











XICCARPH

Clark Ashton Smith

Edited,
with an Introduction and Notes, by

Lin Carter

BALLANTINE BOOKS e -NEW YORK
An Intext Publisher






I dedicate this collection
of Clark Ashton Smith’s tales to
ROY SQUIRES
who has done as much as anyone

to keep alive the memory of
Klarkash-Ton.






Contents

Other Stars and Skies 3
An Introduction by Lin Carter
To the Daemon ‘ 9

An Invocation by Clark Ashton Smith

XICCARPH

The Maze of Maal Dweb 15

The Flower-W omen 37
ATHAI

Vulthoom 58

The Duweller in the Gulf | 94

The Vaults of Yoh-Vombis 121
PHANDIOM : |

-The Doom of Antarion 147
LOPHAI

The Demon of the Flower 168
SATABBOR '

The Monster of the Prophecy 185
BEYOND THE STARS

Sadastor 239

From the Crypts of Memory 244






Xiccarph





















8 Xiccarph

But there is little point in bemoaning the seventy-five
stories he left unwritten. Let us be very grateful for the
glorious tales he did write. Such as those in this book.

—LIN CARTER
Editorial Consultant:
The Ballantine Adult Fantasy Series

Hollis, Long Island, New Y ork
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18 | Xiccarph

crouched with radiating limbs that were like the hairy
members of colossal arachnidans. They seemed to close
in upon Tiglari 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 Athlé, 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 tyrant 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 outmost jungles; who punished
the rebellious and the disobedient with a doom of fall-
ing 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
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
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his mountain dwelling over a course of decades. In fact,
it seemed that there were many hundreds, leaning or
recumbent 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 Athlé.

Greatly did he marve] at the number of the women
and the utter stillness with which they maintained their
various postures. There was no lifting nor falling of
eyelids, 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 fright-
ened. Here, surely, was proof of the fabled sorceries of
Maal Dweb. These women—if indeed they were wom-
en and not mere statues—had been made the thralls of
a death-like spell of immortal slumber. It was as if
some invisible medium of adamantine silence had filled
the room, had formed about its occupants: a silence
wherein, it seemed, no mortal being could draw breath.

However, if Tiglari were to continue his search for
Maal Dweb and Athlé, it was necessary for him to
traverse the enchanted chamber. Feeling that a marble
sleep might descend upon him at the very crossing of
the sill, he went in with holden breath and furtive
pard-like paces. About him the women preserved their
eternal stillness, their various airs and attitudes. Each, it
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appeared, had been overcome by the spell at the instant
of some particular emotion, whether of fear, wonder,
curiosity, vanity, weariness, anger or voluptuousness.
Their number was fewer than he had supposed, and the
room itself was smaller; but metal mitrors, panelling
the walls, had created an illusion of multitude and
immensity. '

At the further end, he came to a second double arras,
slightly parted, and revealing only shadow beyond.
Peering through, he beheld a twilight chamber, illumi-
nated dimly by two censers that gave forth a parti-
colored glow and a red fume as of vaporing blood. The
censers were set on lofty tripods in- the far corners,
* facing each other. Between them, beneath a canopy of -
some dark and smouldering stuff with fringes braided
like women’s hair, was a couch of nocturnal purples
with a valance of silver birds that fought against golden
snakes. On the couch, in sober garments, 2 man reclined
as if weary or asleep. The face of the man was a pale
mask of mystery lying amid ambiguous shadows; but it
did not occur to Tiglari that this being was any other
than the redoubtable and tyrannic sorcerer whom he
had come to slay. He knew that this was Maal Dweb,
whom no man had seen in the flesh, but whose power
was manifest to all; the occult, omniscient ruler of
Xiccarph; the overlord of kings; the suzerain of the
three suns and of all their moons and planets.

Like ghostly sentinels, the symbols of the grandeur of
Maal Dweb, the images of his frightful empire, rose up
to confront Tiglari. But the thought of Athlé was a
red mist that blotted all. He forgot his eerie terrors, his
.awe of that ensorcelled palace. The rage of the
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entered, but his impulse of retreat was all too late.
From the base of each of the tall flower stems, a long
tendril like a wire of bronze uncoiled with lightning
rapidity, and closed about his ankles. He stood trapped
and helpless at the center of a taut net. Then, while he
struggled ineffectually, the huge stems began to lean
and tilt toward him, till the carmine mouths of the
blossoms were close about his knees like a circle of
fawning monsters.

Nearer they came, almost touching him. From their
thick lips a clear, hueless liquid, dripping slowly at first,
and then running in little rills, descended on his feet
and ankles and shanks. Indescribably, his flesh crawled
beneath it; then there was a peculiar, passing numbness;
then a furious stinging like the bites of innumerable
insects. Between the crowding heads of the flowers he
saw that his legs had undergone a mysterious and horri-
fying change: their natural hairiness had thickened, had
assumed 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
hideously, 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




























































The Flower-Women 51

sorcerer, the reptile magicians began to make use of
their own abhuman .sorcery. They called from the air
great bolts of livid flame, python-shapen, which leaped
and writhed incessantly, warring with the sphere of
protective power, driving it back as a shield is driven by
press of numbers in battle, but never breaking it down
entirely. Also, they chanted evil, sibilant runes that were
designed to charm away the magician’s memory, and
cause him to forget his magic. Sore was the travail of
Maal Dweb as he fought the serpent fires and runes;
and blood mingled with the sweat of his brow from that
endeavor. But still, as the bolts struck nearer and the
singing loudened, he kept uttering the unforgotten
word; and the word still protected him.

Now, above the snaky chanting, he heard the deep
hiss of the cauldron, boiling more turbulently than
before because of those matters which he had added to
its contents. And he saw, between the ever-writhing
bolts, that a more voluminous vapor, dark as the steam
of a primal fen, was mounting from the cauldron and
spreading throughout the alchemy.

Soon the Ispazars were immersed in the fumes, as in a
cloud of darkness; and dimly they began to coil and
twist, convulsed with a strange agony. The python
flames died out on the air, and the hissings of the
Ispazars became inarticulate as those of common set-
pents. Then, falling to the floor, while the black mist
gathered and thickened above them, they crawled to
and fro on their bellies in the fashion of true reptiles;
and, emerging at times from the vapor, they shrank and
dwindled as if hell-fire had consumed them.

All this was even as Maal Dweb had planned. He
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ed; or, if you prefer, I shall serve you as a guide. My
name is Ta-Vho-Shai, and I am ready to answer any
questions that you ask. Also, you may dismiss me at
will.”

Haines and Chanler, after a brief discussion, decided
to accept this offer of ciceronage. They followed the
Aihai through the garden, whose extent was hard to
determine because of the misty amber luminance that
filled it as if with radiant atoms, giving the impression
of unbounded space. The light, they learned from Ta-
Vho-Shai, was emitted by the lofty roof and walls be-
neath the action of an electro-magnet force of wave-
length shorter even than the cosmic rays; and it pos-
sessed all the essential qualities of sunlight.

The garden was composed of weird plants and blos-.
soms, many of which were exotic to Mars, and had
pethaps been imported from the alien solar system to
which Vulthoom was native. Some of the flowers wete
enormous mats of petals, like a hundred orchids joined
into one. There were cruciform trees, hung with fantas-
tically long and variegated leaves that resembled her-
aldic pennons or scrolls of cryptic writing; and others
were branched and fruited in outlandish ways.

Beyond the garden, they entered a world of open
passages and chambered caverns, some of which were
filled with machinery or with storage-vats and urns. In
others, immense ingots of precious and semi-precious
metals were piled, and gigantic coffers spilled their
flashing gems as if to tempt the Earthmen,

Most of the machines were in action, though untend-
ed, and Haines and Chanler were told that they could
run in this manner for centuries or millenaries. Their


























































































104 Xiccarph

bullets were futile as pebbles flung at the spate of an
onrushing torrent. The eyeless beings did not waver,
though two of them began to bleed the yellowish-red
fluid that serves the Martians for blood. The foremost
of them, unwounded, and moving with diabolical
sureness, caught Bellman’s arm with long, four-joined
fingers, and jerked the revolver from his grasp before
he could press the trigger again. Curiously enough, the
creature did not try to deprive him of his torch, which
he now carried in his left hand; and he saw the steely
flash of the Colt, as it hurtled down into darkness and
space from the hand of the Martian. Then the fungus-
white bodies, milling horribly on the narrow road, were
all about him, pressing so closely that there was no
room for effectual resistance. Chivers and Maspic, after
firing a few shots, were also deprived of their weapons,
but, through an uncanny discrimination, were permitted’
to retain their flashlights.

The entire episode had been a matter of moments.
There was only a brief slackening of the onward motion
of the throng, several of whose members had been shot
down by Chivers and Maspic and then hurled expedi-
tiously into the gulf by their fellows. The foremost
ranks, opening deftly, included the Earthmen and
forced them to turn backward. Then, tightly caught in a
moving vise of bodies, they were borne resistlessly
along. Handicapped by the fear of dropping their torches,
they could do nothing against the nightmare tor-
rent. Rushing with dreadful strides on a path that led
ever deeper into the abyss, and able to see only the lit
backs and members of the creatures before them, they
became a part of that eyeless and cryptic army.
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Behind them, there seemed to be scores of the Mar-
tians, driving them on implacably. After a while, their
plight began to paralyze their faculties. It seemed that
they moved no longer with human steps, but with the
swift and automatic stalking of the clammy zbings that
pressed about them. Thought, volition, even terror,
were numbed by the unearthly rhythm of those
abyssward-beating feet. Constrained by this, and by a
sense of utter unreality, they spoke only at long inter-
vals, and then in monosyllables that appeared to have
lost all proper meaning, like the speech of machines,
The blind people were wholly silent—there was no
sound, except that of a myriad, eternal padding on the
stone. .

On, on they went, through ebon hours that belonged
to no diurnal period. Slowly, tortuously, the road curved
inward, as if it were coiled about the interior of a blind
and cosmic Babel. The Earthmen felt that they must
have circled the abyss many times in that terrific spiral;
but the distance they had gone, and the actual extent of
the stupefying gulf, were inconceivable.

Except for their torches, the night was absolute,
unchangeable. It was older than the sun, it had brooded
there through all past aeons. It accumulated above them
like a monstrous burden; it yawned frightfully beneath,
From it, the strengthening stench of stagnant waters
rose. But still there was no sound, other than the soft
and measured thud of marching feet that descended into
a bottomless Abaddon.

Somewhere, as if after the lapse of nocturnal ages,
the pitward rushing had ceased. Bellman, Chivers and
Maspic felt the pressure of crowded bodies relax; fele






























The Dweller in the Gulf 115
roughly in turn, till they opened their eyes and began to
protest with drowsy murmurs.

“Get up, damn you,” he admomshed them, “If we’re
ever to escape from this hell-hole, now’s the time.”

By dint of many oaths and objurgations and much
muscular effort, he succeeded in getting his companions
to their feet. In their stupor, they did not seem to notice
the remnants of that which had been the unfortunate
Chalmers. Lurching drunkenly, they followed Bellman
among the sprawled Martians, away from the pyramid
on which the white eidolon still brooded in malign
somnolence above its worshippers.

A clouding heaviness hung upon Bellman; but some-
how there was a relaxation of the opiate spell. He felt a
revival of volition and a great desire to escape from the
gulf and from all that dwelt in its darkness. The others,
more deeply enslaved by the drowsy power, accepted his
leadership and guidance in a numb, brute-like fashion.

He felt sure that he could retrace the route by which
they had approached the altar. This, it seemed, was also
the course that had been taken by the maker of the
ring-like marks of fetid wetness. Wandering on amid
the repugnantly carven columns for what seemed an
enormous distance, they came at last to the sheer verge:
that portico of the black Tartarus, from which they
could look down on its ultimate gulf. Far beneath, on
those putrefying waters, the phosphorescence ran in
widening circles, as if troubled by the plunge of a heavy
body. To the very edge, at their feet, the watery rings
were imprinted on the rock.

They turned away. Bellman, shuddering with half-
memories of his blind dreams, and the terror of his
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formed to this peculiar architecture. Most of the towers
were more or less dilapidated; and everywhere we saw
the deep erosion wrought by cycles of blowing wind
and sand, which, in many cases, had worn into round-
ness the sharp angles of the mighty walls. We entered
some of the towers, but found utter emptiness within,
Whatever they had contained in the way of furnishings
must long ago have crumbled into dust; and the dust
had been blown away by the searching desert gales.

At length we came to the wall of a vast terrace,
hewn from the plateau itself. On this terrace, the cen-
tral buildings were grouped like a sort of acropolis. A
flight of time-eaten steps, designed for longer limbs
than those of men or even the gangling modern Mar-
tians, afforded access to the hewn summit.

Pausing, we decided to defer our investigation of the
higher buildings, which, being more exposed than the
others, were doubly ruinous and delapidated, and in all
likelihood would offer little for our trouble. Octave had
begun to voice his disappointment over our failure to
find anything in the nature of artifacts or carvings that
would throw light on the history of Yoh-Vombis.

Then, a little to the right of the stairway, we per-
ceived an entrance in the main wall, half choked with
ancient debris. Behind the heap of detritus, we found
the beginning of a downward flight of steps. Darkness
poured from the opening, noisome and musty with
primordial stagnancies of decay; and we could see noth-
ing below the first steps, which gave the appearance of
being suspended over a black gulf.

Throwing his torch-beam into the abyss, Octave be-
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“My God! What has happened to him?” cried Har-
per. “The man acts as if he were possessed.”

There was obviously no time for a discussion of the
enigma, and we all followed Octave as speedily as our
astonishment would permit. We had lost sight of him in
the darkness; and when we came to the first division of
the vaults, we were doubtful as to which passage he had
taken, till we heard a shrill scream, several times re-
peated, in a catacomb on the extreme left. There was a
shrill, unearthly quality in those screams, which may
have been due to the long-stagnant air or the peculiar
acoustics of the ramifying caverns. But somehow I could
not imagine them as issuing from human lips—at least
not from those of a living man. They seemed to contain a
soulless, mechanical agony, as if they had .been wrung
from a devil-driven corpse.

Thrusting our torches before us into the lurching,
fleeing shadows, we raced along between rows of
mighty urns. The screaming had died away in sepul-
chral silence; but far off we heard the light and muffled
thud of running feet. We followed in headlong pursuit;
but, gasping painfully in the vitiated, miasmal air, we
were soon compelled to slacken our pace without com-
ing in sight of Octave. Very faintly, and farther away
than ever, like the tomb-swallowed steps of a phantom,
" we heard his vanishing footfalls. Then they ceased; and
we heard nothing, except our own convulsive breath-
ing, and the blood that throbbed in our temple-veins
like steadily beaten drums of alarm. :

We went on, dividing our party into three con-
tingents when we came to a triple branching of the
caverns. Harper and Halgren and I took the middle
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fragments; and a small, narrow door, of the same am-
biguous material as the cinerary urns and the fumigat-
ing-pan, had been laid bare.

Amazed, uncertain, inexpressibly bewildered, we
were all incapable of action or volition at that moment.
The whole business was too fantastic and too horrify-
ing, and it was plain that Octave had been overcome by
some sort of madness. I, for one, felt the violent up-
surge of sudden nausea when I had identified the loath-
somely bloated thing that clung to Octave’s head and
drooped in obscene tumescence on his neck. I did not
dare to surmise the causation of its bloating. -

Before any of us could recover our faculties, Octave
flung aside the metal bar and began to fumble for
something in the wall. It must have been a hidden
spring; though how he could have known its location or
existence is beyond all legitimate conjecture. With a
dull, hideous grating, the uncovered door swung in-
ward, thick and ponderous as a mausolean slab, leaving
an aperture from which the nether midnight seemed to
well like a flood of aeon-buried foulness. Somehow, at
that instant, our electric torches appeared to flicker and
grow dim; and we all breathed a suffocating fetor, like
a draft from inner worlds of immemorial putrescence.

Octave had turned toward us now, and he stood in an
idle posture before the open door, like one who has
finished some ordained task. I was the first of our party
to throw off the paralyzing spell; and pulling out a
clasp-knife—the only semblance of a weapon which I
carried—I ran over to him. He moved back, but not
quickly enough to evade me, when I stabbed with the
four-inch blade at the black, turgescent mass that envel-
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barrenness are everywhere; and in all places their lot
is a never-ending weariness.

With a predisposition ordinarily so fatal to the ac-
quisitive faculties, it was indeed remarkable that Mel- -
. chior should have prospered at all in his business. His
love of ancient things, of rare vases, paintings, furniture,
jewels, idols and statues, made him readier to buy than
to sell; and his sales were too often a source of secret
heart-ache and regret. But somehow, in spite of all this,
he had managed to attain a degree of financial comfort.
By nature, he was something of a solitary, and was
generally looked upon as eccentric. He had never cared
to marry; he had made no intimate friends; and he
lacked many of the interests, which, in the eyes of the
average person, are supposed to characterize a normal
human being.

Melchior’s passion for antiquities and his devotion to
the stars both dated from his childhood days. Now, in
his thirty-first year, with increasing leisure and prosperi-
ty, he had turned an upper balcony of his suburban
- hill-top house into an amateur observatory. Here, with
a new and powerful telescope, he studied the summer
heavens night after night. He possessed little talent and
less inclination for those recondite mathematical calcu-
lations which form so large a part of orthodox astrono-
my; but he had an intuitional grasp of the heavenly
immensitudes, a mystic sensitivity toward all that is far
off in space. His imagination roamed and adventured
among the suns and nebulae; and for him, each tiny
gleam of telescopic light appeared to tell its own story
and invite him toward its own unique realm of ul-
tramundane fantasy. He was not greatly concerned with
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and wore masks that were whimsical or absurd, or
loathsome or laughable beyond conception. There were
devils and empresses and deities, there were kings and
necromancers from all the far, unfathomed ages of
Phandiom, there were monsters of mediaeval or prehis-
toric types, there were things that had never been born
or behold except in the minds of insane decadent artists,
seeking to surpass the abnormalities of nature. Even the
tomb had been drawn upon for inspiration, and
shrouded mummies, worm-gnawed cadavers, promenad-
ed among the living. All these masks were the screen of
an orgiastic license without precedent or parallel.

All the needful preparations for flight from Saddoth
had been made; and Antarion had left minute and
careful instructions with his servants regarding certain
essential matters. He knew from of old the ruthless,
tyrannic temperament of Haspa, knew that the king
would brook no opposition to the indulgence of any
whim or passion, no matter how momentary. There was
no time to be lost in leaving the city with Thameera.

He came by winding devious ways to the garden
behind Thameera’s palace. There, among the high and
spectra] lilies of deep or ashen hues, the bowed funereal
trees with their fruit of subtle and opiate savor, she
awaited him, clad in a costume whose antiquity matched
his own, and which was no less impenetrable to recog-
nition. After a brief murmur of greeting, they stole
forth together from the garden and joined the oblivious
throng. Antarion had feared that Thameera might be
watched by the henchmen of Haspa; but there was no
evidence of such watching, no one in sight who seemed
to lurk or loiter; only the swift movement of an ever-
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carriage of his plan and shrinking still from its auda-
cious impiety, Lunithi awaited the night preceding that
double dawn of summer solstice when, in a secret room
of the black pyramid, the monstrous offering was to be
made ready. Nala would be slain by a fellow-priest or
priestess, chosen by lot, and her life-blood would drip
from the channeled altar into a great cup; and the cup
would then be borne with solemn rites to the Voorqual
and its contents poured into the evilly supplicative bowl
of the sanguinated blossom.

He saw little of Nala during that interim. She was
more withdrawn than ever, and seemed to have conse-
crated herself wholly to the coming doom. To no one—
and least of all to his beloved—did Lunithi dare to hint
a possible prevention of sacrifice. '

There came the dreaded eve, with a swiftly changing
twilight of jewelled hues that turned to a darkness hung
with auroral flame. Lunithi stole across the sleeping city
and entered the pyramid whose blackness towered mas-
sively amid the frail architecture of buildings that were
little more than canopies and lattices of stone. With
infinite care and caution he made the preparations
presctibed by the Occlith. Into the huge sacrificial cup
of black metal, in a room lit with stored sunlight, he
emptied the seething, sibilant poison he had brought
with him from the white mountains. Then, opening
adroitly a vein in one of his arms, he added a certain
amount of his own life-fluid to the lethal potion, above
whose foaming crystal it floated like a magic oil, with-
out mingling; so that the entire cup, to all appearance,
was filled with the liquid most acceptable to the Satanic
blossom.
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anything of which you have had even the faintest inti-
mation in the poetic reveries looked upon as extrava-
gant by your fellows.”

Again and again, while listening to this long and
singular address, Alvor seemed to catch in the tones of
the voice that uttered it a supervening resonance, a
vibration of overtones beyond the compass of a mortal
throat. Though perfectly clear and correct in all details
of enunciation, there was a hint of vowels and con-
sonants not to be found in any terrestrial alphabet.
However, the logical part of his mind refused to accept
entirely these intimations of the supermundane; and he
was now seized by the idea that the man before him
was some new type of lunatic.

*“Your thought is natural enough, considering the
limitations of your experience,” observed the stranger
calmly. “However, I can easily convince you of its error
by revealing myself to you in my true shape.”

He made the gesture of one who throws off a gar-
ment. Alvor was blinded by an insufferable blaze of
light, whose white glare, emanating in huge beams
from an orb-like center, filled the entire room and
seemed to pass illimitably beyond through dissolving
walls. When his eyes became accustomed to the light,
he saw before him a being who had no conceivable
likeness to his host. This being was more than seven
feet in height, and had no less than five intricately
jointed arms and three legs that were equally elaborate.
His head, on a long, swan-like neck, was equipped not
only with visual, auditory, nasal and oral organs of
unfamiliar types, but had several appendages whose use
was not readily to be determined. His three eyes,
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obliquely set and with oval pupils, rayed forth a green
phosphorescence; the mouth, or what appeared to be
such, was very small and had the lines of a downward-
curving crescent; the nose was rudimentary, though
with finely wrought nostrils; in lieu of eyebrows, he had
a triple series of semi-circular markings on his forehead,
each of a different hue; and above his intellectually
shapen head, above the tiny drooping ears with their
complex lobes, there towered a gorgeous comb of crim-
son, not dissimilar in form to the crest on the helmet of
a Grecian warrior. The head, the limbs and the whole
body were mottled with interchanging lunes and moons
of opalescent colors, never the same for a moment in
their unresting flux and reflux.

Alvor had the sensation of standing on the rim of
prodigious gulfs, on a new earth beneath new heavens;
and the vistas of illimitable horizons, fraught with the
multitudinous terror and manifold beauty of an imagery
no human eye had ever seen, hovered and wavered and
flashed upon him with the same unstable fluorescence as
the lunar variegations of the body at which he stared
with such stupefaction. Then, in a little while, the
strange light seemed to withdraw upon itself, retracting
all its beams to a common center, and faded in a whirl
of darkness. When this darkness had cleared away, he
saw once more the form of his host, in conventional
garb, with a slight ironic smile about his lips.

“Do you believe me now?” Vizaphmal queried.

“Yes, I believe you.”

“Are you willing to accept my offer?”

“I accept it.” A thousand questions were forming in
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you are still prepared to accompany me, we will take
our departure.”

Alvor was conscious of an unexpected coolness and
fortitude as he answered: “I am at your service.” The
unparalleled occurrences and disclosures of the evening,
the well-nigh undreamable imminence of a plunge
across untold immensitude, such as no man had been
privileged to dare before, had really benumbed his
imagination, and he was unable at the moment to con-
ceive the true awesomeness of what he had undertaken.

Vizaphmal indicated the place where Alvor was to
stand in the machine. The poet entered, and assumed a
position between one of the upright rods and the side,
opposite Vizaphmal. He found that a layer of the
transparent material was interposed between his feet
and the large disk in which the rods weré based. No
sooner had he stationed himself, than, with a celerity
and an utter silence that were uncanny, the framework
closed upon itself with hermetic tightness, till the join-
ture where it had opened was no longer detectable.

*We are now in a sealed compartment,” explained
the Antarean, “into which nothing can penetrate. Both
the dartk metal and the crystalline are substances that
refuse the passage of heat and cold, of air and ether, or
of any known cosmic ray, with the one exception of
light itself, which is admitted by the clear metal.”

When he ceased, Alvor realized that they were
walled about with an insulating silence utter and abso-
lute as that of some intersidereal void. The traffic in the
streets without, the rumbling and roaring and jarring of
the great city, so loud a minute before, might have been
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an unspeakable relief at the cessation of the torturing
music.

“We are now in etheric space,” the Antarean de-
clared. “Look out, if you so desire.” :
Alvor peered through the interstices of the dark met-
al, and saw around and above and below them the
unlimited blackness of cosmic night and the teeming of
uncountable trillions of stars. He had a sensation of
frightful and deadly vertigo, and staggered like a
drunken man as he tried to keep himself from falling

against the side of the machine.

Vizaphmal plucked at a third wire, but this time
Alvor was not aware of any sound. Something that was
like an electric shock, and also like the crushing impact
of a heavy blow, descended upon his head and shook
him to the soles of his feet. Then he felt as if his tissues
were being stabbed by innumerable needles of fire, and
then that he was being torn apart in a thousand thou-
sand fragments, bone by bone, muscle by muscle, vein
by vein and nerve by nerve, on some invisible rack. He
swooned and fell huddled in a corner of the machine,
but his unconsciousness was not altogether complete.
He seemed to be drowning beneath an infinite sea of
darkness, beneath the accumulation of shoreless gulfs,
and above this sea, so far away that he lost it again and
again, there thrilled a supernal melody, sweet as the
singing of sirens or the fabled music of the spheres,
together with an insupportable dissonance like the shat-
tering of all the battlements of time. He thought that
all his nerves had been elongated to an enormous dis-
tance, when the outlying parts of himself were being
tortured in the oubliettes of fantastic inquisitions by the
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made a thorough search of many remote and outlying
planets without being able to obtain what I required. In
some of these worlds there were monsters of very
uncommon types, with an almost unlimited number of
visual organs and limbs; but the variety to which you
belong, with only two eyes, two arms and two legs,
must indeed be rare throughout the infragalactic uni-
verse, since I have not discovered it in any other planet
than your own.

“I am sure that you now conceive the project I have
long nurtured. You and I will appear at dawn in Sar-
poulom, the capital of Ulphalor, whose domes and
towers you saw this afternoon far off on the plain.
Because of the celebrated prophecy, and the publicly
known calculations regarding the imminence of a sec-
ond twofold eclipse, a great crowd will doubtless be
gathered before the palace of the kings to await what-
ever shall occur. Akkiel, the present king, is by no
means popular, and your advent in company with me,
who am widely famed as a wizard, will be the signal
for his dethronement. I shall then be ruler in his place,
even as Abbolechiolor has so thoughtfully predicted.
The holding of supreme temporal power in Ulphalor is
not undesirable, even for one who is wise and learned
and above most of the vanities of life, as I am. When
this honor has devolved upon my unworthy shoulders, I
shall be able to offer you, as a reward for your miracu-
lous aid, an existence of rare and sybaritic luxury, of
rich and varied sensation, such as you can hardly have
imagined. It is true, no doubt, that you will be doomed
to a certain loneliness among us: you will always be
looked upon as a monster, a portentous anomaly; but
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state, and were of inexhaustible extent. Also, he saw the
huge oceans, which, with certain inland seas and lakes
that were fed from underground sources, formed the
sole water-supply of the aging planet, where no rain
had even been rumored to fall for centuries. The sea-
water, after undergoing a treatment that purged it of a
number of undesirable elements, was carried all
through the land by a system of conduits. Moreover, he
saw the marshlands at the north pole, with their
vicious tangle of animate vegetation, into which no one
had ever tried to penetrate.

They met many outland peoples in the course of this
tour; but the general characteristics were the same
throughout Ulphalor, except in one or two races of the
lowest aborigines, among whom there were no Al-
phads. Everywhere the poet was eyed with the same
cruel and ignorant curiosity that had been shown in
Sarpoulom. However, he became gradually inured to
this, and the varying spectacles of bizarre interest and
the unheard-of scenes that he saw daily, helped to divert
him a little from his nostalgia for the lost earth.

When he and Vizaphmal returned to Sarpoulom,
after an absence of many weeks, they found that much
discontent and revolutionary sentiment had been sown
among the multitude by the hierarchies of the Satabbo-
rian gods and godesses, particularly by the priesthood of
Cunthamosi, the Cosmic Mother, a female deity in high
favor among the two reproductive sexes, from whom
the lower ranks of her hierophants were recruited. Cun-
thamosi was worshipped as the source of all things: her
maternal organs were believed to have given birth to
the sun, the moon, the world, the stars, the planets, and
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