than we would on that path.”

Hislieutenant Sghed. "Asyou wish. Whet then?"

Vasak strode up to the prisoners. "Y ou, you, you, you, and you." He beck-oned. None of the five men
at whom he had pointed came forward willingly. His soldiers shoved them out. Fear on their faces, they
eyed the captain, wait-ing for his decree.

"You arefreg" hetold them. "Go on; get out of here. Go where you will."

Now both they and his own followers were gaping a him. Gersner, he saw out of the corner of hiseye,
looked about ready to explode. "What's the catch?' asked one of thefive. "The Dark Brother and his
never give anything for free— we know that." The others nodded.



"Who does?' Vasak retorted. "Here, though, the priceissmall. Wherever you go, tdll the folk you meet
that so long as they raise no insurrection and obey the Dark Brother's officers, they'll have no trouble. If
they plot and con-nive and resist, they will suffer what they deserve. Anything ese? No? Then leave,
before| think twice of my own softness.”

The five soldierswasted no time. They ran for the gates. Vasak'swar-riors sood aside to let them
pass. They might doubt the high captain, but they feared him.

"What about the rest of us?' apris-oner called. Gersner, who had been talking quietly with the wizard,
looked up at the question.

"Y ou haveresisted in armsthe Dark Brother, the overlord of all theworld," Vasak saidinavoicelike
ice."You will serve him henceforward in the mines, fit punishment for your be-trayd." Heturned to his
lieutenant. "Td off asection to bind them and guard them on their journey to the mines.”

"Aye, my lord." Gersner sounded happier than he had since the begin-ning of the campaign. Mine daves
sel-dom lasted long. Gersner chose ajunior officer and his smal command. They hurried up to begin
chaining the cgp-tivesinlong lines.

Vasak hed up ahand. "A moment. | want them first to hear my judgment for their leader.” Oldivor lay
before him, trussed up like achicken. "Let him be brought before the Dark Brother's throne, to be dedlt
with as our master thinks proper. That isasit should be, for it was the Dark Brother himsdlf he
treacheroudy opposed here, after twice being offered the opportunity to yield.”

A sgh ran through dl the warriorsin the courtyard, from winners and los-ers alike. The Dark Brother's
revenge might last years, and even then leaveitsvictim dive for more suffering.

"| betrayed no one, offered treachery to no one!” Oldivor shouted. "I stood by the loyaties| have
adwayshed."

"They arethewrong ones," Vasak said, "especidly now."
"l hold to them, even so. What would you have done, were our positions re-versed?”'

"I chose thewinning sde, so the prob-lem does not arise.” The high captain turned to hiswarriors.
"Take this stub-born blockhead away."

Pass by pass, castle by castle, raider band by raider band, Valsak scoured the mountain country clean.
With the Dark Brother and his power immanent in the world, the fighting was never hard. But it came,
again and again: no matter how hopelessthe struggle, few yielded tamely to the new order of things.

"Strange,” Vasak mused after yet another keep had falen to hismagician and his soldiers. "They know
they can-not prevail againg us, yet they will try, time after time." He watched another line of prisoners,
many wounded, trudge off into captivity.

Gersner made adismissive gesture. "They arefools.”

"Can they be such foolsasthat? Truly, | doubt it. | tell you, Gersner, | begin to admire them. They cling
to their dead cause, never caring about the cost. The Dark Brother would cher-ish such steadfastness,
would they only direct it toward him."

"Y ou've wasted enough time, trying to convince them of that,”" hislieuten-ant said.

Vasak frowned. Gersner's tongue was running rather free these days. "They too are possessions of the



Dark Brother, could they be made to seeit. Wantonly daying troops of such poten-tid wastes his
substance. | will not do that without exploring other choicesfirst, as| have said, lest | anger him by my
omisson.”

"Asyou have said, sir,” Gersner agreed. The high captain nodded to himsdlf. Y es, that had the proper
tone of respect to it.

The last prisonerslimped by. Vasak shook his head. Such a shame that sol-diers of such bravery could
not — or rather, would not — see sense. When the campaign began, he had thought Oldivor an
aberration. Since then, he had seen too many warriors stubborn unto deeth to believe that any longer.

Obstinacy, however, sufficed no more than courage. The campaigning season had some weeks | eft
when Vasak told the wizard, " Send word to our master the Dark Brother that | have subjected al this
country to hisrule, and have stamped out the last embers of rebellion that lingered here.”

The wizard bowed, supple asasnake. "It shdl be asyou desire.”

"Come over here amoment, wizard,” Gersner called from beside histent." "I too have amessage for
you to give our master.”

The wizard's hooded eyes went to Vasak. The high captain nodded per-mission.

Vasak set garrisonsin some of the fortresses his troops had not damaged too badly. Then, with the
balance of the army, he turned back toward Lerellim. "A triumphant procession will bein order, | dare
say," hetold Gersner. "We have earned it."

"I am sure, my lord, the Dark Brother will reward you as you deserve," hislieutenant said.

A day and ahaf outside what had been the High Kings capital and was now the Dark Brother's, a pair
of riders on matched black stallions came up to the approaching army. One of them dis-played the Dark
Brother'sggil; the red axe glowed, asif aflame, on afied of jet. "High captain,” the messenger said, "you
are bidden to precede your hogt, that the Dark Brother may learn from you of your deeds.”

"l obey," wasdl Vasak replied. He turned to Gersner. "'l will seeyouin Lerelim. Carewell for the
amy till then, asif you were high captain.”

"Rest assured | shdll,”" Gersner said.

Vasak urged his horse ahead, trot-ting with the two riderstoward the city. He gratefully sucked in codl,
clean air. "A relief to be away from the dust and stinks of the army," he remarked to one of the
messengers.

"Aye, my lord, it must be," the fellow agreed. His comrade leaned over to touch the Dark Brother'ssigil
to the back of Vasak's neck. Instantly the high captain logt al control of hislimbs. He tumbled to the
ground in a heagp. The messengers dismounted, picked him up and dung him over hishorsgs back likea
sack of beans, then took chains from their saddlebags and bound hiswriststo his ankles under the
beast's belly.

His mouth was till his. "What are you doing?" he shouted, trying to show anger rather than fear.

"Obeying the Dark Brother's com-mand,” one of the men said olidly. After thet, the terror wasthere.
Vasak knew it would never leave him for whatever wasleft of hislife. He il tried not to show it. If
Oldivor could go to hisfate till shouting defiance, Va-sak's pride demanded no less of him.



Unfortunatdly, he knew more than the fortress commander. That made abold front harder to maintain
before these underlings. Before the Dark Brother, no front would hold, not for long.

It was midafternoon the next day when the messengers dropped him, still chained, in front of the Dark
Brother'sthrone. Those terrible yellow eyes pierced him like a spear.

"| — amyours, my master,” he stam-mered.

"Of course you are mine, worm be-nesth my feet." The soundless voice echoed in hisskull like the
tolling of agreat bronze bell. "Theworld ismine."

"But | am yourswillingly, my mas-ter, as| have dways been." Had he not been telling perfect truth,
Va sak would never have dared protest.

"Areyou indeed?' Vasak felt mental handsriffling through hismind. He cried out in torment; who was
there to beg the Dark Brother to be gentle? After some while that might have been forever or might have
been a heartbest, the Dark Brother's voice resounded once more: "Aye, you are. It is not enough.”

"My magter?' Vasak cried in an-guish, though his anguish, he saw, wasjust beginning.

"Fool!" The Dark Brother flayed him with words. "Do you think | rooted out nobility in my foesonly to
see it grow among those who are my own? So you admire the doomed rebel s you besat for holding so
stubbornly to their worthless cause, do you?”

"They thought they wereright." Now that VVasak redlized nothing would save him, he spoke without
concedl-ment.

"And so they opposed me." Infinite scorn rode the Dark Brother's voice. "What idiocy would you
essay, smply for the sake of doing what you thought was right?"

"My master, | —" Vasak had to stop then, for the Dark Brother squeezed his mind for truth like aman
sgueezing an orange for juice. "— | do not know," was what came out of his mouth, and what, he knew,
seded hisfae,

"Nor do," the Dark Brother rum-bled, "and | have no wish to be unpleas-antly surprised. Gersner will
make agood high captain — he thinks only of his own advantage, which lieswith me aone. Thushe
betrayed you. A mind likethat | can understand and use. Asfor you—" The Dark Brother paused a
whilein thought. Then he laughed, and his laughter was more wounding even than his speech. "I haveit!
Thevery thing!"

Valsak found himsdf gone from the throneroom, in a space that was not aplace. Y et the Dark
Brother's eyeswere on him ill, and the torment he had known in hisinterrogation was as noth-ing
beside what he felt now. It went on and on and on. In that torment, he took some little while to notice he
was not alone.

Next to him, twisting in that not-place, was Oldivor. Their eyes met. Va-sak saw the satisfaction that
filled the other'sface. So did the Dark Brother. Satisfaction was not why the castle lord was here. An
ingtant later, hisanguish matched Vasak'sagain.

They watched each other hurt along, long time.






HAUNTED HOUSE

On these worn and splintered floors unremembered dead once walked. Broken tables, shattered chairs,
lieforgotten by the sagging gairs.

The only language spoken here is more than silence, less than speech. Shadowsin the dusty halls
deepen asthe darknessfalls.

The houseis empty, yet something seemsto gtir its mote-filled, mildewed air — something struggling to
be heard without a mouth to form aword.

— Josegph Payne Brennan
When | say | understand

| dont,

not redlly.

| know what you're thinking,
TELEPATHY

would comein handy here,
except for the broaching

of everyone's privacy.

Would you really like

to share every nagly little thought,
every crochet and nuance,

would you?

Redly?

Ahyes,

| know what you're thinking.

— Janet Fox
THANATOPSIS

(inthe combined styles of
JamesWitcomb Riley & T.S. Eliot)

It takesaheap 0’ dyin' Jes t' make agrave atomb, But ali'l bit embamin” Will make the corpses
bloom.



— anapkin poem by Marvin Kaye



MY MOTHER'SPURSE
by Ken Wisman

All parentsare magica. Parenta magic manifestsitsdlf in aterrifying ability to read minds, oracular
powersto predict and ward off future disasters, incredible feats of strength, unearthly command of mystic
languages— and so on down thelist of estimable accom-plishmentsin the supernaturd arts.

And, as each child knows, there are secret nooks or objects in which parents hide away their mysteries,
dark cran-niesthat hold the source of al parental power. A closet, for instance. A cdllar. A jewelry box.
All wrapped in magic words and spells meant to ingtill fear and trepidation.

Such a secret object was my mother's purse.

That purse would whisper to me at night from the next room. And it was ameatter of the mirror that she
talked with and the pictures

and
other
magica
mystica

things.

Now there was the tale of Suneby Jones, a child hero who it was said burnt his courageous toes on the
sun while swinging the highest height ever attained on aswing. And the story of Scooza Fascianado who
once caught aglimpse of the real Santa, whereupon Scooza promptly turned to chocolate. (Her statue
can be seen in Cheddar-wicke museum.)

And of these heroes and heroines my childhood mind wasfull, and of grest feats that would live forever
inthe annas of childhood. So | was obsessed with the possession of mother's purse and the deepest
delving into itsinfinite mysteries— no matter what the con-sequence, no matter what dark secrets|
would uncover.

Family legend hasit that from the first moment that | could crawl | made abedine for my mother's
purse. Yes, and al my ambulatory successes— from crawling to walking to running — were secondary,
merely meansto the end of obtaining The Pocketbook.

Naturdly, snce mother and father could read my mind, they were dways thwarting my intentions. And
yet there were timeswhen | actualy wrapped my pudgy hands around the strap, grasped the silver clasp,
felt the leather, whose silken, exatic fed bespoke its unusua origins— no anima of thisordinary Earth
had been sacrificed for its con-struction.

Ah, but did | ever get to truly look into the purse's recesses? Did | ever get to pull forth its treasures?
Oh, yes. And yes again. But to what terrible end? And the gain of such terrifying knowl-edge?

| was age seven. Mother and father were preparing to go out, moving about the room and dressing. |
was on the bed, busy with sometoy or other. And the purse was on a bureau safely on the other side of
the room.

Mother had taken her watch from the purse and had it in her hand for some reason. It was a specia



watch and | had seen her use it before. The watch had seven numerals with the number 14 at the top, the
number 12 following, the number 10 next and around to 8, 6, 4 and 2 — somewhat likethis:

The purpose of that chronometer was to stop time for fourteen minutes. And mother, absentminded
with the gold bangles she was dipping around her right writ, let the watch drop onto the bed.

When her back wasturned | grabbed the watch and pushed in the button as | had seen her do. She and
father frozeintime. | made abedline for the purse and threw it upon the bed.

Savoring the moment, | drew my hands gently over the sides of the purse and alowed my cheek to
touch it. Then | snapped it open with avengeance.

And, oh, what a sweet wind wafted from therein. The whispering that | had heard of anight became
laughter. | heard singing. And so | inserted my hand into the warmth of that container, which made my

fingerstingle and my body thrill.

| pulled forth amirror. It was about the size of awoman's hand, and woven around the edges were two
snakes, one gold and one silver, each with atiny ruby eye.

| looked into the mirror and my reflection spoke. "Have you ever heard of Pandoras Box?'
"No," | replied.
"Pity," said the mirror. "The andogy would be wasted.”

| propped the mirror againgt a pillow, where it "kept up an annoying chatter about "danger” and "dire
graits' and "possible harm to atender, developing psyche.”

Asl| prepared to dip my hand in once again, | noticed movement out of the corner of my eye. | had
forgotten that the watch worked at two-minute inter-vals. But | had the device at the ready and pressed
the button at the sde and halted mother's and father's hasty ad-vance.

Thus unchallenged, | dipped my hand once moreinto the purse and thistime | pulled forth a package of
Juicy Fruit gum, then abox of Chiclets. | had struck paydirt.



My hand grabbed packages of Den-tyne, rolls of mints, boxes of Smith Brothers cough drops. | piled
them on the bed. | dipped again, grasping hand-fuls of Sugarless gum, Sen-Sen, Life-savers.

The piles spilled onto the floor. The room filled to the wall sockets with sugar treets, rolls of mints, and
wrapped toffees. Indeed, | would have drowned in these sweets, the cornucopia out-lasting my childish
greed — except the second interval was up and the move-ment of my mother and father broke my
momentum.

| pushed the watch's button, the hands wound round to the 8, and | was free once moreto indulgein
my obses-sion.

"Y ou'll note that you are getting in deeper and deeper,” the mirror said.

It was accurate. When | pulled forth the mirror, my hand went only asfar asmy wrist. When | yanked
out the candy, my arm went midway up my forearm. And when | put my hand in the third time my arm
went in up to my elbow.

Unmindful, | pulled out astack of ova objects. These were mother's faces. The pretty one she put on
when she went out to parties with father. The attractive one she put on when the boss came for dinner.
The sexy one for when she went behind closed doors.

| peeled off each one of these faces, which were asthin as crepe, and ar-ranged them around the bed. |
chose one of my favorites— mother's pretty face, her eating-out-at-restaurants de-meanor with
subdued, red lipstick, eye shadow and powder carefully applied.

| took the face and pressed it against my own, trying it on much asany child trieson articles of his
parents clothing. | looked into the mirror for the effect. It was abizarre juxtaposition, aboy-ish/feminine
clown of exaggerated di-mensons— the mouth pursed and sensud, the eyes heavy lidded.

| wasfrightened. | didn't likethefaceat al. But when | went to tear the thing off it stuck. | panicked,
thinking that | might have to spend my life with rouged cheeks and long eyelashes. | rolled desperately
across the bed, claw-ing at my face.

"Thereisatab just below the chin,” the mirror said matter-of-factly. "Pull it."
| pulled the tab and the face peeled away like paper between two dices of cheese.

"Y ou know, themirror isright,” theface said asit hung limp and harmlessin my hand. "This may only be
an ink-ling of what you could beinfor."

But my parents movement dis-tracted me, and they were hafway to the bed before | could set the
watch again.

Thistimewhen | plumbed the depths of the purse, | pulled forth atiny bottle of cut crystal and took out
the stopper.

The most exquisite scent | had here-tofore or ever smelled wafted from the depths of that tiny phidl. It
arosein vishle vaporslike the stylized waves of seas depicted in children's books. The perfume caressed
me, stroked me, wrapped around me with aheat and sensudity.

Something awoke inside of me. Some-thing beyond my mere seven years. | rose on the bed and looked
inthe mir-ror, which elongated to full length. | watched with surprise as my body grew before my eyes.

My muscles expanded to ludicrous size, my chest filled with aforest of hair, my eyes shone back from a



face full-bearded and gone to near bestidity with the sensuality awakened by the perfume.
"Isthat how I'll look?" | asked the mirror.
"No," themirror replied. "That's how you will fed."

With that my parents came unfrozen and rushed toward the bed. But amere click of my watch, which
was at the ready in my right hand, halted their advance.

And so | went to the purse afourth time and went down full to my shoulder to pull up ared velvet
change purse. Indde were dl manner of coins:

apenny
anickel
adime
aquarter
adlver dollar
a Susan B. Anthony
a 20 dollar gold piece

Therdiefsof Lincoln, Roosevet, Washington, and Susan B. were al singing. They sounded like achoir
chanting spiritua chants, though what they sang was anything but reigious:

funnymoneyfunnymoneyfunny-moneyfunnymoneyfunnymoney
funnymoneyfunnymoneyfunny-moneyfunnymoneyfunnymoney

And when | put them in arow upon the bed they rolled thisway and that, round and round like the
whedls on atrain. Then they began to reproduce. One begat two. Two begat four. Four begat eight, and
eight Sixteen.

They rosein stacks. The stacks tipped with tinkling sounds of silver, copper and gold. And the spilled
coins became more stacks that rolled round and round and chanted.

funnymoneyfunnymoneyfunny-moneyfunnymoneyfunnymoney
funnymoneyfunnymoneyfunny-moneyfunnymoneyfunnymoney

The coins spilled off the bed in gold and Slver fals. Coins covered the floor and furniture, the gum and
mints. | watched in fascination asthe coinsrose in aflood to the very top of the bed.

Then the watch ticked off the final seconds, unfreezing mother and father who had to swim their foot
closer to the bed. | quickly hit the button, then grabbed the seven origina coins and dropped them back
into the red velvet change purse.

"You redly should cease and desis,” the mirror informed me. ™Y ou are get-ting into depths you'l find
difficult to handle.



But | turned the mirror against the bedspread. And reaching into the purse, | stretched to my chest to
seewhat | could see. Thus| pulled forth aleather wallet. It held a plagtic foldout filled with photos of
family and mother's and father'sfriends.

| greeted each photo and they replied in like.

Then | found a photo of mother's brother, my Uncle Waring. He had died when | wasthree, and |
barely remem-bered him.

"What'sit like to be dead?' | asked him.

He replied in somber tones: "Cold. Colder than the coldest winter ever in the North or South. And
dark. Darker than the darkest day when dl the starswink out. Londly. Lonelier than being the only one
left on Earth ..."

As Uncle Waring continued this de-pressing litany, hisface changed. | saw hisflesh turn green, hiseyes
dry up and fdl out. A mold grew on hisflesh which ateit up and dried it and crum-bled it like dust. And
soon his skull was only speaking through adeath grin.

| watched all thiswith horror. And then the watch ticked round to the last two seconds. Mother and
father drew to the very bed itsdlf, their arms and hands poised over me and the purse, before | could
reset the watch.

And what drove me now? | had had wonders enough and those not very pleasant. Wasit achildish
pride that controlled me or envy for truths re-served for my "elders'?

"Both,” the mirror said, its surface muffled by the bedspread. "Beware."

But | wouldn't listen. Oh, no. | went to that well one more time, though the smell coming forth from the
purse was no longer of mints and lipsticks and perfumes. No. It was dank and sulfuric, and the laughter |
had heard was now vaguely demonic.

When | reached in, | went clear up to my chest and found to my surprise that | could pokein my head
aswdll. Insde awind whipped around me and there was a blinding fire.

And lo, what did | see but afigure of my father and afigure of my mother — but in a guise heretofore
never seen. Both stood naked, their flesh abright blood-red, their faces twisted in wicked, toothy smiles.
Their feet were hooves, and apair of black horns rose from their foreheads.

Father ran up and pulled my arm so that | fell deeper into the purse.

"You're not my parents!” | screamed.

"Oh, but we are," father said wickedly. "We're the onesthat lie just below the masks."
"Yes" my mother seconded. "Always ready to pop out at your provocation.”

"Comedown and join us," father said. He pulled abit harder, but my feet were jammed tightly on thelip
of the purse.

"Yes, do," said mother. "Come see our toys and instruments of discipline.”
| was shown row on row of whips and switches, belts and paddles.

"Let usintroduce you to our adliesin the art of acceptable behavior," said father.



A vision of every bogey and boogey-man that any parent had ever threat-ened a child appeared. Things
that hid beneath beds, inside closets — shadow, swamp and sewer things snapped and clicked and
grinned and drovein awhirlpool al around my hanging form. And | felt mysdlf dipping dowly, down to
the cdlaws and naillsand yelow fangs. . .

And suddenly something strong had hold of my feet and was pulling me up. Then acrew of the bogeys
hopped up and grabbed my arms.

A tug of war transpired — between whatever benign force had grabbed me above and dl the forces of
Hell below. It ended with apop as | exploded forth from the purse and sprawled with my parents on the
floor.

"We can't trust you donefor aminute,” my mother said, smoothing her evening gown. "Just look at the
mess you've made." She indicated the arti-cles scattered around the bed and room.

"Weadl have limits, you know," my father said.

Yes, | knew. And | could seethat red and horned physiognomy spitting and clawing just below the
surface of hisface.

"Forgive me, mother and father, it will never happen again,” | began and made one of the longest and
most pla-cating speeches of my life until my par-ents stood open-mouthed and dumb-founded. So
shocked were they, they forgot to assign aproper punishment.

And me? What of mein the after-math?

My fame rosein the secret annals of heroesthat children tell of. | wasright up there with Carnaby
Flatte, who once | eft the safety of hisyard and fell off the edge of the world. And next to Angel Bloom,
who jumped from a seven-story window and flew into outer space.

And what pricedid | pay? My inno-cence. My youth. For | now know of al those sinsand sad and
secret things reserved for adults.

Such are the wages of truth. !










(e Kingdo
of the Air

by Tanith Lee



|
|

—Who ishe, that Knight riding by?

— Hisnameis Cedrevir. He has been Questing.



— Pdeasdeath, and his eyes|ooked blind. | thought, a good thing the horse knows itsway. | thought,
there is one wounded by unseen arrows

— They are an ancient Fellowship, these Knights. It isin their vowsto in-vite the Quest, whatever it
may be, whatever its peril or strangeness. But many return home as you have seen.

— This Cedrevir: What Quest then was his? Do you know it?

—Yes and | will tdl it you.



At the Midsummer Fesast they met, asitisusud for them to do, this Fel-lowship of Knights, up therein
the Castle of Towers.

In the Castl€'s heart thereisagreat hidden hall, the entrances to which are known only to an Initiate.
Thehdl isbuilt asaperfect circle, itsfloor and walls paved with blocks of polished stone. From the high
dome of the roof hang down the thousand swords and shields, banners and devices, of al the Knights
who are and have been of the Fellowship. High on the walls the torches burn in iron cages of curious
shape, s0 they resemble the heads of serpents and monsters which breathefire. Inthefloor isset, in fine
mosaic, a huge round sun-disc, and on the rayed rim of it stand the Knights, repeating the circle of power
athirdtime, in flesh and sted.

For each man comesto that place fully armed and in mail, though each surcote is of undyed and
unembroidered linen, and the vizor of each helm low-ered, and though every man carriesin his gauntleted
hand asword, it has no mark.

(Thereareways of knowing aman, even under these circumstances. From his height and build, his
voice, hisman-ner, or by some expression in his eyes.)

There they stood, then, at this Mid-summer near to midnight, in the dark light of the dragon-torches.
They per-formed thelr rites, and reaffirmed their vows. In turn they confessed any of their transgressons
againg God, Man, or the Fellowship. They told, in turn, of their feats, and furnished proofs, which might
be anything, from alady's scarf to the severed hand of an enemy.

Thereisonefurther property in that hal. On atal stand to the east isaclock, in the form of agolden
sword and amarble heart on water. Asthe liquid drips down through the basin, the weights go up, and
al morning the golden sword lifts dowly, until, & noon, it strikes agolden chiming gpple in the summit of
the clock. Then, asthe water gradually refills the basin, the weights sink, the marble heart floats up and
the sword descends, until a midnight its yellow blade pierces through the heart, which gives out along
singing note.

Shortly before midnight at Midsum-mer, when the sword isjust grazing the marble, an Invocationis

gpoken by dl the Knights of the circle. There are those that say a certain wineisthen drunk, awafer
eaten and an incense burned. Every man bows his head and awaits what will cometo him.

Then the sword enters the marble heart, and the heart sweetly cries.

Cedrevir heard the note of the heart, as he had previoudy heard it, twelve timesin al, for he had been
gx yearsaKnight of the circle. At first he had been strung, expectant and eager, but year by year these
emotions dulled to patience. He had undertaken between-whiles many adventures, al successful. Asa
warrior hewas valiant and accom-plished, and as a priest — for the Ini-tiate of the Fellowship isboth —
he was equally, chaste, and passionate. He had done no wrong, he had fought with hon-our and skill, but
yet nothing had come to him at midnight of Midsummer, or in the dark Midwinter either.

Now however, as the note faded from the water-clock, Cedrevir began to hear another sound o like,
that for amo-ment he thought the heart cried out a second time. Then he became aware that what he
heard was the voice of amaiden, singing. Her tones were pure and thin as beaten silver, and her words
werethese:

Primo dolens lancea est Corona dolor de Dominus Est secundo et tertio Gradalis cruenta fulgero
Thevoicerang al round the hollow chamber, and in the hollows of helm and skull it rang.
Cedrevir raised hishead, sure that every other Knight did in like fashion, and looked with wide grey



eyes. There, at the centre of the mosaic sunburst, acolumn of light so sheer and bright it dimmed the
torches rose up from floor to roof. Even as Cedrevir stared into thisradiance, half dazzled, uncannily half
not, he began to make out objects moving, there within the column. For amoment he did not know what
these things were. Then, though never before having seen them, he recognized each, and alow faint
groan burgt from him. Hefdl to his knees, and wild bells be-gan to ring, and mildly, terribly, the aching
voices sang Primo dolens lancea est corona dolor de Dominus est secundo et tertio gradalis
cruenta fulgero. And down the pillar of white fire came drift-ing like a cobweb a spear of slver witha
burning tip that shone even morefiercdy than the light, and from it fell ceasdessy petds of crimson that
be-came butterflies as they faded. And &fter the burning bleeding spear, agar-land of fiery thornswhich
also bled, and asthe drops burst from it they changed to roses of gold that opened on hearts like the
moon and stars themselves. Lagtly there weightlessly fell achdice of adeep clear flaming green, a
colour whose depths seemed bottomless as the sea. And from the lip of the chalice there ran a stream of
blood, but the blood was like liquid gold and it blazed brighter than the sun.

Then, another voice spoke at the Knight's right shoulder. It seemed to him it was the voice of aman, but
before them, on the ground, a glowing shadow showed with folded wings. " Seek then these things,
Cedrevir. The Lance of Pain, the Sorrowing Crown, the Cup of the Lifes Blood. That isyour Quest, and
may you betruetoit."

After that came darkness on the wide grey eyes of Cedrevir.

Cedrevir knew well enough what he had had reveded to himin the vison. And when he came to himself
in the Castle of Towers, and recounted what he had seen — for no other but himself had been made
witnessto it — no man of the Fellowship wasin ignorance.

In the great light had passed the three holy relics of the Sacrifice of Christ: The Spear that had pierced
His side, the Thorn-Crown that had gar-landed His brows, the Chalice in which had been shared the
sacred blood-wine of the Last Supper, and in which the true blood of Hiswounds had subse-quently
been caught.

These articles, long reverenced as aspects of the Martyrdom, are, we say, supposed to have remained
on Earth. Indeed, their whereabouts, as you may hear, are known, though not by situa-tion. A fortress,
caled the Castle of the Jawel of Goodness (which is, Carba Bo-nem), that is where they arelodged, and
tended there by mysterious guard-ians. All about Carba Bonem stretches avast waste that has no
seasonsinit save only heat or cold, but that is named, for itslooks and barrenness, the Winterlands.
And inthewasteis adead forest as old asthe world, which is named the Wood of the Savage Hart. But
theway to it, the forest, the waste-land, the secret Castle of the Jewel of Goodness, they lie off the edge
of any map, beyond the memory of any trav-eller. It isnot possible to come to them ether by accident or
by design. And so the quiet prieststold Cedrevir as he kneeled before them, with his dark head bowed
and beautiful hands upon the hilt of the sword which bore his de-vice, a couched sarpafex.

For many days then he fasted and watched, and kept by himself or with these learned ones from whom
he sought counsd. All thiswhile, theimages of the vision stayed clear before him asif he had seen them
only amoment ago, and in his earsthe voices sang Dolens lancea. Corona dolor. Gradalis cruenta
fulgero. And thelast voicetold him, waking and deeping and watching, Thisis your quest. Betrueto
it.

Then at last there came an hour just before sunrise, when the birds piped over the meadows, and the
sky was pale asashel. And Cedrevir came from the Castle of Towers.

Herode asif to abattle, sword, shield, and lance at their sations, clad in mail of sted. Both he and the
blond horse were trapped and clad in his colour, the blue-grey of distances. And worked on the



saddle-cloth, and enamelled on the shield and sword-hilt, the snake-lynx of hisblazon, slver and blue
and gilt.

In the fields, where the women and boys were labouring, they raised their heads among thetal corn, to
watch Cedrevir go by. ThereisaKnight of the Fellowship, they said, he goes Quest-ing. For the look of
setting forth is, though unlike, as unmistakable as that other look with which, often, they re-turn.

So herode across the Near Lands, towards the North, for north liesthe House of Winter, and in the
North there are mountains, the high places. And that was al the guide he had to find aspot that is of the
Earth but not on the Earth; a spot that some wise men say isamyth, although aso a certain truth.

Beyond the Near Lands lie othersless known, but al were wrapped in the late richness of summer, and
it may be supposed that human tasks went on there much asthey do everywhere. In the orchards,
vineyards and fields they would be making ready for harves, toiling on into evening under thewide
golden skies. At the streams and wells the women gathered with their wash-ing and their buckets, and by
the riversthey cut reeds. Where the castles stood up on the hills, or some massve tower thrust from the
woods, the sentries would remark ariding Knight. Some challenge or greeting might be offered him. And
now and then, at alondly chapd, the priest would render lodging, blessing, bread and wine, most
fre-quently in slence.

Perhaps two months Cedrevir trav-eled, going aways northwards, ques-tioning on the way those he
met, where it seemed the sign of knowledge was on them, here ahermit in his cdll, there an old peasant
womean, or alittle child even, with afreckle like astar on itsforehead. Otherwise, sometimes, the Knight
himsdlf would be petitioned for his help, and so would fight, a champion against some wrong. And then
again there were those who sought to tempt him aside, to view awonder, which might be amysterious
flower that grew in aruined pagan temple, athing which would work miracles, or afountain that gushed
from arock at the striking of hisfigt. Or there were, from time to time, those who desired to corrupt,
such as awhite-shouldered woman in ared gown, who leaned from her window so her long hair, scented
with astrange spice, brushed the face of Cedrevir as herode by. But for her he did not stay.

One dusk, when thelight till hung like adome of crysta high up in the vault of heaven though dl the
land-scape darkened, Cedrevir came on abroken tower beside alake. Through the windows of the
tower the shining afterglow ran like spears, and the lake itsdlf lay like agrest pool of sky fallen on the
Earth. Not a breeze stirred and not a cloud marred the surface of air or water. Then the stars began to
dew and daisy out, and one lit more brightly than the rest upon the strand against the lake. It was atorch,
that burned in a cage of bronze before a pavilion. And as Cedrevir rode close, other lights bloomed in the
pavilion's heart, and turned it to a bulb of softet fire.

Presently two Knights stepped from the pavilion. They were of another fel-lowship, and on the shid of
one was the device of afalcon, and on the other awhite bull with wings.

"Where are you going, Knight-at-Arms?' said he of the falcon-shield.

"Northward," replied Cedrevir. "It isaVowed Journey.”

Thereisnot afellowship, they say, that does not honour the Quest, or the bond of it.
The two Knights nodded. He of the bull-shield spoke next.

"We guard here the Lady Marisme, our sigter.”

"l do not challenge that, nor offer any threet to her."



"No. But sheisaseeress, trained in the Luminous Arts" said the falcon-shid Knight.

"If you would confer with thislady, our Sster, | believe shewill do her best to help you,” said the
bull-shied Knight. "Only thismorning, by her art, she des-cried you, and said, 'Here we will linger and
await atraveller from the South. He seeks akey to his Quest, which I, maybe, shdl find for him.™

Now the two Knights stood in shadow beyond the torch, and their faces were hidden under their
glistening and dark helms. It came to Cedrevir that he did not credit al that they had said to him, and yet
they had spoken no lie. It was the deep shadow of occult things on them, but not of wickedness, asit
was only night had darkened the lake.

Just then, the draperies of the pavil-ion parted with aflutter, and awoman came out. On her the torch
shonefull, and she was young, and fair, with clear wild eyes. Her white gown was bor-dered with gems
like water-drops, and on her dim hair drifted anet like silver spray.

She said nothing to Cedrevir, and her eyeslooked into him and through him. It was aterrible gaze, for
she seemed to see his very birth and deeth, and all other matters that might come be-tween. Then she
beckoned, only once, and drew back into the pavilion.

"Follow her," said the falcon-shidd Knight. "Sheis honourable, asare you. And if you were not, sheis
well ableto protect herself. Besides, we are here.”

So Cedrevir, in asort of trance, for her eyes had curioudy affected him, dismounted and entered the
tent after thelady.









There was awoven carpet on the ground within the tent, and the lamps hung in clusters from posts of
bronze. But the lady stood in the centre of the pavilion where there was a pedestal of carved wood. And
on the pedestal before her, agolden bowl filled with water.

"Come here and see" said the Lady Marisme.
Cedrevir went to the pedestal, and looked down with her into the bowl.

At firgt there was only the clarity of the water over the gold. Then there came aturbulence that wasin
thewater and not in it, and avell seemed to betorn away. Therein the bowl, asif miles off, agreat host
was fighting in the sky. It was a gorgeous and afear-some battle, for a setting sun, and aso bolts of
lightning, flashed upon the gems and metals of the warriors, caught upon swords that blazed with inlay,
and catching the crests and banners showed devices so mystic and so strange they were not a once
understandable. But the sun was going down and the clouds, amethyst and purple and scarlet asthe
trappings of the Knights, began to lower and smother the scene. Then atrumpet sounded, unheard —
but per-fectly to be viewed — along line of fire asfrom some comet. At the sgnd, through the
cloud-mass there came rid-ing two mighty lords, and al the host drew back away from them to give them
room. And thiswas very dreadful, for it was plain at once that these two Knights were brothers. Each
was golden, each as clearly beautiful and as spar-kling as something made of the sun it-saf, and ashard
to look on. But onewas clad dl in gold and white, and on hishelm was a cret like stars, and on his
shield adevice for which there wasno name at al, it might not be ex-pressed or written, yet Cedrevir,
glimpsing it, wasfilled by joy and ter-ror. The other Knight was arrayed in the colours of hest and fire,
and in his crest burned agreen jewel so marve-lous the eye seemed to drink at it. His shield had no
device, but on his banner, that one bore behind him, were em-broidered the words: Non Serviam.

They met with aclash, these two, that shook the sky; their lances splin-tered and the pieces rained
down like blood and lava on the world. Each sword came from its scabbard like alightning stroke that lit
all heaven. And as they dashed once more upon each other, the last of the red sun fell, and on acloth of
gold, dead black yet shining bright, they fought, on and on, asthe moon rose under their chargers feet.

Therewas no telling how long the combat |asted; time had no meaning there. Cedrevir watched with
awe and misgiving, in pity and dread and triumph. It was the First Battle, when the angels of God had
fought together. The golden Knight wasthe Archangel Michadl. He clothed like fire, whose banner
proclaimed hisrebellion— | will not serve — was Lucifer, before hisfall.

When thefind blow sang home, ever expected, ever impossible, needful and terrible for al that, the sky
seemed to crack from end to end. Cedrevir did not behold the fall of him, Prince Lucifer, yet he saw
flung out from the clouds a green shooting-star. It smoked and flamed, tearing downward to the earth.
Over hillsand heightsit ripped its path, and there the ocean spread, glit-tering and unresting in the moon's
sway. And here, in the seg, the emerald meteor went down, hissing. It wasthe jewel from the helm of
Lucifer, the Prince of Hell, quenched in water.

But it was only the clear water in the seeress bowl that Cedrevir now saw, and the Lady Marisme
gtanding on the other side of it, who spoke to him.

"That spiritual jewe wasthe green ruby, his pride and pleasure. It lay inthe sea, lost to him, asal dse
had been logt, until, with the centuries, it was washed ashore. Men, seeing it a stone beyond price,
fashioned therefore a chalice. So to the lords of the Earth it passed, after thefire, the air and the water.
Solomon the Wise drank from it. And through aline of kingsit entered the possession of the Prince of
All, Je-sus, the Christ. Y ou are seeking His Grail. In theworld or out of the world.”

"Lady, | an. And have alwayswon-dered at the tale, that the ornament of Satan, the Evil One, should



become the holy Cup of the Christ.”
"ButisHenot," said Marisme, "called the Redeemer?'
Cedrevir bowed his head. "But," he said, "do you know the road to Carba Bonem?"
"I shdl tdl youitsname" shesad. "Thisroadiscaled | will."

Cedrevir sghed. Then, surprised alittle, he saw the lamps had burned away and that the soft light in the
tent was dawn coming in from without. The moments of the magica revelation had consumed an entire
night.

"If you wish," said the Lady Marisme, "you may now accompany usto our kingdom."

Then she spoke aword, and the whole pavilion lifted asabdl of thistledown lifts. It blew up into the air,
and dl its gppurtenances and furnishings with it, and vanished quite. There they were, then, on the strand
of thelake, and nearby the lady's Knightsleaning on their shields, while on the hill-dope under the old
tower the blond horse cropped the grasses.

At this minute the sun rose between two eastern hills, and threw down its rosy sword point-foremost
sraight acrossthe lake. And out of the sun's glory, there might be seen adender raft with atransparent
sall coming dowly towards them, guided by no agency that Cedrevir could discern.

As Cedrevir stood pondering, the Knight of the winged-bull approached him and said, "Y our horseis
safely penned within an ancient wall, no longer visible, for thiswas the strong-hold of magicians, and
power remains. Come now with us, if you will."

Then the raft drew againgt the shore. The lady stepped on it, and after her the two Knight-brothers, and
the three stayed, waiting courteoudy. So Cedre-vir went after them, onto the raft, which hardly looked
stout enough to uphold the lady alone. But when hewas onit, it began to move again, its sail turning to
the morning breeze, and went back the way it had come.

Thelady wasforemost of the craft, with the sunlight on her, and she said to Cedrevir, Y ou must know
that in time past, we dwelled on shore, where the tower leans, which isall that remains of agrest castle.
One season, the waters of the lake rose and over-whelmed the land. We, swept away, outlasted the
catastrophe. And now, live there.”

"Whereistha, lady?"
"Beneath your feet, bold Knight. Un-der the water."

The raft had reached the middle of the lake, and suddenly it stopped, with only its swan-white wake
fading behind it.

Then Marisme laughed, and she went out, on to the very water, and after her her two brothers. And the
liquid of the lake buoyantly held them up, and then gently drew them in. And as she dowly sank,
Marisme called to Cedrevir. "Bold Knight, will you make bold to follow? We are your protectorsin this.
I, by the Arts called Luminous, will ensure you againgt harm. But you must be trustful, fearless, and swift.
Follow now or do not follow."

Then Cedrevir also laughed adoud. "Say then | will," said he. (But his eyes, by turns, were black or
blazing.)

Blithely asthey, or 0 it seemed, he stepped onto the water, which held him upright with only alittle



motion, just such astheraft had, then gradualy began to take him in, in company with the other three,
Thusthey sank to-gether under the mirror of thelake.

Thiswasthe curious property ether of thelake, or of the lady's magic, that there was no sensation of
wetness, only of aslken levity, and that Cedrevir found himsdlf enabled, asdid hishogts, fredy to
breathe the water. Also, that he might hear and see, touch and taste, and in every other way respond and
act asif he were above the surface on dry land. Y et everything was, too, trans-muted and different. All
gpeech, for ex-ample, now sounded to him like the sweetest snging. (And he heard bes des the songs of
the fish which darted here and there like linnets, as he descended.) Asfor vision, adark radiance hung
over dl things, and proceeding through the kingdom benegth the lake, every move-ment was swathed in
the deeves, robes and vells of slver eddies.

Under the water was aland that, in many ways, resembled the country of the Earth. There was aroad
there, which led to acastle on ahill, but the road was paved with great round peb-bles washed smooth
and lucent as glass, and above, the castle glimmered green as peridot. All about the road were or-chards
and groves, wherefruit grew shining, like apples of milky gold. Thefish sat snging in the branches of the
trees, whose foliage was fine and etio-late as strands of agirl's hair. Under the castle clustered atown of
stone, and sometimes men and women passed to and fro. Seeing the Lady Marisme, these persons
bowed to her. There was also something shadow-like about them, and it sesemed to Cedrevir that here,
too, though nothing was hidden, al was not shown.

Asthey neared the castle, the doors of the building opened and a Knight rode forth. Hewas clad in
black, even to the plumes of hishem's high crest. The horse he sat was black and thin, but it was
armoured all over, and itslegs braced by black iron. And when they climbed and came up with the Black
Knight, he turned his head to look at them, and he had no face, only askull.

"ItisDesgth," said Marisme, and she saluted him, and her brotherswith her.
Death nodded, and made to pass on. Then, apparently noting Cedrevir, he spoke to him.
"I shdl meet again with you, in an-other place," said Deeth. "But that is many years hence.”

Cedrevir crossed himsdlf. But he would not be shamed, and looked long on Degth, and it began to
seem to him that behind the skull, there was a man's face, and two somber eyesthat regarded him. No
sooner did he think this, than the apparition raised his hand and lowered the black vizor of hishem.
Death rode away down the hill on theiron horse.

"Do not be concerned,” said Marisme. "Our kind, though we live, are aso numbered with the drowned.
He has somerights over us, being in part our king." And in the open doorway of the castle, sheturned to
Cedrevir and said, "There are three mighty citadels of Powers. The Powers of the Water, which are
inconstant and eternal. The Powers of Earth and Fire, which mingle, and are of the passions, and by
which most wrongdoing isinvoked. The Powers of the Air, whereof there are many king-doms, for they
lie closest to God — not in thet they arein the Sky, but in their permegtion of everything, and their
invishility like bregth, and life itsdlf."

When she had said this, she went for-ward into the castle, entering ahuge hdl there that had |ooked
empty and dark before, but lit up at her coming.

Presently, asit would happen in asort of dream, Cedrevir found himsalf seated on adaisat the Lady's
right hand, before a board draped with da-mask. On this every ddicacy that might be got from the dry
world, or that might be found in fresh water, was displayed on dishes of gold and silver, while serv-ers
processed ceasdlesdy through the hall bearing jewelled trenchers and long-necked ewers of wine. And in
that ambience of water, not amorsel of food was logt, or adrop of liquor spilled out or mixed inthe



currents of the lake, but flowed from beaker to cup, from cup to lip. Down from the roof hung gilded
whed s each with a score of flaming can-dlesin them, and in the walls torches burned, and not afire was
guenched, though the smokes wove endless pat-terns through the water.

In the body of the hall, not a place was vacant at the long tables. A full company of Knightsand ladies
dined together. And while they dined, proud dogs with collars of pearlslay by the tables or prowled
about for scraps. The servers carved and the pages hastened on their errands, and the minstrels woke
their harps. And on everything lay theirridescence of the lake. But under everything there lay adimness
and a shadow.

Perhaps severd hours passed at the feasting. After thistime atrumpet was sounded and aslencefell.
Up the hall there walked a page clothed in black, pale as aplant of the deep woods, and carrying adish
of horn and onyx. On the dish lay afruit from the agueous orchards below the castle. Coming to
Cedrevir, but no other, the boy kneded: "Will you eat of thisfruit, Knight?"

And Cedrevir hesitated. "Do you not come from Death?!
"If | do, itisnot himsdlf he sendsyou.”
"Whet then?'

"Thefruit, which isnot forbidden, yet which isafruit of knowledge. Perhaps awarning, perhapsa
prophecy, perhaps asymbol or atest of heart or brain. Take the fruit, and see.”

Then Cedrevir took the fruit, and at once the boy vanished. Cedrevir gazed long at the apple's satin
skin, as he had outstared Degth himsdlf. And in the core of the fruit the Knight thought he saw afire, but
it was not impure or poisoned. So he put it before him and cut it open with his dagger.

Cedrevir started back in horror. For from the apple came a scaled worm, a serpent, which hisknife had
severed. Yet, it did not bleed, and both parts of it ended in ahead, each having cold sad eyes that
looked & him.

"Y ou have wounded me," said the snake.

"Pardon mefor that," the Knight an-swered. "I did not do it knowingly."
"Youlig'" sad the snake.

"Not s0."

"Do you not recognize me, then? | am the Serpent, that creature cursed of God and man. | am the
Beguiler. | am Satan, your Enemy. Say now you do not wound me knowingly."

"If you are he," said Cedrevir, "then, knowingly, | would cut you from me, mind and body and soul, a
hundred times over."

"It has been easy for you, thisonce," said the snake.

And then it shrank and shrivelled until it was no wider than athread, and the thread went to ashes and
crumbled, and was gone.

"What isthe message of this, lady?' asked Cedrevir of Marisme.

"That you are dready on your road. For no tempter would come to you if you had not entered the
sphere of hissght.”



Then sheroseto her feet and the great hdl grew vague and silent, asif ahuge cloak had been thrown
over it, and every light was smothered.

But at her sde her brothers waited.

Marismetook Cedrevir by the hand, and led him out of the hall, and up a curving flight of marble gairs,
into thewd| of atower. At its summit was achamber in which the windows were pillared by stone, but
the casements were water where the fish swam in and out asthey pleased. The two Knightstook their
stance, as a the pavilion, on either sde the door, which then closed fast of itsdlf.

"Now Cedrevir," said the Lady Mar-isme. "Y ou are young and you are thraled in my spell. You are
here with me, and blameless, and who isto see us?*

And she showed him a bed, scented with flowers and soft as snow, and hung with heavy curtains of
slver stuff. Next, she threw off her gown, and stood in her shift, as tranducent asthe lakeitself. But when
she had done this, he saw through her, through shift and skin and flesh and hair, and she was made of
bones, asthe face of Death had been.

"Lady," hesad, "l will lie besdeyou, but in no other way."

She nodded, as Death had done, and drawing back the covers of the bed, she revealed to him that a
barrier of up-turned blades ran down the middle of it, a paisade of steel. Marisme stretched herself to
one sde of this, and he on the other, the blades between them. And al at once Cedrevir dept, in that bed
of swords, and in his deep the fence grew higher and touched the roof of the chamber, which caught
dight and fell down on him, and at that he woke.

Helay beside the lake, on the shore in the sunrise, and up the dope, where the ruin was, the patient
horse cropped the grasses.

Therewas no sign of any other thing, for his hair and garments had no trace of wet. He was hungry and
thirsty. The feast under the lake had not sustained him.

Y et, on opening hisright hand, hefound lying in the pam alittle cod-black shdll, and therefdl fromiit
onewater drop, likeasingletear.

The Knight of the Fellowship of the Circle rode northwards another month or more, and the summer
waned from the land. He came among places of ste-rility where the trees were thin as fa-mine, aburned
country. In the valleys they had long since stripped the white corn, and the sun had withered off the grass
and leaves. Only crows stood sen-ting on the bald hill-tops. In the north, miles distant, were clouds that
did not move, and these Cedrevir took for the mountains.

One noon, when the barren heat was very great, Cedrevir saw achurch be-low him in the downlands,
by astream. The banks were shaded by walnut trees, and the water was fresh. The fruits on the walnuts
were like stones, however, and when he smote on the church door it sagged wide. No one was there but
lizards that rushed away like the scorched leaves over the floor. A window shaped asawhed hung inthe
east wall; before it an antique banner dipped from arafter, dark red, the fringes rusty. The altar was
singular, ablock of quartz, and in the depths of it might imperfectly be seen awar-axe, though how it had
come there there was no telling.

Cedrevir, going out again, tethered his horse, and stretched himself among the trees to rest through the
heet of the day.

No sooner had he closed his eyesthan he heard aweird wild pagan chanting, and shouts, and the tramp



of feet com-ing towardshim aong thevalley.

Cedrevir started up — and as he did so, the noises died on the air. Only the stream lilted in its narrow
bed and the horse whispered to the plants under the wall's shade.

Cedrevir sat down again, and leaned his head on his hand and shut his eyes. Instantly he heard the
chanting and the outcry, as before but louder still. Now he did not stir, but only waited, and presently
shadows began to flicker and dance over hiseydlids, asif acompany of people passed.

Cedrevir opened his eyes asecond time, and wide and grey they gazed on nothing but the arid
afternoon.

A third time he withdrew his sight, and past him the people trampled, and bells rang and women shrilled.
Now Marisme, the lady in the lake, had said to him: The name of your road is | will. So then Cedrevir
sad softly to himsdlf, "It isto be seenif it isto be heard, and | will seethisthingand what itis."

And as he had smitten on the church door, so he smote open his own eyes with the thought.

Then he saw this: Acrossthe valey floor, following the course of the stream, came a band of men and
women. They were summer-tanned, lean and ragged, but they had garlanded their heads with twisted
briars. The women rang bells and the men brandished staves. In the midst was a cart which they pulled
violently dong, and in the cart was bound a young maiden, wan asif near death, though in her dark hair
too was caught a crown, of vine-leaves and poppies. Plainly, shewasto be asac-rifice.

Cedrevir got to hisfeet and loosened the sword in its sheeth. It transpired that, as he had formerly not
seen these people, they could not even now see him; he was invisible. Unhindered then, he trod behind
them, and when they mounted a nearby hill, kept after.

There among the stubblewas aring of lifelesstrees, from which the carrion birdsrose at their arrival like
flung, screeking stones. The ground under the trees, where they had been feeding, wasllittered by bones
and bits of rotted mest. The spot smelled of death. Asthe men lifted the girl from their cart, she beganto
weep, but she did not beg for any mercy, judging it, seemingly, be-yond them. They tied her fast to one
of the trunks. She drooped there like adying lily on ablack branch. The mad-dened crowd ran about the
tree, wailing and cdling, and then an ancient man, cackling at the curtailment of youth, crept around the
ring, sprinkling from a censer on the ground. It contained blood, which smoked and stank, and the
crows, which had returned to the upper boughs, clapped their wingsin greed.

When the ancient had completed hisritud, the people plunged together and swirled suddenly away.
They went by Cedrevir, where he waited at the tree-ring's edge, without alook, and some even stumbled
againg him, but paid no heed to it. Their noise, which now had something more of fear than celebra-tion,
diminished and was gone. A vast silence settled on the hill. At this, the girl raised her drenched eyesand
looked al about her. Her tearsfell and she shook with terror, but nor did she make any sound.

Then there came arumbling in the earth, under their very feet, and Ced-revir undung from his shoulder
the shield fronted with the sarpafex, and drew his sword.

In another second the ground bulged and split, and out of it there burdt, flam-ing like amolten thing, a
huge lizard, adragon.

It was the colour of brass, and in Sze haf the height again of aman. It bore up with it afearfull smell of
sulphur and decayed matter, and asit grubbed and pawed, discarding the soil, search-ing for the
accustomed offering, from itsjaws ran avenomous breeth tinc-tured with fire.



Cedrevir stepped forward, and lifting his shield againgt the exhalaion, caled toiit.

The dragon turned at once, and its orbs of eyes, that looked blind with un-thinking malice, yet appeared
totakehimin.

"Before her, first you must be done with me, Devil-spawn," said the Knight. "Now God be at my side,
in Christ's Name." And he went forward Straight at the dragon, but, as he did so, covered hishead and
breast with the shield. A wave of the filthiness and heat seared Cedrevir like afurnace blast. Y et he came
on, and struck with his sword, upward, against the underside of the ribs. But the cage of ribswasa
monu-mental thing. He bruised it, for the monster roared, and in the trees the waiting crows exclamed
and took flight. But no more than that he did.

Cedrevir fdl back now, for the awful bresth and fire of the dragon were greeatly weakening.

It dunk after him, and raking at him with its forefeet continuoudy, inflicted instead horrid woundsin the
earth, for hewastoo quick for it.

Then again, he struck at the breast, at itsjaw that weaved above him, and one of the huge teethin its
mouth was broken at the blow.

Down the hill they passaged, the dragon sweeping with its claws and pouring out its bane-bregth,
Cedrevir avoiding its attack as he could — and here and there atree ssump or aboulder sprang dight in
lieu of him, or cracked in pieces.

But it wasin the thoughts of the Knight that he would lead it down, away from the damsdl, to the stream
below the church. The dragon's ement wasfire, but there lay water.

Among the walnut trees they passed, and Cedrevir stepped back into the stream and felt, through his
mail, its blessed lesser warmth like coolness. The dragon baulked. It would not come on. It snarled, and
the small stones of the walnuts might be heard popping and snapping.

"Isit water you spurn, or the holy church above?!
Then the dragon spoke to Cedrevir.

"Y ou have wounded me. Isthat not enough? Let me return to the maiden who is meant for me. | would
not day you. | honour your vaour. Y ou did not mean to wound me."

"Isit you?' said Cedrevir. "Y ou were before alittle snake."

"1?Who knows me, or what | have been, or may be?' said the dragon. The words came from its
mouth, in apure voice, shining like an organ-notein the flaxen air. The words came fromit, yet no man
could be sure it was the dragon which uttered them.

Cedrevir answered: "Y ou are the creature of Satan, let him protect you. | cal upon my Lord. You are
the weapon of the Enemy. Oh God!" cried out Cedrevir, "send me awegpon here to meet thisfoe.”

At that, the ground quaked, even asit had when the dragon erupted out of it. Above the stream, where
the church stood, there came a sound of rending, and up into the air shot abeam of light. Cedrevir did
not turn; he held his eyes on the dragon, and covered himsdf over with hisshield. But dso helet fal his
sword, and raising hisright arm high, opened hishand. And into it there came a heavy rounded haft, and
at the haft's end awedge of brightnesslike ajewd. It was the axe he had seen bedded in the dtar.

"l will," repeated Cedrevir. Helifted up the axe and whirled it.



The dragon coughed out aspurt of livid fire, which enveloped Cedrevir, and seemed to touch his heart
and shat-ter it. But yet dill he let the revolving axe fling free and even as he sank down, he saw the
axe-head meet the dragon's skull, and cleave it and become embed-ded in it. And he saw too that the
skull seemed made of a substance like quartz.

The cool water laved the mail, the hair and flesh of Cedrevir. Helay under the stream, dreaming of the
dragon's death. But he could not breathe the water of the stream asin the lake he had. He must rise up
again and shakeit from him.

He climbed the hill wearily, and the crows berated him high above. (The dragon's corpse would be
difficult eat-ing.) Going to the dead tree, he cut the ropes which bound the maiden. She saw him clearly,
as she had seen the battle for her life. She dropped at hisfeet. She clasped his ankles, and the garland of
poppies did from her shadowy hair.

"You aredt liberty," he said.

"Yes, and | thank and blessyou for it. But do not leave me here, for those savages of the region will
themsalveskill me. They have worshipped the dragon dl the years of their lives™ And shelooked at him
with the blackest eyes, and her mouth was red as the pop-pies. "I am caled Measind. A great lord iskin
to me. Take me only to hiskingdom. It lies northward. It isnot far."

Cedrevir set the girl before him on the horse. She was dender and silent, no trouble for them, but for
her beauty — which did trouble the Knight. For her beauty was of a subtle and uneasy sort, like smoke.

She gave no direction to the home of her kindred, the kingdom of the lord she had not named.
Northward, she had said, northward they rode, and she was content. She did not question Cedrevir on
any matter.

At night they dept upon the ground, and gentle Melasind made no com-plaint. She wrapped hersdlf in
her man-tle and lay down, her cheek pillowed in her hand. Her dumber was discreet, but her hair strayed
as she dept; it coiled and shimmered on the earth. She had been the dragon's bride, and her power over
desire came from that, her virginity burned under the skin.

By day the sky was brazen. The land-scape became a desert, flat-tabled plains where drifts of minerds
gparkled. Not atree grew. Water, where it was to be had, lay till in the cups of stones, and tasted of
metal, granite, or cinders.

Then, as an evening came on after the sunset, the girl said to the Knight, "Do not pause now. For
another hour's riding will bring usto the kingdom | told you of."

Cedrevir looked before them, to the north. He saw dim, folded plateaux and the vault of light. There
was no sign of any road, any wall or tower.

"There, lady?"
"There," shesaid. "Wherethe stars are coming clear.”

Then Cedrevir behed astrangenessin the sky. On the height of it some stars were flashing out, awhole
con-gtellation, but it had aform which he had never seen before in any land, or place, nor ever heard
spoken of .

It was like aspear or sword, but winged, the clustered starsthick like diamonds at its centre, raying
away to glinting dust at the huge pinion-points, and the whole dazzling morefiercely than any other star of
the sky, or the full moon even.



Cedrevir said nothing el se to the maiden, and she nothing more to him. They rode on towards the
winged sword of stars. And an hour passed, as she had said it must, but with no feature of the plain
atering. Then, "Draw rein," said she. And when he had done so, she leaned forward and cried in ahigh
voicethin asawire:

"Ex orio per Nomine."

That done, she bowed her head meekly and clasped her hands.






But on the plain amighty wind rose up. It seemed to lift the very corners of the world up after it; shards
and dustsflew into the air, and in the welter of these things, soundless as an opening flower, Cedrevir
saw acastlerising out of the earth. Its battlements and towers were pierced with lights, and banners
curled about the tops of it. All was still-ness asthe wind died down. Then from the castl€s walks the
trumpets clamoured.

"Do not delay, we are expected,” said Mdasind.

So they rode forward, and as they went, the starburst of the winged sword was eclipsed behind the
stoneworks, its point seeming to stab dowly to the cas-tle's heart.

There was agate, with torched tur-rets either side. The portals of this now began to open, and aKnight
rode out. In the torches light he was dressed in red, hismail red as new copper, and he was mounted on
ared horse.

"You arewelcome," he said cour-teoudy, and to the Lady Melasind he bowed.

With great surprise, Cedrevir heard her give ashrill merry laugh, and felt her shrink away between his
arms. He looked, and saw that as the torches found her now, Melasind was adender girl-child, some
seven or eight years of age. She turned to him her laughing face and said, "In theworld, | am wise. But
here, in the house of my kin, | am asachild. Help me get down, Sir Knight."

So Cedrevir dismounted and lifted her down.

With misgiving, yet ever with the purpose of the Quest, he followed her under the great gate, into the
castle which had risen from the Earth.

A night and aday, Cedrevir remained, the guest of an unknown hog, in the Castle of Earth and Fire.
And soit was. For by day, only the dightest sunlight entered through the embra-sures, that were closed
besides by panes of thick glasstinted with cinnabar. Congtantly the lamps and torches and candles
burned there. It was a place of great heat, and of leaping fire-cast shadows. The servants of the Castle
waited on Cedrevir, as, in the mansions of his own land, he was wont to be waited on. There seemed
nothing uncommon in it, though they did not spesk to him of anything, nor did he interrogate them. At the
ending of that first day, sunset filled the windows, and the Knight in red mail came to Cedrevir, greeted
him with al proper forms, and asked him to descend the Castleto ahall of feast-ing.

Together they went down countless wide stairs of burnished basdlt, by pas-sages and chambersred
with sunset and fire, and going aways lower, until Cedrevir believed they had now passed under the
ground. But he made no re-mark upon thisfact, nor did the Red Knight spesk of it.

At length the last stair ended at a door, which opened itself at their ap-proach. Beyond lay a garden,
most un-usua and enigmatic initslooks. No daylight ever camethere, it was far beneath the earth, but in
themidst of it was apool of ebony water from which proceeded a sourceless glowing light. On the water
the whitet lilies rested, and sometimes, in the lighted dark, the gold fin of afish would blink. The walks of
the garden were laid with opals and other pallid fiery gems. Herbs and flow-ers stood in the beds, but
they had no hue nor perfume. All acrossthe garden, nevertheless, atall rose tree had spread itself, and
every rose on the tree was crimson. But when they came near to it, Cedrevir saw that these roses were
made of rubies, garnets, and spinels.

Beyond the tree was another door, and through the door ahall.

They |eft the gardens and entered the hall, and stood on itsthreshold. A mil-lion candles were burning
there, above tables covered with cloth-of-gold, and against hangings that ran with gold, on cups of



sheerest crystd and platters trimmed with precious stones. But none sat down there, and presently
Cedrevir perceived that the dust of years had gathered over everything. And, asthe fish had winked in
the pool, now and then a black rat would flicker under the draperies.

At theroom'sfar end, the child Me-lasind sat on the flagstones. She wore now a gown of yellow
scarlet, and her hair was crowned with the colourless flowers of the garden. In her lap she held an agate
bowl and aknife of bone, and she wept.

Cedrevir went to her and knedled down before her.
"Lady," sad he, "why are you crying so bitterly?"

"Thelord, my kindred, issick,” said Measind. "Only this bowl, brimmed by the blood of avirgin, can
revive him at such times. See, | have been nerving mysdf toit, but am afraid.”

Cedrevir frowned. The Red Knight stood at hisleft shoulder, and said, "It isas shetdlsyou. For long
ago my lord, who isthelord of this kingdom, re-ceived a grievous wound. It does not heal. Only virgin
blood can make him well, and that only for alittlewhile."

"I do not ask the nature of the wound, nor how he cameto it," Cedrevir re-plied. "The voice of fate,
shouting or murmuring, is always to be heard on such ajourney asmine. My vow isaso of chadtity. |
have never joined with awoman, or committed any carnd act. | am asvirgin asthischild, and far
sronger. Therefore | offer your lord in-stead my blood, without fear. For my soul isin profound
safekeeping.”

Thelord's Knight, hearing this, bowed very low. "Hewill receive your gift with thanks" said he. And he
withdrew from the hdl. But the child-girl only stared a Cedrevir.

"You mugt attend me," he said. "When it is done, take your scarf and bind the cut tightly. Now give me
the bowl, and if you wish, look away from what | do."

So Cedrevir opened avein in hisleft arm with the bone knife, and filled the agate bowl with his blood.
When the deed was finished, the child-girl ran to him and bound hisarm tightly, not looking at the cut.
But then, she dipped her finger in the blood.

"Y ou shal take him thisyoursdlf,” said Measind. "1 will guide you to my lord's chamber.”

Cedrevir fdt alittle weakness from the loss of the blood, and he remem:-bered how he had lain down in
the stream after the dragon's death, and heard the water sSinging in his ears, but not asit had sung under
thelake.

"Where doesyour lord lie?" asked Cedrevir. "In one of the great towers of the Castle?"
"No. Heisbelow us, here.”

Cedrevir followed her, as she bore the bowl of bright blood, and her steps were quick and light, his
dower and less gladsome.

Shetook him through a narrow door, and beyond the passage s oped and wid-ened, lit only by the raw
torchesinitswells. Till suddenly Cedrevir could see they were entering among huge hollow caves
underground. Soon enough, the lighted corridor fell behind them, and on dl sides unfurled the shining
dark, like eterna night. Y et nevertheless he could tell their path, for a hot radiance beamed out from the
agate bowl.



Shortly, Mdasind led him over abridge of flint, under which, miles down, an unseen river clashed its
furiousway. On the other side the bridge was afront of granite, in which atal door of dull meta stood
weirdly gar. Through this dit went the maiden-child with her bloody lamp, and Cedrevir after her.

At once he seemed struck nearly blind. For though no light came out from the place beyond the door,
yet light blazed there within. The means of the light Cedrevir could not discern, but the cause of its power
he could bare-ly miss. For the cavern that plunged away before him was piled with such treasures it
would seem to beggar the richest kings of the world above.

"Come, follow ill," said Melasind, and she led him on now up hills and dong mountainsdes of piled
gold, made dl of coinsand chains and casks, crowns and swords and rings, and furnishings of every
type. And through the gold ran streams of slver, and down its dopesrattled dips of jewelsthat their feet
had disturbed. Until, coming over aridge of this colossa wedlth, Cedrevir looked upon alake of
sapphires, emeralds and rubies, so blue, so green, so bloodmost red, it seemed to boil and to flash
light-nings. But in the centre of the lake, asthe dragon lies upon its hoard, lay stretched aman on
cushions of silk. And hewas agiant, clad in black ar-mour, hisface turned away, so hislocks of hair,
that outshone the gold, flowed on the silk likefire.

Then Mdasind gave acry, and sheran down into the lake of jewels, and over it, and came to the giant
and leaned above him. After amoment, she called to Cedrevir again: "Come, Sir Knight."

So Cedrevir walked out across dl the jewels and when he reached the giant, gazed on hisface. It wasa
countenance of such hideousness that none could look at it unmoved, nor without shrink-ing. For it was
not the ugliness of any fleshly deformity, its horror semmed from some inner twisting and torture. Then
the eyes opened, and filled the face instead with an appaling beauty, but it was the endless beauty of
agony that never ends.

"So you behold me, Knight," said the falen one, and at hisvoice, no more than asigh, sone and metal,
skin and bone, heart and mind, were ravished and trembled and grew shamed and sick. "Seewhat |
possess,” said the Lord of the Castle of Earth and Fire, "see what ismine. And see what | am brought to,
that achild must fetch me grud. | thank you for your charity, Sir Knight. Say now, may | drink?"

"Drink," said Cedrevir, "but | must turn away," and leaning on amace of slver that protruded from the
lake of jewds, he hid hiseyeswith his hand.

After amoment, though, the won-drous horror of the voice whispered again.

"Y our gift doesme good. Thereisgrest vitdity in you. Whom then, do you serve?'
"Only my Fellowship," answered Cedrevir. "And God."

Thefalen giant drank again. The bowl was drained.

Hesad:

"I serve none. | will not serve, and so may never be free. Do you think my punishment has lasted
aufficiently long? No, | am not punished. | need cry out humbly only once Ut Libet. But will not doit. It
ismy pride, not your God, that bindsme. Ut libet. Nunquam. Ut qui libentum.”

Cedrevir, unableto prevent himself, had gazed once moreinto that awful face of afalen dragon, and in
the deeps of the golden eyes he saw printed those words— Ut qui libentum. (Seeing that | will.)

"Go now," said the mouth that had drunk his blood. " Go take your reward with thisdamsdl. For | would
not see this specid virtue of yours wasted on another after | have had benefit fromit."



"Lord," Cedrevir replied, "you know | may not take any pleasure with her in that way."
"That isto be seen.”

And then there came up in the golden eyes aredness, like two dead suns that rose underground, and
over the mouth, and al the features, went aghadtly flaring, asif wax melted in flame, and the being
roared, and all the cavern seemed to break apart and the jewels rushed up over their heads like a storm
of water.

Measind took to her hedls, and catching at his hand, she pulled Ced-revir after her. And in histerror,
which was like no other fear in the world, he allowed her to do it. Together they es-caped the cavern of
riches, and up the dopes of stoneinto the passage, and so back into the banquet hal with al its places
laid and not asingle guest. And beyond that they ran, to the subterra-nean garden, and here both the
doors dammed on them, and cold slencefell.

Cedrevir flt alonging for water, and leaning to the lily-pool, heraised someto hisface and lips. Asthe
rings settled in the pool, he saw reflected, between the white chalices of the flowers, Me-lasnd, and she
was no longer achild, but adamsel again, with sweet high breasts and arosy mouth, and hair that poured
to her hips.

Then Cedrevir drew his sword and smote that image in the pool, so it smashed in pieces.
The damsd laughed.

"But did he not give meto you," said she, "and here | am and we are pris-oners of thisgarden. Who is
to see?'

"| should seeit,” replied Cedrevir. "I am both warrior and priest. | will not break the vows | made. They
have fash-ioned me, in water and fire, on the an-vil, asthis sword was fashioned. Though | desire you,
lady, which you, and he, both know too well, | have another duty, and a better lust than for your love.”

"Alas" said Melasind, and she hur-ried to him, swift and sSinuous as a snake, and threw her arms about
him and sought hislipswith hers. But he remembered her, how she had been achild, sexlessand
innocent, that cried at the notion of awound. And desireleft him and he put her away, though the heat of
her body burned him through. Lifting his voice, he cried out then, as she hersdlf had done on the night
plan: "Ex orio per Nomine!"

But the Name invoked was now An-other's, and al the power and passion of Cedrevir, which that
place had stirred, turned otherwise, tore wide the enchantment.

With a screeching and thunder, the Castle of Earth and Fire seemed to burst, and up from the garden
rushed the whirlwind, and taking Cedrevir in its grasp, hurled him through disinte-grate sone and iron,
glassand fire, on to the surface of the tindered land.

And as helay on the breast of the world, the ground shook, and on the horizon afiery crack, the shape
of aserpent and two or three milesin length, hedled itsdlf, and thereafter everything was darkest night,
without a beacon or astar.

But trangfixing his palm, even through the stedl of the gauntlet, was ablood-red thorn. And plucking it
out, it left no mark on him. (And the cut from which he had filled the agate bowl had aso vanished,
leaving only a scar, abroken circle like the sickle Moon.)






An adream, then he heard the voices sing:
First the Sword of Paining Second the Sorrow's crowning Third the Blood-Grail shining.
As, inthe Castle of Towersthey had sung, dulcet assilver bells.

And after these he heard the seeress Lady Marisme, who said, "Water in-constant and eternal, Earth
and Firethat mingle, and the many Kingdoms of the Air."

When he wakened, the land was changed, asif swept by amighty broom that had tumbled boulders,
and the sky of earliest day showed the strokes of the broom in long riven skeins of cloud.

But northward, now, he saw the mountains sharp and clear as swords. Partialy transparent they
seemed, and hard asforged sted. Y et before the mountains was avast forest lying on theland like the
smoke of an old burn-ing.

Now, this might be that forest called the Wood of the Savage Heart, and since he looked on it and
found it there, Cedrevir so named it. Mounting his horse, which wandered docile on the plain, herode
north again, and in afew hours entered under the tangled branches.

In the ories, the trees of that forest were al dead, but the towering trees of the forest Cedrevir had
entered, though leafless and often leaning with haf their clawed roots from the soil — which was itsdlf
only of dust and stones— yet seemed to pulse and throb with liveness, asif with the very begt of hearts.
And even those trees which had fallen seemed quickened by a strange force, and here and there the
roots had driven back into the unnour-ishing ground.

Therewere no birds, nor any truly living thing which Cedrevir might see, or hunt for food. But, asa
Knight of afelowship, he was accustomed to fast-ing. Asthe noisaess days and silent nights went by, his
thoughts grew only flawless and crystalline, and asfor the horsg, it survived by sometimes chew-ing ona
kind of mastic that exuded from the trees. Of water there was no scarcity, for the nights were chill and
brought afrost which, in the sunrise, melted in quantities, dripping off the boughs and gathered in the
gonesuntil midday.

The only flowers of that forest were the sun and the moon. There was, too, an overcast which hid the
gars, and also that congtellation of the winged sword. But probably this had been, in any case, a sorcery.

One dawn he woke from a deep deep in which the bell-voices chimed. Not the length of a spear away,
acreature was drinking at one of the water-puddlesin the stones. It was a hart, cold white, but between
the forked horns of it agold blossom seemed stamped upon its forehead.

It appeared to Cedrevir that thiswas amagical beast, the genius of the wood, and so he rose and began
to go towardsit, but at that the hart tossed its head and ran away. Y et it ran only to a clear-ing some
score of trees distant, and there again it stood, flickering in itswhitenesslike acandle-flame, asif awaiting
him.

Accordingly Cedrevir untethered and mounted his horse, and rode dowly after the hart which, seeing
him come on, began to trot before him.

In this manner the morning and the noon passed, the knight following and the white hart dancing before
him. If Cedrevir should spur his horse, then the hart would run, so fleet the man seemed likely to loseit.
However, if Cedrevir should lag, or pause, the hart too stayed itself, browsing on the dark mastic of the
trees asthe horse did.

When the afternoon came down into the forest, ill the hart went on and the Knight rode after. It wasa



cheerless day, the season was no longer summer, nor anything, cool and dry, and without kindness.

There seemed no changesin the woods but for the natura dteration of thelight. Later a pale amber
westering glow flowed through the trees. Later yet, the dusk began.

Where did the creature lead him? In the crystal thoughts of Cedrevir, from which the fast too had
doughed most of the need for deep or rest, the motive of the pursuit of the hart shone indi-visible and
immaculate. On aVVowed Journey, such things had al areason.

Night won the [and.

They had reached another of the hol-low clearings, and now the hart stopped of its own accord and
turned to face its pursuer. It gleamed dimly, even in the utter dark, and between its horned brows the
golden flower was like alin-gering speck of day. Then, afearful metamorphosis occurred. The hart legpt
abruptly highinto theair, so itsfeet no longer touched the Earth, and asit did this, it seemed to leap out
of itsown skin, which pleated away into nothing behind it. From the skin of the hart there emerged ahuge
whitelion, with agrey hoary mane like the spun frost, and eyes of flame. And in mid-air it sprang a
Cedrevir, for histhroat, and for his soul too it seemed.

The horse neighed in terror and plunged aside. The lion-beast, meeting the horse's flank in its spring,
ripped with huge talons, but only the cloth and legther of the caparison were breached. The lion hung then
from this vantage, glaring in the face of the Knight. And in the black silence of the forest, the hatred and
blood-craving of the lion were like atorch. But Cedrevir had by now freed his sword. He swung it over
and thrugt it down, into the lion'sjaws, until the hilt, where was engraved the Sgil of the sarpafex, grated
on thefangs. And the eyes of the lion turned to blackened cods. It fell away, and lay on the earth, il
faintly shining, so Cedrevir beheld it was now only aflac-cid pelt, without sinews, flesh or bones.

Cedrevir did not marvel, for he had come into a state of the marvellous, where nothing surprised him.
But he bowed his head and gave customary thanksto God. Lifting his eyes again, he saw glow-wormsin
the wood, and then that they were not glow-worms, but the lit tapers of a procession of men and women,
which wandered through the trees into the glade. Asthey drew closer, he noted dso that they were
garbed, the men as priests, the women as nuns. Reaching the spot where the skin of the lion sprawled,
two of the priestsraised it and bore it off. They spared no glance to Cedrevir, but passed him, chanting
softly some litany he could not recognize.

Cedrevir leaned from his horse. He caught at the mantle of one of the nuns,
"Whereisit that your mysterious company goes?’

She answered, "The Earthisfading. The sky will fall. Y ou may follow usif you wish."
"But where, holy lady?'

"Itistrue, dl placesare asonein the World's death.”

And with no more reply than that (though that perhaps reply enough), she dipped from him. And al of
them had |eft him, thelion's skin carried in their midgt.

Cedrevir dismounted and, leading the horse, went after.

Soon the way ascended. They climbed, the religious procession, and behind it Cedrevir. Thetrees
thinned. The Knight looked about him, and saw they had emerged on arange of cliffs, which might be at
the foot of the northern mountains, although these he could not make out. Though the forest had been
stricken and non-verdurous, these cliffs were bare of everything but the rock itself. Presently, however,



he might see the destination of the travellers. It was a skeletal chapel, roofless and wrecked.

A curious light came down. At first, Cedrevir took it for the glow-worm sheen of the tapers. But then,
thinking over the words the nun had spoken, he looked up to heaven. And there was a strange sight, and
onewhich filled him with adeep and sorrowing fear.

The night above had become a can-opy, opague and impenetrable, empty of moon or stars. Yet it was
acanopy wonderfully adorned. Across the whole length of it, which stretched to the twelve quarters, ran
scrollsand fret-tings of gold and silver, not in motion but till, asif painted there. And as Cedrevir gazed
at this, the whole of it seemed dways sinking alittle nearer, so that indeed the sky, or thisentity of the
sky, wasfdling, by dow inches on the earth below. And from it nothing dive could fly away, but must be
crushed benesth. Y et so beautifully fashioned it was, the great black coffin-lid of heaven, that now he
saw gems of ex-quisite lucidity set into the metd, lilies of pearl and asgphodel of the clearest topaz, and
hyacinths of such purple co-rundum he could hardly bear to look at them. In his heart, Cedrevir wegpt.
God, dismayed by the unrelenting wicked-ness of Man, let down the sky to end His creation. Y &t, too,
He honoured it with beauty. Not cruel water nor rav-ening fire would be the quietus of man-kind, but
black air flowered with jewels. Y es, Cedrevir's heart wept, and over-flowed with pity for the Crestor,
and love and an anguish of fear, and res-ignation, a so.

And so0 he followed the company into the chapel, and here they doused their lights, and wereillumined
only by thefaling dow lights of the sky.

But where they had laid the lion's skin, suddenly there was also afire on the earth. The pelt blazed up,
and the flames divided. Out of them came dain-tily stepping alittle snowy fawn, with agolden cross
between its brows. For amoment it was clearly visble, and then it vanished and the glittering ashes of the
fire snuffed out to nothing.

A wind blew through the chapel, among the silent watchersthere. It wasfierce yet strengthless, dl the
winds of the world flattened under the lid of the sky. After the wind had passed, dew or rainfell, but it
died to dust even asit touched the ground.

Looking up again, through rooflesswalls, Cedrevir saw the canopy had come so close that every flow
and dec-oration might be measured by the eye, huge in dimension, with gems set within gems. Then
again, he bowed his head. And Heaven fell.

There was neither heat nor cold, nor sound nor vision nor thought. There was no pain or smothering. A
vast un-ness covered dl, and al was absorbed init.

After the darkness, there was light. After the death of deep, a second awak-ening. The Knight Cedrevir
was as you have yourself seen him, well-made, and fair to look on, and he sood asformerly clad in mall
and full armed, but done, upon amountainsde. The world lay far benegth, or it was gone entirely to a
ring of palest most insubstantial brightness, like the sea. The sky wasdl around, roseate blue with
dawn, and clouds passed below and on al sides, moving leisurely as swans on amorn-ing lake. And the
sky too wasfull of golden flowersand silver flowers, like those which had fretted the lid of the
Annihilation. But these flowers hung, asif woven in atapestry, and as he began again to climb, now and
then they brushed hisface or shoulders, and they had only the touch of flowers, but they did not break or
fal.

Above there was a castle which grew up from the mountain, and asit grew it changed to gold, so it was
athing of firelike the sun, and he could not keep hiseyeson it. There was aroad also under hisfeet, and
it was laid with lapis lazuli and sapphire. While, at the road-side, trees sprang out of the mountain, and
their boughswere dl blossom, yet fruit hung from them that shone like mirrors and gave off aperfume



like no fruit or bloom of the Earth.
By accident or by design it is not pos-sible to come there, but by faith and will, sometimes; it is.

For Cedrevir had entered a kingdom of the Kingdoms of the Air, and before him rose Carba Bonem,
blinding himwithitsglory.

As he gpproached the gate a horn blew within the Castle, along and liquid note, and the doors of the
gate opened without a sound.

Within lay a court. It was paved with marble, and on every side the towers went up blazing, and one
tower above the otherslike ashaft of flame, whose head was not to be distinguished. At the centre of the
court stood atawny willow, the curved trunk of which was braced with silver. From its boughs
de-pended the helms and swords, spears and shields and colours, of many scores of Knights, marked
with their various devices, so it was agaudy object, thisbrown tree. Under it there waited amaiden
dressed in sackcloth. Her hair was white as sdlt, and her eyesthe pal-lid green-azure grey of glass, but
shewasthin and twisted, and her face beautiless.

"Stay, Knight," said she. "Y ou must leave your weapons and your colours here.”
"Asothershave," said Cedrevir, "and not reclamed them.”

"Not dl reclaim them, it istrue," said the maiden. "But you have entered the Azori Mundi Regna, the
Kingdoms of the Air, and must obey their laws."

Cedrevir unsheathed his sword, and undung the shield from his shoulder, these he gave her, with his
war-hedm. And sheraised theitemsasif they were no weight at dl, and hung them on the tree.

"Who guards you, lady?" he asked her then, "are you aone, and still make this harsh demand of any
mean that comes here?"

"Thereis protection, though invig-ble. | an Morgainor, and it is| mysdf who guard this place, and its
treasures, which you seek.”

"So| do," he answered very low.

"Enter the tower then, thetallest of dl, and go up the Sair.”

At these words Cedrevir went pale, and his heart thundered. He said "I sthere no other preparation?”
"What isto be can only be."

So heleft the maiden who had called hersalf Morgainor, and crossed the court, and the door of that
tallest of the towers opened for him. He saw beyond a stair ascending. It was of polished ebony, in-laid
with ivory. And in the tower too, the flowers of gold and silver hung in the air, brushing hisface and
shoulders as again he climbed upward. And hewasfilled by feverish lightness, and tears stood in his

eyes.

Now as he climbed the stairs of ebony and ivory, it did begin to suggest itself to the Knight thet, aside
from the flow-erswhich he might see and fed, the air thickened with unseen presences, and sometimes
they too brushed him, asif with draperies or wings. Where the stair curled about itsdlf, asit did very
often, it seemed to him he detected voices also, soft and melodious, but they spoke in atongue he had
never heard.



At lagt he saw the light of the sky again before him, but, as he stepped off from the stair, he found the
way was closed with a palisade the height of three men, and made from the bones of men, and the day
streamed through them and through the eyeless skulls, which were very white and pure, asif fashioned of
alabaster, but they were not.

This door would not open for Cedre-vir. He paced beforeit, and saw dimly through its eyelets radiant
day beyond.

Then a shadow moved in an inner corner of the door, and there was a stooped, gross woman there,
dressed in sackcloth, her pale hair matted and her face very ugly, though her eyes were the eyes of the
maiden in the court.

"You must givemeagift,” said she, "or | may not open the way for you."
"What would you have? For | have nothing."
"Giveme," shesad, "acoa-black shell and ablood-red thorn.”

Then he consdered how he had re-mained true to himsdlf and to his vows at the castle in the lake and
the Castle of Earth and Fire, and how, waking, he had on both occas ons found tokensleft him, the shell
and the thorn. So he took them from his belt and placed them on the ugly woman's palm.

At that she smiled, and she shook her head, and closed her hand upon the things.
"l an Morgainor,” she said. "Do you recollect? Y ou have met me before.”
"If you are Morgainor, then you are she. | have given you what you asked.”

"Yoursisaheart that hasno stain, nor any occlusion,” shesaid. "I seethrough it, therefore. Alas, did
you never question what you have been given, to giveit up so eeslly inturn?'

"A shdl," hesad, "athorn."

"Knight, I will render you onething in exchange, and then will open the door of bone." And she held out
to him her other hand, theright, and on the palm lay agolden needle. Cedrevir took this, and ashe did so
the door broke at its centre and folded wide for him to pass.

Beyond, the day wasitself standing open, like aflower; it dazzled him, that upper sunshine.

The atmosphere was rare, thin as silk, and fragrant, and cold. The place was by the turret of the tower,
itstop-mogt roof, and so high a place the Cagtle itsalf had now vanished in the cloud below. A pavement
stretched on every side, around space without awall, and at the centre of the pavement was aring of
white stones, each about half the height of aman. That was all, and the sun'srays smote on the stones,
the pavement, and the gold turret, so everything was caught in abrilliant haze.

Then, from the brilliancy, forms be-gan to shape themsalves. Cedrevir sood immobile, and next he
knedled, for these creatures, though never wholly seen, yet gppeared like angels, gleam-ing, and clad in
robes of samite, with great wings, and having every one animbus about its head. And these strange
ethered beingswent to and froin the air itself, not treading the pave-ment. (But they did not go inside the
ring of sones.)

Cedrevir kndlt and prayed then, for the dazzle of the sun and of the angel-beings had brought him dl at
onceto aleaden weariness. As he prayed, too, every dight transgression, every weak-ness of hislife,
cameinto his mind, and he was ashamed. He began to bdlieve that, like those others whose wegpons and



colours remained on the willow tree, he too would shrive in this bath of light, and die. Hawed as man
and as priest-warrior, he partly longed to leave the height, he could not bear the peer-lessness he sensed
hovering over him.

Then he heard the chime of bells, and startled, looked up. In the sky to the east he saw asight.

A glistening barge camefloating down the air. It had asail that shone like red bronze, and the prow was
carved like an eagle. A band of Knights rowed the barge through the ether with gilded oars, and young
girlsstood in the stern and rang bellsin their white hands, and chanted dolefully.

Down and down the barge descended; it dipped over the ring of stones and landed weightless on the
tower beneath the turret. When that was done, the Knights put up their oars. One, who was clothed in
white, came from the barge, and with him an old, crippled, hag-like woman, dressed in sackcloth, who
hid her face behind aveil. These two approached, and while the White Knight stood aside, the hag
addressed Cedrevir.






"l am Morgainor. We meset athird time. Will you give me back now the golden needle, for if you do, |
will then ingtruct you inthe mystery.”

Cedrevir rose from hisknees. He looked at the White Knight, whose face was as splendid as sunrise
and as unearthly. Cedrevir looked at the hag who peeped hideoudy from her veil with faded azure-green

grey eyes

"Lady, before, you seemed to warn methat | had given up to you too easily the shell and the thorn.
Shdl | rdinquish asesdly thisneedle?’

"Y oumust. And since you must, you shdl.”

"| believe | have begun to guesstheriddle,” said Cedrevir. He lowered hiseyes and said, "The shell was
symbol of the Blood Cup, and the thorn symbol of the Sorrow Crown. The needleisthe Lance of Pain. |
am unworthy of the vison which was sent me and so, un-wittingly but at the design of God, re-signed the
key to these sacred relics. Neverthdessthisneedle | till hold, and if | do not part with it, perhaps| shall
be granted one further sght of the Lance. Or, | shal be granted clean death upon the lance of aKnight
more worthy than I, maybe such a one as he that stands before me now."

Then the hag said this: "Cedrevir, you must not presume. If God has cho-sen you, how do you dareto
judge your-self unworthy? Whet is your knowledge beside the knowledge of Him?'Y ou seeinto your
heart, but He sees much more. It isyour soul He sees. Whatever is said to you, whatever you gain or
lose, what do such things matter? Did the Christ not promise Heaven to awretched thief 7

Cedrevir sghed degply. He said, "1 am in God's hand." And he gave the hag Morgainor back her
needle.

Shetook it. She said, "Go to the barge. That isthe mystery and the last test. Thereisno moreto say."

Cedrevir went towards the barge, and as he waked, the White Knight with the archangd'sface fell into
step with him. And the White Knight said, "In the barge lies one under a curse, and you may free her
fromit." But hisvoice wasremote, like distant music.

"What curseisthat?' inquired Ced-revir, expressionless, and his heart ached within him, at the words of
the hag Morgainor, at doubt, and because of doubt. He was not uplifted or com-forted. His eagerness

lay spent.

"That you shal see, the nature of the cursing. But to bregk it is, of itself, most smple. Onelieswithin the
barge, Em-brace her, and kiss her, on thelips. All shall bewell."

"That | may not do,” Cedrevir replied, dully. "All and every intimate connec-tion with womeniis
forbidden me."

But now they had reached the barge. The beaked prow craned above, and the sail had netted the sun.
At the stern the young girls stood with folded hands, bowed heads. The Knights were mo-tionless. A
ladder led into the midships of the vessdl, and Cedrevir mounted it and stepped down into the barge.
Therelay acanopied bier, the hangings of which were blue silk.

"Itisnot to be, | can do nothing," said Cedrevir to the White Knight.
But, "Look on her. Perhaps you will pity her enoughto doit.”

Then, impelled, Cedrevir crossed to the bier and lifted aside its hangings. At the view he recoiled,
unableto re-pressagroan of darkest loathing.



Then again, disbelieving, he stared, and could not take his gaze away.

On the bier there spilled afaintly-stirring mass. If it was afemale it wasthe more terrible for that, for it
was dso reptile. Theripplings of its curded flesh, shapeless under aswathe of silk, gave way at the upper
limbsto thelittle clutching arms of lizards, sheathed in lustreless metallic scales. And from thewaist its
lower part was a serpent, ooz-ing in adime. And round the whole dithered hair that lived, fatted worms,
the snake-hair of agorgon. The face grew from the torso — that had no scales. It wasin truth awoman's
face, but old as mummy, dl fissured and crinkled, lipless and having no teeth but the four long fangs of its
serpent side, these broken and discoloured. An evil stink arose fromit asit laboured there et life,
half-torpid and half-awake. And findly Cedrevir, sick with horror, dragged away his stare from it, but
just then it spoke.

"Y ou are wounded by the sight,” said the voice, "But | by the existence.”
And it wasthe voice of alogt child, that tore his heart.
"That isundeniable, lady,” he an-swered.

"But you, if you would, with one kiss, might set me free. How long does a brief kisslast? How long my
life?"

Then Cedrevir looked again on the monster. His gorge rose, but now for thefirst he saw her eyes. They
had no col-our and seemed mostly blind, yet in the windows of them shone the wd| of the world'stears.
A hundred centuries of direst misery. Perhaps a hundred more if he should stint compassion.

To kissher was not lust or longing, to kiss her was akind of fearful death, and never sin.

So Cedrevir, keeping wide his eyes on hers, leaned down into the stench and shimmering shadow. He
put his hand under her head, among the hair of worms, and he put hisfaceto her face, and hislips upon
her serpent mouth, and kissed her the kiss of dl the love-desirein him that never once had he bestowed.

It was asif he had grasped lightning or the rushing sea. He opened his eyes yet wider, and lifted his
head, and saw there in his grasp amaiden so lovely and so fair that not even the wonders of the Castle
would outshine her. Her hair, flowing over hishands, was like spring sunshine on wild flax, her eyeswere
like marine turquoise, her lipswere red and her clear-water skin aswhite asmay. And al of her wasdim
and sweet and human, but quite per-fect, o her gentle fingers that touched his brow fell there like petals,
and with her perfumed breeth she said to him, "Kissme again." And in that moment he could not stay
himsdlf, and he did kiss her, in her beauty and in his great irreconcilable lugt.

"l too am Morgainor," he heard her murmur then, as the Earth and sky whedled about him. *And now
you have given uptomeal."

There was no thunderclap or shaking of the stones, but the light entirely per-ished. Everything was gone.
The tower, the sky, the angel forms, the Knights and maidens, and the barge. Morgainor too, melted like
water from between his hands. And Cedrevir was | €ft in an-guish and the dark.

But not for long. For presently, anew lamp was kindled. It was like the in-timation of sunrise under
gorm.

Cedrevir, in hisdespair, looked yearningly towardsit, and held himself ready, nearly gladly, for
Chastisement.

Next, through the smokes of the cloud, he beheld asearing hint of gold, and then of silver, of crimson,
and of adepthlessruby green. Upintheair, anchorless, they wafted. He saw them hang in space, asif a



thousand miles away — the Spear, the Thorn Crown, and the Grail. And Cedrevir, in hisag-ony,
covered hisface and wept doud, for he knew very well that now the cul-mination of his Quest was
denied him. Even as he thought it, and other things more bitter, a burning wind passed by and colours
gtained againg histight-closed lids. After which the dark re-turned, without, within.

From the dark avoice spoke at lagt, at hisright shoulder, and it seemed to Cedrevir that he had already
heard it once, at the coming of the vison on Midsummer Midnight. But nothing now was to be seen.

"Cedrevir, were you not warned, and did not heed? It is your presumption that has denied you the final
prize"

"Lord," Cedrevir replied, "itismy snwhich haskept it from me.”

"Who are you, before God, to judge yoursdlf or how you sin? Know this. In the moment of the second
embrace, you had not lost the Quest. You lost it in the moment that you deemed yoursdlf onefallen, and
damned yoursdf."

"Fallen and damned | was. My vows were broken."

"And who are you to say you will never in? Are you not a human man? Or are you agod, who is
abovesn?'

"l amaman. A sinner, and cast from grace.”

"Since you must be perfect in your own eyes, Knight, perfect as God, it isyour own grace that you have
falen from. It isnot for you to know how God hasjudged you, blameless or to blame. But be assured of
this, even the King of All cannot grant you what you stub-bornly refuse to take. Go then, Knight. Go
down again to the world. Believethis, your fault isforgiven, for aman has only to say Forgive me for his
sinsto be stripped from him. But you are proud. Y ou say in your heart to God, Oh God, forgive me. But
to yourself you say, | cannot forgive mysdf. | will not.”

After that the voice was slent, and awan twilight came, and in the twi-light Cedrevir sumbled down
from the high place, over the sair of ebony and ivory, perhaps for many hours, and came at length into
the court, the dark-ness gone, and another lesser darkness come, for already night had shut itswings.

Therethe willow cascaded to the ground, and on its ghostly weft the tro-phies of the Knights eerily
spangled and swung. No figure was near, but three times round the trunk of the tree was coiled asilvery
snake, which hissed at him. When the snake did this, the shield and helm and sword of Cedrevir dropped
to the marble. He went and took them up, and in heavy grief turned from the Castle and descended the
mountains,

A night and aday hetravelled, scarcely knowing what he did, and eventualy helost hisway and his
wits, and wandered some while,

Inavaley of theworld, kindly people found him, restored him as best they might, and brought to him a
horse that was his own, lean and sad, which they had come on smilarly wandering the valley amonth
before.

Of the Forest of the Savage Hart there was no sign, and the valey was set in verdant hills, flowered
with fields and orchardland, though now the win-ter came on them.

Cedrevir rode south before the snow, which pressed behind him and covered the Earth with itswhite
cloak. So, turn-ing his head, he could yet see the snowy northern mountain-tops for several days, shining
up in the sky like shed pieces of the winter Moon.



He saw, however, no unusud sights, and no uncommon adventures befell him. Cedrevir returned, as
you yourself have noted. And as he seemed, 0 heis. The Quest is more often resolved in such failure
than in death. For now he knows the colours and the weapons on the willow tree remained of those who

journeyed on to some explicit blissheisdenied. Or that he has, asthe angdl told him, denied for ever to
himsdf.

— But tell me, then, since you have told so much, how do you know it dl? Hisjourney and hisgrief and
loss.

— How do | know?How could it be, but that | too, long, long ago, have gone Questing. | too have
gtriven and failed and falen. | too have heard those awful words and known — not in heart and mind, but
in my soul — the truth of them. God it isnot, who iscrud. But we ourselves. Mea culpa. Mea maxima
culpa. I, too.

N.B.: TheLatin used in thisstory isthe Mediaeva 'cat’ Latin of the Imperii Quat-
tuorviri, etc. !




