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Faust intoned aspell, but nothing happened. The trouble was, he hadn't brought along much in the way

of magica ingredients, so great had been his hurry to find the impostor. Still, he had to try. He found a
pinch of henbane in the bottom of his pouch, added asprig of mistletoe he had |eft over from amidwinter
ceremony. What else did he need? Common dirt would have to subgtitute for graveyard mold. And for
mummy powder, he would substitute nose snot.

"That'sdisgudting,” Marguerite said.
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"Shut up, it may saveyour life."

All wasin readiness. Faust waved his hands and chanted. A glimmer of rosy light gppeared in the middle
of the pentagram, afiery dot at first, then it expanded.

"Oh, you didit!" Marguerite cried.

Turning to the growing light, Faust said, "O spirit from the darkest deep, | conjure you in the name of
Asmodeus, of Bedzebub, of Bdid—"

A voice came from the glowing light. It was ayoung woman's voice, and it said matter-of-factly, "Please
stop conjuring. | am not a conjurable spirit.”

"You'renot?' Faust asked. "Then who or what are you?'

"l am arepresentative of the Infernd Communication Service. We cannot accept your conjurationin its
present form. Please check your spell and if you think you have it wrong, please conjure again. Thank
you. Have anice day." The voice stopped and the rosy light dwindled and disappeared. ..
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|F AT FAUST YOU DON'T SUCCEED

THE CONTEST

CHAPTER 1

Thetwo representatives of Dark and Light had agreed to meet at the Halfway Tavern in Limbo, thereto
st in motion the Contest that had been agreed between them.

Limbo was agray sort of place with very even lighting. It existed between the Abode of Light and the
Abode of Dark, a nebulous waiting-room sort of a place, vague at the best of times, but not entirely
devoid of qudities.

Therewasthe Halfway Tavern, for example, stuated right in the middle of Limbo. Thetavernwasa
queser, rickety old wooden building with acrazy tilted roof. It had been built on the line that separatesthe
part of Limbo nearest Heaven from the part nearest Hell. This place didn't get much business, but it was
support-ed by equal contributions from Light and Dark. 1t was maintained for the succor of those spirits
who happened to find themselves passing through on their way to somewhereelse.

"So thisisthe famous Hafway Tavern!" said the Archangel Michadl. "I've never been here before. Do
they have a decent sort of akitchen?

"It is reputed to be quite good,” said Mephistophdes. "But half an hour later, you don't know that you've
egten anything. Persuasive but insubstantid, likethe rest of Limbo."

"Wheat's that region down there?' Michadl asked, pointing.

Mephistopheles peered. "Oh, that'sthe waiting area. In the old days, that's where they sent virtuous
pagans and unbaptized babies, to wait until something could be done with them. That's not important
nowadays, but alot of people il find their way there for one reason or another.”

"l wonder if thisisthe best place for our meeting,” Michad said, for he didn't like the look of some of the
things he could see going on in the waiting area.

"It was agreed beforehand between your people and mine," Mephistopheles said. "Limbo is neutra
territory, neither fish nor fowl, and certainly not good red mesat. What better place for usto meet and
begin the contest? Come, shdl we go in?'

Michael nodded alittle reluctantly, but proceeded into the tavern.

Michael wastal even for an archangd, and well made, since heavenly bodies tended toward athleticism.
He had black kinky hair and a hooked nose and olive skin, souvenirs of his Semitic and Persan
ancestors. In the old days, Michael had been the guardian angel of Israel, back when there were till local
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deitieswho had not been subsumed into the One God system that had proven so popular on Earth.
Michael could have had divine cosmetic surgery, sincein Heaven you can look any way you want, as
long as you don't use your looks for your persona advantage, but he kept hisfeaturesin memory of the
old time, even though he could have been a blue-eyed blond like the other archangels. He thought wiry
black hair and aquiline featureslent him an air of distinction.

"It's chilly out there," Mephistophees said, rubbing his hands together briskly. He was of average height
for ahigh officer in the ranks of Darkness, lean, with along, narrow face, long-fingered hands, and small,
shapely feet that he kept in patent-leather pumps. His hair was jet black, deeked straight back, with a
natura part in the middle. He wore asmall moustache and a pointed beard of the type known asan
imperia because he had been told it made him look untrustworthy.

"But how could it be cold?' Michad asked. "In Limbo thereis neither hot nor cold.”

"People say that,” Mephistopheles said, "but it's not true. That stuff about Limbo having no qualitiesis
patently false. There's enough light to see by, isn't there? And if you can havelight, why not cold?!

"In Limbo," Michael said, somewhat pompoudly, "one seesby theinner vison.”

"And shiverswith theinternal cold, | suppose,” Mephistopheles said. "No, you're wrong about this one,
Michad. Thewind that blows through Limbo can sometimes be exceedingly biting, blowing asit does
from the direction of Depair.”

"I'm not wrong," Michael said. "But | supposeit's part of the scheme of thingsthat you and | should
disagree, representing, as we do, two glorious but opposed viewpoints. And that is how it should be, of
course.”

"l think that'smy line," Mephistopheles said cheerfully, sitting down in the booth opposite Michael and
drawing off hisgray silk gloves. "I suppose we can agree that we disagree on dmost everything.”

"Egpecidly on the matter of citiesversus country.”
"Yes. Our last contest |eft that inconclusive, didn't it?!

Mephistophdes was referring to the recent .great Millennial contest in which the forces of Dark and Light
had contested for control of mankind's destiny for the next thousand years. That contest had centered on
the conceit proposed by a young demon named Azzie, who had reenacted the Prince Charming legend,
intending to bring it thistime to a dolorous conclusion, and to do so through no machinations of hisown,
but solely through the spirit of Failure expressing itsdlf through Prince Charming's concocted body. Good
had gone for the bet, although the contest appeared to be biased in favor of Dark. But Good always
enters such contests, assuming that the pull of Good is so greast among mankind, a sentimenta lot, that
someone hasto weigh the scalesin favor of Evil for there to be anything of an agond nature going on at
dl.

The Dark side, for its part, deighted in putting forth schemes of an involved nature, since the Dark side of
thingsfedsa home only in complications. Light, being smple, abeit in adoctrinaire way, was pleased to
confront the dubious inventions of Dark, oftentimes |osing because you can only weight ascale so far
before it comes crashing down on one side, which isthen considered preordained.

The proprietor of the tavern came over. He was an indistinct fellow, asare dl who stay for any length of
timein Limbo, and the only definite things about him were the cast in one eye and hislarge and clumsy
feet.



"Yes, my lord," he said to Mephistopheles, louting low. "What can | bring you?'
"Anichor daiquiri will do very nicdy,” Mephistophdles said.

"Yes, lord. And could | interest you in adice of devil'sfood cake? Fresh today!"

"All right. And what e se have you got?"

"The hamisvery nicetoday. We have aplacein Purgatory that devilsit for usespecidly.”
"No blood sausages?!

"That'sonly on Thursdays."

"WEéll, bring dong the deviled ham,” Mephistopheles said. To Michadl heremarked, "Can't let the side
down, can we?"

"Certainly not. But isn't it time we got down to business?’
"I'm ready," Mephistophdles said. "Did you bring dong an agenda?’

"No need," Michad said. "It'sdl in my head. It hasfallen to our lot to decide upon the next Millennia
contest. Hopefully, aso, we will settle the question of the Goodness or Badness of citiesthistime
around.”

"How quickly time passeswhen you're immortal!" said Mephistopheles. "Being amagter of one-pointed
concentration has something to do with it too, of course. Wl then, let the citiesrise like mushrooms.”

"Likeflowersisan gpter image," Michad said.

"Which isthetruer image remainsto be seen,” Mephistopheles said. " So, trot out one of your urban
saintsand my merry crew of demonsand | will have him foreswearing Good in no time.”

"No, he needn't beasaint,” Michad said, demongtrating again Good'sirresistible tendency to give up
advantages. "And anyhow, we have something more elaborate in mind. Something with abit of sweep
and grandeur to it to be hed in avariety of times and places throughout the new millennium. But I'l] tell
you about that later. For now, are you acquainted with our servant Faust?'

"Of course," Mephistopheles said, though here he committed atypical error of the Dark side, pretending
to knowledge that he didn't have. "'Y ou mean Johann Faugt, of course, the well-known magician and
mountebank who resides in—where wasit now?—Koenigsberg?'

"Whether or not Faust isamountebank is till under discussion,” Michad said. "But hesnot in
Koenigsberg. Youll find himin Cracow.”

"Of course, | knew that al along,” Mephistopheles said. "He's got alittle place near the Jagidlonian
Univergty, does he not?'

"Not a dl," Michad said. "Heresdesin chambersin Little Caamir Street near the Horian Gate."

"It was on thetip of my tongue," Mephistopheles said. "I'll go to him a once and put the schemeto him.
What isthe scheme, by the way?"

"Here comes your deviled ham,” Michael said. "Whileyou ezt it, I'll explain.”



CHAPTER 2

Johann Faust was alonein his chambersin Cracow, that city in distant Poland where his peripatetic
scholar's path had taken him. The officids of the Jagidllonian University had been glad to have him, for
Faust was a congderable scholar who had by heart the most important writingsin the world—those of
Paracelsus, and Corndius Agrippa before him, and, before him, the secret writings of Virgil, supreme
magician of the Roman days. Faust's chambers were s mple—a bare wooden-planked floor, swept clean
each morning by the serving girl, who muttered a prayer each time she entered Faust's ova -headed door,
and spit between her fingersfor good luck, because you need al your luck when you clean up after a
man as uncanny as Faust. She had crossed herself when she saw, there on the floor, the pentagram,
chalked afresh each morning, with its spaces filled with wriggly Hebrew letters, and with symbol s that not
even the Masons understood.

The furnishings of the room never changed. In acorner was Faust'saembic. The cod firein the small
fireplace burned faintly but hotly; Faust kept it stoked up night and day, summer and winter, for he
suffered from chilblainsthat never entirely went away. There was awindow, but heavy velvet drapes
generdly kept out the light of the day. Faust liked an even lighting, and his eyes were accustomed to the
flicker of thefire and the yelow flames of the candles burning in pewter holdersin a dozen places around
the room. They weretal candles of good beeswax that common citizens could not afford. But some of
the wedlthy citizens of Cracow kept Faust supplied with these tapers, which were finer than any seen
anywhere but the cathedra. They were scented, these candles, with balsam and myrrh, and with rare
floral essences didtilled from the brilliant flowers of spring. Their odorsin part overcame the vapors of
mercury and gold and other metal's, whose fumes rendered the closed chamber unfit for any but an
achemig long practiced in hisart.

Faust was walking up and down his chamber, ten pacesin one direction to the wall with its portrait of
Agrippa, ten pacesto the cabinet with its marble bust of Virgil. Hislong gray scholar's gown flapped
around his spindly legs as he marched, the candles wavering in the dight breeze of hispassng. Ashe
walked hetaked to himself doud, because long familiarity with that inner solitude that only the learned
know had accustomed him to thisform of social intercourse.

"Learning! Wisdom! Knowledge! The music of the spheres! The knowledge of whét lies at the bottom of
the uttermost seas, the certainty of being able to say what the great cham of China eats for his breakfast,
and what the emperor of the Franks saysto his mistressin the stygian dark of the night! These arefine
things, no doubt! Y et what do they mean to me?"

The blank-eyed bust of Virgil seemed to watch him as he paced, and on the Roman'sthin, paelipsa
dight expression of surprise might have been noticed, because this discourse by the learned doctor was
unlike any that had come from hislips heretofore.

"Yes, of course," Faust went on, "1 know these things, and many others besides.” He chuckled ironicaly.
"| can detect the-harmony of the divine spheresthat Pythagoras knew. In my investigations | have found
that still point from which Archimedes claimed the ability to movetheterrestrid globeitsalf. And I know
that the lever isthe saf, extended to infinity, and the fulcrum is the esoteric knowledge that it has been my
lifetimetask to learn. And yet, what does it mean to me, this confabulation of miraclesto which | have
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given countless hours of sudy? Do | live any better than the most ignorant village swain, who seeks his
love among the haystacks? True, | have honor among the old men of the cities, and am renowned among
the so-called wise ones, of this country and many others. The king of Czechod ovakia has put agolden
circlet on my forehead and declared me peerless among men. Does this cause my ague to diminish when
| awaken on achilly morning? Do the fawning minigtrations of the king of France, resplendent in hislynx
ruff and soft boots of Spanish legther, with the circlet of Clovison hisnarrow head, bring any relief to my
dyspepsia, my morning sweets, my evening despair? What have | in fact achieved in my attemptsto
encompass the ever-expanding sphere of knowledge? What is knowledge to me, what is power, when
my body shrivelsdaily, and my skin draws tight around my features, presaging the skull beneeth the
mottled flesh, which mugt in time come out?'

Therewas asound outside, but at first Faust heeded it not, so full of hislament was he.

"This pursuit of knowledgeisal very wel. At onetime, when | was ayouth, ages, decades ago, | thought
that al my heart'syearningswould be satisfied if | could capture that divine essence and ditillation of
knowledge that only the angelsknow. Y et how satisfying is knowledge, redly? What would | not givefor
asound digestion?| sit here and eat my daily grud, sinceitisal my ssomach can digest, while outside the
rude red world bustles on, sweety and unthinking! What isit to me, this piling up of knowledge upon
knowledge, amassing a dungheap of wisdom inwhich | burrow like abeetle? Isthisdl thereis? Would a
man not be better offending it al? With this dender dagger, for example?”

And so0 saying he took up athin-bladed, keenly pointed stiletto that had been presented to him by a
student of the great Nicolas Flamel, who was now buried in Paris at the church of
Saint-Jacques-la-Boucherie. Faust held it up to the flickering candlelight and watched the reflections play
up and down its narrow blade. Turning it thisway and thet, he said, "Isit in vain, then, that | have learned
the severd arts of cd cination, sublimation, condensation, and crystallization? What good now does my
understanding of adbification and solidification do for me, when the inner man, Faust the homunculus, the
agdess suirit of mysdlf who resides within this aging flesh, is sorrowful and confused, purposeess and
adrift? Might it not be better to end it dl with thiswell-made bodkin, inserting it into the pit of my
stomach, for example, and ripping upwards, as | have seen the gorgeously costumed Orientas of a
distant eastern idand do in my visons?'

He turned the stiletto again and again, fascinated by the play of light upon the blade, and the wavering
candles seemed to cast adisgpproving expression across the white face of Virgil. And there came again
that sound that had bardly ruffled the surface of his attention: it was the sound of church bells, and Faust
remembered belatedly that thiswas Easter Sunday.

Suddenly, as quickly asit had arisen, his black mood began to dissipate. He moved to the window and
opened the drapes.

"I've been breathing too deeply of the fumes of mercury,” he said to himsalf. "I must remember, the Great
Work is dangerousto the practitioner, and carrieswith it on one sde the danger of failure, on the other,
success and therisk of premature despair. Better for meto go out into the air thisfine morning, walk
about on the newly sprung grass, even take for myself aglass of beer at the corner tavern, aye, and
perhaps atoasted sausage, too, for my digestion fedls better this morning. The vapors from the aembic
have their counterpart in the vapors of the mind. I'll go forth thisinstant to dispel them.”

And s0 saying, Faust dipped into his cloak with the erminetrim, acloak that an emperor might not have
scorned, and, making sure he had hiswallet, though his credit was high, left his chamber, heading out the
front door into the bright sunshine and uncertainties of the new day, uncertainties that even the most
skilled of dchemists might not foresee.



CHAPTER 3

Thebelsfrom the many churches of Cracow were sounding their Te Deums as Faust walked along
Little Casimir Street, away from the Florian Gate, in the direction of Drapers Hall in the big market
sguare. He could tell each church's bells by their sound: the high and heavenly carillon from the convent
of Mogila, the brilliant steely middle tones of St. Wencedas, the grest rolling voice of &t. Stanidaw, and,
dominating dl, the thrilling bass from the deep bells of the great Church of Our Lady at the corner of the
market square. It was abrilliant Easter Sunday, and the sun's golden light seemed to penetrate into every
corner of the steep-roofed old city. The sky overhead was a bright blue, and there were soft-edged,
puffy little white clouds of the sort painters like to depict asfitting resting-places for cherubs and
alegorical figures. So fine aday could not help but cheer Faust's spirits, and so he took the shortcut to
the market square dong the noisomelittle alley caled the Devil's Wak. Here the buildings bulged out like
fat-bellied men in a steam bath, and there was not room for two people to walk abreast. The dley, with
the steep overhanging roofs blocking the light, was a place of deep shadow on even the finest day. Faust
had not gone ten yards before he began to regret his decision. Should he not have taken the high street,
evenif it would take afew minuteslonger? After dl, what did time matter to an dchemist and a
philosopher?

He amost turned back, but some .stubbornnessin his nature decided him to persevere. Thefind turning
of the dley wasjust ahead, and after that it would give out to the noisy bustle of the market square.

He approached the corner, walking more rapidly now, his scholar's gown rustling as he urged histhin
shanksto greater speed. He went by a darkened doorway on his right and another on hisleft. There was
light ahead.

And then therewas avoice a his shoulder, saying, "Excuse me, gr, amoment of your time..."

Faust stopped and turned, prepared to chastise the importunate wretch who had the temerity to delay
him. He looked into the doorway but could see no person. He was about to go on when he heard a
whirring sound inthe air. Hisrapid brain told him that something was amiss; but theinsight cameto him
amost smultaneous with the crashing of ablunt object of consderable hardness againgt histemple. He
saw starsfor amoment, and great shooting comets, and then knew nothing as black Unconsciousness
gathered him into her dark mantle.

CHAPTER 4

\Whilethiswas going on, in another part of town, at the little tavern called the Pied Cow, atall,
yellow-haired jackanapes of afelow was having amorning bowl of borscht at one of the rustic tables set
outsde. Hewasatdl, thin fellow, cleanshaven in the new Itaian fashion, his clothing agentleman's
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cast-offs, hishead o'er-topped by amass of unruly curls. He sat now, thin featuresintent, red lips pursed
as he surveyed the Strest.

The tavern was Stuated across the street from Faust's chambers. The Pied Cow was ahomely place of
no great pretensions, an abode favored by sturdy vagabonds from the four corners of Europe, who had
cometo Cracow in these years of its prosperity, in that brief golden time between the Hunnish invasions
and the ferocious ondaught of the Hungarians, when the city was noted far and wide, not just for its
learning, which had attracted Dr. Faust, but aso for the prosperity of its citizenry, and for the great
merchants who journeyed to this place from Germany and Italy with precious wares.

This jackanapes, whose name was Mack, and whose sobriquet was the Club, areferenceto the
ingrument that he carried in his belt, and used more often than an honest man would, had cometo
Cracow, some say from Troyesin Frankland, others from the stews of Londontown in distant England,
to seek hisfortune. Mack the Club was not prepared to let hisfortune wait its own sweet timeto call. He
was an enterprising rogue, quick-witted and not unintelligent, who had spent ayear in amonastery
learning the scrivener's trade before deciding to follow more direct methods of making hisfortune,

Hearing of Faust, he had spied upon the learned doctor, well aware of Faust's reputation asa
necromancer who had won great wedlth in thisworld in the form of precious metals used in hisachemica
pursuits, and gifts and souvenirs from grateful kings who had found the doctor's remedies efficaciousin
the treatment of their myriad woes.

Mack had devised a scheme to rob the prominent doctor, figuring that amagician like Faust who has
piled up goodsin Heaven haslittle need for the dross of this Earth. Mack had accordingly taken unto
himself a confederate, aloutish Lett who had no skill but the ability to waylay passersoy by knocking
them over the head with his cudgel. Mack had determined that this was the very day on which hewould
divest Faust of his more portable worldly goods.

For aweek Mack and the Lett had scouted out the territory and noted the movements of the good
doctor. Faust was amoody sort and not given to those regularities of habit that make honest men so easy
to sed from. For one thing, he stayed indoors alot, pursuing his magica experiments. But even Faust
had to come out occasiondly, and when he did, his footsteps aways moved in apreordained direction,
down Little Casmir Street and into the Devil's Walk, the shortcut to the great Jagidlonian University.

When at last Faust emerged on this Easter Sunday, Mack's scheme was set and al wasin readiness. The
L ett had been stationed in adark doorway in the alley, and Mack took up his position at the Tavern of
the Pied Cow opposite Faust's dwelling place. And now the time had come, for the Lett had agreed to
rush back to the tavern to warn Mack if anything went wrong at his end. Mack finished his borscht, laid
down acopper coin for payment, and, moving in aleisurely way that belied hisinner excitement, strolled
over to the doctor'sresidence. A glance up and down the street ascertained that the good folk of the
neighborhood were away for Easter services. Under hisarm Mack had aparcel of books purporting to
givemagica formulas. He had picked them up at no cost from amonagtery library in Czvniez. If the
unexpected should occur and someone should enquire asto his purpose in the doctor's house, Mack
could say he was ddlivering these books, or offering them to the doctor for sale; for Faust was known to
collect such thingsin his quest for the formulafor the Philosopher's Stone.

Mack strolled to Faust's house. He knocked at the door for form's sake. No one responded. He had
seen the landlady leave earlier for services, her wimple somewhat askew, for shewasknownto bea
tippler, and abasket of herbs and smples on her arm, since the good woman was much given to visiting
her sick aunt and plying her with country remedies.

Mack tried the door. It was latched with abig iron key of smple design. Mack had its counterpart in his



pocket, and hetook it out now and fitted it to the lock-hole. The key at first would not budge, and Mack
wiggled it back and forth, then withdrew it and greased the key from asmall container of badger'sfat, a
sovereign remedy for sticking locks. The key turned, and he pushed the door open.

The high old house was gloomy within. Mack entered, closing the door behind him. A turn to the left
brought him to the door he had long since ascertained led to the doctor's study. He pushed it. It was not
locked.

It was twilight in the doctor's room, for the bright sunlight had no direct means of ingress, but rather
filtered in after due reflection on the shadowy wall. Virgil's pale bust seemed to watch him as he stepped
noiselesdy through the room, the floorboards forbearing to creak, so light was his passage. The room till
held fumes of mercury and sulphur and burnt candles and mouse droppings. The glass bottles and retorts
of the doctor's dchemica equipment sood on anearby table, stray glints of light reflected from their
glassy surfaces. Therein one corner was the doctor's deeping cot, two plankslaid acrosstwo low
trestles, yet with an ermine mantle thrown over it that revealed the doctor's luxurious tastes.

Mack paid no attention to these. They were but the stage settings for his deed, which wasto find that
which was smdl, vauable, and—since he wasin his own way a connoisseur—beautiful aswell. For
example, that single emerad lying cardlessly by itsalf on the big dedl table that was the doctor's work
gpace, next to the crysta ball with the skull lying next to it. The emerald would do very nicdly for

openers. Mack made hisway toward it. His hand, with itslong fingers not too clean around the knuckles,
was about to close on the object, when suddenly there was a very loud sound from within the room.

Mack was frozen in midflinch, for that sound, coming as a crash of thunder in the high mountains when
the autumn storms come rushing down from the north, seemed to presage areversa of the natural order
of things, for how else explain why Nature'sloud hurrah had come from within the room rather than
outside where it belonged? And how explain the sudden coruscation of fire that appeared spontaneoudy
inthe middle of that dark-walled room, legping up from the floorboardsin great licking tongues of red
and orange flame?

Still frozen, his mouth agape with wonder, Mack saw afigure form up, migtily at first and then with sharp
definition, in the middle of the flames. It had the gppearance of a man, alongheaded man with deek black
hair with anatural part in the middle, with athin moustache and that short, pointed beard known asan
imperid. He was dressed in dark clothing of somber magnificence, and bore with him aroll of parchment
tied with ared ribbon.

"Greetings, Dr. Faudt," said thefigure, stepping out of the flames that then extinguished themselves. "'l am
Mephistopheles, a princein the forces of Darkness, thrice holder of the Bad Deed of the Y ear award
from Standard Demonics, one of our great multitempora corporations.”

Mack came unfrozen sufficiently to say, in aclumsy stutter unlike hisusua glibness, "Oh. Hello. Pleased
to make your acquaintance.”

"Y ou are surprised, perhaps, by my somewhat unorthodox entrance?”

"Oh, no, not at dl," Mack said, for whatever else he would think when his brain unfroze sufficiently to
permit cerebration, he knew it would not be well to offend thisbeing. "I mean, whatever seems suitable.”

"I made the Little Grand Entrance—there not being room here for the Grand Grand Entrance, involving
asit doestimed explosions of rockets and barrels of gunpowder—to offer, inamoment andina
compact metaphor, my bonafides. | am indeed Mephistopheles, a prince of demons, and | do indeed
comefrom The Other Side with an offer | think you'll be unableto turn down.”



Mack had by now recovered his sangfroid, for he had grown accustomed, in hisway of life, to sudden
changes of fortune. True, he had never encountered adevil before, but this sort of thing was only to be
expected in that day and age when miraclestook place daily from one end of Europe to another, and the
effects of witchcraft were amatter for continua comment.

"Now tell me, Dr. Faudt," Mephistopheles said, "would you careto listen to my proposition?”

Mack was aware, of course, that this great demon M ephistophel es had made a mistake, thinking he was
the learned doctor Faust. So even demons could be in the wrong! But he wasn't about to correct him.
For onething, it probably wouldn't be safe, not after Mephistopheles had goneto dl the trouble of
staging aLittle Grand Entrance; and for another, it sounded asif some profit might be gleaned from this
fortuitous encounter.

"I'd very much like to hear your offer,” Mack said. "Do take a seat—that trestle chair should serve you
well enough if you don't burn through it—and tell me what you had in mind."

"| thank you for your courtesy," said Mephistophees, sweeping back his coattails as he sat, and causing
thetallow candlein its charred oaken container to burst spontaneoudy into flame. Several more candles
followed suit. At last getting the lighting as he wanted it, so that it cast long, Sinister shadows across his
face, Mephistopheles said, "How would you like, for openers, wedth of an extent and agreatness
undreamed of since the days when Fabius Cunctator sacked Carthage? Thiswealth would be in theform
of many well-made caskets full of gold coins of apurity undreamed of in earthly coinages. And it would
be accompanied by barrels of the most precious stones, pearls the Size of hens eggs, diamonds aslarge
as pomegranates, and an emerad large enough to form adining table for six persons. And there would
also be a perfect set often matched rubies of deepest fire, each the Size of ahorse'sturd. And there
would be much more besides, the detailing of which would tax even supernatura voca cords and which
may well beleft to theimagination.”

"| get theidea," Mack said. That sounds very good indeed. It would be churlish of meto ask you to
gpecify the exact number of barrels of gems and caskets of gold. Evenif it were only one of each it would
be amost excellent present.”

"These are not presents,” Mephistopheles said. "They may be considered payment for aservice| shall
require of you, and for one thing more."

"It'sthat onething more I'm afraid of," Mack said. "No offense meant, of course.”

"Nonetaken. It isapleasure to be able to speak frankly. But thereisno trick here, Faust. Do you think
the Dark Powerswould go to dl the trouble of hiring my services and staging a Little Grand Entrance all
for the purpose of duping you?Y our credulity might be tested at far less expense!”

"Hey, don't get me wrong, the wedlth thing sounds very good. But was there anything else? Like, who am
| supposed to enjoy this wedth with?"

"Asfor that,” said Mephistopheles, his eyes sparkling as the thought of concupiscence entered hismind,
"we will aso provide you with abevy, or even two bevies, of such beauteous maidens as the world has
seen only initsfevered dreams of hopelesslonging. These young ladies, Faust, each of them fit for a
potentate, come in avariety of delectable shapes and colors, with hairstylesto suit every mood. In
addition to their pulchritude, they also excd in the arts of love, possessing delicioudy soothing skillsas
well asintoxicatingly exciting ones. Some of these ladies can give you intellectua companionship, Faudt,
while otherswill suit your brutish or childish moods, while till otherswill just be around to bring you your
morning borscht. They aso have the advantage of loving, next to you, nothing so well aslyinginacool
chamber in a cataleptic deep until their services are required again. And not only arethey apracticaly



inexhaustible gift of sensudity in themsdves, they al have best friends, ssters, and mothers, who can
provide piquancy by standing by to be seduced.”

"That isindeed wonderful,” Mack said. "I am in awe of the way you have solved one of mankind's ol dest
dilemmas." He wanted to add, Mephistopheles, you have convinced me, go bring on the dancing girls,
just tell me who you want meto kill. But native caution rose again in him and he said; "And wheream | to
enjoy my new lifestyle with unlimited wedth ‘and boundless women?"

"Why, where you plesse," Mephistopheles said. "But if none of the present divisions of the world please
you, we can take you elsewhere in time, to any moment in any place anywhere, even the onesthat do not
yet exist, because thereisalaw that saysthat that which is concelved must exist from the moment of its
conception. And we can set you up in such aplace asagrest doctor of learning, or a prince of your own
date, or awedthy churchman, or what you please. We like to think of ourselves as occupationd
therapidts, too, so you may do what you will in thisnew place, and if the job does not exi<t, we createit
for you. We can find you apurposein life that will suit you downtoaT, no matter what kind of aT you
are. And, with potions and smples that we supply free with our offer, we ensure you along, happy life
and adecline so gradud that you don't even noticeit.”

"Until the end, of course,” Mack said.
"Of course. Y ou could hardly miss noticing that.”
Mack considered for amoment and then said, "Y ou don't by any chance offer immortdity, do you?'

"Y ou drive ahard bargain, Faust! No, we don't offer immortality. Why should we? This new enhanced
package of ours, limited asit may bein terms of what is possible to the imagination, is still enough to buy
atrillion likeyou for the leest part of it."

"How wel you know ud" said Mack. "How wise you are!l" But actudly he thought that M ephistopheles
was pompous, stuck-up, and more than alittle slly. Mack felt he could handle this spirit, not knowing, of
course, that he wasfdling for one of Hell's subtlest delusions.

"| just thought, if you had some immortdity left over—I gather you don't need it yourself—how nice that
must be—well, that you could throw some my way."

"But that would- defeat the whole purpose of my making you an offer. What profit isthere for me unless
| get your soul intheend?”’

"You'reright, of course, looking at it that way. Longevity is plenty good enough.”
"That we offer, and rgjuvenation aswell.”
"Thereisthe matter of my soul.”

"Bear inmind, the soul clauseisacontingency ded. It comesinto effect only if | fail to satisfy you
completely over the course of our working together. Then you keep your soul, we shake hands, and go
away friends. Can't say fairer than that, can1?"

"Hey, I'm not arguing,” Mack said. "Now, what isit you want me to do?"'
"Wewant you to play apart in alittle contest my friendsand | have devised.”

"What sort of acontest isit?"



"One of the temporad-mora variety. Wewill put you into a series of Stuationsin which you will play a
part. Each episode will take placein its own digtinct time and place. We will moveto past or future, as
the dictates of the gamerequire. Y ou will play apart in each episode. Y ou will have achoicein each
episode. How you make your choice, for what reasons, and with what end in mind, will be watched and
judged. Wewill judge you, Faust, but not as you yoursdlf, rather as a champion and exemplar of
mankind, the one chosen by both of usto provide areading on human morality, ethics, and other
near-imponderable subjects. | say thisvery clearly to you, Faust, because | expect you to understand it
before we begin. But once we start, you will not think much of the underlying avesomeness of the
premises upon which this operates, for you will be too busy trying to watch out for your own skin."

"l see," said Mack, trying to grasp it.

"That isthe bargain, Faust. The cast isready, the sceneis set behind the curtain, the playersare al frozen
into place, and the play is about to begin. We only wait for you to say the word."

Heredly isalong-winded devil, Mack thought. And M ephistopheles seemed something of anidedlist
despite his pretensions to cynicism. But there was no doubting the genuineness of the offer, nor wasthere
any sense procrastinating with the dictates of his soul.

"I'myour man," hesaid. "Let'sbegin.”

"Signright here," Mephistopheles said, unrolling the dightly scorched parchment that he carried,
proffering aquill and pointing hislong sharpened fingernail at aveinin Mack'sforearm.

CHAPTER 5

The protagonists of the dramain Faust's chambers might, had they not been so involved in their own

Situation, have noticed aface that appeared momentarily at the one uncovered chamber window, then
ducked down out of sight. It was Faust himself.

He had picked himsdf up in the Devil's Walk, his scalp bleeding from the Lett's powerful but clumsly
directed blow. He had tottered for amoment, then sat down upon a curbstone to regain his senses. The
Lett came out of the doorway then, and had raised his oaken cudgel to ensure aredly deep

UNCONSCi OUSNESS, or perhaps death—whatever. A man couldn't be too finicky about these things, not in
thisday and age, not with the plague, ghastly in itsgray cerements, raging in the south of Europe, not with
Modem warriors, bearing curved swords and imbued with an inexhaustible fanaticism, boiling up from
Andalusiaand threatening to break out again through the Pyrenees asin the days of Charlemagne, to
wreak havoc on the soft cities of Languedoc and Aquitaine. These matters concerned the Lett not at al.
But before he had a chance to sirike again there was a sound of full-throated men'svoiceslifted in lively
dispute, and he knew it was university students, natural enemiesto the caste that the Lett, dl
unknowingly, represented. They spotted him and raised the cry. The Lett took to hisheels and raced
away, to liveto hit people over the head another day, and continued running until he waswell clear of
Cracow, at which time, seeing that he was on the road to Bohemia, he continued to the south, and so
moved out of our story forever.

Faust was lifted to his feet by the students and brushed clean of the dirt and chicken entrails he had fallen
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into. Sewersin those days were no more than the dream-children of the most impractical of those
architectswho created our dark, cramped, smelly but friendly cities of the Dark Ages.

As soon as he could walk, Faust shook himsdlf free of the students and, head till redling, hurried home.
He saw that hisfront door was gar. Approaching cautioudy, he went around to the side, where his
unshrouded window was, peered in, and was astounded to see two figures, one of them quite plainly
Mephistophe es, whom Faust had seen many timesin the picturesin the grimoires that were the chemisiry
books of the time, but never in person. He ducked his head and listened.

The voices wafted out the window, and ing nuated themsavesinto Faust's ear.

It was at the point where Mack was about to sign his name in blood to the parchment M ephistopheles
had brought that Faust came unglued. There was an impogtor in hishouse! The devil wastempting the
wrong man!

Faust turned from the window and raced around the house to the front. He entered, throwing back the
heavy oak door so that it banged againgt the wall. Faust raced down the halway, braked at his door, and
threw it open.

Hewasjust in time to catch Mack'sfinal flourish as he signed the parchment. Then the devil rolled up the
parchment, saying, "Now, my dear doctor, we will proceed to the Witches Kitchen, where our expert
cosmeticianswill put you into condition for the adventuresthat lie ahead.”

And then Mephistophd esraised his hands, flames sprang up, bright irisand violet flames, tinged here and
there with sinister hdliotrope, and flared in glory around the two figures. When they subsided thefigures
were gone.

"Damn!" Faust cried, running into the room, stopping, and pounding hisfigt into his pam. "One minute too
latel”

CHAPTER 6

Faust glared around into the gloom-shaded corners of hisroom. For amoment he thought he detected a
presence among the bat-winged shapesin the ceiling. No, there was no one here. They had gone, the
two of them, the impostor and Mephistopheles. Nothing remained but afaint smell of brimstone.

It was gpparent to him what had happened. Through some miserable concatenation of circumstances, a
stranger had broken into his chambers. It wasthat tall, yellow-haired zany whom he had glimpsed
through the window. And Mephistopheles, that silly demon with the grandiose name, had somehow
migtaken the felow for him.

He frowned and shook his head. Faust had overheard enough to know that Mephistophel es had
proposed some fine adventure, and was even now carrying the impostor away to it, and to rewards that
belonged by right to Faust. And Faust was |eft alonein this dreary room, in this mundane city of Cracow,
where he was supposed to carry on hislife as though nothing had happened.


E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\

Well, damn it, he wasn't going to haveit! He would go after them, if necessary to the nethermost realms
of gpace and time, find Mephistopheles, expose the stranger for the impostor that he was, and take his
rightful placein the glorious unfolding of things.

Faust flung himsdif into achair. His brain was exploding with idess. First he had to go to where
Mephistopheles and the impostor were. They had vanished in aflash of flame and fire. That argued that
they were not on the Earth. This meant that he would have to conjure himsdlf past Earth and its mundane
provenance, into the aethereal redlm where spirits hold sway, where the dead perform their mournful
revels, where the elves, pixies, kobolds, dwarves, and other creatures from the pagan past have their true
home.

But then he considered for amoment. Was he ready for this? It would be a supreme test for any
magician. And Faug, though he counted himself among the first rank in the controlling of the magica arts
and the acquigition of esoteric knowledge, was not in hisfirst youth. It might be beyond his powers. He
might get himsdif killed. ..

And then he remembered that only hours ago he had been considering killing himsdf! And why? Because
nothing had seemed very interesting to him anymore. Life had stretched ahead of himinitstedious
regularity, scarcein pleasures, replete with pain, devoid of meaningful accomplishment. Now hewas
interested again, to put it mildly! The adventure that was his by right of fame and accomplishment had
been taken from him. That he would not countenance. If it mugt, let this adventure kill him. Nobody was
going to Sedl hisoffer from the devil!

Herose and kicked up the fire, which had burned down to glowing embers. He added wood and got a
nice blaze going. He washed hisfacein the basin of dmost fresh water the servant had left just two days
ago. Hefound a piece of dried smoked beef, and washed it down with atumbler of barley ale. And dl
the time he was planning out his next steps.

Hewould need aredly strong spell to transport him where he needed to go. It would have to combine
the potency of a Sending with the puissance of a Vigitation. Trangportation Spells were notorioudy
difficult, involving, asthey did, the sending forth of a corporeal substance, in this case himsdlf, to regions
where creatures usualy waked around in subtler bodies. The sheer amount of spiritua energy required
for thiswas daunting.

He went to his bookcase and rummaged through his grimoires. He found aformulain Hermes
Trismegistus Surefire Travel to the Stars. But it wastoo complicated, calling for ingredients difficult to
obtain, such asa Chinaman's |eft great toe, which was an item dmost impossible to procure in Eastern
Europe at that time, though in Venice they had agoodly supply of them. He searched on. In his
Concordance to the Malleus Mallificarum he found asmpler formulawith fewer ingredients. He set to
mekingit.

Batwort... He had awhole via of that around somewhere. And the recipe called for toad's stools, four
of them entire, but luckily he had some, nicely dried and stored in athimble. Hellebore was never any
problem, white willow was common, mercury he had on hand, he was out of blackened wormwood but
could pick up some more at his neighborhood pharmacy. But what was this? "Will not work without a
fragment of the True Cross'!

Damnation! He had used up hislast fragment last month!

Wasting no time, Faust picked up hiswallet, put hisemerald into it for unexpected emergencies, and
went out into the street.

The corner pharmacy was closed for Easter Sunday, but by pounding on the shutters he managed to



bring forth the pharmacist, who, grumbling, told him he had no True Crossin stock, and didn't know
when the next shipment would arrive from Rome. He did, however, have a supply of blackened
wormwood, which Faust purchased.

He dammed out of the place then and proceeded asfast as histhin shankswould take him to the
bishop's pal ace on Paternoster Row. The servants let Faust in, for he and the bishop were old cronies
and often exchanged learned quips late into the night over abow! of porridge (because the bishop's
stomach was, like Faust's, not what it should have been).

The bishop, lounging back in his great armchair in comfortable corpulence, shook hishead uncertainly.

"l am so sorry, my dear Faust. The most recent Advice from Romeisthat we are not to permit bits of the
True Crossto be used for idolatrous purposes.”

"Who'staking idolatry?' Faust demanded. "Thisisthe science of dchemy we're talking about here.”
"But to what end do you want to useit, my son? To gain greet treasures, for example?”
"Not at dl! | want it to right agreat injustice!™

"Well, | guessthat'sdl right," the bishop said. "But | warn you in advance, True Crosshasgoneupin
price, which isonly to be expected sinceit isasubstance in limited supply.”

"All I need isafingernail-szed fragment. Chargeit to my account.”

The bishop took out asmall jgpanned box containing True Cross fragments. "l was meaning to speek to
you about your account.”

Faust reached into hiswallet and set down the emerald. " Theré's my down payment!" He wrapped the
fragment of True Crossin birchbark and then rolled it into an old dtar cloth while the bishop admired the
shineof theemerad.

With the fragment wrapped securdly, Faust hurried home. He started up a codl fire benegath his
achemidt's furnace, and pumped the groaning leather bellows until the fire glowed red and white and gave
off streams of tiny diamond sparks. Then he gathered the ingredients together. He put the jug of agua
ardens on atable near him, taking care not to spill it, sinceit could eat through anything not coated with
agua ardens repdlent, powdered the sublimated antimony in alittle brassbowl, laid out flora essenceson
one side, and, on the other, the toad turds, the cacified bat dung, the crystalized woodchuck's piss, and
thefortified graveyard mold. He took care to keep them separate. It wouldn't do to mix them
prematurely! Over here were histartar, alum, and yeast. Here was the nigredo, which he had made just
last week. He hated to sacrificeit, for with the right processit could produce a phoenix, and the phoenix
wastheloveliest of alegoricd birds. But there was no time for aesthetics now! He was ready to begin.

And there came aknock at the door. Faust tried to ignoreit, but it was repeated, and then repeated
again, and behind it he could hear ababble of voices. In avery bad humor he sscomped to the door and
opened it.

Standing outside were four or five young men—it was hard to be sure of their exact number because they
hobbled around so.

"Dr. Faug, Sir! Don't you recognize us? We are students from your classin Origins of Alchemy 1b at the
Universty. We need some advice on why the feminine animaimage is aways found in the changegble
hermaphroditic body of Mercurius. They're bound to ask it at finals, Sir, and we can't find a thing about it
inour Introduction to Alchemy textbooks.”



"Why, damn it," Faust said, "the entire subject of hermaphroditism and the sexua imagery of dchemy is
covered in New Directionsin an Old Science, by Nicholas Flamel, which | assigned you &t the
beginning of theyear."

"But it'swritten in French, sr!"
"Y ou are supposed to know French!”

"But it makes no sense, i, because if the principle of hermaphroditism according to Aristotle can be
subsumed—"

Faust hed up hishand, commanding slence. "Students,” he said, 'l am embarking on adifficult and
complex experiment that will probably go down as alandmark in the annals of chemy. | cannot permit
the dightest interruption. Go to one of the other professors. Or go to the devil! Just get away from here
now!"

The students | eft. Faust gave another bellowsing to the fire, checked to make sure his descensories, with
their hair-thin crosdets, were clean and in working order. The dembics were aready heated and ready to
go, the sublimatory wasin satisfactory condition, and the cucurbit wasfinadly baanced to his satisfaction.

He began.

Asthe elements entered the crucible they changed colorsin asatisfying manner. Reds and greens swirled
inthe gleaming liquid, layers of vapor were let out and condensed into amist that rose to the ceiling and
hung there like atransparent gray serpent. Faust put in the True Cross fragment. The substance lighted up
for amoment and then turned black.

It is very bad when an dchemicd reaction turns black. Luckily, Faust had noted the double flash of silver
that occurred just before the blackening. He turned to his Alchemist's Trouble-Shooting Manual,
produced by the wizards of Cairo University and trandated by M oses Maimonides, and looked up the
reaction. Heread: " A double slver flash before the materia confusa goes to black meansthat the
fragment of Cross used in the reaction was not True Cross. Check it with your religious assayer before

going any further.”

Damnit! Stymied again! And thistime there seemed no way out. Unless there was a substitute for True
Cross? Heraced to hislibrary again, but found nothing of use on its groaning shelves. Hefdt like
screaming, o deep was hisfrustration. And then his gaze fell upon the parcel of books brought by the
man who had entered his apartments.

Helooked through them and hislip curled with contempt. They were nothing but trumpery imitations of
thered thing, fairground playthings to be sold to the ignorant. But here among them was onetitle he
recognized, though he had never been ableto obtain it. It was The Marrow of Alchemy, and wasa
German trandation of certain key texts from Eirenaeus. How had that gotten inhere?

Heflipped through it and came upon the following statement: "True Crossisin gppearance dmost
indistinguishable from Almost True Cross. Unfortunatdly, it will not work in formulas of achemy.
However, Almost True Cross can be boosted in its power and so servefor the red thing by adding equal
amounts of potassum and common lampblack.”

Faust had hisvia of potassum right to hand. He had no lampblack, but if, as he suspected, the serving
girl hadn't cleaned the lampsrecently... Yes, hewasright, plenty of lampblack!

After thelampblack and potassium were added there were various changes of light and color in the mass
in the alchemigt'sfurnace. A dense gray vaporarose and for amoment clouded Faust and his equipment.



When the vapor had dissipated, Faust was no longer in the room, nor, for that matter, was hein Cracow.

CHAPTER 7

Faust'sfirst impression was of apearly grayness that suffused everything. That persisted only for a
moment, however, as Spiritual Space accommodated itsdlf to the novelty of having an earthly observer
within it by expanding outwards on al sides. After that, Faust saw that he was standing just on the
outskirtsof asmall city, very likein agppearanceto cities he had seen in histravels around Europe, though
by no meansidenticdl.

He had certainly gotten to this place very quickly. But that stood to reason, since the Spiritua Realm,
having no substance except for that imposed by the temporary rules of Solidification, can be shrunk
down to atiny compass by Nature, which abhors avacuum and isn't about to leave alot of unused space
around, either. Thelearned doctors at the Jagidllonian taught that when the Spiritua Realm wasn't being
used, it resded in agpace no larger than a pinhead—to such an infinitesmal mass may theimmateria be
reduced! The only thing that would cause it to expand was the presence of an observer. Then the space
created itsdlf, with the sort of scenery and personnd as might be expected in this place and at thistime.

Faust entered the city and saw arow of storefronts. Above each was asign. Faust could not decipher
the lettering on them, by which he knew they were not for him to enter. At last he saw one sign that read,
'the witches kitchen'. And he knew that was the place he wasto go to. (So much isinherent in the
Trangportation Spell, which takes you unerringly to the threshold of your next adventure, though you're
on your own after that.)

Faust gpproached the Witches Kitchen. He walked up to the door and touched it with agingerly
gesture. He had been afraid that his hand would pass through it, since only spirit is supposed to exist in
such aplace, and spirit iswell known for its ability to pass through other spirits. But the door felt solid
and amoment's reflection told him that even if abody in this place were not solid, it would haveto act as
though it werein order for anything to happen; for as the ancient philosophers have pointed out, there's
no drama unless things can bump into each other. But how, being aetheredl, had they managed to
become solid? Faust decided that it must be because the entities here had taken aformal oath to maintain
solidness despite the comforts of intangibility, and above dl not to melt into each other.

Faust entered the Witches Kitchen and saw awhole host of small demons of not very frightening aspect
attending to agroup of patronswho sat in chairs with striped sheets over their bodies. It ssemed to bea
beauty sdon of some kind. These demons were evidently barbers, or surgeons, for not only did they cut
hair, they also scalloped away fat from obese bdlies, trimmed beef from sausagelike thighs, and added
strands of glistening red muscle to wasted arms and shrunken calves. They scrubbed dirt off the body
and sandpapered blemishes out of the skin. Under their skilled claws, faces were reconstructed, the
devilsutilizing gobs of dl-purpose flesh that they kept in vats beside their barber chairs.

In amoment, however, it became obvious that the demons were mere assistants. Walking among them,
supervising, and themselves performing the more delicate bits of reconstruction, were adozen or so
witches. They dl wore the same ragged, rusty garments, and they had high peaked hats perched on their
narrow heads, hats whose brims doped uncannily over their glittering eyes. And they dl had high lace-up
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boots around their skinny shanks, and most of them had a baleful black cat perched on a knobby
shoulder.

"Wdl, what's this?' said a senior witch, whose rank could betold by the black crepe rose she wore
pinned to her hat. "Are you the basic material package we requested? Step over here, dearie, and welll
have you dismembered in notime."

"I am nobody's package," Faust said proudly. "I am Johann Faugt, adoctor of the Earth Realm.”
"It seemsto mewe just had a person of that name passing through here,” the witch said.

"Was he accompanied by atal, skinny demon named Mephistopheles?’

"Why, yes, he was, though he wasn't skinny to my tastes.”

"That man with him was not Faust! He was an impostor! | am Faust!"

The witch looked at him levelly. "'l thought he was young to be alearned doctor! Do you have any
identification?'

Faust rummaged through hiswallet (which had been transported and spiritualized but otherwise was the
same as back on Earth) and found an honorary sheriff-ship from the town of Lublin, avoter'sregistration
shard from Paris, and asilver commemorative medal awarded to him at the Great Fair of Thaumaturgy
that had taken place two years past in Prague.

"Well then, you are Faugt," thewitch said. "And that other fellow deceived me, and Mephistopheles, too,
unless| missmy guess. It'stoo had. We gave him such anice rejuvenation. Y ou would have wept to see
how beautiful we made him."

"It waswrongly done!" Faust cried, gnashing histeeth. "Now you must do the same for me!”

"That will not be possible,”" thewitch said. "We dready used up most of the dlotment for that
rgjuvenation. Still, let's see what we can do.”

She guided Faust to achair. There she called over one of her demon assistants, and the two conferred in
low voices.

"Thetroubleis" the demon said, "we used up dmogt dl the longevity serum on the other fellow.”
"Strain out the dregs and use them. They're better than nothing.”

"But hisfeatures!" The demon tilted Faust's head to one side and then to the other. His eyes, hard as
agates, studied Faust's features and showed no sign of being impressed. "Lacking a beauty pack, what
can | do with thisgross, long-nosed, sunken-cheeked, thin-lipped, and ill-formed visage?"

"Hey!" Faudt cried. "1 didn't come hereto be insulted!”

"Shut up,” said the demon. "I'm the doctor here, not you.” Turning to the witch, he said, "We could build
up his physique, not to superhuman powers, of course, since that preparation hasn't come through, but to
arespectable degree.”

"Do what you can," said the witch.

The demon worked swiftly and with an elan that frightened Faust until he perceived that the demon's
minigtrations didn't hurt. Then he relaxed in the chair while the demon, humming monotonoudy to himself,



plucked away some of the more pendul ous portions of Faust's anatomy and molded fresh flesh in their
place, holding the strips of dripping skinin place until they had hardened to the bone. Lastly heran
strands of nerve and muscle and sinew 'into the appropriate places so that Faust could smile or grimace
or move hislimbs, and fixed them in place with smal applications of Universd Fastener.

Hefinished, trimmed off the fina odds and ends, stepped back to study the result, and nodded sagely to
himsdlf, saying, "Better than | expected, given the materias | had to work with." Then he brushed Faust
off, whisked off the striped sheet, and bade him look at himsdlf in one of thetall wall mirrors.

Faust beheld in the glass aman rather more robust than he remembered himself. His skin had lost the
waxy whiteness of old age and had taken on the ruddy hue of the middle years. His eyesight was
improved, too, aswell as his hearing. Hisfeatures were gtill recognizably his own, but the demon had
fined down his rather peremptory nose, brought out his chin a bit, and taken away hisdewlaps. All indl
he was a better-looking man than before, though he was till not likely to win one of the male beauty
contests that were held secretly in some parts of Italy.

"It's better,” Faust admitted, studying himsdf in the mirror, "but it's ill not good enough. It ismy right to
have thefull rguvenation trestment!”

The demon shrugged and turned away. Thewitch said, "L et us not speak of rights. We gave you this
much out of the goodness of our hearts. Never say that witchesare al bad! For the full works, you will
have to get arequisition dip signed by Mephistopheles himself, or one of the other great princes of Light
or Dark. Only then can we requisition the materials from Centra Supply.”

"I'll get that,” Faust said, "and alot else besides. Where did Mephistopheles say he was going next?’
"Hedidnt mentionittous.

"Inwhat direction did he decamp?’

"Straight up intheair, in acloud of fire and smoke, asishiswont."

Faust knew that he could not do that. His Transportation Spell wastoo limited. It had brought him to this
place, but it had not the power to carry him further. He would have to return to Earth and make his plans.

CHAPTERS8

| t was a disconsol ate Faust who remateriaized inside the pentagram chalked on the floor of his
chambers. Coming from the workmanlike bustle of the Witches Kitchen, his own quarters struck him as
unbearably shabby and forlorn. That damned servant girl hadn't even dusted his skeleton! And his cloaks
were gtill mud-caked from the spring rains. There were going to be some changes around here, he
decided. He gnashed histeeth.

Thiswaswhat came of being niceto people: impostors without even a casua knowledge of achemy
thought they could comein and steal your long-awaited pact with the devil. Like hell they could! HEd
show them!
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Meanwhile, there was his rgjuvenation to consider. He noticed that he seemed to have alot more energy
than before. Hisirascible nature, which had begun to soften with age, returned now with arush. Damniit,
he was Faust! He was strong! And he was hungry!

He turned to his pantry. There on the top shelf was hisbow! of porridge, agoodly lot of it left over from
last night's cooking. He stirred it with hislong spoon. It had lumpsin it, and was the color of corpsefat.
His newly rguvenated digestion told him he couldn't tolerate that stuff any longer. Especialy now that the
witch at the Witches Kitchen had thoughtfully given him afine set of teeth, as good as new except for a
chipintheleft incisor. He didn't want porridge! He wanted meat! And revenge, revenge!

Without further ado he left hisroom, went down the stairs, and out into the street. It was evening now, a
blue and ddlightful evening, fit consort of the fabulous Easter day. Faust paid it no heed. He had better
thingsto do than sing strophes to the weather! He crossed the street and clumped into the tavern he
frequented.

"Landlord!" hecried. "I'll have adice of your roast suckling pig, and don't be stingy with the crackling!”

Thelandlord was surprised to see this sudden change of humor in the usually sober and moraose-sounding
Faust. But he merely enquired, "Barley and groats on the side, ir?”

"No groats, damnit, I'll have afull serving of Polish fried potatoesinstead. And have the serving wench
fetch me apitcher of decent wine, not that wretched, thin Polack red.”

"Tokay okay?'
"Y es, and Rhine'sfine, too, just hurry up and bring it.”

Faust took atable apart from the common customers, for he wanted to think. The tavern was shadowy,
with asmdl firein the big hearth. There were talow wicks burning on awagon whed overhead. It
rocked ever o dightly from itslong chains set into the celling beam due to the draft that blew in through
theill-made door. A serving girl brought hiswine, and Faust quaffed haf a pint without looking up. The
girl soon regppeared with hisdice of pork on awooden trencher, with an oily heap of Polish fried
potatoes on the side, and even alittle plate of spiced red cabbage. Faust's ssomach would have rebelled
at such fareaday ago, but now it suited himto aT. So did the serving girl, who had bent low to put
down the trencher, revealing a bounteous bosom beneath her embroidered off-the-shoulder white
peasant’'s blouse. She straightened, pushing back the lustrous chestnut hair that framed her oval facein
comely waves, and cascaded along her neck and plump shoulders. Faust, who had thought such interests
were|long behind him, looked up and blinked, reacted, and then found histongue.

"Y ou must be new around here," he said. "I don't remember seeing you before, and | would if | had.”

"Thisismy first day on thejob," the girl said, smiling with sulky and provocative beauty. "My nameis
Marguerite, and | come from Mecklenburg where | was agoosegirl until the armies of Gustavus
Adolphus and hiswild Swedes came down from the north bringing fire and rapine and causing meto flee
to the east to avoid what proved to be not inevitable after all.”

Faust nodded, enthralled by her idle prattle, enchanted by her womanly charms—afascination
rejuvenated along with the Test of him.

"l am Dr. Johann Faugt," he said. Y ou may have heard of me."

"Indeed | have, Sir,” Marguerite said. For in those days a chemists were among the star acts on the
entertainment circuit and aredly successful onelike Faust could expect to be known far and wide. "Are



you redly master of those artsthat call up precious stones and custom-designed clothing?

Faust was about to reply when avoice from anearby table called out, "Can't we get any service here?
Our winejug isempty! Rhineisfine, Tokay isokay, but just bring something in ahurry!”

"I must depart,” Marguerite sad, "to serve wine among swine."

"Why don't you come around to my placethisevening?' Faust asked. "Well divert ourselves by playing
around with aspdl or two."

"Ddighted," Marguerite said. "I'm off at eight. Till then, hasta la vista." Surprisng him with her
unexpected gift of languages, she hurried away to serve the other customers.

CHAPTER9

Faust finished his meal and returned home. Before Marguerite's arrival, he took the opportunity of
gprucing up his chambers. He carried to the back door the trash from the last week's experiments—dead
catsthat he had been trying to get to dance for him, old borscht and porridge containers from his most
recent take-out meals, and abig pile of scholar's gray gownsthat the servant had been supposed to wash
and press. He pulled back heavy curtains al the way, opened shutters, and gave the place agood airing.
Women, not being scholars themsalves, cared about such things. When he had the room to his
satisfaction he burned some frankincense in a copper basin, filling the air with pungent sweetness. Then
he heated water and, stripping off dl his clothes, scrubbed himsdlf thoroughly. He felt alittle foolish doing
it, but what the hell, it was spring and he needed a cleaning anyhow after the long winter's funk. He put
on afresh gown and combed his hair, which had become wiry and unruly since hisrguvenation at the
Witches Kitchen. An unaccustomed yet familiar excitement suffused his newly young body. He couldn't
remember how long it had been since held had a date.

Marguerite cameto him shortly after eight, a the time of deep blue twilight, and her entrance into Faust's
chambers seemed to be accompanied by a pink spotlight that hovered around her as she darted here and
there, exclaming over hisachemica equipment, gazing with wonder at his books and manuscripts, and,
with her womanly and sweet-smelling presence, Soreading an air of genera well-being withdl.

Faust's good spirits were tempered only by his sense of loss and outrage at the crimina carel essness of
theinferna powers. Mephistophe es had apparently not even asked the impostor for any identification!
He had just taken him at hisword! 1t was outrageous.

A littlelater, Faust found himsdlf telling the story of his grievancesto Marguerite asthey lay nicely curled
together in his narrow scholar's bed, with aflagon of barley wine close to hand to stimulate merriment
and amorousness. Marguerite was sympathetic to histale, though her mind tended to race off on tangents
of itsown.

"What awonder it would be," she said, "if you could regain the riches that Mephistopheles was no doulbt
going to offer you. For then, if you had agirlfriend, you could shower her with largesse and other fine
gifts, and her appreciation of these thingswould bring you much pleasure.”
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"l supposethat'strue,” Faust said, "though | never before thought of it that way. But speaking of gifts,
have you ever seen thisone?' And he took a copper ring and spun it in the air and muttered certain
words and the ring came down shining with the white fire of adiamond, though it was only azircon in this
case, the spell being aminor one. Marguerite was delighted, and athough the ring was alittle big for her
small hand, declared that she knew ajeweder who would sizeit for asmile. And did Faust happen to
have any other tricks like that? Faust obliged by turning a bunch of dried hollyhocks into abouquet of
roses with the dew fresh on them, and Marguerite said that was a good one, too, but did he have any
more of the jewery ones, which especidly captured her fancy? Faust had severd, and showered her with
pins and brooches of showy workmanship but no great value, since thereisalimit to what even so great
amagician as Faust can do while lying in bed in astate of tumescence, with his head on awoman's soft
bosom.

Still, heroused himself and, remembering atrick attributed to Albertus Magnus when he was touring the
Levantine circuit, took one of the roses he had conjured, made several passes over it, muttered an
Etruscan spell he had picked up in Naples, and produced avery showy bit of turquoise set in agterling
slver locket.

"That'samazing!" Marguerite cried. "How do you do that?'
Faudt rippled hisfingers. "It'sdl in the hands. And in the know-how, of course.”

"If you can turn out stuff like that,"” Marguerite said, "you could be rich. Why do you livelike this?' Her
gesture embraced the chamber that, though sufficient for Faust's needs, did nothing to enhance the
reputation of hisinterior decorator.

"I've never wanted riches," Faust told her. "My treasure was knowledge, and | sought the Philosopher's
Stone, which iswisdom, not gold as the unenlightened believe."

"l understand that," Marguerite said, "But what's the payoff?'

"l beg your pardon?'

"Well, people dways do one thing in order to get another. Haven't you noticed? They raise grain because
they want to eat bread. They march to war because they want peace. They murder in order to save lives.
It'sawaysthe other thing they're doing it for, the other thing which isthe payoff."

"Blessyou, my child," Faust said, "in your untutored way and al unwittingly you have raised a question of
rather interesting philosophica implications. Y ou are asking, what isthe goa or purpose of my quest for
wisdom?'

"You say it sowell," Marguerite said.

Faust smiled. "Knowledge, wisdom, these are goals in themsalves and require no 'payoff,’ asyou
pungently but delightfully put .it."

"Inthat case, why are you so angry at thisimpostor you told me about? His taking your reward doesn't
hinder your pursuit of knowledge."

"Hmm," said Faus.
"What were you going to do,” Marguerite asked, "when you became as wise as you needed to be?"

"Becomewiser ill."



"And when you had al of it you could have?"

Faust mused for amoment, then said, "When you have dl the wisdom you need, then you are ready to
enjoy the pleasures of the senses, those involved in eating, bathing, deeping, going to the bathroom,
making love, watching sunsets, and so on. But we philosophers hold those things to be merest dross.™

"Drossor not," Marguerite said, "after you've got wisdom, what other payoff can they give you? Body
and spirit, Dr. Faust. When you're through feeding the one, it'stime to feed the other.”

"Thereisrdigion, of course" Faust said. "It isthought highly of asan end initself. Not for me, of course;
accepting what is handed down, dogma, that which istraditiona and generaly accepted without question,
interferes with the spirit of free enquiry that Faust stands for, and which tellshim to follow hisown
judgment and the dictates of hisreason, not what some supergtitious priest may have said to him.”

So intoxicated with hiswords was he that Faust jumped out of bed and, wrapping himsdlf in along cloak,
proceeded to walk up and down the room, reasoning aloud.

"It isthe perfection of the moment that a philosopher seeks, if truth be told. He wantsto come acrossa
moment so perfect that he would say toit, Stay alittle longer, O precious moment. If someone could
provide me with that, that man or demon could have my soul. It was probably some such matter that
Mephistopheles cameto talk to me about. He came here with some kind of offer. And it involved great
things, because why else would M ephistopheles cause me, or rather, the impostor me, to be rejuvenated
at the beginning of it? Damn it, he's going to show that man the wonders of the worlds, both visble and
invisble, and probably give him plenty of luxury to walow in, too, because that's the sort of thing devils
do, not redlizing, apparently, that it takes far |ess than a seductive woman to entice aman from the true
path of virtue. Usually temptation is easy; you just have to make the merest suggestion and the sinner will
runto hissin. But | digress. He'staken dl that from me! For thiswas the grandeur of Faust, that he knew
that someday he would be discovered in abig way. Do you understand, Marguerite? It was a chance to
play the big time, and it will not come again.”

"Y ou can't let them get away with that!" Marguerite cried.

"I shal not!" cried Faust, and then, in alower voice, "But what can | do? Mephistopheles and the
impostor could be anywhere!”

Just then the bells of the churches of the city began to toll for the evening service. Their great brazen
tones and quivering and long-resonating reverberations and their little rippling evanescent overtones
vibrated in the deep labyrinths of Faust's ear, bearing with them amessage of import, if only he could
decipher it...

Easter services. Celebrated on Earth and in Heaven. And among the Powers of Darkness, it wasthetime
of the great anti-Easter Sabbat. ..

And that, of course, was where he'd find them, Mephistophel es and the impostor!
"I know where they must be!" Faust cried. "I shdl go after them and pursue my destiny!”
"How wonderful!" Marguerite said. "Ah, if only | could share sometiny part of that destiny with you!™

"And so you shdl!" Faudt cried. "Y ou, Marguerite, shal accompany me and help me on thismission, and
sharein my reward!"

"That'sjust what I'd like," Marguerite said. "But alas, Sir, | am but agoosegirl who was only recently
made serving wench. | know no achemy.”



"Y ou don't need achemy to run my errandsto the pharmacy,” Faust said. He pulled on his scholar's
gown. "Come, get dressed, let's begin!™

CHAPTER 10

And so Faust embarked on afrenzy of preparation. First he needed alist. Sitting down at his desk, and
dipping hisquill in theinkwell, he wrote down dl the items he would need to produce aredly first-rate
Traveling Spell. Then he sat back in dismay. It would take him months, years, to assemble the ingredients
he required for aspell of sufficient power to take him to the Witches Sabbat and wherever e se he might
want to go after that. He had to take Marguerite into consideration, too, for he meant to take her ong.
The trouble was, there was no time to acquire this stuff by lega means. But he had to haveit, esethe
Faust story, the great story of human ability and crestivity againgt Otherworldly machinations, would
never betoy.

It seemed to Faust that if he wanted to win his point, it wastime to consider desperate expedients, even if
they were not entirely legd. If, in thelong history of argumentation, the ends have ever judtified the
means, thiswas one of thosetimes.

Then, abruptly, he knew what he had to do. He rose and picked up a packet of achemist'stools that
sometimes came in handy when Unlocking Spells weren't working. He also took a sack of Spanish wine,
for he might need some fortifying before the end of this enterprise.

"Come," he said to Marguerite, "weve got work to do."

The Jagiellonian Museum, agreat mass of gray stone set by itself in the Parque of the Belvederejust to
theright of St. Rudolph's Gate stood dark and deserted. Marguerite stood by as Faust muttered an
Unlocking Spell at thetall bronze doors of the front entrance. As he had feared, something was off
tonight. Sometimes awrong intonation will throw off aspell entirely, to the extent that wizards and
magicianswith head colds frequently have to desist lest they cal up their own destruction through the
production of a snuffling sound in the wrong place. Whatever waswrong, it didn't matter, for Faust had
come prepared. Taking out his packet of little instruments, Faust made short work of the lock, and,
taking aswig of winefor courage, pushed open the door enough to let him and Marguerite dip through.

They werein the museum's great central hall, but the exhibits were swathed in gloom. The darknesswas
relieved only to aminor extent by the great windows set dantwise in the doping roof that permitted errant
rays of moonlight to enter. But he knew this place well enough to pull Marguerite dong—she was
gawking at the tableauix of ancient Polish kings—until the corridor ended in astone wall.

"What now?" she asked.
"Watch. I'll show you something about the Jagiellonian most people don't know.”

Hefdt dong thewal until hisfingers encountered afamiliar indentation. He pressed it in acertain way.
With alow rumble a section of wall rolled back on well-baanced hinges, reveding anarrow passage
ahead.
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"Where doesthislead?' Marguerite asked.

"To the Closed Chamber, the museum's Unholy of Unholies, long proscribed by the Church, the secret
museum of mystica objectsfrom earliest times."

Heled her down the passageway. It took them to alofty room crowded with exhibit tables. In this place
even Faust wasin awe, for it was said that this chamber had existed long before Europe had reached its
present tate of civilization. Faust and Marguerite tiptoed down the aides, and saw mystical copper rings
from Ur of the Chaldeans, bronze divining ringsfrom Tyre, sacrificid flint knivesfrom Judaea, multiuse
Egyptian wish-granting scarabs, sickle-bladed sacrificid knives of the rainbow-worshiping Cets, and
more modern objects, such asthe brazen head of Roger Bacon, Raymond L ull's machine of universa
knowledge said to be useful for converting the hesthen, several of Giovanni Battista Vico's Sealsand
Shadows in easy-to-interpret form, and much else besides.

"Thisismorelikeit," Faust said. Already hisarmswerefull of magica objects.
"They'll hang you for thid" Marguerite said.

"They'll haveto catch mefirgt," Faust replied. "That'sthe origind Mantle of Turin over there. | wonder if
we should take it."

"I've got abad feding about this," Marguerite said, draping it over her shoulders nonetheless.

Just then there was a clang of metd from the door by which they had entered, and there was the loud
stomping noise of metal-toed shoes of the sort guards wear to prevent enraged criminas from stamping
on their toes.

"They have usl" Marguerite cried. "Thereés no way out!"

"Watch this" Faust said, and put the objects he had taken in a certain order. He waved his hands, words
issued from hislips, words which must never be repeated lest they upset the natura order of things.
Marguerite'slips parted in wonder as she saw animbus of glory arise from the objects and engulf first
Faudt, dtill holding his sack of wine, and then hersdlf.

And s0, when the guard arrived, out of breath and with pikes at the ready, trotting into the Closed
Chamber, there was no oneto arrest.

CHAPTER 11

Faust and M arguerite, somewhat windblown from their flight through the aether, arrived at the dank
meadow outside of Rome where the great Witches Sabbat was customarily held. The meadow lay
between two mountains with heads like gargoyles. One rim of the great swollen red setting sun reveded
that quite a celebration had been held here not very long ago. But now the party was definitely over.
Empty wine sacks and paper hats were strewn dl over. The orchestra players were putting away their
instruments and getting ready to return to Budapest. The huge raised atar at the center of the meadow
was piled high with sacrifices. But the worshipers had |eft, and demon servitors were cutting up the mesat
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to distribute to the evil poor, for the poor are dways with us, on Earth, above, and below.

Faust and Marguerite descended to the great grassy space where the service had been held. Faust could
have cried from sheer frustration. Again, too late! To have come so far, at such great |abor, and for
nothing! But he quickly pulled himself together and sternly advised himsdlf not to give way to despair.
Perhaps something could yet be salvaged.

He approached one of the workers, a bearded dwarf with sumpy legs cross-gartered with strips of
leather, wearing ahorned stedl cap of Norse design, and with a spade fastened to allittle knapsack at his
back.

"How isit going?' Faust asked.

"Quite poorly,” the dwarf said. "This demon grabbed me and my friendsto clean up after this Sabbat, but
demons never pay enough, and they never leave anything to drink.”

"Drink?" Faust raised the sack of Spanish wine that he had managed to cling to since leaving the Closed
Chamber of the Jagidlonian. "I could perhaps offer you some drink.”

"Very kind of you, sir! My nameis Rognir and | am a your service." He reached for the wine sack, but
Faust drew it back out of his grasp.

"Not so fast! There's something you can give mein exchange.”
"l knew it wastoo good to betrue,” Rognir said. "What do you want?"
"Information,” Faust said.

Rognir, whose heavy wrinkled face had been knotting into ascowl, now raised hisbrows and smiled.
"Information, sir? Aye, you can have dl the information you want. | thought you wanted jewels. Whom
do you want meto betray?'

"It'snothing so dramatic,” Faust said. "1 merely seek to find two individuals who were here at this Sabbat.
Onewasatal, ydlow-haired human, the other a black-haired devil named Mephistopheles.”

"Y esindeed, they were here," Rognir said. "Laughing and carrying on they were. Y ou'd think they'd
never been to aWitches Sabbat before.”

"Where did they go?' Faust asked.

"That's the sort of thing no onetellsadwarf,” Rognir said. "But ook you, sir, | have a parchment that
Mephistopheles wrote and gave to that red-haired demon over there.”

The red-haired demon to whom he dluded was none other than Azzie Elbub, the dapper, fox-faced
demon who had Set the previous Millennid contest on behalf of Darkness, but whose creation, Prince
Charming, had come to such an equivocal ending that Necessity, who had judged the contest, declared it
apush. Thisfound no favor in the eyes of the Lords of Darkness, who had looked forward to victory and
the right to rule mankind's destiny for the next thousand years. And so Azzie had not been consulted in
the matter thistime, the choices being left solely with Mephistopheles and the Archangdl Michad!.

Faust asked, "This demon, he just handed you the parchment?

"Not exactly,” Rognir said. "He crumpled it up and threw it away angrily as Mephistophelesand his
rgjuvenated friend vanished in acloud of smoke and fire."



"Give methe paper!”
"Give methe sack!"

They glared at each other, then cautioudy exchanged objects. While Rognir was drinking, Faust |ooked
at the parchment and saw alist of places and dates. He knew some of the places: Paris, for example. But
not London or the court of the Great Khan in Peking. And thetimeswere dl different, some of themin
the past, some in the future. One thing stood out, however. The first place on the list was Congtantinople,
and the date was 1210. Faust remembered from his history that that was the time of the ill-fated Fourth
Crusade. That, obvioudy, would be thefirgt of the Situations he had overheard Mephistopheles mention
to Mack.

While hewas puzzling over thislist, avoice at hisleft shoulder said, ™Y ou were talking about me, |
bdieve"

Faust looked up and saw Azzie, the demon to whom Rognir had been aluding, standing beside him.
"How could you overhear me?' Faust said. "I spokein awhisper.”

"Demons aways know when someone is talking about them. Y ou're wondering about that parchment? I'll
tell you. Mephistopheles has been put in charge of the Millennid gamesthat will decide the destiny of
mankind for the next thousand years. They chose him rather than me. And me atwo-time winner! Heand
Michadl have agreed that M ephistophdeswill put Faust into five stuations, and the choices he makes will
be judged as to Goodness or Badness, outcome, and motive, by Necessity, whom we know as
Ananke."

"But | am Faust!" Faudt cried. "Mephistopheles has gotten .the wrong man!™

Azzie eyed him. His bright fox eyes narrowed, and his ruddy demon's body took on atension that a
skilled observer, had one been present, might have found significant.

"Y ou are the learned doctor?"

"Yed | am! | am!™ Marguerite tugged at his deeve so ingstently that Faust added, "And thisis
Marguerite, my friend.”

Azzie acknowledged her with anod, then turned to Faudt. "Thisisavery interesting turn of events.”

"Not for me," Faust said. "'l just want to seejustice done. It's me that Mephistopheleswanted in this
contest. | want my rightful place! Will you hep me?!

Azzie paced up and down the trodden grass of the meadow, thinking. He harnessed his usua impatience,
because there were many anglesto consder here, and he needed more information before he took any
action a al. But unless he missed his guess, this could be atime of opportunity for him.

"I'll get back to you later onthat,” Azzie said.
"Givemeapiece of advice, at least! Tell mewhereto go next to find them."

"All right," Azziesaid. "My adviceisthat if you intend to pursue M ephistopheles and the impostor, you

will need to travel in time, and to do that, you must visit Charon and make arrangements for passage on
hisboat." Thanks!" Faust cried. And picking up the chestnut-haired girl and invoking the second pan of
the spell which he had concocted in the Closed Chamber of the Jagidlonian, Faust vanished into the air.



CHAPTER 12

A zzie watched Faust leave, noti ng how well the human did hisvanishing. It wasacrigp and definite
disappearance, here one moment, gone the next, no doppy edges or bleeding colors as less skilled
enchanters were wont to leave. The fellow handled magic well for amortal. Of course, he was Faust, and
that made a difference. Even Azzie had heard of Faust.

It was just past midnight. The cleanup crews had finished with the meadow where the Sabbat had taken
place. The sanitation team was just stexilizing the places where unclean beasts had burrowed. Spiritud
ecologists were repairing the damage done to trees by lightning and hellfire, planting new grasson the
trampled sward, and purifying the soil of the baleful eementsthat had been spilled on it during the night's
merriment.

"That'sthelot of it," the dwarf foreman, Rognir, said. "More swill than last year."
"Yes, it was pretty good,” Azzie said, hiseyesindicating distance and absorption.

"Can wego now?" asked Rognir. He was annoyed. He redlly hadn't wanted thisjob. Before running into
Azzie, he had been walking along one of the dwarves underground paths, humming to himsdlf, intent on
getting to the Uppsala Dwarveria Jamboree, which was being held under Montpdllier thisyear. It wasthe
greatest holiday of the dwarf year, a chance to show off minor variaionsin the ancient dances and sing
new accompanimentsto old songs, for the dwarveslike their artstraditional. Dwarves didn't much like
new things, because they figured they wouldn't last. They liked to revamp old things, adding aword here
or astep there. Rognir had been practicing with some members of hisklutch for severa monthson a
variaion on thetarantela. (A klutch of dwarvesisafriendship group of between five and seventeen
individuas. For dwarves, the klutch takes the place of family, and ensures that everyone takesaturn
buying the drinks.) Rognir had planned to meet the rest of hisklutch under Montpdllier. He had been
hurrying dong, late as usud, when suddenly Azzie had come stamping through the tunnel and had spotted
him.

"Hello!" Azzie had said. "'l know you, don't 17

"We met once before" Rognir said, recognizing the demon. ™Y ou were going to invest my treasure.
Whereismy treasure, by the way?"

"QOut earning money for you," Azzie said. "Don't worry about it, you've dready gotten the profit,
remember?’ He put an arm around Rognir's shoulder in what passed for afriendly manner. "Y ou aren't
doing anything right now, are you?"

"I've got an gppointment,” Rognir had said.
"It canwalit,” Azziesaid. "l need you to clean up after this Witches Sabbat. It won't take you long.”
"Why don't you doit yoursdf?"

"I've been appointed overseer, not laborer,” Azzie said. "Come on now, be agood fellow.”
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Rognir was going to refuse, but it is difficult to refuse a demon in arace-to-race confrontation. Demons
are far more fearsome than dwarves, who aren't fearsome at al, though they can scowl terribly.

The antagonism between dwarves and demons goes far back in history, because from timeimmemorid
demons and dwarves have shared the same underground territory, but never as equas. The demons have
aways set themsalves up asrulers. It has never occurred to them that they should be anything else buit.
The dwarvesfound that they were always being ruled by demons. They couldn't impaose their own
leaders on anyone, for not even adwarf iswilling much of the time to follow another dwarf. They thought
of rebelling but finally obeyed because dwarves are greet sticklersfor tradition, even in matters of being
ruled by strangers. They loveritua, and doing everything just asit had been done before, back a some
probably mythica time when people knew how to do these things better. The demons, on the other hand,
were innovators. And they were maddeningly supercilious. And palitica. Whereas the dwarves didn't like
politics. They tried to avoid the entanglements the demons seemed to thrive on. They went underground
S0 asto stay out of everybody's way, and a so because of the precious metals to be found down there.
Whereas the demons like to live on the surface of the Earth, and in the Spiritual Realm. The dwarves
didn't much like elther. Although they knew about the Spiritua Realm, and walked init fromtimetotime
when they needed to, they didn't like spiritud stuff. They had their own idea of what thingswereal

about, and their ideawas entirely materid. It aso involved only dwarves, so it couldn't realy be
consdered auniversal overview. But there they werein auniversefilled with humans and demons. So
they decided the hdll with it and took to the underground, the last grest frontier, as one of their sages put
it, where they sought to livein peace, just them and their precious metals and their herds of sheep and
their shaggy little ponies. But the demons could move around underground, too, and they never
recognized the separate integrity of the dwarves territories. Underground was just abig ball of dirt asfar
as demons were concerned, and nobody owned it.

"What about my pay?' Rognir said.

Azziesad, "Y our payment in the usud form of bags of coined silver has been deposited to your account
inthe Hellgate Savings & Loan."

"But that'sway down in Hell!" Rognir said. "We dwarves never go there!”
"You'l haveto go therethistime, if you want to get paid.”

"When we do go there, they give us the runaround and ask for identification. They don't seemto redize
that dwarves don't have driving licenses."

"Quit bellyaching," Azzie sad in the bullying, threatening tone that was naturd for him.
"And nobody gave uswine, or dinner,” Rognir said in awhining voice.
"Buy your own! That'swhat currency isfor!"

Rognir scurried away, and, assembling hisfellow dwarves, al of whom were complaining to each other
about the working conditions and the lack of wine, uncovered the burrow by which they had cometo this
place. Dwarves dways traveled underground, cutting new tunnels when old ones didn't exist. It wasalot
of work and sometimesit hardly seemed worth their trouble, since there were highways and byways on
the surface of the world connecting everything to everything else. But dwarves are traditionalists, the old
ways are best, and at least underground you know where you are. They disappeared into their hole and
the last oneto go st in place the grassy cover. Now the meadow had its usua mundane and somewhat
bedraggled gppearance and Azzie could leave aswell.

Y et the fox-faced demon hesitated, till thinking about the two Fausts. What was going on? It seemed



that Mephistopheles, on behdf of the Millenniad Planning Committee, and with Michael's gpprova, had
given Faust an itinerary of places where he wasto influence human destiny at momentsvita to theworld's
future history. Faust had accepted. Presumably he and Mephistophel es were going to the starting line
now, SO to speak, to begin the contest. But the person who would be doing al thiswasn't Faust &t all. He
was an impogtor, and Mephistopheles didn't seem to know anything about it. Curious.

Weasit the sort of smple, unpredictable happenstance that can befdl the most evil of usaswell asthe
most virtuous? Or might there be adeeper planin al this?

Azziewasin anirritated mood. Although he had a reputation as a good-natured demon, recent events
had soured hisusudly sunny nature. Being passed over for setting up the current Millennid contest hadn't
done hisdisposition any good. It till irked him to think that the Lords of Darkness had picked
Mephistopheles, asilly devil if there ever was one, to do what Azzie had done so well before. And

M ephistopheles was dready parading around with the wrong man!

What results would thisimposture have on the contest? Whose side would benefit from getting theredl
Faust out of the game? And, most important of al, who was behind al this? For the more Azzie thought
about it, the more it seemed certain that someone had to be planning this. Conspiracy theories are one of
the foremost intellectual achievements of Hell, and Azzie was an orthodox believer in that respect, though
on other matters he had his differences from received opinion.

Y es, somebody was planning something... deep! And he could find out what it was and useit to
advance his own cause!

As soon as heredlized this, Azzi€'s foul mood fell away and he became positively cheerful. Because if
there is one thing that makes ademon fed good, it is exposing acongpiracy plot and proving himsdlf
smarter than anyone dse.

Azzie welcomed the opportunity. He had been underemployed of late. Since held been expecting to be
chosen to set up the contest he hadn't set up anything esefor himsdlf in the way of interesting work. This
would do nicdly. And he had a pretty shrewd ideawhere to begin.

Cadting alast look at the Site of the Witches Sabbat, and finding it up to standard, herose into the air,
spinning like afiery whirligig, and then streaked off like arocket, casting brilliant red and white spots. Let
amortd try that for an exit!

CHAPTER 13

His flight (conducted more soberly once he wasin the agther) took him to the familiar regions of South

Héll, where the Office of Inferna Records was located. These records were not open to the generd
hellish population, but Azzie knew away by which he might get alook at them.

Avoiding the great gray Records Building with its ranks of damned soulstapping at computers,

condemned to an eternity of mind-boggling boredom, but alowed an occasiond cigarette break, snce
Dark is prepared to be lenient as long as you want to indulge in something harmful, he went to thellittle
rustic tavern behind Records and dightly to itsright. From here he telephoned Winifred Feyye, a pretty
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littleimp of his acquaintance, who was afloor manager in the Protocols Divison.

"Hey, baby, how you doin?" Azzieinquired in the breezy stylethat Winnie liked.

"Azzie! It's been ages since I've heard from you!"

"Y ou know how it is, baby. If you redly want to do bad in thisuniverse, it'safull-timejob."

Now they sat in a comfortable booth in the corner and the tavern keeper served drinks, astinger for
Winnie, adevil'sstirrup cup for Azzie. In that relaxing atmosphere they chatted for awhile about mutual
acquaintances. old Foxworthy, who was now an iron maiden repairman in the Eterna Torture Division,
Miss Muggles, who was still working as a private secretary for Asmodeus; young Silver Foxxe, who was
now ajunior caterer for the do-bad service that supplied Dinnersfor the Damned. A bright fire legped
and cavorted in the fireplace, and ablind gleeman in a corner, singing the tale of Troy to the pluckings of
aharp, added anote both classical and romantic.

"Oh, Azzie" Winnie said, severd drinks|ater, "this has been such fun! | redlly have to go back to work
now. | wish we could do this more often!"

"Metoo," Azzie said. "Who knows, maybeit'll become possible? Winnig, theresalittle favor you could
do for me, if you wouldn't mind. I'm doing an article for the Satanic Times on Protocols and Agreements
between Dark and Light. There's anew onethat hasn't been released to genera circulation yet. It hasto
do with the current Millennia contest.”

"l know just the one you mean,” Winniesaid. "l filed it away only two days ago."
"I'd much appreciate alook at it."

Winnieroseto go. Shewas smal even for animp, and her hair, cut in astylish pixie cut, framed her
heart-shaped face and accentuated her big, dark eyes.

"I'll bring it here on my next break."
"Winnig, you're alove. Hurry back!"

The pretty littleimp departed in aswirl of short skirt and aflash of thigh. Azzie sat and waited in the
tavern asthe dow hours passed. From time to time aworker from the Office of Infernal Affairswould
comeinfor aquick one. Thelighting here was perfectly even: both day and night it wasthe color of a
rainy winter afternoon. A few drops of rain fell from time to time, speckling the tavern's leaded
windowpanes. Azzie found atwo-week-old copy of the Inferna Internal Times, house organ of the
Office of Inferna Affairs. He read without much interest about raffles, apicnic, and the new Inferna
Affarsannex. And he sipped at asuccession of cafes diaboliques, laced with cocaine, which isnot only
lega in Hell, but isrequired in the sacrament to dissolution that the law requires Inferna Office workers
to observe daily. And after awhile, Winnie came scurrying back, her miniskirt delicioudy high on her
grong littlethighs.

"I'vegotit! But | haveto bring it back soon." She handed him athick manilaenvelope.

"I'll just need amoment,” Azzie said. Hetook out the roll of parchments, and, with Winnie holding down
their ends, looked through them. Quickly he found the agreement between Faust and Mephistopheles.

Thebasic termswerelaid out with afussy exactitude that paradoxically seemed to invite quibbling. It
began, "Beit herein agreed that Johann Faust, of various cities of Earth but recently believed to bein
Cracow..." And it spdlled out theterms. "The aforesaid Faust, whether of himsdlf or such that clamshis



name, shal perseverantly go forth..."

Such that claims his name? That sounded like aloopholeto Azzie, away of excusing matters should
thewrong Faust be called up. But if anyone could bein the contest, why put Faust'snameonit at al?

Azzie skipped down to where the contest rules were set forth: This Faust (which Faust? there wasthe
ambiguity again') will present himsdlf for five Stuations, which are further set forth in the codicil. In each
of these he will be given a choice of actions and, with no further coaching, will decide for himsdlf what
courseto take. Thejudging of these eventswill be solely in the hands of Ananke, who will consider them
from the viewpoint of Good and Bad, Light and Dark, or any other paired contraries as may expressto
theweighing of thiscontest. And it isfurthermore stipul ated that this

Faugt will act in this contest of his own free will asthat term is commonly understood..."

Azzie put down the parchments and asked Winnie, "Who drafted this? Surely not the Archangel
Miched?'

"That's exactly who," Winnie said.

"I didn't think he was capable of such quibbling. There are ambiguities here that would delight the
professors a the Ingtitute of Advanced Prevarication.”

"In fact, Michael has been studying casuistry,” Winnie said. "That isthe report we've heard. He clams
that the inability to dissemble convincingly is adisadvantage that Good need no longer labor under.”

"That's quite afine quibble dl by itsdf. Hmm." Azzie looked over the document again. "All thistak in
here about free will... Do you supposeit might be ared herring? And if so, what isit intended to direct
attention away from?"

"l havent aclue,” Winnie said, batting her long lashes a him.

"Perhaps not, my dear.” Herolled up the parchment and returned it to her. "But | know someone who
might."

CHAPTER 14

T he person Azzie had in mind who might know was Lachesis, eldest of the Three Fates, and some say
the wisest. These are the ladies who spin, measure, and cut the thread of human destiny. It isLachesis
who does al the red work, however. Clotho, who spins the thread out of the flax of undifferentiated
being, isachearful old lady whose fingers do the work al by themsalves while shelivesin daydreams of
aformer time. Atropos, who cuts the thread, works entirely under Lachesis directions, snip, snip, cut it
here, dearie, and that one there, another life predestined to go down the drain. Thiswas not very
demanding work and Clotho and Atropos had plenty of time left over for interminable card games and
the serving of the tea and pound cake on which the Fateslived. Only Lachesis needed to use judgment,
determining how long a man should live, and, some say, in what manner he wasto die. Shewas atdl,
grim-faced old lady, related to Necessity by Chaos out of Night, an early Great Mother whom she
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visited on important holidays, pending therest of the time working away at the lengths of flax, examining
ther individud fiberswith indefatigable zed, giving to each man hismoira, his portion of fate.

The Fateswere part of the heritage of the Age of Myth, and some might think they coexisted queerly
with a cosmos that contained Christian angels and medieva demons. These and many other apparent
paradoxes and inconsstencieswere dl explained findly in the Unified Field Theory of Spirit, whose
existence was amatter of faith though no one had actudly seen it.

It was no smdll task to vist the three Weird Sisters, as they were called, though not to their faces, for
they lived in alittle region of their own beyond space and time, a place that was unconnected to anything
el se except through the iron thread of Inexplicable Causdlity. Still, Azziefelt he had to go, because
Laches's, through her connection with Necessity, was reputed to be wise in the ways of the creatures of
Dark and Light and skilled at reading their motivations.

Firgt he went shopping for alittle gift, for Lachesisliked getting presents, and kept them in agreat
storeroom that was attached to the modest Greek temple in which she and the other Fates worked. The
storeroom had been enlarged over and over again, since the presents sent to influence the Fates never
stopped coming. Azziefound ateastrainer in Serling slver, crafted in ancient China, and with thisunder
hisarm, suitably gift wrapped, he made hisway to the little red star on the rim of the region of space
known as the Coal sack, and, taking a deep breath, plunged in.

He waswhirled and tumbled in the turbulence of thisregion, but at last came out at the place he had
intended, arocky meadow, and at the end of it the small brick house where the Three Fates lived, and,
behind it, looming very much larger, the huge Greek temple they had built to house the presents that
generation after generation of mankind sent in hopes of changing their destinies and winning afew more
yearsor daysof life.

"Comeright in, dearie," Lachesis said, pushing open the door. "Atropos, Clotho, look who's come for a
vigt!"

"Why, it'sthat nice young demon, Azzie," Atropos said. Snip, snip went her shears. Cut fragments of
twigted flax floated in the air.

"Takecarel" Lachesis said to Atropos. "Y ou cut off those last livesafull inch below my mark. Every
centimeter isten yearsof lifeto amorta!”

"What doesit matter?' Atropos said. "They'd just waste those yearslike they've wasted dl the others.”

"That'snot the point,” Lachesis said. "Moira, the web of fate, givesthem acertain amount of timeto do
with asthey please. It's not for any god, mortd, or primordid spirit to change that.”

"So I'll give someone ese an extrainch or two," Clotho said defiantly. "It'll dl even out.”

Lachesis shrugged and turned to Azzie. "What can | do? Just last week | caught her tying knotsin the
strands of flax before cutting them. When | asked her abouit it, she said she just wanted to see what
humans thought about having their life-cordstied in knots. And Clotho didn't say athing againgt it! She



doesn't care, either. I've asked Centra Supply to replace Atropos, even if sheisan old friend, but they
tell meit'saCivil Serviceruling, only Atropos can do the job, it wouldn't be traditiona or within labor
regulationsto do otherwise! Asif tradition and labor regulations were everything!”

"Indeed, you have many problemshere” Azziesaid. "1 fed ashamed of coming to bother you with my
own petty concern.”

"Don't you giveit athought,” Lachesissaid. "Theteastrainer islovey, and | know just the placefor it.
Now, what do you have on our mind?"

Azzietold her about the Millennia contest, and the ambiguous wording in the Protocols that had been
drafted by the Archangdl Michad.

"You'reright to distrust Michad," Lachesissaid, "His zed for Good has become o grest of late that he
cares not what he does to win his point. It will get him areprimand one of these days, I'm sure. But in the
meantime he's able to get in his quibble about the uncertain nature of free will and the difficulty of making
ajudgment based upon it. That covers him for the Situations he's going to put Faust into, or, rather, the
false Faust. But | wonder how is Ananke to judge the intentions of he who makes the choices, beset, as
hewill be, by pressures on al sides? It seemsthat she will have to judge by outcomes rather than
intentions. Taking thisinto account, Michael needed a contestant whose choices he could predict.”

"So why not usethered Faust?'

"There are difficulties about the redl Faust,” Laches s said. The various stories we have about him present
no unanimity in their assessment of his character. Heisvarioudy portrayed as amountebank and boagter,
on the one hand, and as a supreme magician and high-leved thinker on the other. Michael knew he would
have no difficulty getting Mephistophel es to accept Faust as a contestant; the problem camein trying to
predict what Faust would do. Whereas Mack the Club was an atogether smpler proposition—afalen
divinity student, living out some hard times, doing some evil deeds, but possessed of an indluctable urge
toward bourgeois propriety; or such at least was the assessment of the Heavenly Investigators who
checked him out surreptitioudy for Michad."

"Areyouteling me" Azzie sad, "that Michad put Mack up to it? Put theideaiin hishead of clubbing
Faust and going to hishouse, knowing that M ephistophel es would be there and would mistake him for
thered thing?'

"Y ou mustn't quote me on this," Lachesissaid, "but that isthe news that reaches me. Many of the
Heavenly Host consider it agood joke on that presumptuous Mephistopheles. It was the angel Babriel
who did the actud dirty work for Michael, appearing to Mack in atavern and suggesting that Mack do it,
and claming that it would redound to his credit as a Good Deed. Mack, to his credit, expostul ated,
saying that it was difficult to justify murder, even for the best cause in theworld. At which Babrid rolled
hiseyesin pious horror and said, "Were not suggesting murder! Not at dl! Not even maiming! Wejust
want you to knock Faust over the head, take his purse, and then take some stuff from his house." Mack
then asked, ‘But wouldn't that be stealing? 'In away,’ Babrid replied. ‘But if you put ten percent of your
receiptsin the poorhouse box, the sin will be rescinded.™

Lachessadmired the teastrainer again, then put it down and said, "That, a least, istheinformation |
have on the matter."

"Thisismod interesting news," Azzie said. "l don't know how to thank you for giving methis
information.”

"l gaveit to you for the common good of dl," Lachesssaid. "We Fates assst neither Dark nor Light. But



it isour bounden duty to expose skulduggery when we seeit, no matter who commitsit and for what
purpose. Thetime may come, Azzie, when | may haveto tell tales on you. Don't hold it againgt me!™

"Indeed | shall not," Azzie said. "He who gets caught deserves discomfiture, that isarulefor dl. | must
away, good mother!"

"What will you do with thisinformation?" Lachess asked.

"I don't know yet," Azziesad. "Firg I'll cherishit for awhile, and gloat over it in my heart, then I'll see
how | can put it to use.”

And with that, he was away.

CHAPTER 15

M arguerite asked, "Whereisthis place?" She rearranged her gown and tried to do something with her
hair, which had been considerably windswept from their recent trip.

They had just come plummeting down out of the blue, arriving near alarge marble building with pillars
stuated on a hilltop. Nearby was an open-air market where small, dusky men sold rugs, cloaks,
tapedtries, and other goods. Behind the market were tents colored brown and dun and black, making the
place look like a Bedouin encampment.

"Where arewe?' Marguerite asked.

"Thisis Athens," Faust told her. "Tha marble building over there isthe Parthenon.”

"And these guys here?' Marguerite asked, indicating the rug sellers.

"Merchants, | suppose,” Faust said.

Marguerite sighed. "Isthisthe glory that was Greece? It's nothing like they taught usin Goose School.”

"Ah, wdl, yourethinking of ancient times" Faust said. "Thisisthe modern age. It's changed abit. And
yet, the Parthenon is dtill here, itstal Doric pillars standing againgt the blue sky like asentind of al that is
good and worthy and beautiful in the world of men.”

"It'svery nice," Marguerite said. "But why did we come here? | thought we were going right to the Styx

"The River Styx happensto run through Greece," Faust said.
"What? Herein Athens?'
"No. Somewherein Greece. | thought I'd better come herefirst and ask directions.”

Marguerite said, "One thing bothers me. We were taught the Styx didn't redly exist. So how can you ask
directionstoit?'
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Faust smiled in a superior way and asked her, "Doesthe Archangel Michael exist?"
"W, of course.”

"And what about the Holy Grail? Doesthat exist?"

"Sothey say," Marguerite said.

"Wl then, believe me, the Styx exidts, too. If oneimaginary thing exigts, then dl imaginary things must
exig."

Marguerite sniffed. "Well, if you say s0."
"Of course | say s0," Faust said. "Who's the autodi dactic thaumaturge around here?"
"Oh, you are, of course," Marguerite said. "Don't mind me."

Faust knew from his old atlases that the River Styx comes to the surface somewherein Greece, before it
continues its downward and roundabout way's through the ages of time and space to the shores of
Tartaros. The atlases said it came out of acavern, issued along adark’ ling plain for awhile, then plunged
into a steep declivity which tended downward into a cavern measureless to man. Thiswas the ancient
classica road to the underworld that Theseus took when he went down to try to steal Helen away from
Achilles. Faust mentioned thisto Marguerite.

"Who isthisHeen?' Marguerite asked.

"A famouslady,” Faust said, "renowned for her beauty, over whom afamous war was waged and agreat
city destroyed.”

"Oh, one of those," Marguerite said. "What do we need with her?

"We probably won't get to meet her. But if we did, she might give us some important clues asto how to
get to Congtantinople in 1210 and displace Mack the Pretender and take our rightful placein whatever is

goingon.”

"So who are you going to ask?' Marguerite said. "The people around here don't look like they know
what city they'rein, far lesshow to find amythica place like the Styx."

"Don't et their look put you off," Faust said. "They just look like that to discourage strangers. | bet any of
them could tell us"

Heled Marguerite toward a group of people who were clustered around a man with a coffee pot. "What
did I tell you?' Faust said to Marguerite. "Coffee! These people aren't so dumb. That stuff isn't even
known yet in the rest of Europe.”

Pressing forward, Faust said, in the mincing Corinthian accent he had picked up in Greek class, "Good
citizens| Can you direct meto the famous River Styx, whose whereabouts is said to be somewherein
Hdlas?'

The men in the coffee-drinking crowd looked at each other, and one said, in abroad Dorian didect, "Alf,
isn't there a Styx over near where your uncles got hisfarm, in Thesprotia?'

"Y ou'rethinking of the Acheron,” Alf said. "That runsinto the Styx near Heraclea Pontica, but it takesits
time about getting there. Meanders, asthey say. But therésamore direct way. Y ou go to Colonus, and
pick up the Cocytus River. Just follow it downstream. It flowsinto the Styx after descending to the



unplumbed caverns of Acherusa”

"That's the best way," another man agreed. "Y ou can't missit. You'll know you'rein the Styx when the
only vegetation on the banksis agphodd and black poplar. Then theriver turns underground and things
get alittle uncanny, and there's no mistaking where you'e at then."

Faust thanked the rustics and moved away with Marguerite. Utilizing his spell, Faust soared north,
following the coagtline of Attica. Marguerite rode on his back, for there was no spdll strong enough to
empower hisarmsto hold her while the wind was buffeting so. Marguerités hair was al in atangle again,
and shefeared that her complexion was getting reddened by constant exposure to the elements. But she
was content, because she was the only girl she knew who had ridden on the air with awizard, and that
was aconsderable digtinction for agirl with so little education.

Faust flew past the city of Corinth, with itshigh citaddl, and dipped over the ruins of Thebes, till much as
Alexander had left them over athousand years ago. The land below became less steep as they continued
toward Thrace. After awhile two broad rivers appeared, and Faust was able to ascertain that one of
them was the Acheron. He put down to the ground immediately.

"Why are we stopping?' Marguerite asked. "Isthisthe Styx?"
"No, thisisthe Acheron, which runsinto the Styx."
"So why can't wefly therest of the way?"

Faust shook his head. He had depleted most of the puissance of his Traveling Spell by so much use, and
it would need time to recharge. A few hundred yards away, on the riverbank, there was adilapidated old
farm, and there was an open punt tied to its dock. The area seemed deserted, so Faust untied thelittle
boat, and, putting Marguerite in the bow and himself taking the stern, proceeded downstream toward the

Syx.

CHAPTER 16

Their punt drifted like adream on the slow-moving river. This, he knew, had to be Phlegethon. The
stream narrowed, the region became more bleak, and soon there was no vegetation except for black
poplars and mournful fields of asphodd.

"We're getting there," Faust said. Held been doing most of the punting since they began. He had been
ableto get alittle rdief out of apoling spell that imparted a certain measure of energy to each stroke, like
anatificid muscle.

The Phlegethon declined until it was no more than anarrow ditch. Thetime wastwilight. Faust knew
they'd findlly reached the Styx when the banks suddenly opened out, revedling adark expanse of water.
At this he punted past avery large Sgn that was written in several languages. It read, theriver styx. no
private boats beyond this point.

"Well haveto stop here," hetold Marguerite. "Charon has the sole rights of passage on thisriver. And
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anyhow, no magician, no matter how clever, can sail the Styx unaided. For that, he needsto make adedl.
Come, let usfind Charon.”

"But isthereredly a Charon? Marguerite asked. "Isn't this counter to Church doctrine?”
"Not at dl," Faust said. "These entities have very

little to do with religion. These are energiesthat are left over from aformer age, and till take acertain
shape and form.”

Then he saw the boat coming toward him across the dark river. Asit approached, he could seeit wasa
sort of a houseboat, and it was propelled by five dolphins who had their noses against the stern and were
pushing. Thisboat was making good time through the water Snce men amidshipswere helping with oars
and paddies. It was a high, unsteady old boat and you could see yellow lantern light shining out through
the portholes, and hear sounds of music and merriment.

"And who might you be?' Charon cried out, directing the boat toward Faust's punt. Hewas asurly old
man, lean and spindly, with unshaven white-stubbled jaw and sunken eye sockets out of which tiny black
eyesglittered. A nimbus of grayish white hair floated above his bony forehead and knobby skull. He had
awide, withered mouth with many twists and turnsinit, but al tending downwards. He broke off histalk
with Faudt to give some orders.

"Pass that beam over there! Pull that oar! Takethat sail in! Turn that thing around!”

Faust knew through his excellent classical education that severa of the people working on the boat were
dead Greek heroes. There were Theseus, Perseus, Hercules, Jason, and severa others whom Faust
didn't know, but presumed were aso heroes.

"What do you want?' Charon called out.

"We need passage across the Styx," Faust says. "We need to get to a certain place and time, 12101in
Condantinople.”

"Wedon't cal at 1210 in Congtantinople anymore,” Charon said. "Too much trouble and upset there.
Too many soulswanting to be ferried away. | don't need to bring this boat into any trouble spotslike
that.”

"| redlly need to go there,” Faust says. "What will you take to bring us?'

Charon laughed. "Y ou don't have anything that | want! And don't let that story that you can take the ride
for one obol kid you. Doing anything on the Styx is damned expensive since | have the sole navigation
contract. It'smy territory exclusvely so don't try going any farther in that punt. And don't try creeping
around on the banks, either. I've got them planted with repel-me-not. Y ou'd need ahell of aspell,
magician, to ded with acongricting vine like the repe-me-not."

"I had no intention of sneaking around you," Faust said with dignity. "But I'm sure we can make aded.”
"What makes you so sure?' Charon asked. . "Because | have something you want.”

"Hah! | can't imagine what that would bel"

"Ligten," Faust said. "Y ou noticed the person | came here with?!

Charon glanced at Marguerite. "Thewoman? Yes, | see her. So what?"



"Pretty cute, isnt she?'
"| see plenty of cute ones go by here,” Charon said.
"Ah," Faug said. "But not Jve cute ones.”

Charon stared at him. Faust said, "'Y ou do detect the difference between live ones and dead ones, don't
you?"

"Just because youredive," Charon said, "don't go putting on airs. I'm just as good as you and just as
red, even if | haven't ever existed in the mundane sense.”

"That'snot the point,” Faust said. "I'm offering you alive lady."
"Hey, wait aminute!” Marguerite said.

Faust said to Charon, "Just one moment. Trust me." He took Marguerite asde and said to her inan
urgent whisper, "My dear, you mustn't believe I'm intending any impropriety when | offered you to

Charon. That'snot my way &t al. But | thought that he might like to have dinner with you and perhaps go
morris dancing after that. It would be a change of routine for him and harmless enough for you.”

"What made you think | wanted a change of routine?' Charon asked. He had been listening in.
"Men, both dive and dead, desire achange of routine,” Faust said. "It isthe essence of being.”

"WEell, | could probably do with alittle something different at that. | could use—What isthat newfangled
word for it?*

"A vacation," Faust said.
"Y eah, avacation. We didn't have thosein the ancient world."

"Y ou haveto get used to newfangled notions," Faust said. "It's the essence of keeping up an appearance
in thisuniverse, Why don't you set this boat for Constantinople, 1210, and have anice dinner and dance
with Marguerite on the way?"

"And what would you be doing?' Charon said.

"I'll just pop into your cabin and catch up on some back deep,” Faust said. "It's been abusy day."

CONSTANTINOPLE

CHAPTER 1

M ephistopheles seemed to have transported them to awooded cove. Looking around, Mack saw that
large trees grew thereabouts, and they were not trees he knew from Europe. Not even the grass
underfoot was familiar, but seemed coarser and more robust than the stuff that greened the byway's of
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home. More he could not tell, for large, drooping willows blocked the view, though he believed, from a
certain sdtinessin the air, that they were near the sea.

Despite the rush of fresh air that they encountered on their flight from the Witches Sabbat, Mack was il
alittle drunk. They serve aheady brew at these witches affairs He was fedling very good indeed, though
apremonitory throb in his head warned him he was going to fed otherwise later. Right now he wanted to
talk about hisrewards, to learn more about what M ephistophel eswas going to give him.

He said to Mephistopheles, "I need to sit down and work on my wish list. You did say you'd grant my
wishes, did you not?"

"Yes, of course," Mephistopheles said. "Buit that'sthe least of it."
Theleast of it? For you, maybe, but not for me!

Could | get alittle something in advance? What I'd like right away is an ermine-lined cloak, of the sort
kingswear, and asilver cup out of which to drink my wine. That pewter stuff isnot fit for someonein the
high posgtion | havefdleninto.”

"Pull yoursdlf together," Mephistopheles said sernly. "Forget about the rewards. They will comein due
course. For now, your work in this contest isto begin.”

"Oh, dear," said Mack. "I'm redly not feding on top of my form. How about aday off first, and then well
Oet serious?’

"We are serious now," Mephistopheles said. "Y ou are renowned among men for your great intellect and
powers of self-control. | took the occasion to read your dossier while you were carousing among the
witches."

"My dosser?'
"In the Record Halls of Darkness there are dossiers on everyoneliving.”
"l didn't know that."

"Y ou were aswot at school, mastering the various disciplines of the lower form with a perseverance that
some of your teachersfound amost divine."

Mack gaped at him, for he had been an indifferent scholar during hisbrief years of education. Then he
redized that M ephistopheles was talking about the redl Faust, not him.

""'Show some of that spirit now,” Mephistopheles said, "for your time of testing is upon you."

"Yes, yes'" Mack sad. "I'll bedl right." Despite hiswords, self-doubt seeped through hismind like an
ink-leaking squid thrown into a crystalline pond. My God, what was he doing here? It had seemed the
veriest madcap of aprank, to decelve this dark and splendid spirit into thinking he was the learned Dr.
Faust. But now he was stuck with the consequences of his action. No longer could he be Mack, the
bright but not brilliant student a the monastery school, the unruly and fun-loving lad who had spent but a
year among the learned priests, learning the rudiments of scrivening, reading, and reckoning, studying
little, getting by on charm and his glib tongue, until, due to amadcap adventure involving severa young
ladies from the nearby convent and ahogshead of potent German brew, he had found himsalf turned out
to make hisway in an inclement world. That was who he was, but who he could no longer be. The
chance had been given him to become one of the great ones, to take his place among the famous
archetypes, the intellectual movers and shakers of the world. It was d so a chance to prove that he was



asgood aman as Faust, and what he lacked in learning could be put right by asking questions and
applying quick-wittedness.

Hefdt amodest infusion of salf-confidence. Thiswas no timeto think about his rewards. Mack forced
his aching head to attend to present matters.

"Where arewe?' he asked.

"On the shore outside Congtantinople,” said M ephistopheles, " close to the Frankish encampment. Thisis
wherel will leave you. Areyou ready for your ingructions?'

"That | am," Mack said, trying to put agood face on it but wishing that he had a cup of wineto buck him
up. "What do you want meto do?"

"Y ou have three choices," Mephistopheles said. "We require you to pick one."
"And what are these choices?'

"One, to kill Henry Dandolo. Two, to kidnap Alexius the Pretender. Three, to rescue the sacred icon of
S. Basl.”

Mack thought it was unfair, having to face so many choices before breskfast. But he knew held get no
sympathy from the now stern-faced Mephistopheles, and so he said, "Which of those would you like me
to perform?’

"My likes and didikes have nothing to do with this matter,” Mephistopheles said. ™Y ou must use your
own judgment.”

"But on what basisam | to decide?'

"Y ou must come up with your own criteria, for thisis an exercise in human judgment and free will."
"Dandolo? Alexius? But | don't know those peoplée!™

"Obvioudy, you must acquaint yoursdlf with them."

"And to kill aman—that was one of my choices, wasit not?'

"It wasindeed."

"Well, surely the forces of Good would take exception to that.”

"I think 1 can speak for my friend Archangel Michad," Mephistophdes said, "when | tell you that you
give Good too little credit if you think it never recognizes any groundsfor killing. Good knowsthat there
areworse things than that. Not that they condonekilling in general; nor do we, for that matter, for
intelligence and selection are the essence of both Good and Evil. But none of us gets too worked up over
it, being immortals aswe are, and used to the long view. We know that killing isamatter of very greet
importance to men, and so we includeits possibility in our contest. And | will dso tell you this: Inkilling,
the motive is everything, and the ends are to be considered aswell asthe means.”

"But how can | know the ends? How can | tel what the killing of this Dandolo will do in termsof future
outcomes?"'

"Y ou face a problem common to al men. Thereis never enough evidence to know whether to kill or not.
Y et sometimesit must be done, both from the point of view of Light aswell asthat of Dark."



"I'll bejudged harshly if | makeamistake.”

"No one will judge you but Ananke, Necessity, the judge of usal. Choose you mugt. That istherole of a
Faudt."

"Well, if you say s0. Who am | supposed to kill again?’

"Henry Dandolo, the doge of Venice. And only if you decide that that's the best action under the
circumstances.”

"And the other guy? Alex something?*
"Alexius, Pretender to the throne of Congtantinople.”
"And thethird choice again?"

"To rescuethe sacred relic of St. Basll, protector of Congtantinople. Redlly, Faust, you must pull yourself
together. Y ou are well known for your tenacious memory."

"It works better when | don't have ahangover,” Mack said. "Now would you just mind telling mewhat a
Frankish army isdoing at Congtantinople?’

Mephistophelesraised an interrogetive eyebrow. "I thought an educated man like yourself would know
al about this mighty event which took place only afew hundred years ago. | am surprised by your
ignorance—though | aso know this perhapsis but your bit of ajoke. It isthe Fourth Crusade, of course.
But you must discover the Situation for yoursdlf, and take your best action.”

“Wal, Il try," Mack said.

"Y ou must do more than that,” Mephistopheles said. "We have contracted with you to perform certain
actions. If you fall to perform them in thetime alotted, you will ruin our contest, and win for yourself
something rather unplessant.”

"And what would that be?' Mack asked.

"Pain unspeskable in an everlasting pit in the bottomless places of horror where you wilt bekilled
ungpeakably and then brought back to life to be killed again, and again, and again, until we can think up
something worse for you. Y ou have twenty-four hoursin which to perform your deed. Adieu.”

And with that M ephistophelestook to the air and soon vanished into the sky's sunny vastnesses.

CHAPTER 2

M ack stayed for awhilein the cove, turning things over in hismind, until at last, deciding he had better
get on with it, he began walking. He soon found himself on avast plain that stretched, yellow and green,
asfar asthe eye could see. A haf mile ahead of him were the steep walls of Congtantinople. Thesewalls
were higher and more massive than any he had seen in Europe. Sentriesin brass cuirasses, with horsetall
plumes on their bright hemets, marched aong the battlements. Below, and ahaf mile back from the
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walls, there were hundreds of tents spread around the plain, and a multitude of camp-fires, and great
crowds of armed men. There were aso many wagons camped alittle apart, in aplace of their own, with
women and children around them. As he came closer, Mack could see that forges had been set up, and
smiths were even now hammering out arrowpoints and lance heads. There were other wagons from
which provisonswere being unloaded, and there were pavilions with brightly colored bannersflying from
lances set before them. These seemed to be the abodes of the leaders of this great expedition. Mack saw
that this place was a veritable traveling city, a place that could pack up and move a any time. Heredlized
that this city must have been moving dmost daily since the host had left Frankland.

There was nothing to do but get on with it, and so he began walking toward the camp. Ashe
approached, a group of horsemen rode by at asmart trot, and their leader raised amailed hand to Mack,
who waved in return. They must have mistaken him for one of the Frankish group, since his clotheswere
the good grays and browns and blacks of dear old Europe, not the gorgeous silks and satins of the
fabulous East. He walked on, and soon he passed the firgt outliers, men-at-arms with lance and shield
laid asde, reclining at their easein the mild sunshine.

"What news bring you of the council?' one of them called out.

"What news | bring isnot for your ears," Mack said, deciding to take a high hand lest he be undone at
the very beginning.

"But isBoniface of Montferrat il at the meeting? That done would be asign of progress.”
"I cantdl you thismuch," Mack said. " Conditions haven't changed much in the last few hours.

"Then theré's still hope of recovering honor out of thisthieves nest,” another of the men-at-arms
muttered.

Mack waked on. At last he cameto a place that looked familiar. It was awagon with abroad canopy to
one sdeof it, and under that canopy there were chairs and tables, and there were hogsheads piled high,
and men were Sitting at the tables and drinking and egting. It was atavern on whedls.

Grateful that he had found aplace at last where he could fedl a home, Mack entered and found himsdlf a
Sedt.

The tavern keeper appeared, and, taking in the finery in which Mack had been clothed at the Witches
Kitchen, louted low and said, "What might | bring you, my lord?’

"Y our best wine," Mack said, redlizing at once that his credit might be very good in this place.

The tavern keeper drew apiggin of wine and returned with it. "I have not seen you before, ir. Might it be
that you have only recently joined our great company?"

"It might indeed be," Mack said. "Isthat aroast of venison | smell on the back rack?'

"Itis. My lord hath adiscerning nose. I'll bring you a gobbet of it forthwith. Prithee, sir, what can you tell
usof any tidings you bring from your famous master?*

"What masgter isthat?' Mack said, for the fellow'sindirection left him grasping for the meaning, if any.

"I smply assumed, Sir, that so great alord as yourself did no doubt serve agresater; for it iswritten that all
things serve another in thisworld, whether villein to master, ox to farmer, lord to God, and so on through
the heavenly rankswhere theruleisthe same.”



"Y our loquacity isexceeded only by your perspicacity,” Mack said, the wine having bucked him up
consderably.

"My lord, might | enquire your name?"

"l am Johann Faust."

"And you have journeyed far to reach us?'
"Aye, passing far," Mack said.

"And tell me, sr, whom do you serve?’

The loungersin the tavern craned forward to catch the answer. But Mack merely smiled and said, " That
isnot for meto say at thistime."

"Couldn't you give usahint, though?' For asmall crowd, indeed, a haf multitude, had gathered around
while the tavern keeper and Mack were holding their colloquy.

The landlord squinted one eye and said, "I'll bet you're an agent of the Council of Venice, which seeksto
ingtruct and restrain the vainglorious Henry Dandolo, doge of Venice"

Mack shrugged.

"No," cried another, "he's no man of the Venetians, for note you not that look of proud piety on hisface
and how his hands seek hisdeeves asif he were wearing amonk's habit? I'll bet he's achurchman in
disguise, come from Innocent the Third, our Pope who organized this holy Crusade and now finds himself
thwarted by the machinations of the diabolical Henry Dandolo.”

They all stared at Mack, who said, "1 wouldn't say yesand | wouldn't say no.”

A third man, asoldier, declared, "It is apparent from hisfirm bearing and laconic repliesthat heisa
soldier. No doubt he represents Philip of Swabia, afighting man of few words, albeit many deeds that
cry to Heaven for avenging. And I'll bet he brings an offer concerning who isto be ruler of
Constantinople once the present incumbent, the inconvenient and stubborn Alexiusthe Third, has been
reduced to ablind beggar scuffling for scrapsin the dustbins of his once haughty city.”

Mack gave no hint asto his political leanings. There was much conversation about whom Mack was
representing, for there seemed no doubt that he was there on behalf of someone. The tavern keeper
would accept no pay for hisfood and drink, asking instead that Mack remember him when the council
met to regulate the use of strong drink among the Crusaders. And when Mack made to leave, ashort,
plump, well-dressed young man in clerk’s gray introduced himself as Wasyl of Ghent and asked
permission to assst Mack in getting quarters, since he had neglected to do so hitherto.

And 0 they walked together to the bright yellow double tent with the pennonsflying in front of it, for this
was headquarters of the Quartermaster Corps. There were loungers at the flap, but Wasyl cleared them
out of the way with his announcement, "Make way for Johann Faugt, avistor from Frankland, and one
who has not as yet announced his party and affiliation.”

The quartermaster was impressed, and, asking no questions, assigned Mack to a high-peaked tent allittle
off toitself, since he had not associated himsalf with any of the factions. Wasyl, who seemed to have
gppointed himsaf servant and generd factotum to Mack's certain but unspecified importance, went
ahead to make sure that all was ready. When Mack arrived at his new quarters, he saw that anicetable
had been laid for him, and there was a cold fowl and a bottle of wine and ahaf loaf of good wheaten



bread. Not scorning asecond lunch, for the tavern keeper had been niggardly with his gobbet of venison,
Mack tucked in, meanwhile listening to Wasyl prate of the affairs of the day.

"Everyone agrees," Wasyl sad, "that Henry Dandolo, the doge of Venice, hasturned what began asa
religious matter into athing of commerce. That is an advantage or a disadvantage depending on how you
look at therival priorities of religion and commerce.” And helooked keenly at Mack to see which way
his sympathies lay. But Mack merely waved a drumstick and took another bite of bread.

"Pope Innocent the Third,” Wasyl went on, "isapure man in his singleminded desire to free Jerusdem
from the Saracen. Y et might not even his motives be suspect due to his overweening desireto bring the
Greek Chrigtians under the rule of Rome?"

"Interesting point,” Mack said, finishing the bread and starting on some candied sweetmests he found
near-by.

Then thereisthe question of Alexiusthe Fourth, as he is sometimes called, though as yet he has no
kingdom, the son of the deposed | saac the Second Angelus. They say he has promised to bring
Congtantinople under the sway of Romeif he becomesking. So heis seemingly dlied to the sde of piety.
Yetitistruethat hisprincipa backing comesfrom Philip of Swabia, no friend to the Holy See, aviolent
man with ambitionsaslargeashisdomainissmdl.”

"l seewhat you mean," Mack said, though he was making little sense out of the dissertation.

"And findly we must consder the position of Villhardoin, leader of the military expedition, aman both
feared and respected, respectful of religion but not himsdf pious. A good man, one might say. Y et
Villhardoin is noted for the extreme shdlowness of hispolitical opinionsand hisindifferenceto
commerce. All he cares about is the clash of edged weapons. I's he the man we need to lead us?"

Mack wiped his mouth and looked around for aplace in which to take anap. The indispensable servant
had provided afine cot with comforter and newfangled pillow. Mack got up and waked toward it.

"My lord, I am your man," Wasyl said. "Will you not take meinto your confidence, tell me who you favor
and from whom you bring amessage? | will fight and connivein your interests, lord. Do but tel me what
they are.”

Mack wished he could say, because he figured he needed people on his sdein this contentious place.
But he didn't know at this point what was the stronger party, nor on which sideright lay, nor what he
should do that would further the progress of mankind and preserve the city of Constantinople.

"Good servant," he said, "dl will be vouchsafed to you in good time. Believe me, you will bethefirst to
know where my sympathieslie. For now, go about the camp and see what rumors are extant, and then
come back to mein an hour or two."

"l go!" Wasyl said, and left. Mack stretched out and was adegp dmost immediately.

CHAPTER 3
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M ack awoke with the fedling that there was someoneiin the tent with him. It had grown dark. He must
have dept for hours. Someone had provided alighted candle in an earthenware bowl. Wasyl, no doubt.
Itsflickering flame threw wild shadows on thewalls of the tent. They looked dmost likeaman; a
fantastic man with black and gray garments, piercing eyes, floating hair; the kind of man you wouldn't
want to mest a night. It was strange how close to the readl thing was the apparition. Mack reached out
and touched. The shadows gave under hisfingers and felt for al the world like flesh and bone. Appalled,
he shrank back.

"Y ou poke me," the apparition said, "but you don't greet me. What kind of mannersisthat?'
"I didn't think you werered," Mack sad.

"Nor am |, entirely. But then, neither are you. For you are not who you say you are."

"And your

"l say not who | am, hut you know who thet is."

The gpparition stepped into the light, revealing himself as one whose features Mack had reason to
remember, since he had spied on hismovements for severd days before his accomplice, the Lett, had hit
him over the head in the dley in Cracow.

"You are Dr. Faust!" Mack breathed.
"And you are adamned impostor!" Faust said in agrating voice.

For just afraction of asecond Mack quailed before the fury of that accusation. Then he pulled himsdlf
together. Those who do wrong have a code, too, just like those who do good, and like them they needs
must strive to keep up their self-esteem, even their gplomb, in difficult times aswell as good ones.

Now was an extremely difficult time: It was very embarrassing to be caught in an impersonation, and
worse to be face-to-face with the man he was pretending to be. It was the sort of Situation that would
cause alesser man to pae and squeak, "Sorry, g, | didn't know what | was doing, I'll giveit up
immediatdy, just please don't have me hung.” But Mack had not embarked on thisroleto giveit up
lightly. And so he strengthened his spirit, remembering that one who would play Faust on the stage of the
world needs alittle of the Faustian spirit if he'sto get anywhere.

"We seem to be at cross-purposes here,” Mack said. "I doubt not that you are Faust. Yet | am Faust,
too, on the authority of no less a person than Mephistopheles.” .

"Mephistophdes was mistaken!™
"When the great ones make mistakes, those mistakes become law.”

Faust drew himself to hisfull height, which was rather shorter than Mack's, and said, "Mugt | lisgen to this
casuigtic pdaver from one who spesksin my name? By the powers, I'll have vengeanceif you don't
vacate immediately and leave this gameto the player for whom it was intended, namey, me."

"Y ou think highly of yoursdlf, that much isevident,” Mack said. "But asto who was chosen, it ssemsto,
be me. Y ou can arguetill kingdom come and you won't change that.”

"Argue? I'll do alot morethan argue! I'll blast you with spells of grestest puissance, and your punishment
will be most hideoudy condign.”



"Will bewhat?' Mack asked.
"Condign. It meansfitting. | intend to give you a punishment worthy of your transgression.”

"Y ou know alot of words honest folk never use,” Mack said hatly. "Now listen to this, Faugt, | defy you
utterly. And furthermore, | have the Powers of Darkness behind me dl theway. Thefact is, | makea
better Faust than you!™

Faust felt rage turn his eyebalsinto reddened jelly, and he fought hard for control. He wasn't here to get
into a shouting match. He wanted hisrightful place in the Millennia contest. And it seemed that
threatening Mack—against whom he could do nothing anyway—was awagte of time.

"I'm sorry | lost my temper,” Faust said. "L et'stalk reasonably.”

"Another time, perhaps,” Mack said, for just then the tent flap was drawn back and Wasyl entered. He
looked suspicioudy at Faust.

"Whoisthis?' he asked.
"An old acquaintance,” Mack said. "His name doesn't matter. He wasjust leaving.”

Wasyl turned to Faust, who noticed that the plump, clerkly young man had anaked dagger in his hand
and anasty expression on hisface.

"Yes" Faudst said, "l wasjust going. Till next time..." He made himsdlf say it. "Faugt.”

"Yes till next time" Mack said.

Wasyl asked, "Who's the woman outside the tent?”

"Oh, that's Marguerite,” Faust said. "She'swith me."

"Seethat you take her with you,” Wasyl said. "We don't want any stray strumpets crumpling the wicket."

Faust held histongue, for he dared not reved himsdlf without first conferring with Mephistopheles. The
great demon would not takeit kindly if anyone aborted his contest.

Faust stepped outside and started walking. Marguerite, who had been waiting beside the tent flap, caught
up with him and said, " So what happened?’

"Nothing, yet," Faust said.

"What do you mean, nothing? Didn't you tdl him who you are?"
"Of course.”

"Then why don't you smply teke over?"

Faust stopped and looked at her. "It'snot so smple. | need to talk to Mephistophelesfirst, and | haven't
found him yet."

Heturned to walk again, and found three soldiersin stedl caps bearing pikes standing and looking at him.
"Hey, you!" said one of the soldiers.

"Me?' Faudt said.



"There's nobody €l se here except her, and I'm not talking to her.”
"Yes?' said Faudt. "What do you want?'

"What are you doing here?' the soldier asked.

"None of your business," Faust said. "What makesit your concern?'

"Weve been told to keep an eye open for felows like you, skulking around the tents without anything to
do. You'd better come with us."

Faust saw that he had spoken without thinking. Hasty grandiloquence was afault of the Faustian
character that Mack didn't seem to share. He would have to watch that. For now, he would talk nicely.

"Gentlemen, | can explain everything.”

"Tell it to the cgptain of the guard,” the soldier said. "Now come aong quietly or well let you fed theend
of apike"

And with that they led Faust and Marguerite awvay.

CHAPTER 4

So what's new?' Mack asked, as soon as Faust and M arguerite had departed.

"Great news, lord,” Wasyl said. "The doge Henry Dandolo himsalf wishesto see you immediately.”
"Ah, indeed?' Mack said. "Do you know what he wants?"
"Hedidn't confidein me,” Wasyl said. "But | have my suspicions.”

" Share them with me, good servant, while | wash my face and comb my hair." He proceeded to do those
things, and to wish that Mephistopheles and the witches had remembered to supply him with achange of
linen. "What isHenry Dandolo like?"

"Heisafearsome old man,” Wasyl said. "Asdoge of Venice, heis commander of one of the most
powerful and well-disciplined fighting forcesin al Christendom. We Crusaders are dependent on the
Venetiansfor our trangport and genera stores, and they do not fail to remind us of it. Dandolo himsdlf is
blind and somewhat frail of body, being now in hisnineties. HE's a an age when most noblemen would
be content to lie at easein their country estates and have servants bring them sweetened grudl. Not
Henry Dandolo! He has ridden al the way from Europe, and was seen in the battle lines at Szabo, where
he demanded the Crusaders reduce that proud Hungarian city if they wished to secure Venice's
cooperation in this Crusade. And so they did, but with much grumbling, because what began asaholy
enterprise has been perverted into just another Venetian commercia venture. Or so some people say. |
myself have no opinion on the matter until | hear your own.”

"Wiseof you," Mack said, running hisfingersthrough hishair.
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"Y our opportunitiesinthismeeting,” Wasyl said, "are manifold.”
"No doubt."

"An dliance of your interests with those of Venice could bring you wedlth undreamed-of. And of course
thereisthe other dterndive."

"What'sthis?' asked Mack. For Wasyl had taken out his dagger, tested its point on the ball of histhumb,
and put the wegpon down gently on the table.

"That, my lord, isan ingrument of good Toledo sted that you might find useful if your interests are not
digned with those of Venice."

Mack also tested the dagger's point on the ball of histhumb, for that was the customary thing you did
with wegponsin those times. He dipped the wegpon into his deeve, commenting, "Thismay comein
useful if | need to makeapoint.” Wasyl smiled obligingly.

Wasyl had commandeered two soldiers with torches. They went ahead and lit the way for Mack. Wasyl
offered to go along, but Mack, redlizing it was time he got down to business, declined the offer. It was
prudent to work alone at this point, because he couldn't tell when Wasyl might redlize that hisinterests
didn't coincide with Mack's at dl.

And s0 he started out. As he walked, he noticed that there was considerable commotion in the camp.
Groups of soldiers were running here and there, and mailed horsemen rode past at agalop. Many
campfireswere lit, and there was an atmosphere as of some gresat enterprise.

The doge's tent was agrand pavilion made of awhite silken cloth through which lamplight gleamed. The
doge himself was seated on alittle chair before atable. Therewas atray before him, and on that tray was
aquantity of precious gems, unset. Henry Dandolo was fingering them. He was a huge man, sill imposing
despite hisgreat age. Now he seemed dmost lost in his iff, brocaded clothing. There was asmall velvet
cap on his head with the hawk's feather of Venice st init at ajaunty angle. His narrow face was
unshaven, gray subble catching siver glintsfrom thefirdight. He had athin, sunken mouth tightly held,
and his eye sockets showed the cloudy blue-gray of cataractic sightlessness. He didn't look up asthe
servant announced the presence of Lord Faust, newly arrived from the west.

"Comein, take a seat, my dear Faust,” Henry Dandolo said, his voice booming and vibrant, speaking a
correct but accented German. " The servants have set out the wine, have they not? Take aglass, my good
sr, and make yoursdf at home in my humble quarters. Do you like these baubles?' He gestured at the
tray of jewels.

"l have seen their likefrom timeto time," Mack said, bending over the tray. "But never finer. These have
abrilliant luster and appear to be exceptional specimens.”

Theruby isespecidly fine, isit not?" Dandolo asked, lifting agem the Sze of apigeon'segg in histhick
white fingers and turning it thisway and that. "It was sent me by the Nabaob of Taprobane. And this
emerdd"—hisfingerswent to it unerringly—"hath aremarkablefire for its ze, think you not?"

"Indeed | do," said Mack. "But | marvel, g, that Sightless asyou are, you can yet perceive these qualities
and make such digtinctions. Or have you developed an eyesight in your fingertips?'

Dandolo laughed, a harsh bass cackle ending in adry cough. "Eyesin my fingertips What afancy! Y et
betimes| believeit to be so, for my hands so love to touch fine gems that they have developed their own
gppreciation of them. Fine cloth, too, isafavorite of mine, asit isof any true Venetian, and | cantell you



more about the tightness of warp and woof than aFlanders weaver. Y et these are but an old man's
fancies. | have something more vauable than that.”

"Indeed, Sir?' Mack said.

"Takealook at this"" The old man reached behind him and his fingers found and opened thelid of alarge
wooden chest. Reaching in, he took out the gorgeoudy painted wooden picture that had nestled in the
crushed velvet.

"Do you know what thisis?" Dandolo demanded.
"Indeed | do not,"” Mack said.

"Itistheicon of theholy St. Badll. Its possesson issaid infdlibly to ensure the continuing safety and
prosperity of the city of Constantinople. Do you know why | show you this?"

"l can'timagine, my lord."
"Because | want you to take a message to your master. Areyou listening carefully?*
"l am," Mack said, hismind filled with conjectures.

"Tel the Holy Father in Romethat | spit on him and his mean-minded excommunication. Aslong asthis
iconisin my possession, | have no need for hisblessings.”

"You want meto tell him that?" Mack asked.

"Word for word."

"Sol shdl, if it isever my fortune to meet the Holy Father.”

"Do not toy with me," Dandolo said. " Although you disguiseit, | know you are hisrepresentative.”

"I most respectfully beg to differ,” Mack said. "I don't come from the Pope. | represent different
interests”

"You'reredly not from the Pope?

The old man's blind gaze was so fierce that even if Mack had been the Pope's emissary he would have
deniedit.

"Absolutely not! Quite to the contrary!"

The old man paused and took that in. "Quite to the contrary, eh?’

"Yes, exactly!"

"Who are you representing?’ Dandolo demanded.

"I'm sure you can figureit out,” Mack said, deciding to try some Faustian indirection.

Dandolo thought. "I've got it! Y ou must be from Green Beard the Godless! He's the only one who
doesn't have arepresentative herel”

Mack had no ideawho Green Beard was, but he decided to play aong.



"l won't say yesand | won't say no," hesaid. "But if | were representing this Green Beard, what might
you haveto say to him?"

"Tell Green Beard that we welcome him to our venture, and we are aware of the unique role that only he
canplay."

"Hell beinterested to hear that. But what specificaly?”

"He must begin his attack on the Barbary Coast no later than one week from now. Can you get that
messageto himintime?'

There aremany things| can do,” Mack said. "But first | must know why."

"The reasons should be evident. Unless Green Beard, who commands the pirates of the Peloponnesus,
neutralizes them, the corsairs of the Barbary Coast are apt to put acrimp in our plans.”

"Yes, indeed," Mack said. "Which plans were those, by the way?"

"Our plansto take over Constantinople, of course. We Venetians have stretched our seapower to the
utmost in getting this group of Franks hither to Asa If apirate attack should come on our Dalmatian
dependencies while we are otherwise engaged, | fear we should be hard-pressed.”

Mack nodded and smiled, but within he was boiling with excitement. So Dandolo was planning to
capture Congtantinople! By no stretch of the imagination could that be considered protecting it. It seemed
clear that Dandolo had to go, and never would the time be better than right now, while he was aone with
the blind old man in histent, at atime when the camp of the Franks wasin a sate of excitement. Mack
dipped the knife out of hisdeave.

"Y ou understand,” Dandolo said, fondling hisruby, "my plansfor thisfine city are far-reaching indeed,
and no man but yoursdf and your pirate chief will know what | intend.”

"It isagreat honor," Mack said, trying to decide whether to insert the knife from front or back.

"Congtantinopleisacity that has seen better days," Dandolo said. "Once great and feared throughout the
world, it isnow an effete shadow of itself dueto the ineffectud rule of its stupid kings. I'll bring that to a
stop. No, | shdl not reign mysdf. Command of Veniceisenough for me! But | will put my own man on
the Byzantine throne, and he will have ordersto restore the city to itsformer mgesty and grestness. With
Venice and Congtantinople dlied, al theworld will look with wonder at the age of great commerce and
learning that will ensue.”

Mack hesitated. He had been ready to strike. But Dandolo's words conjured up avision of agrest city
restored to itsfull powers, acity in the forefront of learning and commerce, a place that could be a
turning point in the history of the world.

"And what religion would these Greeks follow?' Mack asked.

"Despite my differenceswith the Pope," Dandolo said, "I am agood Chrigtian. Y oung Alexius has made
me promises of the most solemn sort, that oncein power he will return his subjectsto the rightful See of

Rome. Then the Pope will lift my excommunication, nay, may even seefit to canonize me, for so great a
feat of conversion has not been heard of in modern times."

"My lord!" Mack cried. "Y our vision is holy and enchanted indeed! Count on me, my lord, to aid you in
whatever way | canl”



The old man reached out and caught Mack in aclose embrace. Mack could fed the tiff bristles of the
old man's face, and the warm salt of histears as he raised his voice to praise Heaven. Mack was about
to say afew wordsin favor of Heaven, too, because it could do no harm, when suddenly men-at-arms
burst into the tent.

"My lord!" they cried. "The attack has begun! Villhardoin leads the soldiers even now to assault the
wadld"

"Take meto theaction!" Dandolo cried. "I'll fight in thisjust cause mysdlf! My armor, quick! Faugt, give
my offer to Green Beard, and well talk more later!”

And with that the old man swept out of the tent on the arms of his servitors, taking the holy icon with him,
but leaving behind the bag of jewels.

Mack stood in the tented room, with shadows dancing up and down its silken walls, and decided this
was going to work out very nicely. He was going to save Constantinople and make a profit at it, just like
Henry Dandolo was doing. But just in case anything went wrong. .. He found alittle canvas sack and
took anice selection of the jewds, then hurried out into the night.

CHAPTER 5

The soldiers escorted Faust and M arguerite to alow wooden building constructed of heavy unpainted
boards. It was the dungeon, and Faust knew at once that it was one of the portable models suitable for
traveling armies. This dungeon was an exceptiona ly well-gppointed one imported from Spain, where the
Moors of Andalusiaknew how to do these things. Upon entering, the soldiers showed Faust and
Marguerite the torture chamber, amiracle of miniaturization and cunning joinery.

"We can't pull apart awhole man, like they can do back in Europe,” one of the soldierstold him, "but we
can surerack hell out of hisarmsor legs, and it gets the same effect as the whole-body model. These
finger pincers do thetrick as good as the larger models, and are no bigger than what you'd use to crack
nuts. Here's our iron maiden, smaller than the one they have in Nuremberg, but with more spikes. The
Moors know how to put in more spikes per square inch than anyone else. Our pincersare not full size,
but they tear the flesh in avery satisfactory manner.”

"Y ou're not putting usto torturel” Faust cried.
"Certainly not," theleader of the soldierssaid.

"Were common soldiers. Straightforward killing is good enough for us. Whether they torture you or not
isup to the Director of the Dungeons.”

As soon as the soldiersleft, locking the cell door behind them, Faust crouched down and began drawing
a pentagram on the dusty floor, usng atwig he had found in a corner. Marguerite sat on the backless
gtool that wasthe cell's only furniture and watched him.

Faust intoned a spell, but nothing happened. The trouble was, he hadn't brought aong much in the way of
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magica ingredients, so grest had been his hurry to find the impostor. Still, he had to try. He scrubbed out
the lines and drew them again in the dust on the floor of the dungeon. Marguerite stood up and began
pacing up and down like a caged pantheress.

"Don't step on the pentagram,” Faust told her.
"I'm not, I'm not,” Marguerite said in an exasperated voice. "Are you going to do anything with it?"

"I'mworking onit," Faust muttered. He found a pinch of henbane in the bottom of his pouch, added a
sprig of mistletoe he had |eft over from amidwinter ceremony. Shaking out his deeves, hefound some
antimony. And there were two pellets of lead in his shoes. What € se did he need? Common dirt would
have to substitute for graveyard mold. And for mummy powder, he would subgtitute nose snot.

"That'sdisgudting,” Marguerite said.
"Shut up, it may saveyour life"

All wasin readiness. Faust waved his hands and chanted. A glimmer of rosy light appeared in the middle
of the pentagram, afiery dot a fird, then it expanded.

"Oh, you didit!" Marguerite cried. ™Y ou're wonderful!"

"Quiet," Faust hissed. Then, turning to the growing light, he said, O spirit from the darkest deep, |
conjureyou in the name of Asmodeus, of Bedlzebub, of Bdid—"

A voice came from the glowing light. It was ayoung woman's voice, and it said matter-of-factly, "Please
stop conjuring. | am not a conjurable spirit.”

"You'renot?' Faust asked. "Then who or what are you?"

"l am arepresentative of the Infernd Communication Service. We cannot accept your conjurationin its
present form. Please check your spell and if you think you have it wrong, please conjure again. Thank
you. Have aniceday." The voice stopped and therasy light dwindled and disappeared.

"Wait!" Faust cried. "I know | don't have all theright ingredients. But I've got most of them! Surely an
exception can be made..."

Therewas no answer. The rosy light was gone, and there was no sound in the dungeon but for the
tap-tap-tapping of Marguerite'sfoot.

Then noises garted up from outside. Running feet. The clank and ring of mailed vests. The squesk of big
wooden wheels turning on ungreased axles. The sound of soldiers shouting orders. And there was
another sound, too. The sound of a monotonous voice reciting what sounded to Faust like an incantation.
He bade Marguerite shut up, and pressed his ear againgt thewall. Y es, that sound was coming from the
next dungeon. But it was no incantation he was listening to. Insteed, it was a prayer.

"Hear me, my Lord," the muffled voice was saying. "I have done no evil, yet I am sunk into an accursed
double darkness, the darkness of mine own blindness, and the darkness of this prison cell. |, Isaac, who
was once king of Constantinople and known as Alexiusthe Third, given to many deeds of piety and
religious zed, who gave to the churches of Congtantinople thefollowing items..." Therefollowed alist of
bequeststo individua churches and churchmen, and the list was so long that Faust was ableto turn to
Marguerite and say, "Do you know who isin the next dungeon?'

"| redly don't care,”" Marguerite said. "'l just want to get out of thisone."



"Bedlent, girl! Inthat dungeon languishes I saac, the old king of Constantinople, who was deposed by his
cruel brother, who crowned himsdlf emperor and had Isaac blinded.”

"Weretraveling in exated company, no doubt of that,” Marguerite said sarcagticaly.
"Besdlent! Someoneisopening his dungeon door!"

Faust listened and heard the key turn, the door swing open, then close again. He heard shuffling feet (the
plank wall was very thin) and then amoment's silence. Then old Isaac's voice could be heard plaintively
asking, "Who isit comesto me?Isit the executioner? Speak, for | cannot see you.”

"Nor can | seeyou," adeep voicereplied. "But | have brought you succor that needs no sight for its
relief."

"Brought me what?'
"Succor. Aid. Help. Rdlief. Don't you recognize my voice, Isaac? | am Henry Dandolo!”

"It'sthe doge!" Faust whispered to Marguerite. "Henry Dandolo, the dl-powerful doge of Venice!™
Raising hisvoice, Faust cdled out, "Doge Dandolo! In herel We crave your intercession!™

There was amuitter of voices, astomping of feet. And then the door to Faust's dungeon was thrown
open. Two soldiersentered. And just behind them wasthetall, erect old figure of Henry Dandolo,
resplendent in his brocaded robes of scarlet and green, holding in his hand the holy icon of St. Basl.

"Who are you who thus calls me by name?' Dandolo demanded.

"l am Johann Faugt," Faust cried. "I have cometo this placeto right agreat wrong doneto me. Thereisa
fellow here who says he's me, and who has duped agullible inferna power with his story. He clamsto
be agreat magician, but he's not. I'm the great magician!”

"l see,”" Dandolo said.
"I beseech you, Henry Dandolo, release me from this place and | will prove aworthy aly to you!"
"If you're such agreat magician,” Dandolo said, "why don't you release yoursdf?'

"Even asorcerer needsafew tools" Faust said. "I don't have any of my conjuring equipment here. Yet if
| had just asingle missing piece to complete the spell—that icon you hold in your hand, for example..."

Henry Dandolo looked at him with anger. ™Y ou would conjure with the holy icon of St. Basil?'
"Why, yes, of course, that'swhat holy iconsarefor!"

"The sole purpose of theicon of St. Basil," Dandolo thundered, "isto preserve the city of Constantinople
fromharm."

"WEell, it'snot doing avery good job of it, isit?"
"Don't you worry about that. It's nothing to do with you."

"Maybe not," Faust said. "At least release us, Since we have done you no harm and are not your
enemies”

"I need to look into your claim to being amagician,” Dandolo said. "I will be back.”



And with that he sivung around, and, guided by the soldiers, Ieft the dungeon. The door clanged shut and
the key turned again.

"It'simpossible to reason with these pigheaded Venetiang!" Faust said.
"Oh, my goodness, what will we do now?' Marguerite wailed.

Marguerite was depressed. Faust was fedling none too chipper himsdlf, though in his case it was more
outraged pride that irritated him than fear of death. He paced up and down, trying to think of an
expedient. It had been shortsghted of him to go chasing after Mephistophd es without making sure he
had his magic in order. He remembered when he had traveled throughout Europe with abag of tricks. He
had aways been prepared. Had respectability dulled hiswits? And if it had, how was he to know it?

Hetoyed again with his pentagram, more just in order to occupy his hands than with any real hope of
success. He was amazed to see alight growing again within theinscribed lines. It was alittlelight at first,
just likethe previoustime, but it grew larger, and thistime the light was of a red-and-orange hue, acolor
which presaged avisit from someone hdlish.

Asthelight took on human shape, Faust called out, "O spirit! | have conjured thee from the darkest
pits—"

"No, you havent,” the creature in the light said, taking on the form now of asmallish, fox-faced demon
with short goatlike horns, wearing a skintight seal skin suit that outlined hiswell-turned figure.

"l haven't conjured you?'
"Certainly not. | came of my own accord. | an Azzie. | an ademon.”
"l am very pleasad to meet you," said Faudt. "1 am Johann Faust and thisis my friend, Marguerite.”

"I know who you are," Azzie said. "1 have been observing your actions, and those of Mephistopheles,
and of the other man who calshimsdf Faudt.”

"Then you know that heisanimpostor! | am Faust!"

"Indeed you are," Azziesad.

"Well then?'

"Well, | have been considering the situation. And | have a proposition to make to you."
"Atlast!" Faudt cried. "Recognition! Revenge! Eternd ddightd!”

"Not sofast,” Azziesaid. "Y ou haven't heard the terms of my proposition.”

"Well then, out withiit!"

"No, not here," Azzie said. "A Frankish prison is not where | conduct my negotiations.”
"Where, then?"'

"l havein mind a certain mountaintop,” Azzie sad. "It isahigh mountain in the Caucasus, not far from
where Noah first found land after the Flood. There we can talk and | can lay forth my proposition with all

due mgesty.”



"Lead on, then," Faust said.

"Hey, what about me?' Marguerite asked.

"What about her?' Faust asked.

"She can't come. My bargain will only be with you, Faust, not with a camp-follower jade.”

"Youvegot alot of nervel" Marguerite said. "I'm with him! I've even helped him in his enchantments. He
asked me aong. Johann, you can't leave me here!™

Faust turned to Azzie. "It's not right, you know."

"I giveyou my word of honor," Azziesad, "shell bedl right.”
"You'resure?!

"I'm never wrong about things like that.”

"Thenlet'sgo,” Faust said, "Marguerite, well be back together after awhile. | hate to do this, but
businessisbusiness" But actually, Faust was not sorry to leave her, because Marguerite hadn't proven
quite as admiring and servile as he'd hoped.

"No, no! Take meaong!" The unhappy girl rushed to Faust and tried to throw her arms around him. But
Azzie made agesture. Smoke and fire arose, and Marguerite had to back off. When it had cleared, Faust
and Azzie were gone, she was aone in the dungeon, and there was the heavy tread of soldiers
approaching the door.

CHAPTERG

A zzie, with Faust in tow, flew high and fast, above the towers of Constantinople, then to the southwest
abovethe great plain of Anatolia. They passed over an occasiona mud village, homes of the Turkswho
had migrated to this place from the back of beyond, and were even now raiding asfar north asthe
fortifications of the greet city. After awhile they were over aregion of low, barren hills, and then they
cameto thefirst peaks of the Caucasus Mountains. Azzie gained more eevation to pass over them, and
Faust found himsdf shivering violently inthe thin, chill air. The mountaintops lay below them, their tops
piercing the fluffy white dlouds, illuminated by the bright sun.

"Seethat big one ahead?' Azzie asked Faudt, raising hisvoice against the windstream. "That's where
weregoing.”

They landed on its summit, on aflat tableland that was drenched in brilliant noonday sunshine. Faust
wanted to ask Azzie how he had brought this about, since it had been nighttime when they |eft the
Crusaders camp. But he didn't want to appear ignorant, so he said instead, "Where are we?"

"Thisis Mount Crescendo, highest peek in the Caucasus," Azziesaid. "It isnot far from Mount Ararat,
where Noah firg found dry land after the FHood."
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Faust walked to the edge. Through the crystd air he could see for milesand miles, al theway down to
peaceful settlements on the flatlands below. Beyond that he could just make out apink stone palace,
decorated with white walls and turrets and looking very like a birthday cake.

"What isthat?' he asked.
"That is Cadtle Carefree,” Azziesad. "It will beyoursif you do my bidding.”
"What are the specia qualities of Castle Carefree?’ Faust asked.

"Y ou notice that pink stonethat Carefree is constructed from? That is happiness stone, and it comesfrom
the Golden Age of mankind, when al waswdl with everybody and everything. Thisstoneisso
permested with the essences of good tuck and happiness that one tends to walk around most of the time
in astate of mild euphoria. It isaplace where you can be happy and blithe, Faust. And this paace has
the usual assortment of maidens of the most exquisite form, with heartstoppingly beautiful faces, and
figures that would make an angel weep, though he'd better not let his superiors catch himin such an
unangdlic attitude."

"Cadtle Carefreelooks very tiny from here," Faust said.

The properties of tight and air on thismountain are such," Azzie said, "that by squinting your eyesdightly
you can magnify your view and see whatever you wish."

Faust squinted, too hard at first, because he found that he was looking at a blank watt from an apparent
distance of perhgpstwo inches. Reaxing his squint dightly, he was able to move his gaze away from the
watt and so get a panoramic view of the palace. Castle Carefree was indeed an enchanting place. Faust
saw the many splashing fountains, negtly graveled wakways which meandered through alarge and
well-kept garden, he saw the multitude of tame deer that roamed its shaded confines, and the many
bright-winged parrotswho lived in itstrees and convened the place into a shifting pageant of color. He
saw the servants, dressed in white garments, strolling back and forth with brasstraysfilled with
sweetmests, fruits, trays of nuts, and dishes of spicy condiments. They offered these treats to the guests,
who were clad in rich robes of many colors. Faust could seethat severa of the guestsweretall and nobly
bearded, and had such finely shaped heads as he had not seen since he had studied ancient sculpturein
Rome.

"Who are these men?' he asked.

"These are philosophers,” Azzie said. "And their purpose would be to converse with you about the how
and why of things, and add their learning to your lightning-quick intelligence. Now shift your gaze alittle
to the left—that's it—and notice that dome-shaped building standing apart from the other structures.”

"Yes, what isit?' Faust asked.

"That is Castle Carefregstreasure store," Azzie said. "Therein are treasures aplenty: gems of thefirst
water, pearls beyond compare, jade of an ultimate exquisiteness, and other fine things.”

Faust squinted his eyes again and tilted his head somewhat.
"What isit that | seefar ahead on the horizon?"' he asked. "It ssemsto be amoving cloud of dust.”
Azzielooked. "That is of no account.”

"Butwhat isit?"



"If you must know, that isaband of wild Turkishwarriors™" Azziesaid.

"Do they belong to Castle Carefree?"

"I'm afraid not. They provide quite amenace hereabouts. But they leave Castle Carefree aone.”
"But what would | do if they cameto attack me?"

Faust asked. "Then my riches and chearful life-style would not help much, would they?"

"Changeisever upon us," Azziesaid. "There are savage warriors outs de every palace, clamoring to get
in. And sometimesthey succeed. But never fear, | would not leave you in peril. | can provide palacesfor
you in various regions of theworld. There are many fair citieswhere you might live. And you would not
be confined to your own time, either. If you wanted to walk in Athens with Plato, for example, or ancient
Rometo converse with Virgil or Caesar, | could arrange that.”

"That sounds pretty good,” Faust said. "But what about my rightful placein this great contest of Dark and
Light?'

"l think | can do something about that,” Azzie said. "Y ou understand it was not my fault that this mistake
was made. It was that stupid Mephistopheles, and | intend to teach him alesson. But first I'll need to
make some enquiries, for the contest is dready underway and the Powers of Light and Dark would not

be pleased to have it interrupted. But with alittle luck and aword or two in theright places | think | can
get you switched into the game in Mack's place.”

"And you would do thisfor me?'
"Yes, | would,” Azziesaid. "But thereisacondition.”
"What isit?"

"Y ou must bind yoursdlf to me by the strongest oath you know to obey mein every instance, and,
especialy in matters of the contest, to be bound by me and do what | say.”

Faust drew himsdlf up proudly. " Me, obey you? | am Faust, and who are you? Merely some amost
anonymous unclean spirit!"

"l wouldn't say unclean," Azzie said, offended. "That's avile canard on us demons. Anyhow, there's
nothing dishonorable about obeying ademon. Men do it al thetime.”

"Not Faudt," Faust said. "Why do you congider it necessary?"

"It isbecause | have aplan, by means of which you can regain your rightful placein things, and I mine.
But you must do what | say. Y ou won't find me too hard ataskmaster. Come now, will you do it?'

Faust considered and was sore perplexed. He was tempted. Being ruler of Castle Carefree was astep
up from being a professor of achemy in Cracow. But he couldn't bring himself to agreeto obey Azzie. A
deep-s2t inner reluctance held him back. 1t was not so much that Faust the man had to have hisown
way. It was more that, as the embodiment of the archetypal spirit of Faust, he could not make himsalf
subservient to a spirit who, by the nature of things, was supposed to be serving him, not the other way
around.

"l can'tdoit,” hesad.

"Ah, but consider," Azzie said. "How about if | also throw in that quintessence of beauty that al men



seek. | refer of course to none other than the incomparable Helen of Troy."
"Not interested. | dready have agirlfriend.”

"But you don't have Helen of Troy!"

"I'm not interested,” Faust said.

Azziegmiled. "Just teke alook."

So saying, the demon made a gesture. And there on the mountaintop, before Faust's eyes, awoman
began to take shape. And then she stood before him. Shelooked at him with eyes of adeep color,
though Faust could not say which, since they seemed to shift color as the clouds passed over the sun.
One moment gray, another moment blue, and yet another green. She wore aclassc Greek outfit, awhite
tunic well pleated, with astrap passing over one shoulder, the other bare. So excellentin al her
proportions was she that it would have been ridiculous and futile to try to pick out some feature above
the others, saying, her noseisvery good, or, her eyebrows arch nicely, or, she has awell-shaped bosom,
or, her legs are of acomely disposition. All these statements were true, but Helen beggared description
and undercut comparison. She was of that perfection, which men glimpse sometimes, murkily, in their
dreams. Shewasin her own way an absolute, an ideal more than ahuman being, and yet she was human.
And whatever flaws might be found in her served only to enhance her perfection by their very humanity.

Faust looked at her and was sorely tempted. She was a great prize to be won because—completely
gpart from her inherent desirability—there was the pleasure to be gained by taking her away from al
other men, and having al men in the world except the gay ones envious of you. To have Helen would
make aman richer than the treasures of aking of kings.

But there was a price to be paid, too. For aman who possessed Helen would also be possessed by her,
and could cal neither his soul nor his destiny his own. Hisfame would suffer by comparison to hers. In
his own case, no longer would he be thought of as Faust the archetype. He would probably be referred
to as Helen's boyfriend. And his own excellences could not fail to dim in comparison with hers. Paris had
probably been agood enough man, back there in ancient Troy when he won her from Menelaus. Y et
who thought about Paris now?

Therewere d| those reasons, and there was another one: Faust knew that desiring Helen was one thing
but, for him actually to take her would be archetypicaly unsound. He was Faust, a solo act who stood on
his own. He was not to be any man's puppet, no, nor woman's, either.

He spoke rapidly, before the sight of her fetd loveiness could undermine him. "No, no," hesaid, "I'll not
have her and I'll not be your man.”

Azzie shrugged and smiled. He didn't seem to be entirely surprised at this decison. He must have known
what stem stuff Faust was made of, and redlizing this,

Faust fet aglow of pridein his heart. It's something when even a demon admires your steadfastness!

"All right," Azziesaid. "I'll get rid of her. But it wasworth atry.” He made a series of hand movements, of
adexterity that Faust had to admire: magicians know each other's skills and excellence by the sinuosity of
their hand and finger movements. Azzi€'s was second to none.

Thelight shimmered for amoment around Helen, who had been waiting rather passively through dl this.
But then the shimmering went away. Azzie made passes again. Thistime there wasn't even ashimmer.

"Well, in't that weird?" Azzie said. "Usually that Disappearing Spell worksjust fine. I'll haveto look it up



again later, when | havetime. Tell you what. Helen'sanice girl and she needs alittle vacation from
Hades, where she currently resides. How about if she sticks around with you awhile, and I'll take her
back later?"

Faust looked &t her and his heart throbbed in his breast, for, athough hisintellectual reasonsfor refusng
her wereimpeccable, his heart ill went out to her. But he controlled himsdlf and said, "Well, dl right, Il
look after her for awhileif you'd like. Of course, thereis Marguerite.”

"Don't you worry about her," Azzie said. "Shell cometo no harm. And anyway, | could tell that she
waan't right for you.”

"You redly think that?' Faust asked.

"Trust me. A demon knows by the glow in his chest when alove match is doomed to destruction. I'll
catch up with you later, welll have another talk. Y ou're sure| can't tempt you with something?'

"No, but thanksfor trying."
"Right, then. | must be off."

"Wait!" Faust said. "Could you supply mewith afew ingredientsthat | need for my Traveling Spell?
Otherwise Helen and | might be stuck on this mountaintop for quite sometime.”

"Good thing you mentioned it,” Azzie said. And, opening the pouch that al demons carry with them, but
which, because of witchcraft, does not make abulgein their clothing, Azzie removed avariety of herbs,
smples, nostrums, purified metals, recondite poisons and the like, and gave these to Faust.

"Thank you," Faust said. "With these at my disposd I'll work my own destiny. Y our offer was kind,
Azzie, but | can take care of this matter of the impostor by myself.”

"Farawvdl, then!" Azziecried.
"Farewd|l," Faust said.

*They both struck a pose, right arms upraised in the air, palms outward, thumbs folded in—the
magician's gesture—then Azzie vanished in aflash and Faust, amoment later, accompanied by Helen,
vanished in one dso.

CHAPTER 7

M arguerite couldn't believeit. She had dways heard that magicianswere aficklelot, but this, in the old
German expression, redly took the apple kuchen. She had gone from atavernin Cracow toacel in
Congtantinople, and she didn't even know what she'd been arrested for. And here she was, abandoned
by Faust and probably in alot of trouble. She paced up and down the cell, then cowered back as she
heard the sound of heavy footsteps marching down the passageway. The footsteps stopped, the door to
the next cdll clanged open.
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Marguerite waited, listening. There was a brief pause. Then the steps started up again. They stopped in
front of her cell. She heard the sound of akey rattling in the crude lock. Then the lock turned. She
cowered as the door to her cell swung open.

And saw, entering the doorway, atdl, yellow-haired young fellow dressed in fine clothing. He paused in
the doorway, looking at her with agaze of some attentiveness. For awhile the two of them formed a
tableau therein the gray light that filtered into the cell from the guttering horn lanterns hung in the corridor.
The newcomer was little more than aboy with a sheen of perspiration dappling his upper lip, staring,
while she, her long, chestnut hair tangled in an attractive way, long skirt dightly raised to show her
attractive ankles, cowered in a posture most pathetic yet most enticing, too.

Then Mack, for such it was, said, "Who are you?"
"l am Marguerite,” thegirl said. "And you?'
"Dr. Johann Faugt, a your service."

Marguerite blinked twice, and it was on her mind to say that he couldn't be Faust because the real Faust
had just abandoned her to go off joyriding with ademon. But amoment's reflection convinced her that
thisline of talk might not be agood idea, sincethisfellow presumably had rescue in mind, and might not
care to be contradicted so vehemently at the very beginning of their relationship. Let him be Faust, or
Schmaugt, or Gnaust, or whatever he pleased, so long as he got her out of here.

"What are you doing here?' Mack asked.

"That'salong story,” Marguerite said. "'l was with this other fellow, and, well, he sort of went off and left
me here. And you?"'

Mack had cometo the prison cdll in pursuit of Henry Dandolo, hoping to get from him theicon of St.
Basll, because this, it seemed to him, was very much what he needed to bring this Situation to a successtul
conclusion. When he reached thefirst cell he saw that Dandolo, dong with blind old Isaac, had |eft. He
was about to leave himsdf, when some presentiment made him look into the next cell. It was strange: it
was not hisusual way, to look into cells. But thistime it had seemed quite urgent that he do so. And so
he had doneit. But how to tell dl thisto Marguerite?

"Minésalong story, too," hetold her. "Do you want to get out of here?"

"Doesapig liketo wallow?' Marguerite said, using an old expression which was common in the part of
Germany where she had been agoosegirl.

"Come, then," Mack said. "Stick with me. | have to find somebody.”

They |€eft the dungeon and went out into the camp. It was a scene of confusion and riot. A thousand
torchesflared, illuminating people scurrying back and forth. Trumpets were blasting, and most people
were moving in the direction of the city wals. It seemed that an attack wasin progress.

Mack and Marguerite made their way through the crowd, walking in the direction most of the people
were going. Everybody was hurrying toward the walls of Congtantinople, and it seemed therewas
fighting going on there. Bloodied men were being helped back from the fray, many of them stuck with
Byzantine arrows, which could be distinguished from others by the red and green hexagond patterns
painted on their shafts, and by their feathers, which were of Muscovy duck rather than English goose.

Other soldiers pushed past them to get into the fight. There were Sgns of struggle on the high battlements.
But below, with asudden clang, the great gates that guarded Constantinople swung open, unbolted by



Frankish sympathizers within the city. The mounted Crusaders, seeing this, quickly formed up and
gdloped toward the open gates in an armored wedge. There were Greek soldiers barring the entrance,
and there were Northmen, too, who had been enlisted to fight in the city'sarmies. They tried vainly to
stem the tide. But the maddened Crusaders dammed into them, battle-axes and maces swept through the
air in short, sharp arcs, and there were cruel sounds as, with terrible effect, they landed on bodies. A
group of Greek women atop the wall had brought up ahuge cauldron of boiling oil. They tipped it over
now, and it came down in asizzling gold en cascade. Frankish soldiers caught in the flood screamed as
the hot oil poured over their armor and came through the neck and arm openings, to broil theminsdelike
so many lobsters. Then aflight of arrows swept the women away, and the Frankish host was charging
again, shouting their bettle cries and advancing into the city with irresistible force. A smdl group of
Turkish mercenaries were now the only onesleft guarding the inner keep. Their arrowsflew hard and
fast, darkening the sky, making conversation difficult with the ominous hiss of their passage. Rank after
rank of Crusaderswere thrown down, rolling away from horses that bristled like porcupines asthe
Turkish arrow storm struck home. Then the tide of maddened Franks reached the ranks of the Turks,
who, small of stature and lightly armored, could not stand up to the big, hairy, unshaven European menin
their heavy mail. Therewas agreat lopping of limbs and besting in of heads, and the blood-maddened
Franks burst through the Turkish linesinto the city Streets.

Mack raced through just behind the fighting, pulling Marguerite dong by the hand. Findly he spied Henry
Dandolo. The old man was on foot and clutching an enormous sword. He was waving it around so that
everybody near him had to duck out of the way. "Lead meto them!" Dandolo was shouting. "Let me at
those Greeks!"

Mack ran up, ducking under the sword, and, clutching Dandolo'sarm, said, "Henry, it'sme, Faust! Let
meguideyou!"

"Ah, the messenger from Green Beard!" Dandolo said. "Y es, fine, just point mein the direction of the
enemy and give meapush.”

"I'll do that," Mack said, and turned Henry around so that he faced the city walk. As he did so, he deftly
removed Dandolo's slken ding, from which he had seen, peeking, theicon of St. Basll.

"Best of luck, sir!" he caled out, and Henry Dandolo waved his sword and went charging into the battle,
aprecursor of Don Quixote if there ever was one.

Mack turned to Marguerite. "All right, let's get out of here!™

Mack, with Marguerite in tow, now turned away from the city walls and made hisway back into the
camp. Hewasin search of aplace of safety. One thing he knew for surewas, he had fulfilled hisfirst test.
He had made a choice, had saved the icon of St. Basil.

Already it waslate. Darkness suddenly fell. The night had turned quite chilly. A cold wind was blowing.
Rainwasfdling. Shivering, shaking, Mack and Marguerite dogged across the muddy battlefield.

"Where are we going?' Marguerite asked.

"There's somebody | have to meet,” Mack said, wondering where in hell Mephistopheleswas.
"Did he say where?'

"Hesad hed find me."

"Then why arewerunning likethis?'



"We're getting away from the battle. Y ou could get killed out there!™

And then they ran into agroup of soldiers. These were not the same soldierswho had arrested Faust
earlier. Theselooked quite smilar, though, being large and unshaven and hairy and foul-spoken and
loaded down with weapons. These fellows had been doing some fighting and they looked al the worse
for it. They were beaten and bruised and their armor was dented. They were crouched over a pile of logs
and a couple of chairsthey had plucked from apassing caravan, trying to get afire going. Over and over
they struck flint and sted, but the rain, which had begun just past sunset, was coming down harder and
they were meeting with no success.

"Hey there, you! Stop amoment!" avoice cried as Mack and Marguerite came up. "Haven't got a bit of
dry firewood on you, have you?'

"No, no," Mack said. "Sorry, but we don't have any. Excuse us, fellows, we have to go.”

The soldiers crowded around them. Marguerite felt something lumpy press againgt her side. Shewas
about to dap somebody's face when she redlized that Mack was trying to get her to take asmall sack he
had taken from Henry Dandolo. She concedled it on her person as the soldiers grabbed Mack.

They searched him roughly, and then turned to her. Marguerite, fearing rude hands on her person,
dumbly handed over the sack.

"Aha" one of them cried in atriumphant voice, taking out theicon of &. Basll. "What have we here?!
"Careful with that,” Mack said, "that'sa specid holy icon.”

"What doesit do?' the soldier asked.

"It works miracles" Mack said.

"Works miracles, doesit? Let'sseeif itll sart thisfire. That would beamiraclel™ He struck flint and
sted. Sparks flew. One of them caught in the varnish on theicon's painted face. Theicon sprang
immediately into flames.

The soldiers bent down over it, trying to get the burning icon under the other logs. Mack took the
opportunity to get away, followed by Marguerite.

They reached the edge of alittle woods that bordered the battlefield. Loud lamentations could be heard
from the direction of the city, now that the hiss of arrows had ended. The Crusaders were running wild.
Already apdl of smoke hung inthe clear moonlit air. It looked likeit was going to be Troy al over again.

Mack looked away. A flash of lightning reveded atdl, sinister figure standing not ten feet from him,
wrapped in acrimson cloak, picturesquely posed at the margin of the woods.

"Mephistopheles” Mack cried. "Am | glad to see you!" He hurried up to him. "Did you seewhat | did?|
took theicon option.”

"Yes, | saw," Mephistopheles said. "Frankly, I'm not impressed.”

"You'renot? But it seemed the best choice. When | heard of Henry Dandolo speak about his plansfor
the future of Congtantinople, | knew that | shouldn't kill him. Asfor Alexius, | never did get close enough
to him to kidnap him evenif I'd wanted to."

"Fool!" Mephistophdles said. "Henry Dandolo was deceiving you. His hatred of Congtantinopleis



implacable
"How in hell was | supposed to know that?' Mack asked.

"Read hislips," Mephistopheles said. "If you had killed him, a better emperor might have been found,
who could have saved the city from the terrible sacking and burning that the Crusaders are giving it even

"l did thebest | could,” Mack said sullenly.

"I don't really mean to scold you,” Mephistophdessaid. "As| sad, it'snot you yoursdf being judged, it's
mankind as exemplified by you. Y ou made just the sort of slly choice ahuman would make. To try to
save anilluson rather than perform apracticaity!”

"Well, I'll do better at it next time," Mack said. "l won't try to save any moreillusions, | cantell you that.
What's next?'

"Y our second adventure awaitsyou," Mephistopheles said. "Are you ready?'

"l could useabath and anight'sdeep.”

"You will be ableto get those things at your next stop. Y ou are going to the court of Kublai Khan."
"What am | going therefor?'

"I will explain when we get there. Prepare yoursdlf.”

"Wait!" Mack cried, for Marguerite was tugging at hisdeeve. "Can | take her dong?’

Mephistopheles looked at Marguerite, seemed about to refuse, then shrugged. "Oh, | suppose so. Hold
hands, close your eyes, and the thing will be done.”

Mack and Marguerite did as they were told. Marguerite dso held her breath, because she hated the
dizzying sensation of being conjured to another place and time.

Mephistopheles made hand gestures, there was the familiar flash of fireand curl of smoke. And they
were gone.

MARCO POLO

CHAPTER 1

W hen Mack opened his eyes, he found he was on abusy street corner in what looked like avery large
city. Mephistophel es and Marguerite were standing on either sde of him. Mephistopheleswaslooking as
dapper as dways. He had afresh red rosebud in the buttonhole of his dark lounge suit. His black shoes
glittered with anew shine. And Marguerite was pretty as a picture. She'd found the timeto repair her
makeup since leaving Constantinople, and to change into a flowered gown with low-cut bodice.
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Mack looked around, and saw at once that this city had many large and noble buildings of apeculiar
design that had to be Chinese. Thisimpression was further reinforced by the inhabitants, who, wearing
dlksand furs, and with their handsin their long deeves, hurried back and forth holding high-pitched
conversations. The air was crisp and cold and smelled of charcoa and five-spice powder. The sky
overhead was a cold northern blue. Men in fur hats with flat orange faces passed by. These, Mack was
pretty sure, were Mongols. There seemed to be alot of them around, all armed to the teeth. They
walked past Mack and the others asif they were not there.

"What'sup?' Mack asked. "Don't they like us?*

"They can't see us," Mephistopheles said. "I have put us under atemporary Invisibility Spell. It's chegper
than hiring a conference room."

"If you say s0," Mack said. "Now, what am | supposed to do here?"

"Therein front of you,” Mephistopheles said, "down at the end of the Street, isthe great palace of Kublai
Khan. Within that palace live the great Khan, his nobles, relatives, concubines, and hangers-on. Alsoin
that palaceis Marco Polo."

"The famous Venetian explorer?' Mack asked.

"None other. His uncle and father would normally be there with him, but they've gone on atrading trip to
Trebizond."

"Where's Trebhizond?' Mack asked.

"Never mind. Y ou don't need to know that. What you need to know iswhat you're supposed to do
here"

"Yes right,” Mack said. "Better fill mein."

"The stuationislikethis. Marco is planning to leave Peking and return to Venice. Kublai Khan has
reluctantly agreed to let him go because Marco isthe only one who can provide safe escort for the
Princess Irene, whom he has betrothed to one of hislordsin Persa There are plots 'gainst Marco'slife,
however. Some of the Mongol lords resent the favors Kublai has bestowed on him. There are people
who want to kill him. One of your choicesisto prevent Marco Polo from being killed before he leaves
Peking."

"Now, wait aminute," Mack said. "He did leave Peking, didn't he?'

"Yes, but that wasin the past. Thisis hgppening now. So it al must be done over again. And it could go
adifferent way. Because even though it's happening over again, thisisaso thefirs time.”

"Butif it did go adifferent way," Mack sad, "wouldn' that play hell with eventsin our own time?'

"Y ou needn't worry about that,” Mephistopheles said. "Think of it asagamewithinagame. You are
brought here and given amoment in time. Y ou will have three choices of what to do with that moment.
From your choices, we will see how you will affect the future, whether for good or for ill."

"No, it makesno sense at dl,” Mack said. "Why should | have to help Marco? He has aready won out
againg any plot there might have been againg him."

"Y ou don't seem to understand,” Mephistopheles said. "When we send you here, it'sasif thestory is
happening for thefirst time. No outcomes are fixed. For that matter, who knows how many timesthe



Marco Polo story has been replayed? The history of Earth islike the old morality plays one sees over
and over again, but the outcomes are not fixed. It's like the commedia ddl'arte. The basic cast assembles
every evening, the Stuation is begun, but sometimes, quite unexpectedly, the outcomeis different.”

"And these new endings don't affect the main course of history?'

"How could you know what the main course of history isif youreimmersed inits stresm? And yt,
dthoughitisall deadly serious, itisal agame. At leadt, to usit isagame. But to you it had better stay
serious or you'll suffer for it.”

"What are my other choices?' Mack asked.

"Thereisthe matter of the Princess Irene. Sheisfrom afar country and Kublai Khan has betrothed her
to alord of Persa. Yet if shewereto marry someone e se, that would change the course of history, too.
Y ou can decide to change that by getting her to marry someonedse.”

"What happened with the one she did marry?' Mack asked.
"Higtory doesn't tell us," Mephistophelesreplied.

"All right,” Mack said. He saw he wasn't going to get anything much clearer out of this high-flown demon.
"And what isthe third choice?"

"Kublai Khan possesses amagic scepter that brings good luck to the Mongol forces, and hence bad luck
on his enemies, which include the countries of the West that Kublai opposes. Y ou could stedl that

Scepter.”
"| tried that last time with the magicicon.”

"Thistimeis completely different. Forget about the last time. Now, if you're quite ready, I'll take away the
cloak of invishility and you can begin."

"Wait aminute!” Mack said. "How do | explain my presence here?'
Mephistopheles pondered for amoment. "Tell them you're the ambassador from Ophir.”
"And what is Ophir?'

"Ophir," Mephistopheles sad, "isthe city mentioned in the Old Testament from which King Solomon got
hisgold, silver, ivory, apes, and peacocks.”

"And whereisthis Ophir |ocated?'

"No one knowsfor sure. Various sites have been mentioned, among them East Africa, the Far Eadt,
Abyssinia, and Arabia. We can be sure Marco Polo has not been there, otherwise he would have
mentioned it in the long and boastful list of travels he will leave behind. So you can safely clam your
ambassadorship since there isno oneto refute you."

"Well, al right," Mack said. "So I'm the Ophirian ambassador. Or isthat Ophirese?
"Asyou please" Mephistopheles said, showing signs of impatience. "Now, if you're quite ready?’
"Wait! Onemorething,” Mack said. "What about my clothing?’

"Look a yoursdf,” Mephistopheles said.



Mack |ooked. Evidently, when redressing himself and Marguerite, M ephistopheles had found time to give
Mack black-and-white tights, awool-lined jacket, and alittle cap with afeather init. So that part wasdl
right. But Mack felt there was something else, some other problem. Mephistopheles was beginning to
make his disappearing gestures. Then Mack had it.

"Wait! How can | talk to these people?’

"What do you mean?' Mephistopheles said.

"Unlessthey know German and alittle French, I'm going to be stuck.”

"Oh." Mephistophdesfrowned. "But, Dr. Faust, you are arenowned scholar and linguist.”

"Y ou know how it is" Mack said. "People exaggerate these things. Anyway, I've been along time out of
languages. They dl need brushing up.”

"Very wdl,” Mephistophdes said. "I'll give you aLanguage Spell that will enable you to understand
everything anybody says. Be careful withiit. It'snot for generd circulation.”

"A magic Language Spdl will hep," Mack said.
Mephistopheles gestured. "It isdone. Y ou have to give it back when you are through with it."
"What about me?' Marguerite asked.

"You'rejust dong as hisfriend,” Mephistopheles said. "The Language Spell doesn't pertain to you.
Ready, then?'

Mack gulped and nodded. M ephistopheles disappeared, thistime without aflash of fire and smoke, just
arather rapid fading out. At the same moment, a short, squat man with along beard bumped into Mack.

"Ogrungi,” theman said.

"No, no, it was my fault,” Mack said. And then marveled at the fact that he had understood the fellow
perfectly. The man moved on and Mack turned to Marguerite.

"I wish Mephistopheles hadn't been so peremptory,” Mack said. "He really doesn't set these things up
very well. Let's see now. What isthefirst thing I'm supposed to do?"

At that moment atal, fierce-looking warrior in fur hat and lacquered armor, with sword and shild and a
lance on hisback, sad, "Hey, you!"

"Thisis familiar,” Mack murmured to Marguerite. Turning to the warrior, he said, "Y es?'
"l haven't seen you around before. Who are you?'

"l," Mack said, "am the ambassador from Ophir. Take meto your khan. And by the way, thisismy
friend, Marguerite.

"Follow me" thewarrior sad.

Staying afew steps behind the warrior, out of whose way people scurried with much kow-towing, they
walked through the teeming marketplace that lay on their way to Kublai's palace. There were smells
aplenty here and they were Chinese smellsfor the most part, not European smells, though there were also
curry smellsfrom India, and hibiscus smellsfrom the South Seas. Once they began walking among the



galls, the air became redolent with the odor of five-spice powder and Accent. Blocks of pressed
seaweed, which people ate like knockwurst, exuded their characteristic odor both miasmic and iodinic.
Mack could detect the clean smells of bamboo and sandalwood above the more insstent odors of garlic,
charcod, rice-wine vinegar, and lichee nuts. There were baskets of barbecued pork and platters of
Generd Khu's chicken. Duck Peking style could be seen everywhere, most of it doused in the ubiquitous
Peking sauce. People with brownish yellow faces and straight black hair, of &l sizes and shapes, gazed at
them and passed comments. Because of the Language Spell that M ephistophel es had given him, Mack
was able to understand all of the comments.

"Martha, will you take alook at that.”

"What isit, Ben?"'

"Surelookslike foreignersto me.”

"What afunny skin color!"

"What ugly eyed"

"And the way he's dressed! Nobody wears them velvet jackets around here.”

"And look at her in them high heelst We don't even wear high hedls around here, they're so tacky, so you
can figurewhat they'relike."

"Hdl no, wedon't!"

Noisy but cheerful, the crowd offered no violence. Mack, Marguerite, and the warrior left the market
with itsmany smells and came to an dtogether more neutrd region in terms of odoriferousness, agreat
boulevard beyond which lay anoble palace.

They crossed the street and entered along stone courtyard leading to a high gate. The gate was open and
acaptain of the guard stood before it in lacquered armor with sword and shield, and chalenged them.
"Who goesthere?

"Anonymous soldier," the Mongol warrior replied, "bringing with him the ambassador from Ophir and his
girlfriend to present to the Khan."

"What good timing!" the guard said. "Kublai Khan and his whole court happen to be assembled now,
they've finished talking business and it's not yet time for dinner, and so are hoping for something amusing
to come up. Pass, anonymous soldier with honored guests.”

The halls of the Khan's paace were rich beyond description. So none will be attempted. Down the
corridorsthey marched, past scrolls covered with Chinese poetry extolling the virtues of water-watching.
Thefinal doors before the audience chamber weretal, ova shaped, richly ornamented, and made of
bronze. They swung open of their own accord.

"Who shdl | say iscdling?' asmall, dark man asked.
"The ambassador from Ophir," Mack said. "And hisgirlfriend.”

The great audience room waslit by flambeaux, which, being anewly imported French kind of torch,
burned with acold, pitilessintellectud light. By that light Mack saw, ahead of him, on a stage, agroup of
richly garmented people. In the center, eevated on asmdl plinth above the others, was amiddle-sized,
middle aged, middle-tempered sort of aman of medium coloring and average good looks, asmall beard,



and on his head aturban from whose summit blazed adiamond so gresat that Mack knew even without a
program that thisfellow had to be Kublai Khan.

On ether sde of the Khan were various people who turned out to be dignitaries, aunts and uncles,
perhaps afew brothers and sisters, and some of their relatives. There were many courtiersin the room.
There was apae blond woman sitting on asmal throne beside and dightly below Kublai who might have
been the Princess Irene. At every hand there were archers, bows haf drawn, arrows ready, watching the
movements of the guests, trusting none of them. At alittletable dl by himsdlf sat awizened old man
wearing arobe with stars on it. This no doubt was the court wizard. Not far from him was ayoung
European-looking man sprucely dressed in pantaloons and doublet and wearing on his head asmall felt
hat with a hawk's feather. Thiswas Marco Polo.

"So, you're from Ophir?' Kublai Khan said. Remembering what M ephistophel es had told him, Mack
noticed that Kublai Khan had a scepter. It didn't look especialy magicd, but Mephistopheleswas
presumably correct in hisinformetion.

The Khan said, "Y ou're the first Ophirean we've had visit. Or do you say Ophirese?!
"Whichever Your Mgesty prefers,” Mack said.
"Look, Marco!" Kublai said. "A fellow European!”

The young man in the hawk-feather cap |ooked up and scowled. "He's nobody | know. What's your
name, fellow, and where do you come from?”

"l am Dr. Johann Faust,” Mack said. "1 was born in Wittenberg in Germany, but of late I'm the acting
ambassador from Ophir."

"We have not seen your like in Europe,” Marco said.

"No. We Ophirese are pretty much content to stay home. We're not a grest trading nation anymore like
your Venice, Marco."

"Ah.Y ou know me, then?'
"Certainly. Y our fame has spread even asfar as Ophir.”

Marco tried to maintain hisfrown, but he was flattered. Tell me, what are your principa products?’ he
asked.

"We export alot of stuff,” Mack said, "but our main products are gold, silver, ivory, apes, and
peacocks.”

"Apes! That'sinteresting,” Marco said, "The great Khan has been looking for agood source of apes.”

"Weve got the best,” Mack said. "Weve got big apes and link apes, tiny apdets, huge gorillas,
orange-furred orangutans, and so on. | guesswe can fill about anything you might need in the ape
department.”

"Great, I'll get back to you on that," Marco said. "The great Khan might want some peacocks, too, if
your prices are competitive.”

Tak to me" Mack said, "I'll makeyou aprice."

At that moment the court wizard spoke up. "Ophir, en? The city that isnear Sheba?"



"That'sit,” Mack said. "Y ou got theright one."
" shdl check on thisfurther," thewizard said.

"I'm sure you'll find our city isin order,” Mack said. He chuckled, but no one el selaughed at hislittle
joke.

Kublai Khan said, "Welcome to my court, Dr. Faust, ambassador from Ophir. We shall wish to spesk to
you at some later time, because, let it be known, we love to hear stories of distant lands. Our dear son
Marco regaes uswith many taes. But it isaways good to get anew dant on these things."

"At Your Mgesty's service," Mack said, and, noting that Marco's face had changed from ascowl into a
rictus of annoyance, decided that he had made no friends here this day.

"And what of thewoman?' Kublai Khan asked.
Mack hissed at Marguerite, "He'staking to you!"
"What's he saying?' Marguerite said. "'l can't understand aword!"

"I'll gpesk for you," Mack said. To Kublai Khan he said, "Thisis Marguerite, afriend of mine, but she
doesn't have aword of Mongol."

"No word at dl?But wewould fain hear her story!™
"I'll just haveto trandateit for you," Mack said, "which isashame because shetellsit so well hersdf.”

"That won't be necessary,” Kublal said. "Luckily, we have recently ingtituted a rapid-learning center for
subjects and friends who don't understand Mongolian. Y ou spesk it perfectly, my dear Faust.”

"Thank you," Mack said, bowing. "I've dways had a bit of aknack for languages.”

"But the woman is going to haveto learn. Explain to her that sheisto go to class now and come out
when she can speak to us.”

Mack said to Marguerite, "L ook, I'm sorry about this, but they're taking you off to language class.”
"Oh, no," Marguerite said. "Not school again!"
"Yes. I'm sorry. Theré's nothing | can do about it."

"Darnit!" Margueritesaid. "Thisisnofun at dl!" But shelet hersdlf beled away by two serving maids.

CHAPTER 2

M ack was aware of astrangenessin the outer corridors as he followed Wong, a servant who had been
assgned to lead him to his quarters. He noted how Wong's lantern flame would suddenly sway when
there was no breeze to gtir it. Asthey moved through the silent hallways and corridorsthey cameto one
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that was roped off with acrimson cord.
"And what is down there?' Mack asked.

"That isthe spirit wing," Wong said. "It is dedicated to the spirits of dead poets. Entrancetoitis
forbidden to the living. Only the Khan himsdlf and the servants of the Arts may go through with the
sacrifices”

"What sacrifices?"

"Brightly colored stones, seashells, moss, and other thingsthat are pleasing to the spirits of dead
dorytellers™

Wong told him that there were few monarchs as hospitable as Kublai Khan, and none as desirous of
hearing the converse of strangers. Kublai was different from other Mongolsin the pleasure he took at
travelers taes. He encouraged people from dl over theworld to come cal on him, tdl him where they
were from and what the cussoms were like there. He liked to hear about their families, too, and the more
extended, the better. And

Kublai had awholewing of his palace put aside for hospitality to strangers. Thiswing was arguably the
world'sfirst luxury hotel where people were wel come without a reservation and without money. Just a
gory.

There were beggars in the Khan's palace aswell as ambassadors. But they were not ordinary beggars. In
the Khan's estimation, abeggar was one with an insufficiency of stories. All the beggarsin the Khan's
palace were persons who, for one reason or another, were or could be considered storydead. The Khan
supported these unfortunates as a public charity.

Not only were there luxurious rooms for travelers, there was a so the specia wing for the wandering
Spirits of poets and storytellers. For it was the Khan's belief that the spirits of poetslive forever, ina
special celestia kingdom that had been congtructed for them alone by the Powers That Be. And these
Spirits sometimes went awandering back to the Earth, for poets draw inspiration from revisiting the
scenes of their former triumphs and defeats. And in their peregrinations around their old-time
countrysides and city streets, sometimes these spirits were susceptible to outside influences. At such
times, the Khan believed, aman could perform acertain ritud, lay out certain offerings, and these would
attract such spirits, and they would come to the Khan's palace, for they knew they were welcome. Once
there, they would find dl the thingsthat a spirit might crave: bits of soft fur, shiny shards of mirror, pieces
of amber, antique silver coins, curioudy colored pebbles. These were some of the things that were said to
give pleasure to the spirits of dead poets, and the Khan had collected many of them. These werelaid out
in the chambers where the spirits were invited to visit. Incense was burned around the clock in these
chambers, and candles were kept lit. And sometimes, a spirit would come to such a place, enjoy the
feast of memory that had been laid out for him, and, when heleft, deposit adream in the Khan's head as
agft.

Dueto this, the Khan had many remarkable dreams, for he had been visited by spiritstelling of savage
whitewhales, of conspiraciesin the Roman forum, of great armies moving across afrozen white
landscape. He had dreamed of journeying through a dark wood, gone from the path direct. He had
dreamed of choosing between alady and atiger. Thusthe Khan piled up atreasure of stories and
dreams by day and by night, until he no longer knew which was which, and he worked on his own secret
dream, which was to be an audience for dead poets after he had |eft thislife.

Mack's gpartment was of aluxury rarely encountered in the West. And the Khan had thought up many
niceties. The servants who fetched him food and drink and hot water for his bath were trained to act asif



he weren't there, so that their gaze would not intrude on hisinner solitude. Mack found al thisvery nice,
but he could not enjoy it properly for worrying about getting on with his choices. After dl, hewasnt a
sightseer. He was there to work.

To do something with and about Marco Polo seemed a good place to begin. Saving Marco Polo'slife
ought to be quite a Good Thing. In any event, he could see no harmin it. Nobody gets angry at you for
saving their life. Whereas finding anew husband for Princess Irene seemed alittle risky, and besides, he
hadn't even met the princessyet. Asfor taking Kublai's scepter, it hadn't escaped Mack's attention that
there were Mongol bowmen aways near the Khan, arrow on bowstring, and whenever anyone even
made agesture in the Khan's direction, the bowmen stiffened and haf drew their shafts. It was gpparent
that nobody got closeto Kublai Khan. Hed risk being transfixed by arrowsiif hetried.

And then there was Marco Polo to consider.
"Tel me" Mack said to Wong, "does Marco Polo live anywhere around here?!

"He kegps an gpartment in this complex,” Wong said. "But he dso has severd fine mansonsin the city
and numerous farms, pleasure domes, and the like esewhere.”

"l didn't ask for hisreal estate holdings,” Mack said. "I merely want to know whereto find him."

"Right now he'sin the Main Banquet Room, supervising the decorating for agreat banquet tonight in the
Khan'shonor."

"Be so good asto take methere."

CHAPTER 3

T'he Main Banquet Room was filled with workmen putting up paper streamers, banners, brightly colored
tapedtries, and other gewgaws of afestive nature. The ceiling waslofty and was held up by eight pillars.
Each of those pillars rested on a square block that gave some room at its corners for decorations. The
main decoration for the festivities was severed human heads. Marco had heads piled on these corner
stones, great piles of savered heads, some of them still bleeding, some rather dried out, somein astate of
mummification, othersin a state of moldiness, decay, or even putrescence. In the middle of the room was
avat of blood, with two cowled figures stirring it so it wouldn't coagul ate. Marco was standing near toit,
hands on his hips, supervising the placement of the heads.

Mack paused a moment to take it in, then walked up to Marco. "Nice-looking arrangement of heads," he
commented.

"Thank you," Marco said. "But they're ill not right.”

He shouted to the men on ladders piling the heads, "Tighten up that pyramid! | don't want those heads
scattered around. I'm after a concentrated effect. | want them piled high! A pyramid of heads about
seven feet high, that'swhat I'm after on each of the corner stones. | know they won't balance by
themsalves. Y ou'll have to devise some way to get them to look like they're balancing. Find some bracing
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materia, or usetwine or haywire, but make sure it doesn't show. And take those dried-out old heads out
of the pile. They look like they've been lying around for decades. Thisisn't atribute to the past. Were
celebrating the Khan's present and future conquests and all we want here are freshly severed heads,
preferably with the blood still dripping. If the blood isn't fresh, add some from the vat.”

Mack and Marco watched for awhile. The workmen made adjustments. Mack commented, "The
display looks much better now."

"Do you think s0?'
"Oh, yes. You Venetians have an eye for these matters.”
"Thank you. So you're from Ophir?"

"Yes" Mack admitted. "But let's not talk about me. | just wanted to tell you how niceit isto meet you. |
admire you, Marco. It'san honor to meet the foremost fabulist of your generation, perhaps of any

generaion.”

"That'sgood of you,” Marco said. "But you're afabulist, too, aren't you? | mean, Ophir, what'sthat if not
fabulidic?"

"Oh, only in avery minor way. After dl, who cares about Ophir? After you've mentioned theivory,
peacocks, and apes, there redlly isn't much to say about the place.”

Marco smiled athin, dangerous smile. "I hope not. Thereés only room for onefabulist a atimeinaroya
court."

"Hey, you'retheresdent fabulist,” Mack said. "Asamatter of fact, you're thereason | came here. | want
to get your autograph.”

"Y ou have my book?'

"It'smy dearest possession. Was, | should say, for thieving Arabs stole my copy from me one night in
High Tartary."

"That soundslike quiteatade."

"Not at al," Mack said, remembering who was supposed to be the storytdller around here. "Actudly, it
was the most band burglary imaginable. But it was bad luck for me because | don't have a copy for you
to sign. But if you could put your Signature on apiece of paper, I'd pasteit in when | get acopy again.”

"I just might happen to have acopy,” Marco said cardlessly. "'l suppose | could let you haveit at cost.”
"Y our only copy?| couldnt!"
"Asamatter of fact, | have severd.”

"I'd congder it aprivilegeif you'd sign acopy for me. And I'd consider it aprivilegeif you'd let me guard
your person and keep you safe from the plots and cabals that swirl around your glorious person.”

"How did you know about the plots against me?' Marco asked. "Y ou just got here.”

"It iscommon knowledge," said Mack, "that aman as taented and famous as you must have enemies. It
would be my desireto protect you from them.”



"If you redly want to help,” Marco sad, "there is something you could do for me."
"Judt tell me" Mack said.

Marco said, "As ambassador of Ophir, | takeit you speak quite afew languages.”
"It'saprerequisite of being an ambassador,” Mack said.

"I dready know that you speak German, French, Mongol, and Persian.”

"They're necessary, of course."

"And what about Turkestani? Farsi? Turkoman? What about Oglut and Mandarin?"
"l can get by inthem,” Mack said.

"What about Pushtu?"

"I'm not sure," Mack said. "What doesit sound like?"

Marco held hismouth in aspecia way and said, " Thisis how asentence in Pushtu sounds.”
"Yes" Mack said, "l can understand that.”

"Perfect," Marco said. "The Princess Irene speaks only Pushtu, having never mastered the Mongol
tongue. Shehasno oneto talk to."

"Except for yoursdlf, surdy?”

"The only sentence | have learned thusfar is, Thisis how asentence in Pushtu sounds.’ I've had no time
to study it, you see."

"That's too bad."

"What | want you to do," Marco said, "isgo to the princess and converse with her. It be such a
pleasurefor her to Speak again in her native tongue. And | think she'd be interested in the customs of

Ophir."

"l wouldn't waste her time with that," Mack said. "Ophir ismuch like any other place. But if you think my
prattle may get her into a better mood, you can depend on me. I'll go to her at once.”

Mack left, congratulating himself on how quickly he was penetrating into the inner circles of the Mongol
court.

CHAPTER 4

| t wasucky that Mack had precise directions, becauise the palace of Kublai Khan had been laid out
with the complexity of amaze. Mack went down long polished corridors that seemed to fade into infinity,
up hushed ramps glowing in reflected sunlight, down gleaming staircases. Sounds were muted in this
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place. Here and there a birdcage swung from the ceiling. Cats and dogs and ocelots roamed the
passageways. From time to time Mack could hear the sounds of high-pitched pipes played against the
boom of bass drums. Twice heran into corridor vendors, who purveyed potstickers, beef on a stick, and
Mongolian enchiladas, free of charge, provided by the Khan for the guests who sometimes got
ravenoudy hungry asthey searched for the corridor leading to the commissary.

There were no windowsin this part of the interior palace, but the traveler passed occasiond dioramas
giving scenes of nature—nbirch treeswith chipmunks, lazy riverswith otters, jungleswith monkeys. With
these, he need no longer fed deprived of some connection with the natura world, eveniif it was only
symbolic and fanciful. And here and there a break had been made in the even regul arity of the corridors,
and there would be an open space, sometimes atiny one, no more than a patch of land with alittle shrine
onit, and sometimesit would be larger, ahalf quaa of land, and sometimes even awhole quaa.

So it was that Mack, after following courtyard after courtyard at the end of corridor after corridor, came
to alarge paved plaza, and in this plaza were many armed men and they were doing exercises. The men
were fully armored, and they carried swords and shields and lances. There were drill instructors with red
headbands who led them in exercises of arms and in calisthenic drills that Mack thought looked very
tiresome. He made his way through the ranks of sweating men, because hisroute to the princess suite
continued on the other sde of the plaza.

It was a colorful sght he passed through, because these men wore uniforms from the different armies of
many different countries and nations, and they al spoke different languages. There must have been two
dozen different tongues spoken in that crowded courtyard, and Mack could understand them al because
of the gift of tongues that Mephistopheles spell had given him. Mack pretty much ignored them, because
the things soldiers say during calisthenics are not interesting in any language. But he suddenly paid
attention when he heard Marco Polo's name mentioned.

The mention had come from two warriors who were fencing together. They were bearded, clad in leather
with plates of bronze, and their hair was oiled and curled in the Phoenician manner. One of them had
sad, "Now, what were you telling me about this Marco Polo?

The other said, "We shouldn't be speaking about him herein this public place.

"Don't worry," thefirst one said. "Nobody around here except us speaks the Haifa didect of Middle
Aramac.

It was a pretty obscure language, but Mack, due to the al-inclusiveness of Mephistopheles Language
Spell, understood it perfectly well right down to the glottal stops. He paused to adjust aboot and heard
the second man say, "'l was telling you that the time has come for our plot to reach its maturation. Y ou
and | have been sdected for guard duty at the Banquet Hall tonight. That's when well do for him."

"It'sto be death, then, eh?'

"That's what the Potentiator of Phoeniciawanted done according to the carrier pigeon messagel|
received from him earlier. Were to get him now, before he can leave Peking and make other trade
treatiesthat will exclude our city of Tyre."

"Long live Tyrd" thefirs man said.
"Quiet, you fool. Just be ready to act tonight.”

And with that the two soldiers returned to their fencing exercise with renewed vigor. Mack finished
adjusting his boot. He straightened up and got out of there. Everything was working out for him. He had



detected this plot against Marco, and would tell the Venetian about it as soon as he finished his
conversation with Princess Irene.

CHAPTER S5

Princess Irene wasin her chambers, was decent, and shewas pleased to admit the ambassador from
Ophir.

"You mus unnerstan’,” she said, in broken Mongolian, leading Mack over the many carpetsto an interior
room, "l likeevisit but I no speakadaMongol lingo so good.”

"That is precisdly why | have cometo cal onyou, Princess" Mack said, in flawless Pushtu. "Since | have
some dight proficiency in your native tongue, | thought you might like to converse abit apace ereit gets
to be banquet time, if you know what | mean?”

The princess drew in her breath sharply, because hearing her own native language spoken by this
ydlow-haired young man with aflawless accent and with al the particlesin place and no breathing signs
omitted and with full value given to the fricatives was more wondrous to her than seeing violets bloomin
the January snow, her previous high point for new and unusual experiences.

"The dear old mother tongue!" she cried. "Y ou spesk it like anative!"

"To whatever smd| extent as might please Y our Highness," Mack said, using the subjunctive as though
he'd been born toit.

"How delightful that | no longer need to speak in broken Mongolian,” the princess said, "for it annoys me
to have to display mysdf as an ignorant person when actudly | have adegree in Ophireseliterature as
well asin that of Kush and Sheba."

"I haven't read alot of that stuff, mysdf,” Mack said. "But | know it'simportant.”

"What ismoreimportant isthat you can talk to me," the princess said. "And, what is even more
important, | can talk to you. Come here, sit down, have afig canape and a glass of palm wine, tell me
about yoursdlf. What are you doing herein Peking?”'

Mack dlowed himsdlf to be seated on alow divan with plenty of brightly colored pillows. The princess
Irene sat down beside him. Shewas atal pale blonde, with not very interesting shoulders, and with eyes
of an ambiguous seagreen color. Her manner was one of imperfectly controlled hysteria. Bracelets
jangled as she gestured. Mack ate adate from anearby bowl, hoping to calm himsdlf.

"They brought me here from the Land of the High Flags, and eventually decided | must marry thisshahin
Persga”" Irene said. "Do you think that'sfair? Daddy promised | could marry whomever | pleased. Then
he changed everything because the grest Khan needed a princess of my line. First | wasto marry a
Vigur, but he was poisoned.”

"Among nobles," Mack said, "amarriageable woman'srolein society is often to cement some treaty.
What's the matter with the shah of Persia? Sounds like agood match to me.”
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"l have seen hisportrait,” Irene said. "Heisfat. Old. Ugly. He hasacrud mouth. He looks impotent. He
seems unintelligent. He speaks only Persan.”

"Widl, you can't hold that last againgt him," Mack said.

"l don't want to hold anything againgt him,” Irene said, shuddering. "If his portrait turns me off, imagine
what the man himself would do! | would never bear him any children. Hisline would die out.”

Mack nodded, wondering if that would make any difference to future generations. Y es, it would
probably make adifference. Everything did. But what difference would making a difference make? They
hadn't told him how to figure out that one.

"Try one of these candied figs," Irene said. "I'll bet they're not as sweet asyou are.”

"Princess!” cried Mack, for, hardened man of the world though hewas, or at least fancied himself to be,
the open invitation in the princess voice shook him down to the upturned toes of his soft leather boots.

"l haveto bedirect," Irenesaid. "I might not get another chance." She moved close to him and put her
armsaround his neck. "What did you say your name was, cutie?

"Johann Faudt, at your service. But Princess—"

"Johnny, you have won me over with your sweet tongue. Don't struggle so, I'm trying to get this unlaced.”
She was referring to the tight bodice that cinched in her tiny waist. Mack tried to escape from her, but he
sank into the soft pillows of the divan, and the princess seemed to be dl over him, smultaneoudy unlacing
her bodice, stroking his hair, taking off her shoes, unfastening his doublet, and eeting a candied fig. Mack
had no fear of aggressive women, but he was turned off and frightened by the circumstances, which were
dangerous. He wondered if Princess Irene had ever done this sort of thing before, and if those she had
done it with had been caught, and if o, what had been done to them. And for afleeting moment it
seemed to him that Marco could have warned him about this.

But before he could pursue this thought, there was a sudden sound as of doors opening. And Mack
struggled to hisfeet and saw that ayoung woman had appeared in the princess chambers, though how
she had gotten there he could not say. The young woman was dark, and beautiful, and clearly not human.

"Who areyou?' Mack quavered.

"I am Ylith, aworker in the forces of Good, and a certified observer for the contest. And you, Dr. Faug,
areuptonogood at al.”

CHAPTERG

Y lith had been doing good deedsin one of Earth's dternative and highly provisond aternate time-lines
when Michadl had paged her on the angel hot line. Y lith had come a once. Sheliked being an angdl of
the Good, even though shewas il in training. The main difficulty with lifein the Good wasthat there
seemed nothing to do. She had gotten Hermes Trismegistusto put her into this other time-line so she
could practice Good Works. It was nice, but of course it wasn't the real Earth so she was happy when
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Michael had paged her.
"Ah, there, Ylith," Michad said. "I've been wanting to see how you were getting on.”
"Fing" Ylith said. "Theonly thing is, I'd like to be doing something.”

"That's the spirit!" Michadl said. "Asit turns out, we have ajob for you. Y ou know our great contest
between Light and Dark?'

"Of course" Ylith said. "Nobody in the spirit world talks of anything se.”

"Wdll, both sidesin the contest are alowed observers. That's to make sure no one takes advantage of
the Stuation or coaches the contestant in what heisto do. I'd like you to go to Earth and check on what
Mephistopheles and Mack are doing.”

"Yougotit," Ylithsad.
"Here, takethis" He handed her an amulet.
"Why, Michad!" Ylith said.

"It'snot meant asapresent,” Michad said. "That isan amulet which confersinvisibility onitsholder. It
will dlow you to observe things unobserved.”

"Okay. Seeyou later!" She vanished.

She caught up with Mack just at the end of histimein Congtantinople. Utilizing the charm of invisibility
she saw Mack and Irene together on the couch, and came to her own conclusions.

Princess Irene, as stunned as anyone by the sudden appearance of the black-haired witch with the
feathery haircut and the virgind yet somehow provocative angel costume, said, "Oh, my goodness! What

isgoing to happen?’

"Nothing to you," Ylith said. "But | need to hold converse with thisfellow." Sheindicated Mack, who
edged away but didn't quite do what he wished to do, which wasto run like crazy from this probably
demented spirit.

"However," Ylith said, "1 will take him away, for what | have to say to himisnot for innocent ears.” She
turned to Mack and said, "Come with me, young fellow," in tonesthat brooked no interference.

She led Mack into the hall and down the corridor to the next chamber, which wasidentica to Irene's but
untenanted, awaiting the arrival of another monoglot princess from another tiny country. There Y lith took
achair, and, sitting with her back very straight, stared at Mack, who stood before her like an abashed
school boy.

Shesad, "Dr. Faust, | am very disgppointed in you."
"Me?' Mack said. "What did | do?'
"Dont play theinnocent with me. | wasin the next room and | heard everything.”

"Did you, indeed?' Mack said, trying vainly to remember what he and the princess had been talking
about before Y lith made her entrance.

"I heard you trying to seduce that poor innocent young princess, taking advantage of the Language Spell



that M ephistopheles gave you, the better to work your wiles.”

"Hey, wait aminute," Mack said. "Y ou'vegot it dl wrong. | wasn't doing anything!™

"Then how do you explain the hanky-panky that was going on when | came into the room?”
"She was trying to seduce me, not the other way around!"

Y lith's beautiful wide lips curled in scorn. Y lith had once been awitch. But that had been back in the bad
old days when she had served the forces of Darkness with al the passion of naive lusts. Her eyes had
been opened to the spiritual aspects of love when she had met Babrid, the gelid-eyed, blond young angel
with whom she had fallen in love back in the days of the last Millennid contest. That was the time when
Azzie produced his updated Prince Charming story. Y lith had been Azzie's girlfriend up to then. But she
forgot al about the fox-faced, red-haired young demon when she met the golden-haired Babrid. Love
transformed her values. She turned fervently to Good, did this splendidly haunched and handsomely
thewed young witch, since Good was hisway, and she found it good, even kicky. Out of love for the
handsome but extremely proper young angel, she had changed her ways and made new spiritua vows,
embracing Good with afervor that commended itsalf highly to those who like such things. From being a
carefree, party-going sort of witch, she had changed into a bluestocking and prude of asort not even
seen much in Heaven in these days; but of course thereisno greater zedlot for the Good than the
once-fallen. Ylith pursued Goodness and Proper Behavior (two qualitiesthat she habitualy conflated) as
she had once pursued Badness and Impropriety, and with such energy that she was sometimes an
embarrassment to the older representatives of Good, who had learned alittle about how things redlly
work during their long years of working for Light. "Shelll learn,” they said. But she hadn't, so far.

"Y ou have misused your position,” Y lith said to Mack. ™Y ou were not sent through space and time to
seduce maidens with your devil-given gift of language. Y ou are supposed to be working in a serious
contest dealing with important matters, not flibberti-gibbeting around like an adolescent gazook. | am
going to lodge a strong complaint with the Board of Governors about your behavior. And in-the
meantime, | shall seeto it that you don't repeat your unwarrantable actions.”

"Lady, listen, you've got mewrong,” Mack said, and was about to explain in detail what had actualy
happened. But Y lith wasn't interested in listening to the lies of anot-bad-looking young yellow-haired
seducer with aspell for languages.

Ylith sad, "1'm going to put you where you can do no further mischief until | get adefinite ruling on this
case. It'sthe Mirror Prison for you, my lad.”

Mack raised his hands to remonstrate. But he wasn't quick enough. Nothing comes on faster than the
spdl of an irate witch. Between two blinks of an eye and alightning-fast gesture of long, blood-red
fingernails, Ylith wasgone. Or so it seemed at first. But when Mack looked more closdly, he saw that it
was him saf who was gone. Or, if not gone, at least somewhere else.

Hewasinasmdl room with mirrors. Therewere mirrorson dl thewals, floor, and celling. There
seemed to be more mirrors than the number of walls would accommodate. They formed reflecting
quicksilver tunnels and precipices, a baroque topography of mirrors. He saw himself reflected and
re-reflected in ahundred mirrors a a hundred angles. He turned, and saw himsdlf turnin amyriad of
surfaces. He took atentative step forward and saw his doubles do the same, though some seemed to go
backwards. Another step, and he bumped into amirror. He recoiled, and his many likenesses did the
same, except for afew who hadn't bumped into anything. Mack found it strange and somewhat sinister
that some of hismirror images weren't doing what he was or what the others were doing. One of those
aberrant images was Sitting in an armchair reading a book; he looked up and winked at Mack. Another



appeared to be sitting on ariverbank, fishing. He didn't look up. There was even one who was Sitting
backwards on a chair, legs stretched out, grinning into Mack's face. At least Mack assumed it was his
face. Suddenly he was no longer sure what the front of his face was wearing.

He began walking again, arms outstretched, trying to locate the glass surfaces, hoping to find away out
of the mirror maze. Some of his reflections were doing the same. But at least one of him was gitting a a
table eating roast beef and Y orkshire pudding. And another of hisimages was adeep in abig feather bed,
and another was sitting on alittle hilltop, flying akite. When he Sared at these images most of them
looked up and nodded at him, and smiled, though some paid him no attention. And then they went back
to whatever they had been doing.

Mack stared, disbdieving. A voicein hishead said, "I'm going crazy!" And another voice said, "1 wonder
if they've left anything to read around here.” Mack redlized there was nothing he could do about any of it,
and so he closed hiseyes and tried to think pleasant thoughts.

CHAPTER Y

IM ephistopheles flashed into existence in the Princess I rene's chambers, accompanied by arailing of
sulphurous yellow smoke that gave some hint of hismood. He had been plucked from hisfavorite chair in
front of anicelog fire reading Memories of an Evil Childhood, one of the most inspirational books he
had come acrossin along time. He had just reached the place where the story's young demon
hero-prince discovers the pleasures to be gotten from betraying those near and dear to him in moraly
ambiguous circumstances.

And then the telephone had sounded, tearing him out of his daydream, and he heard a message from one
of the unseen witnesses to the contest, reporting that an interference of a serious nature had just
occurred; viz., the protagonist had been unlawfully removed from the dramaand exiled to amirrored
room of tumultuous reflecting surfaces.

Mephistophel es had had to put down his book and come hurrying to Constantinople, even though he was
technicaly off duty at that moment. He didn't really resent it, though, because those who are serious
about evil areready to hurry off whenever the cdl to iniquity comes, leaving behind more passive
pleasures when the chance to do something redlly bad comes up.

"Ylith," Mephistopheles said, "what are you trying to do? Why have you locked up Faust?'

"l am correcting agreat wrong,” Y lith said, with bravado, but with some of the certainty aready lesking
out of her, punctured by the demon's sharp look.

"What did you do with Faust?'
"I locked him up on amorals charge, that'swhat," Ylith said.

"Woman, how dareyou! Y ou have no right to interfere in this contest! Y ou are here purely asan
observer."
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"Asan observer," Ylith said with sudden asperity, "I have an observation to make. Y ou have obvioudy
been tampering with Faust and suggesting unsavory thingsto him, and permitting him to stray from the
narrow path on which he has been set; otherwise explain how he finds the time to seduce innocent
princesses when he should be making one of the choices offered in the situation?”

"Me?Y ou dare accuse me? | had nothing to do with it!" Mephistophelesreplied hotly. "If he seduced the
wench, he did so on hisown respongbility!"

Then they both remembered that Princess Irene was there. They turned and looked at her, then at each
other. They reached an unspoken agreement. Y lith raised an eyebrow; Mephistopheles nodded. Y lith
produced asmall Sleep Spell, light asfairy's down, which she cast over the princess. It carried deep,
with aretrograde memory blank-out for the last half hour.

With Irene safely out of theway, and Mack till in hismirrored prison, Y lith turned to Mephistopheles,
fury in her dark blue eyes.

"It'sdl your fault! And don't think to get around me with blandishments and so-cdled learned arguments.
Remember, | was once of your camp.”

"Woman, control yoursdlf,” Mephistopheles said. "The Language Spell | gave to Faust wassmply to
enable him to operate in this oriental babble of tongues. Anyhow, whatever the rights and wrongs of it,
you can't just take the protagonist out of the drama. That's aworse crime than anything Faust might have
done."

"Youarealiar," Ylith sad.
Mephistopheles nodded. "Y es, of course, but what has that got to do with it?"
"I want Faust replaced with amore mora creature!™

"Woman, you presume! Thereisno place for dogmatic mora judgmentsin Heaven or in Hell. Release
Faust a once!"

"No! | am not yoursto command!”

Mephistopheles glared at her, then, reaching into the pouch he carried under his cloak, hetook out a
small red portabl e telephone. He punched a number into it—999—the number of the Beast upside
down—which isthe number of the Ange—and stood, tapping histoe.

"Who did you cal?" Ylith asked.
"Onewho will talk alittle senseinto you, | hope."

In amoment there was a puff of light-colored smoke, and a chord of harp music. The Archangel Michadl
appeared, looking annoyed, dripping wet, and dressed only in avery large fluffy white towe.

"What isthe emergency?' he said, as annoyed as an archangd ever gets. "l wasjust having my bath.”
"Y ou're dwaysin the bath,” Mephistopheles commented.

"So what?Y ou know what they say about cleanliness.”

"Itisavile canard! Evil iseasily asfadidiousas

Good. Cleanlinessitsdf isneutra. But we have no time for disputetion.”



"Correct. Why have you cdled me here?'

"Thiswitch," Mephistopheles said, pointing along, sharp fingernail at Ylith, who stood defiantly, arms
folded across the light-creased bulge of her small but sharply pointed bosom, jaw set, eyes set with a
hard glitter, "this slly woman, this mere angdl-in-training, thisformer hellot turned zedl ot, has seen fit to
remove our Faust from the stage of events, and has gone so far asto incarcerate him, thus bringing our
Millennia contest to agrinding hdt. That iswhy I've cdlled you here"

Michael turned to Ylith. His broad brow was puckered into an expression of annoyance rarely seen on
the brow of an archangel. His face had taken on the contours of bemused quizzicdity. "Removed Faust?
Canthisbetrue?’

Y lith, in avoice not quite as certain as before, but still defiant, said, "What was | to do? His Faust was
seducing the princess Irene.”

Michadl said, "And who isthe princess Irene? No, don't tell me. It doesn't matter who the princess Irene
is. Why by al that isholy did you seefit to interrupt our Millennial contest because of somesilly little
Seduction?"

"Alleged seduction,” Mephistopheesput in.

"Evenworse," Michad said. "How could you so presume on our gracious pleasure in gppointing you an
observer, which we did only to quiet down Babrid, who is besotted with you, for something astrite and
unimportant as a seduction, and only an adleged one at that?"

"We are taught that seductionsare Bad,” Ylith saidin asmall voice.

"No doubt they are," Michael said. "But you should know by now it is not our policy to step in whenever
anyone does something Bad, just asthe other side doesn't step in whenever anyone does something
Good. Didn't you read about Mord Relativity and the Joining of Oppositesin the Angel's Practical
Guide to Everyday Earth Matters?'

"I must have missed that one," Ylith said. "L ook, don't shout at me, please. I'm just trying to be good and
to have everyone el se be good."

"Acting ingenuous won't get you out of thisone," Michad said. "Angels are supposed to temper
Goodness with Intelligence. Otherwise Good would become an insensate, al-devouring force, bad by
nature of itstotditarianism if nothing else. And we don't want that, do we?'

"I don't seewhy not," Ylith said.,

"Y ou shdl find out. Release the man at once and restore him to his place in this drama. And then report
to the Fervor Defusion Center for chastisement and retraining.”

"Oh, don't be so hard on the poor girl," Mephistophel es said, seeing a chance to score a point for the
magnanimity of Bad. "L et her go on observing. Just no moreinterfering.”

"You hear him?' Michad sad.

"I hear and | obey. But to think 1'd ever hear an archangel tell me to obey the commands of ademon
fromHdlI!"

"Y ou've got some growing up to do," Michad said. He hitched histowe more closdy about him. "And
now may | return to my bath?'



"Enjoy," Mephistophdes said. "Sorry to have disturbed you."

Michad said to Ylith, "Asfor you, be good, but not too good, and don't make waves. That's an order.”
He vanished. Y lith quickly collgpsed the Mirror

Prison. Mack stepped out, blinking. Mephistopheles smiled and disappeared.

"I seem to be back," Mack said. "Did you talk to the princess?

"Just watch yoursdlf,” Ylith said to Mack, and then she disappeared.

CHAPTERS8

A fter Mack was released from the Mirror Prison, he said good-bye to the bewildered Princess Irene
and hurried back to warn Marco of the plot. But getting back to Marco's gpartment proved more difficult
than leaving it. Mack stumbled into unfamiliar corridors that spiraled up and down steep ramps he
couldn't remember passing before. There were many peoplein the corridors, so many that he thought he
had somehow gotten outside the palace, into a covered bazaar that apparently spread for acres around
the paace. But then he heard the sound of the roya pipes and drums again and knew he was on the right
track. Puffing and out of wind, he finaly reached Marco's gpartment and burst in without knocking.

"Marco! | have word of the utmost urgency for you!" But he wastaking to empty walls, because Marco
was no longer there.

Mack redlized that some hours must have passed while he was in the mirror maze. It was probably
evening now, though you could never tdll from ingde, since the corridors always had the same even
lighting, day and night. He rushed out again, and, with a stroke of luck, found the Banquet Hall without
incident. He pushed past the guards and entered.

The celebrationswere in full progress. Kublai and the other dignitaries were arranged on the daisashe
had seen them that morning. Marco was there, and so was the princess Irene, and so was the court
wizard in his star-spangled gown. A smdl orchestrawas tuning up, and on alittle sage aMongol
comedian in baggy goatskin pants and painted nose was saying, "Take my yak... please, take my yak."
But no one wasligtening. All eyeswere turned to Mack.

Mack felt more than alittle embarrassed by the attentive silence with which his arrival was gregted. He
coughed and cleared histhroat, and said, "Marco, I'm glad I've reached you in time. Therésthis plot
againg you. | overheard it in the courtyard where the soldiers were exercising. There were these two

guysfrom Tyre, see, and they were saying—"
Marco held up ahand, stopping him in midword. "Are you referring to these two over here?”
Mack saw the two bearded soldiers he had overheard in the courtyard. "Those are the guys,” he said.

"Very interesting,” Marco said. " They came here an hour ago to warn me of aplot that they say was
indigated by you."
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"That's not theway it was," Mack said.
"They said you paid themto nate me."
"They'rejust trying to get out of it themselves! Marco, I'vetold you the truth!”

"Y our behavior has been suspicious,” Marco said. He turned to the Khan. "May | proceed to
demondtrate the duplicity of thisfelow?"

"Do proceed,” Kublai Khan said. "Western techniques of litigation and interrogation have long fascinated
I’m"

"| cal upon the princess Irene," Marco said.

Princess Irene arose from thelittle throne that had been set out for her on the main dais. She had had
time to change into a sky blue mantle decorated with embroidered buttercups. She looked the modd of
innocence as she said, in broken Mongol, " This long-legged jackanapes came to my chambers, which no
man is alowed to do. He made indelicate suggestions toward me, peaking to mein my native tongue,
but in the familiar didect that is used only among family members, or by uncultured personswith a
homicidal streak. | wasin fear of my life, for when strangerstalk to you in that diaect, it means, if they're
not related, they're planning to kill you. | fainted, and when | awoke he was gone, frightened away,
perhaps, by some noisein the corridor—for he seems a cowardly lot—and | changed into my sky blue
mantle and ran down here."

"Lies, dl lies" Mack said. "Y ou, Marco, sent meto talk to the princess yoursdlf!"

"| sent you to the princess?' Marco sad, rolling his eyes and glancing at the Khan with a showman's gift
for innuendo. He turned to the assembled nobles. ™Y ou know me, gentlemen. | have been here seventeen
years. Would | do something that is prohibited by Mongol law, to say nothing of common decency?!

The only sound that could be heard in Kublai's Banquet Hall was the creaking of necks as heads among
the audience shook, no, no. And even the severed heads piled up in pyramids seven feet high on the
corner stones of the pillars seemed to shake, no, no.

"Thisisasetup!" Mack declared hotly. "It is clear to me now that Marco Polo, for hisown reasons, is
out to get me. He probably can brook no rival at the Khan's court. And he probably fedsinferior since
he's only a Venetian merchant, whereas | am the ambassador from Ophir.”

"Astothat," Marco sad, "let the court wizard speak.”

Thewizard stood up and rearranged his star-splattered robe. He adjusted the wire-rimmed spectacles on
his nose, cleared histhroat twice, harrumphed afew times, and said, "1 have made enquiries of al the
learned men in Peking who are especialy skilled in geography. They agree that thereisno such place as
Ophir. They further assert that if it ever did exi<, it perished long ago in anaturd cataclysm. And they
concludethat if it did exist today, it would never employ a German as its ambassador.”

Mack waved hishandsin frugtration. Indignation raged in his brain, annoyance set hisfingersto clicking
and histoesto tapping, but he couldn't think of athing to say.

Kublai Khan said, "I don't like to do this, because my court isrenowned for its gentleness and high
standards, but this man has been found guilty before ajury of his peers of being an impostor and afake
representative of a nonexistent country, aswell as being aseducer of roya women. Thereforeit isthe
judgment of this court that he be taken from here and brought to the common prison, where heisto
suffer such tortures as are indicated for impostors, and then be strangled and disemboweled and drawn



and quartered and burnt.”

"Itisagood sentence," Marco said. "But it isacommoner's doom. This man might have some noble
sanding. May | suggest that you have the fellow killed here and now? It will amuse the court, and then
we can get on with the rest of the entertainment.”

"An excellent suggestion,” Kublal said. He raised his magic scepter and made agesture. From the back
of the room afat bearded man came forward. He was dressed in a chamois |oincloth and matching
wai stcoat, and he wore an enormous turban.

"Roya executioner at your service, Great Khan," he said.
"Do you have your bowstring handy?' Kublai asked.

"l dwayskeep it on me," the executioner said, untying it from around hiswaist. ™Y ou can never tell when
it might comein handy."

"Guards" Kublal said, "seizethat man! Executioner, do your duty!"

Mack turned and tried to run from the place, hoping to hide himsalf in the interminable corridors of the
Khan's pa ace until some better notion cameto him. But Marco, smiling malicioudy, stuck out aleg and
Mack sumbled over it and fell sorawling. Bowmen saized him and held him tightly. The executioner
approached, twirling the bowstring in his hand like the professional he was. Mack called out, "Y our
Magesty, you're making amistake!"

"If so, et it be s0," Kublai said. "To err with confidence is the prerogative of power."

The executioner bent over and whipped his bowstring around Mack's throat. Mack tried to shout, but no
sounds came. He had amoment to reflect that one'slife really doesn't flash in front of one'seyesat the
moment of death asthey say it does. All he could think of asthe bowstring tightened around his throat
was an afternoon lying on the banks of the Weser during a school holiday, and remarking to a sudent
friend from the monastery, Y ou know, aman can never guess how hewill die" And that wastrue,
because he could never have imagined at that time (he was no more than fourteen then) that he would
end up a couple of hundred yearsin the past, being executed at the court of Kublai Khan at the
ingtigation of Marco Polo while engaged in a contest on behaf of the forces of Light and Dark.

And then there was aflash of light and a puff of smoke, and Mephistophel es appeared.

M ephistophel es was annoyed, and at such times he made extremely spectacular entrances, as he did this
time, employing an entire panoply of fireworks and causing various prodigies of vison to appear inthe air
and then fade away mysterioudy. He had found that spending afew moments setting up the atmosphere

saved timein the long run, because those to whom he appeared were in such awe that they never thought

to oppose him.

"Release that man!™ Mephistophel es thundered. - The executioner fell back as though struck by lightning.
The bowmen collapsed in terror. Kublai Khan cowered back. Marco ducked under the table. Princess
Irene fainted. Mack stepped forward, afree man.

"Areyou ready to go?' Mephistopheles asked.
"Ready, my lord!" Mack replied, getting up and dusting himsdlf off. " Just one last thing."

Hewaked up to Kublai Khan. As Kublai looked around for help, Mack lifted the magic scepter from his
hands and tucked it into his pouch. "Now see how long your reign lastdl” he cried spitefully. And then



M ephi stopheles made a gesture and both he and Mack had vanished.

There was sllence in the Khan's court. After their departure there was a short adjustment period during
which time no one did much of anything. Then Kublai said, "Marco, what was that al about?'

Marco said, "I think we have witnessed a genuine supernatura occurrence. It puts mein mind of
something that happened to me when | wasin Tashkent. It was spring, and the flowers of the valley—"

Just then the great bronze doors of the Khan's Banquet Hall opened again. Marguerite entered. She was
wearing anew Chinese dress of watered sk with high collar and form-fitting lines. She had also been
freshly made up, washed, perfumed, had her hair set and her nails done. They knew how to make
language lessonsinteresting in Kublai's court.

"Hi," shesaid. "I'mjust back from class. Listen to this, everybody.” And in crude but understandable
Mongol she said, "The swain from Spainisstanding in therain." She smiled and waited for words of
approval.

"Shall we execute her?' Marco asked Kubla, getting out from under the table and dusting himsdlf off.
"Might aswell," Kubla said, the thought of cruelty heping him regain hisdignity. "It's better than nothing.”
Marco caled out, "Guards! Executioner!”

Once again the grim charade proceeded. Marguerite was seized. The executioner, resolutely, despite the
fact that hislegs were shaking, approached. And then Mephistopheles appeared again.

"Sorry, | forgot dl about you," he said. He gestured. Marguerite disappeared. Then Mephistopheles
disappeared. The Khan and his guests stared in stunned silence at the places where they had been. And
then the waiters camein with the main course.

FLORENCE

CHAPTER 1

W ll, Faust, we are sending you on your way again for the next contest. In this one, you are going to the
city of Florence, in the year 1497. How | envy you, my dear fellow! Y ou will see at firsthand the city that

can clamto bethe artigtic inventor of the new world. Many scholars argue that the Renaissance beganin

Florence. How does that sound?"

Mack and Mephistopheleswerein alittle office perched in Limbo. Limbo waswide and expansivein
that part, and the office was the only thing in Sight. It was the sort of place Mephistopheles often used for
late-night paperwork. Quite smple; awooden frame structure about ten feet to aside (you can build as
large asyou'd like in Limbo, at no extracost, but M ephistopheles had wanted to keep ahomey look). A
few ail paintings of pastoral subjectson thewalls. A smal sofa covered in green satin on which he sat,
and a straight-backed wooden chair on the edge of which Mack perched. Mephistopheles had given
Mack aglass of barley wine to buck him up after hisclose cal. But he had been anxiousto get on with
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the contest.

"All right, then," Mephistopheles said at last. And o, with barely a chance to catch his breath, Mack
knew he wasto be off again. To aplace with an odd name.

"What's a Renaissance?' Mack asked.

"| forgot," Mephistopheles chuckled, "the term 'Renaissance’ didn't enter usage until long after the
Renaissance was over. It refersto aperiod in history, my dear Faust.”

"What am | supposed to do about this Renaissance?' Mack asked.

"Why, nothing, directly. The Renaissance isn't anything you can do anything about. No, | was merely
making conversation, pointing out to you how important thistimeisin history, and how your choices here
could make abig difference.”

"What am | supposed to do? Are there choices?'

"Yes, of coursethere are choices," Mephistopheles said. "We're going to put you into Florence at the
time of the Bonfire of Vanities"

"What wasthat?"

"A great burning of objects of vanity, such aslooking glasses, anusing pictures, light novels, precious
manuscripts, comfits, and thelike. All these and many other things were hegped into apilein the great
courtyard of the Piazza della Signoria, and put to fire."

"Sounds alittle extreme," Mack said. "Y ou want meto stop this bonfire?"
"No, not & al," Mephistopheles said.
"Then what am | supposed to do?'

"A deed," Mephistopheles said. "That iswhy we put our Faust into these contests. So that he may
perform adeed that will redound either to Good or to Bad, and so be judged by Ananke."

"Who?'

"Anankeisthe Greek namefor the ancient primordia force of Necessity, that which must be. All things
mugt finaly be judged by Ananke."

"Whereisthis Ananke?"

"Sheisever-present,” Mephistopheles said. "But immaterid and elusive, Snce Necessity isthat find force
that binds things together, but has no substanceitsalf. When the time comes, however, Ananke will take
on bodily form and tell us her judgment.”

It was getting alittle deep for Mack. "What, specifically, an | to do?"

"That | cannot tell you," Mephistophdes said. "This particular episode has been structured differently
from the others. In thisone, it's up to you to find something to do."

"But how am | to judge what's to be done?"

Mephistophel es shrugged. " There are many ways. Y ou might see a person in peril, and choose to save



hislife. Then the judgment would depend on whose life you saved, and what he did with hislifein the
yearsleft him."

"But how am | supposed to know?' Mack asked.

"You just haveto take your best guess," Mephistophees said. "Niccolo Machiavelli isin FHorence at this
time. Y ou might advise him not to write his masterpiece, The Prince, that caused such adtir in celestia
circdes." Mephistophe es hesitated and examined hisfingernails, then said, " Or you might look around for
aBoatticdli for me, if you can't think of anything elseto do."

"That would be good?'

Mephistopheles hesitated. There'd be hell to pay if anyone found out about it. But he knew just the spot
on thewest hal wal of his paacein Hell where hed hang the painting. The other archdemons would be
sck with envy whenthey saw it.

"Ohyes" hesad, "getting aBotticelli wouldn't be bad at all.”

"Thetroubleis,” Mack said, "l wouldn't know aBaitticdlli from aDurer. Paintingisal Greek tome. In
fact, | know more Greek than painting.”

"Wadll, that's not right,” Mephistopheles said. "I'm sure no one would object if | improve your knowledge
of art. It might be necessary in order for you to carry out your assgnment.”

He made agesture. And Mack's knees buckled for amoment as his memory was suddenly burdened
with the knowledge of comparative art values from the Hellenic period to some centuries after hisown
time.

"Get you apainting by Botticdlli? Isthat what you want meto do?’

"Itisnot for meto tell you," Mephistophdles said. "1 merdly give some background so you'll have some
feding for conditions." He hesitated, then added, " Of coursg, if, during your time in this congtruct, you
should happen to come across a Botticelli, 1'd be happy to buy it from you at avery good price.”

"If I don't come acrossthe painting,” Mack said, "what else ought | to do?’

"l can't tel you. My dear Faug, there are no smple choicesin thisgame. It isnot a matter of just finding
out which isthe 'best’ move in terms of some preestablished criterion. Therés no mordlity involved in this.
Thisis pure nuts and bolts. It gives you, amere man, achance to make the sort of decison usualy
reserved to piritua beings. We are going to see how well a human being does at this sort of thing.”

"All right," Mack said dubioudy. "But I'm il not surethat | getit.”
"My dear felow, itisexactly likeaquiz show."
"Beg pardon?’

"| forgot, those haven't been invented yet. Think of it asaman standing before an audience and
answering questions for money, and being paid for each one he getsright. Now, for ten thousand louis
dor... You are a the Bonfire of Vanitiesin Florencein 1492. In front of you isahuge bonfire. Being
thrown onit areal sorts of vanities. Among them isapriceless Batticelli. It isin your power to rescueit.
What do you do?'

"| get theidea," Mack said. "And if you like the answer, | get the money?"



"That's the generd idea,” Mephistophees said. "To go on. Next we say to you, dl right, same situation.
Now you are at the palace of Lorenzo de Medici. Heisagreat and terrible tyrant, but also agreat and
inspired patron of the arts. Heisdying. Here. Takethis" He handed Mack asmall glassvid filled with a
green liquid. ™Y ou now havein your hand amedicine that will give him another ten years of life. Do you
giveittohimor not?"

"Wow," Mack said. "I'd need to think about that. Can you tell me any more?’

"Sorry, these arethe only clues| can give you. The essence of this matter is speed. We're testing the
quickness of your understanding, and looking into depths you didn't even know you had. Get in there,
Dr. Faust, and do ajob for the human race! Are you ready?"

"I guess 0," Mack said. "Oh. What about Marguerite?'

"I've sent her ahead to meet you in Florence. Youl'l find her at the silk market. She says she wantsto do
some shopping whiletherestime.”

CHAPTER 2

M eanwhile, in another part of the universe, a soppy, disma evening had come down over west
Downtown Hell. Big black birds squawked disconsolately asthey flew overhead to
no-one-knew-where. The squalid streets were wet, the garbage cans were overflowing, and there were
cries of torment from the boarded-up windows of the tenements on either Side, where spirits newly
released from the Fit lived in perpetual peonage. The only cheerful spot was Mdadroit's Ichor Club, in
the middle of the block. Insdethe club, dl waslively, fast, trendy—the good sde of Hell.

Inthat Ichor Club, in aprivate booth off to one Sde, sat Azzie Elbub. He had a date that evening with
Etta Giber, ayoung lady who had been eected Miss Sycophant of the year 1122 at her witches coven,
and had received as her prize adate with atop-drawer, upwardly mobile young demon of handsome
aspect. She had been alittle surprised when she got Azzie, because she hadn't been prepared for an
orange-headed, fox-faced demon, but had adjusted quickly with the adaptability that had won her the
sycophant contest. Azzie had set up the scheme severd years back, asa surefire way of getting dates
with Earth girls.

It was amoment to be tucked away in the memory file that holds deazy acquisitions. Thelightswere low.
A discreet spotlight lit up Miss Sycophant's creamy decolletage. The jukebox was playing "Earth Angdl,”
becausein Hell they get dl the hits sooner or later, though never on time. Everything was perfect. But
somehow Azzie couldn't get into the sairit of fun.

InHell, funisardigion, but Azziewasin arebellious mood. He had serious work to do. He had to
decide how to ensure his own best position in the contest between Light and Dark, and that necessitated
doing something about Faust.

Faust was proving very difficult to tempt. Azzie had had no luck so far. He wondered if he was offering
the right things. But after you come up with fame, riches, and Helen of Troy, what eseisthere?
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Faust was a difficult customer, there could be no doubt about that. Spiritualy, he was awild man. There
was no telling what he would do next. In actua fact, the forces of Dark were better off not having himin
the contest. Faust might not be agood man, but he was along way from being bad. Whereas Mack, his
stand-in, was altogether smpler and so could be expected to produce amore predictable and hence
satisfactory result.

Azziethought it over awhilelonger. The more he thought about it, the more difficult he found Faust.
Finaly he cameto adecison.

"Ligten," he said to Miss Sycophant, "it's been fun and I've redly enjoyed meeting you. But | haveto be
going now. Don't worry, the bill's paid for."

And s0 saying he set out at once, stepping into ahandy conjuring booth that the club had put aside for
those fastidious memberswho didn't like to conjurein public. He directed himsdlf toward the past of the
Earth, because he had gotten somewhat ahead of himsdlf. The spell kicked in and yearsflipped
backwards like leaves off acaendar in some future age when such things exist. Moving faster than the
speed of recollection, Azzie saw the panoramaof time coiling back on itsdlf, swalowing itsown tail. Old
men grew young, vol canoes receded and returned to their caps, icebergs flowed north and south, and the
race of man shrank and dwindled.

At lagt he passed entirely out of human territory and came into the lands of legend that Homer and others
had caused to come into being. There was L ethe ahead, and then the great cavern of Avernuswasin
sght, and he stresked into it, following itswinding and turning asit descended into the depths of Hell and
joined up with the Styx. It was like traveling through the intestines of a snake. Thewhole thing waslit in
pale and ghastly colors by towering phosphorescent crags, and sometimes A zzie could see men standing
on those rocks, heroic naked men draped in sheetslike refugees from a Doré etching. But now hewas at
the place he had conjured himsdf to, where the territory of Hell began.

Azzie turned and flew over the Styx itsdlf, until findly he came upon Charon's houseboat, nestled closeto
the muddy bank. In the back of the craft, Faust and Helen sat and watched the black rippling water and
mede smdll tak.

Azzie svooped down and made a neat landing on the houseboat. The boat barely rocked when he set
down, so lightly did he step, though Charon did look up to see who had aighted on his boat. Azzie paid
him no mind.

"How now!" Azziecried. "Dr. Faust! Good day to you!™
"Hail to thee, foul spirit,” Faust said. "What brings you to these parts?*

"l just thought I'd look you up." Azzie sat down on afolding chair that was propped againgt therail.
"How arethingsgoing?'

"Well enough,” Faust said. "Charon is not so easy to get dong with, but | think | have convinced him
enough o that hewill cooperate with me.”

"Convince Charon? How did you manageto do that?'

"| pointed out to him that | was giving him an opportunity to bein on the very beginning of abrave new

"What mythisthat?' Azzie asked.

"Why, itisthe story of the great meeting between Faust and Charon; of how, with Charon's cooperation,



Faudt traveled to places unheard-of before, bringing with him the beautiful Helen.”

"Hah!" said Helen, who had been sitting nearby paddling her toesin the water and listening to the
conversaion.

Azzieignored her. He said to Faugt, "I've got another proposition for you."
"| told you before. | will not obey you."

"That'snot what I'm asking," Azziesaid. "Look. The gamefor the rulership of the Millenniumisrunning.
Thisguy Mack isdoing it, playing your role. It's not theway | would have done it, but that'swhat's
happened. He's aready gone through two episodes. Whether he did well or badly is beside the point.
Wheat's done is done, and there's nothing ether you or | can do about it. So | say, let it done. Stop trying
to take over Mack's part. Drop out of the drama. And I'll make it worth your while, Doctor."

"How do you propose to do that?"

"I'm going to pick aperiod in history that's just tailor-made for your talents. Y ou will berich, and
acclamed by everyone.”

"Isit just me doing this?' Faust asked. "Or will | have a suitable consort along with me?

Therewas Faudt, bargaining again! Azzie said, "All thiswill be with Helen a your side, for she goesaong
with the bargain. Johann, you'll be the envy of al mankind. And you'll berich, Doctor, rich beyond even
your dreams of wedth.”

"With your talent for trickery,” Faust said, "you'll give medl that but have me brainstruck or pardyzed so
that | can't enjoy it. | know your way, demon!”

"Y ou think | would do something likethat?' Azzie said. "'l may beevil, but I'm not bad. But I'll tell you
what, to makeit al even better, I'll throw in the full rgjuvenation treatment. 1t'1l make you look, fed, be, a
new man, intellectualy and physicdly. Y oull have many many years of vigorouslife ahead of you. And it
will be good, Doctor, oh, my, it will be so good!"

So much did Azzie get carried away with his salling job that he kissed hishand in aflorid gesture that was
not histypica style. But Faust was unmoved.

"No," Faust said, "I'm sorry, | understand your fedings. But | just cant doit.”
"But why not?' Azziewailed.

"It would not be Faustian, you see. | know you have to think about your contest. But | have to think
about the greatness of Faud, and, if theré's any time left over, to think about the future of mankind in
generd. I'm sorry, foul fiend, but | cannot oblige you.”

"Wdl, it wasworth atry," Azziesad. "What will you do now?"'

"| propose to take my rightful place in the contest. | don't know if | have timeto get to Florence. But
after that, the next act isto begin in London. | have aready proposed to Charon that he take me there. It
would be a pleasant change for him, to spend a day boating on the Thames."

Charon had been listening. Now he shuffled over, and, laughing hisuncanny laugh, said, "Yes, Faug, it
was agreed upon, but only on condition that you give me a Traveling Spell that will provide the motive
power to take usthere. The ship of the dead doesn't run through space and time on oars aone, you



know."
Faust turned to Azzie. "About that Traveling

Spell. My own is considerably depleted. Do you think you could spare me aspell recharge? Or better
yet, give me awhole new Traveling Spell and Charon and | will be on our way."

"Certainly," Azzie said, and took asmall spell out of his pouch, surreptitioudy tore avay the
defective—don't use label the Board of Spell Standards had given to it, and handed it to Faust. "Best of
luck," he said, and then conjured himsdf away.

Hewas very pleased with himself. He didn't have to worry about Faust. The fellow was going to
neutralize himsdf, with alittle hep from ady, fox-faced, spell-giving, egg-sucking demon.

CHAPTER 3

"Earlier," Faust asked Helen, while Charon was preparing the boat for anew destination, "what did you
mean by 'hah?"

Helen, beautiful and unapproachable, stood at therail, watching the time fish gulp up odd moments. The

dark water turned and roiled, and reflections of the deeds of men and gods played dimly on its surfaces.

Without turning shereplied, "It isan expression of contempt, which isthe emotion | fed for you and your
sexid ways"

"Sexig?Me?But I'm Faudt!"

"Good for you! But what about me? Y ou may have agreat intellect in some matters, but you still consider
awoman an object to be fought over and won as atrophy in the ridiculous wars you men fight to prove
such things™

"Thisline of argument doesn't sound like the Helen we've come to expect,” Faust said. "You'retaking
like an intellectud rather than the pretty piece of puff pastry men have dwaystaken you for. History
doesn't record your views on the subject of men."”

"That's because History issexist," Helen said. "The winners get to tdll their version of things. And why
should it be otherwise? Might makes right and we become what you say we are. Talk about unfair

typecadting!"
"What do you have to complain about?' Faust asked. "Y ou're beautiful and famous!"

"But they've got mein an eterna ingenue role. My friends laugh at me. And why? Because foolslike you
keep on mooning about me and think they're hot stuff because they can endave me.”

Faust said, "Me, endave thee? Say nay, fair Helen! For rather am | daveto thee, and stand obedient to
your dightest whim."

"Y eah? Then how about taking me back to Hades where the demon stole me from?'
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"Oh, wdll, that's out of the question,” Faust said. "Come now, I'm trying to be gdlant. Y ou haveto try,
too."

"Likehel | havetotry,” Helen said. Y ou may own my body, but you don't own me."

"Hmm," Faust said, eyeing her with salaciouseye. "' A wise man might think your body good enough
reward.”

"Y ou don't get the body, ether,” Helen said. "Y ou'll haveto kill mefirg.”

Faust found himsdlf thinking it might cometo that. But he gritted histeeth. The funny thing was, he didn't
even desire thiswoman very much. To own her, possess her, dominate her, yes, sure. But to make love
to her? Faust found her formidable even when she was slent, and a virago when shewas vocd. He
marveled that the ancient world had never commented on Helen's conversationd style.

"Look," Faust said, "let's be reasonable. There are only afew rolesto play in thisworld of ours. I'm
playing the role of possessor, though | can assure you it doesn't entirely suit me. I'm not at my best with
imperiouswomen. | like goosegirls, to tell the truth. But having you isthe big time of aspiration, eveniif |
don't go for it much personaly. So | play my part. Now then, Fate, or Necessity, or Chance, or whoever
it was, cast you in the role of the ultimate desired woman. Y ou're supposed to be a paragon of
seductiveness. It does no good for you to wish yoursdf something else. Y ou've got your roleandit'sa
good one. A lot of women would give anything to change places with you. And it's not bad, asroles go.
Evenif you dont likeit, at least try to not let down the side.”

Helen congdered for awhile. Then she said, "Wdll, Faust, you say well and you talk bluntly. Now let me
be equaly blunt. Are you up to me? The Helen archetype is known everywhere. But | never heard of the
Faust archetype.”

"It came dong after your time," Faust said, "but it is no less potent than your own. In the ancient world,
men might have wished to be an Odysseus or Achilles. Nowadays, young men aspire to the Faustian
ided."

"Can you sum up thet ideal for me?' Helen asked.

"Itisdifficult to capturein words the veritable quaity of one's own numinosity. Let'sjust say that Faust
wants more. It's quite abit more than that, but that givesyou an idea.”

"A sort of |atter-day Prometheus?' Helen asked.

"Perhaps so, Helen," Faust said, chuckling. "But with adifference. Prometheus ended up on arock with a
vulture tearing out hisliver. Whereas Faust ranges free over space and time. With alittle help from his
friends, of course. And that's the difference between the old world and the new."

"| see you can keep up your end of aconversation,” Helen said. "'If nothing else.” She chuckled, and
Faugt'stitill ation receptor cdlswent into afrenzied fibrillation until application of his powerful will caused
them to quiet down again.

"Let usgo on, then, Faudt," Helen said. "l confess, I'm interested in seeing the contours of this new myth
you're cregting. Can you give me ahint asto what happens next?"

"Next were going to get out of here,” Faust said. "Charon! Isthe boat ready?'

"Y ou got that Traveling Spell?* Charon asked.



"Hereitis" Faust said, handing it over. Charon felt dong the |gpstraked side of the boat and found the
Motive Sot. Carefully he inserted the spell. Faust said the words that brought it to life. A spirit stood
amidshipsand cast off thelines asthefirst ripple of motion rocked the boat. The motion came again.
Therewasagreat cloud of smoke, green and gray in color, with ochre backlighting and little wispy
nebul osties hanging from its extremities. Then the Traveing Spell kicked in. And suddenly, just like that,
the boat took off.

An observer on the bank, however, watching the boat of the dead disappear, might have noted that
green and gray clouds of smoke are not the usual byproducts of spell conjuration, but rather bespeak a
defective Motive Spdll. That's not the way boats usually move when they're powered by magic. The
observer might have conjectured that something was very wrong. And had he so conjectured, he would
not have been very wrong.

CHAPTER 4

Mack found himsdf walking on aroad that ran straight between rows of poplars. He topped alittlerise
and saw, in the near distance, the spires of anoble city. The weather was warm and sunny. There were
other people strolling aong the road. They wore hose, tunics, soft boots, just like in Cracow, but with an
Italian panache. Mack saw that Mephistophel es had dressed him in the same way. He proceeded
through the gatesinto the bustling wonder that was Florence.

Therewasalot of stir and turmoil in the narrow streets. Everybody seemed to be out, most of themin
holiday clothing. Florence wasin festive mood on this fine spring day. There were multicolored banners
snapping in the breeze, flying bravely from many bal conies and rooftops. They represented the various
communes of the city. Food vendors were out in force, salling the newest taste sensation, tiny
Renaissance pizzas. Armed ridersin steel hemets coursed through the streets, pushing people out of the
way in the manner of policemen of al times and ages. Mack passed close-packed stalk sdlling cloth,
kitchenware, spices, swords, and knives. One stdl had large porcelain platesfor sale, another
watermelon, athird, smdlts.

Asinteresting asit al was, Mack decided he'd better find aplace to stay. First he checked his purse and
found that he had plenty of expense money. Mephistopheles had not been stingy in that regard. Aninn
just up the street gppeded to him with itswell-painted pastel walls and gold-leaf sign proclaming it the
Paradiso. The owner, astout, red-faced man with a carbuncle on his nose, was suspicious & first, since
Mack hadn't sent a messenger ahead to announce hisarrival. But he became all affability when Mack
handed him agold florin.

"Our best room for you, my dear Dr. Faust! Y ou come at an auspicioustime. Thisisa public holiday,
you know, the time when we Horentines burn our vanities.

"Yes, | know," Mack said. "Will it be held far from here?'

"Just acouple of Sreetsaway in the Piazza Signoria,” the innkeeper said. "Y ou'll have agresat view of one
of the most remarkable phenomena of our time. Savonarola has promised that this year's bonfire will be
something truly remarkable.”
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"What sort of man isthis Savonarola?' Mack asked.

"Heisamost holy monk and friar. He lives smply, unlike the princes of the Church who lord it over us.
He speaks out againgt smony, indulgences, and other bad practicesin the Church. And he'sin favor of
the French dliance.”

"What'sthat?"

"It's our pact with the French king, which keeps us protected from the Pope's desire to force the Medicis
back on us"

"Y ou don't like these Medicis?' Mack asked.

"Oh, they do well enough,” the landlord said. "L orenzo is called the Magnificent, for good reason. There
has never been agreater patron of the arts. Under hisrule, Florence has become the most beautiful city in
theworld."

"But you gtill don't likehim?' Mack asked.

Thelandlord shrugged. "It's the people who pay for his magnificence. And besides, we don't like any
family lording it over us. We Florentines are free people, and we intend to stay that way."

Mack inspected his room and found it was up to the standard he was rapidly getting used to. Timeto find
Marguerite. The owner told him that the sillk market was held in asmall piazza on the Fiesoleroad. To
Mack it looked like an oriental bazaar with its stalls crowded close together, its casua bathroom
facilities, and its pig-tailed retinue of observers from Cathay. Here were piled high the watered silks that
were de rigueur in Flanders and the Netherlands; the twice-dyed materid that was making such ahit that
year in Amsterdam, and the raw silk estofados and open-necked sanbenito sport shirtsfor the Spanish
trade. Spotted here and there among the stalls were little espresso bars, and near them were spaghetti
houses, aready sdlling the concoction that Marco Polo had brought back from China, where they
unaccountably caled it noodles. Mack found Marguerite at a progenitor of the boutique system that was
to make such a change in the habits of luxury buyers. She was looking a herself in atal mirror that was
tilted thisway and that for her by the proprietor, asmall man with a hardlip but, perhapsin compensation,
very good teeth.

"Ah, sgnore," hesaid, "you have comejust intimeto seeyour lady in dl her glory!™
Mack smiled indulgently. It was not his money. He could afford to be generous.
"Gofor it, babe" hesaid huskily.

"Look," shesaid, "I've picked out these darling bal gowns. Y ou must look at Signore Enrico's men's
store, Johann. He carriesthe latest in doublets and camicia

"Camicia?' said Mack.

Signore Enrico smiled with extreme twinklings of hiswarm brown eyes. "It isthe latest thing from
Hungary," hesaid. "A casud style. For evening wear we have the most divine tights, which comewith a
codpiece that whispers masculinity rather than shouting it to the skies.™

"l just lovetheway hetaks" Marguerite said.

Mack felt more than alittle foolish trying to respond to this conversation. But he consoled himsdlf by
remembering that buying expensive clothes for abeautiful woman is one of the delights of masculine



success. And as soon as Marguerite was finished, he could start looking for some stuff for himsaif,
perhaps asking M ephistopheles for an advance on hisreward, if need be. Of course, Mephistopheles
hadn't specificaly mentioned what his reward would be. Mack knew he should have pinned it down
earlier. But as soon as he had a chance, held check it out. In the meantime, taking aforetaste of his
reward seemed only reasonable, becauseif he didn't like what he was going to get hewasredly wasting
histime

"Y ou look beautiful, my dear," he said. "Please finish your business so | can get on with mine.”
"And what businessisthat, my love?"
"I need to find aBotticdli. | can make avery good dedl if | find one."

Enrico said, "A Botticdli? Perhagps| can help. | know dl the painters. It would give me great pleasure to
offer my assistance, and, of course, my expertise. Not," he added quickly, "that | think it will be needed.
Because the sgnoreis obvioudy a connoisseur.”

"Good idea," Mack said. "Let's check it out now."

Heturned to go. Just then a heavyset man in nondescript clothing burst in.

"I am looking for Faust! The German doctor! They said at the Paradise that he had come thisway!"
"I am he whom you seek," Mack said. "What seemsto be the trouble, my good fellow?"

"It'smy master! He's dying! When he heard there was a new German doctor in town, he sent me out to
find him. Oh, gr, if you can cure him, you can name your own reward.”

"I'malittle busy," Mack said, not wishing to put hisimaginary healing skillsto the test, especidly inan
excitable place like Forence. "Who did you say your master is?

"My magter isLorenzo de Medici, the Magnificent!”

"Things seem to be fdling into shape rather rapidly,” Mack remarked to Marguerite. "Come, my dear,
pack up your things and wait for me at the hotdl. | have an errand of mercy to run.”

CHAPTER 5

M ack followed the servant to Medici's palace, which wasin asmal, exclusive suburb of palaces close
by the Arno. It was afine-looking place, with white marble pillars and aporch in the Attic style. The
doorswere of varnished mahogany and extensively carved in the manner originated by Damiato the
Damned. There were servants at the door, wearing lounge suits and white-on-white shirtsin the latest
Negpolitan style. They looked askance at Mack, because his clothing here, uptown, asit were, didn't
look half as good asit did in the clash of illusons that was the marketplace. But they passed him through
in response to the old servant's plea.

Weeping and wringing his hands, the servant led Mack down quiet corridors with oil paintings on the
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walls, down to abig rosewood door at the far end. Tapping to make his presence known, the servant
pushed open the door and Mack looked in on aroom that would not have disgraced aking.

There were fine paintings on the walls, and small sculptures scattered here and there on end tables. There
wasarich oriental carpet on thefloor, and acrystal chandelier overhead which gave forth arich yellow
light. The windows were hidden behind heavy drapes, through which scarcely ahint of sunlight peeped.
Therewasasmell of sulphur and sicknessin the air, wine and whining, feasts on the table above, faeces
on thefloor below where the dogs lay gnawing bones.

A large, tall, gorgeoudy carved, and sumptuously canopied bed dominated the chamber. Tall wax
candles had been brought in and put around the bed on more end tables. A firein the fireplace flickered
and glowed red.

"Who isthere?' asked Lorenzo de Medici.

Lorenzo, well tucked up in the bed, looked every one of his seventy years, plus afew more. Dropsy had
robbed hisbody of vigor. He peered at Mack from afat, gray face. It was a countenance in which
shrewd little eyes struggled to make aded with mortdity and stay dive alittle longer, but with class, of
course, since hewas Lorenzo de Medici and class was his middle name. He wore along white cotton
nightgown embroidered with unicorns, and a black cap with bobbin lace wastied under his chin. His
face, whereit bore any flesh at all that was not puffed out with rottenness, sagged toward the bone
clearly visble beneath. Hislips, formerly ruddy in the days when aMedici Pope considered announcing
the unique existence of aMedici God, were withered, having tasted the bitterness of the world for so
many years. An artery in his neck pulsed, as though wondering why it hadn't collgpsed like the others.
Thefingersof hisleft hand, pdsy stricken, made little fluttering movements.

"I'm Dr. Faust," Mack said. "What seemsto be the trouble?'

"l," said Medici, in avoice that, even as a shadow of itsformer timbre, was enough to excite the dust
particles on the top of the chandelier, "am the richest man in theworld.”

It was one hell of an opening line, but Mack was not to be thus put down.
"And |," he said, "am the world's most expensive doctor. How fortuitous that we have met!"

"How do you proposeto hea me?' Medici growled, with such dominance that the very maggotsin his
flesh stopped their gnawing for amoment out of respect.

Mack knew that the cure was Smple enough. Just take out the vial that Mephistopheles had given him
and pour its contents down Medici's throat. But he wasn't going to let Lorenzo know that. Who'd pay a
fortune for something as smple asadug of dixir? No, the contents of the vial might be thefinal step, but
procedure, as Galen and others had pointed out, was the irreducible framework. And the procedure had
to beimpressve.

"Hrgt well need agold basin,” Mack said. "Only twenty-four karat will do."

It had crossed hismind that agold basin would be agood thing to have on hand in case anything went
wrong. Funny, the things you think about inacriss.

"Seethat it isdone" Medici said to the servants.

The servants scurried around. There was a brief delay while they searched for the key to the bin where
the gold pots and pans were kept.



The servants brought the gold basin, and aso the achemica equipment Mack asked for. That was not
difficult to come by, since Lorenzo was a collector of al sorts of things, and he had awhole room full of
achemica equipment of the latest moddls. Hisalembic aone, al gleaming glass and polished bronze, was
asgght to behold. And hisfurnace could perform such miracles of cdibration that it was awonder Medici
hadn't cured himsdlf with dl hisfancy junk on the basis of his pillaged knowledge.

Mack set up histest tubes and burners and was about to begin when there came aresounding knocking
at the chamber door. The door burst open and in strode the most famous friar in the world, Fra Girolamo
Savonarola.

Tdl and ghastly pale was this monk who wasthetak of dl Italy. Hefixed hisburning eyes on Medici and
sad, "They said you wanted to see me about something.”

"Yes, Brother,” Medici said. "I know we've had some differences, but | think we can both say we stand
for astrong Italy, abadanced lire, and no more Church corruption. I'd like to make my confession and
receive absolution.”

"Delighted to arrangeit,” Savonarola said, taking a parchment out of hiscloak, "if youwill sgnover dl
your goods and monies to anonprofit organization | have founded, which will seethat they are distributed
to the poor."

He did the parchment benesth Medici's rheumy eyeswith an dacrity that belied his dender frame and
fever-swept body; for the friar was suffering toothache and so far hadn't been ableto pray it away.

Medici's rheumy old eyes swept the manuscript, then narrowed in suspicion. ™Y ou drive atough bargain,
Brother. I'm prepared to make a good bequest to the Church. But I've got relatives who have to be
taken care of "

"God will provide," Savonarolasaid.

"No insult intended, but | don't think so," said Medici.

"| think we're about ready with the medicine,” Mack said, seeing that he was losing out to the newcomer.
"Sign the parchment!" shouted Savonarola. " Confess yoursdf asinner!”

"I'll talk to God in my own heart, Girolamo! But I'll not say it to you!"

"l amamonk," Savonarolasaid.

"You arevain, and proud,” Medici said. "To hdl with you. Faust! The medicine!”

Mack hurriedly took out the vid and struggled to uncork it. It had one of those thin little wires wrapped
around it that are so hard to cut if you don't have pliers.

And back then, before even the circle was standardized, hardly anyone had pliers. Medici and
Savonarolawere screaming at each other. The servants were cowering. Outside, church bellswere
ringing. Mack finally got the bottle cap off. He turned to Medici.

The Magnificent had falen suddenly silent. Helay in bed motionless, jaw agape. Blind eyes, till rheumy,
but over which amilky film was beginning to form, stared up &t nothing.

Medici dead?"Don't do thisto me," Mack muttered, and forcing the vial into Medici's mouth, poured.
Theliquid came bubbling out of Medici's mouth, untasted. The great man wasfinaly and definitively



dead.

The servants were muttering angry curses when Mack backed away at last from the Medici's corpse,
with Savonarolastanding over it till scolding in a high-pitched voice. Mack made hisway out the door
and down the corridorsto the exit.

He stood for amoment on the street, wondering if he had forgotten something. Damn it, he had forgotten
the gold basin! He turned to go back in. But it wastoo late now. He was swept up into the crowd and
carried along by thelaughing, screaming, Snging, praying multitude. It wasthe time of the burning of
vanities, and al was madness.

CHAPTER 6

Peopl ewere running, their footsteps echoing on the cobblestones. There was an air of holiday glee.
Many drunks had gotten an early start and were deeping it off in doorways. Children were everywhere,
darting here and there in an ecstasy of pleasure. The shopswere all closed, with boards nailed up over
their doorways. A clatter of hooves was heard as mounted lancersrode by, brilliant in uniforms of scarlet
and black, and Mack ducked back into a doorway to avoid getting trampled on. Ashe did so, heran
into aman's solid body. "Watch where you're going!”

"Sorry!" said Mack. "It wasthe soldiers.”
"What did soldiers have to do with you stepping on my foot?”

The man whose foot Mack had stepped on in the doorway wastall and findly shaped, with a head that
could have modeled for a Grecian Apollo. He was fashionably dressed in acloak of dark fur, and from
his hat floated an ostrich feather, proof that he either had contacts abroad or knew someonein the
Florence Zoo. He peered intently at Mack with large and brilliant eyes.

"Excuse me, sranger,” the man said, "'but haven't we met?"
"l doubt it," Mack said. "I'm not from around here."

"That'sinteresting. I'm looking for aman who doesn't come from around here. My nameisPico ddlla
Mirandola. Perhaps you've heard of me?"

Indeed Mack had, from Mephistopheles, as one of the great a chemists of the Renaissance. But Mack,
foreseeing trouble, was not going to admit having heard of him.

"l don't think s0," Mack said. "Anyhow, it'sjust acoincidence us meeting thisway. It'svery unlikely that
I'd be the man you seek.”

"So it might seem in the ordinary course of things" Pico said. "But when you put magic to work,
coincidences suddenly become much more probable. | was supposed to meet someone here. Might it
not be you?'

"What isthe name of this person you're supposed to meet?"
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"Johann Faugt, the great magician from Wittenberg.”

"Never heard of him," Mack said promptly, because it wasimmediately obviousto him that the redl
Faugt, or, asMack preferred to think of him, the Other Faust, must have used his magical powersto
contact thisfellow. Pico dellaMirandolawas or had been amagician of great and sinister reputation. He
and Faust had probably been corresponding across the centuries. It was said that magicians could do
that, since even death was no impediment to real magic.

"You're sureyou're not Faust?' Pico said.

"Oh, yes, quite sure. | suppose | know my own name, ha, hal Excuse me, | must be off, | don't want to
missthisBonfire of Vanities"" He hurried off. Pico gazed after him, then began to follow.

Mack hurried on and saw agreat open plaza. Inthe middle of it, therewas atal pile of wooden furniture,
paintings, cosmetics, and ornaments of various sons.

"What's going on?' Mack asked aman near himin the crowd.
"Savonarolaand his monks are burning the vanities,” the man told him.

Mack moved closer. He saw that there were many pretty things carelessy thrown on the grest pile.
There were babies embroidered gowns, and crocheted tablecloths, there were well-wrought
candlesticks, there were oil paintings by artists of no greet reputation, and alot of other stuff.

AsMack came closer, he saw, on the edge of thefire, alarge painting in an ornate frame. Since
Mephistopheles had gifted him with aknowledge of art, he saw at once that it was aBotticelli, one of the
middle period of the master's paintings. It was worth alot of money, and was rather pretty, too.

Surely, Mack thought, in dl this greast mass of paintings, it wouldn't matter if | took one?

He looked around, saw that no one was looking at him, and pulled the painting out before the flames had
reached it. It looked as good as new. He put it to one side and looked around for others. Therewas a
Giotto, but the surface had aready begun bubbling in the hest. He sought hungrily after others. If saving
one Boitticelli was good, saving two ought to be excellent. And lucrative aswell! And surely it was not
wrong to serve Art! Especialy when it was just lying around waiting to be burned! Those other choices
Mephistopheles had given him had just sounded too weird. He was sure no one could object to aman
who rescued grest art.

Then there was ahand on his shoulder. A thin, splendidly dressed man with a short beard was Saring at
him severdly.

"Sir, what are you doing?'
"Me?' Mack said. "I'm just watching thefun like everyone e se.”
"| saw you' take apainting off the bonfire."

"A painting? Oh, you mean this" Mack gestured at the Batticelli and grinned. "The servant put it out by
mistake. We had taken it down to haveit cleaned. It'saBotticelli. Y ou just don't burn Botticdllisin
bonfires, not even vanity bonfires.”

"And who might you be, Sr?" the man demanded.

"I'm just aloca nobleman,” Mack said.



"Strange | haven't seen you before.”
"I've been out of town. Who are you?"
"l," theman said, "am Niccolo Machiavelli. | work for the commune of Forence.”

"That's a coincidence," Mack said. "I've been told to tell you not to write that book you're planning, the
oneyou cal The Prince.”

"I have written no such book,” Machiavdli said. "But it isacatchy title. | just might try it out.”
"Do what you please," Mack said. "But remember, you've been warned.”

"And who isthewarning from?' Machiaveli demanded.

"| can't disclosethe name," Mack said. "But | can assure you he'sadevil of agood fellow.”

Machiavelli stared at him, then turned and walked away, shaking his head. Mack picked up the painting,
preparing to get out while the getting was good. But just then Pico della Mirandola came back.

"I've been checking with certain infernd powers,” he said. "What have you done with the red Faust?'

Pico advanced threateningly. Mack cowered back. Pico raised one of those newfangled firearms that
fired aball large enough to tear aman apart. Mack looked for a place to hide. Nothing wasimmediately
forthcoming. Pico'sfinger tightened on the trigger.

At that moment, Faust appeared. "Don't do it, Pico!" he cried.
"Why not? Themanistrying to pass himsdlf asyou!”

"But we are not dlowed to kill him. Heisimpersonating me. But it is necessary for him to stay diveas
long as he occupiesmy role.”

"What roleisthat, Johann?'

"All will bereveded later. For now, old friend, desst."
"You are awise man, Faust!"

"I may cal upon you later, Fico. | haveaplan!”
"Count on me!™

Faust vanished. Then Mephistophel es appeared. "Ready?' he said to Mack. "Let'sgo. What's
everybody gawking a?'

Mack decided not to tell him about Faust. "Y ou know how people are. They'll stare at anything." He got
atight grip on the painting and Mephistopheles conjured them both away.



CHAPTER Y

M ack and Mephistopheles arrived in Limbo, conjuring themselvesinto existence a the entranceto a
small building on ahill closeto where the judgments for the Millennia contest wereto be held.

"What's this place?' Mack asked.

"Thisisthe Waiting Room of Limbo. I've got a storage facility here where you can store your Botticelli.
Unlessyou want to sdll it to meimmediately?*

"I think 1'd like to hold on to it for awhile," Mack said. "So how did | do?"
"l beg your pardon?'
"On the contest, in Florence."

Mephistopheles didn't answer until they wereinsde. He indicated aroom that Mack might use to store
hispanting.

"Y ou didn't get anywhere with trying to get Medici and Savonarolato patch up their quarrel. You get a
zero for your ineffectudity.”

"But | told Machiavelli not to write The Prince. That was agood thing, wasn't it?"

Mephistopheles shrugged. "We don't know. It's up to Necessity to judge these matters. Good and Bad
must remain subservient to What Must Be. By the way, who was that man? He seemed to know you."

"Whet man?'
"The one who kept Fico dellaMirandolafrom killing you."

"Some nut,” Mack said, deciding not to mention Faust. "I have no ideawho he was. The painting's nice,
intit?'

Mephistopheles held the painting at arms length and gazed at it for awhile. "Yes, it'svery nice. I'll be
happy to take it off your hands."

"Not just yet," Mack said. "I'd like to see what the market isworth, that sort of thing.”

"A good idea," Mephistopheles admitted. "Here's aspell to get you to London. Don't dawdle, though.
We need you for the next appearance.”

"Don't worry, | won't belate,” Mack said.

M ephistophel es nodded and vanished. Mack |ooked around the room and found alarge metal box with
akey initskeyhole. He unlocked it and was about to put in the painting. As helifted it, he heard a
scratching sound under hisfeet. He stepped hastily out of the way. The floor cracked, a small pick poked
through the hole, then was replaced by ashovel. The hole was rapidly enlarged. Soon adiminutive shape
clambered out. It was Rognir.

"Hi," said Mack, remembering the dwarf from the Sabbat.
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"Nicepanting,” said Rognir. "Whered you get it?"

"Thispainting? | picked it up in aplace cdled Renaissance. It's somewherein Italy near FHoorence."
"Oh?What were you doing there?"

"I'minacontest,” Mack said. "It'sto decide the destiny of mankind for the next thousand years."
"Isthat what they sent you to the Renai ssance for, to get apainting?'

"I don't really know what they sent mefor. | did some other stuff. Bat | gat the painting because
Mephistopheles said held like one, and held pay me a pretty pricefor it. But | haven't sold it yet. |
decided to see what the market's worth."

"He wanted you to get a painting, did he?'

"Sure he did. Since | was going to be there anyway. Sorry, gottago. I'm due in London next. It'sabig
one"

"Good luck,” Rognir said. "Maybe I'll seeyou there.”

"I look forward toit," Mack said. He hesitated, looking at the holein the floor. "Y ou're going to clean
that up before you leave, aren't you?"

Rognir told him not to worry, his painting was safe. He left musing about just what kind of stupid jerk this
guy Mack was. He didn't even know he was being manipulated. Theideaof making up his own mind had
never occurred to him. He was till trying to please other people. As held probably been doing all hislife.
And yet, there was something about him that roused an odd bit of sympathy.

ACHILLES

CHAPTER 1

| n the meantime, there were consequences that emanated from Azzie'staking of Helen of Troy from her
placein Hades, where, together with her husband, Achilles, she reigned over the socid aspects of the
underworld. Azzie had conjured Helen away rather casualy, not stopping to wonder why this sort of
thing was usualy not done and what the consequences might be. A moment's thought would have
reminded him that the dead have some powers and it is not good to run afoul of them.

Achillesredly didnt takeit well when he returned one evening from hunting ghost deer inthe
mist-covered meadows that lay just past the Slough of Despond, and found that Helen was missing. That
was unlike her. At first he thought she was off visiting neighbors. He enquired, but no one had seen her.
Still, peoplejust don't go missing from Hades. Someone has to take them out. Achilleswent a onceto
hisold friend and neighbor, Odysseus, for help.

Odysseus had fared pretty well in the battle of the archetypa ratings. He had his own problems, of
course. Although he was a pretty tricky fellow, it was hard to think up any new stunts that would deserve
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the term Odyssean wiliness. The spirits behind archetypes can reach their prime and fade away, but they
have to continue trying to surpass themselves anyway. Y ou know what they say about teaching old gods
new tricks. Odysseus later schemes tended to be pretty obvious. And sometimes alittle nasty. There
was amean streak in Odysseus. He liked to win, and he'd do anything to achieve victory.

And he didn't like being dead. He hated not having a body. He scorned the way everyone just lay around
Hades dl the time, complaining about conditions and talking about the good old days on Earth. He
himself wouldn't stoop to complain. Show alittle spirit, he told them. Stay in condition. Even though the
dead aren't able to build muscle, Odysseus exercised faithfully. ™Y ou have to retain the ability to do
things," he told dead people who asked about this, "even if what you do makes no difference.”

Odysseus was ditting on the front porch of his house when Achilles cameto ask hishelp. Odysseuslived
by himsdlf in amarble house near atributary of the Styx. Agphodel grew in the moss on hisfront lawn.
The place was shaded with the inevitable black poplars, which one gets very tired of after awhile, in
Hades and elsawhere. It was agloomy day, like dl the other daysin Hades. It was just chilly enough so
you weren't comfortable stting outside, but not cold enough to be invigorating. Odysseus had afire going
intheliving room, but it threw very little heat. Not that it mattered: the dead can never get warmed up
properly anyway. Odysseus brought Achillesinto the kitchen and offered him a breakfast of dates and
porridge. They weren't real food, of course. But the dead are attached to the habits of the living and go
right on eating, and even plan elaorate banquets. Eternity goeson for avery long time, and food isa

way of passngit.

Sex isaway of passing time, too, even though dead people can't be properly said to have sex, ectoplasm
being devoid of sensation aswell asimmaterid. But sex is something they used to do, so they go on
doing it after death, or at least going through the motions.

Odysseus was currently unmarried. He and Penelope had split up long ago. Odysseus had aways had his
suspicions about what sheld redlly been up to with the suitors during the twenty years he was away
fighting Trojans. For awhile he kept the family together for the sake of the boy, Telemachus. But then
Tedemachus found his own archetype, nothing big, but quite steady, and now he lived in another section
of Hades and had as hisfriends the sons of other famous men.

So Odysseus was done, and he had little to occupy him. He did his exercisesfaithfully every day.
Sometimes he visited hisfriend Sisyphus. Sisyphuswas 4till rolling the big boulder up the mountain. He
didn't haveto do it. He had been set freelong ago. But, ashe said, it gave him something to do, and,
abovedl, it kept hisarchetype dive.

Sometimes Odysseus went to visit Prometheus, one of his oldest friends, who was sill spread-eagled on
arock, with avulture eating away hisliver. Prometheus had been adifficult case for the gods. Setting him
loose would have endangered everybody, since the world still wasn't ready for personal freedom. And
the guy wouldn't promise to shut up about hisideas. Again, amodus vivendi, so to spesk, might have
been worked out—sooner or later, al of the dead compromise their values—but Prometheus was
interested in keeping up his reputation. Recently he had turned moody and some days wouldn't even talk
to Odysseus. People said that his only friend was his vulture.

So Odysseus was bored. He used to go out hunting ghost deer with Achilles or Orion, but that sport
soon palled. The main disadvantage of aghost deer was that you couldn't kill it. And even if you could,
you couldn't edt it.

Odysseus was in a receptive mood when Achilles came over and told his problems. Odysseus suggested
that they go at once and talk to Dis, king of Tartaros, in the black palace he shared with Persephone.



Dis had hisown problems. Hewas engaged in jurisdictiona disputes with the Roman chthonic deity
Plutus, who had recently become the chief deity of the Roman underworld, and had pulled stringsto be
declared a separate deity in his own right and not subsumed under the Hades concept. Because of this
ruling, Disimmediately lost control of alarge section of the classical underworld, and no longer had
jurisdiction over the Latins who had formerly been his subjects. In oneway he was glad to see them go.
Latin dead had never gotten aong well with the Greeks. On the other hand, losing the Latins diminished
his kingdom, and shrank his archetype.

And he was engaged in other jurisdictiona battles, because there were dways claims from other
underworld constructs who proposed that Hellenic Hades should be subsumed under them. The gods of
the Sanskrit-speaking people had put together alot of materia to show that al the Greek gods origindly
had come under their aegis, and should do so again. So far, Dis had been able to stave off any find vote
onit. But it was till atouchy metter.

Problems, problems. And then suddenly there were Achilles and Odysseus, demanding justice.

"What do you expect meto do about it?' Dissaid. "1 don't have any power up there. To hell with Dis,
that's what they say. They've got new constructs.”

"There must be something you can do,” Achillessad. "If you're so ineffectud, you should step down and
let somebody elserule Hades. I've got agood mind to bring it before the Hellenic Generd Assembly at
the next Bylaws of Hades meeting."

"Hell, no, don't do that," Dissaid. "Let methink about this. Do you know who took her?!

"Therewas"ademon involved," Achillessaid. "Alecto told me that. He was one of those spiritsfrom the
cyclethat came after ours.”

"Which sideisthis demon on?" Odysseus asked.
"Alecto said he represented Darkness or Badness," Achillessaid. "I can't remember which.”

"Darkness," Odysseus mused. "I suppose that equates with Badness? In that case we know which party
to apply to for redress. I've never been able to understand the distinctions between Good and Bad.
People only started making them some centuries after our time.”

"Beatsthe hdll out of metoo," Dissaid. "But people seem to like the Good and Bad stuff.”

Odysseus said, "Meanwhile, thereés awrong here we must right. If you'll give usaprovisond redity card
S0 we can get out of here, and your authority to act for the classica infernd construct in this matter,
Achillesand | will bring this matter to the attention of the proper authorities.”

"All right, you've got it," Dissaid. Hefelt pleased with himself. One of the most important things about
having authority is being able to delegate responghility. Now it was up to Odysseus to right thiswrong.

CHAPTER 2
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After Odysseus received permission from Disto accompany Achillesto theworld of theliving, he
decided to seek out Tiresias, the most notable magician of the ancient world. Tiresias would know what
they had to do and how they could get where they were going.

First the heroes had to prepare ablood sacrifice, because Tiresias wouldn't do anything without blood.
He was hopel esdy addicted to the stuff. Blood was dwaysin short supply in Tartaros, but Disfdt it his
duty to supply askinful from his private store. (It is not true that you can't drink well in Hades, but you
have to know somebody.)

The two heroes set off for the grove of Persephone, with its black poplars and aged willows, at the point
where two rivers of Hades, Phlegethon and Cocytus, flowed into the Acheron. There they dug atrench
and poured in the blood, heroicaly desisting from drinking it themselves. Whenever dead people came
by asking for some, they turned them down. They wouldn't even give asip to Agamemnon, their old
commander-in'‘chief, who drifted by, drawn by the scent. Thisblood wasfor Tiresas aone.

Dark and aily, the blood lay in the trench. Then it suddenly frothed, then diminished, drunk by an unseen
presence. Immediately after that Tiresas gppeared, adight figurein along gray wool mantle, hisface
painted with ochre and blue clay, his dank white hair hanging down over hiseyes.

"A very good day to you, gentlemen. Thank you very much for the nice sacrifice. Some of Dis private
dtore, isn't it? Lovely stuff! Don't have any more, do you? Too bad! Well then, what can | do for you?'

"We seek Helen of Troy," Odysseus said. " She has been unlawfully abducted from her husband, Achilles,
here"

"Somebody dways seemsto be seding thefair Heen," Tiresas said. "Do you know who did it?"

"We aretold it was a demon from the new age," Odysseus said. "But we do not know his name or where
to find him. We need your advice and assistance.”

"All right,” Tiresassaid. "The demon'snameis Azzie and heis part of the new Dark-Light overview
which has captured the minds of mankind."

"Wewill go seek him out!" Achillessaid.

"You'regoing to find it adifferent world out there," Tiresassaid. "Y ou will haveto go to themain place
from which Evil iscommanded, which is called Hell, and make your enquiriesthere. | can provide you
with aTraveling Spell, aslong asyou have Dis permission to useit. Asamatter of fact, | happento
know who Helen iswith at present.”

"Tdl ud" cried Achilles.
Tiresias cleared histhroat and turned toward the trench, now drained of blood.

"We have no moreto give you," Odysseus said. "But at the first chance we will provide another
scrifice”

"Theword of Odysseusisgood enough for me," Tiresassaid. "But | warn you, finding Helen won't be
easy. She'smoving around alot since sheis now the consort of afamous magician named Faugt.”

"Faugt?' Achillessaid. "That doesn't sound like a Greek to me."

"He's not. Other races have come up in the world and are now the physical aswdll asintellectua
magters. ThisFaust isengaged in agame with the gods themselves. | mean the new gods.”



"Where are our old gods, by the way?' Odysseus asked.

"They've been pretty much subsumed under different names” Tiresas said. "They've taken on new
identities. Most of them don't even remember Greece and Olympus. Except for Hermes, of course, who
isdill active asthe Trismegigtus.”

"Wél| then, where do we find Faust and Helen?"

"They aretraveing,” Tiresassad. "But not only on the Earth. They aretravelingintime aswdll.”
"Can we get to where they are by boat?" Achilles asked.

"Not unlessit's an enchanted boat. Traveling by spell isredly the only way."

"You're sure we can't get there by land?’

"Not that way, either. It takesabit of magic to get where Helen has goneto. Luckily, | have brought
along my bag of spells.” From benesth his mantle he took a horsehide bag. It bulged and creaked
suspicioudy, and gave off little sghs and whines.

"The spdlsarerestlesstoday,” Tiresas said. "Use them with care and mind your fingers when you take
them out of the sack. Do not be precipitate. Remember, the matter must proceed step by step. First you
haveto visit Hell and get permission from the Powers of Darknessto take Helen back. Therésawaysa
procedure in these matters.”

"And will you accompany usthere?' Achilles asked.

"No, | will not. But I'll be looking around for information. Don't forget, you owe me a sacrifice! Now, |
must away."

Odysseus would have liked something alittle more definite. But Tiresias had said hislast word. So
Odysseus agreed. Tiresas vanished. Odysseus reached into the horsehide bag and separated one spell
from whereit lay coiled around the others. He brought it out and hatily tied up the sack again. The spell
writhed and squirmed, but Odysseus held it firmly and muttered the necessary words. The spdll quivered,
and then gave amighty lunge. Odysseus held on, and Achillesheld on to him. With classcd smplicity,
and no barogque nonsense about fire and brimstone, Odysseus and Achillesfound themselvesin the
anteroom of the Kingdom of Dark.

CHAPTER 3

T he door to Belia's office burst open. Belia gave ajump of startlement. The fat, toad-bodied demon

with the blue-gray complexion and the bulging orange eyes had been gazing into amirror of illuson, lost
in contemplation of his own cleverness and beauty, sincein hell self-love replaces sdlf-respect, and he
hadn't heard the knock. In strode two brawny figuresin plested white kilts and tunics.

"Who are you people?’
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"l am Odysseus,” Odysseussaid, "and thisis Achilles.”

"Oh. Redly?' Bdlid peered at them closdly and saw that they had the classical Greek |ook—big men
with straight noses and curly brown hair. Even dead and without a vestige of redlity about them, they
wereimpressive. Some awed clerk at alower gateway to the realm of Darkness must have issued them a
pass of temporary redlity. Otherwise they could not have ventured into this place. The inhabitants of the
classic underworld had been judged unred. In the end, it was the only way to get rid of them, and even
that didn't work al of thetime.

"Achillesand Odysseus," Belid said. "I've heard about you, of course, but | never expected to actualy
seeyou."

"They don't let us out of Tartaros," Odysseus said. "We were too strong for them once. Now they won't
permit us any manifestation except the archetypa one, which doesn't affect us anyway except in theform
of publicity.”

"Oh, redly. Too bad! It'sapity that you're not rea. Some of our younger devils would enjoy hearing a
lecture or breakfast meeting discussion with you. I'm sure you could teach us agreat dedl that would be
useful.”

"We can discuss that some other time," Odysseus said. "A lecture tour isnot completely out of the
question. But now I'm here spesking on behalf of my friend, Achilles. A wrong has been doneto him by
one of your people.”

"Y ou're representing Achilles, en? Can't he spesk for himself?*

"Of coursel can," Achillessaid, piping up abruptly. "Thetroubleis, my speech isimpetuous, like my
nature. | tend to speak hastily and get mysdlf into weird Situations. They often end up in afight, which |
win, of course. But people don't usually like me. Everyone likes Odysseus, though.”

"That's enough, Achilles,” Odysseus said. "Remember, | wasgoing to do dl the talking."
"Sorry, Odysseus," Achillessaid.

"That'sdl right. If | anwell liked it's because I'm sort of ademigod, interested in customs and wayss,
unlike you, Achilles, who thinks of nothing but war and killing."

"l surewish | could kill something now,” Achillessaid. "I'm nervous.”

"Cam yoursdf,” Odysseus said. He turned again to Bdlid. "We have it on good authority that ademon of
your command named A zzie captured one of our people, Helen of Troy, grabbed her out of Hades and
away from her husband without so much as a by-your-leave. He gave her to amagician named Faust,
who ishaving her engage in un-Greek adventures.”

"Thissurdly can't betrue," Bdlid said. "We servants of Darkness don't just grab dead people without
their permisson.”

"Perhaps you should check on it," Odysseus said.
"Indeed | will." Bdid pressed abutton on hisintercom. "Miss Sggs?"
"Yes, Your Excdlency.”

"Didyou ligen in on this conversation?"



"Well, sort of, but it was purely accidenta.”
"Never mind. Check into it and get back to me at once.”

"I don't haveto check, Y our Excellency. What those Greeks say is quite true. People are dready making
up stories about Azzie's abduction of Helen. It ought to make a very popular myth."

"But damn it, he had no authorization to take her! There are rules, you know!"
"Yes, Your Excellency. But no one seemsto know quite what they are.”

"It'sclear enough inthiscase," Bdlid said, for he was not about to give up an opportunity to get even with
Azzie, who had been rude to him severa timesin sdf-criticism meetings.

He shut off the intercom and turned to Odysseus and Achilles. "There seemsto be some basis to your
clam. | had nothing to do with it mysdlf, however, and thereés nothing | can do about it. Y ou'd better talk
to Mephistopheles, or to Azzie himsdf.”

"Where do we find them?" Achilles asked.
"Actudly, right now they're both busy with the contest.”
"What contest?'

"It isthe great Millennid contest between Dark and Light to decide who will rule mankind for the next
thousand years."

"What does Helen have to do with al that?' Odysseus asked.

"I believe Azzie seized her to giveto Faust asaprize."

Achilles suddenly said, "We don't want any more talk. We want Helen back!"

"Yes, that'sright,” Odysseus said. "That's the bottom line."

"My dear fellow,"” Belid said, "l understand your position. But what can | do?’

"Let us go do something oursalves," Odysseus said. "We don't need your help to rescue Helen.”
"Y ourefine upstanding fellows" Belid said. "But you have no power in this construct.”
"Perhaps not. But we have some important friends.”

"And who might they be?"

Odysseuslaid afinger dong the sde of hisnosein agesture of caution. "Don't speak their names unless
you want them in the office herewith you."

Then Belid got it. Odysseus was talking about the Eumenides! Also know as Erinnyes, and as Furies!
Some of those ancient constructs till had power, like Ananke hersdlf. Belia decided this was not agood
linefor himto pursue.

"If you think you can handleit,” Belia said, "you go right ahead. Y ou've got my permission.” He frowned.
"I don't want to seem criticd, but you two don't have much in theway of bodies.”

"Thisisthe best we could do," Odysseus said. "We're dead, you know."



Tel youwhat," Belid said. "Here are two free passes to the Witches Kitchen. Tl them to fix you up
with bodies. Not al of usin Hell are as bad as some | could name."

CHAPTER 4

The hulki ng Arabian demon who stood guard at the door had seen some strange sightsin his years of
working at the Witches Kitchen. But thiswasthe first time thisflabby, doe-eyed, former citizen of
Gehenna had seen two Greek heroes straight out of Homer come walking into his beauty salon. The
demon knew at once who they were, because he had been a classical scholar before becoming doorman
to an afterlife beautification service.

"We never had any Greek heroesin before,”" he muttered. "Do you spirits have a certificate of redity?"

Odysseus showed the certificate of temporary redity which Dis had given them. The senior witch put
down her branding iron and came over and looked at the certificate, and at the passes Bdlid had given
the heroes.

Shesad, "It'sdl right, Tony, let themin."

In the corporedlizing trestment that followed, the big question was how much heroic musculatureto give
them. The witches decided not to go in too heavy for bulk, since speed and agility were necessary in
most demigodlike pursuits.

Severd hourslater, Achilles and Odysseus finished the beauty trestment that made them men again. They
had used another spell from Odysseus' horsehide bag to take them back to Earth. They were resting
under atree now, not entirely sure of their exact whereabouts. But that didn't worry them. They had
brought severd days provisonswith them from the Witches Kitchen. At leas, it should have lasted for
severd days. But overcome by the novelty of corporeal food again, they had devoured it al for lunch.
After dreaming about food for al those centuries, they hadn't known when to stop.

"I'mfull,” Achillessaid.

"Metoo," Odysseus said, "Thisisone day in which the wise Odysseus didn't eat too wisdly. The pickled
herring was ddlicious, though, wasn't it?"

"| preferred the pate,” Achillessaid. "I think chopped liver is probably the greatest discovery of theworld
since our time. Remember how it used to be back in classical times? We aways had to eat our liver
grilled, with onions on the side. There wasn't even soy sauce in those days. Odysseus, how did we stand
it?'

"We didn't know any better,” Odysseustold him. "It would be hard to go back to the Trojan War and
army provisions now, though, wouldn't it? Not that there's any chance.”

"l suppose not,” Achillessaid. "That was agood war, wasnt it, Odysseus?’
"The best,” Odysseus said. "Therell never be another like it. Remember when | defeated Ajax?"
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"l never got to seeit,” Achillessaid. "I was aready dead then, remember?’Y ou were fighting him for my
amor."

"Yes, and | won," Odysseus said.

"It wasaredly great suit of armor,” Achilles said wistfully. "With armor like that it was hard to lose.
Wearing it | killed Cycnusand Troilus. But my greatest hit, of course, the one I'll dways be known for in
the record books, was killing Hector."

"I know dl about it," Odysseustold him.

"l wasjust reminiscing. It was later that Paris got me with that sneaky arrow shot.... Inthe hed, yet! Oh,
well." He sighed and rubbed his belly. "That pate... Odysseus, about these bodieswe have now..."

"y e
"They're supposed to be good ones, aren't they?”

"Yes, as| understand it, the best.”

"Widl, I've got this pain right down here."

He pointed to his abdomen.

"That's nothing," Odysseus said. "It'salittle muscle pull, or, more likely, overeating.”

"Areyou sure it doesn't mean theré's something wrong with me?”

"They said these were sound bodies. Y ou've had muscle pulls before.”

"| don't remember ever getting anything like this before. And my feet hurt.”

"That's because we've been running. Feet get sore when you run on them. Even when you wak on them.”
Achillessaid, "Isthis how it felt, back when we had bodies?’

"l supposeitis,” Odysseus sad. "But we made much less of it then. Wewerein training. We were
accustomed to the joys and sorrows of having bodies.”

"I don't mean to complain,” Achillessaid. "I'm stuffed, but I'm hungry again, too. And there doesn't seem
to be anything to drink around here."

"It'slucky there's not some chronicler around, listening to you," Odysseus said. "Imaginethe great
Achilles complaining about hunger and thirgt!"

"I must have said and felt those things back when we wereliving.”

"I don't remember you ever admitting you were hungry, Achilles. Mere food was beneath you. Y our
entire being was dedicated to glory."

"It il is" Achillessaid, slanding up, wincing. "I think I'm devel oping alow back pain. Never mind, come
on, let'sgo.”

"I'm quite ready,” Odysseus said. "But thething is, | don't know where we should go.”

Achilleslooked around. He saw they were in asunny meadow. There was aforest ahead, dark and



verdant. Smdl birdsflew overhead, snging their songs. A light breeze was blowing, and it had afine
clean scent about it. It was just past midday. The sun, now high in the sky, was golden and fine, warm
but not hot. It was one of the better days either man could remember in along time, and very unlike the
typica daysin Hades, whereit isaways on the verge of raining and the skies are the color of aredly
nasty bruise.

The meadow was warm and pleasant, but there was still something uncanny about it, and so Odysseus
was not surprised when he looked again and saw three ladies Sitting on the grass having apicnic. They
were quite elderly, and dressed in classicd gowns. Odysseus knew he had seen them before, and a
moment's thought brought them back to mind. These were none other than the Eumenides, those three
Weird Sisters who used to travel around the ancient world giving hell to parricides. They were bad news
wherever you encountered them, but the important thing wasto talk to them in afriendly fashion and not
give them any reason to get sore at you.'

"It'smy old friends, the Eumenides,” Odysseus said, walking up to the ladies, with Achillesfollowing him.
"Hello, Tisphone, Alecto, hi, Megaera. Y ou girlsare along way from dear old Hellas."

"Hello, Odysseus," Alecto said. Shewastdl, with gray hair neatly marcelled. Her nosewasa
commanding beak, such as might have looked well on the prow of a man-of-war. "We expected you to
comethisway."

"How could you have foreseen that?* Odysseus asked. "None but the witches know we are here.”

"We aresgersto thewitches," Alecto said. "When we visited them in the Witches Kitchen, they told us
you'd be passing through here, whichisthe

Meadow of the Interlude. In this place only good influences penetrate. That iswhy my sstersand | are
not in our usud horrific form. That'll comelater. Right now we can take afew minutes off and be nice.”

"I've dways thought you were nice," Odysseus said. "And so has Achilles here. Come up here, Achilles.
Do you know these ladies?’

Achilles came up somewhat bashfully. "1 believe | made their acquaintance briefly, oncewhen | visited
Oregtes. Tl me, ladies, why do you search for Odysseus?'

"It was our surest way of finding you!" Tidphone cackled.
Achillesturned pale. "And why did you wish to find me?'

Alecto said, "It isour best way to find Faust and the stolen lady whom we seek. | refer, of course, to
Helen, your wife."

"Why do you want Helen?" Achilles asked.

"We have nothing againgt her persondly. She's booty, and she hasto go back to Hadesimmediately. We
are the enforcement arm of the Classical Construct Placement Division. Azzie Elbub, the demon who
took her from Hades, had no right to do so. We do not approve of such things. We are going to return
her to you. Are you not glad?'

"Very glad," Achilles said, though now he was beginning to have his doubts. "It'swhat I'm here for
mysdf.”

"Good," Alecto said. "Weweren't entirely sure what you were up to. Too many heroes manage at last to
get out of Hades and then spend all their time lollygagging around the Earth, forgetting their duty and just



enjoying having abody again.”

A little more time was spent in conversation. And then it wastime for the heroes to pursue their quest for
Helen.

MARLOWE

CHAPTER 1

|t was abig day in London on that overcast but mild September 30, 1588 when the Rose Thesater in
Southwark reopened with the play Doctor Faustus, starring Edward Alleyn. Not only wasthisan
important play, in view of its advance notices, but it was aso thefirst play since the recent bout of plague
had abated. Thisgave it aspecia panache, and ensured afull house. The people came early, before
dawn even, long lines of them crawling from places even beyond the city, from Gravedines and Swiss
Cottage and Hampton Court, from Shepherd's Mill and Reindeer's Head, from Baxby and Weltenshire,
moving steadily in the steady rain. By ferry and by foot they crossed the Thames and London Bridgeto
await the trumpet that announced the beginning of the play.

Early in the day before the performance, Mack and Mephistopheles met in London at the Tavern of the
Drowned Man.

"Gentlemen!" the publican said. "I did not seeyou arrive!™
"That is because you were fooling with the serving wench," Mephistophdes said.

"Not s0, Sr! | was behind the bar dl thistime, polishing the brass and chatting with Mistress Henley, who
providesour daily repast.”

"Well, sowhat if you didn't see usarrive?' Mephistopheles demanded. "Do you believe that my friend
and | conjured oursalvesinto your low abode?!

"Not at dl, my lord!" the publican declared. "It takes no witchcraft to come into this place! The door is
aways open and | am dways ready for business! What may | bring Y our Worships?'

"A bottle of your best Mamsey should do nicely,” Mephistopheles said. "What do you think, Doctor?*

Mack had been gathering hiswits about him, for the transition from Forence to London had been swift
enough, and his dathing, which Mephistopheles had changed for him in midflight, was till unsettled. But
with Mephistopheles ebowing him into the booth and the publican looking at him openmouthed, he soon
recovered his native dacrity.

"Mamsey will befine" Mack said. "And wasthat orlotan pie | noticed on the shelf?"
"Indeed itis, ar," the publican said.

"Then bring usa couple of dices of that," Mack said, glancing to Mephistopheles, because he wasn't
entirely surethat food was included in histraveling allowance.
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"Yes, and hdf aloaf of your best wheaten bread,” Mephistophdes said. He smiled ingratiatingly. "Has
Dr. John Dee been in this morning, perchance?'

"Not yet, my lord," the publican said. "But he will arrive soon, no doubt, because we have today his
favorite, ed pie and mashed potatoes, and helll not pass up on that ddlicacy, especidly since heisleaving
soon for the court of the king of Bohemia, or so Dame Rumor tellsus."

"Perhaps Dame Rumor will dso tell you that my friend and | are quick to chastise if we do not receive
our provender promptly.”

"l will seetoit that the provender is brought forthwith!" the publican declared. "Polly! Get the lead out of
it and serve these gentlemen their fare!™ And so saying, he hurried off, the bar rag flapping from the back
pocket of his broad-backed pantaloons.

"What isthis placer Mack asked, as soon asthey were done. "And what did you do with Marguerite?'

"I'veleft her in my waiting room in Limbo," Mephistopheles said. "'Y ou need no woman aong for the task
that lies before you thisday. Asfor the where of it, thisis London, my dear Faust, and the year is 1588,
an eventful year for England, and for you."

"For me?' Mack sad. "Wherefore sayest thou?”

"Itistheyear and day of the premiere of the first showing of that famous play based upon your life. |
refer, of course, to the Tragical History of Doctor Faustus as enacted by the players of the Earl of
Nottingham and with the nonpareill Edward Alleyn in thetitlerole. But you must have known of thisin
Cracow through your necromantic musings.”

"Oh, yes, of course,” said Mack, ever eager to take upon his shoulders the mantle of learning. "The
famous play about me! And you've brought me hereto seeit! It isgood of you, my dear
Mephistopheles.”

Mephistopheles frowned. "1 haven't brought you al thisway to st in an audience and suck an orange and
applaud thelies a poet tells. Theré'swork for you to do here.”

"W, of course," Mack said. "I thought not otherwise. What would you have me do?!

"Hearken," Mephistopheles said, and then desisted, for Polly, the serving girl, had arrived with the orlotan
pies, which were actually made of sparrows, the wheaten bread, which turned out to be oaten, and the
Ma msey, which was no more than vin ordinaire from Bordeaux. Still, it was as good as you could expect
from ariversde pub in the momentous year of the Spanish Armada, with plague raging in the city and the
duke of Guisewith histhirty thousand Spanish veterans penned up in Scheveningen and snarling across
the Channel. Mephistopheles and Mack fell to with good appetite. Presently Mephistopheles pushed his
plate aside and said, "Now hearken to me, Faust, for you have work to do upon thisday.”

"l am all ears,” Mack said, "and eager to do your bidding.”

"Christopher Marlowe isthe author of this play,” Mephistopheles said, “and hewill bein the audience
tonight. After the performance—which will have notable success—he will meet with a certain man, and
have a conversation with him."

"Ahal" said Mack, though he wasn't sure where thiswas leading.

"That man," Mephistophdles said, "'is Thomas Walsingham, an old friend of Marlowe's. Thomeas father,
Sir Francis, is secretary of state to Elizabeth, queen of England, and he also commands her secret



service, by means of which the intentions of the various factionsin thiswar-torn year of Europe's woe will
be known."

"Wadsngham. All right, I'vegot it," Mack said, grabbing for anything out of Mephistopheles proliferant
peroration. "What do you want meto do to this guy? Mugging happensto be asiddine of mine, and |
can promise you—"

"No, no," Mephistopheles said, "you are not to touch Walsingham. Just listen.”
"All right, I'm listening,” Mack said.

"Walsngham will ask Marlowe to serve once again in hisfather's Secret Service, ashedid in bygone
years. Marlowe will agree. That'sthe fact of it. It leads to Marlowe's premature death. But in this case,
immediately after Marlowe and Walsingham talk, you will seek out Marlowe and convince him to do no
suchthing.”

"I'll convince him, dl right," Mack said. "Isthis Marlowe skilled at ams?| guess|'d better have some
weaponsfor this. Do you know where | can pick up agood cudge ?*

"Forget the cudgd," Mephistopheles said. "*No man ever convinced Christopher Marlowe by force, and
not much by persuasion, ether. No, you will demonstrate to him what the consegquences of his spying for
Wasinghamwill be"

"And what will those consequences be?"

"Five years from now, on May 30, 1593, Marlowe will go to an inn with Ingram Frizer, Robert Poley,
and Nicholas Skeres. He will remonstrate with them concerning evidence he has asto their traitorous
actions on behaf of Henry the Third of France, asking them to turn King's evidence and throw
themselves on the mercy of the Privy Council. Scorning such acourse of action, these men will seize
Marlowe and stab him to desth, and then bruit it about that Marlowe irrationally attacked one of them,
Frizer, who, hard-pressed, killed him accidentally and in saf-defense. Thus England and the world will
loseits foremost poet, dead at the age of twenty-nine, whereas, had he lived, he might have been
expected to write many morefine plays exposing the pretensions of standard piety.”

"l getit,” Mack said. ™Y ou want thisMarloweto live, isthat it?"

"Oh, | wouldn't go so far asto say | want it," Mephistopheles said. "It is but a suggestion, achoice for
you."

"But you have laid out the course | am to follow."

"Certainly. But only if you want to. Y ou could also steal the magic mirror of Dr. Dee. Y ou have heard of
the famous Dr. Dee, no doubt?"

"Of course," Mack said. "But just at this moment the name 'scapes my ken."

"Dr. Deeisthe foremost necromancer and magician in England, aname to be spoken in hushed tones
along with those of Albertus Magnus and Corndius Agrippa. He has been asked by no less a personage
than Elizabeth of England to cast her horoscope, and the queen is noted for her hardheadedness. Dee
leaves presently to take up residence at the court of Rudolph the Second of Bohemia. And he will take
his magic mirror with him. Y ou must somehow get that mirror.”

"Whet do | need thismagic mirror for?'



"Oh, you might useit to convince Marlowe to avoid working as aspy for Wasingham. When he gazes
into it, the mirror will show the bloody result if he should persigt in that course. Seeing his death before his
very eyes should change hismind. Do you understand dl that | have told you?”

"l think s0," Mack said. "But how am | to get thismirror away from Dr. Dee?"

"My dear fellow," Mephistopheles said, "1 can't be expected to do al your work for you. Ask him.
Should he prove obdurate, give him this." Mephistopheestook asmall object out of aninsde pocket in
his cloak, wrapped it in ascarlet silk handkerchief, and handed it to Mack. Then he arose and gathered
hislong black cloak closely about him. "Farewdl, then, Faugt, I'll await your results.”

He made asif to go. But Mack plucked him by the deeve.

"What isit?"

"If you would be so kind asto settle the bill, if it please Y our Demonship.”
"Have you no money of your own?"

"l may need it. Y ou can't tell what might come up on an assgnment like this™"

M ephistopheles contemptuoudly threw a handful of coins on the table and made asiif to disappear. Then,
remembering appearances, he stalked out of the tavern and found nearby alittle cul-de-sac where his
vanishment would not be remarked.

Mack put the handkerchief-wrapped object into his pouch without looking at it, then counted out the
exact change from what M ephistopheles had |eft, pocketed the rest, made enquiry asto the location of
Dr. De€'s house, and departed.

In the next booth, concealed from Mack and Mephistophel es by its high back, a muffled figure stirred.
He was afox-faced fellow dressed in crimson and green finery, complete with large starched ruff. Azzie,
for such it was, tapped hisfingers thoughtfully on the oak table, and hislong upper lip lifted in ahumorless

grin.

He had followed Mephistopheles here in a surreptitious manner, eager to get to the bottom of the
mystery of the demon's behavior. So that was what Mephistopheleswas up to! Cheating! And there had
to be away that Azzie could make use of that knowledge. He considered for amoment, then thought he
found away to go about it.

He conjured himsdlf out of the tavern upon the instant, before the astonished publican could present the
bill. Let the superdtitious lout blame it on Marlowe's Faust. Azzie had devilish work to do. Swiftly he
mounted to the starry firmament, bound for the spiritual regions, where he had something of interest to
say to a certain former witch of hisacquaintance.

CHAPTER 2

W e shouldn't be mesti ng thisway," Y lith said, looking around with worried glance. But it seemed she
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had nothing to worry about. This cocktail lounge, The Mixed Spirit, just inside the blue-black walls of
Babylon, and just around the corner from the temple to Baa, was well known as a neutral place where
the operatives from Good and Bad got together from time to time, exchanged information, and tried to
suborn each other. Since each side thought it had the advantage in the suborning business, neither had
gotten around to proscribing mesetings. Babylon in those days, before the Hittites moved in and trashed
the neighborhood, and before Alexander ruined the place for good as he did Thebes, was afun place to
gpend sometime. The city wasfamousfor itsmusica revues, its great zoo where animasof al varieties
wandered in aparadisaica setting, its hanging gardens, which were like afrozen Niagaras of vegetation
tumbling down from the heights of the upper city. Although thisinformation was later suppressed by the
jealous Athenians, Babylon wastheintellectual capitd of the world in those days, a place where
Phoenician and Jew, Bedouin and Egyptian, Persian and Indian, could meet in cheerful confab in one of
the city's many coffee houses—for Babylon had learned the great secret of coffee, esoresso style, the
steamed water pushed through the fragrant brew by great bellows operated by the Nubians and
Ethiopians who had amonaopoly on the trade. Babylon was a so afood capital, whose shish kebabs were
second to none, and whose baby buns were famous as far as Asmara and beyond. And above al,
Babylon was splendid with color and pageantry, aplace given to public festivals and to kingly revels.

"Rdax, therésno harminit,” Azziesad. "Just because we're on different sdes doesn't mean we can't
have a date now and then and get caught up on the latest gossip.”

Ylith looked a him fondly but with dubiety in her gaze. Azzie was a handsome demon, there could be no
doubt about that. His orange-red fur was close-cropped and lustrous, hislong, thin-bladed nose had a
great eegance about it, and hislips, twisted and smiling, had touched herstoo often for her to be ableto
gaze upon them with complete indifference. Y es, she till cared for him. But that was not the reason she
had accepted hisinvitation. She knew that resisting him was good for her soul; and besides, it gave her a
frisson to fed the pangs of alovethat never could be, alove that she had transferred recently to the angel
Babrid. Yes, Babriel was very good indeed, and that was good, as far as goodness went. But of late
Ylith had begun to fed immorta yearnings, which she hoped were not also immordl.

Snap out of it, girl, she admonished hersdf. And then, to Azzie: "So what's new?"

"Nothing much,” Azzie said with an eaborate shrug. "Just the same old skulduggery and double-dedling.
Y ou know what ademon'slifeislike.

"Who have you been double-crossing recently?' Y lith asked.

"Me?No one. It'sbeen aquiet time for me, since the Powers That Bein dl their wisdom decided not to
employ me on the current Millennia contest.”

"Mephistophelesis a competent demon, so | hear," Ylith said. "No doubt helll do agood job for Y our
Sde"

"No doubt. Especidly since heimproves on chance with guile.”
"That's to be expected. He's ademon, after all.”
"I know. Guilesfine. But outright chesting is not, according to the agreement.”

"Cheating?' she echoed. "I'm sure M ephistopheles wouldn't cheat. HE's an upright devil, from al I've
heard."

"Perhgpsit wasn't cheating, then," Azzie said. "Perhaps | misunderstood.”



She sat up, her back tiffening. "What did you misunderstand?”

"It was the merest nothing,” Azzie said, breathing on hisfingernails and buffing them on hisflaring red
velvet jacket.

"Azzie, sop teasing me! What did you see?’
"Nothing at dl. But | overheard..."
"What?'

"I overheard the redoubtable Mephistophe es giving instructions to Johann Faust, the contestant in our
gameof Light and Dark."

"W, of course he gave him ingtructions! Otherwise Faust wouldn't know what to do.”
"Now heknowsadl toowell," Azziesaid.

" Stop these vague presentimentaistic mutterings Tell mewhat you are hinting a."
"Mephistophelesis supposed to offer Faust a choice, correct?’

"That iswdl known."

"I heard him tell Faust exactly what choice he should make, and how he should go about accomplishing
it"

"Y ou mean he coached the contestant?”

"That's exactly what | mean. Forget about free will in this contest, my dear. It is Mephistopheles will that
isbeing served.”

She tared at him openmouthed. And Azzietold her of the conversation he had overheard between
Mephistopheles and Mack in theinn in London, and how Mephistopheles had directed the famous
magician to save Marlowe, and had even suggested to him how to go abouit it.

"Azzie, if yourejust trying to stir up trouble..."

"I'm dwaysready for that," Azzie said. "But what | havetold you is absolute stone truth, without
eaboration or embd lishment.”

Ylithwasglent for atime, taking it in. Shetook two sips of her nectar frappe, an ambrosia beverage that
disappeared from the world when Alexander the Grest leveled the wals of Babylon and destroyed the
frappe parlorsin an act of misplaced Macedonian piety. Then shesaid, "If you say true, thisisvery
srious”

"I never thought otherwise," Azzie said. "But you see, | am at a disadvantage here. Mephistophelesison
my sde, and it wouldn't look right for meto go to the High Council with word of his misdoings. And yet,
within me, Ylith, there bests a heart dedicated to truth and justice, just as your own does."

"How can you say that?" Y lith demanded. ™Y ou and your kind willingly serve lies and Badness!"

"Yes. But we do soin the cause of truth," Azzie said, employing paradox when the smple truth would
never do. "We Darksidersjust have our own way of going about it."



She shook her head a him, but her smilewasfond. ™Y ou aways were aslver-tongued devil!"

"A demon who would not Hein the service of beauty deserves not the name of Evil. But what | havetold
you about Mephistophelesisthe smple truth unvarnished.”

Y lith didn't understand Mephistopheles motives.

"If herescues Marlowe," she asked, "won't that be a Good Thing, sinceit will give theworld more of his
plays?"

"That'soneway of looking at it," Azzie said. "But Shce Marlowe isamighty blasphemer againg dl things
good, hisunwritten plays are more likely to subvert the cause of piousness than to promoteiit.”

"Azzie" Ylith said, "you have given me much to think about here. | shall have to consider what to do with
thisinformation.”

"Useit asyou please" Azzie said. "My conscience at least is clear. Now, shdl we drink up and be about
our divers pursuits?'

Y lith nodded, and finished her frappe. The two of them |&ft.

In the next booth, asmal figure stirred. He was clad in thigh-high boots, a stout leather jerkin, and he
wore along ydlow beard.

"Ha, ha, my fine fox-faced demon," said Rognir—for such it was. "So that's how theland lies, eh? | see
through your little scheme, though, and | see through the damnable sdlf-interest that brings you to
forswear your own sidein order to gain temporary advantage.”

Since hisgtint of cleaning up at the Witches Sabbat under the foremanship of Azzie, nothing had gone
well for Rognir. He had hurried along to Montpellier. He had arrived too late for thejamboree. The
various dwarverias had been there and gone. There were many empty kegs of beer lying around, that
was dl. He had gone home, tough burrowing al the way, and found when he got there that someone had
broken into his buried treasure, stedling it al. It was not Rognir's only trove, of course. No salf-respecting
dwarf keepsdl hisloot in onetrove. But till, the loss was not inconsiderable, and the bad luck rankled.

Rognir was still angry at the way Azzie had treated him at the Witches Sabbat. He had been harboring a
grudge againgt the demon ever since, hoping to And something to use againgt him; for dwarves have long
memories and can hold a grudge longer than mountains can hold their shapes. Now he rubbed his chubby
hands together, thinking how best to use this knowledge so recently come upon. And then a course of
action occurred to him, and he |eft the tavern and went to the outskirts of Babylon, there finding one of
the underground dwarf tunnel s that leads to anywhere and anywhen. A ready-made dwarf hole wasjust
what he needed. Suddenly hewasin ahurry.

CHAPTER 3

Charon had quite an interesting load of dead that day. He had picked up three fishermen drowned off
the coast of Sparta, brought to the underworld in a sudden squall that had blown up from the north. The
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fishermen were penniless but had promised payment through a cousin, one Adel phius of Corinth, who
maintained afund in the Dead Souls Ferrying Society Relief Scheme. They explained that an obal for
each of them had been deposited into abank account in the Greater Hellenic Savings & Loan with
officesin upper Corinth. All Charon had to do wascal a any time, or send his representative with
proper documentation, and he could collect hismoney for their passage.

Charon didn't like it. He was ol d-fashioned. Cash on the barrelhead was what he wanted; or, sinceit was
aboat, cash on the fiddlehead. He suspected that the fishermen were trying to defraud him and ride free.
At first he refused to take them. But a honey-tongued banker among the dead crew of Charon's boat,
named Ozymandias, though he was not aking of kings, who had been killed in Corfu during ariot there
fomented by Hellenic secret agents, and so had fallen under Charon's purview rather than under the
customs of his own native country, insgsted that the scheme was entirely sound.

Charon couldn't find an argument to use againgt it but he still didn't like it. Of course, even he had to stay
up with the times. In strange ports that he called at when he needed repairsfor his boat, the people didn't
take obols. Funny money, they cdledit.

In any event, it was dl academic now. Here he was, wrecked on areef in the Styx, at aplace where
there shouldn't have been any rocks at dl.

It was anoisome spot, dark and marshy, with lowering skies and acongtant little wind that smelled of
dead fish. Small, scum-covered waves |lapped at the |apstraked sides of the boat. There were low
misshapen trees near the bank, and from several of them hung dead men. The dead men waved their
arms and begged to be taken down. Coals to Newcastle, Charon had all the dead he could handle. He
had twenty or thirty of them packed onto hislittle boat. They sat on the forecastle and played cards with
atattered Tarot deck. They lounged on the deck, their loathy shirts open to their scabrous waists,
paddling their feet in the water under a gibbous moon. Leaving the becamed vessdl they splashed around
in the marsh, playing water polo with amoldy old head that had floated by.

Charon walked up to Faust and said, "Thisisyour fault, you know. What are you going to do about it?"

"Thereésnothing | can do,” Faust said. "It'sthe fault of that damned demon, Azzie. He doctored my good
luck charm.”

"Why don't you throw it overboard, then?' Charon asked.
. Faust shook his head. "That's the worst thing you can do. No, we smply must ride it out.”

"That'swhat you keep on telling us," Charon said. "But time goes by and were still sitting here. You
better do something pretty quick or it's over the sde you go."

Faust looked at the noisome waters. It would amost be ardlief. Down below he could see vast shapes
swimming duggishly. He knew that beneath the Styx there was avast kingdom that men know nothing of.
It dmost tempted him. Why not give up this ceasdesstravail which availeth naught? Let them throw him
over—what did he care? What apleasure it might be to drown forever, and to join the dimy swimmers
of these dark waters!

But he roused himsalf. He was Faust! And Faust would not give way to despair! That wasfor lesser
men, not him. Hewould find away out of this Stuation.

And then therewas afaint brightening in the air. Could there be lightness even on the Styx? He looked
into the distance. Y es, there was something moving on the waters. Asit came out of the mists he saw that
it wasalittle rowboat. And there was alittle man rowing, bending to the cars with alusty stroke.



Charon looked and said, "Who in hell could that be?’
"Thought you had the Styx all to yoursdlf, eh, Charon?' Faust said.

The rowboat came up to the side of Charon's bark. Aboard was Rognir, dressed in ayellow sou'wester,
with abig flappy rubber raincap on hislarge shaggy head. "What ho!" he cried. "Do you happen to have
Faust aboard?"

"Why, yes, as amatter of fact we do,” Charon said. "But who are you?'

"I'm Rognir," said Rognir. "I come from an entirely different reelm of discourse. But | know who you are.
Hail, Charon! Why are you parked here in the doldrums? On my way | passed docks and loading stages
packed with dead souls. They were crying out for you, Charon, and they had coinsin their hands.”

"Damnit," Charon said, "l knew | was missing out on business. | am here, Rognir, because some baeful
person has put a curse on my boat, arudder curse| bdieveitiscdled, and my goodly little ship will only
goincircles and so hasrun itself on asandbar, the only sandbar within ahundred miles of here, and here
my boat hangs and refusesto get off. And what are you doing here?"

Rognir explained that he had come to speak to Faust, because he had important news for him.

"I have been listening in to the demons,” Rognir said. ™Y ou are acquainted perhaps with one Azzie Elbub,
demon, and abad lot even by the standards of Hell?*

"l have met him," Faust said. "He sought to turn me aside from my purpose, which isto take my placein
the contest of Dark and Light and so win redemption for mankind and undying glory for mysglf. Not only
that, he gave me a defective Motive Spell, one infected with Jinx, as| see now, which has brought
Charon's boat to a standstill.”

"| think | can do something about that,” Rognir said. "Here. Try this." He handed over atangled cord.
"What isthis?' Faust asked.
"A Spdl of Unloosening. Untie the knot, and you will befree

CHAPTER 4

Mack approached the London house of Dr. Dee. Mack said, "Are you sure you've got it straight now?"
"l think 0," Margueritesaid. "But | don't likeit."
"Forget about that. Just do what | told you. It'll work out, believe me."

Marguerite looked unhappy, but quite pretty. Her chestnut hair was shining. She had had achanceto
freshen up after Mephistopheles had brought her to join Mack. Even her gown, of green with panels of
spotted dimity, was fresh and shining. Mack had seen to it that she looked her best.

He approached the door of aqueer, humpbacked old house with shuttered windows that made it look
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likeacat deeping. It wasin anoxious pan of London. On either side were the shadowed headquarters of
dubious business enterprises, because thiswas the notorious Tortingham digtrict, only later to be
gentrified to the confusion of cutpurses, lollygaggers, yokels, and assorted cony-catchers. Here was
where the famous Dr. Dee now made hishome.

In hisgtting room, Dr. Deg, tall and angular, clad in his doctor's gown, was regarding an ancient volume
of curious and forgotten lore. He paused and looked up.

"Kely!" hecried.

At the other end of the room, ashort, broad-shouldered man looked away from aball of yarn he was
untangling. Edward Kelly, medium extraordinary—afey-eyed Irishman from County Limerick, with afur
cap pulled down over the sides of his head—quirked an eyebrow.

"Yes?' he asked.

"I've apremonition of someone onthe dair,” Dee said.
"Shal I goand seewhoiitis?' Kdly asked.
"Prognodticatefirg, for I've dso aforeboding or two."

Kély reached acrossthe table and put a glass of water in front of him. With amoistened forefinger he
roiled the surface, then stared into it intently. Inits swirling depth he saw strange shapes uncoail, glimpsed
the forms and visages of drowned things and the many-colored windings and unwindings of spiritsno
more pal pable than so many twists of smoke. He heard sounds aswell, for that was how the gift took
him. And he looked into the water and saw aman and amaid. Around them, visible only to his eyes,
hovered animbus of mysterious events.

"There are two people approaching the door,” hetold Dee. "They are astrange pair, though it is not easy
to say wherein their strangenessresides. The man istall and yellow-haired, and the woman brown-haired
and beautiful. They look decent enough.”

"If they look good to you, then well seethem,” Dee said. "It wasjust amatter of certain fedingsthat
cameover me"

"Sowhy ask me?' Kdly said. "Why didn't you look into your magic mirror and learn al about them?'
"Themagic mirror isin the other room," Dee said. "And | don't see what you're so cross about.”
"Me, cross?' Kely said, scowling. "What makes you think I'm cross?’

"Well, you look cross.”

"Why should | look cross," Kelly asked, "when | have nothing to complain about? Didn't | follow you
and your psychic circus across Europe? Am | not the star act in your dog-and-pony show? Do | not do
al thework, the better to give you the energy to enjoy dl the credit?”

"Now, Edward,” Dee said. "Weve been over this ground before. Go seeto the arrivals.”

Thus grumbling, Kelly went to the door. The servant was never around when you wanted him to do
something likethis. It didn't take much prognostication to know that the servant wasin hisroom under
the eaves, nursing the old war wound he'd got under the Black Prince, or so hetold thetale. Kelly
thought about Ireland as he walked to the door, Ireland green and boggy, with the young girls who used



to walk by him on their way to sheep flocks they tended on the downs beside the cold and glittering sea.
He shook his head irritably. Stop spesking, Memory.

He opened the door.

"Hi," Mack said. "Wed like to spesk to Dr. Deg, if you don't mind."
"What do you want to see the doctor about?"

"That'sfor hisears.”

"Giveitto my earsor hisearswill never hear."

"It'sfor hisearsaone,” Mack said.

Kédly shrugged and led them to the Sitting room.

"Something secret and important, so he says," Kelly told Dee.
Mack nodded to the doctor and smiled.

"Weareinterested in buying your magic mirror," hetold him.
Deeraised his heavy eyebrows.

"Sdl you my magic mirror? Sir, you must be daft! A mirror with the power and foresightedness of mineis
not sold like abag of horse feed. Thismirror of mine, my dear Sir, has been the object of covetousnessin
royd circlesthroughout Europe. The king of Poland offered me an estate for it on the Wladiwil, complete
with servile peasants and wild boars, and thetitle of duke to go aong with it, and to sweeten the ded he
threw in the favors of the beautiful young countess of Radzivill whose cdlipygian accomplishments have
caused restlessness and socid upset asfar west asthe Weser. | turned him down with alaugh, alaugh of
scorn, my dear Sir, for to offer mere worldly goods for my mirror, which presents aview into the unseen
kingdom, and can prognogticate future events, isto offer drossfor gold.”

"I redizethat," Mack said. "But | cometo you with an offer you can't refuse.”

"Can | not, now? Let's hear your offer.” Mack produced the scarlet silk handkerchief Mephistopheles
had given him, gtill enfolding its mysterious prize. History failsto tel uswhat wasinvolved, or its precise
effect on the vain and supercilious Dr. Dee. Only one thing is certain. Some ten minutes later, Mack and
Marguerite left Dee's house and were on their way to Southwark, the magic mirror under Mack'sarm,
nestled in aform-fitting case of chamois.

CHAPTER 5

At the thester, the crowd was comi ng in dowly. Although the theater held somewhat |ess than three
hundred persons, thousands were seeking entry, drawn from al parts of the kingdom. These theatergoers
were dressed in dl their finery. Men and women alike wore long cloaks, since therewas achill intheair
even on thisfine May afternoon. The audience was amotley bunch. There were many nobles from the
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court, among them Lord Sdisbury, Lord Dunkirk, Lord Cornwallis, the Lord High Executioner, and
Lord Faversham. Some had come with their wives, others with their mistresses, pert in their paste
diamonds, and gtill others, the very young ones, like Lord Dover, who was only eight, with their parents,
or tutors, or, asin the case of Viscount Delville, seven years old and sickly, with their
bodyguard-doctors. These were the notables; but most of the audience was made up of common people:
heavyset cloth merchants from Meaching Row, tal, thin gpothecariesfrom Pal Mall and Chegpside,
angular feed merchants from Piccadilly, and the even commoner son, sturdy vagabonds who had cadged
aticket and called no man master, soldiers on leave from the Netherlandish wars with their fantastical
plumed caps and deep-cut deeves. There were more than afew clericsin the crowd, who had come not
to amuse themsalves but out of a serious purpose, because Faustus was supposed to be a sacrilegious
play, and they expected to get good material out of it for their Sunday sermons. They al troopedin,
jostling and hawking and spitting and buying oranges and little bags of candy from the wencheswho
provided such things, and they gawked around at the theater, which was small and ova-shaped with a
row of boxesto either side, and araised stage that extended out over the foremost ranks of the audience.
Flambeaux flickered in the din of loud English voices calling to one another. "1 say, Harry!™

"Oh, there's Saffron! "
"Look, here come Médisande and Cuddles!" And thelike.

The admission at the door for those without passes was thregpence hapenny, for the Earl of Netting'
ham's men didn't do thisfor free. But they paid anyway and no demurswere raised in that free-spending,
easy-thinking crowd, for thiswas aday of celebration, and the future was uncertain, for if the Spanish
Armadalanded, as some predicted, and prevailed over the nava forces of the red-haired queen, your
money wouldn't be worth boo anyway. Down near the candled floodlights, the groundlings had
assembled in their best piebald hose and multicolored jerkinsto talk and carouse and make japes at the
actors.

To aflourish of trumpets, Edward Alleyn came out upon the stage. Y oung Will Shakespeare, already
balding, noted for his future use how the chattering young fops and their loud-laughing ladies quieted for a
moment. The housdlights of magnesiaand naphthawere set alight in pewter bowls set on top of
three-legged standards. They had recently replaced the adamantage, the old rush stage lighting ina
copper pot that had served well enough in pretheater days. Sparks were applied to them and they flared
up, cdling the audience to attention. The hautboys in the small ensemble took up the Faustus theme.

The setting on the stage represented the town of Wittenberg in the previous century. It was quite redlistic
except for the fact that the Draken watchtower where Faustus would later meet the Spirit of Earth was
leaning somewheat precarioudy to the left, for tage design was till in itsinfancy and proper bracing for
the setswould only be achieved in the early eighteenth century. Asthe curtain went up therewasa
prolonged clearing of throats, this being the height of the phlegm season, and arustling of feet coveredin
many different substances, but most of them consisting of an irregular and scratchy surface, the only sort
you'd expect in thisday of preindustrid handicrafts. Their roughness accounted for the annoying sounds
they made when dragged back and forth through the eggshells and orange pedls and the peanut hulls
covering the floor in that year of plague when the populace was mad for amusements and willing to pay
any pricefor them.

Just asthe performance was beginning Mack hurried in late, and did long arow of seats with murmured
sorrys and oh-excuse-mes and took his seat somewheat breathlesdy, the magic mirror, safein the chamois
case, clutched to hissde. Marguerite followed, and took her seat beside him with agiggle of girlish
anticipation.

"I've never seen aplay before," she confided. "Isit like Stting around telling stories?”



"Very amilar,” Mack said. "Except that people act out the story instead of someoneteling it.”
"Or sometimes both," aman sitting beside him remarked.

Mack turned. A man of middle years was sitting beside him, robust of form and ruddy of face, with
piercing dark eyesand alook of hawklike intelligence.

"Faust!" hesad.

"Yes," the personage said. "And you are astinking impostor.”

"Shush," said asurly voicein arow in front of them. "Can't you see the performance has begun?”
On stage, Edward Alleyn stepped forward, swept off his cap with aflourish, and struck a pose.
"I'll discussthiswith you later,” Mack said.

"Shush!" themanin front of them said.

On the stage, the chorus had finished its opening speech. Edward Alleyn, resplendent in acrimson
aurplice, with agilded cross upon his chest, was saying, "Now that the gloomy shadow of the Earth,
longing to view Orion'sdrizzling look..."

"There's nothing to discuss," Faust said. "Simply begone a once. I'll take over from here.”
"Not achance," Mack said.

Their exchange wasinterrupted at this point by the audience, who was not interested in hearing the rude
argument of apair of jackanapes.

"Shut up!”

"Stick abootinit!"

"Suff it!"

And amilar exclamations.

Faust and Mack were forced to desist, for neither of them wanted the truth of the matter to be known.
So they glared at each other out of the corners of their eyeswhile Marguerite and Helen, on elther side of
them, patted their hands and whispered to them to remain cam. On stage, the actors had gotten beyond
Faustus dialogue with the Seven Deadly Sins, who remained onstage with colored costumes and
lugubrious faces, and proceeded to the entrance of severa devils.

Mack's mind was working with lightning speed, both defining the game he wasinvolved in and planning
out his next move. It was obviousto him that he had more to gain here, and therefore moreto lose, than
he had thought at first, back in Cracow when he had broken into Faust's studio and accepted
Mephistopheles offer. It wastrue that the real Faust was here trying to claim his own; but what did that
matter to Mack? Mack's redlity was more important to him than Faust's, and hisredlity seemed to have
led him to become Faust. Therefore this other Faust, whom he had taken over from, had no red clamto
the Faust persona.

Stll, it was going to be quite a problem. He needed away to handle this, get Faust off his back, give him
achanceto do histhing. If helet Faust oust him now, what would he be?



An advantage! He needed an advantage! Surely that wasthe point of al military strategy—to redize
when you arein aspot and to seek—the Equalizer.

It was at that moment that he bethought himsdlf of Dr. Deg's magic mirror, pressng agang hissdeinits
chamois case.

Heredized that by peeking into Deg's magic mirror he might get aglimpse of the future, and thus he
could know what to do in this encounter between him and Faust.

He dipped the mirror out of its case, disguising the noise by grinding hisfeet in the peanut shells on the
floor, and remarking to Marguerite, "It's disgusting, how they keep these places.” Now the mirror wasin
hislap.

Just as he was about to look into it there was an explosion on stage, and a bright flash as of hellish
lightning. Mack had seen that light before. It was M ephistopheles, conjuring himsdlf.

Thetal and handsome demon stepped out of the smoke, adjusted his evening clothes, advanced to stage
center, and, peering around at the audience, potted Mack. "The mirror!" he shouted.

"Yes, I'vegot it!" Mack shouted back. "Don't worry, it's herel
"Y ou must destroy it!" Mephistopheles shouted.

"Beg pardon?"

"Get rid of it & once! They'vejust passed aruling! By looking into it you'll invaidate the whole contest,
since contestants must not be granted foreknowledge of events. It would skew the result, you see.”

The audience was mumbling to themselves uncertainly at this point, and sniffing often at the
perfume-sprayed nosegays that they held in their dirty, lace-gloved hands. Feet clad in various materids
shuffled noisily in the peanut shells, and there was something ominous about the sound, some strange
over-or undertone, or both, some unbelievable bass note of madness about to erupt that had an effect on
the ear as atremendous and perhaps bloody happening waiting in the figurative wingsthat is Everyman's
heart from which it would soon be born.

Timeto get out of this crowd. Mack got to hisfeet and edged hisway out into the aide, the better to get
the hell out of the place if something happened—because the feeling that theaters are places where
gnigter things may happen isanotion that sprang into existence contemporaneous with the first thester
itsdlf, and it may bethat this selfsamefirst performance of thisplay of Doctor Faustus gaveriseto the
legend that it is easy in the theater for something weird and frightening to happen. Marguerite followed
aong behind him, hanging on to his coattails so as not to get lost in the crowd that had begun to roil and
tumble around them.

There was areason for their panic. One member of the audience, not as smpleminded as he looked, had
counted the number of actors onstage and seen that thiswas not the number given in the playbill. When
he relayed thisinformation to others—"There are supposed to be seven devils onstage, but | count
eight"—awave of uncertainty came over those watching. Wooden-framed spectacles were hastily
clapped on the long noses that were prevalent in that day as al the spectators consulted their playbills. If
there were too many devils on the stage, at least one of them had to beredl. It didn't take any Thomas
Aquinasto figure that out. Any rightminded person who viewed the maiter without prejudice could see
beyond adoubt that thetall, thin guy who had suddenly appeared bore more resemblance to the devil of
their dreams than the other guy, the actor in the shabby red cotton suit and ill-fitting dippers. And seeing
that, a sudden let's-get-the-hell-out-of -here mood swept over the audience, and they began to riseand



scrape their feet in the peanut shells, prefactory to stampeding into the exits.

Eight devils. And then aninth appeared. For it was then that a dapper-looking fox-faced demon made his
own gppearance onstage, in abone white lounge suit with white penny loafers and aturquoise scarf with
aTibetan mandaapainted on it draped around his shoulders. Seeing this, the crowd went alittle wild.

"Hang on to that mirror!" Azzie shouted to Mack. "Y ou can never tdl when anitem like that will prove
useful. Anyhow, you need it for the contest!"

"No, he doesn't!" Mephistopheles cried. "It's only one of his possible choices.
"Then who are you to tell him he can't make that choice?"

"I'm not saying anything of the kind," Mephistopheles said. "I'm merely advising him not to look into it
himsdlf, since foreknowledge would compromise the contest, to the mutua embarrassment of Dark and

Light"

The audience, driven into a superdtitious mania by the trip-hammer succession of downright weird events
with sinister overtones, began to panic. Grown men flung ladies hampersfilled with the most ddlicate
hams, roast beefs, sides of pork, and the like out of their way to get to the nearest exit. In vain the band
struck up agahard. Therest wastripletime.

CHAPTERG

\W hilethiswas going on, Rognir the dwarf sat in adwarf public areaand planned mischief. Hewas
trying to decide on the most mischief he could do to Azzie. Thiswas only in part because he hated the
fox-faced demon. It was a so because Rognir took akeen intellectua pleasurein bringing any proud
demon down a step or two. Rognir didn't like demons, and he especidly didiked fox-faced demons, and
heliked thisone least of dl.

To discomfit ademon! Rognir was merely doing what any ichor-blooded dwarf would have done once
he saw the opportunity. Anything that would put ademon into disgrace was to be welcomed. If it could
also turn aprofit for the dwarf, so much the better.

Trouble was, he hadn't been too sure what the information held overheard meant. It was obviousto him
that Azzie was working behind the back of another demon, Mephistophees. But how? What was he
doing? What were the two of them up to? What wasthis Millennia contest, anyway? (For dwarves
rarely areinformed on the great events of their day.) Rognir, having told Mephistopheles of what was
going on, now came up with anew scheme. He was stting on atoadstool when this thought cameto him,
avery large orange toadstool with bright yellow spots, the sort that only adwarf can eat without instantly
perishing. Rognir was not eating, however, even though hisjaws were working continualy. A witness
leaning close could have noticed that the dwarfs back teeth were grinding and he was evidently in the
throes of inspiration.

"Having told Faust about matters, and then Mephistopheles, | have been genuingly mischievous. But it
seemsto methat | can think of yet another contrivance. So I'll hie me away to those regionsin or near
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the Empyrean wherethe spirits of light are said to dwell..."
But before he had finished his speech, his dwarvish conjure power kicked in and he was on hisway.

PARIS

CHAPTER 1

Where are we now?' Mack asked.

"Thisisatavernin the Latin Quarter of Paris" Mephistophdessaid. "'l fed a home with students. They
have dways had alively regard for the devil. And Paris, of course, isthe devil'sown city. | thought it
would be an appropriate place to begin thelast act in our contest.”

Mack looked around. He and Mephistopheles were seated at along rough-hewn wooden table. There
were others at the table, all young men, students by the look of them. They wereimmersed in their own
conversations, which were carried on in loud voices and with e aborate gestures and much shrugging. The
tavern was dark, extensive, and low-ceilinged. Waiters hurried back and forth carrying trays crowded
with tumblers of wine, with plates of musselsin ared sauce, and with wedges of bread on the sde. There
were loud guffaws of laughter, catcalls, bursts of song. These students were young and had the whole
world ahead of them, and they were studying in Paris, aready the most notable city in Europe and
thereforein the world.

"What's happening thistime?' Mack asked.

"Thisistheyear 1789," Mephistophdes said. "Paris, indeed, dl France, isin an uproar. Spurred on by
the recent American Revolution, the common people are ready to rise and throw out the ineffective roya
court and the corrupt nobles. It isthe dawn of anew age for the masses, and sunset for the privileged
few. In the paace of the Tuileries, the desperate L ouis the Sixteenth and hiswife, Marie Antoinette,
frightened by the threats and insults hegped on them by an increasingly unmanagesble populace, are
preparing to flee this very night, taking a coach to Belgium, where they will meet up with royaist armies
burning to avenge theinault to the roya family.”

"Sounds exciting,” Mack said. "Do they makeit?"

"Alas, itisnot to be. History tellsusthat at crucid moments, things go wrong. At the end, theroya family
is brought back to Paris by the Republican Guard. Soon after, they will lose their headsto the guillotine.”

"Arethey very evil, thisking and queen?' Mack asked.

Mephistophdes smiled sadly. "Not evil at all. Merely creatures of their time and place. Their deathswill
solve nothing, and the act of destroying them will revolt the world. There will be battles and massacres,
and France will stand alone with the armies of Europe againgt her."

"I suppose you want me to save the king and queen.”

"What you do isentirely up to you, of course,” Mephistopheles said. "But it would be anotable deed.”
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"What should | do?"

"The escape is st for tonight. One by one, theroya family will come out of the palace and get into
coaches driven by loydigts. But right at the beginning there will be afata ddlay. Marie Antoinette will
take so long at her preparations that the escape will be set back some hours. Because of this delay, the
duc de Choiseul, waiting in awood outside Paris with aforce of hussarsloyal to the king, will conclude
the escape is off and abandon his pogt. It isakey point.”

"There are other key points?’

"Severd others" Mephistopheles said. "Once the flight is underway, a certain Drouet will recognize the
king as his coach passes through the village of Saint-Menehould. Drouet givesthe alarm that leadsto His
Maesty's capture. His seeing the king isamatter of pure luck. If Drouet could be diverted..."

"I'm beginning to get theidea," Mack said.

"Or, failing that, the king and queen might <till be saved if the bridge at V arennes were open rather than
blocked. The blocked bridge preventsthe royal coach from crossing to the Belgian frontier and safety.
So there are three chances;, Marie Antoinette's delay, Drouet's recognition, and the blocked bridge at
Varennes. Change any of these and you change history. Are. you ready, Faust?'

"l think s0," Mack said. "Asready as|'ll ever be."

"Excdlent. And please, Johann, try to makethisagood one. It isthe last, you know. I'll look in on you
from time to time and see how you're getting on. Maybe even lend ahand.” Hewinked. Till later!" And
with that, Mephistopheles vanished.

By asking a passing fishwife, Mack learned that Marie Antoinette was at V ersailles, some leagues outside
of Paris. Inthe Place Saint-Michel he found a public coach and paid acentime for aplaceonit. The
Streetcar, asit was caled, drawn by four horses, clanged through Paris, stopping here and there to take
on and discharge passengers, until it passed beyond the city limitsinto a country lane that meandered
through green fields and tasteful clumps of trees.

Mack got off at the palace of Versailles and walked up to the main entrance. The armed guard at the
door, resplendent in the crimson and white of the queen'slivery, raised his piketo the ready. "Y ou, there!
What do you want?'

"| crave an audience with the queen,” Mack said.
"She's not seeing anyonetoday,” the guard said.
"Yes, | know. But thisis urgent.”

"| told you, she's not seeing anyone.”

"Tdl her Dr. Faust ishere,” Mack said. "Shelll reward you. And | have something for you mysdf." He
handed the guard agold piece.

"Thanks, citizen," the guard said, pocketing the coin. "Now get out of here or I'll have you arrested for
bribery."



CHAPTER 2

The Archangel Michael's house was set on an elevated half-acre ot in an exclusive suburb of Heaven.

Michael wasin the front yard working on hisroses. He looked up to see Ylith, the student angdl and
former witch, coming up the marble steps.

"Ah, there, Ylith, how niceto see you." He put down histrowe and wiped hishands. "Can | get you
some lemonade? It's quite a hot day, though dry, atypica heavenly or good sort of day.”

"No, thanks," Ylith said. "I came because there's something I'm perplexed about.”

"Well then," Michad said, "you must tell me dl about it. What seemsto be the matter?”

Ylith sad, "I've found evidence that Mephistophelesis cheating.”

"Ahal" said Michadl, but rather mildly. "But that's only to be expected, considering who heis."
"What ismore disconcerting,” Ylith said, "I have dso found evidence of you cheeting.”

"Me?" Miched said.

"Yes you," Ylithsad.

Michad was dlent for amoment, thinking. Then he said, "Y ou are new to our circles, aren't you?'
"Yes | am," Ylith said. "But what difference—"

Michael held up ahand.

"And therefore you are inexperienced, and lacking in knowledge of the great harmony that holds Good
and Bad together in asingle unity and dictates the rules of their behavior.”

"I never even heard of thisgreat harmony,” Ylith said. "Doesit redly make adifference? I'm talking
out-and-out cheating."

"All the differencein the world, my dear. For consider: If Light and Dark areto contest at all, they must
do so as equalsin an ongoing contest, and with the knowledge that to struggle does not mean towin
once and for dl. Both Good and Bad are interdependent. For the one must exist for there to be the
other. Do you understand?’

"| think s0," Ylith said doubtfully. "But whet difference—"

"Sothereisasense,” Michagl went on, "in which Good and Bad are equa outcomes. On the level of
interaction, we espouse one cause or the other. We play to win, and wetry to put down our foe forever;
even though, on ahigher level, we know that true victory is neither possible nor practicable, nor even
desrable. Areyou following?!

"I'mnot sure," Ylith said. "But please go on."

"It follows that, as equasin the game of Good and Bad, each of us must have accessto the same
techniques. Good must not be handicapped by being forbidden 'bad’ alternativesthat are available to
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Dark. Since Bad from time to time uses 'good’ means for its own Bad ends, it follows that Good can use
'bad' for its own purposes. Thefind issue, my dear Ylith, isnot what is good and what is bad, but what is
inhere" And Michael touched himself in theregion of the heart.

"Doesthat meanit'sdl right for you to cheat?' Ylith asked.

Michadl smiled and looked away. "It means that we have as much right to cheat as Bad does.”
"And you think it'sright to cheet in order to win?"

"I would say ingtead, it's not wrong," Michad said.

"Well, now I've heard everything. | must go think thisover."

CHAPTER 3

It was evening in the Tuileries. The windows were ablaze with athousand candles. People hurried in and
out the high carved front doors. They were wearing republican blue and gray rather than roydist white
and crimson. On alittle bench across the street from the ceaseless crowds, Mack sat and considered the
gtuation.

Breezes dtirred the smdl, carefully trimmed trees that bordered the paace. And then Mack felt
something, something more pal pable than a breeze. 1t was a thin, disembodied voice that quested up and
down the tree-lined avenue, saying, "Faust! Faust! Where are you, Faust?!

Mack looked around. "Did someone call me?"

Y lith materidized beside him. She was wearing magnificent riding attire of black velvet and sueded
leather. Her riding boots had a deep shine, and her long dark hair was caught up in awhite chiffon scarf.
"Remember me?"

"Indeed | do," Mack said. "Y ou locked mein amirror maze in Peking when you thought | was cheating.”
"I'velearned athing or two sincethen," Ylith said. "What are you planning now?"

It wasin Mack's mind to turn away and sulk and not tell this good-looking but impetuous and very
judgmenta spirit-woman anything at al. If shewas so smart, let her figureit out for herself! But, sensing
advantage, he conquered his pique and said, "I'm trying to rescue the king and queen of France."

"Why do you want to save them?"' Ylith asked.

"| scarcely know. | haven't met them, you understand. But it seems | have to do something in this contest,
and that looks like quite agood thing. | mean, what the hell, they are rather silly people whose main crime
was to be born noble. And anyway, Mephistopheles thought it would be agood thing for meto do.”

"I see" Ylith said. " So of course, snce Mephistophdeswantsit, Michadl is opposed toiit.”

"I supposethat follows," Mack said. "And since you are on Michag'ssde—"
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"I don't know what side I'm on anymore,” Ylith said. "But | did you awrong before and I'm here to make
up for it now. What can | do to help?'

"I need to get the queen to hurry up. It'seight o'clock aready, timeto go, but she hasn't come out."

"I'll ssewhat | can do," Ylith said. With agraceful double gesture of her long hands she faded out of
Mack'ssight.

CHAPTER 4

Y lith resppeared in a corridor leading to the royal chambers.on the second floor of the Tuileries. She
saw at oncethat it was just aswell she had stayed invisible. Soldiers of the National Guard lurched
drunkenly up and down the gorgeoudy wallpapered corridors, pawing at frightened ladies-in-waiting,
guzzling vin ordinaire from long-neck bottles, messly eeting croissants and getting crumbs dl over the
carpet. Ylith passed invisibly through the Guard, found the queen's chambers, and darted inside. There
she beheld Marie Antoinette adeep fully dressed on achaiselounge. Even in deep the queen'sfingers
clenched and unclenched, as though trying to hold on to something that escaped them, lifeitsdf perhaps.

Then Marie Antoinette became aware that someone was in the room with her. Her blue eyes opened
wide.

"Who areyou?'
"Just afriendly spirit, Y our Highness,” Ylith said. "I've cometo help you get out of thismess.”
"Oh! Pray tell me!" cried Marie Antoinette.

"To put it to you Straight, Marie, if | may, your escapeis scheduled for eight o'clock this evening. At that
hour you are to come downstairs disguised as a governess and hurry past the guards and into acertain
carriage. The driver will convey you to the larger carriage outside of Paris where you will join the king
and continue your escagpe toward Belgium.”

"Yes, that isthe plan,” Marie said, wide-eyed. "How did you know? And is there anything wrong with
it?"

"Theplanisfing" Ylith said, "but history tells us that you were some hours late getting to the carriage, and
that this delay upset the carefully contrived timetable that wasto makeit dl possble.”

"Me, some hourslate?' Marie said indignantly. "Impossible! Oh, it might betrueif thiswere some mere
love-tryst | were keeping, of the sort that history will no doubt insist on connecting my nameto, asif |
were a shameless whore and common dut like that du Barry. If that were the case | might dawdle, in
order to increase my piquancy and the anticipation of the dark and handsome stranger waiting for me. I'd
pretend to have forgotten my muff, my jewel box, or my spaniel, and he would slamp and twist his
moustaches, standing there beside his coach, and his exciterment would grow as he contrasted my
gpparent light-mindedness with the severity of the occasion. But thisisnot aflirtation, my dear spirit, and
| am not so light-minded asto arrive late for the gppointment that is meant to save my life.”
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"I'm glad Y our Highnessis not as frivolous as history makes you out to be," Ylith said. "Weonly need to
leave this place at eight sharp and the thing should be child's play."

"Yes, | agree. But you have made an error. Thetime set for the departure was eleven o'clock.”
Y lith considered and shook her head. "Y our Mg esty, you must be wrong. My sourceis history itsdlf.”

"l hateto fly in theface of history," Marie said, "but | spoke to the coachman but an hour ago. Hewas
very clear that it was eleven.”

"l wastold eight,” Ylith said.
"They mugt havetold you wrong,” Marie said.
"Il just go check," Ylith said.

She conjured hersdlf out of there and into the multicolored relms that exist between the discrete layers of
being, and sped through them al the way to the Library of Important Earth Dates and Times Situated in
Spiritud West 12 11, where the history of everything is recorded with exact times given.

Y lith went to the big, recently installed computer that kept track of facts about Earth for the Spiritual
Kingdom. The computer was an innovation that many spirits both Good and Bad had fought againgt, for
computers were considered newfangled inventions that time had not yet softened into acceptable custom.
But many congdered thisafrivolous view. The consensus among the crestures of Dark and Light was
that the appropriate rule here was, as below, so above, and that even the spirits had to keep up with the
changing times on Earth.

Y lith went to an open termina on the computer and introduced herself.
The computer said, "l assume you have aproblem. Tell mewhat | need to know."

Y lith wasted no time. "'l need to find the correct hour of departure in an important historical Stuation.
Marie Antoinette thinks the time to leave to meet the coachman who is going to take her out of Parisand
away fromthe guillotineiseeven P.M. | have beentold it iseight P.M. Which is correct?'

"I'm sorry," the computer said, after no more than a nanosecond's hesitation. "That's classified
information."

"It'sasmplefact and it'sgot to be on record! It can't be classified!”

"It'snot, redly,” the computer said. "l wastold to say it wasif anyone asked for afact of acertain class
of facts"

"What classisthat?"

"The dlass of smple and apparently easily ascertainable facts, which are, in fact, dmost impossbleto pin
down."

"Well, what's so difficult about looking it up for me or whatever it isyou do?

"Thefact itsdf isnot the problem,” the computer said. "It's the routine for looking up facts that's disabled
just now."

“Why?



"Because the technicians are introducing anew packing order for the facts already onfile. To be ableto
useit, they'll haveto invent anew locating order that can make sense out of the new packing order.”

"And meanwhile no one can find out anything? That'sridiculous! Why don't you do something about it?"
llMel?l
"Yes you!"

"I'm not supposed to," the computer said. "They told me they'd let me know when they had it worked

"So you're saying you don't know the fact I'm asking about?' Ylith said.

"I'm not saying that at al!" The computer'stonewas hurt. "I know dl thefacts. It'sjust that my retrievd
systemisdisabled. That makesit technicaly impossiblefor meto tell you.”

"Technicdly! But not virtualy!"

"No, of coursenot virtualy."

"So give me avirtua answer. Or can't you even do that?"
"l could if | wanted to. But | don't want to."

Y lith heard hurt pride in the computer's voice. She decided to take a different tack. "Wouldn't you do it
for me?'

"Sure, babe. Just amoment.” Lights flashed. Then the computer said, "I makeit three A.M."
"Impossible" Ylith said.

"Not what you expected?| told you, theretrieva system isdown.”

"I know, hut you said you could bypassit.”

"I did. It came up three A.M.!"

"Isthat redlly the best you can do? All right, I'll have to make do with that. Thank you."

CHAPTER 5

Y lith hurried back to Marie Antoinette. "Wheat time have you got now?"
Marie consulted her hourglass. "Just going on eleven.”

Ylith looked at her water watch. "1 makeit dmost eight o'clock. Well, what the hell. All right, let's get

gang.
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"I'm ready,” Mariesaid. "Let mejust get my purse.”

Outside, atal coachman stamped hisfeet to keep up the circulation, and looked inside his coach from
timeto time at the tall hourglass which rested upright in arosewood cradle. "Damn, damn, damn,” he
muttered to himsdlf in Swedish.

At last adoor in the Tuileries opened and two women hurried out, one blond, the other dark.
"Your Mgesty!" thetal coachman said. "Where the devil have you been?

"What do you mean, where have | been?' Marie asked. "1 am here a the gppointed hour.”

"I hate to contradict you, but you're four hours ate. It's going to make it difficult.”

"Me?Late? Impossble!™ Sheturned to Ylith. "What time do you have?'

Y lith consulted her small traveling hourglass. "Eight o'clock.”

Marie consulted hers. "l makeit just eeven.”

"And|," said the coachman, "have threein the morning!"

Thethreelooked at each other in consternation, s multaneoudy bemoaning the lack of aunified
timekeegping system in the world at that time. To Ylith it was now painfully obviousthat Marie Antoinette
wasfiguring in French Roydist Time, the coachman in Swedish Reformed Time, and she hersdlf in
Spiritud Standard Time, and that in each of these times and many others, Marie Antoinette was late for a
vita gppointment.

The coachman said, "No help for it, let'sgo. But we're late, very late."”

CHAPTERG

M ack was having ahit of adoze at the Hotel de Ville when someone shook him roughly by the
shoulder.

"What isit?' He awoke with astart and peered into asmall, bearded face.
"I'm Rognir, the dwarf."
"Oh, yes." Mack sat up and rubbed hiseyes. "I guessyou are. What can | do for you?"

"Nothing at dl. But | bring news. Y lith asked me to come by and tell you she wasn't successful in hurrying
up the queen. Something about uncertainty as applied to time, but | can't remember that part.”

"Damn!" Mack said. "So theroyd carriage hasleft late onitsill-fated run to Varennes!”
"If you say s0," Rognir said. "No one bothered to fill me in onwhat'sgoing on.”

Mack said, "I'm trying to prevent the roya family from capture. But | don't know what to do now unless
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| can get ahorse.”
"A horse? What do you need ahorse for?"

"So | can get to Saint-Menehould where I'll get my next chance to change the fate of Louisthe Sixteenth
and Marie Antoinette.”

"Why don't you get there by magic?' Rognir said, pouring out amugful of wine for Mack.
"l don't know the right words," Mack confessed.

"Thet other fellow would."

"Whét other fellow?

"The one | helped on the Styx."

"Y ou mean Faugt?'

"That'swho they tdl mehewas"

"I'maso Faus."

"If you say 0."

"But he'strying to get rid of me!"

"Tough on you, then," Rognir said. "Nothing persond. | figured that helping him would put out of joint the
nose of a certain demon of my acquaintance. He shortchanged me on a recent work contract. Dwarves
have long memories.”

"And short, bristly beards," Mack said. "Damn! How am | to get to Saint-Menehould before the roya
cariage?

"Y ou need to get out there and get ahorse," Rognir said.

Mack stared at him. "Y ou think it'sassmple as that?

"It'd better be," Rognir said, "or you'reredly inalot of trouble."
Mack nodded. "Y ou'reright. All right, I'm going.”

Sometime later, Mack was galloping through adark forest upon a spirited black charger. He had seized
it from agroom Rognir had located for him in front of the Tuileries, in the name of the Committee for
Public Safety. No one had wanted to argue with him.

And s0 he galloped dong the dimly lit forest path congratulating himself on the fine mount he had chosen.
Then he heard something behind him, turned and looked, then turned back and hunched over the horse's
neck. Yes, he had afast horse, but it wasn't fast enough to keep the rider behind him from gaining
Seedily.

There was nothing he could do about it. The pursuer drew up even with him, and he saw it was Faudt,
the black tails of hislong coat flapping wildly, stovepipe hat pasted flat againgt his forehead by thewind,
grinning malicoudy.

"So, impostor, we meet again!" Faust cried.



They gdloped side by sdefor atime. Mack was having alot of trouble just hanging on to hishorse, since
galoping at top speed through aforest at night with another rider neck and neck and screaming insults
was not hisusua practice. Nor wasit Faudt's, presumably. But the magician of Wittenberg was doing
fine, riding like aMagyar, asthey say, and he was a so managing to keep Helen on the back of hishorse,
too, her scrumptious armswrapped around hiswaist. Mack of course was carrying Marguerite, who had
been slent so far, entranced by the flickering play of moonlight and shadow. The horsemen were evenly
matched asto weight. But Faust had by far the edge in aplomb.

"Give up your pretension to my great name!" Faust thundered. "For if the issue be joined 't will soon be
clear that Faust doneisfit to write the notes of destiny that bear his psychic scriblature, and other poor
wightslike you just better get the hell out of my way before | do some mgjor star-leve ass-kicking
around here, you know what | mean, boy?"

Faust'swords were garbled and hisimitation of dang of the future was unfortunate, but the intent of his
wordswas clear: Get out of my face, or ese.

"l can't go away now!" Mack howled back. "Thisismy story!"

"Likehdl itis. | am the only and the maximum Faust!" Faust cried, and the glow in hislambent
werewolf's eyeswas disquieting. Edging his horse closer to Mack's, he took from an inner pocket of his
waistcoat an object about three feet long and studded with jewels, and with aglow about it that
proclaimed it not just a mere scepter, asit might have appeared, but amagica one, stolen, in this case,
from Kublai Khan by Mack. But the magica scepter was now in Faust's hands, and those hands knew
no mercy. By theway Faust held this scepter, Mack could tell that the magician of Wittenberg had
somehow divined its efficacy; viz., that when you pointed at aperson and said, "Bang!" that person was
annihilated in amanner that anticipated the deathbeams of alater age.

Faced with that much occult firepower, Mack amost gave up hope. Then he saw at hand a desperate
expedient for avoiding the power-thrust of the magical scepter. The expedient waslooming up in the form
of agreat oak. Mack timed his move carefully, then swung his horse into Faust's path. Faust checked to
the other sSde, theingtinctive movein such acircumstance, and Mack swung to the right, around the tree,
while Faust crashed head-on into it with such force that the stars he saw became visible to Mack's eyes
for alittle while even though they wereimaginary. From hisrear, Mack heard Marguerite utter asmall
whimper of sympathy. The doctor crashed to the ground, dazed, while his maddened horse ran off in one
direction and Mack galloped off in another, the way that led to Saint-Menehould. Helen, consort of
warriors, legped to the ground before the moment of impact, rolled several times, roseto her fest, and
adjusted her coiffure. The launching of one sorcerer or athousand ships—it was al the sameto her. One
should be at one's best whatever the occasion.

CHAPTER Y

After galloping aonefor aconsderable distance, Mack cameto aclearing in the forest. Here he saw a
country inn with acurl of smoke coming from its chimney. It seemed agood place to take a badly
needed break. And so he stopped, helped Marguerite to dismount, tied his horse to a post provided for
that purpose, and drew water for him from anearby hogshead. Then he and Marguerite went inside.
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There wasthe usua tavern keeper polishing brass behind the bar, and at the end of the room therewasa
firenicely burning. Another traveler sat near it, face turned away from Mack, warming his hands at the
fire

"Good day to you, travelers,” the tavern keeper said. "Will you have a cup of brandy to cheer the
appetite?’

"It'stoo early for adrink,” Mack said. "Just anoggin of fir-knot teato keep us awake.”

"Take asedt at the fireand warm yoursaves," the tavern keeper said. "'I've got the fir knots mulling nicely
and I'll bring mugs of it right over.”

Mack went over and sat down beside the fire, nod' ding politely to the man who sat there aready,
wrapped in along cloak, hisface conceded in ahood, with abow leaning on the wall beside him.

"Good evening,” the man said, and threw back his hood.
Mack stared. "Y ou know, | think I've seen you somewhere before.”

"Y ou might have seen my bust at some museum,” the stranger said. "I am Odysseus, and how | got here
from my house in the suburbs of Tartaros would make a pretty tale, had we but time. But we don't. You
wouldn't happen to be Faust, would your Odysseus spoke in Homeric Greek, with adight Ithacan
accent, which Mack was able to understand since M ephistophel es had never taken away his Language

Spdl.

"Wdll, yes" Mack said. "That is, | know him after afashion. That isto say, | have been doing Faust'sjob
for him, but now | am of two minds about the whole proposition.”

"Areyou that Faust who travelswith Helen of Troy?' Odysseus enquired.

"No, that's the other one," Mack said. "I travel with Marguerite.” He turned to introduce Marguerite to
Odysseus but found that the girl had already fallen adeep in acorner of the booth.

"But you claim that you are Faust, too?' Odysseus asked.

"Right now, | play the part of Faust in this contest between Dark and Light. But the red Faust istrying to
forcemeout.”

"And what do you intend to do?" Odysseus asked.

"I'mnot at dl sure” Mack said. "It's starting to weigh on my conscience, this matter of my taking his part.
Maybe | just ought to drop out and leave the Faust role to him."

Odysseus said, Y ou seem to be doing well enough at the job. Why should you give it up? What does
Faust have that you do not?'

"Well, this other Faust, you see, isagreat magician, o he's got the right to represent mankind..."

"Not abit of it!" Odysseus hitched his cloak more closdly about himself. "Why should mankind be
represented by amagician? They're about the same as paliticians, only worse. Don't you know the truth
yet? Magic awaysworks against mankind.”

"I never thought of it that way," Mack confessed.

"Magicis power, and only afew people are good at it. Do you think it'sright to have a bunch of



magicians leading the people? Would you redly want Faust to rule you?"
"| just assumed magicians knew more than ordinary men.”

"What they know is not necessarily useful to therest of us. I've had some experience with magicians. In
my time we had Tiresas. He wasredly preeminent. But do you think we'd let him lead usin politics or
war? Never! Our leader, Agamemnon, was flawed in many ways, but he wasaman, and hedidn't clam
any specid dispensation from the gods or spirits. Beware of men who claim to speak for the gods!”

"But he'sthered Faust!"

"Maybe so. But that doesn't make him the real possessor of the Faustian spirit. That isyou, my dear
Mack, aman standing up just as heis, without specid knowledge or abilities, without magica powers,
and neverthdesstrying to rule himsdf."

Mack took heart from these brave words. He finished the tankard of fir-knot teathat the tavern keeper
had brought him and stood up, getting the deepy Marguerite to finish hers and rise with him. "'I'd better

be getting on.”

"And Faugt?'

"Hefollowsbehind me."

"Ah, good,” Odysseus said. "Do you hear, Achilles?

Achilles, who had been dumbering in adark corner of the booth, gave a start and sat up. "Did you cal
me, Odysseus?'

"Get ready, my friend! Faust comed!™

Odysseus and Achilles! Mack hoped these two would hold up Faust for quite awhile.
"Come, Marguerite" he said.

"Coming," sheagreed, ifling ayawn.

They left the tavern, remounted, and rode off again in the direction of Saint-Menehould.

CHAPTERS8

Faust arrived at theinnin the forest twenty minutes later. He had ayellowish bruise on histemple from
his headlong contact with the oak tree, but other than that seemed perfectly dl right. Helen was
windblown, but lovdier than ever.

Faust entered the tavern and came face-to-face with Odysseus, who said, "I know who you are. You are
named Faugt.”

"There's no secret about that,” Faust replied.
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"And you have Helen of Troy in your possesson.”

"Wdl, of coursel have he!" Faust said. "Sheisthe most beautiful woman in theworld, and therefore the
only suitable consort for me. Who are you and what do you want?"'

Odysseus introduced himself and Achilles. If Faust wasimpressed, he did not show it.

"Thefactis" Odysseus said, "we want Helen back. Y our demon had no right to kidnap her from her
husband's homein Tartaros.”

"Don' take it up with me," Faust said. " She was given to me, and I'm going to keep her."

"It ssemsto meI've heard dl this before," Odysseus said, aluding to the events that began the Iliad,
when Achilles objected to giving up the girl Brisaisto Agamemnon, and, when Agamemnon wouldn't give
her back, sulked in histent until the Greeks almost lost the Trojan war.

"Maybeyou have heard it,” Achillessaid. "It matters not. Give her to us."

"Not achance. Areyou going to try to take her from me?' From an inner pocket of hiscloak he drew a
flintlock.

"If we wanted to, believe me, we could,” Odysseus said. "And yon weapon would not stop us. But hold
your sword, Achilles. Thereis abetter way."

Odysseus put two fingersin his mouth and whistled, along, low, mournful whigtle that was answered
amogt at once by ascreaming and shrieking noisethat at first seemed like wind and then resolved itself
into old ladies voices.

The door of the tavern was suddenly blown open by ablast of ill-smdling air. The Furiesflew in. They
came asthree big crows with dusty black feathers, screaming and squawking and bombarding everyone
with smelly excrement. Then they transformed themsdlvesinto their human shape—three old women,
long-nosed and red eyed, wearing ragged, dusty black garments. Alecto wasfat, and Tisphone was
skinny, and the third, Megaera, was both fat and skinny, but in al the wrong places. All the ssters had
eyeslikefried eggs after the yolk has run. They danced around Faust, screeching and cackling, laughing
and hooting, legping and capering, and Faust tried to maintain adignified silence, but it was difficult with
these ancient harridans carrying on .

At length Faust said, "This behavior will do you no good, my dear ladies, because | am not of your time
and congtruct and soit isunlikely that your presence will fill me with pious horror.”

"Fious, schmious," Tisphone said. "Maybe we can't coerce you physicdly. But you will find it difficult to
carry on aconversation with us screaming in your ear al thetime.”

"Thisisridiculous," Faus sad.

"But that'stheway it is" Tidphone said. "Maybe youd liketo hear ussing aparticularly irritating folk
song with severd hundred choruses? All together, girls™

Faudt reeled back in dlarm asthe Furies burst into an early Hellenic version of "Roll out the Barrel.” It
somewhat resembled the sound of apack of hyenasin heat, but was worse, far worse. Faust bore up
under it for amoment, but found he couldn't think, could barely breathe, and findly in desperation he held
up hishand.

"| crave amoment's silence, ladies, whilel consder my Stuation.”



With precious slence reigning again in his head, Faust retired to the other end of theroom to have alittle
conversation with the tavern keeper. But the Furies didn't trust him, because immediately they began to
converse among themsalves, in voices that seemed to emanate from his own mind. The voiceswere
pretending to be his own interior consciousness, saying, "Well, hell, | don't know how | got myself into
thisfix. | can't even hear mysdf think with thisdin going onin my head. Andif | were to think, what
would | think about? Helen? But how can | think of Helen when these old hags have my mind filled with
the horror and repulsion of themselves?”

And athough it was the old |adies who were putting these thoughts in hishead, it seemed to Faust that

the thoughts were his own, and S0 he said, "What useisit to have Heden when al | can hear inmy head is
arecipe for blood pudding and some instructions for how to cheat at mah-jongg? Well, | seethat these
old ladies have the better of me." And then aloud he said, "All right, since you want her back so badly,
take her!"

The old ladies were gone as suddenly asthey had come. Helen was gone with them. Odysseus and

Achilles had aso | eft, and Faust ate a pannikin of bread and washed it down with adraught of wine. He
was annoyed at having lost Helen, but then he hadn't wanted her much in thefirst place. Being rid of her
freed him to devote dl of his powersto the main chance, becoming the Faust of record in the grest
contest of Dark and Light. There was no time to waste. He went outside and took to his horse again, and
soon hewas riding hard on Mack'strall.

CHAPTER9

M ack came at |ast to aclearing, and beyond it was the village of Sommevesle where Mack hoped to
find the duc de Choiseul, the great white hope of the royalists. He discovered him sitting outside an inn a
the edge of town and reading the used horses adsin the Paris newspaper.

"Y ou are the duc de Choiseul 7" he asked.
The man looked up from his newspaper and peered at Mack over wire-rimmed spectacles. "'l am he”
"I have news of theking!"

"Wll, about time," the duc de Choiseul said. He folded the newspaper to the front page and pointed to a
dispatch from the Paris Revolutionary Journdl.

"Have you seen this? Danton and Saint-Just are caling for the king's blood, and for Marie Antoinette's,
too. We used to cdl that libdl in the old days, and punish it severely. But nowadays people can publish
what they please. And they call that progressl Whereistheking, sr?’

"Heiscoming here," Mack said.
"When?'

"I'm not redly sure," said Mack.
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"Oh, that's great," the duc de Choiseul said sarcadticaly, screwing amonocleinto his left eye and peering
at Mack disapprovingly. "Hours late already, the villagers ready to mob us because they think were here
to collect taxes, and you tell me he's coming. And just exactly when ishecoining?’

"It'shard to be precise about the arrival of kings,” Mack said. "He's moving asfast as he can. The queen
had certain preparations to make. So don't go away yet. Theroya pair ison their way."

"Theroya peasants are on their way, too," the duc de Choiseul said, gesturing. Mack looked and saw a
mob of peasants armed with pitchforks gathered in acompact crowd at the foot of the street.

"Wdll, what of it?' Mack asked. "They're only peasants. If they cause you any trouble, shoot them
down."

"Easy for you to say, young fellow. Y ou're obvioudy aforeigner. Y ou don't live around here. But | have
edtatesfilled with these fellows. | need to get dong with them next year when | exercisethedroit du
seigneur. Thisis France, where sex isimportant! And anyhow, these peasants are only the visible few.
There are thousands more just beyond town, and more gathering every hour. They could ped uslikea
peach. And you advise me to shoot them down!”

"It was only asuggestion,” Mack said.
"Hello," the duc de Choiseul said, turning avay. "Who'sthis?’

A rider in black was galloping up the road, coat-tailsflying. It was Faust. He clattered into the courtyard,
vaulted off his horse, and approached the duke.

"Y our orders have been canceled,” Faust said. "Sir, get your troops out of here at once."

"Hoity-toity," said the duc de Choiseul, who was addicted to humorous English expressions. "And who
might you be?"

"Dr. Johann Faudt, a your service."
"No," Mack sad, "actudly, I'm Johann Faust."

"Two Fausts bearing contradictory messages,” the duc de Choiseul mused. "Wdll, tel you what. | think
you fellows had better stay here with me until we find out what's up. Soldiersl”

The men saized Faudt's horse and his person. The magician struggled in vain againgt their iron hands.
Mack, seeing which way matters were going, bolted away before they could grasp him, bounded across
the leaf-blown little square, and vaulted onto his own horse. He set spur to flank and galloped off at a
good clip, with Faust, seized by the soldiers, shouting curses at him from behind.

CHAPTER 10

Emile Drouet, postmaster of Saint-Menehould, sat in his chair in thewindow of his bedroom, late at
night, till awaiting messengers from Paris. The night was cool and quiet, awelcomerdief from the
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exciting day. There had been such news from the Paris Committees! And dl day, flights of nobility hed
passed through the village en route to the frontier! Drouet's thoughts were practical, though. He was
wondering how the coming revolution would affect the postal service. He had told hiswife earlier inthe
day, "Governments may come and governmentswill go, but no matter who runsthem, they will need a
reliable posta service" But was that true? Drouet and hisfellows had worked hard to makeit so. They
had complicated the exigting postal system in many ingenious ways, So that no new staff could understand
it. "They'll need usto Straighten it out for them." But gtill he wasn't entirely sure. Revolutions were queer

things...

Below hiswindows, the square was moonlit. Even at this late hour, afew people passed back and forth.
Then he heard a clippity-clop sound, as of horses hooves, resound from the dark hillsdesthat lay
beyond the wet and dripping forest. And a highwayman cameriding, riding, out of the gloom of the
woodsinto the gloom of civilization.

Citizen Mack, for so it was, sivung down from the saddle and set hisrevolutionary cap firmly on his
head. He looked around keenly, expecting to see nothing much but surprised al the same. Behind him
another horse came into town, more dowly. Marguerite sat on thisone.

Mack brought the horse to ahalt under M. Drouet'swindow. He said, "M. Drouet, | have something to
show you that you may find of interest.”

"And who, sir, are you?' Drouet demanded.

"I," Mack said, "am aspecia envoy from the Council in Paris. | need you to come with me at once."
Drouet dipped on wooden sabots, wrapped himsdlf in along dark raincoat, and came downgtairs.
"Where arewe going?'

"I'll show you. Marguerite, stay here with the horses.”

Mack led him through the village and out the back side, past the livery stable, the public latrine, and the
maypole, coming at last to alittle-used road in the woods.

"What isthis?' Drouet asked.
"Thisisthe back way through Saint-Menehould,” Mack told him.
"But my dear Sir, no one comesthisway."

Mack waswell aware of that. He also knew that just about now the great yellow coach with the king and
gueen should be passing through Saint-Menehould by the main road. By taking Drouet to thislittle-used
detour, he expected to forestall any possibility of Drouet's even getting near the king, much less
recognizing him.

"Sir, thisismadness,” Drouet said. "Nobody comesthisway!"

"Not usudly," Mack said. "But soft! Hear you not hoofbeats coming as from adistance and riding hard?!

Drouet listened, and Mack listened with him. It was odd how the imagination worked. Standing in this
quiet place, with no sound but the gentle susurrus of the wind passing overhead through the soft boughs
of chestnut and oak, he could swear he was hearing the distant sound of hooves. It was only his
imagination, of course.



"Yes, | hear it,” Drouet said excitedly.
"Of courseyou do," Mack said, congratulating himsdlf on his scheme,

Prematuredly, asit turned out, for now the sound became louder, and it was accompanied by atelltae
squesk that could only be the springs on the royal carriage protesting as they jounced along the deeply
rutted and high-crowned bypass road.

Thelittle leaves shimmered in indistinct moonlight. Drouet stared, transfixed, as the sounds grew louder.
And then the coach cameralling up, glimmering faintly in the moonlight. It drew up to them, moving
dowly now because of the curvy schematics of the road. Glancing inside asit went by, Drouet gave a
violent start of amazement a what he saw.

"Your Mgesty!" he exclamed.
"What the hell?' Mack said under his breath.
And then the coach had gone by.

"Did you see him?' Drouet asked. "It was King Louis, plain asday. | remember seeing him at theroya
levee held for postmasters from all over France last year. And the queen wasthere, too!"”

"It must have been someone else," Mack said. "There are alot of peoplein France today who look like
those two."

"Thiswasthem, | tel you!" Drouet cried. "Thanks, citizen, for leading me to this seldom-used byway. |
must return to thevillage and give thedarm!”

Heturned to go. Mack didn't know what had happened, but he knew that this turn of events needed
ingtant action. He had a sandbag in his pocket, something no experienced mugger is ever without. As
Drouet turned to go, Mack pulled out the sandbag and swung it, catching Drouet on the back of the
skull. Drouet dropped noisdlessy onto the mossy forest floor.

Moments|ater, alone horseman came gdloping up, his crimson cape billowing behind him. It was
Mephistopheles, looking every inch the fiend from Hell on atall black horse with fiery eyes. "Did you see
theroyal coach go past?' he cried.

"l did," Mack said. "What were they doing here?"

"I rerouted them,” Mephistopheles said proudly. "Got them off the main road entirely so they wouldn't be
seen by Drouet. | told you I'd help.”

"All you've doneis mess everything up,” Mack said. "l told you | could handle it myslf.”
"I was merely trying to help,” Mephistopheles said sulkily, and vanished, horseand all.

Mack turned to the unconscious Drouet. He looked asif held stay unconscious for quite awhile. Mack
dragged his body into the shrubbery and covered it with ferns. Then he hurried back to Marguerite and
the horses. He still had one chance left to save the roya party. The bridge at Varennes! And with Drouet
unconscious herein Saint-Menehould, he should be able to keep the bridge open, |etting them escape
into Begium!



CHAPTER 11

Thepaelight of false dawn revealed the tall stone houses and narrow lanes of Varennes. Here and
there, on street corners, drowsy Nationa Guardsmen leaned on their muskets, keeping guard over the
deeping nation. Then the early morning silence was broken by the hoofbests of Mack's horse ringing out
from the cobblestones and reverberating from the stone-fronted houses.

Mack rode through town at a smart trot, and came to the bridge over the Aire. It was not alarge bridge.
It had a stone bed and it was buttressed from benesth by timber balks cut in the nearby Ardennes.
Below it, the Aireriver flowed placidly by onitsjourney to the sea.

The bridge was crowded, for even at this hour there were anumber of carts upon it, filled with produce
and driven by snappy-tempered fellows with sharp whips. It was obvious at once that nothing could get
through; certainly nothing as big and cumbersome as the king's yellow coach. Drouet or not, the bridge
was blocked. Unless... Mack decided to take a high hand.

"Clear theway!" he cried. "Hot stuff coming through!™

Therewas achorus of protesting cries. Mack assumed the role of traffic policeman, waving thisoneto
go forward and that one to back up, al of the time shouting, "'In the name of the Committee on Public
Safety." Curging, hooting, drinking, whistling, but aso deeply impressed, the cartmen tried to obey his
orders. But asfast as Mack got acart off, more carts piled onto the bridge. They seemed to be coming
from al over, cartsof al sizes and shapes, carts filled with manure, apples, corn, wheat, and other
products of the ingenious French and their Belgian neighbors. Curaing and swesting, Mack stood in the
center of them and tried to direct traffic. But wherein hell were dl these carts coming from? He kicked
up his horse and, with Marguerite following, pressed through the cart traffic jam and crossed theriver.

On the other sde, he went around alittle bend and came across atal white-clad figure with an unearthly
light glowing around him even in broad daylight. Thisfigure was directing cart traffic toward the bridge.

"Who are your Mack demanded. "And what do you think you're doing?’
"Oops," the white-clad figure said. "Y ou weren't supposed to see me.”

At that moment Mephistopheles materidized, horse and al, beside Mack. He looked at the white-clad
figure and exclamed, "Michadl! What are you doing?"

"l wasjust sending some cartsinto Varennes," Michael said, his expression somewhat sulky.

"And causing atraffic jam," Mephistopheles said, "and thereby impeding our contestant. Y ou are
interfering with the contest, Michael, and thisis not permitted even of an archangd .”

"Nor isit dlowed to afiend,” Michad said. "I'm doing no more than you've done."
Mephistophdes glared at him. " think we had better discussthisin private.”

Michael glanced at Mack and pursed hislips. "Y es. There are matters that no human should hear.” The
two spirits demateridized.
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CHAPTER 12

M ack rushed back to the bri dge. It was jammed, packed, |oaded, overburdened, and suffused
throughout its length and width with carts and their attendant horses and drivers. There were cartsto the
right and cartsto the left and low, lean carts between. Mack raged among them, trying to get some
order. But more and more carts came piling onto the bridge, drawn there by Michael's promise of early
morning price reductions at the big market in Varennes.

The pilings groaned ominoudly. Then onelast cart piled high with dried herring from the Bdtic shouldered
itself onto the bridge. There was a cregk of tortured timbers, and then the whole thing gave way.

Mack scrambled off the bridge just in time to save himself adunking. The bridge collapsed in dow
motion, and cartsfell dreamily into the limpid waters of the Aire. A many-throated cry of chagrin could
be heard, and a great bellowing of oxen. Then there was slence. And then, from the distance, could be
heard a jingling sound—the harness of the king's horses as the roya coach came up the road and pulled
to ahalt before the ruined bridge.

Losing no time, Mack hurried over to theroya coach. "Your Mgesty!" hesad. Thereistill time."
"What are you talking about?' Marie Antoinette asked. "The bridgeis blocked. We are undone.”
"Yet thereisgill away," Mack said.

"What isthat, pray tell?

"Get out of the coach at once, Y our Maesties. We will purchase horses from the yokels about here and
ride, back at first toward Paris, that will throw them off thetrail, then we will take another branching and
get acrossthe frontier to safety. Thereis still timeto effect your escape.”

Louisturned to hiswife. "What do you think?"
"Soundstoo risky to me," Marie Antoinette said.

The king demurred, and Marie didn't think much of the scheme, but findly they agreed. Mack coaxed
them out of the coach. They stood in the early morning light looking more than alittle stupid, and asif
unused to standing on their own feet on the ground. Mack hurried away and hired horses. He had
caculated that they could still get out of this. After al, no one knew the king was here. No one except
Drouet, and he had left him securely trussed back in Saint-Menehould.

Theking approached the horse Mack had gotten for him, and somewhat hesitantly got up oniit. Then
Marie Antoinette climbed up on the other horse. At last, al wasin readiness.

But then, just before they could ride off, a cloud of dust appeared down the road and grew larger and
separated into separate riders. It was Drouet, and he was at the head of athousand armed men.

Spotting the big yellow coach he cried, "The king and queen! Put them under arrest! They must return to
Parisimmediady!"
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Guardsmen did as he bid. Drouet rode up to Mack.

"So, we meet again. Y ou did me apoor service back there, citizen. | think I'll do the same for you.”
Gesturing to two guards, he said, "This man is a counterrevolutionary. Seize him!"

Mack sad, "Just tell me onething. How did you get here so quickly?"

"Not through your help," Drouet said. "L uckily for me, this gentleman came along and rendered
assgance.”

Another rider trotted up and Mack saw that it was Faust.
"Youagan!" he breathed.

Faust smiled smugly. "1 got away from the soldiers easily enough, and then | found thisfellow and helped
him, and so put paid to your scheme.

Then Mephistopheles appeared. "L et that man go," he said to Drouet.
Drouet was badly frightened by the demon, but he blustered, "We're holding this man for the tribunal .”
Mephistopheles said, " Sorry. Supernatural matters take precedence. Thisisthe end of the contet.”

He reached out and put his hand on Mack's shoulder. They vanished together. A moment later,
Marguerite vanished, too.

JUDGMENT

CHAPTER 1

A fter Mephistopheles conjured him away from Varennes, there was a bresk in the continuity of Mack's
consciousness. Hefell into dreams of astrange sort, but the details swam out of his grasp. Then there
was a period of deep, and finally, Mack awoke.

Hefound himself lying on agreen couch in ahazy, indistinct sort of place. Hetried to make out details,
but they fuzzed before his eyes. Still, he knew of only one place that had this sort of green couch. He had
to bein Mephistopheles officein Limbo!

He got up and looked around. Through alow archway there was another room, and in it was the storage
locker with the salvaged Botticelli.

There was the sound of adoor opening and Mack turned, ready for trouble. Y lith camein. She was
wearing a belge sheath dress that came down to midcaf on her fine legs. Her long dark hair waswornin
asoft upsweep and pinned in place by imitation tortoiseshell combs. Her face was customarily pale, but a
quick dab of rouge had put dots of color in her cheeks.
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"It'sdl over," shesad. "That was the last sequence where you needed to make a choice.”
"| thought that's what M ephistopheles said! What happens now?"

"Now the judging begins. That'swhere I'm going. | just stopped by to see how you were."
"That was good of you. | don't suppose | wasinvited to the judging?'

"Not that | know of," Ylith said.

"That'svery likethem," Mack said with some bitterness. "Mephistophdeswas dl smiles and atention
when there was something he wanted me to do, but now that it's over | don't even get asked to the
celebration.”

"Humans are rardly asked to these matters,” Ylith said. "But of course | see what you mean.”
"And whendo | get my reward?"

"l don't know anything about that," Ylith said. " oull just haveto wait. ThisisLimbo, and in Limbo,
peoplewait."

Y lith conjured herself away with an eegant move of her dim hands. Mack paced around for awhile, then
saw apile of books on alittle table and sat down in achair beside them. He picked up The Road to Hell
and How to Find It, aproduct of the Satanic Press. He read, "Do you redly want to get into Hell?
Don't be surprised. A lot of peopledo! Y ou're not dlone. Hell is characterized by the importance of the
appetites. Unlike the storiestold, you can feed these appetites perfectly well in Hell. Troubleis, they
never stay fed. But they never did when you were dive, either. Let uscondder..."

Suddenly there was aflash of light and a puff of smoke. When the smoke cleared away Faust was
standing there. He was looking good, dressed in afine scholar's gown with an ermine collar.

"Hi, therel" Mack said, happy to seeafamiliar face, even if it was Faust's, and even if it was frowning.

Faust said, "Look, I'min ahurry. Did you see atal, very skinny man with yellowish eyes and long, lank
dark hair and a somewhat weird expression go by here?"

Mack shook his head. "Nobody's passed this way since I've been here except for afemae spirit named
Ylith"

"No, she's not the one I'm looking for. The count of Saint-Germain said hed meet me here. | hope he's
not going to belate.”

"Who'she?'

Faust gave him a superior look. "Only one of the world's greatest magicians, that's who. He came dong
after your time."

"But your timeisaso my time. How do you know about him?”

"Oh, wdll," Faust said, "I am agreat magician myself, the greatest who ever lived, and it isto be expected
that | would know the important men in my line of work past and future. Living or dead, or yet unborn,
we magicianssay intouch.”

"Why did you cal up this Saint-Germain guy?"



"I'm afraid it would be premature for meto tell you,” Faust said. "Let'sjust say | havealittle surprisein
dore."

"A surprise? But the contest isover.”

"The contest isindeed over, though it will be interesting to hear what Ananke will make of your clumsy
and uninformed efforts to influence history. But despite this being the end, the last word has not yet been
spoken. To put it to you succinctly, my dear Mack, Faust himsdlf has not yet been heard from.”

"Faust? Y ou mean you?"

"Of course | meanme! | am Faust, am | not?"

"Inaway. Butinaway I'm Faut, too."

Faust looked at Mack long and hard, and then threw back his head and laughed.

"You, Faust? My dear fellow, you are the very opposite of the Faustian ideal, an abject sort of creature,
mean-spirited, docile to your masters, treacherous to your friends, vulgar, uninformed asto history,
philosophy, palitics, chemigtry, optics, dchemy, ethics, and, above al, the master science, magic.” Faust
smiled cruely. "Now, Mack, you may havefilled Faust's shoesfor atime, asachild can step into an
adult's boots, and perhaps even take a step or two. But now, thankfully, your clownlike moment on the
stage of human history isover. My friend, there is nothing Faustian about you, or, indeed, anything even
interesting about you. Y ou are one of the lowest common denominators of humanity, and we don't need
you here any longer."

"Oh, isthat s0?" Mack said, hismind boiling with incoherent retorts. But he spoke to the empty air
because with asingle intricate gesture of hisleft hand, Faust had conjured himsdlf away.

"l wish | could do that," Mack said doud, done again in the Waiting Room in Limbo, rage leaking out of
him and being replaced by sdlf-pity. Hesaid doud, "It isn't fair, putting me up againg al these famous
people, to say nothing of spirits who can conjure themselves where they pleasein the twinkling of an eye,
whereas |, acommon, earthy sort of man, must proceed on foot, and make effort, and take every step
that lies between here and there.”

"What dreary sdlf-pitying do | hear?" adeep and sarcastic voice behind him said.

Mack turned quickly, startled, because he had thought himself entirely alone. There was Odysseus, tall
and splendid, magnificent in afreshly pressed white tunic. Thrown over it was acloak with the many folds
bel oved by sculptors. Odysseus had aface so noble that it could make a common man like Mack, with
his common features and snub nose and freckles, consider himself no comelier than an gpe. Odysseus
stood a head taler than Mack, his skin bronzed, musclesrippling in hiswell-formed arms.

"Hello, Odysseus," Mack said. "What are you up to?"

"I'm on my way to the great assembly hal to listen to Ananke's judgment and perhaps offer afew ideas
of my own. And your?'

"I'm waiting for Mephistopheles to come with the reward he promised me.”

Odysseus shrugged. "Do you think it'swise to take it? Personally, | wouldn't accept an obol from these
present-day devils. They seek to endave you by making you dependent on them. But to each hisown.
Farewel, Mack."



And with that, Odysseus released a Traveling Spdll from hisleather sack of spellsand vanished from
Sght.

"These old Greeksthink they're such big dedls," Mack said peevishly when Odysseus had gone. "They've
got al those old gods working for them, that'swhy they can get so much done. And they stick together,
the ancient gods and classica men. Whereas someone like mysdlf, amodern man, has only the feebleness
of hisown intellect to steer him through the complexities of the various worlds, and only the faltering
strength of his own two legsto carry him where he might wish to go. But there are journeystoo far for
human legs”

"Say you 07" said avoice behind him.

Mack had amoment to wonder if there was some specid mechanism in the universe that enabled people
awaysto conjure themselvesinto existence behind his back. He turned and beheld Rognir the dwarf,
who had just come up through aholein the floor that he had cut with his mattock.

"Of course | say s0," Mack said. "Everyone e se around here gets about by magic. They just haveto say
the word and they're where they want to be. But | am forced to walk, and | don't even know where I'm

going.”
"That's redlly tough,” Rognir said with heavy sarcasm. "What do you think | do, buster?”
"You?| never thought about it. How do you get around?'

"Dwarvestravel in the old-fashioned way. On foot. Dwarves don't just walk, however. They first dig
tunnelsto wherever they want to go, and then walk. Y ou think it's easy to build atunne?"

"l supposeit'snot,” Mack said. He thought about it for amoment. "1 suppose sometimes you encounter
rock."

"The places we tunnd through are made up more of rock than of dirt," Rognir said. "We dwarves get
positively cheerful when theré's nothing but dirt to tunnel through. Rocks and boulders are bad enough,
but the worst istunneling under aswamp. Y ou have to shore up the tunnel asyou go along, and that
means you have to cut balks of wood and drag them to where you need them. Balks of wood don't
come ready-cut, and forests are usually far away from where you want the wood. Sometimes we use
shaggy little poniesto help us, but most of the timeit'sjust muscle power and grit.”

"l guessyou don't haveit very good."

"Wrong again," Rognir said. "We dwarvesfed that we haveit very good indeed. We are not humans,
remember. We are aclass of supernatura being, though we don't make abig ded of it. We could have
petitioned the high powers for specid abilities. But that's not our way. We are the one and only racein
the cosmos that isn't asking anybody for anything."

"Aren't you concerned about who wins the contest between Light and Dark?"

"Not in the dightest. The outcome doesn't affect us dwarves. Concerns about Good and Evil leave us
cold. Dwarves know no good except digging, and no bad except digging, either. Our destiny is mapped
out from birth to desth: we dig till we drop, and when were not digging we walk our tunnels and find
jewels and attend jamborees. We don't expect spiritsto come aong and do our work for us.”

"Well, | suppose | should fed properly ashamed of mysdlf," Mack said, feding, infact, alittle abashed.
"But what do you expect meto do?'



"Tdl meif I'mwrong,” Rognir said, "but isnt it true that dl these spirits and demigods and Faust himself
arefighting for the right to rule mankind for the next thousand years?*

"That's my understanding of it," Mack said.

"Fine. So what are you going to do about it?"

"Me?Y ou mean me persondly?

"That'swho I'm referring to," Rognir said.

"Why... Nothing, | suppose. Thereésnothing | can do. And if there were, why should 17!
"Becauseit's your destiny they're talking about, dummy,” Rognir said. "Don't you want asay init?
"Of coursel do! But who am | to tell people how | should be ruled?"

"Who isthe one to speak for mankind? Isit Faust?'

Mack shook his head. "Faust thinkshes Mr. Universd, but he'sredly just aloudmouth magician with a
couple of good tricks. People like that are different from the rest of us. | know some of their tricks, but
when they talk about the higher aspects of the dchemist's art it leaves me cold.”

"Quite properly s0," Rognir said. "It'sdl alot of hot air. Therés only digging. That's for us, the dwarves,
of course. Asfor you, why should you let amug like Faust tell you how you areto be ruled?”

Mack stared at him. "But what can | do?"
"For onething,” Rognir said, "you can get angry.”

"But I'm not mad at anyone,” Mack said. But even ashe denied it, he felt the stirrings of a
long-suppressed rage. At first he thought he wasfaking it, as he had faked so many thingsin hislife, and
he told himsdlf to calm down, it would go away. But thisfeding of rage didn't go away. Instead it grew
and spread through his head, until he could fed black anger inflaming his eyeballs, engorging the veins of
his neck, threatening to burst out the top of his head.

"Well, damnit, it'snot right!" he burst out at last. "Nobody should decide the fate of the common man but
the common man himsdlf. It's been too long that we've let spirits, and so-called great men like Faugt,
decide our destinies for us. Now isthe time to do something about it!"

"Now you'retaking," Rognir said.
Mack's shoulders sagged. "But what can | do?'

"It'san interesting question,” Rognir said, and turned to the tunnel he had just excavated and walked into
it.

Mack stood till in the room and stared for awhile at the hole Rognir had disappeared through. He had a
great desreto diveinto it himsdf. But of course men don't dive into tunnels like dwarves. Mack crossed
the room and opened the door. Outside, the vat, indistinct landscape of Limbo spread out before him.
There were hills ahead, but they were nebulous, and seemed to disappear into the clouds, unlessthose
were mist-velled mountains behind them.

Looking more closdly, Mack saw there was the indication of apath. He followed it through swirling white
and yellow migts. Presently he came to a crossroads. There was a sign that read road to earth and



pointed one way, road to hell another way, the way you've come pointing back the way he had come,
and road to heaven asthe last direction. Mack made up his mind and started walking.

CHAPTER 2

|t wasaclear day in the part of Limbo reserved for the judgment of mankind's destiny. The sky was
fishbelly white, but that was not unusud for thetime of year. A few snowflakes had falen earlier, but no
real accumulation was expected. In the distance, the hills of Nothingnesswere alow bluelineon the
horizon. It wasliteraly true that on aclear day you could seeforever.

Mephistopheles and the Archangd Michael were Stting Side by sde on atdl pillar recently vacated by
Simon Stylites, who had found a better way to mortify his spirit by picking a punishment from the future
and forcing himself to watch televised reruns of every game the Tampa Bay Buccaneers had ever played.

Michael hadn't visited Limbo in quite awhile, not since he had met with Mephistophelesto set the
contest. He was happy to see that nothing much had changed. There was till the same dear old
vagueness about where the sky ended and where the land began, the same pleasing ambiguity over the
colors of things, the same uncertainty asto shapes. Vagueness! And its concomitant, moral uncertainty!
After along life of absolutes, there was something refreshing abot it.

"Limboisjud the same asit ever wad" Michad sad.

"My dear archangd," Mephistopheles said, "if you rein in your passion for paradox for amoment, you
can seethat thereé's been alot of change around here. Don't you notice al the building that's going on?"

"Oh, that, of course," Michad said. "But that's quite ephemeral. Undernegth it's the same dear old
Limbo." He peered in awesterly direction. "What are they putting up there?'

Mephistopheleslooked in the indicated direction. "Didn't you know? That's the new Paace of Justice,
where the judgment will be announced.”

Michael peered at it. "It seemsto be amost noble structure.”

"It's certainly large enough,” Mephistopheles said. "I understand quite afew guests have been invited
from both sdes. Even some humans, though that's quite unusud..”

"Wel, it ssemsonly right,” Michadl said. "After dl, it istheir destiny being decided.”

"So what?' Mephistopheles snorted. "The forces of Light and Dark never consulted mankind back in the
good old days. Wejust told them the way it was going to be, and they had to likeit or lump it."

"Science and rationalism have changed dl that," Michael said. "It'swhat is called progress. A good thing
on baance, | beieve"

"Of courseyou bdievethat,” Mephistopheles said. "What e se could you say, given your predisposition
to affirm?"
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"And what €l se could you say but the contrary?' Michadl asked.

"Y ou've got apoint there," Mephistophel es admitted. "We're both restricted in our viewpoints.”
"Exactly. That'swhy we have Ananketo do thejudging.”

"Whereis Ananke, by theway?'

"No one has seen her latest incarnation. Necessity has strange ways of conducting herself. And therésno
use complaining about it. She just saysit's Necessary, and never explainswhy."

"Who'sthat coming?" Mephistopheles asked.

Michael looked out across Limbo. Even with perfect vision, it took him amoment to bring into focus
something as smal asaman on the vast landscape of zilch.

"That's Mack the Club!" Michad said.
Mephistopheles|ooked. "Are you quite sure? That isthe man I've been dedling with during this contest.”

"Oh, it'sdefinitdly Mack," Michad said. "Isit possible that you made amistake in Cracow, my dear
demon? Has the wrong Faust been performing in your contest?"

Mephistopheles looked again, and hislipsthinned. His dark eyes seemed to smolder. Glaring a Michad,
hesad, "l seemto seeafine soiritud hand indl thig"

"Y ou give metoo much credit,” Micheel sad.

Mephistopheles|ooked again. "That's definitely the fellow who's been doing the contest. Areyou sure
he's not Faust?

"Afraid not. His nameis Mack, and heisacommon crimind. I'm afraid you picked the wrong man to
decide human destiny, my dear M ephistopheles.™

"And you have picked thewrong devil if you think you can get away with this?
Michadl smiled but did not reply.

Mephistophdles said, "Well sttlethislater. | must get down to the banquet hdl. Darksideis catering the
refreshmentsthistime.” He peered out across Limbo again. "Whereisthat fellow going?’

"Read the sgnpost. He is on the road to Heaven," Michadl said.

"Redlly?1 didn't know that wasthedirectiontoit!”

"It changesfrom timeto time," Michael sad.

"Butwhy?"

"We of the forces of Good," Michad said with dignity, "try not to spend too much time asking why."
M ephistopheles shrugged. Together the two great spirits proceeded to the Palace of Justice.



CHAPTER 3

A zziewas strolling through the outer courts of the Palace of Justice when he came across Michelangelo

himsalf. He recognized the painter from pictures held seen of him in art books at Demon U. Michdangdlo
wasjudt putting the finishing touches on agigantic fresco.

"Looksgood," Azzie said, moving behind the painter.

"Would you mind getting out of my light?' Michdangelo said. " The working conditions are bad enough
here without you making them worse.”

Azziemoved. "It must bewonderful to create art."

Micheangelo sneered and wiped his sweaty forehead with apaint rag. "Thisisn't art. I'm just doing some
touch-up on an old piece of mine."

"But you could do origind painting if you wanted to, couldn't you?' Azzie asked.

"Sure. But in order to paint, aman must aspire, and what isthere to aspire to after you've reached
Heaven?'

Azzie had no answer because hed never thought about it. Michelangel o returned to hiswork, and,
watching him for amoment, Azzie thought he looked perfectly content.

Outsde the great auditorium, in the circular corridors that surrounded the circular building, innumerable
Spiritswere standing around, drinksin hand, eating hors d'oeuvres and talking. There were more pirits
here than the place could hold, in fact, because every agthereal, indeed, the greater part of al sentient
beings, had wanted to attend. The front office had come up with some new packing ordersin an attempt
to accommodate all. Even so, the concept of virtua space had had to be invoked, to the distaste of the
puristswho felt that either you're there or you're not there.

Thiswasthe big day, Judgment Day, the biggest event of the Millennium, the super Mardi Gras of the
universe. It wastimefor everyone to get together with everyone else. Groups of spirits kept on arriving,
looking around with awe at the Palace of Judtice, then exclaiming, "Gee, sothisisthe placel” And then
going on to somewhere dse, usudly the cafeteria, where for the most part they ordered light sdlads,
because they didn't want to lose their appetite for the orgy that was promised if Bad won, or the feast
that would be presented if the victor was Good.

All this noise and excitement was a change for Limbo. Limbo was usudly aquiet place without anything
much happening in the way of entertainment. The inhabitants of Limbo didn't expect much and were
willing to live and et live. They tended not to make vaue judgments, since that was the sole stock in
trade of the two adjoining principalities of Dark and Light. The Limboans sauntered along in their strange
vague milieu, egting occasiona absent-minded meals, making lovein their inadequate way, having
mediocre poetry readings and folk dance fetivals of no great merit. Time was so eventless here that
nobody bothered to keep it.

Thelack of seasons aso contributed to the monotony. And now al of asudden they were hosting the
contest of the Millennium. It just went to show you could never tell.
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CHAPTER A4

I nthe great assembly hdl, the centra point of the Palace of Justice, dl wasin readinessfor the great
event. The audience sat in long curving rows chatting to each other, but for the most part sitting quietly,
except in the sections marked for virtud redity, where myriads of onlookers were shuffled in and out at
close to the speed of light, so that everyone who wanted to could see the performance without
appreciable delay.

And yet, one thing wasn't right. Ananke hadn't shown up.

No one had any doubt that the great goddess Necessity would revea hersalf when she was ready, and
that she would choose what she considered a suitable vehicle in which to do so. But who would it be?
Expectations in the audience ran high, and people kept on craning their necks around hoping to catch the
transformation. But even these knowledgeabl e ones were surprised when Marguerite, Sitting by hersdf in
aback row, suddenly arose astwo friars, one blind, the other mute, came down the aide with their
stavestapping, walking directly toward her.

The mute one stared. The blind one turned his face upwards, and, with an expression of ecstasy, sad,
"Sheiscometousat last!"

Marguerite, her eyeswide and glowing like opa's, came out of her seat and into the aide. People made
way for her as, accompanied by her friars, who fell into step behind her, she made her way to the stage.
Her face wasivory white, her lipswere pale, and her glowing eyeswereliketiny flamesinadark mirror.
She seemed far more than amortal woman at that point.

There was not a sound from the audience as she moved to the throne that had been prepared for her.
She sat down lightly, and turned to face the audience.

"Thetime of Judgment isat hand. But first, | believe thereis one who would spegk.”

Odysseus stood up, made a deep bow, walked forward, stopped, and turned to address hisfirst
remarksto Ananke.

"My grestingsto you, Great Goddess. | know, aswell asal of us, that you rule everything and everyone.
Y et Sncethisisto be acontest to sttle the salf-determination you have gracioudy alowed for mankind,
| would take it as an honor if you would let me put forth aclaim that has not been heard here.”

"Come up to the stage and speak, Odysseus,” Ananke said. " Great is your famein the annals of mankind.
A viewpoint such as yours must be heard.”

Odysseus mounted to the stage, arranged his cloak, and began in alow, rumbling voice.

"I should like to propose,” Odysseus said, "that al assembled here consider a proposition | am about to
put before you. My ideais smple, and even though it may seem revolutionary, | beg you to consider it.
So hereitis. | propose that you bring the old Hellenic gods back to Earth and leave human destiny in
their hands."
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There was a scattered murmur of voicesin the audience,, but Ananke held up her hand for silence.
Odysseus continued.

"Consider: You adready use a Greek concept,

Ananke, Necessity, asyour find arbiter of what isto be. Y our concepts of good and evil, which began
as absolutist statementsin the early days of the Church, have been amdiorated to the point where they
make no difference at dl. The gainsyou have made in truth have been accompanied by alossin veracity.
In place of the old free diaectic of Socrates and the Sophists, you have the didacticism of the various
leaders of religions, churches, and covens. Y ou will permit meto say to you that thisisal rather crude,
intelectudly unsound, and unworthy of human beings with acapacity for reason. Why let yoursdves be
swayed by emotiona statements? Why preach salvation when you don't believein it yourselves? | beg of
you, bring forth the reign of the old gods again, the irrationd old gods with human qualities. Let Aresrage
on the battlefield as he has never stopped doing. Let Athene stand for what is good and pure, and put
Zeus back asdivine arbiter, al-powerful but not al-wise. Our contribution, the Greek contribution, was
to propose gods who were very powerful but not very smart. We cut the cloth of the supernatural to
cover thefrailties of our own inner beings. Now let's have an end of hypocrisy, admit that the new gods
and spiritsdidn't work, and return to the old ways. If nothing elseit will be an aesthetic gain.”

When Odysseus had finished and returned to his place in the audience, there was much buzzing of
conversation among the myriad Sitting spirits. But Ananke called for order and said, "Excdllent arethe
words of Odysseus, and they will be considered. But we have another speaker who wishesto put forth a
clam, and heisasfamousin hisway as Odysseusin his. | refer to none other than Dr. Johann Faust,
who has gone to considerable difficulty to bewith ustoday. | giveyou Dr. Faust."

Faust walked up to the stage, whispered, "Thank you, Marguerite, I'll makeit up to you somehow,"” then
turned to the assembled spirits.

"My right honorable friend, Odysseus, has been known throughout history for his ability to charm through
words. | mysdlf am no charmer. I'll tell you some blunt truths, however, and you can make of them what
you will. First, asto Odysseus argument: A classical construct has great charm, no doubt, but no force of
rightness about it. Those Hellenic fellows and their gods have had their day. The world forgot their
religious views with very little regret. We don't need that |ot back again. Not them or any other gods. |
say, let's put down al the gods, both ancient and modern. We men don't need gods. We arelike
workers voting for aclass of superior beings with which to oppress themselves. What do we need with
these airy concoctions? Why should gods or devils or anything eserule our fate? | am Faust and | stand
for man triumphant, man in al hisfrailties ruling his own destiny, without recourse to the supernaturd.
With but a single decision we could dissolve the whole thing—the entire airy parliament of devilsand
angelswho plague us with their crosstak and their endless arguments. Man will do his best, and needs
no supernatura ism to exhort him to greater efforts. But if ago-between isneeded, if acouncil of wise
menisrequired, | have brought forth agroup of people with more right to rule mankind than al these
detieswith their conniving qudities. | say, let the magiciansrule us! They have dways done so; we have
just not admitted it to ourselves.”

Faust clapped hishands. A line of men walked dowly out onto the stage.

Faust said, "Here are Cagliostro, Paracelsus, Saint-Germain, and many others. Thisisthe council that
should advisetheworld.”

Michadl stood up and said, "Y ou can't do this, Faugt.”

"The hdl you say. I'm here and I'm doing it. Y ou have discounted man's ability to cal up magic. | have



here the greatest seersthat ever lived. They have plumbed Nature's secrets. Their gifts belong to them as
right of conquest, not the gift of some masguerading spirit. We humans can take care of oursalves, led by
these geniuses, who are the precursors of the scientistswho will come later.”

"Thisisquiteout of line" Michael said. "Y our gathering al these magiciansisillegd, impossible, and
outside the rules. Time and space can't be manipulated in thisway. Am | right, Mephistopheles?"

"Exactly what | wasgoing to say."

"| defy you!" Faust said. "We magicians repudiate devil and God! Get away from uswith your
incomprehensiblerules Wewill rule ourselves™”

Both Michael and Mephistopheles bellowed, "Begone!™
Faust and his magicians stood firm.

Michael sad, "Let Ananke decide, for Necessity rulesusal.”
Faust said, "Ananke, you can seethat | amright.”
Marguerite wavered. "Y es, Faug, you areright.”

"Then you must decidein our favor.”

"No, Faust, | cannot.”

“WhyWhy?"

"Because, in the conjectures of Necessity, being right isonly one qudity to select for. There are others,
and they are equally important in the makeup of what will be."

"What arethey?'

"Thereiswarmth, Faust, and you have none. Thereisthe ability to love, Faust, and you do not haveit.
Thereisthe ability to rule yoursdlf, and you, Faust, do not haveit. Thereis compassion, Faust, and you
do not have that, either. What Odysseus proposed was nostalgic, but your ideas are anathema.
Therefore, Faudt, despite avaiant effort, you have lost and the world will continue without you tdlling it
whét to do."

There were cries from the audience. "But who haswon, Dark or Light?"

Ananke held the audience in her gaze. "Now, asto the results. Let's start from the top and work down.
But first, asto the ancient gods and the old religion, that is mere sentimentality, because the old never
returns, never comes back into favor. The old gods are gone, and they will not return. Asfor Faust, he
will put himsdlf to be your new leader. But there are afew thingsto be said about Faust, too, notably, he
iscold, indifferent, doesn't redlly careto lead you. These are the various clams, and we leave them
where we found them.

"Now comes the judgment of what isand what will be. Each of the acts which Mack performed may of
course bejudged in avariety of ways, interms of results, in terms of intent, in terms of the urban or rurd
influences—in short, they provide adialectical mess which Good and Bad could argue about for another
Millennium. Here arethe results:

"Firgt, Congtantinople. Theicon that Mack saved islater destroyed. The city gets sacked by those who
cameto preserveit. Bad winsapoint here,



"Second, Kublai Khan loses his scepter. The loss of the scepter deprives the Mongol horde of part of its
luck and driving energy. Threat to Western civilization eased. Good wins a point thereby.

"Third, in Florence, apricelesswork of art issaved. De Medici and Savonarola, both potentia
influencesfor Evil, die untimely desths, sparing the world much woe. A point for Good.

"Fourth, Dr. Deg's mirror was not really important. But Marlowe was. Had he lived he would have
written more edifying and, ultimately, moraly beneficid works. A second point for Bad.

"Fifth, saving or not saving the French royd family wouldn't have made that much differencein thelong
run, in averting the democratic reforms of the nineteenth century. But evil was doneto the king and
gueen. A tie here.

"Finally, there was cheating on both sides. This, too, cancels out. This contest is hereby declared no
contest!"

CHAPTER 5

M ephistopheles didn't find out at thistime. But later he got the news from an angel who had been
traveling down from Heaven to Limbo to be present at the announcing of the contest winner. Thisange
had chosen to go by her own wing power, because she felt she needed the exercise and because it was a
long time since she had seen the Sghts aong the way. As she made her way down from the heavenly
mansions, leaving behind one of the very desirable suburbs of Heaven, whom should she see but Mack,
trudging along up the rocky road that led to the superna heights of the divine paace above. He was
moving dowly, the angd noted, but he was on his own two feet and he was moving. That wasdl the
angd knew.

"But where can he be headed?" Mephistopheles asked.

"Helooked like he was going to see Y ou Know Who," the angel said.

"Not Y ou Know Who!" cried Michedl.

"That's how it looked. Of coursg, it's possible hewasjust Sghtseeing.”

"But how can he presume to seek out God? How dare he? Without a pass? Without arecommendation?
Without an escort of spiritual dignitaries of proven piety? It isunheard-of."

"It'swhat's happening,” the angd said.

"I wish | could see what's going on," Michadl said, and Mephistopheles nodded in agreement.
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CHAPTERG

\W hen Mack reached the topmost cloud mountain, he beheld, directly in front of him, the greet pearly
gates, which opened dowly on their valves of gold as he gpproached. He entered, and Found himsdlf ina
bounteous garden in which every tree and bush bore good things, and there was not adug or weevil in
sight. And then aman came hurrying up to Mack, atal, bearded man in awhite robe before whom

Mack bowed low, saying, "Hello, God." The man hastened to help him to hisfeet, saying, "No, no, don't
bow to me, I'm not God. I'm afraid He can't come talk with you right now, as Hed love to do, but He
sent me, His servant, to tell you that He has decided to overrule Ananke and proclaim you the true victor
in the contest.”

"Me?' cried Mack. "But what have | doneto deserve that?'

"I'm not clear on the details," the bearded man said. "And anyhow, it's nothing persondl. It'sjust that a
decision has been made to turn the workings of the world over to common rogues and people no better
than they ought to be. The old gods have tried to lead mankind and failed, God and the devil havetried
andfailed, Law hastried and failed, Reason has been insufficient, and even Chaos has proven insufficient.
Thisisthe eraof the common man. Y our smple, salf-serving actions, Mack, done for your own good but
with avague hope that they would serve nobler purposes, must be declared the winner of this contest, for
even that hint of idealism hasin it more conviction than al those greater and more complicated idess.”

Mack was dumbfounded. "Merun things? No, it'simpossible, | won't hear of it. Frankly, it soundslike
blagphemy.”

"God exigsin the blasphemy, the devil inthe piety.”
"Look," Mack said, "l think 1'd better discuss thiswith God Himsdf."

"If only that could be!" the man said sadly. "But the One God is not to be seen or talked to, not even here
in Heaven. We have searched for Him and He amply isn't here. He seemsto have absented Himsdlf.
There are even those who say He never existed, and of course we have no photographs to prove that He
did. But our legends say that at onetime He did exi<t, and that the angels visited Him often and basked in
His countenance. He used to tell them that Heaven and Hell were in the details. No one understood that.
Hetold them that as below, so above. No one understood what that meant until dums began to gppear in
Heaven, and then crime.”

"Crimein Heaven?' Mack said. "l can't bdievethat."

"Y ou'd be surprised what goes on here. It was dong about that time that He suddenly told everyone that
Hewasn't God at dl, not the big one, theimmanent, the indwelling, no, He was standing in for God
because God had had something else to do. But everyone wondered what that could be. Some
suspected that He was sarting things al over again in another space and time, and thistime simplifying
them so that they worked. It was felt by generd consent that God was disappointed with how things had
turned out in this universe, though of course, being a gentleman, He'd never breathed aword about it.
Perhaps ‘intimated' would be a better word.”

Mack stared at the bearded man in the white robe, then said, "Y ou redly are God, aren't you?'

"Well, yes, in amanner of gpeaking. What's the matter?”
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"Oh, nothing," Mack said.

"Y ou're disappointed, aren't you?' said God. "Y ou expected Someone Else.”

"No, no, not at al."

"I know that'swhat you're thinking. Remember, I'm omniscient. That's one of my attributes.”
"I know. Omnipotence, too."

"W, yes, that. But that's a power best left in abeyance. God'sred task isresisting Hisown
omnipotence and refusing to be bound by it."

"Bound by omnipotence? How can that be?’

"Omnipotence is astrong hindrance when combined with omniscience and compassion. Thereés dway's
such atemptation to interfere on the Side of gentleness, to right awrong.”

"So why not do that?"

"If 1 put my omnipotence in the service of my omniscience, the result would be a clockwork universe.
Thered be no free will. No one would suffer the consequences of their actions. I'd dways have to be
there to see that no sparrow fell from the sky, that no person died in atraffic accident, that no doe was
ever taken by aleopard, that no human went hungry, naked, cold, that no one died before their time, or,
indeed, why not go dl the way and makeit so they don't dieat al?"

"That sounds good to me," Mack said.

"That's because you haven't thought it through. Suppose everything that ever had been continued to exist.
All of themwith their claims, their priorities, their desires. All of which must be met. And of course some
other arrangements must be made. If the leopard isn't allowed to eat the doe, then we have to provide
other food for him. Turn him into a vegetarian? But what makes you think that plants don't know they're
being eaten, and don't resent it as much as you would if someone were egting you? Y ou seethe
ramifications. It would leave me doing everything, interfering constantly. Peoplée'sliveswould be
unutterably boring if | did dl theimportant stuff for them.”

"| seetherésquitealot for Y ou to think about,” Mack said. "But then, Y ou're omniscient. That must
mplll

"My omnisciencetdls meto limit my omnipotence.”
"And what about Good and Evil?'

"Well, | redlized, of course, that it was absolutely important, but | could never quite figure out which was
which. It wasdl very complicated. | had deliberately projected thisless-than-godlike image of mysdlf.
Even though | am agod, and the only God at that, | still had aright to be humble. And | had theright to
give mysdlf something to be humble about. Even though | was omniscient and omnipotent, | refused to
usethose powers. | felt it was an unnecessary redtriction, trying to make Good right al thetime. It
seemed very partisan and onesided to have to support Good constantly. Anyhow, since | was omniscient
inthose days, | knew that in some ultimate andlys's, Good and Evil were complementary, equa. Not that
that solved anything. | refused to be checked by it. | said the trouble with knowing everything was that
you never learned anything. | preferred to go on learning. Maybe | did know the secret reason behind
everything. | never let mysalf know what that secret was. | have said that even God is entitled to His
secrets, and had the right and duty not to know everything."



"But what am | supposed to learn from dl this?' Mack said.

"That you're asfree as| am. It may not be much, but it's something, isn't it?*

CHAPTER 7

Theres adways aletdown after something asbig asaMillennid contest. Soon after it was over, Azzie
found himsdlf at loose ends again. He decided to see what had happened to Faust and the others.

Hefound Faust in atavern outside of Cracow. Amazingly enough, the angel Babriel was aso there,
gtting with him in abooth and drinking abeer. They welcomed Azzie when he camein and offered him a
drink.

Faust continued his conversation, saying, "Did you hear that dame, Ananke? That was Marguerite, who
earlier did everything she could to win me!”

"It was nothing persond, old boy," Babrid said. " She was speaking as Necessity.”

"Y es, but why did Ananke choose her?' He thought about it amoment, then said, "I supposeit's because
she had the qudlitiesthat Necessity required inits blind direction of human destiny.”

Babrie blinked, spped hisichor, put it down. "Y ou see that, do you? Y ou've learned something, Faust!"

"Not enough," Faust said. "We could have done it, Babriel! We humans, | mean. We could have thrown
off dl theyokes. If only I'd..."

"Not you done," Babriel said. "'l hate to sound smug, but it wasthe failings of al mankind that were
judged, not just yours."

"There's something unsound about it," Faust said. "It'srigged againgt us from the beginning. They find
what qualities we're lacking, then say that those are the ones they want, and that we |ose because we
don't have them. When we get those qudlities, they have something e sein mind. But where would they
even get theidea of how we should behave if not from us?'

True enough,” Babrid said. "Come now, let's not talk politics. The gameisover. Let'shave adrink, tak
over the good times we had, and be on our way."

Just then Mack camein, sSinging a student's song. Since the contest he had pulled himsdlf together
remarkably. He was amerchant now, and on hisway to becoming wedthy. He had a beautiful girlfriend
who looked alot like Marguerite. Since hisvidt to Heaven, he had taken up hislife on Earth again with
good cheer.

The others gathered around him. Azzie asked, " So what did He say?"
"Who?'

"God, of course. We watched from the Palace of Justice as you mounted into Heaven. What did you
lean?"
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Mack blinked and looked uncomfortable. "I can't say that | learned anything. Anyhow, it wasn't God |
saw. It wasjust afriend of His"

"But he told you you won the contest, didn't her

"Not exactly. My understanding was, | got to do whatever | wanted with my own life. And that's what
I'mdoing.”

"Isthat al you cantell us?'Azzie asked.

Mack frowned and didn't answer. Then he smiled again.

"Come, friends," he said, "I've reserved atable for us at the Wounded Duck. They have aroast goose
ready for us. Well eat and toast our accomplishments and laugh at our failures.”

That seemed agood ideato everyone. But Faust said he'd be along later. He left the tavern and walked
down Little Casmir Street, and came to the elegant little tea shop where he'ld arranged to meet Helen.
Hewentin.

Helen was seated at alittle table, Sipping orange pekoe. She smiled coldly when he entered and sat
down.

"So, my dear," Faust said, "you gave those old ladies the dip. And you've come back to me!”
"Only to say good-bye, Johann," Helen said.
"Oh?That isyour decison?'

"I've decided to return to Achilles," Helen said, nodding. "That's a necessary part of the Helen archetype.
| returned finally to Mend aus when he was my husband, you know."

"Wdll, | supposeit'sfor the best,” Faust said, not redly sorry to see her go, because she was entirely too
much of agood thing. "Our archetypes aren't well suited to each other. We are both dominant, unique.
But imagine the fun we could have had!"

"Morefun for you than for me," Helen said. "And besides, you prefer the little goosegirl type. Why don't
you take up again with your Marguerite?'

"How did you know about her?' Faust demanded. "Never mind, | know you won't tell me. Anyhow,
Margueriteisout. Thefact of the matter is, | don't really respect her, even if she was Ananke, however
briefly.”

There came ahammering at the tea shop door. Then there was a chewing sound, as of three old crones
gnawing on thewood. Green dime ran under the door.

"We musin't keep the Weird Ssters waiting,” Helen said, arising and walking to the door.

Alonein thetavern, Faust stared out into space, seeing nothing but his own shattered dreams. No one
pleased him. Men, women, spirits, all seemed entirely too light-minded. Even Ananke had been a
lightweight, intellectualy. He remembered how good it had felt, standing at the head of the greetest legion
of magicians ever assembled. They could have ushered in anew age. Under their rule, mankind would
findly have amounted to something... Or died trying! Though it was not yet to be. But someday ...
Someday, mankind would be worthy of Faust. Then let them look out!

Heroseto leave the tea shop. And then there was a brightening in the air and Y lith stood before him,



looking quite fetching. Faust gazed at her without change of expression. He supposed she had come
bearing another announcement from Good or from Bad, and he didn't want to hear it.

"Yes" hesad, "what isit?'

"I've been thinking," Y lith said. Then she hesitated. She was wearing along gown, emerald green,
gathered in front in the Empire fashion. A single strand of glowing pearls set off her dender neck. Her hair
was pulled back, emphasizing thelong ova of her face.

She continued, "1 used to be awitch who served the forces of Dark. Then | converted to Light. But |
have found that the two are very much dike in certain important aspects.”

"No doubt,” Faust said. "But why areyou telling medl this?*

"Because | want to beginagain,” Ylith said. "1 want anew life, beyond Good and Evil. | thought of you,
Faust. Right or wrong, you go your own way. And s0 | thought I'd ask you—do you by any chance need
an assgant?’

Faust looked at her. She was comely, she was intelligent, and she was smiling. He straightened his back
and squared his shoulders. He could fed the Faugtian spirit returning to him.,

"Yes" hesad. "I think thisisamatter we might pursue to our mutual satisfaction. Sit down, dear ladly.
Stay. Thismay bethe beginning of abeautiful moment.”
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