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PRI EST- KI NGS OF GOR
Vol une three of the Chronicles of Counter-Earth

by John Norman
Chapter One: THE FAIR OF EN KARA
I, Tarl Cabot, formerly of Earth, amone who is known to the Priest-Kings of Gor

It cane about late in the nonth of En'Kara in the year 10,117 fromthe founding of the Cty of Ar
that | canme to the Hall of Priest-Kings in the Sardar Myuntains on the planet CGor, our Counter-
Earth.

| had arrived four days before on tarnback at the black palisade that encircles the dreaded
Sardar, those dark nountains, crowned with ice, consecrated to the Priest-Kings, forbidden to ne,
to nortals, to all creatures of flesh and bl ood.

The tarn, ny gigantic, hawklike nount, had been unsaddl ed and freed, for it could not acconpany ne
into the Sardar. Once it had tried to carry nme over the palisade into the nountains, but never
again would | have essayed that flight. It had been caught in the shield of the Priest-Kings,
invisible, not to be evaded, undoubtedly a field of some sort, which had so acted on the bird,

per haps affecting the mechani smof the inner ear, that the creature had becone incapabl e of
controlling itself and had fallen disoriented and confused to the earth below. None of the
animals of Gor, as far as | knew, could enter the Sardar. Only nmen could enter, and they did not
return.

| regretted freeing the tarn, for it was a fine bird, powerful, intelligent, fierce, courageous,
loyal. And, strangely, | think it cared for me. At least | cared for it. And only with harsh
words could | drive it away, and when it di sappeared in the distance, puzzled, perhaps hurt, |
wept .

It was not far to the fair of En' Kara, one of the four great fairs held in the shadow of the
Sardar during the Gorean year, and | soon wal ked slowy down the |ong central avenue between the
tents, the booths and stalls, the pavilions and stockades of the fair, toward the high, brassbound
ti mber gate, formed of black |ogs, beyond which lies the Sardar itself, the sanctuary of this

worl d's gods, known to the nmen bel ow the mountains, the nortals, only as Priest-Kings.

I would stop briefly at the fair, for | nust purchase food for the journey into the Sardar and
nmust entrust a | eather-bound package to sone nmenber of the Caste of Scribes, a package which
cont ai ned an account of what had occurred at the Cty of Tharna in the past nonths, a short

hi story of events which | thought shoul d be recorded.

I wished that | had had longer to visit the fair for on another occasion at another time | should
have sought eagerly to examine its wares, drink at its taverns, talk with its nmerchants and attend
its contests, for these fairs are free ground for the many conpetitive, hostile Gorean cities, and
provi de al nost the sole opportunity for the citizens of various cities to neet peaceably with one
anot her .

It islittle wonder that the cities of Gor support and wel come the fairs. Sonetinmes they provide
a common ground on which territorial and conmercial dispute may be am cably resol ved without |oss
of honour, plenipotentiaries of warring cities having apparently net by accident anmpong the silken
pavi |l i ons.

Further, menbers of castes such as the Physicians and Builders use the fairs for the dissenination
of information and techni ques anong Caste Brothers, as is prescribed in their codes in spite of
the fact that their respective cities may be hostile. And as m ght be expected nenbers of the
Caste of Scribes gather here to enter into dispute and exam ne and trade manuscri pts.

My snmall friend, Torm of Ko-ro-ba, of the Caste of Scribes, had been to the fairs four tinmes in
his life. He informed nme that in this tinme he had refuted seven hundred and ei ght scribes from
fifty-seven cities, but I will not vouch for the accuracy of this report, as | sonmetinmes suspect
that Torm |ike nost nmenbers of his caste, and nine, tends to be a bit too sanguine in recounting
his numerous victories. Moreover | have never been too clear as to the grounds on which the
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di sputes of scribes are to be adjudicated, and it is not too infrequently that both disputants

| eave the field each fully convinced that he has the best of the contest. |In differences anpng
menber of my own caste, that of the Warriors, it is easier to tell who has carried the day, for
the defeated one often lies wounded or slain at the victor's feet. |In the contests of scribes, on
the other hand, the blood that is spilled is invisible and the valiant foenen retire in good
order, reviling their enemies and recouping their forces for the next day's canpaign. | do not
hol d this against the contests of scribes; rather | commend it to the menbers of my own caste.

I mssed Tormand wondered if | would ever see himagain, boundi ng about excoriating the authors
of dusty scrolls, knocking the inkwell fromhis desk with an inperial sweep of his blue robe,

| eaping on the table in birdlike fury denouncing one scribe or another for independently

redi scovering an idea that had already appeared in a century-old manuscript known to Torm of
course but not to the luckless scribe in question, rubbing his nose, shivering, |eaping dow to
thrust his feet against the everpresentm overl oaded charcoal brazier that invariably burned under
his table, amid the litter of his scraps and parchnents, regardless of whatever the outside
tenperature night be.

| supposed Torm nmi ght be anywhere, for those of Ko-ro-ba had been scattered by the Priest-Kings.

I would not search the fair for him nor if he were here would I nmake nmy presence known, for by
the will of the Priest-Kings no two nen of Ko-ro-ba might stand together, and | had no wish to
jeopardise the little scribe. Gor would be the poorer were it not for his furious eccentricities;
the Counter-Earth would sinply not be the sane w thout belligerent, exasperated little Torm |
smled to nyself. if | should meet himl| knew he would thrust hinself upon ne and insist upon
bei ng taken into the Sardar, though he would known it would nmean his death, and | would have to
bundle himin his blue robes, hurl himinto a rain barrel and make nmy escape. Perhaps it would be
safer to drop himinto a well. Tormhad stunbled into nore than one well in his life and no one
who knew himwould think it strange to find himsputtering about at the bottom of one.

The fairs incidentally are governed by Merchant Law and supported by booth rents and taxes | evied
on the itens exchanged. The comercial facilities of these fairs, fromnoney changing to general
banki ng, are the finest |I know of on Cor, save those in Ar's Street of Coins, and letters of
credit are accepted and | oans negotiated, though often at usurious rates, with what seens reckl ess
indifference. Yet perhaps this is not so puzzling, for the Gorean cities will, within their own
wal I's, enforce the Merchant Law when pertinent, even against their own citizens. |If they did not,
of course, the fairs would be closed to the citizens of that city.

The contests | nentioned which take place at the fairs are, as would be expected, peaceable, or
shoul d say, at |east do not involve contests of arms. |Indeed it is considered a crine against the
Priest-Kings to bloody one's weapons at the fairs. The Priest-Kings, |I mght note, seemto be
nore tol erant of bloodshed in other localities.

Contests of arms, fought to the death, whereas they nmay not take place at the fairs are not
unknown on Gor, and are popular in sone cities. Contests of this sort, npbst often involving
crimnals and inpoverished soldiers of fortune, offer prizes of ammesty or gold and are
customarily sponsored by rich nmen to win the approval of the populace of their cities. Sonetines
these nen are nerchants who wi sh thereby to secure goodwi Il for their products; sonetines they are
practitioners of [aw, who hope to sway the votes of jury men; sonetimes they are Ubars or High
Initiates who find it in their interests to keep the crowds anused. Such contests, in which life
is lost, used to be popular at Ar, for exanple, being sponsored in that city by the Caste of
Initiates, who regard thenselves as being the internedi aries between Priest-Kings and nen, though
| suspect that, at |east on the whole, they know as little about the Priest-Kings as do other nen.
These contests, it mght be nentioned, were banned in Ar when Kazrak of Port Kar becane

adm nistrator of that city. It was not an action which was popular with the powerful Caste of
Initiates.

The contests at the fairs, however, | am pleased to say, offer nothing nore dangerous than
westling, with no holds to the death pernmitted. Mst of the contests involve such things as
racing, feats of strength, and skill with bow and spear. Oher contests of interest pit choruses
and poets and players of various cities against one another in the several theatres of the fair

I had a friend once, Andreas of the desert city of Tor, of the Caste of Poets, who had once sung
at the fair and won a cap filled with gold. And perhaps it is hardly necessary to add that the
streets of the fair abound with jugglers, puppeteers, nusicians and acrobats who, far fromthe
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theatres, conpete in their ancient fashions for the copper tarn disks of the broiling, turbulent
crowds.

Many are the objects for sale at the fair. | passed anmong wines and textiles and raw wool, sil ks,
and brocades, copperware and gl azed pottery, carpets and tapestries, lunber, furs, hides, salt,
arnms and arrows, saddles and harness, rings and bracel ets and neckl aces, belts and sandals, |anps
and oils, nedicines and neats and grains, aninmals such as the fierce tarns, Gor's w nged nounts,
and tharlarions, her donesticated |lizards, and |long chains of m serable slaves, both nmale and
femal e.

Al t hough no one may be enslaved at the fair, slaves nmay be bought and sold within its precincts,
and slavers do a thriving business, exceeded perhaps only by that of Ar's Street of Brands. The
reason for this is not sinply that here is a fine market for such wares, since nen from various
cities pass freely to and fro at the fair, but that each Gorean, whether nale or fenmale, is
expected to see the Sardar Muntains, in honour of the Priest-Kings, at least once in his life,
prior to his twenty-fifth year. Accordingly the pirates and outlaws who beset the trade routes to
anbush and attack the caravans on the way to the fair, if successful, often have nore than
inanimate netals and cloths to reward their vicious |abours.

This pilgrimage to the Sardar, enjoyed by the Priest-Kings according to the Caste of the
Initiates, undoubtedly plays its role in the distribution of beauty anbng the hostile cities of
Gor. Wereas the nmal es who acconmpany a caravan are often killed in its defence or driven off,
this fate, fortunate or not, is seldomthat of the caravan's wonen. It will be their sad lot to
be stripped and fitted with the collars and chains of slave girls and forced to foll ow the wagons
on foot to the fair, or if the caravan's tharlarions have been killed or driven off, they wll
carry its goods on their backs. Thus one practical effect of the edict of the Priest-Kings is
that each Gorean girl nust, at |east once in her life, |leave her walls and take the very serious
risk of becoming a slave girl, perhaps the prize of a pirate or outl aw

The expeditions sent out fromthe cities are of course extrenely well guarded, but pirates and
outl aws too can band together in |large nunbers and sonetinmes, even nore dangerously, one city's
warriors, in force, will prey upon another city's caravans. This, incidentally, is one of the
nore frequent causes of war anpbng these cities. The fact that warriors of one city soneti nes wear
the insignia of cities hostile to their own when they nake these attacks further conpounds the
suspicions and internecine strife which afflicts the Gorean cities.

This chain of reflections was occasioned in ny mnd by sight of sone men of Port Kar, a savage,
coastal city on the Tanber Gulf, who were displaying a sullen chain of twenty freshly branded
girls, many of them beautiful. They were fromthe island city of Cos and had undoubtedly been
captured at sea, their vessel burned and sunk. Their considerable charns were fully revealed to
the eye of appraising buyers who passed down the line. The girls were chained throat to throat,
their wists |ocked behind the small of their backs with slave bracelets, and the knelt in the
custonmary position of Pleasure Slaves. Wen a possible buyer would stop in front of one, one of
the bearded scoundrels from Port Kar woul d poke her with a slave whip and she would Iift her head
and nunbly repeat the ritual phrase of the inspected slave girl, Buy Me, Master. They had thought
to cone to the Sardar as free wonen, discharging their obligation to the Priest-Kings. They woul d
| eave as slave girls. | turned away.

My business was with the Priest-Kings of Gor.

I ndeed, | had cone to the Sardar to encounter the fabled Priest-Kings, whose inconparable power so
inextricably influences the destinies of the cities and nen of the Counter-Earth.

It is said that the Priest-Kings know whatever transpires on their world and that the nere lifting

of their hand can summn all the powers of the universe. | myself had seen the power of Priest-
Ki ngs and knew that such beings existed. | nyself had traveled in a ship of the Priest-Kings
whi ch had twice carried ne to this world; | had seen their power so subtly exercised as to alter

the novenents of a conpass needle, so grossly denonstrated as to destroy a city, |eaving behind
not even the stones of what had once been a dwelling place of nen.

It is said that neither the physical intricacies of the cosnbs nor the enotions of human beings
are beyond the scope of their power, that the feelings of nen and the notions of atons and stars
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are as one to them that they can control the very forces of gravity and invisibly sway the hearts

of human beings, but of this latter claim| wonder, for once on a road to Ko-ro-ba, ny city, | net
one who had been a nessenger of Priest-Kings, one who had been capabl e of disobeying them one
fromthe shards of whose burnt and blasted skull | had renoved a handful of golden wire.

He had been destroyed by Priest-Kings as casually as one might jerk | oose the thong of a sandal

He had di sobeyed and he had been destroyed, imrediately and with grotesque dispatch, but the
important thing was, | told nyself, that he had di sobeyed, that he could disobey, that he had been
abl e to di sobey and choose the ignom ni ous death he knew nust follow. He had won his freedom
though it had, as the CGoreans say, led himto the Cities of Dust, where, | think, not even Priest-
Kings care to follow He had, as a nan, lifted his fist against the m ght of Priest-Kings and so
he had died, defiantly, though horribly, with great nobility.

| amof the Caste of Warriors, and it is in our codes that the only death fit for a man is that in
battle, but | can no longer believe that this is true, for the nan | net once on the road to Ko-ro-
ba died well, and taught me that all w sdomand truth does not lie in nmy own codes.

My business with the Priest-Kings is sinple, as are nost matters of honour and blood. For sone
reason unbeknown to nme they have destroyed ny city, Ko-ro-ba, and scattered its peoples. | have
been unable to learn the fate of ny father, my friends, ny warrior conpanions, and nmy bel oved
Tal ena, she who was the daughter of Marl enus, who had once been Ubar of Ar - ny sweet, fierce,
wild, gentle, savage, beautiful |ove, she who is ny Free Conpanion, ny Talena, forever the Ubara
of nmy heart, she who burns forever in the sweet, |onely darkness of nmy dreans. Yes, | have

busi ness with the Priest-Kings.

Chapter Two: | N THE SARDAR

| 1 ooked down the long, broad avenue to the huge tinber gate at its end, and beyond the gate to
the bl ack crags of the inhospitable Sardar Range.

It took not nmuch tine to purchase a snmall bundle of supplies to take into the Sardar, nor was it
difficult to find a scribe to whom | mght entrust the history of the events at Tharna. | did not
ask his name nor he mine. | knew his caste, and he knew mne, and it was enough. He could not
read the manuscript as it was witten in English, a |anguage as foreign to himas Gorean woul d be
to nost of you, but yet he would treasure the manuscript and guard it as though it were a nost
preci ous possession, for he was a scribe and it is the way of scribes to love the witten word and
keep it fromharm and if he could not read the manuscript, what did it nmatter - perhaps soneone
coul d soneday, and then the words which had kept their secret for so long would at |ast enkindle
the nystery of communication and what had been witten would be heard and under st ood.

At last | stood before the towering gate of black |ogs, bound with its w de bands of brass. The
fair lay behind me and the Sardar before. M garnments and ny shield bore no insignia, for ny city
had been destroyed. | wore ny helnmet. None would know who entered the Sardar

At the gate | was nmet by one of the Caste of Initiates, a dour, thin-lipped, drawn man woth deep
sunken eyes, clad in the pure white robes of his caste.

"Do you wish to speak to Priest-Kings? he asked.
"Yes,' | said.

"Do you know what you do?

"Yes,' | said.

The Initiate and | gazed evenly at one another, and then he stepped aside, as he nmust have done
many tinmes. | would not be the first, of course, to enter the Sardar. Many nen and sonetines
wonen had entered these nountains but it is not known what they found. Sonetines these

i ndi vi dual s are young idealists, rebels and chanpi ons of |ost causes, who wish to protest to
Priest-Kings; sonetinmes they are individuals who are old or diseased and are tired of life and
wish to die; sonetinmes they are piteous or cunning or frightened wetches who think to find the
secret of imortality in those barren crags; and sonetines they are outlaws fleeing fromGor's
harsh justice, hoping to find at |east brief sanctuary in the cruel, mysterious donmain of Priest-
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Kings, a country into which they may be assured no nortal magistrate or vengeful band of hunman
warriors will penetrate. | suppose the Initiate nmight account nme noe of the latter, for ny
habi |l i ments bore no insignia.

He turned away fromme and went to a snmall pedestal at one side. On the pedestal there was a
silver bow, filled with water, a vial of oil and a towel. He dipped his fingers in the bow,
poured a bit of oil on his hands, dipped his fingers again and then w ped his hands dry.

On each side of the huge gate there stood a great windlass and chain, and to each w ndl ass a gang
of blinded slaves was manacl ed.

The Initiate folded the towel carefully and replaced it on the pedestal
‘Let the gate be opened,’' he said.

The sl aves obediently pressed their weight against the tinber spokes of the two windlasses and
they creaked and the chains tightened. Their naked feet slipped in the dirt and they pressed ever
nore tightly agai nst the heavy, obdurate bars. Now their bodies hunmped with pain, clenching

t hensel ves agai nst the spokes. Their blind eyes were fixed on nothing. The bl ood vessels in their

necks and | egs and arns began to distend until | feared they m ght burst open through the tortured
flesh; the agonised mscles of their straining knotted bodies, |ike swollen | eather, seened to
fill with pain as if pain were a fluid; their flesh seemed to fuse with the wood of the bars; the

backs of their garnents discoloured with a scarlet sweat. Men had broken their own bones on the
ti nber spokes of the Sardar w ndl asses.

At last there was a great creak and the vast portal parted a hand's breadth and then the wi dth of
a shoul der and the width of a man's body.

"It is enough,' | said.
I entered i medi ately.

As | entered | heard the nournful tolling of the huge, hollow nmetal bar which stands some way from

the gate. | had heard the tolling before, and knew that it signified that yet another nortal had
entered the Sardar. It was a depressing sound, and not made | ess so by ny realisation that in
this case it was | who had entered the nmountains. As | listened it occurred to ne that the

purpose of the bar night not be sinply to informthe nen of the fair that the Sardar had been
entered but to informthe Priest-Kings as well.

I | ooked behind nyself intinme to see the great gate close. It shut w thout a sound.

The journey to the Hall of Priest-Kings was not as difficult as | had anticipated. At places
there were well-worn paths, at others even stairs had been cut in the sides of nountains, stairs
worn snooth in the mllenia by the passage of countless feet.

Here and there bones littered the path, human bones. \Whether these were the remains of nen who

had starved or frozen in the barren Sardar, or had been destroyed by Priest-Kings, | did not know
Upon occasi on sone nmessage woul d be found scratched in the cliffs along the path. Sone of these
were obscene, cursing the Priest-Kings; others were paeans in their praise; sone were cheerful, if
in a rather pessinmstic way. One | renenber was: 'Eat, drink and be happy. The rest is nothing.
O hers were rather sinple, and sonetines sad, such as 'No food," 'I'mcold," '"I'"'mafraid.' One
such read, 'The nmountains are enpty. Rena | love you.' | wondered who had witten it, and when.
The inscription was worn. |t had been scratched out in the old Gorean script. It had weat hered

for perhaps better than a thousand years. But | knew that the nmountains were not enpty, for | had
evi dence of Priest-Kings. | continued ny journey.

| encountered no animals, nor any grow ng thing, nothing save the endl ess bl ack rocks, the bl ack
cliffs, and the path cut before ne in the dark stone. Gadually the air grew nmore chill and w sps
of snow bl ew about ne; frost began to appear on the steps and | trudged past crevices filled with
i ce, deposits which had perhaps lain as they were without nelting for hundreds of years.

wrapped nmy cloak nore firmy about nyself and using nmy spear as a staff | forced ny way upward.

Sonme four days into the mountains | heard for the first time in nmy journey the sound of a thing
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ot her than the wind, the sighing of snow and the groaning of ice; it was the sound of a living
thing; the sound of a nmountain |arl

The larl is a predator, clawed and fanged, quite large, often standing seven feet at the shoul der
I think it would be fair to say that it is substantially feline; at any rate its grace and si nuous
power renmind ne of the smaller but simlarly fearsome jungle cats of ny old world.

The resenbl ance is, | suppose, due to the nechanics of convergent evol ution, both aninmals having
been shaped by the exigencies of the chase, the stealth of the approach and the sudden charge, and
by the requirement of the swift and devastating kill. |If there is an optinumconfiguration for a
| and predator, | suppose on my old world the pal mmust go to the Bengal tiger; but on Gor the
prize belongs indisputably to the mountain larl; and I cannot but believe that the structura
simlarities between the two animals, though of different worlds, are nore than a matter of

acci dent .

The larl's head is broad, sonetines nore than two feet across, and shaped roughly like a triangle,
giving its skull sonething of the cast of a viper's save that of course it is furred and the
pupils of the eyes like the cat's and unlike the viper's, can range fromknifelike slits in the
broad daylight to dark, inquisitive nmoons in the night.

The pelt of the larl is nornally a tawny red or a sable black. The black larl, which is

predoni nantly nocturnal, is nmaned, both nmale and female. The red larl, which hunts whenever
hungry, regardless of the hour, and is the nore comon variety, possesses no nane. Fenal es of
both varieties tend generally to be slightly snaller than the nmales, but are quite as aggressive
and someti nmes even nore dangerous, particularly in the late fall and winter of the year when they
are likely to be hunting for their cubs. | had once killed a male red larl in the Voltai Range
wi thin pasangs of the city of Ar.

Now hearing the growl of such a beast | threw back nmy cloak, lifted ny shield and held ny spear
ready. | was puzzled that | mght encounter a larl in the Sardar. How could it have entered the
mount ai ns? Perhaps it was native. But on what could it |ive anobng these barren crags? For | had
seen nothing on which it mght prey, unless one mght count the nmen who had entered the nountains,
but their bones, scattered, white and frozen, were unsplintered and unfurrowed; they showed no

evi dence of having suffered the nolestation of a larl's gnawing jaws. | then understood that the
larl | had heard nmust be a larl of Priest-Kings, for no animal and no man enters or exists in the
Sardar without the consent of Priest-Kings and if it was fed it nust be at the hand of Priest-
Kings or their servants.

In spite of my hatred of Priest-Kings | could not help but adnmire them None of the nmen bel ow the
mount ai ns, the nortals, had ever succeeded in taming a larl. Even larl cubs when found and raised
by men woul d, on reaching their mgjority, on sone night, in a sudden burst of atavistic fury slay
their masters and under the three hurtling noons of Gor |ope fromthe dwellings of nen, driven by
what instincts | know not, to seek the mountains where they were born. A case is known of a larl
who travel ed nore then twenty-five hundred pasangs to seek a certain shallow crevice in the Volta
in which he had been whel ped. He was slain at its nouth. Hunters had followed him One anong
them an old man who had originally been one of the party that had captured the aninmal, identified
the pl ace.

| advanced, ny spear ready for its cast, nmy shield ready to be thrown over ny body to protect it
fromthe death throes of the thrashing beast should the cast be successful. M life was in ny own
hands and I was content that this should be so. I would have it no other way.

| smiled to nyself. | was First Spear, for there were no others.

In the Voltai Range bands of hunters, usually fromAr, stalk the larl with the m ghty Gorean
spear. Nornally they so this in single file and he who |l eads the file is called First Spear, for
his will be the first spear cast. As soon as he casts his weapon he throws hinself to the ground
and covers his body with his shield, as does each nman successively behind him This allows each
man to have a clean cast at the beast and provides sonme protection once the spear is thrown.

The nost significant reason, however, becones clear when the role of the last nman on the file, who
i s spoken of as Last Spear, is understood. Once Last Spear casts his weapon he may not throw
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hinmself to the ground. |If he should, and any of his conrades survive, they will slay him But
this sel dom occurs for the CGorean hunters fear cowardice nmore than the clwas and fangs of larls.
Last Spear nust renmmin standing, and if the beast still lives, receive its charge with only his
drawn sword. He does not hurl hinself to the ground in order that he will renmmin conspicuously in
the larl's field of vision and thus be the object of its wounded, maddened onslaught. It is thus
that, should the spears nmiss their nmark, he sacrifices his life for his conpanions who will, while

the larl attacks him nmake good their escape. This may seemcruel but in the long run it tends to
be conservative of human life; it is better, as the Goreans say, fro one man to die than many.

First Spear is nornmally the best of the spearmen because if the larl is not slain or seriously
wounded with the first strike, the lives of all, and not sinply that of Last Spear, stand in
consi derabl e jeopardy. Paradoxically, perhaps, Last Spear is nornally the weakest of the
spearnmen, the least skilled. Wether this is because Gorean hunting tradition favours the weak,
protecting himw th the stronger spears, or tradition scorns the weak, regarding himas the nost
expendabl e nenber of the party, | do not know. The origin of this hunting practice is lost in
antiquity, being as old perhaps as nmen and weapons and larls.

I once asked a Gorean hunter whom| net in Ar why the larl was hunted at all. | have never
forgotten his reply. 'Because it is beautiful,' he said, 'and dangerous, and because we are
CGor eans. '

I had not yet seen the beast whose growl | had heard. The path on which | trod turned a few yards
ahead. It was about a yard wi de and hugged the side of a cliff, and to ny left there was a sheer
precipice. The drop to its base nust have been at least a full pasang. | renenbered that the
boul ders bel ow were huge but fromny present height they | ooked like grains of black sand.

wi shed the cliff were on nmy left rather than ny right in order to have a freer cast of ny spear

The path was steep but its ascent, here and there, was |ightened by high steps. | have never
cared to have an eneny above ne, nor did | now, but | told nyself that my spear mght nore easily
find a vul nerable spot if the larl |eapt downwards toward ne than if | were above and had only the
base of its neck as ny best target. Fromabove | would try to sever the vertebrae. The larl's
skull is an even nore difficult cast, for its head is alnobst continually in notion. Mreover, it
possesses an unobtrusive bony ridge which runs fromits four nasal slits to the begi nnings of the
backbone. This ridge can be penetrated by the spear but anything |less than a perfect cast wll
result in the weapon's being deflected through the cheek of the animal, inflicting a cruel but

uni nportant wound. On the other hand if | were under the larl | would have a brief but clean
strike at the great, pounding, eight-valved heart that lies in the centre of its breast.

My heart sank for | heard another grow, that of a second beast.
I had but one spear.
I mght kill one larl, but then |I should alnost certainly die under the jaws of its mate.

For sonme reason | did not fear death but felt only anger that these beasts night prevent nme from
keepi ng ny rendezvous with the Priest-Kings of Gor.

I wondered how many nen ni ght have turned back at this point, and | remenbered the innunerable
white, frozen bones on the cliff below. It occurred to ne that | mght retreat, and return when
the beasts had gone. It seened possible that they m ght not yet have discovered ne. | sniled as
| thought of the foolishness of this, for these beasts before me nust be the larls of Priest-

Ki ngs, guardi ans of the stronghold of Gor's gods.

| loosened ny sword in its sheath and continued upwards.

At last | cane to the bend in the path and braced nyself for the sudden bolt about that corner in
which I rmust cry aloud to startle themand in the sane instant cast ny spear at the nearest |arl
and set upon the other with ny drawn sword.

| hesitated for a nonent and then the fierce war cry of Ko-ro-ba burst frommny lips in the clear
chill air of the Sardar and | threw nyself into the open, ny spear arm back, ny shield high

Chapter Three: PARP
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There was a sudden startled rattle of chains and | saw two huge, white larls frozen in the
monentary paralysis of registering ny presence, and then with but an instant's fl eeting passage
bot h beasts turned upon ne and hurled thensel ves enraged to the lengths of their chains.

My spear had not left ny hand.

Both aninmals were jerked up short as mighty chains, fastened to steel and bejewel ed collars,
term nated their vicious charge. One was thrown on its back, so violent was its rush, and the
other stood wildly for a nonent towering over nme like a rearing giant stallion, its huge claws
slashing the air, fighting the collar that held it from ne.

Then at the length of their chains they crouched, snarling, regarding ne balefully, occasionally
lashing out with a clawed paw as if to sweep ne into range of their fearsone jaws.

| was struck with wonder, though | was careful to keep beyond the range of their chains, for | had
never seen white larls before.

They were gigantic beasts, superb specinens, perhaps eight feet at the shoul der

Their upper canine fangs, |ike daggers nounted in their jaws, nust have been at |east a foot in

| ength and extended well below their jaws in the nanner of ancient sabre-toothed tigers. The four
nostril slits of each animal were flared and their great chests lifted and fell with the intensity
of their excitenent. Their tails, long and tufted at the end, |ashed back and forth.

The | arger of them unaccountably seened to |l ose interest in ne. He rose to his feet and sniffed
the air, turning his side to nme, and seened ready to abandon any intentions of doing nme harm

Only an instant later did | understand what was happening for suddenly turning he threw hinself on
his side and his head facing in the other direction hurled his hind legs at nme. | lifted the
shield for to my horror in reversing his position on the chain he had suddenly added sone twenty
feet to the fearful perineter of the space alotted to himby that hated inpedi nent. Two great

cl awed paws snote ny shield and hurled nme twenty feet against the cliff. | rolled and scranbl ed
back further for the stroke of the larl had dashed ne into the radius of its mate. M cloak and
garments were torn frommy back by the stroke of the second larl's claws.

| struggled to ny feet.
"Well done,' | said to the larl
| had barely escaped with ny life.

Now t he two beasts were filled with a rage which dwarfed their previous fury, for they sensed that
I woul d not again approach closely enough to pernit thema repetition of their primtive
stratagem | admired the larls, for they seened to ne intelligent beasts. Yes, | said to nyself,
it was well done.

I exam ned ny shield and saw ten wide furrows torn across its brassbound hide surface. M back
felt wet with the blood fromthe second larl's claws. It should have felt warm but it felt cold.
I knew it was freezing on ny back. There was no choice now but to go on, sonehow, if | could.
Wthout the small honely necessities of a needle and thread | should probably freeze. There was
no wood in the Sardar with which to build a fire.

Yes, | repeated grimy to nyself, glaring at the larls, though snmling, it was well done, too well
done.

Then | heard the novement of chains and | saw that the two chains which fastened the larls were
not hooked to rings in the stone but vanished within circular apertures. Now the chains were
being slowy drawn in, nuch to the obvious frustration of the beasts.

The place in which | found nyself was considerably wider than the path on which I had trod, for
the path had given suddenly onto a fairly large circular area in which | had found the chained
larls. One side of this area was formed by the sheer cliff which had been on ny right and now
curved about meking a sort of cup of stone; the other side, on ny left, lay partly open to the
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frightful drop below, but was partly enclosed by another cliff, the side of a second nountain,
whi ch i npinged on the one | had been clinbing. The circular apertures into which the larls’
chains were being drawn were located in these two cliffs. As the chains were drawn back, the
protesting larls were dragged to different sides. Thus a passage of sorts was cl eared between
them but the passage led only, as far as | could see, to a blank wall of stone. Yet | supposed
this seemngly inpervious wall nust house the portal of the Hall of Priest-Kings.

As the beasts had felt the tug of the chains they had slunk snarling back against the cliffs, and
now t hey crouched down, their chains little nore than nassive | eashes. | thought the snowy

whi teness of their pelts was beautiful. Throaty grow s nenaced ne, and an occasi onal paw, the
claws extended, was lifted, but the beasts nade no effort now to pull against the grim jewel-set
collars which bound them

I had not long to wait for only a few nonents |ater, perhaps no nore than ten Gorean |hn, a
section of stone rolled silently back and upward revealing a rock passage beyond of perhaps sone
ei ght feet square.

| hesitated, for how did | know but that the chains of the larls mght be | oosed once | was
between them How did | know what might [ie before ne in that dark, quiet passage? As | hesitated
that nmoment, | became aware of a notion inside the passage, which gradually became a white-clad
rather short, rotund figure.

To ny amazenent a man stepped fromthe passage, blinking in the sun. He was clad in a white robe,
somewhat resenbling those of the Initiates. He wore sandals. H's cheeks were red and his head
bal d. He had | ong whi skery sideburns which flared merrily fromhis nuffinlike face. Small bright
eyes twi nkled under heavy white eyebrows. Mst was | surprised to find himholding a tiny, round
pi pe fromwhich curled a bright wisp of snoke. Tobacco is unknown on Gor, though there are
certain vices or habits to take its place, in particular the stinulation afforded by chew ng on
the | eaves of the Kanda plant, the roots of which, oddly enough, when ground and dried, constitute
an extremely deadly poison.

| carefully regarded the snmall, rotund gentleman who stood franed so incongruously in the nmassive
stone portal. | found it inpossible to believe that he could be dangerous, that he could in any
way be associated with the dreaded Priest-Kings of Gor. He was sinply too cheerful, too open and
i ngeni ous, too frank, and only too obviously pleased to see and welcone nme. It was inpossible not
to be drawn to him | found that | liked him though I had just net him and that | wanted himto
like nme, and that | felt he did, and that this pleased ne.

If | had seen this man in my own world, this small, rotund, merry gentleman with his florid

col ouring and cheerful manner | woul d have thought himnecessarily English, and of a sort one

sel dom encount ers nowadays. |f one had encountered himin the Ei ghteenth Century one m ght take

himfor a jolly, snuff-sniffing, roisterous country squire, knowing hinself the salt of the earth,
not above twitting the parson nor pinching the serving girls; in the Nineteenth Century he woul d
have owned an ol d book shop and worked at a high desk, quite outdated, kept his nmoney in a sock
distributed it indiscrimnately to all who asked himfor it, and publicly read Chaucer and Darw n
to scandal i se | ady custoners and the local clergy; in my own tinme such a man could only be a
col l ege professor, for there are few other refuges save wealth left in ny world for nmen such as
he; one coul d i magi ne himensconced in a university chair, perhaps affluent enough for gout,
reposing in his tenure, puffing on his pipe, a connoisseur of ales and castles, a gusty

af fici onado of bawdy Elizabet han drinking songs, which he would feel it his duty to bequeath,
piously, as a portion of their rich literary heritage, to generations of recent, proper graduates
of Eton and Harrow. The snall eyes regarded nme, tw nkling.

Wth a start | noticed that the pupils of his eyes were red.

Wen | started a nomentary flicker of annoyance crossed his features, but in an instant he was
agai n his chuckling, affable, bubbling self.

' Come, cone,' he said. 'Cone along, Cabot. W have been waiting for you.
He knew ny nane.

Who was waiting?
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But of course he would know ny nane, and those who would be waiting would be the Priest-Kings of
Gor .

| forgot about his eyes, for it did not seeminportant at the time, for sone reason. | suppose
that | thought that | had been nistaken. | had not been. He now stepped back into the shadows of
t he passage.

"You are coming, aren't you?' he asked.
"Yes,' | said.

"My name is Parp,' he said, standing back in the passage. He puffed once on his pipe. 'Parp,' he
repeated, puffing once again.

He had not extended his hand.
| looked at hi mwi thout speaking.

It seened a strange nane for a Priest-King. | do not know what | expected. He seened to sense ny
puzzl ement .

"Yes,' said the nman, 'Parp.' He shrugged. 'It's not nuch of a nanme for a Priest-King, but then
I"mnot nuch of a Priest-King.' He chuckl ed.
"Are you a Priest-King? | asked.

Again a nonentary flicker of annoyance crossed his features. 'OF course,' he said.

It seemed that my heart stopped beating.

At that nonent one of the larls gave a sudden roar. | shivered, but to ny surprise the nman who
called hinself Parp clutched his pipe in his white hand and seened to give a start of terror. In
a noment he was quite recovered. | found it strange that a Priest-King should fear a larl

Wthout waiting to see if | would follow himhe turned suddenly and went back down the passage.

| gathered ny weapons and followed him Only the runbling grow of the now sullen mountain larls
as | passed between them convinced ne that | could not be dreamng, that | had cone at last to the
Hal I of Priest-Kings.

Chapter Four: THE HALL OF PRI EST- KI NGS

As | followed the man who call ed hinsel f Parp down the stone passage the portal behind nme cl osed.
I remenber one last glinpse of the Sardar Range, the path | had clinbed, the cold, blue sky and
two snowy larls, one chained on either side of the entrance.

My host did not speak but led the way with a merry stride, an al nbost constant curl of snoke from
his little round pipe encircling his bald pate and nuttonchop whi skers and drifting back down the
passage.

The passage was lit with energy bulbs, of the sort which | had encountered in the tunnel of
Mar | enus which | ed beneath the walls of Ar. There was nothing in the Iighting of the passage, or
its construction, to suggest that the Priest-Kings' Caste of Builders, if they had one, was any
nmor e advanced than that of the men bel ow the nmountains. Too, the passage was devoid of ornanent,

| acki ng the nosaics and tapestries with which the beauty-1|oving Goreans bel ow the nmountai ns are
wont to glorify the places of their own habitation. The Priest-Kings, as far as | could tell, had
no art. Perhaps they would regard it as a usel ess excrescence detracting fromthe nore sobre

val ues of life, such as, | supposed, study, meditation and the mani pul ation of the lives of nen.

I noted that the passage which | trod was well worn. It had been polished by the sandal s of
countl ess nen and wonen who had wal ked before where | now wal ked, perhaps thousands of years ago,
per haps yesterday, perhaps this norning.
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Then we cane to a large hall. It was plain, but in its sheer size it possessed a severe, lofty
gr andeur .
At the entrance to this room or chanber, | stopped, overcone with a certain sense of awe.

I found nyself on the brink of entering what appeared to be a great and perfect done, having a
diameter | amsure of at |least a thousand yards. | was pleased to see that its top was a
sparkling curvature of sone transparent substance, perhaps a special glass or plastic, for no
glass or plastic with which | was famliar would be likely to withstand the stresses generated by
such a structure. Beyond the done | could see the wel cone bl ue sky.

' Cone, come, Cabot,' renonstrated Parp.
| followed him

In this great dome there was nothing save that at its very centre there was a high dais and on
this dais there was a large throne carved froma single block of stone.

It seened to take us a long tine to reach the dais. Qur footsteps echoed hollowy across the
great stone floor. At last we arrived.

"Wait here,' said Parp, who pointed to an area outside a tiled ring which surrounded the dais.

I did not stand precisely where he asked but several feet away, but | did remain outside the tiled
ring.

Parp puffed his way up the nine steps of the dais and clinbed onto the stone throne. He was a
strange contrast to the sever regality of the majestic seat on which he perched. His sandal ed
feet did not reach the floor, and he nade a slight grimace as he settled hinself on the throne.

"Frankly,' said Parp, 'l think we nade a mistake in sacrificing certain creature conforts in the
Sardar.' He tried to find sone position that would satisfy him 'For exanple, a cushion would
not be out of place on such a throne, do you think, Cabot?'

"On such a throne it would be out of place,' | said.
" Ah yes,' sighed Parp, 'l suppose so.

Then, smartly, Parp cracked his pipe a few tines against the side of the throne, scattering ashes
and unsnoked tobacco about on the floor of the dais.

| regarded hi mw t hout noving.

Then he bagan to funble with the wallet which was slung fromhis belt, and renoved a plastic

envel ope. | watched himclosely, follow ng every nove. A frown crossed ny face as | saw hi mtake
a pinch of tobacco fromthe bag and refill his pipe. Then he funbled about a bit nore and energed
with a narrow cylindrical, silverish obect. For an instant it seened to point at rme.

I lifted my shield.

'Pl ease, Cabot!' said Parp, with sonething of inpatience, and used the silverish object to |ight
hi s pipe.

| felt foolish.

Parp began to puff away contentedly on a new supply of tobacco. He had to turn slightly on the
throne to ook at nme, as | had not chosen to stand directly where he had suggest ed.

"l do wish you would be nore cooperative,' he said.
Tapping the floor with the butt of my spear, | finally stood where he had directed.
Parp chuckl ed and puffed away.

I did not speak and he snoked one pipe. Then he cleaned it as before, knocking it against the
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side of the throne, and refilled it. He lit it again with the small, silverish object, and | eaned
back against the throne. He gazed up at the dome, so hi hh above, and watched the snoke curl
sl oWy upwar d.

"Did you have a good trip to the Sardar?' asked Parp.

"Where is ny father?' | asked. 'Wat of the city of Ko-ro-ba? M voice choked. 'What of the
girl Tal ena, who was ny Free Conpani on?'

"l hope you had a good trip,' said Parp.

Then | began to feel rage creeping like hot, red vines through ny bl ood.
Parp did not seem concer ned.

' Not everyone has a good trip,' said Parp.

My hand cl enched on the spear.

| began to feel the hatred of all the years | had nursed against the Priest-Kings now
uncontrollably, slowy, violently growing in ny body, wild, fierce, those foliating scarlet vines
of my fury that now seened to encircle nme, to enfold ne, to engulf ne, swelling, steanming, now
writhing aflame about ny body and before my eyes in the turbulent, burned air that separated ne
fromthe creature Parp and | cried, 'Tell ne what | want to know'

"The primary difficulty besetting the traveler in the Sardar,' continued Parp, 'is probably the
general harshness of the environnent - for exanple, the inclenencies of the weather, particularly
in the winter.'

I lifted the spear and ny eyes which nust have been terrible in the apertures of ny hel net were
fixed on the heart of the nman who sat upon the throne.

"Tell me!" | cried.
"The larls also,' Parp went on, 'are a not unfornidable obstacle.'

| cried with rage and strode forward to | oose ny spear but | wept and retained the weapon. |
could not do nurder.

Parp puffed away, smiling. 'That was w se of you,' he said.
I looked at himsullenly, nmy rage abated. | felt helpless.
"You could not have injured ne, you know,' said Parp.

| 1 ooked at himw th wonder.

"No,' he said. 'Go ahead, if you wi sh, cast your spear.'

I took the weapon and tossed it toward the foot of the dais. There was a sudden splintering burst
of heat and |I fell back, staggering. | shook my head to drive out the scarlet stars that seened
to race before ny eyes.

At the foot of the dais there was a bit of soot and sone droplets of nelted bronze.
"You see,' said Parp, '"it would not have reached ne.'

I now understood the purpose of the tiled circle which surrounded the throne.

I renoved ny helnet and threw ny shield to the floor

"I amyour prisoner,' | said.

' Nonsense,' said Parp, 'you are ny guest.'
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"l shall keep nmy sword,' | said. 'If you want it, you nust take it fromne.'

Parp | aughed nerrily, his small round frane shaking on the heavy throne. 'I assure you,' he said,
"l have no use for it.' He looked at ne, chuckling. 'Nor have you,' he added.

"Where are the others? | asked.

"What ot hers?' asked he.

'The other Priest-Kings,' | said.

"I amafraid,' said Parp, '"that | amthe Priest-Kings. Al of them'
"But you said before "We are waiting",' | protested.
"Did I1?" asked Parp.

Yes,' | said.

"Then it was nerely a manner of speaking.'

"l see,' | said.

Parp seened troubled. He seened distracted.

He gl anced up at the donme. It was getting |late. He seenmed a bit nervous. H's hands funbled nore
with the pipe; a bit of tobacco spilled.

"WIl you speak to ne of nmy father, of ny city, and of ny love?' | asked.

' Perhaps,' said Parp, 'but now you are undoubtedly tired fromyour journey.
It was true that | was tired, and hungry.

"No," | said, 'l would speak now.'

For sonme reason Parp now seened visibly uneasy. The sky above the done was now grey and
darkeni ng. The Gorean ni ght above, often black and beautiful with stars, now seenmed to be
approaching with swift stealth.

In the far distance, perhaps from some passage | eading away fromthe Hall of Priest-Kings, | heard
the roar of a larl

Parp seened to shiver on the throne.
"I's a Priest-King frightened of a larl?' | asked.

Parp chuckl ed, but not quite so merrily as usual. | could not understand his perturbation. 'Do
not be afraid,' he said, 'they are well secured.

"I amnot afraid," | said, |ooking at himevenly.

"Myself,' he said, 'I'"'mforced to admt |'ve never quite gotten used to that awful racket they
make. '

"You are a Priest-King,' | said, '"why do you not sinply lift your hand and destroy it?

"OF what use is a dead larl? asked Parp.
| did not reply.

I wondered why | had been allowed to reach the Sardar, to find the Hall of Priest-Kings, to stand
before this throne.

Suddenly there was the sound of a distant, reverberating gong, a dull but penetrating sound which
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carried from sonewhere even into the Hall of Priest-Kings.

Abruptly Parp stood up, his face white. 'This interview,' he said, 'is at an end.' He gl anced
about himself with ill-conceal ed terror.

"But what of ne,' | asked, 'your prisoner?

"My guest,' insisted Parp irritably, nearly dropping his pipe. He pounded it once sharply agai nst
the throne and thrust it into the wallet he wore at his side.

"Your guest?' | asked.

'Yes,' snapped Parp, darting his eyes fromright to left, '-at least until it is time for you to

be destroyed.
I stood without speaking.
"Yes,' he repeated, |ooking down at nme, 'until it is time for you to be destroyed."'

Then it seened in the inpending darkness in the Hall of Priest-Kings as he | ooked down on ne that
the pupils of his eyes for an instant glowed briefly, fiercely, like two tiny fiery disks of

mol ten copper. | knew then that | had not been nistaken before. H's eyes were unlike mne, or
those of a human being. | knew then that Parp, whatever he night be, was not a nan.

Then again cane the sound of that great unseen gong, that distant sound, dull, penetrating,
reverberating even in the vastness of the great hall in which we stood.

Wth a cry of terror Parp cast one last wild glance about the Hall of Priest-Kings and stunbl ed
behi nd the great throne.

"Vait!' 1 cried.
But he had gone.

Wary of the tiled circle | traced its perineter until | stood behind the throne. There was no
sign of Parp. | walked the full ambit of the circle until | stood once nore before the throne. |
pi cked up ny helnet and tossed it toward the dais. It clattered noisily against the first step. |
followed it across the tiled circle which seened harm ess now that Parp had |eft.

Once nore the distant and unseen gong rang out, and once nore the Hall of Priest-Kings seened
filled with its om nous vibrations. It was the third stroke. | wondered why Parp had seened to
fear the coming of night, the sound of the gong.

| exam ned the throne and found no trace of a door behind it, but | knew that one must exist.
Parp was, | was sure, though | had not touched him as pal pable as you or I. He could not sinply
have vani shed.

It was now ni ght outside.
Through the done | could see the three nmoons of CGor and the bright stars above them
They were very beauti ful

Then seized by an inmpulse | sat myself down on the great throne in the Hall of Priest-Kings, drew
my sword and placed it across ny knees.

| recalled Parp's words, 'until it is time for you to be destroyed

For sonme reason | |aughed and ny | augh was the | augh of a warrior of Gor, full and m ghty,
unafraid, and it roared in the dark and lonely Hall of Priest-Kings.

Chapter Five: VIKA
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| awakened to the soothing touch of a small sponge that bathed ny forehead.
| grasped the hand that held the sponge and found that | held a girl's wist.
"Who are you?' | asked.

I lay on ny back on a |arge stone platform sone twelve feet square. Beneath ne, tw sted and
tangl ed, lay heavy sleeping pelts, thick robes of fur, numerous sheets of scarlet silk. A cushion
or two of yellow silk lay randomy on the platform

The roomin which | lay was |arge, perhaps forty feet square, and the sleeping platformlay at one
end of the room but not touching the wall. The walls were of plain dark stone with energy bul bs
fixed in them the furnishings seened to consist nostly of two or three | arge chests agai nst one
wall. There were now wi ndows. The entire aspect was one of severity. There was no doo on the
room but there was a great portal, perhaps twelve feet wide and eighteen feet high. | could see a
| ar ge passageway beyond.

'"Please,' said the girl.
| rel eased her wrist.

She was conely to look on. Her hair was very light, the colour of sumrer straw, it was straight
and bound sinply behind the back of her neck with a small fillet of white wool. Her eyes were
blue, and sullen. Her full, red lips, which could have torn the heart of a man, seenmed to pout;
they were sensuous, unobtrusively rebellious, perhaps subtly contenptuous.

She knelt beside the platform

Besi de her, on the floor, rested a |aver of polished bronze, filled with water, a towel and a
strai ght - bl aded Gorean shavi ng knife.

| rubbed my chin.

She had shaved nme as | sl ept.

I shivered, thinking of the blade and ny throat. 'Your touch is light,' | said.
She bowed her head.

She wore a long, sinple sleeveless white robe, which fell gracefully about her in dignified
classic folds. About her throat she had gracefully wapped a scarf of white silk.

"I am Vika,' she responded, 'your slave.'

| sat upright, cross-legged in the Gorean fashion, on the stone platform | shook ny head to
clear it of sleep

The girl rose and carried the bronze laver to a drain in one corner of the roomand enptied it.
She wal ked wel | .

She then noved her hand past a glass disk in the wall and water energed froma conceal ed aperture
and curved into the shallow bow. She rinsed the bow and refilled it, and then took another

towel of soft linen froma carved chest against the wall. She then again approached the stone
platformand knwt before nme, lifting the bowl. | took it and first drank fromit and then set it
on the stone platformbefore ne, and washed. | wiped ny face with the towel. She then gathered

up the shaving knife, the towels |I had used, and the bowl and went again to one side of the room
She was very graceful, very |ovely.

She rinsed the bow again and set it against the wall to drain dry. She then rinsed and dried the
shaving knife and put it into one of the chests. Then with a notion of her hand, which did not
touch the wall, she opened a small, circular panel into which she dropped the two towels which |
had used. Wen they had di sappeared the circul ar panel closed.
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She then returned into the vicinity of the stone platform and knelt again before ne, though sone
feet away.

We studi ed one anot her
Nei t her spoke.

Her back was very straight and, kneeling, she rested back on her heels. |In her eyes there seened
to burn an irritable fury of helpless rage. | snmiled at her, but she did not snile back but
| ooked away, angrily.

When she | ooked again ny eyes fixed on hers and we | ooked into one another's eyes for a long tine
until her lip trenbled and her eyes fell before mne.

When she rai sed her head again | curtly gestured her nearer

A |l ook of angry defiance flashed in her eyes, but she rose to her feet and sl owly approached ne,
and knelt beside the stone platform |, still remaining cross-legged on the platform reached
forward and took her head in my hands, drawing it to nmine. She knelt now but no | onger on her
heel s and her face was brought forward and lifted to mne. The sensuous lips parted slightly and
| became acutely conscious of her breathing, which seemed to deepen and quicken. | renoved ny
hands from her head but she left it where | had placed it. | slowy unwapped the white, silken
scarf from her throat.

Her eyes seened to cloud with angry tears.

As | had expected about her white throat there was fastened, graceful and gl eaning, the slender
close-fitting collar of a Gorean slave girl.

It was a collar like nost others, of steel, secured with a small, heavy | ock which cl osed behind
the girl's neck.

"You see,' said the girl, 'l did not lie to you.

"Your demeanour,’' | said, 'does not suggest that of a slave girl.’

She rose to her feet and backed away, her hands at the shoul ders of her robe. ' Nonetheless,' she
said, 'l ama slave girl.' She turned away. 'Do you wi sh to see nmy brand?' she asked

cont enpt uousl y.
"No,' | said.
So she was a slave girl.

But on her collar there was not witten the name of her owner and his city, as | would have
expected. Instead | had read there only the Gorean nuneral which would correspond to ' 708

"You may do with nme what you please,' said the girl, turning to face me. 'As long as you are in
this room| belong to you.

‘"I don't understand,' | said.
"I am a Chanber Sl ave,' she said.
'l don't understand,' | said.

"I't means,' she said, irritably, "that | amconfined to this room and that | amthe slave of
whoever enters the room'

"But surely you can leave,' | protested

| gestured to the massive portal which, enpty of a door or gate, led only too clearly into the
corridor beyond.
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"No,' she said bitterly, 'l cannot |eave.'

| arose and wal ked through the portal and found nyself in a |long stone passageway beyond it which
stretched as far as | could see in either direction. It was lit with energy bulbs. In this
passageway, placed regularly but staggered from one another, about fifty yards apart, were
nunerous portals like the one | had just passed through. Fromw thin any given room one could
not |l ook into any other. None of these portals were hung with doors or gates, nor as far as
could see had they ever been hinged.

Standing in the passageway outside the room| extended ny hand to the girl. 'Cone,' | said,
"there is no danger.' She ran to the far wall and crouched against it. 'No,' she cried

| laughed and | eaped into the room

She crawl ed and stunbl ed away, for sone reason terrified, until she found herself in the stone
corner of the chamber.

She shrieked and cl awed at the stone.

| gathered her in my arms and she fought like a she-larl, screanming. | wanted to convince her
that there was no danger, that her fears were groundl ess. Her fingernails clawed across ny face

| was angered and | swept her fromher feet so that she was helpless in ny arms.
| began to carry her toward the portal
'Pl ease,' she whispered, her voice hoarse with terror. 'Please, Master, no, no, Master!

She sounded so piteous that | abandoned ny plan and rel eased her, though | was irritated by her
fear.

She col | apsed at ny feet, shaking and whi npering, and put her head to nmy knee.
' Pl ease, no, Master,' she begged.

"Very well," | said.

"Look!"' she said, pointing to the great threshol d.

| 1 ooked but |I saw nothing other than the stone sides of the portal and on each side three rounded
red domes, of perhaps four inches w dth apiece.

"They are harmiess,' | said, for | had passed themwith safety. To denonstrate this | again |eft
t he chanber.

Qut side the chanber, carved over the portal, | saw sonething | had not noted before. In Gorean
notation, the nuneral '708 was carved above the door. | now understood the neaning of the
numeral on the girl's collar. | re-entered the chanber. 'You see,' | said, 'they are harnless.'

"For you,' she said, 'not for ne.
"Why not?' | asked.

She turned away.

"Tell me," | said.

She shook her head.

"Tell nme,' | repeated, nore sternly
She | ooked at ne. 'Am | conmanded?' she asked.
I did not wish to conmand her. 'No,' | said.
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'Then,' said she, 'l shall not tell you.'
"Very well," | said, 'then you are comanded.'
She | ooked at me through her tears and fear, wi th sudden defi ance.
' Speak, Slave,' | said.
She bit her lip wth anger
" Cbey,"' | said.
' Per haps,' she said.

Angrily | strode to her and seized her by the arns. She | ooked up into ny eyes and shivered. She
saw t hat she nust speak. She |owered her head in submission. 'I obey,' she said, '- Master.'

| rel eased her.

Agai n she turned away, going to the far wall.

"Long ago,' she said, "when | first cane to the Sardar and found the Hall of Priest-Kings, | was a
young and foolish girl. | thought that the Priest-Kings possessed great wealth and that |, with
my beauty -' she turned and | ooked at ne and threw back her head - 'for | ambeautiful, aml not?

I looked at her. And though her face was stained with the tears of her recent terror and her hair
and robes were disarranged, she was beautiful, perhaps the nore so because of her distress, which
had at | east shattered the icy al oofness with which she had originally regarded nme. | knew that
she now feared ne, but for what reason | was uncertain. It had sonmething to do with the door, with
her fear that | night force her fromthe room

"Yes,' | said to her, 'you are beautiful.'
She | aughed bhitterly.

"Yes,' she continued, 'l, armed with ny beauty, would conme to the Sardar and wrest the riches and
power of the Priest-Kings fromthem for nen had al ways sought to serve me, to give nme what |
want ed, and were the Priest-Kings not nen?

Peopl e had strange reasons for entering the Sardar, but the reason of the girl who called herself
Vi ka seemed to nme one of the mpbst incredible. It was a plot which could have occurred only to a
wild, spoiled, anbitious, arrogant girl, and perhaps as she had said, to one who was al so young
and foolish.

‘I would be Ubara of all Gor,' she laughed, "with Priest-Kings at ny beck and call, at ny comand
all their riches and their untold powers!'’

| said nothing.

"But when | cane to the Sardar -' She shuddered. Her |ips noved, but she seened unable to speak
I went to her and placed ny arns about her shoul ders, and she did not resist.

"There,' she said, pointing to the small rounded donmes set in the sides of the portal

"l don't understand,' | said.

She moved fromny arnms and approached the portal. When she was within perhaps a yard of the exit
the small red domes began to gl ow.

"Here in the Sardar,' she said, turning to face nme, trenbling, 'they took ne into the tunnels and
| ocked over ny head a hideous netal globe with Iights and wires and when they freed nme they showed
me a netal plate and told me that the patterns of my brain, of ny oldest and nost prinitive
menories, were recorded on that plate...'
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I listened intently, knowing that the girl could, even if of H gh Caste, understand little of what
had happened to her. Those of the High Castes of Gor are pernitted by the Priest-Kings only the
Second Know edge, and those of the |ower castes are premitted only the nore rudi mentary First
Knowl edge. | had specul ated that there would be a Third Know edge, that reserved for Priest-
Kings, and the girl's account seened to justify this conjecture. | nyself would not understand
the intricate processes involved in the nachine of which she spoke but the purpose of the machine
and the theoretical principles that facilitated its purpose were reasonably clear. The machi ne
she spoke of woul d be a brain-scanner of sone sort which would record three-dinensionally the

m crostates of her brain, in particular those of the deeper, less alterable layers. |If well done,
the resulting plate would be nore individual than her fingerprints; it would be as uni que and
personal as her own history; indeed, in a sense, it would be a physical nodel of that same

hi story, an isonorphic anal ogue of her past as she had experienced it.

"That plate,’ she said, '"is kept in the tunnels of the Priest-Kings, but these -' and she shivered
and indicated the rounded dones, which were undoubtedly sensors of some type, 'are its eyes.'

"There is a connection of some sort, though perhaps only a beam of some type, between the plate
and these cells,’” | said, going to them and exani ning them

"You speak strangely,' she said.
"What woul d happen if you were to pass between then?' | asked.

' They showed ne,' she said, her eyes filled with horror, 'by sending a girl between them who had
not done her duty as they thought she should."’

Suddenly | started. 'They?' | asked.

"The Priest-Kings,' she replied sinply.

"But there is only one Priest-King,' | said, 'who calls hinself Parp.’

She sniled but did not respond to nme. She shook her head sadly. 'Ah, yes, Parp,' she said.

| supposed at another time there m ght have been nore Priest-Kings. Perhaps Parp was the |ast of
the Priest-Kings? Surely it seened likely that such massive structures as the Hall of Priest-Kings
nmust have been the product of nore than one being.

"What happened to the girl?" | asked.
Vika flinched. 'It was |ike knives and fire,' she said.

I now understood why she so feared to | eave the room

"Have you tried shielding yourself?' | asked, |ooking at the bronze | aver which was dryi ng agai nst
the wall.
"Yes,' she said, 'but the eye knows.' She snmiled ruefully. "It can see through netal.

I |1 ooked puzzl ed.

She went to the side of the roomand picked up the bronze laver. Holding it before her as though

to shield her face she approached the portal. Once nore the rounded dones began to gl ow.
"You see,' she said, 'it knows. It can see through netal.’
"I see,' | said.

| silently congratulated the Priest-Kings on the efficacy of their devices. Apparently the rays
whi ch nust enanate fromthe sensors, rays not within that portion of the spectrumvisible to the
human eye, must possess the power to penetrate at |east common nol ecul ar structures, sonething
like an X-ray pierces flesh.

Vika glared at ne sullenly. 'l have been a prisoner in this roomfor nine years,' she said.
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"I amsorry,' | said.

‘"l cane to the Sardar,' she |laughed, 'to conquer the Priest-Kings and rob themof their riches and
power !’

She ran to the far wall, suddenly breaking into tears. Facing it she pounded on it weeping.
She spun to face ne.
"And instead,' she cried, 'l have only these walls of stone and the steel collar of a slave girl!

She hel pl essly, enraged, tried to tear the slender, graceful, obdurate band from her white throat.
Her fingers tore at it in fenzy, in fury, and she wept with frustration, and at |ast she desi sted.
O course she still wore the badge of her servitude. The steel of a CGorean slave collar is not
made to be renoved at a girl's pleasure.

She was qui et now.

She | ooked at ne, curiously. 'At one tine,' she said, 'men sought to please nme but nowit is |
who nust pl ease them'

| said nothing.

Her eyes regarded ne, rather boldly I thought, as though inviting ne to exercise nmy authority over
her, to address to her any command | might see fit, a command which she of course would have no
choi ce but to obey.

There was a long silence | did not feel |I should break. Vika's life, inits way, had been hard,
and | wi shed her no harm

Her lips curled slightly in scorn.

I was well aware of the taunt of her flesh, the obvious challenge of her eyes and carri age.
She seened to say to ne, you cannot nmaster ne.

I wondered how nmany nmen had fail ed.

Wth a shrug she went to the side of the sleeping platformand picked up the white, silken scarf |
had renmoved from her throat. She wapped it again about her throat, concealing the collar

‘Do not wear the scarf,' | said gently.

Her eyes sparkled with anger.

"You wi sh to see the collar,' she hissed.
"You may wear the scarf if you wish,' | said.
Her eyes cl ouded with bew | dernent.

"But | do not think you should,' | said.
"Why?' she asked.

"Because | think that you are nore beautiful without it," | said, 'but nore inportantly to hide a
collar is not to renopve it.'

Rebellious fire flared in her eyes, and then she sniled. 'No,' she said, '|I suppose not.' She
turned away bitterly. "Wien | am alone,' she said, 'l pretend that | amfree, that | ama great

| ady, the Ubara of a great city, even of Ar -but when a man enters ny chanber, then again | am
only a slave.' She slowy pulled the scarf fromher throat and dropped it to the floor, and
turned to face ne. She lifted her head arrogantly and | saw that the collar was very beautiful on
her throat.
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"Wth ne,' | said gently, 'you are free.'

She | ooked at me scornfully. 'There have been a hundred nen in this chanber before you,' she
said, 'and they have taught nme - and taught me well - that | wear a collar.

"Nonetheless,' | said, '"with ne you are free.'

"And there will be a hundred after you,' she said.

| supposed she spoke the truth. | snmiled. 'In the neantine,' | said, 'l grant you freedom'
She | aughed. 'To hide a collar,' she said, in a nocking tone, 'is not to renove it.'

I laughed. She had had the best of the exchange. 'Very well,' | conceded, 'you are a sl ave
girl.'

When | said this, though |I spoke in jest, she stiffened as though I m ght have | ashed her noputh
with the back of my hand.

Her ol d insolence had returned. 'Then use ne,' she said bitterly. 'Teach me the neaning of the
collar.'

I marveled. Vika, in spite of her nine years of captivity, her confinenment in this chanber, was

still a headstrong, spoiled, arrogant girl, and one fully aware of her yet unconquered flesh, and
the sinuous power which her beauty might exercise over nen, its capacity to torture themand drive
themw ld, to bend themin the search for its smallest favours conpliantly to her will. There

stood before nme insolently the beautiful, predatory girl who had cone so long ago to the Sardar to
exploit Priest-Kings.

"Later,' | said.
She choked with fury.

| bore her noill will but I found her as irritating as she was beautiful. | coul d understand
that she, a proud, intelligent girl, could not but resent the indignities of her position, being
forced to serve with the full offices of the slave girl whonsoever the Priest-Kings mght see fit
to send to her chamber, but yet | found in these grievances, great though they might be, no excuse
for the deep hostility towards nyself which seened to suffuse her graceful being. After all, I,
too, was a prisoner of Priest-Kings and I had not chosen to cone to her chanber

"How did | cone to this chanber?' | asked

They brought you,' she said.

"Priest-Kings?" | asked.
'Yes,' she said.
"Parp?' | asked.

For answer she only | aughed.
"How long did | sleep? | asked.
"Long,"' she said.

"How | ong?' | asked.

'"Fifteen Ahn,' she said.

I whistled to nyself. The Gorean day is divided into twenty Ahn. | had nearly slept around the
cl ock.
"Well, Vika,' | said, 'l think | amnow ready to nake use of you.'
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"Very well, Master,' said the girl, and the expression by which she had addressed ne seened di pped
inirony. Her hand | oosened the clasp by which her garnent was secured over her |eft shoul der
"Can you cook?' | asked.

She | ooked at nme. 'Yes,' she snapped. She funbled irritably with the clasp of her robe, but her
fingers were clumsy with rage. She was unable to fasten the clasp

| fastened it for her.

She | ooked up at ne, her eyes blazing. 'I will prepare food,' she said.
'Be quick, Slave Grl," | said

Her shoul ders shook with rage.

"l see,' | said, '"that | must teach you the neaning of your collar." | took a step toward her and
she turned stunbling with a cry and ran to the corner of the room

My laugh was | oud.

Al nost instantly, reddening, Vika regained her conposure and strai ghtened herself, tossing her
head and brushi ng back a mel ody of blond hair which had fallen across her forehead. The wool

fillet she had worn to bind her hair had | oosened. She fixed on me a | ook of the nost lofty

di sdai n and, standing against the wall, lifting her arns behind the back of her neck, she prepared
to replace the fillet.

"No," | said.

| had decided | liked her better with her hair | oose.

Del i berately, testing ne, she continued to tie the fillet.
My eyes net hers.

Angrily she pulled the fillet fromher hair and threwit to the floor, and turned away to busy
herself with the preparation of ny neal.

Her hair was very beauti ful
Chapter Six: WHEN PRI EST- KI NGS WALK
Vi ka could cook well and | enjoyed the neal she prepared.

Stores of food were kept in conceal ed cabinets at one side of the room which were opened in the
same fashion as the other apertures | had observed earlier

At ny command Vi ka denonstrated for ne the manner of opening and cl osing the storage and di sposal
areas in her unusual Kkitchen.

The tenperature of the water which sprang fromthe wall tap, | |earned, was regulated by the
direction in which the shadow of a hand fell across a light-sensitive cell above the tap; the
anount of water was correlated with the speed with which the hand passed before the sensor. | was

interested to note that one received cold water by a shadow passing fromright to | eft and hot
wat er by a shadow passing fromleft to right. This rem nded ne of faucets on Earth, in which the
hot water tap is on the left and the cold on the right. Undoubtedly there is a combn reason
underlying these sinilar arrangenents on Gor and Earth. Mre cold water is used than hot, and
nost individuals using the water are right-handed.

The food which Vika withdrew fromthe storage apertures was not refrigerated but was protected by
sonething resenbling a foil of blue plastic. 1t was fresh and appeti si ng.

First she boiled and simered a kettle of Sullage, a combn Gorean soup consisting of three
standard ingredients and, as it is said, whatever else may be found, saving only the rocks of the
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field. The principal ingredients of Sullage are the golden Sul, the starchy, gol den-brown vine-
borne fruit of the golden-leaved Sul plant; the curled, red, ovate | eaves of the Tur-Pah, a tree
parasite, cultivated in host orchards of Tur trees; and the salty, blue secondary roots of the Kes

Shrub, a small, deeply rooted plant which grows best in sandy soil.

The nmeat was a steak, cut fromthe loin of a bosk, a huge, shaggy, |ong-horned, ill-tenpered
bovi ne whi ch shanbles in |arge, slow noving herds across the prairies of Gor. Vika seared this
meat, as thick as the forearmof a warrior, on a small iron grill over a kindling of charcoa

cylinders, so that the thin margin of the outside was black, crisp and flaky and seal ed wthin by
the touch of the fire was the bl ood-rich flesh, hot and fat with juice.

Beyond the Sullage and the bosk steak there was the inevitable flat, rounded | oaf of the yellow Sa-
Tarna bread. The neal was conpleted by a handful of grapes and a draught of water fromthe wal

tap. The grapes were purple and, | suppose, Ta grapes fromthe | ower vineyards of the terraced

i sland of Cos sone four hundred pasangs fromPort Kar. | had tasted sone only once before, having
been introduced to themin a feast given in nmy honour by Lara, who was Tatrix of the city of
Tharna. |If they were indeed Ta grapes | supposed they nust have cone by galley from Cos to Port
Kar, and from Port Kar to the Fair of En'Kara. Port Kar and Cos are hereditary enem es, but such
traditions would not be likely to preclude sone profitable smuggling. But perhaps they were not
Ta grapes for Cos was far distant, and even if carried by tarns, the grapes woul d probably not
seemso fresh. | dismssed the matter fromny mnd. | wondered why there was only water to
drink, and none of the fernented beverages of Gor, such as Paga, Ka-la-na wine or Kal-da. | was
sure that if these were available Vika would have set them before me.

I |1 ooked at her.

She had not prepared herself a portion but, after | had been served, had knelt silently to one
side, back on her heels in the position of a Tower Slave, a slave to whone |argely donmestic duties
woul d be allotted in the Gorean apartment cylinders.

On Cor, incidentally, chairs have special significance, and do not often occur in private

dwel lings. They tend to be reserved for significant personages, such as adm nistrators and
judges. Mberover, although you may find this hard to understand, they are not thought to be
confortable. |Indeed, when | had returned to Earth fromny first trip to Gor | had found that one
of the m nor inconveniences of ny return was reaccustoning nyself to the sinple business of
sitting on chairs. | felt, for sone nonths, rather awkward, rather unsteady perched on a little
wooden pl atform supported by four narrow sticks. Perhaps if you can inagi ne yourself suddenly
being forced to sit on rather high end tables you can sense the feeling.

The CGorean nale, at ease, usually sits cross-legged and the femal e kneels, resting back on her
heel s. The position of the Tower Slave, in which Vika knelt, differs fromthat of a free woman
only in the position of the wists which are held before her and, when not occupied, crossed as
though for binding. A free wonan's wists are never so placed. The O der Tarl, who had been ny
mentor in arnms years ago in Ko-ro-ba, had once told ne the story of a free wonman, desperately in
love with a warrior, who, in the presence of her famly was entertaining him and whose wists,

unconsci ously, had assunmed the position of a slave. It was only with difficulty that she had been
restrained fromhurling herself in nortification fromone of the high bridges. The Oder Tarl had
guffawed in recounting this anecdote and was scarcely less pleased by its sequel. It seems she

thereafter, because of her enbarrassnent, woul d never see the warrior and he, at |ast, inpatient

and desiring her, carried her off as a slave girl, and returned to the city nonths later with her
as his Free Conpanion. At the tinme that | had been in Ko-ro-ba the couple had still been living
inthe city. | wondered what had becone of them

The position of the Pleasure Slave, incidentally, differs fromthe position of both the free woman
and the Tower Slave. The hands of a Pleasure Slave nornally rest on her thighs but, in sone
cities, for exanple, Thentis, | believe, they are crossed behind her. Mre significantly, for the
free woman's hands nmay al so rest on her thighs, there is a difference in the placing of the knees.
In all these kneeling positions, incidentally, even that of the Pleasure Sl ave, the Gorean woman
carries herself well; her back is straight and her chin is high. She tends to be vital and
beautiful to | ook upon

"Why is there nothing but water to drink? | asked Vika.
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She shrugged. '1 suppose,' she said, 'because the Chanber Slave is al one nuch of the tine.'
| |1 ooked at her, not fully understanding.
She gazed at ne frankly. 'It would be too easy then,' she said.

| felt like a fool. O course the Chanber Slaves would not be pernitted the escape of
intoxication, for if they were so allowed tolighten their bondage undoubtedly, in time, their
beauty, their utility to the Priest-Kings would be dininished; they would becone unreliable, |ost
in dreans and w nes.

"l see,' | said.

"Only twice a year is the food brought,' she said.
"And it is brought by Priest-Kings? | asked.

"l suppose,’ she said.’

"But you do not know?'

"No,' said she. 'I awaken on sone norning and there is food.
"l suppose Parp brings it,' | said.

She |l ooked at me with a trace of anusenent.

"Parp the Priest-King,' | said.

"Did he tell you that?' she asked.

"Yes,' | said.

"I see,' she said.

The girl was apparently unwilling to speak nmore of this matter, and so | did not press her
| had al npost finished the neal. 'You have done well,"' | congratulated her. 'The neal is
excel lent .’

'Pl ease,' she said, 'I am hungry.

| |1 ooked at he dunbfounded. She had not prepared herself a portion and so | had assuned that she
had eaten, or was not hungry, or would prepare her own neal |ater

' Make yoursel f sonething,' | said.
"I cannot,' she said sinply. 'l can eat only what you give ne.'
| cursed myself for a fool

Had | now becone so nuch the Gorean warrior that | could disregard the feelings of a fell ow
creature, in particular those of a girl, who nust be protected and cared for? Could it be that |
i had, as the Codes of ny Caste reconmmended, not even considered her, but nmerely regarded her as a
rightless animal, no nore than a subject beast, an abject instrument to nmy interests and

pl easures, a slave?

"I amsorry,' | said.
"Was it not your intention to discipline me?" she asked.
"No," | said.

"Then nmy master is a fool,' she said, reaching for the nmeat that | had left on ny plate.
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| caught her wist.

"It is nowny intention to discipline you,'" | said.

Her eyes briefly clouded with tears. 'Very well,' she said, wthdraw ng her hand.
Vi ka woul d go hungry that night.

Al though it was late, according to the chanber chrononeter, fixed in the Iid of one of the chests,
| prepared to | eave the room Unfortunately there was no natural light in the roomand so one
could not judge the time by the sun or the stars and noons of Gor. | mssed them Since | had
awakened, the energy bul bs had continued to burn at a constant and undi m ni shed rate.

I had washed as well as | could squatting in the stream of water which emerged fromthe wall.

In one of the chests against the wall | had found, anbng the garnents of various other castes, a
warrior's tunic. | donned this, as ny own had been torn by the larl's cl aws.

Vi ka had unrolled a straw mat whi ch she placed on the floor at the foot of the great stone couch
in the chanmber. On this, wapped in a light blanket, her chin on her knees, she sat watchi ng mne.

A heavy slave ring was set in the bottomof the couch to which | might have, had | pleased,
chai ned her.

| buckled on ny sword. 'You are not going to | eave the chanber, are you?' asked Vika, the first
words she had said to nme since the neal.

"Yes,' | said.
"But you may not,' she said.

"Way?' | asked, alert.

"It is forbidden,' she said.

"l see,' | said.

| started for the door

"When the Priest-Kings wish you, they will cone for you,' she said. 'Until then you nust wait.'
"l do not care to wait,' | said.

"But you nust,' she insisted, standing.

I went to her and placed ny hands on her shoulders. 'Do not fear the Priest-Kings so,' | said.
She saw that ny resolve was not altered.

"I'f you go,' she said, 'return at |east before the second gong.'

"Way?' | asked.

"For yourself,' she said, |ooking down.
"l amnot afraid,” | said

"Then for me,' she said, not raising her eyes.
"But why?' | asked.

She seened confused. '|I amafraid to be alone,' she said.
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"But you have been alone many nights,' | pointed out.

She | ooked up at nme and | could not read the expression in her troubled eyes. 'One does not cease
to be afraid,' she said.

"I nmust go,' | said.

Suddenly in the distance | heard the runble of the gong which | had heard before in the Hall of
Pri est - Ki ngs.

Vika smled up at me. 'You see,' she said inrelief, "it is too late. Now you rmust renmain.'
"Way?' | asked.

She | ooked away, avoiding nmy eyes. 'Because the energy bulbs will soon be dinmed,' she said, 'and

it will be the hours allotted for sleep.'

She seened unwilling to speak further

"Way nust | renmmin?' | asked.

I held her shoulders nore firmy and shook her to force her to speak. 'Wy?' | insisted.

Fear crep into her eyes.

"Way?' | demanded.

Then came the second runbling stroke of the distant gong, and Vika seened to trenble in ny arnmns.
Her eyes were wide with fear

I shook her again, savagely. 'Wiy?' | cried.

She could hardly speak. Her voice was scarcely a whisper. 'Because after the gong -' she said.

"Yes?' | demanded.
"- they wal k,' she said.

"Who!' | denanded.

"The Priest-Kings!' she cried and turned from ne.
"I amnot afraid of Parp,' | said.

She turned and | ooked at ne. 'He is not a Priest-King,' she said quietly.

And then canme the third and final stroke of that distant gong and at the same instant the energy
bul bs in the roomdi med and | understood that now sonewhere in the |ong corridors of that vast
edifice there wal ked the Priest-Kings of Cor.

Chapter Seven: | HUNT FOR PRI EST- KI NGS

In spite of Vika's protests it was with a light heart that | strode into the passageway beyond her
chamber. | would seek the Priest-Kings of Gor.

She followed ne alnost to the portal, and | can renmenber how the sensors set in that great
threshold in the dimed |ight of the energy bul bs began to gl ow and pul se as she neared them

I could see her white garnent and sense the pal e beauty of her skin as she stood back fromthe
portal in the seni-darkened chanber.

'Pl ease do not go,' she called to ne.

"I nust,' | said.
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' Come back,' she cri ed.

I did not answer her but began to prow down the hallway.

"I"'mafraid," | heard her call.

I assuned she woul d be safe, as she had been on countless nights and so | went on

I thought | heard her weep, and supposed that she did so for herself, because she was frightened.
| continued down t he passageway.

My business was not to console her, not to tell her not to be afraid, not to give her the confort
of another human presence. M business was with the dread deni zens of these di m passageways whi ch
had so inspired her terror; ny business was not that of the conforter or friend, but that of the
warrior.

As | went down the passageway | |ooked into the various chanbers, identical with my own, which
lined it. Each, like mne, |lacked a gate or door, and had for its entrance only that nassive
portal, perhaps sone twelve feet wide and eighteen feet high. | would not have enjoyed sl eeping
in such a room for there was no way to protect oneself fromthe hall, and of course eventually
one woul d need sl eep

Al nost all of the chanbers | passed, and | passed nany, seend to be enpty.

Two, however, housed Chanber Slaves, girls like Vika, clad and collared identically. | suppose
the only difference in the attire of the three girls would have been the nunerals engraved on
their collars. Vika of course had worn a scarf and these girls did not, but now Vika no | onger
wore her scarf; now her collar, steel and gl eanm ng, |ocked, encircling her fair throat, was as

evi dent and beautiful as theirs, proclainming her to the eyes of all, like them only a slave girl.

The first girl was a short, sturdy wench with thick ankl es and wi de, exciting shoul ders, probably
of peasant stock. Her hair had been braided and | ooped over her right shoulder; it was hard in
the light to determine its colour. She had risen fromher mat at the foot of the couch
unbel i evi ngly, blinking and rubbing her heavy-lidded, ovoid eyes. As far as | could tell she was
al one in the chanber. When she approached the portal its sensors began to gl ow and pul se as had
Vika's.

"Who are you?' asked the girl, her accent suggesting the Sa-Tarna fiel ds above Ar and toward the
Tanber Qul f.

'Have you seen Priest-Kings?' | asked.
"Not this night,' she said.
"l am Cabot of Ko-ro-ba,' | said and went on

The second girl was tall, fragile and willow, with slender ankles and |arge, hurt eyes; she had
dark, curling hair that fell about her shoul ders and stood out against the white of her garnent;
she may have been of High Caste; wi thout speaking to her it would be hard to tell; even then it
m ght be difficult to be sure, for the accents of sonme of the higher artisan castes approxi mate
pure Hi gh Caste CGorean; she stood with her back against the far wall, the palns of her hands
against it, her eyes fastened on ne, frightened, scarcely breathing. As far as | could tell she
too was al one.

"Have you seen Priest-Kings? | asked.
She shook her head vigorously, No.
Still wondering if she were of Hi gh Caste, and smiling to nmyself, | continued down the passageway.

Both of the girls had in their way been beautiful but | found Vika superior to both.
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My Chamber Sl ave's accent had been pure High Caste Corean though |I could not place the city.
Probably her caste had been that of the Builders or Physicians, for had her people been Scribes
woul d have expected a greater subtlety of inflections, the use of | ess cormbn grammati cal cases;
and had her people been of the Warriors | would have expected a bl unter speech, rather
belligerently sinple, expressed in great reliance on the indicative nobod and, habitually, a rather
arrogant refusal to venture beyond the nost straightforward of sentence structures. On the other
hand t hese generalisations are inperfect, for Gorean speech is no | ess conplex than that of any of
the great natural |anguage communities of the Earth nor are its speakers any the less diverse. It
is, incidentally, a beautiful |anguage; it can be as subtle as Greek; as direct as Latin; as
expressive as Russian; as rich as English; as forceful as German. To the Goreans it is al ways,
simply, The Language, as though there were no others, and those who do not speak it are regarded

i medi ately as barbarians. This sweet, fierce, liquid speech is the comon bond that tends to
hol d together the Gorean world. It is the comon property of the Adm nistrator of Ar, a herdsman
besi de the Vosk, a peasant from Tor, a scribe from Thentis, a metal worker from Tharna, a physician
fromCos, a pirate fromPort Kar, a warrior from Ko-ro-ba

I found it difficult to renove fromny nind the i mage of the two Chanber Sl aves, and that of Vika
per haps because the plight of these girls touched ny heart, perhaps because each, though
differently, was beautiful. | found nyself congratul ating nyself that | had been taken to the
chanber of Vika, for | had thought her the npst beautiful. Then |I wondered if ny having been
brought to her chanber, and not to that of one of the others had been sinply ny good fortune. It
occurred to ne that Vika, in sone ways, resenbled Lara, who was Tatrix of Tharna, for whom| had
cared. She was shorter than Lara and nore fully bodi ed but they woul d have been consi dered of the
sanme general physical type. Vika's eyes were a sullen, snouldering, taunting blue; the blue of
Lara's eyes had been brighter, as clear and, when not inpassioned, as soft as the sumer sky over
Ko-ro-ba; when inpassioned they had burned as fiercely, as beautifully, as helplessly as the walls
of a raped city. Lara's lips had been rich and fine, sensitive and curious, tender, eager

hungry; the lips of Vika were naddening; | recalled those lips, full and red, pouting, defiant,
scornful, scarlet with a slave girl's challenge to ny blood; | wondered if Vika mght be a bred

sl ave, a Passion Slave, one of those girls bred for beauty and passion over generations by the
zeal ous owners of the great Slave Houses of Ar, for lips such as Vika's were a feature often bred
into Passion Slaves; they were lips fornmed for the kiss of a master

And as | pondered these things | sensed that it had not been accident that | had been carried to
Vi ka's chanmber but that this had been part of a plan by the Priest-Kings. | had sensed that Vika
had defeated and broken many nen, and | sensed that the Priest-Kings mght be curious to see how I
m ght fare with her. | wondered if Vika herself had been instructed by Priest-Kings to subdue ne.
| gathered that she had not. It was not the way of Priest-Kings. Vika would be all unconscious
of their machinations; she would sinply be herself, which is what the Priest-Kings would desire.
She woul d sinply be Vika, insolent, aloof, contenptuous, provocative, untaned though coll ared,
determ ned to be the master though she were the slave. | wondered how many nen had fallen at her
feet, how many nmen she had forced to sleep at the foot of the great stone couch, in the shadow of
the slave ring, while she herself reclined on the pelts and silks of the naster

After some hours | found nyself again in the Hall of Priest-Kings. | was gl addened to see once
nore the moons and stars of CGor hurtling in the sky above the done.

My footsteps rang hollowy on the stones of the floor. The great chanber reposed in vastness and
stillness. The enpty throne | ooned silent and awesone.

"I amhere!" | cried. 'I amTarl Cabot. | ama warrior of Ko-ro-ba and | issue the chall enge of
a warrior to the Priest-Kings of Gor! Let us do battle! Let us nake war!'’

My voice echoed for a long tinme in the vast chanber, but | received no response to ny chall enge.
| called out again and again there was no response.
| decided to return to Vika's chanber.

On anot her night | might explore further, for there were other passageways, other portals visible
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fromwhere | stood. It mght take days to pursue themall.

| set out on ny way back to Vika's chanber

| had wal ked perhaps an Ahn and was deep inside one of the long, dimy lit passageways which |ed
in the direction of her chanber when | seenmed sonehow to sense a presence behind ne.

| spun quickly about drawing nmy sword in the sane notion.
The corridor behind ne was enpty.
I slamed the bl ade back in the sheath and continued on

| had not wal ked far when | again becane uneasy. This tinme | did not turn, but wal ked sl owy
ahead, |istening behind me with every fibre | could bend to the effort. Wwen | came to a bend in
t he passageway | rounded it, and then pressed nysel f against the wall and waited.

Slowmy, very slowy, |I drew the sword, taking care that it made no sound as it left its sheath.
| waited but nothing occurred.

| have the patience of a warrior and | waited for a long tinme. Wen nmen stalk one another with
weapons it is well to have patience, great patience.

It of course occurred to ne a hundred tines that | was follish for actually | was conscious of
havi ng heard not hing. Yet ny awareness or sense that sonething followed me in the corridor night
wel | have been occasioned by sone tiny sound which my conscious nind had not even regi stered, but
yet which had inpinged on ny senses, leaving as its only conscious trace a vague w nd of

suspicion. At last | decided to force the gane. M decision was notivated in part by the fact
that the hall allowed few conceal ments for anbush and I woul d presumably see mnmy pursuer al nbst as
soon as he saw ne. If he were not carrying a mssile weapon it would nmake little difference. And
if he had been carrying a missile weapon why had he not slain nme before? | snmiled grimy. If it
were a matter of waiting | acknow edged that the Priest-King, if such it were, who foll owed ne had
had the best of things. For all | knew a Priest-King could wait |like a stone or tree, nerveless
until necessary. | had waited perhaps better than an Ahn and | was covered with sweat. M
muscl es ached for notion. It occurred to nme that whatever foll owed m ght have heard the cessation
of my footsteps. That it knew that | was waiting. How acute would be the senses of Priest-Kings?
Per haps they would be relatively feeble, gaving grown accustoned to reliance on instrunentation
per haps they woul d be other than the senses of nen, sharper if only froma differing genetic
heritage, capable of discrininating and interpreting sensory cues that would not even be avail abl e
to the primtive five senses of men. Never before had | been so aware of the thin margin of
reality admtted into the human nervous system little nore than a razor's wi dth of apprehension
given the nultiple and conpl ex physical processes which forned our environnment. The safest thing
for me would be to continue on as | had been doing, a pattern of action which would give ne the
benefit of the shield formed by the turn in the passage. But | had no wish to continue on. |
tensed nyself for the leap and cry that would fling me into the open, the sudden interruption in
the stillness of the passageway that night be sufficient to inpair the steadi ness of a spear arm
the cal msetting of a crossbow s iron quarrel on its guide.

And so | uttered the war cry of Ko-ro-ba and | eaped, sword ready, to face what m ght follow ne.
A howl of bitter rage escaped nmy lips as | saw that the passageway was enpty.

Maddened beyond understanding | began to race down the passageway, retracing ny steps to confront
what m ght be in the passage. | had run for perhaps half a pasang when | stopped, panting and
furious with nyself.

"Come out!' | cried. 'Come out!’
The stillness of the passageway taunted ne.

I renmenbered Vika's words, When the Priest-Kings wish you, they will cone for you

file:/l/F|/rah/John%20Norman/Priest-Kings%200f%20Gor.txt (29 of 84) [1/20/03 3:31:58 AM]



file:/1/F|/rah/Iohn%20N orman/Priest-Kings%200f%20Gor .txt

Angrily | stood alone in the passageway in the dimed light of its energy bul bs, ny unused sword
grasped futilely in ny hand.

Then | sensed sonet hi ng.

My nostrils flared slightly and then as carefully as one m ght exam ne an object by eye |I snelled
the air of the passageway.

I had never nuch relied on this sense.

Surely | had enjoyed the scent of flowers and wonmen, of hot, fresh bread, roasted neat, Paga and
Wi nes, harness leather, the oil with which | protected the blade of my sword fromrust, of green
fields and stormw nds, but seldomhad | considered the sense of snell in the way one woul d
consider that of vision or touch, and yet it too had its often neglected store of information
ready for the man who was ready to nake use of it.

And so | smelled the passageway and to ny nostrils, vague but undeni able, there canme an odour that
I had never before encountered. It was, as far as | could tell at that tine, a sinple odour
though later | would learn that it was the conpl ex product of odours yet nore sinple than itself.
I find it inpossible to describe this odour, much as one mught find it difficult to describe the
taste of a citrus fruit to one who had never tasted it or anything nuch akin to it. It was
however slightly acrid, irritating to ny nostrils. It rem nded nme vaguely of the odour of an
expended cartridge.

Al t hough there was nothing nowwith ne in the passage it had left its trace.
| knew now that | had not been al one.
I had caught the scent of a Priest-King

I resheathed ny sword and returned to Vika's chanber. | hummed a warrior's tune, for sonehow I
was happy.

Chapter Eight: VIKA LEAVES THE CHAMBER
"Wake up, wench!' | cried, striding into Vika's chanber, clapping nmy hands sharply twice.

The startled girl cried out and | eaped to her feet. She had been lying on the straw nmat at the
foot of the stone couch. So suddenly had she arisen that she had struck her knee agai nst the couch
and this had not much pleased her. | had meant to scare her half to death and | was pleased to
see that | had.

She | ooked at me angrily. 'l was not asleep,' she said.

| strode to her and held her head in ny hands, |ooking at her eyes. She had spoken the truth.
"You see!' she said.

I | aughed.

She | owered her head, and then | ooked up shyly. ‘1 am happy,' she said, 'that you have returned.
| 1 ooked at her and sensed that she was.

"l suppose,' | said, 'that in ny absence you have been in the pantry.'

"No,"' she said, 'l have not,' adding as an acrinoni ous afterthought, '- Master.'

| had of fended her pride.

"Vika,' | said, 'l think it is time that sone changes were nmade around here.'

"Not hi ng ever changes here,' she said.
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| 1 ooked around the room The sensors in the roominterested ne. | examined themagain. | was
elated. Then, nethodically, | began to search the room Al though the sensors and the node of
their application were fiendish and beyonf my i medi ate conpetence to fully understand, they
suggested nothing ultinmately nysterious, nothing which mght not eventually be explained. There
was not hi ng about themto encourage ne to believe that the Priest-Kings, or King as it mght be,
were ultimately unfathomabl e or inconprehensibl e beings.

Moreover in the corridor beyond | had sensed the traces, tangible traces, of a Priest-King. |
| aughed. Yes, | had snelled a Priest-King, or its effects. The thought anused ne.

More fully than ever | now understood how much the forces of superstition have depressed and
injured men. No wonder the Priest-Kings hid behind their palisade in the Sardar and |l et the nyths
of the Initiates build a wall of human terror about them no wonder they let their nature and ends
be secret, no wonder they took such pains to conceal and obscure their plans and purposes, their
devices, their instrunentation, their linitations! | |aughed al oud.

Vi ka wat ched ne, puzzled, surely convinced that | nust have |ost ny mnd.
I cracked ny fist into my open palm 'Were is it? | cried.

"What ?' whi spered Vi ka.

"The Priest-Kings see and the Priest-Kings hear!' | cried, 'But how?

"By their power,' said Vika, noving back to the wall

I had exam ned the entire roomas well as | could. It mght be possible, of course, to use sone
type of penetrating beamwhich if subtly enough adjusted might permit the reception of signals
through walls and then relay these to a distant screen, but | doubted that such a device, though
perhaps within the capacities of the Priest-Kings, would be used in the relatively trivial
domestic surveillance of these chanbers.

Then ny eye saw, directly in the centre of the ceiling, another energy bulb, like those in the
walls, only the bulb was not lit. That was a mistake on the Priest-Kings' part. But of course the
device could be in any of the bul bs. Perhaps one of the al nost inexhaustible energy bul bs, which
can burn for years, had as a sinple matter of fact at |ast burned out.

| leaped to the centre of the stone platform | cried to the girl, "Bring ne the |aver.'
She was convinced | was nad.
"Quickly!" I shouted, and she fairly leapt to fetch the bronze bow .

| seized the bow fromher hand and hurled it underhanded up agai nst the bulb which, though it had
apparently burned out, shattered with a great flash and hiss of snobke and sparks. Vika screaned
and crouched behind the stone platform Down fromthe cavity where the energy bulb had been there
hung, bl asted and snoking, a tangle of wire, a ruptured netal diaphragmand a conical receptacle
whi ch m ght once have held a | ens.

"Come here,' | said to Vika, but the poor girl cringed beside the platform Inpatient, | seized

her by the arm and yanked her to the platformand held her there in my arns. 'Look up!' | said.

But she kept her face resolutely down. | thrust ny fist in her hair and she cried out and | ooked
up. 'See!' | cried.

"What is it?" she whinpered.
"It was an eye,' | said.

"An eye?' she whi nper ed.

"Yes,' | said, 'something like the "eye" in the door.'" | wanted her to understand.

'Whose eye?' she asked.
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'The eye of Priest-Kings,' | laughed. 'But it is now shut.'

Vi ka trenbl ed against nme and in nmy joy with my fist still in her hair | bent ny face to hers and
ki ssed her full on those magnificent |lips and she cried out helpless in nmy arns and wept but did
not resist.

It was the first kiss | had taken fromthe lips of ny slave girl, and it had been a kiss of nad
j oy, one that astonished her, that she could not understand.

| | eaped fromthe couch and went to the portal

She remmi ned standing on the stone platform bew ldered, her fingers at her |ips.
Her eyes regarded ne strangely.

"Vika,' | cried, "would you like to | eave this roon®'

"OF course,' she said. Her voice trenbled.

"Very well," | said, 'you shall do so.

She shrank back.

| laughed and went to the portal. Once again | examined the six red, domed sensors, three on a
side, which were fixed there. It would be, in a way, a shane to destroy them for they were
rat her beautiful.

| drew nmy sword.
"Stop!' cried Vika, in terror

She | eaped fromthe stone couch and ran to ne, seizing ny sword armbut with ny left hand | flung
her back and she fell stumbling back agai nst the side of the stone couch.

"Don't!' she cried, kneeling there, her hands outstretched.

Six times the hilt of my sword struck agai nst the sensors and six tines there was a hi ssing pop
Iike the explosion of hot glass and a bright shower of scarlet sparks. The sensors had been
shattered, their |enses broken and the w red apertures behind thema tangle of black, fused wre.

I resheathed ny sword and wi ped ny face with the back of nmy forearm | could taste a little blood
and knew that sonme of the fragnents fromthe sensors had cut ny face

Vi ka knelt beside the couch nunbly.
| smiled at her. 'You may now | eave the room' | said, 'should you wish to do so.'

Slowmy she rose to her feet. Her eyes looked to the portal and its shattered sensors. Then she
| ooked at ne, sonething of wonder and fear in her eyes.

She shook hersel f.

"My master is hurt,' she said.

"I am Tarl Cabot of Ko-ro-ba,' | said to her, telling her ny nane and city for the first tine.
"My city is Treve,' she said, for the first tine telling ne the nane of her city.

| smiled as | watched her go to fetch a towel fromone of the chests against the wall.

So Vi ka was from Treve

That expl ai ned much. Treve was a warlike city somewhere in the trackl ess magni fi cence of the
Vol tai Range. | had never been there but | knew her reputation. Her warriors were said to be
fierce and brave, her wonen proud and beautiful. Her tarnsmen were ranked with those of Thentis,
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famed for its tarn flocks, and Ko-ro-ba, even great Ar itself.
Vika returned with the towel and began dabbing at ny face.

It was seldoma girl from Treve ascended the auction block. | suppose Vika would have been costly
had | purchased her in Ar or Ko-ro-ba. Even when not beautiful, because of their rarity, they are
prized by collectors.

Treve was alleged to |lie above Ar, sonme seven hundred pasangs distant, and toward the Sardar. |
had never seen the city located on a map but | had seen the territory she clainmed so marked. The
preci se location of Treve was not known to ne and was perhaps known to few save its citizens.
Trade routes did not lead to the city and those who entered its territory did not often return

There was said to be no access to Treve save on tarnback and this woul d suggest that it nust be as
much a nountain stronghold as a city.

She was said to have no agriculture, and this may be true. Each year in the fall |egions of
tarnsmen from Treve were said to energe fromthe Voltai |like |ocusts and fall on the fields of one
city or another, different cities in different years, harvesting what they needed and burning the
rest in order that a long, relatiatory wi nter canpaign could not be | aunched agai nst them A
century ago the tarnsnen of Treve had even nanaged to stand off the tarnsnen of Ar in a fierce
battle fought in the stormy sky over the crags of the Voltai. | had heard poets sing of it. Since
that time her depredations had gone unchecked, although perhaps it should be added that never
again did the men of Treve despoil the fields of Ar.

"Does it hurt?' asked Vika.
"No,"' | said.
"CF course it hurts,' she sniffed.

| wondered if many of Treve's women were as beautiful as Vika. |If they were it was surprising
that tarnsnen fromall the cities of Gor would not have descended on the place, as the saying
goes, to try chain |uck.

"Are all the wonen of Treve as beautiful as you?' | asked.

"COfF course not,' she said irritably.

"Are you the nost beautiful?" | asked.

"I don't know,' she said sinply, and then she smled and added, ' perhaps...

Wth a graceful novenent she rose and went back again to the chests against the wall. She
returned with a snall tube of ointnent.

' They are deeper than | thought,' she said.

Wth the tip of her finger she began to work the ointnent into the cuts. It burned quite a bit.
"Does it hurt? she asked.

"No,"' | said.

She | aughed, and it pleased ne to hear her | augh

"l hope you know what you are doing,' | said.

"My father,' she said, 'was of the Caste of Physicians.'

So, | thought to nyself, | had placed her accent rather well, either Builders or Physicians, and
had | thought carefully enough about it, | mght have recogni sed her accent as being a bit too
refined for the Builders. | chuckled to nyself. In effect, | had probably nerely scored a | ucky
hit.
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"I didn't know they had physicians in Treve,' | said.
"W have all the High Castes in Treve,' she said, angrily.

The only two cities, other than Ar, which | knew that Treve did not periodically attack were
nmount ai nous Thentis, famed for its tarn flocks, and Ko-ro-ba, my own city.

If the issue was grain, of course, there would be little point in going to Thentis, for she

i mports her own, but her primary wealth, her tarn flocks, is not negligible, and she al so
possesses silver, though her mines are not as rich as those of Tharna. Perhaps Treve has never
attacked Thentis because she, too, is a nountain city, lying in the Muntains of Thentis, or nore
Iikely because the nen of Treve respect her tarnsnen al nbst as nmuch as they do their own.

The cessation of attacks on Ko-ro-ba began during the tine my father, Matthew Cabot, was Ubar of
that city.

He organi sed a systemof far-flung beacons, set in fortified towers, which would give the alarm
when unwel cone forces entered the territory of Ko-ro-ba. At the sight of raiders one tower would
set its beacons aflanme, glittering by night, or danpen it with green branches by day to produce a
white smoke, and this signal would be relayed fromtower to tower. Thus when the tarnsnen of Treve
came to the grain fields of Ko-ro-ba, which lie for the nost part sone pasangs fromthe city,
toward the Vosk and Tanber @ulf, they would find her tarnsnen arrayed agai nst them Having cone
for grain and not war, the men of Treve would then turn back, and seek out the fields of a |ess
wel | -defended city.

There was al so a system of signals whereby the towers could conmuni cate with one another and the
city. Thus if one tower failed to report when expected the alarm bars of Ko-ro-ba would soon ring
and her tarnsmen woul d saddl e and be aflight.

Cities, of course, would pursue the raiders from T Treve, and carry the pursuit vigorously as far as
the foothills of the Voltai, but there they would surrender the chase, turning back, not caring to
risk their tarnsnen in the rugged, fornidable territory of their rival, whose | egendary ferocity
anong her own crags once gave pause long ago even to the nmighty forces of Ar.

Treve's other needs seend to be satisfied nuch in the sane way as her agricultural ones, for her
rai ders were known fromthe borders of the Fair of En'Kara, in the very shadow of the Sardar, to
the delta of the Vosk and the islands beyond, such as Tyros and Cos. The results of these raids
m ght be returned to Treve or sold, perhaps even at the Fair of En'Kara, or another of the four
great Sardar Fairs, or if not, they could always be di sposed of easily w thout question in

di stant, crowded, malignant Port Kar.

"How do the people of Treve live?' | asked Vika
"W raise the verr,' she said.
| sml ed.

The verr was a nountain goat indigenous to the Voltai. It was a wild, agile, ill-tenpered beast,
| ong- haired and spiral -horned. Among the Voltai crags it would be worth one's life to come within
twenty yards of one.

"Then you are a sinple, donestic folk,' | said.

"Yes,' said Vika.

" Mount ai n herdsmen,' | said.

"Yes,' said Vika.

And then we | aughed together, neither of us able to restrain ourselves.

Yes, | knew the reputation of Treve. It was a city rich in plunder, probably as |ofty,
i naccessi ble and i npregnable as a tarn's nest. |Indeed, Treve was known as the Tarn of the Voltai
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It was an arrogant, never-conquered citadel, a stronghold of nen whose way of life was banditry,
whose worren |ived on the spoils of a hundred cities.

And it was the city fromwhich Vika had cone.

| believed it.

But yet tonight she had been gentle, and | had been kind to her.

Toni ght we had been friends.

She went to the chest against the wall, to replace the tube of ointnent.

'"The ointnment will soon be absorbed,' she said. 'In a few mnutes there will be no trace of it,
nor of the cuts.'

I whistled.
' The physicians of Treve,' | said, 'have narvel |l ous nedi cines.
"I't is an ointment of Priest-Kings,' she said.

| was pleased to hear this, for it suggested vulnerability. 'Then Priest-Kings can be injured? |
asked.

"Their slaves can,' said Vika.
'l see,' | said.
"Let us not speak of Priest-Kings,' said the girl.

I | ooked at her, standing across the room lovely, facing ne in the dimlight.

"Vika,' | asked, 'was your father truly of the Caste of Physicians?
'Yes,' she said, 'why do you ask?'
"It does not matter,' | said.

"But why?' she insisted.

"Because,' | said, 'l thought you m ght have been a bred Pl easure Slave.'
It was a foolish thing to say, and | regretted it imediately. She stiffened. 'You flatter ne,’
she said, and turned away. | had hurt her

I made a nove to approach her but without turning, she said, 'Please do not touch ne.'

And then she seened to straighten and turned to face ne, once again the old and scornful Vika,
chal | engi ng, hostile. 'But of course you may touch nme,' she said, 'for you are ny naster.'

"Forgive ne,' | said.

She | aughed bitterly, scornfully.

It was truly a woman of Treve who stood before ne now.
I saw her as | had never seen her before.

Vi ka was a bandit princess, accustomed to be clad in silk and jewels froma thousand | ooted
caravans, to sleep on the richest furs and sup on the nost delicate viands, all purloined from
gal | eys, beached and burnt, fromthe ravished storeroons of outlying, smoking cylinders, fromthe
tabl es and treasure chests of hones whose nen were sl ain, whose daughters wore the chains of slave
girls, only now she herself, Vika, this bandit princess, proud Vika, a wonan of |ofty, opul ent
Treve, had fallen spoils herself in the harsh games of Gor, and felt on her own throat the sane
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encircling band of steel with which the men of her city had so often graced the throats of their
fair, weeping captives.

Vi ka was now property.
My property.
Her eyes regarded nme with fury.

Insolently she approached ne, slowy, gracefully, as silken in her nmenace as the she-larl, and
then to ny astoni shnent when she stood before me, she knelt, her hands on her thighs, her knees in
the position of the Pleasure Slave, and dropped her head in scornful subm ssion

She rai sed her head and her taunting blue eyes regarded ne boldly. 'Here, Master,' she said, 'is
your Pl easure Slave.'

"Rise,' | said.

She rose gracefully and put her arms about ny neck and noved her lips close to mne. 'You kissed
me before,' she said. '"Now | shall kiss you.'

| looked into those blue eyes and they | ooked into nmine, and I wondered how many nmen had been
burned, and had died, in that smoul dering, sullen fire.

Those nagnificent |ips brushed m ne

"Here,' she said softly, inperiously, '"is the kiss of your Pleasure Sl ave.
| disengaged her arns from ny neck

She | ooked at nme in bew | dernent.

I wal ked fromthe roominto the dimy lit hall. In the passageway, | extended ny hand to her
that she m ght come and take it.

"Do | not please you?' she asked.

"Vika,' | said, 'cone here and take the hand of a fool."

When she saw what | intended she shook head slowy, nunmbly. 'No,' she said. 'I cannot |eave the
chanber.'

'Pl ease,' | said.

She shook with fear.
"Cone,' | said, 'take my hand.'

Slowy, trenmbling, noving as though in a dream the girl approached the portal, and this time the
sensors could not gl ow.

She | ooked at ne.

"Pl ease,’ | said.
She | ooked again at the sensors, which stared out of the wall I|ike black, gutted nmetal eyes. They
were burned and still, shattered, and even the wall in their vicinity showed the seared, scarlet

stain of their abrupt term nation
' They can hurt you no |l onger,' | said.

Vi ka took another step and then it seened her |l egs would fail her and she night swoon. She put
out her hand to me. Her eyes were wide with fear

" The wonen of Treve,' | said, '"are brave, as well as beautiful and proud.
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She stepped through the portal and fell fainting in ny arns.

| lifted her and carried her to the stone couch

| regarded the ruined sensors in the portal and the weckage of the surveillance devi ce which had
been concealed in the energy bulb

Per haps now | would not have so long to wait for the Priest-Kings of Cor.

Vi ka had said that when they w shed ne, they would cone for ne.

I chuckl ed.

Per haps now they woul d be encouraged to hasten their appointnent.

| gently placed Vika on the great stone couch

Chapter N ne: THE PRI EST- KI NG

I would allow Vika to share the great stone couch, its sleeping pelts, and sil ken sheets.

This was unusual, however, for nornmally the Gorean slave girl sleeps at the foot of her naster's
couch, often on a straw mat with only a thin, cottonlike blanket, woven fromthe soft fibres of
the Rep Plant, to protect her fromthe cold.

If she has not pleased her nmaster of |ate, she nmay be, of course, as a disciplinary neasure,
sinmply chained nude to the slave ring at in the bottomof the couch, sans both bl anket and nat.
The stones of the floor are hard and the Gorean nights are cold and it is a rare girl who, when
unchai ned in the norning, does not seek nore dutifully to serve her naster.

This harsh treatnment, incidentally, when she is thought to deserve it, nmay even be inflicted on a
Free Conpanion, in spite of the fact that she is free and usually nmuch | oved. According to the
Gorean way of looking at things a taste of the slave ring is thought to be occasionally beneficia
to all wonen, even the exalted Free Conpani ons.

Thus when she has been irritable or otherw se troubl esome even a Free Conpani on may find herself
at the foot of the couch | ooking forward to a pleasant night on the stones, stripped, with neither
mat nor bl anket, chained to a slave ring precisely as though she were a lowy slave girl.

It is the Gorean way of remnminding her, should she need to be reninded, that she, too, is a woman,
and thus to be domi nated, to be subject to nen. Should she be tenpted to forget this basic fact
of CGorean life the slave ring set in the bottom of each Gorean couch is there to refresh her
menory. CGor is a man's world.

And yet on this world | have seen great nunbers of wonen who were both beautiful and spl endid.

The Gorean wonan, for reasons that are not altogether clear to nme, considering the culture,
rejoices in being a woman. She is often an exciting, nmagnificent, glorious creature, outspoken
tal kative, vital, active, spirited. On the whole | find her nore joyful than many of her earth-

i nhabiting sisters who, theoretically at least, enjoy a nore lofty status, although it is surely
true that on ny old world I have net several wonen with sonething of the Gorean zest for

acknow edging the radiant truth of their sex, the gifts of joy, grace and beauty, tenderness, and

fathoms of |ove that we poor men, | suspect, nay sonetinmes and tragically fail to understand, to
conpr ehend.
Yet with all due respect and regard for the npost astoundi ng and marvel |l ous sex, | suspect that,

perhaps partly because of nmy Gorean training, it is true that a touch of the slave ring is
occasi onal Il y benefi ci al

O custom a slave girl may not even ascend the couch to serve her nmaster's pleasure. The point
of this restriction, | suppose, is to draw a clearer distinction between her status and that of a
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Free Conpanion. At any rate the dignities of the couch are, by custom reserved for the Free
Conpani on.

When a master wishes to make use of a slave girl he tells her to light the lanp of |ove which she
obediently does, placing it in the window of his chanber that they may not be disturbed. Then
with his own hand he throws upon the stone floor of his chanber [uxurious |love furs, perhaps from
the larl itself, and conmands her to them

I had placed Vika gently on the great stone couch
| kissed her gently on the forehead.

Her eyes opened.

"Did | |eave the chanber?' she asked.

"Yes,' | said.

She regarded ne for a long time. 'How can | conquer you?' she asked. 'I love you, Tarl Cabot.'
"You are only grateful,' | said.

"No,"' she said, 'l love you.'

"You nmust not,' | said.

"I do,"' she said.

I wondered how | should speak to her, for | nust disabuse her of the illusion that there could be
| ove between us. In the house of Priest-Kings there could be no |ove, nor could she know her own
mnd in these matters, and there was al ways Tal ena, whose i mage woul d never be eradicated fromny
heart.

"But you are a wonman of Treve,' | said, smling

"You thought | was a Passion Slave,' she chided.

| shrugged.

She | ooked away fromne, toward the wall. 'You were right in a way, Tarl Cabot.'

"How is that?' | asked.

She | ooked at ne directly. 'M nother,' she said bitterly, '- was a Passion Slave - bred in the
pens of Ar.'

' She nust have been very beautiful,' | said.

Vi ka | ooked at nme strangely. 'Yes,' she said, 'l suppose she was.'

"Do you not remenber her?' | asked.

"No,' she said, 'for she died when | was very young.'

I"'msorry,' | said.
"It doesn't matter,' said Vika, 'for she was only an aninmal bred in the pens of Ar.'
Do you despi se her so?" | asked.

"She was a bred slave,' said Vika.
| said nothing.

"But ny father,' said Vika, 'whose slave she was, and who was of the Caste of Physicians of Treve,
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| oved her very nuch and asked her to be his Free Conpanion.' Vika |laughed softly. 'For three
years she refused him' she said.

"Why?' | asked.

' Because she loved him' said Vika, "and did not wish himto take for his Free Conpanion only a
| oWy Passion Slave.'

'She was a very deep and nobl e woman,' | said.

Vi ka nmade a gesture of disgust. 'She was a fool,' she said. 'How often would a bred slave have a
chance of freedon®?

'Sel domindeed,' | admtted.

"But in the end,' said Vika, 'fearing he would slay hinself she consented to becone his Free

Conpani on.' Vikar regarded ne closely. Her eyes net mne very directly. 'I was born free,' she
said. 'You nmust understand that. | amnot a bred slave.'
"l understand,' | said. 'Perhaps,' | suggested, 'your nother was not only beautiful, but proud

and brave and fine.'

"How coul d that be?' [|aughed Vika scornfully. 'l have told you she was only a bred slave, an
animal fromthe pens of Ar.'

"But you never knew her,' | said.

"1 know what she was,' said Vika.
"What of your father?' | asked.

"In a way,' she said, 'he is dead too.
"What do you nean, in a way?' | asked.
' Not hi ng,' she said.

| | ooked about the room at the chests against the wall dimin the reduced Iight of the energy
bul bs, at the walls, at the shattered device in the ceiling, at the broken sensors, at the great,
enpty portal that led into the passageway beyond.

"He must have | oved you very nuch, after your nother died,' | said.
"Yes,' said Vika, 'l suppose so - but he was a fool."'
"Way do you say that?' | asked.

"He followed ne into the Sardar, to try and save ne,' she said.

'He must have been a very brave man,' | said.

She rolled away fromne and stared at the wall. After a tine she spoke, her words cruel with
cont enpt .

'He was a ponpous little fool," she said, '"and afraid even of the cry of a larl.’'

She sni ffed.

Suddenly she rolled back to face nme. 'How,' she asked, 'could ny nother have |oved hin? He was

only a fat, ponpous little fool.'

' Perhaps he was kind to her,' | suggested, '- when others were not.'

"Why woul d anyone be kind to a Passion Sl ave?' asked Vika.
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| shrugged.

'"For the Passion Slave,' she said, '"it is the belled ankle, perfune, the whip and the furs of
| ove."'

" Perhaps he was kind to her,' | suggested again, '- when others were not.

'l don't understand,' said Vika.

Perhaps,' | said, 'he cared for her and spoke to her and was gentle - and | oved her.

Per haps,' said Vika. 'But would that be enough?

' Perhaps,' | said.
"I wonder,' said Vika. 'I| have often wondered about that."'
"What became of him' | asked, 'when he entered the Sardar?

Vi ka woul d not speak.

"Do you know?' | asked.

'Yes,' she said.

" Then what?' | asked.

She shook her head bitterly. 'Do not ask nme,' she said.

I would not press her further on the matter

"How is it," | asked, 'that he allowed you to cone to the Sardar?

"He did not,' said Vika. 'He tried to prevent ne but | sought out the Initiates of Treve,
proposing nyself as an offering to the Priest-Kings. | did not, of course, tell themny true
reason for desiring to come to the Sardar.' She paused. 'I wonder if they knew,' she nused.

"It is not inprobable,' | said.

"My father would not hear of it, of course,' she said. She laughed. 'He locked nme in ny
chanmbers, but the High Initiate of the City cane with warriors and they broke into our
conmpartnents and beat ny father until he could not nove and | went gladly with them' She |aughed
again. 'Oh how pleased | was when they beat himand he cried out - for he was not a true man and

even though of the Caste of Physicians could not stand pain. He could not even bear to hear the
cry of alarl.'

I knew that Gorean caste lines, though largely following birth, were not inflexible, and that a
man who did not care for his caste m ght be allowed to change caste, if approved by the High
Council of his city, an approval usually contingent on his qualifications for the work of another
caste and the willingness of the nmenbers of the new caste to accept himas a Caste Brother

"Perhaps,’ | suggested, 'it was because he could not stand pain that he rermai ned a nenber of the
Caste of Physicians.'

"Perhaps,' said Vika. 'He always wanted to stop suffering, even that of an aninmal or slave.'
| smiled.

"You see,' she said, 'he was weak.'

"l see,' | said.

Vika lay back in the silks and furs. 'You are the first of the men in this chanber,' she said,
"who have spoken to me of these things.'
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| did not reply.
"I love you, Tarl Cabot,' she said.
"I think not," | said gently.
"l do!' she insisted.

Soneday,' | said, 'you will love - but I do not think it will be a warrior of Ko-ro-ba.'

"Do you think I cannot |ove?' she chall enged.

"I think someday you will love," | said, '"and I think you will |ove greatly.'
"Can you | ove?' she challenged. 'l don't know,' | said. | smled. 'Once - long ago - | thought I
| oved.'

"Who was she?' asked Vika, not too pleasantly.

"A slender, dark-haired girl,' | said, 'whose nane was Tal ena.
"Was she beautiful ?* asked Vika.

"Yes,' | said.

"As beautiful as 1?" asked Vika.

"You are both very beautiful,' | said.

"Was she a slave?' asked Vika.

"No,' | said, '- she was the daughter of a Ubar.

Rage transfigured Vika's features and she | eaped fromthe couch and strode to the side of the

room her fingers angrily inside her collar, as though they mght pull it fromher throat. "I
see!' she said. '"And | - Vika - amonly a slave girl!"’
"Do not be angry,' | said.

Where is she?' demanded Vi ka.

"I don't know,' | admtted.

How | ong has it been since you have seen her?' demanded Vika.

It has been nore than seven years,' | said.

Vi ka | aughed cruelly. 'Then,' she gloated, 'she is in the Cties of Dust.

"Perhaps,' | admitted.
"I - Vika -' she said, 'amhere."
"I know,' | said.

| turned away.
I heard her voice over ny shoulder. 'I will nake you forget her,' she said

Her voice had borne the cruel, icy, confident, passionate nenace of a wonan from Treve, accustomned
to have what she wanted, who would not be deni ed.

| turned to face Vika once nore, and | no longer sawthe girl to whom | had been speaking but a
worman of Hi gh Caste, fromthe bandit ki ngdom of Treve, insolent and inperious, though coll ared.

Casual ly Vika reached to the clasp on the left shoul der of her garment and | oosened it, and the
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garment fell to her ankles.
She was branded.
"You though I was a Passion Slave,' she said.

| regarded the wonman who stood before ne, the sullen eyes, the pouting lips, the collar, the
br and.

"Am | not beautiful enough,' she asked, 'to be the daughter of a Ubar?

"Yes,' | said, 'you are that beautiful.’
She | ooked at me nockingly. ‘Do you know what a Passion Slave is? she asked.
"Yes,' | said.

"It is a female of the human kind,' she said, 'but bred like a beast for its beauty and its
passion.'

"I know,' | said.
"It is an aninal,' she said, 'bred for the pleasure of nen, bred for the pleasure of a naster.'
| said nothing.

"In ny veins,' she said, 'flows the blood of such an animal. In ny veins flows the blood of a
Passion Slave.' She laughed. 'And you, Tarl Cabot, she said, 'are its master. You, Tarl Cabot,
are ny master.

"No," | said.

Anused, tauntingly, she approached ne. 'I will serve you as a Passion Slave,' she said.
"No,' | said.

"Yes,' she said, 'for you | will be an obedient Passion Slave.' She lifted her lips to nine

My hands on her arns held her from ne.

'Taste ne,' she said.

"No," | said.

She | aughed. 'You cannot reject ne,' she said.

"Whay not?' | asked.

"l shall not allow you to do so,' she said. 'You see, Tarl Cabot, | have decided that you shal
be ny sl ave.

I thrust her from ne.

"Very well,' she cried, her eyes flashing. 'Very well, Cabot,' she said, '"then | shall conquer

you!'
And she seized ny head in her hands and pressed her lips to mne.

In that nonent | sensed once nore that slightly acrid scent which | had experienced in the
corridors beyond the chanber, and |I pressed ny nmouth hard into Vika's until her |ips were cut by
my teeth and | had pressed her back until only my armkept her fromfalling to the stones of the
floor, and | heard her cry of surprise and pain, and then | hurled her angrily fromne to the
straw sl ave mat which lay at the foot of the stone couch.

Now it seermed to ne that | understood but they had cone too soon! She had not had a chance to do

file:/l/F|/rah/John%20Norman/Priest-Kings%200f%20Gor.txt (42 of 84) [1/20/03 3:31:59 AM]



file:/1/F|/rah/Iohn%20N orman/Priest-Kings%200f%20Gor .txt
her work. It might go hard with her but | was not concerned.
Still | did not turn to that giant portal
The scent was now strong.

Vi ka crouched terrified on the slave mat at the foot of the couch, in the very shadow of the slave
ring.

"What is the matter?' she asked. 'What is wong?

"So you were to conquer nme for them were you?' | demanded.
"l don't understand,' she stanmered.

"You are a poor tool for Priest-Kings,' | said.

"No,' she said, 'no!’

" How many nmen have you conquered for Priest-Kings? | asked. | seized her by the hair and tw sted
her head to face nme. 'How many?' | cried.

'Pl ease!' she wept.

I found nyself tenpted to break her head agai nst the foot of the stone couch, for she was
wor t hl ess, treacherous, seductive, cruel, vicious, worthy only of the collar, irons and the whip!

She shook her head nunbly as though denying charges | had not yet voiced.
"You don't understand,' she said. 'l |ove you!'

Wth loathing | cast her from ne.

Yet still did | not turn to face that portal

Vika lay at ny feet, a streak of blood at the corner of those lips that bore still the marks of ny
fierce kiss. She |ooked up at ne, tears welling in her eyes.

'Pl ease,' she said.

The scent was strong. | knew that it was near. How was it that the girl was not aware of it?
How was it that she did not know? Was it not part of her plan?

' Pl ease,' she said, |ooking up at ne, lifting her hand to nme. Her face was tear-stained; her voice
was a broken sob. 'l love you,' she said.
"Silence, Slave Grl,"' | said

She | owered her head to the stones and wept.
I knew now that it was here.
The scent was now over powering, unmni stakabl e.

| watched Vika and suddenly she seemed too to know and her head lifted and her eyes w dened with
horror and she crept to her knees, her hands before her face as though to shield herself and she
shuddered and suddenly uttered a wild, long, terrible scream of abject fear

I drew nmy sword and turned.
It stood framed in the doorway.

Inits way it was very beautiful, golden and tall, |loom ng over ne, framed in that massive portal
It was not nore than a yard wide but its head nearly touched the top of the portal and so | would
judged that, standing as it did, it nmust have been nearly eighteen feet high
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It had six legs and a great head |ike a globe of gold with eyes |Iike vast |luminous disks. Its two
forel egs, poised and alert, were lifted delicately in front of its body. Its jaws opened and
cl osed once. They noved laterally.

Fromits head there extended two fragile, jointed appendages, |ong and covered with short
qui vering strands of golden hair. These two appendages, |ike eyes, swept the roomonce and then
seened to focus on ne.

They curved toward me |i ke delicate gol den pincers and each of the countless gol den strands on
t hose appendages strai ghtened and pointed toward ne |ike a quivering gol den needl e.

I could not conjecture the nature of the creature's experience but | knew that | stood within the
centre of its sensory field.

About its neck there hung a small circular device, a translator of some sort, simlar to but nore
conmpact than those | had hitherto seen

| sensed a new set of odours, secreted by what stood before ne.

Al nost simul taneously a nechanically reproduced voi ce began to emanate fromthe transl ator
It spoke in Corean.

I knew what it woul d say.

"Lo Sardar,' it said. 'I ama Priest-King.'

‘"l am Tarl Cabot of Ko-ro-ba,' | said.

A nonment after | spoke | sensed another set of odours, which emanated perhaps fromthe device
whi ch hung about the neck of what stood before ne.

The two sensory appendages of the creature seened to register this infornmation

A new scent cane to nmy nostrils.

"Follow ne,' said the mechanically reproduced voice, and the creature turned fromthe portal
I went to the portal

It was stalking in long, delicate steps down the passageway.

| | ooked once nore at Vika, who lifted her hand to ne. 'Don't go,' she said.

| turned scornfully fromher and foll owed the creature.

Behind me | heard her weep.

Let her weep, | said to nyself, for she has failed her masters the Priest-Kings, and undoubtedly
her puni shnent will not be |ight.

Had | the time, had I not nore urgent business, | night have puni shed her nyself, teaching her
wi t hout nercy what could be the neaning of her collar, using her as objectively and ruthlessly as
she deserved, brutally administering the discipline of a Gorean master to a treacherous sl ave

girl.
W woul d see then who woul d conquer
| shook these thoughts frommy head and continued down t he passageway.

I nmust forget the treacherous, vicious wench. There were nore inportant nmatters to attend to.
The slave girl was not hing.

| hated Vika.

file:/l/F|/rah/John%20Norman/Priest-Kings%200f%20Gor.txt (44 of 84) [1/20/03 3:31:59 AM]



file:/1/F|/rah/Iohn%20N orman/Priest-Kings%200f%20Gor .txt

| followed a Priest-King.
Chapter Ten: M SK THE PRI EST- KI NG

The Priest-Kings have little or no scent of their own which is detectable by the human nostrils,
t hough one gathers there is a nest odour by which they may identify one another, and that the
variations in this nest odour permt identifications of individuals.

What in the passageways | had taken to be the scent of Priest-Kings had actually been the residue
of odour-signals which Priest-Kings, |ike certain social insects of our world, use in
conmmuni cating with one anot her

The slightly acrid odour | had noticed tends to be a common property of all such signals, nuch as
there is a common property to the sound of a human voice, whether it be that of an Englishman, a
Bushman, a Chi nese or a CGorean, which sets it apart from say, the growing of animals, the hiss
of snakes, the cry of birds.

The Priest-Kings have eyes, which are conmpound and many-faceted, but they do not nuch rely on
these organs. They are, for them sonmething |ike our ears and nose, used as secondary sensors to
be relied upon when the nost pertinent information in the environnent is not relayed by vision,
or, in the case of the Priest-Kings, by scent. Accordingly the two gol den-haired, jointed
appendages protruding fromtheir globelike heads, above the rounded, disklike eyes, are their
primary sensory organs. | gather that these appendages are sensitive not only to odours but, due
to nodification of some of the sensory hairs, may al so transform sound vibrations into sonething
meani ngful in their experience. Thus, if one wi shes, one may speak of themnot only as snelling
but hearing through these appendages. Apparently hearing is not of great inportance, however, to
them considering the small nunmber of hairs nodified for this purpose. Oddly enough few of the
Priest-Kings whom | questioned on this matter seened to draw the distinction clearly between
hearing and snelling. | find this incredible, but I have no reason to believe they deceived ne.
They recogni se that we have different sensory arrangenents than they and | suspect that they are
as unclear as to the nature of our experience as we are of theirs. In fact, though | speak of
hearing and snelling, | amnot sure that these expressions are altogether neani ngful when applied
to Priest-Kings. | speak of themsmnelling and hearing through the sensory appendages, but what
the quality of their experience may be | amuncertain. For exanple, does a Priest-King have the
same qualitative experience that | do when we are confronted by the sane scent? | aminclined to
doubt it, for their nusic, which consists of rhapsodi es of odours produced by instrunents
constructed for this purpose, and often played by Priest-Kings, some of whom| amtold are far
more skillful than others, is intolerable to nmy ear, or | should say, nose.

Comuni cation by odour-signals can in certain circunstances be extrenely efficient, though it can
be di sadvantageous in others. For exanple, an odour can carry, to the sensory appendages of a
Priest-King, nuch further than the shout or cry of a nan to another man. Mreover, if not too
much tine is allowed to el apse, a Priest-King nay | eave a message in his chanber or in a corridor
for another Priest-King, and the other may arrive later and interpret it. A disdavantage of this
node of communi cation, of course, is that the nessage may be understood by strangers or others for
whomit is not intended. One nmust be careful of what one says in the tunnels of Priest-Kings for
one's words may linger after one, until they sufficiently dissipate to be little nore than a
meani ngl ess bl ur of scent.

For | onger periods of time there are various devices for recording a nessage, w thout relying on
conpl ex nmechani cal devices. The sinplest and one of the npbst fascinating is a chemcally treated
rope of clothlike material which the Priest-King, beginning at an end bearing a certain scent,
saturates with the odours of his nmessage. This coiled nmessage-rope then retains the odours
indefinitely and when another Priest-King wishes to read the message he unrolls it slowy scanning
it serially with the jointed sensory appendages.

I amtold that the phonenes of the |anguage of Priest-Kings or, better, what in their |anguage
woul d correspond to phonenes in ours, since their 'phonenes' have to do with scent and not sound,
nunber seventy-three. Their nunber is, of course, potentially infinite, as would be the nunber of
possi bl e phonenes in English, but just as we take a subset of sounds to be English sounds and form
our utterances fromthem so they take a subset of odours as sinmilarly basic to their speech. The
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nunmber of English phonenes, incidentally, is in the neighbourhood of fifty.

The norphenes of the | anguage of Priest-Kings, those smallest intelligible information bits, in

particul ar roots and affixes, are, of course, |like the norphemes of English, extrenely numerous.
The normal norphene, in their |anguage as in ours, consists of a sequence of phonenmes. For
exanple, in English "bit' is one norphene but three phonenes, as will appear clear if given sonme

reflection. Simlarly in the |Ianguage of the Priest-Kings, the seventy-three 'phonenmes' or basic
scents are used to formthe nmeaning units of the | anguage, and a single norphene of Priest-Kings
may consist of a conplex set of odours.

I do not know whet her there are nore norphenes in the |anguage of Priest-Kings or in English, but
both are apparently rich | anguages, and, of course, the strict norphene count is not necessarily a
reliable index to the conplexity of the |exicon, because of conbinations of norphenes wo form new
words. German, for exanple, tends to rely sonewhat nore on norphene conbi nati on than does English
or French. | was told, incidentally, that the |anguage of the Priest-Kings does possess nore

nmor phemes than English but | do not know if the report is truthful or not, for Priest-Kings tend
to be somewhat touchy on the matter of any conparisons, particularly those to their disadvantage
or putative disadvantage, with organi sns of what they regard as the |lower orders. On the other
hand it may well be the case that, as a matter of fact, the norphene set of the | anguage of Priest-
Kings is indeed larger than that of English. | sinply do not know The translator tapes,
incidentally, are approximately the sane size, but this is no help, since the tapes represent
pai ri ngs of approximate equivelants, and there are several English norphenes not translatable into
the | anguage of Priest-Kings, and, as | |earned, norphenes in their |anguage for which no English
equi vel ants exist. One English expression for which no natural "word' in their |anguage exists
is, oddly enough, 'friendship', and certain of its cognates. There is an expression in their

| anguage which translates into English as 'Nest Trust', however, and seens to play somnething of
the sane role in their thinking. The notion of friendship, it seems to ne, has to do with a
reliance and affection between two or nore individuals; the notion of Nest Trust, as clearly as
can understand it, is nore of a communal notion, a sense of relying on the practices and
traditions of an institution, accepting themand living in terns of them

I followed the Priest-King for a long tinme through the passages.

For all its size it noved with a delicate, predatory grace. It was perhaps very light for its
bul k, or very strong, perhaps both. It noved with a certain deliberate, stalking novenent; its
tread was regal and yet it seemed al nost dainty, alnost fastidious; it was alnost as if the
creature did not care to soil itself by contact with the floor of the passage.

It wal ked on four extrenmely long, slender, four-jointed stalks that were its supporting |egs, and
carried its far nore nuscul ar, four-jointed grasping | egs, or appendages, extrenely high, alnost
level with its jaw, and in front of its body. Each of these graspi ng appendages termnated in
four much smaller, delicate hooklike prehensile appendages, the tips of which normally touched one
another. | would learn later that in the ball at the end of its forelegs fromwhich the smaller
prehensi | e appendages extended, there was a curved, bladed, hornlike structure that could spring
forward; this happens spontaneously when the leg's tip is inverted, a notion which at once exposes
the hornlike blade and withdraws the four prehensile appendages into the protected area beneath
it.

The Priest-King halted before what appeared to be a blind wall.

He lifted one foreleg high over his head and touched sonmething high in the wall which | could not
see.

A panel slid back and the Priest-King stepped into what seened to be a cl osed room
| followed him and the panel closed.

The fl oor seened to drop beneath nme and ny hand grasped ny sword.

The Priest-King | ooked down at nme and the antennae quivered as though in curiosity.

| resheat hed ny sword.
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I was in an el evator.
After perhaps four or five mnutes the elevator stopped and the Priest-King and | energed.

The Priest-King rested back on the two posterior supporting appendages and with a small cl eaning
hook behind the third joint of one of his forel egs began to conb his antennae.

'These are the tunnels of Priest-Kings,' it said.

| | ooked about nmeand found nyself on a high, railed platform overlooking a vast circular

artificial canyon, lined with bridges and terraces. In the depths of this canyon and on the
terraces that nounted its sides were innunmerable structrues, largely geonetrical solids - cones,
cylinders, lofty cubes, dones, spheres and such - of various sizes, colours and illum nations,

many of which were wi ndowed and possessed of nunerous floors, sone of which even towered to the
| evel of the platformwhere | stood, sonme of which soared even higher into the |ofty reaches of
the vast dome that arched over the canyon |ike a stone sky.

| stood on the platform ny hands clenched on the railing, staggered by what | saw.

The Iight of energy bulbs set in the walls and in the done |ike stars shed a brilliant Iight on
the entire canyon.

"This,' said the Priest-King, still groom ng the golden hairs of his antennae, 'is the vestibule
of our dom nion.'

From ny position on the platform| could see nunerous tunnels at many |evels |eading out of the
canyon, perhaps to other such nonstrous cavities, filled with nore structures.

I wondered what would be the function of the structures, probably barracks, factories,
st or ehouses.

"Notice the energy bulbs,' said the Priest-King. 'They are for the benefit of certain species
such as yourself. Priest-Kings do not need them'

"Then there are creatures other than Priest-Kings who live here,' | said.
"Of course,' it replied.

At that nmonment to my horror a large, perhaps eight feet long and a yard high, nultil egged,
segnented arthropod scuttled near, its eyes weaving on stalks.

"It's harm ess,' said the Priest-King.

The arthropod stopped and the eyes | eaned toward us and then its pincers clicked tw ce.

I reached for ny sword.

Wthout turning it scuttled backwards away, its body plates rustling like plastic arnour.
' See what you have done,' said the Priest-King. 'You have frightened it.

My hand left the sword hilt and | wiped the sweat fromny palmon ny tunic.

"They are timd creatures,’' said the Priest-King, '"and | amafraid they have never been able to
accustom t hensel ves to the sight of your kind.'

The Priest-King' s antennae shuddered a bit as they regarded ne.

"Your kind is terribly ugly,' it said. | laughed, not so much because | supposed what it said was
absurd, but because | supposed that, fromthe viewpoint of a Priest-King, what it said night well
be true.

"It is interesting,' said the Priest-King. 'Wat you have just said does not translate.'
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"I't was a laugh,' | said.

"What is a | augh?' asked the Priest-King.

"I't is something nmen sonetines do when they are anused,' | said.
The creature seened puzzl ed.

I wondered to nyself. Perhaps nen did not nuch laugh in the tunnels of the Priest-Kings and it
was not accustoned to this human practice. O perhaps a Priest-King sinmply could not understand
the notion of amusement, it being perhaps genetically renoved fromhis conprehension. Yet | said
to nyself the Priest-Kings are intelligent and | found it difficult to believe there could exist
an intelligent race w thout hunour.

"I think I understand,' said the Priest-King. 'It is like shaking and curling your antennae?
"Perhaps,' | said, now nore puzzled than the Priest-King.
"How stupid | am' said the Priest-King

And then to ny amazenent the creature, resting back on its posterior appendages, began to shake,
begi nning at its abdonen and continuing upward through its trunk to its thorax and head and at
| ast its antennae began to trenble and, curling, they wapped about one another

Then the Priest-King ceased to rock and its antennae uncurled, alnpbst reluctantly | thought, and
it once again rested quietly back on its posterior appendages and regarded ne.

Once again it addressed itself to the patient, neticul ous conbing of its antennae hairs.
Sonehow | imagined it was thinking.
Suddenly it stopped grooming its antennae and the antennae | ooked down at ne.

"Thank you,' it said, 'for not attacking me in the el evator.'

I was dunbfounded.

"You're wel cone,’' | said.
"I did not think anaesthesia would be necessary,' it said.
"It would have been foolish to attack you,’' | said.

Irrational, yes,' agreed the Priest-King, 'but the lower orders are often irrational
"Now,' it said, 'I may still |look forward soneday to the Pl easures of the Gol den Beetle.'

| said not hing.

' Sarm t hought the anaesthesia woul d be necessary,' it said.

'"I's Sarma Priest-King? | asked.

"Yes,' | said.

"Then a Priest-King may be nmistaken,' | said. This seened to nme significant, far nore significant

than the nere fact that a Priest-King night not understand a human | augh
'O course,' said the creature.

"Could I have slain you?' | asked.

"Possibly,' said the creature.

I |l ooked over the rail at the marvellous conplexity which confronted ne.
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"But it would not have mattered,' said the Priest-King.
"No?' | asked.
"No," it said. "'"Only the Nest matters.'

My eyes still did not |eave the dominion which |lay below ne. Its dianmeter m ght have been ten
pasangs in w dth.

"This is the Nest?' | asked.

"It is the beginning of the Nest,' said the Priest-King.
"What is your nane?' | asked.

"Msk,' it said.

Chapter El even: SARM THE PRI EST- KI NG

I turned fromthe railing to observe the great ranp which for pasangs in a great spiral approached
the platformon which | stood.

Anot her Priest-King, nmounted on a |ow, oval disk which seened to slide up the ranp, was
appr oachi ng.

The new Priest-King | ooked a great deal |ike Msk, save that he was larger. | wondered if nen of
my species would have difficulty telling Priest-Kings apart. | would later learn to do so easily
but at first I was often confused. The Priest-Kings thenselves distinguish one another by scent
but I, of course, would do so by eye

The oval disk glided to within sone forty feet of us, and the golden creature which had ridden it
stepped delicately to the ranp.

It approached ne, its antennae scrutinising ne carefully. Then it backed away perhaps sone twenty
feet.

It seenmed to nme nuch like M sk except in size.

Like Msk it wore no clothing and carried no weapons, and its only accoutrenment was a transl ator
whi ch dangled fromits neck

I would learn later that in scent it wore its rank, caste and station as clearly on its body as an
officer in one of the arnmies of Earth might wear his distinguishing braid and netal bars.

"Wiy has it not been anaesthetised?" asked the new creature, training its antennae on M sk
"l did not think it would be necessary,' said M sk

"I't was ny recomendation that it be anaesthetised,' said the newconer.
"I know,' said M sk

"This will be recorded,' said the newconer.

M sk seened to shrug. H's head turned, his laterally opening jaws opened and closed slowy, his
shoul ders rustled and the two antennae twitched once as though in irritation, and then idly they
began to exanine the roof of the done.

' The Nest was not jeopardised,' canme from M sk's transl ator
The newconer's antennae were now trenbling, perhaps wth anger

It turned a knob on its own translator and in a nonent the air was filled with the sharp odours of
what | take might have been a reprimand. | heard nothing for the creature had snapped off his
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transl at or.
When M sk replied he too turned off his translator
| observed their antennae and the general posturing and carriage of their |ong, graceful bodies.

They stal ked about one another and sonme of their notions were al nost whiplike. Upon occasion
undoubtedly as a sign of irritation, the tips of the forelegs were inverted, and | caught ny first
glinpse of the bl aded, hornlike structures therein conceal ed.

I would learn to interpret the enotions and states of Priest-Kings by such signs. Many of these
signs would be far | ess obvious than the ones now displayed in the throes of anger. Inpatience,
for example, is often indicated by a trenmbling in the tactile hair on the supporting appendages,
as though the creature could not wait to be off; a wandering of attention can be shown by the
unconsci ous novenent of the cl eaning hooks frombehind the third joints of the forel egs,
suggesting perhaps the creature is thinking of groom ng, an occupation in which Priest-Kings, to
ny mnd, spend an inordinate anpunt of time; | mght note, however, in deference to them that
they consider humans a particularly unclean animal and in the tunnels normally confine them for
sanitary purposes to carefully restricted areas; the subtlety of these signs mght well be
illumnated if the indications for a wandering of attention, nentioned above, are contrasted with
the superficially simlar signs which give evidence that a Priest-King is well or favourably

di sposed toward another Priest-King, or other creature of any type. |In this case there is again
t he unconsci ous novenent of the cl eaning hooks but there is in addition an incipient, but

restrai ned, extension of the forelegs in the direction of the object toward which the Priest-King
is well disposed; this suggests to ne that the Priest-King is willing to put its cleaning hooks at
the disposal of the other, that he is willing to groomit. This may becone nore conprehensible
when it is nentioned that Priest-Kings, with their cleaning hooks, their jaws and their tongues,
often groom one another as well as thenselves. Hunger, incidentally, is indicated by an acidic
exudate which forms at the edges of the jaws giving thema certain noist appearance; thirst,
interestingly enough, is indicated by a certain stiffness in the appendages, evident in their
movenents, and by a certain brownish tarnish that seens to infect the gold of the thorax and
abdormen. The nobst sensitive indicators of nbod and attention, of course, as you would probably
gather, are the notions and tensility of the antennae.

The translator, incidentally, supposing it to be turned on, would provide only the translation of
what was said, and the words, unless the volune control was mani pul ated during the nessage, would
al ways occur at the same sound level. An analogue to listening to a translator would be to

i magi ne words as pictures which, in the sane type face and size, flash serially on a screen

There would be no clue in the individual pictures, per se, of the rhythmof the |anguage or the
mood of the speaker. The translator can tell you that the speaker is angry but it cannot show you
that he is angry.

After a minute or two the Priest-Kings stopped circling one another and turned to face ne. As one
creature, they turned on their translators.

"You are Tarl Cabot of the City of Ko-ro-ba,' said the |arger
"Yes,' | said.

"I amSarm' it said, 'beloved of the Mdther and First Born.
"Are you the | eader of the Priest-Kings? | asked.

"Yes,' said Sarm

"No,' said M sk

Sarm s antennae darted in Msk's direction

"Greatest in the Nest is the Mdther,' said M sk

Sarm s antennae rel axed. 'True,' said Sarm
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"l have nmuch to speak of with Priest-Kings,' | said. 'If the one whomyou call the Mther is
chi ef anbng you, | wish to see her.'

Sarm rested back on his posterior appendages. Hi s antennae touched one another in a slightly
curling movenment. 'None may see the Mther save her caste attendants and the Hi gh Priest-Kings,'
said Sarm 'the First, Second, Third, Fourth and Fifth Born.'

'Except on the three great holidays,' said M sk.

Sarm s antennae twi tched angrily.

"What are the three great holidays? | asked.

' The Nest Feast Cycle,' said Msk, 'Tola, Tolam and Tol ana.'
"What are these feasts? | asked.

"'They are the Anniversary of the Nuptial Flight,' said Msk, 'the Feast of the Deposition of the
First Egg and the Cel ebration of the Hatching of the First Egg.'

"Are these holidays near?' | asked.
"Yes,' said M sk.

"But,' said Sarm 'even on such feasts none of the |ower orders nay view the Mdther - only Priest-
Ki ngs.'

"True,' said M sk.

Anger suffused nmy countenance. Sarm seened not to notice this change but M sk's antennae perked
up i medi ately. Perhaps it had had experience with hunman anger.

"Do not think badly of us, Tarl Cabot,' said Msk, 'for on the holidays those of the | ower orders
who | abour for us - be it even in the pastures or fungus trays - are given surcease fromtheir
| abours."

"The Priest-Kings are generous,' | said.
"Do the nen bel ow the mountains do as nuch for their aninals? asked M sk.

"No," | said. 'But nen are not animals.’

Are men Priest-Kings? asked Sarm

"No,"' | said.

"Then they are animals,' said Sarm

| drew nmy sword and faced Sarm The notion was extrenely rapid and rmust have startled him
At any rate Sarm | eaped backward on his jointed, stalklike Iegs with al nost incredible speed.
He now stood al nost forty feet from ne.

"I'f I cannot speak to the one you call the Mdther,' | said, 'perhaps | can speak to you.'

| took a step towards Sarm

Sarm pranced angrily backward, his antennae twitching with agitation.

We faced one anot her.

I noticed the tips of his forelegs were inverted, unsheathing the two curved, hornlike bl ades
whi ch reposed there.
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W wat ched one another carefully.

From behind me | heard the nmechanical voice of Msk's translator: "But she is the Mdther,' it
said, '"and we of the Nest are all her children.’

I smled.

Sarm saw that | did not intend to advance further and his agitation decreased, although his
general attitude of awareness was not rel axed.

It was at this tinme that | first saw how Priest-Kings breathed, probably because Sarmnis
respiratory novenents were now nore pronounced than they had been hitherto. Miscular contractions
in the abdomen take place with the result that air is sucked into the systemthrough four smal

hol es on each side of the abdomen, the sane holes serving also as exhal ation vents. Usually the
breathing cycle, unless one is quite close and |istens carefully, cannot be heard, but in the
present case | could hear quite clearly froma distance of several feet the quick intake of air
through the eight tiny, tubular nouths in Sarmis abdonen, and its al nost i medi ate expellation

t hrough the sane apertures.

Now t he muscul ar contractions in Sarmis abdonen becane al nbst unnoticeable and | could no | onger
hear the evidence of his respiratory cycle. The tips of his forelegs were no | onger inverted,
with the result that the bladed structures had di sappeared and the small, four-jointed, hooklike
prehensi |l e appendages were again fully visible. Their tips delicately touched one anot her
Sarm s antennae were cal m

He regarded ne.
He did not nove.

I would never find nyself fully able to adjust to the incredible stillness with which a Priest-
Ki ng can stand.

He rem nded nme vaguely of the bl ade of a gol den knife.
Suddenly Sarm s antennae pointed at Msk. 'You should have anaesthetised it,' he said.
" Perhaps,' said M sk.

For sone reason this hurt nme. | felt that | had betrayed Msk's trust in ne, that | had behaved
as a not fully rational creature, that | had behaved as Sarm had expected ne to.

"I"'msorry," | said to Sarm resheathing ny sword.
"You see,' said M sk.

"It's dangerous,' said Sarm

I | aughed.

"What is that?' asked Sarm lifting his antennae.
"It is shaking and curling its antennae,' said M sk

On the receipt of this information Sarm di d not shake nor did his antennae curl; rather the
bl adel i ke structures snapped out and back, and his antennae twitched in irritation. | gathered
one did not shake and curl one's antennae at Priest-Kings.

"Mount the disk, Tarl Cabot of Ko-ro-ba,' said Msk, gesturing with his foreleg to the flat ova
di sk which had brought Sarmto our |evel.

| hesitated.
'"He is afraid,' said Sarm

'He has much to fear,' said M sk
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'l amnot afraid,' | said
"Then nmount the disk,' said Msk.

I did so, and the two Priest-Kings stepped delicately onto the disk to join ne, in such a way that
one stood on each side and slightly behind ne. Scarcely had they placed their weight on the disk
when it began to smoothly and silently accel erate down the ong ramp which led toward the bottom
of the canyon.

The di sk noved with great swiftness and it was with sone difficulty that | nanaged to stand on ny
feet, leaning into the blast of air which rushed past nme. To ny annoyance both of the Priest-

Ki ngs seened inmobile, leaning alertly forward into the wind, their forelegs lifted high, their
antennae lying flat, stream ng backwards.

Chapter Twelve: THE TWO MULS

On a marble circle of some half pasang in width, in the bottomof that vast, brilliantly lit, many-
coloured artificial canyon the oval disk dinmnished its speed and drew to a stop.

I found nyself in some sort of plaza, surrounded by the fantastic architecture of the Nest of
Priest-Kings. The plaza was crowded, not only with Priest-Kings but even nore with various
creatures of other forms and natures. Anmong them | saw nmen and wonen, barefoot with shaven heads,
clad in short purple tunics that reflected the various lights of the plaza as though they m ght
have been fornmed of some reflective plastic.

| stepped aside as a flat, sluglike creature, clinging with several legs to a small transportation
di sk, swept by.

"W must hurry,' said Sarm

"l see human beings here,' | said to Msk. 'Are they slaves?
"Yes,' said M sk

' They wear no collars,' | pointed out.

"It is not necessary to mark a distinction between slave and free within the Nest,' said M sk,
"for in the Nest all humans are sl aves.'

"Wiy are they shaven and clad as they are?' | asked.
"It is nore sanitary,' said M sk
"Let us |leave the plaza,' said Sarm

I would learn later that his agitation was principally due to his fear of contracting filth in
this public place. Humans wal ked here.

"Way do the slaves wear purple? | asked Msk. 'That is the colour of the robes of a Ubar.
'Because it is a great honour to be the slave of Priest-Kings,' said Msk

"Is it your intention,' | asked, 'that | should be so shaved and cl ad?’

My hand was on ny sword hilt.

"Perhaps not,' said Sarm 'It nmay be that you are to be destroyed immediately. | nust check the
scent -t apes.

"He is not to be destroyed i nmedi ately,' said Msk, 'nor is he to be shaved and clad as a slave.'
"Why not?' asked Sarm

"It is the wish of the Mdther,' said M sk
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"What has she to do with it?" asked Sarm
"Much,' said M sk

Sarm seened puzzled. He stopped. H s antennae twitched nervously. 'Ws he brought to the
tunnel s for sone purpose?

"I cane of my own accord,' | avowed.
‘"Don't be foolish,' said Msk to ne.

For what purpose was he brought to the tunnel s?" asked Sarm
" The purpose is known to the Mother,' said M sk
"Il amthe First Born,' said Sarm

"She is the Mdther,' said M sk

"Very well,' said Sarm and turned away. | sensed he was not much pl eased.

At that rmoment a human girl wal ked near and wi de-eyed circled us, |ooking at me. Al though her
head was shaved she was pretty and the brief plastic sheath she wore did not conceal her charns.

A shudder of repul sion seenmed to course through Sarm

"Hurry,' he said, and we foll owed himas he scurried fromthe pl aza.

"Your sword,' said Msk, extending one foreleg down to ne.

"Never,' | said, backing away.

'Pl ease,' said M sk.

For some reason | unbuckled the sword belt and reluctantly handed the weapon to M sk

Sarm who stood in the long roomon an oval dais, seenmed satisfied with this transaction. He
turned to the walls behind himwhich were covered with thousands of tiny illum nated knobs. He
pull ed certain of these out fromthe wall and they seened to be attached to slender cords which he
passed between his antennae. He spent perhaps an Ahn in this activity and then, exasperated,
turned to face ne.

I had been pacing back and forth in the long room nervous w thout the feel of the sword steel at
my thigh

M sk during all this time had not nmoved but had remained standing in that incredible fixity
per haps uni que to Priest-Kings.

' The scent-tapes are silent,' said Sarm

'O course,' said M sk.

"What is to be the disposition of this creature? asked Sarm

"For the time,' said Msk, "it is the wish of the Mdther that it be pernmitted to |live as a Matok.
"What is that?' | asked.

" You speak much for one of the |lower orders,' said Sarm

"What is a Matok?' | asked.

"Acreature that is in the Nest but is not of the Nest,' said M sk
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"Li ke the arthropod?' | asked.
"Precisely,' said M sk

"If I had my wish,' said Sarm 'he would be sent to the vivariumor the dissection chanbers.’
"But that is not the wish of the Mdther,' said M sk

'l see,' said Sarm

"Thus,' said Msk, "it is not the wish of the Nest.

"OF course,' said Sarm 'for the wish of the Mdther is the wish of the Nest.'

"The Mother is the Nest and the Nest is the Mdtther,' said M sk

"Yes,' said Sarm and the two Priest-Kings approached one another, bowed and gently | ocked their
ant ennae.

When they di sengaged themsel ves, Sarmturned to face ne. 'Nonetheless,' he said, '|I shall speak to
the Mother about this matter.'

" course,' said M sk.

"l shoul d have been consulted,' said Sarm 'for | amFirst Born.'
" Perhaps,' said M sk.

Sarm | ooked down at nme. | think he had not forgiven me the start | had given himon the platform
hi gh above the canyon, near the el evator

"It is dangerous,' he said. 'It should be destroyed.'

' Perhaps,' said M sk.

"And it curled its antennae at nme,' said Sarm
M sk was sil ent.
‘"Yes,' said Sarm 'It should be destroyed.'

Sarmthen turned fromme and with his left, forward supporting appendage depressed a recessed
button in the dais on which he stood.

Hardly had his delicate foot touched the button than a panel slid aside and two handsone nen, of
the nost symetrical formand features with shaven heads and clad in the purple, plastic tunics of
sl aves, entered the room and prostrated t hensel ves before the dais.

At a signal fromSarmthey |leaped to their feet and stood alertly beside the dais, their feet
spread, their heads high, their arns fol ded.

'Behol d these two,' said Sarm

Nei t her of the two men who had entered the room had seenmed to notice ne.
I now approached them

‘"l am Tarl Cabot of Ko-ro-ba,' | said to them extending ny hand.

If they saw nmy hand they made no effort to accept it.

| assuned they nust be identical twins. They had wide, fine heads, strong, broad bodies, and a
carriage that suggested cal mess and strength.
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Both were a bit shorter than | but were somewhat nore squarely built
"You nay speak,' said Sarm
"I am Mul - Al -Ka,' said one, 'honoured slave of the glorious Priest-Kings.
"l am Mul -Ba-Ta,' said the other, ''honoured slave of the glorious Priest-Kings.'
"In the Nest,' said Msk, 'the expression "Mul" is used to designate a human sl ave.'

I nodded. The rest of it | did not need to be told. The expressions 'Al-Ka' and 'Ba-Ta' are the
two first letters of the Gorean al phabet. 1In effect these men had no nanes, but were sinply known
as Slave A and Sl ave B.

| turned to Sarm

"I assune,' | said, 'you have nore than twenty-eight hunan sl aves.' There were twenty-eight
characters in the CGorean al phabet. | had intended ny remark to be rather vicious but Sarmtook no
of f ense.

" hers are nunbered,' he said. 'Wen one dies or is destroyed, his nunber is assigned to

anot her.'

"Sone of the | ow nunbers,' volunteered M sk, 'have been assigned as many as a thousand tines."'
"Why do these slaves not have nunbers?' | asked.
'They are special,' said M sk

I regarded themclosely. They seened splendid speci nens of manki nd. Perhaps M sk had neant
merely that they were unusually excellent representatives of the human type.

'Can you guess,' asked Sarm 'which one has been synt hesised?
I must have given quite a start.
Sarnm s ant ennae gi ggl ed.

"Yes,' said Sarm 'one was synthesised, beginning with the synthesis of the protein nol ecul es, and
was formed nol ecule by nolecule. It is artificially constructed human being. It is not of nuch
scientific interest but it has considerable curiosity value. It was built over a period of two
centuries by Kusk, the Priest-King, as a way of escaping in his |leisure hours fromthe burdens of
his serious biological investigations.

| shudder ed.
"What of the other?' | asked.

"It too,' said Sarm 'is not without interest and is al so bestowed upon us by the avocationa
whi ns of Kusk, one of the greatest of our Nest.'

"I's the other al so synthesised? | asked.

"No,' said Sarm 'it is the product of genetic manipulation, artificial control and alteration of
the hereditary coils in ganetes.'

| was sweating.

"Not the least interesting aspect of this matter,' said Sarm 'is the match.'
To be sure | could not tell the two nen, if they were nmen, apart.

"That is the evidence of real skill,' said Sarm

"Kusk,' said Msk, '"is one of the greatest of the Nest.'
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"Whi ch of these slaves,' | asked, 'is the one who was synt hesi sed?
"Can't you tell?" asked Sarm
"No," | said.

Sarm s antennae shivered and w apped thensel ves about one another. He was shaking with the signs
I knew now to be associated with amusenent.

"I will not tell you,' he said.

"It is growing late,' said Msk, '"and the Matok, if he is to remain in the Nest, must be
processed."'

"Yes,' said Sarm but he seened in no hurry to conclude his gloating. He pointed one |ong,
jointed foreleg at the Muls. 'Gaze upon themw th awe, Matok,' said he, 'for they are the product
of Priest-Kings and the nost perfect specinmens of your race ever to exist.

I wondered about what M sk neant by 'processing’ but Sarmis words irritated me, as did the two
grave, handsone fell ows who had so spontaneously groveled before his dais. 'Howis that?
asked.

"Is it not obvious? asked Sarm
"No," | said.

"They are symmetrically forned,' said Sarm ' Mreover they are intelligent, strong and in good
health.' Sarm seened to wait for nmy reply but there was none. 'And,' said Sarm 'they live on
fungus and water, and wash thensel ves twelve tinmes a day.'

| laughed. 'By the Priest-Kings!' | roared, the rather blasphenbus Gorean oath slipping out,
sonmehow i ncongruously considering ny present |ocation and predicanent. Neither Priest-King
however seemed in the |east disturbed by this oath which m ght have brought tears to the eyes of a
menber of the Caste of Initiates.

"Way do you curl your antennae?' asked Sarm

"You call these perfect human beings?' | asked, waving ny arns toward the two sl aves.
"Of course,' said Sarm

'O course,' said M sk.

"Perfect slaves!' | said.

" The nost perfect human being is of course the nost perfect slave,' said Sarm

' The nost perfect human being,' | said, 'is free.

A |l ook of puzzlement seenmed to appear in the eyes of the two sl aves.

' They have no wish to be set free,' said Msk. He then addressed the slaves. 'What is your
greatest joy, Mils? he asked.

"To be slaves of Priest-Kings,' they said.

"You see?' asked M sk.

"Yes,' | said. 'l see now that they are not nen.'
Sarm s antennae tw tched angrily.

"Why do you not,' | challenged, 'have your Kusk, or whoever he is, synthesise a Priest-King?
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Sarm seened to shiver with rage. The bl aded hornlike projections snapped into view on his
forel egs.

M sk had not noved. 'It would be immoral,' he said.

Sarmturned to Msk. 'Wuld the Mother object if the Matok's arnms and | egs were broken?
"Yes,' said M sk

"Wul d the Mother object if its organs were danaged?' asked Sarm

"Undoubtedly,' said M sk

"But surely,' said Sarm 'it can be punished.

"Yes,' said Msk, 'undoubtedly it will have to be disciplined sonetine.

"Very well,"' said Sarmand directed his antennae at the two shaven-headed, plastic-clad sl aves.
"Puni sh the Matok,' said Sarm 'but do not break its bones nor injure its organs.'

No sooner had these words been enmitted from Sarm s translator than the two slaves | eaped toward ne
to seize ne.

In that same instant | |eaped toward them taking them by surprise and conpoundi ng the nmonment um of
nmy blow. | thrust one aside with ny left armand crushed ny fist into the face of the second.

H s head snapped to the side and his knees buckled. He crunpled to the floor. Before the other
could regain his balance, | had |leaped to himand seized himin ny hands and Iifted himhigh over
my head and hurled himon his back to the stone flooring of the long chanber. Had it been conbat
to the death in that brief instant I would have finished himleaping over himand gouging ny heels
into his stonmach rupturing the diaphragm But | had no wish to kill him nor a matter of fact to
injure himseverely. He nanaged to roll over on his stomach. | could have snapped his neck then
with my heel. The thought occurred to ne that these slaves had not been well trained to
adm ni ster discipline. They seened to know al nost nothing. Now the man was on his knees, gasping,
supporting hinself on the palmof his right hand. If he was right-handed, that seened foolish.

Al so he made no effort to cover his throat.

| |1 ooked up at Sarm and M sk, who, observing, stood in that slightly inclined, infuriatingly stil
posture.

"Do not injure themfurther,' said M sk

"I will not,"' | said.

"Perhaps the Matok is right,' said Msk to Sarm ' Perhaps they are not perfect human beings.'
"Perhaps,' adnmitted Sarm

Now t he sl ave who was conscious lifted his hand piteously to the Priest-Kings. H s eyes were
filled with tears.

"Pl ease,’ he begged, 'let us go to the dissection chanbers.'
| was dunbf ounded.

Now t he ot her had regai ned consci ousness and, on his knees, joined his fellow. 'Please,' he
cried, 'let us go to the dissection chanbers.'

My astoni shnment coul d not be conceal ed.
"They feel that they have failed the Priest-Kings and wish to die,'" said Msk

Sarmregarded the two slaves. 'I amkind,' he said, '"and it is near the Feast of Tola.' He
lifted his foreleg with a gentle, perm ssive gesture, alnost a benediction. 'You nay go to the
di ssection chanbers.'
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To ny ammzenent, gratitude transfigured the features of the two slaves and, hel pi ng one anot her
they prepared to | eave the room
"Stop!" | cried.
The two sl aves stopped and | ooked at ne.
My eyes were fixed however on Sarmand Msk. 'You can't send themto their deaths,' | said.
Sarm seened puzzl ed.
M sk' s ant ennae shrugged.

Frantically | groped for a plausible objection. 'Kusk would surely be displeased if his creatures
were to be destroyed,' | said. | hoped it woul d do.

Sarm and M sk touched antennae.

"The Matok is right,' said M sk.

"True,' said Sarm

| breathed a sigh of relief.

Sarmthen turned to the two slaves. 'You may not go to the dissection chanbers,' he said.

Once nore the two slaves, this tine apparently without enotion, folded their arns and stood, |egs
apart, beside the dais. Nothing mght have happened in the | ast few nonents save that one was
breat hing heavily and the other's face was splattered with his own bl ood.

Nei t her of them showed any gratitude at being reprieved nor did either evince any resentnent at ny
having interfered with their executions.

| was, as you night suppose, puzzled. The responses and behavi our of the two slaves seened to be
i nconpr ehensi bl e.

"You nust understand, Tarl Cabot of Ko-ro-ba,' said Msk, apparently sensing ny puzzlenment, 'that
it is the greatest joy of Muls to |love and serve Priest-Kings. |If it is the wish of a Priest-King
that they die they do so with great joy; if it is the wish of a Priest-King that they live, they
are simlarly delighted.

I noted that neither of the two slaves | ooked particularly delighted.

"You see,' continued M sk, 'these Miuls have been forned to | ove and serve Priest-Kings.
' They have been nmade that way,' | said.

"Precisely,' said M sk.

"And yet you say they are human,' | said.

"OF course,' said Sarm

And then to ny surprise one of the slaves, though which one | could not have told, |ooked at ne
and spoke. 'We are human,' it said very sinply.

| approached himand held out ny hand. 'I hope | did not hurt you,' | said.
It took ny hand and awkwardly held it, not knowi ng how to shake hands apparently.
"l too am human,' said the other, |ooking at me rather directly.

He held his hand out with the back of his hand up. | took the hand and turned it and shook it.
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"l have feelings,' said the first nan.
"I, too, have feelings,' said the second nan.
"W all do," | said.
"OF course,' said the first man, 'for we are hunman.'
I looked at himvery carefully. *Wich of you,' | asked, 'has been synthesised?
"W do not know,' said the first man
"No,"' said the second man. 'W have never been told.'

The two Priest-Kings had watched this small concourse with sonme interest, but now the voice of
Sarms translator was heard: 'It is growing late,' it said, 'let the Matok be processed."

"Follow nme,"' said the first man and turned, and | followed him |eaving the room the second nan
falling into stride beside ne.

Chapter Thirteen: THE SLI ME WWORM
| followed Mil -Al -Ka and Mul - Ba-Ta through several roons and down a |ong corridor
"This is the Hall of Processing,' said one of them

We passed several high steel portals in the hallway and on each of these, about twenty feet high
at the antennae level of a Priest-King, were certain dots, which | was later to |l earn were scent
dot s.

If the scent-dots were thensel ves not scented one night be tenpted to think of them as graphenes
in the | anguage of the Priest-Kings, but since they thenselves are scented they are best construed
as anal ogous to uttered phonenes or phonenme conbi nations, direct expressions of the oral syllabary
of the Priest-Kings.

When surrounded by scent-dots one night suppose the Priest-King to be subjected to a cacophony of
stimul ati on, much as we night be if environed by dozens of blaring radios and tel evision sets, but
this is apparently not the case; the better anal ogy would seemto be our experience of wal ki ng
down a quiet city street surrounded by printed signs which we m ght notice but to which we do not
pay much attention.

In our sense there is no distinction between a spoken and witten | anguage for the Priest-Kings,
though there is an anal ogous distinction between linguistic patterns that are actually sensed and
those which are potentially to be sensed, an exanple of the latter being the scents of a yet
uncoi |l ed scent -t ape.

"You will not much care for the processing,' said one of ny guides.
"But it will be good for you,' said the other

"Way nust | be processed?' | asked.

"To protect the Nest fromcontam nation,' said the first.

Scents, of course, will fade in time, but the specially prepared synthetic products or the Priest-
Ki ngs can last for thousands of years and, in the long run, will surely outlast the fading print
of human books, the disintegrating celluloid of our films, perhaps even the carved, weathering
stones so inperishably attesting the inconparable glories of our nunmerous kings, conquerors and
pot ent at es.

Scent-dots, incidentally, are arranged in rows constituting a geonetrical square, and are read
beginning with the top row fromleft to right, then right to left, and then left to right and so
on agai n.
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Gorean, | nmight note, is somewhat sinmilar, and though | speak Gorean fluently, | find it very
difficult to wite, largely because of the even-nunbered |ines which, fromny point of view, mnust
be witten backwards. Torm ny friend of the Caste of Scribes, never forgave ne this and to this
day, if he lives, he undoubtedly considers ne partly illiterate. As he said, | would never nmake a
Scribe. 'It is sinple,' he said. 'You just wite it forward but in the other direction.'

The syl labary of the Priest-Kings, not to be confused with their set of seventy-three 'phonenes’,
consi sts of what seens to ne to be a somewhat unwi el dy four hundred and el even characters, each of
whi ch stands of course for a phonene or phonene conbination, nornmally a conbination. Certain

j uxt aposi tions of these phonenes and phonene conbinations, naturally, formwords. | would have
supposed a sinpler syllabary, or even an experinmentation with a nonscented perhaps al phabetic
graphi c script, would have been desirable linguistic ventures for the Priest-Kings, but as far as
I know they were never made.

Wth respect to the rather conplex syllabary, | originally supposed that it had never been
sinmplified because the Priest-King, with his intelligence, wuld absorb the four hundred and

el even characters of his syllabary nore rapidly than would a human child his al phabet of |ess than
thirty letters, and thus that the difference to himbetween nore than four hundred signs and | ess
than thirty woul d be negligible.

As far as it goes this was not bad guesswork on ny part, but deeper reasons underlay the natter
First, I did not know then how Priest-Kings |earned. They do not |earn as we do. Second, they
tend in many natters to have a penchant for conplexity, regarding it as nore el egant than
sinplicity. One practical result of this seenms to be that they have never been tenpted to
oversimplify physical reality, biological processes or the operations of a functioning nind. It
woul d never occur to themthat nature is ultinmately sinple, and if they found it so they would be
rat her disappointed. They view nature as a set of interrelated continua rather than as a visually
oriented organismis tenpted to do, as a network of discrete objects which nust be sonehow,
mysteriously, related to one another. Their basic mathenmatics, incidentally, begins with ordina
and not cardinal nunbers, and the mathematics of cardinal nunbers is regarded as a liniting case
i mposed on nore intuitively accepted ordinalities. Mst significantly however | suspect that the
syl labary of Priest-Kings renains conplex, and that experiments with unscented graphenes were
never conducted, because, except for lexical additions, they wish to keep their |anguage nmuch as
it was in the ancient past. The Priest-King, for all his intelligence, tends to be fond of
established patterns, at least in basic cultural matters such as Nest nores and | anguage,

subscri bing to them however not because of genetic necessity but rather a certain undoubtedly
genetically based preference for that which is confortable and fanmiliar. The Priest-King,
somewhat |ike nmen, can change its ways but seldomcares to do so

And yet there is probably nore to these matters than the above consi derati ons woul d suggest.

I once asked M sk why the syllabary of Priest-Kings was not sinplified, and he responded, 'If this
were done we woul d have to give up certain signs, and we could not bear to do so, for they are all
very beautiful .’

Beneath the scent-dots on each high portal which Mil-Al -Ka and Mil -Ba-Ta and | passed there was,
perhaps for the benefit of humans or others, a stylised outline picture of a formof creature.

On none of the doors that we had passed thus far was the stylised outline picture of a hunman

Down the hall running towards us, not frantically but rather deliberately, at a steady pace, cane
a young human femal e, of perhaps eighteen years of age, with shaved head and clad in the brief
plastic tunic of a Mil.

"Do not obstruct her,' said one of ny guides.

| stepped aside.

Scarcely noticing us and clutching two scent-tapes in her hands the girl passed.
She had brown eyes and, | thought, in spite of her shaved head, was attractive.

Nei t her of ny conpani ons showed, or seened to show, the |least interest in her.
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For sone reason this annoyed ne.

| watched her continue on down the passageway, listened to the slap of her bare feet on the floor.
"Who is she? | asked.

"A Mul,' said one of the slaves.

"Of course she is a Mil,' | said.

' Then why do you ask?' he asked.
I found nyself nastily hoping that he was the one who had been synthesi sed.

"She is a Messenger,' said the other, 'who carries scent-tapes between portals in the Hall of
Processing."'

"Oh,"' said the first slave. 'He is interested in things like that.'

"He is newin the tunnels,' said the second sl ave.

I was curious. | looked directly at the first slave. 'She had good |legs, didn't she? | said.
He seenmed puzzled. 'Yes,' he said, 'very strong.
'She was attractive,' | said to the second.

"Attractive?' he asked.
"Yes,' | said.

Yes,' he said, 'she is healthy.'
' Perhaps she is soneone's mate?' | asked.
"No," said the first slave
' How do you know?' | asked.

She is not in the breeding cases,' said the man.

Sonehow t hese | aconi c responses and the unquesti oning acceptance of the apparent barbarities of
the rule of Priest-Kings infuriated ne.

"l wonder how she would feel in one's arms,' | said.
The two nmen | ooked at me and at one anot her

' One nust not wonder about that,' said one.

"Way not?' | asked.

"It is forbidden,' said the other

"But surely,' | said, 'you nust have wondered about that?
One of the nmen snmled at ne. 'Yes,' he said, 'l have sonetines wondered about that.'
'"So have |,' said the other

Then all three of us turned to watch the girl, who was now no nore than a bl ui sh speck under the
energy bul bs far down the hall.

"Whay is she running? | asked.
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' The journeys between portals are tined,' said the first slave, 'and if she dallies she will be
gi ven a record-scar.'

"Yes,' said the other, 'five record-scars and she will be destroyed."'
"Arecord-scar,' | said, 'is sone sort of mark on your records?

"Yes,' said the first slave, '"it is entered on your scent-tape and al so, in odour, inscribed on
your tunic.'

"The tunic,' said the other, '"is inscribed with much information, and it is by neans of the tunic
that Priest-Kings can recogni se us.'

"Yes,' said the first slave, 'otherwise | amafraid we woul d appear nuch alike to them'
| stored this information away, hoping that sonmeday it m ght prove useful

"Well," | said, still |ooking down the hall, 'I would have supposed that the nighty Priest-Kings
coul d have devised a quicker way of transporting scent-tapes.

'O course,' said the first slave, '"but there is no better way, for Mils are extrenely inexepnsive
and are easily repl aced.

"Speed in such matters,' said one, 'is of little interest to Priest-Kings.

"Yes,' said the other, 'they are very patient.'

"Way have they not given her a transportation device?' | asked.

"She is only a Mul,' said the first slave.

Al'l three of us stared down the hall after the girl, but she had now di sappeared in the distance
"But she is a healthy Mul,' said one.

"Yes,' said the other, 'and she has strong | egs.

I laughed and cl apped both of the slaves on the shoulders, and the three of us, armin arm wal ked
down the hall.

We had not wal ked far when we passed a long, wornmike animal, eyeless, with a small red nouth,
that inched its way along the corridor, hugging the angle between the wall and fl oor.

Nei t her of ny guides paid the aninmal any attention

I ndeed, even | nyself, after nmy experience with the arthropod on the platformand the flat,
sluglike beast on its transportation disk in the plaza, was grow ng accustomed to finding strange
creatures in the Nest of the Priest-Kings.

"What is that?' | asked.

"A Matok,' said one of the slaves.

"Yes,' said the other, "it is in the Nest but not of the Nest.
"But | thought | was a Matok,' | said.

"You are,' said one of the slaves.

W continued on.

"What do you call it?" | asked.
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"Oh,' said one of the slaves. 'It is a Sline Wirm
"What does it do?' | asked.

"Long ago it functioned in the Nest,' said one of the slaves, 'as a sewerage device, but it has
not served that function in many thousands of years.'

"But yet it remmins in the Nest.'
"Of course,' said one of the slaves, '"the Priest-Kings are tolerant.'

"Yes,' said the other, "and they are fond of it, and are thensel ves creatures of great reverence
for tradition.'

"The Slinme Wrm has earned its place in the Nest,' said the other
"How does it live?'" | asked.

"It scavenges on the kills of the Golden Beetle,' said the first slave.
"What does the Colden Beetle kill?" | asked.

Priest-Kings,' said the second sl ave.

I would surely have pressed forward this inquiry but at that very nonment we arrived at a tal
steel portal in the hallway.

Looki ng up | saw beneath the square of scent-dots fixed high on the steel door the stylised
outline picture of what was unm stakably a hunman bei ng.

"This is the place,' said one of nmy conpanions. 'It is here that you will be processed.'
"W will wait for you,' said the other
Chapter Fourteen: THE SECRET CHAMBER OF M SK

The arns of the netal device seized ne and | found nyself held hel plessly by the arnms suspended
sonme feet above the floor.

Behi nd me the panel had slid shut.

The room was rather large, blean and coated with plastic. It seemed to be bare except that at one
end there were several netal disks in the wall and, high in the wall, there was a transparent
shield. Viewing nme antiseptically through this shield was the face of a Priest-King.

"May you bathe in the dung of Slinme Wornms,' | called to himcheerfully. | hoped he had a
transl at or.

Two circular metal plates in the wall beneath the shield had slid upward and suddenly |ong neta
arnms had tel escoped outwards and reached for ne.

For an instant | had considered scarnbling out of their reach but then | had sensed that there
woul d be no escape in the snooth, closed, carefully prepared roomin which I found nyself.

The metal arns had | ocked on nme and lifted me fromthe fl oor.

The Priest-King behind the shield did not seemto notice my remark. | supposed he did not have a
transl at or.

As | dangled there to ny irritation further devices manipulated by the Priest-King energed from
the wal |l and extended towards ne.

One of these with naddeni ng delicacy snipped the clothing fromm body, even cutting the thongs of
ny sandals. Another deftly forced a large, ugly pellet down mny throat.
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Considering the size of a Priest-King and the conparatively small scale of these operations |

gat hered that the reduction gearing on the nechani cal appendages nust be consi derable. Mreover
the accuracy with which the operations were perforned suggested a nagnification of some sort. |
would learn later that practically the entire wall which faced ne was such a device, being in
effect a very large scent-reinforcer. But at the tine | was in no nood to adnire the engi neering
tal ents of ny captors.

'May you antennae be soaked in grease!' | called to ny tornmentor
H s antennae stiffened and then curled a bit at the tips.
I was pleased. Apparently he did have a translator

I was considering ny next insult when the two arns which held ne swing nme over a netal cage with a
doubl e fl oor, the higher consisting of narrow bars set in a wide nesh and the | ower consisting
sinply of a white plastic tray.

The netal appendages whi ch held ne suddenly sprang open and | was dropped into the cage.
| sprang to nmy feet but the top of the cage had clicked shut.

| wanted to try the bars but already | felt sick and | sank to the bottom of the cage.

I was no longer interested in insulting Priest-Kings.

I remenber | ooking up and seeing its antennae curling.

It took only two or three mnutes for the pellet to do its work and it is not with pleasure that |
recall those ninutes.

Finally the plastic tray neatly slid out frombeneath the cage and swi ftly di sappeared through a
low, wide panel in the left wall

| gratefully noted its departure.

Then the entire cage, on a track of some sort, began to nove through an opening which appeared in
the right wall

In the follow ng journey the cage was successively submerged in various sol utions of various

tenperatures and densities, some of which, perhaps because | was still ill, | found exceedingly
noxi ous.

Had | been less ill 1 would undoubtedly have been nore offended.

At last after I, sputtering and choking, had been duly cleansed and rinsed several times, and then

it seemed several tinmes again, the cage began to nove slowy, mercifully, between vents from which
bl asts of hot air issued, and, eventually, it passed slowy between an assortnent of humr ng
projection points for w de-beamrays, sone of which were visible to ny eye, being yellow, red and
a reful gent green.

I would later learn that these rays, which passed through nmy body as easily and harm essly as
sunl i ght through glass, were indexed to the netabolic physiol ogy of various organi snms which can
infect Priest-Kings. | would also learn that the |ast known free instance of such an organi sm had
occurred nore than four thousand years before. In the next frew weeks in the Nest | would

occasi onally cone upon di seased Miul s. The organi sms which afflict themare apparently harnless to
Priest-Kings and thus allowed to survive. |ndeed, they are regarded as Matoks, in the Nest, but
not of the Nest, and are thus to be tolerated with equanimty.

I was still quite ill when, clad in a red plasic tunic, | rejoined the two slaves in the hal
out si de the door

"You | ook nmuch better,' said one of them

"They left the threadli ke growths on your head,' said the other
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"Hair,' | said, |eaning against the portal

"Strange,' said one of the slaves. 'The only fibrous body growths permitted Muls are the | ashes
of the eyes.

This, | supposed, would have to do with protecting the eyes fromparticles. |Idly, not feeling
well, | wondered if there were any particles.

"But he is a Matok,' said one.
"That is true,' said the other

I was glad that the tunic I wore was not of the Ubar's purple which would proclaimne as a sl ave
of Priest-Kings.

"Perhaps if you are very zeal ous,' said one, 'you can becone a Ml .’

"Yes,' said the other, '"then you would be not only in the Nest but of the Nest.'
| did not respond.

"That is best,' said one.

"Yes,' said the other

| | eaned back against the portal of the Hall of Processing, ny eyes closed, and took several sl ow,
deep breaths.

'You have been assigned quarters,' said one of the two slaves, 'a case in the chanber of M sk.
| opened ny eyes.

"W will take you there,' said the other.

| looked at them blankly. 'A case? | asked.

"He is not well,' said one of the slaves.

"It is quite confortable,' said the other, '"with fungus and water.'

I closed nmy eyes again and shook ny head. | could feel themgently take nmy arns and | acconpani ed
them sl owy down the hall

"You will feel nuch better,' said one of them 'when you have had a bit of fungus.'
"Yes,' said the other

It is not hard to get used to Mil -Fungus, for it has alnbst no taste, being an extrenely bl and,

pal e, whitish, fibrous vegetablelike matter. | know of no one who is nmoved much in one direction
or the other by its taste. Even the Mils, nmany of whom have been bred in the Nest, do not
particularly like it, nor despise it. It is eaten with nuch the same |ack of attention that we

normal Iy breathe air.

Miul s feed four tines a day. |In the first neal, Mil-Fungus is ground and m xed with water, formng
a porridge of sorts; for the second neal it is chopped into rough two-inch cubes; for the third
meal it is minced with Mul -Pellets and served as a sort of cold hash; the Mil-Pellets are

undoubt edly some type of dietary supplenment; at the final meal Mil-Fungus is pressed into a |arge,
flat cake and sprinkled with a few grains of salt.

Msk told me, and | believe him that Mils had occasionally slain one another for a handful of
salt.
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The Mul - Fungus, as far as | can tell, is not nuch different fromthe fungus, raised under idea
conditions fromspecially selected spores, which graces the feed troughs of the Priest-Kings
thensel ves, a tiny sanple of which was once given ne by Msk. It was perhaps a bit |ess coarse
than Mil - Fungus. M sk was nuch annoyed that | could not detect the difference. | was nmuch annoyed
when | found out later that the major difference between high-quality fungus and the | ower-grade
Mul - Fungus was sinply the snell. | was in the Nest, incidentally, for nore than five weeks before
I could even vaguely detect the odour difference which seened so significant to Msk. And then it
did not strike ne as being better or worse than that of the | ow grade Mil - Fungus.

The longer | stayed in the Nest the nore acute becane ny sense of snell, and it was an
enbarrassing revelation to me to discover how unaware | had becone of these varied, rich sensory
cues so abundantly available in ny environment. | was given a translator by Msk and | woul d

utter CGorean expressions into it and then wait for the translation into the | anguage of the Priest-
Kings, and in this way, after a tinmw, | becane capable of recognising nunerous meani ngful odours.
The first odour | cane to recognise was Msk's nane, and it was delightful to discover, as

becanme nore practiced and sensitive, that the odour was the sane as his own.

One of the things | did was run the translator over the red plastic tunic | had been issued and
listen to the information which had been recorded on it. There was not nmuch save ny nanme and
city, that | was a Matok under the supervision of Msk, that | had no record-scars and that |

ni ght be danger ous.

| smled at the latter caution

| did not even have a sword, and | was sure that, in any battle with Priest-Kings, | would
constitute but a nonent's work for their fierce mandi bl es and the bl aded, hornlike projections on
their forelegs.

The case which | was to occupy in Msk's chanber was not as bad as | had anti ci pat ed.

Indeed, it seened to nme far nore |uxurious than the appointnents in Msk's own chanber, which
seermed utterly bare except for the feed trough and numerous conpartnments, dials, swtches and
pl ugs mounted in one wall. The Priest-Kings eat and sl eep standing and never |ie down, except
perhaps it be to die.

The bareness of M sk's chanbers was, however, as it turned out, only an apparent bareness to a
visually oriented organi smsuch as nyself. Actually the walls, ceilings and floor were covered
with what, to a Priest-King, were excruciatingly beautiful scent-patterns. |ndeed, M sk inforned
me that the patterns in his chanber had been | aid down by some of the greatest artists in the
Nest .

My case was a transparent plastic cube of perhaps eight feet square, with ventilation holes and a
sliding plastic door. There was no | ock on the door and thus | could cone and go as | pleased.

I nside the cube there were canisters of Mil-Fungus, a bow, a ladle, a wooden-bladed Fungus-Knife;
a wooden- headed Fungus-Mallet; a convenient tube of Mil-Pellets, which discharged its contents one
at atine following ny depressing a lever in the bottomof the tube; and a large, inverted jar of
wat er, by neans of which an attached, sonewhat shallow, watering pan was kept filled.

In one corner of the case there was a large, circular padding a few inches deep of soft, rough-
cut, reddi sh nmoss which was not unconfortable and was changed daily.

Adj oi ning the cube, reached fromthe cube by sliding plastic panels, were a lavatory facility and
a washi ng- boot h.

The washi ng-booth was renmarkably |ike the showers with which we are fanmiliar except that one may
not regulate the flow of fluid. One turns on the fluid by stepping into the booth and its anount

and tenperature are controlled automatically. | had naturally supposed the fluid to be sinply
wat er which it closely resenbled i n appearance, and once had tried to fill ny bow for the norning
nmeal there, rather than ladling the water out of the water pan. Choking, my nouth burning, | spat

it out in the booth.

"It is fortunate,' said Msk, 'that you did not swallow it for the washing fluid contains a
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cl eansing additive that is highly toxic to human physi ol ogy."

M sk and | got on rather well together after a fewsnmall initial frictions, particularly having to
do with the salt ration and the nunmber of tinmes a day the washi ng-booth was to be used. |If | had
been a Mul | would have received a record-scar for each day on which | had not washed conpletely

twel ve tines. Washing-booths, incidentally, are found in all Mil-cases and often, for

conveni ence, along the tunnels and in public places, such as plazas, shaving-parlours, pellet-

di spensaries, and fungus conmi ssaries. Since | was a Matok | insisted that | should be exenpted
fromthe Duty of the Twelve Joys, as it is known. |In the beginning | held out for one shower a
day as quite sufficient but poor Msk seenmed so upset that | agreed to up ny proposal to two. He
woul d still hear nothing of this and seened firmthat | should not fall belowten. At |ast,
feeling that | perhaps owed something to M sk's acceptance of nme in his chanber, | suggested a
conprom se at five, and, for an extra salt packet, six on alternate days. At last Msk threwin
two extra salt packets a day and | agreed to six washings. He hinself, of course, did not use a
washi ng- boot h but grooned and cl eaned hinself in the age-old fashion of Priest-Kings, with his
cl eani ng hooks and nouth. Qccasionally after we got to know one anot her better, he would even
allowme to groomhim and the first time he allowed me, with the small groom ng fork used by
favoured Mul s, to conb his antennae | knew that he trusted ne, and |iked nme, though for what
reason | could not tell

I myself grew rather fond of M sk.

"Did you know,' said Msk once to ne, 'that hunmans are anong the nost intelligent of the |ower
orders?

"I"'mglad to hear it,' | said.

M sk was quiet and his antennae waved nostal gically.

‘I once had a pet Mul,' he said.

| |1 ooked at my case.

"No,' said Msk, '"when a pet Mul dies the case is always destroyed, |est there be contamnation.'
"What happened to hin?' | asked.

"It was a small female,' said Msk. 'It was slain by Sarm'

| felt a tension in the foreleg of Msk which | was grooming as though it were involuntarily
prepared to invert, bringing out the bladelike projection

"Way?' | asked.

M sk said nothing for a long tinme, and then he dejectedly |owered his head, delicately extending

his antennae to nme for groom ng. After | had conbed themfor a bit, | sensed he was ready to
speak.

"It was ny fault,' said Msk. 'She wanted to let the threadlike growths on her head energe, for
she was not bred in the Nest.' Msk's voice cane fromthe translator as consecutively and

mechani cally as ever, but his whole body trenmbled. | renmoved the groomng fork from his antennae
in order that the sensory hairs not be injured. 'l was indulgent,' said Msk, straightening up so
that his | ong body now | oomed over ne, inclined forward slightly fromthe vertical in the
characteristic stance of Priest-Kings. 'So that it was actually | who killed her.'

"I think not," | said. 'You tried to be kind.'

"And it occurred on the day on which she saved nmy life,' said Msk
"Tell me about it," | said.

"I was on an errand for Sarm' said Msk, 'which took ne to unfrequented tunnels and for conpany |
took the girl with me. We cane upon a Col den Beetl e though none had ever been seen in that place
and | wanted to go to the Beetle and | put ny head down and approached it but the girl seized ny
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ant ennae and dragged ne away, thus saving ny life.
M sk | owered his head agai n and extended his antennae for grooning

' The pain was excruciating,' said Msk, "and | could not but follow her in spite of the fact that
I wanted to go to the Golden Beetle. 1n an Ahn of course | no |longer wanted to go to the Beetle
and | knew then she had saved ny life. It was the sane day that Sarm ordered her given five
record-scars for the growths on her head and had her destroyed.'

"Is it always five record-scars for such an offense? | asked.

"No," said Msk. 'l do not know why Sarm acted as he did."'

"It seens to ne,' | said, 'that you should not blane yourself for the girl's death, but Sarm'
"No,'" said Msk. 'I was too indulgent.’

"Is it not possible,' | asked, 'that Sarm w shed you to die by the CGol den Beetle?'

"OfF course,' said Msk. 'It was undoubtedly his intention.'

| puzzled to nyself why Sarm might want M sk to be killed. Undoubtedly there was sone type of
rivalry or political division between them To my human m nd, used to the cruelties with which
selfish nmen can inplenent their schenes, | saw nothing i nconprehensible in the fact that Sarm
woul d have attenpted to engineer Msk's death. | would learn |ater however that this sinple fact
was i ndeed al nost inconprehensible to Priest-Kings, and that M sk, though he readily accepted it
as a fact in his mnd, could not bring hinself, so to speak, in the furthest reaches of his heart
to acknow edge it as true, for were not both he and Sarm of the Nest, and would not such an action
be a violation of Nest Trust?

"Sarmis the First Born,' said Msk, '"whereas | amthe Fifth Born. The first five born of the
Mot her are the High Council of the Nest. The Second, Third and Fourth Born, in the |ong ages,

have, one by one, succunbed to the Pleasures of the Golden Beetle. Only Sarmand | are |left of
the Five.'

"Then,' | suggested, 'he wants you to die so that he will be the only remaini ng nenber of the
Counci | and thus have absol ute power.'

'"The Mother is greater than he,' said M sk
"Still," | suggested, 'his power woul d be considerably augnmented.'’

M sk | ooked at nme and his antennae had a certain lack of resilience and the gol den hairs had
seened to | ose sonme of their sheen

"You are sad,' | said

M sk bent down until his long body was horizontal and then inclined downward yet nore towards ne.
He laid his antennae gently on my shoul ders, alnbst as though a nman m ght have put his hands on
t hem

" Yournust not understand these things,' said Msk, '"in terns of what you know of nen. It is
different.'
"It seenms no different to nme,' | said.

'These things,' said Msk, 'are deeper and greater than you know, than you can now understand.'
' They seem sinple enough to ne,' | remarked.

"No,' said Msk. 'You do not understand.' M sk's antennae pressed a bit on ny shoul ders. 'But
you Wi |l understand,' he said.

The Priest-King then straightened and stalked to ny case. Wth his two forelegs he gently lifted
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it and noved it aside. The ease with which he did this astonished ne for | amsure its weight nust
have been several pounds. Beneath the case | saw a flat stone with a recessed ring. M sk bent
down and lifted this ring.

"l dug this chamber nyself,' he said, 'and day by day over the lifetines of many Muls | took a bit
of rock dust away and scattered it here and there unobserved in the tunnels.'

| | ooked down into the cavern which was now reveal ed.

"I requisitioned as little as possible,' you see,' said Msk. 'Even the portal nust be noved by
mechani cal force."'

He then went to a conmpartnent in the wall and withdrew a sl ender black rod. He broke the end of
the rod off and it began to burn with a bluish flane.

"This is a Mul -Torch,' said Msk, 'used by Muls who rai se fungus in darkened chanbers. You wll
need it to see.'

I knew that the Priest-King had no need of the torch
"Please,’ said Msk, gesturing toward the opening.
Chapter Fifteen: I N THE SECRET CHAMBER

Hol di ng the sl ender Mul -Torch over nmy head | peered into the cavern now revealed in the floor of
M sk's chanmber. Froma ring on the underside of the floor, the ceiling of the chanber, there
dangl ed a knotted rope.

There seened to be very little heat fromthe bluish flame of the Mil-Torch but, considering the
size of the flane, a surprising anount of I|ight.

"The workers of the Fungus-Trays,' said Msk, 'break off both ends of the torch and clinb about on
the trays with the torch in their teeth." I had no nmind to do this, but |I did grasp the torch in
nmy teeth with one end Iit and, hand over hand, |ower nyself down the knotted rope.

One side of ny face began to sweat. | closed ny right eye.

A circle of eerie, blue, descending light flickered on the walls of the passage down which

| owered nyself. The walls a few feet below the |l evel of Msk's conpartnent becane danp. The
tenperature fell several degrees. | could see the discolourations of slinme nolds, probably white,
but seeming blue in the light, on the walls. | sensed a filmof noisture forming on the plastic
of ny tunic. Here and there a trickle of water traced its dark pattern downward to the fl oor
where it crept along the wall and, continuing its journey, disappeared into one crevice or

anot her .

When | arrived at the bottomof the rope, sone forty feet below, | held the torch over ny head and
found nyself in a bare, sinple chanber.

Looking up | saw M sk, disdaining the rope, bend hinself backwards through the aperture in the
ceiling and, step by dainty step, wal k across the ceiling upside down and then back hinmsel f ninbly
down the side of the wall.

In a nonment he stood beside ne.

"You must never speak of what | amgoing to show you,' said M sk
| said nothing.

M sk hesitated.

"Let there be Nest Trust between us,' | said.

"But you are not of the Nest,' said Msk
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"Nonet heless,' | said, 'let there be Nest Trust between us.'

"Very well,"' said Msk, and he bent forward, extending his antennae towards ne.

I wondered for a nmonment what was to be done but then it seened | sensed what he wanted. | thrust
the torch I carried into a crevice in the wall and, standing before Msk, | raised my arns over ny

head, extending them towards him

Wth extreme gentl eness, al nost tenderness, the Priest-King touched the palns of ny hands with his
ant ennae.

‘Let there be Nest Trust between us.

It was the nearest | could conme to | ocking antennae.

Bri skly M sk straightened up

' Somewhere here,' he said, 'but unscented and toward the fl oor, where a Priest-King would not be
likely to find it, is a small knob which will |ook nuch Iike a pebble. Find this knob and tw st
it.'

It was but a nonent's work to |ocate the knob of which he spoke though |I gathered fromwhat he
said that it mght have been well concealed fromthe typical sensory awareness of a Priest-King.

I turned the knob and a portion of the wall swing back
"Enter,' said Msk, and |I did so.

Scarcely were we inside when M sk touched a button I could not see several feet over ny head and
t he door swung snoothly cl osed

The only light in the chanber was from my bl uish torch
| gazed about nyself w th wonder.

The room was apparently large, for portions of it were |ost
in the shadows fromthe torch. Wat | could see suggested
panel ing and instrunmentation, banks of scent-needles and
guages, nunerous tiered decks of wiring and copper plating.
There were on one side of the room racks of scent-tapes,
sonme of which were spinning slowy, unw nding their tapes
through slowy rotating translucent, glow ng spheres. These
spheres in turn were connected by sl ender, woven cabl es of
wire to a large, heavy boxlike assenbly, made of steel and
rat her squarish, which was set on wheels. In front of this
assenbly, one by one, thin nmetal disks would snap into place,
a light would flash as sonme energy transaction occurred, and
then the di sk would snap aside, immediately to be replaced by
another. Eight wires led fromthis box into the body of a
Priest-King which lay on its back, inert, in the centre of
the room on a noss-softened stone table.

I held the torch high and | ooked at the Priest-King, who was
rather small for a Priest-King, being only about twelve feet
| ong.

What nost astonished me was that he had wi ngs, |ong, slender
beautiful, golden, translucent w ngs, folded against his back

He was not strapped down.

He seenmed to be conpl etely unconsci ous.
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bent ny ears to the air tubes in his abdonen and I could

hear the slight whispers of respiration

I had to design this equi pment nyself,' said Msk, and for

that reason it is inexcusably primtive, but there was no
possibility to apply for standard instrunentation in this
case.'

di dn't under st and.

No,' said Msk, 'and observe | had to make ny own mmenonic

di sks, devising a transducer to read the scent-tapes, which
fortunately are easily available, and record their signals on
bl ank receptor-plating, fromthere to be transforned into

npul ses for generating and regul ating the appropriate neura

alignments.'

| don't understand,' | said.
O course,' said Msk, 'for you are a hunan.

| ooked at the | ong, golden wings of the creature. 'Is it a

mut ati on?' | asked.

O course not,' said M sk
Then what is it?" | asked.

A nmale,' said Msk. He paused for a long tinme and the

antennae regarded the inert figure on the stone table. 'It

s the first male born in the Nest in eight thousand years.'
Aren't you a male?" | asked.

No,' said Msk, 'nor are the others.

Then you are a fermale,' | said.

No,' said Msk, '"in the Nest only the Mdther is fenale.'
But surely,' | said, 'there nust be other fenales.

Cccasionally,' said Msk, 'an egg occurred which was fenal e

but these were ordered destroyed by Sarm | nyself know of
no female egg in the Nest, and | know of only one which has
occurred in the last six thousand years.'

How |l ong,' | asked, 'does a Priest-King live?

Long ago,' said M sk, 'Priest-Kings discovered the secrets

of cell replacenent without pattern deterioration, and
accordingly, unless we nmeet with injury or accident, we wll

ive until we are found by the Gol den Beetle.'
How ol d are you?' | asked.

I nyself was hatched,' said Msk, 'before we brought our

world into your solar system' He |ooked down at ne. 'That
was nore than two nillion years ago,' he said.

Then,' | said, '"the Nest will never die.'

It is dying now,' said Msk. 'One by one we succunb to the
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Pl easures of the Colden Beetle. W grow old and there is
little left for us. At one tinme we were rich and filled with
life and in that tine our great patterns were forned and in
another tinme our arts flourished and then for a very |ong
tinme our only passion was scientific curiosity, but now even
that | essens, even that |essens.'

"Way do you not slay the Gol den Beetles?' | asked.
"It would be wong,' said Msk
"But they kill you,' | said.

"It is well for us to die,' said Msk, 'for otherw se the
Nest woul d be eternal and the Nest nust not be eternal for
how could we love it if it were so?

I could not follow all of what M sk was saying, and | found
it hard to take ny eyes fromthe inert figure of the young
mal e Priest-King which lay on the stone table.

"There nmust be a new Nest,' said Msk. 'And there nust be a
new Mot her, and there must be the new First Born. | nyself
amwilling to die but the race of Priest-Kings nust not die.

"Wuld Sarm have this nale killed if he knew he were here?'
asked.

"Yes,' said M sk
"Way?' | asked.
"He does not wish to pass,' said Msk sinply.

| puzzled on the machine in the room the wiring that seened
to feed into the young Priest-King' s body at eight points.
"What are you doing to hinP' | asked.

"Il amteaching him' said M sk.

"I don't understand,’' | said.

"What you know - even a creature such as yourself -' said

M sk, 'depends on the charges and nicrostates of your neural
tissue, and, customarily, you obtain these charges and

m crostates in the process of registering and assinilating
sensory stimuli fromyour environnment, as for exanpl e when
you directly experience sonething, or perhaps as when you are
given information by others or you peruse a scent-tape. This
device you see then is nerely a contrivance for producing
these charges and microstates w thout the necessity for the
ti me-consum ng external stinulation.

My torch lifted, | regarded with awe the inert body of the
young Priest-King on the stone table.

| watched the tiny flashes of light, the rapid, efficient
pl acenent of disks and their al nost i medi ate withdrawal .

The instrunmentation and the paneling of the roomseened to
| oom about ne.

| considered the inmpulses that nmust be transnitted by those
eight wires into the body of the creature that |ay before us.
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"Then you are literally altering his brain,' | whispered.

"He is a Priest-King,' said Msk, 'and has eight brains,
nodi fications of the ganglionic net, whereas a creature such

as yourself, limted by vertebrae, is likely to develop only
one brain.'
"It is very strange to ne,' | said.

"OF course,' said Msk, 'for the |ower orders instruct their
young differently, acconplishing only an infinitesina
fraction of this in a lifetine of study.'

"Who deci des what he | earns?' | asked.

"Customarily,' said Msk, 'the menonic plates are
standardi sed by the Keepers of the Tradition, chief of whom
is Sarm' Msk straightened and his antennae curled a bit.
"As you night suppose | could not obtain a set of
standardi sed plates and so | have inscribed nmy own, using ny
own j udgenent .

"I don't like the idea of altering its brain,' | said.
"Brains,' said Msk
"I don't like it,' I said.

"Do not be foolish,' said Msk. His antennae curled. 'Al
creatures who instruct their young alter their brains. How
el se could learning take place? This device is nerely a
conparatively considerate, swift and efficient neans to an
end that is universally regarded as desirable by rationa
creatures.’

"l amuneasy,' | said.

"l see,' said Msk, 'you fear he is beconing a kind of
machi ne."'

'"Yes,' | said.

"You nust renenber,' said Msk, '"that he is a Priest-King and
thus a rational creature and that we could not turn himinto
a machine without neutralising certain critical and
perceptive areas, w thout which he would no | onger be a

Pri est - Ki ng.

"But he would be a sel f-governing nachine,' | said.

"W are all such machines,' said Msk, "with fewer or a
greater nunber of randomelenents.’ His antennae touched ne.
"W do what we nust,' he said, 'ane the ultimate control is
never in the menonic disk.'

‘I do not know if these things are true,' | said.

"Nor do I," said Msk. 'It is a difficult and obscure
matter.'

"And what do you do in the neantine? | asked

"Once,’' said Msk, "we rejoiced and lived, but now though we
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remai n young in body we are old in mnd, and one wonders nore
often, fromtinme to time, on the Pleasures of the Col den
Beetl e.'

"Do Priest-Kings believe in life after death?' | asked

"Of course,' said Msk, 'for after one dies the Nest
conti nues.'

"No," | said, 'l nean individual life.

' Consci ousness,' said Msk, 'seens to be a function of the
ganglionic net.'

‘"l see,'" | said. 'And yet you say you are willing to, as you
sai d, pass.'

"Of course,' said Msk. 'l have lived. Now there nust be
others.'

I | ooked again at the young Priest-King Iying on the stone
tabl e.

"WIIl he remenber |earning these things? | asked.

"No," said Msk, '"for his external sensors are now being
bypassed, but he will understand that he has | earned things
in this fashion for a menoni ¢ di sk has been inscribed to
that effect.

"What is he being taught?' | asked.

"Basic information, as you night expect, pertains to

| anguage, nmathematics, and the sciences, but he is also being
taught the history and literature of Priest-Kings, Nest

nmores, social custons; mechanical, agricultural and
husbandi ng procedures, and other types of information.’

"But will he continue to learn |ater?

"Of course,' said Msk, '"but he will build on a rather

conpl ete know edge of what his ancestors have learned in the
past. No time is wasted in consciously absorbing old
information, and one's time is thus released for the

di scovery of new information. When new information is

di scovered it is also included on menonic di sks.

"But what if the mmenoni ¢ di sks contain sone fal se
informati on?' | asked.

"Undoubtedly they do,' said Msk, 'but the disks are
continually in the process of revision and are kept as
current as possible.

Chapt er Sixteen
THE PLOT OF M SK

I took my eyes fromthe young Priest-King and | ooked up at
Msk. | could see the disklike eyes in that gol den head
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above me and see the flicker of the blue torch on their
myri ad surfaces.

"I nust tell you, Msk,' | said slowy, '"that | came to the
Sardar to slay Priest-Kings, to take vengeance for the
destruction of ny city and its people.

I thought it only fair to let Msk know that I was no ally of
his, that he should learn of ny hatred for Priest-Kings and
my determination to punish them to the extent that it |ay
within my abilities, for the evil which they had done.

"No,' said Msk. 'You have cone to the Sardar to save the
race of Priest-Kings.'

| | ooked at hi m dunbf ounded.

"It is for that purpose that you were brought here,' said
M sk

"I cane of my own free will!' | cried. 'Because ny city was
destroyed!"’

"That is why your city was destroyed,' said Msk, 'that you
woul d cone to the Sardar.

I turned away. Tears burned in my eyes and ny body trenbl ed.
| turned in rage on the tall, gentle creature who stood,
unnmovi ng, behind that strange table and that still form of
the young Pri est - Ki ng.

"I'f I had ny sword,' | said, pointing to the young Priest-
King, 'l would kill it!'

"No, you would not,' said Msk, 'and that is why you and not
anot her were chosen to cone to the Sardar.'

I rushed to the figure on the table, the torch held as though
to strike it.

But | could not.

"You will not hurt it because it is innocent,' said Msk. 'I
know t hat.'

' How can you know t hat?'

' Because you are of the Cabots and we know them For nore
than four hundred years we have known them and since your
birth we have watched you.

"You killed ny father!' | cried.

"No," said Msk, "he is alive and so are others of your city,
but they are scattered to the ends of GCor.'

" And Tal ena?

"As far as we know she is still alive,' said Msk, 'but we
cannot scan her, or for others of Ko-ro-ba, w thout raising
suspicion that we are solicitous for you - or are bargaining
with you.'

"Way not sinply bring me here? | challenged. 'Wy destroy a
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city?
"To conceal our notivation from Sarm' said M sk
"l don't understand,' | said.

"Cccasionally on Gor we destroy a city, selecting it by means
of a random sel ection device. This teaches the |ower orders
the m ght of Priest-Kings and encourages themto keep our

| aws. '

"But what if the city has done no wong? | asked.

"So nmuch the better,' said Msk, 'for the Men bel ow t he
Mount ai ns are then confused and fear us even nore - but the
menbers of the Caste of Initiates, we have found, wll
produce an expl anation of why the city was destroyed. They
invent one and if it seens plausible they soon believe it.
For exanple, we allowed themto suppose that it was through
sonme fault of yours - disresepct for Priest-Kings as | recal
- that your city was destroyed.'

"Whay when first | came to Gor, nore than seven years ago, did
you not do this? | asked.

"I't was necessary to test you.'
"And the siege of Ar,' | asked, 'and the Enpire of Mrlenus?

"They provided a suitable test,' said Msk. 'From Sarnis
poi nt of view of course your utilisation there was sinply to
curtail the spread of the Enpire of Ar, for we prefer hunmans
to dwell in isolated conmunities. It is better for observing
their variations, fromthe scientific point of view, and it
is safer for us if they remain disunited, for being rational
they m ght devel op a science, and being subrational it m ght
be dangerous for us and for thenselves if they did so.'

"That is the reason then for your limtations of their
weaponry and technol ogy?

"Of course,' said Msk, 'but we have allowed themto devel op
in many areas - in nedicine, for exanple, where sonething
approximating the Stabilisation Serunms has been independently
devel oped. '

"What is that?' | asked.

"You have surely not failed to notice,' said Msk, 'that

t hough you canme to the Counter-Earth nore than seven years
ago you have undergone no significant physical alteration in
that time.'

'l have noticed,' | said, 'and | wondered on this.

"Of course,' said Msk, '"their seruns are not as effective as
ours and sonetines do not function, and sonetines the effect
wears off after only a few hundred years.'

"This was kind of you,' | said.
"Perhaps,' said Msk. 'There is dispute on the matter.' He
peered intently down at nme. 'On the whole,' he said, 'we

Priest-Kings do not interfere with the affairs of nmen. W
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| eave themfree to | ove and slay one another, which seens to
be what they enjoy doing nost.'

'But the Voyages of Acquisition? | said.

"W keep in touch with the earth,' said Msk, 'for it mght,
intinme, becone a threat to us and then we would have to
limt it, or destroy it or |eave the solar system'

"Which will you do?'" | asked.
"None, | suspect,' said Msk. 'According to our
cal cul ati ons, which may of course be mistaken, life as you

know it on the earth will destroy itself within the next
t housand years.'

| shook ny head sadly.

"As | said,’” went on Msk, 'man is subrational. Consider
what woul d happen if we all owed himfree technol ogica
devel opnent on our world.

I nodded. | could see that fromthe Priest-Kings pint of
view it would be nore dangerous than handi ng out autonmatic
weapons to chi npanzees and gorillas. Man had not proved
hinsel f worthy of a superior technology to the Priest-Kings.
| nmused that nan had not proved hinself worthy of such a
technol ogy even to hinsel f.

‘I ndeed,' said Msk, '"it was partly because of this tendency
that we brought man to the Counter-Earth, for he is an
interesting species and it would be sad to us if he

di sappeared fromthe universe.'

"l suppose we are to be grateful,' | said.

"No,' said Msk, '"we have sinmilarly brought various species
to the Counter-Earth, fromother |ocations.'

"I have seen few of these 'other species',' | said.
M sk shrugged his antennae.

"I do renenber,' | said, 'a Spider in the Swanp Forests of
Ar.'

"The Spider People are a gentle race,’' said Msk, 'except the
feral e at the tinme of mating.'

"Hs nane was Nar,' | said, 'and he would rather have died
than injure a rational creature.'

' The Spider People are soft,' said Msk. 'They are not
Pri est - Ki ngs.

'l see,' | said.

' The Voyages of Acquisition,' said Msk, 'take place normally
when we need fresh material fromEarth, for our purposes.'

"l was the object of one such voyage,' | said.

"Cbviously,' said M sk.
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"It is said bel ow the mountains that Priest-Kings know al
that occurs on Gor.'

' Nonsense,' said Msk. 'But perhaps | shall show you the
Scanni ng Room soneday. W have four hundred Priest-Kings who
operate the scanners, and we are accordingly well inforned.

For example, if there is a violation of our weapons |aws we
usual 'y, sooner or later, discover it and after determning
the coordinates put into effect the Fl ane Death Mechanism'

I had once seen a man die the Flane Death, the High Initiate
of Ar, on the roof of Ar's Cylinder of Justice. | shivered
i nvol untarily.

"Yes,' | said sinply, '"sometine | would like to see the
Scanni ng Room'

"But nuch of our know edge comes fromour inplants,' said
Msk. "W inmplant humans with a control web and transmitting
device. The lenses of their eyes are altered in such a way
that what they see is registered by neans of transducers on
scent-screens in the scanning room W can al so speak and
act by neans of them when the control web is activated in
the Sardar.'

'The eyes look different?' | asked.
'Sometines not,' said Msk, 'sonetines yes.'

"WAs the creature Parp so inplanted?' | asked, renenbering
his eyes.

"Yes,' said Msk, 'as was the man from Ar whom you net on the
road | ong ago near Ko-ro-ba.'

"But he threw off the control web,' | said, 'and spoke as he
wi shed.'

' Per haps the webbing was faulty,' said M sk
"But if it was not?' | asked.
'Then he was nost remarkable,' said Msk. 'Mst renarkable."’

' You spoke of know ng the Cabots for four hundred years,' |
sai d.

"Yes,' said Msk, '"and your father, who is a brave and nobl e
man, has served us upon occasion, though he dealt only,
unknowi ngly, with Inplanted Ones. He first cane to Gor nore
than six hundred years ago.'

"I npossible!" | cried.
"Not with the stabilisation seruns,’' remarked M sk

I was shaken by this information. | was sweating. The torch
seened to trenble in ny hand.

"l have been working against Sarm and the others for
mllenia,' said Msk, "and at last - nore than three hundred

years ago - | managed to obtain the egg fromwhich this nale
energed.' M sk | ooked down at the young Priest-King on the
stone table. 'I then, by nmeans of an Inplanted Agent,
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unconsci ous of the nessage being read through him instructed
your father to wite the letter which you found in the
mount ai ns of your native world.'

My head was spi nni ng.
"But | was not even born then!' | exclained.

"Your father was instructed to call you Tarl, and | est he

m ght speak to you of the Counter-Earth or attenpt to

di ssuade you from our purpose, he was returned to Gor before
you were of an age to understand.'’

"I thought he deserted ny nother,' | said.

' She knew,' said Msk, 'for though she was a wonman of Earth
she had been to Gor.'

"Never did she speak to ne of these things,' | said.

" Matt hew Cabot on Cor,' said Msk, 'was a hostage for her
silence.'

"My mother,' | said, 'died when | was very young...'

"Yes,' said M sk, 'because of a petty bacillus in your
cont am nat ed atnosphere, a victimto the inadequaci es of your
infantile bacteriol ogy.'

I was silent. M eyes smarted, | suppose, from sone heat or
fume of the Ml -Torch.

"It was difficult to foresee,' said Msk. 'I amtruly sorry.

"Yes,' | said. | shook ny head and wi ped ny eyes. | stil
held the nenory of the |onely, beautiful woman whom | had
known so briefly in my childhood, who in those short years
had so loved ne. Inwardly | cursed the Mul-Torch that had
brought tears to the eyes of a Warrior of Ko-ro-ba.

"Way did she not remain on Gor?' | asked.

"It frightened her,' said Msk, 'and your father asked that
she be allowed to return to Earth, for loving her he w shed
her to be happy and al so perhaps he wanted you to know
sonmet hing of his old world.'

"But | found the letter in the nmountains, where | had made
canp by accident,’' | said.

"When it was clear where you would canp the letter was pl aced
there,' said M sk

"Then it did not lie there for nore than three hundred years?

"Of course not,' said Msk, '"the risk of discovery would have
been too great.'

"The letter itself was destroyed, and nearly took nme with
it," | said.

"You were warned to discard the letter,' said Msk. 'It was
saturated with Flane Lock, and its conbustion i ndex was set
for twenty Ehn foll ow ng opening.'
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"Wien | opened the letter it was |ike switching on a bonb,' |
sai d.
"You were warned to discard the letter,' said Msk

"And the conpass needle?" | asked, remenbering its erratic
behavi ous whi ch had so unnerved nme.

"It is asinple natter,' said Msk, '"to disrupt a nagnetic
field.'

"But | returned to the sane place | had fled from' | said.

"The frightened human, when fl eeing and disoriented, tends to
circle," said Msk. "But it would not have mattere, | could
have pi cked you up had you not returned. | think that you
may have sensed there was no escape and thus, perhaps as an
act of pride, returned to the scene of the letter.

"I was sinply frightened,' | said.

"No one is ever sinply frightened,' said M sk.

"When | entered the ship | fell unconscious,' | said.

"You were anaesthetised,’ said M sk

"WAs the ship operated fromthe Sardar?' | asked.

"It could have been,' said Msk, '"but |I could not risk that.'
"Then it was nmanned,’' | said.

"Yes,' said M sk

I 1 ooked at him

"Yes,' said Msk. "It was | who manned it.' He | ooked down
at me. 'Now it is late, past the sleeping tine. You are
tired.'

| shook ny head. 'There is little,' | said, '"which was left
to chance."'

' Chance does nbot exist,' said Msk, 'ignorance exists.

"You cannot know that,' | said.

"No,' said Msk, "I cannot knowit.' The tips of Msk's

ant ennae gently di pped towards me. ' You must rest now,' he
sai d.

"No,'" | said. 'Was the fact that | was placed in the chanber

of the girl Vika of Treve considered?

' Sarm suspects,' said Msk, '"and it was he who arranged your
quarters, in order that you m ght succumb to her charns, that
she m ght enthrall you, that she m ght bend you hel pl essly,
pliantly to her will and whimas she had a hundred nen before
you, turning them- brave, proud warriors all - into the

sl aves of a slave, into the slaves of a nmere girl, herself
only a slave.

"Can this be true?" | asked.
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A hundred nen,' said Msk, 'allowed thensel ves to be chai ned

to the foot of her couch where she woul d upon occasion, that
they mght not die, cast themscraps of food as though they
m ght have been pet sleen.'

My old hatred of Vika now began once again to enfuse ny
bl ood, and ny hands ached to grip her and shake her until her
bones mi ght break and then throw her to ny feet.

What becanme of thenP?' | asked.

They were used as Muls,' said M sk.

My fists clenched.

'l amglad that such a creature,' said Msk, '"is not of ny
speci es.'
‘I amsorry,' | said, 'that she is of nine.'

When you broke the surveillance device in the chanber,’' said

Msk, "I felt | had to act quickly.'

| aughed. 'Then,' | said, 'you actually thought you were

savi ng ne?’

| did,' said M sk.
| wonder,' | said.

At any rate,' said Msk, '"it was not a risk we cared to

t ake."

You speak of 'we'?

Yes,' said M sk.

And who is the other? | asked.

The greatest in the Nest,' said M sk.
The Mot her?'

O course.'

M sk touched nme lightly on the shoulder with his antennae.

"Come now,' he said. 'Let us return to the chamber above.'
"Way,' | asked, 'was | returned to Earth after the siege of
Ar?'

"To fill you with hatred for Priest-Kings,' said Msk. 'Thus

you woul d be nore willing to cone to the Sardar to find us.'

But why seven years?' | asked. They had been | ong, cruel,
onel y years.

W were waiting,' said M sk.
But for what?' | demanded.
For there to be a female egg,' said M sk.

I's there now such an egg?
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"Yes,' said Msk, 'but | do not know where it is.
' Then who knows?' | asked.

'The Mother,' said M sk.

"But what have | to do with all this? | demanded.

"You are not of the Nest,' said Msk, 'and thus you can do
what is necessary.'

"What is necessary?' | asked.

"Sarm nust die,' said M sk.

"l have no wish to kill Sarm' | said.
"Very well,' said M sk.

I puzzled on the many things which Msk had told ne, and then
I looked up at him lifting ny torch that I mght better see
that great head with its rich, disklike, |Iumnous eyes.

"Wy is this one egg so inportant? | asked. 'You have the
stabilisation seruns. Surely there will be many eggs, and
others will be female.'

"It is the last egg,' said M sk.
"Whay is that?' | denmanded.

' The Mot her was hatched and flew her Nuptial Flight |ong
before the discovery of the stabilisation seruns,' said M sk.
‘W have managed to retard her agi ng considerably but eon by
eon it has been apparent that our efforts have been | ess and
| ess successful, and now there are no nore eggs.'

‘I don't understand,' | said.
'The Mother is dying,' said M sk.

I was silent and M sk did not speak and the only noise in
that paneled netallic |laboratory that was the cradle of a
Priest-King was the soft crackle of the blue torch | held.

"Yes,' said Msk, '"it is the end of the Nest.'
| shook ny head. 'This is no business of nine,' | said.
"That is true,' said M sk.

We faced one another. 'Well,' | said, "are you not going to
threaten nme?'

"No,"' said M sk.

"Are you not going to hunt down my father or ny Free
Conpanion and kill themif | do not serve you?

"No,"' said Msk. '"No.'
"Way not?' | demanded. 'Are you not a Priest-King?

"Because | ama Priest-King,' said M sk.
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I was thunderstruck.

"All Priest-Kings are not as Sarm' said Msk. He |ooked
down at me. 'Cone,' he said, 'it is late and you will be
tired. Let us retire to the chanber above.'’

M sk left the roomand |, bearing the torch, followed him

To be continued..... <p>
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