The Custodians
by Richard Cowper

There has dways been astrong sense of history present in sciencefiction, not only in the many
parallel-world stories but in the firm redlization that the past shapesthe future. A proper study of history
should extend in both directionsin time. In this absorbing story Cowper takes usinto the past, to an era
whenwewill beinthefuture. It is strong and degply moving.

Although the monastery of Hautaire has dominated the Ix valey for more than twelve hundred years,
compared with the Jurassic limestone to which it clings, it might have been erected yesterday. Even the
megdliths which dot the surrounding hillside predate the abbey by severd millennia. But if, geologicaly
pesking, Hautaireis still anewcomer, as ahuman monument it isaready impressively ancient. For the
firgt two centuriesfollowing itsfoundation, it served the faithful asapilgrims sanctuary, then, less happily,
asastaging post for the Crusaders. By the thirteenth century, it had dready known both fat years and
lean ones, and it was during one of the latter that, on acool September afternoon in theyear 1272, a
grey-bearded, sunburnt man came striding up the white road which wound beside the brawling Ix and
hammered on the abbey doors with the butt of his staff.

There were rumors abroad that plague had broken out again in the southern ports, and the eye which
scrutinized the lone traveler through the grille was dert with gpprehension. In response to a shouted
request the man snorted, flung off his cloak, discarded histattered leather jerkin, and raised hisbare
arms. Twigting historso from side to Side, he displayed his armpits. There followed awhispered
consultation within; then, with arattle of chains and aprotest of iron bolts, the oak wicket gate edged
inward grudgingly and the man stepped through.

The monk who had admitted him made haste to secure the door. "We hear there is plague abroad,
brother,” he muttered by way of explanation.

The man shrugged on hisjerkin, looping up the leather toggles with deft fingers. "Theonly plaguein these
partsisignorance,”" he observed sardonicaly.

"Y ou have comefar, brother?"
"Far enough,” grunted the traveler.
"From the south?"

The man dipped his arm through the strap of his satchel, eased it up onto his shoulder and then picked up
his staff. He watched as the heavy iron chain was hooked back on to its staple. "From the east,” he said.

The doorkeeper preceded his guest across the flagged courtyard and into asmall room which was bare
except for aheavy wooden trestle table. Lying upon it was a huge, leather-bound registrum, astoneink
pot and aquill pen. The monk frowned, licked hislips, picked up the quill and prodded it gingerly at the
ink.

The man smiled faintly. "By your leave, brother,” he murmured, and, taking the dipped quill, hewrotein
rapid, flowing script: Meister Ster nwarts—Seher —ex-Cathay.

The monk peered down at the ledger, hislips moving silently as he spelt hisway laborioudy through the
entry. By the time he was halfway through the second word, adark flush had crept up his neck and
suffused hiswholeface. "Meaculpa, Magister,” he muitered.



"So you've heard of Meister Sternwérts, have you, brother? And what have you heard, | wonder?”
Inarapid reflex action the smple monk sketched aflickering finger-crossin the air.

The man laughed. "Come, holy fool!" he cried, whacking the doorkeeper across the buttocks with his
gtick. "Conduct meto Abbé Paulus, lest | conjure you into asalamander!™

* % %

In the seven hundred years which had passed since Meister Sternwaérts strode up the long white road and
requested audience with the Abbé Paulus, the scene from the southern windows of the monastery had
changed surprisingly little. Over the seaward dopes of the distant hills, purple-ripe clouds were il
lowering their showers of rain likefilmy nets, and high abovethe Ix valey the brown and white eagles
spirded lazily upwardsin aninvisble funnd of warm air that had risen there like afountain every sunny
day sincethehillswerefirst folded millions of years before. Even the road which Sternwaérts had trodden,
though better surfaced, till followed much the same path, and if afew of the riversdefieds had
expanded and swallowed up their immediate neighbors, the pattern of the stone walswas il
recognizably what it had been for centuries. Only thefile of high-tenson cable carriers striding diagonaly
down across the valey on astage of their march from the hydroel ectric barrage in the high mountains
thirty milesto the north proclaimed that this was the twentieth century.

Gazing down the valey from the library window of Hautaire, Spindrift saw the tiny distant figure trudging
up thelong dope, saw the sunlight glittering from blond hair as though from afleck of gold dust, and
found himsdf recdling the teams of men with their white hdmets and their clattering machine who had
come to erect those giant pylons. He remembered how the brothers had discussed the brash invasion of
their privacy and had dl agreed that things would never be the same again. Y et the fact remained that
within afew short months they had grown accustomed to the novelty, and now Spindrift was no longer
surethat he could remember exactly what the valley had looked like before the coming of the pylons.
Which was odd, he reflected, because herecalled very clearly the firgt time he had set eyes upon
Hautaire, and there had certainly been no pylonsthen.

May, 1923, it had been. He had bicycled up from the coast with his scanty possessions stuffed into a pair
of basketwork panniers dung from his carrier. For the previous six months he had been gathering scraps
of materia for aprojected doctora thesis on the life and works of the shadowy "Meister Sternwérts' and
had written to the abbot of Hautaire on the remote off-chance that some record of apossible visit by the
Meister might till survivein the monastery archives. He explained that he had some reason to believe that
Sternwérts might have visited Hautaire but that his evidence for thiswas, admittedly, of the denderest
kind, being based as it was on asingle cryptic reference in aletter dated 1274, sent by the Meigter to a
friendin Basd.

Spindrift's enquiry had eventualy been answered by acertain Fr. Roderigo, who explained that, since he
was custodian of the monastery library, the Abbé Ferrand had accordingly passed M. Spindrift'sletter on
to him. He was, he continued, profoundly intrigued by M. Spindrift's enquiry, becausein dl the years he
had been in charge of the abbey library, no one had ever expressed the remotest interest in Meister
Sternwiérts; in fact, to the best of hisknowledge, he, Fr. Roderigo, and the Abbé Ferrand were the only
two men now aive who knew that the Me ster had spent hislast years as an honored guest of the
thirteenth-century abbey and had, in al probability, worked in that very library in which hisletter was
now being written. He concluded with the warm assurance that any such information concerning the
Meister as he himself had acquired over the yearswas at M. Spindrift's disposal.

Spindrift had hardly been ableto believe his good fortune. Only the most fantastic chance had led to his
turning up that letter in Basdl in thefirgt place—the lone survivor of a correspondence which had ended in



the incinerators of the Inquisition. Now there seemed to be ared chance that the dender corpus of the
Meister's surviving works might be expanded beyond the gnomic apothegms of the Illuminatum! He had
written back by return of post suggesting diffidently that he might perhaps be permitted to visit the
monagtery in person and give himsdlf the inestimable pleasure of conversing with Fr. Roderigo. An
invitation had come winging back, urging him to spend as long as he wished asalay guest of the order.

If, in those far-off days, you had asked Marcus Spindrift what he believed in, the one concept he would
certainly never have offered you would have been predestination. He had survived the war to emerge as
ajunior lieutenant in the Supply Corps and, on demobilization, had lost no timein returning to hisfirst
love, medieva philosophy. The mindless carnage which he had witnessed from the s delines had done
much to reinforce hisinterest in the works of the early Christian mystics, with particular referenceto the
bans hommes of the Albigensian heresy. His sumbling across an ancient handwritten transcript of
Sternwért's |lluminatum in the shell-shattered ruins of a presbytery in Armentiéresin April, 1918, had,
for Spindrift, al the impact of agenuine spiritud revelation. Some tantalizing qudity in the Mester's
thought had called out to him acrossthe gulf of the centuries, and there and then he had determined that if
he was fortunate enough to emerge intact from the holocaust, he would makeiit hislifeéswork to give
form and substance to the shadowy presence which he sensed lurking behind the [Hluminatum likethe
gmileon the lips of the Gioconda.

Nevertheless, prior to hisreceiving Fr. Roderigo's | etter, Spindrift would have been the first to admit that
his quest for someirrefutable evidence that the Me ster had ever redlly existed had reaped but onetiny
grain of putative "fact” amid untold bushels of frustration. Apparently, not only had no one ever heard of
Sternwérts, no one had expressed the dightest interest in whether he had ever existed at dl. Indeed, as
door after door closed in hisface, Spindrift found himsaf coming to the depressing conclusion that the
Weimar Republic had more than alittlein common with the Dark Ages.

Y et, paradoxicaly, as onefaint lead after another petered out or dissolved in the misty backwaters of
medieva hearsay, Spindrift had found himsalf becoming more and more convinced not only that
Sternwarts had existed, but that he himsdf had, in some mysterious fashion, been sdected to proveit.
The night before he set out on the last 1gp of hisjourney to Hautaire, he had lain awake in his ex-army
deeping bag and had found himsdf reviewing in hismind the odd chain of coincidences that had brought
him to that particular place at that particular time: the initid stumbling upon the Illuminatum; the
discovery of the cryptic reference coupling Sternwarts with Johannes of Basdl; and, most fantastic of all,
his happening to alight in Basel upon that one vitd letter to Johannes which had been included asa
cover-dtiffener to abound-up collection of addresses by the arch-heretic Michadl Servetus. At every
critical point it was as though he had received the precise nudge which aone could put him back on the
trail agan. "Old Megter," he murmured doud, "am | seeking you, or are you seeking me?" High
overhead, aplummeting meteorite scratched adiamond line down the star-frosted window of the sky.
Spindrift smiled wryly and settled down to deep.

At noon precisaly the next day, he pedaled wearily round the bend in the lower road and was rewarded
with hisfirst glimpse of the distant abbey. With athankful sgh he dismounted, leaned, panting, over his
handlebars and peered up the valley. What he saw was destined to remain just as sharp and clear in his
mind's eye until the day he died.

Starkly shadowed by the midday sun, its once red-tiled roofs long since bleached to a pale biscuit and
rippling in the heat haze, Hautaire, despite its formidable mass, seemed oddly insubgtantia. Behind it, tier
upon tier, the mountains rose up faint and blue into the cloudless northern sky. As he gazed up at the
abbey, Spindrift conceived the peculiar notion that the structure was smply tethered to the rocks like
some strange airship built of stone. It was twisted oddly askew, and some of the buttresses supporting
the Romanesgue cupola seemed to have been stuck on almost as afterthoughts. He blinked his eyes, and



the quirk of vison passed. The massive pile re-emerged as solid and unified as any edifice which has
successfully stood foursquare-on to the dementsfor over athousand years. Fumbling a handkerchief
from his pocket, Spindrift mopped the swest from his forehead; then, remounting his bicycle, he pushed
off onthelast Igp of hisjourney.

Fifteen minutes |ater, as he wheded his machine up the fina steep incline, alittle birdlike monk clad ina
faded brown habit fluttered out from the shadows of the portico and scurried with arms outstretched in
welcome to the perspiring cyclist. "Welcome, Sefior Spindrift!” he cried. "I have been expecting you this
haf hour pagt.”

Spindrift was fill somewhat dizzy from hishot and dusty ride, but he was perfectly well avare that he
had not specified any particular day for hisarrivd, if only because he had no means of knowing how long
the journey from Switzerland would take him. He smiled and shook the proffered hand. "Brother
Roderigo?"

"Of course, of course," chuckled the little monk, and glancing down a Spindrift's bicycle, he observed,
"So they managed to repair your whed "

Spindrift blinked. "Why, yes" hesaid. "But how onearth . .. 7'

"Ah, but you must be so hot and tired, Sefior! Come into Hautaire whereit iscool." Seizing hold of
Spindrift's machine, he trundled it briskly across the courtyard, through an archway, down a
stone-flagged passage and propped it finaly againgt acloister wall.

Spindrift, following a pace or two behind, gazed about him curioudy. In the past six months he had
visted many ecclesiagtica establishments, but none which had given him the overwhelming sense of

timel ess serenity that he recognized here. In the center of the cloister yard clear water was bubbling up
into ashalow limestone saucer. Asit brimmed over, thin wavering streamstinkled musicaly into the deep
basin benesth. Spindrift walked dowly forward into the fierce sunlight and stared down into the rippled
reflection of hisdusty, swest-streaked face. A moment later hisimage was joined by that of the smiling
Fr. Roderigo. "That water comes down from aspring inthe hillsde," thelittle monk informed him. "It
flows through the very same stone pipes which the Romansfirst laid. It has never been known to run

dry."

A metal cup was standing on the shadowed inner rim of the basin. The monk picked it up, dipped it, and
handed it to Spindrift. Spindrift smiled histhanks, raised the vessdl to hislipsand drank. It seemed to him
that he had never tasted anything so deliciousin hislife. He drained the cup and handed it back, aware as
he did so that his companion was nodding his head as though in affirmation. Spindrift smiled quizzicaly.
"Yes," dghed Fr. Roderigo, "you have come. Just ashe said you would.”

* * %

The sense of acute disorientation which Spindrift had experienced since setting foot in Hautaire persisted
throughout the whole of the first week of his stay. For this, Fr. Roderigo was chiefly responsible. In some
manner not easy to define, the little monk had succeeded in inducing in his guest the growing conviction
that his quest for the dusive Meister Sternwaérts had reached its ordained end; that what Spindrift was
seeking was hidden here at Hautaire, buried somewhere among the musty manuscripts and incunabula
that filled the oak shelves and stone recesses of the abbey library.

Trueto his promise, the librarian had laid before Spindrift such documentary evidence as he himself had
amassed over the years, commencing with that faded entry in the thirteenth-century registrum. Together
they had peered down &t the ghostly script. "Out of Cathay," mused Spindrift. "Could it have been a
joke?!



Fr. Roderigo pulled aface. "Perhaps," he said. "But the hand isindisputably the Meister's. Of course, he
may smply have wished to mydtify the brothers."

"Doyou bdievethat?'

"No," said themonk. "I am sure that what iswritten thereisthe truth. Meister Sternwarts had just
returned from a pilgrimage in the steps of Apollonius of Tyana. He had lived and studied in the East for
ten years." He scuttled across to adistant shelf, lifted down a bound folio volume, blew the dust fromiit,
coughed himself breathless, and then laid the book before Spindrift. "The evidenceisdl there," he panted
with ashy smile. "l bound the sheets together myself somethirty yearsago. | remember thinking at the
time that it would make afascinating commentary to Philogtratus Life of Apollonius.”

Spindrift opened the book and read the brief and firmly penned Prolegomenon. "Being then in my
forty-ninth year, Sound in Mind and Hale in Body, |, Peter Sternwarts, Seeker after Ancient
Truths; Alerted by my Friends; Pursued by mine Enemies; did set forth from Wiuir zbur gfor Old
Buda. What here follows is the Truthful History of all that Befell me and of my Strange Sojournin
Far Cathay, written by my own hand in the Abbey of Hautaire in this year of Our Lord 1273. "

Spindrift looked up from the page, and as he did so, he gave a deep sigh of happiness.

Fr. Roderigo nodded. "I know, my friend," he said. "Y ou do not haveto tell me. | shdl leave you aone
withhim."

But Spindrift was dready turning thefirst page.

That evening, a Fr. Roderigo's suggestion, Spindrift strolled with him up onto the hillside above Hautaire.
The ascent was a s ow one, because every fifty paces or so Fr. Roderigo was constrained to pause
awhileto regain hisbreeth. It was then that Spindrift became aware that the friendly little monk wasill.
Beneath that quick and ready smile were etched the deep lines of old familiar pain. He suggested gently
that perhapsthey might just St where they were, but Fr. Roderigo would not hear of it. "No, no, my dear
Spindrift," heingsted breathlesdy. "Thereis something I must show you. Something that has a profound
bearing upon our joint quest.”

After some twenty minutes they had reached one of the fallen menhirsthat formed asort of gigantic
necklace around the abbey. There Fr. Roderigo paused and patted his heaving chest apologetically. "Tell
me, Sefior,” he panted. "What isyour candid opinion of Apollonius of Tyana?'

Spindrift spread his handsin a gesture that contrived to be both noncommittal and expiatory. "Totdll the
truth, | can hardly be said to have an opinion at dl," he confessed. "Of course | know that Philostratus
made some extraordinary clams on his behdf.”

"Apollonius made only one clam for himself,” said Fr. Roderigo. "But that one was not inconsiderable.
He clamed to have foreknowledge of the future.”

"Yes?' sad Spindrift guardedly.

"The extraordinary accuracy of his predictionsled to hisfaling foul of the Emperor Nero. Apollonius,
having aready foreseen this, prudently retired to Ephesus before the monster was able to move against
him"

Spindrift smiled. "Precognition obvioudy proved amost useful accomplishment.”

"Yesand no," said Fr. Roderigo, ignoring theirony. "Have you reached the passage in the Meister's
Biographia where he speaks of the Praemonitiones?’



"Dothey redly exig?"

The little monk seemed on the point of saying something and then appeared to change hismind. "L ook,"
he said, gesturing around him with a sweep of hisarm. "Y ou see how Hautaire occupies the exact center
of thecircle?'

"Why, s0it does," observed Spindrift.
"Not fortuitous, | think."
"No?'

"Nor did he," said Fr. Roderigo with asmile. "The Me ster spent awhole year plotting the radiants.
Somewhere thereisamap which he drew.”

"Why should he do that?"

"He was seeking to |locate an Apollonian nexus.”

"Meaning—"

"The concept is meaningless unless oneis prepared to accept the possibility of precognition.”
"Ah," said Spindrift guardedly. "And did he find what he was looking for?"

"Yes" sad Fr. Roderigo smply. "There." He pointed down &t the abbey.

"And then what?' enquired Spindrift curioudy.

Fr. Roderigo chewed hislower lip and frowned. ""He persuaded Abbé Paulus to build him an
observatory—an oculus, hecdledit.”

"And what did he hopeto observe from it?*

"In it," corrected Fr. Roderigo with afaint smile. "It had no windows."
"You amaze me," sad Spindrift, shaking hishead. "Doesit ill exig?!
"It does."

"I should very much liketo seeit. Would that be possble?!

"It might," the monk admitted. "We would have to obtain the abbot's permisson. However, I—" He
broke off, racked by asavagefit of coughing that turned hisface grey. Spindrift, much alarmed, patted
his companion gently on the back and felt utterly hel pless. Eventually the little monk recovered his bresth
and with atrembling hand wiped atrace of spittle from hisbluelips. Spindrift was horrified to see atrace
of blood on the white handkerchief. "Hadn't we better be making our way back?' he suggested
liatoudy.

Fr. Roderigo nodded submissively and alowed Spindrift to take him by the arm and help him down the

track. When they were about hafway down, he was overcome by another fit of coughing which left him
pale and gasping. Spindrift, now thoroughly darmed, was dl for going to fetch help from the abbey, but

the monk would not hear of it. When he had recovered sufficiently to continue, he whispered hoarsdly, |
promise | will speak to the abbot about the oculus.”



Spindrift protested that there was no hurry, but Fr. Roderigo shook his head stubbornly. "Fortunately
there is il just time, my friend. Just time enough.”

* % %

Three dayslater Fr. Roderigo was dead. After attending the evening Requiem Massfor hisfriend,
Spindrift made hisway up to the library and sat there done for along time. The day was fast fading and
the mistral was beginning to blow aong the Ix valey. Spindrift could hear it Sighing round the buttresses
and mourning among the cranniesin the crumbling stonework. He thought of Roderigo now lying out on
the hillsdein his shalow anonymous grave. The goal ye seek lies within yourself. He wondered what
had inspired the abbot to choose that particular line from the IHluminatum for his Requiem text and
sugpected that he was the only person present who had recognized its origin.

There was adeferential knock at the library door, and ayoung novice camein carrying asmall,
meta-bound casket. He st it down on the table before Spindrift, took akey from his pocket and laid it
beside the box. "The father superior instructed meto bring theseto you, Sr," he said. "They werein
Brother Roderigo's cell.” He bowed hishead dightly, turned, and went out, closing the door softly behind
him.

Spindrift picked up the key and examined it curioudy. It was quite unlike any other he had ever seen,
wrought somewhat in the shape of aflorid, double-ended question mark. He had no ideahow old it was
or even what it was made of . It looked like some alloy—pewter, maybe?—but there was no discernible
patinaof age. He laid it down again and drew the casket towards him. Thiswas about afoot long, nine
inches or so wide, and perhaps six inches deep. The oak lid, which was ornately decorated with silver
inlay and brass studding, was dightly domed. Spindrift raised the box and shook it gently. He could hear
something shifting around insde, bumping softly againgt the sdes. He did not doubt that the strange key
unlocked the casket, but when he cameto try, he could find no keyhole in which tofit it. He peered
undernegth. By the trickle of waning light through the western windows he could just discern an incised
pentagram and the Roman numerasfor 1274.

His pulse quickening perceptibly, he hurried across to the far end of the room and fetched aniron
candlestick. Having lit the candle, he set it down beside the box and adjusted it so that its light was
shining directly upon thelid. It was then that he noticed that part of the inlaid decoration appeared to
correspond to what he had previoudly assumed to be the handle of the key. He pressed down on the
dlver inlay with hisfingertips and thought hefelt it yield ever so dightly.

He retrieved the key, adjusted it so that its pattern completely covered that of theinlay, and then pressed
downwards experimentaly. Therewasafaint click! and hefdt thelid pushing itsef upwards againgt the
pressure of hisfingers. Helet out his pent breath in afaint Sigh, detached the key, and eased the lid back
onitshinge. Lying within the box was avelum-covered book and aquill pen.

Spindrift wiped hisfingers aong his deeve and, with his heart racing, dipped his hand into the casket and
lifted out the book. Asthe light from the candle danted across the cover, he was able to make out the
faded sepia lettering spelling out the word: PRAEMONITIONES, and below it, in adarker ink, the
cynica query—Quis Custodiet 1psos Custodes?

Spindrift blinked up into the candllight. "Who will watch the watchers?' he murmured. "Who, indeed?"

The wind snuffled and whimpered againgt the now dark window panes, and the vesper bell began to toll
in the abbey tower. Spindrift gave aviolent, involuntary shiver and turned back the cover of the book.

Someone, perhaps even Peter Sternwarts himself, had stitched onto the flyleaf a sheet of folded
parchment. Spindrift carefully unfolded it and peered down upon whét, at first glance, seemed to bean



incomprehens ble spiderweb of findy drawn lines. He had been staring at it for fully aminute before it
dawned on him that the dominant pattern was remarkably smilar to that on thelid of the casket and its
welrdly shaped key. But there was something el se too, something that teased at his recollection,
something he knew he had once seen somewhere else. And suddenly he had it an interlinked, megalithic
spird pattern carved into arockface near Tintagadl in Cornwall; here were exactly those same whorled
and coupled S shapes that had once seemed to his youthful imagination like agiant's thumbprintsin the
granite.

No sooner was the memory isolated than he had associated this graphic |abyrinth with the pagan menhirs
dotting the hillsde round Hautaire. Could this be the map Roderigo had mentioned? He held the
parchment closer to the quaking candle flame and at once perceived the ring of tiny circles which formed
aperiphery around the centra vortex. From each of these circlesfaint lines had been scratched across
the swirling whirlpool to meet at its center.

Spindrift was now convinced that what he was holding in his hands was some arcane chart of Hautaire
itsdf and itsimmediate environs, but at the precise point where the abbey itself should have been
indicated, something had been written in minute letters. Unfortunately the point happened to coincide with
the centra cruciform fold in the parchment. Spindrift screwed up his eyes and thought he could just make
out the words tempus and pans—or possibly fans—together with aword which might equaly well have
been cave or carpe. "Time," "bridge," or perhgps " source.” And what else?"Beware'?"Saize'? He
shook hishead in frustration and gave it up asabad job. Having carefully refolded the chart, he turned
over theflyleaf and began to read.

By the time he had reached the last page, the candle had sunk to a guttering stub, and Spindrift was
acutely conscious of an agonizing headache. He lowered hisface into his cupped hands and waited for
the throbbing behind his eyebalsto subside. To the best of his knowledge, he had been intoxicated only
oncein hislife, and that was on the occasion of his twenty-first birthday. He had not enjoyed the
experience. The recollection of how the world had seemed to rock on its foundations had remained one
of hismost distressng memories. Now he was reminded of it al over again as hismind lurched drunkenly
from onefrail clutching point to the next. Of course it was a hoax, an extraordinarily elaborate,
purposeless hoax. It had to be! And yet he feared it was nothing of the sort, that what he had just read
was, in truth, nothing less than amedieva prophetic text of such incredible accuracy that it made absolute
nonsense of every rationalist philosophy ever conceived by man. Having once read the Praemonitiones,
one stepped like Alice through the looking glassinto aworld where only the impossible was possible.
But how? In God's name how?

Spindrift removed his hands from before his eyes, opened the book at random and, by the vestige of light
left in the flapping candle flame, read once more how, in the year 1492, Christobal Colon, a Genoese
navigator, would bow to the dictates of the sage Chang Heng and would set sail into the west on the day
of the Expulsion of the Jews from Spain. He would return the following year, laden with treasure and
"'companioned by those whom hewould cal Indians but who would in truth be no such people.” At
which point the candle flared up briefly and went out.

Next morning, Spindrift requested, and was granted, an audience with the abbot. He took with him the
wooden casket and the mysterious key. His eyes were red-rimmed and bloodshot, and the dark rings
benegth them testified to adeepless night.

Abbé Ferrand wasin his early fifties—a stawart man with shrewd eyes, ash-grey hair and bushy
eyebrows. His upright stance struck Spindrift as having more than atouch of the military about it. He
wore the smple brown habit of his order, and only the plain brass crucifix, dung on a beaded |eather
thong about his neck, distinguished him from the other monks. He smiled as Spindrift entered the study,



then rose from behind his desk and held out his hand. Spindrift, momentarily confused, tucked the casket
under hisleft arm and then shook the proffered hand.

"And how can | be of serviceto you, M'seur Spindrift?"

Spindrift took a breath, gripped the casket in both hands and held it out in front of him. " Abbé Ferrand, |
..., hebegan, and then dried up.

The corners of the abbot's lips were haunted by the ghost of asmile. "Y es?' he prompted gently.
"Sir," blurted Spindrift, "do you know what'sin here?

"Yes," said theabbot. "l think | do."

"Then why did you send it to me?'

"Brother Roderigo wished meto. It was one of hislast requests.”

"The book's aforgery, of course. But you must know that."

"You think so, M'seur?"

"Wéll, of coursel do."

"And what makesyou so certain?"

"Why," cried Spindrift, "becauseit has to be!"

"But there have adways been prophets, M'sieur Spindrift,” returned the abbot mildly. "And they have dl
prophesied.”

Spindrift waved a dismissive hand. "Nostradamus, you mean?Vague ambiguities. Predictions of disaster
which could be interpreted to fit any untoward circumstance. But this. . ."

The abbot nodded. "Forgive my asking, M'seur,” he said, "but what wasit exactly that brought you to
Hautaire?'

Spindrift set the casket down on the desk in front of him and laid the key besideit. Ashedid so he
redlized, not for thefirst time, that the question Abbé Ferrand was posing could have no smple answer.
"Principdly, | believe, Peter Sternwarts Illuminatum, " hesaid. "l felt acompulsontolearndl | could
about its author.”

The abbot appeared to ponder on this reply; then he turned on his sandaled hedl, walked over to awall
cupboard, opened it, and drew from within another vellum-covered notebook smilar in gppearance to
that which Spindrift had replaced in the casket. Having closed the cupboard door, the abbot stood for a
moment tapping the notebook againgt hisfinger ends. Finaly he turned back to Spindrift. "I take it you
have studied the Praemonitiones, M'seur Spindrift?

Spindrift nodded.

"Then you will perhapsrecall that its forecasts end with the Franco-Prussian war. Unless my memory
deceives me, thefina entry concerns Bazaine's surrender at Metz in October, 1870; the capitul ation of
Parisin 1871; and the Signing of the treaty at Frankfurt-sur-Main on May 10th of that same year?"

"Yes," sad Spindrift, "that is perfectly correct.”



The abbot opened the book he was holding, flipped over afew pages, glanced at what was written there,
and then said, "Would you say, M'seur Spindrift, that Europe has at last seen the end of war?”

"Why, certainly," said Spindrift. "The League of Nations has outlawed—"

"On September 1<, 1939," cut in the abbot, "Russiaand Germany will, in concert, invade Poland. Asa
direct consequence of this, Britain and France will declare war on Germany.”

"But that's prepogteroud!” exclaimed Spindrift. "Why, the Versailles Treaty specificaly states that under
no circumstancesis Germany ever again to be alowed to reearm!”

The abbot turned back apage. "In 1924—next year, isit not?—Lenin will die and will be succeeded
by"—here hetilted the page to catch the light—"Joseph Vissarionovitch— | think that'sright—Stain. An
age of unparalded tyranny will commencein the so-called Soviet Republic which will continue for
fifty-one years" Heflicked on. "In 1941 German armies will invade Russiaand inflict massve defests on
the Soviet forces.” He turned another page. "In duly, 1945, the fabric of civilization will be rent asunder
by an explosion in an American desert." He shrugged and closed up the book, dmost with relief.

"Y ou are surely not asking meto believe that those fantastic predictions are the work of Peter
Sternwérts?' Spindrift protested.

"Only indirectly," said the abbot. "Without Meister Sternwérts they would certainly never have comeinto
exigence. Nevertheless, he did not write them himsdlf."

"Thenwho did?"
"Theselast? Brother Roderigo.”
Spindrift just gaped.

The abbot laid the book down on the desk beside the casket and picked up the key. "Before he died,”
he said, "Brother Roderigo informed me that you had expressed a desire to examine the oculus. Isthis
7'

"Thenit redly doesexig?"
"Oh, yes. Mogt certainly it exigts. Thisisthekey to it.”
"Inthat case, | would very much liketo seeit.”

"Very wdl, M'seur,” said the abbot, "I will conduct you there myself. But first | should be intrigued to
know what makes you so certain that the Praemonitiones isaforgery?'

Spindrift looked down at the casket. Thewhorled inlay on itslid seemed to spin like asilver Catherine
whed . He dragged his gaze away with difficulty. "Because | have dwaysbelieved in freewill," he said
flatly. "To believein the Praemonitiones would be to deny it."

"Oh," said the abbot, "isthat dl? | thought perhaps you had detected the dteration in the script which
takes place at roughly fifty-year intervals. It isadmittedly dight, but it cannot be denied.”

"Thelight was not good in thelibrary last night,” said Spindrift. "I noticed no marked changein the cursve
syle of theentries.”

The abbot smiled. "Look again, M'seur Spindrift,” he said. "By daylight." He pressed the key into the
lock, removed the Praemonitiones from the casket and handed it over.



Spindrift leafed through the pages, then paused, turned back afew, nodded, and went on. "Why, yes," he
sad. "Herein thisentry for 1527: 'The Holy City sacked by the armies of the Emperor Charles.’ There is
adifference. How do you account for it?"

"They werewritten by different hands" said the abbot. "Though dl, | hazard, with that same pen,”

Spindrift reached into the casket, took out the cut-down quill and examined it. As hisfingers closed
round the yellowed shaft, it seemed to twist ever so dightly between them as though endowed with some
srange will of itsown. He dropped it back hastily into the box and flushed with annoyance at hisown
childishness. "If | understand you, Abbé, you are saying that these predictions were made by many
different hands over the past seven centuries.”

"That is correct. It would appear that the horizon of foresight is generaly limited to about fifty years,
though in certain cases—notably Sternwérts himsalf—it reaches agood dedl further.” The abbot said this
in aquiet matter-of-fact tone that Spindrift found ditinctly disconcerting. He reached out tentatively for
the second book which the abbot had placed on the desk, but, seemingly unaware of Spindrift'sintention,
the abbot had casudly laid his own hand upon it. "Now, if you areready, M'seur,” he said, "I suggest we
might climb up and pay our respectsto the oculus.”

Spindrift nodded.

The abbot smiled and seemed pleased. He placed the two books within the casket and clapped thelid
shut. Then he picked up the key, took down another bunch of keyswhich was hanging from ahook on
thewadll, and, nodding to Spindrift to follow him, led the way aong a cool white corridor, up aflight of
stone stairs and along a passage buttressed by danting sunbeams. They took severa turnsand climbed
yet another flight of stairs. Spindrift glanced out of awindow as they passed and observed that they were
now amost on aleve with the ruin of the prehistoric stone circle. The abbot's leather sanda s dapped
briskly againgt the soles of his bare feet and made anoise like arazor being stropped.

At last they reached asmall oak door. The abbot paused, selected one of the keys from the bunch, thrust
it into the lock and twisted it. The hinges groaned and the door squedled inwards. "Thisleadsto the
dome of therotunda," he explained. "The oculus isactudly stuated within the fabric of the northern wall.
Itiscertainly an architectura curiosity.”

Spindrift ducked his head, passed through the doorway, and found himself in anarrow crack of acurved
passageway dimly lit by narrow barred ditsin the outer ssonework. Thick dust lay on the stonefloor,
which was caked with acrust formed from generations of bird and bat droppings. The floor spiraled
upwards at an angle of some ten degrees, and Spindrift calculated that they had made at least one
complete circuit of the rotunda before the abbot said, " Ecce oculus!”

Peering past the broad shoulder of his guide, Spindrift saw a second door, so narrow that aman could

have passed through it only with extreme difficulty. The abbot squeezed himsdlf backwardsinto aniche
and alowed Spindrift to edge around him. Then he handed over the key to the casket, saying ashe did
s0: "Y ou will find that it operatesin the norma way, M'seur.”

"Thank you," said Spindrift, taking the key from him and approaching the door. "Isthere room for only
one person indde?’

"Bardly that," said the abbot. "The door opens outwards."

Spindrift inserted the key into the lock and twisted it. The wards grated reluctantly but still allowed the
key to turn. Then, using it asahandle, for there was, indeed, no other, he pulled the door gently towards
him. A moment |ater he had started back with abarely suppressed gasp of astonishment. The door had



opened to disclose a sort of lidlesslimestone coffin, bare and empty, standing on its end, apparently
cemented fast into the surrounding masonry. “"What on earth isit?' he demanded.

The abbot chuckled. "That isyour oculus, M'seur.”
Spindrift eyed the coffin uncertainly. "And you say Sternwérts built that?' he enquired dubioudy.

"Well, certainly he must have caused it to be built," said the abbot. "Of that there can be little doubt. See
there—" He pointed to some | ettering carved on the limestone corbel which framed the "head” of the
casque—Ster nwarts hoc fecit. "Not proof postive, | grant you, but goad enough for me." He smiled
again. "Well, now you are here, M'seur Spindrift, are you not tempted to try it?"

Spindrift gazed at the Latin lettering. " Sternwarts made this," he muttered, and, even as he spoke the
words aoud, he knew he would have to step insde that stone shell, if only because to refuse to do so
would be to deny the noble and courageous spirit of the man who had penned the Illuminatum. Y et he
could not disguise hisreluctance. How dearly at that moment he would have liked to say: " Tomorrow,
perhaps, or next week, if it'sal the sameto you, Abbé." But he knew he would be alowed no second
chance. It was now or never. He nodded, drew a deep breath, swallowed once, stepped resolutely
forward and edged himself backwards into the cold sarcophagus.

Gently the abbot closed the door upon him and sketched over it adow and thoughtful sign of the Cross.

* % %

For no particular reason that he was aware of, Spindrift had recently found himself thinking about Fr.
Roderigo. Once or twice he had even wandered out into the abbey graveyard and tried to locate the spot
where the bones of thelittle monk were buried. He had pottered about, peering vaguely among the
hummocks, but he found that he could no longer recall precisaly where the body of hisfriend had been
interred. Only the abbots of Hautaire were accorded headstones, and even Abbé Ferrand's was by now
thickly encrusted with lichen.

Spindrift found a piece of dry twig and began scratching at the lettered limestone, but by the time he had
scraped clean the figures 1910-1937, he found the impulse had dready waned. After dl, what wasthe
point? That was the surprising thing about growing old: nothing seemed quite o urgent or important any
more. Sharp edges became blunt; black and white fudged off in to grey; and your attention kept
wandering off after stupid little tidbits of memory and getting lost among the flowery hedgerows of the
Past. Quis Custodiet . . . ?

The old librarian straightened up, released the piece of twig he was holding and began massaging his
aching back. As he did so, he suddenly recalled the letter. He had been carrying it around with him all
day and had, in fact, come out into the graveyard on purpose to try to make up his mind about it.
Obscurdly hefdt he needed the ghostly presence of Roderigo and the Abbé Ferrand to help him. Above
al he needed to be sure,

He peered around for a convenient seet, then lowered himself creakily so that his back rested against the
abbé's sun-warmed headstone. He dipped around inside his woolen habit for his spectacles and the
envelope, and having at last settled everything to his comfort and satisfaction, he extraded the | etter,
unfolded it, cleared histhroat and read out aloud:

Post Restante Aries
Bouches du Rhone.
June 21, 1981.

Dear Sir,



| have recently returned to Europe after four years travel and study in India, Burmaand Nepd, during
which one of my teachersintroduced meto your marvelous edition of the Biographia Mystica of
Meigter Sternwarts. It was acomplete revelation to me and, together with the Illuminatum, hasradicaly
changed my whole outlook on life. " The truly aimed shaft strikes him who loosesit" (II1.XXIV)!!

| could not permit mysdlf to quit Europe and return home to Chicago without having made an effort to
thank you in person and, perhaps, to give mysdlf the treet of conversing with you about the life and works
of theMeiger.

If you could possibly see your way towards gratifying my wish sometime—say within the next month or
s0?— would you be so good asto drop me aline at the above address, and | will comewith all speed to
Hautaire.

Y ours most sincerdly,
J. S. Harland

Spindrift concluded hisreading, raised his head and blinked out over the valey. "Quis Custodiet?" he
murmured, remembering suddenly, with quite astonishing clarity, how once, long ago, Brother Roderigo
had handed him acup of ice-cool water and had then nodded his head in affirmation. How had he
known?

Hurtling out of the northern sky, three black planes, shaped like assegai's, rushed down the length of the
vdley, drowning it with their reverberating thunder. Spindrift sghed, refolded the letter and fumbled it
back into its envelope. He reached out, plucked aleaf of wild sage, rubbed it between finger and thumb
and held it under his nose. By then the planeswere dready fifty milesaway, skimming low over the
distant, glittering sea, but the ripples of their bullying passage till 1apped faintly back and forth between
theancient hills

"Very wel," murmured Spindrift, "I will writeto thisyoung man. Ex nihilo, nihil fit. But perhaps Mr.
Harland is not 'nothing.’ Perhaps he is something—even, maybe, my own successor, as| was Roderigo's
and Roderigo was Brother Martin's. There dways has been a successor—a watcher—an eyefor the
eye." He grunted, heaved himsalf up from the grave on which he was sitting and shuffled off towardsthe
abbey, adightly dotty old lay brother, muttering to himself as he went.

The counter clerk at the Bureau des Postes sniffed down her nose, glared at the passport which was held
out to her and then, reluctantly, handed over the letter, expressing her profound disapproval of the
younger generation.

The dim, deeply tanned, blond girl in the faded blue shirt and jeans examined the postmark on the letter
and chuckled ddightedly. She hurried out into the sunny square, sat hersalf down on alow wall, carefully
tore off anarrow strip from the end of the envelope and extracted Spindrift's letter. Her sea-blue eyes
nickered rapidly along thelines of typescript. "Oh, great!" sheexclaimed. "Gee, isn't that mar -velous?"

Judy Harland, who, in her twenty-second year, still contrived to look ayouthful and boyish eighteen, had
once written on some gpplication form in the space reserved for "occupation” the single word
"enthusiast.”" They had not offered her the job, but it can hardly have been on the grounds of
self-misrepresentation. Her letter to Spindrift had been dashed off on the spur of the moment when she
had discovered that the Abbey of Hautaire was an easy day's hitchhike down the coast from Aries. Not
that the information which she had given Spindrift was untrue—it was true—up to a point, that point
being that her interest in Meister Sternwarts was but one of severa such enthusiasms among which, over
the past eight years, she had zoomed back and forth like atipsy hummingbird in afrangipani forest. She
had dready sampled Hatha Y oga, the teachings of Don Carlos, Tarot, Zen Buddhism, and the | Ching.



Each had possessed her like an ardent lover to the exclusion of al the others—until the next. The
[lluminatum and the Biographia Mystica represented but the most recent of her spiritud love affairs.

Her sgning of her letter with her initias rather than her Christian name had been an act of prudence
induced by certain awkward experiencesin Persaand Afghanistan. She had survived these unscathed,
just as she had survived everything el se, because her essentia self was hedged about by aninviolable
conviction that she had been chosen to fulfil some stupendous but as-yet-unspecified purpose. The fact
that she had no very clear idea of what the purpose might be was immaterid. What counted was the
strength of the conviction. Indeed, in certain respects, Judy had more than alittle in common with Joan of
Arc.

A little deft work on her hair with apair of scissors and aconcealed chiffon scarf wound round her chest
soon transformed her outwardly into avery passable boy. It was as James Harland that she climbed
down from the cab of thefriendly camion driver, shouldered her well-worn rucksack and strode off,
whistling like abird, up thewinding, dusty road towards Hautaire. Just as Spindrift himsalf had done
some sixty years before, and at precisdly the same spot, she paused as she came within sight of the
abbey and stood still for amoment, staring up at it. She saw a brown and white eagle corkscrewing
maesticaly upwardsin an invishle funnd of warm air, and as she watched it, she experienced an dmost
overwhelming impulse to turn round and go back. Perhapsif she had been under the aegis of the |

Ching, shewould have obeyed it, but Hautaire was now to her what fabled Cathay had once been to
Peter Sternwarts—a challenge to be met and overcome. Shrugging aside her forebodings, she hooked
her thumbs more firmly under the straps of her pack and marched on up the road. Old age had
lengthened Spindrift's vison. From the library window he had picked out the determined little figure when
it was till three-quarters of amile away. Something about it touched his heart like acold finger.
"Golden-haired like an angel." Had he not himsalf written that long, long ago, after hislast vigt to the
rotunda? How many yearswasit now? Fifty at least. Asfar asthe eye could see. Why then had he not
gone back?Wasit fear? Or lack of any red rdigiousfaith to sustain him?'Y et everything he had " seen”
had come to pass just as he had described it. Such crazy things they had seemed too. Sunburst bombs
shattering whole citiesin the blink of an eye; menin slver suitswalking on the face of the moon; an
assassn's bullets striking down the President who would put them there; the endless wars;, the horror and
anguish of the extermination camps, human bestidity. Pain, pain, dways pain. Until he had been ableto
endure no more. Hislast entry in the Praemonitiones must surely be amost due now. Did that mean he
hed failed in his bounden duty? Well, then, so he had failed, but at least he had given theworld the
Biographia, and none of his predecessors had done that. And there was ill the marve of the
Exploratio Spiritualis to come—that masterpiece which he alone had unearthed, trandated, and pieced
together. Perhaps one day it would be published. But not by him. Let someone else shoulder that burden.
Heknew what it would entail. And surely he had done enough. But the chill lay therein hisheart likea
splinter of icethat would not melt. "Golden-haired like an angel. " Muttering to himself, heturned
away from the window, shuffled acrossthe library and began making hisway down to the abbey gateto
greet hisvigtor.

* % %

Asachild Judy had sometimes toyed with afanciful notion that people grew to resemble the names they
had been born with. She was reminded of it when shefirst set eyes on Spindrift. His hair was aswhite
and soft asthe wigps of foam on aweir pool, and he blinked at her waterily through his stedl-rimmed
glasses as he shook her by the hand. "Y ou are very young, Mr. Harland," he observed. "But, then, to you
| daresay | must seem very old.”

"Areyou?"' she asked in that blunt way of hers which some people found charming and others smply
ill-mannered.



"l am exactly asold asthis century,” he replied with asmile. "Which makes me four score and one. A
goodly stretch by any reckoning, wouldn't you say?!

"And you'velived heredl your life?"
"Mogt of it, to be sure. | first cameto Hautaire in 1923."
"Hey! My father wasbornin 1923!"

"An annus mirabilis, indeed,” the old man chuckled. "Come aong, Mr. Harland. Let me bethefirst to
introduce you to Hautaire."

So saying, he led her through the outer courtyard and down into the cloisters where, like dim autumnal
leaves, afew of the brothers were wandering in slent meditation. Judy's bright magpie glance darted this
way and that. "Say," she whispered, "this sureis some place.”

"Would you care for adrink?" asked Spindrift, suddenly recaling his own introduction to the abbey and
hoping, vaguely, that by repesating the pattern he would be vouchsafed asign of somekind.

"l surdy would,” said Judy. "Thanksalot." She shrugged off her rucksack and dumped it down beside
the basin of the fountain while Spindrift groped around short-sightedly for the cup.

"Here, let me," she said, and, scooping up the cup, she dipped it into the basin and took a hearty swig.

Spindrift adjusted his spectacles and peered at her. A solitary drop of water hung for amoment likea
tear from her square firm chin, and then she had brushed it away with the back of her hand. "That was
great," sheinformed him. "Red coal.”

Spindrift nodded and smiled. "That fountain was here even before the abbey was built,” he said.
"Isthat s0? Then Meigter Sternwaérts may have done just what |'ve done.”
"Yes" agreed Spindrift. "It ismorethan likdy."

"That'sredly something," sighed Judy. "Hey, I've brought my copy of the Biographia for you to
autograph. It'sright herein my pack. | carry it around every place| go.”

"Oh, redly?' said Spindrift, flushing with pleasure. "1 must say | regard that as agreat compliment.”
"The Biographia's one of the world's great books," averred Judy stoutly. "Possibly the greatest.”

Spindrift felt appropriatdly flattered. " Perhaps you would be interested to see the original manuscript?' he
suggested diffidently.

"Would I! Y ou mean you haveit right herein the abbey?'
"It'sinthelibrary.”
"Well, what are we waiting for?' demanded Judy. "I mean—that is—if it's convenient.”

"Oh, yes, yes" Spindrift assured her. "WEell just cdl in at the guest wing first, and I'll show you your
quarters. We can go straight on up from there.”

Judy's unfeigned enthusiasm for the Me ster was dl the old man could have wished for. Helaid out the
origind manuscript of the Biographia Mystica before her and guided her through it while she gavelittle



gasps and exclamations of wonder and pleasure. "It'sjust asif you'd known him persondly, Mr.
Spindrift," shesad a lagt. "Y ou make him come dive."

"Oh, heis, Mr. Harland. It isagross error on our part to assumethat lifeis mere physical existence. The
élan vital liveson in the sublime creations of human genius. One only needsto study the Exploratio
Soiritualis toredizetha.”

"And what'sthe Exploratio Spiritualis, Mr. Spindrift?'
"Oneday, | hope, it will be recognized asthe Biographia Mystica of the human mind."

"You don't say!"
"But | do, Mr. Harland. And, what ismore, | have the best of reasonsfor saying so.”

Judy looked up at him curioudly. "Y ou don't mean that you've dug up another work by Meister
Sernwéarts?

Spindrift nodded emphaticaly.

"Why that's marvelous!" shecried. "Sensationd! Can | seeit?!

"It would mean very littleto you, I'm afraid, Mr. Harland. The Spiritualis waswritten in cipher.”
"And you've cracked it? Trandated it?"

"l have"

"Wow!" bresthed Judy.

"I have spent the last twenty-five yearsworking at it," said Spindrift with more than atrace of pridein his
voice. "lItis, | might pardonably clam, my swan song.”

"And when'sit going to be published?’
"By me—never."

"But why on earth not?"

"The respongbility istoo greet."

"How do you mean?"

Spindrift lifted his head and gazed out of the open library window towardsthe distant invisble sea. "The
world isnot yet ready for the Spiritualis,” he murmured. " Peter redlized that, which iswhy he choseto
writeitintheform hedid.”

Judy frowned. "I'm afraid I'm till not with you, Mr. Spindrift. Why isn't it reedy?
"To accept adeterminist universe as aproven fact?'
"Who sayswere not?"'

Almost rdluctantly Spindrift withdrew his gaze from the far horizon and blinked down &t her. ™Y ou mean
you can accept it, Mr. Harland?' he asked curioudy.

"Well, | certainly accept the | Ching."



"But you mugt, surely, believein freewill?*

"Wdll, up to apoint, sure | do. | mean to say | haveto consult the | Ching. It doesn't decide for methat
I'm going to conault it, doesit?"

It seemed to Spindrift at that moment that he had reached the final crossroads. But he was till not sure
which path wastheright one. He stirred the air vaguely with hisfingers. "Then tel me, Mr. Harland,” he
said, "for the sake of the supposition, if you wish—what do you suppose would follow if one succeeded
in convincing the human race that everything in life was preordained?’

Judy smiled. "But most of them believe it anyway. Agtrology, Tarot, | Ching—you nameit, well believe
it. Thefault, Mr. Spindrift, liesnot in oursavesbut in our gars.”

"Redly?' said Spindrift. "I must say that you astonish me.”

"Wdll, alot's happened in the last thirty years. We're the post-H-bomb generation, remember. We got to
see where reason had led us. Right bang up to the edge of the precipice.”

Spindrift nodded. "Y es, yes," he murmured. "1 know. | saw it."
"Comeagan?'

"The Pikadon. That'swhat they called it." He closed his eyes and shuddered. A moment later he had
gripped her by thearm. "But imagine knowing what was going to happen and that you were powerless
to prevent it. What then, Mr. Harland?'

"How do you mean 'knowing'?"
"Judt that,” Spindrift ingsted. "Seaing it dl hgppening before it had happened. What then?”
"Areyou serious?'

"It'sdl thereinthe Spiritualis, " said Spindrift, releasing hishold on her arm and gripping the back of her
chair with both hands. "Peter Sternwarts rediscovered what Apollonius of Tyanahad brought back with
him from the East. But he did more than that. He devised the means whereby this knowledge could be
handed down to future generations. He was a seer who bequeathed his eyes to posterity.”

Judy's eyes narrowed. " Just let me get thisstraight,” she said dowly. "Areyou telling methat Me ster
Sternwérts could actually see the future?!

"Yes" sad Spindrift amply.

"What? All of it?"

"No. Only the biggest sorms on the horizon—the crisesfor civilization. He cdled them 'Knotsin Time." "
"But how do you know that?'

"He wrote them down," said Spindrift. "In abook he caled Praemonitiones.”

"Holy Mosed!" Judy whispered. "Y ou just have to bekidding!"

"Sternwérts own forecasts extend only asfar asthe fifteenth century, but, as| said before, he
bequeathed his eyesto posterity.”

"And just what doesthat mean, Mr. Spindrift?’



Spindrift drew in his breath. "Wait here amoment, Mr. Harland," he said, "and | will do my best to show
you what it means.

A minute later he was back carrying the first volume of the Praemonitiones. He opened it a the
frontispiece map and spread it out before her. Then he settled his spectacles firmly on his nose and began
to explain what was what.

"Thiswas drawn by Peter Sternwérts himsdlf," he said. "There can be no question of that. It representsa
bird's-eyeview of the areawithin which Hautaire is Stuated. These dots represent the Neolithic stone
circle, and the straight linesradiating from the menhirsdl cross at thispoint here. | thought &t first that
these spiras were some primitive attempt to represent lines of magnetic force, but | know now that thisis
not s0. Nevertheless, they do represent aforce field of some kind—one, moreover, which was
undoubtedly first detected by the ancient race who raised the origina stone circle. Sternwaérts redlized
that the menhirs acted as some sort of focusing device and that the area of maximum intensity would
probably occur at the point where the intersection of the chords was held in equilibrium by theforce
fidd—what he cdled the mare temporis—seaof time."

Judy nodded. "So?' she said.

"He deduced that at this particular point he would find what he was seeking. | have snce unearthed
among the archives anumber of sketches he made of smilar gonecirclesin Brittany. And just off the
center of each he has written the same word oculus—that isthe Latin word for ‘eye."

"Hey," said Judy, "you don't mean. . ."

"Indeed | do," ingsted Spindrift. "After an immense amount of trial and error he succeeded in locating the
precise point—and it isavery smal areaindeed—ight herein Hautaire itslf. Having found it, he built
himself atime observatory and then proceeded to set down on record everything he saw. Theresultsare
there before you. The Praemonitiones!”

Judy stared down at the map. "Buit if that's so, why hasn't anyone else discovered one? | mean there's
Stonehenge and Carnac and so forth, isn't there?”

Spindrift nodded. "That my<tified Peter too, until he redized that the focd point of each circle wasamost
invariably situated agood twenty or so meters above ground level. He postulates that in the days when
the circleswerefirst raised, wooden towers were erected in their centers. The seer, who would probably
have been ahigh priest, would have had sole access to that tower. In the case of Hautaire, it just so
happened that the Site of the long-vanished tower was occupied by the rotunda of the Abbey.”

"And that was why Sternwarts came here?’

"No, Peter came to Hautaire because he had reason to believe that Apollonius of Tyanahad made a
specid point of vigting this particular circle. There was gpparently <till a pagan shrine and aresdent
oracle hereinthefirs century A.D."

Judy turned over some pagesin the book before her, but she barely glanced at what was written there.
"But how doesit work?" she asked. "What do you do in this oculus? Peek into acrysta ball or
omething?'

"Onesees” sad Spindrift vaguely. "Within themind'seye.”
"But how?"

"That | have never discovered. Nor, | hazard, did Peter. Neverthelessthat iswhat happens.”



"And can you choose what you want to see?’

"l used to think not,” said Spindrift, "but since | sscumbled upon the key to the Exploratio Spiritualis, |
have been forced to revise my opinion. | now believe that Peter Sternwérts was deliberately working
towardsthe god of aspiritua and menta discipline which would dlow him to exert adirect influence
upon what he saw. His aim was to become a shaper of the future aswell as a seer.”

Judy's blue eyes widened perceptibly. "A shaper?" she echoed. "And did he?'

"Itisimpossbletotdl," said Spindrift. "But it issurdy not without Sgnificancethat he left Hautaire before
hedied.

"Comeagan?'

"Well, by the time heleft he knew for certain that chance does nothing that has not been prepared well in
advance. He must have redlized that the only way in which he could exert an influence upon the future
would be by acting in the present. If he could succeed in tracing the thread backwards from itsknot, he
might be able to step in and adjust things at the very point where only the merest modicum of intervention
could affect the future. Of course, you must understand that thisisal the purest supposition on my part.”

Judy nodded. "And these disciplines—mental what's-its— what were they?"

"They are expresdy designed to enable the seer to sdlect his own particular vison. Having seen the
catastrophe ahead, he could, if he were successful, fed hisway backwardsin time from that point and,
hopefully, reach a junctura criticalis—the precise germind ingtant of which some far-off tragedy was

the progeny.”
"Yes, | understand that. But what sort of disciplineswerethey?!

"lIronicaly, Mr. Harland, they appear to have had agood deal in common with those which are il
practiced today among certain Eastern faiths.”

"What'sironica about that?"

"Well, surely, the avowed aim of the Oriental sagesisto achieve the ultimate annihilation of the self—of
the ego. What Peter Sternwarts was hoping to achieve seemsto me to have been the exact
opposite—the veritable gpotheoss of the human ego! Nothing less than the elevation of Man to God! He
hed a persstent vison of himsdlf asthe potter and the whole of humanity ashisclay. That explainswhy,
throughout the Exploratio, he congtantly refersto himsdlf asa'shaper.’ It dso explainswhy | have
shunned the respongibility of publishingit.”

"Then why areyou telling me?' demanded Judy shrewdly.

Spindrift removed his spectacles, closed his eyes, and massaged his eydidswith hisfingertips. "1 am very
old, Mr. Harland," he said at last. "It isnhow over fifty yearssince | last visited the oculus, and the world
isvery closeto the horizon of my own visions. Ever since Abbé Ferrand's untimely degth forty years ago,
the secret of the oculus has been mineaone. If | wereto diethis minute, it would perish with me, and I,
by default, would have betrayed the trust which | believe has been reposed in me. In other words, |
would die betraying the very man who has meant far more to me than any | have ever knownin the
flesh—Peter Sternwérts himsdlf.”

"But why choose me?" Judy inssted. "Why not one of the other brothers?

Spindrift sghed. "I think, Mr. Harland, that it is perhaps because | recognize in you some of my own



lifdlong reverence for Peter Sternwérts. Furthermore, in some manner which | find quiteimpossbleto
explain, | am convinced that you are associated with the last visit | paid to the oculus—withmy find
vigon."

"Redlly? And what wasthat?'

Spindrift looked down at the parchment which had absorbed so much of hislife, and then he shook his
head. "Therewasagirl,” he murmured. "A girl with golden hair . . ."

"Agirl?"

Like awaterlogged corpse rising dowly to the surface, the old man seemed to float up from the troubled
depths of some dark and private nightmare. His eyes cleared. "Why, yes," hesaid. "A girl. Doyou
know, Mr. Harland, in al these years that point had never struck me before! A girl, herein Hautaire!™
He began to chuckle wheezily. "Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear! Why, that would be the end of the world
indeed!"

In spite of hersalf Judy was deeply moved by the old man's transparent relief. Ingtinctively she put out her
hand and laid it on his. "'l don't know what your vision was, Mr. Spindrift,” shesaid. "But if youfed | can
beof hdptoyouinany way .. ."

Spindrift brought his other hand across and patted hers abstractedly. "That is most kind of you, Mr.
Harland," he murmured. "Redly, most kind.. . ."

* % %

At supper that evening the abbot stepped up to the lectern in the refectory and raised ahand for silence.
The murmur of voices tilled as the brothers turned their wondering eyes towards their father superior.
He surveyed them dl in silence for along moment and then said, "'Brethren and honored guests. . . my
friends. Here at Hautaire, we live alife whose fundamenta pattern waslaid down for usmore than a
thousand years ago. | believeitisagood life, one which has accordingly found favor in the eyes of God.
My cherished hopeisthat athousand years from now its pattern will have remained, in dl essentia
respects, asit istoday—that the spiritua verities enshrined in our foundation will be what they have
always been—a source of comfort and reassurance to al God-loving men, aharbor of hope and
tranquillity in astorm-tossed world."

He paused as though uncertain how to continue, and they al saw him close his eyes and turn hisface
upwardsin mute prayer for along, long minute. When at last he looked down upon them again, the
dlencein the hall was dmost papable.

"My friends, | have just learnt that certain European powers, acting in concert with Isragl and the United
States of America, have this afternoon launched an armed invasion of Saudi Arabiaand the Trucid
States."

There was a concerted gasp of horror and a sudden burst of whispering. The abbot raised hisvoiceto
carry over the hubbub.

"Their avowed aim isto secure for themselves access to the oil supplieswhich they deem essentid to
their nationd, political and economic surviva. Under the terms of the Baghdad Treaty of 1979, the Arabs
have called upon the Soviet Union for immediate armed assistance, and Russiaand its dlies have
demanded theingtant and tota withdrawa of the invading forces. Failure to comply with this demand will,
they say, bring about inevitable consequences.”



He paused again and regarded them somberly. "'l shal personally conduct a servicefor Divine
Intercession immediately after complin. It will be held in the main chapdl. It goes without saying thet all
our guests are invited to attend. Dominus vobiscum.” He sketched the sign of the Cross over them,
stepped down from the lectern, and strode swiftly out of the hall.

In the outburst of chattering which erupted immediately the abbot had eft the hall, Spindrift turned to
Judy and saized her by thearm. ™Y ou must come with me, Mr. Harland," he whispered urgently. "At
once."

Judy, who was till groping to come to termswith al the implications of what she had heard, nodded
submissively and alowed the old man to shepherd her out of the refectory and up into thelibrary. He
unearthed the keysto the oculus and the rotunda, then hurried her up the stairs and along the deserted
passages to the door which had remained locked for more than half a century. He was possessed by an
amogt feverish impatience and kept up an incessant muttering to himself the whole way. Judy could
hardly make out aword of what he was saying, but more than once she thought she caught the strange
word Pikadon. It meant nothing to her a all.

So much rubbish had accumulated in the narrow passage that they had to lean their combined weight
againgt the rotunda door before they managed to force it open. They squeezed through into the crevice
beyond, and Spindrift lit acandle he had brought with him. By itswavering light the two of them scuffled
their way forward to the oculus.

When they reached it, Spindrift handed the key to Judy and held the candle so that she could see what
shewas doing. A minute later the door had creaked open to expose the sarcophagus, standing just asit
had stood for the last seven hundred years.

Judy gaped at it in astonishment. ™Y ou mean you go in there?"
"You must, Mr. Harland," said Spindrift. "Please, hurry.”
"But why?" demanded Judy. "What good could it do?'

Spindrift gripped her by the shoulder and amost succeeded in thrusting her bodily into the casgue. "Don't
you understand, Mr. Harland?' he cried. "It is you who must prove my find visonfasel You have to
prove me wrong!"

Into her twenty-two years of life Judy had already packed more unusua experiences than had most
women three times her age, but none of them had prepared her for this. Alone with alooney
octogenarian who seemed bent on stuffing her into a stone coffin buried somewhereinsgdethe walsof a
medieval monastery! For al she knew, once he had got her inside, he would turn the key on her and
leave her thereto rot. And yet, at the very moment when she most needed her physica strength, it had
apparently deserted her. Her arms, braced against the stone dabs, seemed al but nerveless; her legs so
weak she wondered if they were not going to fold under her. "Thekey," she muttered. "Give methe key.
And you go away. Right away. Back to that other door. Y ou can wait for methere."

The pressure of Spindrift's hand relaxed. Judy stepped back and fumbled the key out of the lock. Then,
fedling alittle more confident, she turned to face the old man. By the trembling light of the candle she
glimpsed the streaks of tears on his ancient cheeks.

"MPease go, Mr. Spindrift,” she pleaded. "Please. " "But youwill doit?' hebegged. "I must know, Mr.
Harland."

"Yes, yes" shesaid. "Surel will. I give you my word." He shuffled backwards afew doubtful pacesand



stood watching her. "Would you like me to leave you the candle?" he asked.

"All right,” she said. "Put it down there on the floor." She waited until he had doneit, and then, doud, she
started to count dowly up to sixty. She had reached bardly halfway before the rotunda was buffeted by
the massive reverberating thunder of warplanes hurtling past high overhead. Judy shivered violently and,
without bothering to finish her count, stepped the two short paces back into the casque until her
shoulders were pressed againgt the cold stone. "Please, dear God," she whispered, "let it be al—"

Shewasfdling, dropping vertically downwardsinto the bowels of the earth asif down the shaft of an
elevator. Y et the candle, ill standing there before her just where the old man had left it and burning with
its quiet golden flame, told her that her somach lied. But her sense of vertigo was so acute that she
braced her arms againgt the sides of the coffin in an effort to steady herself. Watery sdliva poured into her
mouth. Certain she was about to faint, she swallowed and closed her eyes.

Like magentafire baloons, the afterimages of the candle flame drifted across her retina. They changed
imperceptibly to green, to dark blue, to purple, and findly vanished into the velvety darkness. Her eyelids
felt asthough lead weights had been laid upon them.

Suddenly—uwithout warning of any kind—she found hersdf gazing down, asif from agreet height, upon a
city. With theingtant familiarity bred of adozen high-school civics assgnments, she knew it at once for
her own hometown. The whole panoramic scene had a strange, dmost dreamlike clarity. The air was
unbelievably clear; no trace of smoke or haze obscured the uncompromising grid of the streets.
Northwards, Lake Michigan glittered slver-bluein the bright sunshine, while the plum-blue shadows of
drifting clouds ghosted silently acrossits placid waters. But thiswas no longer the Chicago she
remembered. The whole center of the metropolis was gone. Where it had been was nothing but avast
circular smudge of grey rubble, dong the fringes of which green shrubs were aready growing. No factory
stacks smoked; no glittering lines of automobiles choked these expressways, no freight trainswriggled
and jinked through these latticed sidings, al was as dead and till asacity on the moon. Thiswasindeed
Necropalis, City of the Dead.

At last the vision faded and its place was taken by another. She now found herself gazing out acrossa
vast plain through which wound agreet river. But the endless golden Danubian whestfiel dswhich she
remembered so well had al vanished. The windswhich sent the towering cloud schooners scudding
acrossthis sky blew only through the feathered heads of weeds and wild grasses which stretched out like
agreen and rippling seato the world's end. Of man, or cattle, or even flying bird therewasno sign at dl.

When Spindrift returned some twenty minutes later, it was to discover Judy crouched in the bottom of the
sarcophagus, curled up like adormouse with her head resting on her bent knees. Fearfully he stooped
over her and placed hishand on her shoulder. "Mr. Harland," he whispered urgently. "Mr. Harland, are
youdl right?'

There was no response. He knelt down, thrust his hands beneath her arms and, by amighty effort,
succeeded in dragging her clear of the casque. She flopped sideways against the door, then sprawled
forwards beside him. He fumbled his hand inside the neck of her shirt, felt for the beating of her heart,
and so discovered who shewas. Thelast dim flicker of hope died within him.

He patted her deathly cheeks and chafed her hands until at last her eyelids fluttered open. "What
happened?' he asked. "What did you see?’

Sheraised acold hand and wonderingly touched hiswrinkled face with her fingertips. "Then it hasn't
happened,” she whispered. "And it was so red.”

"It will happen,”" he said sadly. "Whatever it was you saw must cometo pass. It dways has.”



"But therewas no one," she mourned. "No one at al. What happened, Mr. Spindrift? Where had they al
gone?'

"Come, my dear," he urged, gently coaxing her to her feet. "Come with me."

* % %

Theair on the hillsde was till warm, drowsy with the summer scents of wild sage, lavender and
rosemary, asthe old man and the girl made their way up the dim path towards the ridge where the
ancient neoliths still bared themselves like broken teeth againgt the night sky. Below them, the abbey
lights glowed out cheerfully, and smal figures could be seen moving back and forth behind the chapel
windows.

They reached a point where an outcrop of limestone had been roughly shaped into a seat. Spindrift eased
himsdlf onto it, drew Judy down beside him and spread out the wide skirt of hishabit to cover her. Ashe
did so, he could fed her trembling like acrystal bell that, once struck, goes on quivering far below the
threshold of audible sound. An enormous, impotent grief seized him by the throat. Too late he saw what
he should have done, how he had betrayed the trust that Brother Roderigo and the Abbé Ferrand had
laid upon him. But he saw too, with a sort of numb clarity, how he, Spindrift, could not have doneit,
because, within himsdf, somevita spark of faith in humanity had been extinguished far back inthe
bloodstained ruins of 1917. He could no longer believe that men were essentially good, or that the

miracle which the genius of Peter Sternwarts had created would not be used in some hideous way to
further the purposes of evil.

Yet what if he had gone that one step further, had published the Exploratio Spiritualis and givento dl
men the means of foreseeing the inevitable consequences of their insane greed, their overweening
arrogance, their atavigtic lust for power? Who was to say that Armageddon might not have been averted,
that Peter's miracle might not have succeeded in shaping anew the human spirit? Quis custodiet ipsos
custodes? Ah, who indeed, if not God? And Spindrift's God had died in the mud of Y pres.

Thefull knowledge of what he had done rose as bitter as bile at the back of the old man's throat.
Desperately he sought for some words of comfort for the girl who crouched beside him and could not
stop quivering. Somelie, somelittle harmlesslie. "I did not tell you before," he said, "but | believeyou are
destined to publish the Spiritualis for me. Yes, | remember now. That was how you were to be
associated with my find vison. So, you see, there is il hope.™

But even as he spoke, the distant eastern horizon suddenly flickered as though with summer lightning. His
arm tightened involuntarily around the girl's shoulders. She stirred. "Oh God," she moaned softly. "Oh
God, oh God, oh God." A harsh, grating sob shook her, and then another and another.

A second flash threw the low cloudsinto sharp relief, and then the whole arching roof of the world waslit
up likethe day. An urgent bell began tolling in the abbey.

Something scratched aline like ablood-red stalk high up into the southern sky, and abal of blue-white
fireblossomed in strange and Sinister silence.

And later awind got up and blew from the north.



