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Portrait of the Editor asPatron of the Arts.

We don't have to agree with the opinion col-umns we run, but we confess we do by and large agree
with S.T. Joshi's comments, later in this issue, on weird poetry. Poe, Clark Aghton Smith, Swinburne,
Coleridge, Robert E. Howard, Wdter de la Mare, and so many others once wrote magnificent ghostly,
weird, imaginative verse, some of which (particularly in the 19th century) was as widdy read as many
novels are today. Now we ask: is poetry dead?

But a the same time we hear a certain Smon and Garfunkd song going through our collective editorid
head, the one in which various preten-tious types are asking one another questions about whether
andyssisworthwhile or the theater isredly dead. And once when we were a bit more pretentious than
a present (and awhole lot younger) we parroted thet very line to a theater person . . . and recelved the
response that was deserved.

Our more mature concluson is that while the metrical romance doesn't seem at dl well these days, and
cave panting is perhapsin decline, one gets into difficulty rather quickly when pro-nouncing any art form
"dead," as long as even one Sngle artist of &bility is doing sincere work in the medium in question. The
audience may be vanishingly small. But dead seems alittle too find.

Let's say then that in 20th-century American culture, poetry has gone into hibernation. We think Joshi
isright that it has declined to virtud irrdevance even among literary people, and we pretty much agree
with his andyds of why. It's a standard chdlenge we offer: "Quote a famous American poem written in
the past twenty years” You can't, because there aren't any. There aren't any famous poets ather.
Argugbly Allen Ginsberg was the last, but more as a public figure than as an actud poet.

At the same time, as long as there are dill poets out there and poems are 4ill being written and (to
whatever degree) published, then poetry it redly dead.

But how many copies of the typicd poetry collection are sold? How many just gather dust on
univergty library shelves? Could it be that, in a country of 250 million people, poetry readers are, quite
literdly, onein amillion? Is poetry read by anyone other than other poets?

Congdering the dirculation figures given for literary magazinesin Writer's Market, then Weird Tales®



isactudly one of the mogt public outlets for poetry anywhere. Certainly for weird and fantagtic poetry,
we're just about the largest, and the highest paying. It gives us pause. What isto be done?

The answer is, we're going to go on publishing poetry. Since not everybody who reads Weird Tales®
isa poet, here, at leadt, poetry isdill read asit is supposed to be, by the public.

Maybe ours is a last redoubt; and poetry here is like some exquisite icon created at the Byzan-tine
court just afew years before Congtantinople fdl to the Turks. The art of the Byzantine court about A.D.
1450 was dill perfectly vdid on its own terms, even if only a handful of people ever saw it. Maybe
somebody preserved that icon and it was appreciated centuries later. Certainly it was better to have
created it than not to have done so.

This then, is our rationde for fantastic poetry, however diminished its audience or apped may be.
Thisiswhy we make an extra effort to sponsor poetry.

It may be abit much for usto daim to be the center of the Poetic Universe; we fed a certain sense of
stewardship, if you will, without taking ourselves too serioudy.

Okay, if we're in charge, here's our agenda: While Ezra Pound may have been one of the principa
villains who overthrew 20th century English poetry, he did come up with aringingly good phrase when he
sad (in The ABC's of Reading) that "poetry mus be at least as wel written as prose.” That is to say, it
mugt be lucid. It mugt (to use Mark Twain's phrase) say what it proposes to say rather than merdly come
close

We absolutely reject the idea that poetry must be "difficult,” deciphered rather than read, and that if
we don't understand it, it must be pro-found. If we don't understand it, more likdy the author hasn't
expressed himsdf well enough.

We refuse to believe that poetry just flows spontaneoudy onto the paper. We bdievein craft, even as
we bdieve in the craft of the short story. A certain editor, for whom we have a great ded of respect,
once told us that he never sent poets anything but rgjection dips back with poems, because he never
once was able to ask for arevison and get back a poem he could publish. Very dowly, indeed with al
due respect, we have come to appreciate that thisis not so. We are perfectly willing to say, "the last two
lines are unclear,” or "don't you need an extra syllable in line 147" Sometimes we have been able to get
revised poems back in publishable form. This is not, we suspect, because we are O much more
editoridly perceptive, but because, in the fantasy fied, we are perhaps deding with a different breed of
poet, who regards hiswork as somewhét lessineffable.

For poetry to regain even an audience as large as that enjoyed by the short story, then, fird, it must be
held to higher standards of intdligibility than are found in genera poetry magazines, and second, it must
have emotiond content. A poem is not a cypher. It is, more often, a lyric, which appedls directly to the
emations. It dso should be (here, a least) genuindy imaginative. It should make us see or fed things we
have not previoudy seen or fdt. We are not interested in tired rhymes with the same old ghosts and
mongtersin them. For that matter, we do not ingst on rhyme at dl, only that if the poet attempts rhyme
or meter, it be achieved. We will take a limerick, a sesting, blank verse, or free. Form is anything that
works.

What we basicdly want is to provide a forum where, should a new Clark Ashton Smith arise, held find
an audience. Aslong as that's possible, weird poetry isn't dead.

And spesking of Clark Ashton Smith, we apol-ogize to Perry M. Grayson of Tsathoggua Press (6442
Pat Ave, West Hills CA 91307) for not mentioning until now the copy he sent us of Dondd
Sidney-Fryer's Clark Ashton Smith: The Sorcerer Departs (1997, $7.00). Thisis a revised verson of
a 1963 essay, which remains one of the best pieces of writing about this important fig-ure, who is dill
dmog whally absent from standard literary reference works. It is a combi-nation of biogrgphy and
literary andysis, by an author who is himsdf a poet of no mean &bility. (We're happy to say weve
recently acquired a long poem by Mr. Sidney-Fryer for a future issue)) The booklet concludes with the
poem of the same title by Smith, which gptly sums up the state of the fidd after Smith's desth:

The sorcerer departs . . . and hishigh tower is drowned
Sowly by low fla commund seas thet levd dll...



Maybe what we can do here a Weird Tales® isat least lower the water level a bit . . . Between
Joshi's column, this response, and the more than usua number of poems we have managed to fit into this
Issue, we hope you enjoy this, our Specid Weird Poetry Issue.

Another book we recommend. The Time-less Tales of Reginald Bretnor, published by Story
Books (4732 Hunting Trall, Lake Worth FL 33467) is a 1000-copy limited edition, a posthu-mous
gathering of many of the best fantadtic stories by the late Mr. Bretnor, the inventor of Ferdinand Feghoot
and Papa Schimmehorn. It is a worth tribute, containing fifteen stories and an introduction by Poul
Anderson, and s for $12.95 a copy. One of Bretnor's lagt stories, "The Haunting of the H.M.S.
Dryad," appeared post-humoudy in Weird Tales® #315.

We get letters ...

The artis George Barr writes: Just finished reading David Schow's "Gills." | laughed and loved
it.... because there are parts of it that are so very nearly true.

When | was living in Los Angeles (1968 to 1972) | got a call from a friend of mine, Bill Hedge,
who was a prop maker, a sculptor, and an animator. He had just snagged an assignment to
design and build a costume for a film called Octaman.

It was to be, of course, a creature-feature, and the creature was an octopus-like thing that

men-aced and killed people. Bill was a very skilled craftsman, but had no confidence in his ability
to draw wel enough to put across his ideas to a producer. He asked me to sketch out some
con-cepts for him.
The thing that always bothered me about the gillman in The Creature from the Black Lagoon was
that, despite the beautiful detail of the cos-tume, it was all too obviously a costume. | envisioned
something that would crawl, all tentacled and squirmy, to — if possible — dis-guise the fact that
it was a person beneath that writhing mass. | did drawings showing the overall look of the thing,
where a man would fit into it, and how he would move in order to make his human-ness less
obvious.

... Bill asked me to go along to meet the producers. | don't remember both their names, but
the one who did the majority of the talking was none other than Harry Essex, who, himself, had
made the memorable The Creature from the Black Lagoon. He considered it his greatest triumph.
It was not that he didn't understand my concept; it was that what | had envisioned was exactly
the opposite of what he wanted: a huge, imposing, very man-like thing that would stalk about on
two legs "tentacle-ing"people.

It did not good to explain that an octopus, being a mollusk, had no skeletal structure, nothing
to support its weight out of the water... that even Ray Harryhausen's monstrous creature in It
Came from Benegth the Sea, huge as it was, probably could not have reached up out of the water to
grasp the Golden Gate Bridge and flail about in the city. That would require bones. Mollusks
don't have them.

Essex shrugged that off, saying this was a " crossbreed” between octopus and man, and that its
walking about and "tentacle-ing" people was essential to his story.

"Tentacle-ing," it turned out, was his word for the uncoiling and lashing out that this creature's
arms must be able to do, in addition to one tentacle being (bones or not) sufficiently rigid to stab
a man through the midsection.

Reminding myself that | was being paid to cater to hisideas, | hurried sketched out a creature
which incorporated a little of both our concepts. No, he said; it wasn't sufficiently manlike.

S | gave it a huge, octopus-like head (with the mouth he adamantly insisted it have: a
modified sucker | invented on the spot), welded four tenta-cles into legs, and left the thing with
four arms for tentacle-ing people. He suggested it have scale-like plates on its abdomen, "like the
gill man."



It soon became obvious that what he intended was, basically, a remake of The Creature from the
Black Lagoon, with a (dightly) different species and enough plot changes to make it seem (to him)
like a new story.

| went home, did a dightly more finished ver-sion of the approved idea, and gave it to Bill for
Mr. Essex's okay. He got it. Then —I'm not exactly sure what happened. ...In any event, Bill
turned the job over to a young friend, a teenager named Rick Baker. This talented kid, with his
friend Doug Beswick, built the creature from foam rubber.... Then | heard no more about it...
vague rumors that the film had been seen here or there...

Then, at a WesterCon in San Francisco, | met actor Kerwin Mathews, who had actually starred
in the film. He had tactfully sidestepped the sug-gestion that we obtain a copy of Octaman to show
at the convention. He said it wasn't really very good, and laughingly suggested that it had never
actually been released, but had "escaped.” MacLeod is clearly meant to be an English foot-ball,
Le. a soccer ball—not the American football shown in Allen Koszowski's illustrations. A small
point, maybe, but it serioudy distracted me from the tale. To this we can only repeat (without
ex-cusing oursalves) the old adage that editing mag-azines is like assembling jigsaw puzzles agang the
clock. A holein the issue appeared. The decison to indude the story was made at the last moment. We
cdled up Koszowski and said, "We need a couple spots of afootbal with eyes.” The issue went together
... and nobody noticed, until now. Argh, to use atechnicd term . . .

Michade Mayhew points out the same fall-ing, but Hill finds "The Family Footbdl" a won-derful
piece of skewed, but perfectly thought-out world logic. | found myself caught up in, and totally
accepting the plight of these middle-class lycan-thropes. It's hardly Allen Koszowski's fault that we
forgot to tdl him what kind of footbdl it was, but does this suggest that a thousand words is worth a
picture? Mr. Mayhew dso has high praise for Schow's "Glls' as "very witty and reminis-cent of Robert
Deveraux's writing,” and he adso had good things to say about "Movin' On," "Kill Me Hideoudy," and
"The Giant Vorviades." Re-garding the latter, he asks about the pronunciations of some of the imaginary
names, to which we can only reply that snce the names are imaginary, there is no "right" way to
pronounce them. We tend to apply English phonetics with just a faint trace of foreign exoticism, but
nothring even as elaborate as slent letters or dicriticd marks. Thus "Vorviades' is pronounced
Voor-VIE-a-dees, the lag syllable being like the Greek, "Herakles'" etc. Sekenre, our popular
300-year-old adolescent sorcerer, has a name misspelled from the ancient Egyptian, which he probably
pronounces " Sekh-EN-ray."

Bob Waterman writes, ...the Tanith Lee story, "Unlocking the Golden Cage" was my favorite.
Her story had a lot of "atmosphere,” and her attention to detail had me reaching for a dictionary
a couple of times. It took me into another world, a time | could escape to, and stories set before
1900 seem to make this possible for me. The fantastic seems more possible to me in settings
before 1900. When | think of the category "Weird Tale," | think of Gothic images, candles,
shadows, gloom, architecture, mist, dread, fear, high cellings, and a deep personal loss, either
physical or mental; from within or without. This of course opens a very large aesthetic argument.
Writers as diverse as Lovecrdft, Fitz Leber, and Stephen King have done very wdl with horrors
appearing in the immediate, contemporary world. Bram Stoker got to have it both ways by setting the
firg four chapters of Dracula in remote Transylvania, then bringing his mongter back home to London.

Elaine Weaver passed on an anusng com-ment from a family member who saw her reading
Ramsey Campbdl's "Kill Me Hideoudy," which was, must be a love story. Mr. Campbel would
probably nod sagdly, amile with just a hint of amused menace and say, "Wall, yes™

The Most Popular gory inissue 315, alittle bit, but not dl that much to our chagrin, asif we
were the host who just upstaged dl our own guests, turned out to be Darrdl Schweitzer's "The Giant
Vorviades”" which narrowly edged out Ramssy Campbdl's "Kill Me Hideoudy" and Tanith Lee's



"Unlocking the Golden Cage," which tied for second place. These three were wel ahead of the rest.
Third place goes to John Gregory Betancourt for "Sympathy for Zom-bies”  Q

The subject of weird poetry appearstoday to belittle discussed, and the poetry itsdlf little read, for a
variety of reasons having much to do with the overal status of poetry in our society. We need hardly be
told that poetry has been, for long periodsin Western history, not merely the dominant but in some cases
the only mode of literary expression; so how has it come about that poetry isnow so little apart of even
the literate person's cultura baggage? Modern po-etry seems utterly irrelevant to our present-day
concerns, and most of uswould be at aloss to name even asingle contemporary poet who could
authenticaly be called great. Isit that we have become insengtive to poetry, or that the poets themsalves
(asLord Dunsany, unremittingly hos-ile to the tendencies of modern poetry, famoudy put it) have "failed
intheir duty" to expresstheir agein away that readers can understand? My own view is strongly on the
sde of Dunsany, as| will hopeto explain asthis column progresses.

But the domain of poetry offers much that can saiidfy the devotee of the weird. Certainly, the pedigree
of the fantastic in poetry is as old as poetry itsdf, if such instancesin dassica verse as Odysseus descent
into the underworld (Odys-sey, Book 9), the various gridy or horrific scenes in ancient tragedy (Oedipus
sdf-blinding in Sophocles Oedipus Rex, the desths of Creon and his daughter in Euripides Medea, and
many scenesin the Roman playwright Seneca's trage-dies), and Catullus mad "Attis poem” (in which that
hepless demigod castrates himsdf out of frugtrated love for his own mother, Cybele) at-test. Moving
severd centuries forward, we find the Romantic poets revdling in the weird — Coleridge's imperisheble
Rime of the Ancient Mariner, Keatss Lamia, the spectra balads of Thomas Moore and James Hogg,
and so many others, culminaing in the amdl but immensdy influentid body of Poe's verse, which was
nearly as great alandmark in our field as his short fiction. Much of the best of this work can be found, of
course, in August Derleth's compilation Dark of the Moon (Arkham House, 1947), d-though recent
research has reveded tha many of the selections were in fact made by Dondd Wandrel, who was much



more knowledgeable in the history of English poetry than Derleth was. | had once thought that, aside
from the omisson of Lamia and some other items | will mention presently, Dark of the Moon was
wdl-nigh defin-itive, but my colleegue Dan Clore is a work on an anthology of 17th-, 18th-, and
19th-century weird poetry whose selections will differ agnifi-cantly from Derleth, and will unearth much
meritorious work from such writers as Emily Dickinson, Thomas Hardy, and others not in-cluded in
Dark of the Moon.

Two of the most noted omissions from the Derleth anthology were the weird poems of Am-brose
Bierce (1842-19147?) and his pupil, George Sterling (1869-1926). Bierce, of course, was pri-maily a
satirigt, both in prose and verse; and the two large volumes of his Collected Works (1909-12) devoted
to his poetry contan only a rdaively amdl number of items that could be labdled weird. But among
them are severd didinctive dream-fantasies, severd futuridic poems, and a number of cosmic verses
that dimly anticipate the work of some of his successors. It was probably these lagt items that led
Bierce to embrace the work of Sterling, whom he had known since the 1890s. Sterling's long "dtar
poem,” The Testi-mony of the Quns, isindeed a riot of cosmic imagery, and Bierce was so taken with
Serling that he deemed another long (and more purdy horrific) poem, "A Wine of Wizardry," a greater
work than Hamlet! Thisisof course a bit of an exaggeration, but Bierce was not far wrong in saying thet
Serling had added something unique to literature. Sterling became a master of the sonnet, and some of
hisfines weird effects are embodied in that form, asin"The Black Vul-ture':

Aloof upon the day's unmeasured dome, He holds unshared the silence of the sky. Far down his
bleak, relentless eyes descry The eagle's empire and the falcon's home — Far down, the galleons of
sunset roam;

His hazards on the sea of morning lie; Serene, he hears the broken tempest sigh Where cold serras
gleam like scattered foam.

And least of dl he holds the human swarm — Unwitting now that envious men prepare To make their
dream and its fulfilment one, When, poised above the caldrons of the storm, Their hearts,
contemptuous of death shdl dare

His roads between the thunder and the sun.

Is it any wonder tha Steling himsdf served as the mentor of the young Clark Ashton Smith
(1893-1961) when the latter hestantly showed his early poems to "the poet laureate of San Francisco” in
19117 It was Serling who, as Bierce had done before him, tutored Smith in the niceties of meter,
diction, imagery, and symbol-ism; Sterling who shepherded Smith's early vol-umes of poetry, from The
Sar-Treader (1912) to Sandalwood (1925), into print; Sterling whose suicide in 1926 was O
traumatic to Smith that it was perhaps a sgnificant factor in his shift away from poetry to prose fiction in
the later 1920s. Clark Ashton Smith is not merdy the finest weird poet of dl time, but, if there is any
judticein the world, one of the finest American poets of the century, and his Selected Poems (Arkham
House, 1971) would be regarded as alandmark if literary history had not taken a very different direction
a the very time that Sterling and Smith were producing their best work.

The 1920s is currently remembered as the era of Modernism; one would like to think that in the
digant futureit will be judged as the period when literature and perhaps other arts took a wrong turn that
has condemned entire branches of aesthetics to irrdlevance. Poetry is one of these. Whereas Sterling,
Smith, and other conservative poets of their day Hill found strength and inspi-ration (as dl artists up to
their time had done) in the great work of the past — specificdly, the poetry of Keats, Sheley, and
Swinburne — the Modernists were so overwhelmed by the cultura heritage of prior ages that they fdt
that only a complete break from the past could cause tharr work to be "origind" and vitd. They faled to
observe Ambrose Bierce's dictum: "The best in-novation is superior excdlence. The great men are those
who excd intheir art as they find it; the revolutionaries are commonly second and third rate men — and
they do not revolutionize any-thing." We dl know the result. Poetry fundamen-taly split into two types:
one type, headed by William Carlos Williams (with posthumous sup-port from Walt Whitman), regarded



conventiond metricad poetry as too redtrictive, and so poetry became more like prose, and in many
ingtances indiginguisheble from it; another type was embodied by T. S. Eliot, Ezra Pound, Hart Crane,
and ther followers, who, while also abandoning formd metre, fdt that poetry mus be "difficult’ to
express a complex and difficult age, and as a result ther work became esoteric, obscure, and wel-nigh
incomprehensible even to the mgority of literate readers.

To my mind, however, if poetry is not kept diginct from prose — not merdly in terms of rhythm and
metre, but dso in terms of imagery, metaphor, and symbolisn — then it is nothing. It is smply bad
prose.

If the Modernists had paid some attention to their humble fellow-poets in the weird tradition, they
might not have brought poetry to the dire State it is in. Many members of what has been cdled the
"Lovecraft cdrde' produced outstand-ing verse, and did so very largey because they adhered to
traditiona metrica forms; but they aso filled their poetry with the pungent meta-phors and images that
create an unbridgeable gap between verse and prose and render poetry the highest expression of the
human aesthetic sense.

Lovecraft himsdf was by no means the leading poet of his own literary circle, and he knew it. Setting
Clak Adhton Smith asde as an unap-proachable pinnacle, Lovecraft's verse cannot even be judged
comparable to that of some of his younger colleagues, whom he far outstripped in prose fiction. My
edition of Lovecraft's Fantastic Poetry (Necronomicon Press, 1990, 1993) does contain a modicum of
good work; but my forth-coming edition of Lovecraft's The Ancient Track: Complete Poetical Works
(Necronomicon Press) — which will indude even scraps of verse buried in published and unpublished
letters — will be of interest only because we long ago reached the stage where every word of
Lovecraft's, good or bad, is of some interest.

Donad Wandrel (1908-1987) perhaps ranks second only to Smith as a weird poet. He himsdf was
thrilled by Smith's Ebony and Crystal when heread it in 1923, and he began corresponding with Smith
the next year — two years before he ever came in touch with Lovecraft. Wandrei's two early volumes of
poetry, Ecstasy (1928) and Dark Odyssey (1931), are choice items for the collec-tor; scarcely less so
ishis Poems for Midnight (Arkham House, 1964), with its 750-copy print run. That volume, however,
faled to indude severad poems from his earlier collections, as wel as a number of uncollected poems,
necessitating my edition of his Collected Poems (Necronomicon Press, 1988).

Frank Belknap Long (1901-1994) was aso an able poet, dthough his output was dimmer and more
uneven than Wandrei's. He too produced two early collections of poetry much sought after by the
collector, A Man from Genoa (1926) and The Goblin Tower (1935; typeset by Lovecraft and R. H.
Barlow), aswdl as alater gathering of his best work, In Mayan Splendor (Arkham House, 1977). But
like Wandrei, Long omitted a number of his poems from this volume, and the remainder have now been
gathered up in Perry M. Grayson's 1995 compilation, The Darkling Tide (Tsathoggua Press [6442 Pet
Avenue, West Hills CA 91307)).

The verse of Robert E. Howard (1906-1936) dso deserves mention, and the dim Arkham House
callection Always Comes Evening (1957) gathers only asmdl proportion of it. Howard's verse may be
as voluminous as Lovecraft's, and it deserves to be assembled.

The members of the Lovecraft circle did ther best poetic work in the 1920s and 1930s. Smith, of
course (dthough in this context it isunfar to consider imin any sense a sadlite of Love-craft), went on
to great work wel into the 1950s. It is a shame that Derleth (hmsdf a noted poet, dthough not primarily
in the weird vein) ddayed publication of Smith's Selected Poems for so long: Smith had completed
assembling the volume by 1949, but Arkham House's financid difficulties of the 1950s, dong with the
generd difficulty of sdling large volumes of poetry, delayed publicartion until 1971, years after Smith's
own degth and just prior to Derleth's own. Hundreds of Smith's poems reman uncollected and
unpub-lished, and it would probably require two or three large volumes to gather them dl. David E.
Schultz has long been at work on such a project, and we hope not merdly that he can finish the job soon,
but that some publisher will have the sense to isueit.

Since Smith's heyday, no one has atained to his eminence as a weird poet. Joseph Payne Brennan
(1918-1990) did creditable work, and his Sxty Selected Poems (New Establishment Press, 1985) is



an admirable volume. Arkham House has continued to issue limited editions of various poets, among
them Stanley McNail and Dondd Sidney-Fryer. McNail's Something Breathing (1965) was reissued
inan expanded edition in 1987 by Embassy Hdl Editions (Berke-ley, CA), while Sidney-Fryer's Songs
and Sonnets Atlantean (1972) is dready two and a hdf de-cades old, and the author has done much
good work in the interim; let us hope that his re-cent verse may appear soon. Of recent Arkham House
volumes of poetry, perhaps only Richard L. Tierney's Collected Poems (1981) is notewor-thy. G.
Sutton Breiding, Bruce Boston, and many others in the smdl press have produced fine work, but their
poetry islittle read outsde of asmdl band of devotees.

Now, however, two rdativey young poets have stepped forward to dam the mantle of Sterling,
Smith, and Wandrei. Their work in many ways reflects the dichotomy we find in modern poetry in
generd.

Keth Allen Daniels Satan Is a Mathemati-cian: Poems of the Weird, Surreal and Fantastic is
iIssued by his Anamness Press (PO. Box 51115, Pdo Alto, CA 94303; their emall address is
anamnesi s@compuserve.com; $12.95), while Brett Rutherford has brought out Whippoorwill Road
through Grim Reaper Books, a subdivison of his The Poet's Press (175 Ffth Avenue #2424, New
York, NY 10010; $24.95). These are not either poet's firs book by any means Daniels made his debut
with the exceptional volume What Rough Book (Anamnesis Press, 1992), while Whippoorwill Road
gahers together the weird verse from Rutherford's many previous volumes. They are comparable in
many ways, contrasing in others, and perhaps most interest-ing in exhibiting both the virtues and the
falings of the modern poetic muse.

In his somewhat aggressive introduction Dan-iels resurrects the argument from C. P. Snow's lecture
The Two Cultures — lamenting the intd-lectud cleavage between the humanities and the sciences —
and hopes that hiswork can do itsamdl part to bridge the gap. Daniels himsdf has a "daylight career in
polymer science and engi-neering,” and his back cover boasts a blurb from Road Hoffmann, a Nobel
laureste in chemidry. It isdl very good to attempt to infuse the findings of science with poetic feding, but
| am not sure that Danidls has found the proper way of doing it. Consider the opening lines of "Bight of
Sonic Blagers':

In benthic valleys where cetaceans wail, haf hidden by the vells of filtered sight, with gonyaulax
polluting every scale and vesicle inherent in the bight of sonic blagters...

| suppose Danids would smply cal me igno-rant for not knowing the meanings of severd of the
sdentific words used here, but | think there is a greater underlying problem that he fails to see the plain
fact that many scentific terms do not have aufficient poetic resonance to generate a poetic response.
Much of Danids work in this volume is opaque (thereby embodying the second type of Moderniam |
outlined above), not merdy because of the abundance of unexplained scienttific terms, but because
Danids has resolved upon a tortured and contrived manner of utter-ance that defies comprehension by
even the most dert reader.

| hope | am not reveding my prejudices when | say that dmogt dl the memorable and notable poems
in Satan Is a Mathematician (and there are many) are those that follow srict metrical schemes. In this
book there are some uncom-monly fine sonnets, as wdl as poems written in pentameter blank verse,
regular quatrains, and the like. And Danidls has learned the dl-important secret of verse: that the message
mus be conveyed by means of imagery, metephor, and symbolism rather than by plan statement.
Con-sider afew ample lines from one of the finest of the poems, a series caled "Scomancy Nights”
One section, "An Evening with Aldous Huxley," has the fdlowing: [he] knew... that dying's just a glitch, a
trangtory bummer in the now of being.

The range of tone in the book — from pensive reflection to tart satire to cosmic fantasy to outrageous
humor and grotesquerie — is nota:ble. If one could prevall upon Danielsto be a trifle less esoteric, then
one might confidently predict that he is on the way to becoming a not unworthy successor to his idal,
Clark Adhton Smith.
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The firg thing that strikes us about Whippor-will Road is that it is a superlative job of book
production, in the finet tradition of Thomas Bird Mosher and Roy A. Squires. Rutherford himsdf notes:
"The binding is done by hand, employing gluing, Sde sawing, and a cloth-rein-forced spine. The outer
wraparound covers are made from hand-made or artists papers.” And much of the contents fully equals
the meticulous qudity of the physicd product.

Rutherford embodies the firg type of Modern-ism | enunciated above, in which the rhythmica
didinction between prose and verse is muted, and sometimes disappears dtogether. Many of the poems
are, | regret to say, nothing but prose. But there are enough genuine poems to redeem the volume. In the
remarkable "Fete" (Rutherford's own favorite poem) we find not only the driking expresson "I am
Love's Anti-chrig” but the following flawless sanza:

| cough acloud and let it blot the moon so that no distant star may hear and mock the oath that is
sworn in the hidden copse. Herel now even fireflies are dimming out, now ravens avert their
ebony orbs, now sputter and die, ye will o' thewisp! Not even arandom thought can penetrate
thisfurry arbor of my wretchedness.

Or thisfrom "He's Going to Kill Me Tonight":

Midnight. The Regper's shift begins. The minute hand tips past Reason, careensinto
Murder'stithe of night.

The divison of the poemsinto loosdy thematic groupings is sngulaly felicitous, with the result that each
poem strengthens or adds color to the others, and dl gan a cumulaive power by adroit juxtapogtion.
Perhaps the only drawback in the book is an unwarrantedly lengthy section at the back in which
Rutherford, tdling of the genesis of the poems, leaves himsdf open to charges of sdf-praise by the tenor
of some of his remarks. Poets should resist the temptation to comment on their own work — at least in
the manner that Rutherford does. But thisis a smdl flaw in an otherwise highly creditable volume.

Why isit that poetry isno longer read? Why isit that there are, quite literdly, more poets than readers
of poetry? Some of it has to do with education: the schools do not teach the appreciation of poetry
anymore. A large part of it has to do with the tendencies of modern poetry, which have aienated many
potentid readers with ob-scurity or prosiness. But weird verse has been inherently conservative, and
appears to draw its greatest strengths from that circumstance. It is perhaps too early to state that poetry
isadying art; but we can a least maintain with confidence that, with poets like Keith Allen Danids and
Brett Rutherford, weird verse will continue to flourish for some time.

Two new books rdaing to Lovecraft cal for some notice. Lovecraft Remembered (Arkham House,
1998; $29.95) is Peter Cannon's magigte-rid compilation of memoirs of the Providence writer, culled
not only from previous Arkham House books but many other sources. Containing 65 items divided into
seven broad categories, the book aso festures an indsve introduction and introductory notes to each of
the sections by Cannon. No memoir of importance has been left out, and the volume can be regarded as
wdl-nigh definitive. A driking dust jacket by Jason C. Eckhardt is the capstone to a book whose
attrac-tiveness in typeface, design, and binding is exem-plary.

Sill more physcaly sumptuousis In Love-craft's Shadow: The Cthulhu Mythos Sories of August
Derleth (Mycroft & Moran, 1998; $59.95), edited by Joseph Wrzos. Its chief fegture is an array of
superb illugrations by Stephen E. Fab-ian, dong with a vivid color cover. Of the actud contents of the
volume | am not much indined to speak: Derleth serioudy misconstrued the bases, and in some cases the
detalls, of Lovecraft's pseudomythology, and in any event his stories are Smply of poor quality as gauged
by common standards of plotting, character description, and style.

Thetitle of the book is therefore apt: Derleth
isclearly in Lovecraft's shadow and likdly to
remain there. But Fabian's illudraions are in



themselves worth the price of admisson.

DAGGERS AND A SERPENT
by Keith Taylor illustrated by Stephen E. Fabian

The raiders came out of the desert like a sudden storm that whirled againgt Anubiss tem-ple. Despite
itshigh walls and pyloned gateways, it was no fortress. The Libyan savages swarmed over the wadls of
the outer court in moments, avid for plunder. In a moment more they had opened the bronze-hinged
cedar gates. The guards who sought to stop them were speared or clubbed down, and their blood
flowed in dark streams.

Other raiders rushed through the open gates to join the desert men. This second group swesated in
ribbed horsehair corselets and padded caps with swinging tassels. Better disciplined than the naked
tribesmen, they trotted forward under the weight of a long bronze-headed ram. From above, on the
walls, their ram looked like a stiff-bodied centipede with Sixty fatieful legs.

Wheds rumbling, a war-chariot drove into the public courtyard. Its naked driver reined the horses
back, while his passenger raised a hand and shouted orders. Lean, forceful, he wore a red pleated kilt
and headcloth. The bearing of a prince marked him out — but a prince of bandits.

His soldiers svung back the ram, then heaved it forward to crash on the gates of the roofed inner
court, which was not accessible to climbers. The whole building boomed like a drum. Within, priests,
priestesses, sarvitors, and scribes milled in confused terror. Most hardly believed it was happening.
Temples were not attacked in Egypt ... it never occurred . ..

The second set of gates burst in. Libyans and men-at-arms charged together, ydling. The sol-diers
hed been drugged with a potion that excited them to fury, as wdl as numbing their souls to fear of the
gods, and they had been brutal men before drinking ther lord's potion. Here was daughter, the amdl of
new blood. Here before them lay victims and loot. The Libyans had their own gods, and in any case
were outright bandits to whom anything in Egypt was fair plunder. They would day and rob ther present
dliesjoyfully if a chance ever came. Surging through the smashed gates, they dl behaved dike.

Wide-bladed spears sank into bellies, to be twisted and yanked back, spilling gore. Axes swung down
on shaven heads. Eyes bleary with degp and wide with consternation bulged in the horrified redization of
death, then saw nothing. The priestesses and other temple women suf-fered worse. Ther screams rose
on the night wind and were silenced in the end by knives.

Bloody excitement stirred the man in the chariot as he watched, though he tried to conced it benesth a
heughty bearing. His father had impressed upon him firmly that this was busi-ness. He decided,
reluctantly, that these crea-tures had enjoyed themsalves for long enough. Driving among them, he sivung
along-lashed whip and cdled harshly for discipline. Sol-diers and Libyans dike shrank from the lash as
though it was something immeasurably more dreadful, pressng againg the courtyard wals to avoid it.

"Empty the store-rooms,” the man com-manded loudly. "Strip the place of gold and precious stones. |
will see to the shrine”

The captain of soldierssauted. "Yes, lord.”

They scurried to obey. Stepping down from his chariot, the leader stalked through the templée's
vestibule, atdl figure muscled like a hunter of lions — which he had been from boyhood. Of lions, and
women, and power.

At the entrance to the inner shrine, he did not even hesitate before parting the rich hangings.

Murds of Anubis covered the wdls. Here he embamed a body with meticulous patience, there he
performed the ceremony of restoring the senses — "opening the mouth” — on an upright mummy,
elsawhere he guided the soul to the afterworld. These were his functions as god of the dead, the Lord of
Tombs. The manin red smiled scornfully.

His glance moved to the diorite image of Anubis, with its golden kilt and jewelled trap-pings. The
Announcer carried daggers. Around his forearm coiled a viper, the ancient ingrument of death for a
Pharoah. His head, traditiondly, was that of a jackal, with snout and pointed ears.

Before the image stood alean old priest. He peered like amolein the yelow lamp-light. The






intruder supposed there was little chance of this one recognisng him, despite his noble rank, not that it
meattered. Probably dl he saw was a blurred figure.

"You are doomed beyond hope," the priest said in a surprisingly steady voice. "Do you not fear?"

"What? This?' The bandit leader waved an am at the jackal-headed image of black diorite. "None of
it has moved me since | was a boy, old priest. | should fear to drike againgt a temple of Amun-Ra, since
heis revered by the Pharoah, and holds the great power of being in fashion. Likewise Odiris, who is both
royd and beloved. But the jackals. No one remembers him while the blood runs hot, only when ther
time comes to die— and his Arch-Priest is not close to the circles of power. | have no fear.”

"Then aswdl as amurderer, you are a fool. The Arch-Priest of Anubis is the greatest megician in dl
of Kheml. | do not pity your doom; you have earned it. But | pity your ignorance.”

"Indeed.” The manin red smiled mockingly — but his eyes flashed with sung conceit. He was young.

He shook out the lash of his whip and struck with it. Cubits of thin braided lesther coiled around the
old priest's body. Theintruder ut-tered the words of a spell that made his throat vibrate, brief though it
was. Then he loosened the whip with a motion of hisarm and pulled it back.

The priest made a ghedtly noise. Worse ones followed, though they did not issue from his mouth. His
head began to twigt inexorably on his neck. He tottered, then fel, as his legs turned around in the same
way, with the hideous crack-lings and tearings of complete didocation at the hips. Muscles stood out in
digiortion through his skin.

After an excessvely long while, he lay ill on the floor of the inner shrine. His eyes stared at the dark
caling, and his skinny toes pointed in the same direction, yet he did not lie on his back. His knobbed
spine and shrunken buttocks faced upward, while his bely pressed againg the floor, in a disconcerting
and abhorrent reversal.

Traces of revulson even touched the man in red, though morbid curiogity and the thrill of lethal power
were far more srongly ft. He worked his shoulders back and forth as though to release tenson. Then
he briskly tore head-dress, amlets, collar, belt, and golden kilt from the statue of Anubis. Quenching the
golden lamps, he tore them down, thrusting them into a sack with his other plunder. Leaving, he ordered
aminion to take the precious hangings from the doorway.

A plain massve barge waited at the water-side to receive the loot. The brigand-noble supervised the
loading to be sure that no one cheated. Hiswhip trailed fredy from his hand.

"Greatest magician indl of Khem," he re-peated, amiling ironicdly. "Yes, | have heard that, Kamose,
you whom sots and fools cdl Satni-Kamose. | have heard that and other rumours, too. But what
charlatan does not make such dams?'

The barge sat low in the water as it moved out from the temple quay. People who might have come
running from nearby villages chose to hide ther heads and see nothing. The barge moved down a
wel-maintained cand towards the Nile. Looking back, the maninred saw the Liby-ans moving into the
desert by the light of the temple's blazing gates. He dryly commended them to the care of ther father
Set.

A good night's work. My father plans the attack. | lead it. The Libyans, conveniently out of
reach, take all the blame but a lesser share of the plunder. Let the upstart Kamose find the truth,

if heis such a master of the sorcerous arts.

.
"Shape of the black crocodile? May their bodies be accursed! May the destruction of Set fal upon
them! They shdl eat no food in the after-world,their names shdl be expunged from life, they shdl belong

to the Devourer!"

The outburst of passon ended. Kamose, Arch-Priest of Anubis, returned to his ebony chair and sat
brooding in anger. His linen robe hung in two parts from his upper body, he having torn it to the waist
when he heard the news of the temple sack. The messenger who had brought those abomin-able tidings
remaned kneding, discregtly quiet.

Kamose repressed hisfury to a contained seething. "Who?"



"Savages from the west, haly one. Desert men. Libyans.

"S0." Kamose looked again at the written report he had been given, his eyes and mind now intent;
rage gained nothing. It made aman afool. "Those children of darkness”

The missive was not in formd heiroglyphs. Kamose deigned to read it anyhow, a sgn of his outrage.
He twice studied the passage which described the condition of his subordinate priest's body, with the
head and legs twisted backwards.

"You may leave" he told the messenger. "Say to my magjor-domo that | command food, drink, and
rament for you, after a bath."

Sitting alone, he considered the atrocity. Kam-ose was tdl, with an ar of sombre but great vitdity,
muscled more like a soldier than a priest. His hands and skin, however, were definitdy those of a scribe.
He carried Syrian blood from his grandmother; it showed in his blade of a nose and narrow, somewhat
tilted eyes. Kamose shaved his head and observed dl the other drictures of his priestly Stetion, except
for alittle pointed chin-beard. He supposed it was his Syrian drain that led him to prefer it. Besides, it
saved trouble. Ritud prescribed afase beard of like Sze and shapein any case, for certain occa-sions.

Frowning, he walked out on one of the terraces of his manson. All around him lay fanes of gods and
mortuary temples of former kings, with cemeteries of huge extent in between. Abdu was more a great
necropoalis than a town. At its western side, among the low desert hills lay the dark granite temple of
Anubis. It was far larger and older then the temple at Bahari which had been looted, but no more sacred
to the jackal-headed god, Foremost of the Westerners. That was to say, Lord of the Dead.

Kamose adminigtered dl such temples. In ad-dition he held charge over the graceful mortuary temple
of Pharoah Seti, the Ramesseum itsdf, and many others. Ther endowments were im-mense. Having
them in his control had made him a number of jedlous enemies, such as the entire priesthood of Thoth.
Kamose wondered if some of them could be responsible for this horror. The firg step in a scheme to
discredit him?

Shrugging the torn robe back upon his shoul-ders, Kamose went thoughtfully to his own chamber.
There he found Mertseger, and she was restless. Instead of discreetly keeping to the form of a tal,
supple woman, she had let her legs merge into the mottled tail of a large serpent, while her forearms had
grown scaly and taloned. Y et the Sight was not horrible.

A lethd, ancient fascindion in-vested her, soringing, as Kamose wel knew, from the
mogt lurid fan-cies of man.

Hdf lifting from her couch in the rags of a purple gown, she looked at her magter from
ophidian eyes and greeted hmwith a kiss.

"Such trandformations areill in this house" he said harshly. "You know that. | prefer that my servants
imagine you to be a morta woman."

"Then set mefree" Her tal lashed about, found a leg of the couch arid coiled in frustration around it.
"To offend me by holding me captive so far from my homeisafaad thing, magician."

"To threaten me before you are able is foolish, too. Freedom? | think not, O Mertseger. Hav-ing
ddivered Buto from your haunting, and in-creased my famein the Delta thereby, | would undo my credit
if 1 dlowed you to return. Be-sides," he added, "your needs are too mdign, as wives and mothers
bereaved can attest.”

"What do you care for those mortals?*

"Little, perhaps, and yet | had a wife and children once."

The lamia hissed in mockery, running a forked tongue out between her delectable humen lips. The
contrast would have gppalled a norma man; Kamose fdt amused and aroused. Being a magi-cian, he
knew that Mertseger's perverse dlure was her means of drawing victims to her em-brace, and knew
equaly how they ended, but he stood in no such danger. Rather, peril to the lamia attended him. And
she could assume a completdy human shape when she willed, a soddly advan-tageous power not
shared by Kamose's other leman, the she-gphinx Nonmet.

"Once" she said. "As mortas reckon time, it was long ago, Satni-Kamose. Y ou have changed much.”

"While you have lived many times longer than |, and in dl those millennia changed not, nor learned a
thing." He ignored her use of the erro-neous nickname bestowed on him by the vulgar.



"I am content,” Mertseger answered, cailing. "And you? Did dl that you learned from the Scrolls of
Thoth increase your fdiaty?"

A smoking anger kindled in Kamose's eyes. He hdd his features impassve. "Daughter of ser-pents,
don't seek, to provoke me. Y ou might have the misfortune to succeed. Transform!™

She hissed again.

"Transform, Mertseger, or | dedl with you harshly.”

Scay forearms softened. The tal-ons became feminine hands. Mert-seger's deadly tal shrank and
bifur-cated.

Kamose nodded. "You may be able to sate your appetites again. Men have sacked one of my temples
with daughter. When | leern who —"

"My good lord." Mertseger looked mdting. She curled her human legs under her, posing in purple
tatters. "l regret the gown. But your own robe is conveniently rent.”

"Soitis”

Kamose took her in his arms. Even Mert-seger's serpent-tongue was now humean, pink and flat, asthe
occasion proved perfect for him to discover and appreciate. With the increase of her pleasure her tongue
reverted to the ophidian, not that Kamose minded greetly. Later dill, her lower body changed back to
the coils of a glitter-ing snake, writhing and undulating. This pre-sented her lover with a greater chdlenge.
How-ever, it was not his firg experience of that, and he proved equd to the Stuation. But prudence
dictated, even to him, that he should not deep beside Mertseger. He stayed wakeful while she drowsed
until the morning.

In the grey hours, memories hummed around him like gnats. After the tragedies of his youth he had
travelled widdly, learned to extend hislife span, and on returning to Egypt, lived as an ascetic hermit for
years — but he had wearied of that, findly. Agan he entered human society, became a priest and
arch-priest (with a great dedl of hidden sardonic amusement) and turned to sensuous pleasures once
more (though not quite of the ordinary sort).

Egypt had come to lamentable days. Kamose was not disposed to shudder and wall over this since
he knew how trangent are both good and unfortunate times. Still, lawless plunder did not suit him; he
had immense estates and wedth in his charge that might be ravaged by such action. He dso had a
dreadful patron in the shape of the mortuary god, to whom even he mugt render an account.

The gtars grew pae. In his aspect as Khepri the Regenerate, the Sun appeared across the Nile.
Mertseger awoke, sretching sensuoudy. She heard Kamose say firmly, "We travel to Badari, daughter
of serpents. Prepare.”

"Badari. Isthat where— 7'

"Where the temple was despoiled, yes."

Mertseger hurried. Kamose had haf-promised the villain responsible would be her prey, once he was
exposed. Her heart best like ayoung girl's.

Kamose bowed low before the desecrated statue of Anubis. Although he knew wel that gods were
not perfect beings, and further that many of their attributes and legends were made by the men who
worshipped them, he had long been bleskly aware that they existed and held faeful power. The
jackal-headed lord of desth at least was fair; he treated everyone dike.

Kamose had fasted and ceremonidly washed. He wore a robe of seamlesslinen. In his hands he held
adlver bowl filled with Nile water, which he placed on the bare dtar.

"O Foremogt of the Westerners, Announcer of Degth, you who foresee dedtiny, reved to your
servant who hath done thisimpious crime! Let judgement and retribution befdl them.”

Kamose bent forward, saring into the trans-parent water. Incised at the bottom of the bowl was a
picture of Anubis. Under Kamose's un-winking gaze the picture stirred, moved, and waked forward
across the surface of polished siver, to vanish from sght and be replaced by other gods in procession.



Horus the Living Fal-con, son and avenger of Osiris; Sekhmet the Lioness, fierce, unpitying, armed with
the scorch-ing heet of the Sun; 19s and Nepthys, the mis-tresses of magic and mourners of Odiris; Odris
himsdlf, wrapped as aroyd mummy but with skin green as the verdure of renewed life Thoth, vizier of
the gods, ibis-headed divine scribe. Kam-ose's skin prickled coldly as he beheld that limn-ing. Thoth
was an even greater lord of magic and prophecy than Anubis, but Kamose had been out of favour with
him for many, many years — ever since, as a youth hungry for knowledge, he had stolen from a tomb
the master-scralls of magic which Thoth had written.

Contempt changed the shape of Kamose's mouth as he remembered that young man — a dreamy,
gudious fool. He was gone now, perished as Crete, log as Troy, and good riddance. Thoth had
punished that theft in full measure. Kamose had to control a bailing of rebdlious hatred even now,
amog a hundred years later.

The water clouded. Shapes moved murkily through a mig of blood. Libyan tribesmen in tdl
head-dresses dew, raped, and then plundered. Soldiers of Egypt burst the temple doors. An arrogant
figure killed the priest unpleasantly with one light lash of an enchanted whip. His face appeared clearly.
Behind it loomed another face, condderably older, austere, cynicd, and tired, yet resembling the
younger man's to a marked de-gree.

The water grew transparent again, and for a moment, cut on the bottom of the bowl, Kamose saw a
number ingtead of the forma depiction of Anubis — the number thirteen. The water rippled, the number
was gone, and once more Kam-ose saw a jackal-headed figure bearing daggers and a viper.

"My thanks, great one," he murmured.

The revdation had been clear. Two nobles were the culprits, one senior, one young, very likdy related
if that strong resemblance was a guide; and the younger had led this blagphemous raid in colluson with
Libyan bandits. Thirteen could only mean the Thirteenth Nome — the province of Sawty.

Treading dowly, a deep scowl on his forehead, Kamose went out through the roofed courtyard and
the broken, leaning gates. Though the tem-ple had been cleansed with water and sand, it dill smdled of
blood. The sacrilegious reek sung his nogtrils.

Men shall die, and worse than die, for this act.

With an executioner's look in his eyes, he left the temple and went to the nearby house of embaming.
Rows of cadavers which had been his priests and priestesses lay there, dessicating in beds of dry natron.
Kamose examined them. He took particular notice of the chief priest's body. The embamers had turned
hiswizened head the right way around on his shoulders once more. They had dso seen fit to amend the
reversal of his legs and fit the didocated femurs back into his hip-joints, but the torn, distorted muscles
told their story to Kamose even before he questioned the undertakers. He remembered what he had seen
in the divinatory bowl.

"The whip of Sdket," he sad doud. "Veay few such lashes exis. When | find one — bdike in
Sawty—I have found my murderers. But firdt let me dedl with that desert scum.”

Kamose kept a vigl in the plundered temple that night, before the statue of Anubis, that would have

seared another man's soul to ashes. Holding a viper and a dagger in his naked hands, he invoked his
jackal-headed lord. Also, he ad-dressed himsdf to other gods of the dead: Neith, Wepwawet, and the
dain and resurrected Odiris, "He Who Makes Slence" But Thoth's name he did not spesk.
A black night wind blew through the outer courts and into the shrine. Bats and owls flew above the roof.
Ghouls crept out of their lairsin ancient cemeteriesto stare with purulent eyes a the temple, though they
dared not come too near. Something they sensed or foresaw seemed to amuse them; now and then, one
gave ashout of hideous laughter.



At midnight, a little golden jackd appeared. After drding the temple severd times, it came padding
through the burst gates, shrinking with each forward step. It showed no fear of the ghouls, which was
srange. Nor did one of the vile grey shapes molest it. They dlowed it to pass, and it dmost crept on its

bdly through the inner court, whining as though summoned on a jour-ney it would rather not make, by a
power it could not resist.

"Welcome, little brother,” Kamose said, turn-ing.
Bending, he saized the jackd and raised it towards the plundered statue of Anubis. The beast gave a

piteous ydp of terror and twisted convulsvey in Kamose's hands. He held fagt. The statue's red eyes
seemed to glitter with awareness.



In an ingtant, the jacka became heavy as granite. Kamose quivered with the effort of hold-ing it. With
reverent dread he set the little beast back on the floor. 1t dunk out. Something dread-ful, which it carried
now like a burden, had possessed it.

It vanished like a shadow through the pylons of the outer gateway. No one reported seeing it again,
but its tracks, unnaurdly deep, led into the western desert before the wind brushed them away. It
travelled deeper into the wastes, night after night, resting by day, neither eating nor drinking.

Long after it should have perished, the jackd reached a large Libyan camp. Musc, snging, and
fedtive laughter came to its sharply pricked ears. Looting the temple of Anubis had made these people
prosperous. They celebrated fredy. They feasted and danced. The jackal crept closer urtil the firdight
geamead inits eyes.

Then it rushed the camp. A horrible cry of release burgt from its throat, enough to make the stars
quiver. Asses and other cattle fled wildly into the desert as the jacka raced from hearth to hearth, but
not one human creature fled, dthough there was much screaming. And dl human voices in the end were
glent.

The jacka was not seen by mortal eyesagain.

v

"O my father, let us repesat this action!” The young man's eyes glittered with anticipation as he swigged
beer, the rich dark beer made from barley and dates. "There are temples and to spare, the land abounds
in them. Haf belong to outworn gods, ill serviced and guarded; and the times are lawvless. Who will
suspect us? We can do as we please.”

"Not yet, my son." Watab, Prince of the Thir-teenth Nome, smiled like a crocodile. "Thereisa war to
fight with our accursed neighbours. Have you forgotten that we needed the temple gold only to hire
mercenaries? The plunder of the whole Twefth Nome is more than the wedlth of any temple, and we can
pass off this private campaign as loydty to Pharoah. Our old foes have been indiscreet a last. | have
waited and planned for this longer than you have been dive™

"I yearn for the day we will make an end of them!" the younger noble said. He was not wearing red
now. "Let's hire the mercenaries, then. Kushite bowmen. Shardana sworders. Il drive my chariot
through their gardens in the high blaze of noon!" He drew the lash of hislong whip through hisfingers.

"All that and more." His father pointed to the whip. "However, leave that toy behind, Paheri. Its effect
istoo digtinctive. You performed your raid well, except for that one thing. Using the whip of Selket on
the priest was an error.”

"No doubt. | had a concern that | might encounter magic and need some swift magic of my own, but
there was none." Paheri shrugged. "So much for the powers of Anubis™

Prince Watab's mouth drew downward in a hitter, weary expresson. "l ceased to believe in the
powers of any god long since, my son — or at least in ther care for the actions of men and women.
Clearly they have deserted us. Weak successors of the mighty Usermare contend for the Double
Crown, and leave us princes and chiefs to battle likewise. Judtice is no more than a feather in the wind.
We cannot afford princi-ple. We can only secure the future for our descendantsin such ways as are left,
and hope that for them there will be better times. Thisisill, but it must be. Remember that. Always be
cunning, ruthless, wary — but feign virtue wel." He held out his hand for the whip. "And do not leave
your sgnature upon any crime you commit.”

"Il remember that, father." Paheri showed a chearfully crud amile as he handed over the whip of
Sdket. "However, if | take dive any of those Twelfth Nome curs who dew my unde and my brothers, |
dhdl ask for that whip again.”

"And shdl haveit."

"Fdcon of the Sun!" Paheri exclaimed sud-denly. "A ship ismaking for our quay! A prince's ship, by
its appearance — or —"

Prince Watab shaded his pouched eyes and squinted. From the roof garden, he could see over the



highwadls of hismangon dl the way to the river, though only poorly. Years, and the bright sun of Egypt,
had impaired his sght. Not until the ship glided closer did he recognise it as a amdl gdley with its sal
spread to the wind. Except that its hull seemed dark, he could not perceive detall. However, his son
owned sharp vison. Paheri discerned the emblem of a black jacka couchant upon a pedestal, displayed
upon the gdley's sal.

"Father,” he said with seeming coolness, "a messenger from the temple of the dog presumes to vist
s

"S0?" The prince's visage became like aforma mask. "Let us receive him."

Watab sat in haughty state to receive his guest, shaven head bare, body robed and jew-dled. Paheri
stood arrogantly behind him, bare to the waist except for collar and armlets. His military kilt of stiffened
linen hung short on one side, long behind the right leg, in the royd fashion to which drictly spesking he
had no right, despite his descent from a Pharoah. A sheathed sword lay nearby on a table. Two women
with fans flanked the prince's chair, and a scribe with pen and papyrus sheets sat below the dais.
Impassive soldiers guarded the door.

Watab's mgor-domo, a large and sonorous person, announced the vigtor in a voice that cracked
unprecedentedly.

"The Most Reverend Kamose, Arch-Priest of Anubis, lord.”

Kamose entered, erect and satur-nine. The soldiers at the door grew somewhat less
impassve as he passed between them. Ther eyes shifted uneesly to regard the
pries-magician, as though guilt and fore-boding had touched ther spirits.

Kamose's own gaze remained fixed on the prince's dais. Robed in pleated linen, Kamose did not
wear the full regdia of his office that day, nel-ther the atificid leopard-skin nor the gemmed apron; only
abroad collar, bet, and armlets of jet and gold. He carried a jackal-headed gaff of black wood. Behind
hmwalked lesser priests and scribes — and Mertseger, in spurious human form, robed as a priestess,
the image of dedicated beauty. Paheri looked at her with ludtful interest, and drew his own conclusons
as to why she accompanied Kamose.

The lecherous foreign dog, he thought. Kamose looked at the two nobles. Paheri's rashness and pride
was eeslly read in his bearing. Watab covered his fedings better. His visage dack-skinned, gashed by
lines of dislluson, dill expressed authority and resolve. Father and son both had the symmetrica features
of native Egyptians whose every remotest ancestor had been Egyptian too.

Thar disdain for this upstart priest with a Syrian grandam was so complete they took it for granted. As
the fact that they breathed air. Kamose had long been accustomed to that atti-tude. It amused him now.
Even from criminds. Watab said, "l make you welcome, holy one" Kamose's tomb-black eyes held an
implacable glitter as he regarded the prince. He answered grimly, "Thy welcome is rejected. | bring thee
the judgement and condemnation of the lord of sepulchres, even Anubis. The reason is thy plunder and
desecration of his temple, thy murder of his servants. | trave to the Ddta now in order to place proofs
before Pharoah. There-fore | bid thee and thy son Paheri to rdinquish thy places in the world, and to
accompany mein chans”

His words echoed from the stucco wadls as though from the stone dabs of a deep grave-chamber —
and the air seemed to darken. Paheri stared in amazement for a long time, then laughed contemptuoudly.
His father's jaded, un-scrupulous face showed a surge of furious blood.  "Madman! Will you dander us
to the Living Horus? That shall mark the end of your priesthood.”

"And perhaps of you," Paheri said, sneering.

"l have more proof than | re-quire” Kamose sad. "The least of it sands here. This woman is the
priestess Mertseger, who survived the vile attack upon the temple wherein she served, and recognised
thy son as the leading perpetrator, with his red garments and letha whip. Also, divination bears out her
testi-mony. The Libyan barbarians who were thy dlies shdl be brought manacled to witness againg thee.
Denid, therefore, cannot spare thee the consequences of thy blagphemous carnage.”

"You are indeed mad," Watab repeated. "What is the testimony of savage brigands againg a nomarch
of Egypt? What are the divinaions of a priest, one bribed no doubt by icy enemies? Your journey to the
mouths of the Nile would be fruitless even if you were to arrive.”



"Not that you shdl,” Paheri added. "Your journey ends here, holy one. Your witness, the woman,
ghdl witness to nothing. Not you nor this retinue shal be seen again. Look around you. We keep many
soldiers, O Kamose, and they answer to us, not to you or even to the Living Horus. These are evil times,
wherein the power of the Double Crown is weak. The worse for you."

"But your enemies in the neighbour nome are srong,” Kamose sad cdmly. "They will be glad of
goretext to attack you. If my gdley comes to this port and goes no further, they will have ther
judtification.”

Paheri laughed aoud. "We have our own plans for those curs of the Hound Nome. Their treach-ery,
not ours, is now established. Let them judtify themsdvesif they can.”

"Your gdley will proceed downstream,” Prince Watab sad harshly. "Men dressed as you and your
retinue will be seen on her decks. She will vanish before reaching the Deta, O fool, but not in my
domain. You and your folk will ank with her. Meanwhile you may have accommoda-tions in a strong
storeroom. Take him away."

Two soldiers tdler and stronger than Kamose converged upon him. He did not even glance a the
hands that gripped his arms. His sombre gaze never left Prince Watab's face.

"Ingtead, depart with me and confess before Pharoah. Y ou would be wise. | make this offer once.

"Twice, as | reckon, now," the prince answered ironicdly. "You wasted your bregth to say it even
once."

Kamose disdained areply. He dlowed the soldiers to remove him. As they departed, he heard Paheri
say mirthfully, "1 will attend to the woman."

V.

Kamose sat composed in subterranean darkness. He set his back againg a greet jar of oil. No light
entered this cool storeroom below the foundations of Watab's mangon. Sill, Kam-ose sensed the
progress of the Sun with his sorcerer's perceptions. Twilight had passed, the stars had shone in the sky
for afull hour, and Kamose sat in the dust of the storeroom as though a ease in one of his own temples.

His vessd, undoubtedly, had been overrun by the princes men-at-arms shortly after Kamose had
been cast into this dim prison. The priests and acolytes of his retinue would be lying bound in some
amilar place. Kamose amiled derisvely as he thought of it. These rascals had something to learn.

The prince's son would surely be with Mertse-ger. He had boasted that he would attend to her. He!
Attend—to Mertseger? Kamose's amile grew wicked.

Thetimewasripe.

"O great one, Anubis, Foremost of the West-erners, Lord of Tombs, Announcer, Restorer, God
Who Opens the Way, send against this house the ones who have endured your retribution, even
the Libyan robbers allied with Watab the Accursed. Send them now, out of the West that is thy
realm. Kamose, Arch-Priest of thy temples, calls upon thee. Beit so."

The darknessin the shut storeroom could not have increased. Nevertheless, it seemed to thicken until
it pressed on Kamose's skin. Baying from a vast distance, he heard the cry of a titanic jackal. Time
flowed by like barely warm pitch. Kamose waited.

With his mind's vison he saw everything that transpired above. Loping, padding shapes moved
through the night, standing more or less upright, anthropomorphic yet not humen. They prowled through
the grain-fidds. Reaching Prince Watab's waled manson, they began to clamber over the walls, just as
other shapes had done at the doomed temple. A dozen skulking forms converged upon the gate-lodge
fadng the river. Kamose could imagine the choked cries, no doubt a wild shriek or two, and then the
mortd slence.

| daresay | will soon enjoy release from this storeroom, he thought peacefully.

The door crashed wide before he had drawn another twenty breaths. Armed soldiers bearing lamps
and weapons filed among the great seded jars, the lined storage pits, and Watab himsdf followed. Rage
and congternation warred in his face. Behind both, to Kamose's eyes, lay the beginnings of a ghedlly fear.
He struck Kamose twice in the face.

"Swine and progeny of swine! What have you done? What have you brought upon me?'



"You have brought it upon yourself. Let us go and see”

When Kamose waked from the storeroom, no one lad a hand upon him, but rather drew back from
his presence. None mocked his appearance, ether, though stubble had grown on his shaven' scap and
dug thickly fouled his robe. One of Watab's soldiers whimpered, "Holy one — have mercy —"

Watab struck the soldier down, and thrust Kamose vidlently ahead of him. The priest laughed. They
reached a portico that looked out upon Watab's cool gardens, with their fish-ponds, flower-beds, and
codly foreign blooms. They brought no satisfaction to the prince now. He looked on them with bulging
eyes and froth-ing lips, those walks of histhat an hour ago had been secure pleasaunces.

Corpses floated in the nearest pond. Oth-ers sprawled across crushed iris and asphodd. Mongters
with scarlet jowls, red of hand, moved towards the house. They waked bipeddly, hav-ing the bodies,
ams, and thighs of men, but their heads were the heads of golden jackals, with scavenger jaws able to
crack heavy bone; and ther legs below the knee, aso, were as the hind legs of jackas, so that they
leaned forward for balance as they came.

"It appears, Prince Watab, that just as did the functionaries of a certain temple, you are receiv-ing
guests you did not invite" Kamose observed.

"Send them away, or you died" Watab bran-dished the whip of Selket for emphasis. "You control
those devils, do not pretend otherwise.”

"You should recognise them,” Kamose said. "These are the Libyan warriors you paid to cover the
deed of your soldiers. The Lord Anubis burdened a jacka»with the power of his curse and sent it to
deliver his judgement. Here it is. They, with their women and children, and dl their descendants, shdl
wear the forms you see. Now they answer his summons, to wreak hiswill on their former comrades.”

"Send them away!" Watab's voice sounded scarcely human.

Kamose shook his head.

"Refusg” the prince whispered, "and before they can advance an-other step, your
whole retinue dies. Look behind you demon.”

Kamose turned around with an expression of polite but amdl interest. Soldiers dong the por-tico hdd
daggers to the throats of his priests and acolytes. Sghing like a man wearied with foolish behaviour,
Kamose clapped his hands sharply.

The valing illuson that had cloaked his reti-nue vanished. Watab's soldiers recoiled with ydls and
shudders from gtanding, ancient mummies Buried in the desert sand beside clay pots of food and ther
weapons, long before the firg pyramid was raised, they had been kept from decay by dryness only.
White ribs showed through flesh like ancient leather. Their eyes had become void pits. Long teeth glinted
dry inther jaws, and their hands were claws of bone.

Kamose sad ironicdly, "It ismy turn to advise you to look."

Howling, Watab svung hislash at the satur-nine priest. One of the mummies stepped be-tween them
with dreadful quickness, its bony hed dicking on the tiles. The whip curled around it. Ancient tendons
burg as its head and legs turned backwards. Two more liches seized the prince and wrested his whip
away. He shuddered uncontrollably in their dead grasp, while his eyes acquired a disordered Stare.
Kamose took posses-sion of the whip of Selket, coiling up the supple lash with distaste.

"If I required more proof againg you, it is here" he said like a judge pronouncing doom. "Your son
Paheri partook of your crimes, and he too must answer. Is he hiding?"

Watab said nothing. His mouth had become as numbed as his mind. He looked like a man floundering
ina poisoned swamp where soon he must drown.

Kamose looked a him closdy. "Ah, yes. He boasted that he would attend to the woman, as |
remember. Belike he's oblivious. Let us go and find him."

He turned his back on the gardens, to lead the way through the princés house. Watab followed,
escorted by two lipless corpses, while a third walked behind with a splayed, grotesque gait due to its
legs being didocated and reversed. It seemed to grin with malevolence.

Watab lurched and sumbled as though hiswill no longer governed his own legs. To himiit appeared that
what had been his mangon was, in the space of an evening, annexed to hdl and overrun by de-mons.
Behind him, the transformed Libyans advanced through corridor and chamber, ther jaws seeking the



throats of his soldiers. Kamose walked before him, never look-ing back. Grey dust fdl from his robes as
he trod. To Watab's hdf-blind gaze it seemed like the long accumulations of the tomb.

VI.

Kamose knew what they were likdy to find when they intruded upon the lamia and the prince's son.
He fdt untouched by pity for the latter. The harvest of Paheri's own deeds had ripened.

Yet Kamose fdt haunted by a sadness which arose from the humanity he had never been able to
eradicate, despite his direst efforts. He too had been a father, and lost wife and children to the
vengefulness of a god. Each one of Prince Watab's dragging steps behind him was a heavy reminder of
grief. He ground his teeth. Curse human feding that could survive even decades of traffic with demons,
and return to haunt him with misgivingd

He hdted at the entrance to a chamber from which a sound of low moaning issued.

Kamose shackled every naturd response. They would have included grey skin, swest, and a twisting
bdly. Instead, he turned an implacably harsh face towards the prince.

"See," heinvited.

And Watab saw...

Head hanging limply over the edge, his son lay on a couch strewn with oryx skins. One arm lolled
dackly towards the floor. Paheri had lifted the other to touch, to caress as though en-thrdled, the
half-femae monger that arched

Author'sfootnote:
Abdu is better known by its modern name, Abydos; over him. Her long ophidian tail moved on the
floor.

Worgt of dl was the hideous pliant softness of Peheri's ribs and thighs. They were broken as though
in the pulverizing coils of a python. Despite those fearful injuries, Paheri continued to embrace the
lamiaeven as he shuddered and died.

Kamose watched coldly. His naturd horror a the dght faded, snking into the past where it
belonged, dead and buried with the scholarly youth of a century before. Let dl temple-defilers meet
such afate. He stared with contempt at Watab, Prince of the Thirteenth Nome.

Who shook and babbled and clutched his head.

"Fool!" Kamose sad. "l offered you a journey to Pharaoh's palace in chains. A kindly proposal.
Y ou should have accepted.”

Watab turned shuddering away from the Sght in the chamber. He began weeping, rough wild sobs
that jolted his body in spasms. The withered mummies watched him impassvely.

Jackal-headed creatures Hill bounded and loped through the chambers of his house, killing the last
of his soldiers while red pools crept across hisfloors. Watab's sobs became gulping laughter thet rose
medly higher. Y es, he would thresten no one any longer.

Turning, Kamose strode from the house, through the garden and the gates, towards the sone quays
by Prince Watab's private cand. He preferred not to bid Mertseger folow him. She might join him
aboard the gdley when she was ... stidfied.

He could wait. Q

Usermareisthe pharoah we know as Ramses| 1.

THE DEAD OF WINTER
by Mike Lange
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They hdd to old customs here. A guard did duty at the gate, as likdy guards had done through years
beyond counting; but the wdl that circled the village, twelve feet high, and the sentry neither one could
have stopped much that the world had to fling at them today. The man leaned, shivering, on his only
wegpon, a rusty halberd; Dond, with his pistols, whed-lock rifle, and borrowed crossbow could have
killed him long before being seen, let done menaced by any polearm.

But he and the villager shared a common enemy — winter. The season had lifted its bitter sege and
left the village aone but destitute, storehouses plundered, game driven into hiding where it survived at dl,
nothing to look forward to but long rain and waiting, somehow grimly surviving, until a crop came to fruit.

Dond was one of the wolves who had ravaged throughout the season, and he was a stranger here, in
aland where any stranger was, Smply for safety's sake, regarded and dedlt with as an enemy. The guard
dared bleskly a hm a mo-ment, then without immediate comprehenson a the soldier's two
heavily-loaded pack horses.

"l would say welcome, gr; but you might as wel keep moving,” the villager greeted him, gaunt with
hunger but far more polite than many past who'd met Dond a gates or doors. "Weve nothing to offer a
guest here but misery, and you look to've had your share of that."

"I didn't think to be a guest,” Dond replied with a nod of agreement—he was miserable, and grimaced
as he dapped hisleft leg, his Sde off from the guard. | was hunting — | came this way by accident, but a
lucky chance. ... | think my foot's gotten poxy frosthitten.” He jerked his head back at the other two,
loaded horses. "If you falk are hungry, 1've had a damned good hunt. 1'd cdl it worth hdf the meat if you
could let mein out of this cursed cold before my toes brittle up and bresk off."

That was a very red concern. Snow was on the ground, ill, spring keeping lazly to bed while
winter's darkness covered the land; even with afire to step back to as soon as this rare vigtor was dedlt
with, the guard dill fdt the bite of cold. He understood how a man might trade food for mere warmth —
and he could certainly agree to such a trade, when it was the other man offering the food a the gate of a
famine-struck village.

"Goin," he dlowed the soldier. "Welcome to you. They'l take care of you indde — and of the food,”

he could not help but add, hungrily eying the tarp-covered, bulky packs. Dond left im watching and
went in.

By the time feding had returned to his gray foot, Dond had drunk two brimming cups of brandy. The
surest way of determining the degree of damage done his foot had involved pain, and he had absorbed
enough dcohal to distance himsdf from the probing. Now the warmth spreading from his somach fdt far
better than the hunger given arazor's edge by the smdl of meeat cooking.

He looked sharply up a the young lady who refilled his cup. That shed come so close without his
waily naticing it, who had spent hdf a lifetime on the lookout for the enemy — Dond reckoned maybe
held had enough to drink, and she agreed, amiling at him but something like anger glinting in her eyes. She
spoke to him through the big but cadaverous man who sat across the firepit from Dond: "Y ou'd better go
easy on the drinking, Wolfgar, empty as our bdlies are. Youll end too drunk to eat, and our friend," she
sad with a lingering look at Dond that unsettled him in its sadness, "nearly lost too much for his good
work to go wasted.”

Then she walked away. Dond stared after her, aware and not caring that the man opposite watched
him and grinned.

"That's Marie, the poor dear," the villager said, and met Dond's sharp glance with a level look and
voice "Rty her. Her husband died just before winter. She meant more than it might have seemed when
she mentioned what you nearly lost — her man froze to degth, afidd after game for our larder. It was a
cold year past,” he mused in low melancholy.



Dond meant to speak of soldiers dying in much the same manner, but reckoned Wolfgar would have
ample reason not only not to care, but to rgjoice; and he dmogt shrugged, but decided that that wouldn't
be overly polite and might be taken for an inault by these very polite, grieving people. He shook his head.
"Sad. But you lost more than just him, didn't you?" he asked, knowing more of winter's hardship than of
man-ners. He redized that he had blundered only as the lord stared into his cup for a long moment,
soowling dightly.

Then Wolfgar shook himsdf. "We logt alot, but each one was of vdue — not just one more" he said
a last, gpesking as one not hardened to mass desth; and Dond recognized his own callousness too late,
in comparison with the other man's capacity for feding.

"Widl, sorry," he muttered. "I expect each one was more. | doubt you know — no loss of yours —
but I see men killed about every day, it seems, and | don't like hdf of the few | know."

"No," Wolfgar admitted in a dow voice, shak-ing his head; "I can't understand you. It sounds to me
to be a poor way of living, my friend."

Now Dond shrugged, and winced, and had a deep taste of brandy. "It is" he findly admitted, finding
the bitter truth better than argument. He mused on that for a moment, but then, before he or his host had
to speak further, he looked dumgly around a the sound of a woman's laugh. Yes, there was Marie.
Auburn hair and dender — maybe too dender, and too pae, for they'd been hungry here — but pretty
and pleasing to histastes.

"Soldiering seems it'd be a londy life" Wolfgar said, and, as Dond looked narrow-eyed a him,
amiled knowingly. "I think aso a one to teach a man to take what he can, when he can. . . . The other
soldiers came thisway, thiswinter, " he much less chearfully added, "were planly taught so."

"I plunder the enemy,” Dond said warily, "not people I'm going to St to a med with. Or their women.”

Wolfgar looked at him a moment, then amiled as if nothing of matter or nearly unpleasant had been
spoken or thought. "We know about hunger in this village, Dond — and, for what it's worth, Marie is
very much her own lady, not anyone ese's. | mean only to give my blessng to anyone with the sense to
take a gift fredy given. More so, when he — or she" he secified for emphass, "— is so planly
needing.”

Hedid not leave it a that. Perhaps he could not. "The custom here is that no one leaves hungry; that
we feed them, see to their needs for the journey. . . . Thiswinter," he said heavily, "made us poor hosts.
We couldn't even do that for our own."

"I hope this doesn't burden you too badly," Wolfgar worried again, waking Dond to the hut he was
todespin.

Old custom once more: a guest house, off aside from the homes of day-to-day. Dond wouldnt have
been surprised to be told these people weren't even Chrigtians, with their archaic sense of hospitdity and
distance in manner from the rdigious madness enguifing the land. Witch-hunters would have found such
tolerance to be highly suspect, Dond reflected.

He was no witch-hunter and would not have been offended to learn they were pagan here. All that
mattered was that he walked comfortably on the foot they'd doctored and had had his own food cooked
for him, and had been dlowed a moment or two of ease al-too-rare in his life. He hastened once more
(perhaps lying, but he'd done far worse for far less cause) to reassure Wolfgar: "I could wel spare it.
Hdl, I only gave you half ‘what | had, where some would have wanted it dl from me — and youve met
the sorts who'd have given you not a damned thing in return for your welcome" He chuckled — his
humor was good tonight. "l would be a poor sort of man to be sorry | gave what | did.”

Wolfgar plodded on slently for a moment. Dond fdt an unease about the town lord that ill-fitted a
man who'd eaten his fill for perhaps the firg time dl season, tonight. "Will you do us a favor, then,
Dond?' he asked at ladt.

"If it's within my power," Dond said dowly, haggling, "and not againg my orders or good sense —
catanly." He was hoping that Wolfgar would ask some sort of service he carried weap-ons for; he was
asort of whore and made that his business, not a form of gratitude.

"Say indde tonight,” was Wolfgar's whole request; and Dond, who was dead-tired, duggish with



drink, and hoping he was right about the nature of Marie's atention al through the feadt, did not care to
be told more. Wolfgar explained, though: "Y ou, a Chrigtian soldier, there's much you mightnt understand
that's dill got to be done tonight." The man was making no gpology; Smply tdling Dond. "We don't want
hard fed-ings of any kind after you've so planly relaxed.”

"You can preach the Black mass, for dl youll bother my Chridian soul,” Dond darkly scoffed. "I won't
dir. I've a stronger sense for minding my own business, than for God.”



"God wasn't kind to us this winter,” Wolfgar said in what seemed to be and yet somehow didnt
sound like sympathy. "It was plan custom that carried us through — now you've fed us, tonight theré's a
thing to be done. Stay in. Please.”

Heleft Dond done at the hut. A fire had aready been built indde, by someone whose pleasant scent
lingered. Used to tents and degp-ing bags, atop a cot if lucky, and usudly too-cramped quarters to boot,
Dond could hardly relax in the sngle spacious room of the house. At least, to that he atributed the
knotting in his gut; anxiety — or longing, for dl his assuring himsdf that he had nothing to be nervous of
or to anticipate.

Which was why, as he gingerly tugged off his high boots and unlaced his shirt, his teeth caught, his
heart legped. A light tap at the door had startled him; there came a second soft knock.

Hdf alifetimes hard-learned habits couldn't be even a bit set aside after just hdf a day of peace. He
went to the door with one of his pistals in hand, his sword ill belted on. He opened the door just
enough to peer out, his thumb on the cock of the gunin case someone tried to burst in.

Marie only stood there, glancing over her shoulder. Dond opened the door further to stare into her
wide eyes — eyes adorim with want and fear and ready defiance even if he hinted at scorn. It was as if he
gazed along moment into a reflection of his own fedings, and he hestantly beckoned her in to find what
ese they might share.

"I'm no whore," Marie said quickly, entering gratefully. "Don't think that | am. Please.”

"I don't think s0," Dond said, and touched her thick, cold hair and delicate shoulder as she stood
haf-turned away from him. "l think no such thing at dl.”

She nodded, gave the ghost of a amile and turned to him. It was that same wistful smile sheldd shown
ealier. "Did they tdl you — my husband —7?

"I know about it," Dond said with a dow nod. "He died; was hunting, likeme. . . . I'm sorry.”

Marie nodded and glanced away, but went on; it was maybe of more importance to her, than to him,
but Dond ligened: ™Y ou've come in — where he didn't come back — you brought us food,” she said
miserably, "but it's been worse than a hungry winter, for me. I've needed more than just food.... Oh, you
must think me—"

He cut her off gently, taking her face in his hands and kissng her moving mouth in mid-word. Then he
sad, "l think awoman can be just aslondly as | am, that's dl. No whore," he pointed out wryly, "would
have missed this”

There was really no more need for talk.

He was awake — not pleased to be, il tired, but awake.

With what heldd drunk and his exertions in Mari€'s arms, it was odd that Dond now roused to know
thet it was hitterly cold outsde the heavy warmth of the bed, the room dimly lit by the red glow of dying
cods where afire had burned. And he was aone.

He rolled over, looking and feding for certain, swearing softly. Did even a young widow, even here,
have to leave and pretend to a decency that wasn't decency at dl, in Dond's mind, but only damned
narrow-minded supidity? Why ese would Marie have left while he dept?

Then it came to him, with the sudden redization that he was going to have to get up to piss, and
quickly, that a woman — Marie — might well have gone out and in exactly that same need. Dond tried
to amile, but found his face numbed with acohol, exhaustion, and the awful cold of the darkness. He was
dill going to have to get up, though.

He was, after dl, used to tents, to being crowded and heeding certain courtesies, and he had long
since forgotten his promise to Wolfgar, not to go out. There was a bucket in the hut, but in the darkness
he could not have found it and didn't look — the rule of not fouling his and his mates nest was too much
ahabit for him to relieve himsdf within amdl of the bed. He limped barefoot out of the hut, yavning and
scratching his crotch, an ideain mind that, when he found Marie, she being dso awake might enjoy —

Dond stopped dead a sngle step outside the hut. Before he saw anything, he heard from the nearest
houses a weeping in the night, as if mogt of the village sat up in the darkness to mourn. Belatedly, he
recdled that Wolfgar had wanted him to stay in; but he paused on the threshold. He heard the stamp of



laboring hooves, the creak of wagon whedls and the crunch of snow beneeth the great weight. Next the
wagon hove into view, one of the great open-bedded sort of wains that were driven a circuit through
towns where the plague had struck.

Wolfgar manned the reins. Dond saw corpses piled in the wagon bed. He stared, shivering, a trickle
of urine freezing down hisleg as fear shook loose his bladder and self-control. There hadn't been such a
upply of corpses or expres-sion of grief even hours earlier tonight — and now the master of the village
turned the ponder-ous wagon toward him....

Marie stepped dowly, seeming to be degpwalk-ing, from someplace where Dond had not seen her.
She clambered diffly into the rear of the dead wagon. Dond had seen far more than enough desth to
know now, as she dumped atop the bodies, that the woman held known tonight was dead and cold,
curled in winter degth.

Wolfgar saw him only then, too late for much to be done or said. He reined up the wagon much as
would pause a step sy of gartling a fright-ened animd into running — or into attacking by reflex, for
Dond tensed dangeroudy.

"l asked you to stay indde," he reminded Dond, without anger, only grief and exhaustion in his rough
voice. "Now go, Dond, go back in. You're not dressed to be out, and you don't belong with these
others — do you want to join them tonight?' he asked with a sat nod back at the dead.

Dond would have killed the man who ap-proached the house or him that night. He had seen the dead
wak and had no way of knowing if who came could be trusted to be living, so he was primed to shoot,
amply aching to be sure. He sat up with the fire raging, his head aching, dl sense of easy wdl-being
gone.

The gray light of a new morning findly gfted through the shutters. Only then did Wolfgar come
knocking, his tap light, his words spoken softly to soothe rather than scare further: "I'd like to come in,
Dond; I'm sure you'd like to be away from here. Will you open the door? Neither of us can —"

Dond flung the door open, pistols poised. There was no misaking the menace he meant toward
anyone who spooked him, even alittle, after the icy shocks of the night before.

"No need for the guns™ Wolfgar told him. "No one here means you any harm.”

"No one —?' Dond said ghrilly, his hands sheking so that Wolfgar feared one or the other of the
snaphances might go off, as yet uninten-tiondly. "Do you think | care to lay dead women before they're
buried? There's no harm inthat?'

"It's our custom, | told you that — the hungry are fed before they leave. Marie died starved for
something more than food. You fed that same hunger, yoursdf, last night. Did you know any difference
then?'

"Y ou God-cursed —"

"You cdl us that, mercenary?' Wolfgar snapped, findly growing angry with his gues, too tired to be
unnerved by the whiteness of the fingers curled about the triggers of Dond's guns, "You weren't among
the men who came and plundered our winter stores, but | doubt you would think thet to matter if our
places were reversed. They laughed then — to the mighty goes the right. Well, God curse you, Dond, dl
we did hereishold to an old custom. | think," he said coldly, "that | like our way better, caring even for
the wants of the dead, rather than not giving a damn who lives or dies. Your way!"

Dond fdt the urge to kill rise like bile; but that was a violaion of the ancient custom forbidding a guest
to bring violence into a host's home. He found himsdlf in vast respect and dread of custom's power, and
lowered hisguns. "You might have told aman," he muttered.

"To have you go back out in the snow and die?' Wolfgar countered weerily. "1 was arad that tdling
you might have driven you out. I'd no idea you'd have chosen that. If deasth means o little to you, then
why do our dead bother you?'

Dond could think of nothing to say. It was true; death was so familiar — and amdl - a thing to him,
that he had to wonder what about Wolfgar's reasoning he could not accept. He could not summon an
argument, but he dill shook his head in bewilderment.

"Isit just that you're unhgppy that anyone but yoursdf — that Marie might have gotten any-thing out



of last night?" Wolfgar persisted irrita-bly.

"No," Dond said dully. "I'm glad it was — appreciated.” She shrugged, started to speak; then, as best
he could, put his firs thought in somewhat more charitable words. "'l leave, then. You people have
catanly given—given me asmuch as | could ever want here”” Q

THE CLOWNWHO ISA WEREWOLF

My hands grow dark with hair. Cracking, gretching, mutating,

Somewhere, my carefree sef my body bresksal itsown rules:

donsaclown suit shoulder muscles bunched together,

for the parade, knees bent like gnarled tree roots,

cheeksydlow and blue, arms reaching to dangerous lengths,

nose red as blood. fingersfrozeninto talons.

The black around my eyesthickens. The clown mimics, parodies, pokesfun,

The children test the happiness cracks smilesfrom solemn faces.

likewet fingersin thewind, My passionsdrive my snews

dance dong with my wobbly cycle, liketurbines,

my fluttering pantaloons blow me out the door

The bones beneath my brows two steps behind

push outward, deliver my night-numbing growl.

morefleshto my ears | hear the marching bands

asthey jerk moonward. around the next corner,

The nickelodeon cranks out aparade headed thisway.

the song of candy floss, Anger rissslikebile

of carousdls, to thetip of my knotted throat.

of eternal boyhood. Thefirg thing | wish tokill
isaclown.

— John Grey




A SOFT VYOI
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Long before | suspected the exigtence of the town near the northern border, | believe that | was in
some way aready an inhabitant of that remote and desolate place. Any number of Sgns might be offered
to support this daim, dthough some of them may have seemed somewhat re-moved from the issue. Not
the least of them appeared during my childhood, those soft gray years when | was gtricken with one sort
or another of life-draining infirmity. It was &t this early stage of development that | sealed my deep afinity
with the winter season indl its phases and manifestations. Nothing seemed more natu-rd to me than my
impulse to fallow the path of the snow-topped roof and the ice-crowned fence-post, consdering that I,
too, inmy illness, exhib-ited the marks of an essentidly hibernd state of being. Under the plump blankets
of my bed | lay freezing and pale, my temples swesating with shiny sickles of fever. Through the frosted
panes of my bedroom window | watched in awful devo-tion as dull winter days were succeeded by
blind-ing winter nights. | remained ever awake to the posshility, as my young mind conceived it, of an
"icy transcendence.” | was therefore cautious, even in my frequent states of ddirium, never to indulge in
vulgar deep, except perhaps to dream my way deeper into that landscape where vaniding winds
snatched me up into the void of an ultimate hibernation.

No one expected | would live very long, not even my atending physician, Dr. Zirk. A widower far
dong into middle age, the doctor seemed intensdly dedicated to the well-being of the living anatomies
under his care. Y et from my earliest acquaintance with him | sensed that he too had a secret dfinity with
the most remote and deso-late locus of the winter spirit, and therefore was d <o dlied with the town near
the northern border. Every time he examined me a my bedside he betrayed himsdf as a fdlow fanatic of
adisconsolate creed, embodying so many of its sigmata and gestures. His wiry, white-streaked har and
beard were thinning, patchy remnants of a former luxuriance, much like the bare, frost-covered branches
of the trees outside my window. His face was of a coarse complexion, rugged as frozen earth, while his
eyes were overcast with the cloudy ether of a December afternoon. And his fingers fdt so frigid as they
pal pated my neck or gently pulled at the un-derlids of my eyes.

One day, when | believed that he thought | was adeep, Dr. Zirk reveded the extent of his initiation
into the barren myderies of the winter world, even if he spoke only in the cryptic frag-ments of an
overworked soul in extremis. In a voice as pure and cold as an arctic wind the doctor made reference to
"undergoing certain ordeds," aswdl as spesking of what he cdled "grotesque discontinuities in the order
of things" His trembling words aso invoked an epigemology of "hope and horror,” of exposng once
and for dl the true nature of this "grest gray ritud of exigence' and plunging headiong into an
"enlightenment of inanity." It seemed that he was addressng me directly when in a soft gasp of
desperation he said, "To make an end of it, little puppet, in your own way. To close the door in one
swift motion and not by dow, fretful degrees. If only this doctor could show you the way of such cold
deliverance” | fdt my eydids flutter as the tone and import of these words, and Dr. Zirk immediaey
became dlent. Just then my mother entered the room, dlowing me a pretext to disolay an aroused
consciousness. But | never betrayed the confidence or indiscretion the doc-tor had entrusted to me that
day.

In any casg, it was many years later that | fird discovered the town near the northern border, and
there came to understand the source and sgnificance of Dr. Zirk's mumblings on that nearly dlent winter
day. | noticed, as | arived in the town, how close a ressmblance it bore to the winterland of my
childhood, even if the precise time of year was 4ill dightly out of season. On that day, everything — the
dreets of the town and the few people traveling upon them, the store windows and the meeger
merchandise they displayed, the weightless pieces of debris bardly animated by a haf-dead wind —
every-thing looked asif it had been drained entirdy of dl color, asif an enormous photographic flash had
just gone off in the gtartled face of the town. And somehow benegth this pdlid facade | intu-ited what |
described to mysdf as the "dl perva-sive aura of a place that haes offered itsdf as a haven for an
interminable series of ddlirious events”

It was definitdy a mood of ddirium that appeared to rule the scene, causng dl that | saw to shimmer
vagudy inmy sght, asif viewed through the gauzy glow of a sick-room: a hazi-ness that had no precise
substance, digtorting without in any way obscuring the objects behind or within it. There was an
atmosphere of disor-der and commoation that | sensed in the streets of the town, as if its ddlirious mood



were only a oft prelude to great pandemonium. | heard the sound of something that | could not identify,
an gpproaching racket that caused me to take refuge in a narrow passageway between a pair of high
buildings. Nestled in this dark hiding place | watched the street and listened as that nameless chattering
grew louder. It was a medley of dang-ing and cresking, groaning and croaking, a dull jangle of
something unknown as it groped its way through the town, a chaotic parade in honor of some specia
occasion of ddirium.

The street that | saw beyond the narrow opening between the two buildings was now entirdly empty.
The only thing | could glimpse was a blur of high and low structures which appeared to quiver dightly as
the noise became louder and louder, the parade dosing in, though from which direction | did not know.
The form-less dlamor seemed to envelop everything around me, and then suddenly | could see a passing
figure in the street. Dressed in loose white garments, it had an egg-shaped head that was completely
hairless and as white as paste, a down of some kind who moved in a way that was both casuad and
laborious, asif it were gralling underwater or againg a strong wind, tracing strange pat-terns in the ar
with billowed arms and pae hands. It seemed to take forever for this gppari-tion to pass from view, but
just before doing so it turned to peer into the narrow passage where | had secreted mysdf, and its
gressy white face was wearing an expresson of bland maevolence.

Others followed the lead figure, induding a team of ragged men who were harnessed like beasts and
pulled long, brigling ropes. They dso moved out of sght, leaving the ropes to waver dackly behind
them. The vehide to which those ropes were attached — by means of enormous hooks — rolled into
the scene, its great wooden wheds audibly grinding the pavement of the street benesth them. It was a
sort of platform with huge wooden stakes rigng from its perime-ter to form the bars of a cage. There
was nothing to secure the wooden bars at the top, and so they wobbled with the movement of the
parade. Hang-ing from the bars, and ratling againg them, was an array of objects haphazardly tethered
by cords and wires and straps of various kinds. | saw masks and shows, household utendls and naked
dalls, large bleached bones and skeletons of amdl animas, bottles of colored glass, the head of a dog
with a rusty chain wrapped severd times around its neck, and sundry scraps of debris and other things |
could not name, dl knocking together in a wild percussion. | watched and lisened as that ludicrous
vehide passed by in the street. Nothing ese followed it, and the enigmatic parade seemed to be a an
end, now only a ddirious noise fading into the distance. Then a voice cdled out behind me.

"Wheat are you doing here?"

| turned around and saw a fat old woman moving toward me from the shadows of that narrow
passageway between the two high build-ings. She was wearing a highly decorated hat that was dmost
as wide as she was, and her dready ample form was augmented by numerous layers of colorful scarves
and shawls. Her body was further weighted down by severd necklaces which hung like a noose around
her neck and many bracelets about both of her chubby wrists. On the thick fingers of either hand were a
vaiety of large, gaudy rings.

"l was watching the parade.”" | said to her. "But | couldn't see wha was indde the cage, or whatever
it was. It seemed to be empty.”

The woman smply stared a me for some time, as if contemplating my face and perhaps surmising
that | had only recently arrived in the north-ern border town. Then she introduced hersdf as Mrs. Glimm
and sad that she ran a lodging house. "Do you have a place to say?' she asked in an aggressvey
demanding tone. "It should be dark soon,” she sad, gancing dightly upwards. "The days are getting
shorter and shorter."

| agreed to follow her back to the lodging house. On the way | asked her about the pa-rade. "It's just
some nonsense,” she said as we walked through the darkening streets of the town. "Have you seen one
of these?' she asked, handing me a crumpled piece of paper that she had suffed among her scarves and
shawls.

Smoothing out the page that Mrs. Glimm had placed in my hands, | tried to read what was printed
upon it in the dmming twilight. At the top of the page, in capitd letters, was a titte METAPHYSCAL
LECTURE |. Bdow thesewords was a brief text which | read to mysdf as | waked with Mrs. Glimm. "It
has been said,” the text began, "that after undergoing certain ordeals — whether ecstatic or abysma —



we should be obliged to change our names, as we are no longer who we once were. Instead the
opposite rule is goplied: our names linger long after anything resembling what we were, or thought we
were, as disappeared entirdly. Not that there was much to begin with — only a few questionable
memories and impulses drifting about like snowflakesin a gray and endless winter. But each soon floats
down and settles into a cold and nameless void.”

After reading this "metaphysicd lecture” | asked Mrs. Glimm where it came from. "They were dl over
town," she replied. "Jugt some nonsensg, like the rest of it. Persondly | think this sort of thing is bad for
business Why should | have to go around picking up customers in the street? But as long as someone's
paying my price | will accommodate them in whatever syle they wish. In addition to operating a lodging
house or two, | am dso licensad to act as an undertaker's assstant and cabaret stage manager. Well,
here we are. You can go ingde — someone will be there to take care of you. At the moment | have an
gppointment elsewhere.” With these conduding words, Mrs. Glimm walked off down the street.

Mrs. Glimm'slodging house was one of severd great structures dong the street, each of them sharing
gmiler features and dl of them, | later discovered, in some way under the proprietorship or authority of
the same person — tha is, Mrs. Glimm. Nearly flush with the street stood a series of high and dmost
gyleless monuments with facades of pae gray mortar and enormous dark roofs. Although the street was
rather wide, the sdewalks in front of the houses were so narrow that ther roofs dightly overhung the
pavement below, creating a sense of tunnd-like enclosure. All of the houses might have been shlings of
my childhood home, which | once heard someone describe as an "architecturd moan.” | thought of this
phrase as | went through the process of renting a room, ingsting thet | be placed in one that faced the
street. Once | settled into my gpartment, which was actudly a sngle, quite expansive, bedroom, | stood
a the window gazing up and down the dreet of gray houses, which together seemed to form a
procession of some kind, a frozen funerd parade. | repeated the words "architecturd moan" over and
over to mysdf until exhaugtion forced me away from the window and under the mugty blankets of the
bed. Before | fdl adeep | remembered that it was Dr. Zirk who used this phrase to describe my
child-hood home, a place he had visted often.

So it was of Dr. Zirk thet | was thinking as | fdl adeep in that expansve bedroom of Mrs. Glimm's
lodging house. And | was thinking of him not only because he used the phrase "archi-tecturad moan" to
describe the appearance of my childhood home, which so dosdly resembled those high-roofed structures
dong that street of gray houses in the northern border town, but also, and even primarily, because the
words of the brief metgphysicd lecture | had read some hours earlier reminded me so much of the
words, those fragments and mutterings, that the doctor spoke as he sat upon my bed and attended to the
life-draining infirmities from which everyone expected | would die a a very young age. Lying under the
musly blankets of my bed in that strange lodging house, with a little moonlight shining through the window
illumineting the dreamlike vastness of the room around me, | once again fet the waight of someone stting
upon my bed and bending over my apparently deeping body, minigering to it with unseen gestures and a
Soft voice. It was then, while pretending to be adeep as | used to do in my childhood, thet | heard the
words of a second "metgphysicd lec-ture”” They were whispered in a dow and reso-nant monotone.
"We should give thanks," the voice said to me, "that a poverty of knowledge has so narrowed our vison
of things as to dlow the possihility of feding something about them. How could we find a pretext to react
to anything if we understood . . . everything? None but an absent mind was ever victimized by the
adventure of intense emotiond feding. And without the sus-pense that is generated by our benighted
state — our status as beings possessed by our bodies and the madness that goes dong with them —
who could take enough interest in the universal spec-tacle to bring forth even the feeblest yawn, let done
exhibit the more dramatic manifestations which lend such unwonted color to a world that is essentidly
composed of shades of gray upon a background of blackness. Hope and horror, to repeat merdly two of
the innumerable conditions dependent on a faulty indght, would be much the worse for an ultimate
revelaion that would expose ther lack of necessty. At the other ex-treme, both our most dire and most
exdted emoations are wel served every time we take some ray of knowledge, isolate it from the spectrum
of illumination, and then forget it completely. All our ecstasies, whether sacred or from the dime, depend
on our refusa to be schooled in even the most superficid truths and our maddening will follow the path of



forgetfulness. Amnesiamay wel be the highest sacrament in the greet gray ritua of exisence. To know,
to understand in the fullest sense, is to plunge into an enlightenment of inanity, a wintry landscape of
memory whose substance isdl shadows and a profound aware-ness of the infinite spaces surrounding us
on dl sdes. Within this space we remain suspended only with the aid of grings that quiver with our
hopes and our horrors, and which keep us dan-gling over the gray void. How isit that we can defend
such puppetry, condemning any efforts to grip us of these strings? The reason, one must sUppose, is that
nothing is more enticing, noth-ing more vitdly idictic, than our desire to have a name — even if it is the
name of a supid little puppet — and to hold on to this name throughout the long orded of our lives as if
we could hold on to it forever. If only we could keep these precious gtrings from growing frayed and
tangles, if only we could keep from fdling into an empty sky, we might continue to pass ourselves off
under our assumed names and perpetuate our puppet's dance throughout dl eternity...."

The voice whispered more words than these, more than | can recall, asiif it would ddiver its lecture
without end. But a some point | drifted off to deep as | had never dept before, cdm and gray and
dreamless.

The next moming | was awakened by some noise down the street outsde my window. It was the
same ddirious cacophony | had heard the day before when | firgt arrived in the northern border town
and witnessed the passng of that unique parade. But when | got up from my bed and went to the
window, | saw no 9gn of the uproarious procession. Then | noticed the house directly opposite the one
inwhich | had spent the night. One of the highest windows of that house across the street was fully open,
and dightly below the ledge of the window, lying againg the gray facade of the house, was the body of a
men hanging by his neck from a thick white rope. The cord was stretched taut and led back through the
window and into the house. For some reason this Sght did not seem in any way unexpected or out of
place, even as the noisy thrumming of the unseen parade grew increesingly louder and even when |
recognized the figure of the hanged man, who was extremdy dight of build, amost like a child in physicd
sature. Many years older than when | had last seen him, his har and beard now radiantly white, dearly
thiswas the body of my old physician, Dr. Zirk.

Now | could see the parade approaching. From the far end of the gray, tunnd-like street the dlown
creature gtrolled in its loose white garments, its egg-shaped head scanning the high houses on either side.
As the creature passed beneath my window it looked up a me with that same expresson of bland
maevolence, and then passed on. Following this figure was the formation of ragged men harnessed by
ropes to a cage-like vehide that rolled dong on wooden wheds. Countless objects, many more than |
saw the previous day, clattered againg the bars of the cage. The grotesque inventory now included
bottles of pills that rattled with the contents indde them, shining scalpels and insruments for cutting
through bones, needles and syringes strung together and hung like ornaments on a Christmas tree, and a
stetho-scope that had been looped about the decapi-tated dog's head. The wooden stakes of the caged
platform wobbled to the point of bresking with the additiond weight of this cast-off clut-ter. Because
there was no roof covering this cage, | could see down into it from my window. But there was nothing
indde, at least for the moment. As the vehide passed directly below, | looked across the street at the
hanged man and the thick rope from which he dangled like a puppet. From the shadows indgde the open
window of the house, a hand appeared that was holding a polished sted dtraight razor. The fingers of
that hand were thick and wore many gaudy rings. After the razor had worked at the cord for a few
moments, the body of Dr. Zirk fdl from the heights of the gray house and landed in the open vehide just
as it passed by. The processon was s0 lethargic in its every aspect now seemed to disappear quickly
from view, its muffled riot of sounds fading into the distance.

To make an end of it, | thought to mysdf—to make an end of it in whatever style you wish.

| looked at the house across the street. The window that was once open was now closed, and the
curtains behind it were drawn. The tunnd- like street of gray houses was absolutely quiet and absolutely
dill. Then, as if in answer to my own deepest wish, a sparse showering of snow- flakes began to
descend from the gray moming sky, each one of them a soft whispering voice. For the longest time |
continued to stare out from my window, gazing upon the street and the town that | knew was my home.
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The Case of the Glass Slipper by lan Watson

Illustrated by George Barr

Outside the heavy chintz curtains of those famous roomsin Baker Street the London fog, yelowed by
gadight, crept and probed for entry and hid the world from view.

To Sherlock Holmes, seated within, the fog always seemed to afford a paradoxica image of his own
relaionship with the world of crime. That world sought to conced its maignant, ingnuating activities from
view; activities which he by subtle probing would reved. It sought to concedl, yet its very smokescreen
betrayed its postion. Thisfog was an organism which carried the seeds of its own unmasking, as did any
crime of less rank than the hypothetical "perfect crime’ — which, Holmes reasoned, would be no crime
a dl, ance crime must necessarily be imperfect. Did not crime represent aflaw in the logica structure of
ociety?

His thought processes were interrupted — if not disarrayed — when the visitor whom he had been
expecting was ushered in.

"Your Highness" Holmessad, risng.

The Prince was grikingly handsome despite the muffler he wore to guard his lungs from the fog, and
to preserve his incognito. Nodding, he glanced around the room, taking in the roaring fire, the musc
stand, the leather-bound volumes on pharmacol ogy.

"My colleague Watson has been cdled away to the bedside of an old friend," Holmes explained. He
immediatey detected the missng dement which puzzled the Prince.

"Excdlent! Then there will be no record of this vist, nor of my dilemma"™ When the Prince unwound
his muffler, Holmes noted a very dight scar on the Side of the Prince's chin compatible either with an old
hunting accident or a boyhood fal from a tree. The poised dancer's — not dudlist's — grace with which
the Prince moved ruled out the second, maadroit aternative.

"I can assure you of Watson's entire discre-tion,” said Holmes mildly.

The Prince waved his equivocation aside, po-litely so.

"Mr. Holmes, | come from aneghboring king-dom. Y et my kingdom does not neighbour
Her Britannic Majesty's redlm in any ordinary sense ..."

“In my experience the extraordinary usudly yidds to logicd scrutiny.”

"Whichiswhy | have come to you. | bdieve mysdf to be the victim of a monstrous imposture, though
| cannot put my finger upon the betray-ing detail.”

"Pray proceed.”

"At a Grand Bdl in my palace | fdl in love with the most beautiful girl in dl the world. She danced
with metill midnight; then, as the chimes of twelve sounded, she ran off without tdling me her name.”

"And what of her gppearance, Sire?"'

"Ddightful, ddlicate, wonderful! She wore the most degant gown. On her dainty feet were a pair of
glass dippers, not quite size three and a hdf."

Holmes temporarily dismissed the question of shoe Sze and of how the dancing Prince deter-mined
this feature of his partner. Such afdlow might wall have drunk champagne from the girl's dipper. Indeed
such a dipper, made of glass, was the only suitable receptacle for the legendary, chivarous pouring of
bubbly into a partner's footwesr.

"She danced in glass dippersdl night long?’

"Certainly. Ah, how we tripped the light fan-tagtic! Then, so suddenly, she fled from my armg"

"Of glass, Your Highness? Were they not frag-ile? If not fragile, how could her tender young feet...?"

The Prince dismissed these suspicions of the sage of Baker Street. "It is nothing unusud in my
kingdom to dance in glass dippers. As she fled down the steps of the Royd Pdace in apparent panic
and disarray she left one of the dippers behind her on the steps. Thus | was adle to trace my beloved

runaway. It fitted the foot of only one person: Cinderella, a poor oppressed maiden who | beieve mugt



have been a changding for some roya princess. She confessed. She told me how her fary godmother
changed a pumpkin into a fine coach, and white mice into footmen. We married joyoudy. And yet—"

"Andyet?'

"We have only been married for a year and a day. Her temper grows sharp. She shows sgns of
becoming a shrew. Sheis congtantly indisposed. | cannot think but that my own true Cinderella has been
golen away, abducted from my paace, and that a Smulacrum, agolem of her, has been subdtituted. This
imitation will gradudly sour my whole life, thus too the life of the kingdom whose well-being — as you
know — isintimetey connected with the well-being of its prince.”

At this point Holmes took out his pipe and placed it in his mouth — though out of deference to his
royd vigtor he did not actudly light the tobacco. Holmes paced to the window and back a few times.
Presently he placed the pipe on awanut table.

"Your Highness, | mugt know: prior to that last midnight dance, did you by any chance drink
champagne from your partner's dipper?’

"Why do you ask?" marvedled the Prince. "l did not. But why do you ask?

"Champagne may have made your partner's dipper dippery. Consequently it fdl off when she fled
down the steps.”

"A dippery dipper? | did nothing to cause such a thing! | believe the consequence of spilt, drying
champagne would be a gtickiness rather than a dippery condition.”

Holmes glanced momentarily at his volumes of pharmacology, his memory searching for a refer-ence
inthose texts, then he nodded dowly.

"Without intruding too far upon the privacy of the roya bed —'

Gdlantly the Prince shook his head. "I may add that Cinderdla does not have ... lubricious feet,
ddightful though they are to behold.”

Holmes admired the discretion of the Prince, for he had told Holmes what he needed to know without
invoking the vulgar word 'sweaty.' "In that case, Your Highness, there is only one possi-ble answer. We
arive a it logicdly. Cinderellas dipper dipped off as she ran, yet when your herdds visted her home
thet dipper fitted her exactly and perfectly. Is thet not sngular? She did not deliberatdly kick the dipper
off in order to run more swiftly, otherwise she would have kicked off both dippers. Therefore, on the
night of the Bdl the dipper did not in fact fit Cinderella exactly! 1t dmogt fitted her; it was dightly too
large. Consequently, the Cinderellawho lost her dipper & the Bal and the Cinderellawhom your heralds
vidted are not one and the same."

The Prince held his brow, aghast. "How can that be? The one Cinderdla and the other exactly
resemble one another!”

"Except in the matter of temper,” Holmes reminded the Prince. "And except as regard foot Sze. You
yoursHlf have dready harboured the suspicion of a smulacrum, substituted recently, but the true state of
dfarsis more serious, the Cinderellawhom you have married, Y ou High-ness, is ether an identica twin
of the Cinderellawho attended the Bdl — or much more likdy sheisa clone. Not a golem, no, a clone.
There may be a number of Cinderdlas. Your Cinderdla fled from the Bal because of her lack of
uniqueness. She fled to save you — and hersdf — from the reveation of shame.”

"l do not care if she iswhat you cal a clone. | love her. Where is she now? Thet is dl | desre to
know." The Prince dapped his brow. "Stop me, but | have married the other, and bedded her. A shrew
inthe making."

"If 50" Holmes pursued sadly, though logi-cdly, "she must have a genetic predispostion to
dhrewishness™" He carried on remorsdy. "You have dready sad that her Godmother can trans-form
mice into footmen. | can only conclude that, in addition to clandestine doning of at least one of your
subjects, experiments in recombi-nant DNA technology are proceeding secretly in your kingdom.
Enticingly beautiful and gracious maidens are being created by the Godmother, with a whole range of
gpecific animal character-istics. Shrewishness may be one of such!”

"Thisisavile conspiracy!"

"Quite so, Your Highness. It is a conspiracy of mongers in beauteous human femae form: iden-ticdl,
innocently seductive people with a cod-ing for some bedtia characterigtic in ther very make-up. She will



pass this shrewishness on to your offspring, Your Highness."

"Oh, but my bride is expecting a child even now!"

"When she has given birth to a prince or princess of the blood — and of her blood too — a child who
ispartly abeast... | warrant that this Cinderella whom you innocently married will dip away back to the
Godmother. She will not be missed, for another dmogt identica Cinderella will dip secretly into the
palace to take her place, possessing other implanted characteristics which she will pass on to your next
child. This new Cinderélla may be foxy, a veritable queen. She will present you with a whore of a
daughter. The Cinderella who fallows her might present you with a mouse who will never win any
neighboring prince's hand. Y our household, Y our Highness, will become a menagerie of subtle evil: a zoo
vay like our own Regents Park — of the Beast inserted into Man. The Godmother's plans are more
cunning and poisonous then those of the evil Moriarty.”

Holmes deeply pitied the stricken Prince.

"All this"" the Prince said quietly, "proceeds from a dipper which fdl off..."

"By dementary logic, Y our Highness."

"What shdl | do, Mr. Holmes?'

"l am only an invegtigator, Y our Highness. My find recourse is aways the justice of the law. In your
land —"

“Inmy land | am the Law. The love of my subjects for meisthe whole of the socid con-tract.”

"Inyour bed, through the agency of love, the state will be brought low through the machinations of
the Godmother!”

"Mugt | kill Cinderdla then? Must | siifle my own child, new born? Must | emasculate mysdf so that
my subjects shdl not know evil? How can 1? The destruction of the capacity for love would destroy the
sodid contract.”

"How devious this plot it How ingenious the Godmother!" Holmes paced the room in anger. "It is
wdl that the good Watson is not present to hear this. As amedica man he would be stricken to the core
by this foul misuse of recombinant DNA and embryology. You are involved in a druggle, Your
Highness, againg the direst evil in the person of this Godmother. She possesses technology far in
advance of your own. Yet she mugt have some weakness, some flaw. It is my experience that crime
adways carries the seeds of its own destruction!”

"In the same way that Cinderdlla carries the ova of my destruction”?”

"Indeed. Perhaps the key to the eradication of this beastly crime—" Holmes drew out a key from his
fob pocket and opened a locked cabinet. Amidst phias of reagents, bottles of laudanum, hypodermic
syringes, and antidotes to poison, there reposed a beautiful tortoise shel comb with a siver handle. This
rested across a brandy goblet containing a red gpple with bite marks on one sde, pickled in clear
acohol. Next to thisglasslay a spindle from a spinning whed, with a pring-blade needle recessed into
it. Carefully Holmes removed the comb.

"Your Highness, | have retained this comb as a memento from a previous case. The worthy Dr.
Watson was able to ascertain in his smdl labo-ratory that it was treated with a certain nerve agent.
When the comb is drawn through the hair so that it touches the scalp, it will induce paralysis. Not death,
but a suspension of the faculties for at least a century. You mugt present this to Cinderella Once she
uses it, she will fdl into a deep deep &kin to a cryogenic trance. Likewise the child in her womb. That
child which she bears mugt not be born until you have searched out and found the secret |aboratory of
the Godmother; until you have compelled her — aye, upon pain of dancing on molten glass — to
develop avird DNA agent which will usurp the shrewish traits in your wife and unborn child! This vird
DNA will gect the beastliness from dl the cdls of Cinderdlas body, and from those cells getating in
her womb. Then you may revive her. Then the joyous hirth of your heir may proceed.”

From the same cabinet Holmes produced atiny jar of red save.

"Hereisthe antidote to the nerve agent. The good Watson was obliged to develop this to revive the
vidim in the case | mentioned. It may be applied by means of your own lips. It is a binary agent. In
contact with human sdiva, it becomes effective.”

Caefully Holmes wrapped the comb and the jar before presenting them to the Prince. Mod-estly he



acknowledged that nobleman'’s thanks.

"Asto the other Cinderella clones whom you will discover, you must compel the Godmother to inject
them aso with the vird DNA anti-agent. Therewill probably be seven Cinderdlasin dl. Bring the others
back to your palace and lock them in the attics. If discreet, you can found a great dynasty — and who
will be the wiser? As to your fird love, let the glass dipper dways be by your bed as a sure way of
diginguishing her."

Hdf an hour after the Prince's departure, Dr. Watson returned. Coughing on account of the fog, he
gratefully accepted amedicnd glass of whiskey.

"How is Hodgkinson, poor fdlow?' Holmes enquired solicitoudy.

"Faling fag." Holmes fathful scribe cleared his throat. "Did anything of note occur during my
absence?’

"I received one vigtor — whose identity | may not reved, even to your good sdf. His was a problem
which | could solve by smple deduction without leaving this room." Holmes reached in his fob pocket
and displayed an emerdd ring. "I may only say that he was suitably grateful.”

"Can you say nothing ese, Holmes?'

"My dear fdlow, it concerned matters of Sate.”

The sage of Baker Street reached for his Stradi-

varius, and began to play. Q
PRETEND VAMPIRE
Y ou don't want blood But what if you find it, blood,
Y ou want poems about blood your own
Nosferatu dreams Pooled, coagulating, messy
& abloodlesslife A wooden stake, | think,
E.A. Poe short stories unnecessary

maybe ahouse in the suburbs
— Kendall Evans

GOT 'ET

My unfortunate cousin, named Steve, complained that
the ghoulswould not leave
him ever done;
they gnawed flesh and bone,
without giving hope of reprieve.
— Darrdl Schweltzer

KISS OF THE HARPY

Volumptous vultures teased with phdlic tongues,

preened and pecked, and in raptor's raptures

brushed with sagging breests, rode him to carrion death.
— J.W. Donnélly

A SINGLE SHADOW

by Stephen Dedman
illustrated by Jill Bauman

It was November, which made it nearly two months since I'd arrived in Tokyo, and the locd shows



had been much funnier when | hadn't redly understood them—but the gpartment was tiny and my bed
was a0 the Tanii family's sofa, so0 | sat there and tried to read. Maybe by the time | went home, I'd
have learnt the domestic deaf-ness which is the Japanese subdtitute for privacy — not that 1I'd need it
back in Perth, but what the Hell. When Mrs Tanii ducked back to the kitchen, | turned to Hiroshi and
sad, as sotto voce as possible, "Saw you with Shimako today. Does this mean you're back together?!

Anyone who thinks the Japanese are inscruta-ble hasn't seen one jump the way Hiroshi did. He stared
a me for amoment, then whispered back, "No! Not mel Haven't seen her in a week!" and hurried out
of the room. Miyume, his sigter, glanced a him over the edge of her magazine, and then disappeared
behind it again.

"Wasit something | said?' | muttered, in English.

Miyume looked warily at me, then shook her head. "You mugt have mistaken someone ese for him,
Dai-Oni-San," she replied, aso in English.

"Please don't cal me that." Less than a week after 1'd begun teaching, I'd become known as Tony
Dai-Oni, Tony the Great Goblin-Demon. | mean, it's hardly my fault I'm red-headed, green-eyed, and
nearly two metres tdl, nen?"And don't try to tdl me you dl look the same, either. | know Hiroshi when |
see him. He was even wearing my Cerebus T-shirt."

"There are nearly twelve million people in Tokyo, Tony-san,” said Miyume, petiently. "There mugt be
more than one Cerebus T-shirt. And if it was Hiroshi you saw, then it was not Shimako you saw him
with"" | could have cor-rected her grammar, but didnt. "You do not know her as wdl as you do
Hiroghi."

Tha was true, but while I'm genedly pretty good a remembering faces, I'm excdlent at
remembering pretty ones, and Shimako, while too young for me, was nearly as sunning as Miyume
(whose name, gptly enough, meant ‘Beautiful Dream’). Okay, so I've fdlen in love with one of my
dudents everywhere I've taught — or so it dways seemed a the time. Maybe one day, I'll find some
way of knowing when I'm redlly in love, and settle down ingtead of hurrying to the next city. "Maybe," |
conceded, jugt to see Miyume amile before she vanished behind her magazine again. | Sghed slently, and
returned to reading Kwaidan.

I've never been very good at researching the places | vist before | get there, and most of what | knew
about Japan came from the Londy Planet guidebook, a lot of Kurosawa movies, a crash course in the
language, and the works of Lafcadio Hearn — a hdf-Irish half-Greek dishwasher, proof-reader and
hack writer turned trandator, teacher and folklorigt (my sort of person, neh?). Hed written book after
book of Japanese exotica (‘Kwaidan' is Japanese for 'Welird Taes) a cen-tury ago, and written them so
beautifully that no-one redly cared whether the legends, poems and horror stories they contained were
authen-tic. | logt mysdf for a few minutes in his story of the Rokuro-Kubi; when | looked up again,
Miyume had gone, leaving the magazine on the floor open at the centrefold — a colour picture of a farly
pretty Japanese girl of about Miyumes age, naked except for a drategicdly placed octo-pus. Back
home, it would have been considered pornographic, but this was a family magazine, with comics and a
sports section.

One day, | thought, | might understand the Japanese language — but the Japanese them-sdaves,
never.

The next day, | saw Hiroshi and Shimako again — this time, at Shinjuku Station. It looked as though
he were fallowing her, and she ignaring him, but that might have been some sort of courtship ritud.
Suddenly, though, she ducked into the ladies room, leaving him standing out-side, looking foolish. He
hesitated for a moment, then vanished into the crowd ... or maybe into the toilets, or behind one of the
vending ma-chines, dl | know isthat he wasn't there when | looked again, a second later.

| didn't think of it again until 1 returned home, and found him weatching a video of Terminator 2. "Done
your English homework?' | asked, teas-ingly, as | sat down behind him. He reached down and handed
me a sheet of paper. | looked at it, and then up at the TV screen when | heard Hiroshi chuckle. The T2,
shape-changed into the brat's foster-mother, had just impaed the foster-father . . . which meant that the
movie had been run-ning for at least hdf an hour. The homework, even if it'd been done with maximum
haste and minimd enthusiasm, would have taken another haf-hour.. .. "When did you get home?’



"About four-thirty. Why?*

| could've sworn I'd seen him on the other Sde of Tokyo a a quarter to five, a the earliest. . . and it
was barely quarter past. "Any phone cdls for me?'

"No," said Miyume, from the kitchen, before Hiroshi could answer.

"Thanks" | said, and started correcting Hiro-shi's homework, wondering why he might bother lying to
me. Maybe he thought it was none of my business — or none of anyone's business. He was only sixteen,
after dl, and Shimako dready had quite a reputation as a heartbregker: maybe the affar embarrassed
him. But why was Miyume covering for hm? Well, she was his sster, as wel as a Psych mgor; she must
have known him better than | did, and presumably had her rea-sons.

| finished correcting the homework, then reached into my day-pack for my battered copy of Hearn's
The Romance of the Milky Way and turned to the chapter of ‘Goblin Poetry'. It was weird, | thought,
how many creatures in Japan-ese mythology were shapeshifters, routindy tak-ing human form to deceive
ther victims — or maybe not weird, not in a country where gang-sters openly wore the emblems of thar
syndi-cates on lapd pins, but certainly interesting. | didnt much mind that Hearn had decided not to
trandate the stories of the Three-Eyed Monk, the Acolyte with the Lantern, the Stone that cries in the
night, the Goblin-Heron, or even the Faceless Babe, but | wished held been more impressed by the
Long-Tongued Maiden and the Pillow-Mover. | dso would have liked to have known more about how
Goblin-Foxes turned old horse-bones into beautiful girls, it might comein ussful —

"Sill reading fairy-stories again, Tony-san?" | looked up, to see that Miyume was standing beside me,
sheking her head. "Are you ever going to grow up?'

"St down and say that. Besides, thisis anthro-pology.”

"Anth— 7'

| tried to think of the Japanese word for ‘anthropology’, without success. "Ah . . . you've heard of

Margaret Mead?'

"Yes, of course: didn't she do that book about Samoa, after dl of the native girls had lied to her?"

“Touche"

"I suppose you think we turn into cats and foxes when your back is turned?’

| amiled. "Only some of you —you, for exam-ple. Y ou're much too beautiful to be human, but you
could be a cat, aflower, atree — no, scratch that one, you're too short.” | glanced at Hiroshi. "Maybe
Shimako's the tree-spirit,” 1 said, softly. Hiroshi ignored me, but Miyume covered her mouth and
laughed.

"l assure you, I'm quite human,” she said. "I don't doubt that Shimako is, too. And how many girls
have you used that line on, before?’

"| think that oneésan origind."

"Thank you," she said, too palitdy. "What line did you use on your girlfriend in Taipe?'

"Me? | tried writing her a poem, but my Chinese wasn't up to it, and her English ..."

"And the onein Bangkok? Or Mexico City?'

"What are you trying to do, write my biogra-phy?"

“I'm trying to understand you, Tony-san. Isn't that what you're trying to do to us?' She leaned closer,
and whispered, "Or do you just want to deep with us?’

"Only you," | whispered back, without any hestaion; Mrs Tanii didnt understand English, and
Hiroshi knew how and when to keep his mouth shut, "and only if it's what you want."

"Why only me?'

"Because it's only you I'm in love with. Don't Japanese ever fdl in love without burning down
Tokyo?'

In the tiny park near the apartment, there was a memorid to O-shichi, a seventeen-year-old girl
who'd been burnt a the stake in 1683 for torch-ing her father's house in an ill-advised atempt to
re-unite hersdf with her samurai lover.

Miyume laughed, loudly enough that Hiroshi turned around to look at us. She glanced a him, and he
hedtily returned his atention to the tdevison. "Of course we do," she said, in more normd tones. "We
haven't dways regarded it as the most important thing in the universe, or everyone's indienadle right, but



then, naither have Westerners ... and we no longer think of it as the great dragon-demon, either. It's just
some-thing that happens.”

| shrugged. | grew up on a farm, didn't even see a city urtil | went away to university, and I've long
suspected that romantic love is like traf-fic jams and good bookshops, something you're much more
likdy to find in cities and the bigger the better. If you see a thousand women on the subway every
morning, you can pick and choose, or at least dream: living in a smdl country town, you take what you
can get. Me, I'd chosen to spend the five years nce | graduated in some of the largest cities on Earth,



cities so crowded you rarely saw your own shadow. "What about you, persondly?"

"Me?

"Haveyou ever beenin love?'

She raised her eyebrows innocently, and smiled broadly. "Of course, Tony-san, but love is one thing,
and sex another. Please remember, thisis not Audrdia rents are high here, privacy expen-sive, and most
of us can not afford to leave home until we have been working for many years — often, not even then.
Competition for places in the universties is much more intense — you must have heard of Examingion
Hdl — so we have to spend more time studying.”" She point-edly didn't even glance a Hiroshi. "And our
doctors will not prescribe the pills which your teenagers take for granted — perhaps because they
beieve them to be too dangerous, but possi-bly because they make too much money out of abortions. |
know it's not romantic, but Japanese girls have learnt when and how to say 'no’; the meek little women
who do everything men tdl them are as mythicd as your kitsune, rikombyo and gaki. In truth, we rule our
men from birth; that's why they work so hard to keep what power they have, and why they never come
home at night." Then she bent over, kissed me quickly on the tip of my nose, and ducked back into the
kitchen.

| sat there, rubbing my nose absent-mindedly, Kitsune were goblin-foxes, and geki were hungry
ghosts, but what the Hell were rikombyo?

| found the answer in Hearn (where ese?): arikombyo, literdly 'ghost-sickness, was a doppleganger,
an gpparition created by unre-quited love, or the love for someone now dead. In the poem Hearn
quoted, the rikombyo stayed at home with the origind, both yearning after the far-journeying husband,
but Hearn dso stated that ‘one of these bodies would go to join the absent beloved, while the other
remained at home.

| looked over at Hiroshi, and shook my head. Sure, | loved ghost stories and old legends, but this was
one of the most modern cities on Earth, it was like bdieving that there were vampires in Washington . . .
wdl, you know what | mean. Besdes, Hearn had written that rikombyo were 'of the gentler sex,
whatever that meant in Japan....

| continued to stare, until the movie ended and Miyume began setting the table for dinner.

On Saturday night, Miyume took me to a party at Tokyo Universty, to meet her Psych class. | was
suspicious of her motives — Hiroshi had told me that she had a least three boy-friends a the univeraty
a any one time and was careful not to show favouritiam to any of them, so this may have been just
another psych experiment — but what the Hel, | would have followed Miyume into a leper colony or
karaoke bar.

Once a the party, Miyume disappeared into the throng, presumably giving equd time to her troika
(triad?), and leaving me to dance and converse with a group of students who knew even less about
Audrdiathan | did about Japan. It was exhauding, but anusng, and at least no one asked me to Sng;
more importantly, it gave us a moment of red privacy on the way home, as we waked from the dtation
to the apart-ment. Miyume had been teasng me about having drawn a crowd, arid | was accusing her of
the same. She denied it, and | asked, "So what were they? Rikombyo?'

She laughed unconvincingly, and said, "Of course nat; there's no such thing. | told you that —"

| looked at her, and redised she was lying. She tried walking faster to get some distance between us,
but it was a wasted effort; | could hop faster than she could run. "Then why do | keep seeing Hiroshi
falowing Shimako when he's supposed to be somewhere dse?!

"Then it couldn't have been him; you were mistaken..."

"No | wasn't. Wasit arikombyo?"

"I told you, ther€'s no such thing; you saw someone who looked like Hirosh..."

"Next time, I'll take a photograph.”
"It won't work," she said, as we hurried through the park, and then stopped suddenly at the memorid
to O-Shichi, her face white. We stared at each other for amoment, and then | asked, "You knew, didn't



you?”

"Knew what?'

"About Hiroshi."

"No," she said, quietly. "I didn't know about Hiroshi until you told me™"

"About rikombyo, then."

"Of course; | told you about them, if you remember..."

"They exig?'

"Yes they exid," she said, heavily. "They're rare, and you can't duplicate them in a laboratory — it's
been tried — but yes, they do exig."

We stood there in slence (apart from the passng traffic and the occasiond plane from the nearby
arport), and then | said, "Laboratory?'

"Psychologigts have tried to create them, usu-dly with hypnosis. It's worked sometimes, but not often
enough for anyone to risk making afool of himsdf by presenting a paper on it."

"We dill don't redly know what causes them. What do psychologists know about love, anyway,
rght?" she said, with a twisted amile. "We know they're rare — but even if they were one in a million,
theréd be twelve of them in Tokyo aone. They're rea enough to fool anyonein most circumstances, but
they don't cast shadows or show up on film. And we know they're derile; we managed to get a sperm
sample from one, and no, I'm not going to tel you how. There are old stories about men and women
having sex with them; they're — said to be very good lovers, because they're eager to please and that's
redly dl they exig for. Rather like butterflies™

"And do they die after aday, too?"

Miyume amiled. "You keep saying how often you've been in love, Tony-san; does that die after a
day? However long the love lasts, unrequited and with that sort of intengty, they last. Usudly, they just
disappear. Weve never found a body of one; | suspect alot of suicide attempts are redly rikombyo, but
that's just atheory, | can't proveit.”

| shuddered. "What'll happen to Hiroshi?'

"I don't know. Probably nothing; usudly, they just get over it, find someone ese who loves them
back, fdl sandy in love instead of medly.”

The shock hadn't quite worn off by Monday, when the rikombyo followed Shimako into my English
class — but Domeki-sensal was too polite to mention it, SO wha was a humble teaching assgtant like
mysdf supposed to do?

A few of the girls giggled behind their hands, but nothing more; Shimako hersdf remained as poised
asever. | was uffidently startled that it took me (mel) most of the lesson to recognise the tdltde Sgns
of ateenage girl who's just gotten laid and istrying not to be too vishly smug about it.

| stared at the rikombyo while earnestly trying to explain Audtrdian Rules footbdl to the class. He was
as inscrutable as the Japanese are sup-posed to be. | babbled on, wondering if this was a tremendous
hoax; perhaps there was no appari-tion, only an obsessive teenager who'd skipped a classto —

No. | knew the Japanese wdl enough to know that this being tolerated, especidly this near
Ex-amination Hell, was much less likdy than a ghost in a classroom. The lesson continued harmoni-oudy
enough until the sren sounded for the next class — the second-last of the day, | remembered with rdlief.
A moment later, | remembered that Hiroshi was in that class ... and he dways rushed there, hoping to
see Shimako before she left.

Shimako seemed to be taking forever to pack her bag and leave the room; she was only haf-way to
the door, with the rikombyo puppy-like a her heds, when Hiroshi walked in.

Back home, it would have been the preude to a screaming match, maybe even a brawl . . . but
Hiroshi merdly looked from one face to the other for afew seconds, his expresson horrified, then stared
draight into the rikombyo's eyes. It looked for dl the world like one of those scenes from the Kurosawa
films, the contest of wills between two samurai: for a moment, the appari-tion seemed to fade into the



dingy painted wal — and then Shimako took a step forward, and then walked past Hiroshi without
looking at him again. The rikombyo followed her out. Domeki-sensal turned to the blackboard, and

began writ-ing. .

| was on my way to the dation that evening, when | saw Shimako again. The rikombyo was 4ill
fallowing her, but this time, he was wearing a Cerebus T-shirt again, with a new pair of Levi 501s and
even newer Nikes — way beyond the Taniis budget. He seemed tdler, too, with clearer kin: in fact, |
redlised, though unmistakeably mae, he looked more like Shimako than Hir-oshi. ...
| scanned the crowd for the redl Hiroshi, but there was no sgn of him.

| caught the next train to Shinagawa, and walked to the agpartment. He wasn't in the living room, or his
bedroom, but the place didn't fed empty. | tried ligening, but the traffic noises from outside drowned out
any recognisable sounds of movement. "Hirashi?"

No answer ...

| stood in the living room for a moment, and then noticed that Miyume's bedroom door was closed. |
knocked on it softly, and there was a diginct gasp from within.

"Miyume?'

There was a sound ingde that might have been scuffling, and then "What isit?”

"Canl comein?'

"No! Don't open the door!"

Despite mysdf, | amiled. "Okay . . . but | need to tak to you. Hiroshi . . . wdl, it's about your, uh,
psych experiment. Look, I'll be waiting in the living room, okay?"

| collapsed onto the sofa, closed my eyes, and tried to think. Fndly, | heard Miyumes door open,
and then close again. | recounted the afternoon's events as concisdy and dispassion-ately as | could,
and concluded, "I guess the rikombyo's about equa parts Hiroshi's frustration and Shimako's
narcisssm, now. Is that common?"

“No."

"What'll happen now?"

" don't know," she said, gtting beside me, amdling unmistakeably of dynamite sex. "It will probably
disappear before very long.”

"Or Hiroshi will... has he been home?"

“No."

| nodded, and opened my eyes. Despite her obvious worry, she was 4ill glowing and looked even
more beautiful than ever. ™Y our boyfriend — is he a psych student, too?"

"No."

"You might as wel bring him out; he can't Say in there forever.”

She amiled hestantly, and something went click! in my brain. | rolled off the sofa, and hurtled down
the corridor.

"Tony! NO!"

Opening her bedroom door would have been obscendly rude even in Audrdia; in Tokyo, it was
probably a capitd crime. But | had to know —

He was red-headed and nearly two metres tdl; | couldnt see what colour his eyes were in the dm
light, but | didn't need to.

| don't know how long we stared a each other, but suddenly Miyume was standing be-hind me. "You
sad you loved me" she whis-pered. "Isn't it good to know you were tdling the truth?!

| turned around, and then walked out of the gpartment without another word.

The youth hogtel had anine o'clock curfew, which was ridiculous for Tokyo, but it gave me time for a
few drinks and adecison. | was on contract until the end of the school year, so | couldn't leave Tokyo...
but if | stayed in ahostd and stuck to a vegetarian diet, | could save enough for an arline ticket. It only



remained to choose somewhere to go.

The more Kirin beer | drank, the better Tape looked. | could spend some time with Me, maybe get
my old job there back ... | changed a few notes for coins, and headed for the phone.

The phone rang five times before being an- swered by aman with afaint Audrdian accent. It took me
a moment to recognise my own voice, and then | hung up immediaey. Then | went to the bar, had
another drink, and my shadow and | went back to the hostel and to bed. Q

CURSE OF THE SIREN'SHUSBAND

He watches from the wings Y et oncethey are done

as she takes her fina bows. In asumptuous penthouse suite
Hoarse screamsfill the rafters. — her make-up stripped away,
Bodiesrall through the aides. her gown awrinkled heap
They surge againgt the stage and themusic far behind —
likelemmingsinfull flight. she collapses on the sofa,

Y et security stands ready adamp cloth across her eyes,
and security holdstight until her red self emerges

to repulse her haplessthralls.
Thissteady wall of deaf men,
who cannot hear her songs,
has saved her more than once.

Her dbumsal go platinum.
Her concertsfill the hdls
When theticketsgoon sde
the lines queue for blocks.
The critics praise her artistry
and marve at her range,
from avirgind soprano

to arich and knowing bass
that includes amagic mezzo
and a pure contralto scale.

and her red voice opines.

"If you'd booked a second show,
we could have upped the gate.
That drum solo waslame,

the bassline somewhat thin,

and the stage was far too small.
Put the flowers over there,
Where are my fluffy dippers?
Don't forget to call Chicago,
Bring me more champagne!
Tomorrow I'll degpin.”

Asthey idolize her photos,
wearing headphoneslike avice,
asthey hatch erotic fantasesfar
beyond their reach, asthey
multiply their longing to the sum of
their lives, her addict-fans could
never, intheir dark and wildest
dreams, imagine how her sren's



song can become aharpy's
screech.

— Bruce Boston

A GOAT IN TROUSERS

by Lord Dunsany
illustrated by Fredrik King

A fog that had been lying over the fidds was going away a last dong the horizon, with queer weird
shapes rigng up from it as it went; but for which | might never have troubled with the fancies that whet |
saw in afidd gave rise to, though what | saw was odd in itsdf.

It was a goat wearing trousers. They were good grey trousers with dark stripes in them, and he had a
smart black jacket too, and even a hat, jammed down on one of his horns, which came out through the
brim. Boys play dl kinds of tricks, with most of which one would have no reason to interfere; but, when |
looked close and saw the qudity of the trousers, it seemed to me that somebody might be put to loss and
consider-able expense, and that the unsuitable joke, or whatever it was, should be enquired into.

So with a view to reporting whet | had seen | opened the gate of the fidd, which was the end of an
iron bedstead, s0 that | need hardly say tha this was in Irdand, for this convenient use of old
broken-down bedsteads, so far as| know, is scarcely found elsewhere.

And, indeed, the far blue shapes of the Dublin mountains looked serendy over the fidd and that
strangely-apparelled goat, and me going up to it to pursue my enquiries. And the firg thing thet | saw as |
entered the fidd was a boot of patent lesther which | supposed had been kicked off. | don't know where
the other one was. And when | got near the goat it turned its head towards me. And | looked into its
ydlow eyes, and it looked right into mine, and seemed for a moment asif it had something to tdl me and
then with a sudden shake it turned its head away, as though neither I nor my enquiries could ever be any
usetoit. And from dl the enquiries | made, not only on the spot, but from many men, this is what seems
to have happened.

Those pae-blue digant mountains must have looked down aso on two statesmen waking dong a
street in Dublin on one of those days on which their cam grave faces looked clearly dl the way down
some streets of the city. And, asthey went, one statesman said to the other, "It is a shocking thing that,
with the great podition that Irdand now has, there should be anyone in the country ill bdieving in wise
women and witch-craft and dl that nonsense, when we should be showing an example to the naions.”

“Itisindeed," said the other.

"We mud frame a bill," said the firgt states-man, "and get it passed into law as quickly as possible,
meking it an offence to take any fees for any pretended cures of man or beast, or anything of the sort. I'd
like to make it a punishable offence even to tak of such things but we can't do that. But if we stop those
women recaiving any fees, we will soon stop the whole nonsense.”

And the other statesman was Slent awhile, and then he said, "No. We can't do it by laws. The cure for
it is education. It's dl childish nonsense. But stlamp it out in the minds of children, and by the time that
they grow up the thing will be done with for ever.”

"You'e right,” said the other. "And it's what well do. Well send down a man, for a Sart, to give a
lecture about it to every school in Leingter, and to explain to them dearly in Smple words that wise
women are dl just nonsense, and witches and dl the rest of them, and that they are only hepless old
women trying to frighten chil-dren.”



So aman was sent down from Dublin to go to every school in Leingter, and would lecture for a bit in
aschool, and go on to another as soon as he had convinced dl there. And in the far gaze of the Dublin
mountains men were saying, "It it a good thing to have a man down from Dublin teaching the children
ense?!

And the answer would come, "Sureit is. Isn't it time they learned?”

And another would say, "It was dl very wdl in the old days, putting horns and tal on a man, or any
other queer shape; but a bdief indl them things doesn't suit modern ideas, and it istime it was put a stop
to."

"ltisindeed. Sure, you're right, and it is indeed. At the same time, wouldnt it be a pity to annoy the
wise women overmuch? For who is there but they that has any cure for the fdling of

the palate? Aye, and for other ills and evils Sure, who would there be to hdp usin our need, if that
mean were to incense them so that one night they dl went away to wherever such people go? | only ask



the question, meaning no harm.”

"lsn't there the doctor?' said someone.

"Ah, doctors don't know everything," came the answer.

And heads were nodded at that. And the mood of the men changed, as the mood of the moun-tains
changes, watching from beyond Dublin; and they began to doubt the wisdom of the man who had come
to the schoal of their village to teach the children sense.

But the wise women were troubled. For the rumour ran dl through Leinger that dl their witchcraft
was only to frighten children and that there was nathing iniit at dl.

The lecturer was a man named Mr. Finnegan; and after speaking to the children of the school of
Donnisablane he was put up for the night by Michae Murphy, the young schoolmaster of that village.
And the rumour of his coming had run for miles round and told everyone that he would be there. And,
there it was tha Mrs. Garganey, who was a wise woman, had taked with Mrs. Gdlagher, who was
another, as soon as the rumour had reached her, and said to her, "Whet is to be done? Whét is to be
done a dl?'

And Mrs. Gdlagher had brewed a pound of tea only the day before, and it was Smmering in the greet
kettle on her hearth, which amdl though her thaiched cottage was, had an ampler space than any hearth
that you are likdy to seein any big house in England.

And Mrs. Gdlagher said as they drank ther tea, darker than brownest chestnut, "l have answered
many queer riddles and read strange destinies. And so have you, Mrs. Garganey. But for this we mugt
send for the Wise Woman of Gaway. For thereis none but she that can ded with this man from Dublin,
who is down here putting wrong idess into the heads of the chil-dren, and telling them that we and dl our
mogt secret arts are nothing at dl, and that what we learned from our great-grandmothers, and that they
learned from the old time and from the great witches of those days, is nothing only mere nonsense. And
he, what ishe but only a smdl clerk puffed up with his sdf-importance, and knowing no more of where
the big winds rise, or of what news they carry, than he knows of the growth of a buttercup. But he has
the authority of them that be in Dublin behind him, and there is no one able to ded with him but that greet
witch, the Wise Woman of Galway. So let us send for her, and see what shape shewill put on him." And
send for her they did, however their message was carried, and she had harnessed her ass-cart a once
and had driven by town and bog and meadow and wood dl the way across Ireland, and was now come
to Donnisablane. And Mrs. Gdlagher said to her whatever such people say when they meet, and made
whatever obeisance; and brought her to her house and put her assin her bit of a stable and gave the greeat
witch acup of her dark tea. And Mrs. Garganey came to that house too, and the three conferred. And
they spoke of strange transformations. And then the Wise Woman of Gaway told them what they should
do. And about that time alook came over the Dublin mountains, as though they dl crept nearer to ligen,
S0 that thelr very hedgerows could be seen below, and their glens and vdleys above, as they show when
raniscoming.

But it was more than the rain that was coming. For the Wise Woman of Galway had bid summon the
wise women from dl the province of Leinger, and it was they that were drawing nearer. They harnessed
their ass-carts at that summons, and came trotting. And those that had no ass for their journey ran.

And on the night of which | tdl, whatever magic may be, there were more of them that make it in
Donnissblane than in any other townland in dl Ireland. And they came with a greet cauldron, and drew
dl round the house of Michad Murphy, with Mr. Finnegan ingde, and lit a fire under their cauldron
among the trees of an orchard, and chanted their incantations and made therr spdls and did whatever
witches do. And Michad Mur-phy looking out of alittle window saw what was going on, and he ran to
Mr. Finnegan and said, "Mr. Finnegan, S, clear out of this and change your name and get to foreign
parts. For the witches are after you."

And the man from Dublin said, "Now, you know that isal nonsense. Didn't | tdl your children so this
afternoon?'

"l know, gr. | know," said Michad Murphy. "And you put it very wel. But ook out of that window



now towards the orchard. Look out; only don't let them see you."

And the man from Dublin looked out. "l see he said. "I see there is something over there in the
orchard.”

"And it'sdl round us" said Michad Murphy. "Only there's alittle path that runs dong under the hedge
of my garden, and you could get away by that. Only go quick, and go to foreign parts; for they're after
you."

"l see," said the man from Dublin. "Mind you, it's just as | said: witches and cauldrons and spdls and
dl that kind of thing are just nonsense. At the same time, to avoid any unpleasantness, | will perhaps do
asyou say."

Then he |eft the house, and that isthe lat that was ever seen of him.

| have made very thorough enquiries into the case; too thorough, perhaps, for they have estab-lished
three separate theories. Some believe Mr. Finnegan fled to France, or one of those foreign countries,
changing his name and his clothes, however his clothes got on to the goat. And then many believe that
the wise women, whose whole profession he threatened, closed round him at the back of the garden and
murdered him and put him into the cauldron in the orchard and boiled him, dl but his clothes, and then
dressed up the goat in the way that | saw. That is a theory that has been put to the police; and it is for
them to invedtigate it, not |. But they seem to have investigated very hdf-heartedly and with no sympathy
from anyone in the townland, where men were heard to say, "Why can't the gardai [police] get on with
their work, and leave the wise women done?' A sentiment with which the garda dmost seemed to
agree. For, fromdl | hear, they questioned very few of the old women, and those politely and briefly.

Thethird theory, and the one perhaps the most widdy held, though men say little about it, is that Mr.
Finnegan is dill dive and wearing his own clothes in fidds around Donnissblane. But that is a theory of
which | need say no more, for my readers would never believe it. Nor could | beieve it mysdf anywhere
away from the influence of the south-west wind, full of the scent of turf-smoke, blowing by old gnarled
willows away over wastes of bog. Q

DRACULIMERICK

Said the Count, to Jonathan Harker,

as his prospects grew steadily darker,
"Youwill havefrom my wives
pleasures no one survives,

and then get anice pretty marker."
— Darrdl Schweltzer

WERELIZARD WARNING

The human-lizard metamorphosis Werdlizards can bedl around
condstsmainly of internal changes. without you even knowing it.
Theonly outward sgnsreved At the bank. On the freaway,
themselves as afailure to express Y our auto mechanic or plumber
genuine emotion and the absence could easily be awerdizard.

of acertain spark that isvisble Most lawyers are werelizards.
inthe eyesof nearly dl mammas, Paliticians become werdlizards
even squirrels or bats or mice. at somepoint inther careers.
The disease isnot trangmitted If you think you areinfected
by-means of bites or scratches, there exist meansto reverse
but merely through repested the processin it early stages,
or prolonged exposure to those Listen to music. Read poetry,
who have aready crossed over Surround yoursdlf with those

into the chill reptilian redm. you care about the most and



Initsfind sagestheafliction
isnot trangitory or reversible,
nor isitin any way related to

the changing phases of the moon.

Werdizardsremain werdlizards
therest of their unnaturd lives.

the ones who care about you.
Takeaderdict to lunch.

Thewar between humanity
and werdizards is the oldest
of dl conflictsand it must
be waged on the rugged and

shifting terrain of the heart where
every battlewon or lost can
change the course of life.

— Bruce Boston
anybody home?
onthewadls onthefloors
dl themirrors heaps of clothes
empty empty
in the bedrooms in the crawlspace
every bed an eight-foot eggcase
empty empty

— Steve McComas

ONE SUMMER EVENING
by Catherine Mintz
illustrated by Janet Aulisio

Summer was the crueest season. As the de-cades passed, the often-thwarted hope that he might hedl
faded into despair, dmogt indiffer-ence, but when the long golden days came they dways reminded him
of what he once was and renewed the pain.

He knit his long fingers together and sighed. The girl laughed at him whenever she caught him in this
mood, and he had become skilled at concedling it from her, if not from the cats that lounged before the
fire kept burning day and night regardless of the wesather. They fled to the jungle safety of the garden
whenever he un-clagped the dark book bound in scaly lesther.

So far, of course, the gil — chosen for her sunny persondity: he had a horror of clever women —
had been right not to take him seri-oudy. The book was as usdess as he himsdf and might as wel have
gone to start the kitchen fire on some winter morning, except of course that the stove used glass.

He got to his feet to pace. That he had been exhausted when he had placed himsdf here, a the
concdlusion of what he once saw as the fitting end of his labors, was no excuse. What had then seemed
ovewhdmingly desirable — an obscure life filled with Smple routines and mundane pleasures — was
not not even tolerable. Grief isa bad counsdor, he reminded himsdf.

A dren wailed in the distance, and he frowned. It would take great ill to reverse the process. A
delicate balance of influences had to be reached before he, with the — metgphoricaly spesking— amdl
lever that was dl he had alowed himsdf to retain, could once again move worlds.

He turned and looked out the open French doors.

The mig was forming over the river and the sounds of the works of modern men were dulled. Yet
another perfect moment for the teting spell. He amiled bitterly. There had been many such moments and
he had done his best every time.

So far nothing had happened. He had sat and waited, ligening to the distant rumble of air-planes, until
the cats had come home and the girl came in from the kitchen, smdling of herbs, spices, and her own
wam sdf, leaned on the arm of his chair and charmed him into a better mood with wiles older than any



man's.

Sill, he thought, and took the book from the shdf. He sat down, unclasped the volume, and
smoothed the page carefully. One more try before he turned the televison on for the evening: he never
had been one to smply quit.

Focusng his mind on the task to come, he reread the indructions he had penned so long ago.
Magicking from memory without dire need was ostentatious. He preferred discretion when discretion
would serve aswdl or better than showy workings.

Somewhere beyond the garden wal a car hooted urgently

He winced, then spread his hands and spoke.

The spdl having been muttered and sghed into the summer twilight, he leaned back and dozed until
the scrabble of a cat's claws on the hearth bricks woke him. The gray tabby had caught a mouse — or
— he leaned forward in his chair — perhaps it was a bat. His eyes narrowed suddenly. Holding out a
hand, he compelled the animd to him with a skill long-disused, then prodded the smdl carcass with a
long forefinger before giving it back to its rightful owner. Head high to keep the wings from dragging, the
of-fended tabby carried the tiny dragon off to her private lair under the rose bushes.

His hands pam up, in his lap, he closed his eyes, fdt power begin to fill his hollow sdf. In the garden,
asmdl wind tentatively gtirred the leaves, then a swirl of vapor formed above the beech trees.

Looking up from its fabulous feast, the gray tabby hissed as fa raindrops splattered the pav-ing, wept
down the window glass. She bolted into the house as the first stroke of lightning lashed the air.

Merlin laughed, and thunder walked the sky.



illustrated by George Barr



There were two brothers. But, as the day is not much like the night, so they were, or were not, to each
other. The fact was, they had had the same father, the lord of the great Village of Seven-Willow, but their



mothers were different. Chegahr had been got by the lord on a gl little better than a dave, one
midwinter's night, in a barn, while the wolves were composing therr songs to the moon. Chegahr was
srong and square-built, swarthy and dark-eyed, and with the white-blond har of the North. But Veonin,
whom his father had got on his priest-law lady wife, respectably under a sheet in the High House, was
dim and tall, with har like a mountain panther's pelt and blue eyes like the best china plate.

My story does not begin there, however, (or perhaps it does, snce without ther being born, they
would not be init) but in the hour before sunrise some eghteen, nineteen, or twenty years later.

At this hour, be certain, Vdonin was yet lying fas adeep, with his head on swansdown pillows.
Chegahr, though, was out on the plain beyond Seven-Willow, dragging dong his ded, for which he could
afford nether pony nor dog, and loading it where he could with fdlen branches which the snow had
brought down. Trees grew thick on the plain, and southwards became a forest; but being the son of a
dave he was not permitted to cut any tree, even a dead one. So his share of firewood depended on
doughings

It was winter again, and the scene was worth a look, if Chegahr had had the space and the spirit to
look et it. And he did. When you have not much, there is not much to interrupt you. So he stood and
saw, in the narrow, Slver light that comes before the dawn, the sweep of the white world, which was like
avdlum page in some rich man's book, but a book not yet written on. Unless the woods and forest
might be the words of some tae, the firs and the pines, dl coated white but here and there with a little of
themsdlves dill visble. For miles the plain ran and at its end, which Chegahr had been told — he had
never gone so far — was ten days journey off, stood the wall of the Iron Heart Mountains. And they too
were shouldered and crowned with white, againg the ghodtly sky.

Chegahr looked, and he saw it dl, and he fed his hungry eyes. Even on the three white hares he saw
playing not much distance off. And if he wondered, should he bring one down quickly with a stone for his
dinner, he then thought better of it. He had bread and cheese and a jug of potato beer, which he had
earned by hiswork for others. Let the hares keep ther lives until he would lose his without them.

Meanwhile the night got on with its depar-ture. It rinsed the bright stars off the sky, cardedy
muddying and fading them as it dways did, before duffing them in its pockets, and dipping avay over
the western horizon be-hind Seven-Willow Village. And the sun began to dan the east over the
mountains, Sailling pails of itsdf up the sairs of the sky as usud, inits rush to get back and spy on what
was going on.

Chegahr watched, and he enjoyed therich red flush of the coming sun and the torn gold gtitches of the
clouds, just as he would have enjoyed his breakfast, if he had had any.

And then, ah, then. The sun did a new and very strange thing. Instead of risng blindingly up as dways
through the gap in the mountains, it shot right through the gap, fast as an arrow, and began to race
towards Chegahr.

Chegahr stared, and then he prudently moved himsdf and his ded some yards to one side. At the
same moment the three white hares went legping away, and Chegahr pondered if he too should take to
his heds. But ingtead he only planted his feet more firmly. For if the sun was running sraight towards him,
it was yet much smdler than he would have expected, and d-though it flashed and sparkled, it seemed to
burn nothing, not even, properly, his eyes.

After some minutes the actud sun rose in the norma way up from the Iron Heart Mountains. And then
the bit of the sun, which seemed to have been fired out of it, began to cast along blue shadow. And next
Chegahr began to see what it redly was.

"Wdl," said Chegahr, "“isthis less or more wonderful than the sun ralling towards me?'

Jug then, the less-or-more-wonderful thing turned sharply sdelong, and Chegahr behed properly
what it was. And what it was, was this It was a great gamballing ded, and it seemed to be made of
hardened gold. Its Sides were gold, and its runners, and its high seat, and dl its curlicues and €legances,
and it had a prow that was in the shape of awild face, human, but with the beak of a bird. And this was
dl gold, as| say, ripe red-gold, that shone and glowed. The ded was drawn not by a horse or dogs, but
by ateam of snow-white wolves. And Chegahr had no doubt about thet at dl. They were hitched very
oddly in two lines of 9%, with one enormous one, big as a lion, he thought, a the very front, who



bounded forward, dragging the rest behind. These wolves were harnessed in deep red, and hung with
golden bells, and by now Chegahr could hear the hiss and rush of the ded, and the pound of the four
times thirteen pads that sprang up and pounced down on the snow. Was this not enough? Of course not,
for the ded mugt have atravdler init, and so it did.

Chegahr stared, blinked, and stared the harder. In the ded was a young woman, and he was sure she
was young for she was only a hundred feet away — what was that? — and if the sun was beyond her,
even S0, she seemed lit up like a lamp, and he could tdl she had skin like cream without one blemish or
wrinklein it, and eyes like hot chestnuts and lips like red currants. But she wore a blood-red gown, and
oh but was it not embroidered in a border three hands high (and Chegahr's large hands at that) in golden
patterns? And a her wrigs were golden amlets and round her dender white neck a necklace of
hammered gold, and on her head a cap of scarlet velvet trimmed with golden discs. And was not this
enough? Yes, and too much, indeed. But there was more, for as with most such sights, marvels vulgarly
outdo themsdlves. So, from her pure pae temples sorang out a mane of golden hair, not vivid gold, as the
ded and bdls and discs and other parapherndia, but icy gold, like the sun gleaming through a milk-glass
window. And this hair, beieve me or not, (and | hold nothing againg you if you refuse, for even Chegatr,
who saw it, afterwards partly thought he had not) this hair poured over and down like a wind of light
blown out through the top of her head, and swirled on and on behind her, over her gown, out of the ded,
over the white show, over the plain, back as far, it looked, as the mountains. And dl the while, the scarlet
cap bobbing on it, like a stopper coming loose in a bottle of bubbling wine,

But then the wolves pulled the ded away among the trees, down the aides of the wood, where the
snow-coated pines soon hid it. And after some ten or twenty minutes more, which Chegahr counted out
as caefully as he was able, (imagining in his head, the tick of the clock in church) the last of the hair was
drawn in too, and vanished after the maiden and her ded, into the wood.

Then Chegahr took up again the ropes of his own ded, and turning, he walked back to the Village,
whidling.

Let me assure you, Chegahr had no intention of spesking a word of what he had seen. It is possble
that, on Witch Eve or Chrismas Eve next, when he might have gone to the church, and next the tavern, if
some had begun tdl-ing fairy tales and legends of the Village, he might have added this anecdote: One
moming | saw . . . But in no other form would he have risked it. He was the son of a dave who had
been rash enough, before she died, to boast her baby was the child of the lord in the High House, and
that was tade enough to hang aout him, as thrown stones, spittle, and other kindnesses had swiftly
shown.

However.

As Chegahr was waking across Church Square, to reach the dley behind the cemetery where he had
his hut, five men were standing by the church door to smoke ther pipes. And they were important men
of Seven-Willow, the chair-maker and the horse-doctor, the rat-catcher and the roof-patcher, and the
elder of the two priests, whose skin was thin as slk from spiritsin a bottle.

As Chegahr came near, genegraly speaking, they would have paid him no heed. Except one might have
muttered something, or one might jeeringly have laughed. Evenif any of the nine hundred persons in the
Village had work for Chegahr, they tended to send their servants or daves to tdl him so. And even the
daves were impertinent and sullen, for they were owned and had some vaue. By the by, too, Chegahr's
mother's master had died in the year Chegahr was born. And this master had been the Vil-lage
muck-carrier, who tended the midden and cleaned the privies. Even as a dave, Chegahr would have
had no status. But if you are wanting to tdl me that Chegahr would have done better to have left the
Village of Seven-Willow the day after his mother's death, when he was just twelve years old, | may say
he had often thought so himsdf. But then, the mountains were ten days away, and crossing them was
another matter, more like scaing the vertical air to reach the moon. While south and north were other
obsta-cles, the haunted forest, a vast raging river; and anyway there were everywhere only other
vil-lages very like Seven-Willow, which to strangers were reported unfriendly, or treacherous. And



though everyone spoke of a city to the north, and another to the west, who ever came from there and
could prove it, or going there — returned?

Besdes, which is more to the point, now and then Chegahr looked up and saw the rise above the
Village where stood the High House, ingde itswalls. But | shdl come to that, as will Chegahr, presently.

Now though the five important men stared a Chegahr. And the rat-catcher gave an oath, and the old
priest marked himsdf with the cross. It was the chair-maker who roared, straight at Chegahr, "Hey, you
dog, what do you mean by it?"

Chegahr stopped. He put on his mildest glance. Trouble had no interest for him, for its own sake. It
wasted histime, which might be spent in more fruitful ways, such as gazing, thinking, and dreaming. He
did suspect this bother might be about some Village girl, for sometimesit was. Although the Village men
did not much like him, now and then a young woman might cast him hdf a look of a different sort. He
was too wise to give the look back, but occasiondly even modest indifference was not enough. (As
with the scho-lar's wife, who had once sridden up to Chegahr, one summer as he was minding the
Village goats on the plain, and dapped hisface hard. "I dreamed lasgt night you laid me on my back and
straddled me!™ had cried this amiable woman. "Theres for that!" And then she had fetched him another
dap. "And that's for meking me like it." Her name was Mgjlena, but it was not the time for him to find
out.)

"How did you get it?"' now bellowed the roof-patcher angrily.

"What?' asked Chegahr.

"Behold him stand there and deny it," growled the horse-doctor. "See this, wretch? It's a pill to
cleanse thoroughly a horse's bowels. Do you warnt to try it?'

"My thanks, | decline.”

"Thentdl your news."

"l havenone."

"Thescut!” cried the rat-catcher,. "Il quff arat up him, 1 will!"

"Peace, peace," sad the old priest, "we are before God's house. Chegahr, you must tdl us the truth.”

"It has snowed,” said Chegahr. "The sun has risen. Thisis cdled the Village of Seven-Willow and |
am Chegahr. What other truth is there? Enlighten me. I'll speak it."

Then the horse-doctor and the rat-catcher and the roof-patcher and almost the chair-maker —
who began, and then decided againg it — rushed a Chegahr and grabbed him hard and fast. And
Chegahr, who might fairly easlly have thrust them off and mashed their noses for them, did not. Because
other than they, there were the rest of the eght hundred and ninety-five persons of Seven-Willow, not to
mention the immediae chair-maker and priest, and even women, who made love with him in dreams,
dapped him twice in daylight.

"What now? Fetch my tongd” inventivdy shouted the horse-doctor. And, "Il nal him on a roof,”
improvised the roof-patcher, but the priest said, "He mugt go up to the High House. His lordship must
See and decide.”

Chegahr was quite in the dark about dl this. And stayed in the dark dl the way up the path to the top
of the rise, during which trek, various other people came to join the processon, indud-ing the
boot-maker and the tavern-owner, and the scholar (he of the wife), many children, and Sxteen young



girsfrom Seven-Willow's five wdls. And it was not until Chegahr got face to face with a glass mirror in
his father's house, which was now the house of Veonin, his haf-brother, that he knew. But | will explain
a once. Chegahr had returned from the snowy winter plain with a most beautiful golden summer tan. It
covered, uninterrupted, his face and throat, and had even bleached his blond hair at the front to white.

The High House had high walls, and within was an orchard of cherry and peach trees, now hidden in
the snow. But before the house, which was partly of stone and partly timbered, lay an open snowy
gpace, on which balanced one mourn-ful statue. It was of a naked boy and two bare-looking dogs,
from which the ice had mogly melted off. This statue, a wonder of Seven-Willow, had been brought to
the house as a curious hit of the dowry of Velonin's deceased mother. Chegahr, who had heard of it but
never seen — this being the firg time he had entered his father's gates—thought only that the marble boy
looked very cold, and was shut out of the house. But perhaps he had some cause for think-ing in that
way.

Then the great door was knocked upon and a house servant came, dressed better, of course, than

any Villager, save perhaps for the horse-doctor and the boot-maker.
To begin with, everyone waited in abig cold hal, with tiles underfoot and a long window of coloured
glass, showing a scene that looked religious, but not religious enough. In one cor-ner lurked a clock,
twice the Sze of that in the church, and varioudy about were set a barome-ter, a musicd box (slent),
and ashipin a bottle. Then, from up the oak staircase, (imported), came aloud bang and a dither, which
was Vdonin throwing a large book at the announcing servant in vexation, and the servant fdling over.

Then Vdonin appeared in person on the carved gdlery above the &air.

All but hetless Chegahr doffed their caps and bowed.

"What in the devil's name do you want?' shouted his lordship.

The villagers grovelled. Many began to blame Chegahr, while the priest made a sort of blegting noise,
the rat-catcher swore, and the girls from the wells gazed blushing at their lord.

"Devil take you," said Vdonin, "duttering up the place.” And he strode down the dair, into the hdl,
his breakfast ngpkin Hill in his hand. There he stood glaring from his best-blue eyes, and in his coat of
pae blue satin. There were three gold rings on his fingers — and next down the dair, as if wishing only
to stay with him, there wafted the scent of hot white bread and butter, roast chops, and a rare coffeg,
brought years ago, with cases of wine and champagne, it was said, from one of the mythic dties far
away.

"You," said Veonin, pointing & the horse-doctor, whom he dightly knew, having met him now and then
in the house stables, "what's up?' But the horse-doctor gave Chegahr a push. "L ook; your lordship can
seg; it'swritten al over hisface"

And it was then that Veonin, who was the haf-brother of Chegahr, stared right into Chegahr's face,
and into his eyes. And Chegahr did the same with Velonin.

"Then who the devil are you?" demanded Veonin, sengng insolence more than naticing the tan.

So Chegahr told him, "Y our father's son.”

"Suff and nonsense. Y ou look nothing like him," declared Ve onin, going straight to the point.

"Neither do you," said Chegahr. "You're pde and dark and delicate like your mother. Just as I'm burly
and blond like mine. But what's wrong with my face, then?'

And at that Vdonin reached into his satin pocket and took out a slvered round of mirror held in a
gilded frame.

Chegahr peered. He saw. He gave Vedonin once more look for look. "Then I'll tdl you,” said he,
"sedng as you're kin."

And on the gdle of gasps & his effrontery, there before them dl, and the barometer and the music box
and the bottled ship, Chegahr told what he had seen. That was, the ded drawn by thirteen white wolves,
the maiden in scarlet and gold, and her golden har that poured behind her and passed into the wood
after her, ten or twenty minutes after she was gone from sght.

Throughout Chegahr's recital there was not another sound. Even the clock seemed to give over its
ticking to hear. While the young lord, Velonin, sat down on the stair, careless of his coat.



But as Chegahr finished it was the scholar (he of the wife) who cried out, "It is a Soracsh!™

And then the priest said, "Hush, good sr- Such goblins do not exig.”

But, "What is a Soracsh?' inquired Veonin. At which Chegahr, not the scholar, thought-fully
answered, "My mother once told me of those. They are common enough in the North, it seems. A
Soracsh is a sorceress. She has power over wild beasts, and her har has dbilities dl its own.”

But the scholar pushed through the other Villagers and stood frowning there, as if he had a quarrd
with Chegahr yet did not know quite what the quarrel was.

"More than a sorceress,” said the scholar, "for sheisrelated to the wolves. She has thar blood in her
vens But, my lord, do not believe this oaf, Chegahr. He is only trying to make dupes of us. He has
rubbed grease on his skin and burnt it at the fire to make it brown."

At which Vdonin stood up again. "Wdl," he said, dapped his napkin on his smooth, clean pam for
emphass, "get off with you. But you and you, come updairs.”

At which the scholar and Chegahr exchanged an uneasy glance, and followed the lord up his dair,
while two servants ushered the rest out, being only careful to tip the priest and the horse-doctor with
enough to buy brandy.

In the dining room above, an elbow of a huge stove, enamdled black, white, and blue, gave heat and
cheer. Chegahr and the scholar were seated on two gilded chairs, quite near the ser-vant who had earlier
been feled by the book, and ill lay prone. Veonin sat back to the table, and picked up his bread,
dipped it in the coffee, and ate it.

"Now," said Veonin presently, "whet | need isa plan. Put on your thinking-caps.”

Chegahr said nathing, but the scholar asked, "A plan, Sr? For what? If you vdiantly mean to try to be
rid of the Soracsh, that would be most unwise because —"

"Berid of her? What do you take me for? I'm eager to meet the lady. The trouble with this village”"
added Vdonin, turning to Chegahr, "isits lack of culturd excitement. Take a city, now. There would be
cafes and loose women and the opera. But here what have you? In summer there is drought and in winter
there is snow. What else? A zero. Don't you think s0?' Vdonin added in a peculialy familiar way to
Chegahr. "What do you say?'

"Towhat?'

"Towhat | have said, of course.”

"| say you'd be happier inacity.”

"Oh come" said Vdonin, teking a pinch of snuff degantly, as if iffing a wayside flower. "In any city
I'd be thought a turnip. No, | must make do, lording it over you foul and hapless peasants. But a witch in
the forest, now. That fires me up.”

"For God's sake," sad the scholar, "don't go near her whatever you do. She's not a witch, but a
Soracsh, part wolf and part woman and part spirit, and dl of her terrible”

"Oh guff,” said Velonin, "get out, you klutz."

So the scholar got up and got out, and outside, to reassure himsdf he was not a peasant, he took a
pinch of his own inferior snuff, and horribly sneezed three times as he went down the Hair.

"Wdl then," said Veonin to Chegahr, "what do you think?"

"l think you are one year older than |," said Chegahr, "but act like a child of sx. | think you faultiedy
arrogant and perfectly rude, and prob-ably heartless and witless to boot. And | think that God, if God
exids, is awxious to cdl you back to Him that He may beat you soundly and put you to bed in a grave
with no supper, which is anyway more than you deserve. | think therefore aso, thet if you desire to court
a Soracsh, which being | now recdl my matold meis quite likely to devour a man dive and raw, then go
do it, with my blessng. It won't be the opera, but nor do you deserve the opera. You deserve the
Soracsh. And now | think | shdl go home"

At which Chegahr rose. But Vdonin burst out laughing. He laughed so hard he knocked over his
porcdain coffeecup and it broke. So hard, the stunned servant (who anyway had been sham-ming)
came to and crawled hedtily away across the room and left them entirdly alone.

"You are my father's son," cried Veonin. "Where dse did you get such a voice and a wardrobe of
such words?!



"From my moather,” Chegahr gaunchly re-plied, "who on her death-bed, caled out to the angds,
'Leave preening your wings, you van creatures, and heft me to the stars." "

At that Veonin stopped laughing. He said, quietly, "Mine only whimpered. She was afrad God would
be like father. Y ou seem to think so, too, with your beatings and supperless graves.

"You careadea what | think."

"Maybe | do. Come, have some coffee, or there's Aqua Vita, there. What the old priest drinks, but
better.”

Chegahr only looked at him.
Vdonin said, "How's this. You mind my house here. Keep it up to scratch. Kick the servants, deep in
the best bed, and so on. I'll take your fate and go after the Soracsh.”

"My fae?'

"Wha ds2? Who saw the creature? Y ou. And she tanned your hide for you. She left her book-mark
inyour pages."

Chegahr shrugged, but his heart was banging now like a drum.
Vdonin jumped up. He took off hisfine coat and dropped it on the floor. "And if | catch the Soracsh
Il make her my wife. Thatll set things right.”

"Oh, how?" asked Chegahr.

"I don't like unkindness to women,” said Vd-onin. "I've seen plenty. Our dad. (Your mother was
spared, naot living with the brute)) That scholar who was here starves his wife for her own good' and
gpeaks to her only at medtimes, while she goes hungry and he eats. Even that servant who was lying by
your chair gave his wife a black eye lagt night, which iswhy | took the opportunity to give him one this
morning. Y es, viciousness to the sweeter sex seems naturd in a man. Why suppose I'm different? So if |
live I'll have a Soracsh-wife who | won't dare anger.”

That sad, he strode from the room, and Che-gahr was left sanding in it, between the ill-laden
breakfast table with its white cloth and plate of roast chops, and the warm grumbling stove-pipe.

Now Chegahr was left inwardly debating the actions and speeches of his haf-brother, as you or |
might briefly do (or not), wondering if Lord Vetonin were superficid, thoughtful, careless, caring, rotten
— or amply deranged. But we (you and 1) must now leave Chegahr to his debate, and to his bizarre
possession of that lavish house, and follow Veonin, done up in his fur coat and hat, and his boots, and
with, despite dl his words, a sharp knife to hand and a gun with an ivory stock, into the woods beyond
Seven-Willow.

Naturdly Veonin had known the plain and these woods since childhood. He had ridden about them
on ahorse, or even, sometimes, tramped about them with his father, various servants and hangers-on, or
now and then with some party of other rurd aristocrats from neighbouring villages. He thought of the
woods, and the plain, as beonging rightfully to himsdf. But not being mad, or not mad in this way, he
hed the sense to know the southern forest, which the woods soon became, was no more his then the
Iron Heart Mountainsin the east.

The change from the woods to the forest was very strange, for it was not sudden, and yet it was
suddenly felt. One moment the trees were scat-tered, and sunlight seemed to litter about from a cloudy
or clear sky. And then the light was gone, to be replaced by a sort of dim luminescence. But in fact the
trees had closed their ranks only gradudly. With the loss of light, there came a monumentd sense, as of
tarific architecture. It was like being shut in some ancient church, among great crowds of tdl, thick
columns, whose crowns met vadly high up in a beamed and coffered roof without a sngle window or
lamp. This overpowering awareness was the same, both summer and winter, save in summer it was a
black-green church, and in winter awhite-blue one. That was dl the difference. Also the forest was very
slent. Among the woods, even in winter, red grouse flickered, birds and hares, sables, ermines, and
other animds were to be glimpsed and heard. In deepest winter wolves and ghodly deer foraged even
among the thinnest trees. Once into the church of the forest, however, nothing stirred or made any
sound. Whatever lived there kept itsdf hidden — or was invisble So, with the crushing sense of
enclosure and dimness came the idea of deafness and isolation.



Vdonin had entered the forest before, surdy, but never done. And if he had noticed dl these
sensations, never before had he acknowledged them. Now he did so. And this made hm stop quite ill,
garing about him, and up into the windowless roof of frozen boughs and shadow.

Jugt then some snow did fal somewhere among the trees. It was like a giant's dull gun being fired, and
Veonin jumped in his kin.

Then he only smiled. "What better place for a sorceress who is haf wolf?* asked Veonin of the trees.

All thistime he had been guided by the spoor of his quarry, for. dl over the softer snow the runners of
the ded and the paws of the thirteen wolves had left their impress, while from this point he noticed,
twined like exquisite gilded thread among the roots and snowy scrub, occasiona dender, long, long
skeins of shed, pae golden hair.

Vdonin now bent and picked up some of this hair. It was fine as dlk, yet very strong. Only with
difficulty did he sngp a angle hair, and that across the edge of his knife. It had a fant perffume too, like
burning incense, and like peach-blossom, and like fresh cold milk. In fact, it had so many scents, these
three and others, he began to think the magica hair had enchanted him and redlly had no amdl at dl.

Vdonin had come out for adventure. He had come because he was impossibly bored. And because
the Soracsh was now his fate, not Che-gahr's.

So, quite quickly, he coiled up the strands of hair in his pocket, and went on.

The forest grew more and more grandiose and ponderous, urtil he fdt himsdf dmogt bent double
under its weight. The trees were very old, hundreds of years, perhaps thousands, and here aly indigo
hemlocks loomed among the snow-wrapped pines and spruce, and black firs which adso had let the
show dip from them. At last Veonin leaned on a trunk and took out his pocket-watch. He saw from this
he had been waking mog of the day, and dso that the watch had stopped, and then he seemed to
redlize night was coming or had arrived. Just a that moment, craning his neck, he beheld what seemed
an extraordinary Sght. In the roof of the forest was motionlesdy gliding a huge pitted white lantern, which
touched everything to dlver fire. It was the moon, risen high up in a patch of coa-blue clouds, and
below, before Ve onin, there opened a wide dearing.

Even as he grasped this, and wondered if the clearing had been there a moment before, Veonin
noticed another arresting thing. The further end of the dlearing was not closed by trees but by a sort of
stone-piled diff. And even as Vdonin gazed at it, in the diff wall, one by one, a row of lovey tapering
amber lights bloomed up. Then he saw that they were windows, and that the diff was the sde of some
great house, which made the High House at Seven-Willow into a cow shed.

On the moon-whitened snow beneeth, the amber windows dropped reflections. And then in one
flame-lit window, and in its reflection too, came a dender shape, like the dim dark wick dividing a
candle-flame.

Out into the night rippled a wordless cdling cry that made Vdonin's hair stand on end. And yet, it
heated his blood at the very same indant.

"There, sure enough, isthe Soracsh," said Veonin, "and sheis cdling to see if anyone is here at lagt."
So he stepped forward boldly into the dearing, swept off his hat, and bowed low to al the windows.

She was only a Slhouette, so he could not tdl if she was as Chegahr had described her; but then there
came a flash of light like three hundred tinders struck dl & once, and over the window-sll poured a
waterfdl of shimmering gold. Only when it did quivering and gleaming dong the snow a his feet, did
Veonin see she had thrown down into the forest the ends of some of her sorcerous hair. And then he
heard her laugh.

There was no door in the wall. No trees grew near. Vdonin looked at the fdl of hair, which even a
knife had trouble in bresking. Then he asked her, "Do you mean me to be so ungentlemanly as to dimb
up by your tresses?'

And the Soracsh cdled down at once in her wild voice, "Do you dare?"

"If it won't hurt you, lady."

"Oh, nor it will," said the Soracsh.

So Vdonin put his boot to the wal and gripped the stream of her har in both hands, and swvung
himsdf upward. And but. for being so slken-dippery, the har proved a servicegble rope, so Vdonin



climbed on and on, up the rough flints of the wall, up and up to her high lit window, and there she leaned,
with her hands on the dli, laughing a him, her lipslike red currants and her coffee-coloured eyes that had
reminded Chegahr only of chestnuts, and her skin like alabaster. Veonin hung in her hair with his booted
feet braced on the wall, and he thought she had only to cut loose this streamer of her crowning glory, she
would hardly miss it, and he would tumble and break his neck. But he said chearfully, "Good evening,
far lady. | hope my weight doesn't pull at your scap?"

"Not at dl," said the Soracsh, "but put your foot now on the sll, and I'll help you in."

So Veonin swung himsdf up on to the sll, and she gave him her white hand, and he sprang down into
the chamber.

| do not know what places you have seen, or what buildings you have ever gone into, but 1 mysdf
never entered a room like that in the Soracsh's house.

Firg of dl the wals were encased in a glowing gold and bronzy green that seemed at fird to be
caused by the adherence of thousands of polished gems. But then you saw it was the Sdtic cara-paces
of thousands of beetles, but whether dive or dead, or ensorcelled, or only deeping, one could not say.
The caling of the chamber, how-ever, the Soracsh hersdf presently explained. It was covered — or
formed of— hundreds of flying birds, large and samdl, among which were even bluebirds and canaries,
peacocks and swans. They dl hung there, static as the beetles, their wings spread wide, and dl the
shades of emeradd and beryl, agate, turquoise and nacre; and seeing Veonin admiring them, (with his
mouth open) the Soracsh idly said, "When birds deep, they dream of flying. These dreams | caich in a
net, and there they are” So perhaps the beetles on the wadls were likewise meant to be the dreams of
beetles. Meanwhile lamps floated in the ar to illumine dl this and they were distressingly like great
burning eyes ... so Vdonin did not look at them for long.

Thefloor of the chamber, though, was more smple. It was solid glass, but in the glass, just beow the
surface, great fish swvam about, tawny pike, and huge carp of brass and cora. Seeing him look, even
more idly the Soracsh then remarked, "Oh, itisalake."

"Indeed,” sad Vdonin, but he sensed her dight displeasure, and redized that, as with many other
women he had met, and severa men too, she preferred her guest's attention upon hersdf.

So Veonin gazed at her, raised her hand and kissed it (and when he kissed her hand, it was in some
particular way like drinking the best choc-olate, or taking a mouthful of roses and cream).

She wore a scarlet gown, but not the gown she had worn for the ded. This one left bare her
milk-white shoulders. But her throat and waist were clasped by gold and on her head she wore a tdl
golden tiara set with scorching diamonds. (It must have been about thistime that Veonin for ever midad
hisknife and gun.)

The Soracsh then clapped her hands, and a door, (which seemed to be made of two bears with
smouldering eyes) flew open. In walked a pair of beings that Veonin took to be her servants. They were
men clothed in black velvet, but for their heads and faces, which were those of wolves.

"Hereismy good friend, Veonin," said the Soracsh to the wolf-men. (And how she knew hisname is
amystery. But then, she was a Soracsh.) "Is dinner prepared?”’

The wolf-men bowed, and stood asde, and the Soracsh took Vdonin's am, and they strolled
through the bears into another chamber. And this chamber only had walls made of static water-falls but
agang them stood gigantic flowers on staks like birch trees, and in ther bdls burned unseen lights
There was atable of glass (per-haps), lad with slver and gold cutlery and dishes, and goblets of crystd.
For the dinner, it was meats and pastries and puddings and delica-cies. And there were hot-house fruits
the like of which VVdonin had only ever heard described, or seen in books.

The Soracsh sat & one end of the table and Ve onin was seated at the other. And he noted that one
of the wolf-men stood behind his chair. But then, the other stood behind the chair of the Soracsh, and
their prime wolfish purpose seemed to be to help their mistress and her guest to food and drink.

Of course, Veonin was not quite ignorant of uncanny meatters. He had had a nurse as a child, and
knew from her that to eat or drink anything in the house of a mere sorceress, let done a Soracsh, would
render im her dave. So he toyed with the choice cuts and dices, and did not put them in his mouth, and



he pretended to sp the choice wines, and did not swalow any. But every so often, one of the lit flowers
would bend towards him, and he would see another of those shining eyes peering a him through the
petas, obvioudy waiching. "Wel, madam," said Vd-onin, once they had been at table awhile, "you must
wonder what my purpose is, in cdling on you."

"Not at al," said the Soracsh.

"Then you have read my mind, perhaps?'

"No need."

"l am beneath your interest? That grieves me" The Soracsh amiled, and Ve onin became aware that
she dso did not eat or drink anything from the table, only played with it as he did. And he wondered if
ghe had another dish in mind, which was raw dead man's flesh. And this notion made him amile as well,
and he said, "My reason for vigting you, lady, was to ask if | might court you for my wife"

"l am," said the Soracsh, "agreat ded older than you."

"Oh come. We are too sophigticated to be upset by such trifles What are a few hundred years
between friends?’

"Als," said the Soracsh, "I am unbelievably wedthy, and you only somewhat rich.”

"That's true. But then, if you wed me, by law your wedth comes dso to me, and | shdl be as well set
up as you."

"Beddes" sad the Soracsh, "we have nothing in common.”

"Quite wrong. We have in common one most influencing thing."

"And what isthat?"

"We both of us," said Velonin, "adore you."

The Soracsh only nodded. "That's not enough. In any case, you came to me because any who see me
mus so come. That ismy power, or one of my powers."

Vdonin said, "l think you may be wrong. But welll let that go.”

"No, no," said the Soracsh, frowning, "are you saying that one has seen me and not come to me?'

"l heard some such tale. Doubtless alie.”

But he redlized how close the flowers were leening now and ther eyes popping out a him, while
behind his chair the wolf-headed man leaned so close, Veonin could smel his meety breath.

"Why," said the Soracsh, "will you not eat and drink?

"Madam, I'min love. My appetite therefore is gone. Since your beauty isdl the feast | desire”

But the Soracsh got to her feet, and when she did this, she seemed very tdl, and suddenly the dining
room was much darker, and Ve onin began to think that he fdt most uncomfortable, like a child put in an
adult chair too big for it. And it was then he noticed the ceiling, and it was full of faces, but dl these faces
moved and made mouths a him, screwing up their eyes and wrinkling their noses and poking out their
tongues. It was very disagreeable and unaesthetic.

"Vdonin," said the Soracsh, "you fear that to eat with mewill give me extra power over you."

"Not at dl. | dready adore you. What power can you gan gresater then that?' But when Veonin
spoke, his educated and pleasant voice sounded quite odd to him. And then he found himsdf dipping off
the chair on to the floor. And the floor was made of snow. It was cold and slent and he saw how his feet
and hands I&ft prints in it, but the prints were of the wrong shape. "Ah now," said Veonin, "I've been a
great fool,” but he did not hear his voice a dl now, only another noise which he had never made before.

And she, the Soracsh, had become tdl as a pillar, tdl as a tree, and she stood there and oh, how
supid he thought he had been not to ask himsdf where dl her miles of hair had gone (for it should have
been piled up on the floor); but now he saw that hair; and he and she and the two wolf servants were dll

tangled up init; and out of it now there dissolved the illusons or maybe the redities she had conjured, the
birds and bestles, the flowers and fish and burning eyes. They had all been made, thought Veonin, out
of her hair, even the dinner had been made of hair. And now only her hair remained.

And it was like the web of a ruby and golden spider, and he hung in that web, and heard her say, "Do
you think | need such nonsense to entrap you? No. When once you kissed my hand you were mine,
And now you're minefor ever."

"I have earned no better,” agreed Vonin. But the only thing that came out was a yowl. Then dl the



colour and eye-lamplight winked away, and there was smply a horrible ruinous white garden under the
wadls of a cold dark house. And the unkind moon stared pitilesdy down, for she had seen everything
long ago, nothing was new to her or worth a second 1ook.

For nearly a month, Chegahr lived in the High House a Seven-Willow. One may say he lived like a
lord, but dso the role did not fit him, just as Veonin's fine coats, breeches and shirts did not —
dthough, perhaps oddly, in boots and shoes they were of a Sze. A talor had soon crept from the
Village, and brought Chegahr some quite tasteful appardl, ready-made, and Chegahr had chosen a few
items But he would not pay for them from Veonin's money-chest, and had no money of his own
beyond a few coins in a broken pot, left at home in his hut by the cemetery. So he was in debt to the
tallor. But the tailor only beamed and fawned, sure now Chegahr had gone up in the world. Likewise the
others who came to cdl: the younger priest, with hisslver cross abump on his chest; the horse-doctor,
now leer-ing with would-be friendship; the vintner; the apothecary; and so on. Chegahr sent them dl
away. He had needed nothing but a few new clothes, so as not to dirty or untidy his brother's house.

And that was how Chegahr thought of it, the house. As his brother's.

Which was itsdf strange, because dl hislife until then, if he had been honest, which gener-dlly he was,
Chegahr would have said, "Thet house is partly mine, by rights™ But of course, he had never thought he
would livein it. And now he did, he fdt he rattled in it like a die in a box. He was not comfortable, in
fact. The rooms were too big and he could not find thingsin them. Their beauty he did not find beautiful
— he preferred mountains, woods and sunsets. He got lost in the corridors and could not discover the
indoor privy, which anyway he thought unhygienic. The bed was too soft. The servants seemed to spy
on hm — they were dways undefoot. The luxurious food was over-spiced, too sSwest, too
complicated. The fine coffee, which is a simulant to most people, made him bad-tempered and deepy.

All that disappointed him, as well. Here was the life he had, vagudy, envied. But he had no use for it.
The only hours that Hill pleased him were those when he could escape the servants and pace about, or
St near awindow, doing what he ways did when he could, dreaming, gazing, thinking.

So, in the end, he dreamed of Vedonin, and in the dream Vdonin was at the bottom of a long steep
place, and howling. And when Chegahr had sat up and lit the candle, the light fdl on a book, which had
been Veonin's, and it was poetry; but Chegahr could not read it, so he somehow im-agined the black
print said: "Help! Help! O half-brother, hep me or I'm done for!™ And then when Chegahr thought about
it, he recdled that Vdonin had been gone a long while, far longer than he had needed to go into the
forest and find the Soracsh, drop on one knee, offer a ring, give her a kiss and bring her back for a
priest-law wedding, and the better truer wedding in the wide soft bed.

"But whet is he to me or | to him that | should bother mysdf? When | was in the hut, with only the
recollection of a dry crust to eat, did nice Velonin ever trouble himsdf? If | hadn't seen the Soracsh pass,
he and | would never have met, even though we lived only hdf a hill's distance from each other.”

But then the servants came burding in, as they dways did, and Vdonin saw it was morning, the
candle had burnt out, and wax had splashed the book. He saw it, as the servants threw wide the slk
curtains and the light thundered in. The wax on the book had formed the shape of an animd with four
legs and atail, and its mouth was open howling, asif it cried, "Hep! Help! Hep!"

"Devil take the pest,” shouted Chegahr, who to his dismay had, in the house, begun to speak
sometimes rather as Vdonin did, as if Vdonin's speech had stayed like a haunt. "Devil take him," he
added. "Or the devil has taken him. | should never have let im go. It was my fate. He knew it, and so
did I. If I had the wit to resst my fate, the wit even not to know there was anything to resst — | had the
wit to stop Veonin aswdl."

Then Chegahr had his breskfast, put on some of the plain new clothes, and going out, walked down
through the Village of Seven-Willow, where everyone stared a him, and even dogs trotted & his heds,
wagging therr talls.

When he reached the scholar's house, in a se-cluded lane, Chegahr halted. He knocked loudly on the
door. The maid opened it and she cried a once, gpparently satisfied, "Magter's avay!"

Chegahr scowled. "When is he back?



"Not for seven days. Heis off to the funerd of another scholar, in the village of Tall-Whest."

Jus then the scholar's wife appeared. She looked thin and pinched, but when she saw Chegahr, her
face flaned and her eyes grew very bright. And suddenly Chegahr saw that she was young enough to be
the scholar's daughter, and dso Chegahr remembered that Velonin had said the scholar starved her ‘for
her own good.’

"Let mein," said Chegatr.

“Never!" cried the scholar's wife in a ghill excited voice.

Then Chegahr stared a the maid, and as Veonin might have, "Be off, you goose," he said. And the
mad ran away. Chegahr then said to the scholar's wife, "Madam, you dapped me twice. You owe me
two words in exchange."

At this she stood dumbfounded.

Chegahr said, "The two words are, 'Forgive me.

Her mouth dropped open. He saw it was a pretty mouth. Her eyes were deep as pools and sad as
the hearts of dark flowers.

Chegahr said, "What | did in your dream was very wrong. What can | say? None of us can control
whet we do in our dreams.”

Then she blushed, and lowering her long black lashes, the scholar's wife said to Chegahr, "It was my
fault. In the dream | made you go and pick poppies with mein a fidd. And then | flirted. | said, 'My
husband is awvay from home" And then — | kissed you on the lips. Naurdly you fet able to take
liberties afterwards.”

“I'm sorry | don't remember it as you do,” said Chegahr, thinking that perhaps he was, too. "But in
that case | mud give you the two daps back.”

"Why not," said she. "The scholar is dways dapping me,

So then Chegahr stepped ingde the house, shut the door, and kissed the scholar's wife gently, firs on
one cheek, then on the other. Then on her eydids, and next on her lips.

"Oh, Chegahr," dghed the scholar's wife, "I have loved you wildy for three years" She no longer
seemed thin and pinched but only dender, and aflame. "Come up the stairs, and let me show you the
bedroom."

So they went upstairs, and Chegahr saw the bedroom, which had a good hard solid bed. And here
the scholar's wife flung off her garments, and she was pretty dl over, her body like a dim white dress set
with two pink pearl buttons, and honey trimmings

Near afternoon, by which time Chegahr had findly learned her name was Mglena, he put to her the
questions he had meant to put to her hus band. And as he had begun to suspect, Mglena knew dl the
scholar knew, and quite alot more (as she had recently proved in the bed).

Chegahr I€ft the house after supper, as dusk was coming down, and went up the street whistling. But
when he came to the foot of the rise where stood the High House, Chegahr did not turn that way, but
went on walking.

And those that saw him pass said, "There goes the lord's son, Chegahr,” and the dogs dribbled and
wagged therr talls, but Chegahr spared them not a glance, for he had things on his mind.

It had taken dl one day for Vdonin to get deep into the forest. But then he had not been follow-ing his
fate, but another's. Chegahr waked for a brace of hours, and then he only sensed that he was in deep
enough.

All around the ancient church of trees stood il and slent, but here and there the cold heartless moon
pierced through. And to Chegahr she was not heartless a dl, only secretive.

He knew now dl he had to do, for Mglena had told him, taking care he should memorize every-thing.
This had not been s0 very hard either, it was asif some part of him had dready been lessoned init.

First Chegahr made afire. Then he drew dl round the fire with a stick a black circle in the snow, and
sorinkled it with salt. Then he took off every ditch (just as he had earlier in the day).

Then Chegahr recited the rhyme that Mglena had taught him. He recited its four lines facing dl four
directions, Sarting with the west and ending with the south.



When he had done this, a great wind bowled through the forest, and the vast branches and boughs
rustled overhead, and snow fdl from them. But after the wind was gone, another snow began to fdl,
draight down from the sky. Che-gahr nevertheless fdt warm as a cooking potato, and when he glanced
a the fire it was a drange clear ydlow. Chegahr fdt his eyes drink this colour up, and they turned
ydlow too. And then he put back his head, and please believe me, he gave such a howl that every wolf
in the land may have heard it. After which he crouched down on dl fours, and he turned this way and
that way, and then he heard it coming, heard it far better than thet firg time, the hissing of the runners of
the Soracsn's ded.

Sure enough, she soon appeared, and she passed, as the wind had done, and through the white lace
of the dropping show he saw her, in her scarlet and gold, and the thirteen white wolves running Sx by
gx, with the huge one in front, and the gold bdlls ringing and the gold ded rushing over the ground with a
white spray going up on either sde, like two white wings. The Soracsh looked only straight ahead of
her.

No sooner was she past, and off between the trees, than Chegahr legpt out of the circle, teking care
not to touch it with his feet. And then he ran to where the flowing train of hair was 4ill streaming on in
her wake. There he waited, counting, and when he had reached nine or nineteen minutes, he jumped
forward and caught hold of some of the hair in both hisfigts. The speed a which it was going pulled him
over, but he landed soft on the hair, and after that he let it pull him on.

Presently the ded ran into a vast clearing, and directly ahead, in the moonlight, was a high wall of
piled stones. The ded raced on, and Chegahr, borne so far behind, expected some magic door to open
inthe wall. But this was not what hap-pened. Instead, the lead-wolf ran sraight up the wall, and after it
the other twelve, Sx by sx, and next the ded ran up, with the Soracsh upright in it, and standing out now
horizontaly from the wall like a red and gold nall.

Chegahr may have uttered an oath, | am not sure at this point; but whatever ese, he dung on tight to
the ropes of hair, and next minute he too was hauled right up the wall, after the ded, and only the silken
thickness of the strands saved him from a grazing and, seeing how he was dressed, from rather worse.
Over the wal's top had gone the wolves and the ded, and over the wal's top was dashed Chegar.
And there on the far Sde was a lighted balroom, such as he had heard of now and then, in those cities
far away. But not quite.

Rether than being dragged down into it, Che-gahr now found himsdf dl at once lying on a golden
saircase, and s0 he got up and leisurdly descended, looking about him dl the way.

Chanddiers with flaming roses in them floated in mid air. Bdow were wdls like marble, and a floor
like polished slver, and everywhere grew dender blossoming trees, frothy with pink and purple and blue;
and golden snakes were cailed in them, with eyes like topazes, and from the boughs hung golden apples
and slver pears. Where the snow fdl into the balroom, it became sweets, the fashionable kind called
bonbons.

In the middle of dl this stood the golden ded, but it had dtered to a golden chair, and in it sat the
Soracsh (and Chegahr wondered where it was that dl her hair had gone, for now it only reached her
scarlet dippers). As for the thirteen wolves, they had changed, or were changing, into men in black
velvet, and it looked very odd as they did this asif they pulled their bodies up over their heads like a
nightshirt. But even though they became men, and had men's faces, thistime, they had the eyes of wolves
dill, intdligent, and far more human than human eyes. And as they laughed and cdled out to each other,
they only barked and yipped and made smilar wolf sounds, apparently disdaining speech. Even the
lead-wolf, who was brawny, swaggering and tdl, did no differently.

Chegahr reached the foot of the gair, and then he noticed that now he wore satin breeches and a shirt
of slk and a coat of golden tissue.

"Wdl, Chegahr," said the Soracsh, "here you are.”

Chegahr thought it no surprise she knew his name.

"l am here" said Chegahr, "to ask you about my half-brother, Veonin."

"No. You are here because you are in my power, and | made you be here."

Chegahr fdt the fine clothes itch him, and when he looked at the marble wadls, he thought he saw



mountains and seas and skies indde them. And in the floor under his feet glittered stars; and dl a once,
there, under his gold-buckled shoes, the priestess moon appeared, valed in light clouds, a whom now,
hemight look down inwonder.

Jugt then a great golden table sailed through the air and sguatted before the Soracsh, and after that a
second golden chair. On the table was a landscape of food the like of which Chegahr had never seen,
even in the house of Veonin — no, not even in his hungriest dreams.

Chegahr regarded it, and two of the wolf-men ran up to him; but they ran up on their hands and
knees, and panted, with grest red tongues hang-ing out.

Chegahr stepped around them, went up to the table, and stared dong it at the Soracsh.

"Eat and drink," said the Soracsh.

"Pardon me" said Chegahr, "I ate supper before | left home.”

" Some wine then, Chegahr. See how good it is."

"Your pardon again. Wine makes me bad com-pany,” said Chegahr. "l shouldn't like to offend you."

"Wadl, but dready you do," said the Soracsh, getting up now and coming around the table. "Oh,
Chegahr, wouldn't you like to give me a kiss?'

"l have had kisses too, before | left home. Enough to last alittle while™

Then the Soracsh stood very near to Chegahr, and she gmiled a him. "Your eyes are ydlow,
Chegahr, and | had thought your eyes would be black. Why is that?'

"I have the wolf-blood, lady,” said Chegahr, "jus as you do. When | was made, the wolves sang
loudly. But how this coat itches. | think it's tailored from your hair. Like the table there and the roasts
and cakes, and like the magical walls and floor and dl the lamps. What do you say?"

"I say | will have you, Chegahr,” said the Soracsh, and she suddenly bared her teeth. They were white
as the snow, but they were the teeth of awalf, and her tongue was blue.

"Oh, that," said Chegahr. "Didn't you hear me say, I'm part wolf too? | can't livein afine house. | can't
wear fine clothes. | like to dream and play. | like the woods. Just tdl me where you've put my brother,
Vedonin. He's only a man, and is unhappy here.”

The Soracsh snarled. Her chesinut eyes turned red as live cods. She clapped her hands and
evaything flew up in the ar: the table, the blos-som-trees, the entire balroom (even the moon in the
floor); and Chegahr and the wolf-men were floundering and staggering in the midgt of it, and it was dl a
writhing mass of golden hair.

"Now," said the Soracsh, "I'll show you your Vdonin."

And she gave Chegahr a shove in his (again) naked chest that sent him hurtling: He landed on a cold
cushion of snow in an old garden thet lay at the foot of a high dank dark towering wall. The Soracsh
stood on the wdl top, snarling down a him, gnashing her fangs. She looked amdl as a dall. And in the
snow beside him was another tiny toy. It was a little wolf, made perhaps of dark wood. But as Chegahr
sared at it, it spoke to himin alittle wolf squeak, as if a mouse were trying to howl. Through this noise,
Chegahr planly heard the words, "Help me, brother!" Here was Vdonin.

Gengdly, in Vdonin'slife, it had been thought gracious and cultivated to talk. In his childhood, too, he
had been given lessonsin oratory and debating. So now he began to tdl Chegahr, in dramatic detail, dl
that had occurred to him. But he could only squeak in hislittle wolf squeak. And dl the time, the Soracsh
stood on the wdl top, gnashing her fangs.

So then Chegahr said, "Be quiet, Veonin. You need only know this She is dangerous as life and
desth together, but blood is thicker than scarlet and | find | have a heart of gold. Besides, | am
mygterioudy unhurt after being flung off the wall, which is encouraging. Thisiswhat I'll do. I'll put you into
my mouth, and you must wrap your front paws round one of my lower canine teeth. And then, with the
help of the cunning spdlls of the scholar's wife, which have dready saved me a broken neck, | shdl run
vay fast awvay."

Vedonin may have wished to argue but he had no chance. Into the wide open mouth of Chegahr he
was popped — and Chegahr's mouth seemed, even to little Veonin, very much larger than it had been.
And the strong teeth stood very tdl in it, especidly the canines. Vdonin therefore had no difficulty in



oripping aleft one with hiswolf paws.

No sooner was this done, than Chegahr gave a huge soring, and up the wal he ran, sraight up over
the flints and stones, on his bare feet, which were hard and tough as pads on a beast. Only once or
twice did he need the use of his hands in this frantic endeavour. And he moved as quickly as alizard.

The Soracsh to be sure darted back, but at the top he went right by her, and she spat & him, and her
it was fiery quff, but it missed hm and instead burned a hole out of the wal. Meanwhile he was
legping from the wall's other side. Down he sailed, and hit the ground of the dearing as if he had springs
in his hedls (from dl of which we might conclude, you and |, the scholar's wife truly knew a thing or
two). And then Chegahr ranin good earnest.

Never indl hisdays had Chegahr sorinted so fast, nor would he ever have had to sprint so far. But
he knew he was no longer quite himsdf, or perhaps he was more himsdf, for his ydlow eyes showed
himdl the forest clear as day, and hislimbs had muscles of sted!.

"Do you hold tight, brother?' he grunted, as the towers of trees roared by.

And Vdonin squeaked that he did; but he cowered in fear, dinging to that tooth, now blasted by the
icy cold ar rushing, in and now by the scading hot breath (tinted by a hot sup-per and Mgjlena's kisses)
gushing out, nearly champed as Chegahr spoke, afrad of being swa-lowed whole, soaked by sdiva
and bounced up and down.

But Chegahr pounded on, and as he did, he did not know if he were any longer a man, with a wadlf in
hismouth, or awalf that bore dong a man. Nor did he know if he ran upright on two legs, or pardld to
the earth on four. And then he heard the thick plush-dush-ssrrh of the ded behind him, and the
bounding footfdls of the thirteen wolves.

So Chegahr, who had only been running: well, you see, now he RAN.

At this new speed the trees disappeared. They became a pouring wave of white-black, that here and
there dazzled with the light of the stars which 4ill fell, or maybe it was the softly faling snow. And now
and then he legped high over some narrow sreamlet or dight chasm, or some arched root wide as a
crocodile shown in one of Veonin's books — but saw none of them.

But he heard her behind him, the push and hiss and the thudding of the four times thirteen feet. And
he heard her crack awhip, too, and sensed its golden flare across the flying dark, like the gtriking tongue
of a serpent.

Then, what should happen, but Chegahr heard aso the lead-wolf cdling to him, and now it ether
spoke in the human language, or he had come to understand its growls.

"Hdlt, stay, give inl There's nothing to fear. My migtress is charming. Have | not served her dl this
while?' Chegahr knew better than to shout over his shoulder what he thought of that. Be-sides he did not
want to deafen VVdonin in his mouth.

But then the lead-wolf began to call ina sort of Snging way that matched the rhythm of their running,
both the white wolves and Chegahr's.

"Won't you run with us? Wouldn't you like to? Y ou could even take my place and leed, afine one like
you. Oh, | lived as aman, once. | took a man's pride and pleasures. | smacked my wife soundly and lad
her on the bed. | drank my beer and ate my meat and once ayear | bathed and read a book. Oh it was
a comfortable life, that. But would | now exchange what | have? Ah, wha it is to fed the kiss of the
golden whip. What it is to favn on her scarlet dippers. She is the fate of dl men, Chegahr. Bt it takes
wisdom to know it. Yes, she may bdittle you, or throw you down. But in the end you are necessary to
pul her through the world."

Chegahr thought, and the thought was like the sngle wink of a spangle in the whirl of his running, If
you want that, that you may have.

But he knew by then where it was he ran to, dthough perhaps he had aready known.
| cannot say how long Chegahr cannoned through the forest and the night, with the Sor-acsh after him,
her whip cracking; her tongue blue, and her spit dl fire Possbly it was scores of hours, the night
condantly renewing itsdf, as one might over and over sew up a tear in a sock. Or perhaps he ran for
many nights together, dl the nights it needed to prove to the Soracsh she had not caught him, or to him
that he had not been caught. Then again, he ran o fast, and so speedily did she follow, maybe they



reached the brink of the forest in hdf an hour. For reach its brink they did. And then Chegahr sped
through the thin woods, and over the plain, while the snow tinkled down like white china broken and
dropped in heaven.

And a last Chegahr saw, (dthough Vdonin did not, for if awolf can faint, he had done so, though ill
with his paws locked fast about that great wolf's tooth) Chegahr saw the dull sparse lights of
Saven-Willow, some of which aways sophiti-catedly burned on through the dark.

Even s0, in the east, though Chegahr did not notice it yet, a hollowness had come to indicate night's
end.

Accordingly, as he burst across the lagt dis-tances of the plain, a cock crowed in the Village. It was
ealy, to perhaps be sure, but not by much.

At the cock's darm, Chegahr sprang again, he sorang among the streets and lanes, under the shadow
of the houses. And so stopped running. To any other who had made such speed, and curtalled it so
suddenly, it might have seemed the sky fdl on his back — but not so, and God bless the scholar's wife,

When Chegahr looked round, his sides merdy heaving, and sreaming sweset in the white cold of
ending night, he beheld the ded too had come to a sanddill, there, at the Villages edge, and dl the
thirteen wolves stamped up and down while ther tongues lolled, and in the air, coiling and bailing, was
the golden whip, and dso hillows of the Soracsh's har, embroidering the dark, weav-ing between the
fdling snow, her har which was running yet to catch up with her. But strangest of dl to him in that
moment was the beaked prow on the ded, which dl a once seemed to have the face of Chegahr's
father, the lord of Seven-Willow — but doubtless he imagined it.

And then he forgoat, for he heard the Soracsh cry out.

She screamed, no less, and in no language he had ever heard, though he had trandated the words of
her wolf-pack.

But some heard her. Some knew. Oh, indeed.

All through the night-ending Village there was banging and shouting, a bumping and scurrying. And
then an unlocking and opening, a damming and damning and hurry.

Out they came, as Chegatr later sad, like rats from adrain,

Some had their lighted candles and some a lit lamp. Some were in their night-attire and some in no
atire a dl, and some had put on their Sunday best.

There was the horse-doctor, a quarter in his coat, and three quarters not, and there the blacksmith in
only his gpron. And there came the shepherd too, dl unshaven-wooally like a sheep. And there was —
but I hope will pardon my not liging everyone. For there were many others — with, however, among
them, two servants from the High House, in two of Vedonin's own night-shirt; and, and here | lay an
emphags, there was the scholar, who very luckily had returned ex-tremely and suspicioudy early, by
means of a horse and cart.

Chegahr stood aside, and as he did he prized his little wolf-brother out of his teeth, and hedd him
wrapped up for warmth in one hand.

"See, Vdonin. Not your fate, nor mine. The fate of Seven-Willow. She gets what she deserves, and
S0 do they. But she was too stupid to know it; it's we that have shown her. Shell hardly miss us now."

Jugt then the ded spoun round and dl the thirteen white wolves spun round with it, it pulling them. And
with a blood-curdling merry shriek, the Soracsh was flying off again while her golden hair flapped and
flew behind her. And so the crowds of menin the streets, and in dl there were one hundred and fifty-9x
of them, pelted after her as fast as they could. As they went, they yelled, they dropped their lights, and
hats and shoes put on now fdl off, and now and then they pushed each other out of the way, or, a other
moments yanked each other forward. Until fi-ndly every one of them (again, very luckily induding the
scholar) had tumbled down among the ralling, retresting wave of the Soracsh's hair. And wound round in
it, dutching and dawing at it, like kittensin yarn, they were carried away across the snow. And it seemed
to Chegahr that now the direction of the fatd ded was not that of the forest, but straight on, back into the
east, towards the paing sky and the stone and flint wall of the Iron Heart Mountains. So he wished them
much joy of each other and of it, one and dl.



As Mgjlena threw open the door, which the scholar, bumbling out, had yet possessively closed, she
cried, "But Chegahr, how big and ydlow your eyes are, how large and sharp your teeth — and | never
recdl you were so hairy!"

But Chegahr seemed to gaze right through her to her sweet bones, and he said, "What you see is only
another sde of me"

So then she kissed him. And &fter that she led him, and his brother Vdonin, a curled up wolf that
could have sat in alittle box, to the bath she had prepared. In the bath were thyme and oliba-num, myrrh
and saffron, pepper and aniseed and cdlifrass. Best of dl, it was warm.

As she sponged them, Mglena, who was a red scholar, even in her dreams, sang over them old
words. And as she sang, she washed off the hair and the ydlow stares, she washed off the wolf teeth and
the wolf form, and in the very end she washed off Ve onin's reduction, so he would no longer fit in a box
— unlessit was man-9ze. And so a lagt in the firdight and the copper bath, there sat crowded the two
brothers, two young men white with fatigue, which one could bardly see, snce the proximity of the
Soracsh had tanned them both golden dl over.

Then Vdonin wept. Chegahr thought, Now he will start thanking me in flowery phrases, on and
on.

But Vdonin only said, "Oh, but | loved her, that Soracsh.”

Chegahr answered, " She had a blue tongue.”

"It would," said Vdonin, "have matched my eyes.”

For some while &fter, in the way of a hero in a play, or an opera, Veonin wrote poems to his lost
love, the Soracsh. He wandered forlornly the snowy woods, declaming, until one day, near evening, he
noticed that every tree was srung like a harp with notes of green. And then he went back to the High
House and ate a large supper. After which he threw out the skeins of gold hair he had kept — they had
faded anyway, and smdled of frogs Then he wrote to another village lord, a Tal-Whedt, as it
happened. This lord had a daughter, and ingde the year, she and Vdonin were wed. She was a lovdy
airl, with flawless skin, and senghilities. He was very kind to her, and became immensdy witty. And her
word was Law. Yet dso she loved him.

But Chegahr and Mglena, they bought a wagon and two strong horses, and wandered away across
the world. At night by their wayside fires, they would tdl each other stories, and teach each other dl they
knew. In the end, they were, each one, as clever as the other, equa as two dtars that give the same blue
light, but they had only one heart between them. As for the Soracsh, | cannot say | have ever seen her,
but I have met those who reckon to have glimpsad her ded. They reate how it is made of hard gold, and
her hair of filmy, milky gold, and that her red dresses are dyed in the blood of men she has devoured
raw.

Once, | did see where the ded had gone by | was shown, in the mud of spring, the tracks of the
runners. And of course the prints of huge wolf paws, which in number were then thirteen times thirteen.
She had harnessed them in Sixteen rows of ten, and two rows of four, with one huge beast at the front, dl
done. Those that have seen it in person, say it runslike a scholar. Q

CONDO SKELETONS

| walk among the unhaunted skeletons In some other light the workerswill cometo
Of the half-constructed condos, Board up theribs and plaster them over ...
Thetimbers opague whitein the macabrelight.  Memoriesof glowing bone moon light forgotten.
The three-quarter moon

Hengs, belly down, in the western sky, Peoplewill movein bringing their own lives,
Glowing, unabashed, among the 2 X 4 ribs. Mismatched furniture

They will liveand die And

the bare bone skeletons

Will be given spirits et last.
—Blythe Ayne



