Erdis Cliff

By Richard S. Shaver

Timeislike a book, and its |eaves are worlds very close to each other;
and yet...distant beyond imagination.
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SLOWLY the clouds came, dawn rose above thejagged outline of Erdis cliff-edge. The eyefled
down the sheer, clean, rock face of the cliff, to come softly to rest among the drifting, risng morning mists
inthe smal, sweet valey at the foot.

Ancient and virgin those gigantic trees, unknowing mortal man. Clean and happy those small laughing
streams, meeting there beneath the glittering arc of the irridescent bridge of glassthat swept in onelong
materid rainbow of poetry made into actual mass, but mass without essential solidity, shimmering and
fragile asair, sweeping up and up from the misted green floor of the valey to plunge into the mid-face of
thediff.

There where the rainbow bridge met the raw face of the rock, a great stone beast-face leered, and
into the dark mouth of that giant sculpture the glassy shimmer thrust, stopped at last by the great bronze
halves of acircular doorway.

One of those halves of heavy ancient meta hung open, and in the gloomy opening atiny figure stood,
the morning breeze stirring timidly about the smooth curves of her body.

Nearer the eye of view, and nearer, and that figure by some magic becomes intense.

The darkling sweep of her hair above the wide white brow, the deep thoughtful eyes black mystery
bel ow, the strong cheekbones bal ancing the raven’ swing touch of her upsweeping eyebrows, cheeks
tapering down to a sweetly pointed chin centered by adimple. That dimple benegth the wide generous
red lipsincongruous upon the dmaost stern, thoughtful face, contradicting al thewill and maesty of it with
the impish impresson of humor held inwardly on atight rein.

Feroniaof Erdis, she. Erdisthe cliff’sname, and her home' s name. That home, whether constructed
by magic in the forgotten past, or by her own witch-wisdom, this eye of view could not at present say.
Nor could you, seeing the dark wisdom of her presence, the sweet classic magic of her bressts soft
thrugt, the small-wai sted suppleness of her eterna youth, the masterful curves of her hips, the
strong-loined stance of the witch who was first awoman and second the mistress of adark art.

Her clothing was awhite length of soft fabric, bordered about with the Greek wave in gold thread,
caught about the swell of her hipsand looped over itself, ample foldsfaling in clean soft lines clear to the
high arched feet in laced antique sandas, of golden leather without jewels or decoration.

Above the softly clasping purity of the fabric her waist outshone its purity with the satin sheen of flesh,
narrowing and then arching out to frame the glory of her breasts, full and adult, two poems framed with
golden arabesgues clasping awhite soft fabric beneath their weight and about her fine wide shoulders.

On one shoulder agreat black bird sat, something like araven but with long legslike aheron, bigasa
hawk but mild and solemn of eye. She paid it little heed, only stroking it once with her long, acid-stained
fingers dong the arched neck. Suddenly it lifted, arrowed down into the mists bel ow.
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Feroniasighed, as one lonesome and weary of saf. Sheturned, a soft sweet grace in the knee-lift of
thekirtle, inthe sway of the arching hip, in theline of her arm as she gestured to someoneinvisible, and
disappeared within the dark opening of the stone beast’ s mouth.

Now about the ill open metd vave of the door smal chittering shadows moved, bunched, exhorted
with shriller cheeping, and the door siwung dowly closed after her step had died in the echoing distance.

At the closing of the door, some magic faded out over that hidden valley, thewhole vista of its
majesty and ancient untouched beauty did down some subtle scale of values, hung at the bottom to
present aface of utter desolation and malignant unwelcome to the chance of any life happening that way.
The mists grew thicker, even asthe day advanced, shutting out the sun, clinging concedlingly about the
gtill shimmering magic of that impaossible bridge, making the whole valey and awful face of the diff into
one ugly, haunted wasteland.

IN AN ARCHAIC mountain stronghold, far-off, this eye sees now: A woman, flame-haired and
lovely, who turns dowly the pages of an ancient book. Lua, Mistress of VVole, reads:

Thereisaplanet that is ultraamultane with the vast rotunditie of TIME, which you probably know.
Our own worldisbut adice caled now of this planet, and upon that planet, though it partakes of our
own, the part we take is but as the part a page takes to a book.

Within the ultra-s multane Sts afigure called by various names. On our now heis called the Devil; but
inthisworld we spesk of, heis caled the Red Dwarf, which is more politic, and they are wiser there.

Now the Red Dwarf turns the pages of this book of time, reading it in the smultane, and as he reads
he takes painfully written notes upon the many planes of al the nows, for heisastudent who means quite
intensely to surpass the other smultanes, but this eye-of-view has had opportunity to inspect the writings
of the Red Dwarf, and | can assure you that even in your thin dice called now, you have asgood a
chanceashe.

However, though heis an untalented student, he isamost thorough recorder of the doings on certain
of the planes of now. But asheis old and absent-minded, he sometimes midays his notes, and even his
vast notebooks, upon the planes of time which heleafsthrough. That is how this cameto get hold of the
records from which | have trandated these events. He left them in my now for an ingtant, and | seized
them, though not without trepidation.

So we come to the beginning of thistae of Erdis Cliff, and | have pictured to you Feronia, the witch
of Erdis Cliff, aswell as| could.

Now the Dwarf’s eye-of-view swung away from the valley, an around to the northward and
westward, and settled downward, and | read on;

THISVALLEY liesopen and unmisted under the green-bright rays of the bizarre sun.

Through the center of the wide, flowered valley meandersariver of vivid pink liquid, wide and placid
and many-curved.

The sandsthat linetheriver are purple and poisonousto life.

Above the purple ribbons of treacherous poison sand are the grassy banks of theriver, with strange



flowered plants among the grasses. Beyond the grass the trees move their limbs dowly, rhythmicaly,
waiting, waiting, for what isto cometo them.

High on the ridge of the grassy bank lies an old forgotten stone God. Hislimbs are half imbedded in
the blue sail; it has been an age since he has had an impul se to move those strange, mottled, sculptural
limbs. Stonily the God stares out at the lazy pink river, over the dowly groping limbs of the far hungry
trees, toward the distant hillsthat are the unsuckled breasts of the Zoogyte, the planet-being which alows
these thingsto exist upon her roundness.

Nothing movesin that valley except the dow-streaming river and the rhythmic limbs of the hungry
ancient trees.

Time moves, though, invisbly, trying to set her grip upon thisvaley that waits, regarding her not.

THE EY E-OF-VIEW movesthen, and the recordsisthat of another side of the strange planet that is
asour own, but severa times removed by that thin repeating dice called now, as the pages of abook are
separated, yet the samein one basic way. Focusing again, it isthe dowly descending darkness and acity
named Maneon.

Lua, flame-haired young widow of Faustis, Master of Vole, the ancient fortress he had made his
stronghold against his many enemies. Lua, Mistress of VVole, reading there in the great-beamed antique
room, the carved and huge old furniture weird in the firdight, leaning back and closing the Mystic Book.

That word Maneon, in this ancient book! That city must be very old, to have been spoken of then as
agreat city. Thiswaswritten hundreds of years ago, this worm-eaten tome she held in her hand.
Centuries, or spaces ago?

Maneon, that was where she had last had word of Ruy Egan! If only he were here, now that Faustis
was gone from her life, now that hiswill was no longer the tune she must danceto!

Perhapsthe old glassin the tower would show him...you could at least try, Lua...it hasbeen so
many years not to even have seen hisface.

Eagerly she ascended the tower stairs, winding, and unlocked the door of the south chamber. There
was many strange contrivances here, produce of Faustis' looting. He had found aways an excuseto fare
off on an expedition againgt somerich holding or other. Bandit he was, and looter he had died, leaving
her this ancient keep stuffed with histreasures, most of which he could never use—they were not
negotiable values—not such things asthis grest solid glass globe. Who would know how to useit but
hersef or itsformer owner? No one who had not read the book of Mors, which Faustis had brought
hometo her for its beautiful gold binding trimmed with red leaves. She picked the book from the shelf,
laden and dusty there beside the globe of glass, and leafed through, looking for the formula. Sowly she
chanted the dread words, and made the sign of Tee upon her breast, and bent to peer into the green
depths of the sphere murky as a stagnant pond.

Maneon dowly appeared, acity of low roofs, many of them stretched beside the muddy river, and
the temple there beside the water, squat and ugly and huge. She knew the city well, had seen it from the
hillswhere she had waited for Faustis more than once when he was picking up some gold from the
highway caravans.

The eye-of-view lowered, focused, and the young widow made out aline of daves, with chains about
their necks, loading sacks with the black rich soil near the river bank, and loading the bags into carts. She



started, bent lower, watching the dow weary movements of one of the daves. Ah, Mors, it was her own
heart’ s love wearing out hislife on that chain of endlesswork!

Lua, Migress of Vole, turned away from the globe, and an anger flamed in her against fate that had
brought her only those things she had no wish to own—and denied her always those things she most
wanted. Ruy Egan, adave! Not that bold young spirit, not that youth from these, her own hillg!

SHE TURNED, went swiftly down the tower stairs, and there in the weapon room, no longer visited
except by the old men-at-arms to reminisce, since Faustis death, she chose two swords from the wall.
From the chests she lifted asuit of smal-link mail—oiled and waiting it was, she noted—amiling alittle a
the work of greying warriorswho still looked at her with alittle hope that she would take up the old ways
and givethem yet alittle excitement. Five yearsit had been since Faustis had faced the wrong man at
swords point and gone to hiswell-earned death. Ten, since Egan had fled from the wrath of hislord,
Denis of Castle Lehar. What wasit he had done? Stolen some trinket or other, they had said! False, on
the face of it! He was above such a petty crime.

Shetried on the coat of mail, dipped on theleg plates, and belted on the lighter of the two swords.
Thiswas the same outfit she had worn last five years ago when she had waited in the forest above Caer
Elar and they had brought him back to her on alitter, dying. He had been sorry he had left her donel
Sorry! and she glad inside to be from under hiswill at last. Y et he was not evil to her, she had sill a
sadness a her passing. But...to befree!

To the stable, and old Lon Harrick to help her wrap the horses feet, saddle the two young horses he
had trained himslf for her riding, and whom she amost forced down on his face to keep him from
mounting and riding with her.

“I'll be gone aweek, Lon. Take care of things, you old goat, and I’ l| get you something specid.”

Then she had remembered, and gone back and got the long-handled sted cutters from the smithy,
and food from the kitchen stores. She had to stay away from people, thistrip, just like old times.

Then she had ridden into the night, and her heart had been light. She understood now why the few
who till remained to her of Faustis men awayslooked at her, sadly and hopefully, waiting for orders
that never came. Did one never outgrow the need for action? Never get too old to want the night wind,
and the freedom, and the thrill of danger? Perhaps that was why Faustis could not leave the raiding aone.
It wasthethrill of it, not the booty, he wanted most.

For an ingtant she knew she was mad, to believe the silly visons her mind had conjured from the
gloomy green depths of that old chunk of glass. Stupid of her, to ride off after something she had missed
ten years and more ago. Y ou can't turn back on time like that! Love, once lost, can never be gotten
back, not the young fresh love that had lived in her for Egan! Never had ether of them even touched
hands, or been closer than a score of feet! Never did she know whether what burned in her young heart
burned in him. Never could she get away from Faustislong enough, never was there any way to get Egan
adoneand find out if thiswaslovein her or only madness from her lone fancies, and her loveless bed with
Faudtis. Wéll, at least, now she would know. He had noticed her, he had felt thewind of her passing, it
had burnt him as herself, this strange thing that still possessed her! Or he had never even seen her except
as part of the scenery.

THE GREEN-BRIGHT sun sinks below the dark hills, low and round and many hillsfar off, and the



daveleaves off work, clanking his chains back to the deeping shed.

Lying there among the hundred-odd weary hulks of things that would be men if freedom were added,
waiting for the evening bow! of boiled flesh and black bread, Ruy Egan wondered about the endless
home of Night, and about the strange life said to inhabit the night, far off. Off where the mocking stars
winked, fortunate in aoof freedom.

Lower, by theriver, he could seetheriver mist rising, dowly diding up through the streets, making all
thelittle lights of the city get dimmer and dimmer.

Farther on, he could see the bigger, yelower lights of the temple, and he thought of al the women
prisoned there with their brazen “ god”, thought with desire and revulsion and pity strangely mingled. And
he turned to shake off the thought, and his chainsrattled and tugged where they had been fastened to the
wall boltsfor the night, and the rage rose in him, choking, at those chains and the shame of it.

Then helay till and watched the mist-ghosts, now gliding by the wide shed door, more and more of
them and thicker and bigger, then the mist closed down solid and foggy. The mocking stars disappeared,
and only the vague white face of the enigmatic mist remained.

Now through that vagueness came afigure, slent asthe mist itself, closer and taller, and seemed to
Egan to be the snuous soft body of awoman as she came graceful and tall through the ugly timbered
opening of the shed.

Then she came close and stood over him, and a chill and adread ran through Egan’s cold limbs, for
he or she glimmered everywhere over her strange womanish body with sted mail. And the links chinked
softly as she moved, holding out to him along-handled pair of heavy cutters, such as sword-makers use
to cut half-tempered sted.

But Ruy Egan was not oneto fear any weird ghost out of the fog. He took the great snips, with the
handles of heavy oak and ayard long, and flipped them quickly from chain to chain, throwing hisweight
on the handles hard, and one by one his chains parted, but yard-long pieces of chain still dangled from his
big red wrists and from histhick neck collar.

Then Ruy, not even glancing a his ddliverer, passed the great cutters to the next man, and stood up.
Benegath the masking hdm he could see only the chin and mouth, the curling lips haf smiling, half-scornful
of the stink of the place, and the long chin, square-ended and strong, yet somehow soft like awoman’s.

Into his hand she pressed asword. On the hilt glittered emerads and gold, and the blade shimmered
al dongitslength with aninner fire of itsown.

RUY HEFTED it, agood weighty blade, light in the tip, weighty in the handle, made for swift work
and heary strokes, too. And even as she turned, and that thrill that was somehow like fear ran through
him at the long beautiful line of her hip and leg in movement, adark burly figure came out of the mist and
stood in the doorway. Ruy’ s heart sank, they had posted a guard here because of thefog; at each dave
shed he knew another was taking his stand, and that moving outside there were ascore of men. But they
too stood there, ill as stone, until the movements outside quieted, then she moved on ahead, leading
him.

A curved scimitar in her hand, she paused for the barest ingtant to spin it up and hard around toward
the face of the guard standing there agaze, looking out toward the far dim glow of the city below, pining
for some of the fun he knew was there, perhaps.

But Egan didn’t wait for the unknown savior to do hisown job entirdly. He thrust his newly acquired



wespon hard againgt the belly of the man even as her wegpon dashed across hisface, biting deep, both
of them, and the man fdll with a sound like gushing water in histhroat, amoan and acry and blood in his
mouth.

Then the stranger led on into the fog, fast and dim in the night to Egan’ s eyes, so that he hurried after,
and hisdangling chains clanked and rang with his hurry, and he wished she would move dower.

Over thelow wall of the dave compound. Acrossthe hard rutted soil of the road, and into the bushes
where stood two horses tethered. Still she spoke not. They mounted together and sheled on, away from
theroad, acrossthefields, and on into the trees of the hill-sde, and up, scrambling dong sometrail no
other eyes could have found. And still the awe of her silence, her man-woman appearance, the strong
capable way of her, was with Egan, and he made to speak, but the words stuck in histhroat.

Now they could hear afar the noise and the cries and see the faint glimmer of torches rush back and
forth, and hear the hoof-beats of horses setting out along the hard road, and for the first time she made a
sound—alow rich laugh which marked her surely. A woman, arich woman! For only awell-fed woman
ever made a sound o replete with the cloying sound of rich food, which adave learnsto hatein his
owners. Yet it wasagood laugh, gdlant and thrilling in the dark, and the dave-thought that made him
hate the richness of it died away in admiration.

NOW EGAN noted the horses they rode stepped silent on wrapped hooves, and he knew there
were no tracks left behind to betray them. At last he raised his voice, ashamed when he heard it of the
weary quavering in hisown harsh tones, and said:

“Who are you, to cometo me, Ruy Egan, for thisis strange work for awoman?’

“Later, friend! Have patience, you will learn why | want you.” That voice waslow and husky, and
pitched with an under-ring as of hidden metal under velvet, thrilling as her laugh, and it spoke of culture
and long years among high-bred people. Ruy knew the sound of it from old; it was hometo hear such a
voicein hisown tongue.

All that night she pressed on, leading ever deeper into the increasing hillstoward the far mountains,
and ever the treesrose greater about them. Still she did not talk, or tell him who or what she was, or
where sheled. And Egan, weary from the day’ swork and the long starving, followed in adull sllence, a
littlewarm glow of gratitude in his breast toward this stranger, and haf dept, hishead bobbing.

When he was awake, he pondered alittle, for Ruy Egan was athief, and he was athief well known.
His enemies had made sure of that! That he was not as black as he was painted by the magistrates who
had sentenced him, and the people of Maneon who had talked about him, and the innkeepers who had
worried about him, and the travelerswho had hired guards to protect them from himsa f—was known to
few. How could this woman whom he was sure he knew not a al—know that?

Did she know that he had deserved the life of hard labor he had been sentenced to, or did she think
he was some other prisoner—some brother or lover, perhaps, whom she mistook him for in the fog? But
he had said his name, and she had not seemed to notice that it was not the right name. So indeed, she
must be athief or abandit, and that was very strange, for who else would come to him? Unless she was
someone from his own youth, from his home, whom he could not remember! And when he could stay
awake, he puzzled through his memories of the daysin Castle Lehar, long ago, before he had had to run
away from thewrath of ... but better not to think of that, the memory wastoo painful to blight the sensing
of the sweetness of thisnight of his deliverance, who had never expected any such thing for him. Not in
Maneon, where they hated his name with a hate born of fear.



HAVING RIDDEN hard al night, the rim of the sun found them toiling over ahill, and the light went
with them down into the copse in the hollow, where his guide dismounted. Ruy Egan nearly fell from his
horse, and she caught hisarm. He looked for an instant into the eyes till hidden behind the masklike
visor, and asense of fear struck into him from his eyes, but he surmised it was weaknessin him.

Shetied the horses beneath the trees, and for atime they both rested on the soft grass by the stream.
Then she sat up, removed the helmet, and bent to the stream to drink

As sheturned back to Egan, his mouth dropped in astonishment, for he knew her! That deek
she-leopard look; the bold, eager face, the luxurious, pampered mouth of her—this was the the Mistress
of Vole, thewoman who in hisyouth had filled so many mouths with gossip, set dl the tonguesto
wagging with her doings, so that she was said to be awarlock, awerewolf, a sorceress, and worse things
darkly whispered, but none openly for fear of her power.

“Y es, Egan, you know me, but it has been long since we crossed trails. If you had come to me when
they ran you out of Lehar, you would not have had to leave your home-country. Didn’t you know that
men who get on the wrong side of the fence dwaysrunto Vole?’

“Such things | have thought over many times, since, but | had no time for thought then. But, even o,
what are you doing here, and why bother with me?’

She shook out the tightly bound flame-red hair of hers, and sat combing it, her heavy brows dightly
tilted in an odd frown, asif taking stock of him, her eyes quizzica and deep-set benesth. He had never
been close to the woman who laired in Vol€ s old fortress and defied al men to drive her out or molest
her, even. He saw that it had been theignorance of youth that had kept him from her.

“Y ou have heard that | dabbled in magic, Ruy Egan?’
“Of course. But | takelittle stock in such tales now that | have seen somewhat of the world.”

“Wadll, itisnot exactly alie, Egan. And | heard, even back in'Vole, that you had become amost
illful thief.”

“| can't get the connection? What do these two tales about our private affairs have to do with usand
why we are here together?’

“A witch has need of many things not easily gotten in thisworld. Egan, | rescued you to do a bit of
thieving for me. I knew enough of your youth to know that gratitude would hold you to my will long
enough for that.”

Egan leaned back, the sharp edge taken from his curiosity, and his eyes narrowed to perceive the
greed that underlay her deed. Thistalk of magic was but ared herring to distract his mind from that greed
and from the danger of what she wanted, and had somehow heard of his plight in far-off Maneon. Well,
she had figured it out dl right.

“YOU DO not need to becloud the issue with talk of witchcraft. I'll steal your baubles, and be glad of
the chance to pay for your night'swork. You who lair in VVole s old walls could be there but for one
reason, anyway. Sometime in the past, you got yoursef into the samefix | didin Maneon.”

“Y ou know very little of meor of Vole, Egan!”

“True enough, but it has been ten years since | was a beardless youth worshipping you from afar as
you rode by in the hunt, too. Those ten years have not touched you, Lua of Vole. Does big black-beard
gtill ride by your sde?What did men call him, Faustis or something? No one could ever get you all



figured out, hidden away therein the cliffs of VVole mountain, and it bothered them no end.”

“Faugtiswaskilled in abattle. They couldn’t figure us out, because they lived by farming, and we by
looting in far places, riding into the fastnesses of the mountains and by secret ways back to Vole. We
took great care no oneredly knew our business, Egan.”

Egan laughed. “| have often wondered, lying nights and thinking back over it dl, if hewasnot a
robber baron, that Faustis, and those who knew afraid to talk.”

She laughed too, a palite laugh to make him at ease, and began to plait her hair tightly again and bind
it up small about her head in order to get the helmet on again.

“ After he died, the best of our men went their way, and the rest of us, those who loved me wll,
remained. We have lived well enough, but not trying to upset the world or anything like Faugtis. He was
over-ambitious, | dways privatey held. If he had lived, he would have become king in time, but he
overreached himsalf. Without his ambition, he would not have been Faustis, but he would have been
dive”

“So you hold title to many a holding taken by force, Baroness?’

“Never mind thetitles or salutations, Egan. To you | can be Luawhen no oneisabout.” Her eyes
were suddenly soft upon his, the strong chin somehow sweet, the lips smiling reminiscently.

Egan pondered his memories of her. Somehow her eyes had aways sought him out when their troop
had joined his own lordsfor the hunt, and had seemed to enjoy what they saw. He had been a handsome
Sprig, at that. And now she was awidow, and had rescued him from adave prison. There was meat for
thought in that. But he was being afool. There was moreto it than that!

“Thisthing | am to stedl for you, you who have helped to stedl so many things, by your own tale, that
it isstrange you would need my experience?’ Egan’s eyeswere narrow on hers, and his suspicions
awake.

“The best of our men areleft VVole thesefive years, Ruy. | have no men skillful a the job | want done.
Besides, | want aman not known as connected to me, so if heis caught, | will till be safe. Y ou would
not betray me, even if they racked you. | remember al about you.”

“I don't know how you could know that! | don’t know it mysdlf.”

“Onceyou saved alittle girl of apeasant’ sfamily from aflaming cottage, when everyone dse st thelr
horses to enjoy the blaze. Once you dived headlong into Moray Falls, where the great whirlpool below
thefdlsisfeared by al swimmers, just to pull out adog, a mere hunting dog. Do you remember that,
Egan?’

Her voice was very thrilling and reminiscent of much quiet thought up therein her sronghold in the
mountains. Egan saw that here was a deegper fish than he was familiar with. Could such thingstell her he
would not betray her? But then, she was awoman.

“I had forgotten, long ago,” murmured Egan.

“To you, such things are nothing. Y ou do not have time from living to weigh them againgt others
actions and get the answer that they hold. To awoman, with timeto st and ponder, such thingstell a
great dedl.”

THERE WAS awarmth in Egan’ sbreast, and it was not the sun, higher overhead. That anyone
should have remembered him then when he was young and whoally clean, and that such things should have



brought freedom, was awarming thought. The suspicion died in hisbreast. She could get plenty of dupes,
if that waswhat she wanted. He fell adeep, alittle smile on hisover bony face. And it seemed that Lua of
Vole bent over himin hisdeep, looking into hisface for along time, her eyeswet and shining. But that
must be adream. For she was not known as a sentimental woman, but as akind of Amazon hard-riding,
of hard hands and high, proud ways,; ruthlessin her dealings, and possessing wealth because of her hard,
harsh way of life. Or so he remembered.

The day wore on, the copse was utter still, the horses' feet still muffled and themsalves hid in deep
leafy shade, and dl that day Luaof VVole did not deep, but sat guard. Thelittle stream babbled very
pleasantly and drowsily, and L ua propped her sword so the point would waken her nodding head, and
her eyesremained open. It was not thefirst time she had watched over her desgping men.

The day died at last, and she woke Egan. They mounted and rode on northward and westward,
toward the ever greater mountains wherein lay hisold home and hers. Riding through the night was an
eeriething, dlent asthey both were and stranger one to the other, and Egan wanted very much to know
thiswoman creature who had done what no man would have donefor him.

“Thismust be avery vauable thing you want stolen, Lua, for you to go to so much trouble?’

“Itis, Egan,itis. Itisathing hard to believe. | had better tell you all about it. Y ou see, anong the loot
my husband collected from various places were many books, some of them old, some of them sirange
beyond the haf-wisdom we cdl learning today. After he was gone, and time hung on my hands, | read
some of those books, and | learned of some curious places on this round globe. Curious places, and
wonderful things| had not known true at all, or that they could exist. | want some of those things, and the
ones| want cannot be come by with the work of just ordinary men. Heard you ever of Erdis Cliff,

Egan?”’

“ErdisCliff?1 heard aslly tae of it asaplace of witchcraft that no man can enter, something like that.

Why?'

“That’ swhereyou are going to get thefirst of the things| want. And what that thing isyou will haveto
learn there, for She, the witch who hides there, has amap and other information of places and things not
on any map, that you must get for me.”

“I don't seewhy you think | can get it, if otherscan’t.”

“Egan, | never loved aman, | married young. He wasrich, not knowing what love was, till riding out
with the hounds and the whole herd of usfrom Vole, | saw you among the youths from Lehar Castle, one
among many, but standing out to my eyeslike a brand in the darkness. Love has no reason or rhyme, it
comes and goes, or stays. Y ou stayed in my heart, since that day, and you knew it not, and | did nothing
but wonder when the pain would stop. It did not stop, it istill with me.”

NOW IT came clearer to Ruy Egan. Her heart reached for him, had longed for him steadily, and at
last she had mixed up in her reason so many idle taleswith theimage of him she could not separate them!
Magic, and witches, and thefoolish tae of Erdis Cliff where theimmortal Feroniawaits dwaysfor the
man who never comes... Y e his heart bounded within him to know thiswoman loved him, however
strangely or madly or with what unreason. His pul se beat faster, and something came into the emptiness
ingdehim andfilled it warmly.

“What hasthat to do with Erdis Cliff, and jewels or what-have-you? What to do with the witch of
ErdisCliff?’

“I have read in a book that was not written on thisworld, of other worlds like our own, separated



from usonly by alittle dice of thing called multi-time, or space-time, or some other word meaning
dimensionsunknown, dl caled Smultane... That “magic’ isthe crossng and mingling of these worlds
planes of like, and the bringing of the knowledge of oneinto the other. And the way of thisisknown to
the Witch of Erdis Cliff!”

“Why do you want such athing asthat knowledge? It sounds like madness!”

“It is like madness, till you see such things and understand, Egan. Many of those worlds are but
halfway houses of civilization, and oursis one of them. Others have immense wisdom, and they have
conquered the secret of life, have put off death and age, and have pleasures beyond pleasure, have
immortd love”

“I amasmpleman, Lua. | havefought in awar, | have stolen, | have been many strange places and
wild ways| havefollowed, evil men | have known and women too. Y et these things you say sound like
madnessto me. Are you mad, Lua? For you have said you loved me dl these weary years...it would be
terrible to learn that you were mad!”

“I meant not to tel you anything, until I could show you, Ruy Egan. Not another word will | say, until
we have reached Vole, and you have dept and eaten and rested. Then together we will go over these
thingsin the old books, and you can decide whether | am mad or whether there is not away for you and
| to win more, much more than thislife around us ever has. This place of Erdis Cliff containsthe way and
the wisdom, but sheisagaing dl men, against women especialy, abitter soul hurt by timeand
circumstances and forces we do not even know exist. To get into her heart | wanted you, | thought that
asyou entered mine, you might enter hers...which is reason enough for awoman. Now no morewill |
say until | can show you the proof that wisdom is not even imagined among the people we cal civilized
today.”

“Have you taked with no one el se of these things? It seems odd that another than me should never
have been interested.”

“My mind and my heart turned aways to you, wanting you; and around me are only rude, untutored
men, thefolk of Vole, who serve me, but are not wisein any way that | need.”

THEY RODE on through the night and the increasing dark hills, and the moon rode serene overhead,
and Ruy Egan pondered the mind of thiswoman, so strangdly different wasit from what he imagined.
Mad she undoubtedly was, yet that madness had saved him from alifetime of toil and sarvation and
misery, and he would humor it to the bitter end, whatever that end might be. He could do no less! He
owed her that.

Toward morning they entered tht lower reaches of Vole pass, and ascended now through the forest
asthe morning brightened. The smell and the scent of things here were familar and nogtagic, bringing
back his boyhood when he hunted nuts under these trees, and shot squirrels with a crossbow, and swvam
in the cold pools of the rapids of Moray river, or hid himself away for wild daysin the dark caves of the
cliffsabove.

Aye, and glimpsed Luaof Thorny Ridgein her father’ s house, alonesomelittle girl peering out at the
world from behind the black skirts of her mother’ smaids. Spied upon the maids of the castle when they
went maying in the woods for flowers, and sometimes removed their burdensome clothesfor adip in the
stream where they were sure no one could see. But he had seen, from the rocky outcrops above the
stream. Wondered why maids hid that white beauty behind al the ugly petticoats, too.

“It were better if the folk here do not know who you are, the tale might get back, and we are not so
bold with others' rights as we used to be. So do not speak of your name, your face istoo changed for



them to remember you, | think.”

Toward noon they cameinto her home, the old worn stone walls of VVole fortress, where Faustis of
Hanemar from the north had made his hideaway, and had hiswife, and fretted over the children she had
not borne him between forays to the southward and west among the rich landownersfor gold and other
things needful. For such was hisway, and it was an old way indeed.

Smoky old beams and great hanging figured cloths and smoke wraiths from the ancient fireplace, the
rude faces of shepherds and worn-out men-at-arms, not ayoung man among them. The faces of women,
too, but not young. It was a household stricken by the years, he saw, withering and fading, and only the
fair face of Luato make it seem anything more than aforgotten place of rude people who care naught for
theworld and al itsworks. Among them al was only Luawith her degp-set eyes and fair skin and
flaming hair braided in a coronet of red-gold about her balanced head, the strong woman-lines of her, the
ruler here of dl things, he saw, the reason for its being.

They did not question him or her, they remembered that much from the old days of banditry. And a
thelittle sparksin her eyes, Egan saw they knew better than to question her about anything. They set
food before them, and poked up the firein the big room of the carven chairs, which smelled aready of
the few daysit had been empty and cold with her absence.

And she spoke no more of her mysterious purposes and her old books and her magic, and Egan
wondered if he had dreamed it, riding dong in the night. Eut her eyes were often on him, soft and warm,
awarmth amost incongruous in such awoman, so capable and so strongly made. A gentleness she had
not exercised enough for it to be natura was growing in her now on his account, he saw. She must have
been very young when she married, for time to have touched her not when everything el se about showed
the blight of it so deeply.

EGAN dept away three days, esting hisfill of mutton and cheese and bread and fruit and other smple
but wonderful things he was not used to having as adave. The weariness|eft his limbs and the pains | eft
his belly, and when he began to pace restlessy in the morning, she put up her needlework and led him up
into the round tower in one corner of the ancient stronghold.

There were severa chambersthere, with great metal-bound doors locked and bolted, and Egan
guessed that within there was riches enough to last aman for severa lives. But the door she opened
showed only bookshelves, and worn volumes in strange outlandish script of the past, and she closed and
locked the door after they entered.

That wasaweird day in Egan’slife. When they came down again, he knew that Luaof Vole was not
mad, but that he himsdf might be soon, if hisbrain did not stop spinning from the strange things she had
shown him. A book that can tell you how to bring aman from another world dive beforeyou, indl his
gear and otherworldly trappings, talk to him and then send him back a-packing—abook that can open
doorsinto strange sights beyond believing, of chimeraworlds where monsters swarm over each other
forever warring and growing fat upon it—of other times and places seen in aglass by the means of afew
drops of some strange liquid; and atube which shows the life beneath the range of the eye, little monsters
grown suddenly big under the eye to frighten aman out of hiswits—and atube to point up at the moon
and bring it down close enough to touch it with your hand, it seemed!

When darkness came, sheled him down again, locking the door after her carefully.

“ S0 you see, Egan, we do not know anything surely about anything, And some people do know, in
other places, and some on other worlds, quite close to us but once removed by some strange barrier we
cannot see or cross unless we know the way. And they have things we can use to great advantage, to



make our life rich and worth having, and we must win those things or die unloving and unloved—aswe
have both lived so far.”

“Lua, | thought you mad, | take it back. Y ou are sane, and thisis an ignorant world, asavage world
of foolish people. If you can win some of ; that wisdom of life you want by my help, I'll giveit you gladly.

The two strangers sat and ate, facing each other, and the joy of good food was palling on hisno
longer starved appetite, so that Egan began to ook on Lua more than before, and when he looked he
saw much that was wonderful to the eyes, and he stared too long and too often. Luaflushed at last under
hisregard, and turned her head away, and Egan asked:

“Give meforgiveness, | have so much to learn! Remember | am adave who did not expect life again.
Now that | havelifeagain, itisal centered inyou. | cannot take my eyes away for fear it will prove
untrue, and wake up again in the chains on the bare ground.”

“| have thought of you for years, Ruy Egan. Y et now you are here where | desired you so long, | fed
strange with you, and it hurts me that we are strangers to each other.”

“I never knew agood woman, Lua. | never knew awoman who had brains and had learned to read
and write and was beautiful too, who had lived acivilized life asyou have.”

“Mel Hah, it was not acivilized life, being the wife of Faustis. He was a murdering scoundrel, and |
aided and abetted him. | am no better. Y et it wasthat or die by hishand and he get another better suited
to hisways.”

“Widl, but you were brought up gently, | remember seeing you when you werelittle, in your fathers
house”

“| saw you too, more than once.”

“Oncel loved agirl, Lua, asyou say you have me. When | was fourteen yearsold | saw her. | could
not get nearer than twenty feet. It seemed some devilish barrier froze my limbs at that distance | hung
around her house, waiting for aglimpse of her. Then later, she married, and my love disappeared like a
ghogt inthe sunlight.”

LUA GOT to her feet, deek and lovely in the firelight, and moved languidly to agreat harp, running
her fingers acrossthe strings, thrilling the room with sudden humming sound.

“Who wasthat girl, Egan?’
“Your older sster, Sabrinal”
“Youfool! Sabrinaisthe younger ster, | am the oldest! It must have been me you sought.”

Luasat down on the double bench beside the fireplace, thefirelighting her hair and the lines of her
neck and back. Egan got up and went to her, standing beside her and looking down upon her bare
shoulders, white as cream, smooth and beautiful and strong and yet so dien to him. The embroidered
hem of her gown touched hisfeet. Green it was, with little fleur-de-lisin gold on it, and the green and
gold ran up intricately along the fine lines of her leg and thigh and waist, ending in two points below her
full breasts thrust. A soft white waist, deeveless and neckless, was held by a drawstring around the
shoulders, and the exposed upper breasts drew his eyes as women intend them to do. His were eyes
which for years had beheld no women but from adistance, and thisglory of her beside him warm in the
flickering firdight was strong magic in itsdf, making him quake inwardly with her nearness.

Egan dropped to his knees, there beside her, putting one lean black-haired hand on her knee, and



drawing her faceinto the light with brother hand.

“Woman, | am arude man too, and it is hard for me to show what | fed toward you who have done
this deed no man dared to do for me. | owe you my life. | giveit to you, Since you set such store by it, to
do with what you will. Y our will shdl be mine, and your orders my task-book. | have no more words
such as| said riding here for you to hear. If you are mad, then | will be madder, and outdo you in
insanity. If you want marriage, that isgood, | amwilling. If not, till | am yours, to do with what you
want.”

Her eyes, deepy-lidded, rested on his, burning deeply. And Egan looked into them, and saw there
stranger depths than he expected, but nothing to be afrighted of at al. After atime she put her hand on
hiswhereit rested on her knee.

“Later on, | will know. Meanwhile, be afriend, and study those writings said to be from the Red
Dwarf’ snotes. They tell of many things beside Erdis Cliff that we are headed toward. It were better to
know it dl. In a week, weride, Egan! Later, when | have what is needful, you will know why | wait to
tak serioudy of love.”

So Egan rose again to hisfeet, and after awhile she went and left him, and he dept donethat night, as
aways. Which was strange to him, after her words. But she was deeper than an ordinary woman; he
would be patient. Perhaps, knowing him close like this, she no longer wanted him? But her eyes had not
said that, thank the Dead God. For Egan knew that if he did not win thiswoman, he would never want
another.

CHAPTER TWO

FERONIA of Erdis, she. There, where the rainbow bridge met the face of the cliff, thrust into the
dark mouth of that impossible stone beast face, she stood, looking down upon her valey, waiting.

The dark wisdom of her presence, the sweep of her hair above the wide brows, the thoughtful eyes
black with mysery...

Something moved over there, coming painfully down the dopes, into her valley where no thing ever
camel

Feronia shaded her eyes with her hand, peering. Two figures on horseback, steadily nearing. For an
ingtant she hegitated, turning, beginning that gesture to her invisibles which would have hidden her home
from these interlopers. Then she turned back, the waiting on her face turning into a hope, amore keen
suspense of waiting. Perhaps they bore some word, they seemed to know where they were going, and
thiswastheir destination? They were but two.

Soit wasthat Luaof Vole and Ruy Egan found the home of Feronia, asthey had expected to find it.

Now, as Feroniawatched them approach, she saw by those aura signs known to immortals that
these were mortals, and ignorant people, strangersto her and to dl the world of things that mortals do
not accept because they cannot understand.

She smiled asad dow smile, thinking of the day that she had found Druga haf dead by the poal, just
asignorant and full of wonder at her saif.

The two dismounted at the foot of the shimmering bridge, and mounted toward her hand-in-hand,
somewhat dowly for fear of the strangeness of transgparence beneath their feet. It seemed to Egan that
this bridge crossed some wider gulf than met the eye, some strange whirling invisibility passing benegth



thefeet, asif timeitsaf were turning there within the glass-like stuff, and themselves now outsde of their
common world. Which was true enough, but unbelievable to Egan, and be shook the feding off, fixing his
eyesinstead upon the calm white figure waiting there by the great open meta door. On her shoulder the
long-legged black bird had perched itsdlf lifting its crest nervoudly at their gpproach, and ruffling its
feathers.

For along moment the two women faced each other there in front of Egan’s eyes, and what it was
that passed between them he did not know, except that it changed things. The flame of Lua shair above
the meta links of her mail, and beyond the dark deep eyes of thiswoman who was not woman as he
knew them, the antique of her body, the impression of height she gave dthough Luawastaler, the
Strangeness of this great beast’ s face of stone upon the cliff and the doors that were his mouth—all gave
Egan afear that would not leave, but stayed, shuddering and cold in hisbowels. But perhapsit wasthe
shadows that moved when no thing was there to cause such movement, or the sensing of deep power,
unheard but felt, behind and beyond this woman, that seemed to wait the movement of her hand.

“Luaof Vole, greetings,” murmured Feronia, o low and soft Egan barely heard.

“Feroniaof Erdis Cliff, | know you from the word-pictures that sent me to you. We seek what our life
cannot give us, Feronia”

Feronia smiled wearily, shaking her head alittle.

“Immorta love, you seek, | haveit Lua, and every day my heart breaksfor his absence. Could you
bear animmortd life, waiting for him to come again?’

Feronid s eyes had turned to Egan, asif she knew completely that this man was the center of Lua's
seeking.

“Ruy Egan, do you seek the same thing?’

“Her will ismine, strange lady of this mysterious place. What thereisin her imaginings and sudies|
know not, nor care greetly. | serve her, only.”

“I understand.” For one eternd moment her eyes burned into Egan’s, piercing and measuring, and
Egan felt theflame of her, thelittle sparksflickering in those dark eyeslike starsin anight sky, the cold
sweep of mind weighing him, and hefelt fear.

SHE TURNED again to Lua, and Egan did not know if that weighing had been favorable or not. She
took Lua shand in her own, looking at it, then leading her into the doorway, and Egan followed a step
behind. And as the door swung to, with a chittering and movement of the shadows, Egan sprang back
from the weight of the door fearfully, for no visble hand moved it. But the two women gppeared not to
notice hisfear.

“Thereisacode among us, Luaof Vole, which isharsh and strict and ancient and somewhat unjust.
But we live by it, and to give you what you seek, | must first test you, and the testing is not anything a
morta dwayslivesthrough.”

Luaonly nodded, noting every tiny gtitch of her clothing with her woman’ s appraising eye, noting the
cam grave strength of her, the eternal beauty that her eyes could hardly look at, for the thing ebout her
that was beauty was aso something like ahidden pain to her eyes, like too much sunlight. And everything
about her told Luathat she should have studied those strange captured books much more deeply, for this
woman was very truly not the same as ordinary people. Which removed for her the last faint doubt of any
of those awful words she had read, those terrible impossible pictures of worldswithin worlds, and pain



within agony, and death within death, struggle withm struggle, on and on forever repeating in every
dimengon of like.

Egan did not note anything but avague glory about him of impaossible tranducent walls beyond walls,
and vague gliding life that he could not see, and golden gleamings that were tapestries, and eerie carvings
that were chairs, glittering shiningsthat were jewelsinset in strange pictures, or on their chair backs, or in
the eyes of agtatue. Hefdt like aman at awoman’ stea party, and shuffled hisfeet, not daring to sit.

Acrossthe cool splash of alittle fountain, Egan watched the women, and listened to the words of the
dark one, and wondered if he was not mad to think that this place was red and himsdlf insdeit.

“But if you two will do aservicefor me, we can avoid the most harsh phases of the testing, for we
have that latitude, we can favor some applicantsif they are ableto do usaservice. And certainly you can
do measervice, and certainly | should repay you if you did, in spite of any code among us. Which iswhy
we are dlowed such latitude by those Elders who once enforced the laws.”

“We would do the service anyway, but to earn your favor, what could we do for such asyou? | do
not understand!” Lua had herself in hand, but her eyes betrayed her, following the shadows that should
not be, sometimes, and other times flicking to Egan to test for an ingtant the substance of redlity. For
Egan wasthe only thing in those hallsto her eyesfamiliar and existant beyond doulbt.

“| am anchored to this plane in certain ways, | can not travel where and when | please, for none
would remain to open the door back for me. That ishow | lost my one man and my only son, you see.
Waiting here for their return, to let them in again to me, wasfatal for usboth. Y et it could not be
otherwise with uswho are not of the Smultane.”

“Y ou mean, they, your man and others, went into the other worlds that turn about us, passed on
where none may go without losing lifel”

“He went, and when | was peering after him in my doorway, our child went into that place, and |
could not follow, for one must dways hold the way, €l se there would be no fixed thing in dl the universe
for them. So | lost them both, my son and my lover, hisfather. So | wait, and hard it iswith my heart
crying, ‘go to them!” Yet | cannot, for there would be no return, even if | found them.”

“Y ou would send us after them? What makes you think we could return, if he cannot, who knows
more how to cope with such things?” Luawas looking a Feronid s sad face searchingly, trying to sense
what was for her too deep for understanding.

“I do not think it, it isamatter of chance only. And my heart is hard with waiting, and if you will not
go for himwho loves me, why | will not do for you those things you seek. That ismy propostion.”

FERONIA waited, but on Lua s set face she already knew her answer. She would not stop for any
threat of death or lossin those terrible planes between the life globes of variant now. But Luadid not
know what she faced in truth, and Feroniadid not intend to tell her, for she wanted one whose life was
more by far than theirs, her son. These were but mortas, who unlessfortunate, were ephemera as midge
flies. Let them then earn aless short life, was the ancient dictum. Therewasawisdom init, however
harsh. Let them seek, and find. Let them strive, and conquer or die. Then at least those who lived would
beworthy of life.

“Soitwas, andis, and will be,” murmured Feronia, and Luaonly looked at her with tragic eyes.

Egan heard, and amost understood that L ua was going to accept this death they were offered on the
dim chance it was not a death, but something lessterrible. Egan did not care greatly, since she had



refused hersdf to him, and he saw now nothing esein life worth having, even after al the things he had
longed for asadave.

“Wewill need ingtruction, witch of the cliff.” Lua svoice was harsh, for shefelt Feroniahad a
usurer’ s heart, and was not dealing exactly fairly with them. “We will need to know many things, to go
there where no thing goes and lives”

“Of course, Lua. Itisnot asyou think, but it isbad enough. | have no other way to get him back, else
| should make such demands of you never. But for him, | must do thisto you two.”

“Thereit can be years, and here but minutesto you.”

“Thereit can be minutes, and herelong lifetimes. Which hopeiswhat kegps mewaiting and dive and
the way open for him, | do not know.”

DAY SPASSED, and Egan wore now apermanent look of fixed astonishment, for al the world he
knew had turned to insubgstantia veils of gauze besde the redlities he saw daily. And thisday they were
ready, and Feronia showed them the door that was not a door, but a flickering dread nothingness that
went in and in forever into the rock, or into space, or where one could not see for the blue flames that
licked always upward and across that tube of force.

Hand-in-hand they two walked into that tube, and dong it, and the flames burned at them, the vibrant
forcesof it stung their feet, but something e se from behind them exhilarated and protected them, and they
walked on, courageous and with high heads.

Now through the walls they saw the naked anatomy of the Smultane, and about it the immateria
tenuous whirling lacy curtains of repeated Nows, thin—separated by only Time, asthe leaves of abook
unlesfing inthewind.

“On one of those painted windows that are worlds like our own, but different, iswhere our quarry is
trapped.” Lua svoicewas strong in Egan’ s ears, strong and brave, yet it wavered asif from very awe of
the terrible repeated variance of the smultane, which morta eyes never see.

“What would happen to usif that dark lovely witch of Erdis shut off the great machine that throwsthis
flow of energy upon which wewak?" asked Egan, staring hard at Lua sface, transparent now astinted
glass, atdl ghost of alife, wavering beside him as athin wine glass shivers from repeated ringing blows.

“Wewould blink out like two lights the wind blew upon, and this fearful tube of force with us of
course” Luadid not look a Egan, but her eyes searched dways the fearful complexities of the repeated
planes of immateria redity, separated by the dark nothings that she felt were just as much asomething,
but a something beyond her eyes’ search, or her mind’ s grasp.

“We must travel to the end of this, no matter what may happen to stop us, for that is how this Druga
of hersplanned. Then hewasto return, without delay. But he did not return.”

“And neither will we, without him, Egan. | could not bear her face, to come back without her little
son.”

Egan fdll to watching the endless shadow play of life and the cities and works and movements of the
worldsthat their strange vibrant walkway seemed to drive through as a pit through afowl, or asa sword
driven through the pages of a picture book—and each page was world-without-end to his eyes,
gretching beyond sight. Tall towers, square and endlessy windowed, wherelittle ships flew through the



air, and big ships plowed the oceans, and men lived and died there on that immaterial transparence that
wasto him but astinted glass or the film of sogp bubbles, and achild peering into the clustering walls of
the bubbles. They passed on through the walls of thisworld of speeding planes and smoking shipsand
clanking machines and another world, and another, and many another till, each different and varied, yet
monotonoudy the samein aweird repetition of shape and size and movement and meaning to his eyes.

Far off they could fed Feronia manipulating the terrible power that upheld them, and the tubes about
them seemed to lower, and their somachs felt the rush downward.

“Thetime she st for us has passed, and sheistrying to set us exactly down where she sat her man
down, and left him there. She has done exactly as she remembered it, and if sheisright in her work, we
will find sometrace of him, and if not—why we had better just stay where chance leaves us.”

“We can try and try again, Egan. If we return to the tube of force, she will know, and will repest the
cdculaion differently.”

NOW IT seemed the tube lay open before them, and they walked out on the plane of the smultane,
as Egan thought. But immediately they stepped upon that bare and awful rock of the ever-exigtant, it
changed, and there was grass over soft earth, springy under their feet, and the frightening transparence of
the inconsequentid redlity had gone, the smultane was gone from their eyes, hidden by the Now redlity of
the world they had set foot upon.

“Now blaze thetrees, here, Egan. While you mark the circle of the trunks, | will make sure we can
step back.”

Egan took out the sword she had given him that night in the dave pen, and hacked off the bark of one
great trunk in ayard wide blaze, and then went on to another. The silence woke his mind from the work,
and he spun about. His companion had done as she said, stepped back into that force tube! She was
nowhere to be seen by hiseyes!

Egan ran to the spot, three strides away—stepped up dong that unseen plane that was to be theretill
they were ready to use it—and hisfoot struck earth. Hetried again, and found it, scrambling, and at once
solidity faded about him, far underneath the awful rock showed bare and blue and cold, many-sided and
cliffy asamountain range, himsdf poised aboveit like abird on thewing.

Now that transparent veil of this sphere he saw the glade, and the blazes he had made on the trees,
and standing there the form of Lua, turning about, her mouth open, shouting Slently to him.

Egan darted to the mouth of the tube, and nearly fell to fed earth, rocking on hisfeet like a seaman
coming off ship. The tube was gone, the glade about him silent and empty. He shouted:

“Lua, quit this play-acting and show yoursdf!”

The moments did by terribly, each one heavier for him. Then he darted back into the tube, and there
shewas, transparent beside him, but not in the tube—in the glade. But the glade was different, subtly, the
sun was not morning, but late afternoon.

Egan sat and wondered it out to himself that since they had failed to keep hand-in-hand as the witch
had explained, they could not now get together till both entered the tube again. For the timeswere
different in and out, and only hand-in-hand could the Nows coincide!

Now Egan reached out with his hands through the flickering blue flame of the end of the tube, and
reached into the transparence of the fugitive Now where Lua sought him hopelesdy, and waved his hand.
Luasaw it, and cameto him.



When she stepped in, an understanding of Feronia s agony of years came into Egan’ smind, and he
clasped Luato his heart with ahug that made her cry out with pain. Fiercely he whispered to her lips' red
wating:

“Know this, Lua, | will not lose you to any other thing or time or place, and live. Think you | want the

fate that tears dwaysthe heart of that poor woman in her cliff back there? Whenever we are near this
tube, our hands must be as grown to each other!”

And Lua, who had not yet even given in to her long love for this man, and he pressed hislips hot on
hers, her body quivered againgt him eager and hungry, and they both knew that for them was only each
other always. Neither of them wondered why it had been so, apart, that she had still loved him, and why
he had been unfortunate and fallen dave, for both now understood that men and women mate their
complement or lead unlucky lives! And then they had been separated by the walls of circumstance as
here they had been separated by the frail walls of timeitself! Both understanding now by this chance of
their separation how it had been in the past when they were young, athing between them, abarrier as
impossible to circumvent, now removed by the vagary of chance.

“Itissowelearn of love, Ruy Egan! Not by intention, not by accident, but by seeing how it can be
hed!” Her eyeswere wet againgt hisface.

Egan sad: It isblindness, sirange ignorance which they never manage to remove and reach the
smultane together, a smultaneous seeing each of the other that isa marriage mightier than any priest’s.
Down thereisthe ultrasmultane of terrible ever-life. Here over it are we and the ephemerad worlds of
repeated Nows unfolded in the wash of strange energies across the solid world of All.”

LUA SOBBED alittle, in hisarms, at al the wasted years behind them. “If only, Egan, we had
known what foolish flimsy barriers there exist, we could have torn them aside and reached each other.”

“I was blinder than you, Lua. | did not even see you wanted me. To me you were apesak unscaable,
beyond dreams, beyond my sphere. That was my opinion of thiswall between people. What it is| know
not, but it is somehow like the Now that is the plane of life, separated by the dark space between the
worlds”

“Perhapsit is unscaable, that unseeable but terrible wall. Mayhap thereis no way acrossit, but only
at certain times or placeswhereit overlaps.”

“It seemsthat way. But hurry, now, Lua, we upset the witch’ stime-table for our passing. Keep tight
hold, we go into the Now.”

They stepped again across the flickering bisection of the plane by the tube of time-energy, and felt
their feet gtrike the solid Now of this strange plane of life that was around world.

There on the great bole of atree was the blaze he had just cut moments ago, and rain had wet it, and
mould had grown upon the fresh white-dashed wood. Egan wondered at the complex mystery of this
Universe of worlds Feroniahad plunged them into. How many days had become yesterday while they
stood pressed lip to lip and breast to breast there in the mouth of the power-flow from the witch’ sweird
ancient machine?

Still walking hand-in-hand, they passed on through the wood, and now and then Ruy Egan struck a
blaze from atree asthey passed, for if they did not find the exact spot of the tube opening they could
never leavethisworld.



A GREAT pig ran squealing from before them, as the two came out upon a height, where the [and fell
away in great sweeps of forest and of green naturd unkept fields. Far below were farm dwellings, and
farther on, by itself upon alarge stretch of velvet green, the sharp white walls of atemple, pillared and
low-roofed, like the Classic Greek,

Without thought they turned their faces toward the temple, scrambling down the near dopes of
crumbling rock, and out upon the cropped fields. Here and there were groups of sheep, and in the shade
asprawling boy, adeep.

So walking, stimulated by the cam beauty and peace of the scene to a keen sense of enjoyment, they
followed the dim paths of the herds-boys, and more and more frequently their steps startled apig in the
brush.

Now there were vineyards, and sheds and low thatched dwellings, and people who turned their eyes
away and did not speak. Their clothing was strange and rude and very little of it, but their bodieswere
fine and sun-browned and their features regular as sculptures. Some were fair-haired, and others
dark-locked and olive-skinned. But one and dl refused to look at the two strangers, Luain her suit of
light chain and the curved sword at her hip, the mask of her helmet lifted and looking very handsomein
therig; Egan in ahunting coat of leather once her husband' s, with ahat of green felt and a cock’ sfesther
init, and at hiswaist the same sword she had put in his hand the night she had freed him. Incongruous
and dien they must have seemed, to these rude shepherdsin their rough tunics and sandds, but that their
passing should be looked upon with an eye of utter disregard was to them awonder and anill omen,
Egan put it down to fear of their supernaturd nature, and tendered them the same lack of attention.

They waked on through the silence that attended their footsteps, to rise into awhispering discussion
of them after they passed, and presently were looking across alow stonewall to the white, strange
temple.

Here and there rooted the same man-sized grest pigs, and it seemed to Egan that these pigs were
tendered the same disregard, intentiona and somehow insulting, that was directed upon themselves.
There was something about those pigs that struck achord in Lua' s memories of her chaotic studies, but
what it was she could not recall. For what is so common as apig, and how could apig seem to be
important, even such very big pigs as these, and so many of them, and so busy everywhere a their

rooting?

Egan vaulted the low wall, waist high, and helped Lua across, and sde by side they walked toward
the temple, feding that if knowledge was present here in these rude farm people, it would be in the
templeonly.

Now asthey came round the wide corner of the building, they entered a paved court, and thiswas
the pillared front they had seen from the mountain sde,

On the flags were severa square stools, four-legged and strong and carved, and on the stools were
severad women, young and matrons and girls not yet fourteen, gathered in agroup about one personage,
awoman weaving. They were intent upon her swift-fingered hands upon the shining fabric, and Luaand
Egan stood, their eyes drawn by the focus of the other eyesto the glittering stuff and the bright pattern of
it, and the hands that moved so swiftly over it asto seemablur.

In Lua s mind memory evoked a phrase: “that shining stuff the Gods are wont to weave,” and she
wondered as she looked at the noble figure of the woman at work, and all the others agaze, that she
should fed for her such awe and such fear and other emotions too intense quite to understand, too swiftly
passing and changing to name or know their nature. Her mind was a chaos.



LUA’SEYESIeft the group, from very wonder weary, and passed on to the temple front, and up to
the low wide doorway where the coal interior could be seen in dim shadows, and over the doorway big
letters spelling out aword. Her eyes picked out the letters one by one, noting the shaping and the clever
clean work of the stone-cutter. Idly she spdlled it out, aloud: C-1-R-C-E!

Asthe meaning of theword struck home, her memory brought the whole meaning of the scene clear
to her, and she gave alow cry of startled wonder. “Circe, shetoo isthen eternal, and not vanished inthe
past of any singleworld!”

For the multitudinous details of the amultane planes of life were dl too much for her mind asyet, and
she could not understand that each world is but arepetition of the other, but with adifferent
now-bi section of the smultane. Which was no wonder, for her studies were made without teacher, by
accident, spurred on only by the keen curiosity of her birthright of asharp, inquiring mind. Few students
of the mysteries ever learn the facts of Smultane, and the details of the repetitive Nows of life, in one
mortd lifetime.

At her cry, the whole absorbed group of women turned, and saw the strangers come among them,
and Circe s hands | eft off the weaving, and her eyesturned to their faces. Seeing they were not of her
world, she got to her feet with sharp interest, for intrepid and few are those who cross the planes of time.

Strangely enough, her eyes were the only eyes which focused quite correctly upon them, the others
eyes seemed to have difficulty finding their shapes, wandering about in their sare asif Sartled to hear
words where no one stood.

As she stood, Egan was struck with the awful beauty of her, and knew fear and attraction of an
intense kind, both a once, and knew again that this experience was teaching him of the redlity of
super-naturd life, for hereit was before him.

Egan turned his eyes from the broad-browed beauty, and beyond her, through the trees, he could see
the sea, with white topped waves rolling inward, and it was strange to him he had not seen the seafrom
the heights, but could now seeit.

Her voice brought his eyes back to her face. He could not understand the words, and shook his head,
noting that L ua aso shook her head.

Circe now tried another tongue, and another, and then he heard his own speech come from her mouth
with a strange antique sound, asif she had learned it centuries before, when it was spoken that way. He
had heard oldsters use those words in just that way.

“Whence comeye, and what seek ye, from what world, that ye know not ye tread forbidden soil 7’

LUA’SVOICE waslow and firm, but very careful and dow, asif shefeared to anger thisbeing, and
wanted very much to be fully understood.

“We comein search of acertain being’ s mate, who islost somewhere in these multi-planed worl ds of
the many Nows. To save her heart and her life from intolerable sorrow, help us, O
one-whom-we-know-not, but reverence for the power we know you possess. This man was of a
rose-purple skin, very big, and alittle child followed after him, unknown to him. It ishisson, and hers
who sent us. Help us, Circe of wisdom, Circe of the kind generous heart, and show us not your anger.
We are but messenges of agreater one.”

It was strange to Egan to hear the humble tone of Lua’ s voice, who was not apt to be humbleto any
one, but the reverse. Helooked at her, and saw her keen mind struggling with the things she saw that



were too much to understand, and the careful wit of her working on her faceto play no note of her voice
the wrong tone, the sharp wakefulness of her eyesintent to missno bit of learning in thiswoman that
might betray itsdlf to her. Egan fdt alittle humble before the pirit and the mind of Lua—showing then on
her like light upon what was before in shadow. His eyes flashed back to the face of the Sorceress, and
some vaguetae of his childhood gave him memory of what she might be, but that was all. But hiseyes
gave evidence, and his senses made sure, that here was no ordinary life, but something €l se that was no
woman born of life as he knew it. No eyes so big and deep and yellow-green, no hair so rich and
lustrous and shining, no skin so velvet soft upon flesh so firmly moulded and dive upon her noble frame.
No lips so flexible as to be both soft and firm in one breath, no spirit of woman as he knew her could
flash itsdlf through so many swift changes, merely from thinking about they two before her. Thiswasan
intense and voluptuous creature, vastly dive and hungry for more and yet more of the pleasures of
life—and having the wisdom needful for wringing from thet life what she wanted of it al.

Crudty was on her face, and generosity, alustfulness about the mouth that came and went
flickeringly, asif hiding. And above these swift betrayed emotions was a nobility that denied them, yet
seemed to look at them, asaman looks at hisfingers, wondering how they do accomplish dl thethings
that are demanded of them.

The harsh line of thought between the thick straight brows, too heavy for beauty but made beautiful
by theway the hairs grew, dl in their places perfectly, accenting the broad white sweep of brow,
ba ancing the strong cheekbones and round firm chin. Luxurious nogtrils, firmly carved, moving with her
breath like an animal’s, a breath swifter than those about her by twice. It was aface intensely human,
betraying al the human weaknesses of passion and anger and thoughtless indulgence, but so much greater
by the intense strength of her were these things that they were God-like.

Egan knew himsdlf to be agaunt figure from an impoverished and hateful world, in her eyes, and felt
ashamed of the gaunt great body of him, and the shameless stare of his own eyes upon her, and turned
half way ’round to keep from such sharp regard.

NOW THERE came scampering from the dim depths of the temple alittle boy, seemingly of four
years or S0 of age, and came up to Circe, putting his hands upon her skirts and hanging there, hiding his
head in the rich sheer folds, peeking out at them with black, deepset eyesthat were familiar to Egan’'s
memory like the eyes of someone he knew! Curly and jet-black his hair, well-set his head; supple and
strong and active, yet his skin was an off-shade of white, a purplish cast in the shadows of it! A strange
aien look to him from the others, he was no son of any of these women who stood slent and taut,
waiting for Circe' swelcome to make them regard the two interlopers with eyesthat saw them. And Egan
wondered if they could see the two with whom Circe talked, for ever their eyes seemed to search for
them, and then turn away, afraid.

Circe caught the boy up and pressed it to her lush breasts, kissed it fondly, then poised it astride her
hip, holding it with one hand as she turned again to them.

“Thereisalong message | want you to take back to your mistress, of whom | know. Shewill not like
the message, but | don't think she can do much about it. | have her Druga, and her child, and | have use
for both of themin thework | do, and that isfar more important than anything she doeswith her life or
would do with theirs”

“Have you ever seen Feronia sface?’ asked Lua, startled to hear Circe admit she intended to keep
another’ s husband and child.

Sometensionin Lua stone, and on Circe' sface made Egan put in his oar, to avert the imminent
sorm.



“What isthiswork you spesk of and itsimportance? Perhaps we too could be important cogsin this
ginof yours?’

Now asthey taked, the maids and matrons about Circe went silently away, one by one, and Egan
noted each for the grace of their going and the swing of their hips, the light youth of their steps and the
bright colors of the dyesin their peplums or shifts. Whatever they called them it was ashamethey hid
those bodies with them.

Presently there came and stood behind Circe two tal warriors with high nodding-plumed helmets, and
great round shields and short wide bronze swords. And Egan knew he did not want any of their fighting.

Meanwhile he had better listen to the proud words she was so rapidly tossing at hisears:

“How can | explain to mortasthe high designs of an immortal, who spends lifetimes preserving for
men onelittle bit of the great wisdom of the past—who works night and day to bring the plan of the
immortasfor the smultane state into complete fruition? Who are you to come aguestioning Circe? Bah,
your mistressisawitlessfool to send such asyou to myself. Go back, and tell her | have need for such
men as Drugain my work, and not of such ignorant ephemerae asyourselvesat all.”

Lua sface flushed rosy red and raised an inch in anger as Circe insulted them, but she only repeated
inatight, hard and angry little voice her question,

“Saw you ever the face of Feronia, Circe?’

“I spend my endless weary time devising for the good of man, to raise him from hislow estate to
something more than mortal, and | find aman able and willing to help mein my work, and achild smart
and ableto learn theimmorta wisdom | aone possess—and this mistress of yours sends you to take
them back! No, no little people, Drugathe Bold stays here with me, and al otherslike him will | keep for
my own use, and no talk of tears of broken hearts or mothers empty armswill turn me from my intended
work. Go back, you two pygmies of the life-stream, and tell your mistressto find another mate. To have
another child, and to keep them both where they belong, not drop them into the interstices of time's
meanifold wrinkles”

“Could wetalk with thisman, so that we can tell our mistress how helooks, and that hishedthis
good, and that he asked after her and wetold him?’ Lua svoice had lost its anger, but was till cold and
alittle quiver init, as one speaking gently to a poisonous serpent about to strike, to turn away its thought
to some other thing to avert its poison fangs.

BUT CIRCE had turned from them, and gone into her temple entrance, till bearing the child on her
hip, and the two warriors still stood, facing them and not moving, so that they could not follow her.

Slowly they turned away, and walked back through that antique village of shepherds and vine-raisers,
and back into the forest, and there lay themsel ves down upon the mosses to rest and deep. And
everywhere about the pigs rooted and waddled, or ran from their presence lumbering and dow, like old
men too fat to move properly.

“Lua, | don't get her talk, or her actions. Is she mad?’

“Y ou thought me mad at first. Wejust don’t understand her, that isal.”
“What canwedo if sheisso totdly against us?’

“Try to get to the man. He could help us!”

“After dark, Lua, we |l scout the place, see where heis kept.”



“Shetalkslargdy of high designsand hard work. | suspect shelies, is an enchantress of some low
degree compared to such as Feronia, who yet thinks she can thwart her of this Druga, but why she would
want to risk her anger | don’t know.” Luaturned over on her side, composed hersdlf to deep.

“Sheisan attractive creature...” murmured Egan, to see what Luawould say.

“Hmmph,” said Luaof Vole.

DARKNESS came, and they awoke from the chill of the night. Sitting up, Lua saw waiting beside
them avery large purple pig, who regarded them steadily and unabashed, did not flee at their movement
as had the others. She shook Egan to make him notice, and both sat, observing the strange pig, which
was very eary in the dimness. Purple and huge he was, and his snout curioudy un-pig-like. Presently he

spoke:

“I am the man you seek. My brothersin distresstold me of your visit, and | trailed you here by means
of my nose, whichisgood, | assure you. For instance, you of the metal shirt have amost pleasant odor,
areyou afriend of Feronid s?’

“Y ou are Druga? And Circe made you into apig? But why?’ Lua stood up, and went and bent over
him, exploring his hide and pig-face with her hand.

“These Elder survivors have different ways of thinking than more modern souls, and | don't think she
needswhat we cal ‘why’ in her vocabulary. This pig-changing stunt of hersisan old one, spoken of in
the lore of more than one world where she haslived. | knew better, but | wanted to talk to her and see
what the truth about her doings really amounted to. | learned. She preserves men in this guise for some
project she hasin mind, just what | can’t quite figure. We don’t run away, for sheisthe only one who
can change us back to men again, you see. It saves her trouble guarding us, she lets us run wild.
Presently, sheisgoing to take us al to some world sheis preparing to colonize, where we are to take our
places as her people.” So she seizesdl the men she can get hold of. Ridiculous habit for awoman to
cultivate, I'd say.”

“Eh, | seem to have been lucky.” Egan wasfedling hislimbs, to make sure some such change had not
overtaken himin hisdeep.

“Yes, shedidn't take afancy to your style. Y ou are too starved looking for her taste, you would
make avery poor looking pig.”

Luawasthinking. “Druga, hadn’t we better take you back to Feroniathe way you are? Do you know
how long you have been here in this condition?’

“Why, it has been afew weeks. | supposethetimeratesarealittle different.”

“It seemed to my mind that your Feronia has been waiting there alone for you for more than alifetime
of ordinary years. It has been aterribly long time on our world.”

“Can’t go back without the boy, you know. And besides I’ m ashamed for Feroniato know | got
mysdf into this shape.”

“Never mind your being ashamed! She'll be glad to see you evenin apig-skin, Druga. If you could
see her face and the awful strain of waiting dl these years.”

“Funny she never came, or sent some one.”



“If she had, who would operate the machine of the tube? She can’t leave; she done knows the way
of themachine”

“Yes, of course, | forgot. Well, | can’t get the boy in this shape, but | can take you to him. Steal him,
and we' Il get off thisidand. That woman isfull of thewildest ambitions| ever found inamind. Smply
impossible plansfor dominion over man. She wantsto be the tyrant of al time, if you ask me. Do you
know how many pigsthereare on thisidand?’

“No, doyou?’

“No, redtop, | don’t. But there are so many | can’'t even find enough acornsto keep meinflesh. I'm
losng weight, running it off.”

“I wouldn't trust those sheep herdersif | was carrying al that bacon around with me,” Egan smiled at
the purple pig. “1 wouldn't worry about losing some of it. Gradudly is better than dl at once!”

NOW, TOWARD morning, they stole into the temple of Circe, and the pig led them to the crib
where the child dept. The pig said acharm that kept the woman by the crib soundly asleep. They took
the child and mounted him on hisfather’ s back and went back the way they had come.

So it was that as the morning broke again over the Cliff of Erdis, Luaof Voleled the purple pig and
the little boy out of the tube of force into the cliff-palace of Erdis, and Egan came out, too, glad to be free
of the fear of the forcesthat were too much to understand.

“Feronia” cried the purple pig, “I"m back! Oh, but it's good to see you again!”

Her dark face smiled, then frowned, and she picked thelittle boy off hisback and hugged it, then
turned it over her knee and soundly spanked the child until it screamed.

Setting the boy down, she shut off the power of the great time-force generator that did twist dl the
linesof then and there into atube of here and now, and the tube blinked out; the strange holein the
walls of the many worlds disappeared, and the chamber was empty of the terrible hum of it.

“Now thisistoo much, to come back to me asapig, of that particular exotic hue of hide. It istoo
much for awoman to bear! It was bad enough when you fell into that nymphomaniac’ sarmsl
Doris—Antheawas hardly fair, but at least she gave you back in one piece and your self whole and well.
But thistime you' ve gone too far! However do you manage to get yoursdlf into such scrapes? Now
Mors only knows how much research it will take to get you back to your own inadequate form again.
Maybe it would be smpler to leave you thisway...”

Which scolding voice the purple pig seemed to enjoy, nuzzling about Feronia s graceful kneeswith his
big wet snout, and smiling gently with his huge mouth that could have bitten off her leg.

Luaand Egan stole dlently from the two, the scolding dark-eyed witch now weeping and clasping the
gresat purple pig about the tremendous neck, and the pig seeming to weep too.

CHAPTER THREE

IN THE MORNING, in that dim-lit palace of antique wonder, Luaand Egan awoketo find atal
purple mae summoning them to breskfast. He was dressed in loose-fitting Turkish trousers of lavender,



with golden scimitars embroidered, avest of brilliant blue silk and apair of carpet dippers. Ashe sat
down to table across from Feronia and beside themselves, making four at table, Egan surmised that
sometimein the night Feronia had managed to learn and execute the necessary antidote for the spell
Circe had put on him.

“Most uncomfortable being apig,” said Druga, his mouth full of toast and egg. “And | had dways
thought apig led alazy lifel Why | was busy morning till night just satisfying my appetite, running about till
my bones ached with weariness, looking for something to eat.”

Feronia, quite composed, but looking a bit weary asif she had been up agreat part of the night,
greeted them with asmile for each. Any doubts Luahad had of her intention to fulfill her promise to them
was driven from her mind by her words:

“I have promised you your desire for wisdom and for life such asmy own, and | will giveit to you.
But thereisadedl of work attached.”

“I cantel you that!” Drugawas very emphetic, hiseyesrolling a them reminiscently. “Sheisadave
driver, when there iswork to be done, and that process of making amorta into animmortal is extremely
complicated. Moreover thereis no end to it, you go on and on doing things to the body to make it
resstiveto time, or what passesfor time to most people, the destruction of disintegrant force. Y ou see,
Luaand Ruy, | appreciate what you have done for me and my son, and | intend to help with your
re-education into our way of life.”

“What isthis disintegrant force you say is mistaken for time?” asked Lua, her eyes on Druga shig
handsome body alittle too interestedly.

“Wdl, inthe universe thereisa growing of al things, and thereisa burning away of dl things, for
one must balance the other. Oneis called integrant, and the other disintegrant, or dis for short. One
keeps on living by surrounding onesdlf, and filling onesdlf with the most active integrant substances and
energy flows one can get hold of. It isenormoudy complicated. It takes ared magician to accomplishit.
Itisavery old science, such magic, and few there are anywhere who manage the thing successfully.”

Feroniatook up the ingtruction from Druga s somewhat haphazard description. “The immortal
surrounds himsdf with afocus of integrant flows of energy, and fills himsdlf with certain substances that
induct the integrant forcesinto hisflesh and blood. The morta who does not do that, is burnt away asthe
burning particles gather in the body unresisted and not cast out again.”

“Why don’t you teach this processto al people, Feronia?’ asked Lua “Must they al go on dying,
from pureignorance?’

“Thereisan ancient compact among immortas everywhere to keep it to themselves. | do not wholly
approve, but | cannot struggle againgt the might of much more ancient wizards. As| told you, we have
the right to break this contract only for those who have done us some important service.”

“Like Circe, they are alot of decadent, ill-intended old debauchees,” said Druga, hiseyesangry and
frustrated. “But they are too powerful to argue with overmuch, and their laws must be accepted. When
the worlds turn about enough, and a certain place is reached in the arc of Bon; asegment of the world
circuit of macro-space, you know, why there will be anew order come to being, and that will be
changed. Until then, we do our best with things asthey are.

“So today you two will serve as Feronia slaboratory assstants, while she studies her thaumaturgical
pursuits, and | will take care of young Branchus, here.”

Thetwig was busily ascending the brawny leg of Druga, and presently sat himsdlf there on hislap a



table, and began reaching for food.

“Thereisaded of astonishing things about it dl, which to Feroniaare familar and she hardly mentions
aswonderful. For instance, among the immortals are those who have been living so long, their growth
entersanew phase, an onward step in life; and these ancients become something vastly more than matter
of flesh. They are able to cast themsalvesinto hyper-space as avortice of energy, to reassemble again
into flesh in another part of space or in another plane of matter, to traverse the myriad Nows which you
crossed in Feronia stube of force, without apparatus, merely by willing their bodies to overcome the
barriers between. These are liveswho have forgotten their beginnings, for the most part, and recognize
no kinship with men like you and I. Of them all, | have only made friends with one, Mors, and sheis
superior to any of the others, to my way of thinking.”

“But that is advanced study, and they are not ready to understand such things, Druga. Give them time,
please!”

A YEAR passed, and another, or were they years? Neither Luanor Ruy Egan knew any more
whether they were there one year or ten, so absorbed were they by their work.

Now Ruy Egan and Druga were both men used in the past to adeal of outdoor activity, and one day
when the two women had hurried off to the lab to attend to a certain diverting experiment having
something to do with the foetus of an gpe and the crestion of something which they would not mention
from it, and themsdves were barred from the lab in consequence of thiswish for feminine secrecy ...
Drugaproposed alittle “hunting” as a change.

“Whether it’ s going to be a cockatrice or asuccubae | don't know and can’'t work up much
enthusiasm for these more spectacular and less useful avenues of research,” Drugawas saying. “Solet’s
saddle up and get out inthe air.”

Ruy was very much in favor of theidea, but he remembered Feroniadigtinctly telling Drugaonly last
week “not to get any such ideasin hishead and go gdlivanting off and into trouble again. For she had
quite enough of it for along, long time to come.” Which words Egan quoted to Druga, for hehad a

hearty respect for Feronia s ability.

“But man, she doesn’t mean I’ m not to get abreath of air if | want it. Why, if we listened to women
al the time we would never do anything but mind the baby and do the laundry. Am | aman or amouse?|
ask you!”

“Thetroublewith that is” said Egan, with agrimace, “that your dear wife can change us both into
miceif sheisdriventoit, and | for one have no desirefor thefate. I’'m not married to her, you know, and
shewouldfind it nolossif | did become amouse.”

“Tom can take care of the boy. HE'samost reliable hob-goblin. Come on, man! After dl, I’'m your
host, and | can’t sit here and watch you pine away to a shadow for the want of a breath of air.”

With misgivings Egan got out the horse that had brought him there, and Druga saddled up avery
peculiar looking elderly grey mare, and they rode off up the valey in the shadow of the greet cliff of
Erdis

That there was something €l se on the big purple man’s mind Egan could see quite well, for they had
brought nothing in the shape of weapons but the swords at their belts, and you can hardly shoot rabbits
with asword.



Asthey rode hard and steadily north-by-east for agood three hours, and it became evident it would
take the rest of the daylight to get back to the cliff, Egan asked: “1 don’'t know what you' re thinking, and
| don’'t want to be akill-joy or a spoil-sport or atimid goose or anything, but still and dl | don’'t want to
anger your wifein any way. And if we are going to be homein timefor supper we' Il have to spur these
none too rapid mounts most of the way!”

“WE re not going to be home for supper, and you can rest your mind on that score. | have to assert
mysdf alittle oncein awhile you know, and I'm not living dl my daysjust exactly for Feronia Beaman,
Egan. Must we be at the women' s beck and call day in and day out? We need a vacation of our own
devisng!”

Now Egan was alittle fed-up with the same delving into musty books and practicing of thaumaturgica
fum-a-diddies day in and day out, however profitableit had al been to his hedth, ashe knew. After all,
there was something in what thistall purple individua was saying. And indeed he knew a dedl more about
women than himsalf, who had spent most of the years of young opportunity with asted collar on his neck
and ashove in hishand. So Egan rode dong in silence, only muttering that it might have been wiseto
leave anote saying how long they would be gone.

“WEell tell ‘em we chased adeer, and got lost. Don't worry so much, Egan! They’ ve got to get used
to it soon or late. We re men, and we can't be under foot around the house too much or they will forget
we' re necessary and begin to think we' re nuisances. Y ou want your woman to love you, don't you?’

NOW IT WASincreasingly plain to Egan that this strange fellow had a purpose, and was hurrying to
keep an gppointment, and had no intention of letting Ruy Eganin onit till thetime came.

“Y ou're not fooling me, Drugathe Bold, asthey call you for areason | don’'t know asyet. You are
up to something your wife would not approve of, and it is very probable that she' sright. Else you would
tell me, but you think | would let it out when we get back that this gppointment of yoursyou are hurrying
to keep was known to you beforehand.”

Darkness had falen, and till they rode on under avery large red moon, perfectly full and somehow
ominous

“All right, I'll tell you. Y ou notice the full moon and the date isthe | atter day of October, by some
reckonings. Thisnight is Hallowed Eve, when certain doings take place which | have never observed and
which | mean to observe, whether it’ s safe or not. So you can go back now that you know, and wait for
me or not, just asyou please. | am going to see what happens when they call up the black man, and what
heis, and what is done there that is spoken of so much and with such reservation of information asto
drive aman mad with curiosity.”

“I'll tick it out, but it doesn’t sound like aman should fool without proper precautions. Have you
brought with you the herbs, the silver cross, asword with aglver blade, garlic and dl the other essentids
of daying dive?’

“Why, man, we couldn’t get within ahundred yards of therites, with dl that clutter on us. Garlic
indeed! We have to pretend we're of the black order, and that is not hard, they’ re an ignorant lot. Just
doas| do, you'll be safe enough. | want to seethis.”

“They perform certain erotic dances| admit to having ayen to observe mysdf—»but from what little |
know oneis apt to wake up as ablack cat the next morning, or asapig or someone’ s donkey. | should
think you would have had enough of being apig!”

“No useliving if you' re going to missal the fun. Why, Feronia used to attend these shindigs hersdlf



before she settled down to married life”

“Its easy to see how you get into al these scrapes, as Feronia says so often. Y ou have little enough
prudencein your makeup.”

“Ninny!”

“I am no milksop, Druga. But just the same | don't like to put my head in abag without taking alook
at the one holding the bag. And you will be left holding some kind of Bag beforethe night isover, if you
don’'t take some kind of precautions. Witches are up to their worst tricks this night, and you know it.”

“Pshaw. They' retoo scared of Feroniato bother me. Now shut up, we' re getting close.”

The two men dismounted, tied the horses, and made their way on foot up the dope of ahill. At the
top they crawled forward among the bushes, until they could see down the farther dope. Druga said:

“’TisMarlowe Hesgth, a spot, accursed and shunned of al mortals. The Sabbath isheld here four
timesayear, but thisisthe one night when the redl gentry attend, and not alost soul missestherites.”

“So you're only going to watch, and not walk into the mess. I’ m glad ot that.”

“I want to seewho' s here, first | might see some friends of mine, you know. If it looks safe for us,
well joinin thefrolic. Druga cocked an eye at Egan, haf serious, but in fun.

EGAN DID not answer for below was atremendous circle of dark stuff like smoke, and many
torches and spirits of people going about in it like fiendsin hell. Through the air rushed more and more of
them, landing in the circle of smoke and dull flame, and they were misty shapes, some of them, and some
of them young and pink and extremely naked and quite solid looking.

“Now are they there in the flesh or in the pirit?’ asked Egan.

“It isamatter much disputed of virtuous people and theol ogians everywhere, asif the only way to find
out was not to go there and see. | think it isboth, by the look of it.”

“I wishyou' d explain just what isgoing on, so I’ d have someideawhat itsal about,” Egan was
graining his eyes after the numerous gyrations of various dancers, some with pink and white bodies of a
marvel ous well-formed appearance, others black asink and ugly shaped, others till red asfire and
glowing dl over asif they were made of hot iron.

“There san awful press of them. Let’ sgo down and mix in the mob. They’ |l never notice we re not of
the annointed.”

Firg explainit to me, Druga. The night' syoung yet; there' s plenty of time. Why, there smore of them
arriving dl thetime; nothing’ s going to happentill they’redl here”

“Wadll, Satan, or the Red Dwarf, or the numerous other names the many-bodied thing has, isakind of
God and these are hisworshippers. | don’'t know whether Satan and the Red Dwarf are the same or not;
if they are, | don’t believe this Sabbath isthe one evil thing men think it is. It'sone of the points| want to
clear up. | think they are separate entities, and this Satan of the Sabbath is the one called the Black Man,
who had aded to do with the beginning of things and setting this clock of many-walled earths up and
ticking on itsway. But then helost out in the shuffle, and got kicked out, which didn’t worry him much, as
the whole pantheon of Gods has perished since then, and he il exists. Thereisonly the one God of
course, and Satan is hisrival, nowadays, but onceit wasalot of them againgt Satan. Just who wasin the
right and trying to do theright thing for the sad earth of our Now | want to find out, asthereis so much
written about it by men who ought to have known better.”



“Yes, yes, go on. What isthe lewd naked dancing al about, for instance?’

“Wadl, Satanisasurviva of atime when such dancing was considered natural and appropriate, and
the prejudice againgt such frank displaysis of rather modern origin. So we can't hold his ol d-fashioned
taste for nude flesh particularly against him. There are moderns who hold that men are too repressive of
their natura ingtincts these latter times, and | for one could do with alittle more fun of somekindsthat |
ever get out of life, without it particularly harming anyone. That isanother thing | want to learn, whether
heisthelast stronghold of paganism or isaredly devilish influence trying to tear down the work of the
good forces of life”

“Yes, yes, but what are they going to do and what does it mean?’

“Well, seethat large feminine display of flesh flying directly over our heads? That isthe Queen of the
Sabbath being borne to the feast by her attendant witches. Sheisto be the centra part of the feadt,
everything will revolve around her. I’ ve read up on therituds pretty throughly.”

“What isthe feast about, and why tonight?’

“Jugt ancient custom. The origina meaning isunknown to any but Satan, | guess. They practice an
inverted form of the Mass, the Black Mass, you know, and go through a ceremony that has been
devioudy misreported by athousand and one writerswho never saw a Sabbath.”

“They go through aritua of the church of God in reverse to show contempt for it and its power to
harm them for the sacrilege, | have heard.”

“Yes, but areally honest historian hasto admit that thisritua is much older than modern religion, so
how could it be areversa of the present-day rituad if it'solder? | want to seethe detaillsand learn
whether the Moderns didn’t borrow theirs and change it by reversal. The Moderns wear clothesto the
chin, the Demonists wear nothing but skin, and it seemsto methat bare skin isthe older of thetwo
garments. Everything e seislikewisein reverse, but which camefirst isamatter in which these Demonists
have History on their sde.”

“AND WHAT isthat dark statue squatting there, with the naked nymph astride itslap?”’

“Onceit was called Prigpus, and then Pan, and now Satan. What it redlly isis an excuseto forget that
modern affliction of the mind caled conscience, or consciousness of sinning, or remorse or what name
you will. Nowadays aperson can’'t amuse himsdlf with hisnatural equipment for amusement without
feding guilty. So that statue came into being when the affliction became generd, and has somehow
evolved into Satan, the immortal cresture who created thefirst dibi for erotic debauch.”

“Y ou seem to have asympathy for thisevil busness going on heretonight!”

“Maybe | do, Egan. Things are not so right with the world that we can condemn an ancient order
which has been a minority objector for so very long.”

“And then of courseit isn’'t wisdom to antagonize an order o noted for getting even with their
enemies, Druga?’

“Exactly. Moreover, belonging to those who study the arts of magic, | can’t condemn an order
devoted whally to that study, to whatever purpose they are said to devote their powers. There isadeal
of ill-intended gossip in theworld, you know.”

“Stll it hardly seemsfitting to gpprove of what | see going on so furioudy down there. Why every
man has awoman with him, and you can't tell methat they intend any good...”



“Men and women will get together one way or another, and it istraditional of the Sabbath that no
woman or no man may be there without one of the other sex. So each femae bringsamale, and vice
versa”

“Why thisintense concentration on such matters? This monstrous gathering seems hardly the place!”
“Ancient custom, bred into a behavior pattern by the exigencies of lifein the past.”

“They dill comeflying through the air in droves. They arelining up back to back, menin oneline,
women in the other. Strange dance formation...”

“We d better get down there. We can’t see anything from here.” With which words Druga heaved
himsdlf to hisfeet and began to stride speedily down the dope. Egan decided he might aswell go aong.
Was he aman or amouse?

Now Drugaand Egan pushed through athrong of people, trying to get nearer the center of the
performance which now seemed officidly to be opened and begun Egan had many a shiver getting used
to the sight of normal fleshly people, farmers and serfs and laborers, aswell asasprinkling of rich folk, all
mixed in with avast number of trangparent and evidently ghostly spirits, al of thesein the nude, and
amost solid-seeming except when they got in front of the firdights. Egan had ahard time understanding
the state they were dl in. For the most part they had their eyes closed, though many did not. They
seemed in agate of drugged deep, in which they could yet see and hear everything going on! Asthey
passed along board, severd little and quite charmingly nude young witches pressed refreshment on Egan,
and as Druga drank the bitter stuff down, so did Ruy Egan. Then on, pushing through the milling mob of
dreamers, some floating overhead, some roosting in trees, some dancing back-to-back or
cheek-to-cheek, dl awaiting something, and getting glorioudy drunk with this strange brew they were
handing out in quart size goblets. Their cheerful excited hospitality was the thing that struck Egan as most
incongruous, as he had heard so many storiesto the contrary.

Moreover thefact that nearly haf of them were not even therein the flesh, but present in amost
immeaterial body fashioned seemingly of their own imagination, some very beautiful asonly animagination
could make a body, others grotesgue as only a person who thought very poorly of himsdlf would shape a
dream body. Moreover these very nicely colored pink and white nude immeateriaitie changed constantly
to suit the tenor of the thoughts of those eyesthat looked at them, melting into exactly that kind of
persond appearance one desired them to be, so that as he went atong after Druga stall pushing form,
Egan was treated to the sight of such houris as no man had ever seen before, that he had heard of. There
was diginctly something to this Sabbath. Just how these transparent people got into that shape Egan
hadn’t the faintest idea, but they seemed to be having by far the best time of anyone present.

ONE OF THESE lovely spiritslay ahand upon Egan’sarm, and he stopped, thrilled to the core of
him by the surge of eectric delight sent from her fingertipsinto the core of hisbones.

Softly her body moved, and asit moved it melted subtly and changed, just there where he thought the
hip atrifle bony, he saw that it had been the light and that in truth her hip was nobly rounded and quite
perfect, and there where he thought her inner thighslacking flesh, they became full and touching asshe
walked, and her eyesthat had seemed at first small became as he looked tremendous wells of green
fluorescence sparkling with strange and secret eroticisms, and as he looked into those depths, hisinner
cutching sdf was dragged out of his mouth and hefell to the ground, adead hulk! Thefemale spirit,
with hishand in hers, whirled him in awild dance up and up into the air, then down and down, thrillingly,
ecdaticaly, free asthe air and daringly flying better than any bird!

Now Egan and his companion hovered over the strong young witch, nude and outspread upon the



atar her silken net of midnight hair draggled in the dust, offered up as a sacrifice. And Egan settled over
her face with hisbody very close, his eyes peering into hers, and shewasred living flesh and not any
dream-walking, as he knew himsdf to bethat night.

Now upon her flat belly the offertory of the faithful was deposited, in the shape of agreeat
heart-shaped cake, a cake of black texture, Devil’ s Food indeed. Egan was too excited by the electric
arms of hisflying nymph about him to remember the words, except that some ancient deep thought of life
wasinvoked, strangely enough, for the purpose of making fruitful the fields, and for the enfranchisement
of the oppressed. Which did not seem strange at the time, and contrary to report, but did so later as he
thought back.

Egan noted Druga now, foremost of the maes about the dtar, his eyestaking in each detail of thewild
pagan scene carefully, and the drink that had driven the soul right out of Egan’ sbody into amsof a
temptress had not seemed to affect him at al!

Thewild ritual went on, the horned Demon who was the Officiary for the ill absent Dark God let
loose aflight of birds, one each of severd different kinds, from between the bright breasts of the naked
altar, and what the pretty ceremony wasfor Egan did not know.

Pan-pipes were tuning up in the background, and big kettle drums, little drums were beginning adow
and steady beat, which was constantly gradualy added to and increased in tempo. Whatever that music
was, it was like none he had ever heard in its effect, for every sound seemed to go right through his
immateria dream-body, and Egan danced in spite of himsdlf to the sound, asif the music and himself
were become the same thing.

Then ahandful of whest grains were sprinkled over the prosirate body of the witch-altar, and the
cake was digtributed with care, one bit was passed here and one there, so that al touched it at least
once.

Then the Devil’ s Bride, as Egan thought of this nude atar of flesh, rose to her feet, and Egan saw she
was a beautiful and mature sorceress of afull thirty years of age, with the face of aMedea and the beauty
of aMadonna, her eyes deegp-set and restless, tragic with the woes of mankind, her hair atorrent
untamable, reaching below her hips, wildly writhing as she moved in a posturing dance of supplication, to
the Dark spirit who had not yet graced the festival.

As she moved thus, wholly beautiful but forbidding as degth itself, she chanted—* L ord, preserve us
from the traitorous and the overbearing. Keep usto the ancient path of life that is good for al and not
only for the few, help usto preserve the ancient teachings of Pan and Bacchus and Prigpus, help us not to
fdl into the dark ways of morality and suppresson of al goodnessin life”

ASHER CHANT went on thus, Egan was vastly confused not to hear evil from her lips, but this
defense of debauchery of the most convincing kind, asif it were aGod' s gift from the past much abused
in the present time here on this earth. And Egan |eft the arms of the sweet transparent nymph, and settled
down beside Druga, who stood with eyes hypnoticaly glued to the dark magic of the Sabbath Queen’s
beauty, and asked:

“Explain thisto me, Druga. They do not think of themsalves as evil but think of what they cal mordity
asevil dflictingmankind...”

“Every man to his own philosophy, Egan. Itisan ancient relic of alife vadtly different from modern
times. Once it was good whally, and wisdly preserved man’ sddight in his kinship with nature and with
the beasts. But it has become perverted into acceptance of true evil as necessary in life, which isuntrue
entirely. They havelost some of the true wisdom, and preserved some. The Moderns have likewise



saved some and lost some, hence they are at opposite points of the compass, both partly right, and both
wholly wrong in thinking these things are opposed in nature itsdlf. By the way, how did you get into such
an airy shape. Were you beguiled out of your body?’

“Eh! Why, yes, apretty witch pulled meright out with the touch of her lipsto mine. Why?’

“Just be sure you get back into the right one afterward, there are alot of otherslying about like
yours”

“I thought it wasthe bitter wine they gave us”

“My God, man, you didn’t drink that witches brew?Why, | only pretended to drink it, to keep my
witd”

“Now hetellsme,” groaned Egan, and flew off to join hiswitch again. For the Sabbath only comes
once ayear after all.

Now the Queen of the Sabbath went thoroughly into some very picturesgue activities with the grest
body of the statue of darknessin the back of the place where she had served as dtar, and Drugawas
vadtly diverted by the fancies these people held to be true. As she purified hersdlf afterward, Druga
edged nearer, and examined the drugs and other thingslaid out on atable for her use. She turned from
her late employment, and for an ingtant their eyes met, and Drugafelt that he knew this woman from of
old, but could not remember where.

“Itisodd to seeyou here, virtue!” she murmured in hisear, and for an instant he would have sworn it
was Feronid svoice, but it was not, of course. There were violetsin her hair, and vervain, and ivy,
woven into awreath, and Druga knew these things had to do with death. And Drugadid not desireto
have any thing whatever to do with death, and kept his mouth firmly shut.

Then shetook up ahandful of white powder, and tossed it into alow fire under akettle, and put
thingsinto the kettle, and writhed her sweetly formed dancer’ s body about thefirein away that would
have made the dead rise out of their graves. And this seemed the necessary medicine, for out of the pot
began to emerge amist far darker than steam, which mist coagulated swiftly into aman’s body, black
and scaled dl over. This personage stepped out of the steam of thelittle cauldron calmly, and embraced
his Queen with fervor and much too grest frankness of affection.

Now the dark lovely queen gppeded to the lightning to strike down this new-comer if it were able,
and the black scaled man glanced up calmly, asif knowing it would do no such thing.

The tom toms and kettle drums had been steadily increasing their tempo and their volume, and the
music of fifesand pipes aswell as stringsjoined in more and more. The whole assemblage were dancing
now, back to back, touching their bodies and lifting their feet in avery ancient dance of great meaning.

NOW THE BLACK Man decapitated atoad, which seemed to Drugarather a strange proceeding,
but he called it by anamethat Druga had little timefor ashedid it, so that Drugaredized it had a
meaning, for if the one so named had been able to resent the insult, he would have done so.

Drugahad |learned that the Red Dwarf had nothing in common there this night with the Black Man,
and one of his purposes had been accomplished. But there was aded to learn, for oneinterested in
magic, and Drugawas keeping his ears open, aswell ashiseyes.

Now this Dark one raised his hands, and by amiracle, every one of those unattractive people who



had remained back to back became at once hand some beyond words, and at once turned about, facing
each other delighted and astounded at the sudden improvement Which to Druga seemed the height of
kindness, for some of them had been most infirm and ugly of body. Now, for one night at least, they
would appear as they would like to appear to one they loved!

Asthe Black Man relinquished the Queen to the waiting stag line, and the dance went on into
trangports of utter madness or delight, according as the view-point is. Druga engaged this gentleman in
conversation, which he seemed to resent, but Druga had thingsto learn.

“How isit that you are supposed to be the God of Evil, yet heretonight | have seen no evil asyet?’
asked Druga the Bold, and inwardly wondering if he did not deserve the name Bold for being so forward
with onewho isfeared so generdly.

“Ah, astranger in our midst! | have not the honor of your acquaintance sir. Have you been initiated,
or areyou just an observer?’

“Why, | am Drugathe Bold, of Erdis Cliff, and | was curious. | wanted to talk to you. It isa part of
education, you know, amost necessary part. So | came to the Sabbath in quest of wisdom.”

“Well,” and Satan, or the Black Man, or Lucifer, or whoever he might redly beif anyone knew,
rubbed his hands together, “I’ ve heard of you. and I’ m glad to make your acquaintance. Y ou are
considerably older than you appear, and Mors hersalf was so kind asto take you under her protection.
So you come well recommended, and | am glad to have you here.”

“Yes, | anglad to be here, and | think your ritua amost charming one so far, and most exciting and
well conceived. But what isall thistalk of dreadful evil in your person and customs, and why arethese
deightful witches said to be distributors of disease and storms and such like inconveniences of life.”

“Wadll, I’ll tdll you, Druga. It isan old custom of the ‘ins' to blame everything on the‘outs’, and | have
been ‘out’ of favor with certain great responsible partiesfor along, long time. So it isthat people
generaly have cometo the belief | am the one responsible for what isreally the gods' fault. They
designed the earth themsalves, and not abad job, but let it drift afterward, and it got into avery evil part
of space where dl kinds of ills befdll the people who had trusted fate so fully they forgot to take care of
themselves. Naturadly they needed a scape goat, and they drove me out of heaven asthe color of my skin
lent itself to calumny most handily. Y ou know the old saying: ‘ There' sablack man in the woodpile ™.

“So thereisaheaven, after al?’

“Well there was, the last | heard, but to tell you the truth, I’ ve heard it’ s vastly run down and not
nearly so attractive asit’ s trumped up to be. ” Now the Devil put one leg upon the bare wood where the
naked Queen had so lately lain in hisworship, and began to expound even more interestedly to Druga, so
that he felt that here he had met aman who was redly interested in Wisdom and in himself, except that he
hated very much to waste the time with him, as the night was drawing on and he had hardly danced with
any of these ddightful young witches and sorceresses asyet. But he could hardly be impoalite to the Devil
himsdlf, so Druga composed himsdf, only casting awistful eye out over the madly capering throng of
them with their eyestightly closed and seeing everything in the perfect form and color that isonly possible
on this earth when the eyes are closed.

NOW THERE came scampering up to the two men talking by the vacant atar two twin ssters, with
black hair and young sharp breasts and every capable gppearing hips and limbswell shaped and their
cheeks red with dancing, their bright little red tongues hanging out upon their soft lips, panting, and
squeding alittle as they pushed and shoved each other to get closer to either Druga or the Black Man.
And one of these set hersdlf astride the Black Man' s extended leg, and the other mounted up on Druga' s



shoulders and back and made herself comfortable with her legs about his neck. And the Dark One and
Drugawent on talking while the two girls chattered to each other in whispers, and that made thetime
seem lesswasted to each of them. For on the Sabbath everything must be as one would wish it, for the
faithful, and certainly no men would wish to stand alone and talk without the company of women.

“I have always heard you had ahand in cregtion, and then did your best to tear it all down again!”

“Why no, Druga, the truth was very different from the tale told generaly. The White God and | had
an argument of some length, you know | objected strongly to exile and dander, and besides | knew what
was going to happen to earth and | wanted to get off it and go the proper direction through space. But he
had to make me seem responsible, and the punishment seemed just, to make me accompany the earth on
its unhealthy journey into the worst plague spots of al space—so here | am, making the best of abad

“So you think that White God isavery poor astronaut who could not give his universe a proper
course through the tides of space-energy. | see, and he blamesyou for it al, and goes scot freein the
heavenly tribunas.”

Now the Medea' s face of his Queen appeared between Druga and the Dark One, and she seemed to
desireto know just what was going on to keep the guest of honor, the Devil himsdf, from taking proper
part in the Sabbath activities. But the Dark One only put his arm about her wonderful shoulders, and
introduced her to Drugaformally, and he learned her name was Morganstern.

Her dark torrent of hair was moist with sweat, and the satin-smooth hide of her glistened everywhere
with moisture, so that in the firelight she seemed jeweled with blood-red rubies and little pearls
everywhere on the whiteness of her. A well developed and mature Sorceress, of uncertain age, Druga
knew, maybe a hundred years and maybe only twenty five, or perhaps a thousand. Who was heto say,
who should have been in his grave many years ago except for Feronid swork? She bent a somewhat
suspicious eye upon the tall purple-skinned self of Druga, but as she examined him more closely acertain
acquisitive glint cameinto her eye which Drugaknew of old, and which tonight of dl nights he knew he
would be unable to circumvent.

Drugaexcused himself hastily, and was about to lose himsdlf in the now quite frankly cohering
multitude, nearly inosculant asthey were, he found among them no interdtitial crevicesto insert hislarge
saf between, and so turned back perforce to find Morganstern whispering in the Dark On€e s hairy long
ear, who poured fluid into alarge cup.

The Dark Man tasted of thisfluid, then as Drugastill did not any longer press himsdf upon the two
beside the Altar, beckoned to him, saying:

“Can’'t have you leave without tasting this particular wine, brought here a great trouble mysdlf for my
specia friends, and | know that you are going to be one. It isnot every day that | meet aman so
broadly educated as yoursalf, who has read the three books and knows al the words, whether he
relizeswhat they truly import or not. Drink, Drugal”

Histone admitted of no refusal in good taste, and as Drugatook the big cup, Morganstern raised a
cup very smilar, except that two green snakes seemed to twine living about it, shining about it, shining
green and scay in the reddish light, which was very odd.

“Tothe good old days, before men forgot how to live and stay dive,” cried Morgangtern, in avoice
neither gay nor sad, but excited as at the prospect of someinferna joy beyond understanding.

“Tothegood old days,” murmured Drugamournfully, and drained his cup with utmost misgivings.



CHAPTER FOUR

NOTHING at al happened to Druga, asit had to Ruy Egan, after drinking this draft, except that
everything got adea rosier and more attractive upon the edges, including Dame Morganstern. But then
Druga had been equipped with great care with animmorta congtitution, which on that planet called earth
was a congtitution indeed.

Nothing at al, that is, except that shortly theresfter he had thrown one arm about Satan’ s shoulder
and one about Morgangtern’s, and was singing with them a strange song about:

“The dy serpent, inthe golden
flame,
Themagic circle of her voice, her
voice, her name,

Her everlagting lair, her emerad
throne And Universa Pan, thesetwain
vernant
Within the mountains adamant,
Wherethe quick heart of the
world doth pant.”

and adeal more which he could never remember or get into the same silly rhyme again, when hetried
later on. The three then joined the revel, and what they did the rest of the night Druga conveniently forgot.

Now thethree, arm in arm, took three steps forward, three right and three back, turned and spun
dizzily in awhirling that was to Drugalike nothing he had ever been through, and in amoment they sank
graight into the earth. Druga knew it was near morning, for he heard a cock crow as this occurred, but
he was past worrying just then about anything.

Ruy Egan found himself back in hisbody about the same time, and got up with an aching heed, to see
around him only afew bucalic gentlemen and ladies who paid him the least possible attention and made
their way off into the morning.

Now Ruy knew that he could not go back to Feroniawithout her Druga, and so he searched abot till
he found the bare spot of deserted earth where the dtar had last night been surrounded by golden flames
and where athrone had been set behind, and where a great black statue had sat—and there was now
nothing at dl of those things or the wonderful entertainment which had gone on so divertingly.

But there was avery charming young witch sweeping up the numerous leavings of the feast, scraps of
food and bits of torn clothing and cake and what-not, and Egan went up to her humbly, inquiring:

“Have you seen atal purple fellow about in green jerkin and hose, with awide golden belt about his
middle?’

Thelittle minx smiled disturbingly on Egan’ srueful face, and wiggled her hips unnecessarily, and went
onwith her sweeping saying:

“Why yes, strange one, | saw such aone dancing hell-bent with the Queen of the Sabbath, and with
his arms about the Devil’ s shoulder and about the Queen’ s shoulder, and it seemed to me he went with
them when they left. And they went straight down!”

“I’'ve got to find him, | can’t go back without him.”



“You'll havetolook in Hell, if I'm any judge, and | am, if | do say it mysdlf. Morganstern took a
liking to thetadl purplefdlow, | could tell, for she chased me off hisback hersdf. | didn’'t want to argue
with her, | cantell you.”

“But how do | get there, charming witch that you are?’

“Why | would take you mysdlf, if | could, and | can, for thereisnothing I’ m afraid of in thisold earth
you know, after what | went through last night. But | can’t promise to bring you back, even to come
back, and | don’t know as| would want to if they let mein, and they might, you never cantdl...”

The girl went on at agredt rate in thisvein, and Egan gathered that she knew the way from hearsay,
and not from experience, and that people who had been there described the place in distinctly glowing
and fiery terms.

S0 he sat down on tht ground to wait for her to finish her sweeping, and presently she took her
broom and shoved it between hislegs where he sat, and then sat down on hislap and said:

“Fly low, fly high, where the Devil goes, there go I. Come hail, come deet, come death or fire, why
dill I'll follow and admire...”

Therewas more of it but it was unfit to mention and Egan forgot it anyway. Then she snapped her
fingers and the broom rosein the air! Egan clutched the little witch firmly about the waist and she looked
back over her shoulder at his sudden ardor, saying:

“Areyou scared or just trying to squeeze me?’

“A little of both, of course, my dear,” replied Ruy Egan, smiling very anxioudy. He had no wish to
antagonizethis particular femaejust then.

After adashing time of up and round about asif she were chasing asmell through thewindy air, a
smell of brimstone that Egan could scent for himsalf, she flew down the open mouth of avolcano, and
Ruy Egan gave himsdlf up for lost as the smoke rose black and stifling about them.

NOW DRUGA and the Queen and Satan passed down through a strange tube of rock, and came
out in ahuge cavern, ill snging asong that went on and on about

“Centaurs and satyrs, and shapes that haunt,
Nymphs and dryads and Cerberus gaunt,
Wet clefts, and lumps neither dead nor dive,
Oh giveme hot Hell, and there I’ ll thrive.”

So the three of them progressed along a path of green maachite, laid out in weird designswith
porphyry and garnet insets dividing, and Druga got even dizzier asthe Devil insisted on not stepping on
the cracks between the parquety of stone, which waswell nigh impossible. Druga had asuspicion that his
companions were drunk, and that he could himsalf not fully remember everything that had happened last
night, for he remembered whirling a certain witch up over his head, but couldn’t remember her coming
down again at dl! But he was quite sure he himsdf was not quite drunk and proved it quietly to himsdlf
by pronouncing the name “Asmodeus’ and went on to clinch it by saying one after the other * Aphrodite,
Zeuxippe, Zogteriaand Venus Mechanitis.”



Satan swore ablack oath at these names.

“Leavethose old fogies out of this. Do you want them down here mordizing just when thingsare
getting warm?’

“Why, doesthisVenus Mechanitisgo in for mordizing?”

“Not her, but ZosteriaisMinervaand is she anasty old frump! She has never been afriend to me, |
cantel you.”

“Very well. | wasjust proving | wasn't drunk by pronouncing the names correctly.”

“Now what away to tell,” murmured the Queen of Hell in hisear. “1 can think of adozen ways more
entertaining than that.”

“For ingance?’ asked Druga, feding a bit lost in the immengty of gouting flames and gloomy
corridors and glorious scul pturings of amost vague antiquity which he could not remember ever having
heard mentioned before.

“Why, count your fingers, and if you have ten you are sober. There are dtill other things you can count
too, like noses, lipsand limbs, if you fed so inclined and you can’'t get up to ten. Why think about being
sober, anyway? Itsamost depressing state?’

“Two legs, two eyes, two lips, one nose—amost atractive noseit istoo. Did you ever have that
glorious cascade of hair counted, Morganstern?”

“No one of my acquaintance ever took time to count them that | recal. Would you liketo try, Druga
the Bold?’

“S beautiful hair, you ought to keep better track of it dl, you know. Why, last night it was positively
dragged in the dugt, and it broke my heart to seeit so, too. Ah, Morganstern, | can’t think at all what |
ought to be thinking, or why | am here and &l the other things that were so important yesterday. Y ou
must forgive my condition and not notice. | am afraid I’m drunk!”

“Wonderful, you' reamost diverting fellow when you' re loosened up alittle. Wherever have you been
keeping yourself?’

“Sfunny, but | can’'t remember athing about it?’

“It'Il dl come back to you, I’'m sure, if you don’t worry about it too much. Now let’ s have some
more fun before everything gets spoiled.”

“ Shpoiled. What' chamean spoiled?’

BUT THE witch did not answer, only leading her two somewhat irregularly erect companions on into
achamber where a great emerad throne sat among ascore of tal golden flames. There were dozens of
scurrying black servitors here, who brought them immediately aflagon of something or other which they
poured down their burning throats, and Drugasaid:

“Y’know, Satan old fellow, there' sadedl of talking we have to do yet about certain points you
brought up last night. | remember | had alot to learn that | didn’t know, but what were we talking
about?’

“Never mind, never mind, we ve got to tend to the judgment here, and then there' re severa other
dutiesto be got through, and then we' || have the dancing corps amuse us. I’ m going to show you Satan is



no niggard before you go back to your Cliff. However do you entertain yourself shut upin...” but here
Morgangtern shoved her elbow into Satan’ sribs and he forgot to continue. But Drugawas watching a
very pretty red-skinned native with a pointed tail and provocative hornswho wasfilling his cup which
somehow dill remained in his hand.

“Now you two make yoursalvesright at homewhile’m gone,” said Satan, mumbling hiswordsa
little. “I" ve got some businessto attend to, you know, and then I'll join you.” He waggled athick black
giant finger at Druga sagdly; “Don’t do anything | wouldn't do, Drugaold man, or I'll keep you herefor a
snner, you know. Ha-ha-ha. Sinner’ ssinner, snner!”

As he moved off Druga heard him uttering—* S funny things they tell people about poor old Satan,
say | lie, make them uncomfortable, and such tales. Incredible how credul ous people are about dander.
Why, take that charming young fellow, well educated and yet he has the most astounding
misinformation.”

“Now who would have thought he was such ahospitable old gentleman?’ murmured Drugainto
Morganstern’s ear, where she had drawn him beside her to the tall emerad throne, and he was surprised
to note the flames did not burn him, but were extremely pleasant of sensation, exhilarating and not at al
what ordinary fire should be.

“Never mention hisageto hisface, he’'smost sendtive abput it,” said Morganstern, stroking Druga's
flushed face with her hand, and bending and pressing akissto hislips.

“Yaknow, Morg, old girl, | never met awoman appedled to me right off the bat, asit were, like
you.” Drugabegan to laugh. “That’ sfunny, Morg, right off the bat. And him with bat’ swings, and dl.”

“It’ snot very funny to make fun of the old man, Druga, nor smart.”

“S unintentiond, my girl, srictly accidental speech. | meant nothing whatever derogatory. | mean
everything just the best by the two best friends I’ ve met since...since... | can’'t remember when.”

It wasn't every day she met aman so much larger and stronger and smarter and superior in every
way to the generd run of mankind, mused M organstern, wondering just what blood this extremely
attractive mae had in hisveins, to be so very different. But she was not thefirst to make afuss over the
big handsome anima, she redized. He thought pretty well of himself. As soon asthe drink was out of him
he would leave here, but meanwhile he was amusing and there was no hurry. It was odd that afew drinks
should make him lose hismemory, for she was anxiousto learn al about him hersdlf. But perhaps one of
those designing witches that had been pussycatting around him when she met him had dipped apotion in
his cup. Y ou never knew, these degenerate days, what deviltry the profession might be up to their necks
in practicing. Strictly againgt the rules, too!

“The one thing most gpt to make him lose histemper would be to have him hear you cal himan old
bat, my fine purple-skinned male. Wherever did you get such an oddly attractive coloration, sort of an
old rose with orchid trim, asit were?’

“S beeninthefamily for generations, al the people of my generation were like that, before | went
searching for wisdom and got lost in the wiles of Diana—Hecate—you name her and you can have her.
Sheisa—hiccup—sheis, theold bat.”

Drugawas seated upon one of the steps of the dais of the emeradd throne, his arm casualy about the
waist of Morganstern, and quite gradualy his head dipped lower and lower until he was adeep with his
head in her lap, and she sat brooding and holding the man’ s head, the tall golden flames flickered
ceaselesdy, and the dark shadows scurried on nameless errands.



CHAPTER FIVE

NOW INTO the tremendous chamber that was certainly big enough to hold an army comfortably
with all their baggage and cavary and horses, too, there came flying abroomstick carrying double, and
accomplished ahigh banking turn, skidded with afishtail sweep to aright and left and then turned turtle
entirely, dumping Ruy Egan and the young witch onto the stone floor right in front of the brooding
Morganstern and the deeping Druga.

Morganstern frowned severdly at the pretty young witch, and remembered her from last night. She
asked:

“Aren’'t you the dick young puss | saw astride this man’ s neck last night? Don’t answer, | remember
you. Just what did you give him to make him forget who heis?’

“Jugt alittle bhang in his cup, Queenie. | couldn’t help it. HE s such alarge one, you know, and such
arare color. The collector’ singtinct in me got the better of my judgment. Y ou won't report meto the
council, please, Queen?’

“Not if you give me the antidote and that in ahurry. | want to bring back hiswitswhen | get ready,
you know. What good is aman who doesn't know his own name?’

“What good is hisname? Y ou got the man, haven’t you? My goodness, | dways said they give me
the name, I'll take the gamethat’ swhat | say. So | took him, and you got him. I'm the loser, not you.”

“Give me the prescription, puss, before | lose my temper.”

“Oh, dl right, hereit is, and you haveto useit whileit’ shat; it changesin theair. But you don’t need
it, he'll recover inafew hours. It'sno wonder he' s drunk, though, drinking the Devil’s own wine on top
of what | gave him. And walked al the way down here—It took us hoursto fly the distance. Whatever
do you do with yoursdlf dl day herein the, shal we say, nether regions, or shal we say, warmer climes?’

“Doesshego on likethat al thetime, you...whatever your nameis?’

“My nameis Ruy Egan, and | accompanied yon deeping giant to the Sabbath against my better
judgment. And she does go on like that whenever you ask her aquestion. Otherside she’' san amiable
well-mannered witch, kindly and obliging and contrary to what | expected to find in ablack witch.”

“Ruy Egan, eh. And you know who this gentleman is and hishome and friends, en? Well, make
yoursdlf a hometill the entertainment the old Master of the Netherlandsis preparing isover, and | fancy
you will want to be returning again to the surface.”

“Do | haveto go back, Queen?| alwayswanted...” began the little red-cheeked witch, but
Morgangtern only frowned at her and shefdl silent, only muttering: “Not to haveto build afire every time
| want someteal It's so nice and warm and all and now shewon'’t let me stay. I'll seethe Devil, that’s
what I'll do...”

Morganstern sent one of the lithe black things off to the prescription department with the paper the
young witch had given her, and presently Druga had hiswits back nearly as good as before. But he did
not seem in ahurry to leave, which worried Egan, as he kept expecting Feroniato come around a corner,
scolding, but she did not appear. Indeed, she hadn't the faintest idea where they were. Or did she?
Drugawondered as he looked at Morganstern. Where had he heard that voice before?

The two men and the two witches sat there about the great green throne, and presently the Black



Man came back |ooking considerably refreshed and glowing alittle over hisblack body with little flames
now everywhere, asif he had been basking in afire. He sat himsalf down beside the large and lovely
body of Morganstern upon the throne and clapped his hands, and from right and left swept atroupe of
female demons, very loose in the hips; and into a sinuous dance that took full advantage of the hip motion
which they seemed to have developed far beyond the norma human movement.

NOW ABOUT this black man, Druga noticed avast dark mgesty which he had laid aside the night
before, abrooding timeless abyss of thought active behind the broad horned skull of him, a magnificence
dien and inhuman but not evil. Thisintrigued Druga, and he resolved to make the most of this chanceto
acquire wisdom from an ancient source.

As he was about to begin to draw out the black man upon various philosophic and esoteric topics
that occurred to him, Morganstern leaned to the black man and asked: “Did you shut off the dream
beam. No use wasting the power on an empty heath.”

The black man got up and went to the dim side of the chamber on the I €eft of the throne, and therein
the dimness Druga noted avast whirling cage of metdl and apane of diasand switches besideit. From
the top of the metal circular grillwork avast beam of dream-colored force shot up through the reck, blue
and violet and gold, misty and seeming filled with spinning globules of whitish migt.

Ashereturned after pulling a switch, and Druga watched the spinning cease and the beam of force
die away to nothing, Druga asked:

“Now what the devil isthat?’

“That iswhat made it possible for the dream bodies of the feasters|ast night to leave their flesh bodies
and and frolic as they were meant to do, in anillusion of perfection which the mind is equipped to
engender about the sensing of the dream body. Didn't you notice how many revelers kept their eyes
closed, hew many were not possessed of normd fleshly bodies?’

“| noticed it, but | did not understand it.”

“You don't understand it yet, but | can tell you alittle about it. That beam of force created up therea
gatic field of nourishment for the dream perceptions, for the mind even insde the body but most
particularly for the imaginative faculties of the mind. Not one of the participants of the revelslast night can
give the same account this morning, because each saw what hiswill made hisimagination formin the
dream force. Each in that way receives those pleasures he most desires at the Sabbath. It istheleast |
can do for the poor benighted citizens of my lost world. It is one of the reasons the Gods hate me, my
pity for his abandoned people shows their own lack of pity for them. Not nice characters, my
opponents.”

“I don’'t see why you consider God an opponent? According to other statements you made, he hasn't
st foot on thisearth for along long time.”

“Wadll, heisajedous God, you know. He deploresthe fact that because | am also exiled from
Heaven to Earth for the rest of my days, | have the capacity to sympathize with others so exiled, the
human kind of mortal, you know. He wants them waiting and ready to accept him as he desiresto be
accepted whenever the world swims back into the natura fields of beneficia force where he keeps
himself, and where we should beif the world had not been improperly directed in its orbit.”

“But wasit redly hisfault, Lucifer? Aren’t you blaming him for things, willy-nilly, theway he blamed
you?Isit al true, these tales of respongbility for cosmic happenings. 1s't the God you blame for such
thingsjust amyth, and no one respons ble but the naturd vagaries of an imperfect and totally unconscious



universe, which may bealiving and vast life but which isblind to the welfare of such motes as ourselves,
and unable to see or do anything at dl for us or againgt us.”

“Areyou suggesting | don’t know anything about the beginning of things. Are you implying that
Bed zebub, the Black God of the Fire-worlds, doesn’'t know whether his opponent is aive or not?’

“Why yes, your mgesty,” said Druga, grinning. “I can seethat you are humoring my young innocence
in these matters with the usud talk so that | will hear what | expect to hear, rather than the truth, which
would be vastly more effort on your part to impart.”

“You'reright, Druga. Thetruth isvastly morethan al that antique fol-de-rol people inherit from the
past liesand misinformations. Il try to picture the truth of the matter out to you smply, though it will be
necessarily skeletdl and quite inadequate, till it will be better than such a picture as one gets from seeing
myself and the great White Father in atitanic struggle for men’ssouls. | wish | did have ausefor those
dream bodies and could keep them dive, but | can't.”

MORGANSTERN, ligtening to dl thiswith her pretty ear cocked and her eyestrying to follow the
gyrationsand curioudly attractive undulations of certain muscular male dancers now performing before the
throne, put in:

“Must you men bore us with this discussion just when we are supposed to be amusing ourselves.
Couldn’t we have adrink al around and liven up the party?’

Lucifer-Bed zebub etc. turned to his beautiful witch; “Morganstern, you have been an understanding
and lovely Queen of the Sabbath, but you should remember you are not Queen of Hell yet, and that the
Sabbath will be officidly over in avery short time now.” Helooked at hiswrist, on which atiny affair was
strapped by aleather thong. “Y ou should also remember that men like ourselves think nothing so
important as the wise and able handling of many high-sounding words. Not even sex isso interesting as
this pastime of thinking we indulge in, and however much you want to get into the usud rut of eroticiam,
you must aways humor the malein hisdesreto display hiserudition.”

“Well, I likeachancefor display, mysdf. It isn't fun for agirl to St ignored when she’ sonly Queen
for aday!”

“Why don't you join the dancers on the floor and get a nice workout. Just what would satisty your
desires, lovely Queen?’ Lucifer had had his eyes on Morganstern for several seconds now as he talked,
and you couldn’t do that without being distracted.

“I'll let you know, Dark Master, when | get around to it,” murmured the near nude witch as she got to
her feet, from beside his hot body, and descended to the mal e dancers whose musculature had so drawn
her eyes.

“Now, wherewas |?" asked L ucifer as he turned back to Druga. “Women take one’ s mind off things
0, yet it istheir grestest virtue.”

“Y ou were just about to set meright in regard to the prevaent myth of your contention with the Good
God and hisfollowers.” Drugd s eyes and hiswhole quite urgent desire wasto join the revelerswho
were now faling into quite aBacchic dance, if you could cal it adance, led by the now quite nude and
wholly exciting Morganstern in mystic and terrifically provocative movements about herself and each
other, winding in and out in aprocession that seemed to be leading toward some unimaginable
culmination of which Druga could not but fear to imaginethe nature. .. but Lucifer, sitting there beside the
tal purple Druga, the two of them easily the most striking and magnificent spectaclein al that gloomy
fiery magnificence of ancient splendor and immorta glory—wastaking, in profound syllogism:



“Y ou have observed, Drugathe Bold, the multi-bodied existence of certain surviving Gods ill
remnant from the old times of earth. Y ou have observed the repetitive Nows of which the many walled
world of worldsis constructed. Y ou have observed God-hood in various manifestations, but have you
stopped to consider that the great God who permeates al is not asthese?’

“| have observed and considered, and decided that the great God must be vastly more than my mind
can grasp of being.”

“Exactly. And mysdf isthen but another who goes about in a human-seeming body, pretending to a
majesty he does not possess as a seriousriva of the one Great God?’

“Such would be the obvious concluson.”

“Wdl, what else could betrue? Do you think | shall pretend any rivalry with such avast omniscient
al-permeating life as your true concept of God must necessarily embody?’

“So you are just another accidenta survivor from the time of the Gods upon earth, who has been
unable to escape from the universd fate of thefields of energy-life about this solar sysem?’

“Just another immortal, Druga. And one vastly maligned, | can tell you. Once | was worshipped
properly as Pan, as Faunus, as many another of the Gods who preceded me, but assuredly | have dways
been mysdf and none of these others. Once they may have existed redlly, but | have humored al these
worshipers of the various Gods which led to aded of confusion in the writings of mortal men who did not
livelong enough to get at the truth of anything. There has been but the one great Lord of the Underworld,
myself, of course, but there have dways been others, lesser Lordsliving in the underworld, who dso
pose as Gods and amuse themsel ves with the antics of their worshippersas| did at the Sabbath last
night. Just between you and I, thisimmortd life gets very tiresome unless oneis equipped with specid
taentsfor amusements”

“Still, that mortals should blame all their illson you isapeculiar fact | cannot understand.”

IN CLASSIC times, during the Greek and Roman dominance of the thought of the world, there were
other scape-goats among the immortal's upon whom men blamed their troubles. There was Pluto, and |
do believe that many of his doings and ways of life have been confused with my own. Pluto became a
rather ill-tempered monarch in his decline, and did do some pretty devilish tricks. But in his prime he was
as good-naturned a God as the next one.”

“Then Pluto was an immorta who died?’

“Yes, Druga, aswedl must dieif we do not get away from earth. The energies abouit this earth will
reduce usdl intime, struggle aswewill. | am not at dl the powerful being | once was.”

“Just why do you encourage all these sensua and mystic and supposedly decadent and enervating
excesses that go on during the Sabbath and among your followers everywhere?’

“When oneisyoung, Druga, one absorbsideas of virtue from one' sforebearswhich, inalong life,
onefindsimpaossible of observance. It is such individuas, who expect even Lucifer’ sfollowersto observe
his own gtrict code of conduct, who madign us most greetly. We believe that life should be sensudly asfull
and complete as possible, considering it is so short and unsatisfactory at best, and conduct ourselves
accordingly . We take pleasure where and when we find it, and provide for more of the same aswell as
we can in the short future, and the more strict moraists and philistines and other sterile and unimaginative
mortals condemn us as an evil influence in consequence. But, Druga, just what is Evil?”

“Why, Evil isapractice or custom that harms and corrodes the character; Evil isacharacter that



delightsin giving pain and destroying the good things of life.”
“And am | such acharacter, Druga?’
“I havefailed to observe any such falingsinyou asyet.”

“I believe that such sadistic ddlight in giving harm to other livesisa product of amadnessin the mind.
| believe that such Evil gemsfrom adetrimental and disintegrant penetrative energy in the circumambient
fluids of the solar system, which affects the minds of weak and idiotic human beingsin such away that
they seem to have a*Devil’ riding their backs and driving them invigbly to destructive acts. | know that,
Druga, and | am telling you the truth. It has nothing whatever to do with immortal beings or mystic doings
of any-kind; it isan afflication. Of course there are cults of evil where such creatures get together and
commit the acts of cruelty that satisfy their will to commit harm upon their fellow passengersinto death.
Such cults do sometimes take my namein vain and commit these actsin my name. But | dedl with these
creatureswhen | can and in so doing help men quite abit. But | mysdalf and my followersare not in truth
adlied with such doings”

“But you have the power to do away with such humans, and with such longer lived sub-gods or near
immortals who are so maddened, yet you do not annihilate them utterly. Are you not to blame for not
ridding earth of them dl?’

“The energy fidlds of our planets are breeders of such sicknesses, Druga. | mysdf could no morerid
life of suchillnessesthan I could wipe out syphilis, or diptheria, or any other plague. When men learnto
doctor themsalvesfor evil, it will gradualy disappear, as have other plagues. But men lack organization,
and | am too enervated by years and by cynicism, by my inherited scorn for lifein generd, to bother with
it. | lovelife, Druga, but what we haveisnot truly life—it isto me akind of kindergarten which it amuses
meto attend at times. That isall. | do lack sympathy for these children. | could try harder to be what men
cal good—going about and dispensing cheer and medicines and benefits generaly. But my cynicismtdls
me that unlessthewill to cure themsalves arisesin man's saf and defests evil, it would dl beto no
prupose. | do not believe in men, Druga. | have known them too long and too painfully. That isone
reason | was interested in you; you are of an alien blood, not man as| know him.”

So Druga sat behind the dark alien mgesty of the Lost God, and let hismind drink in the deep chill
brooding thought of hiswaiting there in timeless, forgotten cavern, and watched the mad delight in the
dancer’ s bodies and the curious pleasures of which their bodies were capable which the swarm of
dancers wasindulging everywhere before their Dark Master. And Druga came thus to a greater
understanding of the chill and terrible fate of the race of man, who cannot find within himsaf hisown
savation, but must dways pray to someignoring great oneto bring it to him on agolden plate, with
fluttering golden wings of haste, and Drugafelt agrest weariness and adespair with thisworld of hiswell
up in him, and hetried to drown it in drink from the hot goblets borne to him in the sweating hands of little
red-skinned nymphs. So presently Druga had joined the mad revery, and was stepping off ameasure
beside thetal and utterly too seductive naked Morganstern, and whirling beside him was Eganin the
arms of the gpple cheeked young witch who had brought him there.

THE PARTY went on for some hours thus, and that Dark L ord was generous with the supporting
energy fluids which he poured out flooding throughout the enclosing wals of histhrone room, and
everything was getting very rosy and ddightful for Druga. The dark despair he had absorbed from
Lucifer’ sancient brooding thought had drowned itsdlf for atimein the hot pleasure of hisbody, and he
was finding the arms of Morganstern more than diverting, when he looked up to see hisown Feronia
standing with her hands on her hipsand her lipsin atight line of terrific anger, watching the performance
from beside the throne of Lucifer. Beside her was the flaming hair and tall form of Luaof VVole, and Ruy
Egan had |eft off dancing and was standing there before the two women like aboy caught stealing who



wastrying to think of asatisfactory lie.

So Drugarelinquished histoo-firm grasp of the satin smooth waist of Morganstern, and went to
Feronia, smiling and fedling like agreeter fool than ever beforein hislife.

“The minute my back isturned, you manage to get yoursdf right smack into Hell itself.” Feronid's
voice cracked like awhip, and Druga noticed that even His Dark Mg esty upon his emerad throne
winced at the sound of it and threw up an arm to ward off someinvisible harm.

“Why, Feronia, | came here of my own accord, in my usua search for Wisdom wherever it may be
found, and the trip has been whally worthwhile. His Mgesty has been most kind in eucidating many
obscure points that have troubled me about the past, and about Evil and its source, and about the ways
of lifeingenerd.”

“He has been seducing you into his own degenerate and dissolute ways with histak of futility and
helplessnessin the face of human shiftlessness. | know hisways. And I’ [l have none of it, you
understand! He Il not turn my Drugainto awastrel and ane er-do-well like himself, who has wasted a
score of lifetimestrying to figure out that if you never try to do any good, why no one will believe but
what you are the whole source of Evil itsdf. To Hell with Lucifer; he' sabad influence, aconfirmed rake
and libertine, and hasled more ambitious livesinto lazy sdf-indulgence than any other immorta ever
dreamed of doing.”

Drugawas about to defend the poor |one dark gentleman, who had risen and was quietly making his
way toward the door in the rear, but Feroniaheld up her hand with the fingers extended, and began
counting off: “First you go astray with Dionaea, which | forgave as unavoidable. Then you fdl for Eos
with her blond dinky ways and her unnatural oversexed body, but | forgave you, for | was temporarily
turned into stone and you had an excuse. But, then you fdl into the clutches of dear Doris-Anthes, and |
begin to suspect that these women are not wholly to blame! Then you let Circeturn you into apig, asif
you couldn’t resist her at dl, but let her have her way with you, a better Sorcerer than she could ever
hope to be. Y ou could have done any one of athousand thingsto her to get her to let you aone, but did
you? No, you sat there like apig and took it from her...”

“But, my dear...” managed Druga. But her voice went on, curdling Druga s blood with the anger iniit,
and he quailed before her snapping eyes and angry red cheeks and flying black hair and her beautiful
body sointensdly divein her fury:

“...Asif you wanted only to Sit about in apig’ sbody and look at her. Then | began to wonder if you
were my Drugaor aweskling whom any woman could wrap around her finger. Then after | decide that
after al you do love me and can’t help being human, | turn my back and you run off to the Sabbath and
God knows how many wenches have been with you—and | find you with the very Queen of the Sabbath
hersalf. Just how much wool do you think you can pull over my eyes, Drugathe Meek?’

MORGANSTERN came up behind Feroniaand winked at Drugaover her shoulder, and Drugadid
not fed at dl comfortable or correct in his attitude of “am | aman or mouse?’ Just then Ruy Egan
winked, too, and said.

“Tell her, Drugathe Bold! Arewe men or are we mice. If we re dways underfoot they will take us
for granted and forget to love us. Tdl her, Druga. Be bold, man, be bold.”

“Er, ah,” said Drugathe Bold.
But Feroniadid not stop to hear him :



“Thereisablack way and thereisawhite way, and you must learn soon to distinguish or | shall give
you up to the black entirely and God help you then. Do you think Mors would take an interest then? She
worksfor the future of man, she doesn't St around swilling rot-gut and indulging every bodily whim
toward pleasure that occursto her. These fatalists have no hope; they can't imagine thereisanything in
lifethat could be better or worth gtriving for; they are not redlly dive. Have you no wits at dl? Do you
want to sink utterly in the desthly mire that enfolds these half-lives? Are you Drugathe Bold or amere
creature of weak desire for pleasure and only pleasure? While you were gone Tom Hob stole off to the
Sabbath himsdlf and left his brother to watch the twig, and Branchus nearly got stolen by a\Wheeger.
That’ swhat your indulgence nearly cost us—our son! Have you anything to say to that, Drugathe Bold?
Bold, indeed! I'll make you sincere before I’ m through, you great hulk of appetite, you!”

Now Drugasaw that it wasindeed a bad timeto leave Branchus to the guardianship of amere witless
hob, and that Feroniawas, as usud, wholly right in her indignation. Which only made himsdf worsein his
OWn eyes.

“Oh dear Dark Goddess of mine,” began Druga, “to hear that my son has been endangered hurts me
asmuch as| can be hurt. But you must know that | am not exactly immune to temptation, and am not
wholly aGod of rectitude as yet, and overlook afew of my failings. | have aways wanted to understand
and observe the Black Mass of the Sabbath, and to talk with the Black Man himsdlf, and to meet and
observe the wholelife of the shadows of the field of magic. Now | have accomplished the project and no
harm done. | have learned alot, and made some very good friends, however little you may approve of
them, Hill they are as correct in their attitudes and anayses of life' s problems and their conduct in life as
areyou inyours. They aredifferent from usin their interiors, and cannot be expected to live up to our
grict regime of virue which we set oursalves. After dl, Feronia, it takesdl kinds of people. ..

“And dl kinds of women,” cut in Feronia.

“Y ou must remember, Feronia, that when | first met you | thought that you represented the dark and
mysterious paths of something very near to evil, and loved you still in spite of that, because you were too
beautiful for meto do otherwise, and because you were Feronia, who took an interest in me and made
me whole when | wasinjured. Y ou should remember that | cannot help but be drawn by any opportunity
to express or rdieve the naturd sybaritic tendencies of dl flesh. Y ou must be tolerant, remembering
awaysthat our own love sprang from these same springs of emotion, the dark and hot springs of dl life,
and not frown upon it anywhere. | loved you for avotarie of Snister and mystic revolt against ascetism,
for an exponent of lovefor love s sake, for awitch who understood and was expert in every
augmentation of attraction that woman holds for man. For an immorta woman beyond al other womenin
ability to attract me, and | till love you so. But cannot you see that the very source of my lovefor youis
agtrength between usaswell asatrap intowhich | canfal?’

“No!” said Feronia

“Y ou must understand, dear lubricious witch of my heart, that thethings| loveinyou arein part
present in every votaress of Love, in every Cyprian, in every Ddlilah, and that al strong men whom
women love are liable to be drawn by that same terrific magnetism at times, even in other women. So
long as| am ableto love you with avirilelove, just so long will it be possible for meto go astray, asyou
cdl it. | am only aman, however dear you areto mein every other way, too. Why thereitis, | amaman,
and attracted to women everywhere, at al times. And especialy so when they set out to so attract.”

“You twig thetruth!”

“That hot sweet image of you which dominates my heart, Feronia, do you think it will survive these
virtuous rages of yourswhen | for alittle time indulge my love for people and places and doings of a
warm and lively kind?Y ou know it will, or you would not strain &t that tie as you do! But must you, dear,



dear Feronia, must you so misguide the craft of our love? Can you not indulge me alittle and understand
| am not really, dways and exactly, as. you dream | an?’

FERONIA did not say anything, and her head came down alittle from its proud set erect upon her
tapered neck, and two little tears formed in her eyes and rolled down her hot red cheeks. And shewas
far more beautiful and wholly heartrending then in her tears than she had beenin her fury.

So Drugatook her in hisarms, and The Black Man came from behind his throne. Morganstern took
her place beside Him on the green throne, and the yellow flames which had seemed to recede, shot up
more gracefully and exhilaratingly than before.

After atime, Drugaled Feroniabefore that throne, and she bowed one knee, and touched the old
Black Man’ stoe with one finger tip, and he said—

“Blessyou, my child. Do not withhold your bright wisdom and your charming self from wewho can
no longer struggle, but have awarm spot in your heart even for our own sinful hearts.”

“Bosh, | suppose you are no worse than others, if we were better acquainted. Y ou must visit usin our
placein the cliff, you old fraud, and see our work, and get closer to us. The ancient dividing linesmerge,
it seems, and what is good and what is bad are hard to distinguish, as you perhaps know better than |,
who see more of the evil. We are shut up with our work too much aways, to understand. Forgive me,
Lucifer. You are amuch maligned character, you know. | would not have my Druga so misunderstood
when he becomesamyth like you.”

“I am not amyth, Feronia”

“Well, I mean when Druga gets more years and wisdom and retires from active life, | would have him
thought of asagood force, rather than atemptation to evil.”

The Old One tapped hislong pointed foot alittle petulantly, and Feroniawent on:
“It will be hard for usto meet eyeto eye, Lucifer. Do not be impatient.”
“I have not retired and | am not atemptation.”

“Theritua of the Black Massincludes an exhortation to preserve us from the traitorous and the
overbearing, to keep the ancient path, and not to fdl into the dark ways of intolerant suppression of
natura expresson of joy inlife,” murmured Drugainto Feronia sear.

“Then he and hiswitches and warlocks are not wilful destroyers?’

“Not that | have been able to observe. He says there are cults of evil who use hisname falsdly, which
givesriseto that impresson.”

“Doyou bdieve him?’ Feroniaasked and then,
“Why doesn't he change his name?’
“Itistoo latefor that, it seems. After dl...”

So talking, Feroniaand Druga stood aside from the dread magjesty of the throne of so-called evil, and
went on talking about Him most impolitely, and the revel went on and on.

“Still we know there is a source of evil, conscious and working to destroy man and man’ sworks
entire, to make of him a chattel and adave and an ignoramus who hides dways behind some such facade
of black mysticism!” Feronialooked at Drugawith suspicion in her eyes.



“If wetwo wereredlly good, whiteimmortas, we would make public to every human al we know of
lifeimmorta and the pleasures we keep to ourselves from those who live in towns and cities and with
each other everywhere. We would not observe the ancient precept of secrecy, but would teach
everywhere al we know of hedling and magic and thaumaturgy of al kinds, so that it would be opento
alr”

“Y es, Druga, but we cannot face the consequences. Let us ask thiskindly old Black Man, as he
seemsto be, to tell uswhat the consequences of such activity would bein redity?’

So Druga and hiswife went up and sat upon the steps of the throne familiarly, and the Devil put the
warm body of Morganstern down, and answered their soft question.

“They would band together, agrest many who benefit by the secrecy, who make of it their chief
means of sustenance, preying upon the ignorance and the gppetites of man for such eectric and terrific
pleasure, and for woman when so augmented, and would try to kill you. If you were but two aone, you
would bekilled.”

“Would you, Satan, be one of those?’

“It isnot necessary to answer that, as they would not need my help to kill you two done. Itisnot
good paliticsin the underworld to take astand on that question.”

“Evenfor you, Satan, the overlord?? ?

“HAH,” CRIED Satan, alightning gleam in his eye as he pictured revolt and himsdlf putting it down.
“I have not the energy even to think about such efforts, but if it becomes necessary, why | could handle
the Stuation.”

“For us, or against us?’ pursued Feronia, relentlesdy.

“For mysdlf! | do not subscribeto any notions of raising al mankind suddenly to any pesks of
superior hedlth and happiness. | am cynicd of dl such attempts success. | have seen them fail before.”

“But you would not war against usfor such humanitarian work on our part, would you, you old
Devil?’

“| would protest, dear Feronia, verbally or by letter, but only to save you the waste of your sweet
time and bregath in such useless attempt to elevate those who do not want to be elevated. They accept
death and war and ignorance of dl true pleasure; they have cursed me for some eighteen centuries. Must
| love them, dear dark witch?’

“No, you black infiddl, you do not have to love them, but | do wish you could leave them adone.”

“I will leave you adonein your work, dear witch. But | must have my fun, and my Sabbath, and my
ancient ritesand my worship. A man gets so used to things.”

“Wadll, that should satisfy me, but | have plans and for amoment you gave me hope. But | seeyou are
incorrigible”

“Quite. All I cantdl you isto go ahead and see what occursto stop you, if you redlly desire to waste
your time. They are not competent to handle the ancient wisdom; only exceptional people grasp magic a
all, such asyou and your precious Druga. Asfor taking sdeswith you or againgt you, | scorn the

thought.”
After which exchange of views, Feroniaand Drugaleft the deep warm caverns of Hell, and Ruy Egan



and Lualeft the dancing and followed them after bidding goodbye their host.

And when magic and witchcraft and the knowledge of the long dead Elder-Gods becomes generd
everyday knowledge of every man, and desth becomes athing of the past, and youth remains with men
and women as long as they have breath—and pleasure such as the Gods indulged themsealves becomes
the daily fare of all men everywhere—why you will know the white witches such as Feronia, and the bold
men such as Druga, have managed to defeat those ancient practitioners of the dark art who want only
secrecy for what should bein the public library and in the laboratories of the world.

Until that time, you may know that Satan isright, and we are not worth worrying about because we
aretoo ignorant and too incapable of learning for oursalves.

Now the Red Dwarf turns the pages of hisbook of time, reading in the smultane. Thinking of an old
acquaintance, his eye-of-view swingsin and down and across.

A valley lies open and unmisted under the green bright rays of the bizarre sun.

Through the center of the wide-flowered valey meandersariver of pink liquid, awide and
many-curved river of most strange appearance.

The sandsthat linethe river are purple and poisonousto life.

Above the purple ribbons of treacherous sand are the grassy banks of the river, with spangling,
garishly flowered plants among the twisted grasses. Beyond the grass the trees move their limbs dowly,
rhythmically, waiting; waiting for what isto cometo them.

High on the ridge of the grassy bank lies an old stone god. Heisthe God - who - never - moves -
and -swears - he - never - will. Helies awaiting what can never be again for him. Hislimbs are half
imbedded in the blue soil; it has been an age since he desired to move those strange, mottled, sculptura
limbs

Stonily the God stares over thelazy pink river, and over the groping limbs of the far hungry trees.

Softly the Red Dwarf murmured: “This Drugathe Bold, what do you think of him? He camefrom this
valey, long ago.”

Within that despairing mind of that God, the image of Druga.and his doings moved, and asmile came
on the stony lips, his eyes sought the Red Dwarf through the shimmering veils of redlity, piercing into the
smultane where he sat.

“Now the Day,” said the stone God. “’ Tis Eldir and low point of the course. May helive to see seet
night again. May herise when life rises, and with his lady take his place anong the great, course the ether
with the best.

Timemoved, invisibly, trying to set her destroying grip upon thisvalley that waited, regarding her not.
The Red Dwarf spoke into the stony mind.

“’TisEldir time, asyou say, and the deep point of the misery of Day. The night will come, and joy and
lifefountain again. All thisembroidery of pain and ugly desth will vanish, the flowering of the living night
descend. We will again mest the ethereans asin the latter time, before the Day. Meanwhile it amuses me
to record the doings of the ephemerae, and most especialy of such asthese two, Feroniaand Drugathe
Bold, who yet make headway and gain lifetimes against the destroying light of Day. The old Love moves
inmefor them. | fed again the vaunting fountain of life-strength asit used to be. And will again! Adieu,
my friend, till the night comesagain.”

The stony mind made effort, and the thought trickled toward the far shimmer of the Red Dwarf behind



hisveils of thin-diced glittering repeating Nows. And what elsethey said isfor their endless
contemplation aone.

DIM SLOW shift of dawn rose clouds coming brighter above the jagged outlines of Erdis’ cliff edge.
The eye fled down the sheer clean rock face of the cliff, to come softly to rest among the drifting, rising
morning mistsin the small sweet valey at thefoot.

There where the rainbow bridge met the raw face of the rock, agreat stone beast’ s face leered, and
into the dark vast mouth of that impossible sculpture the glassy shimmer of the rainbow bridge thrugt,
stopped by the great bronze halves of the circular doorway.

One half the heavy ancient metd hung open, and in the gloomy opening atiny figure stood, the
morning breeze tirring timidly about the smooth curves of her warm and perfect body.

By some magic of lifeinward and intense the witch-figure dominates the mgesty of the vast cliff and
rising tinted mists and stretching valey waking below into the day.

In her mind thelittle swift-glittering magics of her thought moved, picturing Drugaas he had been
when he had gone “to seek aweapon to whip the worst secretives once and for dl, and sowin dl for dl

Feronia sighed, as one lonesome and weary of self, and turned away from the waiting view; the soft
Sweet grace of woman' s entire meaning in the knee-lift of thekirtle, in the sway of arching hip, intheline
of her arm’ s glory as she gestured to some invisible, and disappeared within the dark opening of the
stone beast’ s mouth.

At the closing of the door, amagic shuddered out over that thrice hidden valley, thewhole visadid
down some subtle scale of changing values, and presented now aface of utter desolation and maignant
unwel come to the chance life happening that way. The mists grew thicker, clinging concedlingly about the
gtill shimmering magic of that impossible bridge, making thewhole valley and vast face of thet dliff into
one seeming of ghoul-haunted wasteland.

Thewitch-woman's step died away in the echoing halls of ancient stone, the small chittering’'shado
w’smoved...

THERE IS A planet ultrasmultane with the vast vells of Time and Now fluttering about it, asyou
probably know. And Here and Now and Then and There become strangely intermingled, and there are
worm holes eaten through the ancient pages of the book, where one can cross through to another page
caled Now, in the otherwhere.

So crossing, and o reading, you have—thistae of Erdis Cliff, and of theinferna regions, and of the
Red Dwarf who pokesand prysinto it all.

The Red Dwarf saysthe inconsequential and irrelative are not so, but that in thistime of Eldir thereis
redly only aninsanekind of lifeto record, and so he bides histime and amuses his mind with such work.
Asdo |. And both of usare waiting for the Day to end, and the Smultaneto roll on into the more
favorabletides of force where life can fountain into sanity and the creation of true growth.

But there are those bold spirits like Druga, who maintain stoutly that waiting is not the part of aman.
These intend to battle for more of life' sfluids brought to more of our race, and for greater mindsfor us



al, so that we may crossaswewill into more favorable planes of life-energy, and there grow into atruly
great form of life.

Y ou can hold with the Black Man, who says we are not worth the vast effort necessary, or with the
witch-woman, who both works for better Now and waits for better Then, or with Druga, who goes out
to strike boldly for man against those who would object to our progress.

Or you can hold with the wise savants of the Morta school, who hold that all such work isinfantile
and abortive, and that there isno Immortality, no witches and no magic, no Gods or Goddesses or
Sorcerersor other substance to any fairy tale. These hold that dry degth is ordained for dl of us,
immutable and unarguable, that hope is a child’ s dream, and that atom bombs are the best product of
science.

| prefer the whispering feet of the white witch, to the dry dusty scraping of the dead bones of savants
acrossthelr books of awful error... Besides, there are the writings of the Red Dwarf! He contends that if
we spent our mortal effort on the study of the integrative, we should have alonger life than aswe
do—spend it dl upon the disintegrative atomic power. And | agree. Besides, who can argue with the
Red Dwarf?

The End.
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