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2 Introduction

lands—not so much because he is a credulous animal (al-
though he is that), but simply because it is part of the
nature of man to have an appetite for Marvels.

It is strange, and more than a trifle sad, that some
people simply cannot understand or sympathize with
our taste for such tales. Respected literary critics and
distinguished novelists and otherwise intelligent educa-
tors tend to look askance at such reading-matter. The
man who lives next door—perhaps even your wife—is
amused and more than a little contemptuous to find you
reading such a book as this one. To them it seems child-
ish for a grown man of intelligence and intellectual cu-
riosity to want to read about dragons, knights, witches
and magic rings. They call such stories “fairy-tales”—as
if the term of itself carried a derogatory connotation|—
and seem to be infuriated that an adult could waste his
time with such stuff. After all, they argue, everyone
knows dragons are not real, there are no knights or
witches these days and magic rings do not work.

It is almost impossible to argue with such a point of
view. People who do not themselves read or enjoy fan-
tasy have no conception of why we read it or of the kind
of enjoyment we derive from it, But the next time you
suffer the indignity of such a put-down, you might try
defending your reading taste with this line of reasoning:

We read fantasy not so much to escape from life (that
is one of their labels, “escapist reading”), but to enlarge
our spectrum of life-experience, to enrich it and to ex-
tend the range of our experience into regions we can
never visit in the flesh. For fantasy is not all airy-fairy
nonsense, it can be deadly serious and deeply meaning-
ful. Of course it is true that dragons do not exist (alas!):
but the Dragon is not just a king-sized crocodile to us—it
is a hieroglyph of the imagination, and it symbolizes the
terror and beauty and awe of that side of nature we call
The Destroyer. And of course there are no more real
witches—there probably never were, at least not the
bent, malefic crones of the Brothers Grimm—but Evil is
real enough, and all too common, and we learn and
savor something of its nature through the figure of the
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words sets a person dreaming: if it were not so, it would
not have been used by poet after poet after poet. No one
knows the forgotten genius who first coined this haunt-
ing phrase, but you will find it in the nursery-rhyme
“Tom, Tom, the Piper’s Son.” And in the works of the
17th Century poet Thomas DUrfey; and in The Beg-
gar’s Opera; and in a poem of Chesterton; and a poem
called “The Hills of Ruel” by Fiona Macleod; and even
(for that matter) in one of my own verses.

Man has always delighted in things fabulous and far-
away. From the beginning, man saw himself as Homo
viator, Man the Voyager, and the most familiar symbol
for man’s life is that of the Journey: the adventure
through a world filled with shadowy perils and wonders,
on the road that stretches between those twin portals of
the Unknown we call Birth and Death.

The temptation to stray from that path whereon we
all tread, to turn aside for a time, to go at right angles to
Reality, as it were, has proved irresistible to a very large
number of the world’s authors.

Early writers did not find it necessary to invent imagi-
nary worlds, because the world itself was still largely
unknown, unexplored, unmapped. The forgotten story-
tellers of Grimm’s Mdrchen did not have to go far afield
to find a fitting home for their ogres and witches and en-
chanted princesses: the forest that lay, thick and dark
and mysterious, just beyond the next farm would do.
Homer, who sang for a sea-going people, did not have to
venture outside the world to the Circumambient Main,
the world-encircling Ocean River, for his fabulous lo-
cales: only a few days journey by sea from Troy was far
enough away to be the location of Circe’s isle of Aeaea or
Calypso’s Ogygia, or the country of the Cyclops.
Chrétien and the other Arthurian romancers were mostly
Frenchmen writing about an ancient and mythological
Britain, so there was no need to create a new geography
for Camelot the City of Marvel.

But by the 17th and 18th Centuries, it was beginning
to get difficult to write wonder-tales because we knew
much more about the real world, and were finding out



















































RarunzeL

Through all the gold-hung streets,
“Praise God!” the pecple said.

Tue WrrcH:
Guendolen! Guendolen!
Lend me your hair!

GUENDOLEN:
Verily, I seem like one
Who, when day is almost done,
Through a thick wood meets the sun
That blazes in her hair.

KNG SEBALD:
Yea, at the palace gates,
“Praise God!” the great knights said,
“For Sebald the high king,
And the lady’s golden head.”

Tae WrrcH:
Woe is me! Guendolen
Sweeps back her hair,

GUENDOLEN:
Nothing wretched now, no screams;
I was unhappy once in dreams,
And even now a harsh voice seems
To hang about my hair,

Tae WrrcH:
WOE! THAT ANY MAN COULD DARE
TO CLIMB UP THE YELLOW STAIR,
GLORIOUS GUENDOLEN’S GOLDEN HAIR.

21
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lands that knew his sword. And beside Rollory, like an
old nurse, the figure of Victory sat, hammering into a
golden wreath of laurels for his head the crowns of
fallen kings.

Such was Merimna, a city of sculptured Victories and
warriors of bronze. Yet in the time of which I write the
art of war had been forgotten in Merimna, and the peo-
ple almost slept. To and fro and up and down they
would walk through the marble streets, gazing at memo-
rials of the things achieved by their country’s swords in
the hands of those that long ago had loved Merimna
well. Almost they slept, and dreamed of Welleran,
Soorenard, Mommolek, Rollory, Akanax, and young
Irain.

Of the lands beyond the mountains that lay all round
about them they knew nothing, save that they were the
theatre of the terrible deeds of Welleran, that he had
done with his sword. Long since these lands had fallen
back into the possession of the nations that had been
scourged by Merimna’s armies. Nothing now remained
to Merimna’s men save their inviolate city and the glory
of the remembrance of their ancient fame. At night they
would place sentinels far out in the desert, but these al-
ways slept at their posts, dreaming of Rollory, and three
times every night a guard would march around the city,
clad in purple, bearing lights and singing songs of Wel-
leran. Always the guard went unarmed, but as the sound
of their song went echoing across the plain towards the
looming mountains, the desert robbers would hear the
name of Welleran and steal away to their haunts, Often
dawn would come across the plain, shimmering marvel-
lously upon Merimna’s spires, abashing all the stars, and
find the guard still singing songs of Welleran, and would
change the colour of their purple robes and pale the
lights they bore. But the guard would go back leaving
the ramparts safe, and one by one the sentinels in the
plain would awake from dreaming of Rollory and shuffle
back into the city quite cold. Then something of the
menace would pass away from the faces of the Cyresian
mountains, that from the north and the west and the
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riors of old, as each received his last wound and knew it
to be mortal, to ride away to a certain deep ravine and
cast his body in, as somewhere I have read great ele-
phants do, hiding their bones away from lesser beasts. It
was a ravine steep and narrow even at the ends, a great
cleft into which no man could come by any path. There
rode Welleran alone, panting hard; and there later rode
Soorenard and Mommolek, Mommolek with a mortal
wound upon him not to return, but Soorenard was un-
wounded and rode back alone from leaving his dear
friend resting among the mighty bones of Welleran. And
there rode Soorenard, when his day was come, with Rol-
lory and Akanax, and Rollory rode in the middle and
Soorenard and Akanax on either side. And the long ride
was a hard and weary thing for Soorenard and Akanax,
for they both had mortal wounds; but the long ride was
easy for Rollory, for he was dead. So the bones of these
five heroes whitened in an enemy’s land, and very still
they were though they had troubled cities, and none
knew where they lay saving only Irain, the young cap-
tain, who was but twenty-five when Mommolek, Rollory,
and Akanax rode away. And among them were strewn
their saddles and their bridles, and all the accoutrements
of their horses, lest any man should ever find them after-
wards and say in some foreign city: “Lol the bridles or
the saddles of Merimna’s captains, taken in war,” but
their beloved trusty horses they turned free.

Forty years afterwards, in the hour of a great victory,
his last wound came upon Irain, and the wound was ter-
rible and would not close. And Irain was the last of the
captains, and rode away alone. It was a long way to the
dark ravine, and Irain feared that he would never come
to the resting-place of the old heroes, and he urged his
horse on swiftly, and clung to the saddle with his hands.
And often as he rode he fell asleep, and dreamed of ear-
lier days, and of the times when he first rode forth to the
great wars of Welleran, and of the time when Welleran
first spake to him, and of the faces of Welleran’s com-
rades when they led charges in the battle. And ever as
he awoke a great longing arose in his soul, as it hovered
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on his body’s brink, a longing to lie among the bones of
the old heroes. At last when he saw the dark ravine
making a scar across the plain, the soul of Irain slipped
out through his great wound and spread its wings, and
pain departed from the poor hacked body and, still urg-
ing his horse forward. Irain died. But the old true horse
cantered on, till suddenly he saw before him the dark
ravine and put his forefeet out on the very edge of it
and stopped. Then the body of Irain came toppling for-
ward over the right shoulder of the horse, and his bones
mingle and rest as the years go by with the bones of
Merimna’s heroes. ,

Now there was a little boy in Merimna named Rold. I
saw him first, I, the dreamer, that sit before my fire
asleep, I saw him first as his mother led him through the
great hall where stand the trophies of Merimna’s heroes.
He was five years old, and they stood before the great
glass casket wherein lay the sword of Welleran, and his
mother said: “The sword of Welleran.” And Rold said:
“What should a man do with the sword of Welleran?”
And his mother answered: “Men look at the sword and
remember Welleran.” And they went on and stood be-
fore the great red cloak of Welleran, and the child said:
“Why did Welleran wear this great red cloak?” And his
mother answered: “It was the way of Welleran.”

When Rold was a little older he stole out of his
mother’s house quite in the middle of the night when all
the world was still, and Merimna asleep, dreaming of
Welleran, Soorenard, Mommolek, Rollory, Akanax, and
young Irain. And he went down to the ramparts to hear
the purple guard go by, singing of Welleran. And the
purple guard came by with lights, all singing in the still-
ness, and dark shapes out in the desert turned and fled.
And Rold went back again to his mother’s house with a
great yearning towards the name of Welleran, such as
men feel for very holy things.

And in time Rold grew to know the pathway all round
the ramparts, and the six equestrian statues that were
there, guarding Merimna still. These statues were not
like other statues, they were so cunningly wrought of
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many-coloured marbles that none might be quite sure
until very close that they were not living men. There
was a horse of dappled marble, the horse of Akanax.
The horse of Rollory was of alabaster, pure white, his
armour was wrought out of a stone that shone, and his
horseman’s cloak was made of a blue stone, He looked
northwards.

But the marble horse of Welleran was pure black, and
there sat Welleran upon him, looking solemnly west-
wards. His horse it was whose cold neck Rold most
loved to stroke, and it was Welleran whom the watchers
at sunset on the mountains the most clearly saw as they
peered towards the city. And Rold loved the red nostrils
of the great black horse and his rider’s jasper cloak.

Now, beyond the Cyresians the suspicion grew that
Merimna’s heroes were dead, and a plan was devised
that a man should go by night and come close to the
figures upon the ramparts and see whether they were
Welleran, Soorenard, Mommolek, Rollory, Akanax, and
young Irain. And all were agreed upon the plan, and
many names were mentioned of those who should go,
and the plan matured for many years. It was during
these years that watchers clustered often at sunset upon
the mountains, but came no nearer. Finally, a better
plan was made, and it was decided that two men who
had been by chance condemned to death should be
given a pardon if they went down into the plain by
night and discovered whether or not Merimna’s heroes
lived. At first the two prisoners dared not go, but after a
while one of them, Seejar, said to his companion, Sajar-
Ho: “See now, when the King’s axeman smites a man
upon the neck that man dies.”

And the other said that this was so. Then said Seejar:
“And even though Welleran smite a man with his sword,
no more befalleth him than death.”

Then Sajar-Ho thought for a while. Presently he said:
“Yet the eye of the King’s axeman might err at the mo-
ment of his stroke or his arm fail him, and the eye of
Welleran hath never erred nor his arm failed. It were
better to bide here.”
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Then said Seejar: “Maybe that Welleran is dead and
that some other holds his place upon the ramparts, or
even a statue of stone.”

But Sajar-Ho made answer: “How can Welleran be
dead when he escaped from two score horsemen with
swords that were sworn to slay him and all sworn upon
our country’s gods?”

And Seejar said: “This story his father told my grand-
" father concerning Welleran. On the day that the fight
was lost on the plains of Kurlistan he saw a dying horse
near to the river, and the horse looked piteously towards
the water but could not reach it. And the father of my
grandfather saw Welleran go down to the river’s brink
and bring water from it with his own hand and give it to
the horse. Now we are in as sore a plight as was that
horse, and as near to death; it may be that Welleran will
pity us, while the King’s axeman cannot, because of the
commands of the King.”

Then said Sajar-Ho: “Thou wast ever a cunning ar-
guer. Thou broughtest us into this trouble with thy cun-
ning and thy devices, we will see if thou canst bring us
out of it. We will go.”

So news was brought to the King that the two prison-
ers would go down to Merimna.

That evening the watchers led them to the mountain’s
edge, and Seejar and Sajar-Ho went down towards the
plain by the way of a deep ravine, and the watchers
watched them go. Presently their figures were wholly
hid in the dusk. Then night came up, huge and holy, out
of the waste marshes to the eastwards and low lands and
the sea; and the angels that watched over all men
through the day closed their great eyes and slept, and
the angels that watched over all men through the night
woke and ruffled their deep blue feathers and stood up
and watched. But the plain became a thing of mystery
filled with fears. So the two spies went down the deep
ravine, and coming to the plain sped stealthily across it.
Soon they came to the line of sentinels asleep upon the
sand, and one stirred in his sleep calling on Rollory, and
a great dread seized upon the spies and they whispered
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“Rollory lives,” but they remembered the King’s Axeman
and went on, And next they came to the great bronze
statue of Fear, carved by some sculptor of the old glo-
rious years in the attitude of flight towards the moun-
tains, calling to her children as she fled. And the chil-
dren of Fear were carved in the likeness of the armies of
all the trans-Cyresian tribes, with their backs towards
Merimna, flocking after Fear. And from where he sat
his horse behind the ramparts the sword of Welleran
was stretched out over their heads, as ever it was wont.
And the two spies kneeled down in the sand and kissed
the huge bronze foot of the statue of Fear, saying: “O
Fear, Fear.” And as they knelt they saw lights far off
along the ramparts coming nearer and nearer, and heard
men singing of Welleran. And the purple guard came
nearer and went by with their lights, and passed on into
the distance round the ramparts still singing of Wel-
leran. And all the while the two spies clung to the foot
of the statue, muttering: “O Fear, Fear.” But when they
could hear the name of Welleran no more they arose
and came to the ramparts and climbed over them and
came at once upon the figure of Welleran, and they
bowed low to the ground, and Seejar said: “O Welleran,
we came to see whether thou didst yet live.” And for a
long while they waited with their faces to earth. At last
Seejar looked up towards Welleran’s terrible sword, and
it was still stretched out pointing to the carved armies
that followed after Fear. And Seejar bowed to the
ground again and touched the horse’s hoof, and it
seemed cold to him. And he moved his hand higher and
touched the leg of the horse, and it seemed quite cold.
At last he touched Welleran’s foot, and the armour on it
seemed hard and stiff. Then as Welleran moved not and
spake not, Seejar climbed up at last and touched his
hand, the terrible hand of Welleran, and it was marble.
Then Seejar laughed aloud, and he and Sajar-Ho sped
down the empty pathway and found Rollory, and he
was marble too. Then they climbed down over the ram-
parts and went back across the plain, walking contemp-
tuously past the figure of Fear, and heard the guard re-
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turning round the ramparts for the third time, singing of
Welleran: and Seejar said: “Ay, you may sing of Wel-
leran, but Welleran is dead and a doom is on your city.”

And they passed on and found the sentinel still rest-
less in the night and calling on Rollory. And Sajar-Ho
muttered: “Ay, you may call on Rollory, but Rollory is
dead and naught can save your city.”

And the two spies went back alive to their mountains
again, and as they reached them the first ray of the sun
came up red over the desert behind Merimna and lit
Merimna’s spires. It was the hour when the purple
guard were wont to go back into the city with their ta-
pers pale and their robes a brighter colour, when the cold
sentinels came shuffling in from dreaming in the desert;
it was the hour when the desert robbers hid themselves
away, going back to their mountain caves, it was the
hour when gauze-winged insects are born that only live
for a day, it was the hour when men die that are con-
demned to death, and in this hour a great peril, new and
terrible, arose for Merimna and Merimna knew it not.

Then Seejar turning said: “See how red the dawn is
and how red the spires of Merimna. They are angry
with Merimna in Paradise and They bode its doom.”

So the two spies went back and brought the news to
their king, and for a few days the kings of those coun-
tries were gathering their armies together; and one eve-
ning the armies of four kings were massed together at
the top of the deep ravine, all crouching below the sum-
mit waiting for the sun to set. All wore resolute and
fearless faces, yet inwardly every man was praying to
the gods, unto each one in turn.

Then the sun set, and it was the hour when the bats
and the dark creatures are abroad and the lions come
down from their lairs, and the desert robbers go into the
plains again and fevers rise up winged and hot out of
chill marshes, and it was the hour when safety leaves the
thrones of kings, the hour when dynasties change. But in
the desert the purple guard came swinging out of Mer-
imna with their lights to sing of Welleran, and the senti-
nels lay down to sleep.
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Now, into Paradise no sorrow may ever come, but
may only beat like rain against its crystal walls, yet the
souls of Merimna’s heroes were half aware of some sor-
row far away as some sleeper feels that someone is
chilled and cold, yet knows not in his sleep that it is he.
And they fretted a little in their starry home. Then un-
seen there drifted earthward across the setting sun the
souls of Welleran, Soorenard, Mommolek, Rollory, Ak-
anax, and young Irain. Already when they reached Mer-
imna’s ramparts it was just dark, already the armies of
the four kings had begun to move, jingling, down the
deep ravine. But when the six warriors saw their city
again, so little changed after so many years, they looked
towards her with a longing that was nearer to tears than
any that their souls had known before, crying to her:

“O Merimna, our city: Merimna, our walled city.

“How beautiful thou art with all thy spires, Merimna.
For thee we left the earth, its kingdoms and little
flowers, for thee we have come away for a while from
Paradise.

“It is very difficult to draw away from the face of God
—it is like a warm fire, it is like dear sleep, it is like a
great anthem; yet there is a stillness all about it, a still-
ness full of lights.

“We have left Paradise for a while for thee, Merimna.

“Many women have we loved, Merimna, but only one

city.
“Behold now all the people dream, all our loved peo-
ple. How beautiful are dreams! In dreams the dead may
live, even the long dead and the very silent, Thy lights
are all sunk low, they have all gone out, no sound is in
thy streets. Hush! Thou art like a maiden that shutteth
up her eyes and is asleep, that draweth her breath softly
and is quite still, being at ease and untroubled.

“Behold now the battlements, the old battlements. Do
men defend them still as we defended them? They are
worn a little, the battlements,” and drifting nearer they
peered anxiously. “It is not by the hand of man that they
are worn, our battlements. Only the years have done it
and indomitable Time. Thy battlements are like the gir-
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and pleasant where the breezes came down the ravine
out of the mountains: and they took the old swords that
their grandsires had, according to their dreams, for fear
of the desert robbers. And in and out of dreams passed
the souls of Welleran’s comrades, and with them young
Irain, in great haste as the night wore on and one by
one they troubled the dreams of all Merimna’s men and
caused them to arise and go out armed, all save the pur-
ple guard, who, heedless of danger, sang of Welleran
still, for walking men cannot hear the souls of the dead.

But Welleran drifted over the roofs of the city till he
came to the form of Rold, lying fast asleep. Now, Rold
was grown strong and was eighteen years of age, and he
was fair of hair and tall like Welleran, and the soul of
Welleran hovered over him and went into his dreams as
a butterfly flits through trellis-work into garden of
flowers, and the soul of Welleran said to Rold in his
dreams: “Thou wouldst go and see again the sword of
Welleran, the great curved sword of Welleran. Thou
wouldst go and look at it in the night with the moon-
light shining upon it.”

And the longing of Rold in his dreams to see the
sword caused him to walk still sleeping from his
mother’s house to the hall wherein were the trophies of
the heroes. And the soul of Welleran urging the dreams
of Rold caused him to pause before the great cloak, and
there the soul said among the dreams: “Thou art cold in
the night; fling now a cloak around thee.”

And Rold drew round about him the huge red cloak
of Welleran, Then Rold’s dreams took him to the sword,
and the soul said to the dreams: “Thou hast a longing to
lh;olcfl the sword of Welleran: take up the sword in thy

an »

But Rold said: “What should a man do with the
sword of Welleran?”

And the soul of the old captain said to the dreams: “It
is a good sword to hold: take up the sword of Wel-

eran.” '

And Rold, still sleeping and speaking aloud, said: “It
is not lawful; none may touch the sword.”
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And Rold turned to go. Then a great and terrible cry
arose in the soul of Welleran, all the more bitter for that
he could not utter it, and it went round and round his
soul finding no utterance, like a cry evoked long since by
some murderous deed in some old haunted chamber that
whispers through the ages heard by none.

And the soul of Welleran cried out to the dreams of
Rold: “Thy knees are tiedl Thou art fallen in a marsh!
Thou can’st not move.”

And the dreams of Rold said to him: “Thy knees are
tied, thou art fallen in a marsh,” and Rold stood still be-
fore the sword. Then the soul of the warrior wailed
among Rold’s dreams, as Rold stood before the sword.

“Welleran is crying for his sword, his wonderful
curved sword. Poor Welleran, that once fought for Mer-
imna, is crying for his sword in the night. Thou wouldst
not keep Welleran without his beautiful sword when he
is dead and cannot come for it, poor Welleran who
fought for Merimna.”

And Rold broke the glass casket with his hand and
took the sword, the great curved sword of Welleran; and
the soul of the warrior said among Rold’s dreams: “Wel-
leran is waiting in the deep ravine that runs into the
mountains, crying for his sword.”

And Rold went down through the city and climbed
over the ramparts, and walked with his eyes wide open
but still sleeping over the desert to the mountains.

Already a great multitude of Merimna’s citizens were
gathered in the desert before the deep ravine with old
swords in their hands, and Rold passed through them as
he slept holding the sword of Welleran, and the people
cried in amaze to one another as he passed: “Rold hath
the sword of Welleran!”

And Rold came to the mouth of the ravine, and there
the voices of the people woke him. And Rold knew
nothing that he had done in his sleep, and looked in
amazement at the sword in his hand and said: “What art
thou, thou beautiful thing? Lights shimmer in thee, thou
art restless. It is the sword of Welleran, the great curved
sword of Welleran!”
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And Rold kissed the hilt of it, and it was salt upon his
lips with the battle-sweat of Welleran. And Rold said:
“What should a man do with the sword of Welleran?”

And all the people wondered at Rold as he sat there
with the sword in his hand muttering, “What should a
man do with the sword of Welleran?”

Presently there came to the ears of Rold the noise of a
jingling up in the ravine, and all the people, the people
that knew naught of war, heard the jingling coming
nearer in the night; for the four armies were moving on
Merimna and not yet expecting an enemy. And Rold
gripped upon the hilt of the great curved sword, and the
sword seemed to lift a little. And a new thought came
into the hearts of Merimna’s people as they gripped
their grandsires’ swords. Nearer and nearer came the
heedless armies of the four kings, and old ancestral
memories began to arise in the minds of Merimna’s peo-
ple in the desert with their swords in their hands, sitting
behind Rold. And all the sentinels were awake, holding
their spears, for Rollory had put their dreams to flight,
Rollory that once could put to flight armies and now was
but a dream struggling with other dreams.

And now the armies had come very near. Suddenly
Rold leaped up, crying—

“Welleran, and the sword of Welleranl”

And the savage, lusting sword that had thirsted for a
hundred years went up with the hand of Rold and swept
through a tribesman’s ribs. And with the warm blood all
about it there came a joy into the curved soul of that
mighty sword, like to the joy of a swimmer coming up
dripping out of warm seas after living for long in a dry
land. When they saw the red cloak and that terrible
sword a cry ran through the tribal armies, “Welleran
lives!” And there arose the sounds of the exulting of vic-
torious men, and the panting of those that fled; and the
sword singing softly to itself as it whirled dripping
through the air. And the last that I saw of the battle as
it poured into the depth and darkness of the ravine was
the sword of Welleran sweeping up and falling, gleam-
ing blue in the midnight whenever it arose and after-
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wards gleaming red, and so disappearing into the dark-
ness.

But in the dawn Merimna’s men came back, and the
sun arising to give new life to the world, shone instead
upon the hideous things that the sword of Welleran had
done. And Rold said: “O sword, sword!l How horrible
thou art! Thou art a terrible thing to have come among
men. How many eyes shall look upon gardens no more
because of thee? How many fields must go empty that
might have been fair with cottages, white cottages with
children all about them? How many valleys must go des-
olate that might have nursed warm hamlets, because thou
has slain long since the men that might have built them?
I hear the wind crying against thee, thou swordl It
comes from the empty valleys. It comes over the bare
fields. There are children’s voices in it. They were never
born. Death brings an end to crying for those that had
life once, but these must cry for ever. O sword! sword!
why did the gods send thee among men?” And the tears
of Rold fell down upon the proud sword but could not
wash it clean.

And now that the ardour of battle had passed away,
the spirits of Merimna’s people began to gloom a little,
like their leader’s, with their fatigue and with the cold of
the morning: and they looked at the sword of Welleran
in Rold’s hand and said: “Not any more, not any more
for ever will Welleran now return, for his sword is in the
hand of another. Now we know indeed that he is dead.
O Welleran, thou wast our sun and moon and all our
stars. Now is the sun fallen down and the moon broken,
and all the stars are scattered as the diamonds of a neck-
lace that is snapped of one who is slain by violence.”

Thus wept the people of Merimna in the hour of their
great victory, for men have strange moods, while beside
them their old inviolate city slumbered safe. But back
from the ramparts and beyond the mountains and over
the lands that they had conquered of old, beyond the
world and back again to Paradise, went the souls of
Welleran, Soorenard, Mommolek, Rollory, Akanax, and
young Irain. ‘
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imagination, which is vaguely identified with the planet
Mercury, but we are not intended to take that very seri-
ously.” The novel is an incredible creation, the work of
an imaginative talent amounting to sheer genius. The
prose is elaborate and Elizabethan, the plot-concept truly
epic in its scope and grandeur and dramatic power. The
book is filled with ringing speeches, heroic battles, amaz-
ing feats of daring, superb scenes of supernatural terror
and awe, thunderous battles, romantic intrigues and tem-
pestuous passions. As a work of prose, it is slightly—very
slightly, I think—superior to Tolkien, and very much su-
perior to Morris. It became very swiftly a fantasy classic
and won an enthusiastic following which includes novel-
ists James Branch Cabell, James Stephens, C. S. Lewis
and the American fantasy writer Fletcher Pratt, and such
knowledgeable literary critics as Orville Prescott and An-
thony Boucher.

Eddison followed the Worm with a trilogy of novels:
first Mistress of Mistresses (1935), then A Fish Dinner
At Memison (1941), and lastly The Mezentian Gate, left
in fragmentary unfinished form at his death in 1945 but
published thirteen years later in 1958. The remarkable
success of J. R. R. Tolkien’s fantasy epic The Lord of the
Rings in its paperback editions has prompted Ballentine
Books to issue for the first time in soft-covers Eddison’s
Worm Ouroboros and also the Zimiamvia Trilogy de-
scribed above. I have therefore had some difficulty in
finding a prose selection from Eddison to include in this
anthology.

But E. R. Eddison was also the author of a fifth novel.
Not being a work of fantasy, it is somewhat less known
than his other books. But it is none the less a fine work
of writing, for Eddison was simply a great master of En-
glish prose and a stylist whose equal has not been seen
in our time. His death at the age of 83 robbed us of the
many brilliant novels he could have written.

This fifth and most obscure of his novels is a robust
and exuberant adventure in the Viking age entitled Styr-
biorn the Strong. It appeared in 1928, four years after The
Worm Ouroboros and nine years before Mistress of Mis-
tresses. In it, he gave free reign to his passion for Northern
sagas; in so doing, he produced the most stirring and
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music imagined by the mind of man, speaking those
things which no tongue can utter, but men’s hearts know
them. And there were shapes about the high seat and
above it, titanic, unclear, without stability, mountains,
and giant forms of living creatures, and sleet and snows,
and bearded stars travelling, and cities depopulate, and
wild seas, and dreadful wolds, and forests, and burnings,
and shapes and semblances of the enormous dead: all
these blown by in a mist on a mighty wind of Eternity;
and save the All-Father there is none can abide the cold
of that wind nor sit in that seat: not even a God, not
even those grey-faced Maidens who carve and spin be-
side the Well which is beneath the tree Yggdrasill; nor
endure to comprehend at once all things, past, present,
and to come, as, sitting there, the All-Father comprehen-
deth them.

Now thronged the Einheriar into Valhalla, smoking
from the fight, innumerable as the multitudinous clouds
in a mackerel sky at eve, heroes of bliss, of many lands,
chosen from many generations of men; and the voice of
their talk and deep-echoing laughter was like the sound-
ing of the sea, and they were like unto Gods in stature
and seeming, and their weapons and rich apparel like to
“a sunset glory in a summer garden after rain.

On a sudden our Father Odin lifted up a hand, and
there was darkness in heaven all save the light of the
Father’s face, and all they stood up and waited in the
listening gloom. And now was a noise far off, like lash-
ing rain among leaves in a forest, and with it a rolling as
of thunders far away, and pale lightnings flickered afar
and vanished and flickered again through the night.
Very slowly at first, then with swift strides, it drew
nearer, until the roar of the tempest was like the roar of
cataracts fed to fury by a cloud-burst among mountains.
Then lightnings streamed in rivers of molten steel and
silver from the roof-beams of that hall, which is lofty as
the tent of night, and the Einheriar clashed their weap-
ons together and shouted with a shout that was heard
above the deafening thunder; “Hail to the choosers! the
storm raisers| Hail to the shield-mays of the Lord of
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from The Witch-Woma

MoORE oR LEss about the same time Lord Dunsany and
E. R. Eddison were experimenting with the new genre of
the tale of war, quest or adventure laid in fantastic imagi-
nary worlds and lands where the gods are real and magic
works, an American novelist was also contributing to the
new tradition,

James Branch Cabell was born in Richmond, Virginia,
on April 14, 1879, of an old aristocratic family prominent
in Virginia since Colonial times. Cabell graduated from
William and Mary college in 1898, taught French and
Greek while still an undergraduate, worked briefly as a
journalist for such newspapers as the Richmond Times and
the New York Herald, but settled into the literary life very
early. His first stories were published in slick, fashionable
magazines such as The Smart Set, and his first book ap-
peared in 1904.

Cabell's early work varies from sentimental, romantic
stories of the landed gentry in and around his native
Virginia to highly colored tales of the French and English
courts in the days of the cavaliers. He soon became annoyed
at the restrictions of writing within the bounds of known
historical and geographical strictures, and struck out in
new directions by creating his own landscapes and eras.
In particular, he focused on an imaginary province of
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Medieval France he called “Poictesme”; but your typical
Cabellian story was just as likely to carry you all the way
to Heaven, Hell, Cockaigne or the land of the Amazons
as it was to remain within the limits of even his own
imagined province.

As a writer, Cabell was more of a romantic than a
psychological novelist, an ironist more than a romantic,
and he possessed one of the most subtle, brilliant and
beautiful prose styles of any writer in the history of Amer-
ican fiction. His subtlety, wit, polish and epigramatic,
sparkling prose won him a small but enthusiastic circle of
admirers—the young Sinclair Lewis, for example, or Vin-
cent Starrett or Louis Untermeyer, or the great iconoclast
himself, H. L. Mencken, who was one of the most out-
spoken of the early enthusiasts for Cabell and his works.
But the Welsh author of supemnatural fiction Arthur
Machen was also an admirer of Cabell, as was the great
American humorist Mark Twain.

However, Cabell did not come to the attention of the
general reading public until after 1919, when his novel
Jurgen was seized by the American Society for the Sup-
pression of Vice and became the center of one of the great
censorship trials that have been so prominent in the history
of American literature during this peculiar century. Like
most of the others pilloried by the blue-noses, Joyce’s
Ulysses and Henry Miller’s Tropic of Cancer and John
Cleland’s Fanny Hill, Jurgen was triumphantly vindicated—
with the usual result: it became a best-seller, because every
reader in the country wanted to see what all the shout-
ing was about.

Although Jurgen remains Cabell's best-known book and
a sort of American classic, it is no better and no worse than
any other of his half-dozen best fantasy novels, which at-
tracted little or no attention although they contain the same
sort of erotic symbolism that brought the censors howl-
ing down upon the unfortunate Jurgen. In fact, to my own
particular taste, two of Cabell’s books are distinctly better
works of fiction: The Silver Stallion (1926) and an earlier
novel, The Cream of the Jest (1917). The Silver Stallion
has already appeared in The Ballantine Adult Fantasy
Series, and we hope to give you The Cream of the Jest
sometime.
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observe the administration of justice in complete com-
fort.

Then, while all waited on the will of Alfgar, a swallow
darted toward Ulf, and plucked from his defiant dark
head a hair, and the bird flew away with this hair dan-
gling from its broad short bill. At that, the barons of
Ecben cried out joyously. All were familiar with the
Sending of the Swallow: it was a Sending well known to
fame and to many honorable legends; for it was in this
way that the gods of Rorm were accustomed to put ruin
and downfall upon their cousins, the kings of Rorn. So
every baron now rejoiced to observe the morning’s ap-
pointed work thus freely endorsed in advance by the ap-
proval of Heaven, now that Ulf’s gods forsook him.

King Alfgar alone of that merry company kept silence.

Then Alfgar said: “This is the Swallow of Kogi. This
is a Sending of the three gods to Rorn. In what forgotten
hour did these three take their rule over Ecben?”

“Nevertheless, sire,” remarked the Archbishop, “it is
well, and it is much wiser too, to preserve with the gods
of every country our diplomatic relations.”

But Alfgar answered: “What the king wishes, the law
wills. And we of Ecben serve only one god, and one
king, and one lady in domnei.” o

Alfgar descended the red steps of his throne. He un-
clasped his robe of purple edged with a king’s double
striping of vair and he put this robe about the shoulders
of another. Alfgar took from his fair head the holy
crown of Ecben: the kingship over all Ecben was his
who wore that crown which Alfgar now placed upon the
head of another. Alfgar raised toward his lips the hands
of Ettaine, he touched for the last time the lovely body
of Ettaine, because of whose comeliness the heart of Alf-
gar had known no peace now for four years; and he
placed her right hand in the right hand of another. Then
Alfgar knelt, he placed his own hands between the hairy
thighs of Ulf, he touched the huge virility of Ulf, and
Alfgar swore his fealty and his service to the wearer of
the holy crown of Ecben.

It was then that, after a moment of human surprise,
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Ulf spoke as became a king. But first he waved back the
four masked men as they advanced to perform the du-
ties of their office upon the body of Alfgar. The barons
murmured a little at that, and the Archbishop of Ecben
perforce shook his head in unwilling disapproval.

Nevertheless, Ulf pardoned the late treasonable prac-
tices of the fallen rebel now at his feet. Ulf cried a spar-
ing of the thrice forfeited life of Alfgar, and Ulf cried,
too, the King’s sentence of eternal exile. Then Ulf said
heavily,—

“And do you for the future, my man, go your wit-
stricken ways in more salutary fear of the King of Rorn.”
“And of Ecben also, sire,” remarked the Archbishop.

Ulf said: “And of Ecben also! Moreover, do you go
your ways, my man, in even livelier fear of the three
gods of Rom, who within this hour, and in this place,
have defeated your wicked endeavors, and who by-and-
by will be requiting your disrespectfulness toward their
Sending.”

The barons cried loyally, “What the king wishes, the
law wills]”

But young Alfgar replied: “My king has spoken; and
all kings, and all gods also, are honorable in their de-
gree. Yet it is the way of Ecben to serve only one god,
and one king, and one lady in domnei. And from that
way I will never depart.”

Thus speaking, he went into exile with not any person
heeding him any longer. The people of Ecben had more
important matters in hand.

For now was held the marriage feast of Ettaine, the
most beautiful of all the women of this world, who upon
that day rewarded handsomely the unexampled heroism
and the superb ideals of those men of Rorn who had
died because of her color and her shaping. She re-
warded all these deceased patriots by crowning their be-
loved cause with victory, now that Ettaine became the
wife of Ulf and the Queen over Rorn and Ecben.

And now likewise the altar of the god of Ecben had
been overturned by Ulf’s orders, and to the gods of Rormn
was paid that reverence which they required. To Kuri
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seeming of brightly colored mists, And Alfgar wondered
if these matters had ever been true matters, or if all the
things which Alfgar had known in the days of his wealth
and hardihood were only a part of some ancient dream-
ing.

But the leper put off his yellow robe, and in the like-
ness of a very old, lean man he pursued these mists, and
he tore and scattered them with strong hands. So was it
Alfgar gave that which was asked in his king’s name,
and the fallen champion passed into the dark wood, and
came near to the fires which burned in Darvan. They
that dwelt there then swarmed about him, squeaking
merrily,—

“The King pays!”

To every side you saw trapped kings in their torment,
well lighted by the sputtering small fires of their tor-
ment, so that you saw each king was crowned and proud
and silent. And to every side you saw the little people of
Darvan inflicting all the democratic infamies which their
malice could devise against these persons who had
dared to be royal.

Alfgar went down beneath a smothering cluster of
slender and hairy bodies, smelling of old urine, which
leapt and cluttered everywhere about him. scrambling
the one over another like playful rats. He could do noth-
ing with the frail hands which the leper had given him,
nor indeed could the might of any champion avail
against the people of Darvan whenever once they had
squeaked,—

“The King pays!”

Then the trapped kings cried out to Alfgar, with un-
troubled grave voices, and this is what the kings said in
their torment:

“Have courage, brother! Our foes are little, but envy
makes them very strong and without either fear or shame
when they have scented that which is royal There is no
power upon earth which can withstand the little people
of Darvan when once they have raised their hunting-cry,
‘The King paysI’ Have courage, brother! for time deliv-
ers all kings of men into the power of the little people of
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Darvan. It is great agony which they put upon us, and
from all that which is mortal in us they get their mirth,
filthily. But do you have courage, brother, for to that
dream which rules in our hearts they may not attain, nor
may they vex that dream; even the nature of that dream
evades them; they may not ever comprehend or defile
that very small, pure gleam of majesty which has caused
us to be otherwise than they are: and it is this knowl-
edge which maddens the little people of Darvan. So do
you have courage, as all we have courage!”

Meanwhile the little people of Darvan were getting
their sport with Alfgar in disastrous ways. It is not possi-
ble for this tale to tell you about that which was done to
him, for they were an ingenious race. Yet he came
through the wood alive, because upon him was the mark
of the witch-woman whose magic is more strong than is
that magic of time which betrays all kings of men into
the power of the little people of Darvan.

So he came through that wood yet living. But behind
Alfgar those kings of men that were his peers remained
secure in the dark paradise of envy, and the little people
of Darvan attended to all their needs.

Such faithful service did this little people render very
gladly to every king, because of envy: which, with not
ever failing charity, endows the most weak with nimble-
ness and venom, as though, through the keen magic of
envy, the sluggish, naked, and defenceless earthworm
had become a quick serpent; and which is long-suffering
in the while that, like a cunning sapper, it undermines
the ways of the exalted; and which builds aspiringly, be-
yond the dreams of any mortal architect, its impressive
temples of falsehood, very quaintly adorned with small
gargoyles of unpleasant truths, and sees to it that the im-
posing structure is well lighted with malign wit and is
kept comfortably heated with moral indignation; and
which is a learned scholar that writes the biographies of
the brave, and is openhanded to reward the faithful also
with lewd epitaphs; and which, with stanch patience,
follows after its prey more steadfastly than any hound
pursues its prey; and which heartens the more flagrantly
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which other men give perforce. For I take my toll from
all. There is no youth which I do not lead into corrup-
tion; there is no loveliness but becomes my pillage; and
man’s magnanimity begets no bustlings which I do not
make quiet by-and-by. I chill faith. I teach hope to de-
ride itself. I parch charity. The strong cities, which with-
stand the battalions and the arbalests and the scaling
ladders, may not withstand me. I play with kingdoms.
Oho, but I play with every kingdom as I played with At-
lantis and with Chaldea and with Carthage and with
Troy. I break my playthings. I ignore neither the duke
nor the plowman. All withers under my touch, and is not
remembered any longer anywhere upon earth.”

After that, the old man said:

“The earth itself I waste away into a cinder adrift in
that wind which fans the flickering of the stars. I know
this assuredly; for my skill is proved; and in heaven I
keep always before me the cold, quiet moon as a model
of what I mean to make of this earth. Oho, and in heaven
also, all gods observe me with the alert eyes which rab-
bits turn toward the hound who is not yet upon their
scent. They know that I alone exalt the Heavenly Ones,
and that for some while I humor them, as I today have
humored the vexed minds of the gods of Rorn. Yet these
Heavenly Ones well know what in the end I shall make
of their omnipotence. Let Ruri and Uwaydowa, and
Kogi also, have a care of my industryl The road behind
me is littered with despoiled temples. The majesty of
many gods is the dust in that roadway.”

. And this very old, lean man said likewise:

“But the road before me, oho, but the road before me,
is obscure. Its goal is not known. If there be any purpose
anywhere in my all-ruining labor, it is not known. Yet if
that power exists, and if that purpose and that goal have
been set, I pray that these may end my endless laboring
by-and-by, for I am old, and I tire of time’s ruining, and
there is no joy to be got out of my laboring.”
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loved me until his death, and it was of Roland’s death
that I died; yet for your dear love’s sake I live again.”

And a third paper lisped: “I am Yseult, Mark’s queen.
But I loved a harper, and the music of this Tristram
made all my life a music. Not even death might still that
music, for our names endure as one song that answers to
another song. Yet Alfgar now is my one love.”

He saw then that upon these papers were very
crudely drawn the figures of women, in old and faded
colors; and he so knew that he was being wooed by the
fairest ladies of romance and of legend. These swept
about him futilely, adrift in the wind which fans the
flickering of the stars: and all these paper figures were
smutched with the thumb marks and the fly droppings
and the dim grime of uncountable years. So did they
pass as tatterings of soiled, splotched paper in which
time had left no magic and no warmth and no beauty.

Alfgar sighed: but he went onward.

Then skeletons came crying out to Alfgar. And the first
skeleton said:

“Tarry! for I am Cleopatra, I am that one Cleopatra
whose name yet lives. All the large world lay in this lit-
tle hand, as my plaything. I ruled the South and the
North. I ruled merrily, as befitted the daughter of Ra, the
Lord of Crowns, and the well beloved of Amen-Ra the
Lord of the Throne of the Two Lands. The war drums
and the shoutings of the legions under their tall crests of
red horsehair could not prevail against the sweetness of
my laughter: with one kiss I conquered Cesar, and all
his army. Then Antony brought me new kingdoms, and
with each of these, and with him also, I played as I de-
sired, at the price of another kiss. But my third lover
was more wise and cold than were these Roman cap-
tains, and I died of his kissing, because that dusty-col-
ored, homed worm was too fiercely enamored of my
loveliness.”

The gaunt tall King trudged onward.

And another skeleton cried out: “Nay, do you tarry in-
stead with me. For I am that Magdalene whose body
was as a well builded market-place from which men got
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all their desires. My love was very liberal: my love was
a highway upon which glad armies marched in triumph:
my love was a not ever ending festival where new guests
come and go. Then a god passed, saying, ‘Love ye one
another.” But I stayed perverse, for after that time I
loved him alone. In the hour of his tortured dying I did
not leave him: when he returned from death I, and I
only, awaited him, at the door of the gray tomb, at
dawn, beneath the olive-trees, where the birds chattered
with a surprising sweetness. But his voice was more
sweet than theirs. Whithersoever he went, there I too
must be: and for that reason he was followed by many
who were enamored of my loveliness.”

Alfgar sighed: but he went onward.

Then yet a third skeleton said: “It were far better that
you should tarry with me. For I am Balkis; Sheba bore
me, from out of the womb of an antelope; and in all the
ways of love I was skilled. My skill was spoken of
throughout the happy land between Negrin and Ocelis.
King Scharabel chose me to be his queen because of
that fine skill I had; and I rewarded him with a sharp
troth-plighting, With one dagger thrust I took from him
his kingdom and his life also. But it was in a bed
builded of gold and carved with triangles that I con-
quered yet another king, when Solomon shaved from my
legs three hairs, and I took away from him all his wis-
dom. So did he worship Eblis and Milcom after that
midnight, because I served these gods very wantonly in
their high places, and the lewd itching Jew was enam-
ored of my loveliness.”

But Alfgar put aside the lipless mouth, and all the
other mouldering cold bones, of wise Balkis, also.

In such fashion did these skeletons, and yet other
grinning small skeletons, flock after the tall wanderer
and cry out to him. The sweetings of Greece and of Al-
mayne and of Persia forgathered in that endless gray-
ness with the proud whores of the Merovingians and of
the Pharaohs, and each of these luxurious women wooed
Alfgar. The empresses of Rome and of Byzantium came
likewise: the czarinas of Muscovy and the sultanas of
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be, and when the young leaves whisper in their merry
prophesying of more happiness than a century of sum-
mers might ever ripen.

But Alfgar was no longer in the prime of his youth,
To every side of him, through the first glow of dawn,
young persons walked in couples, and they were glad
because they knew that the world was their plaything,
and that their love was a wholly unexampled love which
the dark daughters of Dvalinn, even those three Norns
who weave the fate of all the living, regarded respect-
fully; and which the oncoming years all labored to re-
ward with never-ending famousness and contentment.
These high-hearted amorists, who were young, knew
that time was a bearer of resplendent gifts; they knew
that their love was eternal; they knew also that they
were far more remarkable and more glorious than any
other pair of lovers who had ever existed: and, as they
walked there in couples, they mentioned all these facts.

But Alfgar walked alone: and of necessity, he looked
at these youngsters with the eyes which time had given
him; and it was with the ears which time had given him
that he heard these chattering, moonstruck, gangling
young half-wits talk their nonsense.

In no great while, however, as the infirm old King
reflected, these silly children would be self-respecting
men and women, and this bleating and this pawing at
their companions would be put aside for warfare and
housework and other sensible matters. Those interlocked
young hands would be parted, the one hand to kill hon-
orably, with fine sword strokes, in a wellbred mélée of
gentlemen, and the other hand to scrub stewpans and
wash diapers. And that would be an excellent outcome:
for, to old Alfgar’s finding, the unrestrainedness of these
semi-public endearments, through its callow feeble-
mindedness, appeared an insult to intelligence.

Then Alfgar saw a woman who walked alone, upon a
gravelled walkway, beneath the maples and the syca-
more trees of this garden. She came toward the old wan-
derer, and a jangling and a skirling noise came with her,
so that Alfgar knew this was indeed Ettarre. He heard
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was not of this world, and it sought and could not find
its desire in any quarter of earth, But now was intermin-
gled with this music the sound of doves that called to
their mates; and in this music he found no doubtfulness
and no discontent, but only the dear promise of a life
which presently would be created out of the resistless
might of this music’s yearning, and which would be
more noble than had been any life yet known to human
kind.

All things were changed for Alfgar, who grasped with
strong hands the hands of the most lovely of the women
who are not quite of this world. For this was visibly that
ever-young Ettarre whom very far in the future the
magic of the poet’s love and the wizardry of mathemat-
ics had fetched from out of the Waste Beyond the
Moon, to be the delight and the ruin of many human
lovers less fortunate than Alfgar had been, and to elude
them eternally. But Alfgar she could not elude, he knew,
because of those strong hands which held her hands se-
curely,

“The gods provide,” said Alfgar, joyously, “for him
that holds to his faith!”

So was it that all things were changed for Alfgar
through the touch of the witch-woman who had drawn
him out of the set ways of life into the garden between
dawn and sunrise, and whose magic is more great than
is the magic of time. And now from all quarters of the
garden, whereinto time had not yet entered came young
lovers, two by two, in high rejoicing.

They rejoiced because, once more, the gray Norns had
regarded respectfully the importance of a sincere love-
affair, and because of the oncoming years, as is custom-
ary, were laboring to reward the steadfastness of true
love with never-ending fame and contentment. They
cried aloud to Alfgar, with friendly smiles and with gay
caperings,—

“The gods provide for him that holds to his faith!”

Then they all praised Alfgar cordially. Each couple
said, with the most sympathizing kind of politeness, that
Alfgar and his appointed lady in domnei were more re- -
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But Ettarre did not smile. “This man was better and
more fine than we are. I would that I could weep for
this brave outcast king of men whose folly was more
noble than is our long playing. Dear Horvendile, and
why may you give me no human heart?”

The eternal artist looked sadly toward her who was the
pulse of all his dreams’ desire, in the while that she
waited there beyond the blackened and ruined body of
King Alfgar. “And why may you give me no happiness,
Ettarre, such as—in this tall fool's one moment,—you
gave to him?”

Thereafter Horvendile parted from the witch-woman,
but not for long. For all happiness must end with death,
and all that which is human must die. But Horvendile
and his Ettarre, they who are neither happy nor quite
human, may not, so does their legend tell us, ever die;
nor as yet have they parted from each other for the last
time.

And as yet, so does this legend recite furthermore, it
remains their doom that he only of her lovers may not
hope to win Ettarre, even though it is permitted he
should not wholly lose her, as must mortal men who ap-
proach thus near to the witch-woman lose her eternally,
along with all else which they possess.

Some say this Horvendile is that Madoc who first
fetched Ettarre from out of the gray Waste Beyond the
Moon, to live upon our earth in many handsomely col-
ored bodies. The truth of this report is not certainly
known. But it is known that these two pass down the
years in a not ever endmg severance which is their
union. It is known that in their passing they allure men
out of the set ways of life, and so play with the lives of
men for their diversion. As they beguiled Alfgar, so have
these beguiled a great sad host of other persons, upon
whom Horvendile and Ettarre have put a summoning
for their diversion’s sake, lest these two immortals
should think too heavily about their own doom.

To those men from whom they get their sport they
give a moment of contentment. But Horvendile and his
Ettarre have only an unfed desire as they pass down the
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The experience was overwhelming—cataclysmic—he was
still talking about the event in his letters years after-
wards. Very shortly after this (“The Cats of Ulthar” was
written in 1920, and “The Quest of Iranon” in 1921) he
began writing short fantasies which are extremely close
and extraordinarily good imitations of the Dunsany style.
It is quite the usual thing for beginning writers to imi-
tate their favorite authors, and certainly no reflection on
their own originality if they do so. As for Lovecraft, he
pever attempted to conceal the fact. In a letter to Rein-
hardt Kleiner dated December 3, 1919, he wrote:

“. .. as you infer, The White Ship is in part influenced by
my new Dunsanian studies. There are many highly effective
points in Dunsany’s style, and any writer of imaginative
prose will be the better for having read him . . .”

Lovecraft also acknowledged Dunsany as the source
“from whom” he says, he “got the idea of the artificial
pantheon and myth-background represented by ‘Cthulhu’,
“Yog-Sothoth’, Yuggoth’” etc. Thus the seeds of the
“Cthulhu Mythos” may be traced to Dunsany, and probably
in Dunsany’s first book, The Gods of Pegana (1905), a
collection of short prose-poems which read like a canon
of invented myths. From other writers, in particular
Robert W. Chambers and Arthur Machen, he derived
the notion of supporting his imaginary pantheon and in-
vented background of myth with quotations from equally
imaginary books of blasphemous elder lore.

While Lovecraft’s present reputation rests on his hor-
ror tales, his early Dunsanian work is well worth the at-
tention of fantasy readers. Here, in stories which lack the
dark and morbid coloration of the Cthulhu Mythos stories,
he displays an idyllic charm, a poetic flavor, a freshness
and innocence of color that is thoroughly captivating. I
have selected two short stories from the early Dunsanian
period for your attention here. Other tales from this pe-
riod, and a most unusual 39,000-word novel which was
at once the culmination of this period and his farewell to
the Dunsanian influence, will be published in 1970 in
our Adult Fantasy Series under the title of The Dream
Quest of Unknown Kadath.

Lovecraft died early in the moming of March 15,
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come and what were his name and fortune. So the youth
answered:

“lI am Iranon, and come from Aira, a far city that I
recall only dimly but seek to find again. I am a singer of
songs that I learned in the far city, and my calling is to
make beauty with the things remembered of childhood.
My wealth is in little memories and dreams, and in
hopes that I sing in gardens when the moon is tender
and the west wind stirs the lotus-buds.”

When the men of Teloth heard these things they whis-
pered to one another; for though in the granite city
there is no laughter or song, the stern men sometimes
look to the Karthian hills in the spring and think of the
lutes of distant Oonai whereof travelers have told. And
thinking thus, they bade the stranger stay and sing in
the square before the Tower of Mlin, though they liked -
not the color of his tattered robe, nor the myrrh in his
hair, nor his chaplet of vine-leaves, nor the youth in his
golden voice. At evening Iranon sang, and while he sang
an old man prayed and a blind man said he saw a nim-
bus over the singer’s head. But most of the men of Tel-
oth yawned, and some laughed and some went away to
sleep; for Iranon told nothing useful, singing only his
memories, his dreams, and his hopes.

“I remember the twilight, the moon, and soft songs,
and the window where I was rocked to sleep. And
though the window was the street where the golden
lights came, and where the shadows danced on houses
of marble. I remember the square of moonlight on the
floor, that was not like any other light, and the visions
that danced in the moonbeams when my mother sang to
me. And too, I remember the sun of morning bright
above the many-colored hills in summer, and the sweet-
ness of flowers borne on the south wind that made the
trees sing.

“O Aira, city of marble and beryl, how many are thy
beautiess How loved I the warm and fragrant groves
across the hyaline Nithra, and the falls of the tiny Kra
that flowed through the verdant valley! In those groves
and in that vale the children wove wreaths for one an-
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“Thou art a strange youth, and I like not thy face or
thy voice. The words thou speakest are blasphemy, for
the gods of Teloth have said that toil is good. Our gods
have promised us a haven of life beyond death, where
there shall be rest without end, and crystal coldness
amidst which none shall vex his mind with thought or
his eyes with beauty. Go thou then to Athok the cobbler
or be gone out of the city by sunset. All here must serve,
and song is folly.”

So Iranon went out of the stable and walked over the
narrow stone streets between the gloomy square houses
of granite, seeking something green, for all was of stone.
On the faces of men were frowns, but by the stone em-
bankment along the sluggish river Zuro sat a young boy
with sad eyes gazing into the waters to spy green bud-
ding branches washed down from the hills by the fresh-
ets. And the boy said to him: “Art thou not indeed he of
whom the archons tell, who seekest a far city in a fair
land? I am Romnod, and born in the blood of Teloth,
but am not old in the ways of the granite city, and yearn
daily for the warm groves and the distant lands of
beauty and song. Beyond the Karthian hills lieth Oonai,
the city of lutes and dancing, which men whisper of and
say is both lovely and terrible. Thither would I go were
I old enough to find the way, and thither shouldst thou
go and thou wouldst sing and have men listen to thee.
Let us leave the city Teloth and fare together among the
hills of spring. Thou shalt show me the ways of travel
and I will attend thy songs at evening when the stars
one by one bring dreams to the minds of dreamers. And
peradventure it may be that Oonai the city of lutes and
dancing is even the fair Aira thou seekest, for it is told
that thou hast not known Aira since old days, and a
name often changeth. Let us go to Oonai, O Iranon of
the golden head, where men shall know our longings
and welcome us as brothers, nor ever laugh or frown at
what we say.” And Iranon answered:

“Be it so, small one; if any in this stone place yearn
for beauty he must seek the mountains and beyond, and
I would not leave thee to pine by the sluggish Zuro. But
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think not that delight and understanding dwell just over
the Karthian hills, or in any spot thou canst find in a
day’s, or a year’s, or a lustrum’s journey. Behold, when I
was small like thee I dwelt in the valley of Narthos by
the frigid Xari, where none would listen to my dreams;
and I told myself that when older I would go to Inara
on the southern slope, and sing to smiling dromedary-
men in the market place. But when I went to Inara I
found the dromedary-men all drunken and ribald, and
saw that their songs were not as mine; so I travelled in a
barge down the Xari to onyx-walled Jaren. And the sol-
diers at Jaren laughed at me and drave me out, so that I
wandered to other cities. _

“I have seen Stethelos that is below the great cataract,
and have gazed on the marsh where Sarnath once stood.
I have been to Thraa, Ilarnek, and Kadatheron on the
winding river Ai, and have dwelt long in Olathoé in the
land of Lomar. But though I have had listeners some-
times, they have ever been few, and I know that wel-
come shall wait me only in Aira, the city of marble and
beryl where my father once ruled as King. So for Aira
shall we seek, though it were well to visit distant and
lute-blessed Oonai across the Karthian hills, which may
indeed be Aira, though I think not. Aira’s beauty is past
imagining, and none can tell of it without rapture, whilst
of Oonai the camel-drivers whisper leeringly.”

°

At the sunset Iranon and small Romnod went forth from
Teloth, and for long wandered amidst the green hills
and cool forests. The way was rough and obscure, and
never did they seem nearer to Oonai the city of lutes
and dancing; but in the dusk as the stars came out Ira-
non would sing of Aira and its beauties and Romnod
would listen, so that they were both happy after a fash-
ion. They ate plentifully of fruit and red berries, and
marked not the passing of time, but many years must
have slipped away. Small Romnod was now not so small,
and spoke deeply instead of shrilly, though Iranon was
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always the same, and decked his golden hair with vines
and fragrant resins found in the woods. So it came to
pass one day that Romnod seemed older than Iranon,
though he had been very small when Iranon had found
him watching for green budding branches beside the
sluggish stone-banked Zuro.

Then one night when the moon was full the travellers
came to a mountain crest and looked down upon the
myriad lights of Oonai. Peasants had told them they
were near, and Iranon knew that this was not his native
city of Aira. The lights of Oonai were not like those of
Aira; for they were harsh and glaring, whilst the lights
of Aira shine as softly and magically as shone the moon-
light on the floor by the window where Iranon’s mother
once rocked him to sleep with song. But Oonai was a
city of lutes and dancing; so Iranon and Romnod went
down the steep slope that they might find men to whom
songs and dreams would bring pleasure. And when they
were come into the town they found rose-wreathed rev-
ellers bound from house to house and leaning from
windows and balconies, who listened to the songs of Ira-
non and tossed him flowers and applauded when he was
done. Then for a moment did Iranon believe he had
found those who thought and felt even as he, though the
town was not an hundredth so fair as Aira.

When dawn came Iranon looked about with dismay,
for the domes of Oonai were not golden in the sun, but
gray and dismal. And the men of Oonai were pale with
revelling, and dull with wine, and unlike the radiant
men of Aira. But because the people had thrown him
blossoms and acclaimed his songs Iranon stayed on, and
with him Romnod, who liked the revelry of the town
and wore in his dark hair roses and myrtle. Often at
night Iranon sang to the revellers, but he was always as
before, crowned only with the vine of the mountains and
remembering the marble streets of Aira and the hyaline
Nithra. In the frescoed halls of the monarch did he sing,
upon a crystal dais raised over a floor that was a mirror,
and as he sang, he brought pictures to his hearers till the
floor seemed to reflect old, beautiful and half-remem-



94 H. P. Lovecraft

bered things instead of the wine-reddened feasters who
pelted him with roses. And the King bade him put away
. his tattered purple, and clothed him in satin and cloth-
of-gold, with rings of green jade and bracelets of tinted
ivory, and lodged him in a gilded and tapestried cham-
ber on a bed of sweet carven wood with canopies and
coverlets of flower-embroidered silk. Thus dwelt Iranon
in Oonai, the city of lutes and dancing,.

It is not known how long Iranon tarried in Oonai, but
one day the King brought to the palace some wild whirl-
ing dancers from the Liranian desert, and dusky flute-
players from Drinen in the East, and after that the rev-
ellers threw their roses not so much at Iranon as at the
dancers and the flute-players. And day by day that Rom-
nod who had been a small boy in granite Teloth grew
coarser and redder with wine, till he dreamed less and
less, and listened with less delight to the songs of Ira-
non. But though Iranon was sad he ceased not to sing,
and at evening told again his dreams of Aira, the city of
marble and beryl. Then one night the reddened and fat-
tened Romnod snored heavily amidst the poppied silks
of his banquet-couch and died writhing, whilst Iranon,
pale and slender, sang to himself in a far corner. And
when Iranon had wept over the grave of Romnod and
strewn it with green budding branches, such as Romnod
used to love, he put aside his silks and gauds and went
forgotten out of Oonai the city of lutes and dancing clad
only in the ragged purple in which he had come, and
garlanded with fresh vines from the mountains.

Into the sunset wandered Iranon, seeking still for his
native land and for men who would understand and
cherish his songs and dreams. In all the cities of Cydath-
ria and in the lands beyond the Bnazic desert gay-faced
children laughed at his olden songs and tattered robes of
purple; but Iranon stayed ever young, and wore wreaths
upon his golden head whilst he sang of Aira.

So came he one night to the squalid cot of an antique
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shepherd, bent and dirty, who kept flocks on a stony
slope above a quicksand marsh. To this man Iranon
spoke, as to so many others:

“Canst thou tell me where I may find Aira, the city of
marble and beryl, where flows the hyaline Nithra and
where the falls of the tiny Kra sing to verdant valleys
and hills forested with yath-trees?” And the shepherd,
hearing, looked long and strangely at Iranon, as if re-
calling something very far away in time, and noted each
line of the stranger’s face, and his golden hair, and his
crown of vine leaves. But he was old, and replied:

“O stranger, I have indeed heard the name of Aira,
and the other names thou hast spoken, but they come to
me from afar down the waste of long years. I heard
them in my youth from the lips of a playmate, a beggar’s
boy given to strange dreams, who would weave long
tales about the moon and the flowers and the west wind.
We used to laugh at him, for we knew him from his
birth though he thought himself a King’s son. He was
comely, even as thou, but full of folly and strangeness;
and he ran away when small to find those who would lis-
ten gladly to his songs and dreams. How often hath he
sung of me of lands that never were, and things that can
never be! Of Aira did he speak much; of Aira and the
river Nithra, and the falls of the tiny Kra. There would
he ever say he once dwelt as a Prince, though here we
knew him from his birth. Nor was there ever a marble
city of Aira, or those who could delight in strange songs,
save in the dreams of mine old playmate, Iranon who is
gone.”

And in the twilight, as the stars came out one by one
and the moon cast on the marsh a radiance like that
which a child sees quivering on the floor as he is rocked
to sleep at evening, there walked into the lethal quick-
sands a very old man in tattered purple, crowned with
withered vine leaves and gazing ahead as if upon the
golden domes of a fair city where dreams are under-
stood.

That night something of youth and beauty died in the
elder world.
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In Ulthar, before ever the burgesses forbade the kill-
ing of cats, there dwelt an old cotter and his wife who
delighted to trap and slay cats of their neighbors. Why
they did this I do not know; save that many hate the
voice of the cat in the night, and take it ill that cats
should run stealthily about yards and gardens at twi-
light. But whatever the reason, this old man and woman
took pleasure in trapping and slaying every cat which
came near to their hovel; and from some of the sounds
heard after dark, many villagers fancied that the manner
of slaying was exceedingly peculiar.

But the villagers did not discuss such things with the
old man and his wife; because of the habitual expression
on the withered faces of the two, and because their cot-
tage was so small and so darkly hidden under spreading
oaks and at the back of a neglected yard. In truth, much
as the owners of cats hated these odd folk, they feared
them more; and instead of berating them as brutal assas-
sins, merely took care that no cherished pet or mouser
should stray toward the remote hovel under the dark
trees. When through some unavoidable oversight a cat
was missed, and sounds were heard after dark, the loser
would lament impotently; or console himself by thank-
ing Fate that it was not one of his children who had
thus vanished. For the people of Ulthar were simple,
and knew not whence it is all cats first came.

One day a caravan of strange wanderers from the
South entered the narrow cobbled streets of Ulthar.
Dark wanderers they were, and unlike the other roving
folk who passed through the village twice every year. In
the market-place they told fortunes for silver, and
bought gay beads from the merchants, What was the
land of these wanderers none could tell; but it was seen
that they were given to strange prayers and that they
had painted on the sides of their wagons strange figures
with human bodies and the heads of cats, hawks, rams
and lions. And the leader of the caravan wore a head-
gxess with two horns and a curious disk betwixt the

orns.

There was in this singular caravan a little boy with no
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father or mother, but only a tiny black kitten to cherish.
The plague had not been kind to him, yet had left him
this small furry thing to mitigate his sorrow; and when
one is very young, one can find great relief in the lively
antics of a black kitten. So the boy whom the dark peo-
ple called Menes smiled more often than he wept as he
sat playing with his graceful kitten on the steps of an
oddly painted wagon.

On the third morning of the wanderers’ stay in Ulthar,
Menes could not find his kitten; and as he sobbed aloud
in the market-place certain villagers told him of the old
man and his wife, and of sounds heard in the night. And
when he heard these things his sobbing gave place to
meditation, and finally prayer. He stretched out his arms
toward the sun and prayed in a tongue no villager could
understand; though indeed the villagers did not try very
hard to understand, since their attention was mostly
taken up by the sky and the odd shapes the clouds were
assuming. It was very peculiar, but as the little boy ut-
tered his petition there seemed to form overhead the
shadowy, nebulous figures of exotic things; of hybrid
creatures crowned with horn-flanked disks. Nature is full
of such illusions to impress the imaginative.

That night the wanderers left Ulthar, and were never
seen again. And the householders were troubled when
they noticed that in all the village there was not a cat to
be found. From each hearth the familiar cat had van-
ished; cats large and small, black, grey, striped, yellow
and white, Old Kranon, the burgomaster, swore that the
dark folks had taken the cats away in revenge for the
killing of Menes’ kitten; and cursed the caravan and the
little boy. But Nith, the lean notary, declared that the
old cotter and his wife were more likely persons to sus-
pect; for their hatred of cats was notorious and increas-
ingly bold.

Still, no one durst complain to the sinister couple;
even when little Atal, the innkeeper’s son, vowed that he
had at twilight seen all the cats of Ulthar in that ac-
cursed yard under the trees, pacing very slowly and sol-
emnly in a circle around the cottage, two abreast, as if
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in performance of some unheard-of rite of beasts. The
villagers did not know how much to. believe from so
small a boy; and though they feared that the evil pair
had charmed the cats to their death, they preferred not
to chide the old cotter till they met him outside his dark
and repellent yard.

So Ulthar went to sleep in vain anger; and when the
people awakened at dawn—behold! every cat was back
at his accustomed hearth! Large and small, black, grey,
striped, yellow and white, none was missing. Very sleek
and fat did the cats appear, and sonorous with purring
content. The citizens talked with one another of the
affair, and marveled not a little. Old Kranon again in-
sisted that it was the dark folk who had taken them,
since cats did not return alive from the cottage of the
ancient man and his wife. But all agreed on one thing:
that the refusal of the cats to eat their portions of meat
or to drink their saucers of milk was exceedingly cu-
rious. And for two whole days the sleek, lazy cats of Ul-
thar would touch no food, but only doze by the fire or in
the sun.

It was fully a week before the villagers noticed that
no lights were appearing at dusk in the windows of the
cottage under the trees. Then the lean Nith remarked
that no one had seen the old man or his wife since the
night the cats were away. In another week the burgo-
master decided to overcome his fears and call at the
strangely silent dwelling as a matter of duty, though in
so doing he was careful to take with him Shang the
blacksmith and Thul the cutter of stone as witnesses.
And when they had broken down the frail door they
found only this: two cleanly picked human skeletons on
the earthen floor, and a number of singular beetles
crawling in the shadowy corners.

There was subsequently much talk among the bur-
gesses of Ulthar. Zath, the coroner, disputed at length
with Nith, the lean notary; and Kranon and Shang and
Thul were overwhelmed with questions. Even little Atal,
the innkeeper’s son, was closely questioned and given a
sweetmeat as reward. They talked of the old cotter and
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miles north of his birthplace. In 1954, a few years before
his death, he married Carol Jones Dorman and moved to
another California town, Pacific Grove.

Smith was almost completely self-educated. He fin-
ished grammar school but never attended high school or
college. Despite the lack of any formal education to
speak of, Smith not only mastered one of the most intri-
cate and lapidary prose-styles in all of American litera-
ture, but also taught himself enough French to translate
Baudelaire and Leconte de Lisle, and enough Spanish to
render Calcano and Heredia into English. His transla-
tions, in particular those from Les Fleurs du Mal, are
considered quite excellent.

Smith was much more than just a Weird Tales writer.
Beyond his short fiction, he was a sculptor, a painter and
a poet of remarkable gifts. Much of his verse can stand
comparison with Swinburme and Poe. Some of it—the
poems “Nero,” and “Satan Unrepentant”—could almost
stand with Milton. But it is with his short stories that we
are concerned here.

In all, Smith wrote some one hundred stories of var-
ious lengths, most of them for Weird Tales. Generally,
these stories fall into one or another cycle, sharing a com-
mon setting and a common background lore. One story-
cycle is laid in the imaginary prehistoric polar continent
of Hyperborea; another is set in Poseidonis, the last isle
of foundering Atlantis; others in the invented Medieval
lands of Malneant and Averoigne. The largest of these
story-cycles takes for its setting the supercontinent of Zo-
thique, on our own earth but in the very distant future
towards the end of man, in a dim aeon when science has
lapsed and magic has been reborn. (Under the title of
Zothique, this complete story-cycle will appear in 1970
as one of the volumes in The Ballantine Adult Fantasy
Series. )

For his appearance in this anthology, I have selected
one of Smith’s most brilliant and imaginative achieve-
ments. The tale belongs to the least developed of his cy-
cles, that of the invented planet Xiccarph. Smith wrote
very few tales of Xiccarph, and I, for one, find this re-
grettable, because, in a tale laid in Atlantis or Hyperbo-
rea, he was bound by the preconceptions of his readers,
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but in this cycle he was able to give his imagination full-
est rein. Extra-terrestrial settings for a fantasy tale are ex-
tremely rare. Few come easily to mind. The best example
would probably be E. R. Eddison’s remarkable fantastic
romance The Worm Ouroboros. But Smith owes nothing
to Eddison: Dunsany would seem a major source (com-
pare the following story with Dunsany’s “The Hoard of
the Gibbelins,” or “The Fortress Unvanquishable, Save
for Sacnoth”).

This story is exemplary of the best features of Smith’s
prose—darkling and mordant, lit with flashes of jewelled
description, studded with exotic names and rare words,
pervaded by the lillied languor and dreamlike splendor
of a hashish vision. Yet even in such a tale, style does not
dominate story. Smith had the poet’s ear for unusual
words and singing rhythms and the artist’s eye for color,
but he had a strong sense of the story-teller’s art (which
Dunsany very often seemed to lack).

Weird Tales published this story in its issue for Octo-
ber, 1938. It has not appeared in any anthology since
then, although it was included in Lost Worlds, a collec-
tHon of Smith’s stories published by Arkham House in
1944. 1 have gone to considerable lengths to restore the
text to its original form, and print it here just as it left
the hands of its author. Smith, you see, wrote a particu-
larly luxuriant and opulent prose which is uniquely his
own. Magazine editors would tend in general to “clean
up” his stories through a ruthless use of the blue pencil. I
have the highest respect for Weird Tales' editor, Farns-
worth Wright, but I see no purpose in perpetuating his
changes in Smith’s text. While Mrs. Clark Ashton Smith
was able to provide me with the original carbons of the
stories to be included in our future edition of Zothique,
the original of this story has long since disappeared.
Luckily, however, Smith published the original version of
this tale during his own lifetime in a small privately
printed brochure called The Double Shadow: hence I am
able to bring you the original version . » .. . . .
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b& IrH No other light than that of the four diminutive
" moons of Xiccarph, each in a different phase but all de-
crescent, Tiglari had crossed the bottomless swamp of
Soorm, wherein no reptile dwelt and no dragon de-
scended—but where the pitch-black ooze was alive with
continual heavings and writhings. He had carefully
avoided the high causey of white corundum that
spanned the fen, and had threaded his way with infinite
peril from isle to sedgy isle that shuddered gelatinously
beneath him. When he reached the solid shore and the
shelter of the palm-tall rushes, he was equally careful to
avoid the pale porphyry stairs that wound heavenward
through dizzy, nadir-cleaving chasms and along glassy
scarps to the ever-mysterious and terrible house of Maal
Dweb. The causey and the stairs were guarded by those
that he did not wish to meet: the silent, colossal iron ser-
vitors of Maal Dweb, whose arms ended in long crescent
blades of tempered steel which were raised in implaca-
ble scything against any who came thither without their
master’s permission.

Tiglari’s naked body was smeared from crown to heel
with the juice of a jungle plant repugnant to all the
fauna of Xiccarph. By virtue of this he hoped to pass un-
harmed the ferocious ape-like creatures that roamed at
will through the cliff-hung gardens and halls of the Ty-
rant. He carried a coil of woven root-fiber, wonderfully
strong and light, and weighted with a brazen ball at one
end, for use in climbing the mountain. At his side, in a
sheath of shimera-skin, he wore a needle-sharp knife that
had been dipt in the mortal poison of winged vipers.

Many, before Tiglari, with the same noble dream of
tyrannicide, had attempted to cross the pitchy fen and
scale the forbidding scarps. But none had returned; and






106 Clark Ashton Smith

predictable dooms, invented by the malign Daedalus.
Mindful of this labyrinth, Tiglari had approached the
place on the side that fronted the threefold sunset.

Breathless, with arms that ached from the long, ar-
duous climb, he crouched in the garden shadows. About
him he saw the heavy-hooded blossoms that leaned
from a winy gloom in venomous languour, or fawned to-
ward him with open corollas that exhaled a narcotic per-
fume or diffused a pollen of madness, Anomalous, multi-
form, with silhouettes that curdled the blood or touched
the brain with nightmare, the trees of Maal Dweb ap-
peared to gather and conspire against him beyond the
flowers. Some arose with the sinuous towering of
plumed pythons, of aigretted dragons. Others crouched
with radiating limbs that were like the hairy members of
colossal arachnidans. They seemed to close in upon Tig-
lari with a stealthy motion. They waved their frightful
darts of thorn, their scythe-like leaves. They blotted the
four moons with webs of arabesque menace. They
reared from interminably coiling roots behind mammoth
foliages that resembled an array of interlocking shields.

With endless caution and calculation, the hunter made
his way forward, seeking a rift in the armed phalanx of
vegetable monstrosities. His faculties, ever alert, were
abnormally quickened by a grievous fear, intensified by
a mighty hatred. The fear was not for himself, but for
the girl Athle, his beloved and the fairest of his tribe,
who had gone up alone that very evening by the causey
of corundum and the porphyry stairs at the summons
of Maal Dweb. His hatred was that of a brave man and
an outraged lover for the all-powerful, all-dreaded ty-
rant whom no man had ever seen, and from whose
abode no woman came back; who spoke with an iron
voice that was audible at will in the far cities or the out-
most jungles; who punished the rebellious and the dis-
obedient with a doom of falling fire that was swifter
than the thunderstone.

Maal Dweb had taken ever the fairest from among
the maidens of the planet Xiccarph; and no palace of
the walled towns, or savage outland cave, was exempt
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from his unknown scrutiny. He had chosen no less than
fifty girls during the three decades of his tyranny; and
these, forsaking their lovers and kinsfolk voluntarily, lest
the wrath of Maal Dweb should descend upon them,
had gone one by one to the mountain citadel and were
lost behind its cryptic walls. There, as the odalisques of
the aging sorcerer, they were supposed to dwell in halls
that multiplied their beauty with a thousand mirrors;
and were said to have for servants women of brass and
men of iron that mimicked in all ways the motion and
speech of living people.

Tiglari had poured before Athle the uncouth adora-
tion of his heart and the barbaric spoils of the chase, but
having many rivals, was still unsure of her favor. Cool as
a river-lily, and no less impartial, she had accepted his
worship and that of the others, among whom the warrior
Mocair was perhaps the most formidable. Returning at
eve from the hunt, Tiglari had found the tribe in lamen-
tation; and, learning that Athle had departed to the
harem of Maal Dweb, was swift to follow. He had not
announced his intention to his fellow tribesmen, since
the ears of Maal Dweb were everywhere; and he did not
know whether Mocair or any of the others had preceded
him in his desperate errantry. Mocair, however, had
been absent; and it was not unlikely that he had already
dared the obscure and hideous perils of the mountain.

The thought of this was enough to drive Tiglari for-
ward with a rash disregard of the poisonous, reptile
flowers and clutching foliations. He came anon to a gap
in the horrible grove, and saw the saffron lights from the
lower windows of Maal Dweb, and a dark thronging of
domes and turrets that assailed the constellations above.
The lights were vigilant as the eyes of sleepless dragons,
and appeared to regard him with an evil, unblinking
awareness. But Tiglari leapt toward them, across the
gap, and heard the clash of sabered leaves that met be-
hind him.

Before him was an open lawn, covered with a queer
grass that squirmed like innumerable worms beneath his
bare feet. He did not care to linger upon that lawn, but
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low flames arose in mighty lamps of copper that hung
along the hall. Tiglari hid himself behind a heavy-fig-
ured arras; but peeping out with eerie trepidation, he
saw that the hall was still deserted. Finally he dared to
resume his progress. All about him the imperial hang-
ings, broidered with purple men and azure women on a
field of bright blood, appeared to stir with uneasy life
in a wind that he could not feel; and the lamps regarded
him with unwavering splendid eyes. But there was no
sign of the presence of Maal Dweb; and the metal servi-
tors and human odalisques of the tyrant were nowhere
to be seen.

The doors on either side of the hall, with cunningly
mated valves of ebony and ivory, were all closed. At the
far end, Tiglari saw a rift of flaming light in a somber
double arras. Parting the arras very softly, he peered
into a huge, brilliantly illumined chamber that seemed
at first sight to be the harem of Maal Dweb, peopled
with all the girls that the enchanter had summoned to
his mountain dwelling over a course of decades. In fact,
it seemed that there were many hundrds, leaning or re-
cumbent on ornate couches, or standing in attitudes of
languor or terror. Tiglari discerned in the throng the
women of Ommu-Zain, whose flesh is whiter than desert
salt; the slim girls of Uthmai, who are moulded from
breathing, palpitating jet; the queenly amber girls of
equatorial Xala; and the small women of Ilap, who have
the tones of newly greening bronze. But among them all,
he could not find the lillied beauty of Athle.

Greatly did he marvel at the number of the women
and the utter stillness with which they maintained their
various postures. There was no lifting nor falling of eye-
lids, no dropping of hands, no curving nor opening of
lips. They were like images of living, subtly painted
marble, or goddesses that slept in some enchanted hall
of eternity.

Tiglari, the intrepid hunter, was awed and frightened.
Here, surely, was proof of the fabled sorceries of Maal
Dweb. These women—if indeed they were women and
not mere statues—had been made the thralls of a death-
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to confront Tiglari. But the thought of Athle was a red
mist that blotted all. He forgot his eerie terrors, his awe
of that ensorcelled palace. The rage of the bereaved
lover, the bloodthirst of the cunning hunter, awoke
within him to guide his agile, stealthy paces, to make
firm his powerful thews. The chamber was empty, ex-
cept for the still and languid figure on the couch. Tiglari
neared the unconscious sorcerer; and his hand grew
tight on the hilt of the needle-like knife that was dipt in
viper-venom.

The man before him lay with closed eyes and a cryp-
tic weariness on his mouth and eyelids. He seemed to
meditate rather than sleep, like one who wanders in a
maze of distant memories or profound reveries. About
him the walls were draped with funereal hangings,
darkly and vaguely figured. Above him the twin censers
wrought a cloudy glow, and diffused throughout the
room their drowsy myrrh, which made the senses of Tig-
lari swim with a strange dimness.

Crouching tiger-wise beside the valance of birds and
serpents, he made ready for the stroke. Then, mastering
the subtle vertigo of the perfumes, he rose up; and his
_ arm, with the darting movement of some heavy but sup-
ple adder, struck fiercely at the tyrant’s heart.

It was as if he had tried to pierce a wall of adamant.
In mid-air, before and above the recumbent enchanter,
the knife clashed on some impenetrable substance that
Tiglari could not see; and the point broke off and tin-
kled on the floor at his feet. Uncomprehending, baffled,
he peered at the being whom he had sought to slay.
Maal Dweb had not stirred nor opened his eyes. There
was neither frown nor smile on his features; but their
look of enigmatic weariness was somehow touched with
a faint and cruel amusement.

Hesitantly, Tiglari put out his hand to verify a certain
curious notion that had occurred to him, Even as he had
suspected, there was no couch or canopy between the
fuming censers—only a vertical, unbroken, highly-pol-
ished surface, in which the whole scene was apparently
reflected. He had tried to kill a mirrored image. But, to
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his further mystification, he himself was not visible in
the mirror.

He whirled about, thinking that Maal Dweb must be
somewhere in the room. Even as he turned, the funereal
draperies rushed back with an evil, silken whispering
from the walls, as if drawn by unseen hands. The cham-
ber leapt into sudden glaring light, the walls appeared
to recede illimitably; and naked giants, whose umber-
brown limbs and torsos glistened as if smeared with
ointment, stood in menacing postures on every side.
Their eyes glowered like those of jungle creatures; and
each of them held an enormous knife, from which the
point had been broken.

This, thought Tiglari, was a fearsome thaumaturgy;
and he crouched down between the tripods, wary as a
trapped animal, to await the assault of the giants, But
these beings, crouching simultaneously, mimicked his
every movement. By degrees it came to him that what
he saw was his own reflection, multiplied and mon-
strously amplified in the mirrors of Maal Dweb.

He turned again. The tasseled canopy, the couch of
night-dark purples with its figured valance, the reclining
dreamer in plain vestments, all had vanished. Of that
which he had beheld, only the smoking censers re-
mained, rearing before a glassy wall that gave back like
the others the reflection of Tiglari himself.

Bafflement and terror united now in the savage brain
of the hunter. He felt that Maal Dweb, the all-seeing,
all-potent magician, was playing a game and was delud-
ing him with elaborate mockeries. Rashly indeed had
Tiglari pitted his simple brawn and forest craft against a
being of such supernatural power and demoniac artifice.
He dared not stir; he scarcely ventured to breathe. The
monstrous reflections appeared to watch him like
ogres who guard a captive pygmy. The light, which
emanated as if from hidden lamps in the mirrors; took
on a more pitiless and alarming luster, and centered it-
self upon him with a silent horror. The vast, illusive
reaches of the room appeared to deepen; and far away
in their shadows, he saw the gathering of vapors with
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cable lusters as of burnished swords, they came forward
upon Tiglari. The right arm of each was handed with a
crescent sickle. Hastily, with no backward glance, the
hunter went out through the open door. Behind him he
heard the surly clash of its meeting valves.

The short night of the planet Xiccarph was not yet
over; and the four moons had all gone down. But before
him he saw the beginning of the fabled maze, illumi-
nated clearly by glowing globular fruits that hung lan-
tern-wise from baroque arches and arcades of foliage.
Guided by their still, uncanny luminescence, he entered
the labyrinth,

At first, it was a place of elfin fantasies and whims.
There were quaintly-turned estrades, pillared with slim
and antic trees, latticed with the drolly peering faces of
extravagant orchids, that led the seeker to hidden, sur-
prising bowers of goblinry. It was as if those outer
meanderings had been planned merely to entice and be-
muse and beguile.

Then, by vague degrees, as the hunter went on, it
seemed that the designer’s mood had darkened, had be-
come more ominous and baleful. The trees that lined the
path, with twisted, intertwinging boles, were Laocoons
of struggle and torture, lit by enormous fungi that
seemed to lift unholy tapers. The path itself ran down-
ward, or climbed with evilly tilted steps through caverns
of imbricated leafage that shone with the brazen glisten-
ing of dragon-scales. At every turning the way divided
- before Tiglari; the devious branchings multiplied; and
skillful though he was in jungle-craft, it would have
been wholly impossible for him to retrace his wander-
ings. He kept on, hoping that chance would somehow
lead him to Athle; and many times he called her name
aloud, but was answered only by remote, derisive
echoes, or by the dolorous howling of some unseen beast
that had become lost in the maze of Maal Dweb.

He came to eerie pools, alight with coiling and
wreathing witch-fires, in dim arboreal grottoes. Green-
ish, bloated hands as of dead men appeared to lift from
the changing films of phosphorescence; and once he
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that his legs had undergone a mysterious and horrifying
change: their natural hairiness had thickened, had as-
sumed a dark and shaggy pile like the fur of apes; the
shanks themselves had somehow shortened; and the feet
had grown longer, with uncouth finger-like toes such as
were possessed by the animals of Maal Dweb!

In a frenzy of nameless alarm and fear, he drew his
broken-tipped knife and began to slash at the flowers. It
was as if he had struck at monstrous bells of ringing
iron, had assailed the armored heads of dragons. The
blade snapped at the hilt. Then the blossoms, lifting hid-
eously, were leaning about his waist, were laving his
hips and thighs in their thin, evil slaver.

Across the bizarre nightmare in which his brain and
body were drowning impotently, he heard the startled
cry of a woman. Through the open gap in the hedge, he
beheld a strange scene which the hitherto impenetrable
maze, parting as if by magic, had revealed. Fifty feet
away, on the same level as the onyx pavement, there
stood an elliptic dais or low altar of moonwhite stone at
whose center the maiden Athle, emerging from the laby-
rinth on a raised walk of porphyry, had paused in an
attitude of wonder. Before her, in the claws of an im-
mense marble lizard that reared above the dais, a great
circular mirror of steely metal was held upright, with
the monster’s head hidden from view behind it. Athle, as
if fascinated by some celestial vision, was peering into
the steely disk. She presented her wide-eyed profile to
Tiglari; and the mirror itself was seen obliquely, with
the foreshortened body of the lizard reaching away at a
sharp angle and mingling obscenely with the half-reti-
lian maze. Midway between the onyx pavement and the
ellipse of pale stone, a row of six slender brazen col-
umns, topped with graven heads like demoniac Termini,
rose at broad intervals and faced alternately toward the
hunter and the girl.

Tiglari would have called out to Athle; but at that
moment she took a single step toward the mirror, as if
drawn by something that she saw in its depths; and the
dull disk seemed to brighten with some internal, incan-
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descent flame. The eyes of the hunter were temporarily
blinded by the spiky rays that leapt forth from it for an
instant, enveloping and transfixing the maiden. When
the dimness cleared away in swirling blots of sultry
color, he saw that Athle, in a pose of statuesque rigidity,
was still regarding the mirror with startled eyes. She had
not moved; the wonder was frozen on her face: and it
came to Tiglari that she was like the women who slept
an enchanted slumber in the palace of Maal Dweb.
Even as this thought occurred to him, he heard a ringing
chorus of metallic voices, that seemed to emanate from
the graven demon heads upon the columns.

. “The maiden Athle,” announced the voices in solemn
and portentous tones, “has beheld herself in the mirror
of Eternity, and has passed forever beyond the changes
and corruptions of Time.”

Tiglari felt that he was sinking into some enormous,
obscurely terrible fen of dreams. He could comprehend
nothing of what had befallen Athle; and his own fate
was an equally dark and dread enigma, beyond the solu-
tion of a simple hunter. :

Now the leaning blossoms had lifted about his shoul-
ders, were laving his arms, his body. Beneath their
abhorrent alchemy the transformation continued. A long
fur sprang up on the thickening torso; the arms length-
ened; they became simian; the hands took on a likeness
to the feet. From the neck downward, Tiglari differed in
no wise from the apes of the garden.

In helpless abject terror, he waited for the completion
of the metamorphosis. Then, slowly, he became aware
that a man in sober garments, with eyes and mouth re-
plete with the weariness of strange things, was standing
before him. Behind the man, as if attending him, were
two of the sickle-handed automatons of iron.

In a somewhat languid voice, the man uttered an un-
known word that vibrated in the air with prolonged,
mysterious aftertones. The circle of craning flowers drew
back from Tiglari, resuming their former upright posi-
tions in a weird hedge; and the wiry tendrils were with-
drawn from his ankles, leaving him free, Hardly able to
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amongst the lands of men. And they did toil for genera-
tions in the fashioning of Oom, and little by little he
emerged from the glistening emerald as they hacked and
hewed, a finger here, there an eyebrow, a nostril, a
curve of flank or cheek.

When that their toil was done, this was the likeness of
Oom. The peak of the mountain was carven into his
head whereon were four faces. The face that looked to
the north was grim and foreboding of mien. The face to-
ward the south was benign and smiling. The eastern
face howled with a fury of rage. The face turned to the
west was closed in sleep.

Eight arms had Oom, folded each two together
against his chest.

He sat with his legs thus and so, in the manner of tai-
lors, and in his lap they builded a city magnificent with
gems and ivories and glittering marbles; a sacred city
that was named On The Knees Of Oom. Then they were
finished and could rest.

Now the Eight Hundred Gods Who Watch Over Sim-
rana care but little for the doings of men, despite what
the priests will say. But that the folk who dwelt about
Zuth turned from them to a God of their own devisal
was an affront that they could not ignore. And they
moved from their accustomed tranquility and were
urged to wrath against this new God, Oom, and all they
that worshipped him.

And the Highest Gods said to the least and httlest
amongst them: Go up against Oom and throw him
down, yea, and all those that call upon his name. For he
is as a stench in Our nostrils and an abomination in Our
sight; therefore whelm ye him and cast him down ut-
terly in the dust.

And the Lesser Gods came unto those lands wherein
Oom sat smiling upon the south, howling against the
east, sternly glowering to the north, and dreaming at the
west. And they unleashed against him the forces over
which they had the mastering of, and these were the
lesser powers of Nature.






Tue WaELMING OF OoM 125

nous slumbers in the deeps of the clefts of the earth.
And he came and shook Oom with all his thunders such
as make the very hills to tremble, but he whelmed him
not.

Then came forward one whose shadowy face was hid-
den and whose voice was low and monotonous, who
spake softly, saying: I will whelm Oom, even I, TA-
TOKTA the Lord of Passing Moments. ‘

And they laughed and mocked him, for Time is the
least and smallest servant of the Gods.

But he set upon Oom the measureless passing mo-
ments, whereof are builded the millions of years. And
each small moment, as it went past, bore away from
Oom one single grain of dust.

And, lo! Oom crumbled. Before the assault of Time
his vast four-featured visage wore smooth until he
frowned no longer, neither did he smile, nor howl, nor
dream no more.

His limbs fell from him as dust falls, grain by impal-
pable grain. His massive and perdurable torso eroded
and even his knees whereon was builded The City Sa-
cred To Oom, they were no more, and the city itself was
but scattering dust. And the people thereof fled by
night, saying: Oom is fallen, Oom is overthrown, let us
call no longer upon Oom, for behold the Gods are stron-
ger than he.

And Oom was not. In his place stretched away a bar-
ren and desolate desert. And the sands of this desert
were green as the powdery dust of emeralds.

And the Eight Hundred Gods rejoiced and trooped in
all their glory and gorgeousness past their grey servant
Time to their tall thrones amidst the stars. And the eyes
of Tatokta moved a little sidewise as if measuring their
thrones, the splendour and the might thereof, and he
said softly to himself: These, too, I shall whelm with my
aeons. But not yet. Not yet . ..

So they tell the tale in Simrana,
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mysteries; by 24 he was night editor, and at 37 he be-
came editor-in-chief of William Randolph Hearst’s great
publication The American Weekly, one of the most in-
fluential newspaper posts in the entire country, and a po-
sition he held for many years. He died in 1943 of a heart
attack. He was only 59.

Although his editorial tasks were very demanding and
consumed much of his time and energy, he found enough
leisure to write a small quantity of imaginative fiction,
nine novels and a total of six short stories. As well, there
were found among his papers after his death four unfin-
ished fragments, two of which were completed by the
fantasy artist Hannes Bok and published under the titles
of The Fox Woman and The Black Wheel.

Merritt’s novels derive almost entirely from the sort of
“lost race” story made popular by Sir Henry Rider Hag-
gard (1856-1925). You know what I mean-the sort of
story wherein an explorer from the modern world outside
penetrates the jungled depths of unknown Africa or the
snowy Himalayas, and finds a long-lost colony of ancient
Phoenicians or Romans or Egyptians or something, still
going strong after all those centuries. Haggard did not
exactly invent this kind of yarn, but he was far and away
the most successful writer to try his hand at the genre.
With two novels, published consecutively and only a
year apart (King Solomon’s Mines, 1886, and the immor-
tal She in 1887), he became sensationally famous and
both of those two early books have remained in print to
this very day.

Almost every other writer in England tried “doing a
Haggard,” as it was called: Conan Doyle in The Lost
World, and Rudyard Kipling, a lifelong friend of Hag-
gard’s who sometimes collaborated with him on plotting
his novels, and many another writer, including Edgar
Rice Burroughs (remember all those Tarzan novels where-
in the Lord of the Jungle finds a lost colony of Rome,
Egypt or Atlantis?).

A. Merritt published the first part of his famous novel
The Moon Pool in All-Story Weekly, June 22, 1918. It
was an immediate sensation, demanding a sequel which
began appearing nine months later, and went into hard-
cover book form from Putnam’s in 1919. In one form or
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another, the two parts have since been reprinted in the
United States alone at least eighteen times.

The success of The Moon Pool was more than equalled
by the publication of The Face in the Abyss in 1923, and
thereafter appeared novel after novel until Merritt’s death,
His stories have been translated into French, Spanish,
Dutch and Russian, and published in at least nine coun-
tries. Hollywood has filmed two of his novels: Seven
Footprints to Satan in 1929 and Burn Witch Burn in 1936,
with Lionel Barrymore, Maureen O’Sullivan and Erich
von Stroheim. In the Avon paperback editions alone, over
five million copies of his novels have been sold.

Menritt’s influence has been considerable, and it con-
tinues. Henry Kuttner’s The Dark World, and several of
his other magazine novels, are excellent imitations of
Merrittesque romance; most of the “lost race” novels
published since Merritt’s day show unmistakable signs of
his influence; and late this year, The Ballantine Adult
Fantasy Series will present the first paperback edition of
a thrilling fantasy novel by the artist Hannes Bok called
Sorcerer’s Ship. Bok was Merritt’s most devoted disciple
—as a boy he once copied out the whole of The Ship of
Ishtar in longhand because he had to return the copies of
Argosy All-Story which he had borrowed in order to read
the serial—and, although Sorcerer’s Ship is quite original
in form and concept, it is colored throughout by Hannes
Bok’s enthusiasm for Merritt and I strongly doubt if he
would ever have written his novel without the example
of Ishtar to hand.

L4

1 suppose the “lost race” yarn must be considered a sub-
branch or a related genre to the imaginary world story,
although I am not completely satisfied with the relation-
ship. However, and happily, Merritt wrote at least one
tale which is completely in the Morris/Dunsany/Eddison
tradition of the invented world. I reproduce it here in its
first reprinting in many years.

Merritt originally wrote this story over half a century
ago: it first appeared in All-Story Weekly, the issue of
November 24, 1917. It came out, then, a good seven months
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first disappearance. There wasn’t much to tell. This man
had gone to his room to awaken him one morning—and
Herndon wasn’t there. All his clothes were, though. Ev-
erything was just as if Herndon ought to be somewhere
in the house—only he wasn’t.

A man worth ten millions can’t step out into thin air
and vanish without leaving behind him the probability
of some commotion, naturally. The newspapers attended
to the commotion, but the columns of type boiled down
to essentials contained just two facts—that Herndon had
come home the night before, and in the morning he was
undiscoverable.

I was on the high seas, homeward bound to help in
the search, when the wireless told the story of his reap-
pearance. They had found him on the floor of his bed-
room, shreds of a silken robe on him, and his body
mauled as though by a tiger. But there was no more ex-
planation of his return than there had been of his disap-
pearance.

The night before he hadn’t been there—and in the
morning there he was. Herndon, when he was able to
talk, utterly refused to confide in his doctors. I went
straight through to New York, and waited until the men
of medicine decided that it was better to let him see me
than to have him worry any longer about not seeing me.

Herndon got up from a big invalid chair when I en-
tered. His eyes were clear and bright, and there was no
weakness in the way he greeted me, nor in the grip of
his hand. A nurse slipped from the room.

“What was it, Jim?” I cried. “What on earth happened
to you?”

“Not so sure it was on earth,” he said. He pointed to
what looked like a tall easel hooded with a heavy piece
of silk covered with embroidered Chinese characters. He
hesitated for a moment and then walked over to the
closet. He drew out two heavy bore guns, the very ones,
I remembered, that he had used in his last elephant hunt.

“You won’t think me crazy if I ask you to keep one of
these handy while I talk, will you, Ward?” he asked
rather apologetically. “This looks pretty real, doesn’t it?”
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“Think!” I cried. “Think! Why, it’s the most marvelous
thing that the hands of man ever made! What is that
stone? Jade?P” .

“I'm not sure,” said Herndon. “But come here. Stand
just in front of me.” .
He switched out the lights in the room. He turned an-
other switch, and on the glass opposite me three shaded

electrics threw their rays into its mirror-like oval.

“Watch!” said Herndon. “Tell me what you seel”

I looked into the glass. At first I could see nothing but
the rays shining farther, farther—into infinite distances, it
seemed. And then—

“Good God!” I cried, stiffening with horror. “Jim, what
hellish thing is this?”

“Steady, old man,” came Herndon’s voice. There was
relief and a curious sort of joy in it. “Steady; tell me just
what you see.”

I said: “I seem to see through infinite distances—and
yet what I see is as close to me as though it were just on
the other side of the glass. I see a cleft that cuts through
two masses of darker green. I see a claw, a gigantic,
hideous claw that stretches out through the cleft. The
claw has seven talons that open and close—open and
close. Good God, such a claw, Jim! It is like the claws
that reach out from the holes in the lama’s hell to grip
the blind souls as they shudder by!”

“Look, look farther, up through the cleft, above the
claw. It widens. What do you see?”

I said: “I see a peak rising enormously high and cut-
ting the sky like a pyramid. There are flashes of flame
that dart from behind and outline it. I see a great globe
of light like a moon that moves slowly out of the flashes:
there is another moving across the breast of the peak;
there is a third that swims into the flame at the farthest
edge-"

“The seven moons of Rak,” whispered Herndon, as
though to himself. “The seven moons that bathe in the
rose flames of Rak which are the fires of life and that
circle Lalil like a diadem. He upon whom the seven
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be in at the death. I was among the first to enter the
Forbidden City. I was as mad for loot as any of them. It
was a maddening sight, Ward. Soldiers with their arms
full of precious stuff even Morgan couldn’t buy; soldiers
with wonderful necklaces around their hairy throats and
their pockets stuffed with jewels; soldiers with their
shirts bulging treasures the Sons of Heaven had been
hoarding for centuries] We were Goths sacking imperial
Rome. Alexander’s hosts pillaging that ancient gemmed
courtezan of cities, royal Tyrel Thieves in the great an-
cient scale, a scale so great that it raised even thievery
up to something heroic.

“We reached the throne-room. There was a little pas-
sage leading off to the left, and my men and I took it.
We came into a small octagonal room. There was noth-
ing in it except a very extraordinary squatting figure of
jade. It squatted on the floor, its back turned toward us.
One of my men stooped to pick it up. He slipped. The
figure flew from his hand and smashed into the wall. A
slab swung outward. By a—well, call it a fluke, we had
struck the secret of the little octagonal room!

“I shoved a light through the aperture. It showed a
crypt shaped like a cylinder. The circle of the floor was
about ten feet in diameter. The walls were covered with
paintings, Chinese characters, queer-looking animals,
and things I can’t well describe. Around the room, about
seven feet up, ran a picture. It showed a sort of island
floating off into space. The clouds lapped its edges like
frozen seas full of rainbows. There was a big pyramid of
a mountain rising out of the side of it. Around its peak
were seven moons, and over the peak—a facel

“I couldn’t place that face and I couldn’t take my eyes
off it. It wasn’t Chinese, and it wasn't of any other race
I'd ever seen. It was as old as the world and as young as
tomorrow. It was benevolent and malicious, cruel and
kindly, merciful and merciless, saturnine as Satan and as
joyous as Apollo. The eyes were as yellow as buttercups,
or as the sunstone on the crest of the Feathered Serpent
they worship down in the Hidden Temple of Tuloon.
And they were as wise as Fate.



136 A. Merritt

““There’s something else here, sir, said Martin—you
remember Martin, my first officer. He pointed to a
shrouded thing on the side. I entered, and took from the
thing a covering that fitted over it like a hood. It was the
Dragon Glass!

“The moment I saw it I knew I had to have it—and I
knew I would have it. I felt I did not want to get
the thing away any more than the thing itself wanted to
get away. From the first I thought of the Dragon Glass
as something alive. Just as much alive as you and I are.
Well, I did get it away. I got it down to the yacht, and
then the first odd thing happened.

“You remember Wu-Sing, my boat steward? You
know the English Wu-Sing talks. Atrocious! I had the
Dragon Glass in my stateroom. I'd forgotten to lock the
door. I heard a whistle of sharply indrawn breath. I
turned, and there was Wu-Sing. Now, you know that
Wu-Sing isn’t what you'd call intelligent-looking. Yet as
he stood there something seemed to pass over his face,
and very subtly change it. The stupidity was wiped out
as though a sponge had been passed over it. He did not
raise his eyes, but he said, in perfect English, mind you:
‘Has the master augustly counted the cost of his posses-
sion?

“I simply gaped at him.

“‘Perhaps, he continued, ‘the master has never heard
of the illustrious Hao-Tzan? Well, he shall hear.’

“Ward, I couldn’t move or speak. But I know now it
wasn’t sheer astonishment that held me. I listened while
Wu-Sing went on to tell in polished phrases the same
story that I had heard in Tibet, only there they called
him Rak instead of Hao-Tzan. But it was the same story,

“‘And,” he finished, before he journeyed afar, the il-
lustrious Hao-Tzan caused a great marvel to be
wrought. He called it the Gateway!’ Wu-Sing waved his
hand at the Dragon Glass. ‘The master has it. But what
shall he who has a Gateway do but pass through it? Is it
not better to leave the Gateway behind—unless he dare
go through it?

“He was silent. I was silent, too. All I could do was
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topaz globe. They circled faster and faster until they
were nothing but a halo of crimson and gold flashes. As
they spun, the glass itself grew misty, mistier, mistier
still, until it was nothing but a green haze. I stepped
over to touch it. My hand went straight on through it as
though nothing were there.

“I reached in—up to the elbow, up to the shoulder. I
felt my hand grasped by warm little fingers. I stepped
through—~"

“Stepped through the glass?” I cried.

“Through it,” he said, “and then—I felt another little
hand touch my face. I saw Santhul

“Her eyes were as blue as the corn flowers, as blue as
the big sapphire that shines in the forehead of Vishnu,
in his temple at Benares. And they were set wide, wide
apart. Her hair was blue-black, and fell in two long
braids between her little breasts. A golden dragon
crowned her, and through its paws slipped the braids.
Another golden dragon girded her. She laughed into my
eyes, and drew my head down until my lips touched
hers. She was lithe and slender and yielding as the reeds
that grow before the Shrine of Hathor that stands on the
edge of the Pool of Djeeba. Who Santhu is, or where she
came from—how do I know? But this I know—she is
lovelier than any woman who ever lived on earth. And
she is a woman]

“Her arms slipped from about my neck and she drew
me forward. I looked about me. We stood in a cleft be-
tween two great rocks. The rocks were a soft green, like
the green of the Dragon Glass. Behind us was a green
mistiness. Before us the cleft ran only a little distance.
Through it I saw an enormous peak jutting up like a
pyramid, high, high into a sky of chrysopase. A soft rose
radiance pulsed at its sides, and swimming slowly over
its breast was a huge globe of green fire. The girl pulled
me gently toward the opening. We walked on silently,
hand in hand. Quickly it came to me—Ward, I was in
the place whose pictures had been painted in the room
of the Dragon Glass!

“We came out of the cleft and into a garden. The Gar-
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dens of Many-Columned Iram, lost in the desert because
they were too beautiful, must have been like that place.
There were strange, immense trees whose branches were
like feathery plumes and whose plumes shone with fires
like those that clothe the feet of Indra’s dancers. Strange
flowers raised themselves along our path, and their
hearts glowed like the glow-worms that are fastened to
the rainbow bridge to Asgard. A wind sighed through the
plumed trees, and luminous shadows drifted past their
trunks. I heard a girl laugh, and the voice of a man sing-
ing,

“We went on. Once there was a low wailing far in the
garden, and the girl threw herself before me, her arms
outstretched. The wailing ceased, and we went on. The
mountain grew plainer. I saw another globe of green fire
swing out of the rose flashes at the right of the peak. I
saw another shining into the glow at the left, There was
a curious trail of mist behind it. It was a mist that had
tangled in it a multitude of little stars. Everything was
bathed in a soft green light—such a light as you would
have if you lived within a pale emerald.

“We turned and went along another little trail. The
little trail ran up a little hill, and on the hill was a little
house. It looked as though it was made of ivory. It was a
very odd little house. It was more like the Jain pagodas
at Brahmaputra than anything else. The walls glowed as
though they were full of light. The girl touched the wall,
and a panel slid away. We entered, and the panel closed
after us.

“The room was filled with a whispering yellow light. I
say whispering because that is how one felt about it. It
was gentle and alive. A stairway of ivory ran up to an-
other room above. The girl pressed me toward it. Neither
of us had uttered a word. There was a spell of silence
upon me. I could not speak. There seemed to be nothing
to say. I felt a great rest and a great peace—as though I
had come home. I walked up the stairway and into the
room above. It was dark except for a bar of green light
that came through the long and narrow window.
Through it I saw the mountain and its moons. On the
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floor was an ivory head-rest and some silken cloths. I felt
suddenly very sleepy. I dropped to the cloths, and at
once was asleep. '

“When I awoke the girl with the corn-flower eyes was
beside me! She was sleeping. As I watched, her eyes
opened. She smiled and drew me to her—

“I do not know why, but a name came to me. ‘Santhul’
I cried. She smiled again, and I knew that I had called
her name. It seemed to me that I remembered her, too,
out of immeasurable ages. I arose and walked to the
window. I looked toward the mountain. There were now
two moons on its breast. And then I saw the city that lay
on the mountain’s flank. It was such a city as you see in
dreams, or as the tale-tellers of El-Bahara fashion out of
the mirage. It was all of ivory and shining greens and
flashing blues and crimsons. I could see people walking
about its streets. There came the sound of little golden
bells chiming.

“lI turned toward the girl. She was sitting up, her
hands clasped about her knees, watching me. Love
came, swift and compelling. She arose—I took her in my
arms—

“Many times the moons circled the mountain, and the
mist held the little tangled stars passing with them. I
saw no one but Santhu; no thing came near us. The
trees fed us with fruits that had in them the very essence
of life. Yes, the fruit of the Tree of Life that stood in
Eden must have been like the fruit of those trees. We
drank of green water that sparkled with green fires, and
tasted like the wine Osiris gives the hungry souls in
Amenti to strengthen them. We bathed in pools of
carved stone that welled with water yellow as amber.
Mostly we wandered in the gardens. There were many
wonderful things in the gardens. They were very
unearthly, There was no day or night. Only the green
glow of the ever-circling moons. We never talked to
each other. I don’t know why. Always there seemed
nothing to say.

“Then Santhu began to sing to me. Her songs were
strange songs. I could not tell what the words were. But
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they built up pictures in my brain. I saw Rak the Won-
der-Worker fashioning his gardens, and filling them with
things beautiful and things—evil. I saw him raise the
peak, and knew that it was Lalil; saw him fashion the
seven moons and kindle the fires that are the fires of life.
I saw him build his city, and I saw men and women pass
into it from the world through many gateways.

“Santhu sang—and I knew that the marching stars in
the mist were the souls of the people of Rak which
sought rebirth. She sang, and I saw myself ages past
walking in the city of Rak with Santhu beside me. Her
song wailed, and I felt myself one of the mist-entangled
stars. Her song wept, and I felt myself a star that fought
against the mist, and, fighting, break away—a star that
fled out and out through immeasurable green space—

“A man stood before us. He was very tall. His face
was both cruel and kind, saturnine as Satan and joyous
as Apollo. He raised his eyes to us, and they were yellow
as buttercups, and wise, so wisel Ward, it was the face
above the peak in the room of the Dragon Glass! The
eyes that had looked at me out of Wu-Sing’s face! He
smiled on us for a moment and then—he was gone!

“I took Santhu by the hand and began to run. Quite
suddenly it came to me that I had enough of the
baunted gardens of Rak; that I wanted to get back to
my own land. But not without Santhu, I tried to remem-
ber the road to the cleft. I felt that there lay the path
back. We ran. From far behind came a wailing. Santhu
screamed—but I knew the fear in her cry was not for
herself, It was for me. None of the creatures of that
place could harm her who was herself one of its crea-
tures. The wailing drew closer. I turned.

“Winging down through the green air was a beast, an
unthinkable beast, Ward! It was like the winged beast of
the Apocalypse that is to bear the woman arrayed in
purple and scarlet. It was beautiful even in its horror, It
closed its scarlet and golden wings, and its long gleam-
ing body shot at me like a monstrous spear.

“And then—just as it was about to strike—a mist threw
itself between us! It was a rainbow mist, and it was—
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cast. It was cast as though a hand had held it and
thrown it like a net. I heard the winged beast shriek its
disappointment. Santhu’s hand gripped mine tighter. We
ran through the mist.

“Before us was the cleft between the two green rocks.
Time and time again we raced for it, and time and time
again that beautiful shining horror struck at me—and
each time came the thrown mist to baffle it. It was a
game! Once I heard a laugh, and then I knew who was
my hunter. The master of the beast and the caster of the
mist. It was he of the yellow eyes—and he was playing me
—playing me as a child plays with a cat when he tempts
it with a piece of meat and snatches the meat away again
and again from the hungry jawsl

“The mist cleared away from its last throw, and the
mouth of the cleft was just before us. Once more the
thing swooped—and this time there was no mist. The
player had tired of the gamel As it struck, Santhu raised
herself before it. The beast swerved—and the claw that
had been stretched to rip me from throat to waist struck
me a glancing blow. I fell—fell through leagues and
leagues of green space.

“When I awoke I was here in this bed with the doctor
men around me and this—" He pointed to his bandaged
. breast again.

“That night when the nurse was asleep I got up and
looked into the Dragon Glass, and I saw—the claw, even
as you did. The beast is there. It is waiting for mel”

Herndon was silent for a moment.

“If he tires of the waiting he may send the beast
through for me,” he said. “I mean the man with the yel-
low eyes. I've a desire to try one of these guns on it. It’s
real, you know, the beast is—and these guns have
stopped elephants.”

“But the man with the yellow eyes, Jim,” I whispered
—“who is her”

“He,” said Herndon—“why, he’s the Wonder-Worker
himself!”

“You don’t believe such a story as that!” I cried.
“Why, it's—it’s lunacy! It's some devilish illusion in the
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warriors, cunning and malefic sorcerers and women of
voluptuous and breath-taking beauty.

His first creations were Bran Mak Mom, who led the
Caledonian Picts up against the iron legions of Imperial
Rome, and Solomon Kane, a dour Puritan adventurer
who cut a bloody path through darkest Africa, battling
savage warriors and cruel witch-doctors. But Howard
was not quite easy working in known historical and geo-
graphical limitations: he yearned to bust loose and build
worlds to his own design. This he did quite early, with
his tales of the Atlantean savage Kull, who rose to the
throne of prehistoric Valusia, and with his much more fa-
mous tales of Conan the giant Cimmerian hero of the
lost, forgotten Hyborean Age.

In such stories, he devised an imaginary world that
had existed many thousands of years before the rise of
Egypt and Chaldea. It was his rather clever idea that
half-remembered fragments of this primal world lingered
into historical time as the basis of the mythologies of
early civilization (such as his “River Styx” which gave its
name to the dark kingdom of sorcerers he calls “Stygia”
—prehistoric Egypt and the river Nile, that is).

Howard rapidly became a very successful writer. By
his late twenties he was not only making a decent living
out of magazine fiction, but he was actually earning more
money than any of the 1,500 other people in Cross Plains
—including the town banker! And he outgrew his early
fragility as well. In his prime, Howard was not unlike
one of his own stalwart characters. He stood six feet tall
and weighed over two hundred pounds, and most of that
was solid muscle. His unhealthy attachment to his
mother ended a very promising career: he suicided upon
learning of her death.

Howard’s conception of a mythic age and a prehistoric
world is one of the legitimate variations on the imaginary
world theme, and I wanted one of his stories for this
representative collection. But the Conan and Kull stories
are well-known and available, so I selected a less familiar
tale from the February, 1934, issue of Weird Tales. In it
we see Howard’s conception of the original of the legend
of the Dragon Killer. He himself points out that the tale






TaE VALLEY OF THE WORM 147

shapes, and which the spirit, soul, or ego, in spanning,
shakes off its fleshly masks, I remember. Why I can re-
member is the strangest tale of all; but as I lie here
with death’s black wings slowly unfolding over me, all
the dim folds of my previous lives are shaken out before
my eyes, and I see myself in many forms and guises—
braggart, swaggering, fearful, loving, foolish, all that
men have been or will be.

I have been Man in many lands and many conditions;
yet—and here is another strange thing—my line of rein-
carnation runs straight down one unerring channel. I
have never been any but a man of that restless race men
once called Nordheimr and later Aryans, and today
name by many names and designations. Their history is
my history, from the first mewling wail of a hairless
white ape cub in the wastes of the arctic, to the death-
cry of the last degenerate product of ultimate civiliza-
tion, in some dim and unguessed future age.

My name has been Hialmar, Tyr, Bragi, Bran, Horsa,
Eric, and John. I strode red-handed through the de-
serted streets of Rome behind the yellow-maned Bren-
nus; I wandered through the violated plantations with
Alaric and his Goths when the flame of burning villas lit
the land like day and an empire was gasping its last
under our sandaled feet; I waded sword in hand
through the foaming surf from Hengist's galley to lay
the foundations of England in blood and pillage; when
Leif the Lucky sighted the broad white beaches of an
unguessed world, I stood beside him in the bows of the
dragon-ship, my golden beard blowing in the wind; and
when Godfrey of Bouillon led his Crusaders over the
walls of Jerusalem, I was among them in steel cap and
brigandine.

But it is of none of these things I would speak. I
would take you back with me into an age beside which
that of Brennus and Rome is as yesterday. I would take
you back through, not merely centuries and millenniums,
but epochs and dim ages unguessed by the wildest phi-
losopher. Oh far, far and far will you fare into the
nighted Past before you win beyond the boundaries of
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ferocious of any I ever met. Already they were exhibit-
ing hints of characteristics I have noted among black
savages in jungle countries, though they had dwelt in
these environs only a few generations. The abysmal jun-
gle was engulfing them, was obliterating their pristine
characteristics and shaping them in its own horrific
mold. They were drifting into head-hunting and canni-
balism was but a step which I believe they must have
taken before they became extinct. These things are nat-
ural adjuncts to the jungle; the Picts did not learn them
from the black people, for then there were no blacks
among those hills. In later years they came up from the
south, and the Picts first enslaved and then were ab-
sorbed by them. But with that my saga of Niord is not
concerned.

We came into that brutish hill country, with its squall-
ing abysms of savagery and black primitiveness. We
were a whole tribe marching on foot, old men, wolfish
with their long beards and gaunt limbs, giant warriors in
their prime, naked children running along the line of
march, women with tousled yellow locks carrying babies
which never cried—unless it were to scream from pure
rage. I do not remember our numbers, except that there
were some five hundred fightingmen—and by fighting-
men I mean all males, from the child just strong enough
to lift a bow, to the oldest of the old men. In that madly
ferocious age all were fighters. Our women fought, when
brought to bay, like tigresses, and I have seen a babe,
not yet old enough to stammer articulate words, twist its
head and sink its teeth in the foot that stamped out its
life.

Oh, we were fighters! Let me speak of Niord. I am
proud of him, the more when I consider the paltry crip-
pled body of James Allison, the unstable mask I now
wear. Niord was tall, with great shoulders, lean hips,
and mighty limbs. His muscles were long and swelling,
denoting endurance and speed as well as strength. He
could run all day without tiring, and he possessed a co-
ordination that made his movements a blur of blinding
speed. If I told you of his full strength, you would brand
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me a liar. But there is no man on earth today strong
enough to bend the bow Niord handled with ease. The
longest arrow-flight on record is that of a Turkish archer
who sent a shaft 482 yards. There was not a stripling in
my tribe who could not have bettered that flight.

As we entered the jungle country we heard the tom-
toms booming across the mysterious valley that slum-
bered between the brutish hills, and in a broad, open pla-
teau we met our enemies. I do not believe these Picts
knew us, even by legends, or they had never rushed so
openly to the onset, though they out-numbered us. But
there was no attempt at ambush. They swarmed out of
the trees, dancing and singing their war-songs, yelling
their barbarous threats. Our heads should hang in their
idol-hut and our yellow-haired women should bear their
sons. Ho! ho! ho! By Ymir, it was Niord who laughed
then, not James Allison. Just so we of the Aesir laughed
to hear their threats—deep thunderous laughter from
broad and mighty chests. Our trail was laid in blood and
embers through many lands. We were the slayers and
ravishers, striding sword in hand across the world, and
that these folk threatened us woke our rugged humor.

We went to meet them, naked but for our wolfhides,
swinging our bronze swords, and our singing was like
rolling thunder in the hills, They sent their arrows
among us, as and we gave back their fire. They could
not match us in archery. Our arrows hissed in blinding
clouds among them, dropping them like autumn leaves,
until they howled and frothed like mad dogs and
charged to hand-grips. And we, mad with the fighting
joy, dropped our bows and ran to meet them, as a lover
runs to his love. '

By Ymir, it was a battle to madden and make drunken
with the slaughter and the fury. The Picts were as fero-
cious as we, but ours was the superior physique, the
keener wit, the more highly-developed fighting-brain.
We won because we were a superior race, but it was no
easy victory. Corpses littered the blood-soaked earth; but
at last they broke, and we cut them down as they ran, to
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the very edge of the trees. I tell of that fight in a few
bald words. I can not paint the madness, the reek of
sweat and blood, the panting, muscle-straining effort,
the splintering of bones under mighty blows, the rend-
ing and hewing of quivering sentient flesh; above all the
merciless abysmal savagery of the whole affair, in which
there was neither rule nor order, each man fighting as he
would or could. If I might do so, you could recoil in
horror; even the modern I, cognizant of my close kin-
ship with those times, stands aghast as I review that
butchery. Mercy was yet unborn, save as some individ-
ual’s whim, and rules of warfare were as yet undreamed
of. It was an age in which each tribe and each human
fought tooth and fang from birth to death, and neither
gave or expected mercy.

So we cut down the fleeing Picts, and our women came
out on the field to brain the wounded enemies with
stones, or cut their throats with copper knives. We did
not torture. We were no more cruel than life demanded.
The rule of life was ruthlessness, but there is more wan-
ton cruelty today that ever we dreamed of. It was not
wanton bloodthirstiness that made us butcher wounded
and captive foes. It was because we knew our chances of
survival increased with each enemy slain.

Yet there was occasionally a touch of individual
mercy, and so it was in this fight. I had been occupied
with a duel with an especially valiant enemy. His tou-
sled thatch of black hair scarcely came above my chin,
but he was a solid knot of steel-spring muscles, than
which lightning scarcely moved faster. He had an iron
sword and a hide-covered buckler. I had a knotty-
headed bludgeon. That fight was one that glutted even
my battle-lusting soul. It was bleeding from a score of
flesh wounds before one of my terrible lashing strokes
glanced from his unprotected head. Ymir! Even now I
stop to laugh and marvel at the hardness of that Pict’s
skull. Men of that age were assuredly built on a rugged
plan! That blow should have spattered his brains like
water. It did lay his scalp open horribly, dashing him
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where the battle had been fought. Our young men cared
not for their squat beady-eyed women, and our rangy
clean-limbed girls with their tousled yellow heads were
not drawn to the hairy-breasted savages. Familiarity
over a period of years would have reduced the repulsion
on either side, until the two races would have flowed to-
gether to form one hybrid people, but long before that
time the Aesir rose and departed, vanishing into the
mysterious hazes of the haunted south. But before that
exodus there came to pass the horror of the Worm.

I hunted with Grom and he led me into brooding, un-
inhabited valleys and up into silence-haunted hills
where no men had set foot before us. But there was one
valley, off in the mazes of the southwest, into which he
would not go. Stumps of shattered columns, relics of a
forgotten civilization, stood among the trees on the val-
ley floor. Grom showed them to me, as we stood on the
cliffs that flanked the mysterious vale, but he would not
go down into it, and he dissuaded me when I would
have gone alone. He would not speak plainly of the dan-
ger that lurked there, but it was greater than that of ser-
pent or tiger, or the trumpeting elephants which occa-
sionally wandered up in devastating droves from the
south.

Of all beasts, Grom told me in the gutturals of his
tongue, the Picts feared only Satha, the great snake, and
they shunned the jungle where he lived. But there was
another thing they feared, and it was connected in some
manner with the Valley of Broken Stones, as the Picts
called the crumbling pillars. Long ago, when his ances-
tors had first come into the country, they had dared that
grim vale, and a whole clan of them had perished, sud-
denly, horribly, and unexplainably. At least Grom did not
not explain, The horror had come up out of the earth,
somehow, and it was not good to talk of it, since it was
believed that It might be summoned by speaking of It—
whatever It was.

But Grom was ready to hunt with me anywhere else;
for he was the greatest hunter among the Picts, and
many and fearful were our adventures. Once I killed,



158 Robert E. Howard

with the iron sword I had forged with my own hands,
that most terrible of all beasts—old sabre-tooth, which
men today call a tiger because he was more like a tiger
than anything else. In reality he was almost as much like
a bear in build, save for his unmistakably feline head.
Sabre-tooth was massive-limbed, with a long-hung,
great, heavy body, and he vanished from the earth be-
cause he was too terrible a fighter, even for that grim
age. As his muscles and ferocity grew, his brain dwin-
dled until at last even the instinct of self-preservation
vanished. Nature, who maintains her balance in such
things, destroyed him because, had his super-fighting
powers been allied with an intelligent brain, he would
have destroyed all other forms of life on earth. He was a
freak on the road of evolution—organic development
gone mad and run to fangs and talons, to slaughter and
destruction. '

I killed sabre-tooth in a battle that would make a saga
in itself, and for months afterward I lay semi-delirious
with ghastly wounds that made the toughest warriors
shake their heads. The Picts said that never before had a
man killed a sabre-tooth single-handed. Yet I recovered,
to the wonder of all.

While I lay at the doors of death there was a secession
from the tribe. It was a peaceful secession, such as con-
tinually occurred and contributed greatly to the peo-
pling of the world by yellow-haired tribes. Forty-five of
the young men took themselves mates simultaneously
and wandered off to found a clan of their own. There
was no revolt; it was a racial custom which bore fruit
in all the later ages, when tribes sprung from the same
roots met, after centuries of separation, and cut one an-
other’s throats with joyous abandon. The tendency of the
Aryan and the pre-Aryan was always toward disunity,
clans splitting off the main stem, and scattering.

So these young men, led by one Bragi, my brother-in-
arms, took their girls and venturing to the southwest,
took up their abode in the Valley of Broken Stones. The
Picts expostulated, hinting vaguely of a monstrous doom
that haunted the vale, but the Aesir laughed. We had
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whole. Some of the hide-tents still stood erect. Others
were mashed down and flattened out, as if crushed by
some monstrous weight, so that at first I wondered if a
drove of elephants had stampeded across the camp. But
no elephants ever wrought such destruction as I saw
strewn on the bloody ground. The camp was a shambles,
littered with bits of flesh and fragments of bodies—
hands, feet, heads, pieces of human debris. Weapons lay
about, some of them stained with a greenish slime like
that which spurts from a crushed caterpillar.

No human foe could have committed this ghastly
atrocity. I looked at the lake, wondering if nameless am-
phibian monsters had crawled from the calm waters
whose deep blue told of unfathomed depths. Then I saw
a print left by the destroyer. It was a track such as a ti-
tanic worm might leave, yards broad, winding back
down the valley. The grass lay flat where it ran, and
bushes and small trees had been crushed down into the
earth, all horribly smeared with blood and greenish
slime.

With berserk fury in my soul I drew my sword and
started to follow it, when a call attracted.me. I wheeled,
to see a stocky form approaching me from the ridge. It
was Grom the Pict, and when I think of the courage it
must have taken for him to overcome all the instincts
planted in him by traditional teachings and personal ex-
perience, I realize the full depths of his friendship for
me.

Squatting tn the lake short, spear in his hands, his
black eyes ever roving fearfully down the brooding
tree-waving reaches of the valley, Grom told me of the
horror that had come upon Bragi’s clan under the moon.
But first he told me of it, as his sires had told the tale to
him,

Long ago the Picts had drifted down from the north-
west on a long, long trek, finally reaching. these jungle-
covered hills, where, because they were weary, and be-
cause the game and fruit were plentiful and there were
no hostile tribes, they halted and built their mud-walled
villages.
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Some of them, a whole clan of that numerous tribe,
took up their abode in the Valley of the Broken Stones.
They found the columns and a great ruined temple back
in the trees, and in that temple there was no shrine or
altar, but the mouth of a shaft that vanished deep into
the black earth, and in which there were no steps such
as a human would make and use. They built their vil-
lage in the valley, and in the night, under the moon, hor-
ror came upon them and left only broken walls and bits
of slime-smeared flesh.

In those days the Picts feared nothing. The warriors of
the other clans gathered and sang their war-songs and
danced their war dances, and followed a broad track of
blood and slime to the shaft-mouth in the temple. They
howled defiance and hurled down boulders which were
never heard to strike bottom. Then began a thin demo-
niac piping, and up from the well pranced a hideous an-
thropomorphic figure dancing to the weird strains of a
pipe it held in its monstrous paws. The horror of its as-
pect froze the fierce Picts with amazement, and close be-
hind it a vast white bulk heaved up from the subterra-
nean darkness. Out of the shaft came a slavering mad
nightmare which arrows pierced but could not check,
which swords carved but could not slay. It fell slobbering
upon the warriors, crushing them to crimson pulp, tear-
ing them to bits as an octopus might tear small fishes,
sucking their blood from their mangled limbs and de-
vouring them even as they screamed and struggled. The
survivors fled, pursued to the very ridge, up which, ap-
parently, the monster could not propel its quaking
mountainous bulk.

After that they did not dare the silent valley. But the
dead came to their shamans and old men in dreams and
told them strange and terrible secrets. They spoke of an
ancient, ancient race of semi-human beings which once
inhabited that valley and reared those columns for their
own weird inexplicable purpose. The white monster in
the pits was their god, summoned up from the nighted
abysses of mid-earth uncounted fathoms below the black
mold, by sorcery unknown to the sons of men. The hairy
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anthropomorphic being was its servant, created to serve
the god, a formless elemental spirit drawn up from below
and cased in flesh, organic but beyond the understand-
ing of humanity. The Old Ones had long vanished into
the limbo from whence they crawled in the black dawn
of the universe, but their bestial god and his inhuman
slave lived on. Yet both were organic after a fashion,
and could be wounded, though no human weapon had
been found potent enough to slay them.

Bragi and his clan had dwelt for weeks in the valley
before the horror struck. Only the night before, Grom,
hunting above the cliffs, and by that token daring
greatly, had been paralyzed by a high-pitched demon
piping, and then by a mad clamor of human screaming,
Stretched face down in the dirt, hiding his head in a
tangle of grass, he had not dared to move, even when
the shrieks died away in the slobbering, repulsive
sounds of a hideous feast. When dawn broke he had
crept shuddering to the cliffs to look down into the val-
ley, and the sight of the devastation, even when seen
from afar, had driven him in yammering flight far into
the hills. But it had occurred to him, finally, that he
should warn the rest of the tribe, and returning, on his
way to the camp on the plateau, he had seen me enter-
ing the valley.

So spoke Grom, while I sat and brooded darkly, my
chin on my mighty fist. I can not frame in modern words
the clan-feeling that in those days was a living vital part
of every man and woman, In a world where talon and
fang were lifted on every hand, and the hands of all
men raised against an individual, except those of his
own clan, tribal instinct was more than the phrase it is
today. It was as much a part of a man as was his heart
or his right hand. This was necessary, for only thus
banded together in unbreakable groups could mankind
have survived in the terrible environments of the primi-
tive world. So now the personal grief I felt for Bragi and
the clean-limbed young men and laughing white-skinned
girls was drowned in a deeper sea of grief and fury that
was cosmic in its depth and intensity. I sat grimly, while
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the Pict squatted anxiously beside me, his gaze roving
from me to the menacing deeps of the valley where the
accursed columns loomed like broken teeth of cackling
hags among the waving leafy reaches.

I, Niord, was not one to use my brain over-much, I
lived in a physical world, and there were the old men of
the tribe to do my thinking. But I was one of a race des-
tined to become dominant mentally as well as physi-
cally, and I was no mere muscular animal. So as I sat
there there came dimly and then clearly a thought to me
that brought a short fierce laugh from my lips.

Rising, I bade Grom aid me, and we built a pyre on
the lake shore of dried wood, the ridge-poles of the
tents, and the broken shafts of spears. Then we collected
the grisly fragments that had been parts of Bragi’s band,
and we laid them on the pile, and struck flint and steel
to it.

The thick sad smoke crawled serpent-like into the sky,
and turning to Grom, I made him guide me to the jungle
wherein lurked that scaly horror, Satha, the great ser-
pent. Grom gaped at me; not the greatest hunter among
the Picts sought out the mighty crawling one. But my
will was like a wind that swept him along my course,
and at last he led the way. We left the valley by the
upper end, crossing the ridge, skirting the tall cliffs, and
plunged into the vastnesses of the south, which was peo-
pled only by the grim denizens of the jungle. Deep into
the jungle we went, until we came to a low-lying ex-
panse, dark and dark beneath the great creeper-fes-
tooned trees, where our feet sank deep into the spongy
silt, carpeted by rotting vegetation, and slimy moisture
oozed up beneath their pressure. This, Grom told me,
was the realm haunted by Satha, the great serpent.

Let me speak of Satha. There is nothing like him on
earth today, nor has there been for countless ages. Like
the meat-eating dinosaur, like old sabre-tooth, he was
too terrible to exist. Even then he was a survival of a
grimmer age when life and its forms were cruder and
more hideous. There were not many of his kind then,
though they may have existed in great numbers in the
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reeking ooze of the vast jungle-tangled swamps still far-
ther south. He was larger than any python of modern
ages, and his fangs dripped with poison a thousand
times more deadly than that of a king cobra.

He was never worshipped by the pure-blood Picts,
though the blacks that came later deified him, and that
adoration persisted in the hybrid race that sprang from
the Negroes and their white conquerors. But to other
peoples he was the nadir of evil horror, and tales of him
became twisted into demonology; so in later ages Satha
became the veritable devil of the white races, and the
Stygians first worshipped, and then, when they became
Egyptians, abhorred him under the name of Set, the Old
Serpent, while to the Semites he became Leviathan and
Satan. He was terrible enough to be a god, for he was a
crawling death. I had seen a bull elephant fall dead in
his tracks from Satha’s bite. I had seen him, had
glimpsed him writhing his horrific way through the
dense jungle, had seen him take his prey, but had never
hunted him. He was too grim, even for the slayer of old
sabre-tooth.

But now I hunted him, plunging farther and farther
into the hot, breathless reek of his jungle, even when
friendship for me could not drive Grom farther. He
urged me to paint my body and sing my death-song be-
fore I advanced farther, but I pushed on unheeding.

In a natural runway that wound between the shoul-
dering trees, I set a trap. I found a large tree, soft and
spongy of fibre, but thick-boled and heavy, and I hacked
through its base close to the ground with my great
sword, directing its fall so that when it toppled, its top
crashed into the branches of a smaller tree, leaving it
leaning across the runway, one end resting on the earth,
the other caught in the small tree, Then I cut away the
branches on the under side, and cutting a slim tough sap-
ling I trimmed it and stuck it upright like a prop-pole
under the leaning tree. Then, cutting away the tree
which supported it, I left the great trunk posied preca-
riously on the prop-pole, to which I fastened a long vine
as thick as my wrist.
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would have writhed from under the trunk, but for a bro-
ken branch that had been driven deep into his side,
holding him like a barb. The sound of his hissing filled
the jungle and his eyes glared at me with such concen-
trated evil that I shook despite myself. Oh, he knew it
was I who had trapped him! Now I came as close as I
dared, and with a sudden powerful cast of my spear,
transfixed his neck just below the gaping jaws, nailing
him to the tree-trunk. Then I dared greatly, for he was
far from dead, and I knew he would in an instant tear
the spear from the wood and be free to strike. But in
that instant I ran in, and swinging my sword with all my
great power, I hewed off his terrible head.

The heavings and contortions of Satha’s prisoned form
in life were naught to the convulsions of his headless
length in death. I retreated, dragging the gigantic head
after me with a crooked pole, and a safe distance from
the lashing, flying tail, I set to work. I worked with
naked death then, and no man ever toiled more gingerly
than I did. For I cut out the poison sacs at the base of
the great fangs, and in that terrible venom I soaked the
heads of eleven arrows, being careful that only the
bronze points were in the liquid, which else had cor-
roded away the wood of the tough shafts, While I was
doing this, Grom, driven by his comradeship and curios-
ity, came stealing nervously through the jungle, and his
mouth gaped as he looked on the head of Satha.

For hours I steeped the arrowheads in the poison,
until they were caked with a horrible green scum, and
showed tiny flecks of corrosion where the venom had
eaten into the solid bronze. I wrapped them carefully in
broad, thick, rubber-like leaves, and then, though night
had fallen and the hunting beasts were roaring on every
hand, I went back through the jungled hills, Grom with
me, until at dawn we came again to the high cliffs that
loomed above the Valley of Broken Stones.

At the mouth of the valley I broke my spear, and I
took all the unpoisoned shafts from my quiver, and
snapped them. I painted my face and limbs as the Aesir
painted themselves only when they went forth to certain
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doom, and I sang my death-song to the sun as it rose over
the cliffs, my yellow mane blowing in the morning wind.

Then I went down into the valley, bow in hand.

Grom could not drive himself to follow me. He lay on
his belly in the dust and howled like a dying dog.

I passed the lake and the silent camp where the pyre-
ashes still smouldered, and came under the thickening
trees beyond. About me the columns loomed, mere
shapeless heaps from the ravages of staggering eons. The
trees grew more dense, and under their vast leafy
branches the very light was dusky and evil. As in twilight
shadow I saw the ruined temple, cyclopean walls stag-
gering up from masses of decaying masonry and fallen
blocks of stone. About six hundred yards in front of it a
great column reared up in an open glade, eighty or
ninety feet in height. It was so worn and pitted by
weather and time that any child of my tribe could have
climbed it, and I marked it and changed my plan.

I came to the ruins and saw huge crumbling walls up-
holding a domed roof from which many stones had
fallen, so that it seemed like the lichen-grown ribs of
some mythical monster’s skeleton arching above me. Ti-
tanic columns flanked an open doorway through which
ten elephants could have stalked abreast. Once there
might have been inscriptions and hieroglyphics on the
pillars and walls, but they were long worn away. Around
the great room, on the inner side, ran columns in better
state of preservation. On each of these columns was a flat
pedestal, and some dim instinctive memory vaguely res-
urrected a shadowy scene wherein black drums roared
madly and on these pedestals monstrous beings squatted
loathsomely in inexplicable rituals rooted in the black
dawn of the universe.

There was no altar—only the mouth of a great well-
like shaft in the stone floor, with strange obscene carv-
ings all about the rim. I tore great pieces of stone from
the rotting floor and cast them down the shaft which
slanted down into utter darkmess, I heard them bound
along the side, but I did not hear them strike bottom. I
cast down stone after stone, each with a searing curse,
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and at last I heard a sound that was not the dwindling
rumble of the falling stones. Up from the well floated a
weird demon-piping that was a symphony of madness.
Far down in the darkness I glimpsed the faint fearful
glimmering of a vast white bulk,

I retreated slowly as the piping grew louder, falling
back through the broad doorway. I heard a scratching,
scrambling noise, and up from the shaft and out of the
doorway between the colossal columns came a prancing
incredible figure. It went erect like a man, but it was
covered with fur, that was shaggiest where its face
should have been. If it had ears, nose, and a mouth I did
not discover them. Only a pair of staring red eyes leered
from the furry mask. Its misshapen hands held a strange
set of pipes, on which it blew weirdly as it pranced to-
ward me with many a grotesque caper and leap.

Behind it I heard a repulsive obscene noise as of a
quaking unstable mass heaving up out of a well, Then I
nocked an arrow, drew the cord and sent the shaft sing-
ing through the furry breast of the dancing monstrosity.
It went down as though struck by a thunderbolt, but to
my horror the piping continued, though the pipes had
fallen from the malformed hands. Then I turned and ran
fleetly to the column, up which I swarmed before I
looked back. When I reached the pinnacle I looked, and
because of the shock and surprise of what I saw, I al-
most fell from my dizzy perch.

Out of the temple the monstrous dweller in the dark-
ness had come, and I, who had expected a horror yet
cast in some terrestrial mold, looked on the spawn of
nightmare. From what subterranean hell it crawled in
the long ago I know not, nor what black age it repre-
sented. But it was not a beast, as humanity knows
beasts. I call it a worm for lack of a better term. There is
no earthly language which has a name for it. I can only
say it looked somewhat more like a worm than it did an
octopus, a serpent or a dinosaur.

It was white and pulpy, and drew its quaking bulk
along the ground, worm-fashion. But it had wide flat
tentacles, and fleshy feelers, and other adjuncts the use
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of which I am unable to explain. And it had a long pro-
boscis which it curled and uncurled like an elephant’s
trunk. Its forty eyes, set in a horrific circle, were com-
posed of thousands of facets of as many scintillant colors
which changed and altered in never-ending transmuta-
tion. But through all interplay of hue and glint, they re-
tained their evil intelligence—intelligence there was be-
hind those flickering facets, not human nor yet bestial,
but a night-born demoniac intelligence such as men in
dreams vaguely sense throbbing titanically in the black
gulfs outside our material universe. In size the monster
was mountainous; its bulk would have dwarfed a masto-
don.

But even as I shook with the cosmic horror of the
thing, I drew a feathered shaft to my ear and arched it
singing on its way. Grass and bushes were crushed flat
as the monster came toward me like a moving mountain
and shaft after shaft I sent with terrific force and deadly
precision. I could not miss so huge a target. The arrows
sank to the feathers or clear out of sight in the unstable
bulk, each bearing enough poison to have stricken dead
a bull elephant. Yet on it came, swiftly, appallingly, ap-
parently heedless of both the shafts and the venom in
which they were steeped. And all the time the hideous
music played a maddening accompaniment, whining
thinly from the pipes that lay untouched on the ground.

My confidence faded; even the poison of Satha was
futile against this uncanny being. I drove my last shaft
almost straight downward into the quaking white moun-
tain, so close was the monster under my perch. Then
suddenly its color altered. A wave of ghastly blue surged
over it, and the vast bulk heaved in earthquake-like con-
vulsions. With a terrible plunge it struck the lower part
of the column which crashed to falling shards of stone.
But even with the impact, I leaped far out and fell
through the empty air full upon the monster’s back.

The spongy skin yielded and gave beneath my feet,
and I drove my sword hilt-deep, dragging it through the
pulpy flesh, ripping a horrible yard-long wound, from
which oozed a green slime. Then a flip of a cable-like
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tentacle flicked me from the titan’s back and spun me
three hundred feet through the air to crash among a
cluster of giant trees.

The impact must have splintered half the bones in my
frame, for when I sought to grasp my sword again and
crawl anew to the combat, I could not move hand or
foot, could only writhe helplessly with my broken back.
But I could see the monster and I knew that I had won,
even in defeat. The mountainous bulk was heaving and
billowing, the tentacles were lashing madly, and the an-
tennae writhing and knotting, and the nauseous white-
ness had changed to a pale and grisly green. It turned
ponderously and lurched back toward the temple, roll-
ing like a crippled ship in a heavy swell. Trees crashed
and splintered as it lumbered against them.

I wept with pure fury because I could not catch up
my sword and rush in to die glutting my berserk mad-
ness in mighty strokes. But the worm-god was death-
stricken and needed not my futile sword. The demon
pipes on the ground kept up their infernal tune, and it
was like the fiend’s death-dirge. Then as the monster
veered and floundered, I saw it catch up the corpse of
its hairy slave. For an instant the apish form dangled
in midair, gripped round by the trunk-like proboscis,
then was dashed against the temple wall with a force
that reduced the hairy body to a mere shapeless pulp. At
that the pipes screamed out horribly, and fell silent for-
ever.

The titan staggered on the brink of the shaft; then an-
other change came over it—a frightful transfiguration the
nature of which I can not yet describe. Even now when
I try to think of it clearly, I am only chaotically con-
scious of a blasphemous, unnatural transmutation of
form and substance, shocking and indescribable. Then
the strangely altered bulk tumbled into the shaft to roll
down into the ultimate darkness from whence it came,
and I knew that it was dead. And as it vanished into the
well, with a rending, grinding groan the ruined walls
quivered from dome to base. They bent inward and
buckled with a deafening reverberation, the column
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ing credits. But there are two things about Hank Kuttner
1 particularly respect. The first is that he refused to be
typed: he was capable of producing first-rank science fic-
tion to the taste of John Campbell, and he was good
enough at it to stand out of the crowd as a distinct writ-
ing personality . . . this become more truly remarkable
when you consider the extraordinary high caliber of the
rest of the guys in that crowd: Heinlein, Sturgeon, Asi-
mov, Van Vogt, L. Sprague de Camp, Leinster, Simak
and L. Ron Hubbard . . . the little handful of writers
who completely changed the history of science fiction in
the forties, and taught it to grow up.

No, he wasn’t satisfied to be just one of the better
writers for Astounding. He wanted to write a little of ev-
erything, and to excell in each genre, and he usually did.
Early in his career, he broke into Weird Tales with some
marvellously Lovecraftian creepy-crawlies like his much-
anthologized “The Graveyard Rats.” And about the same
time he was appearing regularly in Astounding, with
pace-setting stuff like his “Baldy” series, and novels like
The Fairy Chessmen and the brilliant Fury!l, he was
quietly writing a whole pile of novels for Startling in the
vein of the lost race romance, colorful and vastly enter-
taining yarns much in the style of A. Merritt, novels like
The Dark World and I Am Eden and The Time Axis.

Then again, he had a fine gift for humor, which is
something very, very few science fiction writers can
really do well. His delicious stories about Gallegher, the
wacky inventor who could only invent when stewed to
the eyelids in a welter of martinis, or the wild and wooly
stories of the Hogbens, a riotous family of super-psionic
hillbillies, are cases in point. Kuttner did superlatively just
about everything he set his hand to, and he set his hand to
just about everything.

The other thing I most respect about the man was his
sense of dedication and craftsmanship. Kuttner was so
highly regarded by the editors of his day that he could
sell just about everything that came out of his typewriter.
But to the best of my knowledge, he never skimped or
cheated: every story was a polished work of fine, careful
handcrafting. Every story had color and verve and
charm, warmth and insight and gusto and a beautiful



174 Henry Kuttner

sense of words used well. There is hard work on every
page of a Kuttner story, and 1 have the feeling that he
worked that hard not so much out of a sense of his obli-
gation to his readers to give them the best of which he
was capable (although he certainly had that, too), but
from sheer love of doing the job right. And this becomes
all the more remarkable, when you stop to think about
what it’s like to be a free-lance fiction writer: if you can
produce, the pay is good, but the checks don’t always
come in on time, and the temptation to crank out the
barely adequate, collect a fast buck and ride a little on
your reputation—well, it’s tempting!

Kuttner’s output was fantastic. He produced so much
fiction that he had as many as sixteen pen-names going,
and some of them, like Lewis Padgett and Lawrence
O’Donnell, became well established. It becomes exciting
to delve through old issues of pulp magazines, armed
with a complete list of Kuttnerian pseudonyms. You turn
up surprising things—did you know Kuttner was the au-
thor of Doctor Cyclops?

So that’s Hank Kuttner, bless him! There was only one
of him, and when his heart attack carried him from us,
his mantle was locked away in storage: no one has yet
come along with the qualifications to inherit it. When
Robert E. Howard died in 1936, Henry Kuttner was
one of the several writers (Mrs. Kuttner was another—
remember her “Jirel of Joiry” talesP) who entered the
field of Sword & Sorcery in hopes of filling the gap left
empty by the passing of Conan’s creator. For Weird
Tales, Kuttner authored a series of fast action yams
about Elak of Atlantis. For Weird Tales’ only real com-
petitor, Strange Stories, Kuttner also began another fan-
tasy adventure series about the adventures of Prince Ray-
nor of Sardopolis, a forgotten and primal kingdom in
Central Asia, set long before history began. There were
only two stories in this series because Strange flopped on
the newsstands, and Kuttner already had a series running
in WT, so the Sardopolis mythos died before it really got
started.

The two stories he did get into print, though, were
very good stuff. Kutiner displays his brilliant talent for
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taunts were voiced, but for a time the white-bearded
oldster paid no heed to the gibes. His sunken eyes, be-
neath their snowy penthouse brows, dwelt on the far
distance, where a forest swept up into the mountain
slopes and faded into blue haze.

His voice came, thin, piercing.

“Woe, woe unto Sardopolis! Fallen is the Jewel of
Gobi, fallen and lost forever, and all its glory gonel Des-
ecration shall come to the altars, and the streets shall
run red with blood. I see death for the king and shame
for his people . . .”

For a time the soldiers beneath the wall had been si-
lent, but now, spears lifted, they interrupted with a tor-
rent of half-amused mockery. A bearded giant roared:

“Come down to us, old goat! We'll welcome you in-
deed!”

The prophet’s eyes dropped, and the shouting of the
soldiers faded into stillness. Very softly the ancient
spoke, yet each word was clear and distinct as a sword-
blade.

“Ye shall ride through the streets of the city in
triumph. And your king shall mount the silver throne.
Yet from the forest shall come your doom; an old doom
shall come down upon you, and none shall escape. He
shall return—He—the mighty one who dwelt here
once ..."

The prophet lifted his arms, staring straight into the
red eye of the rising sun. “Evohé! Evohél”

Then he stepped forward. Two steps and plunged.
Straight down, his beard and robe streaming up, till the
upthrust spears caught him, and he died.

And that day the gates of Sardopolis were burst in by
giant battering-rams, and like an unleashed flood the
men of Cyaxares poured into the city, wolves who slew
and plundered and tortured mercilessly. Terror walked
that day, and a haze of battle hung upon the roofs. The
defenders were hunted down and slaughtered in the
streets without mercy. Women were outraged, their chil-
dren impaled, and the glory of Sardopolis faded in a
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nor, seemingly heedless of danger, her blade flicking
wasplike through the air. And the prince guarded her as
best he could, the sword weaving a bright maze of
deadly lightnings as it whirled.

The Reaver swung, and his sword crushed a helm and
bit deep into bone. He strained to tug it free—and a sol-
dier thrust up at his throat. Samar deflected the blade
with his own weapon, and that cost him his life. In that
moment of inattention a driven spear smashed through
corselet and jerkin and drank deep of the man’s life-
blood.

Silent, he fell.

The Reaver went berserk. Yelling, he sprang over his
lieutenant’s corpse and swung, For a few moments he
held back his enemies—and then someone flung a shield.
Instinctively Kialeh lifted his blade to parry.

The wolves leaped in to the kill.

Roaring, the Reaver went down, blood gushing
through his shaggy beard, staining its iron-gray with
red. When Raynor had time to look again, Kialeh lay a
corpse on his own hearth, his head amid bright jewels
that had spilled from the overturned treasure-chest.

The three stood together now, the last of the defend-
ers—Raynor and Eblik and Delphia. The soldiers ringed
them, panting for their death, yet hesitating before the
menace of cold steel. None wished to be the first to die.

And, as they waited, a little silence fell. The prince
heard a sound he remembered.

Dim and far away, a low roaring dnfted to his ears.
And the eerie shrilling of pipes . . .

It grew louder. The soldiers heard it now. They
glanced at one another askance. There was something
about that sound that chilled the bloed.

It swelled to a gleeful shouting, filling all the castle. A
breeze blew through the hall, tugging with elfin fingers
at sweat-moist skin, It rose to a gusty blast.

In its murmur voices whispered.

“Evohé! Evohél”

They grew louder, mad and unchecked. They exulted.

“Pan, Pan is freel”
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history of science such as The Heroic Age of American
Invention and The Ancient Engineers. Most recently he
has served the cause of fantasy brilliantly by editing the
complete “Conan” saga for paperback publication, com-
pleting a number of stories left unfinished at Robert E.
Howard’s death and writing a number of Conanesque
pastiches with Bjom Nyberg and myself to fill in the
more prominent gaps in Howard’s original saga. He now
lives in a suburb of Philadelphia with his charming blond
wife, Catherine, and the younger of his two sons, When
be is not globe-trotting in Yucatan, sailing up the Nile or
exploring the ruins of Carthage to gather factual data for
forthcoming books, that is.

Although one of his best non-fiction books is a lengthy,
scholarly and devastating debunking of the historical
reality of Atlantis (Lost Continents: The Atlantis Theme
in History, Science, and Literature, Gnome Press, 1954),
L. Sprague de Camp is no more immune to the tempting
lure of the Atlantis legend than any other author.

Here, in a pleasing counterpoint to Kuttnerian der-
ring-do, is one of de Camp’s “Pusidian” tales, laid
not in Atlantis but in its world. He calls the lost land
“Pusid,” by the way, pretending the Greeks derived their
term “Poseidonis,” an alternate name for Atlantis, from
this source. Where Henry Kuttner saw Shamballah
through the rosy spectacles of the romantic swashbuck-
ler, de Camp views his elder and mythic civilization with
the clear vision of one who knows the ancient world was
not all glistening marble and snowy togas.

Among other elements, his story makes the amusing
point that whatever the epoch or however glamorous and
exotic the locale, men act pretty much the same today as
yesterday. With his customary dry wit and aplomb, then,
here is de Camp’s wry, amusingly anti-glamorized tale of
a businesslike thief of tomb-treasure, his nubile and not-
unamenable daughter, a foxy familiar, a practical-minded
hero and a no-nonsense god . « . . . o o

—_—
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In the open, he could have outrun most Seteshans. In
these twisted streets, however, he hesitated at turnings
long enough to let the mob gain back what they had lost
in the straight stretches.

Furthermore, with such a large crowd, there were
bound to be some swift runners. These pressed to the
front. Their teeth gleamed, their eyes glared, and foam
blew back from their chins, They bore knives, stones,
bricks—whatever they had snatched up. Their panting
breaths were like the hissing of a thousand snakes.

Gezun passed a tavern where a pair of King Zere-
mab’a archers lounged in the doorway. He slid to a stop
and pointed back at the mob.

“They—look—help me—" he gasped.

The soldiers glanced. The mob shrieked: “Slay the
cat-killer! Burn the blasphemer! Flay the foul foreigner!”

The soldiers looked at one another. One cried: “Slay
the foreign devill” and drew his dagger.

Gezun hit him over the ear with his staff and
knocked him sprawling. The other archer started for-
ward but fell over his companion. Gezun ran on, a cor-
ner of his cloak flapping behind him like a flag,

Passing a potter’s stall, he jerked the rack of finished
pots so that it fell forward with a crash, filling the street
with bouncing, rolling, and smashing pots, The obstacle
hardly checked the mob. The leaders cleared the pots in
long leaps. The rest flowed over them like some natural
force. A few fell, but the rest trampled on and scram-
bled over the fallen, heedless of what bones of their own
folk they broke if they could only get at the hated alien.

Another corner. Gezun’s teeth showed, too, as he
gasped. His staff got heavier with every stride. Should
he throw it away or keep it for his last stand? He had a
short bronze Tartessian sword under his cloak, but with
the staff he might be able to hold the mob at arm’s
length. The sword, though deadlier, would let them
close enough to fasten on him like the giant leeches of
the Tritonian Sea and pull him down.

With a burst of speed, Gezun gained enough so that
he turned one corner before the mob rounded the last
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one. Coming out upon a street in which Gezun was not
to be seen, the mob hesitated before dividing like a
stream of ants, half going each way.

Gezun made another turn, into a mere alley, not wide
enough to let two men pass unless they sidled past one
another. It was so crooked he could see along it only a
few paces. On either side rose hlgh walls of stone or
brick, without openings save once in a while a stout
wooden door. Gezun knew enough of Seteshan customs

- not to expect help there.

The alley ended. Gezun faced another wall across his
path. He was in a cul-de-sac. The walls rose smoothly
around him, save where to one side there was a gap a
pace wide between two houses.

The space was blocked up to the height of a man by a
mass of rubble from some earlier edifice, which had
been simply pushed into the place between the houses
when they were built. A man could climb over the fallen
masonry. Beyond it, however, rose the wall of still an-
other house. So the space between the houses formed a
minor cul-de-sac, branching off from the main one.

The sound of the mob, muted for the moment, rose
again, Plainly, they were coming down the alley to see if
he had taken refuge there. The crowd had put off an off-
shoot, like a tendril, to probe all nearby cavities for its
prey.

In such a narrow space they could come at him only
one or two at a time. If they were mere soldiers, he might
hold them off, at least until he dropped from exhaustion
or somebody fetched a bow to shoot him. But, with a
mob of fanatics, those behind would push those in front,
willing or not, up against Gezun faster than he could
knock or cut them down.

The end would be the same, with the swarm fastening
on him, using teeth and nails if there was no room to
wield a weapon. Teeth and nails would kill one just as
dead as swords and spears, and rather more painfully.

Gezun pounded on the nearest door. The copper shut-
ter that closed the peep-hole on the inside moved aside.
A black Seteshan eye looked out.
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“By the beard of Roil This place is like a rabbit-war-
ren,” he said.

“Not so loud; you will frighten the bats.”

They crept along, talking in whispers. Presently Ro
pointed to a little black blob on the roof of the passage.
She stole up and snatched it. The bat fluttered and
squeaked in her grasp, but she popped it into the bag.

“Now you try,” she said.

Gezun missed his first snatch; the awakened bat
whirred off into the darkness. There was a chorus of
squeaks and a sense of fluttering.

“Clumsy oafl” whispered Ro. “Now we must wait for
them to quiet down again.”

“A creepy place!l One would expect it to be haunted.”

“Some are. King Amentik’s tomb has a deadly demon
with wings, beak, and claws. Three men who invaded it
were torn to bits.”

Gezun tried for another bat and caught it. The bat bit
his fingers, although its tiny teeth failed to draw blood.

In exploring one passage, they came to a place where
a large block had fallen from the ceiling. Gezun trod on
something hard and looked down. There were human
bones on the floor, some half under the block.

“The kings put such gins in their tombs to foil rob-
bers,” said Ro. “When you step on a particular stone—
boom! The ceiling falls on your head, or you fall
through a trapdoor. I know many such traps, some not
yet sprung.”

“Hm. I see your father cares not what befalls me
when I go to hunt bats by myself.”

“Oh, no!l We do not wish you slain while you are still
useful to us!”

“How kind of youl”

“Fear not; I shall tell you where to hunt each day.”

After several hours’ hunting, the bat-bag was comfort-
ably full of squeaking, fluttering captives. It moved with
a life of its own,

“That will do for today,” said Ro. “Let us go back to
the entrance and eat.”

“I hope you know your way through this maze. Why
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while Ugaph and Gezun weighed them. Ugaph, who
had some small education, added up the totals on the
wall of the chamber with a burnt stick. He said:

“We have more here than I have made in my whole
career as a collector. Why thought I not of this before?”

“Because I wasn’t here to suggest it,” grinned Gezun.
“Now, know you what I'd suggest further?”

“What?”

“That we put this stuff in stout bags and get out of
Typhon. We could go to Kham. Your share will keep
you in comfort the rest of your life, and mine will take
me to all the places I have not yet seen.”

“Are you mad, stripling?”

“What mean you?”

“This is nothing to what we shall collect once we get
our temple built.”

“You mean you would go through with that scheme
and not merely talk about it?”

“Surely, surely. I have already seen Sentiu the build-
ing-contractor and visited the artist Heqatari. He shall
design our temple and the statue of the god.”

“Then give me my half, and stay here with yours.”

“Nol We shall need it all. And think not to take your
share by stealth. Remember, it was not I who slew the
sacred cat.”

Gezun glared but subsided. Ugaph might be right at
that; he had had more experience at this sort of thing.

]

Soon the site of the temple sounded with hammering.
Walls rose, floors were laid, and in the midst of it all the
great Heqatari worked with his apprentices on the
statue. It was to be an imposing affair of gilded bronze,
showing a vulture-headed Ka with multiple wings and
arms, hurling thunderbolts and brandishing weapons.

When the workmen stopped for their noon meal,
Gezun went around to where Heqatari and his appren-
tices gnawed bread and cheese in the shade of a wall.

“Greetings, great artist,” said Gezun. “Can you explain
something?”















KA THE APPALLING 225

have been expected to notice the signs that Gezun and
Ro gave of their attachment, seemed to pay no attention.

The day came when the last bit of plaster had dried,
the last mural had been painted, and the last patch of
gold-leaf had been hammered into place. Ugaph called
Gezun, Ro, Maatab, and Eha into conference. He sat at
the head of the table in a gold-embroidered robe of
shiny eastern stuff and a tall pointed hat. He said:

“Tomorrow night is our dedication, The temple will
be filled. I have bought an ox for sacrifice to get things
started. However, our future depends on this ceremony’s
going smoothly, to get our pious fools worked up to a
big donation. Let us be sure we all know our parts per-
fectly . . .”

When they had rehearsed again, Ugaph said: “Gezun!
Maatab and Eha and I go to fetch our ox. I leave you
here to guard the temple. We shall be gone an hour.”

He led two thieves out. Gezun looked at Ro. He had
not been alone with her for any length of time since that
day in Khephru's tomb. All that made him hesitate was
that Ugaph’s parting words sounded almost like an invi-
tation. But, for one of Gezun’s age and vigor, the contest
})etween lust and suspicion was too one-sided to last
ong.

Ugaph led Maatab and Eha to the main chamber of
~ the temple. In front of the statue of Ka, Ugaph said:
“How is your courage?”

Maatab laughed, and Eha made muscles.

“Good,” murmured Ugaph. “The plan I have discussed
is the one that young dog thinks we shall follow. What
we shall really do is this. He will be in his room at the
beginning of the service, primping. He will come out
thinking he is to enter the main chamber and slay the ox
with the sanctified ax. But you two—"

Eha broke in: “Is it wise to talk of this so near the
god?” He jerked his head towards the brooding idol.

“Ha! That is but a thing of bronze and wood. I
planned it and Heqatari made it, just as I invented Ka
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ble-curved Tartessian sword. “We shall see who sacri-
fices whom!”

“Go not unto the main chamber!”

“Why not?”

“I know not, but there are portentous stirrings on the
spiritual plane, Something dreadful will happen.”

“Hm. Anyway, my thanks, little devil.”

Gezun went to the doorway on tiptoe. He stood to one
side of the door and jerked the curtain aside. Seeing
movement in the dark corridor, he snatched. He caught
a muscular arm. With a mighty heave he pulled Eha
into the room.

Eha struck at Gezun with a short leaden bludgeon. As
Eha was off-balance at the time, the blow did not hit
squarely. It knocked off Gezun’s wizard’s hat and grazed
his shaven scalp, filling his eyes with stars. He thrust the
sword into Eha’s neck.

Eha stumbled to hands and knees with a gurgle, drop-
ping the club. Maatab bounded into the room. Gezun
tried to withdraw the sword from Eha, but it stuck fast.
Then Maatab was upon him.

They staggered back into the middle of the room,
kicking, punching, gouging, and grabbing for holds.
Maatab hooked a thumb into Gezun’s nostrils, but
Gezun kicked Maatab in the crotch and sent the Setes-
han back groaning. They clinched, fell, and rolled.
Gezun felt the bludgeon under his hand. He picked it
up and struck at Maatab. The blow struck Maatab’s
shoulder. Maatab broke away and tore the sword out of
Eha.

Then they were up again, feinting, dodging, and strik-
ing. Each leaped at the other for a finishing blow, but
each caught the other’s wrist. They staggered about,
each trying to wrench his right arm out of the other’s
grasp. Gezun felt a grip on his ankle. It was Eha, not yet
dead. Gezun fell heavily. Maatab leaped for him, but
Gezun flung up both legs and drove his heels into Maa-
tab’s belly. The Seteshan was flung back against the
wall. He dropped the sword and half fell, coughing and
gasping.
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Prismatic Spray, Phandaal’s Mantle of Stealth, and the
Spell of the Slow Hour.

He climbed the parapets of his castle and stood under
the far stars, breathing the air of ancient Earth . . .
How many times had this air been breathed before him?
What cries of pain had this air experienced, what sighs,
laughs, war shouts, cries of exultation, gasps . . .

The night was wearing on. A blue light wavered in
the forest. Turjan watched a moment, then at last
squared himself and uttered the Call to the Violent
Cloud.

All was quiet; then came a whisper of movement
swelling to a roar of great winds. A wisp of white ap-
peared and waxed to a pillar of boiling black smoke. A
voice deep and harsh issued from the turbulence.

“At your disturbing power is this instrument come;
whence will you go?”

“Four Directions, then One,” said Turjan, “Alive must
I be brought to Embelyon.”

The cloud whirled down; far up and away he was
snatched, flung head over heels into incalculable dis-
tance. Four directions was he thrust, then one, and at
last a great blow hurled him from the cloud, sprawled
him into Embelyon.

Turjan gained his feet and tottered a moment, half-
dazed. His senses steadied; he looked about him.

He stood on the bank of a limpid pool. Blue flowers
grew about his ankles and at his back reared a grove of
tall blue-green trees, the leaves blurring on high into
mist. Was Embelyon of Earth? The trees were Earth-
like, the flowers were of familiar form, the air was of the
same texture . . . But there was an odd lack to this land
and it was difficult to determine. Perhaps it came of the
horizon’s curious vagueness, perhaps from the blurring
quality of the air, lucent and uncertain as water. Most
strange, however, was the sky, a mesh of vast ripples
and cross-ripples, and these refracted a thousand shafts
of colored light, rays which in mid-air wove wondrous
laces, rainbow nets, in all the jewel hues. So as Turjan
watched, there swept over him beams of claret, topaz,
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Turjan, standing in the middle of the room, spoke to
his unseen host.

“This is my mission, Pandelume,” he said. “For some
time I have been striving to create humanity in my vats.
Yet always I fail, from ignorance of the agent that binds
and orders the patterns. This master-matrix must be
known to you; therefore I come to you for guidance.”

“Willingly will I aid you,” said Pandelume. “There is,
however, another aspect involved. The universe is meth-
odized by symmetry and balance; in every aspect of ex-
istence is this equipoise observed. Consequently, even in
the trivial scope of our dealings, this equivalence must
be maintained, thus and thus. I agree to assist you; in
return, you perform a service of equal value for me.
When you have completed this small work, I will in-
struct and guide you to your complete satisfaction.”

“What may this service be?P” inquired Turjan.

“A man lives in the land of Ascolais, not far from your
Castle Miir. About his neck hangs an amulet of carved
blue stone. This you must take from him and bring to
me.”

Turjan considered a moment.

“Very well,” he said. “I will do what I can. Who is the
man?p”

Pandelume answered in a soft voice.

“Prince Kandive the Golden.”

“Ah,” exclaimed Turjan ruefully, “you have gone to no
pains to make my task a pleasant one . . . But I will ful-
fill your requirement as best I can.”

“Good,” said Pandelume. “Now I must instruct you.
Kandive wears this amulet hidden below his singlet.
When an enemy appears, he takes it out to display on
his chest, such is the potency of the charm. No matter
what else, do not gaze on this amulet, either before or
after you take it, on pain of most hideous consequence.”

“I understand,” said Turjan. “I will obey. Now there is
a question I would ask—providing the answer will not
involve me in an undertaking to bring the Moon back to

Earth, or recover an elixir you inadvertently spilled in
the sea.” ’
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bells, music, voices. Turjan frowned, pursed his lips: A
strange tumult for the austere home of Pandelume!

A woman’s voice sounded close by.

“Look, O Santanil, see the man-owl who closes his
eyes to merriment!”

There was a man’s laughter, suddenly hushed. “Come.
The fellow is bereft and possibly violent. Come.”

Turjan hesitated, then opened his eyes. It was night in
white-walled Kaiin, and festival time. Orange lanterns
floated in the air, moving as the breeze took them. From
the balconies dangled flower chains and cages of blue
flies. The streets surged with the wine-flushed popu-
lace, costumed in a multitude of bizarre modes. Here
was a Melantine bargeman, here a warrior of Valdaran’s
Green Legion, here another of ancient times wearing
one of the old helmets. In a little cleared space a gar-
landed courtesan of the Kauchique littoral danced the
Dance of the Fourteen Silken Movements to the music
of flutes. In the shadow of a balcony a girl barbarian of
East Almery embraced a man blackened and in leather
harness as a Deodand of the forest. They were gay,
these people of waning Earth, feverishly merry, for infi-
nite night was close at hand, when the red sun should
- finally flicker and go black.

Turjan melted into the throng. At a tavern he re-
freshed himself with biscuits and wine; then he made
for the palace of Kandive the Golden.

The palace loomed before him, every window and
balcony aglow with light. Among the lords of the city
there was feasting and revelry. If Prince Kandive were
flushed with drink and unwary, reflected Turjan, the
task should not be too difficult. Yet, entering boldly, he
might be recognized, for he was known to many in
Kaiin. So, uttering Phandaal's Mantle of Stealth; he
faded from the sight of all men.

Through the arcade he slipped, into the grand salon,
where the lords of Kaiin made merry like the throngs of
the street. Turjan threaded the rainbow of silk, velour,
sateen, watching the play with amusement. On a terrace
some stood looking into a sunken pool where a pair of
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spell. Instantly the blazing wires of the Excellent Pris-
matic Spray lashed from all directions at Turjan. Kan-
dive watched the furious rain with a wolfish grin, but
his expression changed quickly to consternation. A fin-
ger’s breadth from Turjan’s skin the fire-darts dissolved
into a thousand gray puffs of smoke.

“Turn your back, Kandive,” Turjan ordered. “Your
magic is useless against Laccodel’s Rune.” But Kandive
took a step toward a spring in the wall.

“Haltl” cried Turjan. “One more step and the Spray
splits you thousandfold!”

Kandive stopped short. In helpless rage he turned his
back and Turjan, stepping forward quickly, reached
over Kandive’s neck, seized the amulet and raised it
free. It crawled in his hand and through the fingers
there passed a glimpse of blue. A daze shook his brain,
and for an instant he heard a murmur of avid voices . . .
His vision cleared. He backed away from Kandive, stuff-
ing the amulet in his pouch. Kandive asked, “May I now
turn about in safety?”

“When you wish,” responded Turjan, clasping his
pouch. Kandive, seeing Turjan occupied, negligently
stepped to the wall and placed his hand on a spring.

“Turjan,” he said, “you are lost. Before you may utter
a syllable, I will open the floor and drop you a great
dark distance. Can your charms avail against this?”

Turjan halted in mid-motion, fixed his eyes upon Kan-
dive’s red and gold face. Then he dropped his eyes
sheepishly. “Ah, Kandive,” he fretted, “you have outwit-
ted me. If I return you the amulet, may I go free?”

“Toss the amulet at my feet,” said Kandive, gloating.
“Also Laccodel's Rune. Then I shall decide what mercy
to grant you.”

“Even the Rune?” Turjan asked, forcing a piteous note
to his voice.

“Or your life.”

Turjan reached into his pouch and grasped the crystal
Pandelume had given him. He pulled it forth and held it
against the pommel of his sword.

“Ho, Kandive,” he said, “I have discerned your trick.
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have endeavored through the ages to break the clouded
glass, but so far my research has failed. He who discov-
ers the pattern will know all of sorcery and be a man
powerful beyond comprehension.”

So Turjan applied himself to the study and learned
many of the simpler routines.

“I find herein a wonderful beauty,” he told Pande-
lume. “This is no science, this is art, where equations fall
away to elements like resolving chords, and where al-
ways prevails a symmetry either explicit or multiplex,
but always of a crystalline serenity.”

In spite of these other studies, Turjan spent most of
his time at the vats, and under Pandelume’s guidance
achieved the mastery he sought. As a recreation he
formed a girl of exotic design, whom he named Floriel.
The hair of the girl he had found with XKandive on the
night of the festival had fixed in his mind, and he gave
his creature pale green hair. She had skin of creamy tan
and wide emerald eyes. Turjan was intoxicated with de-
light when he brought her wet and perfect from the vat.
She learned quickly and soon knew how to speak with
Turjan. She was one of dreamy and wistful habit, caring
for little but wandering among the flowers of the mead-
ow, or sitting silently by the river; yet she was a pleas-
ant creature and her gentle manners amused Turjan,

But one day the black-haired T’sais came riding past
on her horse, steely-eyed, slashing at flowers with her
sword. The innocent Floriel wandered by and T’sais, ex-
claiming “Green-eyed woman—your aspect horrifies me,
it is death for youl” cut her down as she had the flowers
in her path.

Turjan, hearing the hooves, came from the workroom
in time to witness the sword-play. He paled in rage and
a spell of twisting torment rose to his lips. Then Tsais
looked at him and cursed him, and in the pale face and
dark eyes he saw her misery and the spirit that caused
her to defy her fate and hold to her life. Many emotions
fought in him, but at last he permitted T’sais to ride on.
He buried Floriel by the river-bank and tried to forget
her in intense study.
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A few days later he raised his head from his work.

“Pandelumel! Are you near?”

“What do you wish, Turjan?”

“You mentioned that when you made T’sais, a flaw
warped her brain. Now I would create one like her, of
the same intensity, yet sound of mind and spirit.”

“As you will,” replied Pandelume indifferently, and
gave Turjan the pattern,

So Turjan built a sister to T’sais, and day by day
watched the same slender body, the same proud features
take form.

When her time came, and she sat up in her vat, eyes
glowing with joyful life, Turjan was breathless in haste to
help her forth.

She stood before him wet and naked, a twin to Tsals,
but where the face of T’sais was racked by hate, here
dwelt peace and merriment; where the eyes of Tsais
glowed with fury, here shone the stars of imagination.

Turjan stood wondering at the perfection of his own
creation. “Your name shall be T’sain,” said he, “and al-
ready I know that you will be part of my life.”

He abandoned all else to teach T’sain, and she learned
with marvelous speed.

“Presently we return to Earth,” he told her, “to my
home beside a great river in the green land of Ascolais.”
“Is the sky of Earth filled with colors?” she inquired.

“No,” he replied. “The sky of Earth is a fathomless
dark blue, and an ancient red sun rides across the sky.
When night falls the stars appear in patterns that I will
teach you. Embelyon is beautiful, but Earth is wide, and
the horizons extend far off into mystery. As soon as
Pandelume wills, we return to Earth.”

T’sain loved to swim in the river, and sometimes Tur-
jan came down to splash her and toss rocks in the water
while he dreamed. Against T’sais he had warned her,
and she had promised to be wary.

But one day, as Turjan made preparations for depar-
ture, she wandered far afield through the meadows,
mindful only of the colors at play in the sky, the majesty
of the tall blurred trees, the changing flowers at her feet;
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bowls of gleaming brass, platters of seed-cakes drowned
in pungent spiced gravy, and great cups of foaming
brown ale or heady wines cooled in the swift waters of
Jander.

At this table were seated three men, differing greatly
in age, station and raiment. There was a small, spry,
birdlike little seer with thin white nervous hands and
sharp black eyes that flickered here and there with keen
inquisitiveness. He had a round bald skull that gleamed
like a globe of polished ivory, and it was bare save for a
cap of red satin worn against the night-chills. From the
full, voluminous canonicals of mystic purple wherein he
was robed, you would have known him for a member of
the Holy Brotherhood of Augurs, sworn and dedicated to
the Taos Sarganastor the Patron of Magic and Prophecy.
This was His Purity, Chelian, Abbot of Thax, taken by
night on the road to seacoast Islarch Keroona, thither-
bound for consultation with the Speaking Stone.

Opposite from this Chelian sat a tall brown saturnine
man of thirty or more winters, stout-clad in a long byrmy
of fine link-steel cleverly interworked with the cunning
of the Gnarly-smiths: the whole washed in liquid gold,
and interset with cut bezoars that burned like hot brown
stars, The face of this man was gaunt and harsh and
famished. His eyes were black, dull, opaque, and yet
inly and disquietingly a-lit. He had a tight grim mouth
framed with a stiff coarse spade-beard of black which
was shot through and through with rough patches of
grey. His head was clothed in soft black felt, draped in
intricate folds and escalloped where it fell close about his
brows. A great axe hung at his waist by leathern thongs.

This was the famed war-captain, the Twice-Valiant
Lynxias, and he was come from Phome Against the Ny-
rainian Hills, bound for the lustral Games.

Between these two, in a mighty thronelike chair of an-
cient ironwood all worked and carved with the like-
nesses of Gnarly-folk and Firedrakes and the Ops and
other beasts, sat their host, the Lord Gondomir of Glas-
gerd Keep, first among the Twelve Barons who hold all
this Forest Kingdom of Sarthay as their domain.,
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This Lord Gondomir was a stout, full-bodied man
well past the zenith of his years, huge and bearded and
blustering, In the high bright days of his warlike youth
he had captained the Levy of Sarthay, and his deeds
were not neglected by the makers of songs. It was told
how that they marched against Sea Rovers come a-slav-
ing from the Isles Gorgonian and broke the howling Is-
landers in day-long battle at Falgalon field. And how,
betimes, he led the host up against the Wild Men of the
Grey Hills, who go a-bearded and maned like beasts,
and fight with a beast’s ferocity, but with clubs of stone
only, for they eschew the bronzen weaponry of city-folk.
They said that even at this day, well past his prime, he
towered among other warriors like a great bull among
calves, or a mighty ram striding amongst the ewes—
which saying was most apt for that his blazon was an
ram’s-head, black, on a silvern field.

Such was Gondomir of Glasgerd Keep: rough of man-
ner and rude of speech, his converse peppery with all
kind of coarse and barbarous oaths, gruff in his temper
as a growling bear; and yet, withal, wise in his counsels
and great-of-heart. His hand lay lightly on the rod of
power, and his people loved him.

The Lord Gondomir was bellowing just now, roaring
in his rude and hearty humor over some slight witticism
passed by the little Augur. The Lord threw back his
grey-maned head, his massive chest and shoulders quak-
ing with mirth until the table quivered with the peals of his
ringing laughter. His bluff, ruddy face, craggy-featured
with keen good eyes sharp under tufted brows, beamed
with jovial good humor, and candor, and fiery quick tem-
per. His girth was robed in bottle-green and apricot vel-
vet, much stained about the chest with meat and wine,
trimmed at throat and cuff and hem with grey fur the
color of his beard. The brave Seal of Sarthay flashed on
the thumb of his great scarred hand and the Black Ram
of Glasgerd was worked into the fabric of these robes
where they were bound across his deep chest.

And around his throat upon an heavy chain of rosy or-
ichale, thick-set with yellow zircons that gleamed and
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against the steep-vaulted roof of the hall. The storm no
longer impended, but was come in its fury.

“Well,” the Baron said heartily, “though we know this
man not and he cometh hence in mystery, he may be a
painted savage out of Barbaria for all I care. Nay; I
would not forbid guest-right to a demon come glibber-
ing up from the deepest pit of Tazenderzath the Abyss
of Fire, on such a night as this bodes well to bel Admit
the stranger-knight, Cresper; he be welcome to this
board, so he cometh to it in peace and good-fellowship.”

The steward bowed with slow dignity and withdrew,
hobbling on his staff. And the Lord of Glasgerd Keep
and his two guests ceased from their doings to turn cu-
rious eyes to see what manner and breed of visitor the
storm had belched up against their gates.

Old Cresper returned forthwith and led into the
smoky and cavernous immensity of the fire-lit hall a
young man still in the springtide of his days, and fair-
seeming, for all that he was much stained and bedrag-
gled from travel, with boots grey with road-dust and a
long, worn cloak stif with sea-salt. The youth was led
before his host, whereupon he bowed in greeting.

“Peace to this hall and to all therein,” he said in a
strong and quiet voice of deep timbre. “I am hight Avi-
athar, the son of Thamshyd of Memnos, a stranger but
new-come to these lands about, but come in good-will.”

From Memnos, then! The good Abbot Chelian,
’twould seem, had guessed shrewdly-well: yet herein lay
a small puzzlement. For old Memnos-town lay far and
farther still from forest-clad Sarthay, beyond the coast-
lands and across the narrow, stormy waters of the Sun-
dering Sea that cleft all of this land in twain from north
to south; indeed, it lay in the land of Cydace Below
Phasia, even as the Augur hazarded.

The puzzlement lay in the cause of so-far a journey-
ing. For the time of the coming-forth of Aviathar out of
Cydace lay in the first years of the Seventh Millenium of
the World. And in these troublous and now-darkening
years few journeyed from afar withouten good reason.
For the harsh and warlike Princes of the Four Cities of
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the Surna were even now a-casting covetous eyes upon
the rich realms of the south, and rumors of coming war
perturbed the Oracles. And from the gloom of The Du-
bious Land, beyond the Rivers, the ominous shadow of
The Woman spread slowly out of the Maremma to
over-lay the eastward marches of the Forest Kingdoms
with grim witcheries and unwholesome magics. In these
uneasy and contentious times, the tale repeateth, few
men ventured so far afield lacking good and solid rea-
son-why. For all this portion of the World’'s West was
sparse-settled by men and but newly-tamed by the Sons
of the Children of Thlunlarma, come hither from the
rocky shores of the Ultimate North but three centuries
agone, driven from their ancient homes by the will of
the August and Eternal Taosar to whelm the Gnarly-folk
and claim the West for the Kindred of Men. Much wil-
derness there was and empty land, to speak nothing of
great Eogrymgol itself, the Wood of the West, and the
cities of men were far-between and few in number;
wherewith also the roads that stretched betwixt them
were but ill-guarded and made perilous by the many
rogues and men of outlawry that had fallen betimes into
banditry and theft. In truth these were dark days when
no man felt truly secure and many yielded unto despera-
tion, or had come into the fell service of The Woman.

Hence it was natural that the old Baron bent a shrewd
and measuring gaze upon the youth that stood before
him, to see that he admit under his roof no sly, outland-
ish reaver, for against such the hand of every man was
set and guest-right was a-forfeit.

Dathgold, the last-born son of Gondomir, the child of
the fullness of his age, was at these times scarce more
than a lad. Thus was he present, serving his sire among the
pages of the hall, as was the custom. And in his later
years, when that he was one of the Companions of
Thamshyd the King, he caused to be set down a word-
sketch of this first meeting of the Lords Gondomir and
Aviathar, whereof he was eye-witness. And we have thus
a portrait of him of Memnos as he looked in the spring-
tide of his days, before even the hand of greatness
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