The ENCHANTRESS
of WORLD'SEND

DAW BOOKS, INC.

DONALD A. WOLLHEIM, PUBLISHER

1301 Avenue of the Americas New York, N. Y. 10019
Copyright ©, 1975, by Lin Carter

All Rights Reserved.

Cover art by Michadl Whelan.

For Keith Laumer,

agreat guy, agrand writer,

and aGood friend.

FIRST PRINTING, MAY 1975

123456789

CDOK

Book One: THE ETHICAL TRIUMVIRS OF CHX
1. The Scarlet City 9

2. A Quiet Eveningin Chx 14

3. TheMorning After 20

4. Un-Disturbers of the Peace 26

5. Of the Ximchak Horde 33

6. Flight from Chx 39

7. Escapeto Jeopardy 45

Book Two: THE QUEEN OF RED MAGIC
8. Savesof Zemarine 53

9. The Feast of the FallingMoon 59

10. Grrff the Xomholian 66

11. The Superwoman Speaks 72



12. Idgrobian'sFlying Kayak 78
13. TheOmega Triskelion 84

14. TheBoyPhadia 92

Book Three: THE GRANDFATHER OF ALL DRAGONS
15. Megtingin the Mountains

16. TheMind-Probe

17. The Cavern of a Thousand Perils

18. TheOldest One

19. On thePurplePlain

20. TheArmory of Time

21. Dragon's Deep

Book Four: THE MOBILE CITY OF KAN ZAR KAN

22. Shanghaied, or Something 145

23. The Wecoming Committee 151

24. Within the Robot City 157

25. Kan Zar Kan IsAttacked 163

26. IntheRed Ziggurat 169

27. Battle on the Endless Plain 175

28. TheCity MovesNorth 180

PRINTED IN U.SA

Appendix: Terms

A Glossary of Unfamiliar Names and

187

Book One
THE ETHICAL TRIUMVIRS OF CHX

Scene: Northern YamaYama* Land; The Wastes of Ning; The Free City of
Chx; the Vanishing Mountains.

The Characters: An lllusionist, a Construct, a Girl Knight and the Bazonga;
Chxiaii Townsfolk, Jailersand Triumvirs; Thirty-Two Death Dwar ves.



1.
THE SCARLET CITY

Through the skies of Gondwane the Great, Earth's last and mightiest continent, there floated an
extraordinary vehicle. It bore the likeness of an ungainly Phoenix-shaped bird of dark bronze, with

spread wings and peacock-tail, measuring some thirty feet from beek to tail-tip. For al that it should have
weighed many tons, it soared aslightly asawisp of cloud through the Sides.

Behind the arched neck, and between the broad shoulders of the bronze bird-machine, a cockpit
containing Six seats was hollowed. The vehicle transported aremarkable foursome. Inthe "driver's seet,”
S0 to speak, reposed an ederly but vigorous man robed and gloved in glimmering silks, whose features
were perpetualy masked from sight behind avisor of lilac vapor. This personage was a powerful but
friendly magician known asthe lllusonist of Nerelon. For better or for worse, he regarded himsdlf asthe
benign protector of these regions of north-central-eastern Gondwane—a position of responsibility he
hed, in asense, inherited.

Seated beside him was a pert, long-legged, adolescent girl with asnub nose, a pretty, freckled face,
gparkling green eyes under amop of touded red curls, full lipsand asmall, stubborn chin. Shewore odd
bits of stedd armor—greaves, girdle, gorget, and the like. Her firm, pointed, tip-tilted breasts were d'so
cupped in stedl, and an abbreviated mail-skirt, which barely covered her rounded hips and | eft her tanned
thighs ddicioudy bare, completed her curioudy warlike costume. Shewas agirl knight from the distant

kingdom
10

Lin Carter

of Jemmerdy where the women are the warriors and the men are al scholars, administrators, or
aesthetes. Her name was Xarda.

Behind these two, uncomfortably squeezed into the second row of seats, towered agigantic warrior. He
had a grim-jawed, heavy-boned face, with fierce black eyes under scowling brows; the dark bronze of
his naked hide was offset by his spectacular mane of glittering silver hair which poured over herculean
shoulders and down his back. His bronzed torso, bulging with steely thews, was strapped into a
war-harness of black |eather. Between his shoulders an enchanted Silver Sword was scabbarded. He
was a Congtruct, a synthetic superman created by the Time Gods for some unknown world-saving
mission, and his name was Ganelon Slvermane.

| have referred to these persons as aremarkable foursome: the fourth individua of their company,
possibly the most unique and curious of them alJ, wastheir bird vehicleitself, cdled the Bazonga. This
animated aeria contraption housed asentient crystalloid brain, connected by cunning eectrodesto vision
lenses, ear tympanies and avoice-box. It could thus see, hear, reason and spesk; and, as its bronze body
was rendered weightless by antigravitic yxium crystas, powered for flight by magnetic waves, it made the
perfect companion of thelr travels.

At the time whereof | write, the four adventurers, having successfully terminated the menace of the
Air-masters of Sky Idand who had terrorized the Tigermeri of Karjixia®, were enroute from the kingdom
of the Tigermen to the redlm of Jemmerdy hi the east. The lllusionist had decided that the very least they
could do to thank the girl knight for her sharein their adventure wasto assist her in returning home,



before journeying themsalves back to the magician's enchanted palace of Nerelon hi the Crystal
Mountains, south of the VVoormish Desert. They had left the flying idand

* Asdescribed in the first volume of the Gondwane Epic, a book entitled The Warrior of World's End, DAW, 1974.
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early that morning, after ending the career of the tyrannica Elphod of the Airmasters; and, after abrief
vidgt to Xombol, the capitd of the kingdom of the Tigermen, where they had given Prince Vrowl the glad
tidingsthat his difficulties with the troublesome Sky Idanders had been brought to a happy conclusion,
they had flown hi the Bazonga bird al day acrossthe regions of Northern Y amay amaland.

Skirting the northerly borders of the dominions of the Horxites, they had traversed the kingdom of Ixland
from west to east; and from thence aong the northern dopes of the Mountains of the Desth Dwarves. At
the present tune they were soaring high above a desolate and barren region called Ning, which was
inhabited only by afew monagtic settlements of Mind Worshippers. Late afternoon was upon them; the
golden sun of Old Earth declined in the west and the blesk |andscape benegth their kedl was drowned in
purple shadows.

"At thisrate, my dear Bird, we shal beflying dl night, not to reach the capitol of Jemmerdy until
sometime tomorrow morning,” remarked the lllusionist testily. "Had you not |oitered dong the way, we
might have been in Vladium by now, being wined and dined in the hostelries of Xardas homeand!™

"Oh dear me, | supposeyou'reright,” their peculiar vehicle clacked carelesdy hi her metalic tones. "But
the view was so interesting | smply did not have the heart to speed my flight. Don't you find travel
broadening, my dear?' the Bazonga asked the girl. "Persondly, after so many eons spent deep in the
bosom of Gondwane, | find the experience very educationa!”

The knightrix of Jemmerdy grinned & the quaint Bazonga, asthe ungainly bird artlesdy prattled on. "By
my halidom, ‘tistrue,” replied the Sirix Xardawryly, "but we mortals, composed of flesh and blood,
unlike yoursdlf, require nutriment and repose. And, if we continue thisinterminable flight, my dear
Bazonga, we are not likely to enjoy ether until mid-morn, when the battlements of Vladium will hoveinto
view."
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"Perhapswed better land at some friendly city dong the way, and securelodgings,” grumbled the
[llusionist. "It has been so long since luncheon that my digestive processes are no longer on spesking
terms with my mouth. Ganelon, you have the map, where are we, exactly?'

The bronze giant consulted the chart which he spread out on hislap. "Near the eastern edge of Ning,
magter," hereplied in hisdeep voice. The lllusionist nodded briskly.

"Quite 0. Well, we are not likely to find lodgings among the Ningevites, they are Mentaligts, convinced in
the non-existence of soul or spirit, worshipping the mind aone and cultivating its powers, which they
augment and devel op through the ceremonid imbibing of halucinogenic drugs. A harsh, fanatic lot, with
littleinclination towards friendly hospitality. Whet lies beyond the blesk country of the Mind
Worshippers?'

"The Free City of Chx," said Ganelon.

"Aye, that'strue; | had forgotten. Chx. A small city-gtate to the north of Dwarfland, just over the



Vanishing Mountains. Surely we can find some manner of hospice, inn or caravanserai in Chx ... "
"Magter—"

"Asamatter of fact, it would be interesting to visit Chx," the lllusionist ruminated. "I have not been there
in ages—in many years, that is. A colorful city, asl recdl, with aloca honey-wine most delectable—"

"But master—"

"—And aspiced mest pie you have to taste to be—"
"Master—"

"—lievel Well, what isit, my boy?" the Illusonist snapped.

"Um. Nothing, really. But . . . remember how we got into troublein Holy Horx on thelast trip? And we
were just going to stop therefor thenight . . ."

"Stuff and nonsense, Ganelon, you greet lump! By the Purple Vortex, lad, have somefaith in my powers,
can't you?"Rsnot for naught that | am deemed preeminent among the magicians, wizards, sorcerers and
thau-
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maturgists of Northern Y amaY amaland! Dear me, all we're going to do istake aroom &t an inn for the
night, and enjoy a hot meal and acomfortable bed for once, after roughing it across the length and
breadth of Gond-wane al these weeks! You may require only the rudest sustenance to revitaize your
mighty frame, but these old bones of mine need abit of comfort from timeto time.”

"Yes, magter. I'm sorry, magter,” said Ganelon unhappily. "It'sjust that | don't want usto get into any
moretrouble, like we did back hi Horx."

"Thereisvery littlelikelihood of that, my boy! The Holy Horxites were religious maniacs who considered
everybody eseintheworld despicable heretics! But Chx, as| seem to recall, is a decent, respectable,
law-abiding city, now under the benign government of the Ethica Triumvirs—"

"And what are Ethica Triumvirs?' asked Xarda curioudy. "By my troth, magister, néer heard | of such
before.”

"WEll, ah, actudly I'm not quite certain what the term means" admitted the Illusionist. "But the people
are ethica and law-abiding in Chx, and not fanatical adherentsto any particular sect, like those madmen
of Horx. We shdl spend a comfortable evening for once, and smply stay out of trouble! Come, no more
arguments, now! I've decided on Chx, and that'sall thereistoit. Gandlon, will you instruct the Bazonga
oh theway thither . . ."

The giant warrior did as Ms master bade, and they flew on into the east as the Sun sank in golden
splendor behind them. Ere long, the towers of the Scarlet City of Chx rose before them and their ungainly
flying vehicle brought them down to land hi the bazaar of the smal metropalis.

And thus there was set into motion a sequence of events which wasto have exceedingly far-reaching
consequencesfor this portion of Old Earth inthe Twilight of Time.

2.



A QUIET EVENING IN CHX

The travelers discovered the Scarlet City to be neat, clean and, as advertized, respectable.

The squares and bazaars of Chx werefilled with aquiet, orderly populace who regarded the exotic
Out-landers with curious but not unfriendly eyes. Ganelon and Xardalooked about them with interest:
flowering trees lined the spacious boulevards, and these were neatly trimmed and clipped. The Streets
and sdewaks were recently swept and the doorsteps of the Chxian houses were freshly scrubbed, the
houses themsdves negtly painted. Everything within view was spotless, immeaculate, in excellent repair.
The Scarlet City was atractive, with its red towers and bright yellow houses, tinkling fountains and gay
bazaars, the people themsalves |ooked comfortable, happy, and well-fed.

Thegirl knight said in an undertone to Ganelon, "They certainly dressin an odd fashion!" The gjant
nodded slently, staring about him. While the Chxians were a pleasant-looking folk, they were robed and
coifed with asomberness that he found quaint and odd. The men were clothed in sober hues of gray,
brown, black or umber, with tight-fitting hose, knee-breeches, and buckled shoes. The women wore
voluminous skirtsin the same somber and joyless hues, and these skirts completely covered their lower
limbs, while long-deeved, high-necked bodices covered their upper bodies from neck to wrist Even their
hair was covered
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with stiff cloth, and their faceswere devoid of cosmetics. Also, they wore no jewelry.

Even the children, who played quietly before the houses, were dressed in miniature replicas of the adult
rament. Accustomed to screeching, dirty-faced ragamuffins, the lllusionist found their quiet play a
welcome rdlief and pooh-poohed the comments of hisfellow adventurers.

"Thereisnothing here that need disturb us," he said with lazy good humor. "I gather that the Chxiansare
ahighly moral, respectable people: what's wrong with that? So the women don't bare their bosoms, paint
their lips, or bedizen themsaves with gauds and bangles—what difference does it make? By the Ninth
Plenum, you two worriers would find something to disturb you in the Paradisica Gardens themselved!
Come dong, now, and stop grexing!™

Ganel on exchanged a dubious glance with Xarda, then shrugged and fell in behind his master. But, like
the girl knight, he found something oppressive in the extreme sobriety of Chx. Despiteitsbright colors, a
gloomy pal of severe puritanism seemed to hang over the quiet streets, the freshly-painted houses, the
orderly populace. And al about hung signswhich proclaimed avariety of maxims. "STRONG DRINK,
WEAK MORALS," one placard reminded. Another announced warningly, "FLIPPANCY ISFATAL,"
while athird glowered down upon them with the grim legend, "WHY SING AND DANCE WHILE
DEATH ISNEAR?' Despite hersdlf, the Sirix shivered dightly.

Thelllusonist affably accosted the nearest of the Chxians who stood staring et the strangers curioudly, if
not disapprovingly.

"Tell me, my good man, isthere an inn nearby where weary travelers can find amed and lodgingsfor the
night?" The Chxian nodded and replied, in neutral tones, that the nearest might be found on the south sde
of the bazaar square. Thanking him, the old magician led his companions to the threshold of the
establishment which termed itself, in sober brown-
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painted |etters, " The Hospice of the Twelve Cardina Virtues."

"Come, come, you two, stop staring about apprehensively, and let us enter,” he said tetily.

Within they found along, low-cellinged room with tables and oaken benches negtly arranged before a
cheerfully-crackling fire on astone grate. The plaster walls were painted a solemn gray and the wooden
rafters were neatly blackwashed; but the odors of mest turning on as/71 ing spit were appetizing and the
taproom, despiteitslack of color or ornament, seemed snug and comfortable enough. A plump,
sober-faced inn-keeper assigned them rooms for the night at aremarkably low fee and set dishes before
them laden with hot mest, brown bread and fresh fruit, together with large mugs of a spiced drink which
turned out to be an extremely mild ale whose dcohoalic content was virtualy nil. Tasting the mest,
Gandlon found it achoise cut, but amost tasteless.

"Come, inn-keeper, have you no spicesto enliven the flavor?' he grumbled. The placid-faced Chxian
stared at hm wide-eyed.

"' Spices heet the blood and are atoxic mord influence," he said primly. "Solid, nourishing fareisthe best."

"Aye, and thisaeisexcessvely bland, by my troth," the girl knight grimaced after tasting it. The
inn-keeper shrugged.

"Strong drink unhinges the reason and makes quarrelsome the temper,” he replied, dmost tondesdy, with
theair of one repesting amaxim which frequent reiteration had made al but meaningless. Y ou will find
the beverage wholesome and filling, mistress, | am sure.”

The Illusionist munched on the tough meat and took a swallow from his mug. He then glanced around at
the somber room, whose only note of cheer came from the crackling fire. A number of soberly-dressed
Chxians sat about conversing in amonotone, Sipping their mugs,
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paying little or no attention to the Outlanders beyond asingle, wide-eyed glance at Xarda's bare legs and
Ganelon's skimpy loin-cloth.

"Y our taproom seems remarkably quiet tonight,” the lllusionist complained. "Can none of these fellows
give usamerry tune on lute, pipe, or tambouring?’

Theinn-keeper turned a cold eye on him. "Song and dance," he said, with adight, fastidious shudder,
"are cankerswhich devour the mora fiber of snful men. We Chxians abhor the loose morals and ethical
decay of foreign relms; sobriety, aclear head, and aquiet, respectable tongue are high among the
virtueswe celebrate. Y our roomsareready.” And with that, and adight, disgpproving sniff, he turned on
his hed and |eft them to then: own devices.

"Hmm," the lllusonist grumped. "A dour lot, these Chxians! Well, let them be as glum and solemn asthey
please, 0 long asthey let us be. Eat up children, drink deep, soft beds await our weary, toil-worn
limbd"

"Let's hope s0," said Gandlon Sivennane gloomily.

Their three rooms were small and bare, devoid of furnishing, save for anarrow bed, asmall table bearing



acandle-stub in a pewter dish, and a chamberpot. The rooms wereidentical, even to the frowning
placards on the walls which bore stern injunctions againgt licentious behavior such as"CONTINENCE
LEADSTO QUIET SLUMBER" and"A CHASTE BED ISA RESTFUL BED." The bedsthemsaves,
mere cots, were hard and uncomfortable. Nevertheless, weary and well-fed, they were ready to retire.

Ganelon had accompanied the Bazongato the stables at the rear of the hospice; finding the stallstoo
smdll to contain the huge creature, he had tethered her to a zooka-zooka tree in the courtyard. He came
clumping up the sair to their adjoining rooms after the termination of thistask with awide grin on his
habitudly grim features.

"What's 50 funny, my boy?" inquired the magician.
"Theinn-keeper," chuckled Ganelon. "l tied the
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Bazonga bird to atreein the courtyard and asked the inn-keeper if she would be safe there for the night
on account of thieves. Thieves/ | thought hewould fall in adead faint at the very suggestion. It appears
that herein Chx thievery isabout as rare as leprosy, and regarded with much the same degree of
loathing!™

Chuckling, they bade each other good-night and turned to then* respective rooms.

Night fell. Theimmense, cracked orb of the Falling Moon rose over the edges of Gondwane to flood the
Supercontinent with silver light. And, with the coming of darkness, amost peculiar change came over the
sober, respectable, Galendil-fearing people of Chx.

"Gandon? Hsst, you great oaf; wake up!”

The giant blinked awake to find the supple, haf-naked form of the Sirix Xarda bending over him, shaking
his shoulder.

"What's happened—trouble?' he grunted, sitting up and reaching for the Silver Sword.
"I'ff say," hissed the girl knight enigmaticdly. "Cometake alook out of the window!"

The giant obediently clambered out of the cot and crossed the closet-sized room to peer out at the street
bel ow through glassy panes. What he saw from the window brought arumble of astonishment to hislips.

By night, the streets of the Scarlet City were transformed into afantastic carniva of revelry. Colored
paper lanterns were strung across the streets, swinging gaily in the breezes. And through these Streets,
which by day were so exceptionaly sober and respectable, surged amotley throng in gaudy festival
garments. Most of the revellers carried flasks and bottles from which they drank heavily, the heady
vapors of strong wines and brandiesrising to the nogtrils of Silvermane and Xarda. Musicians|ed the
dancing throng with the patter of drums, the jingle-tfiMmp-jingle of gay tambourines and the tootle of
pipes. Giggling bands of young children, naked except for flower-wreaths, fondled each other in
doorways, while beneath every streetlight vol uptuous women with unbound hair, their rounded limbs
com-
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pletely devoid of clothing, undulated to a hip-waggling dance.



"Great Qd-en-dil!" Silvermane gasped.

"Yousadit," thegirl knight grinned. "L ook down the dley there!" Ganelon followed her pointing finger to
see anude woman enthusiagtically volunteering her servicesto five or six partialy-unclothed men, ina
complicated multi-embrace of considerable anatomical ingenuity. He gasped again, coloring faintly. "And
there!l" the girl pointed. A band of looters, having smashed in the windows of a shop, were busily
emptying it of every last movable object. He stared out over the city, his amazement growing. Five
masked bandits were quarreling over the plump purse of alone quarry who stood hel pless before then*
drawn knives while they squabbled. A bit further on afat man sprawled, drunk and snoring, in a doorway
while two stark naked, grubby-faced, grinning urchins relieved him of his purse, headgear, cloak and
buskins. Further off, over the city, the sound of smashing windows came to them, the scuffle and thud of
innumerable bar-room brawls, and awhiff of smoke from severa burning buildings was evident. Snatches
of wild carnival music, drunken song, and street-corner fights, drifted to them on the evening breeze.

"Hasthe entire city gone—mad?" asked Ganelon, puzzled. "Or have we?'

Xarda had no answer to his question.

3.

They went into the next room, where the Illusionist was, to find the old magician seated near the window
peering out into the riotous streets with curiosity and just atouch of amusement.

"Madter, have you—"

"Sssh! No chatter, my boy—and don't strike alight, either! We don't wish to attract undue attention, do
we?' warned the magister. Xardatook onelook at the figure of the old man, silhouetted againgt the pane,
and clapped her hand over her mouth to restrain an attack of the giggles. For she had never before
chanced to see the Illusionist accoutered for bed. He wore aloose nightshirt which exposed his skinny
shanks, clothed in wrinkled hose, and his bony feet were shoved into adilapidated pair of snuff-brown
carpet dippers. He wore along night-cap with athreadbare tassdl at the end, she was amused to notice.
But hisvell of violet vapor was dtill in place. For agiddy moment, the girl knight wondered if he wore his
mist-mask evenin bed.

He seemed highly gratified by the spectacle of the streets below, and was peering out with an interest
moreclinica than voyeurigtic.

"Heh, heh!" he chuckled dryly. "I was wondering about that. Delighted to see..."

"What?" asked Ganelon bewilderedly. "Wondering about what, master?"

"Well my boy, you know, when apeople represstheir natural human fleshly appetitesto the degree the
20

Chxians have, such repressions cause a dangerous blockage of theid which can, intime, lead to serious
psychoss. Puritanismisa one end of the spectrum of human behavior, libertinism at the other. Thewise
man salects amiddle course—'Everything in moderation; but alittle of everything,* aswise old Ophion
putsit. The unwise, howsomever, hew to one extreme or the other, to their error and eventua detriment.”

Xarda observed the view from the window with bright, interested eyes. Her quick wits had ascertained
the point of the Illusionist’'s rambling, philosophic discourse while Gandlon, of course, was till fumbling



along word by word.
**You mean," she started.

"Of coursel" he snickered good-humoredly. "The so-caled Ethica Triumvirs, when they first imposed
these tight mord strictures on their people, must have envisioned or guessed what would happen. So,
with commendable maturity of judgement, they imposed a double law upon the Chxians. By day they are
chaste, sober, frugd, industrious, clean and mord to afault But by night—"

"—By night, they are anything but!" giggled Xarda.

"Exactly, my dear! Doubtless, living by this double standard engenders schizophreniato some degree; but
that isfar more wholesome than ablocked, congested, sorely inflamed libido."

Ganelon, plodding dully behind, began to catch their meaning.

"Do you mean to say," he demanded, gill puzzled, "that while by daylight the Chxians are mord, ethicd,
scrupuloudy honest, law-abiding and sober—7"

"At night they turn into abunch of thieving, murdering sots and lechers," the Sirix chuckled. Ganelon
seemed shocked; the old magister, however, was fascinated. He began to pull his glimmering robes on
over hismghtwesr.

"Come, children, let's go down and enjoy the spectacle at first hand!™
"Areyou sure we should?' said Ganelon, dubioudly.
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"Certainly. Why not? We are hardly likely to have our moras infected by the- example of the Chxians,
and they can do us no harm in their present state. Since we certainly won't get any deep, what with all
this clamor, we might aswell get some fun out of it. Come —get some clothes on, and join me below!"

The taproom was transformed. From some hidden cellar, strong beverages had emerged and were being
sold across the counter by the wainload. The long room was thronged, mostly by men in an advanced
stage of inebriation, but there were more than afew women amongst them. None of these wore any
clothesto speak of (unless aflower behind an ear, or abit of jewery here and there can be called
"clothes"). They were ether dancing with dow, wriggling, lascivious motionsto the sultry atond music of
the pipes, or were busy being embraced, kissed and so on.

At least three fist-fights were in progress by the time Xarda, Ganelon and the Illusionist got downdtairs,
and one of these was devel oping into a splendid bar-room brawl. Ganelon was faintly shocked to see
three or four civil monitors Stting a the bar, watching the miniature riot with expressons of sodden
satisfaction on their faces. During the day, these same monitorsin their fiff collars and uncomfortable
tabards had been everywhere, suspicioudy eyeing the populace, dert for the dightest signs of
incontinence, indecency or inebriation. Now they were virtualy wallowing in aden of sin, and seemed to
be enjoying every minute of it!

The street outside was a shambles. Broken, looted shops gaped emptily; drunks douched, snoozing in
the doorways, thievesin black vizorswith naked dirks lurked in every aley-mouth; men and women,
reding drunkenly in every conceivable state of disarray from gaudy carniva garb to total nakedness,
staggered about giggling and embracing, dancing aminarm.



A pungent cloud of mint-green vapor floated past from aband of sniggering, wobble-kneed loiterers. The
[lusionigt sniffed sharply, and laughed. "' Crazy-weed! |
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didn't know they till grew it in these parts. No, my dear, thank you very much for the compliment, but |
fear aman of my centuriesis somewhat past such things!" Thislast comment was made to a heavily

pai nted woman whose bodice was open to the navel, and who strolled about openly soliciting the
attentions of unengaged males.

Ganelon, towering above the throng by head and shoulders, stared about him with an expression of
gloomy disgpprova of hisglum feetures. / fear | shall never understand True Men, hethought to
himsdf somberly.

Many afight wasin progress along the avenue, and some of the streets and squares they passed
contained full-scaleriots. Silvermane kept awary eye out for trouble, and his hand was never far froma
wegpon, but nothing untoward happened to them during their tour of the streets of Chx. Any
troublemakers gtill sober enough to walk could measure the heroic thews and towering height of the
bronze giant, obvioudy, and decided to leave well enough aone.

"Tdly-ho, there goes another riot!" laughed Xarda, as agrowling mob went charging by, waving
makeshift clubsin abelligerent manner. "And to think, earlier | was saying to myself that Chx wasjust
about the dullest town | had every visted!"

Thelllusionist laughed "Y es, my dear, quite atransformation, indeed! But / am wondering if this sort of
thing goeson dl night, or only for apre-arranged period. Becauseif it does last until dawn, | am
wondering what the poor Chxians do in order to get some deep!”

Within another hour or so, the noise and bustle began to dacken sharply, answering the lllusionist's
question for him. Those citizens determined on wife-tedling, infiddlity, rape or more outre sexud
encounters had aready stolen away to some dark, cozy places; and the rest of the citizenry were either
dead drunk, or had been bludgeoned into unconsciousnessin this or that riot, fist-fight or bar-room
brawl. Soon the city was
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peaceful again, and the travelers returned to thek inn to snatch afew hours of dumber before daybreak.

What with being up half the night, it was only natura that they overdept by severa hoursthe next day.
Indeed, the sun was well up into the noonward skies by the tune they roused themsealves, washed,
dressed, and came downstairs for some bregkfast. The innkeeper, his gaudy carnival robes tucked away,
looked gtiff and solemn (and ever so dightly hung-over) in his modest daytime raiment as he served them
ameager, piceless but nourishing medl.

The Illusonist good-humoredly strove to engage the glum, puffy-eyed fellow in conversation concerning
the riotous doings of the night, but the proprietor regarded them with eyesfull of reproving severity at
such flippant, suggestive tak and made a pointed reference regarding the civil monitors, which gave the
old magician aclear hint to lay off. Obvioudy, what was done a night was never mentioned by day.

With one exception, however.

The lllusonist and Xardawere taking abrisk stroll in the square, prior to thek departure, while Ganelon



paid their bill, collected thek gear and stowed it aboard the Bazonga. Suddenly a squad of
stiffly-tabarded monitors approached, surrounding them.

"What seemsto bethetrouble, officer?' inquked the lllusionis, affably.

"It has been reported to headquarters that you and your companions committed numerous indiscretions
during the nocturna period, stranger,” the leader of the squad replied. "I fear they are sufficiently serious
to requke you to accompany me to the constabulary. Come along quietly, now." And, so saying, he took
the old magician firmly but politely by thearm.

" 'Indiscretions?” repested the Illusonist increduloudy. "That's not true at all! We were remarkably
discreet, consdering the behavior of theloca citizenry; why* we neither engaged in abrawl, nor got
drunk, nor bothered any of the women! On the whole, we
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behaved with what | might term considerable decency and restraint!”

"Those are, to be precise, the very counts listed against you," said the officer sternly. "Y ou are accused ot
nocturnal sobriety, continence, pacifism and public decency. Come dong now; | don't want to have to
cagpyouinchans”

Flustered, arguing volubly &l the way, the magician wasled off with Xardain the dkection of alarge
structure towards the center of the city.

4.
UN-DISTURBERS OF THE PEACE

The centrd edifice into which the civil monitors conducted the Illusionist of Nerelon and the girl knight of
Jemmerdy turned out to be the Administratium of the city.

They were led into a domed rotunda where three odd-looking officials sat at square wooden desks piled
high with papers. Thefirgt officid, alank, gloomy-faced individua with thin, tight lips and an expresson
on hisface asif he sensed asingularly repugnant odor, looked them up and down with sour disgpprova
stamped on hislong horsy face.

"Outlanders, | percaivel” he grumbled. "Always getting into trouble. Foreign riffraff! Ban thelot of ye one
of these days, if ye're not careful. The count?"

"Failureto disturb the peace during the nocturna period, my lord Nurdix," said the monitor, sngpping to
attention.

The man at the second desk, a pudgy, salow-skinned little man with abad, round head and squinting,
gelid eyes, snapped hisfingersloudly.

"Be precise, felow, when you address the Triumvir Nurdix! Thefull list of particulars, if you please!™

"Sorry, my lord Glastro," said the officer, whereupon he began to crisply rattle off aroster of crimes
which the lllusionist and his Mends had not committed. Since they had been guilty of no crimes
whatsoever, the list was extraordinarily lengthy. It began, in aphabetica order, with Abandonment of
Spouse or Offspring, Fail-
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ure to Commit Same; Abberation, Sexual, Lack of; Abjuration of Sworn Oaths, Refusa to Do So;
Abortion, Non-, and so on. Therecita took forever, or anyway it seemed like forever. At about the time
the monitor had got to Defenestration, Anti-, or failure to throw anybody out of the window, a second
squad entered the hdl lugging the unconscious form of Ganelon Silvermane.

Thethird Triumvir, who had yet to be heard from, eyed the dumbering giant curioudy. Thisthird ruler,
Petraphar by name, was agray and mousy little wisp of aman with a soft, purring voice, veiled, dusive
eyes and an annoying habit of constantly rubbing his hands together in awashing motion.

"Oh, my, and another one!l" he lisped breathily. "That is correct—the bill of particulars does mention
three of them. Goodness! Three nocturna malefactors on the same day! A new record, | do believe. Tdll
me, captain, did the big man, ah, vigoroudy oppose hisarrest?"

"Y ou might say so, my lord," replied the captain through amouthful of broken teeth. " A whiff of the
deegp-gaslaid hm out, however; and the boyswill bejust fine, the Surgeon informs me, in aweek or two
a mog."

"My, my! Well, just lay him down over there. Pray continue with the counts, lieutenant!”

Thelllusionist cleared histhroat. "If it please the court, | believe "we can dispense with thefull list of
crimes which we unfortunately failed to commit. If your honors please, we are willing to concede
oursalves guilty of, ahem, not committing every crimein, ah, the book. Except possibly for Ogling in the
Firg Degree, which we did quite abit of last night, heh hen!™

The Triumvirswere not amused. "Ogling isnot acrime, merely amisdemeanor!” snapped glum Nurdix
fiercely. "That will do, lieutenant; leave the document of complaint with the registrar on your way ot.
Smartly, now!"

The officer saluted and turned on hished. The lllusionist stepped forward and began speaking amiably.
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"If it please the court, | should like to point out that in no other country or city known to me, isthe failure
to commit acrime aculpable offence—"

"The customsin foreign realms have no bearing on the present case, ar," puffed fat Glastro
imperturbably. Behind hisvell of lilac vapor, the [llusonist blinked thoughtfully.

"W, perhaps not, but your honorswill redize that, as mere peaceful travelers, visitorsto your fair city,
just passing through, we had no fore-knowledge of the peculiarly Chxian criminal code—"

"Ignorance of the law isno excuse," whispered palid little Petraphar, rubbing his hands together.

"But—surely, your honors can't hold usto blame for breaking alaw so unheard-of as to be unexpected!
How could we possibly have known—?"

Law-abiding travelers should make a point of inquiring into the loca statutes upon the moment of
entering acity,” said Nurdix shortly. "Are we agreed, then, brothers?*

"Ayel Guilty ascharged," said the othershi achorus.



"But—but—see here—you can't—" spluttered the Illusionist hel plesdy, as the monitorsled him out of the
room and down to the dungeons below the Adininis-tratium.

*'Can't we, indeed?' smirked Glastro, in the ensuing sllence. The other .two Triumvirs laughed.

For acity asgrim, colorless and dour as Chx—by day-time, at least—where even the inns provide few
of the creature comforts, it would befolly to expect thejailsto be comfortable. And, true to form, they
were not. Furnished only with awooden bench, atin pot, and a pile of straw, they were harshly
utilitarian.

"But a least it'sa clean cdll,” said Xardabrightly, trying to put the best face on things. Grumbling and
grexing, the old magician dumped in a corner and refused to be cheered up. Still unconscious from the
deep-inducing vapor, the bronze giant lay on the floor, snoring stertoroudy.

Seeing that she was not going to perk up the lllusionist with ease, the girl knight strolled about the stark
little tone cubicle, eventualy going over to the barred grille that served asadoor. She tested the bars
and found them firm; tried the lock and discovered it to be new, well-oMed and quite solid. Even Xarda
could not help heaving alittle dispirited Sgh.

"| gather you are strangersto Chx?" said amale voicein apleasing tenor. She looked up in surpriseto
find atall, well-set-up young man standing at the door of the cell directly across the corridor. Hewas
tanned and handsome in awell-bred way, with afindy-shaped head and clear-cut, if rather delicate,
features. But hisarmswere admirably muscular and his shoulders strong-enough looking, which belied
the dight delicacy she detected. Hislegs and torso were clothed in close fitting stedl mesh, over which he
wore the tattered remnants of a surcoat emblazoned with an heradic emblem unfamiliar to her.

Catching her eye, he amiled pleasantly. Xardafrowned, then, with adight shrug, decided to smile - back.

"Strangers, by my halidom!™ she swore hitterly. " Jaled for the non-commission of every crimeinthe
book. And yourself, good Sr?'

"Another un-disturber of the peace,”" he smiled. Then, making a courtly bow, he said: "Pray permit meto
introduce mysdlf, madam! Erigon of Vaardus, at your service."

"l am the Sirix Xarda of Jemmerdy, and my companionsin misfortune are.afriendly magician cdled the
[llusonigt of Nerdon—for he seemsto have no other name than that—and Ganelon Silvermane, the
Hero of Uth, formerly of Zermish-city in the Redm of the Nine Hegemons."

"Good-day, then, to you dl,” said the young man amiably. "I fear your places of origin are unknown to
me, perchance even as minerealm of Vaardus be unknowntoyou. . ."
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"Yes" thegirl knight nodded, "I was about to ask you where Vaardus was.”
"Far to the north of here, beyond the Purple Plains, lieth my unhappy kingdom."

"Wherefore unhagppy, ar?" asked Xarda, fdling in with the young man's dightly antiquated mode of
gpeech, which amost exactly suited her own.

"Alas, thefar glades and dells of gleaming Vaardus now groan ‘neath the tyrant's hed," he said,
somewhat dramatically.



"Oh?What tyrant isthat?" asked the knightrix.

"Zaar, ashe cdlshimsdf. The Warlord, ashisfollowersterm him, inal their grim and martia myriads.
"Tisamighty horde of savages, come wandering down from further north to ramp and roar through the
tiny kingdoms of thelands Vaardine.. . . said Barbarians having over-run my realm, and tossed meforth
upon the winds of chance, ahomeless wanderer, who once upon atime could claim the very princely
corona—"

Xardacleared her throat abit impatiently; this old-fashioned roundabout way of talking was dl very
grand and gately in itsway, but not ideally suited to the succint imparting of information. "Do you mean
you'reaPrince?' she demanded.

The chiseled features of the young man looked faintly pained at such curt inquiry, but he nodded. "Prince
Erigon of Vdardus," he admitted. "Or such at least | was when Good King Vergus held the throne! My
hereditary thronel" She looked blank. "My late father," he added. "Oh," she said.

Along towards noon, ajailer came shuffling down the corridor to ladle agreasy and unappetizing stew
into tin dishes from acommon bucket. He eyed the knightrix primly, thin lips clamped shut inan
expression of sour disapproval, failing to reply to several questions she asked of him. Among these were,
"What are they going to do to us, and When?"

By thistime, the old magician had recovered much of his good-humor and tackled the cold stew with a
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degree of zest the girl knight found repulsive and annoying. She had noticed, on smilar occasions how the
[llusionist seemed to virtudly thrive on hardships, perils and adventures. He had once explained that after
along, fairly dull and uneventful career of magicianhoo<J, afew dangers, imprisonments and excitements
like these were awel come change from unrelenting safety and security.

She was no limp-hearted weakling, was Xarda of Jemmerdy; but after the colorful, unsettling events of
the last few weeks, she could happily have suffered through a bit of that same safety and security.

By thistime, Ganelon had recovered from the degp-inducing vapor, and gloomily prowled the narrow
cell, testing the bars of the door until they squealed and squeaked. The giant did not enjoy captivity, and
such were hisincredible thews that the girl knight wondered if they should have to suffer very long.
Indeed, next to Silvermane, the door of steely bars|ooked somewnheat fragile and flimsy.

"Relax, my boy," advised the old magician, chewing with relish on the greasy stew. "Even if you did rip
the door off its hinges, which perhaps you could, we should till face an entire city filled with enemies
before reaching the outside world. Relax, and keep calm.”

"I'll try, master,” said Ganelon. "But | keep worrying about the poor Bazonga, and what these crazy
people may bedoingto her . . ."

"The dear Bird can take care of hersdf, asyou will doubtlesslearn,” said the magician cheerfully. "No
doubt sheis till floating in the courtyard of the hospice, obediently tethered to her tree, amusing herself
by singing little songs. | doubt if the so-called Ethica Triumvirs have any notion the vehicleis animate,
much less sentient. Do stop that pacing to and fro, my boy! Sit down and have some stew. Save your
drength, for the time when we shall need it.”

"And when will that be?' asked Xardawith asigh. Thelllusonist winked, athough she couldn't seethe
wink, with hisvapor vell covering hisfestures.
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"When we make our escape,” he said comfortably.
"Andwhenwin that be?' she repeated the question.

"Soon enough,” he said, with asmugness she found rather irritating. It was annoying to share adventures
with people who refused to take danger serioudy, she thought to hersalf. But there was no use
complaining about it. Wiping hislips and taking aswig of fresh weter from the pail, the [llusionist settled
back on the bench, folded his handsin hislap, and seemed to doze.

How could anybody take anap at atime like this? Xarda swore under her breath, and turned back to the
door to start another conversation with the pleasant, young prince across the corridor.

S.
OF THE XIMCHAK HORDE

During the rest of that afternoon, Xarda and Prince Erigon got better acquainted, while the old magister
napped and Ganelon moped and sulked gloomily to himself.

*tn arather hazy fashion, Xardawas familiar with theloca geography of this part of the Gondwane
super-continent. She knew the Free City of Chx was directly north of Dwarf-Land, across the Vanishing
Mountains, whatever they were; and that north of Chx were many little dukedoms, princedoms,
city-states and kingdoms, with Jemmerdy itself northeast of Quay. And she knew that to the north of
Jemmerdy and the Glass Lake, there stretched an interminable region of flatiand called the Purple Plain,
whereon the ferocious Indigon herds wandered and the Moving Cities were occasiondly seen. But
whatever relms might, or might not, lie north of the Purple Plain were thoroughly unknown to her.

Thisdight geograpMca ignorance hi the education of the Jemmerdine girl is quite understandable, when
you pause to congder the true immensity of Gondwane. In the seven hundred million years between our
own Twentieth Century and the Eon of the Faling Moon, the theory of the continentd drift was more
than proven scientifically accurate. The continents did indeed form one vast land mass (called Pangaeg) in
Time's Dawn; tidal forces did cause the breakup of the primal super-continent and set the various
fragmentsinto adow drifting apart. But, after enormous ages of time, they
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came together again on the opposite side of the globe, until now, in the Twilight of Time, a second
Super-continent had been formed, which comprised the total land surface of the planet.

The continent of Gondwane, therefore, was vast. Un-thinkably vast! Picture Africa, Antarctica, Austrdia

and the Americas, to say nothing of al the variousidands, from Greenland on down to Wak (whichisthe
smdlest idand in theworld), al piled together in one interminable expanse of dry land, then you will have

some notion of the true extent of Gondwane the Grest.

The Supercontinent measured fully sixty million square miles from shore to shore. And sixty millionis



rather alot of square miles, you will agree. Room enough on Gondwane for no fewer than one hundred
and thirty-seven thousand kingdoms, empire”, city-states, federations, theocracies, tyrannies,
conglomerates, unions, principates, democracies, republics, plutocracies, realms, nations and countries.
So many, in fact, that no one person—not even a professiond geographer—could claim familiarity with
them dl. Which may help to explain why Xarda of Jemmerdy did not know where the kingdom of
Vaarduswas.

Or whereit had been, that is. For, having been ground into the dust by the Ximchak Horde, it could no
longer be presumed to exist. Such, at least, wasthe belief of Prince Erigon, or the former Prince Erigon,
snce homeess exiles enjoy only dender claimsto mon-archid titles.

The old magician was quite interested to hear some firsthand observations concerning the Ximchak
Barbarians, from an eye-witnessto their horrendous depredations. Quite some time ago he had confided
to Ganelon that they comprised, with the Ainnasters of Sky Idand and the mysterious Queen of Red
Magic, one of the three greatest dangers to the peace and security of this part of Gondwane. Now he
eagerly queried the pleasant Prince on their strength, number, equipment, temper, customs, religion and
military prowess.
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"Asto how great their numbers may be, | have no precise knowledge, magister,” Erigon replied. "For |
was absent from Vaardus when they descended upon the kingdom; my roya father, King Vergus, had
dispatched me upon amission of desperate urgency to the neighboring realms about, hoping to solicit
forces to make a concerted stand against our common enemy. Alas, the Ximchak patrols were out in
force, and cut me off from the pass through the mountains. | was forced to seek arather wandering and
circuitous route which | followed in asoutherly direction. Completely losing my way, | wandered from
city to city and realm to realm, eventualy rinding mysdlf herein thisabominable city of Chx. Like
yourselves, my falureto partake in the nocturnd crimindities resulted in mine imprisonment. | an now so
far away from my unhappy natal land that | despair of ever finding my way back . . . not that thereis
likely to be anything left of fair Vdardusfor meto return hometo!"

Gandon cleared histhroat fretfully.

"Master, why are we dtting here talking? Shouldn't we be attempting to escape, before these people
execute usfor our non-existing crimes?"

"All in good time, my boy, dl ingood time," chirped thelllusonist in his cheerful way.

"But, magister, the boy doth have apoint,” argued Xardafirmly. "Whatever are we waiting for—surely,
with your mastery of the Arts Magicd, ‘twould be an easy matter to unhinge yon door and dispeople the
entirebuilding—"

Thelllusonigt clucked her into slence.

"Y ou children, with your congtant fretting over time logt, spent or wasted!" he sighed. "Asif an hour or
two, or even three, mattered when measured againgt alifetime! Had | harkened to your urgings, | would
have ressted arrest or trid or imprisonment with my small skill—to our considerable detriment, for then
we should not have made the acquaintance of Prince Erigon, here!™

"Y es, 'tistrue, of course, but—!"
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"But nothing, my dear child. We shdl be set free when it pleases the good Galendil to free us, and not
before," said the old magician, testily. "For one thing, my dear, hasit occurred to you that as soon as
night fals, Chx will return to her norma routine of murder, arson, burglary, rapine, and other assorted
malfeasances? What better occasion for jail-break, than during that period of the night when suchisno
longer to be considered acrime?’

Thegirl knight bunked, asif thunderstruck, then burst out laughing.

"Of course! Assoon asnight fals, the guardswill be withdrawn, so asto partake of the assorted
skullduggeriesin which each Chxian must, by law, indulge. Forgive me for doubting you, magister! | fear
that | had not fully thought through the implications of Chx'sdud legd system. . ."

"Quiteal right, my dear; that's what older and wiser heads are for. Now, my dear Prince, to return to our
most interesting discussion of the Ximchak savages ... | believe it was your opinion that they descended
through the mountain countries, gpproaching Vaardus from the north. Could it not, perchance, have been
from the northwest? My own sources of information, you see, suggest anorthwesterly course for the
Horde, following their destruction last year of the Thirty Cities of the Gompish Regime. . ."-

The sun of afternoon declined into the west. However swift the judicia processes of the Chxians might
be, the fina sentencing certainly seemed a drawn-out and lengthy process. Prince Erigon, they learned,
had been condemned to the dungeons beneath the Admin-istratium some four or five days before, on
charges of being an un-disturber of the peace. And he still awaited his sentencing.

"Sometimesit isto be chained to labor in the water mines," hetold them. "Other offendersare
condemned to pena servitude repairing the agueduct system. A former cell-mate of mine, an Ixlander, |
believe, who
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acted asatravelling salesman in warlockry with aline of talismansand Sgils, ended up serving histerm as
asewer-cleanser. An unpleasant task, surely, and a stenchful one, to boot!"”

Before sundown, the prisoners were removed from their consnon cell and were escorted by a squadron
of monitors so numerous and stoutly armed for resstance to befutile, if not sanguinary, to private cells
higher up in the monstrous «difice. Ganelon did not care to be separated from his dear friends, but no
choicein jail accommodations was offered to him, and his master chearfully bade him be of good spirits
and not to fret. Therefore he complied with docility to the new arrangement, and found himsdlf in acell
somewhat smaller even than before, whose door was a solid panel of adamant. The one factor of
comfort in his new quarters wasthat his cell had awindow, abeit one heavily barred, which gaveforth on
awide prospect of the rooftops and spires of Chx. From this orifice he peered gloomily out upon the
westering sun asit sank toits conflagration in the hills.

He wondered where Xarda and the old magician were housed, and why their cells had been switched,
and how long would it be before the Illusionist came to free him from his durance? And whatever had
possessed them to seek accommodations for the night in this mad metropolisin thefirst place.

After atime he dozed.

"YOO-HOQ! Isthat you, dear boy?* afamiliar, if unexpected, voice hailed him through the mists of
deep. For amoment, convinced that he dreamed, Ganelon kept Ms eyes closed. But then a whump
shook thewals of his cell with staggering impact, bringing down flakes of plagter fromtheceallingina



gritty shower.

He opened his eyes and jumped up to see a beaked bronze head peering at him with brightly inquisitive
eye-lenses through the bars of the window. It was the Bazonga bird!
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"Wh-whatever are you doing here?' he asked, inandly.

TheBird cocked adisgpproving eye a him and sniffed in ahurt manner. "Tush! Y ou certainly don't seem
glad to see me," she complained.

"Wdll, of course I'm glad to see you; but how . . . | mean, why ..."

"Y ou folkswent away and left me dl done,” the Bird said accusingly. "1 sang little songsto mysdlf,
watched the stars go wheeling overhead and counted the leaves on the zooka-zooka tree to which you
tied me. Morning came, then mid-morn, then fore-noon, then noon itself. Well, my goodness, | got to
fedling londy! So | decided to comelooking for you."

"But however did you find me? Behind al these sonewalls, | mean?' The Bird tartly reminded him of her
ability to sensethe radiations of an individua human aura, and to tell one auric spectrum from another,
which was the method by which the lllusionist and she had found him and Xardain the jungles of
Kar-jixia, after their escape from the Air Mines on an earlier adventure.

"Now stand back, do," she carolled. Without further ado, the animate vehicle rammed her bronze beak
into the outer wall of hiscdl in an effort to freehim.

Thetaking vessal was built of solid bronze and measured some thirty feet, from her parrot-besk to the
tip of her peacock-tail. When aflying battering-ram of that size, weight and mass drivesitsdlf againg a
wall of mortared stone, well, something has got to give. Inthiscase, it wasthewall.

Bits of stone and chips of mortar sprayed the room, rattling off the walls and floor-tiles. Ganelon shielded
his eyeswith his burly fore-arm, and as soon as the whirling cloud of stinging rock-dust cleared away, he
blinked through watering eyesto see afairly man-sized hole punched directly through the outer wall of his
cdl. The Bazonga's battering thrust had carried away the lower portion of thewall in which the window
was built. Now the bars waggled usalesdy in empty air, and even as he watched, one of them clanked to
the gravel-strewn floor.

"Come dong, theré'sadear,” the Bird sang cardesdy. Waobbling on her magnetic waves, she
maneuvered herself about in such amanner that her cockpit now yawned temptingly just beyond the hole
inthewall. Ganelon climbed through the opening and stood there indecisively for amoment, not certain
whether to go or to Say.

"Come dong, smartly now, theresagood boy!" snapped tfte Bazonga. "If you think it's easy holdinga
steady ked in such apostion, let meinform you otherwisal™

"Y es, but—what about master, and Xarda? Shouldn't
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we rescue them, too, so we can all |eave together?' asked Ganelon bewilderedly.

The Bird wiggled her wing-tipsimpatiently.



"Time enough for that later,” she said crosdly. "I want to carry you to safety first. Thisis my rescue, and |
amin charge! Assoon as| get you over the border, I'll come whizzirtg back for the others. Serve that
old geezer right, to make him wait abit and stew in hisown juices! Alwaystying me up to treesor
chimneys, and leaving me behind while the rest of you go zipping off to have adventures together, with
never athought for the poor old faithful Bazonga, your tirdess steed! Come, child, get into my cockpit
and let's be off—"

"Well ... dl right, then ... | guessyou know what you're doing,” said Silvermane abit dubioudy. He
stepped into the swaying cockpit of the peculiar craft and settled down in the first seat. The bird-vessal
thrust hersdlf clear of the wall with aflick of her magnetic waves, then curved sharply about and sped off
in asoutherly direction, bound for the borders of Chx.

Night had falen by now, and the streetswere full of carousing mobs happily assaulting each other, looting
shops and getting drunk. Nobody seemed to pay the dightest attention to the winged bronze bird as she
soared over the rooftops- and hurtled gaily into the south. So rapid was her flight that in lesstime than it
takes meto tdl, the scarlet walls of Chx dwindled in her wake. The landscape, nedt, trim checkerboard
of cultivated farmland, sped by beneath her kedl. Ahead yawned vast empty pits which were sometimes
occupied, and sometimes not, by the Vanishing Mountains.

"I find it Smply amazing, the facility you poor humans have for congtantly getting into trouble," groused
the Bazonga bird as she traversed the farmlands like an immense arrow |oosed from some colossa bow.
"However do you manageto do it? | no sooner get tied to atree or whatever, then you are off getting
jailed for one reason or another. Thelast timethis

THE ENCHANTRESS OF WORLD S END 41
happened, if | recall correctly, you and that nice girl were sold into davery .. ."

"Yes, that wasin Horx," said Gandlon. "I don't understand it either, Bird, to be frank. Ever- since father
and mother found me wandering about in the Blue Rain, it's been one predicament after another ..."

The vacant roots of the Vanishing Mountains were beneath them now. Ahead stretched adark, grim
land-scape of tumbled stone and sterile sand, with the mighty ramparts of the Mountains of Dwarfland to
the south, marching from horizon to horizon. The sight reminded Ganelon that the Death Dwarves were
their enemies, and on at least one occasion, they had sought to capture them. There was that tune when
they had been flying across the VVoormish Desart, bound for Karjixia, the Kingdom of the Tigermen,
when the little green abominations had sought to ensnare them in amonstrous metalic net stretched
directly intheir path between the twin pesks of Mount Luz.

"Why areweflying in thisdirection?' he asked uneasily. "Y ou're going south, and we want to travel
north, towards Jemmerdy."

"Because the nearest border is south of Chx, that'swhy," replied the Bird tartly. " That nice inn-keeper
back at the hospice told me. The sun was down by then, you see, and he was more than delighted to aid
and abet ajail-break.” She giggled at the odd ways of humans.

Just beyond the empty row of enormous pits, the Bazonga floated down to the ground and let Ganelon
jump out.

"Y ou stay right here, now," she said severdly. "Don't go wandering off and get into any more trouble,
mind! 11l just bealittlewhile, finding your master and thet nice girl—"

"And Prince Erigon, too," said Gandlon. "I'm sure master will want to rescue him, aswell.”



"Quite right, whomever you mean,”" the Bird said
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in her cardess fashion. She rose up from the ground and spun about to go back in the sai& e direction
from which she had just flown.

"And don't forget my sword!" Ganelon yelled as she drifted aoft. "I'm sure master will be ableto find it
somewhere hi the building, and I'd be lost without it."

"Yes, yes, | shan't forget! Now, you be agood boy, mind, and don't go wandering away; m expect to
find you right herewhen | return!™

Ganelon nodded and waved goodbye. The ungainly vehicle shot off to the north, towards Chx, and he
stood watching her for amoment The immense glowing orb of the Falling Moon had risen up over the
world by thistune, flooding the landscape with brilliant Slvery luminance. By the moonlight, theterrain
about him looked even more barren and sterile than it had from above. He repressed adight shiver which
came over him for some reason. Then he sat down on the stone dab to patiently await the return of the
vehidle

The Vanishing Mountains, which form the southerly borders between the country of Chx zmd the
Dominion of the Death Dwarves, are a phenomenon unique to Gondwane hi the current Eon. Nature, ina
date of flux, persstsin devisng new, nove forms of matter and kinds of life (such asthe Dwarves
themselves). The prevailing theory by which the Gondwanish savants explain such curiosities, asttiese
off-again-on-again mountains which flicker back gjid forth between existence and non-existence, isthat
the atoms whereof the rocky barrier is composed consist haf of norma electrons and protons, and half

of contraterrone particles, with asingle phi-meson on the dividing line. The phi-meson, of course, isa
particle of dubiousredity, whose genuinenessisamatter of satistica probability. Part of thetimethe
meson redlly oddts, and thus so do the Mountains; the rest of the time the finicky little particle smply isn't
thereat al, and neither are the Mountains.

The appearance and disappearance of the peculiar
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mountain-rangeis, after al, amatter of little or no importance to anybody in particular. The cliffy heights
are not inhabited by anything more lively than afew scruffy lichensand asmall colony of disagreesble
land-* crustaceans, or mountain-dwelling lobsters, who for* merly were denizens of the sea. That wasa
couple of dozen thousand years ago, when the Inland Sea of V oorm occupied most of the barrens about
this part of Gondwane. Then the Vanishing Mountains wers forced skywards by geological forces, when
the crust of Old Earth buckled hereabouts, and the searecede” and finaly drained away into the bowels
of the planet. Suddenly finding themsealves marooned high and dry on the mountain-peaks, the local
variety of lobster would doubtless have died out, had it not been for a. sympathetic magicianinthe

nel ghborhood who cast an. enchantment over them, turning them into mountain™ dwellers.

The magician in question, an affable personnage caled Ulph the Unpredictable, had an innate fondness
for marinelife which was quite understandable, when you pause to consider hislineage (his mother, that
is, was one of the Mer-folk).

Even aland-dwelling lobster, by now inured to sudden changesin habitat, findsit difficult to adjust to
blinking in and out of Redlity. At the period whereof | write, the lobster-colony had been ruminating for



some generaions aplanned migration to the lowlands, away from the Vanishing Mountains. But thisis
neither here nor there—like the Mountains themselves.

| mention dl of thismerely to point out the unpredictability of the existence of the Mountains.

They were not there when the Bazonga flew Ganelon to safety; on her return flight, however, the poor
cresture was less fortunate.

Suddenly, agigantic wall of rock zoomed up right in front of her nose, so to speak. With astartled
squawk, the ungainly animated contraption strove to put on the brakes, but dammed into the rocky wall
nonetheless.
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Solid bronzeis, of course, atough and durable metal —far less easily broken than stedl, for example.
Ferrous metals possess alamentably frangible crystaline structure which permits them to fracture with
surprising ease. Hence the bronze bird-vessal was not particularly damaged, even by ahead-on collison
with amountain-range.

But her crystdloid brain was somewhat less durable. The impact seemed to stun the poor Bazonga. Her
eye-lenses dulling, her beak-jaws wobbling open, she floated back from the impact and drifted idly on
the night-breezes, which impelled her to and fro.

From their clefts hi the rocky wal, the mountain-dwelling lobsters surveyed the ungainly cresture with
daked eyes a-glare. Thiswasthe lagt straw, certainly! If thirty-foot metallic monstrosities were going to
be banging into their mountains from now on, surdly it was tune to decamp for the comfort and relative
security of the lowlands! Packing theh™ supplies of edibles, and rounding up the young ones, the heartily
offended crustaceans began to migrate in unison, crawling down the dopes of the Vanishing Mountains
and paying no further mind to the vacant-eyed Bazonga as she drifted lifdlesdy on thewind.

7.
ESCAPE TO JEOPARDY

From hisnarrow cdll, which was on theinterior of the Administratum and, windowless, the [llusionist of
Nerelon had no way to judge the moment of nightfall, save for the peculiar behavior of the monitors set to
patrol the dungeons.

Promptly at the hour of Moonrise, one of the hard-faced monitors threw down his yarmak, plucked out a
bit of chalk from apocket in hiskilt, and began to scrawl something on thewall. Peering interestedly
through the bars, the lllusionist could just make out the graffiti. It read:

GLASTRO, NURDIX AND PETRAPHAR ARE A BUNCH OF OLD MEANIES!

His commentary on the rulership of Chx completed, the monitor dunk down the hall to seeif he couldn't
rob the off-duty' guards, adeep in the barracks.

Grinning to himsdlf, the lllusionist roseto hisfeet, yawned and stretched lazily, and hurled aminor
enchantment at the door of his cell, whose strong metal bars promptly turned to rubber. Stepping out into
the corridor, the lllusionist began searching about for hisfriends. Xarda he discovered, pacing her cell



irritably. The girl knight of Jemmerdy was much relieved when the robed and mist-masked meagister
popped into sight, and even more relieved when the bars of the cdll-door wilted like yesterday's

asparagus.
Ganelon they could not find at al, but Prince Eri-
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gon, still locked in the subterranean dungeon, was easily found and freed. Using the Third Eye of occult
vison, which functions only on the next highest plane of the Plenum, whichiscalled the Adrd, it was
smplefor the old magician to locate the cdlls of his companions. Auric spectraare clearly visbleon the
Agrd level, and sone wals happen to beinvisble on that plane.

"I can't understand what could have happened to Ganelon,” the Illusionist said fretfully. "I've searched the
entire area of gpace occupied, on the Physical plane, by the Administratium and hisaurais nowhereto be

"Could he possbly have escaped, dl by himsdf?' inquired the Skix, atrifle anxioudy.

The ma*cian shrugged. "It's possible, | suppose. The dear boy possesses remarkable strength, and the
Time Gods outfitted him with more than afew extraordinary powers which are seldom the possession of
ordinary humans. Most of these super-abilities remain mere potentias, as yet, but under stress or duress,
thereis smply no guessing what the Great Lump might not be able to do.”

"Well, what are we to do? Just go of! and leave him?" she demanded. The magician shrugged helplesdly.

"I don't know what elsethere isto do!" he confessed. "Thisis obvioudy our best opportunity to escape
from our captivity and gain the outside world unmolested and unpursued. Once we are free, and have
found aplace of relative safety, | should be able to ascertain the lad's whereabouts by means of sortilege
or divination. Come, then; let us be off."

Xarda chewed her lip unhappily. Then, hefting the huge length of the Silver Sword, she said, miserably: "I
supposeyou areright. At any rate, we have found his magic weapon for him ..."

Prince Erigon cleared histhroat, asmall, polite sound.

"| didike abandoning acomrade as heartily as do you, for dl that my acquaintance with the fellow has
been very much briefer, but permit meto suggest that,
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while we stand here discussing the question, trouble gpproaches.” He gestured; down the hall acrew of
rowdies approached, lustily swigging from small jugs of brandy, and reciting obscene limericks at the top
of their lungs. From their soiled and disarranged tabards, it was obvious that the quarrelsome rabble,
during the daylight hours, doubled as civic monitors.

Dueto the regular night-time crime wave, everybody that should ordinarily have been on duty &t the

Adminigtratium was off robbing stores, mugging passers-by, tying tin cansto thetails of domestic pets, or
committing amalfeasance. The lllusonig, the knightrix, and Prince Erigon of Vaardus found it quite easy
to escape from the centrd edifice of the city, with alittle help from one of the magician'sinvishility spells.



They returned to the Hospice of the Twelve Cardind Virtuesto find the taproom a seething mass of
drunken, struggling men; duding the severa thieves, ns, burglars and footpads who lurked in the
shadows, they went around to the back. They entered the courtyard where they had left their peculiar
aerid vehicle, tethered by amooring-lineto one of thetall, flowering zooka-zooka trees.

The tether was dtill there. So was the tree. But as for the Bazonga, it was obvious that the Bird had
flown.

"What do we do now, prithee?' demanded the knightrix of Jemmerdy in afinetemper.
Unfortunatdly, for oncethe lllusionist had no adequate reply to make.

After awhile, Ganelon wasweary of sitting on the stone dab and stood up, looking around him. Turning
to cast aglance behind him, he blinked with surprise to discover a gigantic range of mountains blocking
the landscape to the south. The mountains had not been there when he and the bird vessel had flown
hither; these must be the Vanishing Mountains whereof he had
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heard so much. He eyed the beetling ramparts with interest: considering they were made of stuff which
wasonly haf red, a bes, they certainly looked solid and substantiad to the untutored eye.

Hewas still admiring the mountains by moonlight when the Death Dwarvesfell upon him.

There were thirty-two of thelittle green devils, athough of course he swiftly became too busy to bother
with counting them. He had never before seen one of the odd little monsters up close, and was not
particularly happy to discover they were every bit asugly, asformidable, and as vicious as common
rumor made them out to be.

Their average height was somewhere between two-and-a-half and three feet, which meant that they
hardly reached above Ganelon's kneecap. They were colored avile, poisonous green, covered with
lumps like warts only about the size of doorknobs. Their tremendous breadth of shoulders and thick,
massively-thewed arms and barrel chests reminded him of the Indigons he had battled on the Plains of
Uth.

Bald and hairless, with bullet heads, they had heavy prognathous jaws and long, lipless, gash-like mouths
that made them look rather froggy. Froglike, too, were their ugly, goggling eyeswhich glisened inthe
moonlight like puddles of spilt ink.

They didn't wear any clothing to speak of, just odd bits, scraps and pieces of iron armor; but they
bristled with wegpons. Among these were flint-knives, sone axes, clubs roughly carven from petrified
wood, and long spears made from dender stony stdactites, with obsidian bladesfor points.

They had no ears, and conversed amongst themsalvesin clicks, squeaks and hissngs. They dso had no
genitals, just bare tough flesh between their crooked little bowlegs, which terminated hi ugly, four-toed
feet. They emitted avile medicina stench, likeiodine. Theinsdes of their mouths were black. And they
hed fat white tongues, like plump worms.

They had obvioudy been creeping up behind him for
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sometime, taking advantage of the bewildering moonlight to crawl and scuttle among thetilted sone
dabs, waddling splay-footedly from inky shadow to inky shadow. Now that they were discovered, this



furtive dinking ended abruptly, and they hurled themsalves at him with dizzying speed, bouncing across
the dabs like so many rubber bdls.

Gandon growled and siwung balled fists, batting them asdein mid-legp. He soon discovered that their
broad-shouldered little bodies were hard as wood, the outer layers of their epidermis so tough asto be
amog petrified. It proved remarkably difficult to hurt the squaling little mongters, but he found their skulls
could be cracked open if you pounded their heads against the stone dabs enough times. In quick
succession he brained the first three or four who came within reach of hislong arms.

They withdrew, squesking and hissng ominoudy amongst themselves, eyeing him venomoudy. Ganelon
rested, breathing easily, wishing he had not | eft the Silver Sword behind him in the Scarlet City. But there
was no usein crying over lost weapons. The next time they rushed him he bent, pried amighty dab out of
the crumbling soil and hurled it at them, squashing three or four of them flat as stepped-on toads.

Glancing skywards, he wished the Bazonga bird would come.

They rushed him again, hissing like so many teakettles, jabbing at him with then* stony spears. His
criss-cross harness of black leather broke or deflected most of the spear-points, and the few scratches
he did suffer hurt him scarcely at al. He grabbed up thefirst couple of wriggling little monster-men and
tried to see how far he could throw them. Try as often as he could, the best he could do was about ten
yards.

A change of tactics was needed here, obvioudly. If he smply stood here and let the little horrors come at
him, they might wear him down before he had managed to extinguish dl of them. Anti-life, of which the
Death Dwarves were a prominent species, were of necessity
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remarkably difficult to kill, being not quite redly divein thefirst place.

He decided, after some thought, during which he managed to brain two more of thevilelittle creatures by
hurling loose boulders at them, to make asprint for the mountains. If he could get far enough above his
pursuers, it should prove easy enough to drop big rocks on them, or perhapstrigger off an avalanche of

respectable proportions,

With Ganelon, to think was to act. Whirling about, he sprang in the direction of the Vanishing Mountains,
with as much speed as he could, considering the broken nature of the landscape. With ahissing cry, the
green horde poured after him, waddling and hopping along at his hedls.

It was no use; they could move faster than he over the broken dabs of tilted stone. In afew moments, a
detachment of Dwarves had moved around in front of him, blocking him off.

Hetook his stand, and fought.

Hewas still doggedly knocking them about when they came upon him from behind, and beat him
unconscious with stone clubs. Then, with many a spiteful kick in theribs, thelittle green mongters trussed
the unconscious Congtruct securely, and began dragging him off to their hidden lair. Within afew
moments, save for the dead who lay scattered about, there was nothing on the plain of broken stonesto
show that afurious battle had been fought here—and had been logt.

Book Two



The Scene: The Country of the Death Dwarves; The Land of Red Magic; The
Palace and City of Shai.

New Characters: The EnchantressZelmarine; A Karjbdan Tiger-man; A
Mentalist of Ning; Death Dwarves, Automatons, Courtiers, and Boys.
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8.
SLAVES OF ZELMARINE

If thiswas a prison cdll, thought Gandlon Silvermane to himsdlf, it was certainly the most comfortable one
he had ever seen or heard of. Indeed, "comfortable’ was hardly the mot juste: "luxurious' would be
morelikeit.

Theflooring conssted of scented fnutwoods, laid out in a complicated parquet, an arabesque of
delicately-contrasting wood tones and grains. The windows, heavily barred though they were, were hung
with sumptuous draperies. Thick carpets were soft underfoot, divans stood about piled with plump
cushions, and smal exquisite tabourets of carved Behemoth-tusk ivory (each table carved, of course,
from askigle tusk or portion of tusk) were scattered around the room. These bore atempting variety of
wines and liqueursin cut-crystal decanters, platters of spiced meets, dainty pastries and fresh fruits. And
the walls glowed with lambent tapestries of the sort for which the Spider Women of Y u are celebrated.

Galendil aone knowswhat the Death Dwarves would have done to him, had they been free to choose! *
Just about the time he had come groggily back to consciousness, the little green men were turning then:
captive over to asquadron of Red Magic soldiers. They bore

* They would not, however, have eaten him: such forms of Anti-life commonly subsist on venom, acid, poison,
excrement, ground glass, and |ess mentionable substances.
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him on Orraf/iofnppws-back due east afull day'sride, and into Shai, the capita of the Land of Red
Magic.

It only confirmed what Silvermane had earlier heard from the vapor-veiled lips of the lllusionist, who
consdered the Red Enchantress a prime danger to the relms about. That is, she had recently brought
under her will certain tribes of Dwarfland, which bordered upon her own dominions. He did not know
whether the Enchantress had derted the border tribes of Dwarf-land to be on the look-out for a
Construct of hisdescription; or whether it was standard operating procedure for the little green horrorsto
seize upon al intruders across their borders and turn them over to the Red Magic legionnaires. Nor did
it redly matter.

Hisfirst experience of Zdmarine's country was not particularly interesting. The Ornith borehim aonga
winding, dusty road which meandered through rocky hills of crumbling shae, and across aplain of



dkaline st towards distant mountains. The Ornith itsdf he found more interesting than the dreary
landscape through which it bore him.

Ornithohippus had only evolved into being about three-quarters of amillion years before thistime, and
was thus arank newcomer among the Gondwanish fauna The bird horse strongly resembled an ostrich
or emu, being devoid of wings, but it was a quadruped and somewhat bigger than the larger birds of our
own day. The one the soldiers put him on was a handsome creature with snowy plumes and along
tapering crimson beak. It had along graceful swan-neck, which it carried proudly arched, and from its
pate a crest of nodding .plumes streamed out behind it. Cantering on itsfour clawed feet, it moved with
fluid grace and agility. Orniths wererarely used in Zermish, Gandon's home-city, and he had never
before been astride one of the lovely creatures.

The Red Magic legionnaires who conducted him to Shai were asurly, hard-faced lot, with copper-brown
skins. They were clad in curious breastplates, gauntlets, helms, kilts and greaves made from stiff leather,
lac-

quered agtartling crimson. They rode heavily armed with sting-swords, dart-throwers, yarmaks, war
hammers and pornoai, in whose use they seemed fully adept. Ganelon wisdly decided resistance would be
futile, if not fatal.

Asthey had approached Shai, the harsh landscape transformed itself into lush gardens. Doubtless, the
Enchantress had employed her magic to clothe the terrain immediately adjacent to her capitol in verdure.
They rode over arched bridges, acrosstinkling streams, through nodding groves of festher-trees. Marble
statuary groups and ornamental gazebos lent a park-like flavor to the lovely landscape.

Shai itsdf turned out to be aminiature city of only afew thousand inhabitants. It was asplendid sight as
they approached it, riding ong a stone causaway acrossthe limpid waters of an artificid lake: agraceful
and artistic grouping of dender spires and minarets, placed in tasteful contrast to swelling onion-domes.
The city was entirely built out of sparkling red glass* which flashed and glittered brilliantly in the
dawn-light.

Entering the city by its sole gate, whose glassy barbican-towers were fantastically worked into flame-like
points and flying buttresses, they traversed the miniature metropolisto the soaring cluster of pylonsat its
heart. Thiswas, Ganelon assumed correctly, the Paace of the Queen of Red Magic. It conssted of nine
spiresof varying heights, interconnected by flying aeria bridges, with aspird ramp enclosing the entire
group.

The dtreets, squares and shops were virtualy deserted, and the few persons they did pass on their way
were a sullen-faced, dispirited lot with frightened faces and empty eyes, who shied away from the Red
Magic legion. Most of the buildings they passed were soaring pal aces and superb mansions whose fluted
colonnades

* Stiffened, of course, to steely hardness by the use of F5re Magic, as had been used to toughen the precious metal of
Ganelon's weapon, the Silver Sword. See the entry on ."Magic" in the Glossary of Unfamiliar Names and Terms at the
end of this book.
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and impressive facades gleamed in the brilliance of dawn. The vigtas of the city were breathtakingly
lovely. But it seemed odd to the bronze giant that so many of the gorgeous glass palaces, dthoughin
perfect repair and kept immaculately cleaned and polished, seemed to be completely empty.



Shai was, he knew, a brand-new city which had arisen only in the past generation. The Queen of Red
Magic hersdf was but newly cometo Northern Yama Y amal_and, having arrived in these parts
somewhat |ess than a century ago. Rumor had it that she wasthe iSst of arace of Red Amazons who had
formerly inhabited the Cham Archipelago near Thoph hi the remote, virtualy unknown southwestern
corner of the Supercontinent. Studying the Secret Sciences at the magician's college of Nembosch, she
had discovered one of the nine-thousand ninety portals which gave entry into the Halfworld Labyrinth, a
complex system of inter-dimensiona conduits connecting severd parts of thisworld with adjacent worlds
and planes. Thislabyrinth, known to the scholars of legend asthe "Cavern of a Thousand Perils" exited
in the Mountains of the Death Dwarves. Emerging therefrom, Zemarine had established her dominance
over the eastern half of Dwarfland and announced her empire.

The Death Dwarves had, a firgt, fought furioudy againgt her kingdom; conquered by her invincible
scythe-armed Automatons, they withdrew into their mountains and eventualy some of the border tribes
fell under Zelmarine's dominance. She had employed thetirdess vigor of her Automatons, together with
the minera strength and durance of the subservient Dwarves, to raise her capitol on the edges of the
mountain country. She captured by magic whole village populations from the realms about to people her
glass metropolis. This explained the cowed, subdued attitude of the few Shai citizens Ganelon had
encountered on theway hither.
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enjoyed an audience with her, although he had glimpsed her once from a distance; the time she had paid
avigt of gate to the Hegemon of Zermish after Gandlon's victory in the Battle of Uth had brought to an
end theinvasion of the Indigons.* He was not exactly looking forward to the eventud interview with his
captress, for from al descriptions she was aforceful, dynamic, voluptuous woman of imperiouswill and
dominance— exactly the sort of person the smple, inexperienced young giant felt most uncomfortable
with. But he had long known of her interest in him, although her reasons were still unknown to him.
Indeed, shortly before he had |eft his homein Zermish to enter the service of the lllusionist of Nerelon,
Zdmarine had attempted to purchase him from the Hegemon of hisnatdl city. It wasdl rather ominous
and uncomfortable.

But if thiswasthe sort of captivity sheinflicted upon her daves, he thought to himsdif, it certainly wasn't
hard to endure! He hadn't eaten such sumptuous meals since leaving the enchanted paace of Nerelon,
and his surroundings were of adegree of luxury he had never before enjoyed. He ate heartily, drank
deeply, and dept magnificently in an emperor-sized bed piled high with silken pillows, under agold-lame
canopy.

During the day, however, there was nothing much to do. The door to his prison suite was agigantic dab
of sculptured wood whose exquisite carving and detail-work did not conced the fact that it was tougher
than iron and weighed aton or two. And, each time his med s were served to him and he managed to

catch aglimpse of the corridor beyond, he could see that the only entrance to his apartment was heavily
guarded by twenty motionless but sentient metal Automatons.

Some of the hollow metal men had arms which terminated in scythes or hooks, othersin dedges,
power-drills and swordblades. From hisformer experiences

* For a narrative of these events, see Chapters 6 to 8 of the First Book of the Epic, entitled The Warrior of World's End, DAW Books,
1974.
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back at Nerelon, wherethe Illusionist had maintained afew Automatons of his own for,Heavy work
around the palace, he knew the enchanted creatures were virtualy indestructible. He had little or no
chance of fighting hisway through such aheavy number, despite his own very-much-more-than-huinan
strength and

vigor.

WEéll, he decided philosophicaly, if one hasto be endaved by Zelmarine the Enchantress, at least
durance vile under conditions of such lavishness and comfort can be suffered pleasantly.

0.

On the second evening of Gandon's captivity in Shai, he met his captress at last.

The occasion was an annuad least wMca, in certain heathen and outlandish regions of Gondwane, such as
that from which the Red Queen came, shamans and warl ocks make sacrificein order to propitiate the
Moon. It should perhaps be explained that, in this distant Eon of the future, the gravitationa action and
tidal forces have dowed the Moon in her ancient orbit to a point where she had drawn perilously near to
the surface of Old Earth—very much nearer than she has come in our own age. Some fear, indeed, that
shewill erelong reach Roche's Limit and be torn apart hi the grip of these forces, burying Gondwane
beneath millions of tons of meteoric debris; others, perhapsless scientifically knowledgeable, assumethe
Moon will fall to Earth, destroying the entire planet in the collision. No one knows for sure when the
cdamity will befdl (if | may be permitted the indulgence of an inadvertent pun), or into which category the
nature of the cataclysmwill go, but if you could see how threateningly huge and ominoudy zigzagged with
cracksthe face of the enormous satdllite looked from the Gondwanian surface, you would certainly
understand how imminent seemed the peril. Few believed such sacrificia feasts could avert the cosmic
catastrophe, but a bit of propitiation never hurts.

Hook-handed Automatons clanked gtiffly into Gane-
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lon's suite, depositing festive robes of gold and scarlet cloth, and stood motionless but wary while the
giant unwillingly donned the raiment. They then escorted him from the room and, by asuccession of spira
gairways, into amagnificent hal where the Red Queen sat enthroned on achair of sparkling crysta, high
above her courtiers.

Theroom itself was cruciform in shape, and nine storys deep. A forest of glass pillars of mammoth girth
supported the roof which was transparent, permitting the silver glory of the lunar radiance—transmuted
to aflood of crimson light by passage through the tinted glass—to fal in splendor upon the festive
assembly. At the point where the two arms of the cross joined, was a centra rotunda, in the very center
of which the throne of the Red Queen sat atop a many-stepped dais like aminiature pyramid.

Red Magic legionnaires led him through the assembled feasters to the bottom-most step of thisdais, and
for thefirg time Ganelon Silvermane and the Enchantress of Shai met face to face. For along moment,
neither moved or spoke, both stared thoughtfully at each other, like swordsmen measuring an opponent's
skill before engaging their blades.



The Red Queen was a magnificent woman, nearly naked, her splendid body adorned with flashing gems
and plagues of precious metas, a plumed tiara glittering upon her brow. At the height of agood seven
feet, she stood very nearly astall as Gandon himsdlf. Shewas built to scae, with powerful though
feminine arms, bare shoulders and long, deek, well-muscled but shapely legs.

The most remarkable thing about her was, of course, her famous coloration, from whence she derived
her sobriquet. That isto say, the Red Enchantresswas redlly red. Her entire body was colored a brilliant,
not unattractive shade of crimson; her long waving tresses and arched, sardonic browswere dso
crimson, but of a shade dightly darker than the rest of her. Her eyeswere of ared so dark asto be
amog, but not
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superb breasts were of adarker red, amost plum-purple. When she smiled, Ganelon discovered that
even her teeth were red, as were the whites of her eyes.

She was superb! Queenly, imperious, she towered head and shoul ders above most of the men at her
court, with a magnificent bosom, bare benesth glittering ropes of diamonds, anarrow waist and full,
swelling hipsand thighs. Tiny jewe led dippers clung to her feet and an immense cut diamond thesize of a
walnut flashed in her navel. When she spoke, as she did now, her voice was alow, liquid murmur,
purring and seductive, but with a man's degp-chested timbrein it, and the steely ring of command, too.

It was the sort of voice that was accustomed to being obeyed.

With adramatic gesture, she rose suddenly to her feet, towering above them dl. The mumble of
low-voiced conversation in the hall ceased instantly and silence stretched taut.

Then she came swaying down thetier of stepsto hislevel, extending one hand whose crimson fingers
.dazzled with diamonds.

"Ganelon Silvermane! Be you welcome to the court of Shal. Consider yourself, not my prisoner, but—my
gues!”

Thelllusonist of Nerelon would have been flabbergasted at what Ganelon did next. For, summoning
from within himsdf a courtliness none could have guessed him to possess, the young giant bowed and,
taking her long fingersin his own, brushed the backs of her fingerswith hislips. She smiled addighted,
warm smile, her full, lush lipscurving.

"Seat yourself here," she said, gesturing to a cushion upon the lower steps, “in the place that is reserved
for heroes. And join our lunar festival, with honor and welcome!™

Ganelon nodded, sat tailor-fashion on the silken pillow and let himsalf be served by one of the
Automatons who stalked on clanking feet among the courtiers,
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refilling agoblet here and presenting platters of food there.

Deliberately turning his atention from the Enchantress, he feigned interest in the other guests, who were
seated on cushionsin rows before long, low tabourets of dark wood. They were certainly amotley crew,
thought he: among them he spied a V oormish clansman in hislong burnoose, one or two of the Tigermen
of Karjixia, arather glum and lumpish-looking cresture that seemed to be one of the Halfmen of Thaad,
and aHorxite ecclesiastic or two in black robes and gilt-paper headdress. There were also Quentishmen



and Ixlanders, afew visting dignitaries from Oryx, Pergamoy and Sabdon in the Hegemony (or so their
tartan sashes suggested), and a horde chieftain from the Dominions of Akoob Khan in thefar east, to say
nothing of a painted savage hi feather-robeswho could only have come from the Kakkawakka |9 ands.
Beyond these, alone, now-homeess Airmaster hi glittering blue tights with winged crystd helm, and a
couple of woeful-looking, long-nosed and stilt-legged Quaylies, the remainder of the Queen's guests and
courtiers originated in lands whereof he knew nothing.

For the most part, this variegated company ate, drank, dozed, chatted or caroused, ogled the dancing
girlsand flirted. They paid Ganelon very little attention beyond an occasiona oblique and cunning glance
of surreptitious appraisal. Few, if any, seemed to know who or what he was,; it was probably taken for
granted that he was anewcomer to the ranks of royal favorites.

The Horxite priest sat stiffly and did not deign to look in his direction, and the two Tigermen, ascruffy
duo with the look of outlawry about them, ignored everyone e se and devoted themsdlvesto the
meet-platters on the tabouret before them. Seated quite far from &fl the others sat a Death Dwarf,
considerably larger, burlier and more intelligent-looking than the ones which had attacked Silvermane on
the dopes of the Vanishing Mountains. This cresture was clad in linked plates of sSining stedl and worea
coronet of iron
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spikes upon hiswart-studded bald brows. Ganelon learned later that he was Drng, chieftain of the tribes
subservient to Zelmarine. Ganelon looked at the platter of broken glass and the thick ceramic goblet of
bubbling acid from which the little horror imbibed gluttonoudy, and shuddered: no wonder he was not
seated with the other guests!

The feast had obvioudy been in progress ever snce Moonrise, the sacrifice waslong since over and two
ritudly-dain Androgphinxes were impaed on the Moon Altar. Ganelon glanced, then looked away in
digtaste; he might be only asimple, untutored oaf from the back-aleys of Zermish, but he did not believe
that the ceremonia execution of fabulous mongters could avert the doom of the Falling Moon. And, in his
opinion, anyone who did was lacking somewnhet in intelligence.

Hewas not particularly hungry, only picked at hisfood, and drank lightly from the sparkling beverages
set before him. There was no point in trying to examine his nutriment for the presence of narcotics, snce
he was completely in the power of Queen Zelmarine, she could drug him in any number of ways, at any
time she wished to. With an eaborate pretence of indifference, he merely toyed with hisfood.

Dancing-girls, their stark nudity veiled only in that their snuous bodies had been rubbed with adhesive,
then sprinkled with dust-of-gold, undulated in the aides between the rows of feasters. The thud and
whiffle of smal drums, the tootle and whine of pipes, came from musicians seated in the shadow of the
nearer pillars.

Only oneindividua was seated on the steps of the daisin grester proximity to Zelmarine than himself.
Thiswas alean, sour-faced personage in tight, narrow robes of eye-blinding indigo, with aslver hat and
jangling braceets which adorned hislong bony wrists. His skin was sdlow and umber, hislarge eyes
black, fiery and magnetic. He seemed to be staring at Ganelon
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with an intengty that was dmost rude, so Silvermane returned it, sare for stare.



Zdmarine, who had been covertly studying Silver-mane's every expression and movement from behind
her thick lashes, noticed this and spoke in her clear, low voice that had dmost agrowl iniit.

"Permit me to make you known, Ganelon Silver-mane, to my aide and confidant, VVaresco, one of the
Mentalists of Ning. He provides me with invaluable assistance hi my researches on the human brain, a
subject hi which the Ningevite savants have attained to amagtery far surpassing my own."

Ganelon nodded briefly at the blue-robed Mind Worshipper, who returned it with a curt nod of equal
brevity, and theresfter devoted hisfull attentionsto hiswine-cup.

At the conclusion of the feast, Zelmarine descended to where Ganelon had politely cometo hisfeet, and
gave him another of those lush, ddighted smiles.

"| trust my servitorsare doing al that iswithin their power to make your stay in our court comfortable,”
she said demurely. He bowed, and said quietly that the enforced inactivity wearied him, since he was
used to violent exercise.

"If I might be permitted to work-out with your guardsmen, | would be grateful,” he said somberly.

"Certainly!" Sheturned to aburly-shouldered, deep-chested officer, hisred-lacquered leather armor
crested and gilt with decorations of rank, who had been seated at the nearest tabouret. He had gotten to
hisfeet, as had dl the throng, when she hersdf had risen from her crystd throne. "Colond Turmus, will
you seeto it that our honored guest is given the freedom of the exercise-yard? Under proper escort, of
course!™

"It shdl be done, my lady," the officer said, saluting by touching hisleft shoulder with the pam of hisright
hand.

"Farewdl, then, for the moment,” the Red Queen said to Silvermane. He bowed agairfand thanked her,
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whereupon she smiled and sauntered off, hips swaying languidly as she strolled down the aide between
the tables, to vanish from the hal behind the thick velvet draperies which masked a doorway between
two pillars.

Thethrong stood in utter silence while she moved gracefully from the room.

Ganelon was alittle surprised to notice that, while from the front she had worn at least amodicum of
jewdry, from the back she looked completely naked from the nape of her neck to the heels of her

gem-twinkling dippers,

The bronze giant, dightly disconcerted, turned his eyes away from the plump rondure of her
perfectly-proportioned buttocks. In sodoing, he chanced to look in the direction of the lean Ningevite
Mentdig.

Varesco was saring after the Enchantress with avid hunger in his burning eyes. Obliviousto al ese but
the languid swaying of her nude back and bottom, her long, lithe legs, he watched with fascination
glittering in hisblack, hot eyes, He wet histhin lipsalittle with a pointed tongue as she strolled out of
gght.

Ganelon frowned heavily. The tensons and undercurrents at thisweird court were beyond hislimited
sophistication. How he wished the old Ilusionist could be here to advise him on hiswords and actions!



10.
GRRFF THE XOMBOLIAN

Bright and early the ,next morning Ganelon rose from his sumptuous bed, bregkfasted lightly, and under a
heavy guard of clanking Automatons, went forth into the exercise-yard of the Red Legion to work out
with the local weaponry. For the occasion he had put aside the silken gowns of the wardrobe which
Zdmarine had furnished, in favor of his plain, worn war-harness of black leathern straps and the
swash-topped boots.

The Red Legion was quartered in long rows of barracks behind the Palace of Red Magic, screened from
view by tal, flowering tamerinkus trees. The exercise-yard itsef was spaciousin the extreme, dmost the
gzeof agladiatorid arena, with stadium seatsin ahaf-circle around it. There was avariety of gear
wherewith the warriors of the Legion practiced daily, in preparation for war, invasion, riot or insurrection.

The officer who had been in the forefront of the feast was there to observe the foreign giant as he worked
out. This Colond—"Turmus," the Red Queen had called him—was stout and aging, with grizzled,
close-cropped hair and aruddy face; his eyes were cold, ice-gray, unfriendly. He nodded imperceptibly
inreply to Gandon's greeting, wordlessly indicating racks of weaponry and instruments wherewith the
vigtor presumably might make free—under constant supervision, of course.

Ganelon looked the racks over approvingly. There
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were swords of every size and description; spears, javelins, pikes, billhooks, hammers and axes,
yarmaks and bows, volusks, discus-dags, war-boomerangs, and other examples of weaponry familiar to
him from his servicein the militiaof Zermish. Therewere dso severd kinds of war-insruments unfamiliar
to him; he sdlected one of these, athrowing-trident with hollow glass prongs, and hefted itsweight
curioudly, wondering just how it was used.

"Ho, there, friend! Y ou seem unaccustomed to the mer-spike; if so, let Grrff caution you to avoid
fracturing the tips of thetriple point," said a husky, rough-edged voice from behind him. He turned to see
apowerful Karjixian Tigerman stripped to his barred, tawny fur, clad only in black-legther groincup and
high-strapped sandds.

"Thanksfor the advice," said Gandon. "Asamatter of fact, |'ve never seen one of these before: how are
they used?'

The Tigerman took it in his paw and upended it. The Merfolk of the Second Inland Sea use these when
hunting seasnakes," he growled. "The prongs adone are frangible, containing nerve poison; the sea people
hurl these like spears at the aguatic reptiles; they break on their scaly backs, injecting venom which
causes paralyss. Galendil only knowswhy the Red Bitch has her soldierstrainin their use, unless mayhap
she plansto add the Inland Seato her cursed empire, with al the rest!”

Ganelon pricked up Msears at the expletive. They were some yards away from where Colonel Turmus
stood watching with cold, sullen eyes, and the Karjixian had spoken in gruff, low toneswhich had
probably not been overheard.

"| gather you are no friend to Zelmarine?' heinquired quietly. "But weren't you a the moon-festiva last



nght?"

The Tigerman gave asnarling laugh, and spit into the sawdust, wrinkling up hiswhiskery snout. "Not
Grrff, big man! He sharesacdl in the prison wing of
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the Paace, abeit one dightly less snug and comfy than yours, if rumor istruth for once. If
fellow-countrymen o' Grrff's were at the feast, the curs were renegades. Outcasts or renegades!”

Ganelon digested this news with considerable interest. It isaways to the future benefit of a prisoner to
make genid contact with hisfelow-captives, it occurred to him. He introduced himsdlf; the Tigerman
blinked with surprise.

"The warrior who rallied the troops at Uth and broke the Indigons last year?' he asked. Hisyellow
cat-eyes glowed with pleasure and hisfurry earstwitched "Well-met, then, big man! | am by name Grrff,
awar-chief of the Farrowl clan of Xombol. Grrff led aparty up against the blue vermin when they came
swarming down out of the north, shortly ere they turned east a the Crystal Mountains to stampede
againg your town of Zermish. They were mighty fighters, and tough to kill; my hand, warrior!"

Ganelon took the furry paw and squeezed it in friendly fashion. He measured the Tigerman with curious
eyes, and liked what he saw. The Xombolian only cameto his shoulder, of course, but his mighty torso
rippled with bulging thews benegath the short nap of his orange fur, which was striped with black and
ivory. He had met Tigermen before, and he generaly liked them. He said as much.

"l wasin Xombol not long ago, with friends," he added.

"Oh, aye? How are things there? Poor Grrffs been caged up here since the damnable Indigons crushed
hiswarmen and left him cut off from any chances of homeward retreeat. There was nowhere else to go but
eadt, damn thefilthy luck, and of course poor Grrff ran into an ambush in Dwarfland and thelittle
mongters sold him into bondage here. What the Red Bitch wants with him is smple treason—knowledge
of the guard-posts and troop-disposal about my King's capitol; and as Grrff will not speak, she pens hm
herein durance, hoping to break his spirit!"
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"King Vrowl? My master isagood friend of his, and we were guestsin Xombol palace on thevisit | told
you of," said Ganelon. They exchanged afew more words, but then Colonel Turmus, who had been
distracted by a messenger, noticed the two captives conversing in low' tones. He sent apair of
Automatons clanking over to separate them.

Till noon, Gandlon and Grrff the Tigerman exercised in the sun, using weapon after weapon againgt straw
dummies as hacking-posts, but too widdly apart for further words. When they |eft the field, however,
they waved afriendly goodbye to each other, and exchanged conspiratoria grins and winks.

In the very stronghold of his enemies, Ganelon Sil-vermane had found afriend.
Somehow, the future looked alittle brighter for that.

Every morning theresfter, Silvermane looked forward to his hoursin the exercise-yard. Not only did he
enjoy the opportunity to stretch and toughen his muscles, and to increase and develop his skillswith the
weapons of war, but he anticipated the furtive pleasures of conversation with the Tigerman. Indeed, he
and his new-found friend managed to talk a bit, for Turmus was very often absent on his Queen's
business, and the Automatons stationed about the field to guard against his escape were too stupid or too



uncaring to keep them apart.

It was from Grrff that he learned something about the ambitions of the Red Enchantress. " She's a cunning,
unscrupulous, inteligent, ruthlessfemae," growled the Tigerman. " She has notions to incorporate the
Realm of the Nine Hegemons and the VVoorml sh tribesmen, together with Dwarfland and such city-states
about as Oym, Chx, and Abbergathy—to say nothing of Quay, Ixland, the country of the Holy Horxites
and GrrfFs own beloved homeland of Karjixia, into one gigantic Empire. With her Redness, of course, as
the Empress. She aready has gotten ahold on some of the Dwarves, and she has managed to intimidate
the Hegemons of
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Pergamoy, *Sabdon and your own town of Zermish; Jargo's next on the agenda, | fancy.”
"But how does she plan to manageit? She doesn't have much of anarmy.”

Grrff shrugged, his nape-fur ruffling at the thought. "Don't put down the Red Legion till you've seen them
fight, big man! Anyway, she's got some of the Dwarf-tribes under her thumb, and you know what

ferocious fighters those green devils can be. Then she's got her scythe-armed Automatons, of course.
There must be athousand of them by now, maybe twice that number. And more a-building every day, in
the underground factories. Oh, you didn't know about the factories? Well, Shai isapretty place, if you
like glass—and if you carefor red; I'm sck to death of the color mysdlf, after dl these months—but
didn't you notice how many of the pretty buildings are mere facades, with nobody living insde them?
What's on the surface isto fool visiting ambassadors and Outlander spies. Underground, it'sal grimy
manufactories, busly turning out the tools of war, and hordes of those metd men that can't be killed.
Thirty aday comeroalling off the assembly lines, Grrff hears; but that may be only prison scuttlebuitt ..."

Ganelon rubbed hisjaw reflectively.

"My master, the magician of Nerelon, knows alot about her and considers her apowerful threat to
Northern YamaY amalLand. | wonder if he knows about the underground war works."

"Nerdlon, eh? Grrf'sheard of him—agrest friend of King Vrowl and an dly of hisroyd father, if were
talking about the same Illusionist. Skinny little geezer, kegps himsalf covered and gloved, and wears
perfumed smoke to hide his face? The same one, then. He was d so agood friend to my ancestors, in the
previoustwo or threereigns.”

"Redlly? Goodness, | didn't know hewasasold asdl that; but you can never tell with magicians, can
you?"

The Tigerman grinned, reveding strong white fangs

st in bright pink gums. "Y ou can't, and that's afact. Grrff can recal onetime he had arun-inwith a
troublesome wizard, up Thazarian mountain country. Fellow just came down one day, riding on a
Phlygul. Planned to build histower and lord it over some of the Kar-jixian villages down that way. The
King dispatched poor Grrff on a punitive expedition, at the head of athousand warriors, to pound some
senseinto hisskull. Turned out to be anice old fellow, after dl, and willing to listento reason ... a
thousand war-axes speak mighty eloquent, | guess. . . Thewhole trouble was, the wizard was so old he
remembered Karjixiabefore we Tiger-folk evolved and got ourselves civilized. He thought thewhole
country was gill just wild jungle-land, with nobody to own it! Fellow must have been dl of fifty thousand
yearsold! Name of Qesper Vol-photex, as | recall. Nice-enough old human, once you talked some



senseinto hm..."
Ganelon nodded absently, not redly listening. His brow was furrowed with puzzlement.

" wonder what she wants with me?' he mused. "Master was never sure about that. | don't know
anything about the defences of the Hegemonic cities, no war-chief, | was only amilitiaman. Why do you
suppose she has me locked up in such aluxurious cell, inviting meto feestsand dl ?*

"Grrff doesn't know, big man," growled trje Tigerman. Then, ominoudy, he added: "But he'sahunch
you're going to find out before the world's much older . . ."

THE SUPERWOMAN

That very night, asit turned out, Ganelon got an inkling of what the Red Queen wanted of him.

Hewas invited to partake of aprivate supper in the seclusion of the Queen's own suite. The apartments
of Zdmarine were Stuated high in the tallest of the fin spires of ruby glass, to which he was escorted by
more of the omnipresent meta men who went clinking and clanking aong, looking for al theworld like
auits of old-fashioned armor with nobody inside them.

The dining-chamber was open to the star-lit night, crystal panesfolded back to let the evening breezes
float in, rustling the gorgeous draperies and sending the flames a-flickering on tall red tapers. Below, a
glittering vistaof Shai by starlight spread out like ajewelled carpet, with the grim, ragged masses of the
Mountains of the Desth Dwarves beyond, blocking off the world to the north.

The Enchantress wore athin gown, ameretissue of ebony silk, on thisoccasion, and her glistening
tresses were caught up in aloose net of jacinths. Curled in anest of cushions, shelazily waved imto a
seet beside her. Acrossfrom the low crysta table, the Mentalist of Ning sat, sour-eyed and glowering. A
casud light repast of sparkling, effervescent winein fluted goblets, plates of crisp Garongaland salad
bedabbled with creamy swickleberry dressing, tidbits of broiled cave-fish swimming in pepper-sauce, lay
gpread out on the table. Ganelon was invited to help himsdif.
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The conversation was casua , wandering from topic to topic without ever quite coming to rest. The
Enchantress found severd excusesto touch Gandon'sarm or wrigt lightly, and her warm thigh brushed
his under the table whenever she reached for adelicacy.

He sat there, stolidly ignoring the deep cut of her gown and seemingly obliviousto the warm, musky
perfume that rose from the cleavage of her full breasts. She spokein her deep, husky voice, and it sent
shiversup hisspine. Thewitchery of starlight glimmered on her thick, dark hair, and awarm glow shone
in her large, lovey, dightly tilted eyes. Every word chimed with faintly seductive music; every touchwasa
caress. Blue-robed Varesco sat hunched across the table, chewing on histhin lip and hating him. Ganelon
pretended not to notice the open invitation in Zemaring's every word and glance, or the overpowering
dlure of her presence.

Or wasit affectation? Perhaps he was truly obliviousto the pull of thiswoman, this superwoman, this
sorceress who was half awitch and half agoddess. Often, back in Zermish, his mother had specul ated
over hislack of interest in the nubile street-girls of the neighborhood, who had clustered about him like



cats drawn to tempting bait during the years of adolescence. His master had once discussed the problem
with Phlesco, Ganelon's adoptive father, cautioning him not to expect the usuad wedding and fatherhood.
Ganelon was a Construct, not a True Human. The Time Gods had designed him for some unknown
purpose of their own, breeding him in their tissue vats; and perhaps the design had not included the
norma masculine glands, emations, ingtincts. It wastoo soon to tdll; "born™ fully-grown from the Ardelix
Vault, Ganelon was about twelve years old, asfar as the drives of manhood were concerned.

The Enchantress purred silkenly, her emotionsrising at the nearness of the bronze giant. She panted, her
superb bosom rising and faling, her blood &fire. All of her magnificent womanliness she poured into
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every Sddong glance of her glorious eyes, into every pout or smile of her lush mouth. The magic of her
fleshly loveiness had captured hundreds of men before, many of them only partidly human: surdly, this
oafish bumpkin of aZermishman was not proof againgt her charms, where, princes, heroes and
Mysteriarchs had succumbed!

The wine she urged on him contained a secret gphrodisiac; the musky perfume she wore was a heady
intoxicant blended by an dchemist in her service; the dishes from which he ate were mixed with subtle
narcotics designed to arouse the desires of the male.

Throughit dl, Ganelon sat like astatue of cold, adamantine bronze, noticing nothing, feding nothing.
When Varesco rose at her signal to make hisreluctant departure, she flashed him afiery glance; she
knew the gaunt, lust-maddened Mentdist was endaved by her: why, then, was Ganelon invulnerable to
her lure?

As they sat done together, she began to speak. Her deep, husky voice began to spin aweb of
enchantment about him. She spoke of the many lands of Northern Y amaY ama Land, of how they were
divided by old traditions, ancient enmities, and long centuries of independence; shetold him how they
wadted their strength in futile strife, one State againgt the other, and of how mighty would be their destiny
were they to combinein one gigantic dliance. One empire, built of many kingdoms (she purred huskily in
hisear) could intime enlist dl of'the scattered shreds and scraps of dwindling True Humanity under one
imperia banner, to master the destiny of Gondwane itself. Should not the Last Age be one of ultimate
and immorta glory for humanity? Should not the terminal remnants of mankind stand together in onelat,
titanic empire, to sartle and amaze the world in the Twilight of Time?

Snuggling closer to him on the silken divan, she argued that it would take a superhuman combination of
will, intellect and daring to create such amagnificent achievement. Such abeing as, she averred, for in-
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sance—hersdf. Although not a True Human, she nurtured vast, illimitable respect and admiration for the
deeds of earlier times and former civilizations; unlike so many Quasi-humans, she was adevout
Hu-manophile, and yearned to guide the Last Men in onefind, glorious enterprise which could fittingly
gand as the ultimate culmination of human history . . .

But, athough her powers were gresat, her ambition and sense of dedication splendid, shewas, das, only
morta. Such empires, congtructed by a single genius, tend to swiftly erode upon their leader's demise,
crumbling from internal strains and stresses. The only way such an empire could be built to last for ages,
perhaps even unto the end of the world, was through the establishment of adynasty. Zemarine mug,
therefore, seek out amale whose strength, greatness and courage were as superhuman as her own.
Cadting him many ameaningful sdewise glance, she bemoaned the lack of supermen in this decadent age.
Should such a super-morta gppear, she vowed, her lush bosom rising and faling with the tumult of her



emotions, he could take her by storm: shewould yield everything to his ardent assault. And that included
her superb body and her unrivalled capacitiesfor carnd pleasure. . .

Ganedon nodded noncommittally and asked if he could pour her more wine. He sipped the drink moodily,
asif unaware that the wine was heavily laced with a potent aphrodisiac. She eyed him furioudy, chewing
on her lower lip. He seemed as unaware that her heaving breasts were only inches from his hand, her
panting lipsonly areach away, asif they were separated by continents, conversing by televisor.

The intimate supper came to itsinconclusive end. Automatons escorted Silvermane back to his
sumptuous cell. Varesco reentered the suite at her summons, gloating with hishot eyes, asmirk faintly
vighble on histhin, starved mouth. She released atempest of tears, striding up and down the room
smashing furniture with blows of her powerful figts, shettering vasesin her fury.
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Barely ableto conced hisddight at the indifference which hisriva displayed towardsthe dluring charms
of the Enchantress, Varesco stroveto discredit him yet further in the eyes of the humiliated Queen of Red
Magic.

"Perhaps the fleshly lusts of the champion liein ... ah ... more epicene directions?' he purred. She bathed
him in afurious glare; then her glorious eyes were veiled in silken lashes as she pondered the possibility.
Although remote, it was of course conceivable. It would at least relieve her humiliation, wereit to be
demonstrated that Ganelon Silvermane scorned not her, but her entire gender, favoring more effete

partners.

"Test hisvulnerahilitiestherein,” she commanded brusquely, before sweeping from the room. Varesco
bowed and smiled covertly as she receded from him. Theresfter, the servitors who brought Ganelon's
medls were dender youths with fawn-like eyes, full-lipped pouting mouths, deek thighs and tender
buttocks. Although they presented themsdlves before him in every variety of dressfrom feminine
garments, lace lingerie, leather suitsto even weirder forms of appard—as well as complete nudity—the
Congtruct paid them little attention. He never so much as ventured a caress, dthough the parade of
beautiful boys made it obvious that they were amenable to his pleasures, and were at hisdisposd,
whatever form it might take. In desperation, Zelmarine exposed Silvermane to old men and women,
animdss, prepubescent children of al four sexes, and every conceivable kind of Subhuman, Quasi-human,
and Non-human, including, of course, the Pseudo-women of Chuu. Although actualy aform of vegetable
life, these Pseudo-women were complete duplicates of human femalesin dl capacities save that of
reproduction*; they had been bred to incredible seduc-

* They reproduced their kind through bud or graft instead of birth. It will be recalled that Ganelon's own foster-mother, Iminix, was of
their kind.
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tive beauty through ages of scientific horticulture. To one and al, Silvermane remained doof and
unresponsive.

The private dinner proved to be but the first of many such, during which the Enchantress presented
hersdlf before Silvermane in a bewildering variety of raiment, each gown more ravishingly beautiful and
more revealing than the one before. The beverages served to the Construct contained haf the narcotics
and gphrodisiacsin the pharmacopoeia. The fina supper of the sequence saw Zelmarine clothed in
naught but a dusting of powdered emerads, and the wine heady with sufficient gphrodisiacs to madden
with lust the denizens of an entire monastery.



Gandlon remained cdlibate and disinterested to the end. But Zeimarine had not yet given up and felt
confident she could wear him down with time.

|STROBIAN'S
FLYING KAYAK

While the Red Queen strivesto seduce Ganelon Silvermane with her wiles and blandishments, let us
return to Chx and learn how the [llusionist, Xarda, and Prince Erigon have fared in the meanwhile.

Finding the Bazonga bird gone, asthey did during their quick visit to the Hospice of the Eleven Cardina
Virtues, after making their midnight escape from the Adminigtratium, put asevere crimp in their plans. It
makes it more difficult, escaping on foot than by ar. For one thing, you can put many leagues between
you and your eventua pursuerswhen you fly. Afoot, however, is quite another matter.

"Surely, magigter, the Chxianswill not awaken from their nocturnd fit of crimindlity to discover our
escagpe before dawn,” argued the Sirix of Jemmerdy. "By then, in sooth, we shadl be far away from Chx."

"Yes, but not asfar as| could wish," grumbled the old magician testily. "Whatever could have possessed
that pesky Bird to break her tether and fly off on her own? It just isn't like her to be so thoughtless and
uncaring ... ."

The Prince of Vaardus had been staring uncompre-hendingly from oneto the. other asthey taked. He
did not, of course, understand to whom they were referring, Since Ganelon Silvermane was the only
missing member of then- company, insofar as he knew.

He cleared histhroat tentatively.

"Ahem! Isit, ah, amode of transport you discuss?”
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he inquired. Nodding brusquely, the Illusionist curtly described th6 brazen animated vehicle which had
been both their steed and their companion on previous adventures. The puzzlement cleared from the
Prince's handsome features.

"Ah!" he exclamed. "An aerid device, then. Inthat case, pray permit meto offer you the services of my
aerid kayak."

"An agrid kayak?' asked the lllusionist, surprised. "How fortunate! But how do you cometo bein
possession of the craft, whichis, unless| am mistaken, an invention of Istrobian, the celebrated sorcerer
of an earlier egpoch?'

"Itisindeed Istrobian'sflying kayak towhich | refer,” said Erigon smilingly. "My late mother was adistant
descendent of his, and it haslong been in the possession of her family, passing thus by smpleinheritance
to me. Asthe celestial vessdl travels more swiftly than could any mode of land transport, whether on
ornith or nguamodon, | selected the vessal from the treasure-vault of Vaardus-paace, employing it to
travel swiftly and in comparative comfort to the nearby relms.”



"But whereisthe miraculous vehicle now? Surely, the Ethical Triumvirs have purloined it—" began
Xarda, but the young Prince cut off her flow of wordswith alifted palm.

"It ishere, in the very Hospice in whose courtyard we now stand,” he smiled. "I parked it in the stables,
securely tethered againgt any possibility of theft by use of a sentient rope. Having paid the Inn-keeper a
cube of virgin copper for rental of the stable stall, and since, during the daylight hours, the Chxiansare
scrupuloudy honest, it isno doubt ill tethered within.”

"But at night—" began Xarda

"At night, mlady, the crimina Chxians have more notable malefactions to commit than theft of astabled
seed! Come, let usinvestigate.”

Heled them to the long row of stables. Within lay damp cool ness, the odors of mouldy straw, the not-
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unpleasant muskiness of ornith turds and nguamodon droppings—and the kayak!

It was afour-seater, built like along, dim canoe, with ablade-thin point at either terminus. The seats
were al in arow down the mid-section of the craft, one after the other like peasin apod; and,
kayak-like, the bright blue fabric which was stretched tightly over the light frame of the craft could be
laced snugly about the waist of the passengers. About thirty feet from stem to stem, the craft hovered
four or five feet above the straw-strewn packed earth which floored the stable. It was held tightly by a
glassy, odd-looking rope which resembled afat, lucent worm.

"What holdsit up?' asked the lllusionigt, entranced with delight. "Our own Bazongaisimpregnated with
yxium crystals, which resist gravity—"

"Nothing so complicated,” said Erigon, shaking hishead. " 'Tis said that the sorcerer Istrobian wrought
the framework of the craft from the metd found in afallen star, but the savants of VVdardus pooh-pooh
this as mere mythography, arguing that the thing which fell was afragment of the Moon itsef—"

"A meteorite?'

"If youwishto cdl it that,” said the Princein hisfriendly, unargumentative manner. "At any rate, the meta
yearnsfor itslunar home—"

"Ah, of course!" said the lllusionist with satisfaction. "A well-known property of dianium* —Dbut pray
continue your intriguing discourse, Prince.”

"Thank you. As| was saying, the metal yearnsfor itslunar home, and seeks ever to return thence. . . the
gravity of Old Earth, however, proves stronger than the pull of homesickness. It rendersit somewhat
more than weightless. The metal of the ribsisferrous, hence magnetic, and the kayak isbelieved to ride
the magnetic lines of force about our planet.”

* Again | must refer the interested reader to the Glossary at the end of the book. | simply cannot impede the headlong
pace of my narrative with lengthy explanations of each unfamiliar term.
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"Subtle and ingenious,” marvelled the old magician. "That 1strobian was awonder-worker, in sooth! 'Tis
far ampler than our beloved Bird. . ."

"But why the blue fabric?' asked Xarda



"Oiled and enamédlled, it keeps off the rain and the night-damps,” explained Prince Erigon, "which would
cause the moon-metd to rugt, in tune consuming the vessd utterly. Let me untie the craft and we can be
off before any roving band of crazed and criminal Chxians chances upon us."

Murmurring low cooing sounds like a haf-strangled dove, he approached the thick glassy rope which
bound the floating kayak to the beams which upheld the stable roof. One end of the sentient rope lifted
warn-ingly at his approach, swaying from side to Sde like a cobra. But the tether seemed to recognizeits
master's tone, or perhaps his touch, and soon relaxed as he stroked and patted it. At hissignal they
clambered with some difficulty into the bucket-like seats, the kayak straining skyward al the while.
Erigon himsdlf wasthe last to spring lightly aboard the craft, bearing with him the coil of sentient rope
which had wound itself about his upper chest and shoulderslike afriendly tame boa congtrictor.

Foot-pedd s controlled the aerid craft. Manipulating them, Erigon eased the floating craft out into the
courtyard under the blazing stars. They were unobserved. From the street beyond came happy cries,
drunken singing and thejingle of shattering glass. The Chxianswere busily in pursuit of their nocturna
pleasures.

Ingtructing them hi the mode by which the kayak fabric could be drawn snugly about their waistsand
secured, the Prince sent the kayak arrowing skywards. Rooftops swung below the kayak's kedl; towers
and spires of scarlet stone whizzed by; soon the mad city of Chx fell behind, swallowed in night's gloom,
savefor the ruddy glow of severa burning buildings.

"Whither now, magister?" asked Erigon, cupping his hands around his mouth and shouting the question.
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The Illusionist shouted back that he had no ideawhere Ganelon might have gone, once he had managed
to escgpe from the Adminigtratium.

"What about your Third Eye, prithee?' sang the clear soprano of the girl knight above the wind, which
snatched her words away. The Illusionist peered about, then shrugged.

"From this height | should be able to detect his Auric pattern, were he anywherein this city. Evidently, he
isnot.”

"I can't understand why the big lug would just go off and leave usinjail," sang Xardawith some asperity.
"He may be stupid, but he was dwaysloya!"

"Perhaps he had no voice in the matter,” replied the Illusionist, whose agile wits had perceived something
likethetruth in the fact that the Bazongaand Silvermane were both inexplicably absent. He knew the
ungainly and absurdly motherly Bird was devoted to the smple youth.

"Well, where would he have most likely gone, had he been able to choose?' asked Prince Erigon. Xarda
shrugged angrily: "Over the border, | guess, towards Jemmerdy. That was where we were dl heading.”

"Y es, but does Ganelon know in which direction Jemmerdy lies?" inquired the lllusionigt. " The dear boy is
not the brightest creature that ever trod Old Earth, you know!"

"Well, please, someone make up their mind. Tell meinwhich direction to fly," begged the Prince of
Vad-ardus.

"Oh, very wel! Jugt fly iri an ever-widening circle, with Chx in the middle, until | am ableto spy
Gan-don'sauraon the Astra plane,” said thelllusionist, despairing of a better plan.



They flew inalazy spird, gradualy drawing further and further away from the Scarlet City. An
interminable vista of farmlands and woods, plains and fields swung beneath them under the glittering stars
and the awful cyclopean glare of the Faffing Moon.
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Thelllusonigt sat in the foremost of the bucket-like seats of the kayak, the cowl of hisrobe drawn up
until it covered hisface, the better to employ his powers of vision onthe Agtral.

Around and around they swung, until then* spird had widened to awidth of many miles, with the walled
city of Chx aclutter of miniature housesfar off. No sign of Ganelon Silvermane could be perceived. The
[llusionist said nothing, but inwardly he wondered how Ganelon could have come so far, unlesshe had
indeed been mounted on the Bazongabird. If such proved not to be the case, wasit possible that the
heroic Congtruct was dead? At death, the Astral counterpart of the physical body departsfor ahigher
plane of being, to rgoin the Soul, the Spirit and the Zdiph. Thisisthe innermost soul-of-souls, usudly
resident on the Akashic plane. From the viewpoint of the Akashic, time past, present and future is seen
as one continuous paimpsest, he knew. He could not believe that Ganelon Silvermane had been dain.
However, every hour their flight continued in an ever-widening circle, it became lesslikely that the mighty
youth could have come so far unaided.

Suddenly, Xarda uttered a stifled shriek. Erigon. voiced astartled cry and paddied franticdly, asif
griving to avert acollison. The magister, whose physica eyeswere muffled to insure hishigher visona
clearer, un-confused vista, snatched back his cowl and blinked into thewind.

Directly ahead, swinging towards them, an immense flying monster loomed with spread wings black
againg the argent immensity of the Falirig Moon.

13.
THE OMEGA TRISKELION

Very early thefollowing morning, Silvermane, accompanied by his escort of metal men, went out on the
exercise field and worked himself into a sweat with the pornoi, the yarmak and the war-hammer. He il
fdt just atrifle deepy from the narcoticsin hiswine at dinner the night before, and it was apleasure to
practice with the weapons, stripped to aloin-cloth, under the cool red rays of the aging sun.

Grrff the Tigerman had been working out at the opposite side of the field, practicing with sting-sword,
dart-thrower and the traditiondly Tigermanic wegpon, the ygdraxd. Silvermane had never seen the
ygdraxel used before, and studied the X ombolian's technique with claw-tipped, tridentiform billhook

goprasingly.

They met, after an hour or S0, at the water-butt. Between deep draughts they managed to exchange a
few surreptitious morsals of conversation, even though they were under the aert, suspicious eye of
Turmus. The Colone stood near the bleachers, himself conversing with Drng, chief of Zemarineg's Degath
Dwarves, careful to keep upwind of the bowlegged green mongter. He had been imbibing rather heavily
of mixed cobra-venom and hydrochloric-acid cocktails the night before, and his bresth had to be smelled
to be believed.

"Prison scuttlebutt hasit the Red Bitch istrying to seduce you; any truth to the rumor?* growled Grrff in
low tones, while ostensibly guzzling at the water-pail. Ganelon, who was not too certain what " seduce”
meant,
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made anoncommittal reply. The Tigerman shrugged, took another gulp from the pail, put it down, and
began to preen his muzzle and chest-fluff. "None of GrrfFs business, en? Well, maybe so: but you'd
better watch your step, big man. Varesco, who nurses ajealous and frustrated passion for the minx, has
his eyes on you, and would day you if he dared. Which he does not. Zelmarine wants to breed arace of
supermen wherewith to dominate the world, and needs your,"—he chuckled—"services to that end.
Shed skin the old Mind Worshipper diveif she caught him trying to dip some poison into your wine.
Keep your eyes® peeled when you're done with Varesco: he knows every sneaky method of

nation and has a hundred ways to kill without leaving clues. The only reason he hasn't put you
under the sod already isthat he would be the first suspect on the Witch'slist if you suddenly turned up
your toes and went to Galendil.”

Ganelon digested this thoughtfully, while dousing his steaming, naked torso with cold water. "What can
we do to escape from this place?' he asked. The cat-yelow eyes of the Tigerman flashed with excited
fires. "Now youretaking! Old Grrff has afew ideas along that line—have you ever heard of the
so-called 'Cavern of a Thousand Perils?'

Ganelon nodded somberly. "I've heard Zelmarine is the last of the Red Amazons, and came hither from
Thoph by means of this Cavern. But | don't really understand just what it's supposedto be. . ."

Grrff snorted, blowing water-drops from hiswhiskers. In his snarling, growly voice he explained: " ‘Tisa
hyperspatia tube, Grrff's heard, a veritable labyrinth of 'em; connecting different parts o' Gondwane
together with other worlds, planes and strata of existence. These hyperspatia tubes collapse spacein
upon itsdlf; insde one of ‘em, a step can take you a hundred leagues, or athousand, or aquintillion, if
you're not careful. Tricksey things, hyperspatia tubes. Nobody knows who built the system, or when,
nor even why. Some say the Tensors o' Pluron, others the Fabricators
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of Dirdanx or the Diona Mordigts, or the High Advo-cats o' Tring or the Ptelian Dynasts, or the
Technarchs of Grand Phesion. They've been around since the Age of the Glaspenfells, at leadt, if not
since the Eon of the Blind Philosophers.”

Warming to his subject, or perhaps enjoying the chance to display his erudition, the furry Tigerman
expanded on the subject. "Some say ‘twere the Zedlots o' the Black Enigma bent space to make the
[abyrinth, others say the Mnermite Dissenters, the Nexia Para-phrasts, the Monadic Centralists or the
Mysteriarchs of Pesh. At any rate, ol' Grrff, who keeps his ears open and is ever wary, understands the
Sha terminusis located somewhere beneath the paace, marked with an Omega Triskdion—"

A duggish, grating voice spoke suddenly behind them. "Why, you, talk, humans? Go, work, weapons." It
sounded like gritty pieces of carborundum being rubbed together in an echo chamber. They turned to see
the green dwarfling, Drng, staring at them with dull, suspicious eyeslike blood-bligters.

Ganelon did not have achance, due to Drag's untimely interruption, to ask what an Omega Triskelion
was, or why the hyperspatia labyrinth was called "the Cavern of a Thousand Perils'. Asfor the latter
guestion, he thought he could figure it out by himsdf; it tood to reason thet, in aregion whereasingle
inaccurate step could carry you across the breadth of Gondwane or to the unknown surface of another
planet, the descriptive term "Thousand Perils' might be, if anything, an understatement.

The Omega Triskelion, though, was quite another matter. That afternoon, following alight repast of hot



muffinsfriedin glick butter and daubed with dingle-berry marmal ade, with fricassee of mermaidin
caandre sauce, washed down with crystal tumblers of effervescent wine the color of starshine, he sought
out the librarium in the Palace of Red Magic. The Enchantress had given him library privilegesat his
request, to al-

leviate the boredom of captivity with somelight reading. Never much of areader, the moody giant had
browsed through afew odd volumes during the past couple of days.

Now he asked of the librarian, an Automaton whose sentience was attuned to the catalog storage brain,
for avolume on signs and symbols. Retiring to an acove overlooking the Rainbow Fountains, he leafed
through Sdliche's Symbolic Imagery until he found arepresentation of the sgn Grrff had mentioned. It
resembled athree-armed swastika composed of open loops with serifs on them. According to Saliche,
the curious sign had symbolized open-end infinitism, recorded by the Blind Philosophers of Tring during
the Ninth Pastord Age.* Memorizing the design of the Omega Triskelion, he closed the book and
returned it to the metal man.

That evening before moonrise a servant brought to him an invitation to attend Queen Zemarine at another
of those interminable intimate suppers of hers which he found so boring and uncomfortable. The servant
aso brought him anote from Grrff, which the Tigerman had bribed him to give Silvermane.

In his continuing attempt to figure out Ganelon's sexudlity, if any, Varesco had gone back to trying boys
to tempt him. Thiswas fortunate, because Grrff could hardly have bribed one of the clanking,
empty-headed Automatons.

This particular boy was alanguid, lissom lad of twelve or thirteen, as dim, graceful and pretty asagirl.
Long blond curlstumbled over his dender shoulders, and he had enormous limpid blue eyes with thick
sooty lashes and a soft, pouting mouth. Outside of an abbreviated loincloth of lilac sk, he was naked.
Rather

* Although why Blind Philosophers should use a visual symbol is as much beyond me as it was beyond the redactor
of this second book of the Epic, who interpolates a mystified footnote at this same point in the text
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nervoudy, he dipped Ganelon the note from the Xom-bolian Tigerman. At the same tune, he gave him
the perfumed invitation from the Red Queen.

His pams had been sweating from sheer anxiety and the ink wherewith Grrff had scrawled the note was
smeared, but since the boy wore nothing except the skimpy loincloth and abit of rouge on afew
erogenous zones, there was nowhefe else he could have concealed the note on his person. Ganelon
dismissed the child with a somber nod and waited until he had exited before opening Grrff'snote. It read
asfollows.

What ho, big man! Prison scuttlebutt says unless you serve the Red Bitch as stud, she'll turn you
over to the Ningevite for a Mind Probe. He'll wipe your memory clean and indite a new one,
which says you are madly in love with Her Witchery: so watch your step! GRRFF. P.S The cub
bringing you Grrff s note is not as nancy as he looks, runs errands for us sometimes, and can be
trusted. His name is Phadia. Keep your whiskersclean! G.

Gandon pamed the note and read it while pretending to examine the invitation from the Queen. Then he
crushed it hi hishand and calmly ateit while munching on aripe vrique-fruit from the Queen's submarine
gardens. He wondered what to do. From what little he knew of Mind Probes, he didn't think he would
have any chance of resisting the vindictive Ningevite.



Escape, then, wasthe only dternative. Ganelon felt embarrassed at the very notion of yielding to the
seduction of the Enchantress. He thought her avery pretty lady, in adightly overpowering way, but when
it cameto amatory activity he was completely innocent. It was amatter of actually not knowing just what
to do, and with what and where. (For a country boy he was remarkably innocent, but his foster-parents
had been artisans, not farmers. He never had the opportunity to learn about 1t from watching the
animas)
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Escape, then: but to where, and how? Shal was an idand of civilization surrounded by harsh, tindery
plains and mountains infested by hordes of Death Dwarves. Overland travel would be hard and
hazardous, if not suicidd. He thought of what Grrff had said about the hyperspetial |abyrinth called the
"Cavern of a Thousand Perils.”

On sudden impulse,, he touched the gong that summoned the Automatons who guarded him. When the
metal man came clanking in, Ganelon gruffly asked for the boy who had just brought him the Queen's
invitation. A few moments|ater the lad entered and came swaying toward him, atentative smile on his
girlish features.

"Y ou want me, lord?" the boy inquired in ahusky soprano.

Ganelon cleared histhroat with embarrassment and beckoned the boy nearer to him so they could talk
without being overheard.

"Grrff the Tigerman saysyou can be trusted. Y our name is Phadia, isn't it?" The boy nodded, awaiting his
plessure.

"Are we being watched, Phadia?*

The lad shrugged gracefully, blond curls tumbling over his shin bare shoulders. "1 think so, lord. The Lord
Varesco istrying to—"

"l know what the Lord Varesco istrying to find out,*' Ganelon grunted uncomfortably. "And I'm really
not 'interested in ... well, you know."

The boy pouted, then grinned impishly. "Then what do you want with me, lord?"
"Information.”

"All right, well just talk. But, lord, there may be eyeswatching us ... The Lord Varesco will become
suspiciousif wejust talk . .. ™*

"Umm. | guessyou'reright. Any ideas?"

The lad Stretched lazily like acat, his every movement supple and suggestive. "I'm trained as a dancer,
lord. I could dancefor you, but stay close enough so we may converse without seemingtodo so ..."
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Ganelon nodded, blushing at the picture he would make. The boy laughed at him silently, eyes sparkling
with mischief. Sim hips swaying, he went over to agroup of hollow crysta wind-chimeshangingin
clusters from amobile and touched them into motion. To the faint chiming music, he began agraceful
improvizartion on an old folkdance of hishomedand.



Pretending arapt fascination, Gand on watched the dender, swaying figure atentively, blushing furioudy
al thewhile. Long bare legs gliding across the carpet, the boy Phadiafloated nearer, casting him
provocetive glances, yet tantalizingly remaining just beyond hisreach. If any eyeswatched them from a
secret spy-hole, they saw more-or-less the sort of thing they would expect to see. They began
conversang in low tones, stedthy whisperings.

Ganelon asked the lad if he could move freely about the palace, to which the boy said yes. "Do you
know of aroom or doorway in the nether regions of the Palace, marked with an Omega Triskelion?”

"I don't know what that is, lord." Ganelon described the symbol. Swaying on hislong, supplelegs, bare
arms undulating to the faint music of the wind-chimes, the boy said he knew of such aporta located in
the very bowels of the palace, beneath the wine-cdllars.

"But no one can enter, lord: twelve of the metal men guard it night and day.”

Pretending that his attention was riveted on the dim, naked boy who danced gracefully before his couch,
Ganelon thought swiftly.

"Do you happen to know how the Enchantress controls the meta men?' he asked on an impulse.
The boy cast him along, dy, coquettish look. Then:

"Yes, | do. Saves see and hear everything, and nobody ever noticesthey are around,” the boy
whispered. Ganelon's pulses jumped.

"How does sheturn them off? Tl me?"
The boy drifted nearer. "Only if you promise to take me with you when you escape," the lad whispered.
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Ganelon blinked: the child was more clever and quick-thinking than he had guessed. Then he nodded.
The boy's eyes shone and he smiled breathlesdy.

Then he floated nearer and whispered three words into the ear of Ganelon Silvermane.

14. THE BOY PHADIA

While her Automatonslaid out a cold buffet supper and her maids attired her for the nightly attempt to
arouse Ganelon, Zelmarine was attended by Varesco of Ning.

"Have you anything to report, Varesco, or have you come merely to feast your eyes upon that whichis
unobtainable?' she asked with sweset cruelty. Averting his eyesfrom her ripe flesh hagtily, the gaunt man
flushed adirty yelow and bowed without spesking.

"Very wdll, then get onwithiit."

"Complete failure down the entire spectrum of conceivable perversons” said Varesco in clipped metalic
tones. "Savefor thisevening, when | went back to using boys. Gandon Silvermane paid scant attention
to the youth in question, but then sent for him again, and—"

"And?" demanded the Red Queen between tiff lips.

"Nothing much,” admitted the Ningevite. "He exchanged afew words with the boy, then apparently



asked him to dance for him. The boy danced before him for atime, but the Zermishman made no further
advances, merely watching attentively. The boy Ieft, shortly thereafter.”

"Did you observe theincident persondly?”
"No-0-0," said Varesco reluctantly. The Enchantress glared at him, with brilliant eyesflashing.

"A pity," shesaid fiercdy. "A mentd linkage made at that moment, and you could have read the
emotiond reaction passing through his consciousness, could you not?"

He nodded without speaking.
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"Wadl, what variety of boy wasit he asked for?' sheinquired. The question was casud, but her jedl ousy
was perfectly obviousin her heaving bosom and glittering eyes. Varesco described the lad.

"White skin, blond hair, long legs, rouge on—"
"Had Ganelon ever seen him before?”

"| doubt it; the child generdly servesthe prisonersin the main dungeonstheir luncheon. | ingtructed that
he attend Ganelon Silvermane because he is about thirteen and girlishly pretty. | had previousy exposed
the Zermishman to boys in the seventeen to twenty-year-old range, with no response whatsoever.
Possibly, he prefersthem in their early teens—"

"Y ou interrogated the boy, of course?’

"Not I, but my aide, Quang. He questioned the child immediately after Silvermane dismissed him. He said
that Silvermane asked his name, age, homeland; learning him to be of Gorombe stock, he asked the boy
to perform the traditiona "Moonwillow Leaves for him. The boy danced with seductive grace;
Silvermane watched him attentively, the boy reports, corroborating Quang's own observances, then he
bade him leave before the lad could essay atentative caress.”

The Red Enchantress watched her reflection in the huge mirror with cold, hard, cruel eyeswhile dusky
maids dressed her long, darkly-crimson tressesinto an el aborate coiffure.

"And what do you deduce from this, Ningevite?' she demanded at length.

Measuring hiswords carefully, the gaunt man in the narrow tight robes of blinding blue said: "The native
dance of that nameis performed by Gorombe virgins, just before the mating rituas. Perhaps Ganelon
Silvermane as aboy entertained affection for some lad from Gorombe. Brief, unphysical infatuations are
typica behavior during adolescence and norma enough,” he said with clinical detachment.

"Why this particular boy, | wonder?' mused the En-
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chantress. "The age factor done? The color of hair, eyes—?"
"If I might subject the Zermishman to aMind Probe—"

She said nothing: the subject was one on which they had often had discussions. He adroitly changed the



subject.

"—If my hypothesisiscorrect,” he said smoothly, "perhapsthis particular boy reminded the Zermishman
of some dear little companion of hisyouth. The experiment, whileinconclusve, at least shows more
promise than the others." Hisalusion, of course, wasto the parade of men, women, girls, boys and
animaswhich Gandon had seen in an attempt to find out where hisinterests|lay.

"Havethis particular dave attend Ganelon as his servitor from now on," the Red Queen commanded.
"Repetition may ether dispd the attraction the boy seemsto have for him, or lead to something more
concrete.”

"I hearken and will obey," said Varesco. Then, dyly: "I remain prepared to conduct a depth probe and
erasure of the memory centersat your command. | suggest an artificid memory—"

"Usdess, you foal, if Ganelon isinterested in young boys!" Zelmarine sngpped. " Such adiversion of the
mating urgeslie deep hi theingtinct-centers, of the mind, too deep for you to safely atempt corrective
surgery! If necessary, my physicianswill extract his spermatozoa and fertilize my ovaby atificid
msemina-tion. | shal then have hisbody destroyed!"

Thebite of vindictivenesswas clear in her degp voice. The Ningevite Mentaist smirked inwardly: artificia
insemination, whereby the malefertilizes the femae by smple surgical techniques, would have been far
easer than this elaborately drawn-out attempt at seduction. But the towering feminine ego of the Queen
made it imperative that she succeed in the conquest of her aoof, disinterested superman. Shewould
ether conquer Sivermane, or kill him!
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Varesco eyed her naked back with hopeless eyes. Whatever happened, hislove wasftile ...

After hisbrief questioning by Varesco's chief spy, the boy Phadia made hisway swiftly into the
Puera-torium, ahuge, barracks-like room he shared with somefifty boys, and entered his own private
cubicle. Sponging off his body-rouge and dipping out of hisloin-cloth, he did on apair of white panties
and pulled alight tunic of lavender silk on over his head. The tunic was so short that it barely covered his
upper thighs, but it was the best he had. He had long ago sewn a pocket unobtrusively into thelining of it.
Now, he secreted some of hisbest jewelry and afew favorite cosmeticsinto this hidden pocket and did
hisbarefeet into gilt dippers.

Hedid thiswhile keeping his face expressionless, trying not to attract the attention of the other boyswho
were acatty lot and loved spreading gossip and carrying tales. His heart was pounding with excitement
within hisbreast. The very thought of escaping from this dreary place after dl these yearswas
intoxicating. Then hetook onelast ook around the little cubicle which had been hishomefor so long, to
seeif he had left anything behind.

Ah* around him, boys between ten and sixteen napped, played games, read, sunbathed, or cuddied with
favoritetoys, petsor little playmates. Few of them were friends of his, and there were only one or two
whom he would particularly miss. On the whole, they were aspoiled, spiteful, effeminate lot and hewas
weary of them.

He left the huge open room (perhaps for the very last time!) with no regrets or goodbys. Taking
seldom-used side-corridors and back-stairs, the lad made hisway quickly, unobtrusively to the
prison-yard, where captives | ess coddled than Ganelon Silvermane were sequestered. The few Red
Magic sentinels he encountered aong the way let him pass without question: the pert, girlishly pretty,
good-natured boy was afavorite
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of theirs. He had long ago established afriendly, firs-name relationship with most of them.

The guards Stationed at the entrance to the prison-yard aso thought nothing of his presence here. They
were accustomed to seeing him come and go. Responding to their friendly, flirtatious sdly with a
coquettish jest, thelad dipped within and soon found Grrff in asunny corner, playing a haf-hearted game
of dicewith acouple of bored Ixlanders. The big furry fellow looked up with ahappy grin as Phadia
glided over to him.

"Hah, my pretty cub! Did you—hrmph—do the favor ol Grrff asked of you?' the Tigerman inquired,
with afriendly dap on the lad's bottom. The boy nodded brightly and came near so they could speak
confidentialy. At GrrfFs meaningful glare, the two gloomy Ixlanders hastily went off to continue the game
elsawhere. .

"The Lord Ganelon asked me where the entrance to the Caverniis,” ligped Phadiain his husky soprano.
Asthe Tigerman pricked up hisfurry, pointed ears, the lad went on to describe the wheregbouts of the
portal which led into the hyperspatia |abyrinth, and to detail SUver-mane's rough plan of escape.

"Ho! Good news, for sure," huffed the Karjixian happily. "But when's the day?*

"I don't redly know, gir," the boy lisped. " Soon, though. Maybe it will even betoday.” Then, dropping his
thick lashes shyly, the boy whispered softly: "1 am to go dong, toof He promised.”

"Did he now?' rumbled the burly feline amiably. "Wéll, it pleases oF Grrff to hear o' that! Y ou don't
bel ong cooped up in here; you've good stuff hi you, cub. Better things than paint and perfume, lace and
love-notes! Poor lad, it's not your fault, Grrff knows. Thisisal you've ever known ..."

The boy smiled tremuloudy and rose to hisfeet, bidding the Grrff goodbye. The other grinned, wrinkling
up hismuzzle, yellow eyes beaming, and gave the lad an affectionate pat on his silk-clad pogterior. " Get
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aong with you now, cub; but mind you, keep poor Grrff informed of what's happening!™
The dender boy nodded breathlessly, waved goodbye, and Ieft the prison-yard with alight heart.

On hisway from the prison-yard, Phadiaran into a Red Magic legionnaire who was a particular friend of
his, a handsome young soldier named Phlay who was fond of little boys and sometimes did small favors
for tine attractive lad.

"Ah, there, my pretty pet!” the soldier grinned, giving the boy an affectionate pinch. "What'sthis|
hear—your favors are reserved henceforward for the big Zermishman, on orders of the Queen? Twill
mean heart-break for al your other admirers, | know!"

The boy smiled back. "I'll not neglect my very specid friendslike you, sergeant,” he promised with a
provocative flutter of long slken lashes.

"Seethat you don't," said the other, with ajoking pretence of severity. "Anyhow, something tells me your
friendswill not long languish without then* pretty Phadial”

There was sgnificance to hiswords. And something went through the boy's dim graceful form, like
ice-cold lightning. He shivered dightly.



"What do you mean, sergeant?”

"I mean the Zermish giant had another of hist& e-a-t6te private suppers with the Queen. He resisted her
invitation to more intimate pleasures, which stung her into such afury that she sunned him with apell
and turned him over to that dy dog, Varesco, on the spot.”

The boy swallowed, hardly ableto breathe.

"Aye, the big fellow's under the Mind Probe right now, I'll warrant,” grinned Phlay. Touding thelad's
blond curlswith rough affection, he chucked him under the chin with afingertip. Then he strolled off
about his business, leaving Phadia pae and stiff with horror.

Book Three
THE GRANDFATHER OF ALL DRAGONS

The Scene: Shai, and the Dungeons Ther eof; The Cavern of a Thousand Perils, The Half world
of Faerie; DzimdazouFs Deep.

New Characters. Hawkmen, M er-folk, Gnomes, and the Denizens of several Worlds and
Planes; The Oldest of All Dragons, aKindly Cockatrice, and a Lovesick Lady Sphinx.
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15.
MEETING IN THE MOUNTAINS

Erigon yelled, Xardashrieked, the lllusonist swore! To their left, acliffy wall of mountains blocked the
world away: before them the winged monster loomed, aweird black mass etched with moonsilver.

With remarkabl e presence of mind, Prince Erigon kicked the pedds. Istrobian's flying kayak skidded
around hi atight haf-circle, narrowly missing the monster, which hovered motionlesdy on out-stretched

wings

"It'snot moving!" and "It'sthe Bazongal" exlaimed Sardaand the Illusionigt, hi virtualy the same bregth.
They blinked and looked again. It wasindeed the dear Bird! Shefloated listlesdy, drifting alittleinthe
thrust and ebb of the air-currents. Her lens-eyes were dull and lifeless, her hinged back gaped open. The
old magician halled her, but the ungainly sentient vehicle made no response.

"L ook at the dent hi her crest,” said the girl knight breathlessly. "Just in front of her top-knot! | do believe
she has done herself an injury. Could she have flown into the cliff for some reason”?”

Theold magician said: "Itisnot a al unlikdy, my child. These are the Vanishing Mountains, which form
the border between the Country of the Death Dwarves and Chx, unless my sense of geography faillsme."

"You sad Vanishing Mountains?' repeated the Prince of Vdardus. "A curiousterm.”
"But Sngularly apt inthisinstance,” said the H-
101
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lusonigt. "Sometimesthey are here and at other timesthey are not. Please do not ask meto explainit al
now! | must get aboard the dear Bird and explore the extent of her injuries. Dear me, | will never forgive
myself isshehas. . . can you bring the kayak closer to her flank and hold the craft steady while | climb
into the cockpit?'

"l guess 0," said Erigon dubioudy. He fiddled with the pedals; Istrobian's flying kayak inched closer to
the lifeless bronze shape until it nuzzled her Sdes. The magician gingerly stood up and fumbled about in
order to get afirm grip on the edge of the Bazoriga's cockpit. Xardawatched, her green eyes bright with
NErVoUSNESS.

"Oh, magiger, let me! | am young and agile—"

"But completely untutored in crystaloid lifeforms,” he said curtly. "Y ou wouldn't know what to look for.
No taking now!" The kayak wobbled drunkenly asthe old magician climbed from it into the bronze
vehicle. When the magician was safely ensconced in the cockpit Erigon rel eased, with awhoosh of rdlief,
the bresth he had been holding.

"l shdl haveto climb out on her neck to examine her skullcase," the Illusionist announced. "If shedid
indeed run into the mountain wall, the collison may have jarred afew of her eectrodes|oose, or broken
aconnection." Xardahit her lip and gripped Prince Eri-gon's hand tightly as the old man got out on the
neck of the Bazonga, to Sit adtride it as one Sits on atree-branch. Reaching forward, he grasped the
Bird's bronze top-knot and pulled himself up the neck. The Bazonga bobbed as hisweight shifted, and
her beak dipped earthwards. Fumblingly he snapped the catches, opened her skull-case, and peered
within.

The brilliance of the Falling Moon was nearly as bright as a flashlight would have been. A moment or two
later, he called back to them that the sentient crystalloid which served as the creature's brain seemed not
to have been harmed, nestled snugly inits velvet padding, but three of the copper wire eectrodes which
connected the crystd brain to the flying and sensory
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gpparatus were indeed out of their sockets. Probing within the skull cavity, and cursaing under his breath
ashetried to recdl the color code with which the proper terminal connections had originaly been
marked, he carefully inserted the el ectrodes one by one.

It seemed to take forever. When it was over and the mood of suspense broke, only then did the girl
knight of Jemmerdy redlize she had been holding onto Prince Erigon's hand for dear life. She snaiched
her hand away, crimsoning with embarrassment: the engaging young Vdardian, however, seemed to have
rather enjoyed their fleeting moment of closeness. He grinned at her; she flashed him adisdainful glance
and looked away, furious a her momentary display of unfeminine weakness.

It took afew minutes for the dear Bird to recover herself. When she was herself again, she was surprised
and pleased to see them again and shyly made the Prince's acquaintance. Privately, she too thought him
remarkably good-looking—for a True Man, that is.

"It wasliketaking alittle nap,” the garrulous Bird marveled to hersdlf. "Everything was so cozy and
dreamy again—just like being snugly nested back hi the bowels of Old Earth (if | may beforgiven so
unladylike aphrasa!), with al my brother and sster crystalloids beside me, warm and snuggy in the
pre-Diluvian strata. Now | know what you human beings experience when you 'go to deep', asyou so
quaintly termit! Why, it'srather pleasant and comfy, after dl ..."



The magigter, seated giffly in the cockpit once again, ground his teeth together and swore under his
breath by the Twelfth Mystery of Pesh, the Black Vortex, and the Magneto-gravitic Nexus.

"If you are quite done," he snapped, "we are more than alittle concerned to find out just what has been
happening! How did you get here? What have you done with Gandon Silvermane?’

"Oh, pish-tush, you old fussbudget,” sang the Bird cardesdy. "Why, he'sright back there, where | |ft
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him only amoment beforel™ With a casud flip of her wing, sheindicated an area of broken dabson the
first dopes of the Vanishing Mountains.

"D-do you mean there. . . where dl the Death Dwarf corpses are?' asked Xardafearfully. The Bird
admitted that was where she had deposited the young giant, before flying back to fetch to safety the rest
of them.

"But | see you have managed ro rescue yourselves! And this nice young Prince," she added in acoyly
flirtatious manner, which the old magician found faintly sickening. For the nine-hundredth tune, he
wondered why "that senile old idiot"* had seen fit to give his creation the psychic orientation of atakative
old aunt, when he had e ectrically educated the intelligent crystaloid.

They brought the kayak and the Bazonga bird down to the surface; Erigon hopped out to investigate the
Stuation at first hand. He returned awhile later to say that Ganelon's corpse was not to be seen, but that
the evidence suggested the giant had fought aterrific battle againgt the Desth Dwarves, daying many.

"Could he have wandered off, injured perhaps, or dazed?' inquired the old magician. Prince Erigon
shook his head unhappily.

"| redlly don't believe s0," he said regretfully. "I would say the surviving Dwarves findly overpowered him
and carried him off to their lairs. This seemsto be what happened, from the fact that the dwarf corpses
have been plundered of their weagpons, which Ganelon Silvermane would not have done. He might have
armed himsdf with asword, club, axe or two, but not a dozen or more."

The knightrix of Jemmerdy swallowed apainful lump and measured the moonlit distanceswith grimly
resolute eyes.

"If he's captive somewhere in Dwarfland, then we

* Meaning Miomivir Chastovix, the wizard who built the Bazonga.
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must go after him,”" she said determinedly. "By my halidom, 'tisthe very least we owe the grest lout!”

The Illusonist agreed anxioudy: he had become very fond of the youthful Construct by now, and would
have deeply regretted losing him. They took to the air again, Xardaand Erigon in the flying kayak and the
old magician riding in the Bazongas cockpit. The night was half done; by dawn they had traversed the
Country of the Death Dwarves from north to south, from east to west. Nowhere, in al thisrealm of
gterile mountains and bleskly barren plains, had the Illusionist managed to detect the distinctive spectrum
of Gane-lon's Auric radigtion.

"lan't it true that the little abominationslair in caverns and holesin the ground?' asked Xardawhen the
search had ended a dawn, in failure. The lllusionist nodded weerily.



"Quitetrue, but solid matter is completely transparent on the Astral plane. Ganelon's Aurawould be
perfectly visbleto Third Eye vision, even were he penned in subterranean regions. No, we shal haveto
give up on Dwarf country.”

"What then?" inquired Erigon, trying unsuccesstully to stifleayawn.

"TheLand of Red Magic,” said the lllusonigt. "The little monsters who attacked Gandlon must have come
from those tribes over which the Red Enchantress has gained dominance.”

"That meanswe must begin our search for the boy dl over again, in the next kingdom!" groaned the
knightrix. "And | can hardly keep my eyes open, after so busy and eventful anight.”

"Well, we can safely ngp while en route,” said the magician. "We do require deep, for we must be sharp,
dert and have dl our wits about us when we confront Zelmarine in the very fortress of her power ..."

"How can we do that, though?' countered Prince Erigon. "Y ou can safely snooze in your quaint vehicle,
who flieshersdf ... but Istrobian's flying kayak is
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abird of adifferent feether, if you will permit methelamejedt.”

"Tether the kayak to the Bird'stail with the sentient rope, then join usin the cockpit for a snooze,"
suggested the Illusionist, practicaly. "Our search has ended here at the westernmost corner of Dwarfland,
facing on the Voormish desert; we have, | should say, three or four hours of flight before reaching the
vicinity of Shai, the Red Queen's capital. Luckily, the dear Bird requires no rest, and can fly hersdlf while
weyield to the demands of nature.”

The plan made excdlent sense. By thistime, Prince Erigon was falling adeep. Securing the kayak to the
peacock tall of the Bazonga, he clambered into the rear seat of the cockpit, snuggled down hi his cloak,
and fdl sound adeep in an ingtant. Xarda and the old magician were not far behind him, entering the
embrace of Morpheus.

The Bazongaregarded them fondly in her rear-vison mirror; then, flying smoothly so asnot to jolt her
deeping passengersinto wakefulness, she cruised up into the middle air and pointed her beak inthe
direction of the Land of Red Magic*

Or inwhat she thought wasthe direction, that is.

For indl her circlings and searchings, the poor Bird had become turned about, so she was headed
directly north.

The Land of Red Magic, of course, lay due east. But the Bazonga had flown over Horx and eastern
Ldand and was well beyond Y ombok, before she had the dightest inkling of the fact that shewasflying in
exactly the wrong direction.

16. THE MIND-PROBE

Stripped and bound to the gleaming meta table under strong lights, Ganelon Silvermane lay helpless.
Over him brooded the hunched form of the Mentdist, Varesco, hisfierce blue robes exchanged for
|aboratory whites. Atop the bare skull of the Mind Worshipper sat apeculiar helmet of glittering metdl



parts, connected by flashing glassy tubes and winking bulbs, adevice which augmented and channeled
the focused mental power of the wearer.

Already, the Ningevite had inserted his mentadity into the surface layers of the giant's degping mind. He
watched, if that'sthe word | want, the ebb and flicker of surface thoughts. These were chiefly concerned
with people whom Varesco did not know—with nameslike"masgter”, "Xarda' and "the Bird." Riffling
through these thoughts, the residue left by a suddenly anaesthetized consciousness, the Mind Worshipper
found nothing of particular interest. He began to probe deeper.

To the unique telepathic sense of the Mentdi<t, the mind of abeing such as Ganelon Silvermane
resembles a phere composed of innumerable layers. Beneath the surface flow of thoughts and memories
lie the centers of consciousness and of will, character and personality. Within these, yet deeper down, lies
the Unconsciousitsdf, the home of powerful ingtinctive drives and hungers. Deeper yet, at the very core
of the human mind, are found the inner-most citadels of identity where lie vast, seldom-tapped reservoirs
~of dormant strengths, vitalities, and the secret recesses of the soul.
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Varesco hated the giant with every iota of hiswarped and withered sdf. Hated him for being young,
strong and handsome, hi a craggy, heavy-jawed way (handsomer than sallow, lank-jawed Varesco, a
any ratel); -hated him for being brave and galant, generous, faithful and good. In brief, for being
everything that Varesco was not, had never been, and never would be. This hatred was deep and
inginctive: Varesco himself was conscious only that he resented the young giant for catching the eye of
Zdmarine, for whom the Mentalist had long ago conceived a hel pless, overwhelming passion.

Sliding down into the centers of consciousness, Varesco inserted tendrils of thought deep into the centers
of Ganelon's being. It was now completely within his power to destroy the youth he loathed with ahatred
that was completely viscerd. One savage dashing of those tendrils, and Silvermane would be reduced to
adobbering cretin, amindless vegetable hulk, or aroaring maniac. A deeper thrus, to sever the
connections of the soul, and the giant would be a cooling, lifeless cadaver.

But Varesco was not insane, despite his cruelty and rabid fervors. He was, in truth, very sane; sane
enough to redlize that should he once give way to the urgeto rip and destroy the mind of Silvermane, his
own desth would soon follow. The Enchantress desired Slvermane with every particle of her being. She
would not hesitate to destroy Varesco, 'should he murder the object of her passion.

Entering the region of the ingtinctive drives, Varesco traced cricuits and nodes with practiced skill.
Slver-mane's sexudity, he discovered, did not lie in the dominion of the grester or lesser perversons. It
was, quite Smply, dormant. At the sexud level, Silvermane was less than twelve years

ol d—prepubescent—al though on the physica level he was fully mature, and his emotiona and intellectud
growth was not far behind.

Below the centers of instinct, Varesco was surprised to discover nine centers previoudy unmapped by
the
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Mentdigts of Ning. He had no idea of their role in the makeup of the giant: they were mysterious,
unheard-of. Curious asto their purpose, he inserted a probe. The nodes and circuitsin this deep region
were intensely peculiar; he could trace them with ease, but knew not what impulses they were designed
to carry. He probed on, increasingly enthralled.



Phadia knew where the mind |aboratory was located, of course, as he knew every nook and cranny of
the palace of red glass. The bright, inquisitive boy had long ago explored the palace from top to bottom
on one pretext or another, reasoning that the more he knew of his captors and this place, the better he
would be prepared for the moment when a chance to strike for escape and freedom came. He had
awaysknown it "would someday come, and had long prepared himsdlf for it.

Hewent to Varesco's suite smply because he could think of nothing elseto do. If discovered, he could
aways pretend to be carrying amessage, or could wheedle hisway past the friendly, indulgent guards
who had long since made a pet of him. He was afamiliar fixture in the palace of Red Magic, knew dl of
the palace guards by first name and built arelationship of joking flirtation with most of them. He trusted
thisto get him out of trouble, should he be caught

Varesco's suite was never locked. Few doorsin the Palace of Red Magic were ever locked, because
Zd-marine was dways suspicious of what might be brewing behind locked doors, and her courtiers
quickly learned to disarm her suspicions early on." Thus, the boy found it easy to stedl within, gliding
gedthily from room to darkened room, until he entered the laboratory itself.

The room was scrupuloudy clean and brilliantly lit by tall standards, which supported fiercely luminous
globes. The wdls and floor were covered with tiles, immaculately white. Long marble benches supported
ranks of flasks, trays of stoppered tubes, and other
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chemical gpparatus. Banks of curiousinstruments loomed in the corners of the room: meterswhirled,
didsticked, lightsflickered on and off. The remnants of aforgotten age of sciencelingered, it would
seem, among the savants of Ning.

Directly in the center of the room, Ganelon Silver-manelay strapped to areclining table, his nude bronze
torso gleaming with perspiration. Over him, with his back turned to the door where Phadia lurked,
Varesco stood bending over the giant. His peculiar helm caught the boy's fascinated eye. Obvioudy, the
Mind Probe wasin progress. Phadia, his heart hammering againgt the cage of hisribs, crept forward on
furtivefest

Hewondered if hewereintime. ..
Or too late?

Clenching histeeth, the boy glided across the laboratory. For awegpon, he dug into the pocket sewn on
theinner lining of histunic and found along sted hairpin which ended in aclugter of twinkling gems.

Something alerted Varesco, perhaps the scrape of sandd-lesther againgt thetiles. He started to straighten
up, but it wastoo late. Phadia struck like a darting serpent, and the sted needle entered the nape of his
neck and transfixed hisbrain.

Ganelon bunked dowly awake to find dender armswound around his neck and aweeping boy clinging

to his chest, cheek pillowed upon his heart. For amoment the bronze giant did not know where he was,
then, turning his head about, he saw Varesco lying on his back in apool of blood. The sour, sdlow face,
usually tight and thin-lipped, was for once relaxed and at peace.

"It'sdl right, Phadia" said Gandlon gently. "It'sal over now."

The boy raised his head and looked at Ganelon, lips trembling with astonishment. He wiped his
tear-stained cheeks and rubbed his eyes. "'l thought you were . . . dead!"



Gandon grinned, sat up, snapping hisbonds asif
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He got off the table, reached over and brushed the long blond curls back from the boy's face, touding his
hair affectionately. He said nothing.

"Did | ... did | doright?" the boy asked.
He nodded somberly. "Y ou did just fine. Where do they keep Grrif?"

Grrff did not seem particularly surprised to see the big bronze man and the dender boy. He grinned,
wrinkling up hismuzzle, yelow eyes glisening with lively spirits. While Ganelon broke hisfetterswith a
twigt of hismighty hands, the Tigerman hugged the boy till he gasped. Then he turned to clap Gandon's
bare shoulder with one huge paw.

"Ho, big man!" he roared. "How many guards did you haveto kill to get down here to set Grrff freg?"

"Fiveor 9x," grunted Silvermane, hefting aseverely dented copper bar. "CTmon, thewhole paaceison
our heds"

"Whichway?"'
"The crypts benegth the dungeons. Thisway!"

They ran down aspira stab-case, feet pounding, the boy breathlesdy pattering after them. It wasa
remarkable sght: the huge, burly-shouldered, furry Tigerman with hislashing tail, the dim effeminate boy
inthe skimpy abbreviated lavender ik tunic, hislong barelegs dender and girlish, and—Silvermane, his
bronze hide gleaming, as bare as the day he was born.

"Hah!" snorted the Tigerman. "l seetime was of the essence." He winked at Ganelon's bare hide. The
dlver-haired giant flushed.

"No tuneto look for my harness," he grunted unhappily. "Quang stuck his nosein the door and ran off
sgueaking to sound the darm. So | escaped like thigl™

"How do we get past the metd men?' huffed Grrff afew moments|ater.
"Weturn them off," said Ganelon. ""Phadiatold me how."
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The door loomed before them, adab of crimson metd set flush with the ssconewall. The Omega
Triske-lion was blazoned huge across the doubl e leaves of the porta, black enamel on scarlet metal.

Before the door, metal men were ranked. Motionless as so many empty suits of armor they stood, their
armsthrust out before them, terminating in hooks, claws, scythes, power drills, hammers and axes. As
the three escapees came pelting down the stair towards them, suddenly they became animate, clanking to
attack pogition. The drill-arms started up with awhirring sound.

"If you know how to do it, you'd better do it now,” rumbled Grrff, eyeing the Automatons warily.



Ganelon stepped forward until the hook-arm of the foremost Automaton amost touched his naked chest.
"Turn yourselves off!" heroared.

The metal men collapsed on al sdes, leg-joints clattering, like acast of wooden puppets whose strings
are Smultaneoudy cut. Snatching up Phadiain hisarms, Ganelon wove through the mound of lifeless
metal, grasped the handle of the door and jerked. It came open with agroan of rusty metal, reveding a
yawning blackness.

"Does anybody know where werre going?' asked Grrff, asthey lingered for amoment at the mouth of the
Cavern.

"Does anybody care?' grunted Ganelon, as he stepped across the threshold—

17.

THE CAVERN OF
A THOUSAND
PERILS

The moment they stepped across the threshold, the doorway dwindled and vanished far behind them.
Huddled against Ganelon's breast, the boy gasped and cowered.

They had taken one step only. Since the hyperspatia tube collapsed space in upon itself, that one step
might have been the equivalent of a hundred miles, or athousand. Or amillion! It was enormoudy risky:
they had no idea of where they were, or of where the next step might take them. To the Ides of
Quadquoph, or the far side of the Moon, or Beta Draconisl Presumably, when powerful and cunning
sorcererslikethe lllusionist or Zelmarine used the labyrinth, they had some knowledge of how to get to
where they wanted to be.

Ganelon stood motionless, straining every nerve. Beneath his bare soles he felt gritty cavern floor, naked
stone, wet and sandy. His nogtrils, however, reported the heady odor of jungle orchids and decaying
leaves, while the wind that blew upon his nakedness was sharp dry and chill as Arctic winds. He could
seenothing & dl: impenetrable blackness veiled hissight.

"I'm af-f-fraid!" the boy whimpered, burying hisfacein against Ganelon's breest.
"Hush!" said the giant fondly. "Don't you think we dl are? Grrff!"
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"Right beside you, big man," said that worthy, "and beginning to wish he had stayed behind to take his
chances with the Red Magic legionnaires.”

"Wed better go carefully, from hereonin,” counseed the giant. "Half a step difference between us could
separate us by thousands of miles. Hold onto me and take a step when | do." The big furry paw fastened
itsdlf to his upper arm. "Together now! One—big— step—"



Seawater, bluely-green, closed around them. Ingtinctively, al three hyperspatia travelers held their
breaths. Pae sand squelched underfoot, strewn with glimmering moony pearls and human skulls, mossy
with sea-growths. In the distance the efin-dim cora towers of amarine city leaned against the tides,
flashing with huge gems. M ounted on enormous, goggle-eyed sea-horses, atroop of sea-folk sped
towards them, waving tridents angrily. They were mae and femae, naked with green hair like seaweed
floating out behind them; minute, pearly scales glittered with highlights on smooth thigh, breast, shoulders.

They took another big step—

Jagged peaks zoomed above them, standing against wind-torn cloud-wracksliketall chimneys. Each was
crowned with ahuge nest. Scrawny femae figures with flying hair and beaked faces shrieked and
gobbled down at them, waving long skinny arms which terminated in hooked claws. A loud haloo came
down thewind: gaunt man-birds, black wings spread, came soaring down, angry eyes flashing, beaks
snapping. They staggered to keep their footing in the winds which streamed about them, drying the
Sea-bottom .wetness hi moments. Grrf tried to say something but the wind snatched hiswords away.

They took another wide step—
Forest greenery closed in about them, leaves dark green and silvery where floods of moonlight poured
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through ragged branches. Gnarled, ancient trees grew al about; green aidesranin dl directions, thick
with red and yellow mushrooms. Small, stunted figures ran squeaking to hide behind knotted roots and to
peer out at the strangers. The gnomes had huge noses, tiny squinting eyes, and thick, bedraggled beards
like moss. Some puffed on huge meerschaum pipes, others clutched quaint musicd instrumentsthey had
been tootling on mere moments before. They squesked and peered, waving tiny fistsin athreatening
manner. Suddenly hooves drummed through the forest till: ahuge manlike figure, but faceless, black as
tarnished slver, crowned with dender needles of ice, rode through the underbrush to rein before them.
He was mounted upon a milk-white Unicorn whose arched, noble neck, blazing ruby eyes and long,
spird-fluted horn of purest gold flashed before them like something from afantastic dream. The
black-silver man with no face gestured towards them with along sceptre of crystal or ice. They took
another step—

Flamesroared up, gold and crimson. Hot, scorching winds smote them, stinking of sulphur and
brimstone. Benegth their feet, stone glowed hotly, threaded with duggish, crawling rivulets of bubbling
lava. Huge, lumpish figures rose amid the seething flames, peering out at them with astonishment, heavy
jaws hanging wide, blunt tusks gleaming. Thefire-ogres had armored skinslike crocodiles, hornsgrew a
brow and temple, elbow, knee and shoulder. Their heavy, splay-feet were those of monstrous lizards.
One ogre burst bellowing through the curtain of flames, whirling awhistling club around his head broken
from astdagmite. He howled, gushing steam from his mouth, and |oped towards them.

They took another step—

Parched and dry, the desert sands stretched from horizon to horizon under seven burning suns of metallic
indigo, canary yellow, olive green, grayish purple, and three other colorsfor which the dazed, bewildered
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travellers had no names. Stone coloss marched across the desert, hundred-foot-high figures of manlike
marble, but headless, who walked with agrating, gritty sound of stone rubbing against scone. From
whence they came and to what unthinkabl e destination the stone monsters were bound was equaly
unknown. With each step the ponderous giants took, the desert drummed and sand jumped. A black



shadow, edged with penumbra of seven colors, fell over them. They stared up wildly to see avast stone
foot coming down— and took another step themselves.

They stood onice, dick asglass. Above theimmense glacier, northern lights flickered, forming an
undulating, ghostly luminous banner. Frost sprinkled them from head to foot: their three breaths sleamed
before them like white plumes. A distant yelping echoed acrossthe plain of ice. Inamoment, adithering
horde of white reptiles with vicious red eyes and long dligator tails came swarming into view around icy
pinnacles of glimmering green. Theice-dwelling reptiles were yer-xels, Gandon had fought them before
on Mount Droom so he knew that, wherever they were, at |east they were back to Gondwane. Hissing
like so many tea-kettles, the white lizards cames squirming towards them, claws skittering on theice.

They took another step—

Dim green gloom closed about them now; astone roof soared far above, supported by pillars that
looked like stalagmites, and probably were. The cavern was un-thinkably immense, cool and dim and
echoing. But, at leadt, it seemed uninhabited. Still holding Phadia cuddled againgt his breast, Ganelon
staggered. The sudden trangitions from hot to cold, wet to dry, left him numb and fegling somehow
pummeed.

They peered about them, cautioudy. Nearby agreat mound of boulderslike arocky hill loomed up, dim
and glittering with lots of sharp rocky ridges. Beyond arched the cavern wall, gleaming with eerie phos-
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phorescence. Underfoot, gems crunched. At first the three mistook them for pebbles, but then Grrff
stopped, bent down, scooped up a pawful and let them trickle through hisdigits. A glinting cataract of
chatoyants, beryls, garnets, amethysts and aexandrites.

"A dukéesransom!™ he hurled, eyesfollowing the dazzling stream.

Ganelon wearily set the boy down, cautioning him not to stray. Phadia knelt and gathered up a handful of
coins. They were old and tarnished—coins of copper, slver, gold, eectrum, platinum, and metals blue,
green, black, for which he had no name. Some were round, others square or oval; some bore portraits
ether profile or full-face; the inscriptions were in languages he could not read. Thefloor of the cavern
was completely covered with coins and gems, asfar asthe eye could reach. And it was an awfully large
cavern.

Ganelon turned and looked behind him. Their last step had carried them through a stone archway whose
keystone bore the Omega Triskelion symbol. They were out of the labyrinth and safe for awhile, it
Seemed.

He sat down on arounded boulder, smooth with lichens, to catch his breath.

"l guesswere safe here," he said moodily. Something had happened to him under the Mind Probe, but
the whirl of events had moved so swiftly that he had not yet had leisuretime to evauate it.

"Hmph! But whereis here?" gruffed the Tigerman, looking about him skeptically.

Stretched out on histummy, kicking hishedlsin thear, smal chin resting on folded hands, Phadia peered
drowslly into the glitter of heaped gems. Their lights sent aflicker of enchantment across his pretty, girlish
face.

"Maybethisisdragon treasure,” he suggested dreamily, "and were in adragon's cavel *



Grrff snorted, twitching hiswhiskers.
"Nonsense, cub! Fairy-tale-stuff! There are no dragons|eft in Gondwane ..."
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Thisisn't Gondwane, said ahuge voice, making them al jump. It was adeep, grumbly voice with alot
of hissnginit: sort of thekind of voice thunder might makeif it tried to hiss a the same time. None of
them had ever heard avoice remotely like it before, and the darming thing was they could not see whom
it was that had spoken.

Then the big, dim, sharply-ridged hill in front of them opened one huge eye, like abright green full moon
and winked at them!

Thisisa Dragon's cave, said thevoice again. And thistimethey saw thet it did come from the hill. Only
it wasn't ahill, it was—

And I'm the dragon, said the Dragon.

18. THE OLDEST ONE

Phadiajumped to hisfeet and tried to Suff the fingers of both handsinto his mouth, eyeswide and
unbelieving. Ganelon hefted the bent copper bar wherewith he had fought hisway from Varesco's
laboratory to the prison-yard, and wished for his Slver Sword. And, asfor GrrfiE, the burly Tigerman
growled deep in his chest, hackles risng on his nape, razory black claws bared, eyes glowing
sulphuroudy through the dim greenish gloom.

The craggy hill in front of them opened a second grest moon-eye with which to observe them
interestedly. The monster was big as ahouse, big as ablockfull of houses, but it did not seem to be
interested in dinner; at least, not at the moment. Some gigantic prehistoric mongter, some huge lizard,
some sentient saurian strayed here from Earth's forgotten prime? Whatever it was, they had little hopes of
fightingit.

Manlings, herein my lair? it murmured in that hissy, thunderthroated voice. How -wondrous strange!
Has been a thousand ages, aye, and more, since last Dzi-mdazoul had manlings as his guests ...

put up thy copper club, Slverhair! Dzimdazoul hath ever been that friendly with thy kind, to win
him place within thy legendry.

They began to relax, joint by joint, nerve by nerve. Something behind or underneath the words
themselves stole fright from them, bit by bit. They began to stare at the great Dragon, open-mouthed with
amazed and wide-eyed wonderment, as the enormous friendly crea
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ture regarded them with luminous, unwinking, philosophica and faintly humorous gaze.

They could see Dzimdazoul more clearly now, their eyes having adjusted to the dim green gloom. He had
abroad head with prominent brow-ridgesthat curved above the great moon-like eyes, and along,
wrinkled, scay snout with large nogtrils from which exhded awhiff of sulphurous steam as he breathed.
When he grinned, as he did in amanner meant to be friendly, he exposed fangslonger than aman'sarms.
The sze of him, the scaly length, was preposterous—mythical!



The dragonish breed had long-since vanished from Gondwane by their age, lingering only in legend and in
afew remnants of the race, dwarfed and mute, which lurked in crypts and caverns much like this one.
But thiswas one of the Old Dragons, the great dragons of the Prime, and huger than any living thing had
any right to be.

Curioudy enough, it waslittle Phadiawho wasthefirg to lose hisfear of Dzimdazoul. Smiling with shy
wonder, he crept forward and seated himself timidly on one of the Dragon's paws which were stretched
out before him. The Dragon regarded the boy with friendly inquisitiveness, cocking his great head first on
one sde, then the other, like some enormous dog. A man-child, isit? he hissed affably. "Yes, gr," sad
the boy in avery smdl voice. The Dragon chuckled—an unnerving sound like severa avaanches
rumbling down avery tal mountain.

Hath more courage, the lad, than either of yon great burly louts, Dzimdazoul chuckled. Or beit
common-sense? Aye, you've nought to fear from old Dzimdazoul, little men! | was a friend to your
kind when your first ancestors came furtively out of the forests; clad in hair, were ye then, not
unlike yonder cat-man there, with wee small tails, and ye chattered like the monkeys ye had been,
not long before.

Ganelon blinked. His master had taught him about the theory of evolution, so he had some notion of the
age of the Earth and of the human race. What the
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great reptile had said initslazy, hissng rumble was purely incredible.

"Areyou. ..canyou be... that old, great one?' he asked dazedly. The Dragon grinned, wrinkling his
leathery old snout. Then his green moon-eyes grew dreamy, asif helooked back down the long
interminable ages since Creation.

[ amthe First Dragon, he said deepily; 7 amthe Old One, the oldest of the Old Things. . . the
Demiurge made me first, after the Earth itself; ‘twas Deos-Ptah, or somesuch like that, was his
name. . . laldabaoth came later, then all the other Gods who have ruled Old Earth from my time
to thine. Do Zul and Rashemba rule thy world still, or be it young Galendil now? . . ./ have slept
the last million years away, here in mine cozy Deep, and be somewhat out of touch with Time! Ah,
well, no matter ...

Can | intruth be asold asthat, you ask, Slverhair? ... 7 am the oldest, the most ancient, of all
living things. | remember the wars of Troy and the drowning of Atlantis. | watched the little
brown men as they built the pyramids ... 7 knew Aristotle and Charlemagne, and once | saw
Alexander from a distance, riding down the long, long road to India. Already was | past the
middle of my youth when the first nomad hunters strayed into the uncharted wilderness that was
prehistoric Europe; and when 1 was very, very young, 1 saw Father Adam driven out of Paradise
by a stern and beautiful angel with a sword of flame! Oh, 1 amvery old; | am older than the
Moon; | amnearly asold as Old Earth itself . . . and | amolder by far than the race of man. |
have forgotten more things than man has ever learned, because | am older than man. | remember
things even the mountains have forgot.

Very little of what the Old Dragon said meant anything to any of them, for the relms and kings of Earth's
youth had long since faded from man's memory, before ever Gondwane was formed out of the
coming-together of the drifting continents. But Ganelon under-
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stood alittle of it, just enough to fed awe. He spoke up and asked the Dragon just how old he was.
The great eyestwinkled a him humoroudly.

/ really do not know! | have forgotten long ago; but very much older than you would think
reasonable. | remember Julius Caesar and Hannibal, and | once saw Semiramisridingina
procession full of dancing girls and feather-fans. | can remember what Salisbury Plain looked like
before Sonehenge. | watched the fall of Babylon and the burning of Persepolis, and | once
discussed the circumference of the world with Ptolemy. | remember the first ship and thefirst city.
| think 1 can remember the discovery of fire, but I'm not quite certain whether it was a caveman
named * Og who discovered it, or another named Ak; Og had blue eyes and yellow hair, as|
recall; he was probably a Cro-Magnon......

The voice of the Old Dragon lulled them into adreamy daze; curled up on Dzimdazoul's paw, Phadia
was fagt adeep, histhumb tucked into his mouth, worn out from the excitements of the day. Ganelon and
Grrff sat on the cavern floor, listening asthe Old Dragon talked of thingslong ago and far away, another
world, another age. Grrff understood little of what the great creature said, but listened anyway,
enthraled®

/ remember before the poles changed; | remember Ultima Thule. And | knew Hercules, or rather,
one of the forty wandering heroes whose various exploits got mixed up in the story of Hercules. |
saw the Crusades; 1 knew Roland, yes, and Oliver; | watched the Ice Age come and go......./ saw
the first dog, while the Northern Lights glimmered overhead and the ice lay deep across Europe.

| used to spend my wintersin the palace of Prester John. | saw the Huns come riding out of Asia,
and the Mongols, and the Turks; the Tartars, too. | remember the death of the last mastodon and
of the last wooly mammoth.

And | remember Segfried.
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"How isit, Grandfather, that you have lived so long?' asked Gandlon deepily.

/ was the first living thing which the Demiurge made, after the creation of the world itself—
Theos-Pater, was that his name?—7 think he loved me for that | was hisfirst; at any rate, he let
me live longer than any other thing. In the Beginning there were only Behemoth and Leviathan
and |. Leviathan lived in the sea; Behemoth roamed the great plains; and | resided in the caverns
under neath the world....... they died young, my mighty

brothers. There was not enough in the world for them to eat, so Dyaus-Ptah, or -whatever his
name was, took their lives away fromthem. But | was hisfirst living creature, and he could not
bear to take my life back; so he arranged it that | fed only on gems and precious

minerals, whereof the world hath a great plenty......

then, | think, he just forgot about me, and |aldabaoth never knew | was even there.. . . later on, of
course, | found my way Here.

"Whereis'here?' murmured Silvermane, deepily. "Thisisn't Gondwane, isit?' The Old Dragon shook
his heavy head ponderoudly.

Thisisthe Halfworld: some call it Faerie. 'Tis a midregion outside of the world, yet part of itina
certain sense. And connected with many other worlds as well. Here death cannot ever come,



because we are outside of Time and beyond the reach of Change. Here Arthur sleeps, and
Charlemagne and Barbarossa, and Ogier; and here Merlin dreams the world away, lonely in
Brociliande—

The deep, hissing, thunderous voice dowed to ahat. The Old Dragon peered down at them with huge,
curious, wise eyes, they were adeep, al three. The Tigerman dept on his back, his paws lifted before his
furry chest. He snored, akind of purring sound.

Seep, now, little ones ... 7 had forgotten how easily you manlings weary . . . sleep! No harm can
cometo you here, and | will watch over your rest, said the Old Dragon.

ON THE PURPLE

Aboard the Bazongathe Illusionist and his party were aso fast adegp, worn out from the long night's
travels and adventures. Not daring to disturb the dumbering humans, the Bird flew on into the north,
athough by now the poor befuddled creature was beginning to suspect that she was doing something
wrong.

Poy was behind them, and Cham. The Sea of Glass glimmered beneath her ked, that vast expanse of
sand which once had been a desert or the bottom of avanished sea, before an exploding contraterrene
meteorite had fused it to one sparkling flatness of crystal. The Bird circled low, peering down curioudly,
admiring her reflectioninit.

The Sun came up; still the same Sun of our own day, but older now, redder and cooler, adimming
gar-candle, guttering towards extinction. A billion years, more or less, and Old Earth'slast and fina
dawn would bresk . . .

It wasthe sunlight in his eyes that roused the old magician from his deep. He woke, and stretched, and
scratched himself and spat over the side. He looked around him, rheumy-eyed, wishing he were back in
his own soft bed a Nerelon, with Fryx to bring him his morning cocoa—

Benegth them anillimitable plain of thick purple grassesrolled to the horizon.

He jumped, cursed in three extinct languages and one
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ultrarterrestrid one, and clutching the edge of the cockpit, stared down with horror.
TheBird winked a himin her rear-vison mirror.

" 'Awake! for morning inthe—""

"Y ou mechanistic imbecile! Y ou moronic vehicle, you—! Y ou sub-cretinous contraption—what, have,
you, DONE?" hefumed, waving afutile gloved fis.

She blinked owlishly, and somehow, into her immobile cast-bronze countenance there stole awoebegone
expresson.

"I knew it! | just knew it! If anything goes wrong beautiful Bazonga ... the only Bazongain al thewide



world, but do they care? Not a sniff, not a pinch, not awhisperl—" shewailed hi ahollow voice.

Xarda jerked awake and stared about, blank-eyed, one small fist going for her second-best sword,
savaged from then* luggage, back at theinn.

"Wha? Where? Have at thee, varlet' Caitiff rogue—* she broke off and stared at the magician,
wide-eyed. "Where are the enemy?"

The magician cocked athumb in the direction of the Bazonga. The Bird assumed an injured expression
(somehow, don't ask me how) and uttered aloud sniff.

"That's the endmy," the magician snarled. "At leedt,

. she seemsto be working for thewrong side! Look where
she's taken us'—and he gestured below. Xardalooked
over the side at league upon league of long violet grass.
"It this—?'

"The Purple Plain!" the lllusionist said, scathingly. "Were way north of Y ombok, even. Scores of leagues
from where we wanted to be! 1t isn't possible that Ganelon could have gotten thisfar on hisown. | am
convinced the poor boy was taken captive by the Dwarves, who turned him over to the tender mercies
of the Red Enchantress. She's been trying to get her hands on him since last year, when shetried to buy
him from the Hegemon of Zermish."

The Bird hung her head, snuffling to hersdlf, awoebegone expresson in her eyes.
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"—Blame everything on me," shewhined. "Go on! — Do. | don't care; | just don't care. . ."

The lllusionig, fuming, brought histiradeto a hadt. Grumbling and grexing under Ms breeth, he glared at
the shamefaced Bazona.

"Stop whimpering,”" he grouched. "Can't be hel ped now. WEell just have to turn around and go back to . .
. now what's the matter?" he demanded suspicioudy, asthe Bird looked even sorrier.

"Well, you see ... | wan't redly watching whilel flew ... it was dark and dll ... night, you know! . . . and
I'm...wdl ...uh.." "What?You're what?"

"I'm not at al surewhich way is'back,” she confessed in avery small, frightened voice.

Xardaand the lllusionist stared at each other blankly. Then they turned and looked south. Endless
leagues of grass, the dim glitter of the Glass Seg, and the dull, lumpy ridges of anonymous mountainswas
al they could see.

"Well, the Land of Red Magic could be that way . . ." began Xarda, tentatively.

"Sure. Or that way, or even that way," grumbled the old magician weerily. "I knew | shouldn't have
goneto deep and left this mindless, scatter-brained creature to her own devices!”

"No use crying over spilt water over the dam,” said Xarda, getting her clich6s somewhat mixed. "What's
to be done about it, that's the question.”



Prince Erigon, from the back seet, cleared histhroat politely.

"l say, maybe we could ask for directions?’ "From whom?" asked the lllusionist, gloomily. "Well, there's
acity over there, east of us. . ." "There is? Where?' Thelllusonist craned around to look. Sure enough,
sometwo or three miles away, built right in the very midst of the interminable grassy plains, stood the
towers and ramparts of a curioudy futuristic metropolis, al made of bright metal that sparkled prettily in
the morning sun.
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"| say, that's odd. The maps show no city anywhere around here. The Purple Plain forms anatural barrier
between the many countries of Greater Zuaviaand the upper borders of Northern Y amaY amaland;
there's nothing on the Plains themsalves, except for wandering herds of Indigons and an occasiond Y ouk.
At leadt, there's not supposed to'be. . ."

"Maybe that was 0, the last time you were hi these parts, magister,” said Xardapracticaly. "But there's
certainly something there now."

"Sothereis," the old magician mused. "Wadll, | haven't been up north for ten thou-. . . for quite afew
years, | mean. | suppose somebody could have built acity here, during the interim. Heaven knows alot
of people have been rendered homeless by the Ximchak Barbarians, further north . . . ill, it does seem
odd!"

"Wdll. Let'sgo over and take alook at it. From the air, | mean,” said Xarda, getting bored from inaction.
"We don't haveto land if the people look unfriendly or dangerous. What do you say?"

The lllusionigt scratched his chin with thetip of one forefinger, eddying the lavender vaporsthat
perenniadly masked hisfesturesfrom view. "I don't know," he said thoughtfully. "Everytimewelandina
strange city, seems|like we get into trouble. Look at Chx. Horx, too, for that matter; of course that was
before we met you, my dear, but till ..."

"If you hadn't landed in Horx, and if Ganelon hadn't gotten into trouble trying to help me, I'd beadave
of the Holy Horxitesright now," she said, with atouch of reproof. "So forgive meif | can't quite regard
your experiences in Horx as an unqudified disaster—" "Of course, my dear, | didn't mean—""Arewe
going to float hereal day, whileyou slly humansjust talk?' squawked the Bazonga bird restively. Now
that they were no longer angry at her foolish flying in the wrong direction, it had not taken the ebullient
vehiclelong to recover her usud good spirits.
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"Oh, dl right, let'sgo," sighed the magician. "Might aswell have alook at the place. Can't do any harm, |
suppose.”

"Tdly-ho, yoicks, yoicks!" sang the Bird, happily speeding up. She curved about, Istrobian's flying kayak
wobbling behind her like an agrid caboose, and flew east towards the strange metd city that Prince
Erigon had noticed.

The nearer they got to it, the more curiousit looked to them. The City was all meta—streets, towers,
buildings, and everything dse. And it was alot smdler and more compact than it had looked from further
off: instead of dwindling into scattered suburbs and farms at the edges, like most cities, it just stopped at
acertain distance from its center. Thistermination was very clearly marked; in fact the city was a perfect



disk, evenly trimmed around the outer perimeter. The Streets that radiated out from its center like spokes
from the hub of awhed, stopped completely at the edges of the disk, ending in purple grass. There were
no roadsleading to it. It looked asif some playful or mischievous deity had just picked it up from
somewhere and plunked it down herein the middle of nowhere, for ajoke.

They flew over it, dipping and swerving to avoid the spires, while the three adventurers peered over the
sdesof ther craft curioudy. There seemed to be hardly any people out on the streets, dthough it was
well into mid-morning by thistime; you amost would have thought the city uninhabited, if that hadn't been
obvioudy unlikely. Somebody had to keep the city in good repair, and al that metal polished!

Then somebody noticed them. At least, a searchlight went on in the upper tiers of the enormous
center-most building. Thelight was a peculiar throbbing green, and it swung around to bathethem in its
beam. Thiswas pretty odd, sinceit wasabright, clear day.

Then the Bazonga began squawking excitedly and angrily. At the sametime she began to lose dtitudein a
steep, headlong nose dive.

"Stop! Whoa! What are you doing, you cra2y Bird?"'
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demanded the lllusionit, bracing himsdlf againgt the forward edge of the cockpit to avoid faling out.
"Nothing: it'snot mel" the Bird wailed. " Something's pulling me down—"

The ungainly winged vehicle hurtled groundward helplesdy in the grip of some strange force. It looked as
if the Bazongawould crash into the Sde of the centra structure, but just in time an enormous trapdoor
opened in the flanks of the curious structure, and the bkd vehicle and her passengers were swallowed up.

The huge trapdoor closed with ametalic clang.
The odd green searchlight turned itsdlf off.

About ten minutes|ater, the whole City rose up from the surface of the plain on awhooshing air-cushion
and began moving away in an easterly direction, picking up speed until it was skimming aong over the
purple grasses at a pretty good clip.

The City moved dong in one piece, because it was built as one unit. Which was very odd, because cities
just aren't built that way.

But, then, it wasn't redly aCity at aL

THE ARMORY
OF TIME

They woke deeply refreshed and somehow inwardly cleansed and renewed. It wasthe air of this place,
thought Ganelon, lazily stretching: it wasfilled with magic. Dragon Magic. The oldest magic in theworld,
save only for that older, mightier magic whereby the very world was made.

He looked about, but neither Grrff nor the boy were visible. He must have dept longer than ether of his
companions, thought he. Rising, he was surprised to find a black |eather war-harness, scarlet loin-cloth,



girdle, boots and cloak, al laid out nestly beside the place where he had been deeping. They werethe
exact duplicates of the clothes he had been wearing and had abandoned when he had fled from the Land
of Red Magic. Dragon Magicl, hethought to himsaf, with agrim smile. Gratefully, he climbed into the
familiar harness and buckled the straps and trappings about his mighty torso.

He came out of the cave into agreen gjade, dreaming hi asunlit haze and filled with birdsong. There, by
the edge of afresh, bubbling pool, the Karjixian Tiger-man lay stretched out. The furry fellow had
obvioudy just taken adip and was deepily drying his coat in the sun. Helooked up as Ganelon came
near, noticed the war-harness, and nodded towards a pile of belongings hesped beside him-

"Grrff too!" he rumbled complacently. Sitting up, he poked through the bundle until he found hiswegpon,
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which helifted for Silvermaneto see. It was aygdraxd, the traditional weapon of the Tigermen. Ganelon
grunted and nodded. Grrff lay back with ayawn.

"Grandfather Dragon isthe most thoughtful of hosts," said the Tigerman. " There's breakfast over there on
that rock.”

Ganedon drank from the small cascade that poured down over the rocks to join the pool; the water was
crisp, cold, delicioudy pure. Then he ambled over to study the array of eatables. Hot-cakes and syrup
steamed amidst melting glick butter; sausages till Szzled inahot pan; fresh, foaming milk stoodin atall
frosted tumbler.

"Wheresthelad?' he asked, sitting down to eat Grrff nodded over in one direction. "With the Old
Dragon,” he mumbled, "the cub'sfascinated by 'im." Ganelon sarted to say something €l se, then saw that
the Karjixian was stling into adoze, and returned hisfull attention to the superb breakfast.

A whilelater he found the Old One stretched out before the mouth of his cave, enjoying the dim gold sun
of Faerie. He was so enormous that parts of him were logt in the forest that grew up amost to the cave's
mouth. Ridges and hillocks of hisvast length appeared here and there, rising out of the forest likefar hills.
By daylight his scales, each as huge as aknight's shield, were dark, deep green and sparkling.

Phadia sat on the broad flat nose of the Dragon, leaning back againgt his nostril-ridges, staring up into the
gresat, deepy, amused eyes of the Old One. They were chatting, and as Ganelon approached he could
hear the lad's bright, clear tones over the subterranean rumble of the Dragon's voice. The giant grinned to
himsdf. Thelad was completely in awe of the ponderous old creature, yet thoroughly unafraid of him.
Just to look upon a Dragon sent acreepy thrill up the boy's spine, for Dragons were to achild of hisera
every bit asawful, grand and mysterious as they would beto you or I. They looked up at his approach.
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Good-morrow, Slverhazr, the Dragon greeted him affably. Sept you well in my Deep?

"That's the name of his cave, you know," the boy said pertly. " 'Dzimdazoul's Deep.' There used to be
myths about it, the cave | mean; but that was three hundred million years ago!”

III gm_ll



"Did you bathein the pool ?* the boy chattered on. '7 did! | was up this morning before either of you. I've
been al over—except inthe Armory. The Armory of Time, that'swhat he cdlsit. There are dl kinds of

magic weaponsthere, |eft behind by the famous heroes. Grandfather Dragon has promised to show them
tome! You and Grrff can comedongif you like."

Ganelon was interested, of course: fighting was, after all, his profession.
"All right," he said. "L et me go wake up Grrff."

They cameinto animmense gdlery, cathedrd-like in its reverent hush, its ghostly gleams and echoes, its
shadowy and timeless serenity. Above them, aforest of dender pillars soared to join Gothic archesfar
overhead; the dim glory of Faerie smote through splendid windows of gules and emerad and purple
gass

The wallswere of clean smooth stone, polished marble for the most part, and to these walls there were
affixed many swords. . . swords amost beyond the numbering. Old they were, and well-used, their
handgrips stained with the sweet, and the blood of heroes, the long gleaming blades bearing many dints.
Above the each of these swords was et its name and history, in characters of lapis set in red-gold. And
they were very famous names.

All the swords of all the heroes that ever were or will be are hung here, said the Old Dragon softly.
Here were they left behind by the heroes of olden myth and legend, who came trooping through
the dimways of Faerie on their way to their Reward. Thiswall here, below an old and shining
banner called the Oriflamme, bear s the charmed weapons of the heroes of France.
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The Twelve Peers, they were called, and here at their head is bright Joyeuse, that was borne by
their Emperor, Charlemagne. . . three years went into the fashioning thereof, and after himit
passed to the strong hand of William of Orange. And here, beneath it, hangs proud Durandal.
Vulcan, the smith of the gods, forged it for Hector the Trojan in the fires of Tartarus. When that
Prince of Troy fell it was taken from his hand by Penthesilea, Queen of the Amazons., from whom
it passed down the generations to her descendant, Almontes, till Roland wrested it away. His
dearest friend in all the world was Oliver, and here by Durandal hangs Hautclear: once
Closamont the Roman Emperor bore it on the field, but it was more bravely borne by gallant
Oliver. Here hang the blades of all the other Peers: Almace that was the Bishop Turpin's sword,
and Flamberge that was Renaud de Montau-ban's, Sauvagine the Relentless, Murgles, and bright
Gloreuse that cut through the nine swords made by Ansias, and Galas, and Munifican . . . and
that world-famous sword, Curtana the Short, that was made by the giant-smith, Brumadant, who
forged it twenty times, and twenty times he tempered it in the blood of dragons; ‘twas the great
sword of Ogier the Dane, who won it from Caraheut, the King of the Saracens. And here, hung in
a row beneath them, are the swords of their enemies, the Moors, Tartars and the Saracens: thisis
Preciuse, once owned by Baligant of Araby, and Tranchera, the magic sword of Agricane, the
King of Tartary. Here is hung the thrice-enchanted Balisardo: the sorceress Falerina fashioned it
wherewith to slay Roland, but she failed ...

They stared at the nicked and worn old blades that yet shone with the fierce, thirsty luster of sharp sted,
and the names of forgotten heroes and dusty, ancient wars echoed once again in the hushed stiliness.
Mer-veilleuse the Wonderful was there, the sword of Doon de Mayence, Sanglamore and Fusberta, and
the Green Sword that had been Amadis of Gaul's. They passed on to where beneath a blue, faded
banner gtitched with
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thirteen crowns of tarnished gold, swords flashed and gleamed and glittered.

These are the swords of the mightiest of the heroes of Britain, whispered the Old Dragon. And
there, higher than them all, hangs that most famous sword in the sworld, deathless Excalibur, that
was made in Avalon for the hand of Arthur the King. See, seeg, its shining splendors the long ages
have not dimmed! There near it hangs his other sword aswell, Clarent, Sword of Miracles. . . the
Sword in the Sione! And there below are hung in shining ranks Aroundight, the sword of Lance"
lot, and Morddure that wise Merlin made, forging its fierce steel in the fires of Mount Aetna,
tempering it seven times in the bitter Syx ... and many another famous sword of England hang
nearby: great Ascalon, &. George of Merrie England's sword, and bright Mor-glay that once Sr
Bevis of Hampton bore; Corrouge, Sr Otuel's fair blade, and many more.

The swords of the heroes of the North they looked upon: Skofmmg, that the sea god's daughter got from
the dwarves and gave to Hrolf Kraki, the King of the Danes, and Goldhilt, that was young Hjalti's once;
and EgU's Drangvandil, that had been borne to wars aforetime by Skallagrim, and Lovi, the charmed
longsword of Bjarki, and Laevatein, made with runes of power. Tyrfing, theinvincible sword of the
Vidgoths, that wasforged for the hero Angantyr, and Aettartangi, the famous sword of Grettir the
Strong; Gram and Nothung, aye, and Rithil; Regin madeit and it cut out Fafnir's heart.

Onewadll blazed with intolerable brightness, dazzling as the noon sun, and the swords thereon were huger
than mortal men might ever bear. Shidding his eyes againg the furious light that shone therefrom, Gandlon
asked their host of these.

These are the swords that were borne once by the very gods themselves.. . . that mighty brand
with edges jagged as a thunderbolt is Chrysaor the Terrible, which Zeus wielded in hiswar
against the Titans . . . and there is Fragarach the Answerer, the sword that
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Lugh the Sun god bore back from the Land of the Living . . . and the swords called Great Fury
and Little Fury, that were Manannan mac Lir's .. .. and Bal-mung, which Odin gave to Sgurd the
Volsung; and Odin's own grim brand, Brimir, that the giants made . . . and Prey's sword,
Hundinsbana, Hofud, the god Heimdall's sword . . . and beyond them, the awful and wonderful
Asidevata that was first borne by Shiva, then by Vishnu, and then by Indra. . . and Orna, sword of
Tethra, that the god Ogma took in battle . . . They saw rare and fabulous swords: Philippan, the
sword of Marc Anthony, Nagering, the sword Dietrich of Berne got from the dwarf Alpris, Zulfigar, the
sword called Cleaver of Vertebrae which the angel Gabriel gave to Mohammed the Prophet; Dhami the
Trenchant, the sword of Antar, hero of India, and Miming, made by Wayland Smith, the grestest of dl
makers-of swords. Most were of clean bright stedl, but not al: the famous Sword of Sharpness
wherewith Sir Jack dew the giants Cormoran, Galligantus and Blunderbore had for its blade arazory-thin
shaft of pure diamond, pae asice; and the sword of Amadis, which they had already seen, was green as
emerald; and CroceaMors, which Julius Caesar used againgt Cassibel aunus when he invaded Britain,
was asydlow as saffron. Strangest of dl, it may be, was Hrunting, the sword of Unferth: the blade
thereof was brass, dyed with drops of poison and tempered in blood; with it, in later years, Beowulf the
Great dew the Ogress.

They cameto onewidewall at the end of the tremendous hdl. These are the swords renowned in tale
and story, said Dzimdazoul. Their names can mean little or naught to you . . . but here are hung



forever immortal Anduril and Sacnoth, Randir and Rhindon, Glamdring and Llyr, and the Sword
of Welleran . . . Graywand and Cat's Claw, Orcrist, Broadcleaver that was Osbert's sword, black,
murderous Dyrnwyn, and the twin swords, Sormbringer and Mournblade ... Frostfire,
Shadowmaker, Caliburn, and Sing.
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Heblinked fondly at Ganelon, who stood staring at the brilliant glitter of enchanted stedl. With anod of
his massive head, the old dragon indicated one array of gleaming blades.

Here | shall someday hang your own sword, the Slver Sword, he said, greet eyestwinkling. Here
with AZlon, Zingazar, and Sarkozan.

Asinadream, they passed dowly out of that mighty, shadow-thronged hall, into the sun. Behind them,
the famous swords, the enchanted swords, dept on through eternity to dream of old, fabulouswars, and
the hands that held them once, long ago.

21. DRAGON'S DEEP

Time passed them by in the Halfworld with an air of dreamlike unredlity; never afterwards were they able
to figure out precisely how long they were the guests of Dzimdazoul.* | find it difficult to make any sense
out of this, mysdlf: Dzimdazoul had told them that here in the Halfworld, which lies outside of the world,
they were beyond the reach of Tune and Change. Anyway, athough there were dawns and daylight,
noons and nightfalls, there was no sense of time dapsng at dl ... nothing but adreamlike, everlagting
Now.

They roamed, wandered and explored. Grrff liked the forests best, remembering the jungles of his
homeland. The woods were rilled with curious creatures, most of whom could talk and think waswell as
many men, if not better. He would come back from one of these ramblesfull of excited stories about
unicorns, centaurs, dryads and gnomes, and elves. There were many dvesin the woodlands, they were,
of course, the

* Later on, when he had a chance to compare adventures with the old magician, Ganelon became even more confused
than before on this question of how much time had elapsed. It seemed to him that at least ten to twelve days had
transpired between the time he flew out of Chx, and the time he left Faerie. But according to the Illusionist, only aday
and a half had passed. Ganelon was never able,to resolve this curious discrepancy in later years, but the
Commentators on this second book of the Epic agreed by consensus that the hyperspatial tube probably collapsed
time, asit did space. Maybe so, but the time equivalencies still do not balance out, even if Ganelon and his friends
spent only a second or two in the Half-world of Faerie. | think myself that, by going backwards in the labyrinth, instead
of continuing forward, they actually came out several days before they had gone in.
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virtua rulers of Faerie, athough many old, retired gods lived here aswell. Dzimdazoul petiently explained
that it wasinto the Halfworld that most of the prehuman denizens of the Old Earth had strayed or fled or
wandered eons ago, at the end of the Silver Age.

The seaswere full of mermaids and tritons and oreads; gnomes and dwarves and trollslived under the
hills, the fairies dwelt mostly in Mommur, their ancient, immorta capitol, but there were troops and tribes
of woods-elvesthat prefered the great green forests and made their campstherein.



Ganelon spent most of histime exploring theillimitable vastness of the Old Dragon's cavern, or "deep” as
he cdled it. There were many marvelsthere, some of which were from the Dawn of Time, and many of
which had never before been seen by men. Besides Dzimdazoul, the caverns were the home of many
other creatures, including an old minotaur, cranky from the gout, and an immense Piast which had come
from Ireland before the first men cameinto Europe.

There was dso amost amusing Cockatrice, who was a particular friend of the Dragon's and who
became an ingtant favorite of Phadias. This grouchy old creature, who was sort of like areptilian rooster,
lived in asmall side-cave where hot sulphur bubbled up from fiery regions below: the Cockatrice, whose
name was Hshenk, had formerly lived in ancient Persia. A relative of the famous Phoenix, he had
inherited atendency towardsimmortaity on hismother's sde, and had lived long enough into the Age of
Man to win aposition of someimportance hi the mythology of Zoroaster, which was amatter of
consderable pride to the grouchy old monster. Heliked his sulphur-pit cave because it was dways warm
and dry, and he suffered from rheumatism, it seemed.

The Cockatrice taught Phadia checkers, or an ancient form of the game which had been popular with the
antique Persians during the days of Sahm and Zal and Rustum. Anytime Ganelon wanted to find thelad,
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hewould look first in Hshenk's cave; ninetimes out of ten the boy would be there, lying on his ssomach
on some old Persian carpets, playing checkers with the Cockatrice.

Finding him there one day, Ganelon stood hi the entrance to the warm cave, smiling alittle at the scene.
Phadiawas wriggling on hisrummy, kicking hishedsin the air and giggling with both hands over his
mouth, for he had just won another game from the old Cockatrice and the cranky old fellow was cussing
ablue stresk. Of course, his notion of swearing was to name haf the devilsin the Zoroastrian mythology,
which meant nothing to Phadia, but it was funny to watch. When Hshenk got mad enough to cuss, his
barbed tail curled up tight and his bright red coxcomb, which usudly hung down floppily over one eye
giving im arakish air, stood stiffly erect and vibrated.

Between bursts of delighted giggling from Phadia, Slvermane could hear the creaky, shrill voice of the
old Cockatrice, complaining furioudy.

"Ahriman cook yer gizzard, lad, yeve doneit again! Aeshma Daeva brail yer ear-lobes, you've done
whupped me for the third time terday! Mitox an* Ver-eno snatch yebald, if 111 letcher win afourth time
... nosiree! Set 'em up, set'em up, yelittlerascal; 111 whup ye thistime, Akatashafry meif n1 don't!"

"Oh, Uncle Hshenk! Y ou don't redlly want to play another game,” protested the lad between giggles.

"Paromaiti burn meif n| don't! Set 'em up, ye scalawag, and 111 teach yeto play real checkerd If nit
warn't fer this cussed rheumétiz I'd of won 'em dl, by Zaurvan'siron liver!"

Watching from the entrance to the cave, Ganelon studied the child with afond eye. Even afew days
away from the perfumed hothouse atmosphere of the Red Queen's pal ace had brought awelcome
changeinlittle Phadia. For the last two days the boy had forgotten to put on any make-up (well, perhaps
just atouch of eye-liner, but that was al), and right now he looked adorably boyish—Ilikeareal boy,
that is. His
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blond curls were touded and uncombed, he had a nice scratch on hisknee, and his cheek was dirty with
asmudge which he had carelesdy wiped with the back of his hand. Ganelon regarded the boy with



avuncular sstisfaction: alittle more of thissort of life and the Stifling, condiricting influence of hisformer life
would redlly begin to fade, asthelad grew and changed in wholesome, boyish directions.

He hated to interrupt the happy scene, but it was time to go. He had determined that this very morning;
wakening from adeep, restful deep he had lain therelooking up at the celling, wondering how the
[llusionist Nerelon, the girl knight of Jemmerdy and Prince Erigon fared, £nd somehow he had known,
right then and there, that this brief, pleasant respite from their adven-turings was over. He said as much,
as soon as Phadia and the Cockatrice looked up from their game and noticed him.

Phadia sighed, alittle depressed, but made no complaints. He worshipped the great bronze giant and was
used to doing what other people wanted him to do, without whining or complaining about it. Surprisingly,
it was Hshenk who raised the loudest fuss about then* leaving. The grouchy old fellow had become
terribly attached to the little boy, but even he saw they couldn't stay forever hi Faerie: mortals could be
happy here only for atime, and only to a certain extent.

"By SpentaMainyu's goldy crown, but 111 be sad to see ye go! This here place ain't been haf so lively
inamillion years, 'afore ye folks come! One good thing about it: Til hafta go back to playin’ checkers wif
th' Old Dragon; and he let'san ol' feller win agame er two, oncet inawhile! (Shiff!) Tant nothin,
boy—acinder in me eye, likely. (Shuff!) Git dong wif ye now! An' may Holy Onnazd watch over yelad,
and yew too, big fdller. Say goodbye to thet thar cat-feller fer me. (Smiff!) Carmaiti an' Khashathra
bless'edl."

They had alittle difficulty finding Grrff, who was up in the hills. And consderably more difficulty in
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persuading him to come down. It seems he had struck up ardationship with afriendly lady Sphinx who
lived on adliff-top nearby; haf-human female and haf-lioness, she wasthe nearest thingto a
Tiger-woman the lonely Karjixian had met in quite awhile. The love-smitten Xombolian was on the verge
of proposing when Ganelon came climbing up to persuade him to come down. Their yowls of farewell set
the canyonsto ringing and Grrff came down dowly, grumpily, with many alanguishing backwards|ook,
refused to be consoled, and sulked for the next hour and a half.

The Old Dragon was coiled deepily atop hismound of treasure, just where he had been when they had
first encountered him.

/ knew you would be going home soon, anxious to rejoin your friends, hesaidin hishissy,
thunder-nimbly voice. / shall miss thee, manlings; aye, and mightily! So few come into Faeriein
these sad, latter days. . .

There were presents for them all, of course: the new clothing and gear they had found beside them that
first morning when they awoke, abroadsword for Ganelon, (but not an enchanted one), and afine knife
for Phadia, in acase of genuine dragonskin.* And the Old Dragon had packed a nice lunch. They made
thek farewels awkwardly and the boy cried.

Get along with you, now! Your friends are becoming worried as to what has happened, and you
have much unfinished business to tend to. Through the archway, as before—but backwards this
time, mind you! Two short steps back, then one big step to your left. Farewell, now, for a while.
Mayhap we shall all meet again,another day!

His great, pebbly eydids drooped deepily, eclipsing the green moon-eyes as, hand in hand, they backed

* Dragons shed their scaly hide twice a millennium, you know, as snakes do a couple times ayear. So the scabbard for



Phadia’s knife was probably made from one of Dzundazoul's own castings. (Thisis a speculation you will find in the
Thirtieth Commentary; Bariche agrees it is more than likely correct, and even Nruntha was unable to refute it
satisfactorily.)
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cautioudly into the stone arch whose keystone was marked with the Omega Triskelion.

The dimly-lit half-circle that was the Dragon's Degp when seen from the other side of the portal receded
from them weirdly, dwindling to aremote point of greenish luminescence beforeit winked out, leaving
them standing in pitch-black darkness. But the last glimpse they caught of him, the Old One was s&ttling
down for another million-year nap.

They left him deeping. And stepped backward, to the left, and into the world again.

Book Four

THE MOBILE CITY OF KAN ZAR KAN

The Scene: The Purple Plain on the Border between Northern
Yania-Yamal and and Greater Zuavia; the Machine City.

New Characters: Slioma, Temple, Zilth, and other lomagoths; the City Itself;
Fryx again.
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22.
SHANGHAIED, OR SOMETHING

Black, whirling darkness closed down upon the three adventurers and envel oped them. The greenlit
archway, withitsvistaof the Dragon curled in his Deep, receded to adim spark and vanished.

They stepped backwards in unison. The abysmal blackness was more like atotal cessation of the powers
of sght, rather than any absence of light itsdf. And with it came agiddy sensation, afedling of vertigo,
which they could not recall having experienced before. Perhaps it was due to the fact that they were
retracing their steps, rather than going forward; at any rate, they took the sideways step as Dzimdazoul
had counseled and, very suddenly, with no sense of transition or no idea of quite how they had gotten
there, found themselves standing on aleve plain, knee-degp in meadow grass.

Ganelon hefted hisweapon and glanced about, blinking at the swiftness of this peculiar mode of
trangportation. In every direction afeatureless plain of purple grass stretched, from horizon to horizon.

Heturned to look behind him. A black vortex hung unsupported in the air, dowly fading. The
bottom-most whorl of the whirlpool of inkinesswasleve with the plainitsaf. Above the upper curve of
the vortex of darkness, the Omega Triskelion hung asif suspended in mid-air by an enchanter's art.

The vortex faded and was gone. Now there was
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nothing behind them but empty leagues of long grass blowing in the wind.

The hour was early morning, he assumed, from the dewy freshness of the air and the cold, wet touch of
the nodding plumes of grass that brushed againgt his bare knees. The sun wasadim, faint red-gold disk
at the very edge of the world, in the direction he presumed to be the eest.

Ganelon had not the faintest notion of where the hyperspatia tube had deposited them, and he said as
much to Grrff when the Tigerman, looking puzzled, inquired.

"Wdll, wherever we are, it doesn't look like Dwarf-land, or the domain of the Red Bitch," growled the
Karjixian. "But where are we—and why did we come out here?"

"Nor doesit look like Ning, or Holy Horx, or the country of the Chxians,” mused Silvermane. "And it
certainly isn't any part of the Hegemony, or the Voor-mish Desert, or even Karjixia Infact, the only
country I've ever heard of that's supposed to look anything like thisisthe Purple Plain itself—"

"The Purple Plain?' grumbled the 'Hgerman, wrinkling his snout distastefully. "lan't that where the
Indi-gons are supposed to herd? Why would the Labyrinth let us out here? Why, it'sway up north, isn't
it? Grrffsheard tell of it before.”

Ganelon nodded, his face expressionless, black eyes moody.

"What did the Old Dragon say? Something about *your friends will be getting anxious about you,' or
wordsto that effect. | don't know about your friends, but mine ought to be back in Chx, or flying around
Dwarfland and the Land of Red Magic, hunting for me; at least, | presume the Dragon was tal king about
my master, Xardaand that prince fellow. But if this is the Purple Plain, it'sway up north asyou said,
beyond Y ombok and all those countries. | can't imagine why master would come here ... we were on our
way to the kingdom of Jemmerdy, redly.”

THE ENCHANTRESS OF WORLD'SEND 147

"And Jemmerdy is down south, next to Parvania," muttered the Tigerman. "Wdll . . . herewe are, and
here we're going to stay, Grrfr" guesses! The question is—not why we got transported here—but what
we're supposed to do now that we are here?"

They looked around, without any ideasin particular. For asfar asthe eye could seein any direction,
there was nothing €l se to be seen, except league on league of blowing grassrippling under theinvisble
caress of the wind. The sky which arched above ,them was as empty as the plain whereon they stood.
Gold and crimson appeared in the direction they assumed to be the east; the sky was till dark purple
directly overhead, but gradually the flush of rosy dawn illuminated the dome of heaven.

"All | can suggest isto go south,” Ganelon confessed after some moments of silent cogitation. " South of
here, somewhere, is Jemmerdy. And if my master has given up trying to find me, that's where he would
go. Weweretaking Xardahome. Xardais one of those lady knights they have in Jemmerdy . . . you
know, that's the country where the men are dl artists, and intellectuas, and the women do the hard work
and thefighting.”

Griff nodded; he had heard of Jemmerdy.

"So ... if that's east, which it must be, then back there must be south. And we might aswell get Sarted, as



we have alot of walking to do. It'll be easier in early morning, before the heat of the day comes upon us

Phadia had contributed exactly nothing to this desultory conversation. The boy was too busy looking
around at this newness, and anyway, he was accustomed to leaving dl of thedecisonsin hislifeto
grown-ups. Since leaving the hothouse atmosphere of the Pueratormm, in which everything dways
remained exactly the same and nothing was ever different or particularly exciting, thelad had gone
through aremarkable series of strange, marvelousy new experiences. He regarded the whole thing asa
lark, aspree:
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itwas, infact, thefirgt red holiday he had ever known, and he was enjoying it enormoudly.

Just stlanding herelike this, up to your tummy in damp grass, was new and strange and therefore, exciting
to him. Whatever was going to happen next was ameatter of complete indifferenceto him. If hisnew
friends wanted to march south al day, well, he would march along with them as best he could.

Blueclear ky . . . red-and-gold sunrise. . . empty expanses of cool, dewy grass ... he was eagerly
determined to enjoy everything. The decisions were made by the grown-ups; which was, he thought to
himsdf in asatisfied way, the way things ought to be.

So they started walking south.

The city caught up to them before they had been walking for a half-hour. Phadia had been thefirst to
glimpseit, moving swiftly and amogt silently acrossthe plains. His companions had regarded it with greeat
amazement, for even on Old Earth'slast and mightiest continent, hi these days of the Twilight of Time, a
City that moved dong overland al by itsalf was an object of considerablerarity.

At first, they smply continued aong the way they had been heading before the weird, hovering metal
metropolis gppeared on the horizon. And &t first the City moved in agtraight line, evidently following a
course which ran divergent to their own.

But before very long the City turned about and came towards them, and they redlized they had been seen
or sensed by whatever creatures might be the inhabitants of the futuristic mobile metropolis. They began
to run, but in alittle while they abandoned this attempt asfutile. It became obvious that the Mobile City
could traverse the Purple Plains many times faster than could they.

There was nowhere to hide, nowhere to take a stand, not even atree to climb. So they just stood there
waiting for the City to gpproach them. Gandlon and

the Tigerman stood side by side, their weapons held at the ready; asfor the boy, he cowered timidly
behind the bronze giant, peeping out fromtimeto time.

The City came cruising up on itswhooshing air-cushion until its perimeter was about thirty feet away from
them. Then it cameto adead hat They stood staring up at it, the dim, soaring spires and towerslike
truncated cones, and peculiarly-shaped domes which were rather like Christmas tree ornaments. A
network of aeria bridges or walkways curved between the domes, spires and towers. But there seemed
to be no traffic upon these, neither were there to be seen any guards or sentries stationed on the rooftops
of the nearer structures. In fact, they could see no people at al. Not one figure was visible on thelong
sraight streets which radiated from the central ziggurat-like edificein dl directions, like the spokes of a



whed. It was dl very mysterious, and quite darming.

A few moments later, €longated meta shafts extruded from beneath the nearest edge of theimmense
metd plate which formed the foundation of the City asawhole. These tubes telescoped smoothly
towards them with afaint, cresking sound: the whiff of lubricating oil reached their nodtrils.

The tubes extended themselves until they were di-rectiy above the three: then wriggling pseudopods of
gleaming red metal came dithering out of the open tip of the rods. These extrusions were supple and
boneless as are the tentacles of aMyrigpod *, and they came wriggling down around the three
motionlessfigures. Ganelon saw that they were about as thick as his thumb and seemed to be made of
overlapping sequences of metd rings, which did smoothly upon each other. They were perhaps held
together by some cohesive force, such as magnetism,

* An example of lapse of internal time-sense, on the part of the author or authr (or authors) of the Epic. That is, Ganelon
had yet to encounter a Myriapod at this point in the course of his career. He does not fight a Myriapod, in fact, until
the eighth book of the Gondwane Epic.
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Asthe metd tendrils settled about them, Ganel on voiced hisbooming war cry and struck at them with his
sword. The sword, which was made of ferrous meta, struck the tendrils and clung thereto, asif hi the
grip of some unbreakable force. Smultaneoudy, the Tigerman had employed hisygdraxel ina
comparable maneuver, with precisely the same result. Or lack of result, | should say.

The metd tentacles dithered about them, coiling about hips, upper chest, asams and legs. They were
gripped snugly, but not with crushing force. Held immobile and helpless, but not uncomfortably so, the
three struggling figures were lifted smoothly up into the ah*, whereupon the telescoping rods began to
close up with ajerky, machine-like motion.

They were borne hi this manner up onto the edge of the Mobile City, which still hovered about fifteen feet
above the surface of the plain on its air-cushion. When the tendril-system had reached the edge of the
city, it passed them on into the grip of ameta net which two mechanica arms, branching out from the
upper story of acylindrica building of somekind, held open to receive them. They were suspended for a
moment over the open net, then the tendrils released their multiple grips. They tumbled into the flexible
container, whose mesh gave with aspringy eadticity under their weight. The mechanica arms thereupon
drew closed the mouth of the net, which it then passed on to the next waiting pah* of arms. Inthis
manner they were passed from "hand" to "hand" across the width of the Qty, until they reached the
central ziggurat. An opening appeared hi its curved flanks and they were dumped within.

Asthey tumbled into the circular opening, Ganelon was trying to figure out whether amechanicd flying
city had kidnapped them, or captured them, or wasit that they had been shanghaied?

The precise term, of course, wasirrelevant.

They were prisoners.

23.
THE WELCOMING COMMITTEE



Dumped into the circular orifice which opened in the gleaming metd flanks of the centra ziggurat,
Ganelon and histwo comrades went tumbling headfirst down adick, smooth dide. Thisincline carried
them down into the bowels of the structure in agiddy, swooping ride that curved and twisted in the most
bewildering manner. For the most part, the dide led them through regions of lightless gloom; but at
intervasthey shot forth into the blue-white glare of artificid lamps. During such periods they went
dizzyingly pagt, or through, or around levelsfilled with incomprehensible machinery. There were giant
engines, motors whose bulk dwarfed the largest mammal's, and confluences of colossa pipes and tubes
which resembled nothing so much astitanic pumping sations.

After sometime then* trip ended most abruptly asthe dide terminated in mid-air, hurtling them onto an
immenseinflated cushion or gas-bag obvioudy designed to minimizeinjury.

No sooner had they struggled to their feet than lassosfell around them, lightening with ajerk. Staring up,
they were surprised to see anumber of disreputable-looking, rather ruffianly figures suspended above
them, clinging to an aeria network of bright-blue metal pipes and tubes. They were arag-tag, roguish lot,
cad inthefilthy tatters of former finery, wild greasy locks flying around pinched faces. Quite obvioudy,
these dilapidated vagabonds were stationed
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here to seize or subdue any chance visitors to the moving metropolis who might happento dropin, as
you might say. It was equally obviousthat the scrawvny rogues counted heavily on ther prey being
stunned and dazed by their swooping, veering journey down the steep inclines.

In the present case they had erred, at least asfar asthe burly Tigerman went. Like dl of hisfeine
ancestors, Grrff had the ability to land on hisfeet and his sense of balance wasinnate, aswas his
natural-born resistance to vertigo. Voicing arumbling roar of outrage, the brawny Karjixian writhed out
of hisbondsin atrice. He had logt his ygdraxd to the magnetic tendrils, but being unarmed never phased
thejungle warrior. Reaching up, he seized ahold of the lasso cords and gave them avigorous pull,
snatching two sgueeking ragamuffins from their precarious perch in the piping. They fell squaling and
bouncing onto the gas-cushion and Grrff sprang upon them, buffetting them sensdesswith his heavy
paws.

Ganelon was dizzy and disoriented from his headlong trip down the greased shoot, but hewas only a
moment or two behind the Tigerman's example. One powerful jerk of hisarmsand four of the raggedy
sarvelings were plucked from their places above. The others, shrilling curses, clambered away from the
debacle with the ungainly agility of monstrous spiders, abandoning their hapless croniesto whatever fate
lay in gorefor them.

Ganelon quickly subdued hisfour captivesin much the same manner as had Grrff and, turning to see how
Phadiafared, was pleased to discover that the resourceful lad had whipped out his knife and had cut
himsdf free. Of them al, only Phadia had not been disarmed by the magnetic tendrils which had captured
them.

Gripping his captives by the scruff of the neck, Ganelon floundered to the edge of the immense inflated
cushion and did down it to the floor of the huge, basement-like room in which the greased dides had
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deposited them. Grrff came at his heds, kicking his unconscious catch dong ahead of him, and Phadia
brought up therear.




"A fine welcoming committee!" fumed Grrff, hisusudly amiable temper severely ruffled for once. "If these
skinny varlets be an example of theloca citizenry, then we havefaleninto alair of banditd" He gave his
unconscious captives a furious shake, then began searching them curioudy.

"Not bandits," Gandlon corrected him, lips pursed judicioudy. "lomagoths, | should say. Notice thetribal
tattoo above the left eye. But thisis strange! The lomagoths are generdly akindly and hospitablelot, so
long as you keep your eye on them and lock up the family silver.”

"What are lomagoths?" inquired the boy, bright-eyed with curiosity. He found their endless succession of
adventures asource of continuous entertainment.

"Wandering bands of tinkerswho travel the countryside in gaudy carts, drawn by nguamodom” replied
the Congtruct. "Ages ago, they were ahorde of barbarians who formerly inhabited the regions known as
The Hegemony. Asthe other denizens of those lands gradualy became civilized, the lomagothic clans
retained their nomadic way of life. But they were weaned over many generations from their war-like
ways, becoming agaudy, thievish, lazy, illiterate race of wanderers. | have never known them to dwell in
cities before; wonder how they came to be here?"

"Probably snatched up in passing by this mechanica kleptomaniac we aredl traveling in," growled Grrff
disdainfully. "Harmlesstinkers, isit? Maybe in your homeland, big man; in Grrff's dear country, they are
chicken-thieves, cattle-rustlers, and kaobonga-stedlers™ * A few of the captives were beginning to come

* A species of very large, four-legged, air-breathing fish found in the jungle streams and rivers of Karjixia, and
cultivated by the Tigermen as a staple food.
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around. Groaning piteoudy and clutching throbbing brows, they crouched on bony, trembling haunches
and stared fearfully at the somber, towering young giant and the burly-chested Tigerman.

Licking thin lips with the point of histongue, one of them hesitantly addressed them.

"S-aurdly, your wor-worshipsintend no h-harm to a poor old lomagoth?' thisindividua piped shrilly,
sharp little black eyes darting about asif seeking an avenue of escape. "No h-harm was meant to your
noble persons, Zilth assures you! 'Tisour practice to immobilize unexpected visitors, hi order to ascertain
if they be enemiesor f-friends—"

"'Immohilize* isit, you scrawny guttersnipe?’ growled the Tigerman threateningly. " Grrff'U ‘immobilize
you, aye, with hisclaws out, next time you try to jump HS" And, thrusting his great paws under thelittle
man's nose, he bared his glittering and savagely sharp claws with a snicc sound, making the little rogue
sgueak and cower.

"No rough stuff, Grrff," cautioned Ganelon, stepping forward. "We can't get any information out of these
cregturesif you scare them half out of their witd Y ou, there, Zilth, isit? Who'sin charge of thiscity?"

Thelittle man huddled &t hisfeet, examining his second interlocutor with bright, fearful eyes.

"The noble gentleman asks a question with two answers, at least,” he whimpered. "The City runsitsdf, of
course; it'snameisKan Zar Kan. But we of The Folk who dwell herein like hunted rabbits, well, our
chief rulesus. King Yempleishisname..."

"No onelives here but you lomagoths, then?"

Thelittle rogue darted his eyes about and licked hislips as he did, seemingly by reflex action, before



every spurt of speech. Ganelon got thefedling that, for Zilth, every direct question gave him the choice
between his norma mode of reply, adeviouslie, and that rarity from hislips—truth. Under the present
circumstances, it seemed, he was too frightened to peak anything but the truth.
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"Mostly lomagoths,” he said in arductant whine. " A few rogues, of course—"

"Who euded your clutchesin much the same manner aswe did?* offered Silvermane. The scrawny little
man eyed him warily, then nodded.

His bony wrigtstied behind his back, Zilth reluctantly led them towards the headquarters of the
lomagoths. The othersthey had seized were disarmed of astaggering cumulative arsend of daggers,
dirks, dtilettos, and anumber of wicked little hook-knives. They were bound, gagged and left behind.

The room into which they had been precipitated was an enormous, meandering sort of sub-basement,
dark and poorly ventilated, and thronged with an immensity of hydraulic pipes, tubes and conduits. The
floor was of oil-stained concrete. Why the City had deposited them in such a place was unknown to the
lomagoths, who had only been in resdence for about two generations, having been captured by the
Mobile City pretty much as Grrff had guessed. They had been crossing the Purple Plain in one of their
gypsy caravans forty years ago when suddenly, the City had descended upon them and snatched them up
into its metal maw, one by one. And here they had remained ever since, ether too fearful to attempt to
leave, or frustrated in doing so. The City tolerated their presence not so much because it liked them, but
becauseit felt that aproper city should have inhabitants, and any inhabitants were better than no
inhabitants.

All thiswas dicited from their little captive during the subterranean journey. Once hisfears of lingering
torture or sudden death were mallified, the scrawny little rogue became actudly talkative. Hewas a
remarkable little person, no more than four feet tall and thin as a broomstick, with along-jawed,
unshaven face and a sallow, unhealthy complexion. Since his beard was blue-black, thislent him the most
peculiar gppearance you can imagine. The upper part of hisface was ydlow, and the bottom haf a
stubbly blue.
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He had along sharp nose, bright inquisitive black eyes, and lank blue-black, remarkably greasy hair,
bound about his brows by ascarlet kerchief. Gold rings wobbled in his earlobes and his breath exuded a
mingled redolency of garlic, onions, cheese and sour wine.

Hedid not, of course, say 0, but Ganelon guessed that when it had been observed by lookouts that the
Mobile City wasin the process of scooping up another shanghaied "citizen," atroop of the gypsieswent
down to the gas-cushion room. They readied themselves to capture the new recruit, strip him of his
possessions and then, as likely as not, conduct him before the princeling of the vagabonds as a potential
dave. Possbly some of the Kan Zar Kanians enlisted into the locdl citizenry in thisfashion were later
ransomed, or perhapsjoined the tinker band voluntarily. That remained to be seen.

Inthe meanwhile, Ganelon just clumped aong gloomily, following where the capering, voluble little rogue
led. He wondered what had become of the Illusionist, Xarda and Erigon. Were they captives here, or
hed the City dainthem?

Or werethey in Kan Zar Kan at dl?

That remained to be seen.



24.
WITHIN THE ROBOT CITY

Yemplewas afat, jolly old man with apink-yellow scap visible through his sparse strands of dirty white
hair. His rubicund face was perpetudly wreathed with sunny smiles, but despite hisair of heartiness
Ganelon sensed aclever, cunning brain that ticked away under the surface, congtantly estimating the
advantages and drawbacks in whatever stuation presented itself.

Probably Ganelon was correct in guessing that it was the usual thing for the lomagoths to seize upon,
plunder and endave newcomersto Kan Zar Kan the moment the automatic mechanism deposited them hi
the basement of the centra edifice. If so, the gypsy king accepted the complete reversa of roleswith
equanimity, beyond afew bawdy jests at the expense of poor Zilth who grinned and snickered
shamefacedly, shuffling hislong feet in embarrassment.

They were served abuffet lunch which consisted of prairie-birds roasted whole, feathersand all; ah*
vegetables, avariety of succulent tuber which floated at various level s above the Plains suspended from
inflated bladdersfilled with ahydrogenous gas, and shishke-babs, conssting of gamy meat cubes
skewered and cooked over charcod. Haf-heartedly chewing on thislast ddlicacy, Gandon wisdy
decided not to inquireinto its source. Since the lomagoths inhabited the sewers of the robot metropolis
doubtless those sewers, like dl others within Ganelon's experience, wereinhabited by rats.
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The med was washed down with athin, sour red wine, to the tinkling thumps of tambourines and the
hip-wriggjings of dancing-girls. Among these, the stellar role wasfilled by Y emple's own daughter, the
lissome Slioma. Shewas adim but well-rounded lass with dusky skin, flashing black eyes, and warm red
lips perpetudly openin alazy, inviting smile, baring teeth of startling perfection and whiteness. Phadia, a
severe critic when it cameto thefine art of terpsi-chorean endeavor, was captivated by the vivacious
princess of the gypsies, who was not very much older than himself. Thelad had hardly ever seen agirl
before, much less one of his own age, and his fascination proved there was hope for him yet.

Asthe boy watched her undulate about the room, bare brown legs twinkling amidst the twirling of
flounced, scarlet, innumerable petticoats, Ganelon and Grrff observed his entranced, open-mouthed
admiration. They beamed fondly and exchanged agrin of paternd satisfaction.

Asthe wine bottles went back and forth, the hospitable gypsy king waxed takative. The Mohile City, he
understood, was one of the remarkable constructions abandoned by the Technarchs of Vandalex after
the collgpse of their empire. Originaly, the gigantic robot had been designed as a salf-mobile, completely
automatic metals mine. Equipped with electronic sensors of extraordinary subtlety, the robot mining
machine was supposed to navigate the Purple Plain seeking out subterranean ore deposits. Upon finding
one, it squatted atop the ground, rather like a nesting hen, extruding from its undernegth drill-probes and
clutchers. Excavating the, ore, which it drew up into itsinnards, the giant 7050t smelted and refined the
metals thus extracted from the bowel s of the planet, stacking them in neatly aligned ingots.

Once programmed for these multiple functions, the machine could virtudly run itsdlf forever. When a
portion of its machinery broke down through neglect or decay, the machine was permitted by its standard



code
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of operating proceduresto draw upon its stockpile of ingots, set into operation its machine-shops and
thusto repair itsdlf. In the long ages since the collapse of Vanddex and thefall of the Technarchs, the
giant robot had received no further ingtructions from Grand Phesion, the capital. It had been left to its
own devices. Becoming over-burdened by the ingot stockpiles, the mining robot had added to itsown
dructure, inlieu of ingtructionsto the contrary. Observing from afar the cities of men, and lacking any
other idea, the smple machine had transformed itself into the replica of acity. Since citiesrequire
inhabitants, the machine had captured aquantity of them. Itsfirgt inhabitants had been alengthy
caravan-train from Jashp, bearing aparty of Zealots on pilgrimage to the shrine of the Floating Stonesin
far-off Kligh.

The Zed ots had inhabited the city for about one generation, but had died out dueto alack of females.
Theresfter, the Mobile City of Kan Zar Kan (so christened by the unhappy Zed ots, who named it after
the most excruciating of the seventy-three hellsin their dire mythology) had been careful to take aboard
femdes aswell asmaes, during her/higlits periodic efforts to add new citizensto the coEection. The
loma-goths had replaced a dwindling band of Quaylies, one or two of which were ill around.

Gandlon found it impossible to get aword in, so talkative was the fat old vagabond prince when hi his
cups. By the time atattered band of giggling, bright-eyed gypsy children led them off to the deeping
quarters reserved for guests, he still had not been ableto find out if any of hismissing friendswere dso
aboard the Mobile Qty.

He reasoned that they must be, for surely Dzimdazoul had directed them into that part of the Purple Plain
for the avowed purpose of reuniting him with hisfriends. He went to deep stiE worrying abot it.

The next day, Ganelon and his companions explored the City. The gypsies were engaged in hunting mest,
160
Lin Carter

and the travellersrather squeamishly preferred not to know how then* ruffianly hosts procured food for
thetable. Declining the invitation to join in the hunt, they were | eft to then* own devices.

Sliomavolunteered to be their guide on the tour. The bright-eyed gypsy girl wasintrigued by the
strangers, who represented ways of life entirely foreign to her experience. Like many girls her age, the
thought of far-off lands and strange kingdoms wasirresistibly exotic to her, and she had taken to tagging
about after them. She proved alively, amusing guide, with her piquant chatter and provocative, Sdeward
glances.

She led them to the street-level of the City, which was completely deserted, save for machines. Here
were built rows on rows of metal houses, or what closely resembled houses. It puzzled Silvennane that
the loma-gothsignored these relatively palatia dwellingsfor the dark, noisome sewers below the streets.
Inquiring of Sliomaon this point, the girl seemed baffled; Ganelon at length-came to the conclusion that
the vagabonds were more accustomed to afurtive lifein hiding, than an open, lawful existencein
respectable surroundings. It seemed never to have occurred to them to switch their homesto livein the

upper air.

Peering inside one of the meta houses, he redized there was more good senseto their preference for the
submunicipa warrens than he had at first supposed. For the houses, though nest, light, airy and



scrupuloudy clean, weretotally devoid of any furnishings, nor were there interior rooms. They were
merely empty containers®whose facades a one--suggested their purpose was to accomodate human
families

"Why, it must be the City'sfault!" exclamed Phadia eagerly. "Of course! The City could only see houses
in other citiesfrom adistance, and had no ideawhat was supposed to be inside of them!”

" 'S true," thegirl chimedin. "OF City 'nt know how redl folkslive. 'N' dways cleanin’ up after folks, so."
She shuddered fastidioudy. Personal cleanliness
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was atrait observed principaly by gtrict avoidance, among her raffish tribe.

Asthey explored the perfectly empty buildings, strolled along the spotless but untraveled streets and
ventured on some of the nearest agrid wakways, the City observed them benignly from its thousands of
"eyes'—hinocular vison lenses stationed at odd points about the metal metropolis. These twinkled down
at them with asentient watchfulness that made Griffs nape-fur tingle and his hacklesrise. But the
continuous observation was somehow kindly and gratified. The City desired to beinhabited, and it
pleased the gigantic robot intelligence to seeits populace strolling about its usually unpopul ated ways.

When they wearied after atime and sought to rest, a bubble car came smoothly to ahat before them and
opened its transparent canopy invitingly. Phadiawould have clambered in for the pleasures of an aerid
ride but Grrff held him back by the scruff of the neck and Siomaindignantly waved the vehicleon its

way.

"Golong withyou," the girl scolded ghrilly. " Git, now!" The vehicle regarded them camly but with a
trace of sadnessin itslenses, then scooted off and floated into the air to join its empty, purposeesdy
circling comrades. The girl flirted her skirts after it, then came swaggering back to where they stood.

"Ol' cars, they take un where they want un to go! Nemine where you wannago!" Ganelon sudied the
circling swarm of weightless vehicles and observed the traffic pattern, which was utterly regular He
repressed a sudden qualm: had they accepted aride from the car, they might have remained trapped in it
for days or even weeks, helplesdy held captive aoft until the balance of the pattern decreed their vehicle
should cometo rest.

During their tour of the Mobile City, Ganelon and Grrff observed with avuncular fondness the frequent
and meaningful glancesthe girl exchanged with the boy. During one pause for rest, Phadia showed
Sioma
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some of hiscosmetics. Thegirl ddightedly submitted to the deft application of eye-liner, lip-rouge, and
ingtant hair-setting spray which turned her lank, greasy locksinto aglossy cloud of shimmering ebon
curls. Sniffing with delight the perfume he had dabbed on her wrigts, the girl swore with pleasure.

A while later, looking back to see why they were lingering behind, Ganelon was amused to see them
holding hands asthey strolled dreamily dong after the grown-ups/

The centra citedel of the City interested him. Inquiring thereof, he noticed the gypsy girl evaded direct
answverswith durred haf-statements. Asthe shades of afternoon began lengthening towards nightfal, and
they started to return to the submunicipa warrensfor the evening meal, Ganelon directed his companions
to return without him. Once they had vanished into the sewers, he headed directly towards theimmense



structure which bulked at the hub of the city's disk. It was there, he reasoned, that the sensory and
cognitiona faculties of Kan Zar Kan must be located. Asthe City seemed benevolent towardsiits
denizens, he hoped to persuade the monster mechanism to assst imin locating thelllusonis. ,

There did not seem to be any entrance at Street-level, so he clambered up the gleaming flanksto the
second story and gained entry through a port which opened into acompletely darkened chamber.

He had only advanced five steps into the darkness when a stern voice bade hm halt. He whirled about
lithely, prepared to give battle to whatever sentry was stationed here.

Light appeared amidst the darkness and by its glare Ganelon could see the being who had accosted him.
He gaped in amazement at what he saw.

KAN ZAR KAN
ISATTACKED

Griff only nibbled a hisdinner and drank only aflagon or two of the sour yellow wine the lomagoths
distilled from the juices of the air vegetables. The burly Tigennan was distracted by worry over the fact
that Ganelon Silvermane had yet to return to the gypsy camp.

Asto exactly why this should worry him, Grrff himself could not articulate. Surdly, the bronze giant was
ableto take care of himself should he be set upon by beasts or human foes, for he was twice the weight
of an ordinary man and had dmost the strength of agod. The City itsdlf, though capricious and at times
inscrutable, was charitably disposed towards itsinhabitants to the extent of extracting water from the
atmosphere to serve then* needs herein the sewers. The gypsy king assured hm that Kan Zar Kan
would not attempt to harm the giant man.

Stll, Grrff could not dlay his suspicions that something had happened to the big man he regarded as his
friend, comrade and fellow-warrior. At the evening feast, peering around at the scrawny ruffians, Grrff
found himsdlf wondering if the vagabonds were redlly asfriendly asthey seemed. Perhapsthey had
waylaid Silvermane once he was alone, and had imprisoned or dain him. King Y emple swilled down
wine, gurgling with laughter over the grotesgque capers of hisclownsand conjurers, dy, thievish Zilth
gorged on fresh mest, jested and snickered with his cronies; Phadiaand Sli-
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oma hardly touched their meat and had eyes only for each other. Before the feast was actually

concluded, the Tigerman noticed, the lad and the girl stole off together to find an unused cubicle. Grrff
only hoped it was for the purpose of mutual amatory pleasure, and not a cunning plot on the part of

Y empl€'s bravos to separate them one by one and then capture them. But about an hour and half later his
tentative suspicions were relieved when the two young people returned to the feast, flushed, bright-eyed
and touded, with their clothing considerably in disarray.

By bedtime the giant man till had not returned to the tunnel system. Grrff, tossng and turning restlessly
on hispallet, entertained visons of Ganelon trgpped in abubble car and condemned to endless circlings
of the City; of Ganelon logt in the sewers, having forgotten the code markings which clearly blazoned the



way into portions of the system currently inhabited by the lom-agoths; of Ganelon seized by the cold,
dispassionate sentience of the City Brain, and now stretched naked under blazing antiseptic lampswhile
the robot intelligence scrutinized hisinnards, laid bare by dissection. The multiplicity of dire eventudities
his fevered imagination conjured up forbade Grrff from dumbering.

At length he rose, took up his gear, and found hisway past snoring vagabonds to the upper levels again.
He had no redl idea of where Ganelon Silvermane could have gotten to, nor even why the big man had
remained behind. But remembering his queries regarding the centra edifice, Grrff decided to begin his
search there.

The City by night wasweird and more than alittle spooky, the faithful Tigerman discovered. The empty
buildings stared at him with blank windows, like the eye-sockets of so many giant skulls. Hisfootsteps
clanged hollowly on the metd streets as he strode their length. He constantly had afeding of being
watched from a secret place of concealment by hidden
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eyes, which caused his hacklesto lift in astiff ruff of fur. Clenching hiswegpon in his huge paws he
prowled the City, eyesroaming nervoudy from sideto side.

The City wasin maotion, skimming aong over the Purple Plain in anorth-easterly direction insofar ashe
could judge, and traveling dong at a pretty fair clip— about thirty miles per hour, he estimated roughly.
The omnipresent hum and purr of the interna mechanisms of Kan Zar Kan were logt in the rush of wind
that blew, with an eerie moaning sound, through the tall spires of the robot metropolis. Theair cushion
which lifted the dish-like foundation of the City adozen feet above the violet sward was dmost
completely soundless: the City glided acrossthe prairiein ghodtly flight. It was dl just abit unnerving, he
found.

And so was the metal metropolisitsdf. For itsun-ligjited and long rows of dark, empty houses,
unil-luminated towers and gloom-filled domes lent it something of the aspect of adead, long-deserted city
of the past. In his quests and peregrinations across the mighty face of Gondwane, the Tigerman had once
vigted the Cylinder Cities of the north and the Dead Cities of Caostro in the remote southlands: the same
weird uncanniness gripped him now that he had experienced in those far kingdoms, whose builders had
bel onged to raceslong Since extinct.

Grrff wondered to himsdf why Kan Zar Kan did not light itsalf by night. Surdly, the severd techniques of
artificid illummation were not beyond the skills of its automatic workshops. He brooded over the
possibilities of their being some arcane and mysterious reason for the lack of night lights. The City,
cloaked in gloom, glided across the meadowlandsin an amost furtive fashion. Asif bound on asinister
mission, it concealed itself in darkness the better to avoid chance discovery asit crept stedthily upon its

prey.

The whole scene was getting on his nerves! With adeep-chested growl, the budy Karjixian shook
himsdlf and cast off his spooky speculations. Probably, the answer to the question was smplicity itsdlf:

perhaps
166
Lin Carter

Kan Zar Kan had only observed redl human cities by daylight, and had no way of knowing the lengthsto
which men gotoilluminate their centers of population after nightfall.



The citadel was nearer now: he eyed it thoughtfully. If he managed to gain entry unobserved and
unmolested, was able to search the towering ziggurat in satisfactorily thorough manner and did not find
Gane-lon Silvermane, then he had no ideawhere ese to seek hismissing friend.

But—firgt thingsfirst. The central structure was the most obvious place to look for the bronze man. He
would worry about what to do after that when the time came.

Grrff was completely practical and methodical, and took things asthey came.

Suddenly, the whistling silence was broken by the shrill and clamor of darms. Grrff started, jumped four
inchesinto the air and cursed himsdlf for hisjumpi-ness. Had he accidentaly tripped some warning
device, unwittingly announcing his presence? Hefting the ygdraxd he had retrieved from the municipa
stores, he peered about for some type of robotic guards, monitors or police. He found none.

Then adeep, calm voice spoke out of thin air, echoing through the length of the City.

"Attention al Citizend Thisisyour City spesking. | am about to"suffer attack by unknown enemieswho
will strike smultaneoudy from the Earth's surface and the upper atmosphere! All attemptsto enter into
€lectronic communication with this unknown foe have proved futile. But fear not, people of Kan Zar

Kan! Y our City will defend itsinhabitants against exterior molestation with the utmost vigor and ingenuity
its mentation tanks are capable of! Remain hi your homes and be of good cheer: The City has never yet
been conquered or even invaded. If dl Citizens do their part in our Civil Defense program, we shdl elude
or destroy our enemies
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without serious harm. Evasive maneuverswill begin in gpproximately nine seconds. Secure acomfortable
position in aprone posture, if you please, to avoid being flung about and thereby bruising yourselves
againgt my edges. Evasive action begins—> nowf'

And the City took an abrupt curve at right anglesto its former course. Grrff was flung off-balance and he
cracked hishead againgt the curbing. His skull rang and he saw stars. Shaking his head furioudy, he got
to hisfeet and peered around intently to discern the nature of the attack.

From the upper works of the forward traveling edge of the City, lamps cast apiercing actinic glare on the
prariedirectly ahead. Peering down the length of the Street whereon he stood, Grrff saw nothing but an
endless plain of waving grasses, formerly cloaked hi darkness but not brilliantly illuminated by the
stabbing rays.

The night was young and the Falling Moon had not yet entered the sky. By the searchlights, Grrff now
saw aturmoil of sudden activity far out on the grassy plains. Thousands of small, scuttling bow-legged
figures, vaguely humanoid in appearance, cameinto view. They seemed to have diverted then* courseto
intercept the Mobile City. They weretoo smal or too distant, or perhaps both, for him to mark them
clearly. The City was now moving at such velocity that then* small, waddled figures were mere blurs
agang the brightly-lit field.

Then something fairly large swooped down low over the City and burst like deadly fireworks, becoming
adrifting cloud of small red lights. Grrff looked up, shading his eyes againgt the ruddy glare. The dowly
faling red bals of flame exploded with deafening concuss ons when they came into contact with the
upper tiers, tower-tops or aeria wakways. Onered fireball struck an empty bubble car and the resultant
explosion tore the plastic vehicle asunder. Shards of red hot plastic showered the street and rooftops
directly beneeth.



The City wasindeed under attack. But —by whom?
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Staring up into the black sky, Grrff strove to discern the nature of the air assault. Then more searchlights
snapped on, spearing the sky, snaring aflying vehiclein their shafts of brilliance.

Now Grrff could seethe air enemy clearly—and he roared with astonishment at what he saw.

IN THE RED
ZIGGURAT

Ganelon stared, grunted with surprise, then relaxed grinning happily. For the person who had addressed
him from the darkness of the room proved to be aremarkably handsome young woman in a state of
nudity, brandishing alongsword in one smdl, capablefist. A young woman with toused red hair, sharp
green eyes and adusting of freckles acrossthe bridge of her small snub hose.

It was Xarda, the girl knight of Jemmerdy!

She was amost as surprised to see him as he was to see her. Her green eyes widened and she started to
ask hm some mane question like"What are you doing here?', when she was suddenly reminded of her
state of undress. Dropping her sword (which thumped to the carpet), she snatched a sheet from the bed
in which she had been degping and hadtily held it before her.

"It'snot that | am sorry to seeyou,” she grexed, "but, gadzooks, must you come popping through the
window of alady's bedchamber?'

Ganelon solemnly gpologized, explaining the Situation. Then he released atorrent of questionswhich the
Sirix of Jemmerdy tilled with alifted pam.

"Savedl that for later, can't you? The magister will want to be apprised of your arrival. I'll get dressed
now—if you don't mind!"

Ganelon loitered in the halway until she rgjoined afew moments|ater, now bedecked with odds
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and ends of stedl armor which she thought were decent and proper garb for ayoung woman. She led him
through amaze of roomsinto a huge chamber mosdtly filled with towering banks of machinery wherethe
[llusionist toiled, his silken robes besmirched with daubs of graphite lubricant. He was delighted to see
Ganelon, but it was obvious his atentions were e sawhere.

"Thought you'd be turning up beforelong,” he murmured abstractedly. "Wherever have you been dl this
while? Getting into trouble as usud, I'll hazard! Never mind: tell melater. Must get these switches
connected to the power source. . ."

Above them, a huge lens swung about to observe the grouping amiably. A toneless mechanical voice



gpoke from agrill Stuated benesth the lens.
"| perceive you have been joined by one of my more recent Citizens," the voice stated calmly.

"Yes," grunted the old magician briefly. " Ganelon, meet the City. City, thisis my associate Ganelon,
cdled Slvermane”

Never having been formally introduced to acity before, Ganelon groped for something to say. The City,
on the other hand, felt no such restraints.

"How do you do, Ganelon-Called-Silvermane? Welcome to myself. Enjoy your stay here. Should you
desireto resde within me permanently, the Immigration Bureau opens tomorrow morning at nine. All
applications considered promptly. While you are within me, do not neglect to see the savera major
tourig attractions. TheJRed Ziggurat, which isthe largest metal building presently extant in Greater
Zuavia TheFire Fountain, newly restored and renovated. An aerial tour viabubble car can be arranged.”

"Oh, do be quiet, City!" the magician sad, testily. "These connections are tricky.” Thevoice lapsed into
slence on the haf-syllable.

"How did you get here, anyway?" asked Ganelon of Xardain low tones. Shetold him briefly of their
escape from Chx and how they had discovered the Bazonga rendered temporarily inoperable, having run
intothe
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Vanishing Mountains head-first; how they had searched Chx and Dwarfland for him and would have
extended the quest to include the Land of Red Magic, had not the witless Bird flown them into the
northern plains country.

"Well, that'swhere | was, dl right,”" said Silver-mane. Whilethe lllusonigt listened with haf an ear,
swearing under his breath at the wiring problems, the young giant explained how the Death Dwarves had
captured him and turned hm over to Red Magic legionnaires. He told of his captivity by the Enchantress,
his escape with Grrff and Phadia, their weird inter-dimensiona trip through the hyperspatid tube, their
stay with the Old Dragon, and so on.

By the time Ganelon had concluded an account of his most recent adventures, the magician had finished
rewiring the City's bypass unit, as he explained it to be.

"The City desires nothing more than to become ared city, which implies agtationary locae; but the prime
directivesimplanted in its mentation tanks force it to continually wander about hunting for ore deposits
which it no longer has any reason to mine,* he explained, wiping his hands on abit of waste* "These
emergency bypass circuits, which | havejust ingtaled, should enable the poor thing to get around those of
the directiveswhich it no longer wishesto obey. So you fel into the toils of Zelmarine, heh? Remember
how | spirited you out of Zermish to keep you from her clutches? Well, you seem to, ah, have escaped
her dominions unscathed: tell me, dear boy, did you find out what it was she wanted you for?"

* Ganelon had never before seen the lllusionist's bare hands, or for that matter, any portion of his anatomy unclothed,
due to his habitually wearing a mask, robes and gloves. The Epic at this point explains that his hands, while completely
human in appearance and structure, were the color of silver. Originally, this meant nothing to me, so | eliminated it from
my redaction of the text at this point But in the light of something mentioned in the Third Book, it does indeed seem
significant, hence | have restored it to the text at this point
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Ganelon, with a shamefaced glance a Xarda, blushed darkly crimson.

"Well,uh..."

"l see, just as | thought! For breeding purposes. And did you succumb to her wilesin that direction?”
"Wel, I, uh..."

"Good! Thelast thing this part of Gondwane needsis arace of immorta supermen fired with ambitions of
animperid destiny. Providing she did not abstract a sample of your sperm for artificia insemination while
you dept or were drugged or enchanted, she may still be after you. Red Magic, her speciaty you know,
works through the human aura. Her abilitiesto detect individua auric spectrafrom over agreet distance
may lead to afurther confrontation between us. L et us hope this does not occur.”

Ganelon, happy to change the subject, inquired after Erigon and the Bazonga. The lllusionist sniifed.

"Prince Erigon doubtless degpsin his apartments here in the Red Ziggurat. The City was more than
happy to employ its transmutation factories for the production of room furnishings, carpets, bedding and
the like, once | explained to it that humans require such luxuries for their comforts. Hence, severd
gpartments here in the Brain Complex have been reserved and furnished for our usage. Asfor the dear
Bird, sheis probably cruisng about in the central ar duct, whichisaslargeasawind tunndl. It amuses
her to improve her flyingjskillsin this manner. Now, m’ boy, | am interested in what you say about the
lomagoths. The City isaware of them, of course, and wishes they would come out of the sewersand
settle down in any of the houses or cottages dready standing. The City will, of course, furnish these
according to their wishes. It has promised to equip them with sanitation facilities and running water, now
that the poor mechanism understands these human requirements. Y ou must introduce me to the chieftain
of the gypsies, so that | may attempt to coax hm and his tribe to accept the ac-
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‘That* wasamuffled clangor and shriek—the municipa darm system, as heard from within the centra
edifice.

A moment later, the loudspeskersin the Ziggurat came on and made the identical announcement which
had so surprised Grrff the Tigerman on the Stret.

The lllusionist asked the City who or what was attacking it. In response, alarge ground-glass screen lit
with swirling colors which resolved themselves, by split-screen process, into athree-dimensiona view of
the forces striking smultaneoudy from the ground and from the air.

A vidaof atificidly-lit meadowland sivam into focus, filled with stunted, scurrying green imps. Behind
them, mounted on prancing white OrnithaWppi, came troops of human soldiery in red armor of curious
desgn.

"Desth Dwarves, and aback-up regiment of Red Magic soldiers,” mused the lllusionist worriedly. "That
means ... my prediction was correct. The Enchantress has traced you here and is making an al-out effort
to recapture you!"

The split-screen showed, on its upper haf, afantastic vistaof blowing clouds pierced by searchlights. A
flying chariot cameinto view: standing therein, holding the reinsin one hand, the Red Queen towered.
Her glossy, darkly crimson locks flowing behind her like a tattered banner, the expression on her face
was that of avengeful Fury. The sky chariot was drawn by a matched team of green-scaled, bat-winged,



two-legged wyverns.

In her right hand she bore along iron staff with aflared tip. A spluttering red light blazed in thisflared
cup. When she gestured, ashower of red fireballs was sprinkled forth on the winds, drifting down to
detonate with resounding bangs against the streets and buildings of the Mobile City. "1 am adopting
evadvetactics," advised the City,
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swerving from its path to avoid the ondaught of the ground forces. But the Red Magic legion wastoo
quick for it, and diverted their own advance to intercept Kan Zar Kan on its new course.

"Stand by for collision,”" announced the City camly.

A moment later, the forward edge of the City encountered the vanguard of the Death Dwarves and the
Red Magic soldiers. The vision screen tilted its angle of vision to show what occurred at the moment of

impact.
And Xarda screamed—!

21.
BATTLE ON THE ENDLESS PLAIN

Astheforward edge of the City came into contact with the vanguard of the Death Dwarves and the Red
Magic legion, something wonderful and terrible occurred.

The dwarvish little green monsters were suddenly snatched up by an invisible force which bowled them
over. Squaling and kicking furioudy, they were drawn out of Sght under thelip of the vast metd dish on
which the City was built

A moment later, the sameirresistible force struck the Red Magic warriors. They were torn out of their
saddles, some of them, and flew through the air to vanish benegth the City's edge. Others were drawn
beneath the City, Ornith and dl. It was mysterious and appdling.

The City itself, no longer floating afew yards above the Purple Plain onitsair cushion, now settled
towards the meadow's surface. Its undercarriage mechanisms prevented it from sinking down into the
grass. Still, thelip of Kan Zar Kan stood ten feet or so above the planetary surface.

The inexplicable force continued to suck in the attacking force, undernegth the Mobile City. Now, asthe
enormous edge of the Moon began to rise up over the horizon, and to augment by itssilvery glarethe
illumination afforded by the City's searchlights, the effects of the mystery force could be more clearly
observed. The purple grassitsdf wasliterdly being
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pulled out of the soil, tugging and straining at itsrootsin afrenzied effort to fly into the undercarriage



mechaniam. It was quiteinexplicable.

Inexplicable, that is, to dl savethelllusonist. The old magician caught on amost a once. He yowled with
glee, hopping from one foot to another in acaper* ing dance. Xarda, Erigon and Silvermane stared at
him without comprehension.

"Don't you understand, you smpletons?” the lllusionist crowed. "The air cushion upon which the City
ridesis reversible! Under normd circumstances, the air isdrawn in the side vents by the suction of
powerful fansand isthrust out benegth the City, but Kan Zar Kan has smply reversed the circulation of
ar. Now, it isbeing sucked in by the powerful fanswhich normally expel it. That powerful suctionisthe
forcewhich hasirresstibly pulled thelittle green horrors and Zemarine's soldiersinto the mechanism. At
any moment, we may expect the City to reverse the system and we shall see the results—-ah, hahr

Thefaint whirring of the air system changed to afull-throated drone. Suddenly the City opened itsside
vents, spewing forth agory rain which sprinkled the surrounding meadows with something remarkably
likeathin, stocky chowder. The fluid was mixed with lumps, shreds of green dwarf flesh and soldier
mest, aswedll as scraps of white fluff from the unfortunate Orniths.

The flesh of the Death Dwarves was tough, and so wasthe armor of "me Red Magic legionnaires. But,
quite obvioudy, not tough enough to avoid being diced to tiny gobbets when it was drawn through the
whirling blades of thefans.

Now the City did forward some seventy feet, again reversed its ah* suction, and made further disastrous
inroads upon the remainder of Zelmarine's force which brokeitslines and attempted to fleein dl
directions. A full score of Red Magic attackers were sucked into the fans, steed, saddle, soldier and dll: a
few escaped, spurring their swift-footed bh"4-horsesinto fligjht. As
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for the remaining Death Dwarves, the bandy-legged little monsters could not run very fast and therefore
sought to elude the dreadful suction by burrowing under the meadow. The City remorselessly sucked
them squedling and kicking out of their hasty holes, and afew moments later exhded aghastly greenish
soup in dl directions. The Battle of the Purple Plain had been won—on land, at least.

Theangle of the vision screen tilted sharply, asthe lensestraversed doft. Evidently, the City was capable
of doing two things a once, for now they saw the Enchantress safely imprisoned in adull glassy sphere
againg whose durable curvature she raged impotently, hurling smdl red thunderbolts which only
gplattered in miniature explosions of sparks againg the glassy stuff which encircled her.

"However did you do that?' marveled the old magician ddightedly.

"Anindestructible plagtic of my own manufacture,” said the City complacently. "I generdly employ it for
lining the sewers. It required very little adjustment to extrude it skywards from the spouts, spinning it into
aglobe”

Some chemica formulae gppeared on the screen. The [llusionist studied them briefly, then nodded with
satifaction.

"Splendid stuff! Even the power of Red Magic cannot reduce that form of matter to dust. Well then,
congratulations, City! Y ou have won your firg baitle without theloss of asinglelife.”

Xardaeyed the raging Queen dubioudy.
"That'sal very weS, Pm sure,” the girl knight observed cooly. "But it does not really solve the problem,



you know."
"Problem?Wheat problem?" sniffed the magician.

The Sirix of Jemmerdy shrugged. "Now that you've got her, what do you intend doing with her?' she
inquired practicaly. " Sending her back to Shal will do no good, you know. By my troth, she'swild with
fury: once she gets out of there, shelll be hot on our trall
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again. Defeat isamorta insult to her. The poor City will never be safe, solong as shelives.”

Prince Erigon swallowed, grimacing fastidioudy. The amiable young man found Xarda attractive and
interesting, but at times atrifle too blood-thirsty for comfort. "1 say, you don't mean to kill ahelpless
captive, do you?' heinquired anxioudly.

"What else?' demanded Xarda, calloudy. "Aswe say back home, ‘the only good foe is hm who's gone
toGaendi T."

"I'm afraid | agree with Xarda,* said the [llusionist. "The Enchantress must be disposed of. However,
that presents uswith quite a problem. Being partly a supernatura entity, she would be quite difficult to
destroy. Mere physicd force would hardly do thetrick, | fear. And, being far from my magica
laboratory, | lack at present the magicd, ah, 'clout’, to work the thing.”

They stared a one another thoughtfully. How do you permanently dispose of a dangerous and vindictive
enemy who isabit too powerful to be easily destroyed?

To the surprise of them dl, it was Ganelon Silver-mane who came up with the best idea. Because the
giant youth was rather stolid and dow-speaking, they were al accustomed to thinking of him asbeing just
abit dower mentaly than they were themsdves. This, asthe Dlujsionist could havetold them, wasa
fundamental erjor. Silvermane was possessed of afird-rate brain, but he tended to rely on othersto
come up with idess, either out of habitua diffidence or modesty.

"The hyperspatid tube," he said suddenly.
They stared a him uncomprehending”.

"Eh, my boy, what wasthat?' asked the lllusonist absently. Silvermane repeated the phrase. They ogled
him blankly, so he elaborated on his suggestion.

"The hyperspatia tube. Y ou know, theinterdimen-siona Labyrinth by which Grrff, Phadiaand | (of
course you haven't met them yet because they're till down in the sewerswith al those lomagoths)
escaped from Shai. Once youreingdeit, it'sawfully hard to
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figure out where you want to go and just how to get there. Couldn't the City render the plastic sphere
opague, go back to that place on the Plains where we came out, and pop her insde thetiling at such a
speed that by the tune she dowed down and managed to get out of the globe, she'd be thoroughly lost. It
might take her yearsto find her way back to Gondwane again?’

They mulled that over in sllencefor atime. Then thelllusionist cleared histhroat.



"Ahem! Whileyour syntax may |leave something to be desired in terms of clarity, m'boy, your ideais
perfectly feasible. Infact, | can't think of a better solution to our problem mysdlf! | say, City, can you
locate the nearest terminus of the Cavern of a Thousand Perils?!

The City, inits pleasantly neutral voice, said that it certainly could. Extruding plastic netswherein to snare
the durable bubble which enclosed the raging but hel pless Enchantress, it chased away her

wyvern-chariot, which flew off in the general direction taken by the few surviving Red Magic legionnaires.
Then, returning to normal traveling circuits, it lifted itsalf up onto itsair cushion and went whiffling off over
the blood-bedewed meadow grassin the direction of the terminus, which happened to be due southwest.

Wil before morning paed in the east, the Enchantress had been hurled through the interdimen-siona
gate at such extreme velocity that by the time she dowed and came to rest, she should be hopelessly lost
somewhere between the worlds, planes, lands and ages connected by the hyperspatia network.

Doubtless, she would never be able to bother any of them again. Or so they hoped, anyway. Privatdly,
the lllusonist was not so sure. But time would tell, asdways.

28.
THE CITY MOVESNORTH

Ganelon came out of the Red Ziggurat about the same time as Grrff succeeded in entering it. The burly
Karjixian was ddighted and relieved to see hisfriend safe and whole, but was mighty mystified by al the
recent goings-on.

"Ho, big man! Still in one piece, en? Grrff ishappy to find you at last,” rumbled the Tigerman. "But
whatever has been happening hi this cursed waking city, anyway? First Drng's little green devils attack,
then— whoosh! —they go splattering al over the plain in bite-sze chunks; then the Red Bitch is
somehow globed up and the crazy city goes zipping back south again—"

Gandon explained as best he could what was behind the recent events, then introduced the affable Grrff
to hisfriends, Erigon, Xarda and the lllusionist. About that jsame time the Bazonga, considerably ruffled
and bjesplattered, emerged from the ducts to indignantly inquire about who had turned on the garbage.
While she was being mollified and cleaned up abit, Y emple and his cohorts emerged timidly from the
nearer sewer-grille, quite shaken up by the recent inexplicable happenings. Introductions were made all
around and the entire population of Kan Zar Kan gathered timidly hi anearby square for an impromptu
picnic breakfast while the Illusionist harangued the cowed, bewildered lomagoths and formally introduced
them to their host.*

* That is, to the City itsell
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"Kan Zar Kan isachanged City," hetold them. "It wishes for nothing more than to become your friendly
and cooperative home on apermanent basis. It now understands about ‘'too much cleaning-up’ and
furnishings and such-like. Already, the robot factories are turning out cushions, carpets, window-curtains
and kitchenware. If you will promiseto settle here without attempting to escape, the City will consder dl
pless, petitions and other requests from your elective spokesmen. Quite frankly, it isanxiousto please.
The City yearnsto settle down in one place permanently and enter into trade with nearby civilizations. It



remainsarmed and aert to defend itsinhabitants againgt dl foes. Well, what do you lomagoths say?"

King Y emple hemmed and hawed, raised quibbles and questions; but the womenfolk were ogling the
aray of new home furnishings temptingly displayed in the shop-windows, which had adirect conduit to
the robot factories. Thelast vestige of lomagothic reluctance vanished when Y emple learned that the
most imposing edifice of the City—the Red Ziggurat itself—would of course be reserved as the residence
of theroya family. Articles of Mutual Agreement were drawn up on the ingtant, with Ganelon and the
Illusonist as chief witnessesto the Signing.

After breskfadt, the lomagoths went on aguided tour of their beautiful new kingdom by bubble cars,
which were now subservient to the wishes of their riders, while our friends considered their next course

of action. Now that Zelmarine was more or less permanently out of the picture, the [llusionist was eager
to reconnoiter the third of the major menaces he foresaw as threatening the peace and security of
Northern Y amaY amalLand.* Prince Erigon was more than pleased at this news, for the third menace was
none other than the restive and warlike Ximchak Horde, currently threatening his own country of
Vdardus. The

* The first threat, already disposed of, was that of the Airmasters of Sky Island, and the second was the Red
Enchantress herself.
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mild-mannered, rather soft-spoken young Prince was putting his head together with the Illusionist over
plans when an unexpected vistation shattered the peaceful calm of the square.

Asascarlet, |obster-like ghoul-monster with many pincers and twice as many eyes suddenly materialized
out of thin air amongst the picnic things, the Prince turned white as salt, jumped three feet into the air and
uttered an anguished yep. When he came down, he was off and running for the nearest sewer: only the
Bazongawas fast enough to intercept him in hisflight. She snared him by closing her bronze besk on the
skirt of histunic, giving him aplayful nip in the process,

"Tuth! Idth on'y Fridth," she chided, mumwingly.
"What did you say?'

Releasing him, she cleared her throat. **Hard to talk with your mouth full, you know, Princey-dear! |
sad, Tudh! It'sonly Fryx'."

"Didyou say only?" shrilled the Prince increduloudy. "It'sa Gyraphont, that'swhat it is! | know a
Gyraphont when | see one, | do! My nurse used to frighten me haf to death with them when | had been,
well, unruly. "The Gyraphonts come to get bad little boysin the night, she would say, the old horror!
Only a Gyraphont, indeed!"

"Oh, come on Prince, stop acting the milksop,” sneered Xarda, swaggering over to where the Vaardan
stood, mV bony knees clattering together like wooden castanets. "Fryx isthe magister's pet Gyraphont,
quite tame and perfectly harmless.” Somewhat reluctantly, Erigon alowed himsdlf to be coaxed back to
where the scarlet |obster-devil sood conversing telepathically with the old magician.

You come back home now, holay? the weird monstrosity urged. No more zip-zoop around all over?
Flion, he moultin' and won't eat, vat-critters all off they feed, an' Vloob Atz allatime pickin ‘fights
with tin man. Lotsa mail pilirt up, too.



Frowning worriedly behind hisvapory vizor, the lllusonist turned to Erigon as he cautioudy gpproached.
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"| fear we shall have to postpone our plansto recon-noiter the situation in Vaardus, my dear Prince," he
sad. "My fathful Fryx informsme | am urgently needed at home. The cregturesin my private menagerie
of fabulous mongters are missing meto the point of malnutrition, and my pet apparition isindulging hisvile
temper in spats with Azgelazgus, one of my favorite Automatons.”

"That'stoo bad," murmured Erigon faintly, eyeing the scarlet, many-armed |obster-ghoul dubioudly.

"It'smy own fault. | have been away from Nerelon far too long. Fryx has coped admirably thusfar, but |
fear | can no longer postpone a brief vigt to put thingsright at my residence. Enchanted palacesare
tricksey places under the best of conditions, you know. At timesthey need afirm hand on thereins, so to
speak.” "Quited| right, I'm sure," said Erigon. "Does that mean the expedition to the north country is
cancded?" inquired Silvermane. The old magician shook his head.

"Merdly postponed, my boy, for abrief while." "Well, what about our plansfor taking Xardahome?
Back to Jemmerdy, | mean.”

"By my troth, Jemmerdy can wait," the girl knight said spiritedly. "Our new-found comrade hath a. cause,
the which appedsto mine sense of Chivary! Let usfreethe noble folk of seged Vaardusfrom the
savagerabblefirg, ere any think of going home."

They eyed her abit askance. The Sirix flushed, biting her lip vexedly. She had more-or-lessfallen out of
her native mode of speech in their rough-and-ready company. From time to time, however, the antique
mode came over her, as now.

She cleared her throat, leveling adefiant glare at any who might think to venture upon a chuckle. With
none forthcoming, the girl knight relaxed and grinned abit sheepighly.

"No, dl kidding aside, redly! | mean, look, why don't you go on back home, magister. Therest of us
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can continue on to Vaardus and await you there," suggested Xarda, practical-minded as ever.

"I shal betaking the Bazongabird,* said the lllusioni<t, "which would be leaving you with no method of
trangportation except for shank's-mare. Twould hardly bef air, asking you to cross the Purple Plainson
foot—"

"What about the kayak?" piped up Phadia, who had been ligtening to this exchange with a crestfalen
look on his pretty face, sorry that their adventures were at an end.

"You'reright, of course," said the magician, surprised. "Istrobian’'s flying kayak! Why, | had forgotten all
about it!"

"| tied it to astanchion back in the air duct,”" said the Bazonga carlesdy. "It interfered with my
flying-practice, having that grest lumbering thing tied to my tail-festhers”

"Hmm, the kayak only seatsfour, you know. Gane-lon, Xarda, Erigon, Grrff, Phadia. One of you will
have to return to Nerelon with me, or walk. | suspect it should be you, my lad,”" he said, with afond



glance a the young boy.
"But, gr, | want to have some more adventures!” protested Phadia, tears starting hi his eyes.

"Y ou've had quite enough adventures asit is," said the magister with mock-severity. "Timeyou had a
good hot bativsome red home cooking, and afew lessonsin reading*writing, arithmetic, and
razzledoxy!"

"But—!" Phadia screwed up his face and was about to burst into astorm of girlish sobs when Grrff
enfolded him hi acomforting, furry arm.

"Posh and pother, cub! Go adong with the nice old human, now—you can join us, later on!" Xarda
chimed in with some heartening words, and Ganelon solemnly began describing the many marvels of the
[llusionigt's mountaintop abode, not neglecting to list the scrumptious, succulent meas Fryx was away's
shoving before them. Before long the lad was eagerly contemplating his chance to visit the enchanted
palace of aworld-

famous magician, an opportunity few boys his age could hope to enjoy.

And then the City itsdf spoke up, offering to take the four northwardsto Vaardus using its mobility as
means of transport. Onelast jaunt, before it settled down to becoming aregular City that stayed in one
place dl the tune, seemed only fitting and proper.

"A deightful notion, my dear City," nodded the magician. "And should you find Vaardus occupied by the
Ximchak barbarians, smply remember to reverse your suction as you did with the Death Dwarves!
Capita, capita! Why, | may rgjoin you to find half the Horde aready chopped into minced meat!"

The farewellswere brief, though heart-felt. Ganelon had never been separated from his master for any
length of time since he had left home nearly ayear ago, but he was consoled by the fact that the
separation wasto be only atemporary thing. The Illusionist bundled the eager-faced Phadiainto the
Bazonga. Before the noontide sun had quite ascended to its zenith, the ungainly flying contraption rose,
circled the plaza clacking her excited goodbys, and flew off to the southwest, dwindling to atiny motein
the distance. Fryx, of course, had taken hisusua interdimensiona shortcut and would be home before
them, doubtlessin timeto have afirelit in the great pillared hdl, hot baths drawn, and huge mugs of
steaming chocolate ready with heaping platters of sandwiches and cookies.

Ganelon stood gazing after the Bazonga, feding empty, forlorn and somehow deserted. But before long
the City started upward and began flying across the interminable meadows north, towards Vaardus and
an exciting host of new adventures among strange foreign lands and curious peoples.

Itis hard to remain melancholy when faced with such an entertaining progpect. Shrugging off hissolemn
mood, Ganelon Silvermane turned on his hedl and went over to where hisfriends were already getting
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st to have lunch with the happy, chattering band of lomagoths.

Gliding steadily on, north and ever north, Kan Zar Kan itsdlf gradudly dwindled and shrank until at last it
vanished, lost in the distance. What perils and adventureslay ahead for the little band of heroes, only time
wouldtel.

THE END.



APPENDI X

Chx;

The smdl city-state of Chx, together with its nelghboring realms of Ning, Quay, Horx, Poy, Cham, and
possibly Ixland (for some students of Gondwanol-ogy consider the origina name of that country to have
been "Ik"), are the remnants of the M onosyllabic Empire which flourished in these border regions of
Northern YamaY amaland in the early millennia of the present Eon. After the collapse and breakup of
Monosyllabia, former provinces or counties achieved their independence and embarked on the troubled
path of sdf-rule. Old customs died hard during this period, while persona and triba names gradualy
developed into polysyllabism. Place-names, more securely rooted in ancient tradition, remained words of
one syllable. Chelibus has an interesting monograph on this subject.

Dianium:

According to leading authorities on Alchemy, ameta found only on the Moon, whose strongest urgeisto
return to its satdllitic home. One of theliving, or at least sentient metals, such as glegiwn. (for which see
pertinent datain the Third Book of the Epic, forthcoming). Technically, dianium iseement 122 on the
Periodic Table, and the known
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isotope of dianium with the longest hdflife has an atomic weight of 273. The sentient or Living Metds
are consdered of recent origin, cosmicaly speaking; only with publication of Cardoxicus milestone
theorem, The Evolution of the Elements, wasit redlized that the doctrine of evolution could be
extended to matter itsdlf, and that dl things hi the Plenum tend towards vitdity, if not indeed intelligence.

Greater Zuavia:

The land-surface of Gondwane was so vast by the time of Ganelon Silvermanethat it had long-since
become impractica for historians or geographersto discussindividua countries as such. A new
geo-historica term, which | trandate as" conglomerate," has been corned in order to deal with groups of
countries as entities. Such conglomerates were composed of severd individua rellmswhich were
individudly autonomous, but linked together by acommon ethnic origin or by common adherenceto a
religious creed. Southern and Northern Y ama-Y amaland were two such conglomerates: thetwin
conglomerates were originally settled by the Y am-iac Nomads, amigrant horde of youc-herderswho
strayed into these grassy regions one million years before. They were forced to invent or adopt urban
civilization when the yax herds succumbed en-masse to the Giggling Fever. Origindly divided into East
Yamaland and West Y amal_and, the northern countries became united during awholesale conversion to
the Zul-and-Rashemba Mythos and were smply known as"Y amaY amaland.” The southern haf of the
race remained true to the parent creed of the Mythaos, which was Old High Great Quaxianity, hence the
divison into north and south.

Asfor Zuavia, which lies beyond the Purple Plains to the north, the Plainsforming anatura border
between the conglomerates, both Greater

Zuaviaand its Sster-conglomerate to the east, Lesser Zuavia, were established some two and a half
million years ago. The Zuaves wandered down from their mythic homeland on the shores of Zuav, the
Sacred River. Origindly, they were descended from aforgotten race caled the Paniche. Greater Zuavia,
the scene of the Third and Fourth Books of the Epic, comprises some twenty-two separate relms. They



are purdly Zuavic in ethnos and religioudy devoted to the severa creeds of the Peshtite Mys-terium.
Greater Zuaviais haf again the size of Europe.

| strobian:

Towardsthe middle of the "current” Eon—current in context of the Epic, that is—flourished a brief

period known asthe Age of Magicians, or more formaly, the Epoch of the High Wizards. Human
civilization was for the most part dominated by the rise to power of some ninety mgor magicians. This
period had long since lapsed by the time of our story, but the effects of this minor Age of Magicians till
reverberated hi human affairs. Among the High Wizards of the epoch were several who have some
bearing on our story, such asthe celebrated Qesper Vol photex to whom Grrff refers hi Chapter 10 of the
present book, the famous Miomi-vir Chastovix who is mentioned severa times hi the First Book; the
notorious Palensus Choy who appearsin the Third; and Istrobian, a distinguished sorcerer of Greater
Zuavia. Theflying kayak was only one of his many- celebrated achievements, among which were the Star
Lens, Istrobian's Fire-Flasher, the Earth Tube and the Submarine City. Many consider thislast to be
purely legendary, however. Oddly enough, the lllusionist of Nerelon does not seem to be a survivor of
this Epoch, despite his evidently considerable longevity which should have made him a contemporary of
these celebrities. The author of the Ninth Commentary
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postulates that the Illusionist was extant during the Age of the Magicians, but maintained alow profile for
some peculiar reason. The questionis still unresolved.

Magic:

Some sixty of the Secret Sciences were known and practiced in Ganelon's day, more than half of which
fal into the category of the Divinatory Arts, such as seership, astromancy, fortune-telling, Gresater, Lesser
and Middle Prophecy, haruspexy and theomancy. Three others were among the Alchemic or
Metamorphosical Sciences. Asfor magic per se, which may be defined as employment of variousworld
forcesto dter, affect or manipulate Redlity, twenty of these were studied during this period. Among these
were Red Magic, which employsthe Auric force from whose sanguinary coloration (to the Astral vision,
at least) the name is derived; Green Magic, which taps the earth current itsdlf; Purple Magic, and also
Mountain Magic, which are among the saverd forms of Elementa Goety, and which utilize the Gnomic
elementd force; Air Magic, and its variant, Blue Magic, which use the Sylphic force according to
different modes; White Magic, which tapsthe Cdestid force; Black Magic, which employs the Demonic
or Infernd; an$ Gray Magic, which taps the Hafworld current. SeaMagic, Metd Magic, Star Magic and
Y dlow Magic werevirtudly hi their infancy during this period, and did not flower until the following Eon.
Fire Magic, another of the Elementd variety, employs the Sdamandric force. Beyond these, and the
others| havetoo little space to describe or even ligt, there were the four arts of Thaumaturgy per se; thet
is, the Adral, the Vitalic, the Psychonic and the Phonemic, and one other magical science un-practiced
by humans or Quasi-humans, but known to them and reserved for the Gods only.

Theonly practitioner of Phonemic Thaumaturgy
THE ENCHANTRESS OF WORLD'SEND 191

mentioned in the entire Epic is Zelobion of Kar-choy, who appearsin the Eighth Book; from this, the
Commentaries deduct the art was either one of extreme rarity or extreme newness, or both.

Red Amazons, the:



An dl-but-extinct race of quasi-humanswho formerly inhabited the idands of the Cham Archipeago near
Thaoph, in the remote southwestern corner of the Supercontinent. Although evolved from True Human
stock (or such aswasthe prevailing opinion of the period), the Amazons were considerably larger,
stronger, more intelligent, durable and longer-lived than the other human or human-derived races of the
Eon. The reason why such Superwomen died out remains an enigma, dthough the author of the Sixteenth
Commentary (notedly, if not indeed notorioudly, pious), attributes their extinction to adirect act of
intervention into human affairs by the god Gaendil himself.

The Cham Archipelago, by the way, has no known connection with the Cham Empire directly north of
Shai beyond the Mountains of the Death Dwarves, extending asfar as the southern shore of the Glass
Sea. It isunfortunately obliterated on my map in this book by the legend. Since there were one hundred
and thirty-seven thousand individua countriesin Gondwane during this period, and since the Gondwanish
language only consists of twenty-nine phonemes, cgpable of assembly into agtrictly finite number of
combinations, many hundreds of place-names were duplicated by sheer inadvertence.

Tigermen of Karjixia, the:

A fairly civilized race of Nonhumans evolved from a chance mutation to sentience in Panthera tigris,
somefifty thousand years before the period of Gan-elon Silvermane. This, at leas, isthe currently
popular opinion. According to the Savants of Nem-

192 Lin Carter

bosch, the mutation was implemented by the notorious supermagician, Paensus Choy, the so-called
"Immorta of Zaradon," whom we will encounter in the Third Book.

Ygdraxel:

Traditiona wegpon habitualy employed by the Tigermen of Karjixiain war; asort of tridentiform
billhook terminating in long, razory, collgpsble hooks. Obvioudy, the Tigermanic weapon, uniqueto the
armory of Karjixia, wasamechanical eaboration on the design of acat's claws.

End Of The Glossary



