HE FELT HIMSELF BEING WRENCHED AND FLUNG—
ASIF ACROSS SOME IMAGINABLE DISTANCE OF TIME OR SPACE...

The aged face of the man who caled himsdf James Rater Bailey had worn asnarl when they |eft him
aonein the cel with Doug. His gnarled fingers clutched at the tattered charms he always wore about his
throat and he muttered something, asif praying to the devilsit had been said he worshipped.

Doug has never sought help, knowing he could expect none. It had been afair fight after he was
attacked, and the hoodlum’ s death had been an accident. Doug could have escaped if he had not called
for an ambulance. But he had not asked for mercy even after he had learned the drunk was the son of the
state’ s Governor. He had faced their gas chamber without pleading.

“Doug.” The old man’ s voice had been urgent. “1 cameto help you—for your grandfather’ s sake.”
Doug snorted. “Miracles don’t work against cyanide.”

“Doug, listen. Y ou won't believe me—nobody ever did. But takethis!” A tiny capsule had falen from his
crooked hand.

Now, fighting the spasms from the deadly gas, Doug seemed to be dreaming . . of another time and
place...

THE LAST DREAM

GORDON R. DICKSON
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EDITOR'SINTRODUCTION
by SandraMiesdl

All red living is making—of truth and beauty, of goodnessand love. “If you are not making,” said awise
man, “you cannot possibly be happy becauseit isthe destiny of every man to beamaker.” What remains
potentia in the many isactua inthe artist. Then hein turn offers hiswork and shares his hgppiness with

the many.

In hiswell-known analysis of fantasy, JR.R. Tolkien describesthe literary artist as a subcreator who
givesthe Secondary World he makes“the inner consistency of redlity.” By redizing imagined marvels, he
builds a place that commands active belief, not the mere suspension of disbelief. To vist sucha
Secondary World isto find our dreams of loveliness, horror, and whimsy come true. A measure of the
enchantment that refreshes us there may return to the Primary World with us and awakens splendorsin
everyday things. Once we have wandered in the forests of Faerie, “atreeisatreeat last” evenif it grows
beside acar-clogged city Strest.

It isablessing that fantasy “fans fresh our witswith wonder” lest we smother in mundane chaos and
corruption. Vaues only fleetingly glimpsed in our Primary World stand out clearly in awell-made
Secondary One. Thusit can offer asatisfying vison of moral harmony unattained here. In particular,
fantasy speaksto our sense of justice. We want to see the ogre dain, the witch bested, the cripple
hedled, the prince and princesslive happily ever after. Nihilistswho ddight inletting “doom come and
dark conquer” pervert the very essence of fantasy and mock the longing for joy that animatesit.

What ismadein fancy may yet be made in fact. Humoroudy or grandly, humbly or nobly, modern fantasy



carries on the work of mankind’s oldest stories. It leads each of us readers beyond ourselves to discover
that each of the Hero' s thousand facesis our own.

J.RR. Tolkien “ desired dragons with a profound desire.” Yet even the keenest draconophile must
set some limits to intimacy.

ST. DRAGON AND THE GEORGE

A TRIFLE DIFFIDENTLY, JM ECKERT RAPPED WITH HIS CLAW on the blue-painted door.
Slence.

He knocked again. There was the sound of a hasty step inside the small, oddly peak-roofed house and

the door was snatched open. A thin-faced old man with atall pointed cap and along, rather
dingy-looking white beard peered out, irritably.

“Sorry, not my day for dragons!” he snapped. “ Come back next Tuesday.” He dammed the door.

It wastoo much. It wasthe final straw. Jm Eckert sat down on his haunches with adazed thump. The
little forest clearing with itsimpaossible little pool tinkling away like Chinese glasswind chimesin the
background, its well-kept greensward with the white gravel path leading to the door before him, and the
riotous flower beds of agters, tulips, zinnias, roses and lilies-of-the-valey dl equaly impossibly in bloom
at the sametime about the white finger-post labelled S. Carolinus and pointing at the house—it al whirled
about him. 1t was more than flesh and blood could bear. At any minute now he would go completely
insane and imagine he was a peanut or a cocker spaniel. Grottwold Hanson had wrecked them al. Dr.
Howellswould have to get another teaching assstant for his English Department. Angie...

Angie!

Jm pounded on the door again. It was snatched open.

“Dragon!” cried S. Carolinus, furioudy. “How would you like to be a beetle?’
“But I’'m not adragon,” said Jm, desperately.

The magician sared at him for along minute, then threw up his beard with both handsin agesture of
despair, caught some of it in histeeth asit fel down and began to chew onit fiercely.

“Now where,” he demanded, “did adragon acquire the brains to devel op the imagination to entertain the
illuson that heis not adragon? Answer me, O Y e Powers!”

“Theinformation is psychicaly, though not physiologically correct,” replied a deep bass voice out of thin
ar beside them and somefive feet off the ground. Jm, who had taken the question to be rhetoricd,
darted convulsvely.

“Isthat 07" S. Carolinus peered a Jm with new interest. “Hmm.” He spat out ahair or two. “Comein,
Anomay—or whatever you cal yoursdf.”

Jm squeezed in through the door and found himsdlf in alarge single room. It was aclutter of mismatched
furniture and odd bits of achemical equipment.

“Hmm,” said S. Caralinus, closing the door and walking once around Jm, thoughtfully. “If you aren't a
dragon, what are you?’



“Well, my redl name' sJm Eckert,” said Jm.
“But | seem to bein the body of adragon named Gorbash.”

“And thisdisturbs you. So you' ve cometo me. How nice,” said the magician, bitterly. He winced,
massaged his ssomach and closed hiseyes. “Do you know anything that’ s good for a perpetua
stomach-ache? Of course not. Go on.”

“Wall, | want to get back to my real body. And take Angie with me. She'smy fiancee and | can send her
back but | can’t send myself back at the same time. Y ou see, this Grottwold Hanson—well, maybe |
better start from the beginning.”

“Brilliant suggestion, Gorbash,” said Carolinus. “ Or whatever your nameis,” he added.

“Wadl,” said Jm. Carolinuswinced. Jm hurried on. “1 teach a aplace caled Riveroak Collegein the
United States—you'’ ve never heard of it—"

“Goon, goon,” sad Carolinus.

“That is, I'm ateaching assstant. Dr. Howells, who heads the English Department, promised me an
ingructorship over ayear ago. But he' s never come through with it; and Angie—Angie Gilman, my
fiancee—"

“Y ou mentioned her.”

“Yes—wdl, wewere having alittlefight. That is, we were arguing about my going to ask Howells
whether he was going to give methe instructor’ srating for next year or not. | didn’t think | should; and
shedidn’t think we could get married—well, anyway, in came Grottwold Hanson.”

“In where came who?’

“Into the Campus Bar and Grille. We were having adrink there. Hanson used to go with Angie. HE' sa
graduate student in psychology. A long, thin geek that’ s just as crazy as helooks. HE' s away's getting
wound up in some new odd-ball organization or other—"

“Dictionary!” interrupted Carolinus, suddenly.

He opened his eyes as an enormous volume appeared suddenly poised in the air before him. He
massaged his ssomach. “Ouch,” he said. The pages of the volume began to flip rapidly back and forth
before hiseyes. “Don’t mind me,” hesaid to Jm. “Go on.”

“—Thistimeit wasthe Bridey Murphy craze. Hypnotism. Well—’
“Not sofast,” said Carolinus. “ Bridey Murphy ... Hypnotism... yes...”

“Oh, he talked about the ego wandering, planes of redlity, on and on like that. He offered to hypnotize
one of usand show us how it worked. Angie was mad at me, so she said yes. | went off to the bar. | was
mad. When | turned around, Angie was gone. Disappeared.”

“Vanished?’ said Caralinus.

“Vanished. | blew my top at Hanson. She must have wandered, he said, not merely the ego, but all of
her. Bring her back, | said. | can't, he said. It seemed she wanted to go back to the time of St. George
and the Dragon. When men were men and would speak up to their bosses about promotions. Hanson'd
have to send someone el se back to rehypnotize her and send her back home. Likeanidiot | said I’d go.



Hal | might’ve known he’d goof. He couldn’t do anything right if hewas paid for it. | landed in the body
of thisdragon.”

“And themaiden?’

“Oh, shelanded here, too. Centuries off the mark. A place where there actualy were such things as
dragons—fantadtic.”

“Why?" said Carolinus.

“Wadll, | mean—anyway,” said Jm, hurriedly. “The point is, they’ d dready got her—the dragons, | mean.
A big brute named Anark had found her wandering around and put her in acage. They were having a
meeting in a cave about deciding what to do with her. Anark wanted to stake her out for adecoy, so
they could capture alot of the local people—only the dragons called people georges—'

“They’re quite stupid, you know,” said Carolinus, severdy, looking up from the dictionary. “There' sonly
room for one namein their head at atime. After the Saint made such an impression on them hisname
stuck.”

“Anyway, they weredl ydling a once. They’ ve got tremendous voices.”
“Yes, you have” said Caralinus, pointedly.

“Oh, sorry,” said Jm. He lowered hisvoice. “I tried to argue that we ought to hold Angie for ransom—"
He broke off suddenly. “Say,” he said. “1 never thought of that. Was| taking dragon, then? What am |
talking now? Dragons don't talk English, do they?’

“Why not?’ demanded Carolinus, grumpily. “If they’ re British dragons?’
“But I'm not adragon—I| mean—"

“But you are herel” snapped Carolinus. “Y ou and thismaiden of yours. Since al the rest of you was
trandated here, don’t you suppose your ability to speak understandably was trandated, too? Continue.”

“There snot much more,” said Jm, gloomily. “I waslosing the argument and then thisvery big, old
dragon spoke up on my side. Hold Angiefor ransom, he said. And they listened to him. It ssemshe
swingsalot of weight among them. He' sa great-uncle of me—aof this Gorbash who'sbody I'm in—and
I’m hisonly surviving relive. They penned Angie up in acave and he sent me off to the Tinkling Water
here, to find you and have you open negotiations for ransom. Actudly, on the sde he told meto tell you
to make the terms easy on the georges—| mean humans; he wants the dragons to work toward good
relations with them. He' s afraid the dragons are in danger of being wiped out. | had a chance to double
back and talk to Angie aone. We thought you might be able to send us both back.”

He stopped rather out of breath, and looked hopefully at Carolinus. The magician was chewing
thoughtfully on hisbeard.

“Smrgol,” he muttered. “Now there’ s an exception to therule. Very bright for adragon. Also
experienced. Hmm.”

“Canyou help us?’ demanded Jm. “Look, | can show you—"
Carolinus sighed, closed his eyes, winced and opened them again.

“Let meseeif I'vegot it sraight,” he said. “Y ou had a dispute with this maiden to whom you're



betrothed. To spite you, she turned to thisthird-rate practitioner, who mistakenly exorcized her from the
United States (whenever in the cosmosthat is) to here, further compounding his error by sending you
back in spirit only to inhabit the body of Gorbash. The maiden isin the hands of the dragons and you
have been sent to me by your great-uncle Smrgol.”

“That’ssort of it,” said Jm dubioudy, “only—"

“Youwouldn’t,” said Carolinus, “care to change your story to something smpler and more
reasonable—Ilike being a prince changed into adragon by some wicked fairy stepmother? Oh, my poor
somach! No?’ He sighed. “All right, that’ Il be five hundred pounds of gold, or five pounds of rubies, in
advance.”

“B-but—" Jm goggled a him. “But | don’t have any gold—or rubies”
“What?Wheat kind of adragon areyou?’ cried Carolinus, glaring a him. “Where' syour hoard?’
“| suppose this Gorbash has one,” stammered Jm, unhappily. “But | don't know anything about it.”

“Another charity patient!” muttered Carolinus, furioudy. He shook hisfist at empty space. “What's
wrong with that auditing department? Well?’

“Sorry,” said theinvisible bass voice.

“That’ sthethird in two weeks. See it doesn’t happen again for another ten days.” Heturned to Jm. “No
means of payment?’

“No. Wait—" said Jm. “This ssomach-ache of yours. It might be an ulcer. Does it go away between
meds?’

“Asameatter of fact, it does. Ulcer?’

“High-strung people working under nervous tension get them back where | come from.”
“People?” inquired Carolinus suspicioudy. “ Or dragons?’

“There aren’t any dragonswhere | come from.”

“All right, dl right, | believeyou,” said Caralinus, testily. “Y ou don't have to stretch the truth like that.
How do you exorcize them?’

“Milk,” said Im. “A glassevery hour for amonth or two.”

“Milk,” said Carolinus. He held out his hand to the open air and received asmall tankard of it. He drank
it off, making aface. After amoment, the face relaxed into asmile.

“By the Powers!” he said. “By the Powers!” He turned to Jim, beaming. “ Congratul ations, Gorbash, I’'m
beginning to believe you about that college business after dl. The bovine nature of the milk quite smothers
the ulcer-demon. Consider me paid.”

“Oh, fine. I'll go get Angie and you can hypnotize—"

“What?’ cried Carolinus. “ Teach your grandmother to suck eggs. Hypnotize! Hal And what about the
First Law of Magic, eh?”’

“Thewhat?’ said Jm.



“The First Law—the First Law—didn’t they teach you anything in that college? Forgotten it dready, |
see. Oh, thisyounger generation! The First Law: for every use of the Art and Science, thereis
required a corresponding price. Why do | live by my feesinstead of by conjurations? Why doesa
magic potion have abad taste? Why did this Hanson-amateur of yours get you all into so much trouble?’

“I don't know,” said Jm. “Why?’

“No credit! No credit!” barked Carolinus, flinging his skinny asamswide. “Why, | wouldn't have tried
what he did without ten years credit with the auditing department, and | am aMaster of the Arts. Asit
was, he couldn’t get anything more than your spirit back, after sending the maiden complete. And the
fabric of Chance and History isdl warped and ready to spring back and cause dl kinds of trouble. We'll
haveto givealittle, take alittle—"

“GORBASH!” A loud thud outside competed with the dragon-bellow.

“And herewe go,” said Carolinusdourly. “1t' sdready starting.” Heled the way outside. Sitting on the
greensward just beyond the flower beds was an enormous old dragon Jim recognized as the great-uncle
of the body he wasin—Smrgol.

“Greetings, Mage!” boomed the old dragon, dropping his head to the ground in salute. *'Y ou may not
remember me. Name's Smrgol—you remember the business about that ogre | fought at Gormely Keep?
| see my grandnephew got to you al right.”

“Ah, Smrgol—I remember,” said Carolinus. “ That was agood job you did.”

“He had ahabit of dropping his club head after aswing,” said Smrgol. “1 noticed it dong about the fourth
hour of battle and the next time hetried it, went in over hisguard. Tore up the biceps of hisright arm.
Then—"

“I remember,” Carolinussaid. “ So thisis your nephew.”

“Grandnephew,” corrected Smrgol. “Little thickheaded and al that,” he added apologetically, “ but my
own flesh and blood, you know.”

“Y ou may notice some dight improvement in him,” said Caralinus, dryly.

“I hope s0,” said Smrgol, brightening. “ Any change, achange for the better, you know. But I’ ve bad
news, Mage. Y ou know that inch worm of an Anark?’

“The onethat found the maiden in the first place?’
“That' sright. Well, he s stolen her again and run off.”
“What?’ cried Jm.

He had forgotten the capabilities of adragon’ s voice. Carolinustottered, the flowers and grasslay flat,
and even Smrgol winced.

“My boy,” said the old dragon reproachfully. “How many times must | tell you not to shout. | said, Anark
solethe george.”

“Hemeans Angie!” cried Jm desperately to Carolinus.

“l know,” said Carolinus, with hishands over hisears.



“You're sneezing again,” said Smrgol, proudly. He turned to Carolinus. “Y ou wouldn’'t believeit. A
dragon hasn't sneezed in ahundred and ninety years. Thisboy did it the first moment he set eyes on the
george. The others couldn’t believeit. Sign of brains, | said. Busy brains make the noseitch. Our side of
thefamily—"

“ Angie!”

“Seethere? All right now, boy, you' ve shown usyou can do it. Let’ s get down to business. How much
to locate Anark and the george, Mage?’

They dickered like rug-pedlarsfor severd minutes, findly settling on a price of four pounds of gold, one
of slver, and aflawved emerdd. Carolinusgot asmdl vid of water from the Tinkling Spring and searched
among the grass until he found a small sandy open spot. He bent over it and the two dragons sat down to
watch.

“Quiet now,” hewarned. “I’'m going to try awatch-beetle. Don't darmiit.”

Jm hdld hisbreath. Carolinustilted the vid in hishand and the crysta water fell in three drops— Tink!
Tink! And again—Tink! The sand darkened with the moisture and began to work asif something was
digging from below. A hole widened, black insect legs busily in action flickered, and an odd-looking
beetle popped itsdf hafway out of the hole. Itsfordimbswaved in the air and alittle squeaky voice, like
acracked phonograph record repeating itself far away over abad telephone connection, cameto Jm’'s
ears.

“ Gone to the Loathly Tower! Gone to the Loathly Tower! Gone to the Loathly Tower!”
It popped back out of sight. Carolinus straightened up and Jim breathed again.

“The Loathly Tower!” said Smrgol. “1an’t that that ruined tower to the west, in the fens, Mage? Why,
that' s the place that 1oosed the blight on the mere-dragons five hundred years ago.”

“It saplaceof old magic,” said Carolinus, grimly. “ These places are like ancient sores on the land,
scabbed over for awhile but dways breaking out with new evil when—the twisting of the Fabric by
these two must have doneit. The evilnessthere has drawn the evil in Anark to it—lesser to greater,
according to the laws of nature. I’ [| meet you two there. Now, | must go set other forcesin motion.”

He began to twirl about. His speed increased rapidly until he was nothing but ablur. Then suddenly, he
faded away like smoke; and was gone, leaving Jm staring at the spot where he had been.

A pokein the side brought Jim back to the ordinary world.
“Wake up, boy. Don't dally!” the voice of Smrgol bellowed in hisear. “We got flying to do. Come on!”

The old dragon’ s spirit was considerably younger than his bodly. It turned out to be afour hour flight to
the fens on the west seacoadt. For thefirst hour or so Smrgol flew aong energeticaly enough, meanwhile
tracing out the genedlogy of the mere-dragons and their relationship to himsdf and Gorbash; but gradualy
his steady flow of chatter dwindled and became intermittent. He tried to joke about hislong-gone battle
with the Ogre of Gormely Keep, but even thiswas too much and he fell slent with labored bresth and
straining wings. After ashort but stubborn argument, Jim got him to admit that he would perhaps be
better off taking ashort breather and then coming on alittle later. Smrgol let out a degp gasping sgh and



dropped away from Jm in weary spiras. Jm saw him glide to an exhausted landing amongst the purple
gorse of the moors below and lie there, sprawled out.

Jm continued on alone. A couple of hours|later the moors dropped down along land-dope to the green
country of the fenland. Jim soared out over its spongy, grass-thick earth, broken into causeways and
idands by the blue water, which in shallow bays and inlets was itself thick-choked with reeds and tall
marsh grass. Flocks of water fowl rose here and there like eddying smoke from the glassy surface of one
mere and drifted over to settle on another afew hundred yards away. Their cries camefaintly to his
dragon-sengtive ears and aline of heavy cloudswas piling up againgt the sunset in the west.

Helooked for some sign of the Loathly Tower, but the fenland stretched away to afaint blue line that
was probably the sea, without showing sign of anything not built by nature. Jm was beginning to wonder
uneasily if he had not gotten himself lost when his eye was suddenly caught by the sight of a dragon-shape
nosing at something on one of thelittle idands amongst the meres.

Anark! hethought. And Angiel

Hedid not wait to see more. He nosed over and went into adive like ajet fighter, sightslocked on
Target Dragon.

It was agood move. Unfortunately Gorbash-Jm, having about the weight and wingspread of asmall
flivver arplane, made acomparable amount of noise when hewasin adive, assuming the plane’ s motor
to be shut off. Moreover, the dragon on the ground had evidently had experience with the meaning of
such asound; for, without even looking, he went tumbling head over tail out of theway just asJm
dammed into the spot where, a second before, he had been.

The other dragon rolled over onto hisfeet, sat up, took onelook at Jim, and began to wail.

“It'snot fair! It'snot fair!” he cried in a(for adragon) remarkably high-pitched voice. “ Just because
you're bigger than | am. And I’'m dl horned up. It’ sthe first good one I’ ve been able to kill in months
and you don't need it, not at al. Y ou're big and fat and I’ m so weak and thin and hungry—"

Jm blinked and stared. What he had thought to be Angie, lying in the grass, now revealed itself to be an
old and rather stringy-looking cow, badly bitten up and with a broken neck.

“It'sjust my luck!” the other dragon was weeping. He was less than three-quarters im’'ssizeand so
emaciated he appeared on the verge of collapse. “ Everytime | get something good, somebody takes it
away. All | ever getto eat isfish—"

“Hold on,” said Jm.

“Fish, fish, fish. Cold, nasty fi—"

“Hold on, | say! SHUT UP!” belowed Jm, in Gorbash's best voice.

The other dragon stopped hiswailing as suddenly asif his switch had been shut off.
“Yes, dr,” hesad, timidly.

“What' sthe matter? I’ m not going to take thisfrom you.”

The other dragon tittered uncertainly.

“I'mnot,” said Jm. “It’ syour cow. All yours.”



“He-he-he!” said the other dragon. “Y ou certainly are a card, your honor.”
“Blastit, I'm serioud!” cried Jm. “What' s your name, anyway?’

“Oh, well—" the other squirmed. “ Oh well, you know—"

“What' s your name?”

“Secoh, your worship!” yelped the dragon, frightenedly. “ Just Secoh. Nobody important. Just alittle,
unimportant mere-dragon, your highness, that’sal | am. Redlly!”

“All right, Secoh, dig in. All | want is somedirections”

“Wel—if your worship redly doesn't...” Secoh had been sdling forward in fawning fashion. “If you'll
excuse my table manners, gr. I'm just amere-dragon—" and he tore into the mesat before him in sudden,
terrified, Starving fashion.

Jm watched. Unexpectedly, hislong tongue flickered out to lick his chops. Hisbely rumbled. Hewas
astounded at himsdlf. Raw meat? Off a dead anima—flesh, bones, hide and al? He took afirm grip on

his appetites.

“Er, Secoh,” hesaid. “I’m astranger around these parts. | suppose you know theterritory... Say, how
doesthat cow taste, anyway?’

“Oh, terrubble—mumpf—" replied Secoh, with his mouth full. “ Stringy—old. Good enough for a
mere-dragon like mysdf, but not—"

“Well, about these directions—"

“Yes, your highness?’

“I think... you know it'syour cow...”

“That' swhat your honor said,” replied Secoh, cautioudly.

“But | just wonder... you know I’ ve never tasted acow like that.”

Secoh muttered something despairingly under his breath.

“What?’ sad Jm.

“I said,” said Secoh, resignedly, “wouldn’t your worship liketo t-taste it—"
“Not if you'regoing to cry about it,” said Jm.

“I bit my tongue.”

“Wadll, inthat case...” Jm waked up and sank histeeth in the shoulder of the carcass. Rich juices
trickled enticingly over histongue. ..

Somelittletime later he and Secoh sat back polishing bones with the rough uppers of their tongues which
were as abrasve as ded files.

“Did you get enough to eat, Secoh?’ asked Jm.

“Morethan enough, gr,” replied the mere-dragon, staring at the white skeleton with awild and famished



eye. “Although, if your exaltedness doesn’'t mind, I’ ve aweskness for marrow...” Hepicked up a
thighbone and began to crunch it like astick of candy.

“Now,” said Jm. “About this Loathly Tower. Whereisit?’
“Thewh-what?" sammered Secoh, dropping the thighbone.
“The Loathly Tower. It' sin thefens. Y ou know of it, don’t you?’

“Oh, sr! Yes, sr. But you wouldn't want to go there, Sir! Not that I’ m presuming to give your lordship
advice—" cried Secoh, in asuddenly high and terrified voice.

“No, no,” soothed Jim. “What are you so upset about?’

“Well—of coursel’m only atimid little mere-dragon. But it’ saterrible place, the Loathly Tower, your
worship, gr.”

“How? Terible?’

“Well—well, it just is.”” Secoh cast an unhappy look around him. “It’ swhat spoiled dl of us, you know,
five hundred years ago. We used to be like other dragons—oh, not so big and handsome asyou, sir.
Then, after that, they say it was the Good got the upper hand and the Evil in the Tower was vanquished
and the Tower itself ruined. But it didn’t help us mere-dragons any, and | wouldn’t go thereif | wasyour
worship, | redly wouldn’t.”

“But what' s S0 bad? What sort of thing isit?’

“Wadll, | wouldn't say therewas any red thing there. Nothing your worship could put aclaw on. It'sjust
srange things go to it and strange things come out of it; and lately...”

“Lady what?’

“Nothing—nothing, redly, your excellency!” cried Secoh. “Y our illustriousness shouldn't catch a
worthlesslittle mere-dragon up like that. | only meant, lately the Tower’ s seemed more fearful than ever.
Thet'sdl.”

“Probably your imagination,” said Jm, shortly. “Anyway, whereisit?’

“Y ou have to go north about five miles.” While they had eaten and talked, the sunset had died. It was
amost dark now; and Jim had to strain his eyes through the gloom to see the mere-dragon’ sforeclaw,
pointing away acrossthe mere. “To the Great Causeway. It' sawide lane of solid ground running east
and west through the fens. Y ou follow it west to the Tower. The Tower stands on arock overlooking the
sea-edge.”

“Fivemiles...” said Jm. He consdered the soft grass on which he lay. His armored body seemed
undisturbed by the temperature, whatever it was. “1 might aswell get some deep. See you in the morning,
Secoh.” He obeyed a sudden, bird-like instinct and tucked hisferocious head and long neck back under
onewing.

“Whatever your excellency desires...” the mere-dragon’s muffled voice came distantly to hisear. “ Y our
excelency hasonly to cdl and I'll beimmediately available...”

The words faded out on Jm’s ear, as he sank into deep like a heavy stone into deep, dark waters.



When he opened his eyes, the sun was up. He sat up himsdlf, yawned, and blinked.
Secoh was gone. So were the leftover bones.

“Bladgt!” said Jm. But the morning was too nice for annoyance. He smiled at his mentd picture of Secoh
carefully gathering the bonesin fearful silence, and sneaking them away.

The smiledid not last long. When hetried to take off in anortherly direction, as determined by reference
to therising sun, he found he had charley horsesin both the huge wing-muscles that swelled out under the
armor behind his shoulders. The result of course, of yesterday’ s heavy exercise. Grumbling, he was
forced to proceed on foot; and four hours later, very hot, muddy and wet, he pulled his weary body up
onto the broad east-and-west-stretching strip of land which must, of necessity, be the Great Causeway.
It ran straight as a Roman road through the meres; severa feet higher than the rest of the fenland, and
was solid enough to support good-sized trees. Jim collapsed in the shade of one with aheartfelt sigh.

He awoke to the sound of someone singing. He blinked and lifted his head. Whatever the earlier verses
of the song had been, Jm had missed them; but the gpproaching baritone voice now caroled the words
of the chorus merrily and clearly to hisear:

“ Aright good sword, a constant mind, A trusty spear and true! The dragons of the mere shall find
What Nevile-Smythe can do!”

The tune and words were vaguely familiar. Jm sat up for abetter look and aknight in full armor rode into
view on alarge white horse through the trees. Then everything happened at once. The knight saw him,
the visor of hisarmor came down with a clang, hislong spear seemed to jump into hismailed hand and
the horse under him legped into agalop, heading for Im. Gorbash' s reflexestook over. They hurled Jm
draight up into the air, where his punished wing muscles cracked and fatered. Hewasjust ableto
manage enough of afluttering flop to throw himsdf into the upper branches of asmall tree nearby.

The knight skidded his horse to a stop below and looked up through the spring-budded branches. He
tilted his visor back to reved apiercing pair of blue eyes, arather hawk-like nose and ajutting generous
chin, dl assembled into a clean-shaven young-man’ sface. He looked eagerly up at Jm.

“Comedown,” hesaid.

“No thanks,” said Jm, hanging firmly to the tree. There was adight pause as they both digested the
gtuation.

“Dashed caitiff mere-dragon!” said the knight findly, with annoyance.

“I’m not amere-dragon,” said Jm.

“Oh, don't talk rot!” said the knight.

“I’'mnot,” repeated Jm. He thought aminute. “1’ll bet you can’'t guesswho | redly am.”

Theknight did not seem interested in guessing who Jm redly was. He stood up in his stirrups and probed
through the branches with his spear. The point did not quite reach Jm.

“Damn!” Disappointedly, he lowered the spear and became thoughtful. “I can climb the dashed tree” he
muttered to himself. “But then what if he flies down and | haveto fight him unhorsed, eh?’

“Look,” caled Jm, peering down—the knight looked up eagerly—“if you'll listen to what I’ ve to say,
firg”



The knight consdered.
“Fair enough,” he said, findly. “No pleasfor mercy, now!”
“No, no,” said Jm.

“Because| shan't grant them, dammit! It'snot in my vows. Widows and orphans and honorable enemies
onthefield of battle. But not dragons.”

“No. | just want to convince you who | redly am.”
“| don't give ablasted farthing who you redlly are.”

“Youwill,” said Jm. “BecauseI’m not redlly adragon at dl. I’ ve just been—uh—enchanted into a
dragon.”

The man on the ground looked skeptical.

“Redly,” said Jm, dipping alittlein thetree. “Y ou know S. Caralinus, the magician? I’ m as human as
you are.”

“Heard of him,” grunted the knight. “Y ou'll say he put you under?’

“No, he' sthe one who' s going to change me back—as soon as | can find the lady I’ m—er— betrothed
to. A redl dragon ran off with her. I'm after him. Look a me. Do | look like one of these scrawny
mere-dragons?’

“Hmm,” said the knight. He rubbed his hooked nose thoughtfully.
“Carolinusfound she' s at the Loathly Tower. I'm on my way there.”
Theknight stared.

“The Loathly Tower?’ he echoed.

“Exactly,” said Jm, firmly. “ And now you know, your honor as knight and gentleman demands you don’t
hamper my rescue efforts.”

The knight continued to think it over for along moment or two. He was evidently not the sort to be
rushed into things.

“How do | know you'retelling thetruth?’ he said at last.
“Hold your sword up. I'll swear on the cross of itshilt.”
“But if you' readragon, what' s the good in that? Dragons don’t have souls, dammit!”

“No,” said Jm, “but a Chrigtian gentleman has; and if I'm a Chrigtian gentleman, | wouldn't dare
forswear mysdf likethat, would 17’

The knight struggled visibly with thislogic for severd seconds. Finaly, he gave up.

“Oh, well...” He held up his sword by the point and let Im swear on it. Then he put the sword back in
its sheath as Jm descended. “Well,” he said, dtill alittle doubtfully, “I suppose, under the circumstances,
we ought to introduce oursaves. Y ou know my arms?’



Jm looked at the shield which the other swung around for hisinspection. It showed awide X of
slver—like acrosslying over sdeways—on ared background and above some sort of black animal in
profile which seemed to be lying down between the X’ s bottom legs.

“The gules, asdtire argent, of course,” went on the knight, “are the Nevile of Raby arms. My father, asa
cadet of the house, differenced with a hart lodged sable—you see it there at the bottom. Naturaly, ashis
heir, | carry the family arms.”

“Nevile-Smythe,” said Jm, remembering the name from the song.
“Sir Regindd, knight bachelor. And you, Sr?’
“Why, uh...” Jm clutched franticaly at what he knew of heradry. “1 bear—in my proper body, that

I1IS—
1] Q'Ji te.”

“A... gules, atypewriter argent, on adesk sable. Eckert, Sr James—uh—knight bachelor. Baron
of—er—Riveroak.”

Nevile-Smythe was knitting his brows.
“Typewriter...” hewas muttering, “typewriter...”

“A loca beadt, rather likeagriffin,” said Jm, hadtily. “We have alot of them in Riverosk—that’ sin
America, aland over the seato the west. Y ou may not have heard of it.”

“Can’'t sy that | have. Wasit there you were enchanted into this dragon-shape?’

“Wall, yesand no. | was transported to thisland by magic as was the—uh—lady Angela. When | woke
here | was bedragoned.”

“Wereyou?’ Sr Regindd sblue eyesbulged alittlein amazement. “ Angela—fair name, that! Liketo
meet her. Perhaps after we get this muddie cleared up, we might have abit of a set-to on behaf of our
respective ladies.”

Jmgulped dightly.
“Oh, you' ve got one, too?’

“Absolutely. And she' stremendous. The Lady Elinor—" The knight turned about in his saddle and began
to fumble about his equipment. Jm, on reaching the ground, had at once started out aong the causeway
in the direction of the Tower, so that the knight happened to be pacing a ongside him on horseback when
he suddenly went into these evolutions. It seemed to bother his charger not at al. “Got her favor here
someplace—haf amoment—"

“Why don't you just tell mewhat it’slike?’ said Jm, sympetheticaly.

“Oh, well,” said Nevile-Smythe, giving up his search, “it'sakerchief, you know. Monogrammed. E. d'C.
She' sadeChauncy. It srather too bad, though. I' d have liked to show it to you since we' re going to the
Loathly Tower together.”

“Weare? sad Jm, sartled. “But—I mean, it smy job. | didn’t think you’ d want—"

“Lord, yes,” said Nevile-Smythe, looking somewhat sartled himsdf. “ A gentleman of coat-armor like



mysaf—and an outrage like thistaking place localy. I'm no knight-errant, dash it, but | do have a decent
sense of regpongibility.”

“I mean—I just meant—" stumbled Jm. “What if something happened to you? What would the Lady
Elinor say?’

“Why, what could she say?’ replied Nevile-Smythein plain astonishment. “No one but an utter rotter
dodges his plain duty. Besides, there may be achance here for meto gain alittle worship. Elinor’ s keen
on that. She wants me to come home safe.”

Jm blinked.

“I don't getit,” hesaid.
“Beg pardon?’
Jmexplained his confusion.

“Why, how do you people do things overseas?’ said Nevile-Smythe. “ After we' re married and | have
lands of my own, I'll be expected to raise a company and march out a my lord’ scal. If I've no name as
aknight, I'll be able to raise nothing but bumpkins and clodpoleswho'll desert at the first Sight of sted!.
On the other hand, if I’'veaname, I'll have good men coming to serve under my banner; because, you
see, they know 1’1l take good care of them; and by the same token they’ |l take good care of me—I say,
it it getting dark rather suddenly?’

Jm glanced a the sky. It was indeed—a most the dimness of twilight athough it could, by rights, be no
more than early afternoon yet. Glancing ahead up the Causeway, he became aware of afurther
phenomenon. A line seemed to be cutting across the trees and grass and even extending out over the
waters of the meres on both sides. Moreover, it seemed to be moving toward them asif some heavy,
invisblefluid was dowly flooding out over thelow country of the fenland.

“Why—" he began. A voice wailed suddenly from hisleft to interrupt him.
“No! No! Turn back, your worship. Turn back! It's death in there!”

They turned their heads sharply. Secoh, the mere-dragon, sat perched on a half-drowned tussock about
forty feet out in the mere.

“Come here, Secoh!” caled Jm.

“No! No!” Theinvisbleline was amost to the tussock. Secoh lifted heavily into the air and flapped off,
crying. “Now it'sloose! It sbroken loose again. And we'redl logt... logt... logt...”

Hisvoice wailed away and waslost in the distance. Jim and Nevile-Smythe looked at each other.

“Now, that’ sone of our local dragonsfor you!” said the knight disgustedly. “How can agentleman of
coat armor gain honor by daying abeest like that? The worst of it iswhen someone from the Midlands
compliments you on being a dragon-dayer and you haveto explan—"

At that moment either they both stepped over the line, or the line moved past them—Jm was never sure
which; and they both stopped, as by one common, ingtinctive impulse. Looking at Sir Reginald, Jm could
see under the visor how the knight’ sface had gone pale.

“In manustuas Domine,” said Nevile-Smythe, crossing himsdlf.



About and around them, the serest gray of winter light lay on the fens. The waters of the mereslay thick
and aily, till between the shores of dull green grass. A smal, cold breeze wandered through the tops of
the reeds and they rattled together with adry and distant sound like old bones cast out into aforgotten
courtyard for thewind to play with. The trees sood helpless and till, their new, small leaves now
pinched and faded like children aged before their time while al about and over dl the heaviness of dead
hope and blesk despair lay on dll living things.

“Sir James,” said the knight, in an odd tone and accents such as Jm had not heard him use before, “wot
well that we have this day set our handsto no small task. Wherefore | pray thee that we should push
forward, come what may, for my heart faileth and | think methat it may well hap that | return not, ne no
man know mineend.”

Having said this, heimmediately reverted to his usua cheerful self and swung down out of hissaddle.
“Clarivaux won't go another inch, dashit!” hesaid. “1 shdl haveto lead him—by the bye, did you know
that mere-dragon?’

Jmfdl into step beside him and they went on again, but alittle more dowly, for everything seemed an
extraeffort under this darkening sky.

“| talked to him yesterday,” said Jm. “He' s not abad sort of dragon.”
“Oh, I’ ve nothing againgt the beasts, mysdlf. But one days them when one finds them, you know.”

“An old dragon—in fact he' sthe granduncle of thisbody I'min,” said Jm, “thinks that dragons and
humans redlly ought to get together. Be friends, you know.”

“Extraordinary thought!” said Nevile-Smythe, saring at Jm in astonishmen.
“Wdl, actudly,” sad Jm, “why not?’

“Wadll, | don't know. It just seemslikeit wouldn’t do.”

“He says men and dragons might find common foesto fight together.”

“Oh, that’ swhere he' swrong, though. Y ou couldn’t trust dragonsto stick by you in abicker. And what
if your enemy had dragons of his own? They wouldn’t fight each other. No. No.”

They fell silent. They had moved away from the grass onto flat sandy soil. Therewas aterile, flinty
hardnessto it. It crunched under the hooves of Clarivaux, a once unyielding and treacherous.

“Getting darker, isn'tit?” said Im, findlly.

Thelight was, in fact, now down to agrayish twilight, through which it wasimpossible to sse morethan a
dozen feet. And it was dwindling as they watched. They had hated and stood facing each other. Thelight
fled steadily, and faster. The dimness became blacker, and blacker—until findly the last vestige of
illumination was logt and blackness, total and complete, overwhemed them. Jm felt agauntleted hand
touch one of hisforelimbs.

“Let’shold together,” said the voice of the knight. “ Then whatever comes upon us, must come upon us
al a once”

“Right,” said Jm. But the word sounded cold and dead in histhroat.

They stood, in silence and in lightlessness, waiting for they did not know what. And the blankness about



them pressed further in on them, now that it had isolated them, nibbling &t the very edges of their minds.
Out of the nothingness came nothing materid, but from within them crept up one by one, like blind white
dugs from some bottomless pit, dl their inner doubts and fears and unknown weaknesses, al the things of
which they had been ashamed and which they had tucked away to forget, al the maggots of their souls.

Jm found himsdf dowly, stedthily beginning to withdraw hisfordimb from under the knight’ stouch. He
no longer trusted Nevile-Smythe—for the evil that must be in the man because of the evil he knew to be
in himsdlf. Hewould move away. .. off into the darkness done. ..

“Look!” Nevile-Smythe' svoice cried suddenly to him, distant and eerie, asif from someone dready a
long way off. “L ook back the way we came.”

Jm turned about. Far off in the darkness, there was adistant glimmer of light. It rolled toward them,
growing asit came. They fdt its power againgt the power of lightlessnessthat threatened to overwhelm
them; and the horse Clarivaux stirred unseen beside them, stamped his hooves on the hard sand, and
whinnied.

“Thisway!” caled Jm.
“Thisway!” shouted Nevile-Smythe.

The light shot up suddenly in height. Like agreet rod it advanced toward them and the darkness was
rolling back, graying, disappearing. They heard a sound of feet close, and a sound of breathing, and
then—

It was daylight again.

And S. Caralinus stood beforethem in tall hat and robes figured with strange images and signs. In his
hand upright before him—asif it was blade and buckler, spear and armor dl in one—he held atdll
carven staff of wood.

“By the Powerdsl” hesaid. “I wasin time. Look therel”

He lifted the staff and droveit point down into the soil. It went in and stood erect like some denuded
tree. Hislong arm pointed past them and they turned around.

The darknesswas gone. Thefenslay reveded far and wide, stretching back along way, and up ahead,
mesting the thin dark line of the sea. The Causaway had risen until they now stood twenty feet above the
mere-waters. Ahead to the west, the sky was ablaze with sunset. It lighted up all the fens and the end of
the Causaway leading onto along and bloody-looking hill, whereon—touched by that same dying
light—there loomed above and over dl, amongst great tumbled boulders, the ruined, dark and shattered
shell of aTower asblack asjet.

"
“—why didn't you wake us earlier, then?” asked Jm.

It was the morning after. They had dept the night within the smal circle of protection afforded by
Carolinus gaff. They were Sitting up now and rubbing their eyesin thelight of asun that had certainly
been above the horizon agood two hours.

“Because,” said Carolinus. He was Sipping at some more milk and he stopped to make aface of distaste.



“Because we had to wait for them to catch up with us.”
“Whao? Catch up?’ asked Jm.

“If I knew who,” sngpped Carolinus, handing his empty milk tankard back to emptier air, “I would have
said who. All I know isthat the present pat-tern of Chance and History impliesthat two morewill join
our party. The same pattern implied the presence of this knight and—oh, so that’ swho they are.”

Jm turned around to follow the magician’ s gaze. To his surprise, two dragon shapes were emerging from
aclump of brush behind them.

“Secoh!” cried Jm. “And—Smrgol! Why—" Hisvoice wavered and died. The old dragon, he suddenly
noticed, was limping and one wing hung alittleloosdly, haf-drooping from its shoulder. Also, the eydid
on the same side as the loose wing and giff leg was sagging more or less at half-magt. “Why, what

happened?”’
“Oh, ahit &iff from yesterday,” huffed Smrgol, bluffly. “Probably pass off in aday or two.”
“Stiff nothing!” said Jm, touched in spite of himsdlf. “Y ou’ ve had astroke.”

“Stroke of bad luck, I'd say,” replied Smrgol, cheerfully, trying to wink his bad eye and not succeeding
very well. “No, boy, it'snothing. Look who I’ ve brought dong.”

“I—I wasn't too keen on coming,” said Secoh, shyly, to Jm. “But your granduncle can be pretty
persuasive, your wo—you know.”

“That'sright!” boomed Smrgal. “Don’t you go caling anybody your worship. Never heard of such stuff!”
Heturned to Jm. “And letting ageorge go in where he didn’t dare go himself! Boy, | said to him, don’'t
givemethis only a mere-dragon and just a mere-dragon. Mere' s got nothing to do with what kind of
dragon you are. What kind of aworld would it beif weweredl likethat?” Smrgol mimicked (aswell as
his dragon-basso would let him) someonetaking in ahigh, smpering voice. “Oh, I'm just a
plowland-and-pasture dragon—you' Il have to excuse me, I'm only a hafway-up-the-hill dragon—Boy!”
bellowed Smrgal, “I said, you'rea dragon! Remember that. And adragon acts like adragon or he
doesn'tact at dl!”

“Hear! Hear!” said Nevile-Smythe, carried away by enthusiasm.

“Hear that, boy? Even the george here knows that. Don't believe I’ ve met you, george,” he added,
turning to the knight.

“Nevile-Smythe, Sir Reginad. Knight bachelor.”

“Smrgol. Dragon.”

“Smrgol? Y ou aren’t the—but you couldn’t be. Over ahundred years ago.”

“The dragon who dew the Ogre of Gormely Keep? That’ swho | am, boy—george, | mean.”
“By Jove! Alwaysthought it wasalegend, only.”

“Legend? Not on your honor, george! I'm old— even for adragon, but there was atime—well, well, we
won't go into that. I’ ve something more important to talk to you about. I’ ve been doing alot of thinking
the last decade or so about us dragons and you georges getting together. Actually, we' reredly alot
dike—’



“If you don't mind, Smrgol,” cut in Caralinus, snappishly, “we aren't out here to hold a parlement. It'll be
noon in—when will it be noon, you?’

“Four hours, thirty-seven minutes, twelve seconds at the sound of the gong,” replied theinvisible bass
voice. There was amomentary pause, and then asingle melow, chimed note. “Chime, | mean,” thevoice
corrected itself.

“Oh, go back to bed!” cried Carolinusfurioudy.
“I’ve been up for hours,” protested the voice, indignantly.

Caralinusignored it, herding the party together and starting them off for the Tower. Theknight fell in
besde Smrgoal.

“About this business of men and dragons getting together,” said Nevile-Smythe. “ Confess| wasn't much
impressed until | heard your name. D’ you think it’ s possble?”’

“Got to make a start sometime, george.” Smrgol rumbled on. Jim, who had moved up to the head of the
column to walk beside Carolinus, spoke to the magician.

“Whet livesinthe Tower?’
Carolinusjerked hisfierce old bearded face around to look at him.

“What's living there?’ he snapped. “I don’t know. WEe Il find out soon enough. What is there—neither
aive nor dead, just in existence a the spot—is the manifestation of pure evil.”

“But how can we do anything againgt that?’

“We can't. We can only contain it. Just as you—if you' re essentially a good persorn—contain the
potentiditiesfor evil in yoursdf, by killing its creatures, your evil impulses and actions.”

“Oh?’ sadJm.

“Certainly. And since evil opposes good in like manner, its creatures, the onesin the Tower, will try to
destroy us”

Jmfdtacold lumpin histhroat. He swallowed.
“Dedroy us?’

“Why no, they’Il probably just invite usto tea—" The sarcasm in the old magician’ s voice broke off
suddenly with thevoiceitself. They had just stepped through alow screen of bushes and ingtinctively
checked to a hdlt.

Lying on the ground before them was what once had been aman in full armor. Jm heard the sucking
intake of bresth from Nevile-Smythe behind him.

“A most foul death,” said the knight softly, “most foul...” He came forward and dropped clumslly to his
armored knees, joining his gauntleted handsin prayer. The dragons were silent. Carolinus poked with his
saff at awidetrail of dimethat led around and over the body and back toward the Tower. It wasthe
sort of trail agarden dug might have left—if this particular garden dug had been two or more feet wide
where it touched the ground.

“A Worm,” said Carolinus. “But Worms are mindless. No Worm killed him in such crud fashion.” He



lifted his head to the old dragon.
“I didn't say it, Mage,” rumbled Smrgol, uneasily.

“Best none of ussay it until we know for certain. Come on.” Carolinustook up the lead and led them
forward again.

They had come up off the Causaway onto the barren plain that doped up into ahill in which stood the
Tower. They could see the wide fens and the tide flats coming to meet them in the arms of asmall
bay—and beyond that the seg, stretching misty to the horizon.

The sky above was blue and clear. No breeze stirred; but, as they looked at the Tower and the hill that
held it, it seemed that the azure above had taken on ametdlic cast. The air had aquivering unnaturalness
like an atmosphere dancing to heat waves, though the day was chill; and there came on Jm'’ sears, from
where he did not know, ahigh-pitched dizzy singing like that which accompanies ddlirium, or high fever.

The Tower itsdf was distorted by these things. So that dthough to Jim it seemed only the ancient, ruined
shell of abuilding, yet, between one heartbeat and the next, it seemed to change. Almost, but not quite,
he caught glimpses of it unbroken and alive and thronged about with fantastic, half-seen figures. His heart
best stronger with the delusion; and its beating shook the scene before him, al the hill and Tower, going
inand out of focus, inand out, in and out...

... And therewas Angie, in the Tower’ sdoorway, cdling him...

“Sop!” shouted Carolinus. His voice echoed like aclap of thunder in Jm’s ears; and Jm awoketo his
senses, to find himsdf sraining againgt the barrier of Carolinus' staff, that barred hisway to the Tower
likearod of iron. “By the Powerd” said the old magician, softly and fiercely. “Will you fal into the first
trap st for you?’

“Trap?" echoed Jm, bewilderedly. But he had no timeto go further, for at that moment there rose from
among the giant boulders at the Tower’ s base the heavy, wicked head of adragon aslarge as Smrgol.

The thunderous bellow of the old dragon beside Jm split the unnaturd air.

“Anark! Traitor—thief—inchworm! Come down here!”

Booming dragon-laughter rolled back an answer.

“Tell us about Gormely Keep, old bag of bones! Ancient mudpuppy, fat lizard, scare uswith words!”
Smrgol lurched forward; and again Carolinus staff was extended to bar the way.

“Petience,” said the magician. But with one wrenching effort, the old dragon had himsdlf under control.
Heturned, panting, to Carolinus.

“What' s hidden, Mage?’ he demanded.

“Well see” Grimly, Carolinus brought his staff, endwise, three times down upon the earth. With each
blow the whole hill ssemed to shake and shudder.

Up among the rocks, one particularly large boulder tottered and rolled aside. Jm caught his breeth and
Secoh cried out, suddenly.

In the gap that the boulder revealed, athick, dug-like head was lifting from the ground. It reared,
yelow-brown in the sunlight, itstwo sets of horns searching and reveding alight externa shell, aplatelet



with amerest hint of spire. It lowered its head and dowly, inexorably, began to flow down-hill toward
them, leaving itsgligtening trail behind it.

“Now—" said the knight. But Carolinus shook his head. He struck at the ground again.
“Comeforth!” he cried, histhin, old voice piping on the quivering air. “ By the Powersl Comeforth!”
And thenthey saw it.

From behind the great barricade of boulders, dowly, there reared first abad and glistening dome of
hairless skin. Sowly thisrose, reveaing two perfectly round eyes below which they saw, asthewhole
came up, ho proper nose, but two air-dits side by side asif the whole of the bare, enormous skull was
covered with asmple sheet of thick skin. And rising till further, this unnatural heed, asbig around asa
beach ball, showed itsdlf to possess awide and idiot-grinning mouth, entirely lipless and reveding two
jagged, matching rows of yellow teeth.

Now, with aclumsy, studied motion, the whole cresture rose to its feet and stood knee-deep in the
boulders and towering above them. It was manlike in shape, but clearly nothing ever spawned by the
human race. A good twelve feet high it stood, arough patchwork kilt of untanned hides wrapped around
its thick waist—but thiswas not the extent of its differences from the race of Man. It had, to begin with,
no neck at al. That obscene beachball of a hairless, near-featurel ess head balanced like an apple on
thick, square shoulders of gray, coarse-looking skin. Itstorso was one straight trunk, from which itsarms
and legs sprouted with a disproportionate thickness and roundness, like sections of pipe. Its kneeswere
hidden by itskilt and its further legs by the rocks; but the elbows of its oversze arms had unnatura hinges
to them, amost asif they had been doubled, and the lower arms were dmost as large as the upper and
near-wristless, while the hands themselves were awkward, thick-fingered parodies of the human
extremity, with only three digits, of which onewas asingle, opposed thumb.

The right hand held a club, bound with rusty metal, that surely not even such amonster should have been
ableto lift. Y et one grotesque hand carried it lightly, aslightly as Carolinus had carried his gaff. The
monster opened its mouth.

“Hel” it went. “Hel Hel”

The sound was fantastic. It was a basstitter, if such athing could be imagined. Though the tone of it was
aslow asthe lowest note of agood operatic basso, it clearly came from the creature’ s upper throat and
head. Nor was there any red humor in it. It was an utterance with anervous, habitud air about it, likea
man clearing histhroat. Having sounded, it fell silent, watching the advance of the great dug withits
round, light blue eyes.

Smrgol exhded dowly.
“Yes” herumbled, dmost sadly, dmost asif to himsdf. “What | was afraid of. An ogre.”

In the slence that followed, Nevile-Smythe got down from his horse and began to tighten the girths of its
saddle.

“S0, 50, Clarivaux,” he crooned to the trembling horse. “ So ho, boy.”

Therest of them werelooking dl at Carolinus. The magician leaned on his saff, seeming very old indeed,
with the deep lines carven in the ancient skin of hisface. He had been watching the ogre, but now he
turned back to Jm and the other two dragons.

“I had hoped dll along,” he said, “that it needn’t cometo this. However,” he crackled sourly, and waved



his hand at the approaching Worm, the silent Anark and the watching ogre, “asyou see... Theworld
goes never theway we want it by itsaf, but must be hatered and led.” He winced, produced hisflask
and cup, and took adrink of milk. Putting the utensils back, he looked over a Nevile-Smythe, who was
now checking hisweapons. “1’d suggest, Knight, that you take the Worm. It sa poor chance, but your
best. | know you' d prefer that renegade dragon, but the Worm is the greater danger.”

“Difficult to day, | imagine?’ queried the knight.

“It' svitd organsare hidden degpinsdeit,” said Carolinus, “and being mindless, it will fight on long after
being mortally wounded. Cut off those eye-stalks and blind it firgt, if you can—"

“Wait!” cried Jm, suddenly. He had been listening bewilderedly. Now the word seemed to jump out of
his mouth. “What' re we going to do?’

“Do? sad Carolinus, looking at him. “Why, fight, of course.”
“But,” ssammered Jm, “wouldn’t it be better to go get some hep? | mean—"

“Blagtit, boy!” boomed Smrgol. “We can't wait for that! Who knowswhat’ Il happen if we take time for
something like that? Hell’ sbell’ s, Gorbash, lad, you got to fight your foes when you meet them, not the
next day, or the day after that.”

“Quiteright, Smrgol,” said Carolinus, dryly. “Gorbash, you don’'t understand this Situation. Every time
you retreat from something like this, it gains and you lose. The next time the odds would be even worse
agang us”

They weredl looking a him. Jm felt theimpact of their curious glances. He did not know what to say.
He wanted to tell them that he was not afighter, that he did not know the first thing to do in this sort of
battle, that it was none of his business anyway and that he would not be here at all, if it were not for
Angie. Hewas, in fact, quite humanly scared, and floundered desperately for some sort of strength to
lean on.

“What—what am | supposed to do?’ he said.

“Why, fight the ogre, boy! Fight the ogre!” thundered Smrgol—and the inhuman giant up on the dope,
hearing him, shifted his gaze suddenly from the Worm to fastenit on Jm. “And I l| take on that louse of
an Anark. The george her€' Il chop up the Worm, the Mage' Il hold back the bad influences— and there
weare”

“Fight theogre...” If Jm had till been possessed of hisordinary two legs, they would have buckled
underneath him. Luckily his dragon-body knew no such weakness. He looked at the overwhelming bulk
of his expected opponent, contrasted the ogre with himsalf, the armored, ox-heavy body of the Worm
with Nevile-Smythe, the deep-chested over-size Anark with the crippled old dragon beside him—and a
cry of protest rose from the very depths of hisbeing. “But we can't win!”

He turned furioudy on Carolinus, who, however, looked at him camly. In desperation he turned back to
the only normal human he could find in the group.

“Nevile-Smythe,” hesaid. “ Y ou don't need to do this.”

“Lord, yes” replied the knight, busy with his equipment. “Worms, ogres—one fights them when one runs
into them, you know.” He considered his spear and put it aside. “Believe I'll faceit onfoot,” he
murmured to himsdlf.



“Smrgol!” said Jm. “Don’'t you see—can’t you understand? Anark isalot younger than you. And you're
not well—"

“Er...” said Secoh, hedtantly.
“Speak up, boy!” rumbled Smrgol.

“Wadl,” ssammered Secoh, “it'sjust... what | meanis, | couldn’t bring mysdf to fight that Worm or that
ogre—I redly couldn't. | just sort of go to pieceswhen | think of them getting closeto me. But | could
—well, fight another dragon. It wouldn’t be quite so bad, if you know what | mean, if that dragon up
there bresks my neck—* He broke down and stammered incoherently. "1 know | sound awfully silly—*

“Nonsense! Good lad!” bellowed Smrgol. “ Glad to have you. |—er—can’t quite get into the air mysdlf
at the moment—dtill abit iff. But if you could fly over and work him down thisway wherel can get a
grip on him, we'll stretch him out for the buzzards.” And he dealt the mere-dragon a tremendous thwack
with histail by way of congratulation, amost knocking Secoh off hisfeet.

In desperation, Jm turned back to Carolinus.

“Thereisno retreat,” said Carolinus, camly, before Jim could spesk. “ Thisisagame of chesswhereif
one piece withdraws, all fall. Hold back the creatures, and | will hold back the forces—for the creatures
will finish me, if you go down, and theforceswill finish you if they get me.”

“Now, look here, Gorbash!” shouted Smrgol in Jm’sear. “That Worm’samost here. Let metell you
something about how to fight ogres, based on experience. Y ou listening, boy?’

“Yes” sad dm, numbly.

“I know you' ve heard the other dragons calling me an old windbag when | wasn't around. But | have
conquered an ogre—the only onein our raceto doiit in the last eight hundred years—and they haven't.
S0 pay attention, if you want to win your own fight.”

Jm gulped.
“All right,” hesaid.

“Now, thefirgt thing to know,” boomed Smrgoal, glancing a the Worm who was now less than fifty yards
digtant, “is about the bonesin an ogre—"

“Never mind thedetalls!” cried Jm. “What do | do?”

“Inaminute,” said Smrgol. “Don't get excited, boy. Now, about the bonesin an ogre. The thing to
remember isthat they’ re big—matter of fact in the arms and legs, they’ re mainly bone. So there sno use
trying to bite clear through, if you get achance. What you try to do is get a the muscle—that’ stough
enough asit is—and hamstring. That’s point one.” He paused to look severely at Jm.

“Now, point two,” he continued, “also connected with bones. Notice the elbows on that ogre. They
aren't like ageorge selbows. They' re what you might call double-jointed. | mean, they have two joints
where ageorge has just the one. Why? Simply because with the big bones they got to have and the
muscle on them, they’ d never be able to bend an arm more than hafway up before the bottom part’d
bump the top if they had ageorge-type joint. Now, the point of al thisisthat when it swingsthat club, it
can only swing in one way with that elbow. That’sup and down. If it wantsto swing it Sdeto Sde, it's
got to useits shoulder. Consequently if you can catch it with its club down and to one side of the body,
you got an advantage; because it takes two motionsto get it back up and in line again—instead of one,



likeageorge”
“Yes, yes” sad Jm, impatiently, watching the advance of the Worm.

“Don't get impatient, boy. Keep cool. Keep cool. Now, the knees don’t have that kind of joint, soif you
can knock it off itsfeet you got ared advantage. But don't try that, unless you' re sure you can do it;
because once it gets you pinned, you' re agoner. Theway to fight it isin-and-out—fast. Wait for aswing,
divein, tear him, get back out again. Got it?’

“Gotit,” said Jm, numbly.

“Good. Whatever you do, don't let it get agrip on you. Don't pay attention to what’ s happening to the
rest of us, no matter what you hear or see. It' severy one for himsalf. Concentrate on your own foe; and
keep your head. Don't let your dragon ingtinct to get in there and dug run away with you. That’ swhy the
georges have been winning againgt us asthey have. Just remember you' re faster than that ogre and your
brains|| win for you if you stay clear, keep your head and don't rush. | tell you, boy—"

Hewasinterrupted by a sudden cry of joy from Nevile-Smythe, who had been rummaging around
Clarivaux’ssaddle.

“I say!” shouted Nevile-Smythe, running up to them with surprising lightness, considering hisarmor. “The
most marvelous stroke of luck! Look what | found.” He waved awispy stretch of cloth at them.

“What?’ demanded Jm, his heart going up in one sudden leap.

“Elinor’ sfavor! And just intime, too. Be agood fdlow, will you,” went on Nevile-Smythe, turning to
Caralinus, “and tie it about my vambrace here on the shield arm. Thank you, Mage.”

Caralinus, looking grim, tucked his staff into the crook of hisarm and quickly tied the kerchief around the
armor of Nevile-Smythe' slower left arm. As he tightened the final knot and let his hands drop away, the
knight caught up his shield into position and drew his sword with his other hand. The bright blade flashed
like asudden streak of lightning in the sun, he leaned forward to throw the weight of hisarmor before
him, and with ashout of “ A Nevile-Smythe! Elinor! Elinor!” he ran forward up the dope toward the
approaching Worm.

Jm heard, but did not see, the clash of shell and stedl that was their coming together. For just then
everything began to happen at once. Up on the hill, Anark screamed suddenly in fury and launched
himsdlf down the dopeintheair, wings spread like some great bomber gliding infor acrash landing.
Behind Jm, there was the frenzied flapping of lesthery wings as Secoh took to the air to meet him—Dbut
thiswas drowned by a sudden short, deep-chested cry, like awordless shout; and, lifting his club, the
ogre stirred and stepped clear of the boulders, coming forward and straight down the hill with huge,
ground-covering strides.

“Good luck, boy,” said Smrgal, in Jm’sear. “And Gorbash—" Something in the old dragon’ s voice
made Jm turn hishead to look a Smrgol. The ferocious red mouth-pit and enormous fangs were
frighteningly open before him; but behind it Jm read a strange affection and concern in the dark
dragon-eyes. “—remember,” said the old dragon, amost softly, “that you are a descendant of Ortosh
and Agtval, and Gleingul who dew the sea serpent on the tide-banks of the Gray Sands. And be
therefore valiant. But remember, too, that you are my only living kin and the last of our line... and be
caeful.”

Then Smrgol’ s head was jerked away, as he swung about to face the coming together of Secoh and
Anark in mid-air and bellowed out his own chalenge. While Jim, turning back toward the Tower, had



only timeto taketo the air before the rush of the ogre was upon him.

He had lifted on hiswingswithout thinking— evidently thiswas dragon ingtinct when attacked. He was
aware of the ogre suddenly before him, checking now, with its enormous hairy feet digging deep into the
ground. The rust-bound club flashed before Jim'’ s eyes and he felt aheavy blow high on his chest that
swept him backward through the air.

Heflalled with hiswingsto regain balance. The over-sizeidiot face was grinning only acouple of yards
off from him. The club swept up for another blow. Panicked, Jm scrambled aside, and saw the ogre
sway forward astep. Again the club lashed out—qui ck!—how could something so big and
clumsy-looking be so quick with its hands? Jm felt himsealf smashed down to earth and a sudden lance of
bright pain shot through hisright shoulder. For a second, agray, thick-skinned forearm loomed over him
and histeeth met in it without thought.

He“was shaken like arat by arat terrier and flung clear. Hiswings best for the safety of dtitude, and he
found himsdlf about twenty feet off the ground, staring down at the ogre, which grunted awordless sound
and shifted the club to strike upwards. Im cupped air with hiswings, to fling himself backward and avoid
the blow. The club whistled through the unfedling air; and, sweeping forward, Jm ripped at one great
blocky shoulder and begt clear. The ogre spun to face him, till grinning. But now blood welled and
trickled down where Jm’ steeth had gripped and torn, high on the shoulder.

—And suddenly, Jm redlized something:

Hewas no longer afraid. He hung intheair, just out of the ogre’ s reach, poised to take advantage of any
opening; and a hot sense of excitement was coursing through him. He was discovering the truth about
fights—and about most smilar things—that it is only the beginning that isbad. Once the chipsare down,
severd million years of ingtinct teke over and thereis no timefor thought for anything but confronting the
enemy. So it waswith Jm— and then the ogre moved in on him again; and that was hislast specific
intellectud thought of the fight, for everything ese was drowned in his overwheming drive to avoid being
killed and, if possible, to kill, himself...

It was along, blurred time, about which later Im had no clear memory. The sun marched up thelong arc
of the heavens and crossed the nooning point and headed down again. On the torn-up sandy soil of the
plain he and the ogre turned and feinted, smashed and tore at each other. Sometimes hewasin the air,
sometimes on the ground. Once he had the ogre down on one knee, but could not press his advantage.
At another time they had fought up the long dope of the hill amost to the Tower and the ogre had him
pinned in the cleft between two huge boulders and had hefted its club back for the fina blow that would
smash Jm'’ s skull. And then he had wriggled free between the mongter’ s very legs and the battle was on

again.

Now and then throughout the fight he would catch brief kaleldoscopic glimpses of the combats being
waged about him: Nevile-Smythe now wrapped about by the blind body of the Worm, its eye-stalks
hacked away—and striving in sllence to draw free his sword-arm, which was pinned to hisside by the
Worm'sencircling body. Or therewould roll briefly into Jnv' svison atangled roaring tumble of flailing
leathery wings and serpentine bodies that was Secoh, Anark and old Smrgol. Once or twice he had a
momentary view of Carolinus, still standing erect, his staff upright in his hand, hislong white beard flowing
forward over hisblue gown with the cabalistic golden signs upon it, like some old seer in the hour of
Armageddon. Then the gross body of the ogre would blot out hisvison and hewould forget dl but the



enemy before him.

The day faded. A dank mist cameralling in from the seaand fled in little wisps and tatters across the
plain of battle. Jm'’ s body ached and dowed, and hiswingsfdt leaden. But the ever-grinning face and
sweeping club of the ogre seemed neither to weaken nor to tire. Jm drew back for amoment to catch his
breath; and in that second, he heard avoice cry out.

“Timeisshort!” it cried, in cracked tones. “We are running out of time. The day is nearly gone!”

It was the voice of Carolinus. Jm had never heard him raise it before with just such a desperate accent.
And even as Jm identified the voice, he redlized that it came clearly to his ears—and that for sometime
now upon the battl efield, except for the ogre and himsdlf, there had been silence.

He shook his head to clear it and risked a quick glance about him. He had been driven back amost to
the neck of the Causeway itself, where it entered onto the plain. To one side of him, the snapped strands
of Clarivaux’ s bridle dangled limply where the terrified horse had broken loose from the earth-thrust
spear to which Nevile-Smythe had tethered it before advancing againgt the Worm on foot. A little off
from it stood Carolinus, upheld now only by his staff, his old face shrunken and dmost mummified in
appearance, asif thelife had been al but drained from it. There was nowhere else to retreat to; and Jm
was aone.

Heturned back his gaze to see the ogre amost upon him. The heavy club swung high, looking gray and
enormousin themist. Im fet in hislimbs and wings aweskness that would not let him dodgeintime;
and, with al his strength, he gathered himself, and sprang instead, up under the mongter’ sguard and
insde the grasp of those cannon-thick arms.

The club glanced off Jin' s spine. He felt the arms go around him, the doubletriad of bone-thick fingers
searching for his neck. He was caught, but his rush had knocked the ogre off hisfeet. Together they went
over and rolled on the sandy earth, the ogre gnawing with hisjagged teeth at Jm’s chest and striving to
break aspine or twist aneck, while Jm'’ stail lashed futildly abouit.

They rolled againgt the spear and snapped it in haf. The ogre found its hold and Jm felt his neck beginto
be dowly twisted, asif it were achicken’sneck being wrung in dow motion. A wild despair flooded
through him. He had been warned by Smrgol never to let the ogre get him pinned. He had disregarded
that advice and now he waslog, the battle was lost. Stay away, Smrgol had warned, use your brains...

The hope of awild chance sprang suddenly to lifein him. His head was twisted back over his shoulder.
He could see only the gray mist above him, but he stopped fighting the ogre and groped about with both
forelimbs. For adow moment of eternity, he felt nothing, and then something hard nudged againgt his
right foreclaw, aglint of bright meta flashed for a second before his eyes. He changed hisgrip on what he
held, clamping down on it asfirmly as his clumsy foreclawvs would alow—

—and with every ounce of strength that was left to him, he drove the fore-part of the broken spear deep
into the middle of the ogre that sprawled above him.

The great body bucked and shuddered. A wild scream burst from theidiot mouth alongside Jim' s ear.
The ogre let go, staggered back and up, tottering to itsfeet, looming like the Tower itself above him.
Again, the ogre screamed, staggering about like adrunken man, fumbling at the shaft of the spear sticking
from him. It jerked at the shaft, screamed again, and, lowering its unnatural head, bit at the wood like a
wounded anima. The tough ash splintered between itsteeth. It screamed once more and fell to its knees.
Then dowly, like abad actor in an old-fashioned movie, it went over onitsside, and drew upitslegslike
aman with the cramp. A final scream was drowned in bubbling. Black blood trickled from its mouth and
it lay ill.



Jm crawled dowly to hisfeet and looked about him.

The mistswere drawing back from the plain and the first thin light of |ate afternoon stretching long across
thedope. Initsrusty illumination, Jm made out what was to be seen there.

The Worm was dead, literally hacked in two. Nevile-Smythe, in bloody, dinted armor, leaned wearily on
atwisted sword not more than afew feet off from Carolinus. A little farther off, Secoh raised atorn neck
and head above the intertwined, locked-together bodies of Anark and Smrgol. He stared dazedly at Jm.
Jm moved dowly, painfully over to the mere-dragon.

Jm came up and looked down at the two big dragons. Smrgol lay with hiseyes closed and hisjaws
locked in Anark’ s throat. The neck of the younger dragon had been broken like the stem of aweed.

“Smrgal...” croaked Jm.

“No—" gasped Secoh. “No good. He sgone... | led the other one to him. He got his grip—and then he
never let go...” The mere-dragon choked and lowered his head.

“Hefought well,” creaked a strange harsh voice which Jm did not at first recognize. He turned and saw
the Knight standing at his shoulder. Nevile-Smythe' s face was white as sea-foam insde hishemet and
theflesh of it seemed fallen in to the bones, like an old man’s. He swayed as he stood.

“We havewon,” said Carolinus, solemnly, coming up with theaid of hisstaff. “Not againin our lifetimes
will evil gather enough strength in this spot to break out.” Helooked a Jm. “And now,” he said, “the
balance of Chance and History inclinesin your favor. It' stimeto send you back.”

“Back?’ said Nevile-Smythe.

“Back to hisown land, Knight,” replied the magician. “Fear not, the dragon left in thisbody of hiswill
remember al that happened and be your friend.”

“Fear!” said Nevile-Smythe, somehow digging up afina spark of energy to expend on hauteur. “| fear no
dragon, dammit. Besides, in respect to the old boy heré’—he nodded at the dead Smrgol—“I’ m going
to see what can be done about this dragon-alliance business.”

“Hewasgreat!” burst out Secoh, suddenly, amost with a sob. “He—he made me strong again.
Whatever hewanted, I’ll doit.” And the mere-dragon bowed his head.

“Y ou come dong with me then, to vouch for the dragon end of it,” said Nevile-Smythe. “Well,” he turned
to Jm, “it'sgoodbye, | suppose, Sir James.”

“| suppose s0,” said Jm. “Goodbye to you, too, I—" Suddenly he remembered.
“Angiel” hecried out, spinning around. 1’ ve got to go get Angie out of that Tower!”
Caralinus put his staff out to halt Jm.

“Wait,” hesad. “Ligten...”

“Lisgten?’ echoed Jm. But just at that moment, he heard it, awoman’ s voice cdling, high and clear, from
the migsthat ill hid the Tower.

“Jim! Jim, where are you?’

A dight figure emerged from the migt, running down the dope toward them.



“Herel am!” bellowed Jm. And for once hewas glad of the capabilities of hisdragon-voice. “Herel am,
Angie—’

—but Carolinus was chanting in astrange, sSnging voice, words without meaning, but which seemed to
shake the very air about them. The mist swirled, the world rocked and swung. Jm and Angie were
caught up, were swirled about, were spun away and away down an echoing corridor of nothingness...

... and then they were back in the Grille, seated together on one side of the table in the booth. Hanson,
across from them, was goggling like a bewildered accident victim.

“Where—wheream 17" he ssammered. His eyes suddenly focused on them across the table and he gave
adartled croak. “Help!” he cried, huddling away from them. “Humang!”

“What did you expect?’ snagpped Jm. “ Dragons?’

“No!” shrieked Hanson. “Watch-beetles—like me!” And, turning about, he tried desperately to burrow
hisway through the wood sest of the booth to safety.

It was the next day after that Jm and Angie stood in the third floor corridor of Chumley Hal, outside the
door leading to the office of the English Department.

“Well, areyou going inor aren’'t you?’ demanded Angie.
“Inasecond, inasecond,” said Jm, adjusting histie with nervousfingers. “ Just don't rush me.”
“Do you suppose he' s heard about Grottwold?” Angie asked.

“I doubt it,” said Jm. “The Student Health Service says Hanson' s dready starting to come out of
it—except that he'll probably aways have atouch of amnesia about the whole afternoon. Angiel” said
Jm, turning on her. “ Do you suppose, dl the time we were there, Hanson was actudly being a
watch-beetle underground?’

“I don’t know, and it doesn't matter,” interrupted Angie, firmly. “Honestly, Jm, now you' vefindly
promised to get an answer out of Dr. How-ells about ajob, I’ d think you’ d want to get it over and done
with, instead of hegitating likethis. | just can’t understand aman who can go about consorting with
dragons and fighting ogres and then—"

“—dtill not want to put his boss on the spot for ayes-or-no answer,” said Jm. “Hah! Let metdl you
something.” Hewaggled afinger in front of her nose. “Do you know whet al this dragon-ogre business
actually taught me? It wasn’'t not to be scared, either.”

“All right,” said Angie, withasigh. “What wasit then?’

“I'll tell you,” said Jim. “What | found out...” He paused. “What | found out was not, not to be scared. It
was that scared or not doesn’t matter; because you just go ahead, anyway.”

Angieblinked a him.
“Andthat,” concluded Jm, “iswhy | agreed to haveit out with Howells, after al. Now you know.”

Heyanked Angieto him, kissed her grimly upon her startled lips, and, |etting go of her, turned about.
Giving afind jerk to histie, he turned the knob of the office door, opened it, and strode vaiantly within.



Critics may break butterflies on the wheel, but never dragons.
THE PRESENT STATE OF IGNEOSRESEARCH

Research—serious research, that is—into the subject of the large igneo-eructidae known familiarly to
scholarsinthefield as*igneos’ and to the layman as* dragons,” has aways been hampered as much by
lack of aplaceto publish results as by the generd skepticism of the public—to say nothing of the
skepticism of most present-day biologists and zool ogists—concerning the existence of this species. The
effect of this has been that effortsto publish in the field have produced activities on the part of the
researcher more resembling those of the hero in alate-night spy movie than those of someone engaged in
ordinary scholarly investigation. Occasiondly, of course, this unorthodox behavior has paid unexpected
dividends, asin the discovery of new channels of information, such asthe publication in which you are
now reading his monograph. True to along-standing policy of barring nothing from its pages which might
be of interest to its admittedly highly-sdlective readership, Anaog has emerged as the one publication of
the last severad decades which had continuoudly striven to keep its readers up to date on the latest igneos
research.

Occasondly, we must admit, thisinformation has had to be presented in fictiona form, even here. But |
need not rehearse examples of excellent information on the igneos, reaching this publication’ s readers
from highly qudified workersin the field such as Anne M cCaffrey and Poul Anderson, to name only two.
Having, however, cited this pair, who by their scholarship and renown are hardly in aposition to be
shaken by any ordinary attack, let us move aong to the main topic. For the subject of this particular
paper is not the conditions and problems surrounding igneos research, but afortunate discovery of a
piece of invauable new evidence which bidsfar to shine apowerful, valuable—if not revolutionary—light
on thewhole species.

Thisdiscovery consists of amanuscript that presents an account, in verse, of an encounter between an
igneos and ahuman. It is not, however, merely the account of any random encounter, but details the
exact actions of amember of the* Dragon-Runners Guild” toward one particular igneos, in accordance
with therules of that Guild. The Dragon-Runners Guild is an organization, the existence of which has
been long suspected by researchersinto the igneos situation. Now, with this manuscript, proof has at last
been obtained that the Guild did indeed exis—and may dlill, in fact, be not only in existence, but in active
existence, evenin our present era.

But more of that in amoment. Let us pass on to more solid matters. It is necessary before building
conjecture upon fact to give amore precise description of the manuscript, and an account of the
information to be deduced from it.

Onfirgt examination the narrative appears to be written in something very like Fourteenth Century Middle
English. Closer scrutiny, however, reved stwo puzzling incons stencies. One, the chronicler who wroteit
was clearly unused to the making of such chronicles. There are variances within the text that show that it
was penned with agood ded of carelessness and little thought beyond that of setting down theimmediate
information it contained. Second, the language used, whileit has some of the tricks of spelling common to
Middle English in the period mentioned, aso shows ameter and rhymethat isonly consstent if the words
set down are pronounced as a spesker of Modern English would pronounce them.

However, tests of the parchment on which the manuscript was written, and the ink used, have proved
that neither parchment nor ink were of any more recent vintage than some five hundred years, and
possibly much older. This has|eft only one possible conclusion, by anyone knowledgesble in theigneos
field. That is, that while the manuscript had to be written by someone with amodern ear, it was
nonetheless written by such a person while he or she was existing in the Fourteenth Century or earlier.



In short, we must assume that a case of tempord trandation (i.e., time-traveling) wasinvolved in the
production of this manuscript.

Startling—even sdlf-contradictory—as this may sound to those unacquainted with the work aready done
inthisfied, it is quite consstent with other evidence previoudy published. Those informed about the
igneos will undoubtedly recall Ms. McCaffrey’ sreferences to, and descriptions of, the phenomenon of
tempord trandation as achieved by these remarkable creatures, in her earlier papersin this publication. It
therefore becomes entirely concelvable that the author of this manuscript was origindly of our own
modern era.

Oncethisfact isaccepted, theinterna evidence of the manuscript ddivers up that information which |
have—and | believe justly—referred to as revolutionary. For centuries researchers have puzzled over
what actudly extinguished the race of theigneos. Naturally, among knowledgeable scholars, the mistaken
folk-tde notion that the igneos were evil creatures destroyed by human heroes— the * St. George and the
Dragon” legend, for example—has |ong been recognized for the crud distortion of fact that itis. I, mysdf,
have had afew wordsto say on this matter in another publication, some seventeen yearsago (“ St.
Dragon and the George,” Fantasy and Science Fiction, September 1957); and the georgists, | am
confident, are adying breed. For some centuries wein the field have been convinced that igneos-nature
was just the opposite of evil; dthoughit isonly for the first time, in this manuscript, that we have
documentary proof of the fact—documentary proof provided by a human writer.

| refer you to stanza twenty-four, lines one and two, of the manuscript:
“Y e whole world knowes—despyte hys fercer parte. How ech Dragon wythin hathe noble herte. . .”

Theimportant information hereliesinthewords*”... hathe noble herte.” Asl say, anyone expert in the
field haslong suspected thisto be true. But we must ask ourselves, since igneos were noble-hearted, and
known by humansto be so, how did canards like the St. George and the Dragon legend get started?

| believe the answer to that can be given smply, in oneword. Guilt. Asinterna evidenceinthis
manuscript makes clear, humans were indeed responsgible for the disappearance of the igneosfrom
among us, but not by force of arms. Rather by neglect and inattention, atreatment these noble-hearted
crestures could not endure.

Asacareful examination of the manuscript will show, a close association between man and igneoswas
originaly consdered not merely advantageous, but necessary to theigneos. Observe that the story set
down intheselinesisthat of an igneosrevived from apoor state of health by a human. Lacking such
human association previoudy, the igneos Shagoth, asit is noted near the beginning of the poem, has
become “faite’ and “ styffe,” with atemper that “wasse notte gude.” He has, in fact, become so
debilitated asto lose his naturd ability tofly.

Contrast this condition with the accounts of the same igneos, further on in the poem after he has been
contacted and exercised by acomparably noble-hearted human—the Prentice (later Knight, till later
Baron) Morlet:

“... Aboveyerockye strande and cruel sea, SHAGOTH bete upward, lyght as fethers bee; Swoopynge
and makynge Turnes Immeeman, And Loope-ve-Loopes, dl suche as Dragon canne...”

Note, o, how it islater remarked that the now-dim igneos continuesto “ronne” and lift “ hevie weightes
to keepe hym trim” dthough Morlet, in person, has dready parted with him. Above dl, note the
extremely important lines emphasizing that, asaresult of Shagoth keeping up these activities, “dl other
Dragonesenviehym...” (1)



Tothetrained professiond eye, lines and line-fragments such as these it together to make certain
unmistakable statements. Shagoth is not just oneigneos, lft to lead asolitary existence—but al igneosin
such condition of human neglect. Morlet is not merely one human, but representative of awhole class of
humans who have aways concerned themsalves with the welfare of the igneos. And the message, in brief,
isplain. Igneos require human contact and assstance for their existencein thisworld. A lack of such
contact in recent centuries was obvioudy a primary reason for their disappearance from among us.

But isthis sad conclusion al we can learn from this manuscript? No. Thereisfurther information to be
gleaned from the lines of poetry; and thisindicates dmost beyond a shadow of adoubt that the igneos
need not be gone from among us for good.

For, | submit humbly, but with the certainty of al my years of scholarship in thisfield, that these lines,
together with other evidence | have mentioned, revedl that the igneos, as arace, have not died out. What
they have doneisto withdraw tempordly from us humans. They have literally hidden themsdlves
somewherein the temporal continuum, using their ability to trave there.

Wherein the tempora continuum are they hiding? The answer to this question must await further
research. But no one of intelligence can doubt that the answer isthere waiting for us. | submit to you two
inescapable conclusons:

One, that this manuscript was clearly written by amodern hand.
Two, that the Dragon-Runners Guild is proved beyond any reasonable doubt to exit.

The deduction from these conclusionsis obvious. The writer of the manuscript must have been himsdlf or
hersalf amember of the Guild—a modern member who was able to return through time to the Fourteenth
Century or earlier. Such tempora trandations could only have been accomplished with the help of one or
more igneos—which meansthat their race mugt il exist, in some arearemoved from our modern
present, but from which they are in contact with the Guild. Such Guild-contact can only indicate that the
igneos have not completely given up on humanity.

This being the case, however, we may well ask ourselves—can the igneos ever be brought back into
contact with the rest of our race, and if so, how?

The poem itsef offersan answer. It was the lack of association of noble-hearted humans that caused the
igneosto disappear from view, it tellsus. But it avoids suggesting that there were no longer any
noble-hearted humansin existence. | propose, rather, that it was the noisy vehicles of modern
transportation, the overwhelming growth of human cities—in short, the infestation of earth and sky with
dl the artifacts of what humans call modern civilization—that caused the sendtive igneosto shrink back
more and more into isolated areas, where the possibility of their contact with the noble-hearted among
our own race was extremely limited.

But now, we have finaly come upon a practical means of bringing the igneos out of hiding. It isthrough
such publications asthis, that a sufficient number of igneos-minded humans can be located and identified;
S0 that, finding human friends once more available to them, the igneos may possibly be enticed to return
among us.

| have been told point-blank by other igneos experts that this prospect is a pipe-dream on my part; that
the noble-hearted human is as extinct as the igneos themselves have popularly been believed to be.
However, | emphaticaly rgject such pessmism; and | offer to rebut it with the reactions of the readers of
thismonograph. Let me refer you to the fact that, at its conclusion, the manuscript shows Shagoth and
Morlet, dthough they are now separated, maintaining their friendship through an exchange of
correspondence once ayear:



“... Butte yn ye season whenne ye mistletoe And holly hangeth hevye on ye bough, Ech wrytesto ech a
lettere of gude cheere, To tele hysfriende whatte hym befel thatte yeare.”

| stand on my belief that there are among the readers of this publication many of those noble-hearted
individuas with whom our time-stranded igneos friends yearn to have contact. And | call ondl of you
reading this. How many of you would not be willing, like Morlet, to St down once ayear at thisholiday
season and pen a“lettere of gude cheere’ to an igneos friend?

Confident that the positive response to this question will be an overwhelmingly decisive one, | Sit back to
await the future in an atmaosphere of anticipation and high hope.

YE PRENITCE AND YE DRAGON
Y n frostye season whenne ye mistletoe
And hally hangeth hevye on ye bough;
A deede bothe brave and kindlie once befdl;

Thetde of whych yn truthe | canne nowetelle.

Ther wasse a Dragon, SHAGOTH, on aclyffe.
| wiss hee wasse a Dragon fatte and styffe;
For thatte Snce manye settynges of ye sunne

Hee hadde no ferce battaile, nor helthful ronne.

And as bothe Dragones and ale mankinde hathe,
Hys styffnesse fedeth fulle hys anciente wrathe.
By alle of whych | shulde be understoode

To saye of hym, hys temper wasse notte gude.

By cause of thys, hys soreinfirmitee,
He sheweth no traveleresne mercie;
Ande suche grym stories of hym didde resound,

Allefolke of hys clyffe passeth far around.

But a ye tyme of whych | nowerédate

Ther cameth one whose renoun wasse notte grete;



A Prentice onlie, but by stronge oathe bounde,

To ronne dle Dragones, and to keepe them sounde.

And as hysrank, tho gentil, wasse not grete,
Hee had no welth, ne any hy edtate;
But that rare charitie to Dragonkinde

Whych Sages praiseth, tyme dle oute of mynde.

MORLET, hysname, abrave and kindlie youth.
When thatte hee knew ye mattere wasse ynsoothe
Of aDragon’ s deepe neede, yvowed thatte hee
Shulde see ye SHAGOTH ronninge lyssomlee.

Y et perillewas ynough, aswelle he wotte,
Sobye hee came at nyghttyme as ythought,
Wher depeth SHAGOTH yn arockye neste,

Groanynge for aches thatte paineth stronge hysreste.

And clever lyeye Prentice, dledone,
Beneathe ye necke of SHAGOTH rolled a stone.
So thatte ye Dragon twyst hys necke yn deepe,
Y e stone from bruysing of hisflesheto keepe.

So depeth hee wyth twysted necke tyll dawne.
Woke wyth ye sunne and sterteth up anon.
A styffe, and certes, a crookede necke to fynde,

Soe thatte he myghte bye no meanes |ooke behinde.

Soe payned thyslaste condicioun, past beliefe,



Thatte SHAGOTH gan to wepe for verie griefi
“O sadde a Dragon’slyfe,” quod hee,

“thatte | Must suffere soe, and am too fatte to flye!”

But scarcdlie hadde he made thys woefulle moan,
When hee did fedle apoke at hys tayle-bone.
Furieuse, heetryde to turn hys head and see,

Who poked atte hym; but hys styffe necke stopped hee.

“Hay done!” hee cryed, “Y n Name of Dragon’ s Wrathe!”
Y ette MORLET kneweth welle hys Prentice' pathe;
Wherefor hee proddeth SHAGOTH yette once more
And SHAGOTH lepeth from hys neste, aroare.

So wroth ye Dragon wasse, ne recketh hee
Of alehysachesand alle hys miserie.
“| shalle thys Pokkere shak fro off my tayle”
Swered heg, “then dryve hym erthwerd lyke anayle!”

Rechinge ye open plaine, hee gan gdlope
As onlie Dragons canne, withouten stoppe.
At fersom speede hee thundred o' er ye lande,

Ther wasse no distaunce thatte culde hym withstande.

Meantyme, yonge MORLET, faithfulle to hysvowe,
Clungeto ye Dragon’ stayle, gratefulle enowe.
For hys gude belte, withe whych tyght-bounde hadde hee,
Hymsdf to SHAGOTH, leste hee bee throwne free.



S0, ryskinge lyfe and lymbe and mortae dethe,
MORLET revowed hys oathe whyle hee hadde brethe,

“I will succour thys Dragon, or wille die. Suth dutie ysye leeste fro suche as|!”

Y e, if yonge MORLET wulde notte bende hyswille,
Namor culde SHAGOTH'’ s Dragon’ swrathe be stille.
Togethere, they continuede on ther ronne

Through mornynge, noone, and settynge of ye sunne.

Acrosse ye wyde plaine, thro ye furthere hilles,
By fidldes and forestes, swampes and rockyerilles,
Chargeth ye SHAGOTH ynto deepeste nyghte.

Fulle warme wasse hee, ne ached, but felte aryghte.

And asye yongling dawne gan bleede ye skye,
SHAGOTH unto hymsdlf asked, “Beethys|?
Solyghtlieleping o' er ech hilleand dae;

So achdess, fulle of strengthe, nelyketo fayle?

“Mayhap thys|onge gallope hathe done me gude.
Culdest bee thys Pokkere knewe soe, thatte yt wulde?
YT soe, mystaken wasse my wrathe anon

| muste admitte to hym thatte | wasse wronge.*

Hee turned hys heade—nowe on a supple necKe,
To speketo MORLET. But hee fayled to recke
Of (juste aheade) a cliffe-edge, sharpe yndeede
From off of whych hee hurtled atte fulle speede



A diffeytte wasse, famosfro lande to lande,
For hdfe amyle sheere, fle ytte to ye strande
Of ye deepe sea, wyth grete stones alle aboute,

To smashe ye lyfe fro man and Dragon oute.

Y e whole world knowes—despyte hysfercer parte,
How ech Dragon wythin hathe noble herte;
And yn thys moment whenne fel dethe wasse nere,

Y tte wasse notte for hymsaf SHAGOTH felte feare.

“Alad” cryed hee, “nelooked | onne, eftsoone.
| have repayed kyndnesse wyth ferful doome!
Pokkere, t' was thou hel ped mee—nowe wee muste dye!*

"NonSensel“ quod MORLET. " Needes butte thatte ye flye.

Grete teares therpon bedewed ye Dragon’ s cheek.
“Alas” hee wept, “I am too fatte and weake!”
“Thatte once wasse true,” sayd MORLET, *but namor.

Thy ronne hathe made thee lean and lyght to soare.”

“Cannethys beetrue?” sayd SHAGOTH. “I willetrye”
Heetryed, and lo! Hee founde thatte hee culde flye.
As once hadde hee, when butte a Dragon yonge,

Soarynge above ye erthbounde, everechon.

Ah, grete ye bliss of hygh lordes yn ther toweres,
And grete ther laydes blisswythin ther bowers,;
But no blisstoucheth that whych doth obtayn,

A Dragon fatte, who nowe canne flye agayne!



Above yerocye strande and cruel sea,
SHAGOTH bete upward, lyght as fethers bee;
Swoopynge and makynge Turnes Immeleman,

Ande Loope-ye-Loopes, dl suche as Dragons canne.

So triumphantlee returned hee home by aire,
To hysown clyffe. Partyngewyth MORLET ther,
He didde ye Prentice thanke mogte hertilie,

And waved farewel asfar as hym culde see.

And soe they parted. Butte since then, ech dawne,
Earlie, SHAGOTH some lengthie leagues doth ronne;
Ande lyfteth hevie weightes to keepe hym trim,

Soe thatte ale other Dragones envie hym.

Meantyme, yonge MORLET hath becom aKnyghte.
Y n manye landes hath shone yn gdlaunt fyghte
Ande won hym grete honors, untyl ye Kyng

Hath made hym Baronne, asye mynsrellessing.

Soe goeth ech, uponne hys separate waye,
SHAGOTH doth aide dle travelleres gone astraye.
MORLET doth rule hys Baronnie, and fyghte

Alleeville Knyghtes, and trounceth them aryght.

Butte yn ye season whenne ye mistietoe
And hally hangeth hevye on ye bough,

Ech wrytesto ech alettere of gude cheere



Totelle hysfriende whatte hym befd thatte yeare.

When art is a product of madness, what happens when the artist goes sane?

A CASE HISTORY

“YOU LOOK LIKE AN INTELLIGENT YOUNG MAN,” SAID THE gray-haired individual.
“Thank you,” the bartender replied. “ Another boilermaker?’

“Makeit adouble. My nerves are shattered.”

“Ninety cents” the barman said, putting it down in front of him. *For long-term results, however, | would
recommend a psychiarist.”

“| am apsychiatrigt,” the other answered, gloomily.
“Oh.”

“And there’ sno usetelling me to see someone elsein my own profession,” he added. “1 can't affordiit.
Anyway, it wouldn't help. Quis custodiet ipsos custodes? Or, in other words, who will listen to the
psychiatrist? Nobody but the bartender.”

“If you'll excuse me for amoment, the lunch crowd will be coming in shortly and I’ ve got to get these
glasses washed—"

“Young man,” said the psychiatrit, “the patient’' s namewas Elmer.” “Elmer?’

Elmer Grudy was hisred name, said the psychiatrist. He is better known under his pseudonym of Bruce
Mondamin, as aleading writer of American fantasy fiction. His specidity was the supernatura spiced
with anice touch of the gruesome, for which certain childhood traumatawere directly responsible—bui |
won't violate professond confidence by going into details. Enough that he was successful and had
experienced an unhappy childhood—as who hasn't? Why, in my own case—but | wander from the
subject.

As| say, he was successful—up to a certain point. The monsters he was adept at creating in hisfiction
were uniformly successful in chilling the blood of readers during the early and rlatively blesk years of his
career when he lived on peanut butter sandwiches and cheap beer. However with the postwar boom in
thistype of literature, he suddenly began to make money and the first signs of his persona tragedy began
to make their gppearance. He put on weight, filling out his six foot frame from a skinny 130 to arobust
180 pounds. He moved into better quarters, got a haircut and some new clothes and was observed to
smile where he once scowled, to be mildly sociable where he used to be violently antisocial. In short, to
giveadl the sniger indications of being happier than he had ever been in hislife before.

| need hardly say that the effect al thishad on hiswriting was disastrous. It wasfindly and forcibly
brought to his attention when hislatest story was returned by his most consistent publisher with a curt
note, the substance of which was that he clean up a certain passage dealing with the story’ s Monster—or
dse—

Elmer looked at the passage indicated, in surprise. He had written it in good faith; and, even looking at it
now, he could see nothing wrong with it. The passage went asfollows:



“The Thing!” screamed little Tommy Wittleton, “ The Thing in the closet! 1t’s coming out!”
The Thing came all the way out. It advanced on little Tommy.
“There, there, Tommy,” it said, “ don’t be frightened.”

Beaming reassuringly on the little fellow, it produced a large chocolate bar fromits pocket and
gaveit to the boy. Then it took its other hand from behind its back.

“ Guess what | have here?” it whispered. Tommy looked. His eyes bugged out.
“The little puppy-dog | wanted for Christmas!” he cried joyfully.

Elmer scratched his head over the passage. It looked dl right to him. He worried about it for aweek and
finaly cameto seeme.

| pointed out the truth to him. He had, unfortunately, become a happy and contented man. It was ruining
hiswork. What he needed was to delve back into his childhood and recapture the old neuroses and
psychoses. After some struggle he agreed to try.

Now, Elmer had been raised by amaiden aunt following the early degeth of both his parents; and this
maiden aunt—well, I'll spare you the details. However, the maiden aunt, who was till alive, wasthe
personification of dl hisearly terrors. Shelived done, acomplete recluse, in asmal town down east.
Elmer had not seen her since he had run away from home at the age of fifteen to find freedom and the
means of livelihood as generd cleanup boy in aflourishing mortuary.

“Go back, Elmer,” | told him. “ Return in your own mind to the days when you lived with your Auntie
Eglantine. Recreate your childhood, and your old skill with monsterswill return to you.”

Elmer was doubtful, but Elmer tried. He spent long hours walking by himsdlf, or brooding in the cdllar of
his house (he had a house of hisown by thistime). He even tried eating sandwiches of stae bread and
lard—afavorite of hisaunt’s during his childhood. But it seemed that he would be without success, until it
occurred to him one day to put his unique talents to work on the problem. Asawriter, he should be able
to dramatize his situation with his pen. Accordingly, he sat down and commenced astory in which aboy
like himsalf was being brought up by an aunt like his aunt; and at the end of the story, the aunt became a
hideous monger.

The story was aresounding success. His mongter aunt was the most spine-chilling thing to hit the sands
and countersin adecade. There was one horrible little bit at the end in which her eyes melted and ran
together—but | won't afflict you with the full description. Sufficeit to say that the man who set up the
gdley proofsisnow in Bellevue.

Wi, the problem gppeared solved. EImer obliged with story after story in which somebody’ s aunt
finished up by becoming amonster. And the aunt he used for his modd was always his aunt; and in each
story, her appearance became more horrible than ever.

| saw by the reviewsin the various periodicds that EImer wasriding the crest of thewave; and |
expected to hear no more from him. Y ou can judge my surprise, therefore, when sx months later the
shattered wreck of aman that caled himsdaf Elmer Grudy tottered into my office and collgpsed on the
couch.



“What'sthis?’ | said.
“Doctor,” replied Elmer. “It' sdl up with me.”

By dow degrees| extracted the story from him. Like so many artists he had committed the fatal error of
living his own gtories too intensaly. And hismind was cracking. In ahoarse whisper hetold medll.

“Say what you like, Doctor,” he husked. “ The conviction has been growing on me that my aunt is exactly
what | have painted her to be—namely an inhuman monster in human guise. | have fought the notion, but
it pergsts. Ordinary monsters are nothing to me. | used to take imaginary onesto bed with me asachild.
But amonster who is at the sametime ablood relative—" he shuddered and alook of pure terror came
over hisface. He clutched at my arm. “In my heart of hearts,” he hissed, “I know the truth—that | am il
living that story | have written so often. | am gtill her nephew, no matter under what fictiond namel
choose to hide mysdlf. Sheis till my aunt and the close of the Story isyet to be enacted. Intheend |
must return to her. And when | do—" hisvoice rose to a shriek—"she will turn out to be amonster more
horrible than any | have ever described.”

“A deluson,” | assured him. “Born of overwork and your memories of your childhood.”

“No, no,” he sobbed. “It'strue, | tell you. Even now, in that dark old house of hers, sheis moving
around inhumanly, acompound of dl theforms| have given her in my writing.”

Widl, | worked with him, but the conviction wastoo firmly implanted to be removed by ordinary
methods. Findly, | had to advance the ultimate suggestion.

“Elmer,” | sad, firmly, “you can conquer this obsession of yoursonly by facing up toit. Thereisonly one
way to do this. Y ou must go down and see your aunt.”

He collapsed, of course. | brought him around and repeated the suggestion. He collgpsed again.
However, after severd repetitions of this, hefinaly faced the inevitable and made arrangementsto go
down to the small town where hisaunt lived. It was the greatest mistake of my career.

The psychiatrist Sghed.

“Wait aminute,” the bartender said. “Y ou aren’t going to tell me that when he went down there, he found
hisaunt actualy changed into some sort of horrible being that gobbled him up.”

The psychiatrist bristled.

“Of courseI’m not going to relate any such ridiculous nonsensel” he snapped. “Elmer had lived with
mongters since he was atiny child. | knew that. The most horrible monster conceivable could never be
more than commonplace to such aman. Infact,” he added, “it was just that that | was counting on.”

The barman stared a him suspicioudly.

“| don’'t believe | understand you,” he said. *'Y ou mean you actudly expected Elmer’ saunt to be the
monster hisweird stories had made her out to be?’

“Naturally,” snapped the doctor. “A layman, of course, would reject any such hypothesis on the grounds
that it would beimpossible. A scientific mind like mine recognisesthat nothing isimpossible. | not only
thought it probable that Elmer’ s aunt had become mongtrous, | was sure of it. | had planned EImer’s
discovery of thisasaform of shock treatment.”



The early lunch crowd was beginning to drift in through the front door of the bar. The barman eyed them
nervoudy.

“Thenit didn't happen that way?’ he asked, edging away.

“Of courseit did! Elmer knocked on the door, wasinvited in, entered and found himself confronted by
aninhuman thing which swayed toward him across the carpet and said—reproachfully— ‘Elmer! You
bad boy! Look what you' ve doneto me!l’ Immediately, rationdity returned to EImer. Hetipped his hat
and politely replied, * Sorry, Auntie,” then returned hereto the city.”

“I can't understand your being upset, then. He was cured, wasn't he?’
“Oh, hewas cured all right,” answered the psychiatrig, bitterly. “But | blasted his career in the process.”
“I don’'t seewhy.” Obvioudy puzzled, the barman stopped his dow retrest.

“| should think it would be obvious,” said the psychiatrigt, looking up in some surprise. “Elmer’ s mongters
had, even in the beginning, been velled aunt-images. His success had been founded upon successfully
creating monsters out of aunts. Now that he had actually turned his aunt into amonster, the source of his
raw materia waslogt to him. He could no longer write storiesin which the aunt turned into amonster.
Only one course remained open to him.”

“Y ou mean—" the bartender was not an unintelligent young man—*you mean that Elmer is now writing
goriesin which the mongter turnsinto an aunt?

“That'sexactly what | mean,” answered the psychiatrist, moodily. “What €lse could he do? And, quite
naturaly, in the process, heisdowly starving to death. | need hardly say,” added the learned man, “that
thereis next to no market for that type of materid.”

When “ the reek and theriot of night is done,” certain selected wolves may be fit to be welcomed
indoors.

THE GIRL WHO PLAYED WOLF

It was harry decant who gtarted it. thereis no use histrying to dodge the responsbility for starting it, for
that, at least, isamatter of record. He may or may not have been athoughtless pawn in the coldly
scientific hands of Amos Slizer; but the fact remains that he was the one who first dragged David off to a
doctor, he was the one who found out about Amos' private resort, and—so Harry said—talked that
eccentric genius into accepting them as guests. And, certainly the most important point of all, it was he
who managed their joint introduction to Leona.

It was the introduction that really started things off. Harry and David were sitting on the dock, Harry
fishing and David day-dreaming wistfully of meat—thick, juicy steeks, by preference; or, failing that, any
kind of solid food that would not exhibit amad urge to retrace its steps the minute it completed the
pleasant journey to his sscomach. The Minnesotawoods were basking pleasantly in the summer sunshine
and faintly over the water came the embaitled voices of Amos and that rugged stone wall of scientific
conservatism, Angus McCloud, who were ostengibly fishing from aboat. So lay the scene, and David
wasfinding it, in spite of the breakfast which had recently deserted him, al rather comfortable.

He was brought back to redlity by the voice of Harry murmuring with admiration in hisear.
“—A super babe.”



“Huh?’ responded David absent-mindedly.
“Look!” demanded Harry, digging hiselbow into David' sribs. “—Coming down the path.”

Wearily, David turned his head toward the rutted trail that led down from the dope on which the guest
cabins perched. Super babes might be dl very well to look at, but a the moment they were running a
poor second to day-dreams of tenderloin.

“Where?' he asked.

But Harry had aready scrambled to hisfeet; and David, finding the super babe was not on the path, but
aready stepping on the shore sde of the dock, automatically followed him. So it was, that what with his
own abstraction and the confusion attendant on getting to hisfeet, he did not actualy get agood look a
Leonauntil they were standing dmost faceto face.

What he saw was alissome redhead in a scarlet bathing suit. Shewastall, eesly astal asHarry— which
made her just about even with David' s chin, and her eyeswere as green as the summer woods. At the
sight of David she stopped dead, and the two of them stood, transfixed, staring at each other.

Meanwhile, with the ease of long practice, Harry had charged blithely into the business of making himself
acquainted.

“Well, wel!” hesaid, heartily. “And, well! Y ou must be one of our fellow guests. Let me extend the hand
of friendship and exchange names. | am Harry Decant, and thislong, dyspeptic-looking character with
the ugly face and large handsis known as David Muncy.”

Hejogged David with an elbow asasigna to speak up. But the effort waslogt. For, suddenly, at the
moment of finding himself face to face with the redhead, David had become completdly lost in awelter of
reactions Smilar to nothing he had experienced before. His throat had gone dry. Hisbody wastense. The
little hairs on the back of hisneck had risen tinglingly, and he was possessed of a sudden overwhelming
urge to sniff a the newcomer.

“David!” said Harry, jogging him again. “ Say heloto thelady.”
“Sniff!” sniffed David audibly, leaning forward.
“Davel” cried Harry.

The redhead drew back half astep, curled her upper lip away from one dainty tooth and snarled
Odlicately.

“Davel” repeated Harry, grabbing him by the arm and pulling him back. With astart, David cameto
himsalf. The odd sensations disappeared in awave of embarrassment, and he drew back in histurn.

“Excuseme,” he mumbled, extending an awkward paw. “I'm glad to meet you.”
Cautioudy, the girl took it.

“How do you do?’ shesaid in awarm contrato, “I’m Leona Parr, Dr. Sizer' ssecretary.” A feding of
warm pleasure spread over David. He shook her hand warmly. She smiled up at him.

“I’'mup herefor my hedth,” he said, till holding onto her hand.



“Redlly,” said Leona. “That' stoo bad.”

“Yes” sad David, blissfully, “I can’t eat solid food.”
“How terrible”

“yYes”

“Hey!” said Harry.

They both turned toward him.

“I’'vegot ahand too,” he said.

“Oh. Sorry,” said David. He thrust Leona s hand rather ungracioudly into Harry’s. She shook it
absent-mindedly.

“It comes from overwork,” said David.

“It does?’ asked Leona

“Yes. | wasworking on my Doctor’ sthesisin Elizabethan prose and | guess| overdid it.”
“Y ou should take better care of yourself.”

“Hey!” said Harry.

“lwill.”

“Yes, do.”

“I guess| might aswell shove off,” said Harry.

“| keep dreaming of mest.”

“Poor thing.”

“Thick, juicy cuts of mest.”

“Wll, goodbye,” said Harry.

“Goodbye,” said Leonaabsently. “ Fresh meat— raw.”

“Raw?’ echoed David. “ Oh—goodbye, Harry.”

“Bah!” said Harry, samping off.

“Much better than cooked,” said Leona

“Do you redly think so?” asked David. “1 once had an uncle who—"

When the sun went down on the lake, they were till on the dock, and till talking. Leond s bathing suit
wasdill dry.

“Wdl?" sad Harry that evening, in the cabin they shared jointly.



“Well what?’ asked David.

“I have” said Harry, sitting up in his bunk and pointing addiberate finger at David, “known you for
twelveyears. In dl that time, you have been, if you will pardon the expression, a schlump where women
are concerned. | say thisnot to cast any reflection on you, for you are the scholarly type and everyone
knowsthat scholars have areputation for goggling, sammering, and sumbling in socid Stuations. But,
consder, I—" Harry thumped himself emphatically on the chest—*have been working my tongue to the
bone for you these last twelve years. If we needed dates, | got both of them. If the conversation lagged
over the doughnuts and coffee, | spoke for both of us, filling the air with light chatter and careless banter.
And now, al of asudden, you seem to have blossomed out with this Leona female and become an
operator. And | think you owe me an explanation. Have you been goldbricking in lazy treacherous
fashion dl these years? Or have you suddenly been struck by lightning? Or—" Harry looked at him
suspicioudy—"" what ?*

David turned away from the moon he had been contemplating through the cabin window.
“Harry,” hesaid. “Do you know what brought us here?’
“Aninvitation from Dr. Sizer,” answvered Harry. “ Arranged by yourstruly.”

“No, Harry,” David contradicted with gentle patience. “ That’ swhat you think it was. But actudly it was
fate”

“Fate?’

“Fate,” said David, turning back to the window, “that which o’ ersees the affairs of men, and turning,
twigsthemtoitsgods”

“What?’ yelped Harry. “Fate? Goas? What are you talking about?’

“Oh, that,” for asecond David looked his nor-ma shy sdlf, “It’saline from apoem | waswriting this
evening.”

“It sounds like Shakespeare,” said Harry, suspicioudly. “It does not sound like Shakespeare,” answered
David indignantly, “and anyway, that’ s beside the point. The point is, Fate had brought Leona and mysdlf
together. | dmost proposed on the dock tonight. I’ll do it tomorrow. We can drive to the nearest Justice
and be married in the afternoon. Will you be my best man, Harry?’

“Good God!” cried Harry. “Y ou’' ve been struck by lightning!”

He legped out of his bunk—agtartling figure in maroon pgameas.

“Stay here,” he begged. “Promisemeyou'll stay here until | get back, Dave.”
“Theworld isdl oneto metonight,” answered David, loftily.

“Wall, just stay here,” said Harry, and rushed out into the gloom.

The resort was plunged in that absol ute blackness peculiar to forested country at night; but the lights of
the windows up at the owner’ slodge stood out clearly. With only an occasiona yelp or curse ashisbare
feet cameinto painful contact with stones or twigs, Harry plowed through the darkness to the front door
of the lodge and hammered uponiit.



“Comein,” rasped theirascible voice of Amos Slizer, and Harry burst in to find the two savants arguing
over and around a bottle of scotch in the kitchen.

“Have adrink and get your breath back,” said Angus, hospitably, offering the bottle, which, incidentaly,
bel onged to Amos.

Harry grabbed at it and poured a couple of good-sized swallows down histhroat by way of lubrication.
“That'sfine,” said Angus, approvingly, “and now that you' ve got your breath back—"
“I don't know what to think—" began Harry, wildly.

“Now that you' ve got your breath back,” repeated Angus, smoothly, folding his knotted hands together,
“perhapsyou’ Il bear me out on asmal point of my discussion with Amos, here.”

“But David—" began Harry.

“Tush and foosh, David,” interrupted McCloud, whose accent betrayed him only when he became
irritated. “ Thisisimportant. Our good friend Amos here—" he leered at the other, who snorted, “ has
been reading alot of old wivestaes, superstitions and the like. And theresult is, they’ ve driven him clear
out of hishead. They’ve addled his brains so much he’ s come up with what the poor soul thinksisa
whole new divison of knowledge.”

“Pay no attention to his phraseology, Devant!” snapped Amos. “He strying to prejudice you.”
“But—" sad Harry.

“Theresultis,” continued McCloud, laying aheavy hand on Harry’ sarm, “that he' staken to believing in
witches and ghosts and the like and maintaining that they follow purely naturd laws of their own order.”

“Para- science!” barked Amos.

“Fool-science! Numbskull science!” roared Angus, suddenly purpling. “Have you any proof, man?’

“I have,” sald Amos.

“Then why won't you show it to me?’

“Because,” crackled Amos. “ Y ou're just pigheaded enough to deny the evidence of your own senses.”

“Hah!” thundered Angus, gripping Harry’ sarm and dragging him involuntarily forward haf astep. “That's
what y€e ve said before. But I’ ve got you now. Let’s see you convince young Harry, here. HE san
open-minded pup. Convince himand I'll admit I'm wrong.”

Amos brought one bony fist down on the kitchen table with acrash.

“Got you!” hecried. “Why do you think | invited Harry and that friend of hisand the girl up here? En?
Just to get you to make that statement and be forced into abiding by the proof when | produced it. Hal”
He threw back hisbony head and roared with laughter.

Angus McCloud' s face degpened a good two shadesin color.
“A put-up job,” herumbled.



“Not on their part. Not on their part,” said Amos. “Harry doesn't know athing about it, do you, Harry?’

“For Pete ssake!” ydped Harry, findly finding agap in the conversation. 1’ ve got something important
to talk about. David' s gone nuts. Clear out of hismind.”

“What?" barked Amos, jerking himsdlf upright in his chair and sobering suddenly. “ Nuts? Already? What
happened? What' s he been doing? Why doesn’t he take better care of himsdf? Harry, if you'velet him
go out of hishead, I ll shoot you. What happened?’

“I’'vebeentryingto tell you,” said Harry, plaintively.

“Wadll, don't keep standing there telling us you’ ve been trying to tell us,” snapped Amos. “Tdl us. What's
thisal about?’

“All right, it wasthisway,” Harry, finding his knees suddenly weak, sat down at the table and took
another pull from the bottle. “ This afternoon Dave and | met this Leona—"

“Beautiful girl, by theway,” sald Amosto Angus.
“I’venoticed—" said Angusto Amos.

“—and Dave sort of monopolized the conversation right from the start, which isn't like him. Wdll, | didn’t
pay much attention to that; but | wastalking to him tonight and he tells me he' sgoing to marry her
tomorrow.”

Amos sghed in relieved fashion and leaned back in hischair.

“Oh, well,” hesaid. “ That’ s nothing to get darmed about. Y oung blood—you know—" hisvoicetrailed
away vaguely.

“What?’ cried Harry.

“Summertime—yprime of life—think nothing of it,” said Amos soothingly.
“But he asked meto be his best man,” bleated Harry, increduloudly.
“It'Il blow over,” said Amos.

“Thehdl it will,” answered Harry, “you don’t know Dave.”

“Wdl,” said Amos, judicioudy, “1 suppose | could spesk to him. Inthe morning of course. Firgt thingin
themorning.”

“Nothing doing,” said Harry. “If you know anything about this mantrap that’ Il make him dow down for a
bit, you tell it to him tonight.”

“Not tonight.”
“Tonight!”
“All right,” sghed Amos. “Bring him up here”

“You bet!” said Harry. “Don’'t move. I'll beright back.” He took off from the lodge at arun, which,
however, due either to the scotch, or the reassuring effect of Amos' unconcern, owed down to amore



cautiouswak which wasinfinitely kinder on his bare feet. He picked hisway down the dopeto where
the lights of the cabin belonging to David and himsdlf, loomed.

But when he got there, David was gone.

It was high breskfast-time when the prodigd returned. Harry was just finishing histhird cup of coffee and
looking at Leonawith deep suspicion in his eyes, when David wandered in. He was wearing ashirt and
pair of dacks, somewhat dirty, rumpled and torn. Harry compared his tangled condition with the
bandbox freshness of Leona and the suspicion deepened. “Where have you been?’ he asked. ‘Morning,
darling,” said Davidto Leona. ” "Morning, dear,” replied Leona. | said,” repeated Harry. ” Where have
you been?' ”Out,” replied David, turning to him with acourteoudy puzzled expression. ”In thewoods. Is
it important? Whet is the difference?"

“Important?’ said Harry, with abitter laugh. “To me? Hah! No. | wouldn't say it wasimportant. Merely
inconvenient. Y ou babble delirioudy inthe night. | run for help to thelodge and arouse Dr. Slizer and
McCloud. Amosimplores meto bring you back up to him right away. | go to get you. Y ou’re gone.

Hah! No, not important. Merely inconvenient, when you' re used to people keeping their promisesto stay
places until you get back to them.”

“Oh, did | say that?” inquired David, vagudy. “You did,” said Harry. “ Perhaps after you' ve had
breakfast you'll see Dr. Slizer.”

“Oh, | don’'t want any breakfast,” said David. “I’ ve dready eaten. Some of that raw beef inthe
icehouse,” heturned toward Leona. “Y ou're quite right. I1t's much better that way.” “Then maybe we can
gotak to Amos,” said Harry. “Certainly,” consented David. “Beright back, Leona.”

“Takeyour time, dear.” “Hah!” said Harry.

The two savants were sitting on the sun porch. Amos waved Harry and David to chairs as they
approached.

“Cigars? hesad.

They shook their heads and sat down.

“Ah, David,” said Amos.

“Yes?' sad David.

“Harry here tdls me you' re quite taken with Leona.”

“I intend to marry her shortly,” said David, nodding his head, “one 0’ clock this afternoon—aor two.”
“Humm,” said Amos.

“I beg your pardon?’ said David.

“Thetruthis” Amosfrowned professondly, “you are making amistake. Y ou think you'rein love”

“lam.”



“No,” said Amos. “I’m afraid not. In the case of any other two peopleit could well belove. But in your
case |’ m afraid that what you think islove, is actudly something ese”

David blushed.

“No, | don't mean that either,” said Amos hurriedly. “ The truth is—well—I understand you were out all
night lagt night.”

“Wadll, yes,” answered David. “| was.”

“Tell me” saild Amos, leaning forward confidentidly. “While you were out in the woods by yoursdf, did
you have the impulse to—or did you actually—er—bay at the moon?’

“Why,” said David, turning atrifle pale, “cometo think of it, | believe| did do alittle baying.”
“At themoon?’

“yes”

“On any other occasons?’

David squirmed in hischair.

“Well,” he sammered. “ There was thet rabbit.”

“Wheat rabbit?’

“Oh, just arabhit,” said David, with abad attempt at airy unconcern. “1 chased it alittle way.”
“Baying?

“Well, yes”

“Holy Hannah!” exploded Harry. “ Running around the woods at night and howling at moons and
rabbits.”

“I wasn't howling,” said David, with dignity. “| was baying. There sadifference.”
“Thereis, thereis” interrupted Amos, hurriedly. “Harry, of course, doesn’t understand.”
“Damnright | don't,” said Harry, belligerently.

“But what' s this got to do with me and Leona?’ asked David. Amos got up, walked over, and put a
fatherly hand on his shoulder.

“My boy,” he said, “brace yoursdlf. Y ou and Leona can never be married. Leonais awerewolf.”

Angus snorted.
“Angud” saild Amoas, sternly. “Y ou promised not to say aword until | was through here.”
“But that' sridiculous,” said David.

“Isit any more ridiculous than what has happened to you in the last twenty-four hours?” asked Amos.



David colored, but stuck to hisguns.

“Evenif itwastrue,” hesaid, “I’m not afraid. We'll go seeaspecialist, or something. Leonaand | can
never be kept gpart.” Amosturned his head away sadly.

“Truer words were never spoken,” he said. “But not the way you think it. Y ou’ ve only heard half the
gory. Remember last night. Remember chasing the rabbit. Didn't you notice any change in yoursdf?’

David' sface went totaly white.
“Cometo think of it—cometo think of it—" he choked—"1 did. | had a—atail; and dewlaps.”

“You see?’ said Amos. “Unknown to yoursdlf dl these years, you have been awere-wolfhound, one of
the old breed whose ancestors were developed by the Magicians Anti-Were-creatures Guild of Verona
in the early thirteenth century. Y ou are awere-wolfhound, and Leona, being awerewolf, isyour natural
prey. It isher proximity to you that has made you revert to type. Due to the fine selective breeding of
your ancestors, you have felt the were-call early. Leonawill fed it in anight or two. Shewill becomea
werewolf. Y ou will become awere-wolfhound, and track her down and tear her to bits. The attraction,
David, that you fed for Leona, isnot the love of amaefor afemae, but the lust of ahunter for his
game.” David fainted.

Later on that day, when David had finally been calmed down and put to bed, Harry dipped away from
thefirst distraught snores of hisfriend and cornered Amosin thelibrary.

“What're you doing?’ he asked.
Amos shook his heed, sadly.

“I"ve been trying to think of some way para-science could be used to obvert theinevitable,” he said. “ But
my knowledge of thefidd is till too much in the theoretica stage.”

“Can’'t you do anything?’

“I'wish | could,” said Amos. “I set thislittle tragedy in motion in a thoughtlessimpulse to convert Angus
to atrue scientific curiosity. Now, I’d do anything | could to stop it.”

“Wadll, there must be something we can do.”
“What?’
“Can’'t welock them up at night, or something?’

“Wecantry,” Amaos shook hishead doloroudy, “but remember, we' re not dealing with ordinary humans.
Both David and Leona are were-creatures, and nobody can know just what powers they possess.”

“Wal | don’t know about you!” snapped Harry. “But I’'m going to keep my eye on Leona, from here on
M! ”

And s, for the next two days, Leona suffered what can only be referred to as persecution. Shetook it
aslong as she could; but finaly even her were-will cracked. She sought out Amosin thelibrary and cried
on hisshoulder.

“There, there,” said Amos, nervoudly, patting her shoulder.



“Butit'sjust awful!” shewailed.

“Comenow,” said Amoas, with the fasely cheerful air of aman who hasjust heard what hiswife clams
areburglarsdowndairs, “are you sure you aren't just imagining things?’

“Certainly not!” sniffed Leona. “1t’ sthat Harry. He keeps following me around and saying ‘Hah!’
darkly.”

“Pay no attention,” answered Amaos soothingly.

“—And David. He keeps putting off getting married, and every time he looks at me and sighs deeply, as
if I was somebody dear departed.”

“Nonsense,” replied Amos. “It’ sjust your imagination. Y ou’ re overwrought. Y ou haven’ t—er—been
having any strange fedings or impulseslately, have you?’

“Me!” said Leona, indignantly. “ Certainly not. Has that Harry been telling stories about me? Oh, | get so
mad at him | could tear histhroat out!”

“BEr—yes” said Amos.

At this moment, there was aknock on the door and Harry breezed in.

“Hah!” he said, noticing Leonain close conversation with Amos.

“You see!” cried Leona, bitterly, and swept out. Harry carefully closed and locked the door behind her.
“Higt!” hesaidin Amos ear. Amos jumped back nervoudy.

“Don’t hissat mel” he snapped.

“I'vegotitdl fixed,” said Harry. “They’ll be delivered this afternoon. Onelarge stedl cagefor Leona,
and astout collar with astrong leash for Dave.”

“You youngidiot!” fumed Amos. “You can't lock agirl upin asted cage”
“Hah!” said Harry. “Can't 1?7’

“Don’t ‘“Hah!’” at me!” barked Amosirritably. “And anyway it wouldn’t do any good. No sted cage will
hold awerewolf. It would haveto be silver at least.”

“Hmm,” muttered Harry, abit crestfallen. “Well, we d better think of something quick. Time' s getting
short.”

“Nonsense,” said Amos, but without his usud spirit, “it probably may not happen for days.”
“Hah!” retorted Harry disbdievingly, and went out.

Unfortunately, asit turned out, Harry was justified in his pessmism. That afternoon, Leonawas missing.
Harry went out looking for her; and came bursting back into the lodge to spoil what wasleft of the small
appetites of the three men sitting around the dinner table—I beg your pardon, two of the three men;
Angus McCloud, serenein his scientific Skepticism, was edting with his norma appetite, which isto say,
likeahorse.

“It' sdtarted!” cried Harry, damming the door open. Amos and David legped like harpooned whales.



“What' s happened?’ roared Amos, when he had recovered his balance.

“It!” shouted Harry excitedly. “Leonaison theloose. They’ ve found akid about five miles down the
road, torn to pieces.”

David turned pale, Amos turned green.
“Oh, no!” groaned Amos. “A little child—"
“Not child!” interrupted Harry, excitedly. “ The other kind of kid—son of a goat—you know.”

“Thank God,” muttered Amos, mopping the perspiration relievedly from his brow. Suddenly, however,
his brightening eye caught sight of David sitting at the table, gazing abstractedly at the tablecloth. David
was gtill pale, but there was adightly puzzled expression on hisface, asif he wastrying to remember
something.

“Oh, oh,” groaned Amos. He moved hurriedly over behind David' s chair and from this obscure position
began to signd franticaly to Harry.

“What on earth are you waving your handsfor likethat?’ inquired Harry, in aloud, interested voice.

Amos groaned again, clutching at hisforehead in an extremity of despair. Suddenly he took his hands
down and began to sing wildly in acracked voice.

“If abody get aleash
“Comin’ through the Rye,
“If abody wear acallar,
“Need anybody cry?’

“Oh, | getit,” said Harry cheerfully. *'Y ou want the collar and theleash | got to tie Dave up with.” And he
hurried out.

Therewas aloud clang from the end of the table where Angus’ knife and fork had dropped unheeded on
his plate. He wasrising to hisfeet, hisface convulsed with wrath.

“By Heaven!” he thundered. “1’ ve been insulted and maligned and controverted by you, Amos Slizer, but
I’ll be damned if | stand for parodies of Scots' songs. If ye wish to apologize, | will be smoking inthe

library.”
And he stalked out after Harry.
“Kidtornto pieces?” murmured David, wrinkling hisforehead at the tablecloth.

Harry came back in with the leash. In responseto Amos' frantic signal's, he brought them around behind
David schair.

“Kid?" murmured David. “ Torn? Tegth? Animd? Wild? Wo—"

“Stop!” yelled Amoas, grabbing David by the shoulders. Don't think of it. Think of the girl you love. Think
of Leona. Think of her as abeautiful woman—*



“That'sslly,” interrupted Harry. “ He knows aswell aswe do, she' sawere-wolf.”

“Youfool!” cried Amos. And—

“Werewolf?’ roared David, surging to hisfeet. “Were—qgrrrh, gnash, gnash. Yowp! Yowp! Yowp!”
“Get the collar on him quick!” panted Amos, who was struggling with the metamorphising David.

“Got it!” grunted Harry, snapping the collar shut. “ Sheer good luck the clasp on this happened to be
slver.” Helooked down at David, who was now down on four legs and completing histail and ears. He
made a very good looking hound, indeed. About the size of a St. Bernard, with the dewlaps of a
bloodhound and the rather trimmer body of German shepherd or police dog. He was straining at the
leash.

“We can't hold him very long,” cried Harry; and, sure enough, just at that minute David got al four feet
dug in and took off through the house, casually smashing the front door, which happened to be closed,

open.

They charged off through the night. Together they made aweird sight, skimming over the ground, thetwo
men being pulled dong the path and some-times through the air, under the light of the risng moon.
David' s magnificent baying filled the woods.

“We—can' t—keep up this pace much longer—" grunted Amos, as he bounded along with fifteen-yard
strides.

“Why—" gasped Harry. “Why—don't we just— ride him?’
“Fine—idea,” agreed Amosas he drew closer.

Hand over hand they hauled themselves up the leash and assisted each other to seats on David' s back.
He did not seem to notice the weight, and, asamatter of fact, picked up speed.

“Yowp! Yowp!” bugled David. “Huroo! Huroo!”

He put on the brakes, suddenly, and skidded to a stop.

“What'sup?’ asked Harry, peering over Amos shoulder.

“I think,” saild Amos, cautioudy, “that we' ve reached the dead kid.”

“ Snuff? Snuff? Snuff?” sniffed David loudly.

“You'reright,” said Harry. “We have. Do you supposeit’ s still possible to reason with him?”

“I don’'t know,” said Amos. “We cantry.” He leaned forward toward one of David’ sfloppy ears.
“David!” hesad.

“Ruff!” snapped David.
“I don't think he wants to be bothered right now,” said Amos, alittletimidly.

“Try again,” urged Harry.



“David,” said Amos.
“Yowp?’

“Stop and think, David. She may be awerewolf, but sheisaso Leona, the girl you love. When you think
of that, doesn’t your heart soften toward her?’

“Gruffff—growr!—gnash-rashashash!”
There was amoment of shaken slence on top of David.
“I gather,” said Amos, findly, “it does't make him fed much different.”

Meanwhile, David had been cagting around in circles, which grew wider and wider. Suddenly he paused,
stopped hiscircling and plunged off in astraight line, baying with greater energy and intengty than ever.

“What now?’ jolted Harry into Amos ear.
“I think,” Amos shouted back, “he' shit her trail.”
“Huroo! Huroo! Huroo!” yodeled David.

“Thisistheend,” choked Amos. “ She doesn’'t stand achance.” They plunged on through the night
woods, the three of them, David gdloping and the other two hanging on for dear life, but nevertheless
bouncing clear of David' s broad backbone some ninety or hundred timesaminute. Up gullies, under pine
trees, through underbrush and over huge boulders, they raced, with the moon keeping pace with them,
flickering through the trees.

“Hey!” said Harry suddenly. “ Aren't we heading back toward the lodge?’

“That'sright,” ground out Amos, between his clacking teeth, “we seem to be. He'll catch her there,
Shell be cornered. And it’sal my fault. Why didn’t | leave Angusto wallow in his stupidity?’

But at thismoment, David checked his headlong flight so suddenly that the two men shot on aheed off his
back.

“What' sup?’ spluttered Harry, coming to asitting position with his mouth full of moss. He looked around
him and was astonished to see Amos on his feet and doing an impromptu war dance.

“Huh?’ said Harry, hiseyes bugging out.

“Why, don’t you see?’ chortled Amos. “ She' s confused her trail. He' sdl mixed up trying to untangleit.
Oh, clever girl, clever girl!”

“And what good,” inquired Harry grumpily, “isthat going to do us?’

“Why, it'll give us enough time to get to the lodge and head her off. Come on.”

“ Sniff? Snuff? Snuff?” Sniffed David perplexedly.

“You'reright!” said Harry, leaping to hisfeet. The two men ran off through the woods.

They were gill @out a quarter mile from the cabin and they covered the distance at the best speed they
could manage, which wasadow trot. This, unfortunately, gave them time to think, and memory jabbed



them both sharply asthey cameinto the clearing around the resort.
“My heavend” said Harry, suddenly. “ She'sawerewolf.”
“And Angusisal doneinthelodgel” added Amos, strickenly.

They burgt into aclumsy run, approaching the French windows that opened on thelibrary. Acrossthe
greenswvard, as they approached came the rumbling tones of Angus' voice.

“Good girl, nicegirl. All right now.”

They redoubled their pace and burst through the windows into the library. The sight that struck their eyes
brought them skidding to ahdt on thelibrary’ s well-waxed hardwood flooring. Angus McCloud was haf
bent over by the library table, under which Leona crouched, her eyes shining greenly in the shadow.

“Areyoudl right?’ yelled Harry.

Angus straightened up creskily. “ Of courseI’mdl right!” he said testily. “Why shouldn’t | be?’
“But—but—" stammered Harry, pointing one shaking forefinger under the table. “Leona—the
werewolf—didn’'t she comein ravening for your throat?”

“Shedid raven alittle bit,” said Angus mildly. “But | spanked her with arolled up newspaper. Now she's
gone under the table and won’t come out. Who did you say shewas?’

“Leona Thewerewolf!” shouted Amos, dmost beside himsdlf with vexation. “What |’ ve been trying to
proveto you. Now don’t you believe me, you old idiot?’

To the surprise of both men, McCloud lifted hisnosein the air and pointedly ignored Amos, addressing
himsdf ingtead to Harry.

“In caseyour friend isinterested,” he said, “you might remind him that | am till waiting for asuitable
gpology for his desecration of one of my favorite melodies.”

“Holy Hannah!” said Harry. “We haven't timefor that. We ve got to get Leonaout of here before David
commits murder.” He leaned over and addressed the werewolf. “Y ou hear that, Leona? David'll be here
inaminute. Come on out and we' |l hide you someplace.”

Leonarolled the whites of her eyes up at Angus and stayed pui.

“I think,” said Amos, “I’m not sure, but | think she’ swaiting for an gpology from Dr. McCloud. A fine
thing, | must say, Angus, spanking alady with arolled-up newspaper.”

“She’ snot alady, she'sadog,” said Angus.

“She’ snot adog, she' sawerewolf,” said Harry. “ And if we don't get her out of thereinside of the next
second or two—oh—oh!”

He held up hishands for silence. And in the distance, approaching with the speed of an expresstrain,
they dl heard the triumphant yodding of

David, who had finaly gotten the mixed up trail straightened out, and was on hisway to the lodge.



“For thelast time, Leona,” pleaded Harry. “Will you come out? We can—"
“Too late,” interrupted Amos.

There was the noise of pounding feet outside and David came crashing bodily through two of the French
windowsinto their midst.

“Huroo! Yowp?Yowp?Yowp?' heyelped.
“If you must know,” said Amos, “she’ sunder thetable.”
“Ruff?" said David, astonished, discovering the crouching Leonaand eyeing her with surprise.

“Angus here beat her brutally with arolled-up newspaper and drove her under thetable,” said Amos,
nedily.

“I did not besat her brutaly,” protested Angus. “A few whackswith arolled up newspaper—’
“Arf!” said David, shocked, looking at the older man, accusation in his eyes.
“Go ahead,” said Amos, somberly. “ She' s battered to apulp. Go in there now and finish her off.”

David turned back to Leona; and to al who waiched, it was evident that aterrific struggle was taking
place within his shaggy breast. The charactersin the scene that met his eyes were correct. Here were the
humansit was his duty to protect. And here was the werewolf it was his duty to protect them from. But
something about the tableau was wrong. It was not the werewolf, savage, bloodthirsty and evil, who
stood towering over the shivering, frightened humans; but ahuman, irascible, bruta and cruel, who stood
looming over ashrinking and abused werewolf. There could be no doubt that the revelation of Angus
savagery with the rolled-up newspaper had shaken David’ s were-wolfhoundish heart to the core. Still,
duty was duty, and he might have followed the ingtincts bred into him; but at that moment, it may have
been by chance, and it may not—but Leona alowed a sad little whine to escape her.

It was too much for the gallant were-wolfhound. For generationsit had been the code of hislineto
succor and comfort the threatened and attacked. He stretched his head under the table and licked
Leond snose. Then he crawled under himself.

“Thank heaven!” gasped Amos, mopping his brow. “It'sgoing to beal right.” He grabbed Harry and
Angus by their elbows and hustled them out the door of thelibrary, closing it behind him. “Quiet now,” he
sad. “udt leavethem done”

“Wait aminute,” protested Harry, digging in his hedls. Noises had begun to emanate from the library.
“Ligento that. Maybe they’ re starting to fight, after all.”

“I don't think s0,” said Amos, firmly, retaining his grasp on the two ebows. “Gentlemen, | must ingst.
Thisway, if you pleasa!”

Harry, Amos and Angus were already sested at the breskfast table the following morning, looking
somewhat dazed but not unhappy.

“—and so | will accept your gpology,” Anguswas just saying to Amos, “athough in the old days singing
aparody on Comin‘ Thro the Rye would have called for claymores at dawn. Ah, good morning, lad.”

“Morning,” said David, blushing and blinking around the room.



“I seeyou'refully recovered,” said Amos, with satisfaction. “Luckily, | believe I’ ve now ssumbled on a
new principle in para-science which should enable meto treat both you and Leonaand bring this matter
under control.” He turned to pound Angus affectionately on the back. “Well, how about it, Angus?’ he

said. “Are you convinced now that para-science exists?’

But Angus had had an evening to think it over.

“Widl, now, | wouldn’t exactly say that,” hereplied cautioudy. “Whilethisisal very interesting, you must
bear in mind I’ ve seen no actua proof that either of the two young people were actualy the two beests|
observed last night. No, I'm afraid if you want me to admit I’'m convinced, Amas, you'll haveto arrange
incontrovertible physical evidencethat Leonaand that wolf | left in thelibrary last night with your dog,
was one and the same—" He broke off suddenly. Leonahad just entered the breakfast room of the
lodge. “Ah, good morning, my dear.”

But Leonaignored him. Eyesflashing, she marched up to David.
“How dareyou?’ shecried. “You beast! You hound! You brute!”

—And dapped hisface,

Can a Garden of Earthly Delights flourish with unearthly aid?
SALMANAZAR
| SEEM TOHAVE ACQUIRED A SORT OF KITTEN. | CALL IT SAM.

| suppose that doesn’t sound too odd, but it would if you knew me better. | know. | redize dl the
nonsense about middle aged bache ors (like old maids) being supposed to like cats is supposed to go
with aquiet suburban existence and activity in the local Garden Club. But, | promiseyou, | am not the

type.

Inthefirs place, | don't look fifty. There snot agrey hair on my head. My existenceisfar from quiet.
And asfor our Garden Club—there isagreat deadl moreto it than gardening.

Wewho areinit recognizethis. All of us, mysdlf, Helen Merrivale, Cora Lachese and her contingent, and
(until recently) Achmed Suga—are, if | may say 0, in pivota position with regard to the junior
organizations. The Hiking Club, the Fund Drives, the Golden Sixties, and dl the host of lesser groupings
which flourish in arespectable arealike Glen Hills. Indeed, the Garden Club isthe H.Q. of Glen Hills.
And, like dl dementsin which supreme authority isvested, it hasits continual, sometimes brilliant and
sometimes deadly, interna struggles between opposing chiefs of saff, once externd frontiers have been
Secured.

Oh, indeed | knew—I knew it aslong as ayear before—that the tide had begun to run against Helen
Merrivae, hard-bitten veteran and courageous campaigner that she was. Not one, not two— but five
crucid issues, ranging from the placement of the comfort Sations at the annual Old-Timers' picnic to the
naming of the executive vice-president to the yearly Anti-Trash and Litter Campaign, had gone against
her. And what made this doubly awkward wasthat | was her chief lieutenant.

With al this, however, | suspected nothing when Helen, in August of last year, cleverly managed a
nervous breakdown to ensure her honorable withdrawal from the field of combat. | saw her off ona
round-the-world trip with my mind occupied only by the disgraceful tactical situation she had droppedin

my lap.



Wéll, | tried to do what | could—but the result was certain. Experienced opponents like Cora Lachese
smply do not make mistakes. One by one, | watched my (and Helen’ s) appointees stripped of their
positions of authority in the junior organizations. Though the smile of easy confidence never left my lips
during those long and terrible months, | began to make quiet inquiries of travel agencies myslf.

How little | knew my leader! Sheisagreat woman, Helen Merrivae. Completely without mercy, of
course, but one expects that in such memorable leaders.

Helen returned, quietly and unexpectedly. With her she brought Sam—now why did | write that? She
most certainly did not bring Sam. She has no more usefor cats or kittensthan | do; and a the time Sam
could hardly have been more than an embryo. The creature will indst on intruding into my writing, ashe
hasintruded into my life. —Now, wherewas 1?

Oh, yes. Thefirst we knew of Helen' sreturn was when we all received mailed invitationsto aHome
Again party. Attached to my invitation was anote asking me to come early.

| obeyed of course, arriving shortly before the hour. Her sster let mein. Letty. A poor thing by
comparison with Helen.

“And whereisthe dear girl, Letty?’ | asked.

“She' swaiting for you in the living room,” whispered L etty, giving me astrange look. | frowned a her
and strode on indgde. As| saw the two people waiting there for me, | checked. For an instant. And then |
was moving forward with smile and outstretched hand.

| believe | mentioned that | am not the ordinary type of middle-aged bachelor. No grand vizier of an
ancient, orientd court, arriving to find his successor waiting by the Emir’ s chair, could have reacted with
more insouciance than mysalf. And | believe, looking back onit, that at that moment | noticed a
spark—just a spark—of admiration in Helen' seyes.

“Horace,” shesaid, “I want you to meet anew, but very dear friend of mine.” She turned to the small
man at her side. “Mr. Achmed Suga. Achmed, thisis Horace Klinton.”

| shook handswith him. What the three of us then spoke about in the ensuing moments whiletheliving
room gradudly filled up with guests, | do not remember. Nor doesit matter. The important thing was
Suga; as obvioudy dangerous as he was unprepossessing.

The grip of hishand had been suety. And the rest of him looked to be of the same materid. Hewaslike
nothing so much as alittle sausage-man. His head, around grey blob of bulk sausage, seated upon a
longer, oblong blob of sausage body. To thislarger blob were attached link sausages, two to alimb and
sewed tightly together at the elbow or kneejoint. Little patties of bulk sausage shaped his hands and fest.
| was most cordid to him.

But anatural terminus was gpproaching to our conversation. And in amoment it had arrived. A stir swept
through the room; and a second later, surrounded by her own lieutenants—and a hard-eyed lot they
were, as| could testify—Cora Lachese came tramping in.

“Hden!” shecried. And—

“Coral” echoed Helen. They fell into each others arms—Helen tall and mgestically well-uphol stered
with regd grey hair, Corashort, stocky and leathery-skinned, with a Napoleonic glint in her dark eyes. A
scent of blood wasin theair.

“How we missed you!” barked Cora, in her ringing baritone. “\Whatever made you stay away so long?’



“The mysterious East,” answered Helen. “Its spell got me, my dear! Helpless—I was quite helpless
beforeit.” She half-turned toward Suga. “1 might have lost mysdlf there forever, if it hadn't been for dear
Achmed here”

Coraglanced at the man, and from him to me. | saw her note my own awareness of the fact that | had
been supplanted at Helen'sside.

“Achmed, thisis Cora L achese, whose praises you' ve heard me sing so frequently. Cora—Achmed
Suga...” Helen was saying.

“Haylo, dear lady. Most honored,” said Achmed in athick accent which | had not noticed previoudly,
though it was quite obvious now.

“Achmed will be staying with me severd months,”

Heden said. “While he completes his book on Witcheraft in America. We must get him to speek at the
Garden Club on the Thugees, or the Assassin’s Guild—or one of those other fascinating societies.”

“Oh, you study such things, Mr. Suga?’ said Cora.
“Heisan adept!” murmured Helen.
“Please, dear lady,” said Achmed, fattily. “Merely | am creature of powers greater than my own.”

“Redly?’ growled Cora. She cocked an eye at Helen. “He' sfar too vauable for the Garden Club,
Helen. We |l have to have him give hislittle talk to the Old People sHome. I [l tell Marilyn Speedo—"

“Dear Marilyn,” murmured Helen again, “whereisshe?’

Weadll looked around for Cora sfirgt lieutenant, but she was nowhere to be seen in the room. And at
that moment a shriek rang out from the garden beyond the french doors.

We poured out into the garden, dl of us. And there lay Marilyn Speedo, dead in a nastursum bed,
evidently having just been strangled by a pair of powerful hands.

Quite naturally, thisincident cast apal over the Home Again party. Coraand her group dipped away
quite early. A charming funeral was held two days|later for Marilyn and during the next few weeks, the
police set up patrols about the streets of Glen Hills. However, they had no success by the time the next
meeting of the Garden Club was held—on this occasion at the home of Cora Lachese, hersdlf, where
custom had shifted it from Helen’ shome after Helen had | ft.

Achmed gave uswhat | must admit was an interesting talk on Hemlock and Related Poisons. | had had
no idea, mysdlf, how many lethal substances were availablein our fields and woods; and | imagine few of
us had, for | saw many of the members taking notes. But after the talk, over the coffee and cakes, the
talk inevitably turned to the subject of the murderer, still no doubt lurking among us.

“... Theterriblethingis,” said Helen, casting ajudicious eye on Cora. “Y ou can never tell who he might
choosefor hisnext victim!”

“Quiteright!” boomed Cora. And, snapping open the sensible leather shoulder bag she had been
wesaring, rather surprisingly in her own home, she produced a snub-nosed, thirty-two revolver. “Belonged
to my little brother Tommy—the one who wasamagjor in the army, you know. Dear Tommy, taught me
to shoot likeaman—" The revolver went off suddenly, clipping arather good-sized antler from the deer
head overhanging thefireplace. “ Oops—how careless of me! Helen, how can you forgive me! It just



missed your ear!”
“A miss,” said Helen, rather grimly | thought, “isasgood asamile”

“Asgood as about two inches, inthiscase, I'd say,” replied Cora. “It'sremarkable what an eye | have.
Tommy never ceased to be amazed at it. Well, what | wanted to show you al were these marvelouslittle
bullets. Something they invented in the first World War, and later outlawed by the United Nations, or
some such thing. See—" shetook one out and showed it around. “Y ou just cut a deep crossin the soft
metal of the nose. When it hits, it spreads out—dum-dum bullets, | believe they used to call them...”

While she was showing it around, someone commented on the color of the metal of the bullet itsalf.

“—Wall, yes, asamatter of fact they are slver,” said Cora. “ Rather chic, don’t you think? Don't you
think so, Hden?’

“Oh, indeed, Coradear,” murmured Helen.

And so our even tenor of life continued—although the murderer was not found. A couple of rather sad
suicides occurred, however, to cloud the bright June sunshine—for we were now into mid-summer. Only
aweek or so after the Garden Club party, Joan Caswell, Cora s second most reliable hench-woman,
apparently drowned hersdlf in her own lily pond; and Maria Selzer, the next in line, while doing her
morning TV exercises, managed to judo-chop herself on the back of the neck, killing hersdlf ingtantly.

With thislast tragedy a shifting of values became gpparent in Glen Hills—many of Helen' s lieutenants
taking thought evidently on theinsecurity of life, and withdrawing from club officesto devote themsdaves
more to home and family. So, perhaps to bring anote of cheer back into dl our lives, CoraLachese
chose this moment to announce a gala evening to which dl wereinvited. A Night Lawn Party and
Beirfest, with Barbecue.

| must say it was a pleasant evening at first. Corahad produced amost interesting new person—ayoung
man with aheroic name.

“... Seigfried,” Coracalled him over asHelen, Suga, and | arrived together. “Y ou must meet him.
Seigfried.” Seig—now, he' sgone again. A cultured anthropologist, Helen—from the college over at
Inglesby, at the moment. But he' s studied abroad for years—oh, there heisl”

She pointed. And we perceived, under the paper lanterns of the lawn party, atdl, shambling young man
in atweed suit. We dl moved off to meet him. But |, for one, got waylaid by someone halfway there and
never did reach hisside. The next | looked he was not to be seen. Neither, for that matter, were Coraor
Helen.

However, | quickly ceased to worry about them. The beer Corahad ordered was evidently infernally
strong stuff. Either that or [—but I’ m sure it was the beer. | have met nobody who was at Cora’ sthat
night who did not admit to being alittle, at least, uncertain about what went on and what they remember.

In my case, confusion beginslater in the evening. Cora had announced an entertainment, while standing
by the fire pit where the mest had been barbecued. The fire was mainly red coas by that time. But |
remember her flinging up her arms, dramaticaly initsdim glow, and bellowing out— “ Seigfried!”

At that there was a sudden explosion—as | remember—of red smoke from the fire pit. And there leaped
into view afigure that no more resembled the youth | had seen, than a sabre-toothed tiger resembles
something like—well—Sam. The figure was naked except for a breechclout and fegthers, and twice
Segfried’ ssze.



| became aware then of Achmed standing behind me. And at the sight of Seigfried, | saw him sart
violently and begin to dip away. What possessed me, then, | do not know. But | immediately grabbed
him.

“No, you don’t!” | cried drunkenly and triumphantly. | had caught hold of his pudgy hand, and he
squirmed and pulled againgt my grasp.

Meanwhile, Seigfried was dancing before the firepit with great legps and bounds. Suddenly, heydled at
the top of hisvoice and pointed in the direction of Sugaand mysdf. The whole crowd turned to look.

“Ahani, bejaylar|” yelled Saigfried, or something sounding like that. —And suddenly, without warning,
Sugawent to pieces.

| mean that literdly. | was drunk, of course. It was undoubtedly a hallucination we al had. But one
moment, Achmed seemed to be standing there like any other human being; and the next he began to
come agpart. Hishead tumbled off his shoulders and went bouncing along the ground like a grest, fat
weasdl. Hisbody tumbled after, legping and rolling and bounding away, thinning out asit went until it
looked like arunning hound—and howled like ahound, too, ahound on thetrail of itsquarry. Hisleft
arm dropped off; and, hissing like a snake, began to glide—but why go on? It was a hdlucination. There
isno need to go into gruesome details.

Yet | cannot forget the way | imagined these— these things, these parts, to begin their chase of the
hapless Seigfried. At hisfirst sight of them he had lost whatever nerve he had originaly had. With a
terrified shriek he seemed to turn to flee. But the parts of Achmed seemed to be everywhere about the
grounds. They hunted him high and low. They hunted him out of arbors, through summer houses. They
hunted him from the midst of screaming women where hetried to hide; and finally once more before the
firepit, they closed in upon him asif to blanket his shrinking body with their own shapeless selves.

Together, he and they swayed before the fire in the half-light of the paper lanterns and the low-burning
cods. And, a that moment, someone who may have been Cora Lachese—I thought | saw her do
it—gplashed liquid on the coals. Fit, figuresand al went up in one roaring sheet of white flame. And |
found mysf running from that place.

| ran—I assureyou | ran dl theway home. At last, in my own home, with the door locked and bolted
behind me, | uncorked abottle of my fine manzanillasherry and drained it from the bottle like water. It
wasthen | discovered | was carrying something. Something | had been clutching in my hand dl thewhile.

It was Sam.

Thereisno need to stretch theillusion of that evening out unduly. The next day it was discovered that this
youth, Seigfried, had most certainly been unhinged by the long hours of work he had been putting in on
his doctorate thesis. Undoubtedly he had been the maniac who had strangled Marilyn Speedo. Almost
surely, he had drowned Joan Caswell in her own lily pond. And, while there was some rather firm
evidence that he had been teaching afreshman classin anthropology at the time of Maria Selzer’ sdesath,
yet there was no doubt he was conversant with judo. The official police verdict was an unofficid tribute
to Achmed Suga, who—having the adept’ s resistance to hypnosis—had attempted to restrain the
madman, after he had first hypnotized everyone else at the party, and then gone berserk.

—A tragedy culminated by Seigfried’ s dumping charcoa starter fluid on the live cods of thefire pit and
jumping onto them with Achmed clagped to him with maniac strength.



... S0, wemay say this chapter in the history of Glen Hillsisfinaly, if sadly, concluded. Helen and Cora
arejointly engaged in reorganization a the moment—a hint having reached usthat Mrs. Laura Bromley
of an adjoining community is congdering amoveinto our territory—our turf, asl liketo cdl it to myself.

And |, mysdlf, am now right hand man to both Coraand Helen. They need me at thistime of writing, and
thefact isrecognized by dl. | am ahgppy man with but onefly in my ointment.

Itis Sam. Why | keep the creature. ..
| assureyou | have no lovefor cats.

Nor would | be ligble to name one Sam. Salmanazar , now—I find that name coming occasiondly,
trippingly from my lips, when | see the creature. But where the name camefrom, | have no idea.

Moreover, how could anyone—l et alone mysdf— have any desire to keep asort of cat which never
meows, never purrs, does nothing a cat should do and refusesits milk in favor of adiet of spiders/, dugs
andfilth?

It hates me, | am quite convinced. Also it hates Coraand Helen, judging by theway | seeit watching
them from awindow at times when they pass. Sometimes, a0, | seeit staking acrossthe carpet at night
like some thick, furry hand, and a shudder takes me.

Besides, on that disgusting and most unnaturd diet of its own choosing, thereis no doubt but what it is
growing...

The principle “ we are what we eat” ought to impose a certain restraint on consumption.
WITH BUTTER AND MUSTARD

“And herewe arel” cried peter timfoy, excitedly gazing at theinvisible bubble wall that surrounded the
Audigd Space Platform. “We madeit. Look, Max, look. The ocher sands of Mars. What makes them
ocher, Max?' He swallowed and controlled hisvoice. “Iron rust, | suppose.”

“Red lead,” snapped Max Audigd, histhicket brows and black beard hidden in apile of cameras and
camping equipment. “It’ s poisonous. Don't eat any. Get your fat carcass over here and we' Il load up for
thetrip.”

“Redly?" gulped Peter, coming across the platform. “ Red lead? Think of that! | certainly won't tastea
sngle—aw, Max, you're kidding meagain. | cantdl!”

“Takethis, and this, and this. And this. Hang this around your neck. Careful, you idiot! Don't touch the
controlsin that box at your waist.”

“I wish youwouldn't keep calingmeanidiot,
Max,” sad Peter. ”Maybe it was only abeer joint but | was a bartender. | belonged to the union.”

“Of the jerks, by the jerksand for the jerks,” said Max. “ Stand till. And remember what | said about
that box—it controls your individua atmospheric bubble. | don’t give ahang about you, but | don’'t want
that equipment dumped aong the way—yparticularly the cameras.”

“Aw, Max. A couple of scientists shouldn’t ought to talk that way to each other.”

Max stopped. His black beard jutted out like aclub. He stood with hands on hips, regarding Peter.



“A couple of what?’

“Aw, Max—"

“How many scientists are there here?’
“Just—just one, Max. You.”

“And who invented the Audigd principle?’
“You, Max.”

“Andwhat did | bring you dong for?’

“Because you don't have any use for other scientists. They’redl nitwits—" Peter’ svoice fatered, died.
Helooked at the floor.

“Wel?

“To—to fetch and carry, you said, Max—but you were just kidding. Y ou told me when you first came
into thejoint I had as much science and talent asmost Ph.D."sin thefidd—"

“No, | was not kidding!” mimicked Max, in asavagely mincing voice. “Now get going, off the edge of
the platform, toward that hole in the cliff over there. Go ahead, just Step over the edge, idiot. Your
persona bubble will merge with the bubble of the platform and let you through. Don't fall down! Why
didn't | bring adonkey? It’d have more brains and no delusions of building up its own ego by aparasitic
attachment tome.”

“I hate you,” muttered Peter under his bregath, struggling up from his knees on the sand, and starting out
toward the holein the cliff.

“What?" demanded the harsh voice of Max behind him.

“Nothing, Max.”

“Just keep walking. I'll tell you what to do.”

They plodded forward across the sand toward the hole in the cliff.

“What'sinthehole, Max?’

“Atunnd.”

“A tunnel!” Peter tried to crane his neck around and look back at his companion. “How do you know?’
“Because I’ ve been here before. What' d you think?”

“Been here before!” marveled Peter. “Think of that. And al those other scientists back home haven't
even got out of the atmosphere yet—oh Max, look! Look at that rosebush away up herel”

“Rosebush!” Max jerked his head around to stare about the landscape. “What rosebush?’
“It—it was right thereamoment ago...” fatered Peter.

“Rosebush! No, wait—cometo think of it, it’s probably one of the projections. Pay no attention to it.”



“Projections?

“Pictures! Pictures! Y ou can understand that, can’'t you? Like on amovie screen—only there sno
screen. Also it didn't look like arosebush.”

“It did too, Max. | saw it.”

“Wel you werewrong,” snorted Max. “ They didn’t know anything about rosebushes. It wasjust a
projection of colored light that reminded you of arosebush. It wasn't even actudly there. If you' d
walked into it, you' d have goneright throughiit.”

They went along afew more stepsin slence.
“Max?’

“What isit now?’

“Who's they, Max?’

“Martians” said Max, briefly.
“M-M-Martians?’

“Watch where you put your feet! Of course, Martians—or whatever the people called themsel ves that
lived here. Y ou don't have to sweet with fright. They’redl gone, now.”

“G-gone where?’

“That,” said Max, grimly, “iswhat I'm hereto find out. That’swhy | kept my secret of the Audigel
Principle. I'm going to be first, from now on. First on Mars. First on al the planets. First to go out among
the stars and unlock the secrets they’ ve been hiding. No government interference for me, thanks, so men
with haf my brains can sted my discoveries, rob me of credit. I’ [l show them dl—"

“—Max!”

“Imbecilel” screamed Max. “What d'you mean? Y dling at mewhen I'm taking?’
“1... I'msorry, Max.”

“Wdl, what isit?’

“I saw something else, Max. | couldn’t see what it was, it was gone so fast—"

“Projections, | tell you! All right, now.” Max came around from behind Peter and took the lead. L ooking
at him Peter was rather surprised to seethat Max was himsdlf carrying nothing but asmall camera
clipped to the belt of hisjacket. Otherwise, except for ordinary clothing of pants, shirt and shoes, hewas
unburdened. “ Come on. WE ve got to go agood ways yet through this tunnel before we cometo the
city. Don't dawdle.”

“I’'m not—dawdling—Max,” panted Peter.

“I’'m not dawdling, Max!” mimicked Max. “No, no, I’'m not dawdling! Sweset off about forty poundsand
you might be able to walk at a decent pace.

Comeon.” Heturned on apowerful flashlight that searchbeamed down along, circular walled corridor



withwalsof highly polished stone, cut straight into the cliffside, and led off.
“Wait for me, Max!”

Peter hurried after him. Hisinsdesfelt sour and bitter with emotion. He wanted to kick something, but
there was nothing around to kick. Hefdl back on hisusua method of consoling himsdlf by thinking what
it would be like when he got back from Mars. He would be famous. Audigel and Tomfoy, those two
intrepid scientists. He would get rich from television gppearances. He would have his own man to do
things for him. Come here, you! Bring me my breskfast in bed. Hurry up! | haven't got al day! And how
he' d show everybody back at the joint—

“Keep up! Or I'll leave you in the dark!”
“Ya Ma(. “u

Max was so far ahead now, Peter hardly got any help from the flashlight. If the wallsweren’'t so shiny
that they bounced some light backward aswell asforward, hewouldn't be ableto see at al. And the
tunnel was widening out now, with other tunnels branching off from it. And there were big, perfectly
round holesin the floor to go around— and other things standing in the tunnel to go around too. They
might be what Max called them, projections, but Peter wasn't going to walk into themif he could help it.
Evenif he could wak through them.

“I’m not going to wait for you, so you better make the most of it!”
“I’'m coming, Max!” cdled Peter. “I'm coming just asfast as| can.”

And anyway, that had been aredl rosebush that he saw outside on the sand. He guessed he knew a
rosebush from the way it looked. There were the roses and the leaves, and even the thorns. It had been a
regular rosebush, just like back home outside his rooming house. It had been just about chest high on
him, just about chest—

Peter caught himself suddenly, stepping squardly into one of the holes dong the tunnel floor. He teetered
for awild, slent moment on the brink— and then fell.

The shock of hislanding was nowhere near as bad as he had tensed himself for. He had landed on
something firm-textured, yet yielding. Reaching down a cautious hand, hefdt it. It was
stone-temperature, the same as the tunnel walls, but with somewhat the grain and fed of canvas. He
struggled to hisfest.

Above him, he could seefaintly the dim circle of the holeitsdf, the lip perhapsfour or five feet over his
head.

“Help!” hecried. “Help! Max!”

The close wals about him seemed to distort and smother his cries. Hisvoice barely Ieft hislips. It was
absorbed by the pit into which he had fallen. Above him, the dim reflected light from the torch up ahead
in Max’s hand was growing dimmer. Max had neither heard him, nor looked back to notice he was
missing. Peter’ s heart legped into histhroat.

“Oh...” hewhimpered. Franticaly, he groped about him in the dark. There must be someway to get up
out of here. Something, some handholdsto climb up, aladder...

He bumped hisnose onit.



Jerking his head back, he rubbed the small, button shape of the nose, blinking the tearsfrom his eyes,
and moved forward to check again. It was, indeed, aladder. A short wooden ladder leaning against one
gdeof thepit.

Joyfully, Peter scrambled up it, onto firm flooring again. Up ahead of him, the flashlight had beenturned in
hisdirection. Max wasydling.

“Where d you go? Come on up here. | need some of that stuff you're carrying.”
Peter broke into a clumsy run. He gaumphed forward.
“I fdl inahole” hecdled.

Hefound Max standing before alarge, ornate piece of grillwork that blocked the tunndl. It waslikea
large screen of intricately carved ivory, cardesdy thrown down in their way.

“Here,” snagpped Max. “Thisthing' sfalen over onitssdesnce | washerelast. I'll haveto break it out of
theway. Where sthat hammer?’ He stopped and peered at Peter. “What' sthat you said? Fell ina
hole?’

“Yes, andif | hadn’t found the ladder, I’ d never have got out, Max.”
“Ladder? These people didn’t use ladders—or tairs, or anything else.”
“Wdll, therewas aladder in thishole. A wooden ladder.”

“Oh, shut up!” said Max. “I’ ve had enough of your stories. Just because you couldn’t keep up— Give
me that hammer.”

He jerked the hammer out of theloop by which it hung from the packsack on Peter’ sback. A few swift
blows of the metal head and the screen collapsed in shards.

“Now comedong,” snapped Max, punching the hammer back into itsloop. “We re dmost there.”

“Where?" asked Peter, trotting after him. But Max did not answer. And, after afew seconds, an answer
became unnecessary, for they turned a blind corner in the tunnel and emerged suddenly into open air.

They found themselves standing in what appeared to be the heart of acity surrounded by a paisade of
smdl but jagged mountains.

“Look at the screwy buildings,” said Peter, marveling.

All about them, some no higher than asingle-story cottage, others towering to aheight equivalent to eight
or ten stories, were walls of every shade and design. Some richly marbled, some single-toned, dull,
brilliant, even afew that ssemed strangely luminescent for anything in bright sunlight. Streets, or what
appeared to be streets, wound crookedly between them.

“So you think they’re buildings,” said Max, with some satisfaction gpparent in hisvoice.
“Huh?" sad Peter. “They are buildings, Max.”

“Fools, fools—the human race is made up of fools!” But Max did not sound too annoyed. He consented
to explain. “These people—Martiansif you want to call them that—had no use for buildings. | found out
that much when | came here the first time. What they were, | haven't quite settled that. But they didn't
need buildings. These”—he waved his hand about him—"were objects of art, pieces of virtu.”



“Pieces of what, Max?’
Max laughed.

“Comeon,” hesaid. “Let'ssee... wego thisway...” Heled off between two of thewalls on one of the
twidy little streets.

“I'mright behind you, Max.”
“Wall, say off my hedls, blast it!” barked Max. “Now, come on!”

They penetrated into the multicolored maze of the city, as Peter continued to think of it. Asthey went
along, he began to see what Max had meant about these not being buildings. Some of the walls had gaps
inthem, or perhaps two walls would not quite come together a a corner. When this happened, Peter
was ableto look insde. And what he saw wasthat most of the buildings, or whatever they were, did not
haveroofs. Or, a least, dl they had was alittle piece of aroof, though there was one that was al roofed
over.

Nor was there any furniture, staircases or windowsto be seen inside the walls. Instead, therewere dl
sorts of odd colorful shapes, sitting about apparently at random, or stuck to the wals. Somewalls
enclosed things that looked like mazes, or masses of cubicles. Some were honeycombed in intricate
patterns. Some had alight sort of latticework roofing them in, but were otherwise empty. Only afew had
any covering that realy blocked out the light of the smadl sun burning high overhead.

“Gosh, Max,” said Peter, “but you know it’skind of peaceful here? Kind of nice.”

“Shut up!” snapped Max. “I' m trying to remember the way.”

“I just said it was nice, this place.”

“Nice! Shut up!”

“Yes Max.”

Max was prowling around restlesdy, every so often referring to a pencil-drawvn map he held in his hand.
“Thisway,” hesaid. “Now weturn here...”

“Max, I’'m hungry.”

“WE |l eat later. Let’'ssee... down to theright here...”

“Max,” said Peter, dreamily, wandering among the walls. It was no trouble to keep up with Max now,
with all the pausing and checking he was doing. “Max, you know the old man you used to work for? The
one who helped you build the first Platform—the one who was so dumb even if hewasaNobd Prize
winner and died just before you got the Platform finished?”

“Shut up!” said Max.

“Widl, | wasjust only thinking how much he’ d probably like al these things here,” said Peter, hurt. “You
sad he had dl those paintings and carvings he paid so much for.”

“l said shut up,” said Max. He had cometo afull hdt. “ Something' swrong here.”
“Wrong?’



“There' s something wrong with thisstreet. It isn't the right way.”
Peter was looking up & one of thewalls.
“There sasort of asign here,” hesaid. “But it doesn’t—I mean it’snot English.”

“Sgn?’ said Max, whirling around. He looked up on the deep, glowing roya-purple face of thewall
Peter was pointing at and saw what gppeared to be a short column of something like cuneiform writing
inscribed in gold. Max glanced suspicioudy from the upright column of markingsto Peter, and then back
to the column. He muttered under his breeth, examining the column.

“Wegoright,” hesaid at last. And led off. Following, and looking back over his shoulder,. Peter could
see nothing but the blank purplewall.

“Max—" he dtarted to say. Then shut his mouth. Max was mad enough at him, aready.

They continued on deeper into the city, and came up short at last before four towering walls of scar-. let
enclosng asgquare. They loomed over the surrounding walls and it wasimpossble to seeif they
possessed aroof. There was more cuneiform writing on the wall they faced.

“What doesthat say, Max?’ asked Peter.
“It' sthelibrary.”
“No kidding?’ Peter goggled at thewall. “ Y ou're pretty good to read that right off, Max.”

“Did you think I'm asdumb asyou?’ said Max. “My first trip up herewhen | saw that, | knew there
must be an equivalent of the Rosetta Stone around. So | went looking for it.”

“I"'m not dumb!”
“Comeon!”

Max led the way around the building. Three-quarters of the way around, when they cameto the third
wall, Peter saw that this one contained a small door set flush with the ground. The door was about five
feet in height and about four in width; and it fitted tightly with hardly a seam to mark itsoutline.

“All right,” said Max, asthey hdted beforeit. “ Stand ill.”

Peter obediently cameto a hdt and stood while Max relieved him of al the equipment he had packed on
him before they |eft the Platform. Most of it was camera equipment, but there were a number of other
gmall items, including athick looseleaf notebook and what looked, when Max took it out of its

packaging, like putty.

“What'sthat?’ Peter asked, reaching out for it.

“Don't touchit!” snapped Max. “That’saplastic explosive.”
“Y ou going to blow the whole building up?’

“No, youidiot. Only the door.”

“Oh.” Peter turned and wandered over to the door, leaving Max sorting things and muttering in his beard.
The door was, indeed, pretty tightly shut, he saw. There was a keyhole but no key. Maybe, thought
Peter, it had dropped on the ground. He searched around the base of the wall and, sure enough, found it



about three feet off.

Hetook it over to Max.

“Here” hesaid.

“Get away!” growled Max, without looking up.
“But | just wanted to give you—"

“Get away!” roared Max. “And shut up! Don’t bother me. | don’t want to hear another word out of
you.”

Sadly, Peter wandered back to the door. Idly, he tried the key in the lock. It turned, and the door swung
open. Hewent indde. Within, he found himself enclosed by a surprisngly vast sngle room, whosewalls
were the outside walls they had walked around, and which towered up to look rooflesdy at the sky. But
thiswas not the redlly surprising thing about the interior; for the inner sdes of the wallswere asblack as
shiny basdlt, and they were covered, from the point at which they touched the scarlet floor to asfar up as
the eye could reach, with fine, endless rows of the cuneiform figures embossed in ivory-white. Peter
stood back, craning his neck to see how far, far up they actudly went.

“Yw! ”

It was Max’ svoice, bellowing. Peter turned to see Max coming across the scarlet floor toward him, his
beard brigtling and awild red light in hiseyes.

“What'd you do? How’ d you open that door?’

“I only used the key—" Peter shrunk away from him. “I was going to giveit to you—"
“Key?What key?”

“Thekey inthe keyhole—"

“Key!” screamed Max. “Thereisno key! There sno keyhole! Do you think | didn’t go over that door
with amagnifying glassthefirgt time | was here? Did you think | couldn’t seejust now?” He drew back a
fist and drove it suddenly into Peter’ sface. Peter fdt aterrible, crunching pain and fell back, covering his
nose with hishands. “I" ve had enough of your lies. What' d you do?’ He hit Peter again, following him up
as Peter sumbled blindly backward to get away. “What did you do? Answer me! Answer mel”

He drove Peter findly into a corner between two of thewalls and pounded away at him until Peter
collapsed in amoaning hegp. Findly, Max stood till, hands clenched at his sde, breathing hoarsely.

“Youwon't tell me” hesaid. “Or you don’t know. Oh,” hisvoice sank to avenomous, tearing whisper,
if you only weren’t so damn stupid!”

Peter said nothing, sobbing against the scarlet floor. He heard Max’ s footsteps move away from him.
After awhile, they came back and he heard something dropped with asoft plop beside the hands that
shielded hiseyes.

“Therel” grated the voice of Max. “Fill your belly and stay away from me. I’ ve got everything arace ever
learned, here at my fingertips. And agreater race than the human one ever was. Can you understand
that? Answer mel”

“Yuh...” choked Peter.



“Thiswas destined! Can you understand that? It was destined for me to be thefirst one here, tolearn dl
this. From the first moment | saw the Platform within my grasp—it was destiny driving me. All thiswas
waiting for me, here, left by arace of people that weren't human, that were something even | haven't
found out yet. The records | found—the records | found”—Max’ s voice beat on Peter’ s earsthickly,
like the voice of aman sputtering on sogpsuds—"“they show them different, different, dways different.
But now I’ m at the heart of it. Here. All the records are here. And you're not to disturb me until | find
what | want. Do you hear? Do you hear?’

“Uh-huh,” mumbled Peter.

“Y ou better hear. If you bother me—if you cross me—I’ll crush you, like somefat dug in my garden. I'll
break you. I'll abolish you. I’ ll destroy you. Take that—"

Peter cried out, huddling away from the hard toe of Max’ s boot.
“That’ s better,” said the voice of Max. And the sound of his footsteps walked away.

For awhile longer, Peter stayed curled up, not daring to move. Finaly, he peeked with one tear-wet eye
through the spread fingers of hishand. Max wasfar off, clear acrossthe large single room of the building,
down on his hands and knees by the bottommast rows of cuneiform writing. He was copying them on
pieces of paper and referring to the looseleaf notebook.

Sniffling, Peter cautioudy uncurled and rubbed a blubbery hand across his eyes. He sat up in the corner,
with hisback againgt the two walls. Hisface hurt and his ssomach hurt. Something white caught hiseye; it
was a package of sandwiches done up in aplastic wrapper, lying on the floor by hisfoot. Sniffing
dolefully, he reached out, picked them up, and dowly began to unwrap them. They turned out to be thick
dabs of ham carelesdy thrust between perfectly dry dices of bread. A sob caught in Peter’ sthroat. Max
knew Peter liked alittle butter and mustard on his sandwiches; but just because Max didn’t care one way
or another, he never put anything on them. It was adirty, dirty trick.

Drearily, he began to comfort himsalf with small nibbles on the topmost sandwich. It wasn't fair. He took
alarge bite and chewed on it morosdly.

It wasal Max’sfault. He thought he was the only scientific genius there was. While Peter could
remember any telephone number you told him, forever. Or he could look at the numbers on the side of a
boxcar once and then, months afterwards, tell you just what they were. Max couldn’t do that. And
whenever Max couldn’t do anything and Peter could, he got mad. Peter never forgot aface or aname,
but Max did. Actudly, Peter was abigger geniusthan Max was—

Peter found his hand was empty, and reached dreamily for another sandwich.

Takeright now, for instance. Max couldn’t have made it thistime without having Peter dong to carry the
equipment. How' d he beright now, if he didn’t have that book and stuff Peter had carried? Suppose
Peter had redlly got stuck in that hole back there. He swallowed and reached for another sandwich.

The ham and bread felt good in his scomach. No wonder he hadn’t been able to keep up so well— he'd
been wesk for food. Y es, Max wouldn’'t have got very far without him aong. No, sir! It took somebody
with muscleto carry al that stuff. And that’ swhat Peter had. Why, if he' d wanted to, when Max was
pushing him around, awhile ago...

It took intelligence, too. Peter groped for and found another sandwich. Actualy, he was probably more
intelligent than Max. He' d found the way in here—that key, and the sign farther back. That was because
he was busy figuring things out in the back of his head. Subconscioudy, he was quite agenius.



Remembering the numbers proved that. He could find asign or akey or—or something— when Max
couldn’t. Actualy, there was a pattern to al this. Take all those things he’ d found. They werefacts, and
you built atheory from facts. Whenever Peter wanted afact, he could find one. And it’d be whatever
fact he needed. Peter fumbled without looking for another sandwich, but the paper was empty.

That was just like Max. He never made enough sandwiches, either.

But there, see now, thistheory—where' d dl these Martians go? Well, they al died off. Sure. Except
one, maybe, and that one was waiting around to see what they werelike...

Peter glanced up apprehensively around him, suddenly, but there was nothing to be seen, except Max,
busily a work across the empty floor.

... But thisMartian would like Peter. He wouldn't like Max, because Max wouldn't listen. HE d give
Max facts, but Max couldn’t see them—like the sign, or the key. Y ou know. That Martian was waiting
around for someone like Peter, who was nice. And then he' d make himsdlf into things... Peter sarted to
reach automatically for another sandwich and then checked his hand. All gone. And then he'd make
himsdlf into things to show Peter he' d be nice if Peter was nice back. Like that ladder. And the sign. And
the key. Maybe the rosebush.

Sure, that was probably the Martian right there.
Just one more sandwich would make dl the difference.

Peter sighed and looked down at the plastic wrapper on the floor. It was, as he had suspected, empty.
But—he leaned forward suddenly—just outside it was another sandwich lying on the bare floor. It must
have fallen out when he opened the package.

Grinning, Peter reached out and scooped it up. It was ared thick sandwich. He hed it up infront of him
and his mouth watered. He opened his mouth—

Sudden doubt struck him.

What if it was the Martian? Again? Being a sandwich thistime because that’ s what Peter wanted now?
Cautioudy, he lowered the sandwich and considered it.

It looked like a sandwich.

But what if it wasredly the Martian? And what if the Martian wasn't redly nice a al? Or what if the
Martian meant to be nice, but didn’t really understand people too well, and didn’t really understand what
Peter wanted to do to that sandwich when helifted it up to his mouth? Suppose the Martian didn’t have
any eyesor earsor anything like that. Just sort of feelings. So he could fed what Max waslike and didn’t
bother with him. And he could fedl what Peter was like, and tried him, and felt Peter’ sfedlings and tried
to check on Peter through thingslikethis, like turning himself into aladder or akey, or a—

Then if Peter bit into the sandwich the Martian would find himself being eaten. Then he would be madder
than Max ever was. And then... Max said Martians were greater than humans ever had been. If one got
real mad, it would beterrible, Peter guessed. Maybe the Martian’ d—

Sweating, Peter lowered the sandwich. He wouldn'’t bite into that sandwich now. No, sir!

He sat back and looked at the sandwich, Sghing. His face hurt and his somach hurt, and now he
couldn’'t have asandwich that was right before hiseyes. A nice thick sandwich, too. Peter peeked insde



it. Just as he thought; this one had butter and mustard on it, too. And he couldn’t est it. It was adirty,
dirty trick.

If the Martian didn’t want to take a chance on being eaten, he shouldn’t turn himsdlf into asandwich. It
wasn't fair.

Actudly, they were dl dike, that Martian and Max. They never thought about you. Just about
themsdlves. They thought they were the most intelligent. They’ d find out some day.

“You!” said Peter to the sandwich. “You don't scare mel”

The Martian didn't, either. If Peter didn’t eat the sandwich, it was because hejust didn’t want an-other
sandwich. If—why, if he wanted to—that sandwich would be gonein two bites.

Sitting there like that in front of him!
“You!” said Peter. “Y ou better hear!”
Sitting therelike that in front of him to disturb him.

“I'll get what | want,” said Peter. “Y ou' re not to disturb me until | find what | want. Do you hear? Do
you heer?’

He scowled threateningly above the sandwich. He pinched it alittle between his fingers and the bread
gave.

“Oh, why are you so damn stupid?’ he growled.

Helifted up the sandwich, dowly before his eyes. He gnashed histeeth at it.
“Can you understand that!”

He shook the sandwich.

“Y ou better hear! I'll teach you!” He pulled the sandwich up in front of his bared teeth. “I’m not scared
of you. If you bother me—if you crossme— I'll crush you like somefat dug in the garden.”

Helooked triumphantly at the sasndwich; and it, the Martian, seemed to tremble alittle in hisgrasp.
“I'll crunch you!” he hissed. “I’ll abolish you! I'll show youwho'sboss! I'll destroy you! Take that!”

He bit vicioudy into the sandwich. He ateit al down (and it was ddlicious) and sat there for along
moment after it was gone, holding himsalf in like abomb that expectsto explode at any minute. But
nothing happened, except hefdt full at last and strong with good nourishment—better, in fact, than he
hed ever felt before.

Findly he relaxed. That Martian sandwich had learned itslesson dl right. He'd showed it. It just proved
what he was like when he decided to... He looked over at Max and frowned. It was time Max woke up
to the fact that Peter wasn't just a pushover, too. Look at Max there, reading that wall. Maybe the wall
didn’t want to be read. Had Max ever thought of that? It was time somebody straightened him out on a
few things.

Filled with afine new sense of power and fury, Peter got to hisfeet and marched over to Max. His
shadow, falling acrossthe wail, made Max jerk his head up in exasperation.



“Now what?" he snarled. Then, suddenly staring at Peter, he checked and the color began to drain out of
his abruptly rigid face. Peter, however, did not notice. He wastoo full of the fine new powerful words
bubbling up insde him. He pointed agodlike finger of command a Max, and opened his mouth.

“Human,” he said, “go home!”

Although talismans and charms may ward off outer evils, “ what rite can exor cise the fiends that
dwell behind the eyes?”

THE AMULET

He had hit the kid too hard, there, back behind the tool shed—that was the thing. He should have let up
alittle earlier, but it had been fun working the little punk over. Too much fun; the kid had been dl
softness, al niceness—it had been like catnip to acat and he had got al worked up over it, and then it
had been too late. It had just been some drippy-nosed fifteen-year-old playing at running away from
home, but the railroad bulls would be stumbling over what was | eft, back of the toolshed, before dawn.

That waswhy Clint had grabbed the first moving freight he could find in the yards instead of waiting for
the northbound he was looking for. Now that the freight had lost itsdlf in the Ozark back-country, he
dipped out of the boxcar on adow curve and let the tangled wild grass of the hot Missouri summer take
the bounce of hisbody asit rolled down the dope of the grading.

He cameto astop and sat up. Thefreight rattled by above him and was gone. He was alittle jolted, that
wasal. He grinned into the insect-buzzing hush of the late afternoon. It took ayoung guy in shapeto
leave amoving freight. Any bum could hook on one. He considered his own blocky forearms, smooth
with deep suntan and muscle, effortlesdy propping him off the soft, crumbling earth; and he laughed out
loud on the warm grass.

Hefdt cat-good, suddenly. Cat-good. It was the phrase he had for himsalf when things turned out well.
Himself, the cat, landed on hisfeet again and ready to make out in the next back yard. What would the
suckers be like thistime? He rose, stretching and grinning, and looked over thelittle valley before him.

Below theridge, it was more asmall hollow than atrue valey. The dope of the ridge came down sharp,
covered with scrub pine, and leveled out suddenly into alittle patch of plowed earth, just beginning to be
nubbly with short new wands of grain. A small, brown shack sat at one end of the field, low-down from
where he sood now, and in itsyard an old granny in an ankle-length black skirt and brown swester was
chopping wood. He could see the flash of her axe through the far, clear air, and the chop sound came
just behind. And for amoment, suddenly, for no reason &t al, astrange fedling of unquiet touched him,
like adark moth-wing of fear fluttering for asecond in the deep back of hismind. Then he grinned again,
and picked up hiswrinkled suitcoat.

“Mam,” hesaid in asoft shy voice, “Mam, could | get adrink of water from you, please?’

He chuckled, and went down the dip toward the field with easy, long-swinging strides. She was ill
chopping wood when he cameinto the yard. The long axe flashed with a practiced swing at the end of
her thin, grasshopper-like arms, darkened by the sun even more deeply than his own. The axe split clean
each timeit came down, the wood falling neetly in two equa sections.

“Mam...” hesaid, stopping afew feet off from her and to one side.

She split one more piece of wood deliberately, then leaned the axe against the chopping block and turned
to face him. Her face was as old as history and wrinkled like the plowed earth. Her age was unguessable,
but astrange vitdity seemed to smoulder through the outer shell of her, like afire under ashes, glowing



il on some secret cod.

“What can | do for you?’ she said. Her voice was cracked but strong, and the you of the question came
out dmost as ye. Y et her dark, steady eyes, under the puckered lids, seemed to mock him.

“Could | get adrink of water, mam?’
“Pump’sover there”

Heturned. He had seen the pump on the way in, and purposely entered from the other side of the yard.
Hewent acrossto it and drank, holding his hand across the spout to block it so that the water would
fountain up through the hole on top. Hefdt her gaze on him dl the time he drank; and when he turned
about shewas il regarding him.

“Thank you, ma'm,” he said. He smiled at her. “I wonder—I know it’safoolish question to ask,
ma m—~but could you tdl mewherel an?’

“Spiney Holler,” shesad.
“Oh, my,” hesaid. “I guessed I’ d been going wrong.”
“Where you headed?’ she asked.

“Well—I was going hometo lowa, ma m.” His sheepish grin bared hisfoolishnessto her laughter. “I
know it sounds crazy. But | thought | was on afreight headed for lowa. | was going home.”

“Youliveinlowa?

“Just outsde Des Moines” He sighed, letting his shoulders dump. “Can—can | St down, mam?1’mjust
beat—I don’t know what to do.”

“A big chunk like you? Sit down, boy—" her lean finger indicated the chopping box and he came across
the yard as obediently as a child and dropped down on it. “How come you' re here?’

“Wel—" he hung his head. “I'm dmost ashamed to say. My folks, they won't ever forgive me. | tell you,
ma m, it'sabout thispainin my sde”

Hefdt, rather than saw, adark flicker of interest in her eyes, but when he looked up, her wrinkled face
was serene.

“—thispain, mam. | had it ever sncel wasalittle kid. The doctors couldn’t do nothing for it. And then,
my cousin Lee—he sa salesman, gets adl over—my cousin Lee wrote about this doctor in St. Louis.
Wédll, thefolks gave methe train fare and sent me down there. | got in on a Saturday and the doctor, he
wasn'tinhisoffice. So | went to thishotd.”

Helooked at her. She waited, the little breeze blowing her skirt about her.

“Wel, mam—" hefdtered. “1 know | should have known better. | was brought up right. But | got sick
of that little hotel room and | went out Saturday night to see what St. Louislooked like and—well, ma m,
| got into trouble. It wasliquor that did it—unless they put something in my drink—anyway, | woke up
Monday morning feding like the wrath of God and al my folk’smoney gone.” He heaved agroaning
sgh.

“Andyou an’t never goingtodoit agan.”



The open sneer in her voice brought his head up with ajerk. She stood, hands on hips above the
tight-tucked skirt, grinning down at him. Sudden wrath and fear flamed up in him, but he hid them with
the kill of long practice.

“Boy,” shesaid. “Y ou cameto the wrong door with your story—set down!” she said sharply, ashe
started to rise, awounded expression on hisface. “Y ou think | don’t know one of old Scratch’s people
when | meet ‘em? Me—out of 'em dl? Now how’d you like adrink?’

“A drink?’ hesad.

She turned and walked across to the half-open door of the house and came back with afruit-jar, partly
filled. She handed it to him. He hesitated, then gulped. Wildcats clawed at hisgullet.

She laughed a thetearsin his eyes and took the jar from him. She drank in her turn, without any visible
reaction, asif theliquid in the jar had been milk. Then she set the jar on the ground and fished a pack of
cigarettes from her pocket. Shelit hersdlf one, without offering them to him, and stood smoking, gazing
away over hishead, out over thefields.

“| sent for someone last Tuesday when my Charon was spoiled,” she said, musingly. “You can't be
nobody but him.”

He stared up at her, fedling asif his clothes had been stripped off him.

“You crazy?’ he demanded roughly, to get alittle of hisown back. “Y ou nuts or something?’” Sheturned
and grinned a him.

“Wadl, now, boy,” shesaid. *Y ou sound like you’ d be some great comfort to alone old woman on long
winter nights and nothing to do. Quiet!” she snapped sharply, as he opened hismouth again. “Comeonin
the cabinwith me,” shesad. “I got to check on this”

Warily, confused by amixture of emotionsingde him, yet curious, he rose and followed her in. The
interior of the small house was murkily dark, asingle room. Some straight-backed chairs stood about a
polished wood floor decorated with throw rugs. There was afireplace and a round-topped, four-legged
table. The corners had thingsin them, but there the shadows were too deep for his sun-dazzled eyesto
see. He thought he smelled cat, but there was no cat to be seen; only an owl—stuffed, it ssemed—on the
mantel over thefireplace.

She bent over. There was the scratch of amatch and a candle sputtered dight, illuminating the tabletop
and her face, but throwing the rest of the room deeper into darkness. A strange thrill trembled down his
spine. He stared at the candle. It was only acandle. He stared at her face—buit for all its strangeness, it
wasonly aface.

“Money,” shesaid. “That’ swhat you think you want, eh, boy?’

“What lseisthere?’ heretorted; but the loud notes of hisvoice rang thin at the end. She burst suddenly
into harsh laughter.

“What elseisthere, he says” she cried to the room about them. “What else?’ The candle flared suddenly
higher, dazzling him for amoment. When he could see again, he discovered two things on the table
before him. Onewas acircle of leather string—Iike aboot shoelace with asmall sack attached—and the
other was athin sheaf of twenty-dollar bills, crigp and new, bound about by a rubber band. He looked at
the money and his mouth went dry, estimating there must be two or three hundred dollarsin the stack.
His hand twitched toward it; and he looked up at the old woman.



“Look it over, boy,” shesaid. “Go ahead. Look at it.”

He snatched it up and riffled through the stack. There were fourteen of the twenties. His eyes met hers
across the table. He noticed again how thin she was, how old, how frail. Or was shefrail?

“Only money, boy?’ she sneered a him. “Only money? Well, then you got no trouble. Y ou just run me
an errand and all that’ s yours—and as much again when you come back!”

Still he stood, looking &t her.

“Y ou want to know?” shesaid. “I'll tell you what you got to do for that money. Y ou just go get my
recipe book from my neighbor, Marie-Elaine.”

His voice came hoarse and different from his throat.
“What' sthegag?’ hesaid.

“Why, boy, theré’ sno gag,” she said. “I done lent my recipe book to Marie-Elaine, that’sall, and | want
youto fetchit for me”

He consdered, hismind turning thisway and that like a hunting weasdl; but each way it looked there was
darkness and the unknown.

“Where does shelive?’ he asked.

“Her? Over theridge.” Shelooked at him and leaned toward him across the candle and the table.
“Money, eh, boy? Just money?’

“I ssy—" he gasped, for the smoke of the candle came directly at him, dmost choking him. “What elseis
there?’

“Something else, boy.” Her eyes held him. They wereal he could see, shining in the darkness.
“Something in particular for you, boy, if youwant it. Y ou did afine, dark thing last night; but it’s not

enough.”
“What you talking about?’

“Taking about you. Marie-Elaine, she borrowed my book and my Charon; but she spoiled my Charon.
Now she got to get me another, or | take her Azael—don't know what I’ m talking about, do you, boy?’

“No—" he gasped.

“I got to play fair with you. Them'’ sthe rules. So you take up that amulet there afore you and wesr it. No
business of mine, if Marie-Elaine can get you to take it off. None of my doings, if you open the book.”

His hand went out asif of itsown will and picked up the string-and-sack. An odd, sour smell from it
sung hisnodtrils.

“Why’d | want to open your book?’ he managed.

“For the pride and the power, boy, the pride and the power.” The candle flame flared up between them,
blinding him. He heard her, intoning. “Once by call of flesh—once by burn and rash—once by
darkness—shée' Il try you boy. But wear the amulet spite of her and me and the book won't tempt you.
There, I'vegiven you fair warning.”



The candle flame sank to ordinary size again. Sight of the room came back to him, adight grin on her
face.

He heditated, standing with the limp, oily leather of the string in his hand. He had fedings about bad spots
when he was getting into them—he' d been in enough. Cat-wise, he was. And there was something about
thisthat was whispering a him to get out. Or wasit just the moth-wing of fear he had felt as he looked
over thishollow? He believed in nothing, not even in witches, but—all that money for a book—and not
believing meant not disbdieving. .. and that made everything possible. If witcheswere so— A shiver ran
down his back; but hot on it came the sullen bitter anger at this old granny who thought she could use
him—him! Il show her, he thought; and the blood pounded hot in histemples. He shoved the billsinto
his pocket, lifted the amulet, hung it around his neck, and tucked it out of sight into his shirt.

“Yeah. Leaveit to me” he said. Shelaughed.

“That’ sthe boy!” she crackled. “Y ou can’'t missit when you seeit. A black book with agold chainand a
gold lock to thechain. You'll seeit in plain sight. She’ sgot no blindness on you.”

“Sure” hesaid. “I'll get it.”

He backed away, turned, and went out the door. He came out into rich, late sunlight. It lay full on the
fidds, and, in spite of thefact that it was near to sunset, he had to shut his eyesfor amoment against its
brilliance after the darknessinsde.

He turned to the ridge, towering up black with scrub pines above him. A dusty footpath snaked off and
up from the cabin and was lost. He was aware of the old woman watching from her cabin door.

“Seeyou,” he said, and flipped ahand at her in farewdll. But she did not answer; and he turned sullenly
away, burning, burning with his resentment.

Thefirst cool bresth of dying day filled hislungs as he climbed. He felt the goodness of being dive; and
the money was comfortably pressed againgt his thigh—he could fed it through his pocket with each step
up theridge. But the sourness that had come upon him in his encounter with the old witch stayed with
him. The path wound steeply, sometimes taking half-buried boulders like stone steps upward. It had not
looked like avery high ridge; but the sun was barely above the horizon when he reached the top.

He stopped to catch his breath and consider whether he should go on, or take the money and cut back
to the tracks. Another freight would come soon. Below him, down the way he had come, that shadows
were long across the fields of the old woman and the dow curve of therailroad right of way. Before him,
the further hollow was haf in the shadow of the ridge, and only asmall house, very like the old woman's
but neater-looking with atouch of something colorful a the windows, stood free of the dark. A sudden
thrill of something that wasfear, but yet was not fear, ran through him as he stood above the low lands,
drowning in the last of the twilight. Thiswas country for witches. He could fed belief coming up into him
from the earth under the soles of his surplus army boots. Something evil burnt in the far redness of the
descending sun; and the growing breeze of night came out of the shadow of the pines and caressed his
cheek with cool, exciting fingers of darkness.

He began with an odd eagerness to scramble down the path dong the far side of the ridge. He seemed to
go rapidly, but the further hollow wasdl in twilight by the time he emerged from the pinetreesinto its
open pasture. Overhead, the sky was blood-red with sunset and the roof of the house wastinged with its



ochrereflection. A littlelight glowed yellow behind itswindows.

He crossed the meadow and stumbled unexpectedly into asmall stream. Wading across, he came up a
further dight dope and into the yard of the house. When he was till adozen feet from the door, it
opened; and awoman stood suddenly revedled in silhouette, with the gloaming now too feeble to
illuminate her face and the lamp light strong behind her.

He came up to the steps; and as he did so, something large and grey flitted by him and disappeared
through the open doorway. It had looked almost like an owl, but the young woman seemed to pay it no
attention. He looked up the steps. There were three of them; and they put her head above his own. She
was quite young; and her thin, summer dress clung to the close outline of her, reveding adim, tautly

proportioned body.
He stopped, looking up at her.

“Hi,” hesaid. “ Say—" asudden cunningness tilled histongue as it was about to mention the book he
had been sent for—" say, | seem to belost. Wheream 17

“Not far from Peterborough,” she said. She had alow, huskily musicd voice. “Comein.”

He walked up the steps and she stepped back before him. A light scent of some earthy perfume cameto
his nogtrils and reminded him al at once of how he was aman and thiswas awoman. The lamplight, asin
the old woman' s house, blinded him for asecond. But he recovered quickly; and when he looked up, it
wasto see her regarding him from beyond asmall table not unlike that other, although thiswas smdler.
Therewas no owl to be seen. Thisroom, like that in the old woman’ s house was full of shadows, the
main difference being alarge yellow cat that sat before afireplacein which asmadl firewas burning
againgt the quick coolness of evening. On the mantelpiece above it was alarge black book with agold
chain around it, secured by asmall gold lock. All thishe saw in aglance, but it registered as nothing on
his mind compared to the lamplit Sght of the young woman.

He had never expected to find her beautiful.

Shewastall for awoman, and sheer grey eyeslooked at him from under dim black brows. Her hair was
the color of the deegpest shadows and dropped thickly to curl in one smooth dark wave about her dim
shoulders. Her lips had their perfect redness without lipstick and the line of her jaw was ddlicately carved
above the soft column of her neck. Her body was the kind men dream of .

“You're Marie-Elaine” he said, without thinking.
“They cdl me Marie-Elaine” she nodded.

“You've got acrazy neighbor over theridgethere,” he said. “ She—" caution suddenly placed itshand on
his tongue—*“told me your name—but she didn’t tell me anything else about you.” His voice came out a
little thickly with thefeding insgde him.

She laughed—not as the old woman had laughed; but softly and warmly.
“She'sold,” Marie-Elainesaid. “ She' sredl old.”
“Hell, yed” he said, continuing to stare at her. And then, dowly, again, herepeated it. “Hell... yes...”

“You' readranger,” shesad.



“Cdl meBill.” Helooked at her acrossthe table. “I was hitching aride on afreight and the brake-man
saw me. | had to drop off by the old lady’s place. | got adrink of water from her. She said it wasthis
way to town.”

“You must betired.” Her voice was as soft as corngilk.
“I"'m beat out.”

“Sit down,” shesad. “I’'ll make some coffee.”
“Thanks”

He looked about and saw achair on two dim rockers, spindle-backed and with athin dark cushion on
the seet of it, tanding beside thefire. He crossed and sat down in it gingerly—it held. There was a sound
of water splashing; and Marie-Elaine came across the room with akettle. She crouched on the opposite
side of the fireplace to swing out ameta arm, hooked at the end, and suspend the kettle from the hook,
over theflames. Thered flickering light lit up the smooth line of her body al down the clean curve of
back and thigh—and the wild blood stirred within him.

“What' s Peterborough like?’ he said, to be saying something.

“It' satown,” she answered. Straightening up, she turned her head and smiled at him, asmile asred as
the flames of thefire. “A smdl town. Strangers don’'t come, often.”

“Youlikeit that way?" he asked, boldly.

“No,” she said softly, looking a him. “| like strangers.” Hefelt his heart begin to pound dowly and
heavily. “What' d she say about me?’

“Who?’ he blinked at her. “Oh, the old bag? Not much.” He spread his handsto the fire’ swarmth. “I
didn’'t get the idea she liked you too well, though.”

“Shedoesn’t,” Marie-Elaine said. “ She hatesme. And she'slost her Charon.”
“Some of those old bags are that way.”

It was acrazy conversation. He checked an impulse to shake his head and clear it. He could talk to a
woman better than this. A clink of metal reached his ears. She waslifting the kettle off the hook. Wasit
boiling already? She carried it away to the further shadows.

He was aware of eyeswatching him; and looked down to discover it wasthe cat. Tdl and tawny, it sat
upright beforethe fire, staring at him. Its eyes, half-closed, seemed dreamily to be passing judgment upon
him.

“You live heredl by yoursdf?’ he asked.

“All by mysdlf.” Her voice came back to him and he peered into the dimness, trying to make her out.
“Did she warn you about me?’

“Warn?’ he said. The cat moved suddenly. He heard the soft sound of paws on the floor and it bounded
into hislap. He jumped at the weight of it, then raised hishand to pet it. But it wrinkled its nose
suddenly—and spat—and legped back to the floor again.

“Warn?' he sad. “No. What for?’



Marie-Elaine laughed.

“Just talk,” she said. She came walking out of the shadows into the firdight, an odd-looking earthenware
coffeepot in one hand and two black china cupsin the other. She sat down on the settle opposite him,
filled both cups and handed one acrossto him. Hetook it, hot in his hand.

“How come she' sgot it in for you?' he asked.

“Oh, it' shusiness,” she smiled acat’ s creamy smile across the small flame-lit distance between them.
“We sl our waresto the same people.”

“Yeah,” hesad. “Your lookswouldn’t have anything to do with it?” He watched her to see how the
compliment registered. Shetilted her face, framed by the dark hair, alittle to one side and her shadowed
eyes heated his blood.

“My looks?’” she murmured.

“You'readoll,” hetold her, in that sudden harsh voice that usualy worked so well for him with women.
Her smilewidened alittle. That wasdl. But enough.

“Do you want some more coffee?’ she asked.

“Pour me.” He held out the cup. Her fingers caught and burned againgt his hand, holding it as she poured
the brown liquid into his cup.

“Milk and sugar?’ shesaid.

“Black.” He shook his head and drank. The coffee was like nothing he had ever tasted before. Ddlicious.
Staring at the curving chinabottom, he redlized he had drunk it al without taking hislipsfrom the cup.

“More?’ He nodded, and she poured again. He held the cup thistime without drinking, warming both
hands around it; and looked at her over it. With the coffee in him, the fire seemed brighter and
she—standing before him, she had not moved, but now as he watched she seemed, without moving a
muscle, to float nearer and nearer, caling to al his senses. His head swvam. He smelled the wild, faint
savor of her perfume; and, like the candle in the old woman' s house, she blotted out everything.

“Tdl me—" It was her voice, coming huskily a him.
“Wha?' hesad, blindly staring.
“Would you do something for me?’

“Something? What?" he said. He would have risen and gone to her, but the amulet anchored him like
some great weight around his neck.

“Y ou shouldn’t ask what,” she breathed. “ Just anything.”

His head spun. He felt himsdlf drifting away asif in some great drunkenness. “Y ou got to tell me firg—"
he gasped.

Suddenly the enchantment was gone. The room was back to norma, and she was turning away from him
with the coffegpot. He leaned alittle forward in his chair, toward her, but something had come between
them.

“They got ahotel in Peterborough?’ he asked.



“No hotd,” she shrugged, replacing the coffegpot. “ Sleep here,” she said indifferently. His chest itched
suddenly; and, reaching up to scratch it, hisfingers closed around the amulet, through his shirt. Hadtily, he
dropped hishand again.

“Wall, that’ snice of you,” hesaid. “| sure gppreciate that.” The words came out clumsly, and he gulped
his second cup of coffeeto cover the excitement and confusion in him. The amulet, now that he had
noticed it wasitching and burning like alive thing. There must be something in it that he was dlergic to.
He had got dl puffed up from poison oak once, on a picnic. When he looked up from the coffee, he saw
shewas on her fet.

“Here,” she said. She picked up the lamp from the table and it lit up abed againgt the wall beyond her.
“Thisiswherel deep. But I’ ve another— over here.” And she crossed the room, the shadowsrolling
back before her until against the opposite wall he saw anarrow bunk built of heavy wood and with dats
acrossit, peegping out from under the edges of an old mattress. “1'll get you some bedding.”

She turned and went toward a dark door opening in the rear wall of the room. The cat meowed suddenly
from near the front door and she spoke over the shoulder. “Let him out for me.” Then she had vanished
through the rectangle of darkness.

He got up, feding the relief asthe amulet svung out and away from contact with his skin. Hewaked
across to the door, and opened it.

“Here, cat,” hesaid.

It did not come, immediately. Peering through the dimness, he discovered suddenly its green eyes staring
a him, unwinkingly. “C'mon! Cat!”

The cool night air blew through the doorway into hisface, chilling and antiseptic. Standing with his back
to the inner room, he fumbled open the top buttons of his shirt and pulled the little weight of the amulet
out. Thefireflickered high for amoment behind him, painting the bare wooden door gar before him and
reflecting inward. Looking down, he saw agreet, furious rash on his skin where the amulet had rested.

He heard the old witch again, in the back of hismind, chanting—once by call of the flesh, once by bum
and rash. Sudden fury exploded in him. Did she think she' d frightened him with stuff like that? Did she
think he wouldn't dare—?

He yanked, snarling, at the amulet. The cord broke; and he tossed it into outer darkness.

Sudden rdlief washed over him—and on the hedls of it, suddenly, the night became dive. Witha
thousand voices, whispering, its clamor surged around him, advising him, counseling him, tempting him.
But he was too sharp now to be tricked, too wiseto be betrayed. Clever, clever, hismind curled and
twisted and coiled about on itsdf like asnake hungry in the midst of plenty and waiting only to makeiits
choice. The heat of hisbody was gone now, dl the lust of hisflesh for Marie-Elaine, and only the shrewd
mind was | &ft, working. He would show them. He would show them both.

He became aware, suddenly, that he was still standing in the open doorway.

“Cat?’ he said. The green eyes had disappeared. He turned back into the house, closing the door behind
him. Shewasfixing hisbed.

“You let Azad out?’ she asked.

“Yes,” he said. Something better than her, he thought, looking at her—something better herefor me. I'll
show you, who can handle who, he thought. She was smiling at him, for no reason he could see.



“Don’'t be hasty,” she said, looking at him.
“Who'shasty?’ he said.
“Not you,” she said. And she had dipped away from him suddenly into the shadows around her bed.

“Turn out the lamp,” her voice came back to him. Hisfingers fumbled with the hot little metal screw; and
the brilliant, white-glowing mantel faded. He looked across again at the darkness where shelay, but the
firdight danced like abar between them.

He stepped backwards to his own bed and sat down on its hard, quilted surface. He took off his shoes
and socks, listening for the sounds of her undressing—»but he heard nothing. He did in under the covers,
still wearing pants and shirt—but after he was covered he thought better of it and stripped off his shirt
and dropped it over the side of the bed, leaving his chest naked to the quilt.

Helay on hisback, waiting for deep. But he could not deep.

Thefire danced. He felt at once drugged from the coffee and quiveringly awvake. With the throwing away
of theamulet, aweird lightness and swiftness of thought had come upon him, and a sense of power.
Witches or women, he thought, they couldn’t match him. Women or witches... dmost he laughed out
loud in the darkness at theirresistible fury of his galoping thoughts. The events of the day flickered likea
too-swift film before his eyes. He saw the kid, the freight, the old woman over theridge. Again he
climbed the stony, wooded dope and stood at itstop, feding the evil in the sunset. But now he no longer
wondered about it. He accepted it, feding it echo back from some eager sounding-board within him.

The dark fish of histhoughts swam in the black flood of the silent hour surrounding him. The keen edge of
hisdesire for Marie-Elaine, her woman-flesh, was gone. Now something deeper, further, stronger,
attracted him. It was ataste, afed, ahunger, a satisfaction—like that which the business of besting up
the kid had brought him. It was asif amouth within him whose presence he had never suspected, had
now suddenly opened and was crying to be fed. Somewhere about him, now, was the food that would
sty it, thedrink that would dakeit. Helay il in the darkness, listening.

From the far sde of the room came the soft and steady breathing, awoman in deep... Hiswide eyes
roamed the blackness, and, as he watched, the room began to lighten.

At first he saw no reason for this brightening. And then he saw the faint outline of the room’ stwo
windows taking dim ghost-shape amidst the dark; and, gazing through the nearest one, he saw that the
moon was rising above the ridge. Its cold-meta rim was just topping the crest of brush and rock; and he
saw light spill like quickslver from it, down the dope, picking out the points and branches of the dark
pines.

He gazed back into the room. Dim it till was, al stegped in obscurity; but by somefaint trick of thelight,

the book on the mantel lay plainly reveded againgt the wall’ s deep shadow. Itsgold chain lustered in the
gloom with some obscure dement of reflected light.

The hunger and thirst came up in histhroat. He felt aneed to do grest things, and afeding of wild joy and
triumph siwung him from the bed. He stood upright in the room, then swiftly stooped to gather up socks,
shoes, shirt and suitcoat and put them on. When he was ready to leave, the book lying above the
mantelpiece drew hiseye again, like a cask of gold. In three long strides he crossed the room to it and
tucked it under hisarm. It was heavy—heavier than he had thought; but he could have carried a dozen
likeit easlly, with the wild energy now passessing him.

He went swiftly to the door, opened it acrack, and dipped out, and it was like stepping into another day



that was just the negative of the film that sunlight would print when the dark hours ended. Cold light
flooded the low places and the hills, and before he had taken a dozen steps from the cabin his eyes had
adjusted and he was a homein the night.

Hewent quickly, seeming to swim through it effortlesdy on tiptoe and with the sharpness of the coal air in
his lungs, adrunken headiness came on him. The book fdlt rich with its heaviness under hisarm. A
warmth from itsthick leather binding seemed to burn through his shirt and Sde, infecting him with a
strange and bright-fevered hest. He pressed its shape closer to him, so that the beating of his heart
echoed back fromiit, giving blow for blow. Now running, he went up the ridge between the two hollows
with their cabins—but al he did was without effort, asif thiswas no steep dope, but aplain. And at the
top of the ridge he paused— not because he was out of breath, but because he had the book now, and
the money, and the railroad tracks lay there before him in the moonlight and another freight would be
along before the dark was gone. He had won, but at the same time, something pulled at him; and he was
reluctant to go.

He stood, irresolute on top of the ridge. The night wind blew coldly in hisface; and suddenly the fever
that had brought him thisfar faded out of him, leaving him abruptly cold and clear-headed asif he had
just risen from along night’ s deep.

Stunned, dismayed, deprived, he stood blinking. What had happened?

The plain earth, the plain moonlight, and the plain wind, gave him no answer. The dark magic that had
lived in them was abruptly gone, snatched away from him asif it had never been; and he stood aone at
night on an Ozark ridge with aworn and ancient book in his hands. With fingers that trembled, he tucked
the book under one arm and reached into his hip pocket. Stiff paper crackled in hisgrasp; and he drew it
forth to sare at it in the moonlight, dim twenty dollar bills.

“Money!” he muttered. And then, yelling out suddenly in furious disappointment and anger, “ Money!” he
flung it al suddenly from him, far and wideinto the night wind. The billsfluttered, darkly falinginthe
moonlight, lost among the shadows of the two dopes. Snatching the book from under hisarm he held it
before him, closed, in both hands, heavy and warm from the heet of his body—in both hands. Wasthis
it? Wasthisthe way to ther rich and secret life?

His heart best. In the depths of the hollow be-hind him, the cabin of Marie-Elaine sent small wisps of
smoke from its chimney. Before him the cabin of the older witch lay in equa slence and lightlessness.
Under the night sky, they and the whole countryside seemed to beat and shimmer to the beating of his
own heart—and to the reverberations of some mighty soundless drum, now far off, but waiting. The
book burned hisfingers.

“Why not?’ he murmured. “Why not?” Slowly his one hand closed over the edge of the book’ s cover.
The taste that had been in his mouth as he clubbed the kid behind the toolshed was with him again. The
red fire of the hearth played once more over the curves of the crouching Marie-Elaine. These waited for
him behind the cover of the book. He wrenched it open.

Black lightning leaped from the page before him, and blinded him. He staggered back, dropping the
book, yet crying out in ecstasy. Blinded, he groped for it on dl fours on the ground, mewing.

Thedistant drumming grew |louder. The drummer approached. The landscape melted in the moonlight,
swimming around him. He was aware of strange perfumes and great things moving. He crawled in the
shadow of arobe and the two witches were somehow present, standing back. But the blindness hid the
book from him like a curtain of darkness, and out of that curtain came a Question.

“Yed” he cried eagerly, yearningly.



And the Question was asked again.

“Yes, yes—" hecried. “ Anything! Make me the smdlest, make me the littlest—but make me one of
yw! ”

And once more, the Question...
“I do!” hecried. “I will! Forever and ever—"

Then the darkness parted, accepting him. And, even as helooked on the beginning of hisroad, he felt
himsdf dwindling, shrinking. For one last moment it came back to him, the big-muscled, sunburned arms
and the proud body lithe and clean, the strength and the freedom; and then his limbs were narrowed to
bone and tendon, to thickset fur, hisbelly sucked in, and his haunchesrose and atail grew long.

And the two witches shrieked and howled with laughter. They stood like Sgters, arm in arm, Sstersin
malice, filling the night sky with their raucous, reveing laughter.

“Fool!” screeched the old one, letting go the other and swooping forward to fasten aleash and collar
about hishairy cat’s neck. “Foal to think you could match your wits with oursl Now you are my Charon,
to fetch and run, an acolyte to our atars. Fool that was once aman, did you think to feed before you had
waited on table?”’

“ Character isdestiny” said the ancient Greeks, and drove the point home in their myths.
THE HAUNTED VILLAGE

He cameto the hill overlooking the village and braked to ahdt. Below him the still town lay, caught likea
mirage of hot air in ashalow cup of the enforested earth. He stared at it as he might have stared at a
mirage, not quite certain even now asto how he had found it, for the ingtructions of the boy at thefilling
gtation had been vague and he had seen no one aong the way who could give him directions. He had
taken County Road number twelve and hunted at random through the small, twisting and rutted trails of
dirt that snaked back from it among the pines and birch. Now, astwilight was dimming the hollows with
the long rays of ared sunset glancing acrosstheralling hills of soft, glaciated earth, he had come upon it.

Helooked down. In the fill, late afternoon, the heat waves till beat and shimmered in the narrow streets
and above the dark housetops, giving the town atwigting, insubstantia look. Still asadream, it lay; and
no people were visible about it.

He released the brakes and the car rolled forward down the hill, and the first houses, building quickly to a
wall on either side of his car, trapped the sound of his car’ s motor, and magnified it, so that it seemed to
clamor in the tillness. He went dowly, searching for astopping place, until he saw to hisright ahigh,
westhered building of brown clapboard with three steps leading up to adusty porch that bore aHOTEL
sign upon its overhang. He stopped his car beside the porch and got out.

A tdl dark man with grey eyeslarge in athin face gppeared out of the porch’s degper shadow, waking
toward him.

“Can | help you?’ he asked. Hisvoice was deep but muted, asif asort of weary sadnessin him made it
agpecid effort to speak.

“Why, yes,” said Barin, mounting the three steps. “I’ m looking for aroom.”

“Oh,” said thetall man. “You'll haveto ak ingde, then.”



Hewaited until Barin had passed him, then followed haf a step behind. And Barin thought he felt the
dight breath of asigh on the back of his neck, but it was so light he could not be sure.

He opened the door and stepped into adim lobby, lit only by the fading light from abay window. To the
left ashadowed passage led away into the gloomy depths of the hotel and about the lobby heavy leather
chairs sat cracked and withdrawn. Ahead was the desk. He walked toward it, the tall man behind him.

“Mikkelson?” It was a heavy voice from behind the desk, hoarse and mechanica asthe grating of a
spade on concrete.

“There saguest,” answered the tall man from behind Barin's shoulder, in his sad, tired voice.

Beyond the counter of the desk, a cubbyhole reached back into obscurity. At the counter, a pale patch
of light from the distant window fdll on the grained wood and the gtiff white pages of an open guest
book—just turned, evidently, to anew page, for there were no signatures upon it.

There was the squesk of achair from the darkness and the heavy, creaking steps of alarge man; athick
form loomed up out of the cubbyhole to stand with belly pressed against the worn inner edge of the
counter. Barin looked into awide face, the face of a man past middle age, heavy-lipped and
broad-nosed, above athick, coarse body 1oosened only dightly from ayounger strength.

“For how long?’" The hoarse voice was now directed at Barin.

“A couple of days—maybethree” Again Barin thought he caught the trailing wisp of asigh from the man
behind him. He added quickly, to forestall questions, “I’ m a photographer. A writer. I’'m doing apiece
on the woods up here. I’d like to explore abit—for aday or two.”

“Sign.” Onethick hand swiveled the guest book toward him. Another passed him the stub of apencil on
the end of astring. Hetook it and signed. Helaid it down and looked up into the face of the man behind
the desk.

“I'll be esting my medsintown,” hesad. “ Any ideawhere—" Hel€ft the question hanging, but the man
behind the desk did not take it up and along silence drew itself out between them.

“Certainly you—Rosach—" Thevoice of thetdl man again.
“We can take care of you,” said Rosach, abruptly. “Not now. Too late. Breakfast.”

“Oh,” said Barin; and he tried to sound disappointed, athough he did not fed hungry. “ Any placedsein
town?’

“No.” Rosach reached under the counter and produced akey.
“Upthere)” hesaid, jerking athumb to hisleft. “ Second door on theright.”

Barin turned and looked, seeing what he had not noticed before, anarrow stairway that led up and back
from besde the desk.

“Thank you,” he said, taking the cold metd of the key into the pam of hishand. He picked up the
suitcase he had brought in with him and started up. At the turn of the stairs, he hesitated for a second and
looked back. He could see the two faces, the heavy and the sad, upturned to him, caught in the patch of
light from the desk and watching after him.

He went on up the stairs, emerging at the top into along, narrow corridor, lit at the far end by awindow



which gtill gave on the fading sky. He moved down it, his shoes giving off no sound againgt the hall
carpet. And, as he went, agirl emerged from one of the roomsfarther down the hall and came toward
him.

Shewas dressed in asmple, loose dress of some dark color and the blackness of her hair was gathered
together in abun at the back of her head. Although she could not avoid seeing him, she gave no sign of it
and came toward him, looking through and past him, carrying some towels over her arm.

He reached his door before he met her; and turned to insert the key in the lock. It was hisintention to
stop her as she passed, to ask her some small question about the bedsheets or the location of the
bathroom. But her indifference to his presence made him hesitate; and he stepped back out of her way,
as her dress passed him.

Inthelight of the distant window her face stood out sharp and clear. It was unadorned and serious, the
pale, white skin thinly stretched over the delicate bones of the face, the lips soft and straight and with two
dight shadows under the narrow protrusion of her cheekbones.

He saw her in profile as she went by; and his breath caught, because for a second the shadow below the
near cheekbone was gone, the graceful line of the narrow jaw, the smooth, high forehead, outlined
againgt the dark wall opposite—and it was asif he gazed at his secret cameo.

Hewoketo lethargy, and gazed dully about the dingy room, wondering at himself and hiswheregboutsin
that little uncertainty that dways followed hiswakening.

He must have gone to bed immediately on entering his room the evening before, because dl he could
remember were the wild fantasies of his dreams—his dreams about the girl who resembled exactly that
cameo about which no onein theworld had known, but himsdlf.

It was a cameo he had stolen from a house locked up for the summer, back when he had been aboy. He
had kept it secretly to himsalf and woven about it dark dreams of a strange love of the flesh. He still had
it, locked in his safety deposit box, back in the city. Not even Ellen knew about it—Ellen, whom he had
now decided to marry, just before he had dipped away on thisfind trip. It belonged to that dark side of
him that he intended to bury forever.

Now there was no thought of Ellen, or the magazine article he had come up hereto do. A sullenfire
burned in him. Beforeiit, the life he had envisioned with Ellen, and hiswork, were darkly shadowed. He
had come up here on ahint, abreath of rumor from the country about this village. The people outside it
considered it to be haunted in some sirange way—haunted, in this day and age!

He had laughed. But it had attracted him. A good chance, he had thought, for ahumorous article on
back-country superdtitions. Now, he was no longer interested. It wasthe girl that demanded dl his
attention, the girl in the corridor.

He washed and shaved himsdlf quickly in the veined washbowl of the bathroom down the hall, dressed
and went downgtairs. Behind the desk, the unchanging darkness seemed vacant of dl life. He hunted by
himsdlf for the dining room and found it at the end of the passageway he had noticed when he had first
stepped in. A small room with three square tables and arow of windows along one wall.

He sat down and rang thellittle bell that stood with its dull silver gleaming the center of the white and
threadbare tablecloth. Thetiny tinkle sounded in the room and echoed away through the half-open door
that led beyond, he surmised, to the kitchen. Helit acigarette, and waited.



It would, he thought, looking out the window, be another hot day. The haze was dready irring the air
above the gtreet; and the hot glare of the sun, reaching him through the glass, wasno aid in rousing him
from the lethargy with which he had awakened, but reached into him with smouldering sullenness and
gtirred something thick and hot within the anima part of him. Hefélt at once dull and eager, with the
feverish urge to concupi scence induced by sickness and being long in bed. The smoke from his cigarette
went nowhere, but coiled about him, hanging in the till air; and he waited impetiently for his service.

Paced footsteps sounded at last from beyond the door. The girl of the corridor came through its opening
and up to histable. Now, in the strong sunlight from the windows, he could see that her dresswas grey,
but her hair was as black as ever.

“What would you like? shesaid.

Now that the question was asked, he found that no more than on the preceding evening had he any
desire for food. But he was committed to the ritual of eating breakfast by his demands of yesterday; and
moreover, he wanted to prolong his contact with this girl.

“What' syour name?’ he asked, smiling up a her.
“Dineen,” she said without change of expression. “What would you like?’

As she stood there, attendant and silent, her perfect passivity touched sudden flame from the heet within
him, like spontaneous combustion in acompost hegp. So sharp was the chemica changethat hefet his
face cool with the shock; and to cover it up, spoke quickly.

“Bacon and eggs. Anything.”

She turned and went out, the click of her footsteps fading away behind the door. He sank back into the
smouldering of hislethargy.

It was some minutes later when she returned; and he looked at the platter in her hands, Sartled to
remember what he had been waiting for. Picking up hisfork, hefet adight twinge of revulson from the
food. Sheturned to go.

“Dineen,” hesad.

Sheturned, calm and unsurprised. He searched for the color of her eyes; but even in thelight from the
window, thisescaped him.

“Yes? shesad.

“I don't know thistown of yours,” he said with hislips, ill watching her. “How do | get out into the
woods?’

“Takeany road,” shesad.
“Any road?’

“Yes.” Shewaited asecond further, but the sound of her voice went flying away and away into
nothingnessin his heed, asif it would echo into eternity; and he did not say anything more. When he
recovered from the sound of it, she had gone.

He sat, wrung with adesireto follow her that was countered by afeverish inertialike that of the weakly
sck. After alittle while he turned to his plate and ate autometicaly, not tasting the food, but fedling it soft



and dab-like upon histongue. It was nothing, but it woke him up. Hefinished his cold coffee and got up.

He went out; down the dark passageway, through the front door and out into the sunlight. Its glare seized
him, blinding and baffling him, and he redized with a start that the morning was aready gone. It was high
noon. He walked off through the streets at random. ..

He stood in the hills surrounding the town and looked down on the hot gleam of itsrooftops. Theair was
motionless and under the glare of light, the dancing heatwaves seemed to cause the whole conglomeration
of buildings to seethe and boil. The forest about it stood like a protecting rampart. Its coolness held him.
It smelled cleanly of naturd scents, like his Ellen. And he was reminded of her again and he felt the urge
to give up the notion of work here, to pack and drive, and so dip back into the protection of the outsde
world.

But the impulse was like the distant twinge of anerve, the prick of adentist’s needlein an areawherethe
novocain has already gone to work. For, superimposed on Ellen’ simage came the face of his cameo, the
face of Dineen. And the wish to break through the invisible barrier of reticence hefdt in the girl, returned
to him again and again, like the pounding of adrum, until he could fed the feverish thump and plunge of
his heart, beting in unison withiit.

It was the town, he thought. The town guarded her. The unanimity of its conclave of dusty strests,
through which he had walked on hisway just now to these hills, its solitary figures, just out of hailing
distance, its ill houses with their blank and eye ess windows, these walled him off from Dineen. He had
felt the alien spirit of this place from the first. He had recognized it at the hotel desk and when she had
spoken in the hotel dining room. He had fdlt it on hisway to here, passing the houses. Whole and dive,
they had stood, lining ether sde of hisway, their windows unbroken and the haf-glimpsed hint of alimp
curtain here and there behind a glassy edge. But silent, slent—in tenanted slence. He had tried vainly to
see women and children peeping from those dead glass eyes.

It was the town, he thought, climbing higher on alittle knoll for a better view. It was not Dineen that held
him at adistance, but the town. Once within itswalls of suspicion and distrust—they were smdll-town,
country people and they undoubtedly knew how the rest of the countryside spoke of them—hewould
find himsdlf the stronger of the two of them. He could break through to her core, inside.

He gtruck hisright fist suddenly into the pam of hisleft hand. Of course! Thetown distrusted him
because he was an outsider. They thought he had comein an evening, and would leavein amorning. As
long asthey believed this, their reticence would hold. But undermine that—and the wall of their defenses
would come tumbling down. He would be one of them, not one against many, but one against the one
that was Dineen; and in that contest he felt sure he would be superior. That was the answer, to announce
that he was staying, that he would be among them henceforward and that there was no point in their
gtanding doof, for hewasin their midst and of them.

So, thinking this, the old emotion of the cameo came upon him, and in the still glow of the sun and the
slent wood a haze seemed to form about him so that he felt himsdlf adream moving in aworld of
dreams; and near and far off, past, present and future, were al no more than things and shadows of his
mind. And, turning, he went back down the dope and once moreinto the village.

The streets closed once again about him. He drifted on down their dusty sdewalks, past the soundless
houses and dead stores. They seemed not so remote now. The figures of townspeople swam in and out
of hissght, half ablock and ablock away. He wandered at random, half-expecting at any moment to
come upon Dineen; until, turning around a corner no different from the rest, he came suddenly upon a
small blind dley, at thefar end of which atiny old woman, bent and wrinkled, hunched and spat at the
sght of him.



“Go away!” she screamed in acracked voice that struck distantly upon his ears. “ Get away from herel”

Helooked at her dreamily as she crouched againgt the wall of the dley’ sfar end. He thought of the
answer that should reassure her.

“No, no,” hesaid. “I’'m anew neighbor. Just moved in. Y ou should get to know me.”

He stepped forward and reached out his hand to her; but she cowered away from him still, and went on
screaming, “ Get away! Get away!” in her thin, ancient voice.

“Isthat any way to treet the citizens?’ he said, smiling at her. “ A felow citizen?’
“Get away!” shecried. “Hep!”

“But I'm settling down here,” he said, walking toward her. “I’ll buy ahouse—pay taxes, you know? 'l
be sttling down with one of your loca girls. When Dineen and |—" he hesitated suddenly &t theword
married, asif the crazy old woman would pounce on it and twist it into something mocking or obscene.

“ _gdtlethings” hefinished, lamdly.

She screamed more loudly, along and piercing wail. He stood right in front of her now, his hands
outstretched. And suddenly he was conscious of movement behind him and Mikkelson, thetal, sad man,
pushed past his shoulder to take the old woman by her monkey hands and lead her past him and away to
adoor inonewall of thedley that opened on blackness and took her in.

The door closed and Mikkelson turned back to face Barin.
“She'sold,” hesaid in histired voice, “and not quite right, sometimes.”

“I guessed something likethat,” said Barin. “Y ou know, | was only trying to be friendly. I ve just been
thinking of staying. Settling down here—" He thought he saw the shadow of afrown beginning to form on
thetall man’sface. “—Of course, you'reright, she’ snot quite—"

He hesitated. Mikkelson turned and began to lead the way out of the dley. Barin followed, feding a
sudden spurt of anger.

“Sheought to bein aninditution!” he said.

“Some of our people here,” Mikkelson turned his head as he walked, “ have ideas brought over from the
old country. They don’t believe in sending away rdlatives. They keep them to themselves, in some dark
room.”

The words struck Barin with an odd ring; but they were back out on the street now and he saw a chance
to show his agreement with the spirit of theloca people.

“Andwhy not?” he said. “Probably the best way, when you come right down to it. Are there many
around herelike her?’

“A few,” said Mikkelson. “ Some. Maybe more than you' d think—by outside standards.”

“Oh, not me,” said Barin. He made an open gesture with his hand. “It’ slike the stories about this place.
I’1l be honest with you. The rest of the country around here seemsto think you people are haunted. In
fact, that’ sthe article | actualy came up hereto do. Quaint country superstitions, you know. Well, very
possibly it’ sthis practice with the old and senile that’ s given them that notion about you. After dl, it'sdl
relative. Who can tell? Who can set the standards of sanity or insanity? Looked at from one point of view



everyoneisalittleinsane. Or everyoneissane”
Mikkelson turned hislarge eyes upon him.
“That'strue,” said thetal man. “1 suppose you lost your way?’

“Why, yes. That'swhat happened,” said Barin. “Y our streets—and | was so busy thinking | didn’t notice
where | wasgoing.” He smiled at Mikkelson. “It was quite easy.”

“Very easy,” sad Mikkeson, “eveninasmall town likethis” He pointed up the Street. “ There syour
hotel, now. | haveto turn off here.”

Barin looked up and saw the porch and sign of the hotel haf ablock away. He turned to thank
Mikkel son, but the tall man had aready turned and was striding off down a street to Barin' sright.

Barin went on to the hotd.

In the dining room that evening, he caught Dineen by thewrigt after she had brought him his dinner coffee
and held her.

“Sit down,” he begged.

Shelooked from hisface to his hand, hislong fingers enclosing her dim wrigt with the white hand limp
beyond it. She looked back with no expression on her face and sat down. When he released her arm she
drew it to her and out of reach bel ow the edge of the tabletop.

“I'loveyou,” hesad.
“No,” she said, and shook her head.

“Y ou don't understand,” he said, leaning toward her. *Y ou think it’ simpossible, the sort of thing that
happensin movies, that | could come in from nowhere and see you once and fall in love. But it is
possble. Itid”

She shook her head again.

“Ligten,” hesaid, putting hisface closeto hers. “If loveis something different to you, it can happen this
way. You think I'm just talking—that I’ [| be going away again. But | won't. I’ ve been looking for aplace
to settle; and | like it here. Y ou think about that.” He put his hands under her elbows and lifted, so that
shegot to her feet. He pushed her toward the kitchen door. “ Go on, think about it.”

She went off, turning about like adeepwaker. He watched her go.

The next morning, the waters of deep were turgid and heavier, harder to brush from him. Hewoketo a
fedling of heavy dullness and indifference so deep it seemed to hold hisbody in near pardyss.

He rose and dressed with grest effort. Nor, this morning, could he bring himself to make the effort of
shaving and washing. Dully, he went out of hisroom and downgtairs.

The front door of the hotel opened under the pressure of the palms of his hands and he stepped out again
into the sunlight. He went down the three steps to the sidewalk; and, turning right, began to walk



amlesdy through thetown.

There was athought, vague but insistent in his mind, that he should look up someloca owner or dealer in
red estate. With someone like that, he could go through the motions of renting, or—why not, he had the
money—buying a place. But he hesitated at asking directly from Rosach or Dineen where such aman
could be found. Dineen might not believeit.

It would be better to stumble across someone like that on his own.

For thefirgt time, now, having walked alittle ways, he lifted his eyes from the greyish pavement of the
sdewalk that streamed dowly past his plodding feet, and looked around. Thisday, it seemed, there were
more people moving about the village, asif they wereal losing their fear of his strangeness. He saw them
on every street he turned into; standing, walking or talking, athough those who talked were dways at
such adistance that the sound of their voices did not reach him; and on severa occasions, he could see
through some magnification of the haze their very lips moving, but could not catch aword.

And of the others, there were many within easy hailing distance, acrossthe street or afew feet away, up
on wide, shadowy verandas, but for some reason, he had adisinclination to call out to them, as he might
have on hisfirst day here. It seemed to him now that so abrupt and unwarranted an action might easily
shatter the fragile web he was weaving to bind himself into the structure of their isolation.

Y et he must ask directions.

He looked around. On anearby veranda, awoman was sweeping listlesdy at the dust on the painted
surface of the boards. He took his politenessin both hands, and turned in through the gate in the wrought
iron fence that guarded the parched and dying front lawn.

The click of the metal gate, opening and closing, the Last Dream announced his coming. Thewoman
looked up. Her broom stopped and she stood waiting in silence, defensively, for him to come up.

Hisfeet rang hard on the concrete of the walk and hollow on the wooden stepsto the porch level.

“Pardonme,” hesaid. “But I'mlooking for aloca real estate agent. Y ou couldn’t tell me whereto find
one, could you?’

Shelooked at him with aface scoured of character and expression by long years of hard work and
gtifled thought.

“| don’'t know.” Her voice was rusty and uncertain.

“Who might know?’ Barin asked. “ Do you know somebody who would be ableto tell me?’
“I don't know,” she repested dully. “My man, you might ask him.”

“And wherewould | find him?”

“I don't know,” she repested for the third time, wearily. Her hand made afeeble little gesture of vague
indication. “Out, someplace. Downtown.”

She stopped. Barin waited for her to continue, but she seemed to have forgotten his presence. She made
some smdl, amless movements with the broom asif she would take up her sweeping again.

“What' shisname?’ asked Barin, findly.

“Hisname?’ Shesaid, lifting her head, and hesitated. “ George. George Monk,” she said at last.



“Thank you.” Barin gave her asmall, haf-wave with his hand and turned, going down the walk and out
again past the click of the gate, into the street. As he walked away, he turned once briefly to look back
over his shoulder. She had gone back to her sweeping.

He walked toward what he took to be the business section. As the shadowed houses gave way to the
dusty panes of the store fronts, he came out on a street which was obvioudy the main one of the village,
three blocks of brick and clapboard buildings with high blank windows on the second story and square
shop windows below. Under the baking sun, on this street no one stirred.

He looked about and turned at random to the nearest store, which had HARDWARE painted in faded
yellow |etters above the store front. He opened the windowless door and went in.

Above hishead abell chimed. A little man came to meet him between narrow counters piled high with
meta goods and pieces of household equipment.

“Yes?' hesad. “Yes, what do you want?’
“I’'m looking for a George Monk,” said Barin. “ Do you know where | can find him?’

Thelittle man peered up at Barin through rimless, glinting glasses. His voice was dusty and crackled like
old paper that shatters when crumpled.

“George Monk?’

“yes”

Thelittle man laughed like leaves rustling across concrete.
“He' sdead. George Monk’ sdead.”

“Hiswife—" Barin began.

“Hiswife!” Thelittle man snorted thinly through hissmal nogtrils. “Y ou’ ve been talking to hiswife, have
you?’

“Wadll, | didn’t know,” said Barin. “I wanted ared estate agent.”

“Red estate?’ The hardware man looked up and struck the palms of his hands together. “ Good. Good!
There' Il be aboom yet, you wait and see. Were you wanting to speculate?’

“No,” said Barin. “I just wanted aplace.”
“Oh!” he chuckled. “A place. That'sgood. That'sfine”

“I'm thinking of settling down here—" the words were alittle hard, making their way past Barin' sthroat.
“I might marry. People do, you know.” Hetried to give hislast wordsady twigt, asif joking. Instead
they sounded ominousin hisown ears. Thelittle man did not seem to notice.

“Wadl, now,” hesaid. “Well, now, | have aplace. A fine placejust above the store here. That might be
just the thing now, don’t you think?’

Barin looked around the ancient dirtiness of the store. It was not attractive. But upstairsit might be
better, and beggars could not be choosers, and he wanted to rent something to convince Dineen he was
serious.



“All right,” hesaid. “If you'd liketo let melook at it—"

“Absolutely, absolutely. Thisway.” The hardware man turned and led the way to the store’ s back, and
up adark staircase to arickety landing and narrow door. He threw the door open and ushered Barin
throughit.

“A fine, big place,” he said.

Barin walked away from him, through the bare, unfurnished rooms and to the windowsin front
overlooking the main street. The sunlight danted through the windows, throwing strong shadows on the
floor but without lighting the insde clearly. Standing in the light-glare and breathing the dead, unmoving
ar, Barin felt coming on him once again the haziness that he had felt on the hill overlooking thetown. The
walls about him seemed to Stretch away to infinity, but at the same time to close about him, so that he felt
himsdlf locked like afly between two panes of glass, caught by the unseen, prisoned in transparency.

“A fine, big room. An excedllent room,” the hardware man was chuckling at his elbow; and he, turning,
seded the bargain, paying hisfee, whatever the little man asked; and so, not listening to the squesks and
mutterings of the other, turned and went down the stairs and away into the streets of the town. But dl in
daze, dl inadream, dl under the cloak of unredlity.

How long this particular fit lasted, he found himself unable to estimate, as he sat on the grasslater in the
day, opposite aboy perhaps seven or eight years old, perched on the pediment of astonelionin atiny
park. Thin and close-hunched in khaki shorts and a striped t-shirt faded from much washing, the boy was
coloring with crayons the faces of picturesin acoloring book. Barin watched, absorbed, asthe boy
worked.

“How long will it take?” Barin asked findly, bresking the slence.
“Asmany days asthere are picturesin the book,” said the boy. And he held it up to show Barin.

“You see,” hesad, “everything hasto be donejust right. Once | make amistake, there snofixing it. If
the red happensto go just abit over alineinto the blue, the line gets spoiled. When | wasjust ababy, |
used to spoil alot of pictures. But now | know when you color one, it’' sfor good, and | never make any
mistakes.”

“I liketo color pictures,” said Barin, dreamily.

“Then you got to find your own book,” said the boy, serioudy, without raising his eyes from the page on
which hewasworking. “But remember, it hasto be perfect.”

He became completely absorbed in his coloring; and, after watching for alittle while longer, Barin left
him.

The day was fading when Barin came back at last to the hotel. 1t was the same hour of the afternoon on
which he had driven into the town, two days before. The sun smouldered low on the pines of the western
hill tops and the lobby of the hotel, when he entered it, was stifled in gloom. The feverish after-effects of
his dream-fit were till on him; but in spite of it he felt strong now with the memory of hisday’s
accomplishment, and he strode straight to the desk.

In the dark depths behind it, Rosach stirred, a deeper shadow.
“Yes?" hisvoice came grating.

“I' just thought I'd tel you Il be leaving tomorrow,” Barin said. “I’m going to stay awhilein town here. |



thought I’ d settle down and write. I’ ve rented a place, above the hardware store.”
Rosach grunted.

“I'll move early in the morning,” Barin leaned alittle forward over the counter, trying to make out the
expression of the hotel man’sface. “1 think I'll go to bed early, now. I’m not feding so well. Would you
mind sending Dineen up with aglass of hot milk for me?’

Again Rosach grunted, like somewild pig back in athicket. It wasimpossible to tell whether he agreed
or disagreed; and Barin, hesitating at repeating his question, turned dowly away and went up the gairs.

The hall above was shadowed darkness, but hisroom was filled with the clear dimness of the fading
twilight seen through the window. Barin lay down on top of the covers of the made bed without even
taking off his shoes. The mattress, felt through the sheets and blankets, pressed hard againgt his back; but
helay back gratefully drugged with tiredness that seemed to clot and impede the nervous muscles of his
body. He felt that he did not want to move ever again, but to continueto lie as he was for time unending.
Now, indeed, he did begin to fed hot and dizzy and alittle out of his head as he might be with fever. He
turned hisface to the closed door of hisroom and waited.

After alittle while, there was aknock at the door.
“Comein,” he said, looking away out the window.

He heard footsteps in the cadence of Dineen’ swalk, approaching his bed. But he kept his eyes on the
glowing oblong of window until he heard the glass of milk being set down on the table beside the head of
his bed. Then he spoke.

“Don't go,” hesad.

The sound of hisown voice, bleating and strange, shocked him; and, turning hishead &t last, he was
shocked even more by Dineen’ s appearance, for she had made no move to go, but stood with lowered
head, handslimply at her side like one condemned before the executioner. For asecond athrill of pity
cooled him; and then the buried heat of his desire beat up morefiercely. Hetook her by one till hand,
swinging himsdlf up into asitting position on the edge of the bed. She neither stirred nor spoke.

“Dineen—" hesaid.

Shedid not move. And at that he told himself that she had already heard the news of hisday’ s action.
Rosach had told her, no doubt. There could be no other interpretation.

“Now you know,” he said.

“Yes” Her voice was calm and hopeless, so that he shuddered at it while at the same time it increased
his hunger and he tightened his grip on her hand, pulling her toward him. She came, neither helping nor
ressting; and the weight of her body fdll softly and heavily upon him, pushing him back down on the bed.
Thelast rays of the sun through the window struck him full in the eyes, blinding him; and a surge of
triumph like nothing he had ever felt before, washed through and over him.

“Dineen!” he cried wildly, putting hisarmsaround her.

He awoke gradudly, fighting returning consciousness and afedling of growing sicknessthat came withiit,
an abiding uglinessthat hung just outsde the limits of his knowledge and that increasing wakefulness did



nothing to dispd.

He could not remember what had happened the night before, beyond the moment of hiscalling Dineen’s
name. There was avague feding that nothing had happened, that after alittle while she had left him with
everything dl inconclusive. Forcing himsalf up to St on the edge of the bed, he discovered himsdlf il
fully clothed, on abed 4till fully made. The memory of the evening grew more clear. No, they had done
nothing; they had not even talked. She had lainin hisarmslike alife-sze imitation of awoman, acloth
doll stuffed with sawdust—yet the memory of this, just this, was a particular horror. And now, suddenly,
he remembered why. It was because, even then, even with her just like that, he had not wanted to let her

go.
Now, he wanted nothing but to leave.

At any cost he wanted to pack up and get away from this place. Leave Dineen with thelie of hislove and
promise, leave the hardware owner with the rent money he had paid down. Leave dl, leave everything,
but get away before he should be tripped again, to sink once more into the particular foulness he had
gone down into the night before.

Hethought of Ellen now with theintengity of adrowning man. Theimage of her wasalight, naturd and
clean asthe glimmer of day, far off at the end of this dank and underground tunndl in which he was now
groping. He must get back to her, he must get out, at any cost he must get out. Struggling against
lethargy, spurred by the sickly fear that held him, he began to dress.

He did not have strength to pack his suitcase.

Heleft it and went out into the hall. He came down the stairs, dowly and awkwardly, his body protesting
againg the dreamlike exhaustion that held him in its octopus coils. He walked heavily to the desk.

“Leaving?’ said the deep, harsh voice from back in the shadows behind the desk.
“Leaving.”

He echoed the word wearily. There was the cregk of the chair, the heavy footsteps moving forward and
Rosach emerged into the dim patch of daylight behind the counter. He looked a Barin with ahint of
obscure triumph on his heavy face. He stood there.

“Wd|?" sad Barin, with asigh. “How much?’

“Fifteen,” said Rosach. He did not refer to the guest book or any ledger; and when Barin painfully laid
the bills on the counter between them, he made no effort to pick them up.

“Well—goodbye,” said Barin.
“Goodbye,” answered Rosach, still watching him without moving or atering the expression on hisface.

Away in the distance, an unfamiliar sound could be heard, therattling roar of an ancient car breasting the
height above the village and starting down the street Barin had followed before.

“Goodbye,” repeated Barin, dmost inaudibly. He turned away from the desk, picked up his suitcase and
trudged toward the door. Outside the sound of the car could be heard, coming close. It moved up and
stopped in front of the hotdl.

Hewas only afew feet from the door when a patch of shadow near the dusty front window stirred and
took on outline. It was Dineen, saying nothing, standing white-faced in the shadows and waiting for him.



He stopped and haf-turned to her, a stumbling apology on hislips. He stepped toward her, but she
faded back into the gloom, and was lost. Sowly he turned away.

Behind him, Rosach’ s heavy footsteps could be heard coming around the counter and toward him.

Barin’ s gaze went to the window and centered on the weathered convertible that had just pulled up, and
on the couple, ayoung man and girl, who stood at the foot of the porch stepstalking up to Mikkelson.
For asecond they struck welcomely upon Barin's eyes, like representatives of awholesome world apart.
Andthen it was asif the soft kindness of emotion was wiped away by the acid of a prejudiced and fouled
gppraisa. The gentle planes of the two young faces became blocky and ugly, the eyes seemed narrow,
the pdlor unhedthy, the lips sagging and lush and lewd under the sharply seen hairs curling from the
nodgtrils.

They weredien—dien!

Horror mounted in Barin, and repulson. Againgt hiswill, like a strange thing which had ceased to obey
orders, he could fed hisbody shrinking, drawing back from the window, and his mouth opening and
widening, stretching at the cornersin preparation for |etting out the droning, whining blest that was
mounting up from hislungsto his sraining throdt.

—Then abear-like arm caught him from behind and Rosach’ sthick and grainy hand was over hismouth,
throttling that madman’ swail. He was dragged back from the window and the scene dissolved into a
confusion of low voices and the pressure of holding hands as he was dragged backward through obscure
corridors and black ways until he felt earth under hisfeet and astable smedl came up in hisnogtrils asthe
amsfindly let him go— and he sank into yet grester blackness where hiswhirling and insane senses
departed from him.

Some time afterwards, he came back to himsdlf, lying in muck and dirt, and opened his eyes. Low voices
weretalking in the darkness about him like voicesin anightmare. But the blacknesswas relieved, for
here and there achink of light showed asthrough ill-fitted boards, filtering agreynessinto the place. In
one lighter portion of the dark, Dineen sat, on something unseen, her face haf-turned to him. She sat
motionless, her profile athing of patchwork shade and shadow, like awoodcut.

“Areyou awake?’

It was the voice of Rosach, above him.

“Yes,” Barin whispered. But it seemed they had not heard him.

“It never happened before,” clicked the voice of the hardware man. “Not likethis.”

“Itwas...” sad Barin, and stopped.

“What?" demanded the crackling, high old voice.

“Nothing,” said Barin. “Nothing—"

There were confused murmurs from above him, muted argument in which nothing was understandable.
“We have, after dl, aduty,” said the deep, sad voice of Mikkelson, louder than the rest.

“—And the others passed through?’ asked Rosach.

“Directions,” said Mikkelson, “that was dl they wanted.”



“It wasthe others” said Barin, numbly, “thoseinthecar... it' sthe rest of the world that haunts here.”
“Shut him up!” cried the crackling voice, angrily.

“Thisplaceis haunted by the rest of the world. Dineen!” cried Barin suddenly. “Dineen, thistown is
haunted by the red world, isn'tit?’

“Yes,” her voice came calmly through the darkness. She had not moved.

“Shut her up, too!” screeched the old voice. “How can we think with that gabbling?’

“What snwasit that—" Barin raised himsdf suddenly on one ebow. “What' sthat smell?’

“It will befdl in afew months,” said Mikkelson' svoice, “and with the first snow, the roads—’

“It'sgoatsl” screamed Barin suddenly, scrabbling to hisfeet. “I1t' sagoat penin here! Y ou're not going to
lock me up with goats—" He made a plunge into darkness, but the arms were around him again.

“There' sno goats!” squawked the old voice.

“You can't fool me!” cried Barin, plunging and biting. “1 won’t be locked up to rot in apen with goats. |
tell you | can smdl them!”

“He smdlshimsdf, now,” said the voice of Rosach in Barin's ear. “ Help me get the rope around him and
tiehimup.”

Barin fdt the harsh, thick fiber winding around him, but it could hardly hold him. He twisted and plunged
in the darkness, butting at anything he felt close to him and bleating histerror, while his churning feet
pounded and galloped to nowhere on the hard packed dirt of the ground, like hooves.

On Earth, “ men and plantsincrease, cheered and checked by the self-same sky.” Elsewhere they
might grow even closer together.

THE THREE

When the sun went down the klantheid stirred, unfolding its“petas’ until they spilled over thetop of the
tank in atumbled mass of green and gold glory, and stretching its dim, fibrous body in the nutrient fluid in
thetank. It had dept for awhile, but not well, and it wasimpatient for the woman to come and feed it.

It extended the filaments at the base of its petals, searching the house for her presence. For the filaments
were the Klantheid' s perceptive organs. With them it saw, tasted, heard, felt and smelled— not as
humans do, but in a degper, more intimate way for which the human language has no words. With them it
could even talk, by complex vibrations of the filament tips together—in asort of husky thrilling whisper.
And it talked with the woman often; but with the man only when it had to.

The Klantheids were the dominant life form of Pelao, asmall Arcturian planet completely devoid of
anything but plant life—agarden planet, ameadow-world and a botanist’ s dream.

To protect Pelao Central Headquarters, the supreme authority of interstellar and interplanetary human
civilization had early set it aside as agovernment preserve. It was reserved for the botanists and for the
research into new fields of organic medicinethat grew out of itswedth of plant life and fertile soil. The
Klantheids, in particular, were awarded the highest and most strict protection, for before the

perambul ating, sometimes vicious anima that was man they were helpless. But in late years, the
regulations had been relaxed enough to alow the lonely outposts of gardeners and watchersto



“fraternize’—that is, take an occasond Klantheid into anutrient tank in their dwelling quarters and keep
it there asacompanion, friend or pet.

This, then, was one of those outposts. The man was a sort of gardener-watchman, aflower warden,
responsible for severa thousand square miles of the garden planet, and gone most of the time on the
congtant patrol that hisjob required during the ten-year term of his office. The woman was hiswife,
brought in to share histerm of office with him by specid permisson. And the house was their home.

All thisthe Klantheid knew—not as humans know it, but in an odd, personal way. For the Klantheid had
senses beyond humans' and the chiefest of these was the ability to respond to emotion.

This, indeed, was the source of its delicateness. There were other plants men had known, on Earth as
well as on other planets, who could be hurt and die from dight changes of temperature, who died in the
sun, or the sudden damp, or perished at the touch of afinger. The Klantheid was not like these. Iniits
own way it was hardy—able if the need arose to go without food or fluid for along time, and even to
drag itsdlf painfully by greet effort from one place to another. Ironicaly, it was extremely sengtiveto
smoke; and for that reason cigarettes were ver boten around it. But generdly spesking it was asturdy
life-form, with the single exception of emotion.

It wasfor this reason that it had not dept well— not this afternoon, nor many afternoons past. Thiswas
because the woman was unhappy, with a deep and buried sorrow, and the Klantheid suffered at the
touch of her sorrow and did not know what to do about it. In its own way, the Klantheid was desperate,
for sorrow, like hate and anger, could kill it, where it loved—and the Klantheid loved the woman, even
asit feared and didiked—didike was the strongest emotion it could summon—the man.

Sowly, these two conflicting emotions were tearing the Klantheid apart. Deeply and hurtingly, asit stirred
initstank and watched the blood-shot purple of the sunset on Pelao through the greet curving window
that backed itstank, it wished that its basic nature was different, that it did not have to love so deeply. It
could ask to leave, and the law would compdl them, the man and woman, to take it out into the open
meadows again. But it could not bring itsdlf to leave the woman. And it could not changeitsfedings
toward the man. And that last was the hardest thing of dl, for the Klantheid was not built to didike, or
indeed to do anything but love. Love was the degp-rooted instinct of its nature, the inner strength and
meaning of its existence. Deeply, passionatdly, it longed to love, not merely the man and the woman, but
dl things, dl humans, dl lifeforms, dl planets, adl suns, al universes, dl time and space. It knew, as
humanswill never know, the great thrilling sensation of being for one flesting moment in touch, en
rapport, with al life within its perceptive circle— that wonderful, ineffable sense of belonging that comes
only from agreat wave of love and gppreciation of the beauty of al thingswashing out in dl directions
into the universe and touching response wherever it reaches. The Klantheid had had afew such moments
initslife—momentswhen it felt in tune with al nature, and asfar asthat part of its existence went, it was
satisfied, and ready to meet the rest of what its short dozen years of life might hand it. But it could no
more ignore the sorrow around it now, than a human can ignore the killing cold of arctic snows.

Searching, searching, its filamentslocated the aura of the woman coming toward it. Her heart was
breaking and the filaments of the Klantheid curled in agony asit sensed the emation. In the surge of that
reaction it lost whét little appetite the last few weeks of trouble had |eft it. It waved away in protest, with
its broad leaves of green and gold, the vitamins and minerals the woman was about to add to thefluid in
which it rested.

“You areworried,” it wept to her in the soft sussurance of its whispering filaments. “ Y ou are afraid, and
you hurt. Let mesingto you.”



“No,” answered the woman, hafway between gpathy and sad laughter. “ My troubl€e s beyond singing.
Y ou know that.”

“Let metdl you agory, then,” begged the Klantheid. “ A story of long meadows and soft skies and the
bud hanging inthewind. A story of peace and contentment.”

“No story,” said the woman. She laughed alittle harshly. *'Y ou don’t happen to know of any rareold
poisons growing wild around here, do you?’

The Klantheld' s soft soul quivered in shock away from the emotion behind her words.

“Areyou broken, broken, then?’ it whispered weepingly, hdf to itsdf. “ Are you dl beautiful gone ugly
wrong? Why?Why?’

“You'd know why, if somebody hated you and you learned to hate back,” said the womarn—but then her
mood changed. She became contrite. “I’m sorry, pretty,” she said tenderly. “Can’t you just shut me out
when | get to feding likethis, so | won't bother you?’

“Yes,” whispered the Klantheid.

“Thenwhy don't you?’

The Klantheid shivered.

“Shutting out islikedying,” it said. “Wrong. No. It isnot possiblefor long. | cannot.”

The woman shrugged helplesdly. A little slence fdl between them, plain Earth-woman and beautiful dien
plant.

“He scoming back today,” the woman said finadly. “Histour isup for thismonth. He just caled me on
thevisphone”

The Klantheid shivered and said nothing. ..

Theman came, a midnight. In the brilliant light of Pelao’stwin moons, histiny flitter sank like adying lesf
to the green lawn surrounding the house; and he stepped out. He came in with instruments dung over his
shoulder, scanner and officia recording tape, and dung them on the coffee table in the living room, where
they clattered and bounced.

“Any news?’ he asked the woman.

She was standing by the great curved window and the tank of the Klantheid. She did not turn when he
entered, nor when he spoke.

“No,” shesaid.

“The bastardsl” he said bitterly. The solid shock of hisanger dapped at the Klantheid, making it cower,
whileitsfilaments whispered dmost noisdesdy in pain. “ Do they want meto rot here?’

He glared at the interstel—the wirdless communicator that connected with the huge sending station at the
planet’ s pole—the sending station that was his only link with the head office on Arcturus 1, the
Headquarters Planet of that Solar System. Two months before he' d applied for an emergency transfer
from the service for the reason that he and his wife were incompatible and the psychologica situation



resultant produced inefficient management of his post. For two months no reply had come.
Heturned to hiswife.

“Why don’'t you message them?’ he asked. “Maybethey’ll listen to you.”

“What would | say?’ she queried wearily.

“Tel them—" he checked himsdlf, baffled. “Hell, tell them anything. Tell them you'resick. Tdl them
you' re going to have ababy.”

“And when they check?’

The man cursed, stalked across the room to the liquor cabinet and poured himsdlf adrink. Heflung
himsdf into alow chair, broodingly.

“It'syour fault,” he muttered darkly, after alittle while. *'Y ou ought to do something.”

“My fault!”

Thewoman'svoice was harsh with pain. Initstank the Klantheid whimpered, unnoticed.

“Y ou were the one who was going to make this hell-hole ahome—you said,” he answered.

“What could | do?’ she cried, dmost wildly. “What was there to do with you gone twenty days out of
thirty? What did you expect?’

The man shrugged his shoulders exasperatedly. He drank.
“I don’'t know,” he said. “Forget it.”
But the woman was wound up now.

“Forgetit!” she said, furioudy, turning on him. “Do you think | don’t know what' swrong with you? Do
you think I’ve sat here day after day for the past year and watched you come home month after month
just asyou are now, without knowing what your troubleis?'Y ou were never built to have ahome and
gay init. Your lifeistwenty days steady on the job and then aquick runin theflitter to Pole City and an
eight day binge. That'sdl you wanted before you met me on furlough back on Arcturus 1 and that’ s all
you want now— isn't it?’

He did not answer, Stting frowning at hisdrink.

“I’'minyour way here,” shesaid. “You daren’t run off to Pole City now that Headquarters knows you're
supposed to be married. They' d declare you psychologicaly unfit and you' d never get another job with
the Botany Service. I'minyour way, aren't 1? Aren't 1?7

Helooked up, from hisdrink to her.

“Yes” hesad, dowly, with bitter hatred, “you’ rein my way. Y ou're breaking me. Y ou'rekilling me and
I’'m sick of the very sight of you. Now go hide yoursalf someplace and leave me done, damn you!”

Thewave of cruel emotion dammed out from him, washing through the room, smothering, washing the
Klantheid down through agony into unconsciousness.



When the bruised tenderness of its psyche returned to awareness, the night was far gone, and the twin
moons hung low in the sky. The woman had disappeared and the lights were out. In the low chair the
man dept with drunken heaviness.

The Klantheid came back to life with aplan, aplan born of the pain it had just endured, and therefore,
for it, aplan so monstrous and horrible as to be amost unbdievable. In its own way, the Klantheid had
been driven somewhat insane. The man must be gotten rid of—at least for along enough whilefor the
woman to be healed and mended. It was impossible for the Klantheid to bring itsalf to hurt or damage
another living creature—but there was another way.

Sowly, awkwardly, in the late moonlight, it began to drag itsalf over the Sde of the tank. It teetered for a
moment on the edge and fell to the floor. Thereit rested for a second, then began dowly to pull itself
toward the door leading to the lawn outside.

It moved by coiling and uncoiling its broad petas, the weak sucker ends of itsrootstrailing behind it over
the polished floor. Gradualy it struggled to the door whose automatic mechanism swung it open before
the plant. It dropped one short step down from the sill and fell on the lawn.

Now progress was easier, for the grass of the lawn responded to the controlling will of the intelligent
plant, Siffening up beneath it and lying down beforeit so that it haf-rolled, half-did, looking like some
weird skater asit progressed away from the houseit lived.

It gpproached the flitter.

Above, the entrance port of the flitter stood open in the moonlight. The Klantheid reached up with haf its
broad petas, hooked them over the sill of the port and, with what for it was atremendous effort, lifted its
own weight up and into theflitter. The effort involved was roughly analagoustto thet of aman chinning
himsdf by two fingers—the little fingers of both hands. It tumbled at last onto the floor of theflitter, and
while resting for amoment before proceeding any further, reviewed in its own mind what it must do.

From past experienceit knew what the sunrise of the following day would bring. The woman would
remain shut in her room. The man, barred from taking off for Pole City and sick with a hangover, would
load the flitter with enough liquor to last him for aweek and take off to visit one of the other, bachelor,
Flower Wardens somewhere e se on the planet. To get to another like himsalf would require an air trip of
over athousand miles, above the park-like planet where landmarks were few and every meadow |ooked
likethe next one.

The man would take off, set the automatic pilot and go back to his drinking, leaving to the wonderful
mechanism of the airship that was the flitter, the job of bringing him safely to earth a hisdestination. If the
automatic pilot failled him—

The Klantheid inched itsdlf forward. It had been in theflitter only once; but that once had been when the
man and woman had first picked it up to bring it to their house, on the occasion of the woman’s
arrivd—and the man had explained the workings of theflitter to the woman asthey flew. At thetimethe
words had been meaningless, for the Klantheid had neither mechanical aptitude nor interest. Butto a
nature sengitive to the dightest whisper of a breeze or the nodding of ablossom, perfect recall was easy.
Now it remembered and studied the memory.

The man had said that the automatic pilot was connected to the controls by asingle jack plug, and had
pointed it out beneath the instrument pandl.

The Klantheid inched painfully forward, feding, tasting, the cold meta dl around it, vaguely sickened by
it, asahuman might be sickened by the taste of the metd of afork from which the slver plating has been



worn away. Memory led it to the jack plug. It closed its petals about it and pulled.
Thejack did not gir. It wasfirmly socketed.

Crying soundlesdy insdeitsdf, the Klantheid wrapped its petas more tightly around the plug, pushed
withitstiny, weak roots against the resilient matting of theflitter floor and strained. The roots buckled and
one peta tore, sending aspasm of pain through the plant body, but it held on, and suddenly, abruptly, the
jack gave, and came diding out.

The Klantheid collapsed, quivering, on the flitter floor.

For severd minutesit lay there, gradually regaining its strength, its hopes brightening. The job was done
and there was no harm to it. The man, with a hangover, and perhaps still drunk, would never think of
checking the plug. He would set the course and leave the job of guiding the flitter to the automatic pilot.
Hewould drink heavily and deep again—and wake to find himsalf lost over the endless meadows and
among the countless flowers. No harm would come to him—what harm could on a planet where there
was nothing inimica—where the weather was dways kind, and where food and drink could be had for
the stretching out of a hand by those, who like the man, knew the flora of Pelao.

No harm would be done to the man, but he would be kept away from the station for along timeand in
that time—s0 the Klantheid expressed it to itself—the woman should shed the blighted peta of her
emotion toward him and grow anew one. Weary, but rdieved, the Klantheid began its arduous trip back
toitstank...

Something had gone dreadfully wrong.

The Klantheid cowered initstank, trying to understand. Desperately, it went back in itsmind, reviewing
over and over again theincomprehensible train of actions that had brought tragedy upon the tation.
Futildy, itsaien mind searched for the human thought processes and could not find them—and could not
understand.

The day had begun asthe Klantheid expected. The man had awakened with his hangover and ssumbled
around the gtation collecting his bottles and making ready for histrip. The woman had remained in her
room—awake, for the Klantheid sensed her, but pretending deep o that there would be no more cause
for meeting the man before heleft. The morning was haf gone before the man finaly had his gear, and
was ready to climb into the flitter.

He came out of the gtation with the last load, staggering. He had drunk hisway up out of his hangover
and was continuing now to drink himself on down into unconsciousness again. On hisfind trip out
through the living room, he turned, set down his armload of supplies, and, moving swiftly, but somewhat
awkwardly, strode over and rapped on the closed door of the woman’'s room.

“What?’ her voice came to the man and the Klantheid together, muffled by the door pands between
them and the woman.

“Comeon out here,” said the man. “I’m not going to stand here and shout at you.”

There was a short space of waiting and then the door opened and the woman came into the living room.
Her face was drawn. She had not been deegping through the long night and the Klantheid sensed the
mind-numbing, wire-tense exhaugtion thet held her.

“What isit?’ shesaid.



“I’'m going to Rod Gidlgud' s station—number fifteen,” the man said.
“Number fifteen,” she repeated, automatically, tucking astray wisp of hair behind her ear.

“If Headquarters calls about the transfer, o—" he hesitated, “ anything, you tell them | just took the flitter
out for ashort trip to check on loca watershed conditions. Then you call meat Rod’'s.” “Cal you—" she
echoed numbly.

The man looked at her. For the first time the set, staring expression of her thin face seemed to reach
through the saf-concern that surrounded him and register on hismind. Thetight linesof his heavy face,
betraying the anger and frudtration that lay just under the surface with him al the while, smoothed away
for an ingant in an expression of puzzlement followed by one of faint concern. He hesitated, looking at
her keenly.

“Areyouill?” he demanded with sudden sharpness, pricked to harsh tones by the ftirring of a
long-buried conscience.

“No,” she said dully—but then, as the sense of hiswords registered, the glaze went from her eyesand a
little color crept back into her cheeks. She turned her head directly toward him and for thefirst timein
months they looked openly at each other.

“Yes” shesad.

“What' swrong with you?’ the harshness was till there, but now hiswords were actudly a question, not
merely an indication of hisannoyance.

“Y ou know what’ swrong with me,” shesad. “If you' d stay home—"

It was the wrong thing to say. He had begun to open up dightly, but he was not yet ready to have the
blamelaid squarely on his shoulders.

“Hdl!” he said explosvely and swung away. “I’m no mind reader.”

And, blocking hisemoations firmly to any morefair impulses, he grabbed up hislast |oad from thetable
and went on out the front door. WWoman and Klantheid, they watched him go, the possible moment of
reconciliation lost and broken.

He climbed into the flitter, and took off. Like asilver bird it roseinto the morning sunshine—roseto the
height of a couple of hundred feet above the park-like lawn surrounding the station. Suddenly the woman
broke. She ran across the room to the communicator and snapped it on to the flitter’ swave length.

“What isit?" hisvoice boomed into the living room from the wall loudspesker.
“Harry!” shesad. “Come back!”

“Why?" Thetonesof hisvoice, even filtered through the limitations of the loudspesker, hinted at a
gtruggle within him. “What for? Why do you want me to come back?’

“|—" she stumbled and stopped, not knowing what to say to make him return. “ Just come back and I'll
tel you—’

Therewas amoment’ s sillence, then his voice answered, automaticaly grumbling.



“All right. Just aminute while | put it back on manua—" He checked himsdlf in mid-sentence. Therewas
amoment when time hung till between the living room and the flitter sugpended in the blue sky, and then
the short silence was broken by aburst of insane fury from the loudspesker.

“You—" he choked. “ Y ou dirty—,” and the hate and resentment in him, spurred by fear came pouring
out in astream of foul denunciations and epithets directed at the woman—ending with, “ 1’11 kill you!”

“Harry!” 1t was a desperate cry from the woman, pleading her lack of understanding.

“Try to get rid of me, will you?’ he raved back. “Pull the auto pilot jack and maroon me, eh? What were
you going to do—tell Headquarters |’ d deserted? Stay where you are. I’m going to come get you and
put you in the flitter and disconnect the manua and turn you loose—see how you like it when the
automatic takes you out over the hillsand cutsits motor and triesto land two thousand feet up inthe air.
Wait there. I'm coming to get you.” And the flitter spun about and headed back toward the stationin a
vicious, shdlow dive.

The whites of the woman's eyes flashed suddenly in abrupt shock and fear. Frantically, she spun about
from the set, searching for somekind of refuge. But the station was wide open—neither latches nor locks
held its doors and there was no place to go.

Likeawild bird begting itswings againgt the bars of afirst cage, shefluttered wildly about theliving
room. Just astheflitter landed, her distraught eyes came to rest on the equipment cabinet set in onewall.
Through its glass door she could seeits contents, the medical kit, the communicator spare partsand a
sgnd rocket handgun.

Desperately, she ran to the case, tore open the door and seized the handgun, turning to face the front
door asthe man came through.

Hetook two stepsinto the living room and halted, facing her, his mouth twisted, his shoulders hunched,
hands at hisSdes. His breath camein short ugly gasps.

“Don’'t come any closer,” shegasped. “I'll pressthetrigger button, Harry.”

“Press and be damned,” he muittered, taking another step. “Y ou couldn’t hit the side of ahouse.”
He stepped forward.

“I meanit, Harry!” Her voice was shrill. His eyes were wild, insane.

“It'snot safewith you here,” he said, haf talking to himsdf. “ Y ou’ll be knifing mein my deep, next. Or
poisoning me.”

He was amost on her now.

“| should have made you take the psychological test before we got married instead of |etting you talk me
into bribing the marriage bureau man into giving us good scores. Then | would have found out about
you.”

“That wasyour ideal” she protested—ending on ascream. “ Don’'t come any closer, Harry!”
He paid no attention, talking as he sidled forward.

“Y ou couldn’t stand the loneliness,” he said. *'Y ou cracked mentaly. Y our mind isn’'t strong like mine. |



stand loneliness fine. Put the gun down, Cora—I’ m not going to hurt you. Just put you some safe place
whereyou can't hurt me.” Hiseyes said that helied.

“No,” she sobbed, trembling now.

“Yed” he shouted, suddenly leaping for her. She gave aloud cry astheir two bodies came together. A
blinding flash of red light filled the room, and the sound of an ear-splitting explosion. Then he was hurled
back from her asif by the push of some monster hand, to crumple like abroken doll on the carpet and lie
dill, ared stain spreading from him, dyeing the carpet where he lay.

The Klantheid screamed, fedling the agony of the man’s degth.
She dropped the gun and sagged lifedlesdy to the floor.

For two hours now, the room had not changed. The dead man till lay, the woman dive but un-moving.
The Klantheld whimpered, helplessin itstank and suffering dl that the woman suffered, with dl the added
torture of not understanding.

Asthe sun rose to noon, however, it could stand no more. Wesakly, tremblingly, it began to Sng— not
what it wanted to Sng, amelody of soothing peace and the heding of hurts—but what it could not help
but sing aslong as the woman crouched near it, pouring out the tearing, agonizing waves of her emaotion.
Aslong asthat possessed the room and it, it could sing only what it felt—of death and sorrow. And for a
little the pressure went off abit—the emotion now finding an outlet, flowing through the Klantheid and not
damming up there, but turning, fabricating itself into awire-thin whisper of melodic sound, sweet and
bitter.

The sound went out and cried through the room, growing in strength as the Klantheid began to relieve
itself of the excess of killing emotion its tender nature had never been created to carry. The song sobbed
and wept over the dead man, sorrowed over the woman and looked beyond and beyond into tragedy
and sorrow everlasting.

The sun passed its zenith. Gradudly, as the song went on, the woman began to tir. Like a somnambulist
hypnotized by the music, sheraised her head to look at the Klantheid. And, after awhile, she got to her
feet. The Klantheid watched her, aching for her and wanting to sng her comfort, but unableto do
anything but echo the emotion that she hersalf was putting out—that was feeding on the very music it
sang, and growing, and which possessed the plant. Into her soul it sensed, and sang agrest, great longing
for peace, utter and fina peace—and the Klantheid cheered up as this new note crept into itsmusic, for it
thought that the woman was fedling better at last.

So it threw itswhole sdf into its Singing and sang of peace. And the woman turned away from it and
walked over to the equipment chest and took from the medical kit a hypodermic filled with astrange
brown liquid, which sheinjected into the big blue vein ingde her right ebow. And while the Klantheid ill
watched and sang hopefully, she sat down in one of the big chairsand died.

With her dying, present peace came to the Klantheid, for it was not human, and to it death wasthefina
solution and end to al things. Asfar asits own senstive fedings were concerned, the man, and later the
woman, disappeared when they ceased to think and fedl. It only retained a memory of the woman and
the beauty it had sensed buried deep in her and remembrance of having loved her. The plant felt agreat
emptinesswithin it and aneed for heding.

So, dowly, tiredly and laborioudy, it climbed over the edge of itstank and down onto the floor. Weakly,



it dragged itsdlf across the threshold and out into the soft light of afternoon, into the warm light, into the
bright light.

Beforeit the meadows fdl away unendingly under the afternoon sky, and the grass, pushing and relaxing
beneath it, helped it dong asit moved dowly away from the sation, leaving it behind. The bright light
warmed it and the air was heavy with the congtant whisper of living, growing things that the Klantheid
could hear and fed deep withinit. Asit traveled, gradually itstense, rolled-up petals unfolded and spread
themsalvesto the sun; itsfilaments rose and swayed in the breeze and the gentle motion of itstravel. On
every sde the outspreading wash of its gppreciation and affection was returned a thousand fold. Happy,
the Klantheid vibrated its filaments together and sang a paean rgjoicing in the end of al unhappiness and
SOITow.

If alternate realities balance like yin and yang, one world's misfit might become another’ s hero.
WALKER BETWEEN THE PLANES

For amoment he let darkness and agony take him. Then, like a soundless shock wave, reaction flared.
Something like panic, but too hard for panic, which he had lost dong with fear somewhere back among
the scarred rough years since his youth.

Fighting the spasms from the deadly gas, he worked the pill from under histongue and up between his
teeth. As he bit down, aliquid oozed from the cagpsule and fumes spread through his mouth and toward
hisbrain.

He floated, half-conscious on the hard chair. Suddenly he seemed to be dreaming. Eventspiled up in his
mind—mosgtly ugly. Thirty years of being done and friendless hasto be ugly. Even the man he knew as
Uncle Jm had acted from outmoded pride, not from any lovefor him...

The aged face of the man who caled himsalf James Rater Bailey had worn asnarl when they left him
aoneinthe cdl with Doug. His gnarled fingers clutched at the tattered charms he lways wore about his
throat and he muttered something, asif praying to the devilsit had been said he worshiped.

“What aplace! If your grandfather had lived to seeit...”
“I didn’'t ask you to come,” Doug Bailey told him siffly.

Doug had never sought help, knowing he could expect none. It had been afair fight after hewas
attacked, and the hoodlum’ s death had been an accident. Doug could have escaped if he had not called
for an ambulance. But he had not asked for mercy even after he had learned the drunk was the son of the
state’ s Governor. When they had lied and then had thrown the book at him, he had faced their gas
chamber without pleading. He was not ready to plead for sympathy now.

“Y our family may mean nothing to you,” Uncle Jm lashed a him. “But in my day, no man escaped his
family respongbility.”

Doug nodded bitterly. Maybe the old man was right. Once, according to the books, the family and not
the government had been the basis of society. But that was before people thought they had aright to be

supported and to be paid for hours, not work. And family tieswere weak at best. Certainly they had
never meant much to him. He had been an orphan at ten.

“Doug.” The old voice was urgent. “Doug, | didn’t cometo quarrel but to help you—for your
grandfather’ s sake.”



Doug snorted. “Miracles don’t work againgt cyanide.”
“Doug, listen. Y ou won't believe me—nobody ever did. But listen!”

For amoment, the gppeal cut through Doug’ s cynicism. Maybe Jm deserved some last-minute respect.
He had aways been aweird shadow, spoken of in whispersfor dark beliefs and practices no one could
detail. He was supposed to cast spells and deal with witches, according to some accounts.

“All right, I'll listen,” Doug agreed.

“Thentakethis” A tiny cgpsulefdl from Jm'’s crooked hand into Doug’s pam. “Put it under your tongue
and bitedown on it just before. .. It'sapowerful antidote, boy—maybe too powerful. But you'll have a
chance”

Now the dream-events were beginning to fade and dow, to draw themsalves out into long, hollow
sounds here in the gas chamber. The taste of the capsule was again in Doug’ s mouth and he felt himself
being wrenched and flung—as if across some grest, unimaginable distance of time or space. ..

... Into whiteness.

It was white sun-glare without a sun, dry white mist al aout him and powdery whiteness under him. It
was asrangdy filled emptiness, without direction. Then abruptly, asmall darkness soared over him and

passed on.

Instantly hefelt cold. No, he felt emptied, suddenly weakened—robbed, asif something had been stolen
from hisintegrd sdlf. His eyesturned to hisright and downward like stedl balls drawn by amagnet.

Crouched there, lost in the dazzle, was athing black and blurred. Something man-sized but which gave
an impression of being crow-like and burdened with what had just been stolen from inside Doug. Too
heavy to fly now, the creature flopped to its feet and began walking away, and the robbed fegling came
back to Doug with hovering anger.

He dug into the stuff in which he stood and gave chase. But the new emptiness about him sapped his
strength so that he could not gain on the Walker.

Hefollowed it. But suddenly before him, shining againgt even the dazzle, hovering in mid-nowhere,
loomed abright and terrible disk—akind of doorway casting acircle of blinding light.

Ingtinctively he halted, daunted by the circle of brightness.

The Walker went on, carrying its stolen burden into the circle. Soon it waslost to sight in the forbidding,
blazing radiance. Asit disappeared, the emptiness expanded around Doug. The doorway wastoo bright,
he was too tired—he could not follow. All he wanted wasto relax into the emptiness now swallowing
him... which was degth, after al. Yes, that was easiest. Smply to die, to turn away, from that terrible
doorway and let the Waker go. To give up—

But he could not. All hislife, across-grained stubbornness had driven him, had been his master. It would
not let him surrender now.

He stumbled onward. The radiance engulfed him—and then it was gone. He seemed to fall, down
through darknessforever.



Horror smothered him. For the darkness was not so much like the absence of light aslike being blind. He
would not endureit! The fury that had driven him toward the radiant circle rose wildly in him again,
became awhiteflameinside him.

Hewasfdling... endledy faling. And he fought.

Abruptly, therewas afaint light. And through it he could see the Walker approaching him. He reached
out ahand but the Walker went striding past. Then it stopped and pointed once, and moved on.

Now the light strengthened into asmdll glow ahead. He willed himsdlf toward it—and found it nearer.
Therewas another circle of brightness, but fainter and lessforbidding. He burst triumphantly through it,
feding the momentless moment of his passage dip away from him.

For asecond, it seemed that the Walker was back and that a dark hand touched Doug. Then he was
through, againin red time and space. ..

He emerged to aroar of voices, the howling of a crowd at some wild sport event—and to adeep, sharp
pain in his chest. The sun overhead was strangely white and fiercely bright. Ranks of faces surrounded a
circle of bare paving fifty feet across. Just above the paving two outlandish figureslike man-sized fighting
cocks sparred in mid-air with silver-flashing spikes at their heels. As Doug watched, one of the fighters
tumbled, wingsflalling, to the pavement.

Helooked down at himsdlf, at awide brownish chest that surely must be his own athough he did not
recognizeit. A male face with folded wing-crests behind it was stooping over him. A three-fingered hand
danced before his eyes and something like an invocation sounded in hisears.

In panic, Doug tried to shout but his voice was frozen. Asthe gesturing fingers moved back, Doug saw
that his own hands were manacled by chainsto abroad belt around hiswaist. Hisfeet were clamped
together at the ankles and he lay on some boardlike surface at aforty-five degree angle with the
pavement.

Directly in front of him, one of the fighting crestures was on the pavement now. The other hovered above
it, poising long metd spursfor akilling downstroke.

“Mount! Mount...” the circling crowd of faces was clamoring at the falen figure. But the fallen one
seemed stunned and helpless.

“There he goes...” muttered someone behind Doug' s head. “Out, duLein!”

Thelast words cracked commandingly in Doug’ s ear. Then, without warning, he was no longer watching
the fighting figures. He was one of them.

He was the one lying on the pavement, wings spread out behind him and staring up at the descending
spursof hisenemy.

A dizzinesslike the after-effect of aheavy blow on the head clouded histhinking, but not his reflexes.
Twenty yearsof practicein legd and illega sports had made him amaverick among his own people—but
amaverick who could react. Reflex sent him rolling out of the way of the descending spurs.

The down-stabbing spur-points aimed at Doug dammed into the pavement where he had been, sending



parksflying. His opponent crumpled on the flat surface, moaning, clutching abroken leg.

Reflex till drove Doug like a set of emergency controls. Without thought, he scrambled up and started
running.

He careened blindly into the packed throng. They parted conveniently before him, leaving an avenue
through which he could see streets between stony buildings five to ten storiesin height. Still operating on
ingtinct, he pounded down the corridor of escape opening before him and turned into the closest Street.

As he rounded the corner, the roar of the crowd behind him diminished. The dliff-like buildings on elther
sde swam past him as he turned right at the first cross-street, | eft at the next.

Gradudly hisblurred vison was clearing, bringing his surroundingsinto focus. The monalithic buildings
were like giant dabs of gray rock. He passed no openings, no doorways or windows at street leve. It

was only at two or three stories of height above him that he saw openings piercing the walls—unglazed
openings which were the only evidence that these shapes he passed were not solid blocks of stone.

He turned down another street and staggered, dmost falling. He was close to the end of his strength.

He stumbled to ahdt a the intersection. Leaning againg abuilding wall in alittle patch of sunlight, he
looked back. There was no one to be seen behind him and he had passed no one since he had |eft the
crowd at the fight. It should be safe to rest for amoment.

Strangdly, it was not his breath that had given out but hislegs. He was not even breathing hard. His chest
pumped asdowly asif hewere sitting in achair, reading. But hislegs trembled uncontrollably and
threatened to fold at the knees.

Helooked down at those legs. They were thin brown limbs amost logt in the shadow thrown by the huge
wings on his back. As he noted the wings, he became aware of adeep achein ther joints— thetall of his
rolling over upon them. And he realized the top-heaviness of hisbody he now inhabited—wings,

powerful shoulders, deep chest, al supported by the thin, trembling legs. He shivered, conscious
suddenly that he wore nothing more than athin pair of trunks and here, in the deep shadow between the
building wals, the air was chill—

“Kath—ang! Kathang duLe—in!...”

Faint and sad, like awild bird's cry of two notes repeated in descending series, avoice sounded high
overhead.

Helooked up. Outlined against the white-blue, cloudless sky in the crack of space between the buildings
wasasmdl figure soaring on great gray wings.

“Kathang duLe—in . ..”

He bolted to the end of the street and around a corner into another way between high buildings.
Staggering to a stop against the nearest wall, helooked up and saw only cloudless sky.

For amoment hefdt therdlief of having escaped. Then, without warning, the figure swung again into view
above and steeply dived for him.

Sidedipping into the narrow space between the buildings, the flying figure reached to the pavement
perhapsthree yardsin front of him, turning up sharply at the last moment to land onitsfeet. For thefirst



time he saw that it seemed to have no arms. There were only the undersides of the great spread of
dove-gray wingsthat filled the Stret, their feathers reaching to the shoulders, and apair of legslike his
own—but even shorter and more fragile. He looked at the body and saw it was female. It was clothed,
except for thewings, in closefitting slver-metalic cloth and awide black belt from which thingslike
meda's dangled.

Theflyer stared up a him with enormous eyes. She was a good head-and-a-haf shorter than he. Now
her arms appeared, unclothed, from among the feathers, where apparently they had been stretched out
and moving as part of the wings. As he watched, the wings themselves folded up dowly on her back.

“Kathang!” Her voice was musicd, low-pitched in the contralto range, but tense with concern. “You
can't just run around the streets like this. The Cadda Noyer will have men out after you any minute now.”

Doug stared at her. Her features were tanned, small and narrow, with enormous dark-brown eyes.

She was not pretty by any human standard—but, just as he made that judgment about her, he felt his
body expressng a strange disagreement. His human mind might not find thisfema e attractive but his
winged body clearly did.

“Kathang—" she said again, and started toward him.
He stepped back. She halted, cocking her head to one side.

“I’'m not Kathang,” he said without thinking, and was shocked by the hoarse bass voice that came
booming out of his chest.

“Not—" She stopped. “Kathang, are you out of your mind? | wasthere at thefights! | saw the soul
transfer when the fighter you' d bet on went down—" She broke off, staring narrowly a him. “Don’t you
know me?’

“No,” hesaid hoarsdly.

“Thetrangfer spell must have been incomplete,” she said. “Y our soul isn't firmly bound yet. But can’t you
remember? I’m Anvra—AnvraMons-Borroh, Water Witch, your contract-mate. Kathang, don’'t you

remember anything?’
He shook his head.

“My nameisBa—Ba—" Hisdifferent lips and tongue stumbled over words they had never before
formed. “I’'m DougLassBa—"

“You've had areaction, dl right.” AnvraMons-Borroh stepped forward quickly before histrembling legs
could back him away again. She caught him by the arm. “Never mind. My sdlf-obligation to you holds.
Ill get you hidden away somewhere. I'll call on my own Water Witch Aerie for temporary
mate-sanctuary for you. Now, you see what it comes to—gambling away your Brotherhood rights?
Come on! The CaddaNoyer is probably after you aready. There’ sa catapult just two streets away—"

Stumbling along on hisworn-out leg muscles,
Doug let himsdlf be led down another Street to the right.

This new street was short and buildings flanking it were no more than three stories tal; thusanarrow strip
of white sunlight reached one side of the pavement. Suddenly that sunlight was momentarily interdicted by
two shadows flickering acrossit.



Automatically Doug stopped and stared up. Overhead, above the buildings, he saw two soaring figures,
male-sized, wearing tight suitsin asort of livery pattern of red, black and orange squares.

“CaddaNoyer,” cried Anvrasharply. “Run!”

She st off down the aley. Doug followed, willingly now and at a better speed than before. The pause
had rested hislegs.

Jogging, Doug and his guide passed one intersection, arrived at another that broadened into akind of
plaza. Inits center was a strange-looking structure with atrack projecting into the air and asmall
platform at the foot of the track. The other end of the street opened into awide square of pavement on
which anumber of figureswere walking, wings folded, while flyers soared in the air above them. Anvra
caught Doug'sarm and pulled him toward the deserted plaza with its strange mechanism.

Doug jerked free. If the two figures circling above were indeed enemies, he wanted to meet them out
where there was room to dodge and run—and possibly where the presence of other people would make
the hunters cautious or dow them down. He ran for the large square, Anvracalling him back.

Sheran after him, but in aburst of speed he pulled avay from her. Once out in the square, however, he
stopped. What energy was left in hislegs clearly must be hoarded for the fighting—if it cameto that.

And clearly it was going to cometo that. The strollersin the square were making no effort to interfere.
They had drawn into aloose circle around him. As he paused to ook up at the threat overhead, Anvra
broke through their ranks. She whistled so loudly, so shrilly, that his ears momentarily deafened.

“Water Witches!” shewastrilling as she swung about to face the watchers. “Water Witches...”

She whistled again, despairingly. Doug detected no response from anywhere. A shadow flickered over
him. Glancing up, he saw the two pursuers zoom lower. They looked alittle like clownsin their
checkered tricolor suits. But they were both heavy-chested males. They wore no sharp metal spurson
their heds. But where the spurs might have been were what looked like blunt dowels of dark wood,
some eight incheslong and aninch in diameter.

Doug was sure an assault would soon begin. But it was on him so swiftly that he barely had time to brace
himsdf. The two hunters swooped suddenly, one alittle in advance of the other, like hawks upon a
rabbit. And Anvra, spreading her wings and leaping upward, tried valiantly to besat her way into theair
and intercept them.

“Mount, Kathang!” she cried. “ Mount—"

It was clearly al but impossiblefor her to take off from aleve surface. Y et she managed to gain half her
own height in the air and meet the first attacker. He struck out at her—not with the polished dowels on
his hedls but with one of hiswide wings. Hiswing and hers came together with abooming sound like the
note of an enormous kettledrum. Anvratumbled backward in mid-air, fell to the ground.

Shewas out of thefight. But at least she had diverted one of the enemy. The second came diving through
theair, dowels-first, at Doug’ s head.

He ducked, crouching under the driving dowe-ends, then legped swiftly to catch asweeping wingtip in
both hands and swing hisweight oniit.



The attacker floundered and fdll, giving ahoarse, gargling shout. He rolled on the pavement, threshing
reflexively with the wing Doug had not touched. The other hung rigid, propped a a strangle angle,
half-dragged out of its socket.

Doug looked for thefirst attacker, could not see him. Once more he ducked—and probably saved his
life. A tremendous double hammer seemed to smash into his head sending him haf-unconsciousto the
pavement. On hands and knees he saw the first attacker, till airborne, circling to strike again.

Doug was recovering hiswits. Crouching, he saw the attacker swooping upon him now, swelling
suddenly large before him. Gathering himself for a supreme effort, Doug waited until the last second—
and sprang.

He cleared the in-driving dowd-ends, his body damming hard againg the attacker. The creature sflaling
wing caught on the pavement. Both went down. Rolling over on the winged man, Doug stiffened his
hands for a karate blow and chopped downward with it, edge-on.

He had aimed at the point where the Side of the other’ s neck met the collar bone, but he missed histarget
and dammed hard instead into the ribs of the upper chest. A sudden wave of agony shot up hisarm.

Helooked at his hand in amazement as herolled free of the attacker. The smallest of threefingerswas
bent in againgt hispalm at an unnaturd angle. When he tried to move the other fingers, aneedle-like
twinge of painran up hisarm.

The man he had struck was now lying back on his haf-folded wings, shuddering dightly. The wholeright
sdeof hischest was caved in, asif by adedgehammer. A bloody froth showed on hislips.

Staring from the obvioudy dying man to his own ruined hand, Doug made an effort to get to hisfedt,
remembering something about birds back on Earth...

“Bones...” he croaked to himsdf. “Hollow...”

Now upright, he moved toward the dying enemy to find out if thiswere true. But at the first step, sky and
suaretilted and went around him asif he were on a carousel. The next thing he knew, he waslying on
the pavement, looking up into the face of Anvra. On his other side stood an old winged man dressed in
black, hisface lined and narrow.

“... he bet himsdlf on one of thefighters,” Anvrawas saying, looking up at the man in black, “and the
fighter was forced to the pavement. So they prepared Kathang for transfer. But after his soul was
transferred, he dodged the kill-blow and the other fighter hurt himsalf on the pavement. The other wasn't
ableto rise but Kathang was—and that made him winner. But he was in the body of the fighter he bet
on.”

“Nonetheless, mistress,” said the old man, dowly and deeply, “the body he wears belongs to the Cadda
Noyer. It sther fighter’ sbody.”

“It was a beaten body—a dead body until he saved it.”

“That goes beyond present discussion.” The old man shook his head. “It will have to be decided by afull
pand of theMagi. I'll set adate”

Helooked down at Doug.

“Kathang DuLein,” he said, in his deep voice, “the Cadda Noyer can't be restrained from attempting to
recover the body you inhabit. AsaMagus, | can give you no protection. | recommend you to the



protection of your Aerie Brothers.”

“Hehasnone,” said Anvraquickly. “He gambled away his Brotherhood rightsin the Sorcerers. But I'm a
Water Witch—I can find him mate-sanctuary temporarily in one of our Aeries.”

“Then | recommend you, DuLein,” said the old man, “to the protection of your contract-mate, Mistress
AnvraMons-Borroh.”

He turned and stepped away, reveding two other winged men wearing silver and black, like that of
Anvra s costume.

“Canwe hdp you, Sgter?’ one of them asked.

“Where were you when | whistled?’” began Anvrasharply, then checked hersdf. “Forgive me, Brothers.
I”’m ill wound up from the attack. Help me get him to our nearest Aerie, will you?1 can't carry him
done”

Anvra svoice and the scene about him was lost in a sudden flooding of nothingness, with only abrief
shadow-glimpse of the Walker watching him.

He woke gradudly. He squinted and raised his right hand to brush the haze from his eyes.

But hisright hand was heavier than it should be. With an effort he heaved it up and saw aclumsy lump of
something that looked like aball of cloth soaked in concrete. A cast, he redlized.

He remembered the fight with the two winged men then, and jerked himself up on one elbow to see
about him.

Helay on what seemed to be abed in asemicircular room opento theair dl dongitsflat Sde. Severa
backless armchairs stood about and from the chipped stone of the wall extended objectslooking like
water-faucet handlesin ether silver or black. Nowherein thewall was any door visible.

His bed was at the open edge of the room—almost overhanging it in fact. There was no barrier or guard
rail. Heturned to look out. ..

He stared down at the tops of toylike buildings severa hundred feet below him, stretching away likea
seaasfar asthe horizon. Risng out of this seaat something like quarter-mile intervals were huge
towers—and it was plain that the room where he lay was atower.

It was an impossible scene, like something discovered in anightmare. Were those buildings below him
the structures among which he had been running?

A faint click made his head turn.

The wall had opened to reved a door. Coming through it was Anvra Mons-Borroh. The door closed
behind her, its outline becoming invisible once more.

“You wokeearly,” she said. Her voice was rather cold. It lacked the concern that had beenin it when
she had first warned him about the Cadda Noyer. “Kathang wouldn't have recovered from the sedative
thet fast.”



“Y ou know I’m not this Kathang, then?’ he asked, gazing up at her curioudly.

“I don't know anything!” Her voice sharpened. “ Except that Kathang was my contract-mate, and that
my sdf-obligation holds until | have proof you' re someonedse.”

“Y ou don't need proof,” he said emptily. “I’m not your Kathang.”

“Y ou could be, and not in your right mind.” She stared at him brilliantly out of wide brown eyes. “Who
did you say you are?’

“My name' s Bai—" Once more the pronunciation defeated him. “ Anyway, | don’t know how |
happened to bein what' s-his-name's... Kathang's... body. But where | come from we don’t have

wings”

Hetold her al of what had happened to him as he remembered it. She listened patiently. When hewas
finished, she nodded.

“Yes” shesad. “It' swhat you said under sedation.”
She turned from him and walked back to the wall, which opened before her.
“Sirs” shesad. “Will you comein now?’

Two winged men answered her invitation. The first was smdl for amae, and dark-haired, hisright wing
deformed and patently usdess. Doug’ s vision seemed to blur again as he looked at the smaller winged
man. But it was not agenera blurring, he noticed. The others, the rest of the room, remained sharp and
clear. Only the smal man was blurred in features and outline—and stayed that way. Doug looked over at
the larger newcomer. His body was as big as the one Doug himsdlf was now inhabiting. Both visitors
wore close-fitting suits of dark red with ayelow lozenge over the heart.

“Midtress...” said the smaler one, bending his head briefly to her. “May | present our Master of Aerie
84? Master Sorcerer Jax duHorrel.”

“Sir.” She bent her head. “Will you both St?”

The two picked up backless armchairs and carried them to Doug' s bed. They sat down, staring at him.
Anvraremained standing.

“Kathang,” said the smdler man with the deformed wing, “don’t you know me? We re Aerie Brothers.
Y ou must remember me—Etam duRel? And Jax, our Aerie Master?’

“No Aerie Brother of ours, Brother. No longer,” said the man called Jax grimly. “Remember that, Etam!”
Heturned to Anvra.

“I could wish you a better contract-mate, mistress,” he said.

“Thank you,” shesaid. “Y ou heard him tell about himself?’

Jax nodded. “1t’ sthe planet of the damned he' s fantasy-making about, dl right,” said the big Aerie
Master of the Sorcerers. “It’ sred enough, evenif it ison another plane. They’re al winglessthere, daves
crawling about the surface just the way he describesit. It' s exactly the sort of salf-torturing fantasy a
weak man like Kathang would pick.”



“Sir’” Anvra svoice had an edgeto it. “The name of duLein isan honorable one. It'smy contract-mate
you' re speaking of.”

“Apologies, mistress,” said Jax giffly. “But you' ve no sdf-obligation to aman you believe not contracted
toyou.”

“Until 1 have proof,” snapped Anvra, “my sdf-obligation holds. We women don’t shed our
contract-duties as lightly as some men shed the duties of their Brotherhood.”

Asthey glared a each other, Anvra swings haf-spread, Doug Bailey found histongue.
“Wait aminute,” he said “Let me hear that again—you know where | come from?’

Anvraand the two men turned back to face him. “Kathang...” Etam duRel patted Doug gently on the
arm. His blurred features leaned down toward Doug; his voice sounded blurred but understandablein
Doug'sears. “Don’'t you remember how we were two of the workers on the construction of the Portal ?
Think! There were other planets we opened the Portal to besides Damned World. Remember the world
that was al shadow ocean, and the transparent bodies of the water-creatures we recovered from it?’

“What' sthe use of trying to explain to amadman, Etam?’ grumbled Jax. “ To remember what you ask,
he' d have to abandon hisfantasy. He' sincurable. He should be quietly put out of the way—"

“That decision’snot yoursto make, Aerie Magter,” said Anvra. “When he sold off hisright to protection
by the Sorcerers, he dso took back the right of Sorcerersto judge or condemn him.”

“Yes, if he' sKathang,” Jax admitted. “Y ou got us here because you think he actually is from the Damned
World. Is7't that right?’

“| don't believe—or disbelieve” said Anvradiffly.
Etam spoke. “Why do you doubt he’ s Kathang, Mistress?’

“Because of thethingshe' sdone,” Anvraanswered. “Things|, as contract-mate, happen to know
Kathang would not do. For example, Kathang was no public coward; not, at least, to the point of having
hiswings cut off and being sentenced to the sewers. But there were braver men—"

Her gaze flashed suddenly, warningly, at Jax.

“| can say that about Kathang, Aerie Magter, because my sdlf-obligation still holds,” she interrupted
hersdlf. “Y ou cannot, in my presence, because your Brotherhood is broken. | say, frankly, that there
were braver men than Kathang duLein, evenif heisthelast to bear the ancient and honorable name of
theduLeins. Thisman | aided againgt two Cadda Noyer is one of the bravest.”

Jax rosefrom hischair.

“Andthisisdl you havetotdl us, then?’ he asked Anvra. “Y ou brought us here smply because you
think Kathang is acting more courageoudy than he used to?’

“Look at what hedid,” blazed Anvra, ruffling her wings, glaring up a the big man. “Kathang's soul was
legdly trandferred into the body of afighter about to die, so that the fighter could be preserved in
Kathang's body. But Kathang didn’t perish with the dead body. Instead he activated the body and
defeated a professiond fighter! Kathang—who in the gym never wore anything but padded dowels!”



“Even that can happen by accident—"
“Then how about the two Cadda Noyer bullies?’ she demanded. “He aso defeated them. He even killed

one—
“I understand you helped.”

“I7” Anvralaughed scornfully. “A smal woman?1 tell you he defeated them both himself. He actualy
crushed on€' s chedt, ruining his own hand in the process. What ordinary man—Iet alone Kathang—could
grikeablow likethat? Sirs, you're blind if you don’t see something more here than aman out of hismind
with the effects of an incompleted transfer spdll.”

Jax shook his head.

“As Kathang must have told you when he was sane and a Sorcerer,” Jax said, “only dead specimens can
be recovered from other worlds through the Porta.”

“But asoul—" she began.
“Can only betransferred from another plane by aspell operating on that plane.”
Jax held up his hand to Anvra as she was about to interrupt him passionately.

“Weknow,” hesaid, “that Kathang was in his own body before the spell was begun. We know the spell
sent him into the body of afighter facing what looked like certain death. He had to obey that spell.
So—hewent into the fighter’ s body.”

“That hasto betrue,” put in Etam, rising aso from his chair and spesking earnestly to Anvra. * Kathang
couldn’t have moved into the fighter’ s body unlessthe fighter were aready dead—or anticipating death
s0 strongly hewas as good as dying. The soul in any hedthy, living body istoo strong to be ousted—you
know that. That' swhy we can’t pull anything but dead or dying animals through a Portal. All right, the
fighter was essentialy dead. If you' re correct in what you think, that left two bodies and two floating
identities— Kathang' sand the stranger’s.”

“What' syour point?’

“Wadl, migtress, if the stranger beat Kathang into the Fighter’ sbody, that |eft Kathang with only one place
to go—back to his own body, which was perfectly usable, since the transfer spell only drives out the soul
temporarily. If you' reright, and astranger from the Damned World isinhabiting this body here with us,
then Kathang also hasto be aive and in his own body somewhere. But | wastold Kathang' s body died
immediately and was carted away by the Cadda Noyer for disposal. So Jax isright, you know, mistress.
Y our idea of astranger in Kathang’ s body is an impossibility. It hasto be Kathang on the bed
here—evenif heisinsane and doesn't recognize himself.”

They left, the door of the room opening and then shutting behind them. Anvra stood staring after them,
her wingsruffling dightly.

“What wasthat?” demanded Doug. “ That business about if I’ m crazy, | ought to be put out of the way
quigtly?’

Anvraturned.

“Theinsane can't be dlowed to live at large and become a danger to the community, Kathang,” she
answered in level tones.



“Y ou know that. Y ou may not have a Brotherhood to take the responsibility of amputating your wings
and locking you up—but the Magi will do it, if necessary. Unlessyou can be made sane.”

“I never fdt saner,” hetold her. “ Cometo think of it, | never felt moredive—" He broke off suddenly,
garing closdly at her. “If you don't think I'm Kathang, you' re going to alot of trouble to help astranger.”

“A stranger?’ Her eyebrowsllifted. “Kathang, you know better than that!”

“But I'm not Kathang and | don’t know,” he answered goodhumoredly. “That’ sright, isn't it? Think
about it for aminute. If | wasn't Kathang, | wouldn't know—isthat correct?’

Anvrathought it over. “All right, I’ ll talk to you asif you redly are astranger from some other place.
What I'm doing isn’t for you. If you're Kathang, you know that | wasn't going to renew our contract
anyway—and you know why. If you aren’t Kathang—" She hesitated. “What I’ m doing, I’'m doing out
of respect to my honor and my duty of self-obligation. They demand of methat | help my contract-mate.”

“But you don't believe I'm Kathang?’ he pressed.

“No, | don't,” she snapped at him. “Still, I'm not infallible. If by somewild chance I’'m wrong and it
should turn out I’ d abandoned you though you redly are Kathang, my contract-mete, then I’d havefailed
in my seif-obligation—and everything | believein.”

“I see” Histhoughts raced. Whatever had happened to him during the transfer of souls, one thing was
certain. He had been shaken up more by it, mentally and emotiondly, than he had been by anything else
in hislife. Hisold bitterness, hisindifference to degth, were gone. He wanted to live—in fact, he intended
tolive

“Help me, then,” he said to Anvra.

“How?’ She gtared at him strangely. For al her snappishness and disclaimer of any interest in him other
than as an insane Kathang, her eyes at times held a curious softnessfor him.

“Tadk to measif | wereadtranger. Tl methings.”
“For example?’
“What was| doing at thet fight in thefirst place?’

“Y ou had dready gambled away dl you had,” she answered, “except your apprentice-feein the
Brotherhood of Sorcerers. Y ou mortgaged that in abet and logt it. Then you had nothing left except your
life. So you bet that. Y ou bet your body as areplacement for the fighter whose corner you werein. If he
had won, you would have won—enough, that is, to buy back into the Sorcerers. But helost.”

“The Cadda Noyer,” hesaid. “Who are they?’

“They run the fights—among other things,” she said. “One of the gray Brotherhoods. I’ d never
contract-mate myself to a Cadda Noyer. Some day the Magi will declare them outlaws for any member
of the community to kill on sight. But for now they’ re tolerated. It was the Cadda Noyer from whom you
dole that fighter-trained body. They’ll be waiting outside this Aerie now for the six days of graceto
expire. Then my Brotherhood will have to make you leave. Y our own Brotherhood could have given you
sanctuary indefinitely. They could even have bought off the Cadda Noyer— maybe.”

“Maybe.” Doug added, “ So you can change bodies any time you want, in thisworld of yours?’



“Change—" The sharp notein her voice brought his eyes back to her face. Shewasdl but glaring at him,
as she had glared at Jax. Suddenly conscious of having to look up to her, he swung hislegs over the side
of the bed and rose ungteadily to hisfeet.

“Sitdown,” she said, catching his shoulders and pushing him.

The edge of the bed caught the back of his knees and he sat down heavily. “No, people can’t change
bodies any time they want,” she said. “The person giving the body hasto have signed hislife avay
according to the law under theMagi. A finething it would beif aperson could change bodies whenever
hewished! A crimina could disappear from the eyes of justice any time hefelt likeit. The Magi haveto
approve each transfer, don’t you see?’

Doug's mind was clicking off conclusions. “Where do these Cadda Noyer—where stheir
headquarters?’

“Their locd Aerie? Or their Chief High Aerie?’
“The one nearest to that Sorcerer Aerie where Kathang used to work—where that Portdl is.”
“Youmeanthelocd Aerie” shesad.

She stepped around his bed and pointed off at atower perhaps five miles distant. He stared at it. There
was an illusory shadow hand before his eyes. It blurred fantastically. He seemed to see telescopically,
shadowedly, into the very interior of the tower, where two figures lay ill in an underground room.

“How do | get there?’

“You?" Once more there was that strange softness mixed with the sharpness of her voice and gaze. “You
get there by flying fifty feet out beyond your bed. Half adozen of the Cadda Noyer will escort you
personaly to the Aerie. | told you that they’ re waiting—"

Baffled, he stared at the tower. Like ahuge gray finger it pointed upright in the distance, haf threatening,
half beckoning.

“What happens to dead bodies?’ he asked.
Shefrowned at him.

“They're hed severd daysto make suredl lifeisgone. Then aMagusiscaled in to certify to the death.
Theindividua’ s nameisremoved from both Brotherhood and community rolls. Then the body is
burned.“ Anvra continued to frown. "Why?* she asked. "Why did you want to know that?*

“| have abody around here somewhere—the red body | was born with.” He added thoughtfully. “ There
must be someway of getting into that tower.”

“The Cadda Noyer Aerie? Y ou want to get in there? Well, you' re not Kathang, that’s clear.” She shook
her head impatiently. “ Do you think Aeries are built so they can be gotten into? What usewould an Aerie
beif anybody could get in without the permission of the Brotherhood owning it?’

Hewas till gazing at the tower. It seemed to him that his mind had never been so clear and swift-moving.
The shadow hand was gone but the blurred image of the two motionlessfiguresin the room flashed in
and out of hisbrain.



Doug swung on her.

“You'reaWater Witch, you said.” He watched her. “Doesn't that tower have water and sewer
connections?’

“Of course,” she answered. Then she paled and seemed to shrink from him. “Y ou’ re not thinking of
invading the aerie through the underground piping?’

“I’'min no position to be finicky—"
“Finicky!” She shuddered. “No, you're not Kathang. Y ou’ re not even anorma human being!”

The horror in her face went beyond ordinary squeamishness at the thought of passage through a sewer.
She was plainly shaken by some deeper emotion.

“What's so bad about your pipes, Anvra?’
“They are... underground. Underground! Away from the light and the air. Away from the sky!”

Then he understood. He remembered the note in Jax’ s voi ce when Jax had spoken about Earth’ s people
aswingless, about the Earth as the Damned World. To aflying people, being without wingswould
literally be hell. And being forced underground—where they could not use wings, where they were
locked from their natura open environment—would be double hell.

All the better, thought Doug grimly. If such were the case, there was that much more chance he could
travel through the piping unobserved.

“Asyou say.” Herose again to hisfeet, fending her off as shetried to stop him. “I’'m different. Let’ sseeif
you can't find me aroute to their tower through itswater or sewer pipes.”

Lessthan an hour later, histhin brown legs were encased in hiphigh boots of some thin rubbery material.
Hewas clothed, dl but hisarms, in an insulated one-piece suit of the same stuff. Anvrahad found the
garmentsfor him.

Doug stood beyond awater-tight door at the top of three stepsleading into atunne perhapsten feet in
diameter. He was in the subbasement of the Water Witches tower. The tunnel—agreat meta
pipe—seemed lit by a phosphorescence covering al the surfaces above the ankle-deep water. The pipe
ran draight, loang itsdlf in brilliance both far ahead and far behind.

The pipe was not one of the sawers, Anvrahad said. It was part of the storm-drain system. In case of a
flash rainstorm, anyonein the drain would be swept away and drowned. But thiswas not the time of year
for thunderstorms. Now only abare trickle of water was pumped into the drains to nourish the fungus
that coated the drain walls and illuminated their interiors for the benefit of the dave working crews.

Doug stepped down into the drainpipe and felt the water tugging at hisankles. A splashing behind him
made him turn. Anvra, carrying the pipe-charts for the area between thistower and that of the Cadda
Noyer Aerie, had entered the water behind him.

“All right.” He reached for the charts. “I’ll take those.”

“Will you?” she said, holding on to them. “And how are you going to read them?’



He saw that she, too, had on apair of the rubbery wading boots.
“You aren’t going with me?’

“l am,” shesaid. “You can’t read the charts. Y ou’' re no Water Witch! Y ou can't even read the pipe
markings. You'd never get there.”

He respected her courage. A flying woman, she was forcing hersalf to go underground, swalowing her
horror.

“Y our self-obligation at work again, | suppose?’
“That' sright.” She wastight-lipped.

“Well... thank you,” he said. He started forward. The rounded surface underfoot obliged them to walk
gnglefileand he heard her splashing dong behind him.

Doug was genuinely touched. Kathang must have been adamn fool not to have appreciated thisfemae
more than he had. Loyalty such as Anvra showed was something to admire.

Thus began the long wading trip through the phosphorescent corridor. They said nothing except when
they came to an intersection or abranching. Then Anvrawould stop briefly to compare her chartswith
the markings on the pipewall at that point. She would give directions and they would move on. She had
explained earlier that there was no direct route from the Water Witches' tower to that of the Cadda
Noyer. In effect, the distance to the tower would be dmost doubled by the route they had to take.

Doug had held himsdlf to adow, steady pace from the start, remembering how his legs on occasion had
threatened to betray him. In spite of his precautions, after atime hefdt histhigh-muscles beginning to
ache. The ache woke him to thefact that had not previoudy registered on him. The water through which
they had been wading had deepened gradually until now he was dogging through in knee-depth. Also,
there was a new, strange ache—across his back. He discovered that he was, ingtinctively, holding his
wingtips high above the wet.

A sudden, different sound of splashing sounded behind him. He swung about—to see Anvrastumbling,
going down into the water. He moved to catch her just intime. Shewasalimp weight in hisarms.
Looking down at her in the eerielight of the phosphorescence, he saw that her eyes were closed.

Her face looked like adeath mask in old ivory. Her wings were soaked clear to the feathers of their top
joints. Plainly, the massed feathers took up water like a sponge. Anvra, being shorter and weaker, had
not been able to hold her lower wingtips out of the water as Doug had done. Shefelt heavy in hisarms
with the added weight of liquid, and shewasicy cold.

“Anvral” He had noticed that her hands were empty. She must have dropped the charts.
He shook her. Her eyes fluttered open.

“Anvra” hesad, “where are we? Are we headed for the tower?’

“Straight... ahead...”

Her eyesclosed again.

“How far?’ hedemanded. “How far, Anvra?’



But shewas no longer answering.

Helifted her in hisarms—one hand up under her wing-sockets, one hand under her knees—and waded
heavily forward. After forty or fifty steps his arms began to tremble with the load. He was forced to stop.

Supporting her with an effort, he pulled off one by one histwo hip-length leg-coverings. The thin materia
was as easy to handle as cloth. He knotted the feet together and the tops to each other to form aloop.
He put thisloop around his neck. Lifting Anvrainto it asinto asupporting ding, he moved forward once
more.

But soon the weariness of hislegs became pronounced. He stopped to rest, leaning againgt the cold side
of the pipe, then went on, stopped alittle later, went on and stopped again. .. he was staggering forward
more by areflex of the survivd inginct than anything e se.

Suddenly Doug tripped over some steps at the side of the tunnel and sprawled off balance to hisright,
spilling Anvrathrough an open door to the stone floor of aroom above water-level.

He dragged himsdf up beside her. It was some little time before feding began to come back to his
water-numbed legs. He set about rubbing some circulation back into Anvra slimbs, too. After awhile
her eyes opened.

“All right,” he said. He gathered her till-chilled body to his warmer one. She made no sound. He held
her until he suddenly became conscious of anew dampness againgt his chest.

Helooked down, startled. Her face was as expressionless asif she were yet unconscious, and her eyes
were closed. But from under the closed lids, tears were streaming down her cheeks.

“Anvra—" heblurted. “What isit? Areyou hurt?’
“| falled you,” shesaid dully.
“Failed me?'Y ou got your wingswet. That wasn't your fault.”

“Atthelast, | couldn't hepyou...” It was aterrible, soundless weeping. Heredlized that in spite of what
she said it was not him she had failed. It wasthat stern persond code of hers— that creed of
sdf-obligetion.

He hugged her to him comfortingly. After awhile, she stirred and lifted her head.
“Don'tforget,” hesad, “I’m not Kathang. Y ou don't redlly owe me athing.”

“Y ou' re many times what Kathang was,” she said, not looking a him. “And | oweyou dl I'vegot to

give

Sheroseto her feet, then. He stood up aso, and for thefirst time he looked about him. They wereina
small bare room that was dmost the twin of the one at the Water Witches' tower behind the water-tight
door through which they had entered the drainpipe. Floor and walls were of what seemed to be
concrete.

He could hear afaint rushing sound. It seemed to come from the corridor off aroom they could see
beyond the open inner door of the room they were now standing in.

“Blowers,” said Anvra. “The Cadda Noyer must have many deep-rooms under this Aerie.” Sheturned



her face to him. Though it was till white from chill and exhaustion, her eyes glowed. “ There might—I
mean, it’s possible they have something to hide from the Magi. If so, maybe you can dicker with themto
leave you done as the price of keeping your mouth shut.”

She started toward the inner door. He followed.

The corridor led past severa other bare roomsto end at last in achamber no larger than awalk-in
closet.

“Anédevator,” Anvraexplained. Shetouched itswall. A smdl panel did asde, uncovering avertical row
of square studs. Apparently Anvra s people did not like their devices or controlsto be out in plain Sght.

The doors of the devator closed and she touched the bottom-most stud. He fdt the familiar,
stomach-floating sensation of arapid elevator descent.

The doors opened again before them. They stepped into ill another room. A room with no doors other
than the one through which they had emerged.

Anvramade asharp but barely audible sound like a curse and jumped back into the elevator. Her fingers
ran rapidly over the area of the studs and afacing pand fdl off, reveding atangled maze of small
trangparent tubesfilled with green liquid.

“It may fool awinglessdave,” Anvrawhispered. “But I'm on the Secrets Committee of my own
Aerie—"

She twisted and pinched a couple of the small tubes together. They melted into one another and the green
liquid drained from the section of trangparent tubing below the pinched spot in the vertical one of the two
tubes.

Onewholewadll did asde. Beyond it lay abrightly lit expanse asimmense as an aircraft hangar, filled with
equipment.

“Space!” murmured Anvrawith relief. She ran into the huge room and pirouetted, unfolding her wet
wings, stretching them out until they were extended to their full, sweeping width, the feathers till dark
with water.

Ingtinctively Doug joined her, fet himsdf extending his own wings. He reacted without thinking, shaking
the stiffness and moisture from the appendages. His feathers clacked and rattled.

Anvra s hands caught his shoulders where clavicle and scapula came together in the great double-socket
that allowed the winged people to use their arms either separately or as areinforcement to the heavy
wing-musclesthemselves. Anvra's own wings folded around Doug's, holding them ill.

“Kathang,” she whispered fiercdly, “are you crazy?'Y ou know they’ re bound to have listening devices
rHe_”

“All right,” he said harshly, but remembering to keep hisvoice down. “It wasjust areflex. | didn’t know.
I’m not Kathang, remember?’

She stepped back from him, folding her wings. Her large eyes peered uncertainly at him. He settled his
own pinions, turned from her and began to walk among the devicesfilling the floor space.



He stopped before an apparatus consisting of ametal hoop some six feet in diameter, surrounded by
strange jewe s and odd curlicues. He could swear he had never seen these shapes before—but they
blurred as he looked at them, and suddenly they seemed familiar. He stepped forward, feeling his hands
lift and begin tracing an ordered pattern in the air.

Anvrawas puzzled. “What are you doing?’
Heignored her. His fingers touched the jewe sin aquick combination.

Soundlesdy and magicaly, the meta hoop was replaced by adisk of blinding radiance—acircle he
remembered.

He ducked back ingtinctively.

Through adisk like this one had gone the dark thing that had stolen some essentia part of himself. And
though such adisk he had cometo this place of awinged people.

Behind him, Anvramade asmal choked sound.
“Kathang?’ she said, softly and dmost timidly. Her voice shook. “Do you remember who you are now?’
“I repest,” hesaid. “1’m not Kathang!”

“But you—" Sheturned to stare at the glaring radiance. * Y ou activated the Portal. Only a Sorcerer like
Kathang, who had worked on it, would know how to do that. If you' re astranger in his body, how did
you know?’

“It must have been reflex,” he muttered. “Like using thewings. | don’t know what | did. | just let my
fingerswork by themsdlves”

But she dill stood back from him.

He gave up the thought of trying to convince her. Helaid hishandson ajewd. The disk of light vanished,
leaving the hoop of meta as cold and harmless-looking as before. He walked on among the machines.

Helooked ahead, at the room’sfar wall. Hisvision blurred, then cleared. He saw adoor that pierced the
wall, and he approached it. He pushed the door open and stepped through into adim, smdler
room—Iike the room his blurred vision had seemed to show him when he had looked at thistower from
the open room of the Water Witch’s Aerie.

Before Doug were four table-like pieces of furniture. Two were bare. The other two bore the figures he
remembered seeing—each a dead body dead somelittle time. One body had wings while the other had
not.

The one without wingswas hisformer sdf.

The body was dried and shrunken ingdeits clothes. The skin of the face was gray-white and fdlenin
upon the bone benesath it, so that the broken nose and scarred jaw seemed emphasized. The handswere
asbloodless and dry asthe face. And their knuckles were like massive bony knobs swelling the dry-dead
kin.

“S0...” sad Anvrasoftly beside him. “It’ syou. That’ swhat you looked like.”

Heturned to her, suddenly bitter.



“You'resureitisn't just one of your daves?’ he snapped. “With hiswings cut off?’

“A CaddaNoyer daveit would be. Not mine,” she answered. “But look at it. That body was never born
onthisearth.”

She turned to the other dead winged figure, the one with wings.

“Kathang,” she began, her eyes glowing. She broke off and seized Doug’ sarm with fingersthat dug in.
“What' s your name—your real name? | can't cal you Kathang any more!”

“Doug—" said Doug. There was no point in trying once more to wrestle with the unpronounceshility of
therest of it.

“Doug...” shesaid. “Look at thisbody. Look! It's Kathang! The body of Kathang!”
Doug frowned.

“Look at hisneck,” said Anvra. “Jax said that if you had thefighter’ s body, Kathang wouldn’t have any
place to go but back to hisown!”

Doug looked. He had not noticed it before because the wings had propped up the head, but the neck
itself was a an unnatura angleto the shoulders.

“The Cadda Noyer must have killed him right there at the fights, under cover of the confusion of you
running away.” Anvrasaid. “Of course! They couldn’t risk leaving him dive. If they had been ableto kill
you, too, they would have doneit right then—to make sure you couldn’t talk. Don't you see? That Portal
machine back there hasto be unregistered with the Magi!”

She broke off, the color suddenly draining out of her face.

“I waswrong,” she whispered. “No matter what you know, the Cadda Noyer can't afford to make a
dedl with you. They’ve got to hide the fact you ever existed—or be declared outlawsif the Magi find out
about the unregistered Porta!”

“What | can’t understand,” he replied, “isthis. With al the knowledge you people have about thingslike
that Portal, nobody but you wantsto believe | could be from another world.”

“Nothing living ever came through aPortal,” she said. “Until you. If the Cadda Noyer have found away
to bring souls from other worldsto ours, no wonder they—"

A brazen voice, amplified beyond the power of any flesh-and-blood throat, rang out in the big room
behind them.

“Anvra Mons-Borroh!” it thundered. “ Anvra Mons-Borroh! Leave this aerie immediately by the
route you came, and you can go unhindered. Anvra Mons-Borroh, leave alone, at once, and leave
safely. The elevator and corridor by which you entered will remain clear for you three minutes
more ..."

“I won't leave done,” Anvrashouted a the walls. “1’m a contract-mate. I’ m self-obligated. The Water
Witcheswill cal you to account for any harm you do me.”

“Y ou have trespassed on territory of the Cadda Noyer,” roared the walls. “The Water Witches have no
authority here”



The voice stopped abruptly asif the power source activating it had been interrupted.

“Quick,” gasped Anvrato Doug. She ran back into the large room and Doug followed her. They twisted
and dodged at arun through the maze of equipment and reached the small room where the elevator
waited—just asthe elevator doors opened. Standing within the box of the eevator, facing out, were
three winged men.

Doug stopped at the sight of them, then took a menacing step forward.
“No,” screamed Anvra, catching at hisarm with both her hands. “ They’ ve got interferers.”

Doug saw that each of the three held something like ablack cone six incheslong and perhaps four in
diameter at the base.

While one stayed back in the elevator, holding his weapon on them, the two other Cadda Noyer walked
out. Methodically they proceeded to tie up both Doug and Anvra, binding each in rope so that their
wingswere held in folded position. Doug aso found his hands clumsly but effectively roped tightly
agang hissdes.

“All right. Into the dlevator,” said the Cadda Noyer holding the wegpon.

Theride up was longer than Doug had expected. When the doors opened, he understood why. They had
reached alarge room with one open side. Looking out, Doug could see that they were now high inthe
tower, the city spread out below them.

“Reease the woman,” said avoice.

Doug turned. The speaker was standing behind along table. Seated on elther side of him were two other
winged men in Cadda Noyer livery. There was adarkness of ageto their still-unlined faces, and the long
primary feethers of their wings were gray-brown.

“And rack thoseinterferers,” added the standing Cadda Noyer, asthelast coil of ropefell from Anvra
“Do you want it said we held a Sister of the Water Witches at wesapon-point?’

“Areyou trying to pretend that isn't just what they did?’ blazed Anvra

“Midtress,” said the stlanding officia behind the desk, “the Cadda Noyer has no quarrdl with the Water
Witches.” Heturned and gestured toward the open side of the room. “The sky isyours. Why don't you
leave us now to our business?’

“Becauseit'smy business, too,” said Anvra. She had her temper back under control and spoke coldly.
“I"'m sdf-obligated.”

“To aman who gambled his body away to the Cadda Noyer?’ said the winged man. “There s nothing
for you to obligate yoursdf to. Kathang duLein islegdly dead.”

“Asyou sad,” answered Anvraquickly, “Kathang'slegally dead. | chose this man to take Kathang's
place as my contract-mate. My sdlf-obligation lives.”

The amile vanished from the lean face behind the table.
“Remarry alegally dead man? Don't talk like afool, mistress!”

“| so declareit. Who'sthefool now?’



“Y ou, woman!” exploded the Cadda Noyer. “ Do you think thisis some little trespass that we' Il overlook
for fear of offending another Aerie? If you declare yoursdf contract-bound to this man and your
sef-obligation leads you to interfere, we can kill you, too. There |l be no question of criminality to be
raised againgt us by the Magi. All your Brotherhood can do is suefor damages. And even if we haveto
pay those, it won't matter. We re not a poor Aerie now.”

Doug' svison blurred, briefly. A curiousfeding of understanding wokein him.
“Now,” he said.

The single emphasi zed word turned every eye toward him. For some moments there was a curious
dlencein the room.

“Now?’ echoed the Cadda Noyer officid softly.
“I think you must know what | mean,” said Doug.

“Yes,” said the Cadda Noyer, stroking his chin with anarrow forefinger. “I'm afraid | do. You'reafool,
too. Y ou could have died quickly. But you' ve made it necessary for usto know al you know before we
st you free of life. There' samadnessin you and the woman both.”

He turned back to Anvra.

“Migress,” he said, “think before you answer me—for your own sake. Do you know what thisman is
talking about?’

Anvrawas saring a Doug.
“No,” shesaid. “But if | did, don't think I’ d be afraid to admit it.”

“Thenyou don't know,” said the officia with relief. “ Good. The Cadda Noyer have their secrets,
mistress. But bravery and pride is as honored among us as among your own Water Witches. I'm glad we
can save you from yourself, after dl.”

He turned to the three who had captured Doug and Anvra.

“Two of you take the Mistress Water Witch into the air, away from the tower, and hold her until I’ ve
shut thewadll. Then let her go.”

“No!” cried Anvraasapair of winged men approached. Her wings were half-spread and cupped.
“Don't touch her,” Doug said softly, “or you'll regret it.”
The two who had been closing in on Anvra stopped, confused.

“Anvra,” said Doug, “pay no attention to what I’ll be doing. Get one of those weapons. Now. Don't ask
questions”

For afraction of asecond, Anvrahesitated. Then she spun toward the wall where the three interferers
had been pushed into dots.

The three guards lunged for her. Doug took two quick steps after them, stopped and half turned,
balancing on hisleft foot with hisbody tilted over to the opposite sde. Hisknee drew up to his chest like



aspring—and lashed out.

Hislightly shod foot, flat soled, thudded into the spine of one of the guards. There was an ugly crack. The
guard dropped and lay till.

Doug staggered, off balance with the effort and the untrained muscles of hisbody. He managed to get his
kicking foot down on the floor and kept himsalf upright. He kicked again, thistime toe-up in conventiond
fashion. The point of his shoe drove into the neck of the closest of the other guards. The man flipped
backward to crash, wings haf-spread, on his back. His hands were at his damaged throat as he fought
for breath.

The remaining guard drove hard into Doug in akind of ahigh tackle. They both went to the floor.

“Stop!” 1t was Anvra svoice, high-pitched and fierce. But Doug drove aknee hard into the winged
man’smiddle. The Cadda Noyer grunted. His grip relaxed and he rolled away. Doug jumped to hisfest.

A black conein her hand, Anvrawas covering the three winged men behind the desk. The guard with the
crushed throat was till fighting for air. The one who had tackled Doug was struggling up.

“Don’'t move,” Anvrasaid tensdly to the men of the Cadda Noyer. Covering them with her weapon, she
walked to Doug. Her free hand went to work on the ropes that bound him. When they fell away, he
flexed hisreleased arms and stretched hiswings.

She turned and plunged out into the air. The guard now on hisfeet hurled himself courageoudy at Doug,
wings partly extended and cupped to strike. Instead of retreating, Doug stepped forward insde those
wings and struck a quick, short blow at the other’ s face with the cast enclosing his broken hand. The man
dropped.

“Stand till,” shouted the voice of Anvrafrom empty air behind him. He saw that the three Cadda Noyer
behind the desk had moved to attack him, but her words froze them. Anvrawas hovering with spread
wings upon awarm current of air fountaining up the side of the tower.

“Doug,” she shouted. “Come on!”

Helooked out and down at the dizzying depth of air separating him from the ground. Furioudy he took
hisingtinctive fear in hand and flung it aside. He jumped blindly out into the unsupporting space.

He had just time for one flash of panic asthewall of the tower flashed up past him. Then, witha
wrenching muscle effort and aboom of suddenly trapped air, hiswings opened. All a once he was
wing-spread and soaring, circling out and up.

Anvrawas only alittle higher than he, wings moving in what seemed to Doug to be camerawork
dow-motion, beating up and away from the Cadda Noyer tower.

Hetried to follow her, and the flight reflexes of his body responded. He found that both hisarmswere
extended. His cast-enclosed right hand fitted its wingbone-niche awkwardly but it adequately locked
itsdlf in among the under feathers of hisright wing. Hisleft hand was no problem. Arm and wing muscles
were moving together in great, dow, heavy wingbeets that rowed him upward into the air.

He had dways thought of birdflight as something effortless—but this was not. Againgt the great area of



hiswingsthe air pressed with amassthat felt as heavy aswater. Helifted himsalf with each double
down-gtroke of hispinionsasif he were laborioudy rowing aboat.

Hefelt the breeze of his movement cold on hisface and neck. He was swegting. He looked back and
down. Behind him and far below, four figuresin the clown-colors of the Cadda Noyer were circling
upward. He turned his eyesforward again to search for Anvra

She was high above him. She had stopped besting her wings and was now soaring, circling higher and
farther away from him by the second. He struggled to lift himself faster—and then he felt the updraft
Anvrahad dready caught.

Suddenly his body seemed weightless. He turned reflexively into the updraft, circling higher and
higher—and al a oncethe glory of being arborne was upon him.

Smdl movements of hiswingtips directed him, tilting him into the risng column of air. Hewasin full
effortless sail across the sky—faling upward, gracefully and effortlesdy upward.

“Doug,” cdled Anvra.
Shewaswaiting for him to join her. But he could not let go of the ecstasy of riding the updraft.

“Doug!” Her voicerang in his ears. She had coasted nearer. A second later she flashed upward from
below him, turning to face him asthey dl but collided.

“Thisisn't thetimeto get soar-drunk,” she said. “The Cadda Noyer are gaining.”

Helooked down. The parti-colored figures were still agood distance below them but climbing rapidly. A
cold shock of common sense cleared from him the emotiona transport of flight.

“Whereto?'

“Home,” shesaid. “My Aerie. If you're not Kathang, then you have to be a Brotherless man, entitled to
unlimited sanctuary with the Water Witches as my contract-mete.”

Helooked ahead and down at the distant, foreshortened tower of the Water Witches Aeriefor which
they were headed. The scene blurred. Far and away through smoke-like layers of double images, he saw
aroom in which stood atal winged man, an old man, clad entirely in black. The distortion vanished from
hisvison. He saw the scene below, again sharp and clear. Decison firmed in him.

“That’sno good,” hecaled to Anvra. “I can't just Sit there, locked up forever. Let’ sgo find those Magi
you talk about. Let’ stell them the story.”

“No,” she called back over her shoulder. “There' s no Brotherhood to spesk for you. You'll never
convince the Magi on your own. | won't take you to them.”

He gazed a her sailing beside him and allittle ahead on the long downward dant. Below, the scene
blurred momentarily. Again he glimpsed the old Magus he had seen after he had besten the two Cadda
Noyer bulliesin the plaza.

“Then I’'ll find them by mysdlf,” he said.

Hetilted away from her, aming himself toward the closest tower he saw along their flightpath.



“Doug...” her voicewasawail behind him now. “That' san Aerie of the Numerologigts. All right. Wait!
Ill take you to the Magi. But they won't believe. They won't!”

Hefollowed her toward atower some miles off. They flew hard for severa minutes. Then he glanced
back over the wind-combed feathers of his fiffly extended left wing. The four figuresin Cadda Noyer
livery were gaining faster now that Anvrahad atered course. But from the fund of ingtinctive flight
knowledgein this body Doug wore came an ingtant caculation. The Cadda Noyer were gaining, but he
and Anvrashould reach their objective before the pursuers could catch up.

Soon the tower they sought rose close below. They fell rapidly toward asmal circular area on the tower
roof. Severd black-clad figures were peering up at them. Suddenly he and Anvrawere landing in the
protected circle.

Reather, Anvrawaslanding. Lulled by the easiness of ingtinctive flight, he had forgotten that hisflying
abilitieswere only reflexes. Wingsthrashing, he salled into Anvraand into severd of the waiting
black-clad figures, who tried to duck out of his path but weretoo late.

Heféelt acollison of bodies and the back of his head dammed against something cruelly hard. And that
was dl he knew for the moment.

He opened his eyesto see faces gazing down at him. Anvra swas concerned. But the other faces— dll
of malesin black or Cadda Noyer-colored clothing—uwere either blank with astonishment, or set with
anger.

Climbing to hisfeet, Doug looked around him. There was adull throbbing in his head. Hiswingsfelt
bruised and heavy.

“Magi?’ he asked, gazing at the black-clad men.

“Who e se serve the Brotherhoods?” answered one, athin and elderly man with a pinched, frowning
face.

“Sirs, | told you, just now!” brokein Anvraurgently. “He can't know that you're Magi. He doesn't even
know how to use hiswings. Didn't you see how helanded?’

The thin man’ sfrown became a scowl.
“To chambers,” he said, and swung about on hished!.

An devator took them down to aroom somewhat larger but otherwise resembling the room in the Cadda
Noyer tower from which they had escaped.

Therewas even asmilar if unoccupied table at one end of the room. Doug shut hiseyes, trying to will his
headache out of consciousness. It faded, but would not go away completely.

The thin Magus who had answered Doug walked behind the table. He sat down, passed his hand across
the bare surface directly in front of him, then stood up. Ingtantly a silence and a quiet shuffling of position
took placein theroom.

Doug found himsdlf and Anvra, with a black-clad Magus beside her, standing before the table. The
Cadda Noyer officia was standing beside another Magusalittle to Doug' s left.



“Wedl?" demanded the thin Magus behind the table. Obvioudy he was aman of authority.

“Elector, gir,” said the Cadda Noyer officid, “our Brotherhood has already entered aclaim to the body
of thisindividud. He beongsto us”

The Magus now had his head cocked on one side, listening to murmured sounds that seemed to come
from the table top. The sounds were completely audible to Doug' s ear, but they made no sense. It was
asif they were wordsin someforeign tongue.

When the murmurs ceased, the Elector raised his head.

“l see,” he said to the Cadda Noyer. “We aso have areport of theindividud in this body defending
himself so well against two of your bulliesthat he disabled both of them without leaving the ground. A
hearing was set on the rights of that encounter. Because of your claim, the hearing has been put off until
two daysfrom now.”

“Why ahearing?’ demanded the Cadda Noyer. “Kathang du Lein gambled his body to usand lost—"
“Ther€ sno question that the body isyours,” interrupted the Elector.
“Thenwhat isat issue?’

“The question concerns the body right of the soul of Kathang duLein. | assume the Cadda Noyer are
planning on dispossessing the duLein soul and replacing it with the first Cadda Noyer soul that needsa

new body?’
“Yes,” said the CaddaNoyer. “Why not?’

“Because aquestion of inherent justice concernsitself here” said the Magusdryly. “Y ou may be entitled
to the body, but not to theright of dispossessing the soul currently inhabiting it. The evidence seemsto
show that the body was considered logt at the time duLein was transferred to it—and that it survives now
only because of hisefforts.”

The Cadda Noyer stared.
“Evenif s0—" hesad. “What of it?’

“Kathang duLein may be entitled to lifetime tenancy of the body,” said the Magus, “in which case, you
could take possession of it, and put it to use— say, asawingless dave. But you would not be entitled to
givethe body for use by another identity.”

“That’ sridiculous—" The Cadda Noyer began, then changed histune. “What are the dternatives?’ His
voice was grained.

“If you don’'t deny—and if evidence appears at the hearing to show the Cadda Noyer guilty of any
criminality againgt the associated Brotherhood A eries—then the punishment can be no greater than afine
on the Cadda Noyer and their surrender of responsible members, such asyoursdlf, for davery or
execution.”

“And if we deny—and evidence of criminality appears?’

“Then the Cadda Noyer must be declared outlaw, its members unprotected from death at the hands of
any lawful individua, and its Aeries shall be cast down and destroyed.”

The Cadda Noyer officid tiffened.



“ Sdlf-obligation givesme no choice,” hesaid. “1 must put my Brotherhood first. We shal accept the
hearing.”

“Very well,” said the Elector. “In two days, then.”
He turned toward the Magus standing with Doug.

“Lock up thisindividua—" he began, pointing at Doug. But Doug spoke before the sentence could be
finished.

“I’'m not Kathang duLein,” he said.
“Quiet,” saidthe Magus. “Y ou’ ve got no voicein this matter. Take him—"
Doug fdt something hard jammed againg hisright Sde.

“I repeat,” said Doug steadlily, ignoring the wegpon and staring back at the Magus behind the desk. “1 am
not Kathang duLen.”

“He sinsane,” said the Cadda Noyer swiftly.

“No,” snapped Anvra.

The Magusturned to look squarely at her for the first time.

“What do you know of this, mistress?’ he asked.

“| was Kathang' s contract-mate,” said Anvrahastily. “ Thisman isnot Kathang.”
“Sir,” blurted the Cadda Noyer, “the woman has nothing to do with the case—"

“Bequiet,” said the Elector without turning hishead. To Anvrahesaid, “If this man—thisidentity— isn't
your contract-mate, what interest have you in him?’

“Oh, heismy contract-mate—I| mean, he's my new contract-mate, now that Kathang’' s dead. Sir,”
Anvrapleaded, “I’ ve seen proof he' s not Kathang duLein. Let me spesk.”

“If you' re now the contract-mate of the identity within the body of thisman,” the Elector said dowly,
“you must know there' s a question to be asked before any testimony from you can be heard. Tell me,
mistress, isyour saf-obligation to thisidentity such that you'd lieto the Magi in order to protect him?’

Anvrahesitated. For amoment she gazed at the Elector eye to eye. Then her fierce stare wavered.
“Yes,” shewhispered.

“Midtress,” said the Elector, “1 honor you for your sense of self-obligation. But | refuse to consider any
testimony of yours. Removethisindividual as ordered—"

“I annot,” Doug said clearly, “Kathang duLein.”
The Elector turned and stared at Doug.

“Y ou keep repesting that,” he said at ladt, “asif it were a statement that ought to have some meaning for
me. Actualy, it has no meaning at al. Why do you think | should pay attention to it?’

“Because,” answered Doug, looking steadily at the Elector, “if there' sthe dightest chance that I’ m not
Kathang duL ein, you must stop and wonder what othersin your Aeries and Brotherhoods aso might not



be who you suppose they are.”
The Elector stood up.
“I'll haveto think about that,” he said, half to himsalf. He nodded at the other Magi. “ Take him away.”

Thistime Doug let himsdlf be herded out of the room into the elevator. They dropped along distanceto a
narrow corridor leading to aroom that had no open sde and fdlt asif it were degp within the lightless
earth.

Some hours later the door opened. The same thin Magus camein, shutting the door firmly behind him.
Doug got to hisfeet from the bed on which he had been lying. They faced each other.

“Tell me,” said the Elector abruptly. “1f | offered you the chance to prove you aren’t Kathang duLein,
how would you do it?’

“AnvraMons-Borroh knows the proof aswell as| do.”
“Her testimony isworthless.”

“All right,” said Doug. “L et me take you to the underground section of the Cadda Noyer Aerie, near
here. I ll show you—"

“I have no authority to enter the Aerie of another Brotherhood without invitation.”

Doug took adeep breath and tried his only remaining hope.

“Do you know what a Portd is?’

Thoughtfully the Elector touched the top of hisnarrow chin with onefrail forefinger. “1 know.”
“When | speak up at thishearing—"

“You aren't going to speak up.” The dark eyesin the narrow face of the winged man were dispassionate
but closaly watching Doug. “ Asyou certainly should be aware, by Kathang’' s own doing there sno
Brotherhood to spesk for you.”

“Can't | gpesk for mysdf?’

“Again, you should be aware that you can't. Thisisacivil case concerning theright of digpossessing a
soul inhabiting abody owned by the Cadda Noyer. Y ou have no more voice in the Hearing than some
inanimate object of value clamed by two different individuas.”

“I see)” said Doug. “All right, | can't testify. But I'll be questioned?’
“If necessary—to provide information not otherwise available.”

“Then | want someone there who can explain how those Portals work. Say, one of my ex-Brothersin the
Sorcerers Aerie—preferably the Aerie Master, Jax duHorrel. Can you order that?’

“I can’'t order,” said the Elector. “1 can ask if any wish to attend, and perhapsthe Aerie Madter, if not
othersaswdll, will do s0.”



The Elector turned and left abruptly, closing the door behind him.

After that Doug went through another timeless period of waiting, punctuated only by the occasiond
arriva of food. When at last the door suddenly opened again, he guessed that at |east two full days had

Two people waked in. One was a Sorcerer—Etam duRdl, the lean, blurred, dark man who had been
Kathang'sfriend. The other was Anvra.

“Doug—" She stepped quickly to him ahead of duRel and haf lifted her wingsasif to sweep them
around him. But the space of the room was too small. She dropped her feathers and stood back, looking
at himyearningly. “Y our hearing takes place in just afew minutes. | brought Etam to seeyou.”

Her eyes seemed to be trying to deliver some message. He gazed back at her searchingly. Therewas
both love and anguish in her gaze.

Shesighed. “I can't ay,” shesaid. “I'll seeyou at the hearing, Doug.”
Sheleft. The door closed behind her.

“Listen now, Kathang,” said Etam, rather gently, and Doug turned back to the winged man. “What | have
to say will not please you. There' s but one way to save your life and keep you from the Cadda Noyer.
You'll haveto risk theloss of your wings and your freedom. It’syour only chance.”

Doug blinked. Before his eyes the blur that was Etam shifted and dmost resolved itself, becoming a
simple double-image. There was the dark face and short figure of Etam haloed by the ghost of alarger
shape with two good wings and lighter-colored hair.

“What does Anvrathink?’ Doug asked.
Etam made a deprecating gesture with hisleft hand.

“Wadl,” he said, “she bdievesin sdf-obligation the way dying men believein reincarnation. | did tell her
that | was going to urge you to plead insanity.”

“Insanity!”
Etam smiled sadlly.

“It would be afair enough plea, old friend,” he said. “Y ou redlly areinsane, you know. Thiswhole belief
of yours about the Damned World is afantasy | watched you build, bit by bit, as we worked on the
Portd. Y ou’ ve even got Mistress Anvra haf-convinced your fantasy istrue. That’ swhy she wantsyou to
let me help you—to save your life. And at the same time, that’ swhy she doesn’'t want you to take my

hel p. Because she thinks you' d be pretending insanity only to save your life—the worst sort of cowardice
and bresking of sdlf-obligation.”

“I see” said Doug. “But if | redly aminsane, it'sal right?’

“If you'reinsane...” Etam shrugged. “It’snot amatter of right or wrong. How can an insane man
understand self-obligation?”’

“How about you?’ demanded Doug. “How does your self-obligation face up to helping me with
something likethis?’



“I’ve got as much sense of sdf-obligation as any other man. My family...” He broke off, relaxing. “ Of
course, thisviolates my sdlf-obligation to the Magi—even to the Sorcerers. Never mind that. Areyou
willing?’

“Tosay I'minsane?’

“Not justto say it. That'swhat | let Mistress Anvrathink | was going to suggest. But you'll haveto do
morethan that. You'll have to demondtrate that you' reinsane.”

He reached into a pocket under the yellow lozenge on hisred tunic, pulled out atriangular diver of metd
gx incheslong and about two wide at the base. He handed it to Doug.

“Hidethisup your deeve,” Etam said. “ And before the hearing gets redlly under way, try to escape.
When you make your break, head for me. Sash me with that blade | just gave you.”

“Sashyou!” Doug frowned.

“That' simportant,” snapped Etam. “ Just an at-tempt to escape will not convince them you' re insane. But
if you harm me—your Brother and friend—"

“They will want to know where | got the blade.”

“After you dash me, I’ll grab you. During the struggle, you'll drop the knife over the sde of the tower.
The Magi will never find it—and they won't worry about it, because the fact of your insanity will be
sdf-evident.”

“| see” said Doug.

Hetook the blade. A greenish stain tinged the point. As he looked away from it, the double-image effect
that held the man before him seemed to expand to affect the whole room. The walls became as
transparent asthin gray smoke. Doug stared ouit. .. and out.... into awhite vastness where the Walker's
dark shadow lurked.

Then abruptly the room was again solid about him. Carefully he did the knife up under thetight slver
deeve of the garment Anvrahad given him.

“Good,” said Etam, dark eyeswatching Doug out of the double-image. “Asalunatic, you'll haveto lose
your wings. But I'll do my best in testifying to sway the Magi into making the rest of it just confinement
rather than davery. Courage, old friend!”

He gripped Doug' s bulging double shoulder-joints firmly with his hands, then departed.

Only afew minutes passed before two black-clad Magi camefor Doug. They led him to an elevator and
rose with him to alarge three-sided chamber. The fourth side was open to the e ements.

Doug saw that the time was | ate afternoon. The weather was now nippingly chill. A cold wind blew fredy
into this tower room from its open side. But no one present seemed to notice. Beyond, the sky was
cloudless and ice-bright. The sun danted in at an angle that lit only the edge of the open side and |eft the
rest of the room, by contrast, in deep shadow.

In this shadow, five of the Magi waited behind amassive table. Only the middle one—thethin
Elector—was standing. Each of the five had ablack scarf bound tightly around his head.



Along the wall opposite the open side of the room were other black-clad Magi but without the head
scarves. Near the open side stood the clown-suited Cadda Noyer officia Doug remembered and two
otherswearing the same livery. There so sat the small Slver-suited figure of Anvra. Etam duRel lounged
beside Jax duHorrdl, both wearing the red livery and yellow lozenge of the Sorcerers.

The two Magi guards had Doug stand before the center of the table. The Elector’ s cold face briefly
examined him, then turned to the others.

“Nye duBohn, you were awitnessing Magus at the professond fight on which Kathang duLein wagered
hislife?”

A young-looking Magus moved to stand dmost beside Doug.

“I was,” histenor voice rang reedily. “The Magi in hearing may be sure | am aware of the rules. No
transfer of soul from one body to another is permitted without alicenseissued by the Magi, and without
Magus present to witness and record the transfer.”

“It wasdl in order?”’

“Asl recorded it. | examined theindividud, this Kathang duLein, before the fight started and | was
satisfied with hisfredy made contract. | remained with him until the spell was cast. And | sensed his soul
depart for the body of the downed fighter.”

“And afterward?’ The voice of the Elector was tongless.

“My attention was caught by the surprising survival and escape of the supposedly beaten fighter. When |
finaly turned back to the body of Kathang DuL ein, it had already ceased bresathing.”

“Y ou examined the body?’
“| felt under the right armpit. There was no pulse.”

“May we have,” said the Elector, looking aong the wall, “the second member of the Magi to have been
involved with the identity of Kathang duLein.”

“But hewasn't—" began Doug.

“Theidentity at issuewill remain silent,” said the Elector.

A black-clad figure detached itself from the wall and walked toward Doug. Doug recognized the old man
who had peered down at him after the fight near the catapult. In hisdow bassvoice, thiswitness gave his
account of being called to the scene by bystanders. He had found the two Cadda Noyer conquered and
Doug unconscious.

“Were you surprised to learn that the individual had defeated two bullies wearing wooden spurs?’ asked
the Elector.

“Theindividua was dressed and spurred as a professiond fighter,” answered the witnessing Magus. “It
was only when | was composing my report later that something struck me as odd. Why should an
untrained entity, even in atrained body, win such an encounter?’

“I note here,” said the Elector, examining what to Doug seemed the bare tabletop, “your mention of that
oddity in your report, together with arecommendation for investigation.”



“| did so recommend,” said the old Magus.
“And the Cadda Noyer rgjected investigation,” said the Elector. “I see. Y ou may stand back.”

There was afaint cough from the open side of the room. Glancing over, Doug saw that Etam had
stepped back between the Magus on one side of him and Jax on the other, so that his double-imaged
face was hidden from al but Doug. Sharply, Etam jerked hishead in asignal to Doug to act.

“Very well,” said the Elector. “ The Cadda Noyer may now state their claim upon this body.”

The sound of the Elector’ s voice brought Doug’ s eyes back to the table. The Cadda Noyer officia was
stepping forward.

“We have dready submitted our claim to the Magi,” the Cadda Noyer said. “ Together with alist of
pertinent documents, such asthe origina request for permission to transfer the entity of Kathang
duLen—arequest made by Kathang duLein, himsdf, asis customary. But to review our postion...”

The Cadda Noyer spoke on. Once more Doug’ s eyes wandered to the blurred face of Etam. The man
jerked hishead again in imperative sgnal. His dark forehead gleamed dightly in the late sunlight. Before
the table, the Cadda Noyer was el aborating on the claim of his Aerie to the body Doug inhabited.

“... TheMagi,” he concluded, “ cannot deny the Cadda Noyer use of abody which belongsto them.”

“That remainsfor this Hearing to determine,” coldly responded the Elector. “It isafighter-dave body,
with which the Cadda Noyer may ordinarily do asthey will. But what isin doubt isthe right of the Cadda
Noyer to evict its current resident soul.”

“Kathang duL ein gave up any right to hislife when he bet and lost it on thefight,” cried the Cadda Noyer
offiad.

“But the fighter—the body of the fighter he bet on—did not lose the fight,” said the Elector impassively.
“Therefore Kathang did not lose, either.”

“Having dready submitted fregly to the spell, he had abandoned his body-right and life-right.
Technicdly, from that moment on he was adead man.”

“Heisadead man!” cried Anvradesperately from the sddlines. “1 saw his dead body, mysdlf. Kathang
duLeinisn’'tinthelive body at this Hearing. Kathang is dead!”

“Alive,” growled the Cadda Noyer officid. “But legaly dead.”
“Slence!” The Elector paused. Then he turned dightly, and for thefirst time hiseyes met Doug's.
“Alive?’ asked the Magus. “Or dead?’

“The CaddaNoyer,” Doug answered dowly, “honestly believe that Kathang isaivein thisbody | wear.
Mistress Anvra Mons-Borroh honestly believes him dead. Both are wrong.”

Doug took one step back from the desk and turned so that he could see clearly past the figure of the
Cadda Noyer officid.

“One man knowsthe truth,” said Doug. “ One man other than mysaif.”



He turned back to the table. Reaching into his deeve he drew forth the knife, tossed it to the polished
surface.

“I wasgiventhisby avigtor tomy cell,” hesaid. “1 believe that thetip is poisoned—so that even the
gmadlest scratich would kill.”

The Elector and hisflanking Magi stared at the knife. They did not touch it. The Elector raised his gaze
but sat without aword, asif waiting for something to happen.

Doug and everyone e se in the room now were watching Jax and Etam.

Out of the blur of superimposed faces, Etam’ s dark forehead seemed to shine strangely. Doug attributed
that to the beads of swesat he could see on the Sorcerer’ s brow.

Doug spoke up loudly in the silent room.

“The onewho cameto me,” he said, “knew | was not Kathang, that | was from the Damned World. So
he didn’t think | would understand the concept of self-obligation. But | do. | know that while some
persons may lose their self-obligation entirely, there are others who never completely loseit, no matter
how they try. In the end—"

Etam exploded into movement. Hisleft ebow jerked back into the midriff of the guard beside him. He
snatched the black cone from the guard' s belt.

“Stop!” he shouted, waving the weapon threateningly.
Doug took one step toward him. “I’ll take that gun,” he said.

“Stand back.” The voice from the smdl, dark blurred figure with its one crippled wing was high and
cracking. Etam turned and shouted at them all, “1 cheated my Aerie. | lied to my Brotherhood. But | will
not dishonor the name of duLein. For | am Kathang! Kathang duLein! The man from the Damned World
telsthetruth.”

With achoking sound, he threw the weapon to the floor and flung himsalf over the room’ s open edge into
emptiness.

Doug hurled himself between the bodies of Jax duHorrel and the guard, stopped at the edge to gaze
down. Below he saw Kathang-Etam spinning with one wing outstretched, falling without any effort to
save himsdlf.

“ThisHearing will resume,” said the Elector tondlesdy.

Doug was suddenly aware of Anvrastanding beside him at the open side of the room. They both stared
downward at the distant dark dit of a street in which the body of Etam duRel had disappeared from
Sgnt.

“Hedid wdll a thelast, though,” she whispered to Doug. “He made hisend agood one...”

“It now becomes necessary,” the ranking Elector was saying coldly, “to inquire morefully into the
gtuation.”

His steady eyes swung to the Cadda Noyer officia, who had taken up a position beside Jax duHorrel.
The Cadda Noyer’ s face had gone pale.

“The Cadda Noyer,” he sad, “in saf-obligation, consider that their Brotherhood may be responsible for



an indiscretion by some of its members. We are prepared to admit that there now seems a possibility that
the man whose body has just died— Etam duRel—may have approached some of our Brotherhood with
aschemeto build an unregistered Portd to the Damned World.”

“For what purpose?’ asked the Elector.
The Cadda Noyer hesitated. His face regained color, hardened.

“I am no Sorcerer,” he said. He glanced at Jax duHorrd. “ Perhapsthe Aerie Master would be willing to
venture atheoretical explanation...”

“Not I,” said Jax. “The Brotherhood of Sorcerers has been doubly shamed here today.” He looked at
Doug. “Also we owe gratitude to this being from the Damned World.” He added in adifferent tone, “Sir,
what do we cdl you rightly?’

“Doug,” said Doug. “Or Doug duDamned World, if you prefer.”
“Perhaps,” said Jax, “you would like to be the one to explain what Etam and Kathang were up to.”
“Only Etam—origindly,” said Doug, and glanced at the Cadda Noyer officid.

“Sir,” said the Cadda Noyer swiftly, “we aso owe you gratitude. We offer you whatever recompenseis
judged proper.”

Thethin face of the Elector changed dightly, asif asmile were struggling to emerge.

“Then it seems beyond our duty to demand further explanation inthiscase,” hesaid. “So if dl partiesare
satisfied and provided guarantees are made...”

He glanced from Doug to the Cadda Noyer.

“TheMagi,” said the Cadda Noyer officia giffly, “ have the word of the Cadda Noyer, upon their
sdlf-obligation as a Brotherhood Aerie, that any illega machinery on their premises shall be destroyed.”

“ThenthisHearing isdissolved,” said the Elector.

Theroom immediately began to empty. The Cadda Noyer officid and his companions were aready
launching themsdlvesinto the air, away from the tower.

Doug found himself standing with Anvraat hissde, facing Jax duHorrdl and the gaunt Elector.

“Doug duDamned,” said the Magus, “unofficidly, we would be grateful to hear your further explanation
of thismatter.”

Doug nodded. “ Sure. But tell me something first. | gather a Magus can sense when an exchange of souls
between a couple of bodiesistaking place, even if afterward there’ s no way to detect the change. But
can he sense whether more than one pair are exchanging if al the exchanges take place at the same
moment?’

“Why...” The Elector hesitated. Then he frowned. “No!”



“That’ swhat | thought,” said Doug. “Y ou see, Etam set up aporta system for the Cadda Noyer so that
whilealegd transfer was going on, anillegd transfer could let athird party shift to another body
undetected. The explanation isalittle complicated. Have you got something | can write on?’

The Elector touched the table behind him. A drawer opened to reveal something like aclassroom
pointer, two feet long, narrowing from a butt perhaps an inch thick to a pencil-like tip. He picked it up
and traced with the tip on the table surface. Where the tip passed, aglowing yelow line appeared.

He reversed the pointer and passed the butt end over the line, erasing it. Then he passed the pointer to
Doug.

“Thanks.” Doug stepped to thetable. “Look. Thisisthetransfer asit waslegaly planned to be, between
Kathang and the fighter.”

“The crossed-out box,” he said, “represents abody scheduled to be dead shortly after exchangeis
accomplished. Now, on that pattern Etam planned to superimpose secretly theillegd transfer of two
other identities, of which onewasto be a dying man—dying, so that he could be brought body and all
through the Portal. And Etam himself was to be the other. Etam had aready discovered on my world a
place where aman would be dying at the required instant. He set up atransfer pattern timed to coincide
with thelegd transfer between Kathang and the fighter, likethis...”

“But you' ve got Kathang marked to end up in adead body,” protested Jax. “He wouldn't have agreed
to that if hewerein the plot with Etam!”

“Kathang was not in the plot. All he knew until the moment of histransfer wasthat Etam had been
stealing equipment parts from the Sorcerers’ laboratory. He said nothing about it becauise he considered
Etam hisfriend. Actualy, Etam was afraid that sooner or later Kathang would redize that Etam had built
anillegd Portal. Thefight must have been rigged, too. Etam wouldn't want to gamble hiswhole scheme
on the chance Kathang' sfighter might win.”

“But Kathang ended up in Etam’ s body, not the other way around,” said Anvra.
Doug smiled briefly &t her.

“Yes” hesad. “But it wasn't until Kathang found himself in the room under the Cadda Noyer tower with
theillegal Portal that he figured out what had happened. Seeing achanceto escape al the troubles he had
brought on himself as Kathang, he decided to st tight in Etam’ s body and say nothing. He knew there
was no way now to prove he wasn't Etam.”

“But thefighter, divein Etam’sbody—" began Jax.

“Etam must have had plansto dispose of him, too,” said Doug. “ Plans the Cadda Noyer must have
agreed to, privately. There must have been alot at stake. | assume there were certain individualsto
whom they could have sold illegd body transfersfor agood price.”

“Shamefully, yes,” said the Elector. “ Such people exist in every generation—in spite of al watchfulness”
“Anyway,” put in Jax, eyeing Doug curioudly, “it didn’t work out the way Etam planned it. Why not?’

“Because of me,” said Doug. “You see, | was't redly dying when Etam pulled me through the Portd.



For certain specia reasons | was being poisoned by gas—but I’ d taken measuresto save myself. This
brought me close enough to death for Etam to pull me into this world—but by the time he had transferred
my identity into the body of the fighter, | was aready reviving. That’ swhat tangled things up.”

He pointed to the second pattern he had drawn on the table.

“| was supposed to transfer identitieswith Kathang,” said Doug. “ And Kathang' sidentity, finding himself
inmy dying body, would have no choice but to die aso. Meanwhile, Etam’ s hedlthy soul would have no
trouble ousting my dying one from Kathang' s body. The fighter’ s soul, leaving his own dying body
behind, would find Etam’ s hedlthy body open for occupancy. That was the plan. But here swhat actudly

happened.”
He drew athird pattern on the table:

“Y ou see, by the time my reviving soul reached Kathang' s body, it was dready stronger than
Kathang's,” Doug said. “ Consequently, | ousted him. But | occupied hisbody just in timeto hear the
spell for Kathang to change bodies with the fighter. The fighter’ s soul had dready |eft hisbody—so |
ended up there, instead.”

He paused, looking in turn into each of the three faces watching him.

“Y ou know therest of it,” he went on. “I won the fight and the body survived. The Cadda Noyer
attendants, seeing the fighter il dive, apparently thought the whole scheme had misfired. They broke
Kathang' s neck under cover of the genera confusion—to keep him from testifying to what had been
tried. But by that time Etam had aready occupied Kathang's body. So it was Etam who died.

“Meanwhile Kathang, ousted by the spell and my own stronger identity, moved ingtinctively into the
nearest healthy but unoccupied body. That was Etam’ s body, back in the Cadda Noyer underground
lab. Evidently Kathang occupied it just before the fighter tried to, and the fighter, dispossessed, was left
with no place seto go but my own origind body—now actudly and irreversibly dying from shock and
identity-abandonment. Ingtinctively he entered my dying body, and died with it.”

“But how could you know it was Kathang in Etam’ s body?” demanded Jax. “ And what made you so
sure he'd admit it?’

“I relied on his sense of sdlf-obligation,” Doug told the big Aerie Magter. “1t dmost drove him to admit
who he was earlier, after he saw mein hisbody in Anvra' s Aerie. Then, just before the hearing, he tried
to trick meinto killing him so that his shame would be buried with him. | knew then his sdf-obligation
could be made to drive him to acknowledge his name.”

“You knew? Sir—" Jax checked his verbal explosion.“No offense—but what does someone from the
Damned World know about self-obligation?’

“Asit hgppens,” said Doug wryly, “it’s not unknown where | come from.” He smiled to himsdif.
“Actudly, it wasjust Etam’ s bad luck that he imported someone with it—amaverick like mysdlf.”

“Mav-er-kkk...” Jax’ stongue stumbled over the unfamiliar sounds.

“That's close enough,” said Doug. “It’ sfrom the Damned World' s language—a word meaning someone
without the ownership mark al his herd-followerswear burned into their bodies. Every society hasafew
mavericks—even yours. Y ou can tell usby our habits, if you know what to look for. For one thing, we
refuseto live by the herd rules, so we're forced to make up our own rulesinstead.”



“But we' retalking about self-obligation,” Jax said.

“That is self-obligation,” Doug replied. He shook his head asthe Aerie Magter opened his mouth
protestingly. “Never mind, | know you can't seeit yet. You're as blinded by your society as my people
are by theirs back on the Damned World. It' sasif my people were dl blind in the right eye, and you
folksheredl blind in theleft. They see only the virtuesthat exist in the socid mass. Y ou see only the ones
exiding intheindividud.”

“Sr,” sad the Elector, “without the safeguardsto individua freedom embodied in the Brotherhoods and
the Magi, dl but ahandful of men would endavetherest.”

“No they wouldn't,” said Doug. “But you won't believe that until you seeit for yoursdf. That’swhy I'm
going to go back and open up communication between my people and yours. They need to see that to
make a society work, theindividua doesn’'t have to be swaddled in protection from birth to the grave.

“Doug—" the word came from Anvra sthroat like a catching of breath. He turned and smiled at her.

“Don’t worry, I’m not going to stay on the Damned World. How can 1?1 inhabit one of your bodies and
my old oneisaruin. But I’ ve got aresponsbility—"

“Responghility to whom? Those wingless, crawling daves back there?” demanded Jax.

“To them and you, too,” said Doug. “I'm the only onein both societies with what amountsto full vison.
Even physicdly, two eyes see more than one, you know. They dlow binocular vison— depth
perception. | can see things you can’t even begin to imagine—like the advantages to both worldsin
getting to know each other—"

“Doug duDamned,” said the Elector, “I’m not sure we could gpprovethis.”

“Maybe not—but can you stop me?’ Doug laughed. “I didn’t set up the rules of this society of yours—
you people did. Does anyone in your whole civilization have the right to stop me from doing whet |
want?’

“Stop you?’ echoed Jax. “Wewon't stop you—we just won't help you. Y ou need a Porta to get back
to your own planet. Also a poison and an antidote that works on your present body the way whatever
you took on the Damned World worked on your old body.”

The room shadowed about Doug for amoment. For amoment again, as when Etam-Kathang had been
living, Doug seemed to see through the walls around him asif they were made of smoke—out and out
until hisvison ranged into the whiteness among the planes of eternity.

“You don't understand at all, do you?’ He focused down to the three of them watching him, and the
walls became solid once more. “No, Jax duHorrel,” he said gently. “1 don’t need a Portal or any specia
help—any more. | told you | can see things none of you will be able to see until you acquire this new
perception of mine. For example, you asked me how | knew Kathang was in Etam’ sbody. Wdll, | saw
him there—first asa blur and then, just before the Hearing, as arecognizable double-image. And just as|
can see now how to get back to the Damned World—even taking this body along with me—by an effort
of mind done”

“You!” Jax choked on the words he had been going to say, took a deep breath and made an effort to
lower hisvoice. “Y ou don't understand what' sinvolved in what you' re talking about! Do you think your
plane sjust the other side of some magic space, four inches thick within thering of aPortal ? It s not just



inchesthick, that Portal. Its other surfaceis dimensions and qualities away, on theworld of its
dedtination—there are e ements to the equation that change va ue second by second.”

Doug laughed. “It does't matter.”
“Nonsense. Utter nonsense,” snapped Jax.

“No, not nonsense,” said Doug, sobering. What he had seen during that terrible momentless moment of
distancel ess passage through the planes of interdimensiona space formed again in hismind’ seye.

“There ssomething dse | didn't tdl you. Y ou dl assumed Etam brought my body and soul here together.
Hedidn't. Maybe it was because of the drugsin me, but my identity was left behind. It could have stayed
behind and died an easy death. But someingtinct in mewouldn’t let it.”

Jax stared at him.

“From the moment my identity entered interdimensiona space, my new vision began to operate,” sad
Doug. “What | saw then seemed dl blurred and-.out of focus. But I’ ve since had time— and maybe
help—to strengthen it and bring it into focus. The last confusion ended when | saw Etam Kathang an hour
ago. | remember—and | understand now. There are many, many roads between the planes, and al of
them areroads| can travel.”

Jax stared a him, unconvinced. “You'll till need hep.”
“And maybeI’ll get that, too,” Doug said, smiling at Anvra.
“Lovewill not be enough,” muttered Jax.

But Doug was looking outward, beyond the Magus and the Sorcerer and the Water Witch, beyond the
room—and beyond what the others could see. He was staring at a dimensionless brightness through
which adark thing strode. And as he looked, it turned toward him.

The Waker lifted alumpish arm. And thistime, the hand beckoned.

The saint who said, “ All the way to heaven is heaven,” did not envision the converse being
equally true.

THE LAST DREAM
He meant it.

A couple of days back, or perhapsit was aweek or so ago—it was too much trouble now to keep track
of the cendar—areporter had got into his hospital room. They had found the man, of course, and
hustled him out again; but not before he had had time to ask afew questions. Most of them were the
sameold questions. .. what did it fed like to have run through thirty million dollars of inheritance, would
hedoit al over again, etc. But there was one question that hadn’t been asked before. How did Tommy
fed about dying?

“I'm looking forward toit,” Tommy Harmen had said.

The reporter had made a note of that answer— with pencil on some thickly typewritten paper, sheaved
together. A newsy point? Well, thought Tommy, | meant it. It wasn't something he had said merely for
the shock value. After dl, he was ninety-four. At ninety-four, dying wasn't something you considered
academically. It wasright therein the room with you, like a piece of furniture. Maybe it wasn't sprung or
padded just to suit you, but it was something to sit on anyway, and you planned on sitting on it. What the



hell! Tommy Harmen chuckled at the profanity in histhoughts. Funny. Old people shocked others as
children did when they swore. Y ou were supposed to be above such—

The chuckle, he redlized suddenly, had aso been in hismind. It was too much effort to chuckle aoud.
They had him in an oxygen tent now. It made the room seem wavery and unnatural, seen through the
plastic. Which reminded him—he needed that nurse. Damn it, they took better care of the babiesin the
nursery ward, he’ d be bound. With an effort aslarge as that in hauling back on the rod when therewasa
big blue on the end of the line, he groped for the button. Where was the damn thing... ? No matter. He
gave up. After dl, it wasthe hospitd’ s good name and odor that was at stake, not his.

Helay Hill, exhausted by the effort, lapsing into alight doze. Bet that reporter hadn’t believed him,
knowing the things he' d done, the places he' d been, thethingshe'd... dl over theworld, too. Therewas
that littleidand down inthe West Indies... and Antibes... and...

“How about the jereboam?”’ asked Winkie.

“Jereboam, hdll,” he said. “Let’ shavein the Methuselah.”

... Hisvison cleared. He was Sitting at a small, round table with amarble top—ared marbletop.
“Didn’'t know they made them any more,” he said, testing it with hisfingernail.

“Y ou haveto know the dedler,” said Winkie. Tommy looked up. Winkie was tipping back on two legs of
the elegant occasiond chair, with his collar open. Drunk as usud. No, not drunk. Tight.

Tight asalord. Square jaw hanging down, curly hair mussed. Handsome devil, Winkie.
“You' vetaken off weight,” said Tommy.
“Polo,” said Winkie. “Makes dl the difference.” He winked. “ Second story polo.”

Tommy laughed and finished his glass. It was one of the good ones. Piper Heidsieck? He looked about

for the bottle, and then remembered they had just ordered in the new one. He glanced around the room.
It was adrawing room, large, with comfortable furniture, but rather too many tablesto St at and asmal

plush bar over in one corner. He felt asudden access of delight.

“Why, it sahousel” hesaid. “A red house!”

“Exclusve” sad Winkie. “Very.”

He looked back at Winkie.

“Y ou'relooking damned young,” he said. “Where ve you been dl these years?’
“Living it up,” sad Winkie. “Here comesthe champagne.”

And it was coming. They were wheding it in on asort of cart, like he hadn’t seen shce—when wasit?1In
the south of France, somewhere. And there was the Methusel ah, a greet-granddaddy among champagne
bottles.

“Popit,” said Tommy to the black-tied waiter, who was releasing the wire from the bottle' s cork. “I
don’'t care what it doesto the bouquet. | want to hear it bang.”

“Yes, Mr. Harmen,” said the waiter, hislean, bony facelit by ahappy, conspiratorid smile. Tommy
peered suddenly at him.



“Why, you're Caesare,” he said. “What' re you doing on this side of the world—after al these years?”’
Tommy frowned. “Why, that was back in the thirties—no, the twenties—"

“Twenty-five and twenty-9x, Mr. Harmen,” said Caesare. The cork flew suddenly from the bottle and
theimpdlling tips of histhumbswith asound like a cannon shot. Applause burst out, around the room.
Glancing up and about him, Tommy saw the room was now filled to overflowing with good-looking
women and menin al sortsof costume, from evening clothesto hunting outfits. The faces of old friends
legped out at him everywhere his eyesfell among the crowd.

“Winkiel” hesad.

“What, Tomser?’ said Winkie, pushing aglass of the champagne from the methusdah into his hand.
“All thegds” said Tommy. “All the guys. | know them dl. What isthis? Some kind of party?’
“Graduation party,” said Winkie, winking. “Five guessesfor who.”

“Mée!” cried Tommy, shot through suddenly with ddight. “Damn you, Winkie—oh, damn you!”
“Think nothing of it,” said Winkie, winking like mad.

Tommy tossed off hisglass of champagne. It went bubbling through dl hisveins bringing fire to hisbody
inevery part of him.

“Fill her up!” shouted Tommy. “Fill up, Winkie! Fill up, everybody! Let’skill theold gent. Let’ shavea
party”

Chattering and laughing, the surrounding crowd poured in around their table and the bottle. Champagne
danced and sparkled in Tommy’ s throat— the best, the best, the very best he’ d ever tasted.
Good-looking women sat on hislap, leaned over his shoulder, twined their arms around his neck. And he
knew them dl; and they were beautiful, beautiful—more beautiful than ever. And the canapes were the
tastiest, and the waiters the happiest, and the bartenders—there were dozens of them—thejolliest; and
the music (it came from somewhere hidden behind the crowd) al the things he liked. And the party went
on and on and on; and nobody grew tired at dl; but gradudly, by some beautiful, natural, group assent,
they began to dow down, to quiet down, to a sort of wonderful, companionable silence.

“Blessyou,” said Tommy, looking a them al with alast glass of champagnein hishand, and sniffingin
spite of himsdlf, “Blessyou dl, damn your eyes. I'm going to missyou.”

“Missyou too, Tomser,” said Winkie. And then, asif Winkie swords had been asignd, they dl got up
and began to file by, one by one, and shake his hand before going back to their seats or stations (in the
case of the bartenders and waiters), where they lapsed into silence and stiliness once again.

At thelast, there was only one man who had not come by; and he was a dim, nondescript looking chap
in abusiness suit and the sort of ordinary face people have trouble remembering.

“Who'she, now?’ said Tommy to Winkie, peering at this last man, who was sitting at atable by himsdf,
with no drink, but abriefcase laid out on its marble top before him. Winkie did not answer; and, looking
over a hisold friend and drinking companion, Tommy discovered Winkie had falen into the same sort of
brown study that had claimed all therest.

Tommy looked back over at the dim man, and found him standing before hisand Winkie stable.

“I'll gt down, if you don’'t mind,” said the dim stranger, and pulled out achair and took it without waiting



for an answer. Tommy, seeing this, lifted his champagne glassfor alast timeto hislips—and found it
empty. He put it back on the table; and recognition came belatedly.

“Oh,” hesaid, “you' rethe reporter guy.”

“Yes, and no,” said the dim man, in thejudicia tone of agood lawyer. “Yes... and no.” Tommy’seyes
dowly widened.

“Don’'t dip and dither around with me,” said Tommy. He sat up suddenly alittle straighter in the chair. “|
know who you are now; and | settled my problems with you sixty years ago when | got tossed by that
rhino—the onein Uganda. | didn’t see my way clear to making any changesthen; and I’ m not about to
go back on that decision now. Never didin my lifeand | don’t intend to at thislate date.”

“Changes,” said the dim man, and coughed, “ are not exactly atopic for discussion at this point.” He had
been busy opening his briefcase, and now he withdrew from it athick sheef of papers bristling with
paperclips, interspersed with smaller dips of colored paper. He laid the sheaf before him.

“I just want you to know,” said Tommy. “It was my money and my life, and | don’t regret adollar or a
minute of it. Nobody lived it up like | did. It was onelong circus and if you peopl€ ve been warming a
spit for medl theseyears, why lead metoit. | don't say,” said Tommy, touching the empty champagne
glassalittle sadly, “that I’ m exactly looking forward to it. But | dways paid my bills, and | bought this
and I'll pay forit.”

“Yes. Indeed. Well,” said the dim man with another dry cough, tapping the sheaf of paper before him, “I
have your complete record here. It establishes beyond doubt that, among the other things, on
innumerable occasions you have proven yoursdlf a profligate—"

“Right,” said Tommy.
“—adrunkard—"
“Yes” said Tommy, glancing with atouch of nogtagiaat the now-empty methuselah.

“—and an engager inillicit relationships with the opposite sex. Nowhere,” said thedim man, “isit
recorded that you did as much as one honest day’ swork, that you sought to improve the world you lived
in, or change your fellow man in any way for the better. An unparalded, aunique, record, in which dl the
entries of alifetimefdl on one sde of theledger.” He tapped the sheaf of paper with one dry forefinger
and glanced sharply at Tommy. “I hope you redize this makes you aspecid case.”

“And what' sthat supposed to mean?’ growled Tommy, for he was beginning to get tired of dl thisand
the fumes of the champagne were fading from his head.

“Jugt this,” said the dim man, and made a sweeping outward gesture. “Here you see gathered—" Tommy
looked up and discovered that the room in which he sat had strangely and subtly expanded; it stretched
now to fantastic distances, and everywhere that he could see, it wasfilled, stuffed and jammed with silent
people—" All the people, living and dead, whose lives your own life affected. Look a them.”

Tommy looked again; and it was true. There were armies of waiters and waitresses and bartenders,
regiments and companies of men and women he had known, even back to those that had popul ated the
shadowy early beginnings of his childhood. They al looked at him now with slent, waiting gazes.

“Hey, lads and lasses,” murmurred Tommy, gently. “Good to see you one moretime.”

He had amost whispered the words; but sometrick of the now vast room picked them up and amplified



them and sent them rolling amongst al the watching multitude. And awordless, rustling stir answered
back from their formlessranks.

“We can digpose of your case very quickly,” said the dim man, “provided any one of these people will
produce an indictment,” he turned his head to the room and raised hisvoice. “Anyone having just cause
to condemn Thomas Nicholas Harmen will now speak up!”

Hiswordslike Tommy’s, boomed out through the watching crowd. But no sound came back... And
Tommy, staring in incredulity from face to remembered face, his glance dancing like lightning from
remembered features to remembered features, met here afriendly wink, thereagrin, and thereagain a
surreptitious thumbs-up gesture, there atenderly remembering smile, there abeam of gratitude, there
again and once more aglow of pure, remembered jollity and happiness.

“Will no one, no oneout of dl thisman'slifetime,” said the thin man, speaking up again, “find some
cause for indictment againg him?’

Silence made answer, a happy, stubborn silence.

“WEell then,” said the dim man, returning the sheaf of papersto his briefcase, with awash-my-handsair
and standing up. “ That concludes the matter.” Helooked at Tommy. “ Shall we go?’

“Go?" said Tommy, looking up startled; and then back again at the crowd for a second, before returning
his gazeto the dim man. “But | thought—"

“The other place, the other place,” said the dim man with some asperity, frowning. “It hasto be one or
the other.”

“The other placel” said Tommy, astonished and set up in hischair. “Now who' d have thought—" He
started to get up, then sank back into his seat.

“WdI?WdI?’ sad the dim man, checking himsdf in midstep away from the table.
“Thisother place” saidd Tommy dowly; “just what'sit like?”

“Why, it'slike whatever you wish,” said the dim man. “ That’ swhy it' saplace of reward.”
“Oh,” sad Tommy. “Wdl—"

“Wel what?’ said the thin man. “ Surely you don’t object to that?’

“Wadll, you see—" said Tommy, dowly till, “about this business of rewards. Y ou might put it that I’ ve
been being rewarded al my life long, right here where I’ ve been. And | enjoyed—" Tommy’ s voice got
firmer— “every damn minute of it. | don’'t mean to have you think | didn’t. | wouldn't take back a

glassful or amoment of it. But—" hisvoice dowed again—"dl thesame...”
“All the same—what?’ said thedim man.

“Wél, it sbeen one hdl of afinelife” Tommy looked up at him. “But you know, I’m ninety-four; and
sometimes | think nowdays, eveniif | could drink another bottle just like the ones| used to, and fed the
way | used to—perhaps |’ d just as soon sit back instead and remember the bottle | did drink, than put
another one on top of it. There's some kind of quote about that—" He wrinkled his brow. “ The pitcher
going to the well once too often, or some such—no, that isn't right. The point is, thefirst timesareredly
the best timesfor everything. After awhileit getsto be just comfortable, instead of being al skyrockets
and New Year'sEve”



He stopped and looked up at the dim man again.

“Y ou remember when you came into my hospital room,” he said. “1 told you | waslooking forward to
the end of the book, here. And | meant it. It'sdll been so fine dl these yearsand | wouldn't want to spoil
it now by taking the pitcher to the wdll too many times... What | meanis—" he looked & the dim man
amost appealingly— “other place, or no other place, if my reward thereis smply going to be more of the
same, | think I'd just as soon pass. It just isn't worth it—" he looked out once more over the waiting
multitude—"“it just isn't worth it to spoil what | hed.”

“Don’t worry,” said the dim man, and for a second his voice sounded quite unbusinesdlike, “we hadn’t an
eternity of parties scheduled for you. It was something rather different. We ve got acomfortable chair
reserved for you in the library of arather exclusive club. A club full of old characterslike yoursdf who
liketo St around and talk.”

“A club? A club? What characters? Who?’

“Who?" said the dim man, dmost amiling. “Why, there' s one named Bacchus, and another cdled Don
Juan, and arather fat one named Diamond Jm Brady.”

“Oh,” sad Tommy.

“Soyou see,” said the dim man, looking a him. Tommy was nodding his head dowly and emphaticaly.
“| see” hesaid. “I should ve known it. Sorry | was so suspicious. Give me ahand up, will you?’

The dim man gave him ahand up.

“Leanonme,” said the dim man.

“That champagne,” said Tommy apologetically, as his kneesrubbered alittle. “ Drank it alittle too fast.
But it was agreat bottle to end up on.”

“Pleasure to be of assstance,” said the thin man; and together they went up through the crowd, and out
of the door, and into asunlit world beyond, where the skies were as bright as Memory.

END



