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1. The Moon L ooking Down

In the dark tidal reaches of one of those unnamed rivers which spring from the mountains behind Cladich,
onasmal domed idand in the shdlows before the sea, falen masonry of agreat age glowsfaintly under
the eye of an uncomfortable Moon. A tower once stood here in the shadow of the estuarine cliffs, made
too long ago for anyone to remember, in away no-one left can understand, from asingle obsidian
monolith fully two hundred feet in length. For ten thousand years wind and water scoured its southern
face, finding no weakness, and at night ayellow light might be discerned in itstopmaost window, coming
and going as if someone there passed before aflame. Who brought it to thisrainy country, wherein
winter the gaes drive the white water up the Minch and fishermen from Lenddfoot shun theinshore
ground, and for what purpose, isunclear. Now it liesin five pieces. The edges of the stone are neither
shattered nor worn, but melted like candlewax. The causeway that once gave access here - from abeach
on the west bank where lumps of volcanic glass are scattered on the sand - is drowned now, and al that
comes up it from the water isa strange lax vegetation, asprawl of giant sea-hemlock which for some
reason has forsaken the mild and beneficia brine of the estuary to colonise the beach, spread its pale and
pulpy stems over the shattered tower, and clutch at a stand of dead, white pines.

Inthistime, in the Time of the Locugt, when we have nothing to ourselves but the hollownesswithin us, in
the Time of Bone, when we have nothing to do but wait, nothing human moves here. Nothing human has
moved herefor eighty years. Fire, wereit brought here, would be pale and dim, hard to kindle. Passion
would fade here on awhisper. Something in the tower'sfal has poisoned the air here, and drained the
landscape of its power. White and sickly and infinitely dow, the hemlock cregps out of the water to run
sad rubbery fingers over the rubbish in the fallen rooms. The collapse of the tower seems complete, the
defest of artifice accomplished.

Y et in the Time of the Locust are we not counselled to patience? Eighty years have passed since
tegeus-Cromis broke the yoke of CannaMoidart, since the Chemosit fell and the Reborn Men came
among us, and in the degps of this autumn night, under the aegis of an old and bitter geology, we witness
herein events astronomica and enigmatic an intersection crucid to both the Earth and the precarious
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foothold on it of the adolescent Evening Cultures. 'Wait! Things are. Things happen. Only wait! The
estuarine cliffsimpend, black, expectant; theair isfull of frost and anticipation...

It isthe hour of our old enemy, the Moon. Her fugitive reflections shiver on the water amid the cold
unmeaning patterns of the wind. Above, her tense circle aches across the sky (imprisoned there withiniit,
gtaring down, the pocked face of our mysterious crone, our companion of amillion-million years).
Somewhere between midnight and dawn, in that hour when sick men topple from the high ledges of
themsalves and fdl into the darkness; suddenly and with no warning; something can be seen to detach
itsdlf from the edge of that charmed circle and, through the terrible spaces surrounding, speed towards
the Earth. It isonly atiny puff of vapour, acloud of pollen blown acrossasingleray of light in some
darkened, empty room - gonein thetimeit takesto blink, to rub the eyes and rearrange the waiting brain:
but nothing like this has been seen for ten thousand years, and though al might seem unchanged, and the
Moon hang never so white and hard over the rim of the dliffs, like a powdered face yearning from a
vacant doorway, and the memory decide the eye has played it false - nothing will ever be the same

again.

Not many hours later, asthe thin, uncertain light of day spreads like smoke between the soft fat stems,
limning the falen column of the tower, afigure emerges from the hemlock thickets - puzzled and reluctant
asif harried from a deep deep - to scan the southern sky where the Moon is till abone-whiteimage, the
cankered face which lingersin adream. The old man shiversalittle, and settles his cloak about his
shoulders; they confront for atime, man and planet. But then in an ingtant, sunrise proper has splattered
everything below with blood - the sea, the shore, the hemlock and the old man's cloak al smeared and
dappled with it - and he turns urgently away to drag from cover asmall crude wooden boat. 1ts keel
grates on the shingle, oarsfal whitely on the water. The day brightens, but as he rows, the old man
winces from the ominous sky. Beaching his boat on the western shore, muttering and panting with the
effort, he pauses a the water's edge for afina glimpse of the tower, locked initslong struggle with
decay; then shrugs and hurries up aflight of steps cut long ago into the diff. While behind him, asingle
fish eagle with wings of acurious colour beats up out of the bright south and swoops over theidand like
avdediction.

Inthe Time of the Locugt it isgiven to usto see such things.

The Reborn Men do not think aswe do. They livein waking dreams, pursued by apast they do not
understand, harried by a birthright which has no meaning to them: taunted by amnesiaof the soul.

Alstath Fulthor, thefirgt of them to be drawn by Tomb the Iron Dwarf from millenid interment in the
Lesser Rust Desert, remembered nothing of his previouslife: instead, his steps were dogged by a
suspicion he could not make plain even to himsdlf. His body, hisblood, his very germ cdllsknew (or so it
seemed to him), but could find no everyday language in which to tel him what hislife had been like during
thefrigid lunacy of the Afternoon. Dark hints reached him. But the quivering fibrils of his nervous sysem
were adjusted to receive messages dispersed athousand or more years before, intimations faded on the
windsof time.

In the months following hisreviva he dreamt congtantly: Sometimes of alarge silver insect, clicking and
metdlic, thelife-cycle of which hewas ableto observein dl its main aspects; at others of awoman (who
sat doneinaroom so tal that its celling was aweb of shadow, spinning agolden thread which, of its
own accord, rose and flickered from her hands until it filled dl that mysterious, immense, whispering
gpace above her). In the ruck and ruin of Soubridge, with itswarehouses full of rotting fish and
massacred children, during the long icy march through the Monar Mountainsin winter, and at the
storming of the North-East Gate, these images came repeatedly between him and the battle: the insect
with its expressionless faceted eyes, the woman with her jeweled spinaret. (Often heinflicted dreadful



cutson its cargpace; or smeared her deeve with blood; and once, as he fought his way through the
sreets of Viriconium to shake the hand of Tomb the Dwarf over aheap of Northmen's corpses, the
flames aong the Proton Circuit merged for amoment with the woman's strange writhing skein, so that his
past and his present crackled in alightning arc through his mind and hefell on hisface blinded, and was
taken for dead, no longer ableto tell which wasred - the airy whisper of the city fires or the roaring of
that golden cloud . . . ) Steedily though, asif he wereleaving the haven of some second childhood, even
these reference points seemed to be withdrawn from him, to be replaced by arushing chaos, the sense of
an act of memory continudly performed without rdlief, ahidden river in the night, from which might
sometimes surface unbidden some fragment of an event drifting like adead branch amid the unidentifiable
rubbish of thetides...

A face stdked him between the twilit stacks of the ancestral library, bobbing like abaloon. It came very
closeto his, twitching and dissolving under the impact of some deeply felt emotion, then retrested with a
hiss of indrawn breeth;

'What are you doing?someone asked him. They were outside thewalls but he didn't know where..

He stumbled through the arteries of hishome, his brain buzzing and vibrating with anew vigour,
discovering chambers and oubliettes he had never seen before. At every turn hands beckoned himin...

Here, organic towers, tal shapel ess masses of tissue cultured from the plasm of ancient mammals,
trumpeted and moaned across the abandoned wastes of another continent, their huge cynica voices
modulating on the wind, now immensaly distant, now close a hand. Natural philosophy, they mantained
(holding him to bein heresy), isa betrayal of invention. It is an edifice of clay. It wasadwaysnight
there...

A city spread itself before him in the wet, equivoca afternoon light like interrupted excavationsin a
sunken garden. It could be reached by aladder of bone. 'l will go down into that place!’

With these poor and mideading relics of adead culture hetried to create a past for himsalf and so
achieve, like any other human being, some experientia pergpective from which to judge hisown actions;
crouching, asit were, on the banks of his own interna stream and scooping from the water those things
which floated closest. They rarely helped him in dedling with the new redlity of the Evening Cultures. And
at least one of the catches he made in this manner came to haunt him, adead thing risen from the
bottom-mud of oneincarnation to infect his perception of the other. It was not anorma memory,
rendered as an image - asound, ascent, avision of aface or place: rather it came asan act he felt
compelled to perform - or one which his body might perform quite of its own accord, asif hismuscles
remembered what he did not - and in performing, recall.

Eighty years, then, had passed since tegeus-Cromis broke the yoke of Canna Moidart, since the
Chemogt fel and dragged the North down with them; and Aistath Fulthor, first among the Reborn Men,
heir to atechnology whose power he could not really appreciate, alord respected among the councils of
the Pagtel City, was running through the foothills of the Monar asif hislife depended upon it, without any
knowledge of why he ran or what compelled himto doit.

Hewasatal man, asareal the Reborn, and athin one, clad in tunic and trousers of black stin, the
contorted yellow crest or ideograph of his House writhing over hisbreast. On hisfeet were the curious
flimsy shoes hisrace wearsin preference to boots, and at hiswaist hung a short force knife or baan, dug
up along with its ancient ceramic scabbard from some desert. Hislong coarse yellow hair was tangled
and damp, and sweat filmed his prominent birdlike features. He came into Dyke Head Maoss over the
steep and dangerous ground at the head of Rossett Gill, the low rounded hills about him browned with
autumn; shot the screes a Surgeon's Gate with arms windmilling to keep his balance and grey dust



exploding round him as he went; and gained the valey path in afew long, energetic strides. That the pace
he set would have crippled an ordinary man he was unaware. His queer green eyes were blank and
unfocused, but with a psychic rather than a physical weariness. In the more foolish and fashionable salons
of Viriconium he was held to be the 'most human'of the Reborn; but thiswas asilly expression (not to say
ameaninglessone), and if there was anything more or less human in hisface now it was only despair.

Thirty-six hours before, black and incontrovertible, the madness had driven him from his comfortable
house on the edge of Minnet Saba, dragged him through the silent predawn Streets of the city, dong
Proton Circuit to the NorthEast Gate, and so up into theicy gullies of the Monar, where it showed him
the evil landscapes of quite another country (in his ears was a prolonged metallic moan rising on afdhn
wind, while againgt the horizon moved tall and cumbersome shapes) and drove him on with 'Run!
Run!'whispered in every chamber of the heart, shrieked in the skull's deep recess and echoed in each
atom of his pounding blood. The known world fled away from him. The running hours became smply the
gpaces between dreams. The great fault between 'now'and 'then'opened itself on him like achasm and he
ran dong itsrim - poised, taut, forever...

A hundred and forty miles he had come, or more, in along loop through the hills, old landscapes
fomenting in hisbrain: but the fit was leaving him as he descended Dyke Head Moss, and his senseswere
returned to him one by one. A stream glittered beside him. Sheep were bleating distantly asthe
shepherds drove them down from the upland turf to winter pasturein the valley. The ar was harsh with
the scent of peat and ling-heather, and below him the path fell away in a series of curves and re-entrants
and gentle descents to the distant city. Weariness was replacing the mixture of elation and dread which
hed filled him while he ran. From a state of black exultation he tumbled into one of puzzlement. He had
run like thisathousand years before: but from what? Where had he run to? What fears had pullulated in
hisbrain? What curiousjoy?

Under the brow of Hallin Low Moor he dowed to awalk. His feet and ankles hurt. He sat on arock by
the path to massage them, and his attention was captured by the City, waiting there in its mantle of
dillnessand distance. Light flared through the haze: heliographing from the riverine curves of the Proton
Circuit; phosphorescing from the pleasure-cand at Lowth where, under a setting sun, banks of anemones
glowed like triumpha stained glass; signdling from thetiered vivid heights of Minnet-Saba, from the
inconceivable pastel towers and plazas of the Atteline Quarter. All wasimmaculate - illuminated,
transfigured, miniature. It attracted him not as arefuge (adthough he saw himself asarefugee), nor by its
double familiarity, but by itslong strangeness and obstinacy in the face of Time, celebrated hereinthe
generation (or so it seemed) rather than the reflection of light. Viriconium, the Pagtel City; alittle cryptic,
alittle proud, alittle mad. Its histories, asforgotten as his own, made of the air asort of amber, an
entrgpment; the geometry of its avenues was awry message from one survivor to another: and its
present, like his own, was but an implication of its past - adream, aprediction, abrief possibility to be
endured.

Thus hefdl into areverie of digpossesson, athin man sitting on arock in the red wash of sunset, heradic
ydlow blazing across his chest, while in his face puzzlement contended with weariness and a certain awe.
Thelight began to fail about him. The valey soundsintensified then died avay. A cool wind sorang down
from Rosstt Gill to rustle like asmall animd in the bracken. When he looked up again the City waslog,
the evening grey and chilly, and an old man in along cloak was walking up the path towards him.

He got to hisfeet and stretched his iff limbs, Covertly he studied the newcomer's appare for the Sign of
the Locust. When he could not find it helet hishand drop from the hilt of his baan.

'Hdlo, old man,'he said.

The old man stopped. He was barefooted and dusty, bent asif from along journey undertaken in haste



and poverty, and hisface was hidden in the depths of his hood. Fulthor would have taken him for a
tenant farmer, or one of the small shopkeepers of the south, called away from Soubridge or Lendalfoot
to bring adowry to the wedding of afavourite daughter (copper in the shape of a dolphin, long-hoarded;
asmall piece of stedl equd to the profits of onefig tree), tears and unbleached cloth to the funerd of a
younger son. But his cloak was of good fabric, and woven with odd mathematica designs which seemed
to ebb and flow in the receding light. And, 'Y ou cannot aways be running, Alstath Fulthor,'he whispered,
his eyes glittering brightly from the darkness of the hood. "Why do you waste your time - and the time of
your adopted city not less! - away in the brown hillslike this?

Fulthor wasintrigued, and alittle taken aback. It was a strange place for such ameeting. He shrugged
and smiled,

'Why do you waste yoursin asking, old man?he answered.

The old man shivered, and with a quick unconscious movement of the head glanced up at the southern
sky before he spoke again. The high, naked shriek of afish eagle echoed over the fdls; but there was no
moon yet in the ky.

Inapdacelikeashdl - in Methven's Hall where the Proton Circuit drawsitself up into aspiral ona
hundred pillars of thin black stone - Methvet Nian, Queen Jane, Queen in Viriconium, who in her youth
had taken to the windy birch-stands and glacia lakes of the Rannoch Moor, hunted away by the
Chemosit and wild as any moss-trooper's daughter (with the last of the Methven limping and scarred to
guard her, apoet and adead meta bird to guide her, and agiant dwarf to expedite her passage), sat
before five false windowsin atal room floored with cinnabar crystal. She was surrounded by precious,
complex objects of forgotten use - machines or scul ptures excavated from ruined citiesin the Rust Desert
beyond Duirinish; curtains of pale, fluctuating light drifted irregularly about the chamber like showers of
rain; and through the dreamlike shadows thus created shambled the Queen's Beast-one of the great white
doths of the southern forests, who are said to be the fallen remnants of astar-faring race invited or lured
to Earth during the madness of the Afternoon.

Eighty years had passed since Usheen, thefirst of her beasts, died on CannaMoidart's knife, and in
dying sealed thefina defeat of the North. Tegeus-Cromis, lay two decades till and dead beneath the
fildsof sol d'or at Lowth. Methvet Nian was no longer young, even by the standards of the Evening.
Stll, in her purple eyes there might yet be discerned something of the girl who in the space of one year
lost and gained the Last Kingdom of the world: and in the dreaming light where those five false windows
showed landscapes to be found nowherein Viriconium, her age weighed only lightly on her - likethe
hand of some imaginary child. Insde, the windows flickered. Outside it was autumn; and under acold
moon processions of men with insect faces went slently through the streets.

A curiousthing happened to her.

Often in that flickering room the past had come to touch her with quiet persistence, tugging at her deeve
in the effort to capture her attention: white haresin the twilight at Shining Clough Moss or Torside Naze,
the long brown sweep of the Rannoch peat moors like a brush stroke in some enormous written
language; desert dust piling itself noisdesdy in the bleak plazas of ruined Drunmore. But these were no
more or less than the sad fingerprints of memory on her brain (she remembered the verses tegeus-Cromis
meade, the ancient cry of thefish eagles, and hisvoice out of night and morning): tonight it was something
more. The windows flickered; the windows shimmered: thewindows said

'‘Methvet Nian.'

All fivewent blank and dark.



'Methvet Nian!'

Smoke and snow filled them, a pearly-grey light like dawn over the tottering seracs of some marine
glacier in the north beyond the North. It shivered and was wrenched away -'Methvet Nian!

Fused sand, and a sky filled with mica, the rolling dunes and dry sdine wadis of the sempiternd erg. In
thefierce air hung a perfect mirage of the City, pastd towerstall and mathematical, cut with strange
designs. The wind stooped likeahawk- 'Methvet Nian!'

She gpproached the windows fatditically, and with a sense of being drawn or invoked (seeing herself
perhaps walk complaisantly through them and out into some other time). Now they poured out on her a
green and submarine radiance, asif the palace she stood in truly were ashell, or aship full of drowned
sailors spinning forever beneath the ancient clammy sea. All other lightsin the throne room were dimmed,;
the doth whimpered, rearing puzzledly up onitshind legs, great ambered claws extending and retracting
nervoudy.

'Hush,'she said: "Who wishes to speak to me?and was till.
'Methvet Nian.'

The deep-sea gloom surged, foamed, blew away, like spindrift off awavein theinvisble wind, only to be
replaced by theimage of acavernous, ruined room which seemed to be full of dusty stuffed birds.
Moonlight filtered through rentsin the walls. An old man stood before her, pentadic, five-imaged. His
long domed skull was yellow and fleshless, his eyes green and hislipsthin. His skin was so fine and tight
asto be trand ucent, the bones shining through it like jade. His age, she thought, has outstripped mere
physica symptoms, and exated him. His robe was embroidered with subtle gold designs having this
property, that in every draught of air they seemed to shift and flow, responsive to each movement of the
cloth but independent of it.

Shetrembled. She put out a hand to touch cold glass.

Thecry of gullsrang in her ears, and the sound of acold grey sealapping on black sand far away and
long ago.

'Do the dead live in that country, then?she whispered, twisting her fingersin the white fur of the doth.
'‘Beyond the windows?

'Methvet Nian.'

East and South of Monar runsastrip of heathland whose name, when it till had one, was a handful of
primitive syllables scattered like a question into the damp wind. It is a deserted and superseded country,
that one, full of the monuments and inarticulate ghosts of arace older than Viriconium, younger than the
Afternoon Cultures, and possibly more naive than either: ashort-lived nation of tribal herdsmen who
buried their dead once-yearly in tiered barrows and knew nothing more of their heritage than that it
should be avoided. Of the future they knew nothing at al. Worked meta was the desth-knell of them,
tolling from the crude and ceasdless smithies of the North. Their works, ridge-path and necropolis dike,
have now taken on the air of natural features and, overgrown with gorse and young beech, become one
with the sombre expanse of long mounds and shalow valeys doping away to merge imperceptibly with
the Rannoch beyond.

This place avoided the poisoned hands of the Afternoon only to age and grow enfeebled instead.
Curlews make free of its sad desuetude; hares play in the deep cloughs and sheltered hollows of aland
which has quietly exhausted itsdlf; it ignoresthe traveller, and gently seeksthe night. Here on many an



evening in the latter part of the year darkness vigits the earth while the pale wreck of the sunset il
commands the sky. Theair is suffused with brightness yet somehow lacks the power to illuminate. Ina
moment each declivity has brimmed up with shadow and become the abode of mumbling wind and the
shy thin ghostswho never cireamed of the Afternoon or knew itsiron, at first or second hand. On just
such an evening one autumn, eighty years after the Fal of the North, grey smoke might have been seen
issuing from the chimney of asmall red caravan parked on an old ridgeway deep in the heart of the heath;
and from a considerable hole newly-dug in the ground nearby, the chink of metal on metd -It wasa
four-whedled caravan of the type traditionally used by the Mingulay tinker to move his enormous family
and meagre equipment along the warm summer roads of the south. Indeed, the south vibrated in it, every
pand and peg, lively atrocious designsin eectric blue rioting over its Sdes, itsthick spokes picked out in
canary yellow, the curved roof aracy purpleto throw back the last of thelight in achalengeto the
sombre crawling umbers of the heath. The hilarious, dovenly children, it seemed, were not long departed,
run off snot-nosed to go blackberrying among the brambles. Smoke rose, and asmdl of food. Two
dusty poniestethered to the backboard with abit of frayed rope cropped the short ridgeway turf in noisy
self-absorbtion, lop ears cocked to catch the voice of their master who, though rendered invisible by the
embankment of fresh sandy soil surrounding his pit, could be heard from time to time punctuating with vile
threats and oaths the |ow monotonous humming of some Rivermouth dirge. But no children returned from
the bracken (we hear their voices fade and recede across the long darkness of the heath); and this
impatient excavation continued unwearyingly until the light had almost Ieft the Sky. Long shadows
engulfed the caravan; its chimney ceased to smoke; the ponies shuffled at the end of their tether. Fresh
showers of earth added height to the ramparts. Then a peculiar thing happened.

The sound of digging ceased...
A great white light came up out of the pit and flared soundlesdy into the sky likeasignd to the stars. .

(S multaneoudy an enormous voice could be heard to shout, OOGABOURINDRA! BORGA!
OOGABOURINDRA-BA!) -

And asmdl figure dressed in the leather leggings of ametd prospector was hurled out of the hole
cartwhesdling like a horse-chestnut leaf in aMarch wind, to fall heavily in aheap of harness near the
tethered ponies, (who bared their old yellow teeth in brief contempt and immediately resumed their
greedy pulling a the turf), its beard smouldering furioudy, itslong white hair dight, and dl its
accoutrements charred. For amoment it sat on the ground asif stunned; best feebly at itself, muttering
the foulest of marsh-oaths from Cladich; then sank back, insensible, silent, smoking. All around, the light
that had come up from the earth was fading from white and the invisible colours through a strange series
of violets and pinks to darkness and vanishment. A small breeze searched the rowan and thorn for it;
shrugged; and departed.

Tomb the Iron Dwarf, acting a the lean end of hislife on animpulse he didn't fully understand, had left
the Great Brown Waste, hislongtime prospecting ground, and in his one-hundred-and-fiftieth year
travelled through Methedrin in the spring; where amid the tumbling meltwater and shortlived flower
meadows he recalled other times and other journeys. Surprised by his own sentimentdity and suddenly
aware he was seeking something specia, he'd dawdled south down the Rannoch, warming his old bones.
'Onelast discovery,'he had promised himsdlf, one last communion with ancient metd, and then an end to
arthritic nights; but this seemed a strange place to makeit. What he might find in aland that hadn't known
industry for millenia, what he might return with for the last timeto the Pastel City, he couldn't imagine. He
had not seen the City for twenty years, or hisfriend Fulthor. He had never seen the Sign of the Locust.

When he woke up, it was dark, and he was insde his caravan. A tall old man in ahooded cloak bent
over him like aquestion mark in the orange lamplight. Strange designs worked into the weave of the



garment seemed to shift and writhe as he moved.

Tomb winced away, histhick gnarled hands yearning for the axe he had not used in adecade (it lay
beneath his bed; hisarmour was there too, packed in atrunk; so hislife had gone since the Fal of the
North). 'Why have yoti come here, old ghost?he said. 'I'll cut off your arms!’he whispered as he lost
consciousness again, feding an old cruelty sweep over him like afamiliar pain; and then, waking suddenly
with hiswide astonished eyes staring into that aged face, skin like parchment stretched over aclear
lemon-yellow flame, he remembered! Ten thousand grey wings beat down the sty wind likeastormin
his head!

"We thought you were dead,'he said. "We thought you were dead!"’And dept

2: Galen Hornwrack and the Sign of the L ocust

Autumn. Midnight. The eternd City. The moon hangs over her like an attentive white-faced lover, itslight
reaching into dusty cornersand empty lots. Like dl loversit remarks equaly the blemish and the beauty
gpot - limning the iridium fretwork and baroque spires of the fabled Atteline Plaza even asit slversthe
fishy eye of the old woman cutting fireweed and elder twigs among the ruins of the Cigpontine Quarter,
whose towers suffered most during the War of the Two Queens. The City isaproduct of her own
dreams, amillion years of them: now sheturnsin her deep, o quietly you can hear the far-off rumour of
the newest: white bones, the Song of the Locust, dry mandibles rubbing together in desert nights. . . or is
it only awind out of Monar, and autumn leavesfilling the air, to scrape and patter in the Sde streets?

Inthe ArtistsQuarter it isthat hour of the night when dl and nothing seems possible. The bistros are
quiet. The entertainments and smoking-parlours are dl closed. Even Fat Main Ettelllathe fortuneteller
has shipped her wicked pack of cards, put up for afew hoursthe shutters of her grubby satin booth and
waddled off with her aching ankles and her hacking cough, which is bad tonight. Canker, the Dark Man
of the cards, has her by the lungs, she leans against awall to spit in a puddle of moonlight, whispering the
word that will hold him back; it falls hollowly into the vibrant, vacant street. The canker, she confidesto
her shadow, will take her inits own good time; at present sheisless concerned about hersalf than her last
customer of the evening. She has awan belief in her own efficacy, and telsthe silent Quarter, 'l did my
best, | did my best -,

She did her best -'There is nothing good in the cards spread thus.

'‘Bogrib, NOTHINGNESS, crosses you, and hereis NUMBER FOUR, called by some “the Name
Stars’: beware afire.

'A woman shadows you, POVERTY lies behind you, the Lessing; and before you adiscussion, or it may
be water.

‘Nothing is clear tonight - who isthat, running in the alley? | heard stepsfor amoment in the dley - but
seethe MANTIS here, praying at the Moon benesth three arches. Thefirst isfor something new; the
second for injustice; under the third arch al will be made different. Something taken away long ago is
now returned.

"These are your thoughts on the matter, to turn this card | must have something more. Thank you. FIVE
TOWERS! Do nothing, | beseech you, that you might regret. Fear death from the air, and avoid the
North -'Wait! We have hardly begun! Three more cards remain to be turned!'

- But he went dl the same, rapidly down the street and into the Alley of Bakers: adark self-sufficient
figure whose face she never clearly saw, going with alight and dangeroustre ad.

Onceinthealey and out of Main Etteilla's earshot (for fear perhaps she might pursue him, predicting,



haranguing, or merely coughing up her lungs) he dlowed himself to laugh alittle, baring histegth wryly to
the grim City, the wals which contained him, the towers which had failed him, the night which covered
him; and he quickened his pace, making for the Bistro Californium, that home of al errorsand al who
er. Theair had dtilled itsdlf; it was sharp and cold, and his breath hung about him in acloud. He did not
enter the Californium at once but hung like abird of prey on the edge of the lamplight to see who might
await himingde. Inthisbright, static quadrant of the night's existence the City seemed shattered and
fragmentary, tumbled into hard meaningless patterns of light and shade, blue and grey and faded
gamboge, grainy of texture and difficult of interpretation. Stray beams of smoky lemon-yelow barred his
harsh worn features, histired hooded eyes. When a dog barked down in the Cispontine Quarter -
desultory, monotonous, distant - he seemed to stiffen for amoment; pass his hand over hisface; and look
puzzledly about him, for al theworld like aman who wakes from anightmare to an empty, buzzing
dream, and wonders briefly how hislife hasled him here . . .

Fear death from the air!

His name was Galen Hornwrack. He was alord without a domain, an eagle without wings, and he did
not fear the air, heloved it. The Way of the Two Queens had ended his boyhood without hope: and he
had spent the dow years sSince hidden away in the mazy aleys of the ArtistsQuarter, the better to regret
an act of fatewhich (0 it appeared to him) had robbed his existence of any promise or purpose before it
wasfairly begun. Out of spite against himsdlf or against the world, he never knew which, he had not
taken up aprofession, learning to use the sted knifeingtead to cut aliving from the streets, shunning his
peers and watching himsdlf turn from ayoung man full of dreamsinto an older one stuffed with emptiness
and fear. Fear death from the air! Hefeared it a every corner - it yawned at him from every dley's
mouth - but never from there, where he would willingly have burned or bled or hung like a corpse from
the million-year gdlows of hisown pain!

Presently he shook himself, laughed harshly, and, certain that the Californium contained no obvioustrap
or enemy, abandoned the shadows like aviper. One hand hung visible by his side while the other,

beneath histhreadbare grey cloak, rested on the hilt of hisgood plain knife. In that manner he made his
way through the notorious chromium portal s behind which Rotgob Mungo, a Captain of the North, had in
the last days of CannaMoidart'srule laid hisvain and valiant plansto bregk the Sege of the
ArtistsQuarter, only to bleed out hislife - dbeit more honourably than many of hiskin - under the strange
axeof Algtath Fulthor.

Cdifornium! Thevery wordislikeabdll, tolling dl the years of the City - tolling for the mad poets of the
Afternoon with dl their self-inflicted wounds and desperate drugged sojourns at its rose-coloured glass
tables; tolling for their skinless jewelled women who, |olling beneath the incomprehensible frescoes, took
teafrom porcelain aslucid as ababy's ear; tolling forJiro-San and Adolf Ableson, for Clane and Grishkin
and the crimes which sickened their mindsin the rare service of Art - their formless, quavering light
extinguished now, their names forgotten, their feverish stanzas no more than afaint flush on the face of the
world, afading resonance in the ears of Time!

Cdifornium! - aknell for the new nobles of Borring's court, the unkempt rurd harpists who only five
centuries ago filled the place with sawdust and thin beer and vomit, beating out their sagas and grest lying
epicslike swords on a Rivermouth anvil while Viriconium, the only city they had ever seen, refurbished
itself around them, (remembering, perhaps, itslong declining dream) and, at the head of Low Leedde,
the cold stronghold of Duirinish levered itsway upward stone by stone to bar the way to the wolves of
the North. They were here!

Here too came the young tegeus-Cromis, alord in Methven's hdls before the death of his proud sister,
morose and ascetic in abice velvet cloak, eager to stitch the night through with the eerie self-involved



notes of acurious Eastern gourd . . . Cdifornium! Philosophers and tinkers; poetry, art and revol ution;
princes like vagrants and migrant polemicists with voi ces soft as a snake's; the absolute beat and quiver
of Time, thevoice of the City; millenniaof verse echo from its chromium walls, drift in little dishonest
flakes of sound from that peculiarly frescoed celling!

Tonight it waslikeagrave.

Tonight (with the night in the grip of the Locugt, at the mercy of apoetry asicy and forma asan inginct)
it wasfilled with the singular moonlight, bright yet leaden, arctic and dusive, that seeped in from the
street. It was cold. And from its windows the City was abroad ingenuous diorama, blue-grey,
lemon-yellow, textured like crude paper. Each table cast a precise dull shadow on the floor, asdid each
tabl€'s occupant, caught in frozen contemplation of some crime or mora feebleness; Lord Mooncarrot,
he with the receding brow and rotting Southern estates (gardens filled with perspiring leaden statuary and
wild white cats), pondering the blackmail of hiswife; Ansdl Verdigristhe derelict poet, head like an
antipodean cockatoo's, fingering his knife and two smdl coins, Choricanam Vel Ban, haf-daughter of
the renegade Norvin Trinor, forgiven but shunned by the society she craved: the persstent moon
illuminated them all, and shadows ate their puzzled faces, a handful of rogues and poseurs and failures
watching midnight away in the security of their own sour fellowship.

Lord Gaen Hornwrack found an empty table and settled himself among them to drink chegp wine and
dareimpassvely into the lunar street, waiting for whatever the long empty night might bring.

(It wasto bring him three things: the Sign of the Locust; a persona encounter wan and oblique enough for
the bleak white midnight outside; and abetrayd.)

The Sign of the Locugt isunlike any other religion invented in Viriconium. Its outward forms and
observances - itsliturgies and rituds, itstheurgic or metaphysica speculations, itsdaily processonds -
seem less an attempt by men to express an essentidly human invention than the effort of some raw and
independent | dea - atheopneustia, existing without recourse to brain or blood: aMuse or demiurge - to
express itsalf It wearsits congregation like adisguise: we did not so much creste the Sign of the Locust
asinviteit into ourselves, and now it dons us nightly like a cloak and domino to go abroad in the world.

Who knows exactly where it began, or how? For as much as acentury (or aslittle as adecade: estimates
vary) before it made its appearance on the streets, asmall group or caba somewhere in the City had
propogated its fundamental tenet - that the appearance of 'redlity'is quite false, a counterfeit or artefact of
the human senses. How hesitantly they must have crept from aley to dley to confirm one another in their
grotesque beliefs! How shy to confide them! And yet: the War had |eft our spirits as ruinous asthe
Cispontine Quarter. We weretired. We were hungry. The coming of the Reborn Men was disheartening,
unlooked for, punitive. It left uswith a sense of having been replaced. How eagerly in the end we
clutched at this pitiless, degant systemization of one smple nihilistic premise!

"Theworld isnot aswe perceive it,maintained the early converts, 'but infinitely more surprising. We must
cultivate adiverse view. Thismild (even naive) truism, however, wasto give way rapidly - viaaseries of
secret and bloody heretical splits- to amore radical assertion. A wave of murders, mystifying to the
population at large, swept the City. It was during this confused period that the Sign itsdlf first cameto
light, that Smple yet tortuous adaptation of the fortune teller'sMANTIS symbol which, cut in stedl or
slver, swings at the neck of each adherent. Ostlers and merchant princess, soldiers and shopkeepers,
adtrologers and vagabonds, were discovered sprawled tiffly in the gutters and plazas, strangled in an
unknown fashion and their bodies tattooed with symbolica patterns, asthe entire council of the Sign,
elected by secret balot from the members of the original cabal, tore itsalf apart in agrotesque
metaphysicd dispute. A dreadful sense of immanence beset the City. ‘Life is ablagphemy,'announced the
Sign. 'Procreation is ablasphemy, for it replicates and fosters the human view of the universe!



Thusthe Sign established itself; coming like a coded message from nowhere. Now its gpologistsrange
from whedwright to Court ascetic; it is scrawled on every dley wal to fluoresce in the thin bluish
moonlight; it rustleslike adry wind - or soit'ssaid - evenin the corridors of Methven'shdl. Its
complicated sub-sects, with their headless and apparently aimless structures, issue many bulletins. We
counterfeit the 'redl’, they claim, by our very forward passage through time, and thus occlude the actua
and essentid . One old man feeding adog might by the power of his spirit maintain the existence of an
entire street - the dog, the shamble of houseswith their big-armed women and staring children, the
cobbles wet with an afternoon's rain, the sunset seen through the top of aruined tower; and what
mysterieslie behind thisimperfect shadow-play? What truths? They processthe streetsimpulsively, trying
to defeat the Real, and hoping to come upon a Reborn Man.

Such a processon now made its way toward the Bistro Cdifornium, given up like a breath of malice by
the night. It was quick and many-legged in the gloom. It was sllent and unnerving. The faceswhich
composed it were nacreous, curioudy inexpressive as they yearned on long rubbery necks after their
victim. Surprised among the Cispontine ruins not an hour before, this poor creature fled in fitsand starts
before them, falling in and out of doorways and sobbing in the white moonlight. A Sngle set of running
footsteps echoed in the dark. All else was a parched whisper, asif some enormous insect hovered
thoughtfully above the chase on strong, chitinouswings.

Sincether condition allows them no deeper relief, the merdly selfish are raddled with superdtition; sdit,
mirror, ‘touch woodare ritua bribes, employed to ensure the gpprova of an aready indulgent continuum.
Thetrue solepsist, however, has no need of such toys. His presiding superdtition ishimself. Gaen
Hornwrack, then, cared as much for the Sign of the Locust as he did for anything not directly connected
with himsdf or hisgreet loss: that isto say, not in the least. So thefirgt clueto their coming confrontation
went unrecognised by him - how could it be otherwise?

Glued to its own feeble destiny in the leaden blue moonlight, the clique at the Bistro Californium regarded
its navel with surprised disgust. Verdigris the poet wastrying to raise money againgt the security of a
ballad he said he was writing. He bobbed and hopped fruitlesdy from shadow to harsh shadow,
attempting first to chest thefat Anax Hermax, epileptic second-son of an old Mingulay fish family, then a
deepy progtitute from Minnet-Sabawho only smiled materndly at him, and findly Mooncarrot, who
knew him of old. Mooncarrot laughed pady, his eyes focused elsawhere, and flapped hisgloves. 'Oh
dear, oh no, old friend,'he whispered murderoudy. 'Oh dear, oh no!' Thewords fdl from his soft mouth
one by one like pieces of pork. Verdigriswas frantic. He plucked at Mooncarrots deeve. ‘But listen!'he
said. He had nowhere to deep; he had - it has to be admitted - debts too large to run away from; worse,
he actudly did fed verses crawling about somewhere in the back of his skull like maggotsin acorpse,
and he needed refuge from them in some woman or bottle. He nodded his head rapidly, shook that dyed
fantagtic crest of hair. 'But listen!'he begged; and, standing on oneleg in apool of weird moonlight, he put
his hands behind his back, stretched his neck and recited,

My dear when the grassrollsin tubular billows

And the face of the ewe lamb bone white in the meadows
Sickensand dithers down into the mallows

Murder will soothe us and settle our fate;

Hallowed and pillowed in the palm of tomorrow

We tremble and trouble the hearts of the hollow:

The teeth of thetigersthat stak in the shalows Encrimson the foam at the fisherman's feet!



No-one paid him any attention. Hornwrack sat dumped at the edge of the room where he could keep an
eye on both door and window (he expected nobody - it was a precaution - it was a habit), hislong white
hand curled round the handle of ablack jug, asmile neglected on histhin lips. Though he loathed and
mistrusted Verdigris he was faintly amused by this characteristic display. The poet now choked on his
horrid extemporary, mid-line. He was becoming exhausted, staring about like a bullock in an abattoir,
moving here and therein little indecisive runs benesth the strange Californium frescoes. Only Hornwrack
and Choricanam Vel Ban were left to importune; he hesitated then turned to the woman, with her
pinched face and remote eyes. She will give him nothing, thought Hornwrack. Then we shall see how
badly off heredly is.

'l dined with the hertis-Padnas,'she explained confidentially, not looking at Verdisgris as he bobbed
uxorioudy about in front of her. "They were too kind.'She seemed to see him for thefirst time and her
imbecile smile opened like aflower.

'Muck and filth!'screamed Verdigris. 'l didn't ask for asocial caendar!”
Shivering, heforced himsdlf to face Hornwrack.
A grey shadow materiaized behind him at the door and wavered there like some old worn lethal dream.

Hornwrack flung his chair back againgt thewall and fumbled for hisplain sted knife. (Moonlight trickled
down its blade and dripped from hiswrist.) Verdigris, who had not seen the shadow in the doorway,
gaped at him in grotesque surprise. 'No, Hornwrack,'he said. Histongue, like alittle purple lizard, came
out and scuttled round hislips. 'Please. | only wanted -'

'Get out of my way,'Hornwrack told him. 'Go on.'

Scarlet crest shaking with relief, he gave agreat desperate 'shout of laughter and sprang away intimeto
give Hornwrack one good ook at the figure which now tottered through the door.

A thin skin only, taut as a drumhead, separates us from the future: eventsleak through it reluctantly, with
afaint buzzing sound, if they make any noise at dl - like thewind in an empty house beforerain. Much
later, when an irreversible process of change had hold of them both, he wasto learn her name - Fay
Glass, of the House of Seth, famous thousand and more years ago for its unimaginably oblique acts of
cruelty and compassion. But for now she was a mere taint echo of the yet-to-occur, a Reborn Woman
with eyes of afearful honesty, haphazardly cropped hair an astonishing lemon colour, and acarriage
awkward to the point of ugliness and absurdity (asif she had forgotten, or somehow never learned, how
ahuman-being stands). Her knees and elbows made odd and painful angles beneath the thick ‘velvet
cloak she wore; her thin fingers clutched some object wrapped in waterproof cloth and tied up with abit
of coloured leather. Muddy and travel stained, there she stood, in an attitude of confusion and fear,
blinking at Hornwrack's knife proferred like adiver of midnight and true murder in the eccentric
Cdifornium shadows,; at Verdigrisdisgusting red crest; at Mooncarrot and hiskid gloves, smiling and
whispering delightedly, 'Hello my dear. Hello my little damp parsnip -

'l,'she said. Shefdl down like aheagp of sticks.
Verdigriswas on her at once, dashing open the bundle even as her fingers rel axed.

'What's this?he muttered to himself. 'No money! No money!'With asob hethrew it high into theair. It
turned over once or twice, landed with athud, and rolled into acorner.

Hornwrack went up and kicked him off. ‘Go home and rot, Verdigris.'He gazed down thoughtfully.



Perhaps a decade after the successful conclusion of the War of the Two Queensit had become apparent
that alarge proportion of the Reborn could not manage the continua effort neccessary to separate their
dreams, their memories and the irrevocable present in which they now discovered themsalves. Some
illness or didocation had visited them during the long buria. No more, it was decided, should be
resurrected until the others had found a cure for this disability. In the interim the worst afflicted would
leave the City to form communes and self-hel p groups dotted across the uplands and aong the littorals of
the depopulated North. It was a callous and unsatisfactory solution, except to those who felt most
threatened by the Reborn; ramshackle and interim asit was, however, it endured - and here we find them
seventy yearson, in deserted estuaries full of upturned fishing boats and hungry gulls, under fretted
fantagtic gritstone edges and dl aong the verges of the Great Brown Waste - curious, flourishing,
hermetic little colonies, some dedicated to music or mathematics, others to weaving and the related arts,
others till to the carving of enormous mazes out of the sodden clinker and blowing sands of the Waste.
All practise, besides, some form of the ecstatic dancing first witnessed by Tomb the Dwarf in the Great
Brain Chamber at Knarr in the Lesser Rust Desert.

The search for acure isforgotten; the attempt to come to terms with Evening abandoned. They prefer
now to drift, to surrender themsalves to the currents of that peculiar shifting interface between past,
present and wholly imaginary: acting out partid memories of the Afternoon and weaving into them
whatever fragments of the Evening they are able to percelve. Privately they call thistwilight country of
perception ‘the margins; and some believe that by committing themsaveswhoally to it they will intheend
achieve not only acomplete liberation from linear time but aso some vast indescribable affinity with the
very fabric of the'red’. They are mad, to dl intents and purposes: but perfectly hospitable.

From one of these communities Fav Glass had come, down al thelong milesto the south. The ‘weird
filaments of Slver threading the grey velvet of her cloak; her inability to articulate; her palpable confusion
and petit mal: al spoke eloquently of her origins. But there was nothing to explain what had brought her
here, or why she had failed to contact the Reborn of the City (who without exception - full of guilt
perhaps over their abandonment of their cousins - would have feted and cared for her asthey did every
vigitor from the North); nothing to account for her present pitiable condition. Hornwrack touched her
gently with the toe of hisboot. 'Lady?he said absently. He did not precisely ‘care-he was, after dll,
incapable of that; but the night had surprised him, presaintiing him with aface he had never seen (or
wanted to see) before: his curiosity had been piqued for thefirgt timein many years.

The City caught its bregth; the blue hollow lunar glow, Streetlight of some necrotic, dternate Viriconium,
flickered; and when at last something prompted him to look up again, the servants of the Sign were
before him, filing in dumb processiond through the chromium Caifornium door.

Choricanam Vell Ban |€eft her table hurriedly and went to sit beside Lord Mooncarrot, whom she
loathed. Her shoulders were as thin as a coat-hanger and from the folds of her purple dressthere
fluttered like exotic moths old invitation cards with deckled edges and embossed silver script.
Mooncarrot for his part dropped both hisrancid smile and hisyellow gloves - plop! - and now found
himsdlf too rigid to pick them up again. Under the table these two fumbled for one another's shaking
hands, to clasp them in atetanus of anxiety and self-interest while their lips curled with mutua distaste
and their curdled whispers trickled across the room.

'Hornwrack, take carel’

(Much later he wasto redlise that even this Smple counsdl was enmeshed in incidenta entendres. Not
that it matters. at thetime it was dready too late to follow.)

‘Take care, Hornwrack!"advised a voice of wet rags and bile; avoice which had plumbed the gutters of
itsyouth for ingpiration and never clambered out again. It was Verdigris, sidling up behind him to hop and



shuffle like ademented flamingo at the edge of vison. What abrupt desperate betraya was he nerving
himsdf up for? What unforgivable retreat? 'Oh, go away,'said Hornwrack. He felt like aman at the edge
of some crumbling sea-cliff, his back to the drop and the unknown waves with the foam in their teeth.
'What do you want here?he asked the servants of the Sign.

By day they were drapers, dull and dishonest: by day they were bakers. Now, avid-eyed, as hollow and
expectant as avacuum, they stood in aline regarding the woman at hisfeet with akind of damp, empty
longing, their faces lumpen and ill-formed in the hideous light - moulded, it seemed, from someimpure or
desecrated white wax - weaving about on long thin necks, grunting and squinting in amanner
halfapologetic, haf-aggressive. Their spokesman, their priest or tormentor, was a beggar with the
ravaged yellow mask of asaint. A surviving member of the origina cabd, he widded extensive financia
power though he lived on the charity of certain important Houses of the City. A rich bohemianin his
youth, he had refuted the ultimate redlity even of the sdlf (Staggering, after nights of witty and
irreproachable polemic, down the ashen Streets at dawn, afraid to destroy himsdlf lest by that he should
somehow acknowledge that he had lived). He no longer interpreted but rather embodied the Sign, and
when he stood forward and began to work hisreluctant jaws back and forth, it spoke out of him.

"You do not exig,'it said, in avoice like astarving imbecile, articulating dowly and carefully, asif speech
were anew invention, anew unlooked-for interruption of the endless reedy Song. 'Y ou are dreaming
each other.'It pointed to the woman. 'Sheis dreaming you al. Give her up.'It swalowed dryly, clicking its
lips, and became ill.

Before Hornwrack could reply, Verdigris - who, filled by circumstance with abilious and lethd despair,
had indeed been nerving himself up, athough not for a betrayal -stepped unexpectedly out of the
shadows. He had had a bad afternoon at the cards with Fat Main Etteilla; verse was scraping away at the
wards of hisskull like apicklock inarusty keyhole; he wasarag of aman, in horror of himsdf and
everything esethat lived. To the spokesman of the Sign he offered aridiculouslittle bow. 'Pigsare
dreaming you, you tit-suckers!'he sneered; and, squawking like adrunken juggler, winked up at
Hornwrack.

Hornwrack was astonished.
'Verdigris, are you mad?

'You're donefor, at least!'was dl the poet said. 'It's black murder now.'A perverted grin crossed his
face. 'Unless-Suddenly he extended a dirty avaricious claw, pam upwards, calloused and ink-stained
from the pen. 'If you want her you'll haveto pay for her, Hornwrack!'he hissed. "Y ou can't fight them on
your own.'He glanced sideways at the Sign, shuddered. 'Those eyes!'he whispered. 'Quick, he said,
'before my guts turn to prunejuice. Enough for abed, enough for abottle and I'm your man! Eh?As he
watched Hornwrack's incomprehension dissolve into disgust, he shivered and sobbed. 'Y ou can't fight
them on your own!

Hornwrack looked at him. He looked down at Fay Glass, insensible yet invested - amysterious engine of
fate. He looked at the spokesman of the Sign. He shrugged.

'Peddle your knife somewhere else,'he told the poet. 'These people have never had cause to quarrel with
me. They should remember that. They have made asmple mistake in the identity of this unfortunate
woman (who isacousin of mine, | now see, from Soubridge), and they areleaving.'

He stood there fedling surprised. He had meant to say something else.
'Y ou do not exist, whispered the Sign. Ansdl Verdigris chuckled.



Shadowsflickered on thewal. Kniveswere out in the eerie light.
'Oh very well,'sghed Galen Hornwrack. 'Very well'

Possessed by the sudden ingtinctive cannibalism of the baboon (our unshakeable mahout, seated in the
skull these million centuries) the combatants throw themsalves a one another: the flesh parting like lips,
wounds opening like avid mouths, preciousfluids of the heart spent in one quick sdivation; the bloody

flux. ..

Hornwrack watches at the celebration of his own genius, helpless and alittle awed. He has done nothing
during his sdf-imposed exile from humanity if not learn histrade. A cold, manufactured rage, counterfeit
of an emotion without which he cannot do hiswork, lgps him round. The good steel knife, conjured from
its sheath like amemory, settles comfortably in hishand. He can no longer influence himsalf, and treads
the measures of histrade - the cut, the leap, the feint. Like guggler in the Atteline Plaza he tumblesto
avoid the despairing counterstroke (the blade whickering in beneath his cheekbone, the displaced air
brushing festher-like his hollowed cheek). Blood fountainsin the mad Cdlifornium light, the colour of old
plums. That isno new colour. (All thewhilethegirl lay between his shuffling feet like astone, her eyesfull
of pain and disbdlief.) The knife goes home, and goes home again in the queasy gloom. Hisblood is now
inextricably mixed with that of the Sign, daubed on his bare forearms, greasy underfoot, afraternity of
murder and pain . . .

(Somewhere behind him Verdigris was struggling, his face luminous with terror, his mouth agargoyle's
spouting afilth of verses, some drainpipe lyric of relaxing sphincters and glazed eyes. 'Remember this,
Hornwrack!"he shouted. ‘Remember this!'

Hornwrack never heard him.) Three, perhapsfour, fal before him, and then the mouthpiece of the Sign
squeezes into view from the bloody melee like aface surfacing from the bottom of adream - long,
yelow, smeared with blood, triangular and expressionless as awasp's - the breath huffing in and out like
dry inhalations of some machine, the breath of the insect whispering the deadly symbolic secrets of the
caba, the arid rustling visons of bone and desert - until Hornwrack's knife thumps him squarely inthe
hollow between collarbone and trapezoid with a sound like achisdl in ablock of wood, to end eighty
years of fear and doubt. At the point of his death, eectricity flares between them, asit the whole caba
gave up its heart in the one despairing, vomited word which was s multaneoudy hiswarning and his
triumph.

Hornwrack supported the corpse by itsthroat, struggling to pull out hisknife. The yelow face grinned at
him, laved by its own punctured carotid. Helet it dip away, back down into his nightmares.

For amoment hefdt quite old and hopeless. All around him shadows were dipping from the placein
defeet -slently, like sapient grey baboons quitting some foggy midnight rock in awarmer latitude, fur
blood-streaked, the game up. In the middle of the room Verdigris had falen to hisknees and, clutching
one gory thigh to stem the bleeding, was dashing feebly at retreating hamstrings. As Hornwrack watched
he fell on hisface and dragged himself off into a corner. Hornwrack ran out into the street, shouting.
Brought up short by the dazzle of moonlight, he could hear only the rapid patter of feet. He stood there
for along time, shaking his head puzzledly, growing cold as the clock moved from midnight to one, the
knife forgotten in his hand; then he went back insde.

Verdigris had gone, through the rear entrance and out into the thousand guttersof the Quarter, the girl's
bundle with him; even now hewould betrying to sell it in some derdict shambles at the dark end of an
aley. Mooncarrot and Choricanam Vell Ban were gone, to spend the rest of the night together in grey,
narcissstic embrace, each seeing in the other's unresponsive face amirror - and part with revulsion asthe
gpasm of fear which had briefly united them faded in the spreading light of dawn. The Sign had gone, and



its dead with it. The queer Californium frescoes looked down on an empty and echoing space, and,
standing awkwardly at the hub of it, staring about her in characteritic frozen panic, the Reborn Woman
Fay Glass, aharbinger, amessenger in avelvet cloak. Her cropped yellow hair was spiky with
congealing blood and she was trying desperately to speak.

.'l,'she said. 'In my youth,'she whispered. Her eyes were blue as acid.

'Look,'hetold her, 'you had better leave before they come back.'A placein hisleft side ached
unbearably. Hefelt dull ". and fatigued. 'I'm sorry about the bundle'he said. 'If | see Verdigris. . . but |
expect your people can help you.'He put his hand through the rip in his soft leather shirt. It came out
warm and sticky. He bit hisknuckles. 'I'm hurt,'he explained, ‘and | can't help you any more. '

'Inmy youth| -

Shewas plainly mad (and attracted madness too, focusing al thelong lunacies of the City likeaglass
catching the rays of someironic invisible sun). He wanted no dependants. He put out a hand to touch her
shoulder.

Immediately he experienced a shocking moment of blankness, alapse like the premature tumbleinto
deep of an overtired brain. It was accompanied by something which resembled an intense flash of light.
He heard himsdlf say, quite inexplicably: There are no longer any walls."Shadows rushed out of the
Cdifornium corners and swallowed him: the Afternoon was vibrating in him likeamalign chord.
Somewhere out therein the millenid dark night, tall ancient towers howled on arisng wind. He
approached them over many days, fearfully, across tracts of moorland and dissected pesat, scoured
ridges and deep sumps. The ‘water was corrupted and undrinkable, the paths difficult to find. Findly the
hidden city composed itself before him like adream, but by then it wastoo late . . . Smultaneoudy (ina
vison overlaid like ddlicately coloured glass) he wasin some other place. A settlement huddied on the
verge of the Great Brown Waste. Behind it steep dopes covered with sickly dwarf-oak swept up to an
extengve gritstone escarpment running north and south, its black bays and buttresses looming up against
thefading light. A few flakes of snow hung in the bitter air: and, silhouetted against the pale-green sky,
enormous insectile shapes marched in dow processions across the clifftop.

'No,'cried Galen Hornwrack. He shook himself like adying rat and pushed the woman away. 'What?he
sad, staring at her. Hewastrembling al over. Then, with hishand clapped to hisleft side and hisface
haggard, he staggered out of the Cdlifornium, feding the dry, febrile touch of wings or madnesson his
kin.

Behind him the Reborn Woman moved her lips desperately, achild making facesinto amirror.

'In my youth,'she said to his retreating back, 'l made my small contribution. Venice becomeslike
Blackpool, leaving nothing for anybody. Rebellion is good and necessary. | - The Cdifornium became
slent about her. There was nothing left but the doorway, atrapezium of blue and grey and faded
gamboge - thereflection of the City in adeep well of moonlight on an autumn night. Nothing was |eft but
the wind out of Monar, alittle blood, the falling leaves. She began to weep with frustration.

Viriconium. Hornwrack. Three worlds colliding in his head. Asherain aimlessy up and down the
aleyways at the periphery of the Quarter, dark, viscid peat groughs yawned like traps beneath hisfeet.
Thewind hissed in hisears. Looming againgt an dectric sky, that terrible haunted crag with itsdow
purposeful vigtation! In the shattered moonlight of the City he sumbled into doorsand walls, hislimbs
jerking erraticaly asif the vision accidentally vouchsafed him had been accompanied by some injection of
poison into his nervous system. His clothes were torn and he was caked with blood; he couldn't



remember where he lived; he couldn't imagine where hed been. It wasthisfata disorientation which
camouflaged the sound of footsteps following him: and by the time he had remembered who he was - by
the time those other |andscapes had faded sufficiently for him to appreciate his Stuation - it wastoo late.

Out of the shadows that curtained the aley wall another shadow hurled itself; across aband of moonlight
awhite perverted face was launched a his own; he was carried to the floor by atremendous blow in his
damaged 9de, asif someone had run full-tilt into him in the bruised yellow gloom. Thin, hispid arms
embraced him, and closeto his ear avoice that smelt of wet rags and bile - avoice pulped by
self-indulgence and curdled with vice - hissed, 'Pay up, Hornwrack, or you'll rot in the gutter! | swear it!"

The hands which now scuttled over him were lean and fearful, full of horrible vitality. They discovered his
purse and emptied it. They stumbled on hisknife; retreated in confusion; then snatched it up and drove it
repestedly againgt the flagstones until it shattered. Overcome by this ambitious tactic they abandoned him
suddenly, like frightened rats. Something heavy and foul was flung down on the pavement near his head.
A single exatic shriek of laughter split the night: running footsteps, the signature of the Low City, faded
into echoes, stranding him sick and helpless on this barren, reding promontory of hisempty life.

Now heredlised that he had been stabbed a second time, close to the origina wound. He grinned
painfully at theironical shards of his own blade, winking up a him from the cracked flags, each one
containing atiny, perfect reflection of the mad retreating figure of the balladeer, coxcomb flapping in the
homicida night. 'I'll have your lights, you bloody cockatoo, you rag,'he whispered, 'you bloody poet!'But
now he wanted only hisfamiliar quartersin the Rue Sepile, the dry rustle of mice among the dead
geraniums and the murmured confidences of the whores on the upper Sair.

After awhilethis halucination of security became so magnetic that he hauled himsdlf to hisfeet and began
the journey, clinging to the dley wal for comfort. AlImost immediately he was enveloped in afoul reek.
He had stumbled over Verdigrisabandoned rubbish: the Reborn Woman's bundle, till wrapped inits
waterproof cloth. For thelife of him he couldn't think why it should stink so of rotting cabbage.

When he unwrapped it to find out he discovered the hacked-off head of an insect, rotting and seeping
and fully eighteen inches from eye to globular eye.

He dropped it with agroan and fled, through the warrens behind Delphin Square, past the grubby silent
booth of Fat Main Etteillaand the crumbling cornices of the Camine Auriale, hisfeet echoing down the
empty colonnades, hiswounds aching in the cold. Things pass behind me when my head isturned, he
thought, and he knew then that the future was stalking him; that a consummation lay in ambush. He stared
wildly up a the Name Starsin case they should reflect the huge unnatura change below. From Delphin
al theway to the Plaza of Unredized Time he went, straight as an arrow across the ArtistsQuarter to the
narrow opening of the Rue Sepile, to those worm-eaten rooms on the lower landing with the cellings that
cresked dl night . . .

... Where the dawn found him out at last and his eighty year exile ended (although he was not to know
that at thetime) .

All night he had lain in apainful daze broken by short violent dreams and feversin which hereceived hints
and rumours of the World's end. Fire shot from the ruined observatory at Alves, and agresat bell tolled
where none had hung for millenia. A woman with an insect's head stuffed hiswoundswith sand; later,
sheled him through unfamiliar colonnades scoured by ahot dry wind - the streets crackled underfoot,
carpeted with dying yellow locusts! Main Etteilla, sweating in the prophetic booth - 'Fear death from the
air!- opened her hands palm upwards and placed them on the table. He was abandoned by his
companionsin the deep wastes and crawled about groaning while the Earth flew apart like an old bronze
flywhed under the wan eye of amoon which resolved itsdf findly into the face of hisboy, impassvein



the queasy light of asingle candle.
'What, then?he whispered, trying to push the lad away.

It wasthe last hour of the night, when the light creegps up between the shutters and spreads across the

damp plaster like astain, musty and cold. Outside, the Rue Sepile lay exhausted, prostrate, smelling of
gaewine. He coughed and sat up, the sheets benesth him stiff with his own coagulating blood. Pulling
himsdlf, hand over hand, out of the hole of deep, he found his mouth dry and rancid, hisinjured Sdea
hollow pod of pain.

"There are people to see you,'said the boy. And, indeed, behind his expressonless face other faces
swam, there in the corner beyond the candldight. Hornwrack shuddered, clawing at the bloody linen.

'Do nothing,'he croaked.

The boy smiled and touched hisarm, with 'Better get up my lord,'the gesture ambivaent, the smile
holding compassion perhaps, perhaps contempt; affection or embarrassment. They knew nothing about
one another despite ahundred morningslike this, years of stiff and bloody sheets, delirium, hot water and
the gtitching needle. How many wounds had the boy bound, with pinched face and capable
undemondtrative fingers? How many days had he spent aone with the dry smell of the geraniums, the Rue
Sepile 'buzzing beyond the shutters, waiting to hear of adeath?

‘Better get up. '
'Will you remember me?

He shivered, and his hand found the boy's thin shoulder. "Will you remember me?he repested, and when
no answer was forthcoming swung hislegs over the edge of the bed.

'I'm coming,'he said with ashrug; so they waited for him in the shadows of hisroom, silent and attentive
as the boy bathed and dressed his wounds, as the candle faded and grey light crept in under the door.
Fay Glass the madwoman with her message from the North; Alstath Fulthor, lord of the Reborn and a
great power in Viriconium since the War of the Two Queens; and between them the old bent man in the
hooded robe, who peered out through a chink in the mouldy shutter and said dryly, 'l can connect
nothing with nothing today. But look how the leavesfal!’

3: A Fish Eaglein Viriconium

Tomb the Dwarf's return to Viriconium, his adoptive city, was accomplished at no greeat pace. The
passage of two or three days placed the Site of his abortive excavations and near-incineration behind him
to the south-east. The Monar massif was on hisright hand (its peaks as yet no more than athreet of ice,
awhite hanging frieze hardly distinguishable from aline of cloud), while somewhere off to hisleft ran that
ancient, paved and - above dl - crowded way which linksthe Pastel City with its eastern dependencies -
Fadich, Cladich and Lendafoot by the sea. Thislatter route he avoided, preferring the old drove-roads
and greenways, out of sentimentality rather than any conscious desire to be adone. He remembered
something about them from his youth. Although he was not quite sure what it might be, he sought it
stubbornly in the aimless sdients and gentle swells of the dissected limestone uplands which skirt the

mountains proper, haunted by the liquid bubble of the curlew and the hiss of thewind in the blue
MOOr-grass.

He gavelittle thought to hisrescuer from the past. The man had vanished again while he dept, leaving
nothing but a half-dream in which the words 'Viriconium'and 'M oon'were repeated many timesand with a
certain sense of urgency. (Tomb had woken ravenous in the morning, abandoned the new pit
immediately, despiteits promise, and gonein search of him - full at first of acuriousjoy, then at least in



hope; and finadly when hefailed to find so much as afootprint in the newly-turned earth, with awry
amusement at hisown folly.) Hewas, as he had put it more than once, adwarf and not a philosopher.
Eventsinvolved him utterly; he encountered them with optimism and countered them with ingtinct; in their
wake he had few opinions, only memories. He asked for no explanations.

Stll, curiosity was by no means dead in him; and since he could not go to the Moon he moved west
acrossthe uplands ingtead, toward Viriconium, In aregion of winding dales afurther queer event
overtook him.

Fissuring the high plateau, so that from above it looked like agrey and eroded cheese, these deep little
dry-bottomed valleys were dreamy and untenanted. Hanging thickets of thorn and ash made them difficult
of access (except where some greenway deserted impulsively its grassy sheep-run to follow an empty
stream bed, plunge through tumbled and overgrown intake walls, and nose like a dog among the mossy
ruins of some long-abandoned village): and each was guarded by high, white, limestone bastions. Into
one such came the dwarf at the end of awarmish October afternoon, the whedls of his caravan creaking
on adisused track drifted with ochre leaves. Reluctant to disturb the elegant silence of the beechwoods,
he descended dowly, looking for a place to pass the night. The air waswarm, the valley dappled with
honey-coloured light. Summer till lived herein the smell of the wild garlic, the dance of theinsectsin the
steep glades, and the dow fall of aleaf through adanting ray of sun.

The curves of the track reveded to him first aforgotten hamlet in the valey floor - then, swimming above
that in akind of amber glow, the enormous cliff which dominated it.

The village waslong dead. Past it once had flowed a stream called the Cressbrook: but there was no-one
left now to cdl it anything, and it had retreated shyly underground leaving only abarren strip of stonesto
separate the relics of human architecture from the vast limestone cathedra on itsfar bank. There was no
water for his ponies, but Tomb turned them out of their shafts anyway; he felt magnetized, drawn, on the
verge of some discovery. For thisthey bore him no more or lessill-will than usud, and he could hear
them tearing at the damp grass as he pottered aong the bank of the vanished brook. But he couldn't get
comfortable 'there, or amid the contorted and lichenous boughs of the reverted orchard with its minute
sour gpples - and after awhile he shook his head, staring puzzledly about him. Something had attracted
him, and yet the place was nothing more than a collection of bramble-filled intakes, grassy mounds, and
heaps of stone colonized by nettle and elderberry, itsair of desuetude and loss magnified by the existence
of the cliff above-That cliff! That aching expanse of stone, with its ancient jackdaw colonies, its grest
ragged swathes of ivy and itslong mysterious yelow staing It hung up there, every line of it precisein the
amber glow, every scalloped overhang thick with brown darkness, every leaning ash tree, golden and
exact againg its own black shadow. Every buttress was luminous. The gloomy and suggestive caves
worninitsface by amillion years of running water seemed more likely places of habitude than the pitiful
handful of relicsfacing it acrossthe dry stream: the shadow of abird, flickering for amoment acrossan
acre of vibrant white stone, invested it with someimmemorid yet trangtory sgnificance (somedidtillation
or heirloom of athousand twilights, abillion such shadows fosslized impal pably in the rock): it waslikea
vast old head - imperid, ironic and compelling -Eventualy he cooked himsdalf amedl and ate it squatting
comfortably on the step of the caravan. Smoke from hisfire became trapped in the inversion layers and
drifted down thelittle valley. Evening came closer and yet never seemed to arrive - asif thevaley and its
great white guardian were removed from the ordinary passage of time. The sun dipped forever into the
greyness and yet never sank. The air cooled, but so dowly. No wind came. Tomb the Dwarf scratched
his crotch, yawned. He stood up to massage the deep ache of an old back-wound.

Hefed the ponies. Then he went to look at the cliff.

At firg, alittle out of breath after the ascent of the vegetated scree beneath, he was content merely to



stand at the bottom of it and crane his neck to watch the jackdaws. The rock was warm: he placed the
pam of hishand againg it, flat. The earth beneath his boots was filled with the smdll of autumn: he
breathed deeply, cocking an eye a a hanging rib, asoaring corner, an ivy-filled crack.

He stood there at the beginning of it where every line led upward, then he began to climb.
He had remembered what was haunting him.

He climbed dowly and amiably, placing hisfeet with care; here jamming afist into acrack, there
balancing hisway across some steep dab while empty space burnt away beneath him likeafuse: and
with him as he climbed went the long barren limestone scars of hisyouth, burning and distant under a
foreign sun - the baking hinterlands of the Mingulay Peninsulain summer - the stones so bright at midday
they hurt the eyes - the tinkerscaravans string ‘themselves out like gems across the Mogadon Littord -
the sea-cliffs blaze in afifty mile arc from Radiopolisto Thing 10, while, high above the stonehegps and
the thorny rubbish in the dry gullies, patrols asingle lammergeyer, aspeck on the burning bowl of theair!
Each place or event he now saw miniaturised and arid, asif sedled in clear glass. He regretted none of
them - but he was glad on the whole to have . exchanged them for the softer airs of the north; and the
memory identified, the haunting laid, helet it dip away . . . Soon he was ableto rest on ashaggy platform
some three 'hundred feet from his starting point and perhaps two hundred more above the caravan on the
valey floor. Here there was a cool breeze, and he could watch the jackdaws pursue their millenid
evening squabble beneath him; 'harrying one another from roost to roost then exploding away into the
clear air in aclatter of wings and sneers - to soar and drift and drop like stonesinto the treetops bel ow
before returning to the bramble-ledges to begin the whole tedious argument over again . . . Hetook off
his belt and with it anchored himsalf among the roots of the yew with which he shared his perch. Theair
around him cooled; the light . began imperceptibly to fade; the long shoulders of the plateau receded
north before him, horizon after horizon like grey pigeon feathers set againgt the enamdlled bluesand
yelows of the sky. Acrossthe valey he could no longer distinguish individua ash trees- crowned with a
continuous lacy fretwork of branches, the sun red and unmoving aboveit, the far dope rose dark and
sullen like avast earthwork.

. And as he watched, a head began to raiseitself above that earthwork.

It was such a brief glimpse that later he was unable to describe it coherently - by then, of course, it no
longer mattered. Thething revealed itsdf intota silence, and by parts. First the drooping, jointed
antennae, in constant nervous motion, were lifted above the trees; then the great globular eyesfollowed
them, dull and faceted, set in awedge-shaped carapace like the stained and polished skull of adead
horse; findly came the mouthparts, working like amachine. Two trembling, oddly-curved forelimbs
appeared, and, braced againgt the earth's dark edge (although they left not the dightest mark), levered
this shocking mask high above the dwarf's stance. He never saw the rest of the creature. The valley
winked out below him; the dliff lurched and spun; he shuddered, and heard athin piping noise coming out
of hisown mouth -Then it was gone.

He retained the impression of something fading, of anoise he had never actualy heard gradualy
diminishing from some unimaginable crescendo - asif an invisble energy dissipating itsdf like water
dribbling away under a stone: then he felt the rough powdery bark of the yew againgt his swegting hand;
the cry of the jackdaws came back to him (faint at first, asthough from avast distance); the valey of the
Cressbrook was once more as it had been -Such abrief glimpse.

The sun sank, the dark welled in: but the small hunched figure on the cliff remained - chin on knees,
snged grey hair moving in the night wind, expresson quizzicd. When he eventualy got up to leave his
ledge and begin the careful retreat, he saw suddenly that it was scattered with hundreds of little luminous
insects. Leaping and glittering in an excess of life and energy, they scuttled over hisfest, flickered



between the roots of the yew, and tumbled in a constant rain over the edge, spilling into the depthslike
sparks. He could not see where they came from; and when he tried to pick some of them up they evaded
him.

During his descent he had expected to see them fdling past him into space: but when afew minutes |ater
the difficulties eased and he was able to look up, they had gone, and he couldn't even seethe ledge.

*

Inalanguor of puzzlement and dried blood, then, hiswounds gaping at him every time he closed hiseyes,
Galen Hornwrack abandoned hisfamiliar rooms, his stale but bearable captivity. Nothing was said.
Nothing was explained. The shrewd whores watched him go (moving abstractedly from window to
window, fingers raised to adrooping underlip, aleaded cheek, afavourite comb). The boy, too, followed
him with uncommunicative eyes. Did he understand what had happened? Would hewait for asmuch asa
day before drifting away into some desperate, motiveless new liaison? Hornwrack could not care for him
(both of them bore too obvioudy the sgnature of the City, the impassive saf-indulgence, the narcisssm
which precludes compassion): but hehad a sudden quick vision of the boy's thin shoulders hunched
againg acorrosive ydlow lamplight; of dripping brickwork and energetic shadows; and he found himself
searching for something to say in farewell, some gift or acknowledgement. Nothing came, so hesad
nothing, and let the inevitable profitless curves of the Rue Sepile carry him out of Sight.

Eventualy, he knew, his present inertiawould be replaced by afaint bitterness, a sense of betraya which,
though directed away from himself, would yet be experienced on behdf of the boy. In thisway he
managed his crippled emotions. For now he could only watch covertly the faces of his unwelcome
companions, waiting for some indication of their purpose. Beneath his cloak he had hidden his second
best knife, athing with apeculiar hilt and an old black stain he could not remove.

They had fetched him ahorse, though he hated that method of travel, and urged him silently to get up on
it. Now, the Plaza of Unrealized Time and its shabby dependencies behind them, they shepherded him
through the Low City. Alves passed like adream, its breached copper dome and sprawling rookeries
lapped in the silence of desuetude. Along the Camine Auride adrizzling rain commenced. The earthy
wounds of the Cispontine Quarter opened before them like afreshly-dug graveyard.

.. Eastward, where the ArtistsQuarter huddles up to the skirts of the High City (and Carron Ban, it's
said, deserted by her sour daughter, till waitsfor Norvin Trinor in the inexpressibly sad shadows
beneeth the heights of MinnetSaba), dawn had filled the streets with faces Hornwrack knew. The curdled
horizontal light picked out awicked jaw, an eyebrow like a punctuation mark - here a blanched cheek,
there agoitre like a pregnancy or some prodiga carious baring of the teeth. Deformed and weary, furtive
or gleeful, they were the faces of usurers and wastrels, of despairing cannibas and blemished martyrs, dl
corroded in the mora marrow and burnt to the underlying bone with the City's mark: Equipot the
one-eyed merchant with his sardonic grin and rotting septum; pae Madam ‘L', her haematitic eyesfull of
fever, hurrying to keep an appointment in the Boulevard Aussman; Paulinus Rack the undertaker's agent,
his very large head covered with broken veins, carrying ashort jade cane. . .

They were customers of hisfor the most part, though none of them seemed to know him now. It was asif
the events of the night had removed him from his proper sphere.

No such deight had operated in the case of Alstath Fulthor, however much he might have wished it
otherwise. From booth and gutter the eyes of the Low City stared out, to passincurioudy over Fay Glass
and her outlandishly cropped hair; dwell alittle longer on the old man who rode by her side (puzzled
perhaps by the strange geometries on hisrobe, and briefly disconcerted by histranquil yellow features
and impenetrable smile); then fasten greedily on the Reborn Man like the eyes of communicants or at



least the spectators at an execution.
Fulthor, that myth!

He wasthe enigma of the Low City, the meat and drink of their gossip. In the streets beneath
Minnet-Saba all motion ceased at his comings and goings, whatever the hour. The constant bedlam of the
gutters abated as he rode by, wrapped in his queer diplomatic status and his queerer armour with its
strangely elongated joints at knee and elbow and its tremul ous blood-red glow. Who was he? Did he
servethe City, or it him? He waslike some living flaw in time, through which leaked faint poisonous
memories of the Afternoon - its fantastic conspiracies and motiveless sciences, dl itsfrigid crudtiesand
raging glory. Since histriumphant entry at the head of the Reborn Armies eighty years ago (the Northern
wolves driven before him to be caught at last between his hammer and the anvil of Tomb the Giant
Dwarf), he had gone about Viriconium like the courier of aGod, the very besat of his heart aresponseto
somelogt prehistoric cue. He was amiasmd past and an ambivalent future, aforeign princein afamiliar
city. Hewas, and aways had been, the repository of more fears than hopes.

So they quietened as he passed. It waslike an embarrassment in them. A few smiled up a him. Some
gpat. Othersfingered thoughtfully the metd pendant at their necks and wished, perhaps, for the night.

If Hornwrack was digposed to acertain cynical amusement at this reception of the Queen'sfavourite
advisor, it was dispdlled when their destination became plain. Fulthor led hislittle group first to
Minnet-Saba by a northward traverse - the precipitous Rivelin Way being &t this hour impassable for the
ddls of amakeshift but flourishing fish market; then on to the Camine again; and by thisindirect and
ill-chosen route (like amain remembering quite another city) brought them finaly to the Proton Circuit: a
road which has only one ending, therein the grest filigree meta shell of Methven'shdl. Dwarfed by the
vast curve of that airy way, spiraling above the lesser thoroughfares on its hundred fragile stone pillars,
they inched their way towards the palace under asky like red lead, four smdl figuresimprisonedin a
monstroudy beautiful geometry. Above them orbited a solitary fish eagle, raucous and lost here on the
edge of the mountains, making long white arcs againg the clouds.

Hunched up on hishorsein the wind and the rain, Hornwrack perceived smultaneoudy his destination
and hismistake. He nodded bitterly to himsdf. He looked up at the fish eagle to remind himsdlf of old
freedoms cruelly taken away. Then he reached deliberately over to hisleft where the old man rode by his
sde; hooked one arm round the ancient neck; and brought his second-best knife smoothly from its place
of conceal ment beneath hiswet woollen cloak. His own horse hated in confusion, but the old man's
continued to movein anervous circle. This had the effect of didodging him from its saddle, so that his
weight was completely supported by Hornwrack's stranglehold - while Hornwrack's flawed blade,
flickering in the ashy light, pricked hisydlow skin; and Hornwrack's flawed laugh died in hisfacelikea
poisoned dog.

'I'll go no further on this bloody road,'cried Hornwrack, ‘until you tell me why, Aistath Fulthor! What
have | ever had here but disappointments?

Above him, closer now, it seemed, the fish eagle screamed. Its cries caused akind of elation to spill
through him, briefly anaesthetising the ache of hiswounds and strengthening him if need be for another
murder.

'I've not ridden thisroad for eighty years. | know you, Fulthor. Give me areason why | should come with
you now!"

But a chill went through him as he spoke; and though hiswords were for the Reborn Man, he found
himself staring into the parchment face of hisimpassve hostage. The old man had spoken not once since



his cryptic greeting of the dawn in Hornwrack's rooms - not oncein al that long ride across the City: but
now he opened his mouth and gave vent to a sudden mewing wail, acry with no speechinit at dl, which
rose inhumanly into the sky and fled away'like an ancient bird. This done, he became sill again, hislips
dry and bluish, hisrheumy eyesfixed vacantly on the empty air. The queer geometrica embroidery on his
robe seemed to settleitsaf dowly, asif amoment before it had been in violent and independent motion.

Hornwrack clung tightly to him and shuddered, asthe victim clingsto his assassn. Hiswounds hurt him
suddenly. Hefdt sick and hefelt very old.

Algath Fulthor, caught between one tepid nightmare and the next:

For two days a scene from his previous life had hung at the outside edge of perception, giving him the
impression that he was accompanied everywhere by one or two partly visible companions. They weretdl
and whitish - candle-like figures resembling the drawings of the insane - and whenever he turned his head
they vanished immediately. At unexpected moments the scene would submerge him completely, and he
would become aware that they were walking in some sort of sunken ornamenta garden planted with
flowers whose names he could not remember and filled with asmell of horsehair and mint which variedin
intengty with the wind from beyond the walls. Acrossit floated the voices of his companions, engaged in
some half-serious philosophica or religious dispute. His relationship to them, whilst not precisaly sexud,
could be described in only the most complex and emotiona of terms; and his constant attemptsto see
them more clearly had given hishead adight Sdewaystilt, and lent to his expression an even more
withdrawn quality than was usud.

It was symptomatic, perhaps, of a sudden self-doubt. The old man in the embroidered robe - guarded as
to hisimmediate origins, secretive of purpose though evidently benign - had issued from the recent history
of Viriconium with al theforce of aliving myth. And on that high path under the brow of Hollin Low
Moor, less than aweek before (night coming on, the sweat drying on him, and the distant shriek of afish
eagle making dien the bleating of the autumn flocks), Alstath Fulthor had relinquished to him what he
secretly saw as the stewardship of the empire. He did not quite understand how this had come abouit.
Only that he had fought so long againgt the quicksand of his Afternoon memories (because after the
passing of tegeus-Cromis and the vanishing of Tomb the Iron Dwarf who esewas|eft to advisethe
Queen?) and now the fight was failing and he wastired to death. Only that the old man's charismawas
immenseg, hisfrail old figure looming somehow over every foreseeable future, awarning or athreet.

So, even before the appearance a his housein the early hours, of the woman Fay Glass, incoherent and
alone, he had begun to act in astupor, consumed by the fegling that there was nothing to choose between
the fevers of his skull and those of the world outside it. When he closed his eyes strange waxen figures
moved through a garden; when he opened them again he found that he had alowed the girl (like some
demented diviner) to lead him haf-way across the city in search of acheap n. Somewhere along
theway he had collected the old man, who now watched him sardonically and offered him no assistance.
..'I can connect nothing with nothing . . . The tenement in the Rue Sepilefilled him with disgust for the
people among whom he must now make hislife. Its airwayswound like atedious . argument, luring part
of hisbrain aong with them until he found himsdlf thinking, gpropos of nothing, If the dead have a city it
islike this one, and it smells of rats and withered geraniums . . . '‘But look how the leavesfall . .
"While hisboy bled him patiently the n groaned and whispered from the disordered bed. Fulthor
eyed the process with distaste, noting how the boy's face, delicate and womanish in the unsteady light,
filled with a strange detached sympathy. L ater, watching the n dress, hefdt only impatience a the
Low City swagger of him, and missed the hidden knife. . .

Now Hornwrack closed on hisvictim like arat-trap.

There was a sudden hiss of indrawn bregth. A flurry of hooves. The knife flickered out from somewhere,



ablemished sted tongue in the grey light. The old man gasped once and was silent. They remained
locked together for along moment, like lovers. Above them, somewhere up in the dark morning, ahuge
bird shrieked. The madwoman began to ride round them in circles, whimpering and waving her arms.
Hornwrack laughed madly. 'I'll go no further, Fulthor! 1've been thisway before. It'saroad to
nothing!'Suddenly he stared into the face of hishostage asif he saw his own death there. 'What?Fear
gretched histhin brutalised features.

The old man opened histhroat, retched; squawked inhumanly; then seemed to smile.
'Oh! Oh! Oh!'cried Fay Glass, staring upward.

Algtath Fulthor, hisbrain an empty beach across which were scattered the bones of understanding, felt,
rather than saw, something detach itself from the racing clouds above.

It fell dowly at first, toppling languidly off one great wing, giving vent to ahigh wailing cry (thusdo thefish
eagles of the Southern Marches plummet amost lazily athousand yardsinto the cold sat water of ther
native sea-lochs: but this one wasfully five feet from wingtip to wingtip, and of an odd grey colour);
plunged quicker and quicker until Fulthor was sureit must bury itsdlf in the paving of the Circuit; thenin
thefinal ingtant shot horizontally across hisfield of vison in arush of displaced air, to smash into the
assassin's ribcage with anoise like an axe going into an oak door. Shouting in rage and fright, Hornwrack
fell backwards off his horse. Helost his hold on the old man, hit the wet road, and was bowled over ina
mist of blood and feethers.

Relieved - if astonished - at thisturn of events, Fulthor drew his powered blade and cursed hishorsein
close; found that he could get aclear stroke at neither assassin nor bird, and swept the old man up to
safety ingead. Thisgave himtheilluson, at least, of participation.

In the immediate aftermath of its Strike the hawk had the advantage of momentum: with its talons fastened
in hisface Hornwrack went rolling and bellowing about the roadway, knife-arm flailing while he tried with
the other to protect his eyes and throat. There waslittle to choose between them for ferocity. The bird
shrieked and croaked; the man groaned and wept; rain fell on them both. Alstath Fulthor stared gppalled.
Eventudly, blood streaming from his face and forearms, the man wriggled into aknedling postion. He
grasped the bird by its neck and pulled it off him. Time after time he drove the knife into its body, but it
was like stabbing a brick wall. The huge wings buffeted him. Their faces were inches gpart, and both of
them were screaming now asif they had finaly recognised one another from some other country and
were continuing aquarrel begun therelong ago . . . Suddenly the man threw hisknife avay, transferred
both hands to the bird's neck, and twisted it once.

They raised their bloody heads and shrieked together. The man choked. The bird was still.

Fulthor rode over, dismounted, and watched Hornwrack get unsteadily to hisfeet. His cloak was ripped,
his shoulders amantle of blood. He looked round him like an idiot, empty-eyed. 'Y ours, | suppose,'he
said to Fulthor, hisvoice thick and dull. He hardly seemed to notice the powered blade flickering and
spitting at histhroat. He held out the dead bird. 'Some bloody thing dug up out of the ground.’

The Reborn Man stared &t it in silence. It was a perfect image of a bird made all in metal: afantasy
with armoured wings, every feather beaten from wafer-thin iridium, the fierce raptoria besk and talons
forged from sted and graven with strange delicate designs. It hung from Hornwrack's hand, though, like
anything newly dead - loose of limb, open-mouthed and vulnerable (asif in the moment of deeth it had
been surprised by some truth which made nothing of beaks and claws), one greet wing hanging in adack
double curve. He shook his head stupidly and turned away.

The old man seemed little the worse for his adventure, though the strain seemed to have accentuated



something not quite human in the set of hisfegtures, the way his amogt-saffron skin clung to cheekbone
and jaw, taut as an oiled silk lampshade. "Y ou had better tell him why we need him, Alstath Fulthor,'he
whispered hoarsely. He massaged his scraggy neck and chuckled. 'l believe he will not come except of
his own accord. And | would rather he destroyed no more of my property. '

Fulthor failed to hide his surprise. 'Y ou made the bird?he said.

'Long ago. There may be afew moreleft - 'Helooked up into the grey sky - 'but they have grown shy
sncethe War. They are less dependable, and no longer speak.’He nodded to himself, remembering
something. Then: Tel himwhy we need him.’

Fulthor could think of nothing to say. He looked from the old man to the ruined bird and back ‘again;
then at Hornwrack (who, far from showing any further sgns of fight, had begun to shiver volcanicadly) .

"The girl,'ne began. 'She was sent here with amessage, we think, vitdl to the City, to the Empire. To dl of
usin these peculiar times. But look at her! Therest of her party must have wandered off somewhere
between here and the Great Brown Waste: they are far dong the road to the Past in her village, and it is
hard for them to concentrate for long on what they judge to be nine tenths dream.'(Waxen figures were at
that moment processing through his own skull, carrying something wrapped in afantastically decorated
shest, dl of them leaning at thirty degreesto the vertical; they were singing. Nine-tenths dream! He had
placed her by the weave of her cloak. He could find the place but would he ever leaveit again?) "You
must know what they are like out there. '

The assassin seemed preoccupied. With the hem of his cloak he was dabbing at hislips, his cheeks;, the
lobe had been torn off hisleft ear. He fought off afresh bout of shivering (looked for asecond hunted
and afraid, like aman who suspectsin himself afatd disease). 'She said nothing to me. Nothing but
gibberish.'He touched white bone where his jawline had been laid open, winced. 'Look & me! | am
aready bleeding for her. Three times now she has brought meto this, though that bastard Verdigris had
his dirty handsin the matter.'He sneered. “ ' The face of the ewe-lamb bone whitein the mallows’!
Gibberigh!'

Fulthor could follow little of this. He thought privately that the man was med.

‘It isnot what she has said,'he explained carefully, 'but what she brought with her, that is of significance,
Had she anything with her? | thought as much! Y ou are the only one who saw it. We must know. Y ou
owe usthis, if only because you were the cause of itsloss!’

This seemed to enrage the n.

"Then ask her, Reborn!"he shouted. He spat blood into the road at Fulthor's feet. ‘It is| who am owed. |
killed five of the Sign last night on her behaf and my pam isempty. One of them at least would have
fetched twenty pounds of stedl in the open market. Martin Fierro under my knife! That was ablack
madness. Herel'He stuck out his cupped right hand. ‘Black bloody madness! | am sick of doing the work
of the High City and regping only their sanctimonious stares!'He turned away disgustedly and madeto
pick up hisknife. When Fulthor's weapon pricked the small of his back, he froze. He looked back over
his shoulder, a sneer spreading across his lacerated face. ‘Are you frightened of asted knife now, up
therein the High City?Y ou could chop me like an onion with that thing if | had fifty kniveslikethid'He
bent down quickly and snatched it up. 'Look, blunted at the tip.'It had vanished under his cloak before
Fulthor could protest. He had sensed now to what extent he was needed; to what extent safe.

'She cannot tell us, Hornwrack,'said Fulthor tiredly. Y ou can. That iswhy she brough usto you. It was
her only means of communication. At least cometo the palace to discussit. | agree that you may have
been treated unfairly.’



Hornwrack ignored him. He shook the carcass of the metdl bird. He put it to hisear. 'lt hums till. It
hummed even as| strangled it.'His hands trembled, then tilled. 'l fed my deethin dl this'He walked off a
few paces and stared up at the palace, amile distant and misty through the blowing rain. 'Methven's
hall!'they heard him say. He seemed to be listening. ‘| was once one of you,'he said. 'l was one of the
rulers. | chose to become one of the ruled. Then:

"To hdl with dl of you,'he said. 'I'll come because you have the weight of that behind you -'pointing to the
palace -'and because you have the baan. But I'll tell you nothing.'He regarded Fulthor with acold smile,
drew his ragged deeve across his red-daubed face. 'Y ou had better watch me, Reborn Man,'he
threatened. "Y ou had better watch me dl thetime!’

| would rather be aghost than play such hollow games, thought Alstath Fulthor.
Hornwrack: The horse had run off and he refused to try and catch it on foot.
‘Then walk,'the Reborn Man told him.

Hewrithed his bruised lips and spat. (If he shut his eyesthe bird came a him till, tearing long dastic
gripsof flesh from his chest until the ribs showed through.)

'S0,'he said. He shrugged.

Lord Galen Hornwrack, scion of arespected - if relict -House, one-time officer and pilot of the Queen's
Flight, now aprofessiona n of somerepute in the Low City, made hisway for thefirgt timein
eighty yearsto the palace at Viriconium. He walked. Hiswounds throbbed and chafed. Memories of the
night gnawed him. But at his belt hung ametd bird he had ruined with his own bare hands, and he felt this
to be the symbol of a continuing defiance: though he now had to admit that control of his own destiny had
passed from him. Occasionaly, small whedls spilled from somewhere deep within the bird to run
soundlesdy in diminishing circles until the wind whirled them away like chaff acrossthe Proton Circuit.
Before he went into the hal, of Methven he looked up at the sky. What had begun at least in light was
now dull and unpromising. Even the deedly litharge stain of dawn had faded from the cloud-layer; so that,
grey and solid, it capped the earth like an enormous leaden bowl, asingle thin crescent of silver showing
at itstilted northern extremity. And as he watched even that faded.

4: IntheCorridors

Tomb the Dwarf camein through the south-eastern or 'Gabellinégate of the City, just before dawn, some
two weeks after his strange meseting on the edge of the Rannoch. A finerain wasfaling asheled his
ponies beneath the heavy seeping curve of masonry - more tunnel than arch - where the guard dozed ina
wicker cubicle and old men, woken by the rattle of whedl on cobble, squatted under their dripping felt
hats and stared incurioudy at him as he passed. Here, in an dcovein thewal of the arch, had once hung
the notorious Gabelline Oracle, sought out and yet dreaded by al who entered or |eft the City: the
severed head of achild hanging from a hook, beneath which had been constructed an achemica
'body'composed of yew twigs bound together by certain waxes and fats. A lamp being lit beneath the
oracle, or in more specid circumstances an inscribed wooden spatula being forced under itstongue, it
would givein alow but penetrating voice the fortune ether of the consultant or of the City itself. No-one
who had ever heard that voice could forget it; many would take the Gate of Nigg to avoid it.

Tomb heard nothing, though he cocked his head for echoes; but a breath of the past followed him alittle
way beyond the gate, acold and depressing air generated in those outer regions, overflowing into the
aleyways and peding demi-monde avenues of the suburbs where geranium leaves were turning ochre
and afaint smell like cat's urine issued from the mouldy brick. Viriconium, sump of time and achemicd
child; sacrificer of children and comforter of ghosts - who can but shiver and forgive in the damp



theatrical airs of dawn?

A red tain grew in the sky above the Haunted Gate. Againgt it floated the airy towers, suspended asif in
water glass, while below were conjured shabby reflections - aglitter of fishscales, olive ail, broken glass,
and the west wind shivering the wide shdlow puddlesin the empty squares. Adeep one minute and
aware the next, the Pastel City woke like awhore, to commerce and betrayal, to pleasure and misery -
to rare metals and offa, velvet and sackcloth, lust and holiness, litharge, lithia sats and horse cures. The
red stain spread until it had filled the Sky. Wormesaten floorboards groaned. Gummy eyes gazed forth,
half-blind aready with boredom and disgust, to watch the dawn drop dead among the sodden chestnut
leavesin the Rue Montdampierre! Tomb the Dwarf, recognizing in this suburb the same dut who had
emptied the pockets of an impressionable Mingulay tinker's son a hundred years before, was overcome
by sentiment. He took deep delighted breaths, spoke almost kindly to his ponies; and grinned about like

guggler.

Benesth Minnet-Saba the Rivelin market spilled across his path like the encampment of abesieging amy,
dotted with paling flares and the little warm enclaves of charcod braziers. It was a good-natured,
anarchical sege, noisy and stinking, full of laughter and mock acrimony. Fish stalls predominated, but
among them were distributed the kerbside pitches of tattooist and juggler, prostitute and priest; together
with the booths of those deft-fingered old women who are equaly happy to play at the cards for
whatever stiakes you name, or with them tell your fortune to the accompaniment of a practised homily.
The gutters were filled with fish-heads, with sneaking cats and unconscious thieves. Fishwives rubbed
elbows with boys selling anemones from neck trays (while others offered filthy marzipan, or caramelized
locusts like intricate jewellery from the forgotten towns of the dusty East). Over it dl hung amarinereek,
apal of hot cooking fat, and reedy, disconnected music.

Into this came the dwarf's caravan like a spirit of chaos -pushing aside tottering stalls, running over
unguarded feet, impervious to abuse, drawing forth as it passed each brazier theironic catcalls of idlers
and the shrieks of fishwives (who required that the dwarf come behind a booth with them and there bash
the dents out of a pot they would show him). The anemone-boys rode histall yellow whedls, grinned into
hisface, logt their balance and fdll into the street. All the while he moved steadily up the hill toward
Minnet-Saba, the crowds eddying in hiswake, until he came to the upper limit of the market; and there
on the precise interface of High and Low Cities, chanced on the booth of Fat Main Ettellla

Despite the coming and going about the booth, it had attracted few onlookers. Wan torches set &t its
corners guttered in the growing light. Its greasy satin curtains were drawn back to reveal the Main hersdlf,
billowing over her three-legged stool and coughing likeahorseintheraw air. In her vast lap sat asmall
drunken man with adepraved triangular face, from the top of which stuck straight up a stiff brush of
amogt crimson hair. His bottle-green jerkin was not only encrusted with old filth, but sticky besideswith
new foulness; and he seemed to be confessing his part in some brawl or murder the night before. Tears
were running down his cheeks; great twitches racked his body; odd spasms of free verse left him now
and then like vomit. (‘I renounce the blessed face,'heintoned, ‘the slent Sster veiled in white and
blue;'and made a sound like a choking cat. "What else could | do? He was no friend to me!”)

Before them on aflimsy baize-covered table were arranged the cards - four Urns above him; behind him
the Conjuror reversed; the MANTIS crossing him: and many others. Each strange little scene glowed up
from the grubby pasteboard asif viewed in areducing mirror - leaning columns clustered beneath a
vanished congellation, extinguished suns and naked supplicants, the shadowy hierarchicd figuresof a
symbology asold or older than Viriconium, legacy perhaps of some Afternoon parlour game. This'she
whispered, 'isyour card, MALADIE; and here are three towers and a dog, the future as yet unrevesled,
also disgrace. (Another account speaks of greed frustrated.) Look! Here's a deserted beach, and in the
tide ahermit crab. Abovefly three swvans: APPU 1. Between the alternatives there isno marriage



possible - on the one hand magnificence; on the other, disease. (Also a certain clouded joy.) The man
with the red hair, though, would look anywhere but at the cards. If his glance fell on them by accident he
would pretend to see someone he knew in the crowd.

But the dwarf saw little of this, and of what he saw retained only fragmentary impressions. awhite, bony
face; the scattered cards like pieces of coloured glass. He heard avoice like the outfall of a sewer say, 'A
locust the Size of aman; ahead two feet across!’

At this Fat Main Etteillashook hersdf asif surfacing from adream. Shelooked down at thelittle drunk in
her 1ap and put one of her great fat hands over his. 'l wish | could help you, dearie,'she said with asigh;
and set him carefully on hisfeet. A fit of coughing overtook her as he bobbed about in front of her trying
to bow. 'Piss and blood!'he screamed suddenly. 'l saw it!'He ran offinto the market and vanished.

'Wait!'cried Tomb, any talk of insects having recently become of interest to him. 'Stop! -, Moreto
himsdf than to the retreating figure. The caravan was being carried forward, despite his best efforts, by
the sheer weight of humanity behind it. He stood up on his seet to get a better view: nothing but ared
coxcomb and adespairing cry. 'Its head twice bigger than aman'sl’And then nothing at al but heads,
bobbing and eddying; the market had gected him and he was donein the bleak formalistic spaces of the
High City. Thewind ruffled the puddles, and the Proton Circuit rose like aquestion mark into the air
before him.

No-one recognized him at the paace gates. An officer made him wait while they verified acomplex
sequence of passwords given him twenty years ago by someone who might have been dead for ten of
them. His poniesfidgeted, and furtively bit one another. Servants came and went, but none of them
looked at him. "It won't take long. Look, can you move the caravan? We redlly need the room. The
City's sudden indifference hurt him, athough he pretended to take it with a certain stoical amusement. ‘'Oh
well,'he told the officer. 'Oh well. Then he jJumped out of the caravan, ducked the presented arms of the
gate-guard, and ran off into the palace. Old wounds had given him adragging, unsteady gait so that he
looked from behind like some escaped ape. After ashocked silence alot of shouting began.

A littlewnhile later he stopped to get his breath back in a corridor where the light fell asif strained through
mudin. He had lost himself quite quickly in the maze of passageways which riddled the outer regions of
the building like the intersticesin a piece of pumice - quickly enough at any rate to evade the detachment
which had tried to catch him at the front door. He grinned. He could gtill hear them faintly, crashing about
in the empty lobbies and forgotten storerooms of quite another quarter, moving away from him al the
time. But he realized now that he couldn't reach the Queen without moving into the more frequented
passages and thus being sighted. An undignified homecoming. His chest hurt. He leant againgt the back
wall of the dcove, staring a some old machine and trying to remember with half his mind whether he or
someone else had dug it up and brought it back here; and when finally he decided he did indeed
recognizeit, he found he had forgotten which desert had given it up to him, back when he was young.
Whole sections of the pal ace were "hisin this respect, which only galled him further...

He was upseat by his own actions and could hardly explain them to himsdf. Anironic gamewith the
palace guard, conceived out of impatience and hurt pride - 0 it had seemed at the time: but now hefelt
like aman who, faling down aholein afamiliar street, discovers some artful yet not quite successtul
mimicry of theworld he has known above. In his new subterranean existence he quarreswith familiar
objects or dienates hisfriends - he yearns for escape but quickly finds he can no longer control events;
cause and effect separate like worn-out old lovers. But it was not Smply that he was out of temper with
himsdlf. The temper of the palace puzzled him, too.

Its previous calm beauty, ordered and formdigtic, had



become icy; monstrous passions seemed about to crysalisein itsinterstices. Something had invaded the
corridors where the whispering light-scul ptures drifted about (their laughter so ancient and inscrutable that
it no longer recalled anything human); something was abroad in the sudden nauttiloid spaces, chilly and
nacreous. Stumbling aong in his dusty leather gear he had experienced asudden gauntness: thefeding
that he had dlowed to go unnoticed some change which, though vast, showed itsdf only in the subtlest of
sgns. the dream of an old dwarf in ahigh place; ared-haired man in amarket; footstepsin an empty
passageway. The sounds of pursuit had for amoment mutated into astrange dry rustle, the geometry of
the corridor into amathematics, pure and bony and beyond him, and he had fancied himself the last
human survivor on some craft spinning dowly through infinite space, rigging full of frozen sallorsand royd
faces garing from the windows at its stern...

| ama dwarf not a philosopher. He touched the cold wall behind him. He had got his breath back.
Since hisarriva in the a cove the old machine had been making soft, persuasive, little noises at him, asif it
needed his help to attain some sdf-fulfilment he could never imagine: now it abandoned him abruptly.
Oogabourundra! it whispered. Mourunga! it laughed, and extended acuriousydlow film of light likea
wing. Tomb stuck his head out and peered down the passage. A figure appeared, strange &t first, warped
by the unsteady yellow gleam into a shape like a praying mantis; the dwarf waited until it had become that
of ayoung guard - aboy still, self-consciousin lacquered black mail and pewter-coloured cloak, new
boots ringing on the worn flagstones; and on the thin chain round his neck apeculiar silver meddlion -
then withdrew. His grinning and apparently disembodied head snapped back into the corridor wall to
leave atunnel of bland saffron light, athroat down which the boy strode unaware. Tomb |et the footsteps
come level with him. He waited for perhapsfifty heartbeats then dipped out.

The machine clucked disappointedly after him.

From corridor to corridor went the boy, up and down narrow flights of stairs and through abandoned
hals- dl the while moving towards the centre of the paace. Hickering columns of light accosted him, but
he ignored them; the soft pleas of old machines he ignored. And after him came Tomb the Dwarf, hands
like two bunches of bones and agrin like degth - dert for the sound of voices, sdling round cornersand
hanging back at intersections, hoping the boy would flush up any guard that might be mounted there. The
corridors were as cold as an omen, haunted by an ancient grief. Here, stairs spiralled into the upper
gloom of the shell; there, faint footsteps vibrated in another passage, footsteps that might have been made
in another age. As his confidence increased, Tomb began to play with the boy: scuttling up until he was
only afew inches behind him, making obscene faces and gestures (and once touching the hem of his
cloak) before falling back again. Success only whetted his appetite. He dodged in and out of acoves, his
head poked like a gargoyle's round each new corner. He aped the boy's stiff walk, pointing histoes
extravagantly and sticking hisnosein the air. He quite forgot about using him to reach the Queen
unchallenged and set about tormenting him instead.

He hid behind asculpture. He sniggered softly. When the boy |ooked round: nothing.
Helet hisfeet scrape, with ahorrible purpose.
He made quiet anima noises.

He was everywhere and nowhere; it was acrud charade. The boy knew. He hurried: stopped: listened:
gtared over his shoulder, his hand feverishly clutching the pomme of hisbrand-new sword. He said
nothing, because that would have been an admission. Hiseyeswere round, glistening in thewhitelike a
boiled egg, boiled and shelled like afresh egg. He touched the sillver insect meddlion at histhroat; he
began to run. Tomb only let him hear another chuckle. Their merged shadows fled away beneath them as
they crossed a high elegant bridge, parted at a crossroads unused for two hundred years, only to join
again and vanish & the moment of joining in aslent flare of purple light vented from some ancient artifact.



Tomb grew cardess. Swaggering aong like the tame midget of some southern princein
cockerd-coloured doublet and yellow stockings, he came abruptly face to face with his victim, who -
finding himsalf confronted by an old mad dwarf with aknifein hisgnarled hand and a series of peculiarly
childish grimaces chasing themselves across hisfeatures - stared gppalled.

'| -'said Tomb. He looked down at his hand. He wondered how long he had been carrying the knife
without knowingit.

The boy meanwhile trembled despairingly. His eyeswere watering. He made apainful effort to draw his
sword.

'Don't!'said Tomb. 'l didn't mean -, And it might have rested there had he not heard the sound of feet
coming aong the corridor toward them.

'I'm sorry,'he told the boy, kicking him benesth the |eft kneecap. The boy lay on the floor motionless,
looking up a him like ahurt anima. Tomb hauled the new sword from its scabbard and tried it for
balance. He had someidea of using it in the absence of hisaxe. 'Rubbish,'he said, and threw it clattering
across the passage out of harm's way: 'Get something decent as soon as you can afford it.'He knelt on
the floor close to the boy, who made no move to stop him, set the point of his knife against histhroat and
stared into the round hopeless eyes. "What's this round your neck?But the boy couldn't speak. 'Don't
worry,'said Tomb, "please.’In this manner both of them awaited the arriva of the footsteps.

Not long after, a Reborn Man came striding towards them down the corridor. He had on the fantastic
blood-red plate armour of an important House, its contorted yellow ideograph flaming on the black cloak
that billowed out behind him. The trembling glow of the armour made hisimage seem mythicd, trangtory,
asif heflickered in and out of Time aswe know it; its curious blunt shoulder-spikes and € ongated joints
gave him thelook of some mutated crustacean. His head was bare, his expression beleaguered, and his
companionswere an ill-assorted lot, comprising awoman of his own race, bitterly thin, shaven-headed,
her gait awkward and ungraceful, asif her skeleton worked in anew, untested way (her smile was
empty, and she was singing softly, We are off to Vegys now, Fal di ladi a); agutter bravo from the
Low City, with thewalk of afrustrated predator and the spoilt features of aminor aristocrat; and adark
slent figure wrapped like a corpse in an embroidered cloak.

Tomb gtarted up with acry. He took a pace forward, blinking and confused.
‘Cromis?he whispered.

Pain filled him and he forgot the boy on the floor. He went up close to Galen Hornwrack (for it was him,
of course, morose as awolf, petulant as an adolescent girl at finding himself so unmoved by hisancient
bugbear the paace, which after dl was only aplace) and touched the wrecked metal bird that hung from
hisbdt in lieu of asword. Helooked up into the assassin's face for amoment, then sghed: there waslittle
smilarity once you looked closdly, and he could find there only an anguished savagery he had never
found in the face of the dead poet-hero. He shook his head and turned to Alstath Fulthor.

'I'm sorry, old friend. | thought for amoment -Fulthor smiled absently down at him.
'l know,'he said. 'The similarities are superficid. What were you doing on the floor with that boy?

Hetilted his head to one side asif he were listening to something no-one else could hear, and seemed to
forget what he had been saying. There was an awkward pause. Then he went on, 'Y ou should be more
patient, Dwarf. | heard there was amaniac or an ape of some kind loose in the corridors. When | saw
thelittle caravan, | -"Fulthor shook his head asthough to clear it of some doubleimage - 'l knew it must
be you. Areyou going to murder thislad, or can he get back to his post?Histone was curious, friendly



but ironical; absant.

Tomb bared hisrotten old teeth. He was alittle disconcerted by such areception after twenty years. 'I'm
too old for patience, Reborn,'he said gruffly. 'Are you dl right?When no answer came heturned his
attention amost gratefully to the boy (who had risen to hisknees: colour was coming back into hisface),
thinking: the whole city isin adream which it will not share with me; these corridors are cursed. 'Get
up,’hetold him. "What isthat thing round your neck?\When the boy wouldn't answer he asked Fulthor,
but Fulthor didn't hear.

Light streamed suddenly down the corridor, the colour of murder. It rushed over them like smoke, to be
sucked away into the outer maze and there disspate: their shadows followed it. The old machine from
which it had issued, so long denied its proper function, began to shriek in horror and frugtration, flailing its
corroded limbs asif waking after milleniato the truth of its position. Echoesfled like bats.

Out of this abrupt madness crept a party of ten or fifteen men. A squad of the paace guard, they wore
the same black and pewter uniforms as the boy, but their faces were distorted by the unsteady glare -
sdient features drifting into repulsive new relationships - and they came on not with amilitary gait but with
acurioustip-toed tread, their eyesfixed on the dwarf with aferd yet somehow inorganic intensity. Had
they shadowed him even as he shadowed the boy, passage to passage, al the way from the outer halls?
How had he not felt those eyes like the empty lambent eyes of animals on adark night? (Or perhaps he
hed.)

'Fulthor?
But Fulthor was gazing emptily into theair again, hislips moving slently. Therewas no help there.

The dwarf shuddered, ambushed by circumstances. The City's web was now complete, and he found
himsdf enmeshed. It wasn't much of ahomecoming. Y et it would not be the first time he had fought his
way down these corridors. He stood forward alittle so as not to prolong the waiting. Nothing much was
inhismind.

They were dmaost upon him when Fulthor whispered 'Stop.'His voice seemed to come from along way
off, and he looked dmost surprised to hear it. 'Stop!'For amoment nothing changed. Tomb snarled;
Fulthor touched the hilt of hissword, faced with the motiveless daughter of his own men. But then the
world shook itself and threw off the nightmare. The old machine wailed despairingly, sagged, and was
dlent (initsfrenzy it had melted parts of its own spine and now, bent double like acrone, it twitched and
contracted asthe hot meta cooled). The evil light faded. The approaching men looked uncertainly at one
another and put up their swords.

It waslittle enough, and grudgingly done: their captain nodded woodenly, staring straight ahead, while
behind him they shuffled into two columns, looking embarrassed and ebowing one another sullenly. Each
wore amedallion like the boy's, a curious complex twist of slver the meaning of which retreated from its
seeker like avacant perspective. 'Call off the search,'Fulthor ordered them. He spoke reluctantly, likea
main hard put to control some pain or intense desire. ‘A mistake has been made. Thisisthe Iron Dwarf,
who hasreturned to help the City inits hour of need. They regarded him warily for afew seconds, then
turned their heads away as one man and marched off. When they had gone'some distance down the
corridor the boy leapt abruptly to hisfeet; flung the Reborn Man aglance of bitter hatred; and was off,
flying down the passage after them, his sword abandoned where Tomb had thrown it. Tomb picked it up.
'What do you make of al this?he asked Fulthor. Fulthor stared blindly after the boy, histhin handslike a
layer of white wax over bone.

'l amlogst,'he said, and turned his face to the corridor wall. They no longer accept my leadership. Soon



one of them will disobey and | shdl haveto kill him."He made anoise that might have been alaugh or a
sob.

Through dl this, Fulthor's companions had hardly moved, but looked on with fear or irony or whatever
emotion seemed appropriate. Now the Reborn Woman, sensing his distress, came forward and put one
hand uncertainly on his shoulder. 'l - 'she said, and then something in alanguage Tomb could not follow.
'Mein Herz hat seine Liebe. In my youth | made -'It was clear she could not help him, which distressed
her in her turn. She shook him. Shelooked around for help. 'In my youth | made my small contribution.
Blackpool and V enice become as one. Above the night the stars revolve, in circuits of the shuddering
bear! Thislast ashout. She wept. Oddly enough it was the assassin from the Low City who moved to
comfort her. He touched her hand and his bloody, spoilt features writhed briefly: after a second's
puzzlement Tomb decided thiswas an attempt to smile. The woman smiled back, and her face was
transfigured - where the dwarf had previoudy seen only achilling vacancy there now flared delight, and
an intelligence like alamp uncovered. Shelet go of the assassin's hand and danced away from him,
snging,

We are off to Vegys now

Fal di ladi a

We are off to Vegys now

Fadiladia

On the shores of the diamond lake

We shdl watch thefishes

On the summits of the mountains

Cry 'Erecthdial’

Fddiladia

Fal di ladi a

Di rol

Hearing this, Alstath Fulthor put his hands over his ears and groaned. 'l cannot forget the peoplein the
beautiful gardend'he exclaimed. He hit the sde of his head with the hed of hisfigt. '"Arnac san Tehin!
How longisit sSince - saw your sweet mad face a midnight, or trod with you the 'pavements of the Rue
Morgue Avenue?And till groaning he ran away down the corridor toward the outside world, stripping
off hisarmour as he went.

A thin wind passed down the corridor, smelling of dust and hyacinth; with it came silence, asubstance
not an absence, to fill the ears with empty rooms and abandoned stairs and the motionless unspeaking
figures of the Earth'sinnocence. In this silence Tomb the Dwarf sought desperately for reassurance. But
the woman had retreated into her own memories, shoulders hunched and eyes hooded secretively, a
ghogt of tenderness playing about the corners of her mouth; nothing she said made sense anyway. And
the assassin merely smiled sardonicdly, shrugging asif to absolve himsdf of thisresponsbility at least (the
movement gppeared to hurt him somewherein theregion of hislower ribsand his expresson immediatey
became sour and self-involved).

'Iseverybody insane, then?Tomb asked himsdf irritably, turning in the end - though something made him



reluctant - to the man in the shroud-like cloak, who stood alittle way off examining the distraught
machine asifit might help him break the universe's last mad code. The machine was crooning to him out
of itsincomprehensgble pain, and he, standing like amysterious parcelled statue, was whispering back;
neither of them would ever understand the other. Tomb went up and stood between them, arms akimbo,
garing aggressively into the unrelieved darkness of the man's hood.

'Leavethat, Sr,’he sad, "dthough I'm sure it must be very interesting, and tell me: hasthe City logt its
Senses?

Silence.

'Very well, then: if you areafriend of Fulthor's, a least tell mewhen his ilinessbegan. | amthelron
Dwarf (of whom you may have heard), who woke him from his aeon-deep to hel p defeat the North
(which 1 did by means of knowledge gained from an old man).’

He craned his neck, but no face was visible despite that he felt eyes focused on him from somewhere
under the hood. At this, histemper went. He pulled out hisknife.

'Say something, you cold pudding, or I'll serveyou up indices! Areyou al ignorant or loony in here?

But the man only chuckled and said, "Y ou knew me |ast time we met, Dwarf, with your beard on fireand
your broken head! Have you forgotten so soon? | would have asked you then, only there was no time:
how has it been with you since our other fateful parting, there beneath the sad tower eighty years ago?
What a change you and | have wrought in theworld by our doingsthen! Do you see any of my children
as you go about from desert to desert, from Waste to Waste?

And he threw back hishood, laughing his dry old enigmatic laugh, and became Cellur, the Lord of the
Birds...

5: Galen Hornwrack and M etkvet Nian

Cdlur the Bird Lord: he haslived for aeonsin afive-sided tower full of underseagloaming. Instruments
flickered and ticked about him dl that time, while his sensorslicked the unquiet air, detecting new forms
and seasons. Out of the cold reaches of salt marsh and estuary, out of the long cry of the wind, out of the
swell of the seaand the cdll of the winter tern he comesto us now: out of the War of the Two Queens,
with histhousand dying metd birds; out of the long forgotten dream of the Middle Period of the Earth,
shaking his head over the pain and beauty, twin demiurgi of Mankind's enduring Afternoon!

What has he witnessed, that we shall never see? Forgotten, that we could hardly imagine?

Thelinesand figures on his marvellous robe writhe and shiver like tortured dien animals. Geometry
remembers, though he may not. 'Nothing isleft asit was,'they sigh, 'in that fina perfect world. The towers
that ruled these wastes have fallen now. The world, which they hdted for amillenium initstracks has
begun to turn again. We find here no compassion as savage and sterile astheirs; no cruelty as structured
or formad; no art. Thevadt ar isstilled, where they lowed benegth five artificia planets, trumpeting verse
into the frozen distance. Their libraries lie open like the pages of abook abandoned to the desert wind,
their last dry whispersfade; philosophers and clowns dike, fade; that febrile clutching at the gars...’

Cellur. Ten thousand seasons once were his, years beating like hearts! These geometries could tell us.
They are the spoor of Timeitsalf, did we but know. Cellur the Bird Lord! Now he spesks-All are
assembled in the throne-room but Alstath Fulthor. (Rumour has him running through the filthy aleysof the
ArtistsQuarter, up the hill at Alves and through the grounds of the derdlict observatory, expressions of
madness eroding his proud features; rumour had him leaving Viriconium for the third timein amonth - no
horse, no armour, only his heaving lungs, and his past in close pursuit. The Low City isentranced.)



The Queen stswith her calm handsin her 1ap; at her feet kneds Tomb the Dwarf, picking histeeth with
the point of hisknife; Fay Glass of the vanished House of Sleth, dressed in anew cloak, whispers
nonsense to the Queen's Beast: while Galen Hornwrack stands apart, with aface like death. All wait,
except perhaps the madwoman. Round them hover curtains of mercurid light, twists of mirror'd air.
Before them five fase windows tremble with views of alandscape to be found nowhere in the kingdom.

Inthe Time of the Locugt it is given to usto see such things. 'My Lady'(began Céllur, bowing to Methvet
Nian):

'l had, as you know, some small part in the war against the North. But that war was dmost my death - as
| shdl tel -and it destroyed both my refuge and my birds, which hurt me grievoudy. | have been many
years coming to termswith thisand my life has been a curious one since then. | return to find the kingdom
much changed, and | am afraid my very coming heralds further uncertainty. It iseighty yearssince| sent
theiridium vulture to Tegeus-Cromisin histower at Bamacaraamong the rowan woods:. | wish hewere
here today to answer asimilar summons. Although | believe he thought of himsdlf asapoet, he had a
great gift for murder. Events again require such acaptain. If | am to explain why, | must return for a
moment to the War of the Two Queens-"That | survived the ondaught of Canna Moidart'sforces

was as much asurprise to me asit isto you, who last saw me bel eagured and without hope. My birds
were long dead, or ese scattered. The Geteit Chemosit held the causeway. Their airboat, though
grounded during the early part of the exchange, mounted weapons of which | could not concelve. | was
trapped in my tower, whose armoury | had never had the wit to investigate. A battle began in which the
sole true flesh and blood at stake was mine, yet | looked on impotently, terrified. Stone dripped and
sputtered in the face of their cannon; the estuary brine boiled and threshed with the power of mine! The
watching cliffs echoed and roared with it, dust trickling down their immemoria buttresses like mortar
from arotten wall. All acrossthewater hung apal of glowing smoke, through which | caught briel
glimpses of those dreadful automata coming and going about their vessel, their yellow eyesbaeful. A
curious armour seemed to protect them againgt my beams.

'Day gave way to along night of blue fogs and drifting corrosive lights. The tower began to show signs of
grain. It hooted mournfully into the wrack. Its summit revolved erratically, threatening non-existent
enemies. Every five or sx minutesits armaments blazed forth like crooked lightning, but every timealittle
duller. Soon its foundations began to shift. It was doomed. | knew | could not survive anight above
ground, evenif it should achieve some Pyrrhic victory: two hours after tegeus-Cromis had led you to
safety over the estuarine cliffs, the air and water had become contaminated with some energy which
poisons the fish even now, so many years on. The tower moaned, its trapped eectrical voices pleading
with mein strange militaristic |languages, whether for advice or relief | could not tell. | could do nothing. |
left it, feding like atraitor, for the cdlars beneath, reasoning that | might make my escape through the
very tunndls you had used on the previous day ..

It was usdless. The estuary floor had subsided. Those passages which had not collapsed were blocked
with hot mud or full of boiling water. Only one would admit me, and down that | wandered for some
time, the distant thud of weaponsto spur me on, until | realized | had entered a part of the system
unknown to me. | say little of what | found there. Much | did not understand. Much | would not even
wish to remember. The sounds of conflict above grew steadily more muffled, progressively more
dreamlike; until | could hear it no longer. How long it continued | do not know. Which sde had the
victory, | am a alossto say. By thetime| found my way back to the surface the melted stone was cold
again, the tower like asnuffed candle, the Chemost and their weapons gone. Two fish eagles patrolled
the grey water; the cliffswere quiet. Thiswas much later.

'l had known for some time of the existence of such regions benegth the tower. They had lain benesth me



like anew continent, but something had kept me from exploring them. They were, | sensed, ill too close
to the millenia past. Echoes of the Afternoon had not yet died in them. But such echoes are not, after dl,
confined benegath the surface of the earth; they move aboveit, too: wherever one goesthereisaways
that sense of adoor closed but amoment since. And | had little choice, for only my death waited above.
Therefore | went down.

"The architecture below was cold and complicated. The staircases, of which there were many, bent back
on themsalves, to peter out at florid, blind arches, or deliver me bemused into some hanging gallery from
which | could find no exit. There was no sense of being under the earth; rather | felt that | had stumbled
into some empty city or vast deserted museum. Hundreds of small cubical store-rooms|ed off the mgjor
passageway's, each one containing an eccentric object the height of a man, wrapped against the effects of
timein grey sheeting. Dust covered everything. For the most part these chambers and corridors were
dark, although not silent. Instrumentsticked: or clattered suddenly into life as| passed. | was afraid,
which seems strange now, for it was shortly made clear to methat | had built most of these things, or a
least collected them, against some contingency | have now forgotten. Eventually | reached alighted
section: at first ahundred yards of corridor strung with dim green beads; then a part of one room, full of
submerged blue light from an unseen source; findly awhole suite as bright as day, haunted like a summer
afternoon by an insectile hum, and full of drowsy voices!

'In these nitid quarters | wasto spend many years. Here | confronted mysdlf (although this meeting was
more metgphorica than litera, and ultimately barren. | remain an enigma). Hereaso | learned the thing
which has brought me to you today. It was herethat | came to curse the monstrous burden of immortality
and thefatal snare of compasson. For | am sure now that | am immortal, though | have no idea of where
or when my life began. | no longer believe mysdf to be human. But it is human beings who have kept me
herefor solong.

'l entered, then. | wastired and hungry. The place was full of moving lights which took the form of
columns, diffuse spheres or dancing lampyrines. My uneasiness communicated itself to them immediately.
They flickered in the cold sour air, drifting agitatedly about and whispering in secret eectrical voices.
Each was the outward form or ‘persondity'of adifferent machine. One might listen to the earth, another
the air; while athird measured the stars themsealves: they were possessed of an excitable, nervous
curiosity, like thoroughbred horses. An endlessritud interweaving alowed them to exchange information
or - should the situation demand it - compound their functions, so multiplying their great native
percipience. One however was supreme above the rest. It was a magnificent ivory column over twenty
feet tall. Out of the hubbub of voices -which by now rose like flood water or thewind at night among
aders- thisone addressed me. All the others ceased immediately, as though in deference.

'| was astonished, for it spoke with my own voice. It maintained its superiority over the others by virtue
of being the keeper of my memory. The skull, you see, cannot contain the years. Memory fadesor is
destroyed in periodic bouts of madness and self-disgust. Before this happens the best must be consigned
to some archive. Luck or perhaps an ingtinct brings me to that room every hundred years or o, to be
relieved of the burden. In that column of ivory light resde the dry fragments of al my former selves, likea
cache of earthenware shards in the foundations of an old house. | learned thiswith horror (and with what
horror have | contemplated it Sncel): an emotion that was as nothing to the misery with which |
confronted the incompleteness of the record itself... For more than ten milleniathis machine haslodged
beneath the estuary - gaps have now appeared in its own memory! Something in the machineis broken;
many timestoo | have lost the materia beforeit could be transferred; and there have been, it seems,
deliberate deletions. A decadeis missing here, there a century has
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dipped quietly away, leaving no clues. At the beginning of the record (if it can be said ever to have had
one) only tantdising glimpses remain to imply a period half aslong again asits entire span! What remains
islike atapestry holed and flimsy with age (torn too, here and there, in senile rage), through which one
must stare forever at the great void. In each new incarnation | must learn afresh how to operate the
machinery. That isnot hard. But to understand my purposein being hereat dl... | canreview ten
thousand years, but | have no identity beyond that which | can scrape together in any one incarnation. |
am, in short, nothing but what you see before you, an old man who has wandered into the City from the
past...

"Theyears| have spent in that cavern burn me! The machineswith their strange lights and their voiceslike
dead |eaves, the sour underground air; the Past rampant. | watched it al, on windows that formed out of
the empty air at aword of command! - Saw myself from many angles- A hand extended, anew robe,
gpeaking to acrowd, watching my first awkward crestion as it hawked above the waters. | watched the
Afternoon, of which | shal not speak, with its madness. | learned: but | have still not learned who or what
| am, and from vague clues must build up afleeting image, amemory which dipsaway even asit forms.
Worse, my present memory is becoming unequal to the years. | become uncertain of my own name.
Soon | shal find it hard to remember why | owe you an explanation of dl this, or of mysdlf. Thevoid
reaches out.

'Do not pity me, my lady. | have pity enough for mysdlf.

'Months passed. | learned. The machines cared for me. They passed their secrets on to me, willingly.
During the long hope ess nights | sought an image of mysalf in the foxed mirror of the past; but by day |
learned to interrogate the natural world. | became an inexpert ear cupped to that silence which has
overcome the Earth since the end of the Afternoon. Where once the air sang, now only thin electrica
noises came from my ingruments, like the cries of dead children. When Tomb the Dwarf disarmed the
great brainin the Lesser Rust Desart, | overheard. Lightsflickered in my cavern. All over the empire
clusters of signals faded abruptly - the Chemosit going out like corpse candles. Later | followed his
triumphant progress across the continent, Alstath Fulthor with him. From Ste to secret Site they went,
awakening the Reborn Men. For awhile the aether wasfull of voices. Then, asthe tragedy became
gpparent and the rebirth complexes shut themsdaves down one by one, silencefdl again. It lasted until ten
or eleven years ago when | picked up thefirst of the transmissionsthat have brought me'here,

'l could hear it only when the Moon wasin the sky. It came as ahollow whisper, filling the stony
sub-estuarine chambers. It was a strange, unrdliable, inhuman voice, speaking adozen made-up
languages. Had it not so obvioudy belonged to aman | might have taken it for the monologue of some
stranded aien demiurge, lesking accidentidly into the void between Earth and her wan satdllite. | cannot
tell you how it excited me, that voice! Feverishly, | interrogated my machines. They knew nothing, they
could not advise me. | answered it, on &l wavelengths: nothing!

'‘Septemfasciata, it whispered, over and again: Guerre! Guerre! The machines remember every
gyllable. Dai e quitalarnerez. . a hundred yearsin the cold side of the Mloon... the veiny wing . . .
“ the heaven whose circles narrowest run” . .. | saw the garden that lies behind the World. There
the cisternsturn against the men . . . nomadacris septemfasciata . . . colonnesfleuries (doul oureux
paradis!), temps plus n'‘adore... Oh, the filmy wing! Cold ravages me... And then, dreadfully loud:
Sepiemfasciatal The outer planets! Mlethven!

'For ayear | suffered this monologue, with its meaninglesswarnings, its references to asearch for “the
metaphysical nature of space’, to madness and death between the stars. | tired of its chuckled
obscenities and cabdligtic circumlocutions, its mad prophecies. | despaired of making any sense of it, and
began to believe that the Moon had been infiltrated by some vast corrupt cosmic imbecile. Attempsto



meake contact were fruitless: there was never abresk in the flow in which to admit of my existence. It
ceased as suddenly asit had begun. | rushed to the machines - nothing but an empty hiss. For three days
the cavern was silent and dark. The machines would not respond to me. It was asif the ending of the
monologue had been acue. | sensed that they were not so much dormant as fascinated; their attention
was focused elsewhere. On the fourth day apurple mist prang up, apure and sourcelessillumination;
through this there danced excited rods and lampyrines of light, spinning, whirling, and interpenetrating in a
mad quick balet. | had never seen them so agitated. They spilled from the cavern and out into the
surrounding corridors, whispering hysterically their sngle message.

‘Something had detached itself from the Moon and was now making itsway toward the Earth.

'l have never heard that demented lonely voice again. But every lunar month since then has seen afresh
launching, anew landing. | have watched them, my lady! They are like puffs of white smokeissuing from
the Moon's bony grin; they arelike clouds of pollen. They fall to Earth herein the Empire. | do not know
exactly where. My instruments are confused, their findings incomplete and contradictory. They report
interference, of akind not encountered in ten thousand years of operation. But listen: yesterday | spoke
with Alstath Fulthor the Reborn Man, in his house above the ArtistssQuarter. From him | learned that
some unknown force is harrassing the Reborn communitiesin the Great Brown Waste. We have agreed -
ashewould tell you if he were here - that these events must be linked. And though my instruments cannot
agreeonitslocation or itsorigin, they report that acity isbeing built somewherein the north and west of
Viriconium.

'My lady, it isnot being built by men.'

Cdlur'seyeislikeabirds, ironicd and bright; his profile aguiline. It was different when we thought him
human. His expression betrays so little now that we know heisnot. Having deivered himsdlf of his
revelation he drinks some wine and looks about him to gauge or enjoy its effect.

The Queen sitswith her cdm handsin her lap. At her feet knedls Tomb the Dwarf, his mouth open and
hisknife forgotten in hishand; heis actudly trying to remember something, but it will not cometo him until
aday or two later. Fay Glass, of the vanished House of Sleth, what is she trying to remember?Itis
immaterid. She Stssinging to an imperturbable sculpture of sted and white light dug up long agointhe
ruins of Glenluce, while Gaen Hornwrack stands gpart - wounds griping, expression cynical and amused.
(It'sclear he hasforgotten the events of the Bistro Californium, and thinks the old man mad.) Round them
hover curtains of mercurid light, bright primary colours flecked for amoment - like flawed but vita ores-
with the reflected uncertainties of the room.

No-one knows what to say.

'Viriconium,remarks Ansdl Verdigrisin hislast ironic essay Allies, 'isaworld trying to remember itsdlf.
The dumb stones perform an unending act of recall. This pervasive awareness of the past, recent or
distant, informed the persondity of dl itsrulers, not least that of Methvet Nian. Cellur had pricked old
memories back to life. Her mood, when Galen Horn-wrack was brought to her in the side chamber or
salle she used as alibrary and Stting room, was dready anostagic one. This affected her opinion of him,
perhaps. athough events, in the end, might be said to have borne her ouit.

She knew little enough about him. Alstath Fulthor, returning whey-faced and muddy from some
unexplained errand only an hour before, had outlined their dependence on him as awitnessto the incident
inthe Low City. Thegirl hersalf found him, by luck or ingtinct; sheinssted that he came with us (though
we'd have brought him anyway). It is hard to know why. He seemsto have fought on her behalf- and
thinkswell of himsdif for it - but he will say nothing about the fate of the message she carried; and that is
the important thing. His motives for refusing seem confused.”



Of Hornwrack's history he had been reluctant to say anything save, 'A disaffected lordling from the
midlands near Soubridge. After the war he seemsto have wiped the clay off his boots and tried to drink
himsdlf to death in the Low City.'Nevertheless, when pressed, he admitted, 'Hornwrack was the
youngest son. His brothersfell with the rest of Waterbeck's ploughboysin the Great Brown Wagte. His
mother and Ssters were murdered later, when the Chemosit invested Soubridge. At the outset of the war
he was an apprentice airboatman with the prospect of his own command; but he saw no service as such.
Initially he was too young, later - with the destruction of its vessels - the whole Corps was dismantled.
This he appears to regret more than the deaths of hisfamily. After the defeat of the North he seemsto
havefaled asafarmer, and the family estate was forfeit to the Crown when debts made it unworkable.
Now helivesby hisknifein the ArtigsQuarter, retaining histitle perhaps as an advertisement, more likely
asan inault to the empire that bestowed it on his grandfather.

'At the last count he had killed more than eighty men, in High and Low Cities. A dozen are presently
trying tokill him.'

| will a least understand his bitterness, she had thought.

Now shelooked up from a sheet of music as he came in. His demeanour was a sham, or so it seemed to
her: he affected the braced instep of the professiona dancer; hislong grey hair he wore gathered in a
gted clasp, in imitation of those doomed airboat captains who had flown their find sorties over the Great
Brown Waste at the height of the war; his cloak was the crude meal-coloured garment of the hired
bravo, tailored for swagger, its hem dyed with sardonic vulgarity to the exact shade of dried blood. How
could he mean anything to her, this ageing assassin with bones asraw ~ asajeer? Hefilled the Sitting
room likeamurder. Hisvery

existence was too much for her delicate little coraline ornaments and collection of antique musica
instruments, he overpowered them at once. It cannot be said that she saw through the Low City and the
faled lordling, through the trappings to the man beneath: there was, after dl, hardly any of him left to see.

Y et rather than smply walking through a door, he seemed to rush out &t her from the past. His hair blew
back in thewind of time! She saw him for amoment silhouetted againgt some vanished dawn - thetall
thin body held with ahdplessformdity, the misery in the eyes, the great ruined metal bird hanging from
his belt. Only amoment, but in it she mistook salf-concern for dignity; wept for the dead poet
tegeus-Cromis, and wondered briefly why thistired hooligan should remind her of winter hyacinths
blooming in atower by the sea

It passed, of course.

Algtath Fulthor followed the nin. Beyond the threshold they regarded one another like wary 'dogs,
then Hornwrack shrugged and smiled dightly, and Fulthor turned away, looking disgusted. She offered
them refreshment. Fulthor refused, picked up abook bound in olive leather and stared angrily at it; while
Hornwrack stood in front of her, swaying alittle. Hewould not look at her. He smelt of desth. Presently,
Cellur and Tomb entered the room. Cellur took alittle Mingulay wine, sighed - 'These lamps somehow
recall my buried life-"and sat down in the shadows. The dwarf made her a pretentious intricate bow then
leant againgt thewall, one leg bent to rub his caf.

'Y ou fedl your House was wronged by mine,'she began without preamble. "We confiscated your estates.
Our wars robbed you of your family.'

Hornwrack favoured her with abitter amile.

'Houses?he said. 'Madam, my family were farmers.'He fingered hisjaw where, she saw, something had
recently laid it open to the bone. 'Every airboat in the kingdom was destroyed so that you might keep



your throne.'He stared over her head. It was my freedom you robbed me of .’

If shethought she could see the Queen's Hight burning to ashesin his eyes (drifting down into the desert
like withered leaves, spilling smoke and queer lightsand little slent figures), she waswrong. He had not
even seen their last defeet - only stood, sixteen years old, on the phlegmatic earth and watch them fly like
greyhounds into the North vessdls, friends, captains dl. None had ever returned, nor had he expected
them to. Therest of thewar he had passed in killing Northmen with aknifein the starving dleys of a
.captured city; practisng unknown to himsdlf the skills of the only trade hisimagination had | eft to him.

'Mornings,'he whispered feverishly, ‘chafe me ill. | wake, and ook into the empty air, and wonder if
throne and empire were worth it - the burning boys and crystd ships!

He curled hislip and looked about him.

'l would not come here again for fear of finding it was not.
His hand went quickly under his cloak.

'Fulthor, do nothing!"'he hissed. 'I'll kill you here, if | haveto!'

He wiped the back of his hand across hislacerated cheeks. Outside in the corridor a cold draught spoke
of achangein thewind; anew wesather. Indgde, Alstath Fulthor let his baan drop back into its sheath.
The dwarf cocked his head like a starling. "The old man looked on from the shadows. Hornwrack
relaxed dowly.

'Madam,'he said, 'your next family quarrel will have to be fought on the ground.’
'Y et wrongs are not righted by hiding in the Low City, Methvet Nian told him patiently.
He shrugged.

'Can you give me back the sky? If not, pay mefor the service| did you last night and let mego. | believe
the girl isworth something to you; and | bled for her. | do not hidein the Low City: | rgject the High.'

She would not believe him. (How could sne?) Instead she offered him amyth of his own: aplace among
the hieratic furniture and exemplary figures of along declining dream -In arosawood chest with copper
reinforcing bands she

kept three things: agourd-shaped musical instrument from the East; a short coat of mail, lacquered black;
anc. an unpretentious steel sword with a sweat-darkened leather grip. Now she bit her lip, and went over
to the chest, and took from it the sword and mail. For amoment she stood uncertainly with them in the
centre of the room, facing first the Reborn Man, who would not meet her eyes - then Tomb (the old
dwarf glanced at Hornwrack and made a sudden haf-amused movement of his head) and Cellur, who
only stared impassively at her - and findly the assassin himsdlf.

'Will these serve as payment?she asked. They aredl | have!

Hornwrack looked surprised. He accepted the sword, hefted it; the mail coat he flexed with experienced
fingers. Hetook alittlerat'stall file from under hiscloak and nicked them withiit.

‘They are stedl,'he admitted, and shrugged. 'A fair price, though I'd have preferred it as an ingot.'He
dtared at her, puzzled now. 'If that isdl, I'll go."

It isnot al!'exclaimed Fulthor. 'Methvet Nian, the message!'He stood between Hornwrack and the



door. The powered blade came out, evil sparks dripping from it in the gloom.

'HerésaHigh City trick if you like!'laughed Hornwrack, who hadn't ahope againgt it. He looked down
at the old sted sword in hishand. 'Still-'

'Stop!'cried Methvet Nian. 'Alstath Fulthor, are you mad?
Histhin face white and sullen with confusion and rage, Fulthor let the baan fdl to hisside.

'Do not touch him. He has done us a service.’And to Hornwrack: 'My lord | see you are wounded. Visit
the hospitallers before you leave here.

Hornwrack nodded curtly. 'Don't come near the Low City after dark, Fulthor,'he said. At the door he
paused, looked back. 'l would prefer to owe the House of Nian nothing,'he told the Queen. He threw the
mail coat on the floor and dropped the sword carefully on top of it.

‘Thegirl carried abundletied up'in cloth,'he said. A poet called Verdigris soleit. When he opened it he
found an insect 's head the size of amelon. He couldn't sdll it anywhere!

Methvet Nian gazed at him in horror. He seemed unaware of it, leaning against the doorpost and staring
into

- gpace. 'l don't think I've ever seen him so frightened,'he mused. He looked at her. ‘It'sin the gutter now,
somewhereinthe Low City. | |€ft it thereto rot, My Lady. Goodbye.'

Out beyond Monar the wind was shifting uncertainly, picking thefirst deet of the season from thefrigid
summits and searlanes of the north. Later it would invest the city with rime, freezing airsand afaint smell
of rust: now it nosed like a cold black dog among the vast dunes and endless empty rubbish hegps of the
Great Brown Wadgte, visiting the drab stones and foundered pylons, the haf-buried wreckage of ten
thousand years. What € se moved up there, throwing its equivoca shadow over the Reborn communes
(and mimicking the jerky, hesitant gait of the votaries of the Sign asthey trod at night the streets of
Viriconium, the messures of the dream)? The implications of Hornwrack's statement were colder than
any wind.

"What can they have meant?whispered Fulthor. 'To send that?

But Tomb was intrigued by the departed assassin, and stared pensively after him. He went over and
closed the .door. 'Does he know whose sword it was?he asked Fulthor absently. 'Did he guess?But
Fulthor only rubbed hiseyestiredly and said, 'Heisaliar and ajacka.

The dwarf sniggered. 'So am |.'He picked up the discarded sword and mail; smiled at Methvet Nian.
"That wasavdiant try, my lady. A stone would have unbent to you. Shall | put these away?

'One of you go after him and givethem to him,'shereplied. 'Wait. | will doit.'

When they stared at her, shelaughed. ‘| meant him to have them.'She would let them say no more, but
finished:

'He saved the girl out of compassion, though he will never understand that.'

But for apeculiar interruption, Fulthor, at least, would have pursued the matter: indeed his mouth was
aready open to form a protest when Cellur - who had been dumped for some minutesin hischair, a

variety of expressons, each more unreadable than the last, chasing themselves across hisface - gavea
queer high-pitched cry and struggled to hisfeet asif he had woken suddenly from someimplacable



nightmare. His skin was grey. His accipitrene eyes were fixed on the door, as though Hornwrack ill
stood there; they were bright with anguish. When Methvet Nian touched his shoulder he hardly seemed
to notice her, (beneath the odd embroidery of his robe, the bones were thin and unpredictable; brittle),
but muttered desperately, 'Fulthor! Tomb! No timeto lose!’

'Old man, areyou ill?

'Y ou did not heer it, Methvet Nian, the voice from the Moon, with its“ great wing against the sky”. The
insect's head; the landings at night; the Sign of the Locust: dl are one! | must go North immediately. All
areone!'

'Cdlur, what isit?begged the Queen.
It isthe end of theworld if we aretoo late.'

Wevadue our suffering. It isintringc, purgative, and it enables usto perceive the universe directly.
Moreover, it isa private thing which can neither be shared nor diminished by contact. This at least was
Gden Hornwrack's view, who, by the very nature of his calling, had been much concerned with pain. It
was aview enshrined in the airless room above the Rue Sepile, and in his relationship with the boy,
whose function had been lessthat of anurse, than of heirophant at his master's lustral agonies. As
Hornwrack had grown used to the smdll of sdf recrimination - which in the Rue Sepile asnowheredseis
compounded of dead geraniums, dry rot, and one's own blood squeezed out of towels - he had aso
grown to welcome it; as he welcomed the black 'fevers of his degper wounds, in which rediscovered a
symboalic re-enactment of hiscrimes.

In Methvet Nian'sinfirmary, however, he had found none of this, but instead open casements and
cheerful voices: and worst of al, that good-humoured competence by which the professond nurse - who
otherwise could not besr it

demeansthe pain and indignity suffered by her charge. In short: they had stitched him up but refused to
let him brood. Some three days after the eventsin the Queen's Sitting room, therefore, he had extricated
himsdf from the place and now stalked the corridors of the palace in an uncertain temper.

His cloak had been returned to him, washed and mended. Benesth it he wore the mail of Methvet Nian,
and a his side hung the unaccustomed sword. Both chafed, as did the manner in which he had come by
them. He had, it istrue, gone to some trouble to find for the sword a scabbard of dull moulded leather,
and it looked well on him. Neverthdess, the sword isawegpon chiefly of the High City, and he felt
ill-at-ease with it. He had had little training in its use. As he hurried toward the throne-room for what he
hoped would be the last time, he touched the knife hidden beneath his cloak, to assure himsdf he was not
unarmed. Asfor the Queen'sintentions, he understood none of them. She had first tried to bribe and
|atterly to patronize him; hewasfull of resentment. It was a dangerous frame of mind inwhich to
encounter the Queen's dwarf, who had on hisface asardonic grin.

His short legswere clad in cracked black leather, histhick trunk in adeevelessjerkin of somewoven
materia, green with age; his bare forearms were brown and gnarled; and his hands resembled abunch of
hawthorn roots. Indeed he looked very like asmall tree, planted up against the throne-room doors,
sunted and unlovely againgt their serpentine metallic inlays and ornamenta hinges. On hishead wasa
curious truncated conical hat, dso of leather and much worn.

'Hereisour bravo, with his new sword, he said matter-offactly.

'So the dwarf says,'murmured Hornwrack, pleasantly enough. 'Let me pass. '



The dwarf sniffed. Helooked along the passage, first one way and then the other. He crooked afinger,
and when Hornwrack bent down to listen, whispered, Thething is, my lord assassin, that | understand
none of this'

And hejerked his horny thumb over his shoulder to indicate, presumably, the throne-room.
‘Pardon?

"Voices, from above. Insects. Madmen, and mad women too. One comes back from the dead (albeit
he'sagood friend of mine), while another runslike agreyhound at the sound of asong. Both old friends
of mine. What do you think of that?

He looked around.

"The Qyeen, he said, lowering his voice, 'gives avay the sword of tegeus-Cromis!’
Helaughed ddightedly at Hornwrack's start of surprise, revealing broken old teeth.
‘Now you and | are plain men. Werefighting men, | think you'll agree. Do you agree?
‘This sword,'said Hornwrack. 'l -'

"That being s0, us being ordinary fighting men, we must have an understanding, you and I. We must tregt
gently with one another on this daft journey north. And we must look after the mad folk; for after all, they
cannot look after themselves. En?

Hornwrack made asif to passinto the throne-room.

'I'll make no journey with you or anyone else, Dwarf. Asfor gifts, they can be easily returned. You are dl
madmen to me!’

He had not gone so much as astep towards the inlaid doors when aterrific blow in the smal of hisback
pitched him forward on to hisface. Tearsfilled his eyes. Astonished and desperate - he thought the dwarf
had stabbed him - he fumbled for hisknife and scrabbled into akneding position:

only to find histormentor grinning ironicaly a him, unarmed but for those disproportionate arthritic
hands. Before he could haul himsdlf to hisfeet, the dwarf- whose head was now on alevel with hisown -
hed first embraced him lightly, then spat in hisear and hit him again, thistime somewhere down below his
ribs. Hisknife clattered away. His breath deserted him. Through his own heaving and choking he heard
the dwarf say coldly -'I like you, Galen Hornwrack. But that isthe sword of my

old friend, which was given you in good faith.’

Hornwrack shook his head and took his chance. He reached forward and clasped with both hands the
nape of the dwarf's neck; then pulled him forward sharply. Astheir heads connected, the dwarf's nose
brokelikeadry stick.

'Black piss'he said surprisedly, and sat down. They went serioudly at it then, and neither could get the
advantage: for though the dwarf was cunning, old and hard, the assassin was as quick as a snake; and
both of them knew well the culde-sacs and wineshop floors where the anonymous chivary of the Low
City sttlesits quarrels amid the dime and the sawdust.

It was Cdllur who discovered them there twenty minuteslater. Therewasayelow malicein their eyesas
they staggered about in the bloody-mouthed gloom taunting one another in hoarse, clogged voices - but it



was fading like a sunset, and as he watched, in the puzzled manner of someone who doesn't quite know
what it ishéswatching, he heard thisfind exchange:

'l beg My Lord the sheep's arse to change hismind.'

'My brainisas addled as a harlot's egg. Get me out of this place, Dwarf. It stinks of kindness. North if
you like. What do | care?

6: The Sudden Embodiment of Benedict Paucemanly

Cellur could not (or would not) articulate hisfears more clearly. He questioned Fay Glassit istrue: but
nothing was reveaed, her contribution being only a babble of archaisms and ancient songs, bits and
pieces - or o Alstath Fulthor maintained - plucked from the raciad memory as she pursued her londly
tempora descent. 'She understands us. but speaks from avast distance, no longer sure what language to
use, or what to say.'Despite this, Cellur argued, it was clear that she knew the secret of the insect's head
-why e se should she show such distress at her own failure to communicate? Since she could not tell them
what had happened there, it was, he repeated, essentia to follow her back to the North.

'Sheisin hersdf the message: and acal for help.'

When Fulthor protested that, as seneschd, he could not abandon the Queen while the Sign of the Locust
grew so in power, harassing daily the Reborn of the City and infiltrating its prime functions, Cellur only
sad: 'l shdl need you. Y our peoplein the Great Brown Waste will not treat with me. They aretoo far
gone on this*road to the Past” you describe. When we have discerned the meaning of theinsect's head,
that will be the time; when we have understood the warning from the Moon, and discovered the landing
stesin the North: then we shall know what to do about the Sign of the Locust.’

And Fulthor could only stare out into Viriconium, where a night in alunar chiaroscuro of gamboge and
blue, thelong processionswound silently from one street to another, to the accompaniment of asmall
amlesswind.

The wegther deteriorated as he watched, araw air piling up againg the massif of the High City and filling
the Low with damp. Beneath athick grey sky the watery plazas took on awan and occult look; whilein
the pensions of the Rue Sepile the old women coughed al day over their affairs, and the aamosphere
became adhesive with the smell of cabbage. Thewalls seeped. It was, dl agreed, no timeto belivingin
the ArtistsQuarter; and, perhaps as an addendum to this theory, gossip remarked the sudden
disappearance of Galen Hornwrack. Had he indeed quarrdled with Ansdl Verdigris his erstwhile crony
(some said over acoin, though others maintained it was awoman from the North, or even the wording of
aversein abdlade of smoked fish)? Up and down the hill from Minnet-Saba, huddling closer to brazier
and guttering cresset, his enemies and rivals scratched their heads - or dse, distempered, fought among
themsdaves.

The object of this attention, meanwhile, languished in the draughty corridors of Methven's hal, where he
examined hiswounds from hour to hour and honed morosdly hisknife, gripped by the phthisisand
melancholy of early winter. He had little contact with his new companions. He avoided Fuithor and thus,
of neccessity, the discussionsin the throne-room. Once or twice he heard the madwoman singing in some
chamber. Of Tomb, who had in such a peculiar manner befriended him (at least he supposed it was that),
he had no news. Methvet Nian having at |ast agreed to an expedition, therefore provision must be made
of food, horses, weapons, and such safe-conducts as were necessary. The dwarf had concerned himself
with this, and with preparations of his own, and was not much about the palace.

Hornwrack shrugged; paced the corridors at night, gazing in asort of savage abstraction at the old
machines and whispering sculptures; and refused to answer hisdoor. On the day of their departure he



had to be fetched from his gpartment (he was staring into amirror). On the day of their departure, deet
fdl, quickly soaking the striped awningsin the street markets and filling the gutters with amiserable dush.
On the day of their departure avision was vouchsafed to them; Tomb the Dwarf remembered alegend at
whose birth he had presided long ago; and their ill-fated expedition acquired itstutelary or presiding spirit

*

This gpparition, which wasto remain with them until the peculiar termination of their journey, manifested
itsdlf first in the throne-room at Viriconium. Besides Cdllur the birdmaker, only Hornwrack was present.
(Methvet Nian wasto watch their departure from the City by the Gate of Nigg, and had gone there early.
Alstath Fulthor fretted in an outer yard with Fay Glass and the horses. Tomb the Dwarf, having worked
al night in his caravan - white hest flickering out over the tailboard to the accompaniment of a sad
hammer - was dozing in some corner.) It was not yet light: the paace was chilly, echoic, nautiloid. Cdlur,
hoping to contact his own machinesin their redoubt beneath the Lendalfoot estuary, passed ayellow
hand through his beard. 'Brown, green, counting,’he whispered, and in response aflock of grey images
twittered like bats across the five fal se windows of the throne room. Clearly thiswas not the result he had
forecast. 'Do you see nothing?he said impatiently. ‘I must have fresh news!’

'Be quick old man,'said Hornwrack neutraly. He yawned and rubbed his face, feding an obscure tension
inthe muscles of his neck. This he put down to being woken early. Like Fulthor, for reasons more or less
complex, hewas anxious to be off. Alone with wound, knife and mirror over the last twenty-four hours,
he had been surprised to find that he no longer regretted his psychic severance from the Low City. He
thought now only rarely of the boy in the Rue Sepile, the bitter smell of dead geraniums:. instead |ooked
forward with adry eagerness, curious asto the fate of his obsessions now that their confining frame had
been removed. He massaged his neck. The old man muttered fractioudy. In the upper air of the throne
room the light was becoming stratified, bands of very - pae pink and yelow lesking through the high
eastern skylights. Dawn had arrived early. Fresh news! 'Be quick!"

'Abrogate all rituals,said asoft confidentia voice from somewhere above him. He looked up, startled.
It sniggered. "What a lovely piece of meat!’

Up near the vaulted celling asamon-coloured layer of light had begun curdling into grey muculent lumps
and

86

strings which floated about like bits of fat in alukewarm soup, bumping one ancther gently. After a
minute or two of dow tidd effort, these in their turn merged to form athick, lobed nucleus: from which
presently evolved the crude figure of aman. Hornwrack studied this process with disgust; noting how, as
they strained to become arms and legs, the lobes heaved and struggled like something trapped in an
elagtic bag. He caught the birdmaker staring puzzledly upwards and sniffed sarcasticaly.

'Have you finished tampering, old man?
Cdlur made an impatient movement with one hand.
‘Hush!"

The man hanging in the air above them (if it was aman) wore clothes of some rough faded materid,
originaly black,tailored in afashion which had not been common in the City for over acentury. Whereit
could be seen, his skin was pallid, greenish, covered in withered silvery paiches. Over hisface was
clamped akind of mask or breathing apparatus from the black snout of which sprouted many truncated



tubes and proboscides; thiswas attached by four black straps which, cutting into the swollen flesh of his
cheeks, met in the straggling yellow hair at the back of his head. He was enormoudly fat, asif he had
passed much of hislife in asphere where human conditions of growth no longer pertained: his
hypertrophied buttocks floated over their heads like shadowy moons, accompanied by athin monologue,
cabdigtic and futile, of which no sense might be made whatever -'Here| St, an old man in the Neant of
thewind (Prima

convien chetanto il ciel), stranded for so long in the fractured white spaces, ahundred years of pearly
slencein the garden behind the world: there | lay in the biting wind -ABRACADABRA - there atein the
shadow of the veinous wing manna (perch'io indugiai alfinei buon sospiri); and what for? WAR!
Now they burrow in the great borrowec abracadabra of my surviving soul. Ah! Fear death from the air!
What alovely piece of mesat, my dear!

- And so on, punctuated by roars of pain or rage asrolling dowly from one corner of theroom to
another, he attempted to right his huge floundering bulk or adjust its height from the floor. At timeshe
seemed quite solid, while at others an gppalling sméll filled the throne-room and his outlines became
vague and mucous again. In moments of solidity he would struggle and thresh; hewaved hisarms,
perhaps for attention, perhaps to keep his balance in whatever grotesque medium he wasfloating. (It was
plain that the air of Earth could not support so gross abody - he wallowed rather in some mysterious
waterglass, some dimension of hisown.) When he faded, his voice faded too, becoming feeble and
distant and distorted, asif by passage through some inhospitable agther.

Cdlur the birdmaker was trangfixed. 'Thisis none of my doing!'he cried, full of an ancient excitement.
'Hornwrack, it isthe voice from the Moon!'

(It'savoice from a sewer,'declared Hornwrack, and, sotto voce: 'A voice from apantomime.”)
Cdlur addressed the floating man. ‘Many nights| listened to you. What have you to tell me? Speek!”
‘Blork,'said the floating man.

Thereafter he disregarded Cellur, but courted Hornwrack vigoroudy, his eyesingenuous and fishy behind
the tinted faceplate of his mask. Sidling up to the assassin he would wink coyly and embark on some
earnest incoherent suit; only to topple helplessly over on his side before he could completeit, like the
corpse of some small decomposing whae. ‘Listen to me, my lad (black buggery!) | can seeyoure aflier.
Listen, the regenerated word burrows within me! We must have atak, you and | - 'Then, making a
terrified pushing motion: ‘'No more, no more of that!’And off he would go, bobbing about the
throne-room at the height of Hornwrack's head, asour fluid dribbling from the edges of his mask.

Thiswas too much for Hornwrack, who, eyeing the agpparition superstitioudy, got out the sword of
tegeusCromis and followed it about, making letha cuts a the air. '‘Back to your sewer!'he shouted. '‘Back
to your madhouse! ‘while Cdlur in an attempt to restrain him plucked feebly at his cloak and ‘the
apparition evaded them both, chuckling and sneezing.

Nothing could be got fromiit. If they left it done, it harangued them mercilesdy, in fragments of inferna
languages. When they pursued it, Cdlur in aspirit of conciliation, Hornwrack with murderous blows, it
merely hiccupped behind its mask and blundered off. For haf-an-hour this pantomime continued, until, in
the face of the growing daylight, its periods of stability became fewer, it. outline grey and debatable. Its
voice faded into an enormous echoing distance in which might be heard quite distinctly the sound of
waves on some unimaginable shore. Eventudly it vanished into the same odd brew of light as had
engendered it, and they were |eft stranded in the empty throne-room, furious and futile.

Thiswas how Algath Fulthor found them: staring breathlesdy into the vacant air. Had he listened



carefully, asthey begged him, he might have heard a feeble buzzing voice exhorting him to 'Fear degth
from the air''The sound of waves, or something likeit. Silence. But what were voices 'to him, who now
heard them congtantly in his head?

'Itislong past dawn,'he said irritably, 'and the Queen will be waiting for us!

- Inthe event they saw very little of her, for it was abrutaly cold day: only awhite face in awindow near
the top of atower; awhite hand raised; and then nothing. Alstath Fulthor, his great black horse and
blood-red armour glowing herddically beneath the overcast, drew an ironic cheer from the handful of
Low City dwelerswho stood in the dush to watch them through the Gate of Nigg. Viriconium,
foundered across the stream of time behind them, like someimmense roya barge abandoned to winter!
This zone of monstrous narcissism and gigantic depressions behind him, Hornwrack sensed the
beginnings of the new phase sgndled by the manifestation in the throne-room. We are dl mad now, he
thought. On an impulse he unsheathed the old stedl sword and held it high. But when he looked back
Methvet Nian had aready |eft the tower.

Outside on the low brown foothills of Monar lay thefirst snow of the season, drifted up against the stone
intake wals and sheep enclosures. The pack animaswere fractious, the wind bitter. They travelled
dowly; but the dwarf, who had been deeping in some straw, did not catch up with them until much later.

When hedid, he said, This*bloated ghost” you speak of: he was the finest airboatman of them al.’

And that night, huddled by adying firein the hills above the distant City, he continued: ‘At Mingulay he
flew one machine againgt eight. Cooking ratsin the sun at noon we watched, my long-dead friendsand I,
from the beleagured city. His boat was old, his crew haggard; the drugs he took to stay awake had made
him shake and stagger: but how that boat spun and turned, how it dropped like ahawk amid the violet
bolts of the power cannon! How the brassy light of the South glanced off its crystal hull! Benedict
Paucemanly: seven wrecks dotted the arid plain before the siege was lifted; the eighth he rammed
afterwards, in an oversight.

‘But war was never enough for Paucemanly. When the world was till young (and the Methven il
cadting their shadows acrossit) he flew round it. I know, for | waswith him, adwarf of few summers
who fancied himsdlf an adventurer. We crossed the oceans, Hornwrack, and dl the broken continents!
Deserts drifted beneath our hull, rapt in their millenid declining dream. At the poles, aurorae cascaded
and roared above uslike spectra rivers. We sampled the tropics; the equatoria air burned about us.
That was Paucemanly'sfirg flight in the Heavy Sar. But if war failed to satisfy him, so did theworld. He
grew bored. He grew melancholy and thin.

'He began to stare each night at the wan and sovereign Moon.

'Oh, he yearned after that sad planet. His plan wasto go there. “The mysterious navigators of the
Afternoon,” he reasoned, “had commerce with it daily, in just such boats as these. The space outside the
Earth was of no consequence to them. Perhaps,” he persuaded himself, “the boats remember the way.”
We watched him leave on ablack night, in that famous ship. She rose into the darkness, hunting like a
compass heedle. Old sensesrevived in her. She trembled in anticipation, and strange new lights
glimmered a her stern.

'We never saw her again, any of us. The Heavy Sar, the Heavy Sar! That was ahundred years ago
-The old dwarf's eyes were red and flat in the gloom,

reflecting the firdight like the eyes of an animd. 'Hornwrack,'he whispered, 'she knew her way. Don't
you



see? This“bloated ghost” you describe is Benedict Paucemanly returned to us. He has been ahundred
yearsin the Moon!'

Hornwrack stirred the emberswith hisboot. That isdl very well,'he said alittle crudly (for he envied

the dwarf these memories, with which he had nothing to compare): '‘But what has he brought with him
past the gates of Earth? And why ishe agibbering idiot?

The dwarf looked at him thoughtfully.
Later, Celur the Bird Lord was to describe their journey north in theseterms.

'Among the stone crowns and aimless sdients of the empty foothills we received hints of some state of
being we could not imagine. The world was bleached of its old meanings even for those of uswho had
previoudy accepted them. (I do not count myself among these. How could 17?) This happened
immediately we left the City. It was asif a protection had been removed from us. M osaic eyes seemed to
observe us from behind the dry-stone walls. In the outline of aridge or awayfarer's tree might be
contained the suggestion of quite another object - afolded wing, for instance, or the coiled tongue of a
moth.

'Algtath Fulthor led the way. Someinterna process held him rapt. He had begun, perhaps, to map the
pathsingde himself which led to the Past. This gave him an absentminded air, and anirritable one, asif
by our presence we interrupted some private conversation - although had anyone suggested this he
would have rgected it angrily. Attempting to live Smultaneoudy in two worlds, he rode moodily ahead
and seemed to see nothing - head bowed into the rain, blood red armour pulsing like a beacon. If it was
madness then it was only the madness that hasinfected al his people since their Rebirth. They will learfi in
the end that the journey they long for isimpossible; and accept theworld asitis.

"The unmarked journeys of the soul: as we descended the foothills, we came upon old roads lined with
sagging yews and blunt formless stone beasts. Here thereislittle left to humanize the debased earth; this
isthe beginning of the end, where the Empire wastes away with its own geography. On the narrow strip
between the mountains and the coastd flats only the giant hemlock grows now; and among it the ruins of
the Afternoon are rotting, cities made of bloody glass submerged beneath cold and muddy lagoons. the
ancient Fen Cities, among whaose broken towers now creep the black wherries of the Evening, tacking
and creaking from staithe to staithe in pursuit of ableak diminishing trade. Of the old roads none are
whole. The wide fused highways of the Afternoon peter out into shattered flags or limestone cobbleslad
in Borring's day; eventualy into sheep-trod, nettle and smalholding.

"The best of them, though, skirting warily both sat marsh and massif, makesitsway to Duirinish, that grey
outpost of former kings which is gateway to the Great Brown Waste and to the old cities of the North;
and aong thiswe took oursalves, under the patronage of the halucinatory pilot Benedict Paucemanly.
Exorting, demanding, mumbling eterndly in its strange sdf-congtructed language, vanishing at intervals
only to return refreshed, hisghost (if indeed it was his) had haunted usfor ahundred miles or more. Now
it wallowed above uslike awaterlogged tree; now hid like agirl among the fleshy etiolated hemlock
stems,; now muttered, “On the Moon it was like white gardens. Pork.” 1t would not answer Alstath
Fulthor, which put him out of temper; nor would it spesk to me: Tomb the Dwarf it actively avoided, as
though embarrassed by his persistence, sdling away down the hemlock glades grinning and breaking
wind apologeticaly. And if he spoketoit of the*old days’ it regarded him with wide panicky eyesand
flapped deprecatingly its awkward grest hands.

'Galen Hornwrack, however, it courted ardently, trying to capture his attention with awink or awhistle.
“Land ho, lad!” it would cry; and, bobbing in the air before him, make an € aborate mime of discovering



some terraincognita: shading its eyeswith one hand while with the other it pointed north and west.
(Fulthor made light of this mummery, arguing that the thing was mad if it could be said to exist at dl: yet
after afew repetitions onefdt a profound sense of urgency, asif somefading fragment of the origina
arboatman was struggling to act out or ingnuate something he could no longer articulate.) Hornwrack's
response was characterigtic. He hated to appear afool. The more the thing wooed him the more he
averted hisgaze. And at night when he thought himself unobserved he stalked it patiently through the
firdight, the partly hedled scars on his cheeks burning like the ritua stigmata of some primitive hunter.
Each failureto kill or confineit increased hisanger: when the girl Fay Glass sang “We are off to Vegys
now,” and smiled at him - which was some days her only human contact - he would not smile back,
which made her fractious and difficult to managein her turn.

'In thisway we came to Duirinish, which we avoided to the west, having no businessthere. It isagreat
place, that, the bulk of it being built facing north. We passed it in a pale dawn, the sun striking grave and
oblique on the dwarf oaks of Low Leedde. A bitter metalic smell hung in the air, making the horses
delicate of temper; the grey stones of the city had a brooding look. Small dour figures could be seen
gtaring down from among its parapets and machiculations, but they had no timefor us. For five hundred
years the men of Duirinish had kept the border: what they now saw from their fastness asthey stared into
the North, what strange dterations and diffusions of redlity, | do not care to think. On our part we found
the world a changeable place.

'Shrewd seawinds courted us. On our right marched aline of tall dliffs. Origindly deposited asa
limestone reeffront some hundreds of miles long, these had been worked during Earth's long Afternoon
into achain of quarries broken here and there by little steep-sided valeyswith crumbling mossy
headwalls. In and out of the hidden caves and sinkholes of thisregion (in effect the lip of avast plateau,
gtretching amile or so back inland before being buried under the culm measures and doomed black soils
of the Great Brown Waste) there flowed whitish polluted streams. The trees were grey and dry. Now we
moved deeper into it, and into akind of psychic didocation, picking away through the gummy, lifeless,
tidal poolswhile mirages came and went over our bowed heads.

'We had no idea of what might discloseitself from day to day. At evening we left the beach and lit firesin
the tottering mazes where interleaving bituminous strata had made the rock rotten and easily-eroded. But
the flames were hard to kindle. They were pale and coal. Later, the echo of falling rocks clattered
through the dark like the sound of skittlesfalling in adeserted aley. From the upper ledges there drifted
down an endlessrain of tiny luminous beetles. All night long the wind shook the skeins of dead ivy; and in
the morning, as the sea-fogs cleared, vast insects would appear in the distance, their reflections perfect in
the wet sand of thetidad flats; they moved ponderoudly away before we could identify them. All this, as|
have said, was contained at first in the outlines of ordinary things, much as a shadowy architecture of
colonnades and dien galleries can be made out in the walls of an empty quarry: but aswe moved north
the landscape itsdlf became thin and grey, textured like mucus, with the bones of some other landscape
showing more or lessclearly through:

“"The World iscoming to bits,” said Galen Hornwrack; and someone answered dryly. “Theworld is
being exchanged for something dse”

It comesto methat each of us suffered during this northern transit an emptying or bleaching of the
identity in preparation for afuture we could not describe. Viriconium was behind us. (Even those of us
who returned there never saw it again; but found a changed City, one in which we were not comfortable.)
In the sense that it no longer filled our day-to-day thoughts, we had forgotten our purpose. We existed
amply to dip through therain, ahandful of sat-lipped figures benegth the unending cliffs, spesking inlow
sepulchra voices. Before went like abanner, the raging glory of the Afternoon, with its great horse and
scarlet armour; while asniggering dwarf in aleather hat brought up the rear on apony no bigger thana



dog: and above usfloated the baoonlike form of the ancient airman, chivvied like adying whale by gangs
of raucous gulls. Cyphers, we pass benesth the hungry ironic eyes of the gannets and guillemots - the
assassin resentful and disfigured; the woman who believes hersdf logt in time; and mysdlf- athing, dive
beyond itsrightful years, far beyond itsrightful place! The landscape, though, anticipates our release: this
preparation or interlude isdrawing to aclose...

“'We should turn east soon if we areto find your village,” Fulthor inssted patiently. Fay Glass frowned at
him like achild, her hair plastered to her skull. She wore two or three purple flowers which she had
previoudy offered to Hornwrack, and dueto hisrefusal of them was agreeing with no-one. “Nobody
who truly cared about hygiene could read the message above,” she declared with amutinous dignity.
“How can we prevent abusein thefirst place?” Fulthor could only shrug. Shortly after thisexchangeit
became evident that we had lost the Glenluce road: the beach became narrow and steeply shelving, the
cliffsundercut, and our progress dependent on the state of the tide, from which we were forced to take
refuge twice aday. Eventually we led our horses up the firg tottering rake which offered away to thetop
of thedliffs.

"That was evening or late afternoon. The light was fading. Squals of rain blew out of the advancing
sea-fog, dotted with large wet flakes of snow. A melancholy heath dipped away inland - shadowy,
sheep-cropped turf, black gorse and bent hawthorn trees. Northwards and at right-anglesto the coast,
defile succeeded narrow defile, each one cutting through the limestone to the underlying metamorphic
shaes and broadening asit reached the sea. The landscape was scattered with old metal bridges. It had a
discarded air. We passed the night huddled at the foot of aruined stonewall, unaware that amile or so
ahead lay the port of Iron Chine, nexus of a strange war, with itsweird banners and demented prince.
Rusty iron creaked inthewind.'

Cdlur does not relate how on the next morning they found that Paucemanly's ghost had abandoned them,
or how they dumped on their soaked and surly animals staring dully at the desolation which stretched
away inland: that haf-fertile strip of dissected peat and tough ling-heather pocked with lethal seepage
hollows which was the merest periphery of the Great Waste. Unpredictable soughs full of brown water
threaded its endless dopes of sodden tussocky grass; and queer rocks were embedded aong its rheumy
skylines, eroded by the wind into vague and organic slhouettes. Thiswastheir ultimate detination (it is,
in another way the ultimate destination of everything, asthe Earth entersitslong Evening), or so they
imagined: but in the face of itswinter they fatered. Instead of turning eestward Alstath Fulthor led them
first dong the diffsand then down into Iron Chine. They followed him like ahandful of refugeesfrom
some chronological disaster, heads bowed against the bitter blow of Time.

The cyclopean quays of Iron Chine are older than the Afternoon. No-one knows who built them, or for
what crude purpose. The massive untrimmed blocks which comprise them are not native to this coast but
cut from granites formed much further north. Who brought them down from there to bind them with iron
and pilethem in the cold sea, or when, isnot known. They are black, and wet with fog, like the vertical
walls of the fjord which contains them, the archaean unvegetated dates of which sweep down to an ebon
sea. The enormous quayside buildings are dso black; their purposeis quite lost and most of them have
falen into decay. The modern port subsists on fish, gullseggs, and mutton. Cowed by geography, time
and the seq, itslimewashed cottages huddle uneasily amid a greater architecture; above them aroad has
been pushed through the rotting dates, and windsitsway periloudy up to the clifftop pastures.

Down this Galen Hornwrack now rode (the dwarf beside him croaking tunelesdy), puzzled by the mist
that lay in the trough of thefjord. It was ashen and particulate. Inner currents stirred it duggishly. A gust
of wind, exploding over thelip of the cliffs and roiling down past him, parted it for amoment, but
revealed only black water patterned by therain. Y et he sensed it was occupied (although he could hardly
have said by what): he stopped his horse, stood up in his stirrups, and craned his neck anxioudy until the



rift had closed again. 'What's this then?he asked himsalf. He shook his head. 'Fulthor,'he called back,
‘thismay be unwise. Further down, where the air was calmer, he smelt smoke, urgent and powdery at the
back of hisnose. Now the dwarf became agitated too, wiping his nose with the back of his hand,
squinting and sniffing about him like anervous dog. Behind the smdll of smoke was something sharper,
less easy to identify.

Lower ill, at the edge of the mist, hdted before it like aswimmer at the margin of an unknown lake, he
became convinced that people were moving about down there on the water in a panicky and
disorientated fashion; and distant shouts came up to him, partly muffled by the mist but discernibly cries
for ad. 'It may be unsafe, Fulthor,'But Fulthor motioned him on, and from then on events seemed to
reach him at oneremove, asif he was not quite part of them. It was afamiliar feeling, and one that
recaled the Bistro Californium, the deadly gamboge shadows of the Low City- Inddethe mist wasa
distinct smdl of lemons, and of

rotting pears - amoist and chemical odour which sought out and attacked the sensitive membranes of the
body. Thelight was source ess, and had the effect of sharpening outlines while blurring the detail
contained within them: on Hornwrack's right, the dwarf looked asif he had been cut from grey paper a
moment before - atall queer hat, agoblin's profile, an axehead bigger than his own. Beyond this paper
slhouette the path fell away into awhitish void in which Hornwrack made out now and then alocalized
and fitful carmine glow. While he was trying to remember what thisreminded him of, Alstath Fulthor took
gation on hisleft. Their throats raw, their eyes streaming and their noses running, they advanced ina
cautious formation until the path began to level out and they found themsel ves without warning on awide
stone concourse bordering the estuary.

Herethe mist wasinfused with athin yelow light. But for the dap of the waves on the waterstair below,
but for the sillence and the sméll of the fog, they might have been in the Low City on any cold October
night. Hornwrack led them to the water's edge, the hooves of the horses clacking and scraping nervoudy
across an acre of worn stone dabs glistening with shallow puddles. A languor of curiosity came over
them. Despite their forebodings they tilted their heads tQ hear the distant thud of wood on wood, the
faint cries of men echoing off the estuary. Even Fay Glasswas quite slent.

Hornwrack narrowed his eyes. 'Fulthor, there are no longer fishermen in this place.'Distances were
impossible of judgement. He wiped his eyes; coughed. 'Something ison fire out there!'

The smdll of smoke had thickened perceptibly, perhaps carried to them by some inshore wind. With it
came acreaking of ropesand a. smell of the deep sea; groans and shouts startlingly close. Now anode
of carmine light appeared, expanding rapidly. A cold movement of the air set the mist bellying likea
curtain. Hornwrack shook his head desperately, looking about him in panic: abruptly he sensed an
enormous object moving very closeto him. The mist had al aong distorted his perspectives -

‘Back!'he shouted. "Fuithor, get them back from the water!'Even as he spoke the mist writhed and broke
gpart. Out of it thrust the foreparts and figurehead of agreat burning ship.

Its decks were deep with blood. Once it had been white. Now it rushed to destruction on the waterdtair,
spouting cinders. Its strange datted meta sails, decorated with unfamiliar symbols, were melting asthey
fell. Captained by despair, it emerged from the mist like avesse from hdll, itsfigurehead an
insect-headed woman who had pierced her own belly with asword (her mouth, if it could be caled a
mouth, gaped in pain or ecstasy). '‘Back!'cried Galen Hornwrack, tugging at his horse's head: ‘Back!”

Fay Glass, though, only stared and sneezed like an animd, trangfixed by the mad carven head gaping
above her. Dying men tumbled over the sides of the ship, groaning. '‘Back!'asthe jean, charred hull drove
blindly at the shore; ‘Back!'asit smashed into the waterstair and with its bow torn open immediately



began to sink.

Down it went, with aroar and a shudder. The deep cold water gurgled into its ravaged hull. Ratlines and
hayardsfel in blazing festoons about its cracked bowsprit. Horn-wrack pulled the madwoman off her
horse and dragged her away. She wiped her nose. Sparks flew about their heads. The hulk lurched,
settled alittlelower inthe water. A sall fell, showing Hornwrack for amoment a curious symbol - a
hexagon with eccentric sdes, through which crawled orange-throated lizards - beforeit hissed molten
into the sea. High up in the doomed forecastle a solitary figure stood - mantled in blood. 'Murder!'it
sobbed, staring wildly down at Hornwrack. They've followed usinto the estuary!'It hacked with a blunt
shortsword at aflaming spar. 'Oh, this damned mist!'Suddenly it was catapulted from its perch and with a
thinwall fel into the weater.

'Hornwrack!"

The burning ship reminded him of some childhood ritud, some soldtitid bonfirelit in thewet dark
ploughland. He turned amost reluctantly fromit, hisface stiff with hest. Fulthor, Tomb and the old man
stood alittle way off; toward them across the gleaming concourse men were running. "To you, Fulthor!'he
cried, just as he might have done beneath the heights of Minnet-Saba, where the rivad factions of the Low
City clash without chivary at night; and, encumbered by the madwoman, promptly dropped the
unfamiliar sword. 'Black filth, girl. Let go. The wegpon tolled like abdl on the worn flagstones. His horse
trod onit. A fit of coughing racked him.

Ashe disentangled himsdlf, though, he redlised that the mist was dwindling round him like adream, to
reved the giant quays and boatsheds, the little town; the datey cliffs.

Seabirds called asthey skimmed the water. Even the clouds were blowing away. For dl the fears of the
dead sailor, nothing floated out there on the roadstead. But for the bubbling wreck on the waterstair the
estuary was empty of menace, quite empty. Puzzled, he drew hisknife and urged forward his horse.

7: Saint EImo Bujfin and the Navigatorsof Iron Chine

With the mist dispersed the village smedt of smoked fish and sdt. Fulthor and his party stood
outnumbered and uncertain at the centre of an unarmed crowd. Hornwrack had put up hisknife. Likethe
survivors of some forgotten colonia war (desultory, expedient, never quite resolved) the occupants of
Iron Chine drew round him: thin intelligent women, afew bare-limbed children. There were no young
men present, only some old ones who stamped their feet and turned up their heavy collars, faded blue
eyeswatering in the cold wind. They stared up at him with adefiant incuriosity and he stared back
embarrassed, athough he could not have said precisdy why. It was amixed community; at the periphery
of the crowd a handful of the Reborn hovered like strange, long-necked animals, their delicate features
coarsened alittle by an unrdenting deprivation. What had they |eft behind them in the Afternoon, what
mad sophigtications exchanged for the smell of dead fish?

A few sailors who had escaped the wreck now swam ashore.

No-one offered them any help; nor did they seem to expect it, but pulled themsalves up on to the quay
and sprawled there with the blind, open-mouthed ook of the exhausted. After amoment two of them got
up again and between them pulled out athird. He kept trying to thank them. They knelt by hisarocioudy
burnt head until atrickle of clear fluid ran out of the corner of his mouth; then they left him to stare
sghtlessly at aflock of gullstearing pieces off something out on the estuary. They were yelow-haired,
guileless, hardly more than children, but their faces werefull of despair, asif they had fought alifetime of
holding actions and unplanned retreats. Alstath Fulthor observed them gravely for aminute or two then,
finding no other authority and extricating himsalf with difficulty from the civilian crowd, presented them
with his safe conducts.



'Our mission isone of importance,'he told them.

Eventualy one of them said, "'Thiswas not the time to come here.’He turned his back and, quietly
dismissng theintrusion, vomited up a quantity of seawater. His companion put aplacatory hand on his
shoulder and reminded him,

'Captain, they come from the capitd -'

But he only wiped his mouth and laughed wildly. ‘Ay, and look at them! Some yellow old man, and a
woman. Two city lordlings and their dwarf!'

A fit of dry retching shook him. Therewill never be any help from Viriconium,'he said indistinctly. There
was sdlf-pity in hisvoice, and after amoment or two he acknowledged it with adisgusted twist of his
mouth. 'Did you see anything out there?he asked; and when the other shook his head, whispered, 'l pity
those that did."

Hetried to squeeze the st water from his hair.

'One of our own vessalsrammed us, that's certain,'he continued thoughtfully. ‘But by then we were
dready burning.'

He shrugged.

It was as usud. Those who saw anything were struck mad immediately. Those who did not got lost in
themigt.

Thus the defeated, locked in their dreams of defest.
"Y ou are bound to help us!'shouted Alstath Fulthor suddenly.

'Leave them aone, Fulthor,'advised Hornwrack. Often enough he had been among the defeated himsdlf.
His sudden compassion surprised him nevertheless; and that he should recogniseit as such surprised him
even further. He looked sidelong a Tomb the Dwarf to seeif he had noticed anything, but the dwarf
wasn't interested - he only grinned pleasantly and unforgivingly down at the saillorsand said, Thereisno
enemy in sSght now.’

"They are bound by those signaturesto help us,'said the Reborn Man lessloudly.
They regarded him with puzzlement, and some scorn.

'Go up to the new hall,was dl they said, 'and leave us done.’And they wandered off along the quay to
where the remaining mast of the foundered ship poked up at a strange angle from ascum of floating
wreckage. Thereasmdl of lemons clung, asif some bitter dew had condensed on that doomed hull
during its confused find voyage. It was an unearthly, chemica smell. The horses hated it.

The crowd, sensing atermination, looked on emptily for aminute or two, then began to disperse - the
children drawn by akind of magnetism toward the wreck while their elderstook to the cobbled road
which wound up into Iron Chine proper, where they vanished in twos and threes among the little
two-gtorey houses with the wet date roofs, the drying nets and lines of flaccid laundry. Dulled by the cold
and continual privation, they seemed unable to react to atragedy which, -as someone in Fulthor's party
pointed out later, must have involved them dl. One woman did stand for atime staring out into the
estuary, afew tears drying on her cheeksin the wind. Only then did Hornwrack redlise that more than
onevessel had been involved. A spatter of rain blew out of the west (where like agreat ancient fish there
lay inwalit the idand continent of Fenlen) and into hisface. He could see the 'new hall'on arise above the



village. Hefelt wretched.

"Thiswind isprisng my joints gpart,'said Cellur the birdmaker cheerfully. When no-one answered him he
gave an impatient shrug. 'These people need more help than they could ever give us'he told Fulthor.
'When you stop sulking you will seethat.’

It came onto rain in earnest asthey passed through the Chine. The pedling walls had once been gaily
whitewashed, the window-boxes tended; now pale faces observed them from behind the streaming
windows. Higher, they found they could ook down into the boatyards of St EImo Buffin, from which
rose the masts and spars of hiswhite and fated fleet - rakish three-hulled craft fitted with those peculiar
datted meta sails over which rioted orange lizards, green beetles glowing like fresh tattoos, and subtly
distorted geometricd figures. Designed by the Afternoon, built by the Evening, blessed by anew
madness of both, they were arming for someinvisblewar. 'DEATH'proclamed one sail, and
'LIFE'ancther, in caligraphies rich and outlandish; while on the decks benesth shipwrights and sailors
swarmed likerats.

'No hint of thiswar has ever cometo usin the High City,'said Alstath Fulthor wonderingly. ‘Itisno
wonder they are poverty stricken here!'

Higher 4ill the 'new hdl'hung above them like athreat. Sombre, columnar, mysterious of purpose, it had
about it amost gppdling air of age, an age which emptied out the cultural luggage of Algtath Fulthor's
vanished race - al the moral atrocities and philosophical absurdities and expired technologies - and found
it meaningless; rendering meaninglessin the end even the deserts which weretheir only legacy to the
Evening. As he approached it, wincing from the weether, huddling into his cloak against awind amillion
yearsold, it spoketo Galen Hornwrack from an age fully as naive but by no means as puzzled as his
own. It wasasurvivor of the Morning.

There was aramshackle new consiruction perched on itsroof like a greenhouse; from thisflags were
flying which no-one could identify, though Fulthor and the dwarf argued desultorily over their
provenance. And down at its ancient front door, his big-knuckled hands clasped like abunch of dice,
stood the solitary principa of that lost maritime demesne, genius of adoomed fleet, St Elmo Buffin.

Elmo Buffin, that sad travesty, with hislimbslike peded sticksl He was seven feet tdl and ayellow cloak
was draped eccentrically about his bony shoulders. Plate armour of a dull-green colour encased him,
gprouting al manner of blunt horns and spurs, little nubs and bosses which seemed chitinous and organic.
It pulsed and shivered inits colour, for it had cometo him from hisfather, a Reborn Man of the defunct
House of medina-Clane, one of thefirst to be resurrected by Tomb the Dwarf and now dead. What his
mother - adour Northwoman and fishwife of Iron Chine, whose first husband had died in the War of the
Two Queens - had bequeathed himis hard to say. Neither strain had bred true, for between Afternoon
and Evening thereisagrest genetic aswell astempora gulf. Epilepsy racked him twice aweek. Hiseyes
were yellow and queer in that dack clownish face which seemed too large for histhin limbs. Hisbrain
heaved like the seg; acrossit visons came and went like the painted sails of hisown fleet. Of yearshe
had twenty-3x; but hisinsanity made of that forty or fifty. Since the deeth of hisfather (himsdlf an
eccentric but principled man, who had consented to the miscegenation in order to cement the two halves
of hishi-racial community) the whole weight of the Chine had rested on his shoulders.

How many of thevillagers actudly believed in hisinvisble enemy, or hisexperimental fleet? It seems
immateria. Those who died at seaknew the truth, as do we. Those that did not were nonetheless
inspired by him. And if it did not thrive, well then the village survived. Buffin's successwas asasymbol -
queasy but enduring - which enabled past and present to collaborate. (Hisfailure lay in underestimation;
inbeing, if you like, not quite mad enough: but that was not to become clear until later, and who anyway
could have been quite so mad asto imagine the actua state of affairs?) Now he stood in the doorway of



the ancient ball, with its dreadful disregard for the passage of time and its rooftop contraptions worn with
theair of arakish hat, watching from the corner of his eye Fulthor's party asit approached. He was
dwarfed by the dark columns. He could not keep still. He rubbed his hands to warm them in the cold air.
He leant unconcernedly on the doorpost. Then he must look at hisfeet to admire his boots. Then,
muttering to himsdf, jerk upright and practise ahandshake with some imaginary visitor.

“’News from the City!”'they heard him murmur. 'Shall | say that? No. | must not appear so anxious. Shall
| then enquiire (thus, with apolitic solicitude), “Y our journey, it was comfortable?” Manifestly though, it
was not -He snapped his fingersimpatiently.

'Oh, what shall | say!"

Suddenly he dodged back among the columns and was lost to view. (Though it had no basis, Hornwrack
retained for some time an impression of him huddled up there somewhere in the gloom the way achild
might huddle breathless and white-faced behind the great haf-opened doors of some echoing abandoned
palaceinto which it has wandered; that palace being the world.)

After amoment he caled queruloudy, 'Hello?

No-one answered. Except for Fay Glassthey had all got down from their horses and were staring
astonished into the massive fluted shadows. Out popped his head like a crumpled leather bag on astick,
and he tapped the side of it mournfully. 'We're dl mad here'he sghed, asif the village, the boatyards and
the ancient soneswere al in some way contained within it: which, Hornwrack supposed, in away they
were. Now he recovered himsdlf, smiling ironicaly; came forward and clasped Fulthor's hands. The
briefest of aberrations,’he gpologized (at this the mad woman pursed her lips envioudy, and sniffed);
'Please forgive me'and never referred to it again. 'Viriconium has sent observersthen, at last!”

Under this misgpprehension he led them up amonstrous flight of stairs. They could not correct it because
he would not let them speak. He had, he explained, given up hope of ever getting help from the capita.
He did not blame the High City for this. Messengers had been sent every six monthsto Duirinish, which
wasthe regiona centre, but patently the messages had not been sent on. Thiswas understandable. In
Duirinish they seined to believe that he was quarrelling with some other coastdl village. This had not been
at dl uncommon in the yearsimmediately following the War. What could he do but maintain a
philosophicd attitude?

Up the vast sairsthey went behind him, listening to his monologue float down. His laughter was strained.
'Still, now you have come -Hisroomswerefull of bad light, strange navigationd instruments, clutter. In
one room the charts had pedled from thewal and lay al dong itsfoot in odd folds. He took themto a
thing like a conservatory built right out on to the roof.

'From here | can see twenty miles out to sea'He smiled proudly, alittle patheticaly. 'l expect you have
more profound instrumentsin the South. There was agreat maze of tubing made of brassinto which he
invited them tO look. They bent one by one to the eyepiece. When it was Hornwrack's turn to look, al
he saw was a sad reticulated greyness, and, suspended indistinctly againgt it in the distance, something
likeachrysdisor cocoon, spinning and writhing at the end of athread. 'Successis dow to come with this
particular instrument.’Hornwrack shook his head; but Cellur seemed to be fascinated. Asthey moved
from exhibit to exhibit like reluctant touristsin some artist's studio, Buffin sat on astool with hislimbs
tense. Hewaslike an exhibit himself in the direct odd light filtering through the whitish panes, legswound
tensely round one another, hisface like an gpologetic bag. ‘It is not an ordinary telescope.'Out to sea.
nothing moved.

.. Therooms were draughty and seemed deserted. When he ordered refreshments they were brought by



an old woman but he served them himsdlf. 'Would you like some of thisdried herring?Money and men
were his most urgent requirements, he said (there was besides a shortage of timber). The fleet wasfitted
but under-crewed. 'Pardon?He showed them charts, designs; plansfor astrategy they could not
comprehend. On these maps an unconventiona symbol depicted 'mist’. Theidand continent of Fenlen
was not marked. Hornwrack looked for it but he could not find it.

"The war,'Alstath Fulthor managed to say. 'What isits exact nature?
Buffin looked surprised.
'Why, it is precisaly asyou have seen. That isthe extent of it.’

He thought for along time. Then he said that his ships went out well-armed. They were captained by
crafty men. At seathey encountered first rough water and adverse currents: then amigt. Inthe mist was
some enemy no-one had ever seen. 'A madness comes over them, and they throw themselvesinto the
water. Those that did not drown were destroyed by fire; by unimaginable weapons. Some returned. A
srange smell clung to their vessdl's; and they spoke of sounds so appalling asto be beyond description
(though they were not loud).

Fulthor began to show signs of impatience. This sort of conjecture was not to histaste. He looked
sdeways at Hornwrack, who shrugged. Cellur the birdmaker, however, had been listening to every
word. 'Have you ever been attacked on land?he asked.

'For ten years now,'Buffin said absently, ‘we have fought awar we cannot see. Since the degth of my
father something has been out there.'

Fulthor stirred, drew in his breath. ‘I can make nothing of this'he said brusgquely to Cellur. "We cannot
concern oursalveswith this.!'

Buflin blinked a him and went on, "When the mit rollsinshore at night we can sometimes sense them
down therein thefjord, sailing stedlthily inland. Where they are going we do not know.'He smiled tiredly.
'I'm sorry, thefish isawful.'Momentarily sponged of itslines, hisface regained ayoung and pliant air. 'I'm
glad youve comeat last.'

Fulthor got up. He handed over his safe-conducts and hisletters of introduction. 'Our missionis
urgent,'he said. 'l should like fresh horsesif you have them. Otherwise nothing. I'm sorry we cannot
help.’

Therewasasilence.
"That was badly done, Alstath Fulthor,'said Cellur.

Buffin looked a them both. Sleet tapped the milky panes of the greenhouse. Outside, the wind tossed the
srings of pennants, and set to swaying the distant mast-tops of the haf-completed fleet. A mist was
coming in off thesea

'l dreamt last night of afatal blunder made while adeep,'said Cellur asthey made their way back up to
the dliff-top in the blowing deset. 'A degpwaker murdered his own son.’

'We have done nothing decent here,'agreed Hornwrack a bit absently. Watching with horror the torment
of St Elmo Buffin, he had suddenly begun to think of hisown youth, afaithless season spent in the wet
plough of the midlands. He could not quite connect the two except in their antithesis. That's certain. Only
co-operate in one more High City betraya.'lt waslater in the day. They were al mounted on fresh
animas. Out of hisreverie he gave Alstath Fulthor alook of didike. (He remembered when it cameto it



only atouch of dead crysanthemums on the skin in some still-aired room; rooks sweeping over the heavy
earth. What he had taken to be unsentimentality with regard to this had turned out to be quite the reverse.
Inturn, this caused him to think about the Rue Sepile, and dl that implied.)

'l thought | recalled the man,'Cellur said. 'Perhapsit was astory, heard long ago. And yet the face was
very familiar!

'Quite.’
'l cannot shake off asense of foreboding.'

At thetop of the cliff, about to turn inland, they were accosted by the spectre of the ancient airboatman.
Opening and shutting its mouth like a deformed gol dfish, it gpproached them out of the eddying dest,
rotating dowly about its vertica axis. Although, asbefore, it appeared to maintain only the most
precarious contact with the World, athin grey snow seemed to be settling on its shoulders, the ghostly
precipitate of some foreign continuum. It was agitated. It came very close to Hornwrack and plucked at
hiscloak. (Hefdt nothing until hetried to beat it offwith theflat of hishands, when there was some dight,
gelatinous resstance.)

'Few lawn!'it shouted through its cupped hands, asfrom agrest distance. 'Fog . . Forn . . . Fenling. Oh
crikey. 'It pointed desperately out to sea. It looked inland and shook its head. 'FENGLIN! nuktis
‘agama.. . 254 daparte.. . ten cansfor aboat load... Fengle!'

And it took up station above his head like afat angel, staring tragically backwards as they moved inland
and signing madly whenever it caught hiseye.

Still later, Tomb the Dwarf rode up to his side. He held out the weapon Hornwrack had lost on the
quayside.

'Y ou dropped your sword, soldier.’

Hornwrack said bitterly, 'Listen old Dwarf, | thought | had got rid of that. | am not him. Whatever he
wasto you. Don't you understand that?

The dwarf grinned and shrugged, still holding the sword out expectantly.

Hornwrack looked up at the thing floating above him. Seeing this, it steered itself rgpidly toward him,
clearing itsthroat. He groaned, accepted the sword. Both his spectres had returned to haunt him.

The weather now changed. Low cloud and deet rolled away east and south to be replaced by a pae sky
and good vighility. A wind like arazor blew from the north. On asuccession of bright but bitterly cold
daysthey penetrated the habitable margin of the Great Brown Waste, to find afrozen crust over deep,
wet peat. Progresswas dow. Ifabird called, tak tak like an echoin astony gully, the madwoman
followed it with her eyes, tilting her head; smiled. She was nervous, but now rode ahead of Alstath
Fulthor. She had led them into aregion of high dissected plateauix over which hummed theicy wind, and
then cast about over the blegk hillsdesfor awhile like alost bitch. Little paths ran everywhere,
contouring the salients. Asfar as anyone could make out she followed them randomly. They led her inthe
end to a stone-crowned, steep-streamed escarpment which sheltered among its boul der-fields sparse
woods ofstunted oak. On itslower dopes might be discerned the lanes and enclosures of a settlement;
the walls toppled, the sheepfoldsin poor repair. Behind the village rose the eroded shapes of the Agdon
Roches, from which it took its name: astring of gritstone outcrops quarried long ago for building stone so
that they formed a succession of bays and shattered promontories.



‘Thisisavile bloody place’

Hornwrack: Paucemanly's ghost had left him aone for awhile, vanishing with awet pop and afeeblegrin
asif remembering a prior gppointment. He was rdieved, but found himsalf with nothing to think about but
the cold. He was used to the city, where winter is episodic. Thewind whistles across the junction of the
Rue Sepile and Vientiane Avenue. The women clutch their shawlstightly and dash laughing from houseto
house. Thereisdways awindow to watch them from while you drink mulled wine prepared by a boy.
Not s0 herer hisfingerswere welded to the reins like the fingers of a stone horseman falling apart in some
provincia square. He had been miserable for days.

'I've seen worse,'said the dwarf speculatively, asif he wondered whether he had. He wore hisleather hat
at aqueer angle; hisarms were empurpled with the cold.

The wreckage of an ancient landscape lay acrosstheir path.

The metaphysica disputes of the late Afternoon Cultures, raging here across the flood-plain of some
vanished river, had turned it into a corridor of black ash strewn with rounded stones. It was zoned and
undulating; in places stripped to the underlying rock, ten or twenty feet thick in places. Every summer a
little more of it dried up and blew away into the Waste. Some of the stones were quite large, some no
bigger than afist, and each stood on alittle pediment of wind-smoothed ash. Someisolated colonies of
bilberry and ling grew here and there, raised by the same erosive process until they resembled a chain of
hairy idets Outlier or prefigurement of the deeper Waste to come, it was alittle lessthan two mileswide,
and acrossit could be seen the cracked buttresses of the Agdon Roches, brushed at their summits with
rosy light. A thin white mist flowed down the gullies and stony cloughs at their feet, drifting through the
hanging oakwoods and filling up the village street so that only the roofs and upper storeys of the cottages
werevisible. Through the still air adog could be heard barking; sheep bleated from theintakes. Ina
small field stood one cow. All this one might amost have touched, so precisely-enamelled did it seem on
the bright surface of the air: but Fay Glass would make no move towardsit.

‘Sheisfrightened of the maze.’

'And yet,'said Fulthor, returning from abrief foray, 'her own people must have made it.'Damp ash was
caked between the fingers of his gauntlets. The discovery of the earthwork had filled him with an obscure
excitement. Her subsequent refusal to enter or even passit seemed only to have sharpened this. They
were obsessed by patterns, those who came north in the final desperate days of the Resurrection
determined to discover away back.'He smiled whitely. ‘Asif the fingers of the Past do not already brush
our cheeks, waking or deeping - 'He stared back into the maze. 'Sheisachild, I'm afraid.’

(‘We gavethem life,'the dwarf said. 'How were we to know they would go mad?No-one answered
him.)

Itisnot just the woman,'said Cellur. 'l fed it too.'’And he looked out over thelittle strip of land. 'Error is
piled on error.

‘Nevertheless, we go through,'announced Fulthor, setting the madwoman on her horse,
‘There. You shall st safdly. It was bravely doneto guideus sofar.’
Shelooked at him asif he were astone.

The basic earthwork, cut into the compacted ash, was supplemented partly by piles of stones, partly by
raised banks or dykes. the whole being roughly radid in character and some fifteen feet deep. Areweto
guessits purpose? In the Time of the Locust sign and substance become fatally blurred together: it was



not so much amaze, perhaps, as agreat ideogram, adesign representing some barely-achievable state of
mind; but this said, we have said nothing. Down in the trenches the ash showed evidence of regular
traffic, and cold, damp airs moved purposel essly. Fulthor's motives were unclear. He could equally well
have crossed the plain to reach the village. He would not discuss this. He became lost but was dow to
admit it. When he did the girl would not help him, though she had plainly been in the maze before. He st
Tomb to dlimbing one of thewalls, but the stuff fell away in fibrous lumps when he was near the top and
he did down in ashower of it without having seen anything. 'l seemed to be facing south.’

Theresfter, they travelled at random.

An hour passed (they came upon the hoofprints of their own animals, travelling in the opposite direction)
and then another.

A bird flying overheed; the exchange of arguments at ajunction; al norma events receded and became
stripped of meaning. Queer contractile sensationsin Hornwrack's skull recaled to him his colourless Low
City feverswith their intimations of failure and degth. (At these times adesultory buzzing had filled his
ears, as of awasp trapped among the dry geraniumsin some airless attic: he heard it now.) Looking
uncomfortably round he saw that the others were smilarly affected. The whole party had halted. Near
him the dwarf was shaking his big head about and blinking desperately. Fay Glass had somehow falen
off her horse and lay on the ground glaring madly up at the sky. Thewalls of the maze began to muteate,
and beckoned Hornwrack with limbslike thefirst delicatey-curled fronds of afern in spring.

Now the world toppled sdeways with ajolt, as it sometimes does on the verge of deep. Simultaneoudy
he began to percaiveit asif through acluster of tiny hexagona lenses: for amoment he looked out with
horror on to afaceted universe. He could make nothing of it. He though he was dying.

Fay Glass vomited suddenly; legpt to her feet and ran off down the passage. Hornwrack followed more
dowly, leading his horse, concentrating very carefully in case the ground should tilt further and spill him
off into the mosaic void he now concelved to be surrounding him. He could hear the other three tottering
aong behind him, crying out likethe newly blind.

The maze, he now understood, had lain in wait for him since hisflight from the Bistro Cdifornium, its
centre coexistent with the hub of thet affair. As he struggled down its cindery passageways he imagined
himself stabbed again and again, ahalf successful execution presided over by the mad laughter of the

poet Ansel Verdigris. Helost his horse. Clutching the phantom wound in his side he groaned and drew
his flawed sted knife (asif agesture remembered from one maze might release him from the complexities
of another) . Despairing, he stumbled out into acircular space about thirty feet across, where he was
relieved abruptly of the mosaic universe, and saw normaly again. This central stage or arenawasraised a
few inches abovetheleve of the surrounding maze, and in the middle of it there waited an insect larger
than a man -Theviolation, if there was one, was hieratic, notiond. Fay

Glasslay likeacorpse. The creature crouched over her. It resembled no insect Hornwrack had ever
seen but was rather a composite of all insects. From it segmented thorax, which was of acurious
smokyyellow colour and as shiny aslacquered bamboo, sprang the veiny wings of the ichneumontfly,
the wedge shaped mask of the common wasp, the mysterious upcurved abdomen of the mantis like a
symbol from aforbidden language. Its eyes werelit from within, or ssemed to be. They were pale
green, and streaked with orange. A mass of pa ps and maxillae hung benegth its head, clattering
gpasmodicaly. He though of the wasteland grasshopper with its serrated legs and arid stridulations. He
thought of flight through vast abandoned regions, and the world he knew fell away from him so suddenly
that he was sick. When he could see again, the madwoman had come back to life.

She made no attempt to get from beneeth the insect; but, like something emerging painfully from alarva



stage, groped and writhed about until she lay on her ssomach, her neck twisted so that her white
motionless face was turned to the n.

'l,'she said; and retched dryly. Shelicked her lips. 'We!'
'l can't help you,'said Hornwrack.

Theinsect, he saw, was damaged. The raised and elongated prothorax from which issued itsfrail
forelimbs was covered in cuts and gouges, some of them deep enough to reved the whitish stored fat
benesth. Crusted secretions rimmed its unearthly eyes. From timeto time it scraped amlesdy in the ashes
at itsfeet or beat wildly itsfilmy wings.

'We see your world,'said the madwoman. 'Killing isall dead world. World killed. We are dl killed here’

Her voice was flat and mournful. It seemed to come from a huge distance away. In the pauses between
the words Hornwrack himself became an insect. He flew through the great derdlict spaces, shaken by
compulsions he did not understand. Many others were there with him. A hunger drove them, presiding
and unproductive. They fdl into achoking air and were consumed.

"We now press your heads. Our words are pressing your heads. Y our world presses us. Oh. Gah. '
The creatureflalled its fordimbs againg the ground until one of them fdll off.
'Gah,'said Fay Glass. 'Help. Oh.'

Hornwrack rushed forward and tried to haul her from under the clattering mandibles. She would not
come. He felt the huge triangular mask dip toward him. He shouted and ran away again, dashing out
blindly with hisknife. Tomb the Dwarf came out of the maze and touched his elbow. They both ran
forward and thistime pulled her out. The dwarf lost hishat. 'l. We. Oh,'whined Fay Glass, whilethe
insect's nervous system underwent some fresh deterioration, causing it to writhe, fan theair, and curl its
abdomen repeatedly over its head. These spasms were replaced by a curiousimmobility whichin turn
affected the madwoman. She lay on thefloor like a pupating grub, the ends of her fingers bleeding where
she had bitten them. Theinsect looked like agreat enamelled brooch dug up from some depraved old
city. Hornwrack and the dwarf watched it warily. It stared back, its eyes enigmatic, crusted. A faint smell
of lemons hung about it: and behind that rotting cabbage.

"It sees us,'whispered Tomb. Helicked hislips. ‘What did she say?Then: 'Can it see us?
Hornwrack was too out of breath to speak.

The Reborn Men do not think aswe do, but live -pursued by an incomprehensible past - among
distempered waking dreams. Alstath Fulthor wanderd into the centre of the maze from quite another
entrance, hisgait gilted. He stared a the insect in astonishment, flung ahand up in front of hisface: along
groan came out of his mouth. He looked like some exotic mantisin hisblood red armour. Attracted
perhaps by this the insect turned with a clack clack of coxa jointsto face him. (Hornwrack and the
dwarf were now able to see the curious markings on its abdomen, the three black diagona bars or fascia
running across each wing.) He walked round it groaning, his head working asif his neck contained bent
clockwork. Plainly he thought he wasin adream of the Afternoon, for he murmured to himsdlf of Arnac
san Tehn and the 'Y ellow Gardens. Now they faced one another again; and if Fulthor looked like an
insect, then the thing before him with its hacked yellow prothorax resembled an armoured man. Fulthor
glanced down &t the energy blade spitting and fizzing in his hand. He hit the insect across the head with it,
burgting an eye, cutting into the thorax and shearing off one of itslegs.



Itfell over onitssde and dragged itsdlf round in acircle, a high whining sound coming from itswings.
Fay Glass darted about shrieking. Fulthor hit it again; watched its redoubled frenzieswith his head tilted
intelligently on one side; then dropped hisweapon, which immediately began fusing the ash around it into
glass. 'Oh, the great cups!'he cried. "The thousand flowers and roses! The thought with the force of a
sensation!'He stared imploringly over a Hornwrack then picked up his sword again and ran off into the
maze, his eyeswide and hisbody leaning at an incredible angle to the vertical.

The mutilated insect had fetched up against one of the cindery wallsand wastrying to climb it. Ash
showered down. Fay Glass wept, 'Wait, we arekilled here. Vienna, Blackpool, Venice, drown in their
own tears. Press our world. Oh. Oh.'Above her head there materialised suddenly the ghost of Benedict
Paucemanly, flabby face full of fear. It grimaced gpologeticaly - 'Fenlen! Fenlen!'- and was carried away
on some psychic current, waving itsarms. Dark clouds had blown up from the west, and now a scatter of
hard snow filled the grey air, pattering off the carapace of the insect, which lay motionlessin acorner, a
flicker of orange animating its remaining eye. The ground was ploughed up dl around it. Fay Glass,
exhausted, was walking round and round the central areawith her hands over her face, moaning.

Hornwrack stared at the churned earth; the wreckage of theinsect. He shuddered.

'Look after her,'he told Tomb the Dwarf. Try and find Celur. Tell him about this. He may understand
what is happening here’And with that he set off into the maze in search of the Reborn Man.

Sf 7Gé|en Hor nwrack and the New | nvasion

Down ran Alstath Fulthor, last representative of hisHouse, ascarlet figure with astride like an ogtrich's;
and down ran Hornwrack the assassin after him, the breath rattling in his lungs. The maze was behind
them, the village before. In the maze, fearing the hidden junction, the sudden mad legp and mantid clutch,
the bared teeth of an ambush, Hornwrack had drawn the old sword; out there on the plain it dragged
down hisarm. Westward the land was al as dark as the sky, long black saients reaching back benesth
the cold clouds, their flanks scored by steep-sided valleys and dotted with piles of haunted stones. In the
eadt alittle of the early brightness remained to pick out the shattered towers of the Agdon Roches, to
touch the escarpment and its oakwoods with alichenous grey. Mist ill choked the village benesth, thick
and dow; but anew wind had stirred out in the Waste and was beginning to tease its edges out in
streamers, like shegp'swool caught on afence. Thelight infused these strands with a delicate yellow; and
they smdt strongly of lemons.

Algath Fulthor flung up his arms and was engulfed. Hornwrack followed, with adesperate cry.

The mist enwrapped them, it suffed their lungs with cotton wool. They passed like two coughing ghosts
along the slent village street. The cottages that loomed on elther side were tenantless, dusty and cold,
their front doors lodged open and cresking in the small winds which seemed to inhabit theinside of the
mist. From the empty rooms behind issued dry smélls. Birdlime was spattered beneath the eaves, and the
gutters were choked with old nests. Sacking lifted in the wind; lifted, dropped, and lifted again.

Algtath Fulthor drew ahead. He became a shadow, and then only athud of footfalls. Hornwrack ran on,
isolated and alittle afraid. Death, he saw, had been there before them; perhaps a month, perhaps two
months before. A dead man hung hdf in and haf out of abroken window benesth the spattered eaves.
Another sat like abundle of sticks propped up in the angle of astone wall. They observed one another
dryly, asif some old joke had recently passed between them. Their weapons were orange with rust but
their bodies, instead of decomposing, seemed to have shrunk, and were asintact astight old sheaves of
straw tied up in ancient sacking; as though the mist in advancing one process of decay had retarded the
other. Thevillage wasfull of corpses, staring out of doorways, caught in contorted attitudes on the grass
round the horse trough - looking surprised or complacent or out of breath. Others had drawn their knives
and had been about to throw themsdlves on some enemy. A few children had fallen down during agame



inwhich they followed one another stedlthily among the houses, hands held hooked above their heads.

“They sall inland dl night,” ‘thought Hornwrack, and for amoment the face of St Elmo Buffin cameinto
his mind, decent, puzzled, wistful. “'Where they are going we do not know -*'

They had been coming here. Wherever they had come from they had ended up here, standing at sdlient
junctions like abandoned machines, their broken antennae and cracked wings dangling in thewind, their
compound eyes as dull as stones. Patches of corruption darkened the ground beneath them like tarry
shadows, asif vitd fluids had bled dowly from abdomen and thorax to fertilize acrop of bluish
mushrooms and unearthly moulds before drying-up atogether. With this dessication had come the dow
retreet of the intelligence into the husk, the drying up of the violent insectile telepathies received by
Hornwrack and the othersin the maze, those incidental broadcasts from the mosaic universe which had
driven Buffin's sailorsto burn their own ships or drown themsalves in the fogbound sea.

At night, its mad energy not quite spent, a disembodied head bounced down the gutters of Hornwrack's
Low City dreams, accompanied by the laughter of the crackpot poet: plainly it had originated here among
these dilgpidated hulks, one out of three of which had falen under the energy blades of the Reborn
villagers and, curious visceraexposed in section, now lay surrounded by alitter of amputated limbs.
Someone had cut it off and sent it south asacdl for help. The rest of them, though they showed afew
shalow cuts and scrapes made by |ess exotic weapons, like violent scribbles on alacquered screen - had
evidently succumbed to the same disease as the lone survivor in the maze. Crusted discharges had
swollen their joints. Strings of hardened mucus hung from the curious appendages attached by |eather
srapsto their facia parts. They faced one another in the mechanistic postures of their death, and afaint
whisper of telepathy was draped about them like a cobweb. It touched theinsde of his skull asheran
dreaming between them, afraid they would come back to lifeif helingered.

He ducked beneath a complicated snout. He pushed aside a canted crackling wing. He waved the old
sword about until hisarm ached. Later he might recdl this: now he knew nothing. The wings of the
wasteland locust rustled uneasily in his head, gathering for some vast migration. He no longer cared about
Algtath Fulthor, running ahead in the mist. He legpt and sang like a grasshopper, and his progress had
becomeaflight.

(Alive or dead, he managed to think, they have dtered the Earth; they have changed it manifestly.
Something hascomeintoiit . ..

... And thinking this, emerged from the village.) It waslike adoor opening and closing. When helooked
back the mist was streaming away aong the foot of the escarpment in the new wind, and the three small
figures of Cdlur, Tomb and Fay Glass, issuing uncertainly from the maze, had begun to crossthe plain.

Hornwrack and Fulthor confronted in a stony cleft among dwarf birch and oak. A chaky light, danting
down between the brittle boughs on to banks of heather and bilberry, reveded the Reborn Man sitting
quietly on an unfinished millstone, hisfestures as white and careworn asthose of apraying king. A pied
bird absorbed his attention: it hopped from stone to stone, tilting its small bright eye to watch him. Chill
arsrattled the twigs above hishead, stirred hisyellow hair. The baan in hishand flickered like afirework
inthe hand of achild; he had forgotten it. Votive and cam in his scarlet armour, he looked like theinvaid
knight in the old painting; and the overhanging towers of the Agdon Roches, with their slent gulliesand
damp sandy courses, rose up behind him through a screen of black branches like the buttresses of an
ancient chapel.

When Hornwrack pushed his way through the oaks, old leaves and lichenous dust showered down; and
thelittle bird flew away.



'Fulthor?

The wounded king wakes and slates about himwith a newfear. He has risen from the devotions of
one nightmare into the ruins of another. "Where is this place?'he'll whisper. None will speak. 'Back
then!'he'll cry, sweeping the great baan round his head in an arc which makes the sound of
panicked wings. Shadows fly like wounded doves from horizon to horizon. Precarious flowers
bloomin hissecret heart . ..

'Hornwrack! Am | mad?A bitter [augh. 'Another dream. More dayslost in the absolute abyss of Time.
Oh, the fiery woman, with her expressionless eyes! How long have | been away?

And he advanced dreamily on Hornwrack, still swinging the energy blade.

'Fulthor!'screamed Hornwrack, who saw no magical king (who could blame him? He had been born
three milleniatoo late) and who failed to hear the hum of that long declining dream: 'It's me!'He ducked
the lethal stroke; offered the old sted sword (itstip was lopped off instantly); stepped in desperately
close and hammered Fulthor'swrist with the pomme of histrusty knife. Nerveless, the white hand
opened. The baan fdl. Fulthor gave ahowl of despair and sat down suddenly. 'Must | dways choose
between there and here?He regarded Hornwrack from between his hands. 'Kill me then.'He looked
round. 'Where are we?

Hornwrack, however, was no longer interested.

The ghost of Benedict Paucemanly had reappeared, to float over the oakwood mouthing like a drowned
sailor; and through its unsteady, half-transparent shape he had caught a sudden glimpse of the horizon.
There, insectile Slhouettes processed dowly againgt agreenish sky, full of bitter snow. They seemed to
carry with them an unquiet cobalt hao; along their sides flared sphenograms of an acid green; they held
their forelegs ddlicately raised. Over the summits of the Agdon Roches they went, southwards, with an
exquisite mechanica concentration, looking neither Ieft nor right.

Theworld started to mdit like candle wax.
Hornwrack got Fulthor somehow to hisfeet. Unspesking, they descended the hill.

Snow whirled round them. Roots caught at their feet. Paucemanly encouraged them with whistles and
farts.

'l really mean it, you blokes - ten thousand nightswere put in one! Therel lay, listening to the winds
gathering in the dry places, the abandoned places. Weredl init now, us and them, raw-blind on the
waterdtair a Shadwell Pier like burnt rats! Phew! The white Moon makes thus “the stair of our descent .
.. Therewas more of this. '‘Ooh, what you must think of me | don't know,'he would exclaim fishily; and
then, screwing up his eyes behind the faceplate of his abominable mask, bawl -'Felneck! Fandle!
FENLEN!'

- his queer epicene voice hooting across the hillsde like asignal while, above, the insectile procession
moved on imperturbably: south, south, south . . .

The new wind, rushing blindly out of the east under a cavernous overcast, had brought black obscurity to
the village, whose streets were now full of flying chemical ice blown in from the Degp Waste. The dead
insects at each corner creaked and shifted in the gale. Their eyeswere pitted and stony. Above them
splinters of chitin, sections of antennae and shattered veiny wing floated and spun in the rooftop eddies
like the rubbish of the Low City rattling round the chimneys below Alves on ablustery night. Hornwrack
leaned on Alstath Fulthor, his eyesrimed with urgent ice, the words blown out of his mouth and every



thought out of his skull. They came down the main street like drunksin the week glow of Fulthor's
armour. All else was shadowy, hard to interpret. Dead men leaned conversationally forward as they
passed, then toppled on to empty faces, limbs breaking away like the rotten limbs of scarecrowsto go
bounding off down the road and lodge in afence.

Cdlur the birdmaker awaited them at the centre of the village, where the wind was whipping spray off the
horse trough and the front doors were banging on rooms inhabited only by mice and suffocated children.
He had with him Tomb the Dwarf. From the debacle in the maze they had retrieved three horses and the
pony, which now stood in the street shifting bad-temperedly with each fresh gust of wind:

tTomb was reditributing the surviving baggage between them asif in preparation for afurther journey
into the deep madness of the World. Thisactivity made anidand of humanity in the rushing gloom, at the
approaches of which hovered the madwoman, wrapped from head to foot in athick whitish garment and
turning amlesdy thisway and that like something hanging from a privet branch.

Algath Fulthor looked emptily &t this scene asif he recognized no-onein it, then sat down in the road.
Hornwrack, tugging at hisarm, heard the birdmaker shout 'Ride! West, for your lifel'He shook his head.
'Wait!'He wasn't sure he had heard correctly. The old man had got up on his horse now and was
watching them impatiently, hisembroidered cloak streaming in the wind. The dwarf ran round checking
saddlebags, tightening girths, and urging the inert Fay Glassinto her saddle by means of pantomimic
threats. Thewind rose and fell cynically, tugging at the dry husks of the insects. The horses milled about,
sensing an imminent departure. Hornwrack let go of Fulthor'swrist (“Black pissl Stay there, then, if you
must!”) and caught at the birdmaker's stirrup instead. The horse dragged him off hisfeet, the old man's
yellow face swam above him, aive with what he took to be fear. They werein an eddy or pocket in the

gde

'Inthe maze,'said Cdlur, 'my errors were made plain. Much, if not dl, isnow clear to me. | cannot yet
explain the ghost - 'he prodded Hornwrack's shoulder, pointed up into the wrack where Paucemanly
bobbed, smirking and bowing like abutler - 'but | have at last learnt what he wastrying to tell us.

"Y ou must go and rouse Iron Chine. Pray that St ElImo Buffin, aman ill-used by circumstance, isnot as
mad as he seemd Tell him the time has cometo launch hisfleet. Tell him helpisonitsway.'He smiled
bitterly. 'Lunatics and ghosts - al along they have had the right of it!'For a second he stared dack-faced
and frightened into the west, his hooded eyes human for once. (After dl, heisout in the world now,
thought Hornwrack - who sympathized, being newly out in it himsdf- like acrab out of its shell: what
guarantees has he left? And again: What can hefear after ten thousand years?) He made a cutting motion
with hishand. 'Still. | was dow to connect these things. | have been too content tosit by and let Fulthor
lead. Now Fulthor hasfailed me, and thereit

Is.

'Fenlen, theidand continent, isinfested. They have been established there since they poured down from
the Moon eleven years ago. (I looked on like afool. What else could | have done? | forget.) But they
cannot bear Earth'sairs: and when their scouts fly inland low over the sea, which they do night and day,
they do so surrounded by an aimaosphere of their own manufacture. By day they blunder into Buffin's
sailors. They are as motiveless and mad as the men they kill. They do not belong here!'

He gestured at the empty village, the creaking husks. 'Can you doubt it? Y et they are trying to make the
ar over to suit them. Thisisonly the beginning.'He shuddered. They will remake the Earth, if they can.
Rouse Iron Chine, Hornwrack. | ride now to the capital. Delay me no longer!'

Hornwrack hung on to the stirrup. All he could think of to say was, 'Something isthe matter with Alstath



Fulthor. Up on the escarpment hetried to kill me.’

'Oh, | amin hell,'said Algtath Fulthor, shaking his head. He had come up behind them silently, the baan
likealivething in hishand. 'l am not mysdf."Tomb the Dwarf, who had tightened the final strap, tried to
take the wegpon away from him for his own good. ‘Come on, old friend. They rolled about in the road,
cursing and biting. Fulthor wriggled away and got up again. ‘Come down off your horse,'he ordered, 'and
explain al this. Why, up there, great cock-a-roaches wak aong the ridge!'He pointed in the wrong
direction. (The dwarf crawled away holding hisface and spitting.) 'Or isit in my head?He shrugged,
smiled shyly; lurched off. Fay Glass woke up and looked at him sharply. Keeping awary eye onthe
dwarf, she got off her horse.

Suddenly they both began singing, 'We are off to Vegys now.'Hornwrack looked on appalled. 'Fa di la
da'

(When hefled through the High City like ableeding king, in asweat of fear in the middle of the night, and
hoped no-one would notice; when he muttered in the palace the nine, long, alchemical names of his
House, and hoped no-onewould hear: al heard, al knew but himsdlf. Alstath Fulthor:

the past was pulling him down.)

'When wefirst met,'said Cellur, 'he spoke to me often of memory, which he conceived of asahidden
stream, himself perched on its bank looking into the water. Also of something which hovered likea
dragonfly over the moment of his reawakening in the desert at Knarr.'He sighed. 'What did he kill down
there in the maze? Nothing you or | saw. All this has hastened the inevitable.

'Soon he will be as mad as the woman. Shewill help him. Y ou must help them both. 1t iswhy | brought
you.'

'l brought myself, old man.’
‘Bethat asit may.'
'What am | todo?

'Earn what you were given,'said Tomb the Dwarf, and meant, perhaps, the sword. 'l believe you'll get no
other pay.'He wasin abad temper. He wiped his pocked old nose on the back of his hand to show what
he thought of it al, and pushed his sodden conical hat firmly down on to his head. 'Y ou were not brought
but bought,'he said with ahard grin. 'Goodbye Hornwrack.'Hauling himsalf up into his saddle he added,
'WEell go back acrossthe Waste to Duirinish - for it's quicker if you know the paths and don't mind old
battles or old lizards - and thence to Viriconium. Cdlur fearsthe Sign of the Locust. He fearsfor the
Queen. He does not quite know what he fears.'He looked about him like aman expecting rain. 'l fear
this. Still: oneway or another | dare say we shdl al have some headsto cut off before long. Do you look
after the mad folk.'And he gave the pony vigorous kicks until it consented to move off into the wegther.
Teetering on the edge of vighility for amoment, dwarf and pony made a curious uncouth sithouette, a
composite creature above which flew like aflag on itslong haft the curved evil blade of the power-axe.
‘Never say | didiked you!'The eyes of the pony before it turned its head away were aflat and empty
green.

Out there Cdlur waited impatiently, staring west or south. ‘Rouse Iron Chinel'came afaint cry through
the crack and belly of the gale. Hornwrack never saw either of them again. 'On the shores of the
diamond lake,'sang the madwomen in aweird voice,

'We shdll watch the fishes, On the summits of the mountains Cry “Erecthaial”



We are off to Vegysnow. '

The weather closed in. He was done. Even the ghost of Benedict Paucemanly, part at least of its purpose
accomplished, had gone out like acandle. In the deserted village it might as easly have been evening as
afternoon. Out of the crepuscular sky issued a thin snow which drifted up behind the dry corpses, blew
into the empty rooms, and plastered itself to the windward eaves. Every so often the wind from the Deep
Waste mingled with it a scatter of old ice, flinging it down the street like two handfuls of dirty glass beads.
He rubbed the back of his neck. How had he come to be stranded in the cold north with two lunatics,
and no option but to go and look for athird? After Iron Chine he would make hisway south aong the
coast, since he knew no other route (that inhospitable strand, with its distant illusions and tottering cliffs,
now seemed familiar and comforting); he would lose himself again in the Low City. Perhgps he would
find the boy. He would kill the dwarf if he ever had the chance.

All thistime, off at the edge of his awareness, faint telepathies crawled like maggots round therim of a
saucer. Up there on the Agdon scarp was a stedlthy and purposeful movement, too far away to hurt him
yet, too close for comfort. Suddenly he became frightened that. they would come down unexpectedly
and discover him among their dead. What ddlicate revenge might they take? In any case he could not
bear their thoughtsin his skull. Two horses had been lft him for three people. Feverishly he urged the
madwoman up on to one of them; and then with his hand on his knife gpproached the Reborn Man,
wishing the dwarf had captured the baan during their brief scuffle benegth the horse. Eyeing himwith a
sad amusement, Fulthor said, 'l will run besideyou. Itisnot so far.’

The ramshackle conservatory of St Elmo Buflin, with itsinvented flags and fantastic tel escopes, teetered
high above the fish docks of the port, full of slence, brackish air and the smell of the food they had been
served there aweek or more ago. Buffin sat asif he had not moved since then, in a high-backed chair
surrounded by plates of congedled herring. He had taken off his, father's armour and underneath was
swathed in some dirty white tuff, linen or flannd, asif he suffered with hisjoints. Hewas saring at
nothing, hislong thin legsthrust out in front of him and crossed as though they belong to someone dse, his
baglike face crumpled and desperate. Hisinstruments lay smashed. They were no more or less
meaningful for it: nests of bent brass tubing, complex coloured lenses pulled gpart like sugared anemones
underfoot. The charts he had ripped down, to revea the walls beneath. He had lost his patience with

them, perhaps.

Hornwrack wiped the condensation from a cracked pane, looked out.
"You need not have done this to yourself,'he said.

It was such awaste. He felt hot and angry, cold and remote, all at once.
'What happened here?'

Buffin did not answer for along time. The Afternoon had betrayed him again, and the old powered
knifewithwhich he had tried to kill himself now lay souttering feebly in his lap, its energies spent
at last. Some blood had flowed, then dried brown. He did not seem to be able to move hishead. The
slence drew out. Wondering if he was dready dead, Hornwrack waited, breathing evenly and trying to
make out what was happening in the port below.

'What does it matter?'came the eventud answer. Then, after another long pause: 'Of the fleet |
ordered the uncompleted part destroyed. It is of no use now. Viriconium will never help us
now.'He laughed quietly. 'The rest has salled, into madness and death. The mist surrounds us (can
you not hear it?Itislikebdlsl) and dl hasfailed.

He bit hisbottom lip. 'l dare not move my heed,’he said, staring forward at nothing, fingering the hilt of



the usaless knife. 'Can you see what | have done?
"Your throat is cut,'said Hornwrack, bregthing on the glass. ‘But not well.'

If he wiped a circle on the glass withthe pdm of hishand he could see framed in it the black
origind buildingsof the fjord squatting like toads on the lower dopes. To hisright a cliff swept up, also
black, and laced for five hundred feet with icy ledges. Until recently ice had locked the harbour: now
churned and broken sheets of it bobbed in the black channels cut by the departed fleet. Beneath him
banks of white vapour hung, drifting duggishly down the cobbled dopes toward the shrouded quays. In
placesit was degp enough to cover the upper casements of the cottages as it was driven rductantly
between them by the bitter intermittent wind; in others, where it was shdlower, he thought he could
see heads and torsos going about above it on some cryptic disocated errand. The suggestion of
movement beneeth it he tried to ignore. Above all this in the green subarctic sky, aurorae flickered,
and great stresks of red and black cloud mimicked the flame and smoke benegth, where men ran
despairingly among the boatyards with torches, setting fire to their labour of years.

Death was written in the scrollwork at the bows, death on the painted sterns and the ornate
brass bells.'DEATH', proclaimed the painted sails, while the white decks beneath bubbled and
charred, generating a heet fierce enough to melt the metal masts. Ash whirled into the air, unknown
incandescent alloys showered down, last fruit of that doomed collaboration between Afternoon and
Evening (which now pursue their separate courses, as we know). Ralling into the flames, the mist turned
them ingtantly green and blue; and wasiitself transformed with aroar into agreyish powdery smoke
which, sucked up in the merciless updraughts, bellied out above the doomed craft in a choking spherica
cloud. Sparsflared and fell. Ratlines parted with the sound of abroken violin. Here and there aman was
trapped in a tangle of ropes, or caught among the stays beneath a blazing bowsprit with
no-one to hear hiscries. At the height of the fire asingle painted sail escaped itsties, unfurled, billowed
upward. For abrief moment apair of great illusory lizards danced in the air! —only to snk with a
regretful whisper and be consumed, writhing amid the smoke in acounterfeit of thepainin & EImo
Buffin'sfrigid, frightened Sare.

'l had no life,'said Buffin, 'even as a child.'Hornwrack bent close to the cold lipsto hear. 'My father bade
me, “Watch the sea.”’

'I've had no life ether,'said Hornwrack.

Heforced himsdlf to look through the one surviving telescope. At first he could see nothing. A sailor
rushed into the room behind him shouting, '‘Buffin, they are among usin the fog!'Seeing Hornwrack he
hated uncertainly. A pleading note entered hisvoice. ‘Buflin, only one ship

remains. Let ustake you aboard her!’

'He is dead,'said Hornwrack, who now discerned asad grey ground, and against that something
spinning at the end of athread. 'What's happened here?

‘A fog followed us ashore this morning. The women and children are al dead of it He stared &t
Hornwrack's back. 'Great locusts inhabit it!"

‘They are your longtime enemy. Where doesthislast ship sail?

'West, after the fleet, as he would have wished.'

Spinning, pinning.



"Take methen,'said Hornwrack, 'instead.’

He turned from the tel escope and went out of the door. In the empty room amasked figure materiaised
briefly in the air aove the corpse, and was gone.

During the journey from Agdon Roches, Alstath Fulthor had regained ameasure of his sanity - that isto
say he now remembered where and, to an extent, who he was; but the girl had chopped his hair to a
ragged stubble one night while he dept, giving him something of her own hollow-eyed,
perpetualy-surprised expression; and his skin had taken on a bleached unearthiy look, likeasaint's. They
were often together, reciting the rhymesthat comprised her vocabulary, practising the scraps of
meaningless did ogue and lists of non-existent cities which seemed to be her 'keysto the Past. Fulthor
was learning, in the way the child of an exile learns those bits and pieces of its heritage that remain (and
which, after so much repetition, undergo a sea-change, bearing less and less relationship to avanished
culturein aland it has never seen). Hornwrack tried to ignore their public tendernesses, their strange,
amost unemotional sexud contacts, and clothed his embarrassment in acharacteristic surliness.

Hefound them now down in the port, two tal, awkward figures wrapped in cloaks, standing
uncomfortably near the burning boatyards. Despite the heat and smoke they were waiting exactly where
he had left them, the flamesreflected in their calm odd eyes. Later, at therail of thelast ship, watching the
sailorswarp her sadly from the bleak shore, Fulthor seemed disposed to talk. He was lucid, polite,
aware:

but each new immersion in the stream of memory had carried him further from his Evening existence and
its events, and he had forgotten his earlier shoddy treatment of St Elmo Buffin. So when he asked, 'How
then did the shipwright die?it was crud of Hornwrack to reply,

. 'He cut his own throat, but it was you he died of '

Iron Chine would not survive him. Fires had now sprung up among the cottages, set by the sailors before
they left; and small flames danced behind the panes of the dilapidated conservatory above thetown. The
strip of black water between the boat and the quay grew wider. Thefrigid cliffs dipped past; the curious
flags and strips of coloured rag flying over the conservatory blazed up one by one; above everything
burned the clouds, like the bloody auroral sunset of some other planet.

What happened to thefleet of St ElImo Buffin? It was not provisoned well. He had given smdl thought to
navigaing

it. Much of it waslogt immediately amid the white water and foul ground, the atrocious currents and
uncharted idands which outlie the jagged coast of Viriconium. Much of it, hampered by theice which
formed on decks and rigging, turned quietly turtlein the gelid sea. There were fogs, too, lyingin
hundred-mile banks across the straits which separate Fenlen from Iron Chine; and in these the greatest
losswasincurred. Each ship fought aone, wrapped in adreamlike shroud of pearly light. Ice burned like
aum on theratlines and stays. There were collisions, mutinies, accidentd fires and shouts as of other men
desperate and dying beyond the nacreous wall of fog. It wasin dl aspectsalost venture. Thefog smelled
of rotting fruit; and a the sound of wings men legpt overboard or cut their own throats, staring dumbly for
alast few seconds at a universe faceted like an insect's eye. One ship survived.

Imagined alow dark coastline shelving back through a series of eroded fossil beachesinto a desolation
which makes the deepest waste of Viriconium seem like awater-meadow. Nothing lives about these
beaches but limpets and kelp; afew curioudy furtive ternswhich survive for the most part by eating one
another's eggs, and in season ahandful of deformed sedls. Chemical rivers make their way here from the
continental marshes north and west; tars and oils from sumps a thousand years old and athousand miles



inland trickle duggishly down the terraces of black pumice, staining them emerald green, ochre, purple.
Imagine aglaucous ocean; alow swell a the freezing point, lapping at the bruta shore. Strings and bulbs
of minera pigment wave beneath the water like weed, growing from the chemica slt. Thereisnowind to
speak of. Out to seaabout amile, abank of mist isrolling south, parald to the coast.

Imagine awhite ship: rudderless, masts bent beneath their load of ice.

Her deckplates are up, buckled like lead foil, her wheelhouse blackened by the samefirewhich lately ate
into her hull amidships. Her figurehead hangsloosein awreck of stays, apartly human form difficult of
exact description. Sheisdown at the stern and listing to starboard. Silently, captured by some current
invisble from the shore, sheisdrawn in toward the beach; quicker and quicker until she ramsthe stained
pumice shelves with agroan and, ripped open, goes over by the bow and beginsto sink. A few birdsfly
up from her yards. Chips of icerattle down. A sail, partly unfurled by the shock of the collision, showsa
great drunken beetle to the empty beach. Bedded in the poisonous silt, she will settle no further, but
nudges the shore with every wave.

After afew minutes a grotesque shape beginsto form in the cold air above her shattered deck, like a
crude figure of aman projected somehow on a puff of steam.

9: The Explanations of the Ancient Airboatman
Midwinter clutchesthe Pastel City, cold asthought.

In the Cigpontine Quarter the women have been to and fro dl day gathering fuel. By afternoon they had
stripped the empty lotsto the bare hard soil, bobbing in ragged lines amid the sad induviate stems of last
year's growth, their black shawls giving them the air of rooksin a potato field. Not an elder or brambleis
left now but it isastump; and that will be grubbed up tomorrow by some enterprising mattock in abony
hand. At twilight, which - exhaled, asit were, from every shattered corner - comes early to the City's
broken parts, they filled the nearby streetsfor half-an-hour, hurrying westwards with their unwieldy
bundles to where, ong the Avenue Fiche and the Rue Sepile, Margery Fry Road and the pedling old
‘Boulevard Saint Ettiene, the old men sat waiting for them with souls shrivelled up like walnutsin the
cold. Now they st by reeking stoves, using the ghost of adog-rose to cook cabbage!

Cabbage! Thewhole of the Low City has smdlt of thisdelicacy al winter. It is on everyone's breath and
in everyone's overcoat. It has seeped into the baize cloth of everyone's parlour. It hasinsnuated itsdf into
the brickwork of every privy, coagulated in aleys, hung in unpeopled corners and conserved its virtues,
waiting for the day when it might come a last to the High City. Thisevening, likean invisblearmy, it
filtered by stages dong the Boulevard Aussman, where it woke the caged rabhbitsin the bakersback
yards and caused the chained dogs to whimper with excitement; flowed about the base of the hill at
Alves, investing the derdlict observatory with an extraordinary new significance; and passed findly to the
heights of Minnet-Saba, where it gathered in wavesto begin its stethy assault on the High Noses. On
the way it informed some strange crannies: inundeting for instance alittle-used arm of the pleasure candl

at Lowth, whereits spirit infected incidentally a curioustragedy ontheice.

Theair was bitter inside the nose, the sky asblack as anthracite. The Name Stars glittered cynicaly,
commemorating some best-forgotten king. Down below on the frozen canal a grubby satin booth was
pitched, its yellow shutters up, its cressets cold. From its door along-legged brazier, kept fed with frigid
horse dung, looked out like ared eye. Init, under the zodiacal representations and the testimoniasto its
proprietor's efficacy, a poet and afor tuneteller sat, cheating one another feverishly at 'blind Michadl'.

The poet was arag of aman, little, and hollow-cheeked from alife of squalor, with hisbright red hair
stuck up on hishead like awattle and greed lurking in the corners of hisgrin. He gave hissmall hands no
rest - when he was not trying to palm cards or filch the bottle, he was flapping them about like awooden



puppet's. At dow moments during the play he would stare silently into the air with hisface empty and his
mouth dack; then, catching himsdf, legp up from the three-legged stool on which he sat and go jigging
round the booth until by laughing and extemporizing he had got his humour back. In mirth, or delivering
doggerd, hisvoice had a penetrating hysterical timbre, like aknife scraped desperately on aplate. He
had made a'ballade of stewed cabbageearlier that evening, but seemed to hate and fear the smell of the
suff, grimacing with dilated nostrils and turned-down mouth when awave of it passed through the booth.
Hisnamewas Anse Verdigris, and the fat woman acrossthe card table was hislast resort.

Fat Main Ettelllawith her aching ankles and her fatal cough, known to be the wisest woman in the Low
City: yet she paid the poet's debts, admired his verses without in the least understanding them; and,
though he gave her nothing in return for it, forgave both his perversions and hisfrequent distempers. All is
made possible in the shadow of the Dark Man. On hiscamer daysVerdigris sat on her knee and
ventriloquized her customers. When his nerves were bad, and he drove them away by spewing on the
cards, she dapped his head. He made her laugh. She feared death, but he feared everything: and the
closer to death she came the better she looked after him. One of her great soft hands made three of his!
They were an odd pair to be keeping the night dive like that down on the deserted pleasure cand while
worthier people dept. There was a cemetery behind the booth, and Verdigris could not keep his eyes off
it.

At midnight he scratched his armpits and parted for the hundredth time the grubby satin curtains. The
gravestones seemed to stretch back indefinitely under the moonlight. Where they ceased the
ArtistsQuarter began, its piebald roofs hanging on the dark skylinelike an evil conundrum. Up the dope
went his eyes, through the graves and into the city; back again. 'Y ou deep well enough out there!'he
jeered, and then said aname the fortune teller could not catch. His narrow angular shoulders shuddered
convulsvely. She called him back but he hardly heard. He had not dept well himsalf sncethe night he
murdered Galen Hornwrack. It was ayelow night, that one, grimed into his raddled brain and smelling of
that unspeakable bundle with itsrotting eyes. Ever since, he had had afedling of being followed around.
‘Someone waked over my grave,'he said. Helaughed. "'Well I'll not mourn! The moonlight flooding past
him into the booth was of apeculiar cast: init, aswe shal soon see, things seemed dmost more solid than
they did in broad daylight. They deep well enough out there on All Men's Hesth,'he said, and made to
draw the satin closed.

Instantly the reek of stewed cabbage redoubled, rooting him to the spot. A letha claustrophobia
overcame him. 'Hornwrack!'he shrieked. He spun round, blundered past the fortune teller (who had got
laborioudy to her feet and spread her armsin an elephantine gesture of comfort), and tumbled out on to
theice, where hisfeet dipped from under him. In an attempt to keep his balance he grabbed the brazier
by oneof itsiron legs. Thisonly served to upset it over him. Squealing with pain and fear he did out of
thelight, plucking feverishly at the glowing embersin hisclothing.

The Fat Main was used to his convulsions. Grumbling hardly at al sherighted the table. Queer little
scenes glowed up at her from the scattered cards, ancient hieratic conjunctions of tower and insect
gtimulating her to worn prophecies. A good marriage, she thought, and abad one: and there a
blond-haired man. (Each card was like asmall bright doorway at the end of a corridor. She was perhaps
too old now to step through and be enshrined in pasteboard with a hermit crab and aflight of swans.) On
her way to the back of the booth to see what had upset him this time she stopped to turn one card at
random; sare at it for amoment, panting; and nod heavily to hersdf. Then she parted the curtains and
looked out.

For amonth or more, agents and emmissaries of the Sign of the Locust - now grown massively in power
though its outlook became daily more esoteric, and seeking revenge for (among other things) the bloody
confrontation in the Bistro Cdifornium - had sought Ansdl Verdigris through the warrens of the Low City.



They were oblique but patient. Every clue had pointed to the pleasure cana. Now, their gait curiousin
the extreme, they raced silently down the dope of All Men's Heath toward the quivering Main. They
were wrapped in rags and bandaged about their peculiarly misshapen heads, and asthey hopped highin
theair over the gravestheir aamsflew out at odd angles and their knives were white in the moonlight.

Verdigris, with one short anticipatory gurgle, squirmed further into the shadowy undergrowth on the far
bank of thecand . . .

Soon &fter they had entered it the booth began to agitateitself in aviolent and eccentric fashion, lifting its
skirts and tottering from sde to sde asif it wastrying to remember how to walk - while out of it camea
steady rhythmical thumping sound, like two or three axes hitting awet log. A dreadful astonished wall
rose up in accompaniment to this, modulating with each blow. Verdigris bit hislips and drew back further
into the weeds. He put his hands over his ears, but this changed nothing. The knives of the Sign rose and
fdl regularly; and the booth, like some remarkable engine in the night, continued to propel itsaf with an
uncertain shuffling motion thisway and that acrosstheice. After alittle while, having reached the centre
of the canal (where only lately it had been al boiled chestnuts and skating anemone-boys), it collapsed.
Amorphous figures struggled momentarily benegth it; then it gave them up and they poured away through
the cemetery in aquiet tattered wave, like the shadow of acloud crossing astony field. The booth
gurgled and was ill. It had somehow become tangled in the legs of the spilt brazier. Firelicked,
reluctantly at firdt, at its grubby skirts. Then it was engulfed in a sudden slent rush of flames.

Ansel Verdigris sood on theicein the unsteady yellow glow. He drew hisknife and, in an access of
some emotion he did not quite recognize, went off shouting up the hill and was ambushed and killed
among the gravestones.

Not far away from All Men's Heath in the sharp and cabbagey night, Tomb the Dwarf kicked at his
pony. Hisfeet were cold. He had recently entered the City through the Gate of Nigg after three or four
weeks in the deep wastes with Cellur the Bird Lord. Adventures and privations had attended him there,
asthey dwaysdid: old lizardsfollowing his steps, blinking a night in the smal light of thefire; the pony
quagged perpetudly to its elbowsin seepage hollows; and agrest bird, first hanging high upinthe air
above them then settling nervoudy on arock to ingpect them from intelligent puzzled eyes, every festher
made of metal! He had afriend buried in every acre of the North - knights of the Methven, sour old
prospectors, dl the thieves and princes who had traipsed with him at one time or another the useless
places of the Empire. They had followed him too, as night drew in across the old bettlefields of the Gresat
Brown Waste.

The season now teetered on the cold iron pivot of the solstice, and Viriconium was adeep for once,
huddled against the cold; you could hear its catarrhal snores from upper windows. The mosaic of its
roofs, whited by moonlight and last week's frozen snow, lay like the demonstration of some equivoca
new geometry. The Low City had retreated from him even as he entered it (dogs shivering outsde the
gatehouse, no other sign of life; the tunnel smelling of pee, black ice and that merciless vegetable), so that
he seemed adwaysto view it at adistance. He did not understand its mood. A muted expectancy, acold
glamour resstant to hisdwarfish intuition, vibrated in its surfaces: he had for amoment (it was a moment
only) asense of two cities, overlapping in asprawl of moonlit triangles and tangled thoroughfares. This
conceit caused him to smile but remained with him neverthdless, quite digtinctly, asif he had seen the
future as acomposite city uninhabited by human beings.

More beggars were abroad than asingle city had aright to, moving quietly about in ones and twos, the
deformities that would by day be displayed up on Chamomile Street outside the pot-house doors, now
half-hidden, under scalloped rags and strange tight bandages - asif when left to themsavesthey sought a
finer aesthetic of suffering, and a subtler performance of it. Tomb stood up in his stirrupsto see over the



parapet of abridge. (Toc toc went the pony's hooves, little and sharp on the cobbles.) 'Someone at least
is keeping the night dive,'he observed. Underneath him the Pleasure Cand diminished toward Lowth in
anicy curve, itssurface tricked out with dim reflections of the Moon. Theiceis miraculoudy hard.
They'velit abrazier down there onit.'Cellur, though, seemed preoccupied. 'Now it's spilt!"Faint shouts
and wails, as of laughter, floated up. 'Look here, Cellur - somefool's set fire to a conjuror's booth!”

'l seenothing.’

'Y ou wish to see nothing. Y ou are adreary companion, | can tell you that. It'sal gone dark now
anyway,'said the dwarf disgppointedly. He craned his neck. Nothing. His pony drifted to a standtill.
When he caught up again the old man was hemming and clucking nervoudy.

"Those ams-men are following us now. Be ready with your axe. | do not believe they are what they
seem.’

'Arms-men! Bloody beggars, more like.'He shifted the axe from one shoulder to the other. 'Black
piss'He had looked back and got a glimpse of the beggars hopping after him, soft-boned and
ricketty-kneed, their arms flying out thisway and that for balance. It was a horrible sght. There are not
that many beggarsin the entire world!'They were dl humps and goitres. Their mis-shapen heads were
conceded under crusty swathes of mudin and hats with ragged brims. Up in the ArtistsQuarter and dll
around the derelict observatory at Alvesthey were gathering in large groups, lurching crazily about in
white-breathed circles, watching idly as Tomb and Cellur rode past, joining the quiet procession behind.
An occasiona soft groan came from amongst them. Cdllur's horse dithered and stumbled from rut to
frozen rut; and though the pony was surer-footed they till went dowly up the Rivelin Hill between the
shuttered booths and empty taverns.

Into the High City they went, but it proved to be no sanctuary. When they quickened their pace, the
beggars . quickened theirs, breaking into the parody of arun. Through the el egant deserted plazas

of Minnet-Saba (where the road is made of something that muffles the sound of hooves and the wind has
mumbled puzzledly for milleniaround the upper peculiarities of the Pastel Towers) they poured, and out
on to the great exposed spird of the Proton Circuit: reeling from side to side, jumping and hopping and
tripping themsalves up, aways out of the power-axe's reach:

maintai ning a zone of quarantine about the old man and the dwarf, sweeping them dong by the mere
promise of contact. Tomb bit hislip and belaboured the pony's sdes. All around him was a sort of dumb
rustling noise, punctuated by the gasps and quiet desperate groans of the deformed. (Above and behind
that he thought he heard a parched whisper, asif some enormousinsect hovered above the chase on

huge thoughtful wings)

Ahead, lights glimmered. In the gusty winds at the summit of the spird, the overlgoping filigree shells of
the palace creaked asif they were part of someflimsier structure. Methven's hall: the Moon hung above it
like adaubed head. 'Look!'For amoment itsimage wavered - two palaces were superimposed, behind it
another landscape showed through. Blue particles showered from its upper regions, arain of tiny
luminousinsects. They galloped toward it nevertheless. Where else could they go? It trembled likea
dragonfly'swing; was refracted like something seen through running water on asunny day; and accepted
them amost reluctantly. New Palace Y ard was almost deserted. Tomb's caravan Hill stood there, its
shafts empty and its colours dimmed by the smoke of winter. No guards were there to observe the
sparks fly up from the pony's hooves or watch the dwarf- axe in hand and white hair streaming out
behind

- tumble to the ground and hurl himself back through the gate they had just come through, determined to
hold it at al codts.



The beggars, though, had forgotten about him the moment he entered the pal ace, and now idled about
outside, staring blankly a one another. They were not beggars, he saw: they were bakers and
greengrocers, in the remnants of striped aprons; they were dukes and moneylenders. they were butchers.
The Sign of the Locust peeped through their curious rags. They stood in the bluish moonlight and they
seemed to be waiting for something; he couldn't tell what. (They no longer had any reasonsfor the things
they did, but he wasn't to know that. A white and sngle ingtinct had them now, like athin song in the
brain.) He watched them for five or six minutes, feding the swesat dry on him as the seconds stretched
uneventfully out and his body relaxed. Cellur came up behind him and looked over his head. "Y ou can put
up the axe,'he said with a certain morose satisfaction. The City istheirs, High and Low.'And he strode
rapidly off into the outer corridors, heading for the throne-room. Tomb backed away from the gate with
ahalf-hearted snarl and, stopping to collect the bundle of long silver rods he had carried behind his
saddle to the Agdon Roches and back, followed him.

The corridors were full of rubbish, mounds of decaying vegetables and heaps of ashes. Everywhere were
the discarded uniforms of the palace guard. Much of the food was spoiled, haf-eaten, asif whoever had
prepared it was unused to human provisions, or had forgotten what to do with them. Cellur shook his
head.

"They havelet usin,'he said: 'But they will not let us out again o easily. | wonder what they are waiting
for.

(Methvet Nian, Queen Jane, waited a so, in acold room with five false windows. It had been along time
towait a the heart of emptiness, nothing human moving in the corridors outside.)

Elsewhere, three figures cross our field of vision like the vanguard of an as-yet-distant refugee column.
The degp wastes of Fenlen roll away from them in the wesk, variable light of |ate afternoon, hollow asa
fevered cheek. Their faces are haggard but human. They walk - if walk istheword for this dithering,
staggering progress through the mud - heads down into the rain and some yards gpart. They rarely speak
to one another. Madness and pain have divided them and they will not now be brought back together. All
day long they have followed afourth figure (there! - bobbing in the saturated air above them, like some
great inflated spectra frog!) through abelt ofderdlict factories. Often they halt and stare anxioudy about,
in case this floating guide has abandoned them: for they are forty days out from the wreckage of Iron
Chine, and they have dmost forgotten who they are. The moor ahead of them is scattered with interlacing
ashpits, chancred with shallow albescent tarns, and strewn asfar as the eye can see with broken
earthenware pipes - the detritus, it may be, of some ancient ill-fated reclamation project. From the
continental marshes and sumps to the north, the wind brings a deadly metdlic reek; and mixed with that
more often than not comesthe faint smell of lemons, to usher in another period of delirium.

The woman imagines sheis the spokesman of some dien race. Her cropped hair is daubed with mud,
and she makes complicated motions of the fingers to symbolize the actions of wings or antennae. She
speaks of acity on the plain. "We lid not wish to come here,'she says reasonably, ‘thisis not our

place! Thereisacold-sore at the corner of her mouth. For the last half-hour her gait had grown steadily
more disconnected. Y our breath burns us!'she exclamswith alight laugh, asif stating some principle so
obvious as to need no demongtration; and she collapsesinto the mud. Her limbs move feebly then stop.
Broken pipes are didodged and roll down on to her. Her companions continue their ascent of the low
ridge before them. At last one of them looks back.

'Fulthor,'he says dully, 'she can't go any further unaided;'and the other replies, 'l see the great-breasted
chimerae with their ironic eyes, but I cannot go to them! Thismorning early | had avison of Arnac san
Tehn - him with the head like agod - sitting in agarden.’

He strikes himself repeatedly about the face and head. 'Dust and hyacinthsin my father'slibrary; dust and



hyacinths my proud inheritance! Thislitany seemsto give him doubtful comfort. For sometime herunsin
ardtic circlesin the mud, his neck bent and his face pulled over to one side of his skull asif he has
suffered astroke. Eventudly hejoinsthefirst figure (who has sat down wearily to watch him) and with
much fumbling they raise the woman by her legs and shoulders. Their farting guide, meanwhile, hectors
them in alanguage not heard on Earth before or snce. He waves afat, admonitory hand and they must
follow; dower than before, up the dip of the long low ridge, diding into peat groughs and shallow hidden
pools, their eyes on their feet and the woman dung between them like arotting hammock . . . Imagine
that our field of vision is atic, and that they have amost moved out of it, cregping across from left to
right asthelight fades. They crest the ridge. We see only their uncomprehending faces, madetiny and
grey by distance; while they see only the city which spreadsitsdf suddenly below them like excavetionsin
asunken garden.

A migt drifts over the scene - particulate, sullen, smdling of lemons.

The throne-room at Viriconium, on acold and desultory afternoon three or four days after the degath of
the Fat Main:

three o'clock, and the night was dready closing in, diffusing through the draughty passages where the old
meachines muttered and drew about themselves their meagre shawls of light. Methvet Nian: nine stedl rings
glittered cold and grey on her thin giff fingers. She wore acloak made from white fur clasped with amber
and iron, and took her chocolate from arare grey china cup. Her eyes were purple and depthless. Cellur
the birdmaker sat with her, leaning forward alittle, hisface beaky and hollow in the wesk light admitted
by the clerestory windows high above. Their murmurs echoed in the chilly air. 'We know nothing but that
theworld isinvaded."Our fate in St Elmo Buffin's hands.'

'Nothing seen from the outer wall."Great insects, marching south. The Queen held out one hand, pam
flat, to the smal blue flames of thefire, feding an uncertain, transitory w armth.

j Around them the palace was quiet, though not unpopulated. The Queen's guard had, it turned out,
destroyed

some weeks before in a series of bloody, motivel ess purges and episodic defections to the Sign of the
Locugt: the day after hisarrival, Tomb the Dwarf had brought his caravan in from the courtyard,
established himsdlf like a nomadic warlord somewhere in the littered outer corridors, and taken charge of
the handful of disorientated survivors he found living rough in the guardrooms and abandoned mess hdls.
It was aStuation which suited both hisindinations and his experience. At night the dull ring of his hammer
penetrated the intervening walls; he was rearming hislittle force. During the morning he made the round of
his defences - which consisted mainly in barricades constructed from old machinery - or stared from the
judas-hole he had contrived in the main gates at the sllent 'beggarswithout. In the afternoons he would
knock on the throne-room door and alow Methvet Nian to serve him lukewarm chamomile which he
compounded with aviolent brandy from Cladich. | expect an attack soon,'he would report, and another
day would passwithout event. ‘It can't belong in coming.'He was happier, he explained, with something
to do. Never-theless he dreamed alot, of the lost excitements of hisyouth.

Leaving the pdacefor the city waslike entering adark crystal (especidly at night, under the ‘white pulpy
spectre'the Moon); the shape of things became irregular, refracted; sudden astonishing mirages
swallowed the Pastel Towers or engulfed the denizens of the streets beneath them. It was asif Viriconium
(the physicdl city, that is, the millenid artifact which sums up athousand dead cultures) had suffered some
sort of psychic storm, and forgotten itself. Its very molecules seemed to be creeping apart. 'Asyou
walk,'the dwarf tried to explain after asingle clandestine excursion to the ArtistsQuearter, ‘the streets
create themsalves around you. When you have passed everything dipsimmediately back into chaos
again.Many of the Reborn had abandoned their housesin Minnet-Saba and were making their way



north, atrickle of great horses, big-whedled carts and vibrantly coloured armour: they carried their
strange weapons with care. Down in the Low City the dleys were empty and stuporous - no-one was
coming out except for coke or cabbage. Outside the paace waited the devotees of the Sign, becoming
more mis-shapen beneath their cloaks and bandages every day . . .

In the room at the centre of the pal ace the light had amost gone. Draughts ran about like micein the
corners. White stiff fingers retreated beneath the fur cloak she clasped about her: It is so cold this
afternoon. On the Rannoch Moor when | wasllittle more than achild, Lord Birkin Grif killed a
snow-leopard. It was not so cold then. He spun me round by the arms crying “Hold on, hold tight!” (That
was earlier fill.) The dwarf islate this afternoon.’

'Itisn't yet four. He never comes sooner than four.'
'He seems late this afternoon.’

Asthe clerestory dimmed, weighting the upper air with shadows, and the chocolate cooled initschina
cups, the flamesin the hearth achieved atrangitory, phthisic prominence; and, one by one, likethe
compartments of adream, the five false windows of the throne-room werefilled with agrey and
tremulous glow. Againg thisfitful illumination moved the silhouettes of Cellur and the Queen, nodding
murmurous figures of ashadow play. The bird lord's successin controlling the windows - through which
it was possible to see sometimes long lines of insects moving across an unknown terrain - had .been only
partia. He could turn them neither on nor off. And though three out of five of them could lately be
compelled to show some recognizable part of the Empire, how these views were salected was not clear
to him. Since coming here he had sought:

Contact with his own machines benesth the estuary at Lendafoot;

Viewsof St ElImo Buffin'sflest;

Some intimation of the circumstances in which Horn-wrack and his charges now found themsalves.
Luck had not been with him. Thiswas now to change, but not in away he could have foreseen.

Thewindowswere arranged in ahigh narrow bay which resembled the stern lights of an old ship. The
glow inthem grew gelid and shifty. In the third pane from the Ift (for two hundred years prior to
Methven'sreign it had depicted the same view, becoming known as the 'Pane ofiarsand giving riseto a
common proverb) it condensed into three or four muculent lumps, drifting like fish in apolluted tank.
After amoment this activity had spread to the four other panes, and afurther refining or condensation
had revedled the lumpsto . be the salient features of five deformed heads - or five images of the same
head (two of them upside down). The head wasin pain. A dark rubbery device had been forced over its
nose and mouth. The straps securing this gag or mask cut deeply into the plump flesh of its cheeks, which
was of amouldy, greenish-white colour patched with silvery acne. Whether the expressions that
contorted the visible features reflected hope or fatalism, anger or panic, it wasimpossibleto tell. Itsyes,
though watery, were urgent.

For some minutes this gpparition struggled silent and unnoticed behind the glass as though trying to
escape into the throne-room. A psychic gulf of such vastness separated spectre from substance that it
seemed to bemaintained in

focus only by its own desperation; by some debilitating and debasing act ofwill. It could see Cellur and
the Queen and it wastrying to speek. Eventudly it whispered allittle, asyllable like atrickle of vomitina
voice quite at odds with the amount of effort needed to produce it.



Gorb, it said.

Its eyes widened triumphantly. Gorb. Cellur and the Queen murmured on. The cups clinked, the day
darkened and dipped inevitably into night; thin blue flames danced in the hearth, leaving delicate indelible
images on the surface of the eye.

Gorb.

The head flung itself about, its hidden mouth gaping, until
'‘GORB!'

fel into the room like acorpse.

The windows flickered dementedly, shuffling views of the head like Fat Mam Ettelllashuffling the trumps.
Cdlur jumped to hisfeet, his cloak knocking the chinaon to thefloor. 'It seesudl At last the windows
have cometo their full function!'(Thiswas aguess. hewas il in the dark.) Five panes showed the awful
mutated face of the ancient airboatman - left profile, right threequarter profile. They showed sudden
random close-ups of individual features - an ear, an eye, the mask with its proliferating tubesand cillia
Pentadic, huge, it winked down into the throne-room. ‘Isit the man from the Moon?'Speak!"

Speak? .
All thistime he has been struggling to spesk!

Now at last he masters the language - Benedict Paucemanly with his message from awhite and distant
planet:

‘Gorb,'he said. 'Fonderia diferro in Venezia . . . mi god guy . . . non-articulated congtituent elements. .

. Hereliel in the shadows of the veinous manna, burrowed into the absolute ABRACADAVER of the
Earth. .. Earth! - dl thingsareoneto the Earth . . . mi god guy im all swoleup . . . Fear deat hftom the
arl'

He giggled weakly and shook hishead. 'It's smpler than that.'He tried again. 'In the Time of Bone, inthe
Time of Dreams, when, on the far sde of the Moon. | lay like a cheese, blue-veined and with aloop of
bluewirefor abrain. .. No. Smpler than that, too -'L ook, asayoung man | flew to the Moon. | would
not do such athing now. Something happened to me there, some transformation peculiar to the airs of
that sad planet, and | fell adeep. | fell into arigor, sank without trace into atrance in which | perceived
for ahundred years the singing latticework of my own brain. It was a gift, do you see, or a punishment. (|
no longer care which, though the question perplexed me then for its metgphysical implicationsif nothing
else) There, | wasno longer aman at al but atheory, | was athought received with the clarity of a
sensation - hard, complex, resonant with proof. | was a crystal-set, and | thought that | could hear the
dars.

'l lay on amarble dab in a paved garden among formal perspectives, my naked body citronised by the
light falling down from space. At my sdeasinglerose grew like an dum cyst on along stem. Sometimes
it emitted aquiet but intolerably beautiful melody comprising four or five notes on avanished musical
scade. Thefrozen air filled my mouth. 1 soon forgot my ship, the Saucy Sal. | communicated with the
spare, bony winds of that region, blowing in from between the stars. The Moon isastrange place. Up
there, shadows fall motionless and subtly awry. It isanexus. It was changed by many raceswho tried to
cometo Earth (or to leaveit) during thelong downfall of the Afternoon Cultures. Itisalisgening ear. Itis

an outpost.'



In the throne-room hearth the small blue flames were exchanged mysterioudy for aheagp of orange
embers. Dark seeped in through the clerestory windows. The dwarf did not come. Outside, the evening
wind had brought more snow into the numbed city, hurrying it dong as aguide hurries tourists down the
picturesgue but dangerous streets of some revolution-torn capital. (Streetsthat would turn later into black
and slver geometricd proofs under the sovereign influence of the moonlight.) Benedict Paucemanly
whispered like the waves on a distant beach, sometimes audible, sometimes not. He suffered frequent
bouts of aphasia. Obscenities, mingled with adubious lyricism, till made up much of hisvocabulary. He
still confused the grammar of adozen old languages with that of ascore of invented ones. But the
backbone of his monologue was comprehensible. Cellur and the Queen, hypnotised by his awful pentadic
image, listened to it and later reported it:

"The Moon, or some secret rdlic of the Afternoon which still inhabits it, had captured the aviator on his
arriva and made him into asort of ear by which to listen to the populated universe (though “listen” is
perhaps not the word to use). This, we learnt from him, had been a common practice at onetime. He
was paraysed and placed on adab. Messages poured through him like a clear fluid. Around him rows of
other dabs diminished into the distance, and on them he could see the empty shells of other “ears’
abandoned milleniaago when their long deep turned finally into desth. Many of the bodies were broken;
they werelike hollow porceain figurines. He found himsdlf able to eavesdrop on the transmissions
passing through him, but it was like eavesdropping on Babel. The materid universe, it would appear, has
little absolute substance. It hardly exigts. Itisarag of matter, awisp of gas, amemory of some former
dtate. Each sentient species perceives the thin evidence of this state in a different way, generating out of
this perception its physica and metaphysica Umwelt: itslittle bubble or envelope of “redity”. These
perceptua systems are hermetic and admit of no aternative. They are the product of a particular set of
sense-organs, evolutionary beginnings and planetary origins. If the cat wereto define the world, hewould
exclude the world of the housefly in his mouth. Each species hasitsfiction, and thet fictionisto al intents
and purposesred; and the actua thin substance of the universe becomes more and more debatable,
oneiric, hard to achieve, like the white figures that will not focus at the edge of vision...

"Ten thousand sentient races populate the stars. All their mad jargons lace the agther. Paucemanly
listened, but was unable to answer them. “ All were distant, dreadfully distant. Their voices were afading,
incomprehensible whisper; asickening rumour of otherness.” Thus helay there on his catafalque: far
enough from the human Umwelt to perceive the myriad redities of the cosmos, not far enough to be able
to forget his own humanity. This state persisted for ahundred years or alittle less, until new, strong
transmissionsinvaded local space.

‘At firdt, new voices sang to him. Thiswasthefirst feathery touch of their spiritua envelope or
amosphere. Latterly, he saw them, asagrest filmy wing stretched across the crudl lunar meridian.
Closer, they were avast wave. He was soon inundated, sodden with their new “redlity”. All other
transmissions ceased. The rose which had bloomed beside his dab shattered with a sound of unearthly
grief. A finetracery of cracks appeared in the dab itsdlf. The white gardensfell to dust around him. He
wasfree. In that moment he lost his humanity for good. (But could not as yet attain any other form. The
flesh hasan inertia) His .broadcasts to the Earth were begun too late: by then, the tenuous wave-fronts
of the new consciousness had brushed the Pastel City, and inits gutters and alleyways and great Houses
was conceived the“ Sign of the Locust” - immaculate and ravishing, aphilosophy like asingle drop of
poison at the centre of acurved mirror, an imperfect intuition of the dien Umwelt and of itsimplications
for our own; thefirgt infection of the human redlity!

"They wereinsectslong ago. They need no vehicles, but dip like aswarm of locusts down the faultsand
cleavage zones of space (which they conceive of as an extensive empty wasteland littered with the stony
rubbish of planets and echoing with their own dry stridulations). Their motives are unclear: instinct - or

something resembling it - compel s them to search the continuum endlessy for some solution they cannot



even define to themselves. Now, that cold passionisin ruins, and they are trying to live on the Earth.
They were never meant to come down here and build acity. It istheir tragedy as much asours.

"Thiswas how the great aviator put it to us. Out of confusion he had offered to lead them to the Earth.
(Who can blame him? - woken from apparent desth on the far side of the Moon, he had found himsalf
neither insect nor human nor anything he had once been! They were dl he had to cling to.) Out of a
greater confusion they had followed him. Now - totem or deity or mereinterpreter - he was encysted at
the heart of their new city, passing hisimmobile hoursin the blue mosaic flicker of hishdf insectile
dreams, involuntary amplifier of the swarm's Umwelt.

“’Already it istoo late for human consciousness ever to fully repossess the World; the new dream pours
out like mist to envelope and mutateit.” Y et the swarm had been contaminated in itsturn: “Where once it
boasted the horny membranes of the locust, the mantis or the wasp, now it imagines flesh, skin, hair. It
regardsitsaf with horror. It islosing the struggle to maintain itsinner vision, its hermetic certainty in the
face of thevoid.'

'Inthe grip of this perceptua stalemate the very substance of the planet had begun to fade, stretch and
tear, like an old net curtain a awindow in the Boulevard Auss-man. If it continued, the conflict between
Man and Insect would become nothing more than ajumble of meaningless shadowy events pivoting
round a decaying point in space and time. In areas of mgjor confrontation, matter, in its attemptsto
accommodate both “redlities’, was dready digtorting, drifting into new forms and miscegenations. New
ranges of mountains had appeared in the north; coastlines had taken on new forms, plastic, curious,
undependabl e, draped with anew vegetation which had come up out of the seaaong the flight-paths of
the insects and now assumed agrey, etiolated, mucoid transparency; vast hdlucinatory displaysfilled the
skiesat night, great shifting modular curtainslike the view from amaosaic eye. All this had been added to
the minor symptoms aready observed, the Sign of the Locugt, the rains of lights. In addition, the conflict
of two dreams had woken older dreams: the factories of the Afternoon rebuilt themsalves fragmentarily in
the Great Wastes, producing clouds of corrosive vapour; strangely-dressed figures speaking ancient
languages were posturing in the Streets of Lenddfoot and Duirinish.

“"TheWorld,” whispered Benedict Paucemanly, “is desperately trying to remember itself... blork.. .
nomadacris septemfasciatal. . . what alovely bit of mest...

Embers settled in the hearth. The doors of the throne-room rattled suddenly, their brass motifs of
codacanths and mermen shifting uneasily in the bluish gloom, and were till. It was the wind, perhaps; or
perhaps something had fallen againgt them. From the passage outside was heard briefly an indistinct
groaning; adull clamour far off; slence. Something was happening out there, but those within were
captivated by the wavering pentadic spectre of the old airman, hisvoice faint and hisflesh tortured by the
mask which, he explained, was now his sole means of percelving the 'red’, the human world. Methvet
Nian said nothing, but only watched in horror and compassion the nodding of that wounded, debased
head; and gently shook her own, while Cdlur the birdmaker tugged his robe tighter round his thin chest
and shivered. His head ached with the cold, and with the effort of following that faded cloaca whisper.
He had recognized in the spectre's antics a certain salf-consciousness. There was an archnessin itswinks
and gross nods, the narcissism of the confessiona informed its breakings of wind.

'What must we do, then?he asked, alittle impatiently.

Paucemanly gave aloud belch. Hisimage swam, retreated, and was replaced by something quite new:
great dragonflies, jeweled and crippled, dragged themselves across the shivering panes while behind
them the landscape heaved and humped itself into shapes nascent and organic. They mutate and diein
the new vapours of Earth: but their breeding cells are full.'Wingless and mdlting, the insectswere
swallowed by the curious hills about them. These in turn folded back to reved aface, brown and



bony-looking like the stripped and varnished skull of ahorseinto which had been inserted two
half-pomegranates for eyes. It stared into the throne-room. 'Oops, it said. 'Green, brown, testing.
Hello?Paucemanly regppeared in aglutinous yellow fog, looking puzzled. "Whatever emerges from
them,’he went on, ‘will wrest the world to its own purposes... testing. ...

Septemfasciata . . ..'A high fluting sound came out of the windows. One of them shattered. Glassfdll
into the room. Nothing was revea ed except a dusty hole which later proved to contain only some gold
filaments and afew smdll bones. (Cdlur, though, winced away asif he expected some dien limb to reach
out of it.)

In the remaining panes atarry smoke obscured intermittently the greenish image of theairman. A clump

of fat snister fingers - hisown - gppeared, feding their way over hisface asif trying to remember it from
some previous encounter. They rested thoughtfully on the mask; then with aquick, predatory motion
clutched it by the straps and tugged it oW V omit sprayed from the defaced features beneath. Paucemanly
vanished ingtantly.

'Isthe world ending, then?asked Cellur.

'l want only death,'came the answer, adistant whisper clogged with sdlf-pity and guilt. 'A hundred years
inthe Moon! Only deeth.’

In the windows appeared a series of faded pictures of ordinary insects, the dry husks ofwasps crushed
underfoot in an atic long ago, and hawkmoths like flower-pressingsin an old book. A wind stirred them.
They darkened one by one until therewas nothing left at al. Cellur stood for along timein the gloom,
thinking of nothing. He could not make himsdlf say anything to the Queen.

The dwarf camein with his axe in one hand and abundle of thin shiny sted rodsin the other. He was out
of breath and therewas blood in his hair. He drank his lukewarm chamomile with agrimace. When he
noticed the dark windows and broken glass he nodded grimly. "'They had the signal to pass the gates half
an hour ago,’he said. 'We're donefor in here.'

He dropped the stedl rods on the floor and, with a packet of tools he took from under his jerkin, set
about assembling them. It was quick work. Soon he had in front of him a haf-human skeleton ten or
elevenfeet tal - hisfamous 'mechanical wife, grubbed up long ago from somefrigid desert in thefar
North. It was quiet in the room as he coupled its metal bones. Neverthel ess he paused every so often to
tilt his head on one side and listen; and at one point said casudly: 'Someone will have to bolt the doors. |
can't reach them, and the lads out there won't last much longer.'(Cellur did not answer. Little motes of
bluelight like luminous beetles had begun to spill from the shattered window. They fell faster and faster,
likerain. They filled the room with a queer glow which it the white cheek of Methvet Nian asshe sat
garing slently at nothing.)

A distant shout filtered through from the bel eagured outer corridors. The whole palace seemed to
shudder. The dwarf scraiched his head. After along life his understanding of such Situations was
preternatural. Steel scraped on steel, on stone, as he hurriedly spread the mechanica wife on the floor so
that itslegs stuck straight out and itsarms were set close to its Sdes. He did something to it until it
hummed and sent up motes of its own. Then he lowered himsdf down so that helay limb for limb onits
cold bones. A harness fastened his upper body into its flaring ribcage; itsjawless skull he hinged forward
tofit over hishead like ahelmet. 'It ismy cold companion, that | thought | would never embrace again,'he
murmured. Certain levers enabled him to contral it, but for the moment he lay till in the curious blue light,
performing some act of memory. Ozone, and alow buzzing, filled the air. The skeleton snapped its
fingersinadroitly. It shivered and stretched, and of its own accord made grasping motions; but when he
moved the levers at lagt, it failed to respond.



Something threw itself with a crash against the throne-room doors.

The dwarf was stuck in the harness. He writhed about. ‘Bolt the doors one of you, or it'sthe end of
us!'He got free and addressed himsdlf feverishly to the machine. Sparks came up fromiit; it gave up dow
ydlow firefliesto join the flow of bluelight from the broken window. A smell like burnt horsehair filled the
air. Asfor Cdlur and the Queen:

neither of them seemed to be ableto move. Their faces were waxy with despair, their eyeslike lemurs.
For Tomb it was only aphysical disaster, it was only another war; for them it was adisaster of meaning.
They murmured in low, durred voicesto one another, like old intdligent animals - 'Saint EImo Buffin'; ‘a
fatal chance. Tomb broke his nails on the ancient machinery. He was adwarf not a philosopher; it was
just another war: and he thought he ill had timetowinit ...

He strapped himsdlf back into the harness. The mechanicd wifelifted itself from the flagstoneswith a
groan and an ungainly lurch, like an overloaded camel. It wasworn out, like al the other machinery in
Viriconium. No-one knew what it had been used for al those centuries ago in the doomed Afternoon
Kingdoms. It flailed clumsily about, smashing pieces of furniturein its effortsto stay upright. It fumbled on
thefloor until it came up with the dwarf's power-axe, which it proceeded to swing in dangerous, humming
arcs. 'Haha,'laughed the dwarf. He pulled the skull-piece down over his head. Hisold eyes blinked

redly. Hefdt dive. He only had to samp hisfeet and the walls shook. He moved hislevers. Trailing
creamy white motes like cabbage moths, the mechanica wife shambled over to the doors, one enormous
hand reaching triumphantly for the upper bolts...

Outsde in avictorious gloom, the remnants of the palace guard bubbling to degth at their feet, were
gathered the devotees of the Sign. Since the murder on the Pleasure Cand they had lost touch with their
ruling echelon in the fluorescing windy mazes of the ArtistsQuarter; their ideologicd prioritieshad
become unfathomable, even to themselves, and their very flesh had suffered violent and usdless
evolutions. In their endless quartering of the Low City they had uprooted railings, constructed wooden
clubs studded with bits of broken glass, helped themselves to butcherscleavers and old kitchen knives
black with corrosion; gathering an army fit for the mutated, the motivationdly-bankrupt and the burdt.
The pain of their transformation had caused them to loosen or unwind the bandages which had previousy
disguised their humps and tumours, and these now flapped about them in crusty strips asthey hopped
and sprang erratically aong the paace corridors on their strong, bent legs.

Their eyes were puzzled and full of agony. They could not become insects. Theflesh, ultimately, ressts:
thereisaconservatism of cdl and marrow. But they would never again be human - From woundslike
women's lips had bloomed afantadtic, irrdlevant anatomy: drooping feathery antennag, trembling
multi-jointed legs, athousand mosaic eyes, vibrating paps and purposaess plates of chitin. Where these
new deformed organs merged into the origina flesh was atrangtiond substance, pinkish grey, weeping
like an unsuccessful graft. None of them werein the right place. From amutilated torso sprang six thin
legs, raitling like dry sticksin awind. (They seemed to be beckoning. The man from whom they had
grown screamed involuntarily whenever he caught sight of himsdlf.) Here rubbery, saw-edged mandibles
had burst from flower-like lesions at knee or ngpe and were now peaking unknown languagesin reedy,
cresking voices, there agristly membrane flapped like amantle, dotted with the abortive stumps of wings.
For the genitals of amagistrate from Alves had been substituted a coiled mothlike tongue. which poked
out uncontrollably at intervals. Some of them legpt and sprang about unpredictably, like grasshopperson
asunny day; others had lost completely the power of upright locomotion and dragged themselves round
incircleslike crippled blowflies. This degradation was not whally their own: behind the desperate
murmurs that escaped them could be sensed the rustling whisper of some crippled demiurge: the pain of
the Ideadtriving to clothe itself.



Propelled by ablack horror of their own State, dimly but bitterly aware of the humanity they had willingly
discarded, they broke down the doors and bore the mechanical wife of Tomb the Dwarf back acrossthe
throne-room, besting at it with their old shovels and broken swords. Hung up there among its gleaming
limbs he swung his axe; tottered; retreated. While behind him Cellur the birdmaker woke from adream
of dissolution and found it to beredl.

iEAII the Wounds of the Earth

Gaen Hornwrack came down into the mysterious City like some legendary failed conquistador. (Fever
and magic have defeated his skills. The waste lands he set out to crossin his youth have shown him no
enemy but hisown ambition. All wells were poisoned; sand has swallowed histroops and his hopes. He
lurches back aoneinto the country of hisbirth only to find that it too has become shifting, unreliable,
changed forever... ) The scarsleft by hisfight with the metd bird, an encounter which herecaled only
dimly, had diverted and hardened the characteristic lines of hisface, so that a strange asceticism now
modified hishabitua expresson of petulance and seW-involvement. His nose was running. The sword of
tegeus-Cromis he carried in hisleft hand, having logt its scabbard somewhere in the rotting landscapes
behind him. Historn cloak revealed the mail the Queen had given him, now rusty. His eyes were empty
and hisgaze gppallingly direct; asif, tiring of the attempt to winnow thereal from the unredl, he now
assigned exactly the same value to every object entering hisvisud fidd: asif he had suspended judgement
on events, and now merely lived through them.

His desire to see the City had kept him from deep.

Algath Fulthor followed him, supporting the woman and her endless prophecies. A radiance, colourless
initsalf, issuing no doubt from his horned and lobed crustaceal armour, appeared to fill both their bodies,
illuminating from benesath the things they wore, crimson and blue, asin someold painting. Thedien
presence of the City, itsequivoca contract with 'reality’, had lent new energy to - their madness. 'In my
youth,'sang the woman, ‘I made my small contribution. Blackpool and Chicago become as nothing, their
receding colonnades echo to the sound of vanished orchestras.'At this they stopped to regard one
another haf in delight, haf in horror, their cropped spiky hair and long restless hands giving them the air
of children caught in some game of congpiracy. (It was only that they hoped to manipulate time, aswe
know: believing that by combination and recombination of afew common images - which are themsdves
only the symbolsrather than the actual memories of acts peculiar to the Afternoon Cultures - they might
obtain the 'codewhich would liberate them from the Evening. Thus Main Ettellla, shuffling her pasteboard
cards...)

They dawdled, and Hornwrack sat tiredly in the mud to wait for them.

"That's enough of that!'he said sharply. He treated them for the most part with a gruff indulgence, but tried
to prevent their odd and embarrassing sexua encounters, chasing the woman away with the flat of his
sword while being careful to keep his eye on Fulthor's own gregt wespon.

"That's enough!‘they mimicked. That's enough!'

He did not know why he was here, heading into the world's deep wound. Bankrupt of purpose when
they had fetched him that morning from the roomsin the Rue Sepile, he had maintained himsdf on the
energy of old betrayal s and resentments, none of which had survived the journey through the Deep
Wadstes. He shrugged. He was a husk. Above him hung the torpid and corrupt manifestation of Benedict
Paucemanly which was hisonly hope. Since dawn it had been undergoing acrisis of will, dissolving
sporadicaly into amass of greyish curds and losing the power of speech. It would reassembleitself
dowly after such about, beckon Hornwrack on toward the City, belch tragicaly. 'l want only death,'it
would explain. And Hornwrack with asigh would lead his mad proteges alittle closer.



This City had appeared on the plain with the descent of the insects a decade before, growing from the
worn stone nubs, tilted columns and submerged pavements of an ancient Afternoon site. They had not so
much built it as expected it. It was not so much a City as aresponse of ordinary matter to their instinctive
metaphysical demands, the warping pressures of their ‘'new redity'. Origindly it had conssted of a
number of large but flimsy structures arranged without gpparent thought on and around alow mound. The
biggest of these were perhaps ahundred feet tall. They were like dry waspsnests, and of the same
papery, cdlular congruction. They rustled in the wind. The insects went legping among them on curioudy
amless pathways, along the sides of which had been built up over the years peculiar crystdline
accretions, hanging reefs and tottering spires, galeries composed of crumbling metalic oxides veined with
serpentines and dien glasses. Smdller structures had eventually grown up in the shadows of this
development: partly-roofed eccentric hexagons formed of impacted sand mixed with certain bodily
secretions of their inhabitants, who forced themsdalvesin and out of small openingsin thewalls.

But if the insects had first begun to change the Earth at this pot, so it had begun to change them; and
meatter's accommodating plagticity had turned suddenly into atrap.

Gravity had imprisoned them: here they had first felt its pull, and lost the power of extra-atmospheric
flight. It had suddenly become necessary for them to breethe, yet they could not breathe air, and must
invent some substitute: here they had built the chugging machinery to disseminateit. (It never worked very
well.) Fuids had been unknown to them during their frigid millennial migration through the barren spaces:
here they had firgt filled their tissues with them as abuffer againgt the poisons of Earth. Here they had put
on their breathing masks and built their wegpons, seeing themsdves as beleaguered, unwilling colonidts,
victims of acosmic accident: which they were. Here the human Umwelt had first penetrated their strange
nervous systems, working a madness on them so that they could not understand what they saw or felt,
and began to die of anew disease.

At the time Galen Hornwrack met hisend here, dl order and sense of purpose had vanished from the
place. The buildings, dien to begin with, had begun to subside like hot glass, asif searching for anew
centre of gravity. A partly transparent architecture of nightmarish baconies and over hanging walls had
formed as Maiter, struggling to find a compromise between human and insect demands, began to teeter
and grope toward verticals and horizontals that satisfied neither. Streets laid down under no wholesome
plan ended in pits, or in staircases which themselves petered out after aturn or two up the sides of some
enormous windowless cylinder. The towers shuddered and quaked, vibrating between human and dien
gates; then dumped and dissolved likejelly. A languorous buzzing sound accompanied this process, and
benegth that the clangour of enormous bells, asif matter weretrying to toll itself apart. Appalling winds
howled down the changing thoroughfares. Streams of tiny blue motes tumbled from the higher cornices,
out in the open sguares (through which, asin adream, could be discerned the equivaent plazas of
Viriconium - opposite pole, node of nightmares, sster city) struggled the changed individuads of the
swarm; while among the dleys of this disintegrating province proliferated the thick, yellow stems of some
mutated plant.

Above, vast clouds of the insects hung in the throbbing purple sky, making adventive, meaningless
patterns as they attempted to replicate or restart the endless spatid pilgrimage. They hurled themselves
into huge pits dug in the desert. They invented usdess vehicleswhich rolled like mouldy grapefruit
between the dunes, rising afew feet above the ground to emit foul gases. (‘Regretfully,' whispered the
madwoman, ‘it is part of a scheme you cannot understand.”) Into this chaos Galen Hornwrack was
persuaded to lead his party, unaware that circumstances were about to return to him afragment or two of
his distant - indeed by now amost imaginary - adolescence.

Under asky like aglassmantle, a an intersection in the disintegrating ground plan of the city, two insects
performed adancein the suicidal light. Disease had maimed them, their eyes were like rotting melons; yet



vivid herddic inggniaflared dong their blue and green flanks like the lights of deep-seafishes. Stiff and
quivering, with curled abdomens and spread wings, moving one damaged limb at atime, they had the air
of being painted on one of Elmo Buffin'ssails, or tattoed in glowing inks on an upper arm. through this
architecture of melting wax by smal energetic movements of itsfinny hands,

Evening came, and with it a purple gloom through which darted curious flames.

Out of this, wreathed in aglutinous yelow fog, some clumsy insects dragged themsalves. There were
three or four of them. Alstath Fulthor put his handsto his head and fell down. 'Oh oh oh,'he cried. 'Oh,
oh,'whispered the insects. They approached with apeculiar reluctance, dipping their great masks. Their
grey wing-cases and armoured yellow underparts were cross-hatched with salf-inflicted wounds. From
these wounds were growing like buds avariety of pink new half-human limbs, joined to the pricked and
rotting cargpaces by atrandtiona substance, membranous, neither flesh nor chitin. There were clumps of
little hands with mobile, perfect fingers, each one having atiny fingernail like mother-of-pearl. There were
the faces of very young children with closed eyes. There were eyes aone (asindeed there were legs and
torsos and interna organs), gummy with post-natal deep, and of avery diginct blue like enamelling on an
old brooch. Some of the faces murmured drowsly.

Whether these insects were ambassadors or soldiers was not clear. They had recognised Hornwrack's
party as human, and been attracted by the magistral lustre of the Reborn Man's scarlet armour. (When
they approached him their own indggniaflared up dong their sides, orange and emerdd.) They could not
speak, though, and he could not help them. They remained: immobile, at once heraldic and debased. It
was the madwoman who sat up suddenly to speak on their behalf.

'We did not ask to come here,'she said. She watched Hornwrack, who in histurn licked hislips and
stared at the travesty of a baby's head.

'What?he said.

'Go away and wait,'she begged. ‘'L eave usto be finished here. We cannot live here much.'She opened
her mouth and blood trickled from her lacerated tongue. 'Give usin peace,'she whispered, holding her
head on one sdein alistening attitude, her mouth full of crushed flowers. 'Oh!*

At theend of this speech she was standing with her back to the insects, her eyes bright with ahorrifying
intelligence. Their own great faceted orbs observed Hornwrack camly over her shoulders. They were
motionless. Hornwrack began to back away, laughing. 'No more of this!'he heard himsalf exclam. He
held up hishands. 'l don't want to hear any more.’He looked round for guidance, but Fulthor was
grunting on the floor, and the spectre of the ancient airman had inconveniently vanished. Suddenly akind
of fake anger overcame hisfright. He dragged the sword of tegeus-Cromisfrom his belt, shoved the
woman aside, and waded into them with it. But it was only stedl, and quickly brokein haf. The
ambassadorsfell back without ressting him, rustling, bearing their dreadful human buds. (One of the
heads woke up. Leave us alone, it whispered, looking directly at him.) Then another wave of
disintegration surged out of the core of the city, which was now very close. Hornwrack staggered. The
ambassadors writhed and thrashed, their joints gouting fluid. Fay Glass screamed.

'‘Leave us donel Wewill soon die herel’

Hornwrack could bear no more of it. He was used to aless equivocd violence. Retching, he ssumbled
over to Fulthor'sinert body and got the powered broadsword from its ceramic sheath. He had never
used one before. He went back and cut inexpertly at the flailing foreimbs and compound eyes of the
ambassadors. Thistime they made a hdf-hearted fight of it asthey backed into the purple gloom. But
their odd, gnarled weapons only sputtered feebly in the damp.air; gave up strings of paelight: and failed



utterly. They tumbled on to their Sides as he chopped off their legs. They whirred round in circles, pushing
the earth up into irregular mounds. Soon they were al dead. He stared a them in astonishment; at the
artifact fizzing in hishand; at Fay Glass. At the last moment they had tried to direct his attention away
from the hulk of Benedict Paucemanly's airboat, the Heavy Sar.

The hull of this ship loomed over him, crawling with the enigmatic corrosions of its hundred-year sojourn
inthe Moon. It was embedded in atal bulwark of compacted sand which curved away right and left like
the shell of some huge stadium. Hornwrack walked round it, awed, exultant. That famous machine!
Lightswere dimly visible through its fissured outer skin; pulpy vines enwrapped it; afew flakes of black
and slver paint adhered to its stern - the colours of the House of Methven, set there at the height of the
ar-degeof Mingulay.

“'Fear death from the air!”'shouted Hornwrack. He laughed. He took hold of the madwoman'swrist in
his enthusiasm and pulled her dong after him. “'Fear death from the air!”'He thought of Fat Main Ettellla,
and the Bistro Californium with its clientele of perverts and poseurs. He thought of the dwarf who had
beaten him up in the paace and then abandoned him in the shadow of the Agdon Roches. He thought of
the High City, which had wooed him merdly to betray him. He thought of the Low City, of the boy in the
Rue Sepile, the drifts of sodden chestnut leaves in the late-afternoon light of November, the women
laughing in the upstairs rooms. He though of the candle at night, acat snesking into the room, the smell of
geraniums - one dawn following another until they made eighty years of wounds and fevers. None of it
meant anything. It was asif he had been relieved of these things, only to have them changed somehow
and given back to him merely asmemories. 'If | can rip her loose well fight our way out of this
madhouse! 'he said. He would fly down to the Pastdl City in the last airboat | eft in the kingdom. There he
would speak with the dwarf, perhaps even the Queen. There hed state histerms. 'Shelll never taketo
gpace again,'he said, rubbing histhumb over the thin, whitish, lichen-like growths, the network of tiny
cracksthat dulled the crystal skin. Even this dight contact made him shiver with excitement. He kicked at
adoor inthe stern to seeif it would open, and was rewarded by a hollow boom. 'But her motors il
work. Look!'

He dropped the High City sword suddenly, grasped the girl by her upper arms. She stared blankly at
him. 'Once flew such vessdld'he cried: 'Don't you beieve me? And then: "That ghost has given me back
the sky. It has given me back the sky!"

Algtath Fulthor came up behind him on all fours and picked up the discarded baan. Some nightmare of
the past had him by the head. He sniggered.

'I'll suffer nothing at the hands of those beautiful philosophers'he said. 'I'll promenade no morein their
metallic gardend!’

He jumped to hisfeet, whirling the blade in sputtering arcs round his head. Sparks showered from it into
the dead wet air. Discovering no other enemy he advanced on Hornwrack, who produced defensively his
gted knife, shouting. 'Fulthor, no more grudges! Stop!”

Fulthor could not stop. Hornwrack allowed him to get in close; ducked the baan asit swung in towards
his collar bone; and dashed out at Fulthor's hand, taking off two fingers and severing al the mgjor
tendons. Fulthor dropped the power blade. He studied his hand in wonder.

"That hand will never annoy me again,’he said.
Before they could stop him he had run off into the gloom, singing.

Hornwrack said, 'l did not mean to do that. This knife had betrayed me.'He threw it down and stepped
on it; but the blade would not break despiteits flaw, and after amoment he forgot it. He retrieved the



baan and set about chopping hisway into the Heavy Star through the stern door. Hisblows set up a
resonant groaning in the crystal hull. He pulled the madwoman in after him. She stared back over her
shoulder.

The boat was abandoned and empty. Its motors sent up dow violet motes through arift in the deck: small
worms of light that clung to the metal surfaces, fastened on Hornwrack's mail shirt, and clustered round
the sted fillet which bound back his hair. Further in, navigation insrumentsticked and sang; he could hear
them. It was thick with dust in there. He moved about quietly, touching the things with which hewas
familiar. He shivered allittle. In the command-bridge was alight like sunshine filtered through bottle-green
glass. 'Go and sit down,'he told Fay Glass. (An insect had entered through the damaged hatch; he could
hear it moving about in the hold.) The bow of the boat projected right through the wall of the 'stadium’he
had seen outside, but nothing was visible through the port-holes, which seemed to be covered by some
gelatinous medium like agar. Aft, the insect scratched itsway across the hold; paused. Itswingswhirred
faintly. It departed. Hornwrack let out his breath.

He swallowed.
'Sit «ill,'he told the woman.
Hetried to remember what to do.

Under his clumsy hands the vessal groaned and shook. (It was old. In the Moon something vital had gone
out of it, some millennia reservoir had been emptied.) Down below, its motors pulsed, leaking light and
generating arapid percussve shudder. This continued for some minutes, and, transmitted to the outer

hull, split it open with ahigh ringing sound. Splinters of dark glass flew about the bridge; afissure twenty
incheswide appeared in the wal beside Hornwrack's shoulder, admitting foetid gases; Fay Glasswas
picked up and flung against a bulkhead, and thereafter lay on the deck like adiscarded towel, her thin
bruised legs drawn up under her chin. The boat lifted an inch or two and was stationary again. Gelatinous
fluids streamed off the forward portholes and dopped into the bridge where, mixed with the sand from
the wall outside, they formed afoul and dimy secretion. Hornwrack clung to his sest.

'Y ou hitch,'he said. 'Y ou old hitch.'

Outside, sand could be seen fountaining up against a purple sky. With adespairing groan Heavy Sar
pulled free of the retaining wall and hurled itself into the mad airs above. Hornwrack sobbed with relief.
Around him, ingruments were demanding his attention in hysterical whispers, but he had forgotten what
most of them were for. The smell of the Suff in the cabin was making him fed sick. He leaned forward to
look out of the portholes. The boat was wallowing above an dliptica walled pit about a hundred yards
long. Thiswasfilled with agrey, viscous, partly-organic substance which was now lesking from the
breached wall like the white of an egg. Asthelevd of this putrid stuff fell it revedled by stagesacolossd
human figure stretched out in the pit.

Benedict Paucemanly!

A monstrous and corrupt flowering of hisflesh had taken placein dl those white years on the Moon.
Congtrained by athick rubber suit in case he burst, studded with new sensory organs, whorls and ropes
of flesh which reported only mutation and pain, helay there prostrate. He had tried to become something
elseand falled. Hisarmswere by hissides and hisvast corpulent legs apart. It was from here that he had
broadcast his despairing spectre, to Viriconium and beyond. '| want only death. Teetering between two
redlities, he could perceive neither of them except as an agonizing dream - and yet here hewas half a
god, ademiurge or source, out from which spread like the ripples on a stagnant pond al the new
nightmares of Earth: he had become, unwillingly enough, the amplifier of the swarm's Umwelt, as he had



once been an ear that listened to the stars. He had lain like thisfor ten years, groaning and whimpering
and vomiting into the mask which had long ago been forced over his bloated head so that he could see
something of the world surrounding him. Worse: through his great corroded bulk burrowed the parasitic
larvae of the swarm, deposited there when gravity first sucked them down and mortalized them. A
thousand miles away, in the fase windows of the throne-room at Viriconium, his other image wastdling
Cdlur: Thebreeding cellsarefull. Whatever emerges will wrest the Earth to its own purposes.

He was the breeding cell. It was astrange end for alegendary man.

A gust of wind caught the airboat, causing it to spin dowly through afew degrees of arc. A smdll came
up. Hornwrack shuddered. The enormous half-corpse siwvung beneath him, displaying its fermented sores,
the cratered flesh that bulged between the straps. The larvae forced themsalvesin and out. How long had
it sought him, before it came upon him in Methven's Hall”? What psychic bond now linked them? Ashe
stared down, the spectre formed again behind him, attempting to attract his attention by snapping its
fingers and coughing softly. He knew it was there. He didn't dare ook back.

‘Bugger me, lad,'it said, 'but we've seen some queer berths, youand 1.

Heturned againgt hiswill to faceit. It was bobbing about under the ceiling, making embarrassed washing
motionswith itsfat hands.

'Now you've seen me as| am lad, would you do me afavour?
'Go away. Why have you brought me here?

'Pork!'it choked. 'Porcit me te bonan... Death!... There's only the jungle out there, son. The water
barrdl's contaminated and the captain's got the clap...'

'What are you saying? Leave me done!’

.... hung up there raw-blind in the ratlines like the corpse of adog. The spectre quivered suddenly;
sniffed, asif scenting something new inthe air. The lee shore!'it screamed. "The lee shorel Then, quieter:
'And only we two |eft abroad, matey.’

It put its head intelligently to one side.
'Chrigt, listen to those parrots!'it said in ahoarse whisper.

(While down in the pit, trapped among these metaphors and invented languages, Paucemanly stroveto
overcome his madness and communicate. His colossd limbs, partly submerged in milky grey dime,
kicked and waved. Behind the eyepieces of hismask - which, like the panes of an aguarium abandoned
in some dusty room, were occluded by agreen deposit - hisweak blue eyesrolled and bulged. Thewind
stank of delirium, gangrene and fal se compass bearings. A tear of self-pity trickled down his cheek. He
was adrift between universes.)

'Kill me,'the spectreimplored at last. 'Kill me, lad. You candoit.’

Hornwrack advanced on it with flailing arms. It shied away from him, belching morosdly.
'Isthat why you led me here?he asked it.

It faded abruptly and he never saw it again. He bit hislip and went back to the contrals.

'I'm commandeering this boat,'he said.



He sent the Heavy Star lumbering away from that City and out into the calm emptiness beyond. He
could not bear the ancient airman's degradation. He could not bear his own despair (which he conceived
of as compasson). Behind him in the pit agreat hand came up, fumbled, ripped away the tormenting
mask: and with aterrible lowing sound that echoed across the shalow poisoned tarns and endless
peathags of the continenta waste, Benedict Paucemanly plunged into the full nightmare of his own decay.

A sngleerdtic line of footprints crossed the waste. Along it at intervals were strewn items of plate
armour which lay like shards of scarlet porcelain amid the blowing dust, glowing faintly asif by their own
light. It was night, now; or the end of the World. The sky, drained of its aching purples except where the
enigmatic city festered on the horizon, was of agreen so dark asto be almost black; it had the shine of a
newly-cracked flint. Beneeth this pall, files of insects entered the city from al directions, accompanied by
occasiond enormous mirages and flashes of rose-coloured light. The silence of the caesurawas over
everything; judgement in abeyance. Hornwrack, remote and unimpassioned, alowed the vessdl to drift
aong at waking pace above the footprints while the madwoman, recovered from her latest maaise,
pressed her face to the portholes and sang in asmall bruised voice,

On the shores of the diamond lake

We shdll watch thefishes

Fadiladia

All decisions were postponed. After half an hour of thisthey came upon the Reborn Man.

He was running north among the deep peat-groughs which herewind their way back to aflat and boggy
watershed dotted with foundering cairns and rotten wooden posts. His limbs were shadowy, but on the
loose black stuff he had worn benegath his armour there flared like abeacon the ideograph of his House.
For some minutes he seemed unaware of the arrival of the Heavy Star, and ran onignoring it, hisarms
windmilling for balance as he picked hisway among the steep-sded channels and fibrous mounds. Then
he looked up, staggered, and shook hisfist. His mouth opened and shut angrily. He swayed, cupping his
earswith hishands: and fell into the bed of anarrow stream, where he lay with hishead in the peaty
water for amoment or two, looking confused. By the time Hornwrack, having landed the machine alittle
way off, had found him again, he was back on hisfeet.

‘Where have | been?he asked.

'l don't know,'said Hornwrack. 'Look, | am sorry to have cut off your fingers. | no longer bear you any
grudge.'(He examined this statement with surprise. It wastrue.)

Fulthor looked down at his maimed hand.

'My mind feds very clear,'he said. 'Where isthe Dwarf?He had forgotten everything, and could not take
in Hornwrack's explanations. Causdlity meant nothing to him. 'Have we been to Iron Chine dready,
then?he would ask: 'Or have we yet to see those burning sails?Or, holding his head tenderly asif he
could fed Time coiled and knotted therein it like purple braid, 'Weve to meet Arnac san Tehn. Tonight,
in the garden of Empty Wounds!'Smiling secretively, the madwoman took his hand and affected to count
the fingers. He bore this calmly. The two of them stood there against black waste and obsidian sky; and
in Hornwrack'simagination alight surrounded them. It was as though they had already separated
themsalves from the world in preparation for their descent into the past. He wasfilled with adeep
resentment of their beauty (in response to which images of the Rue Sepile passed through hisbrain like
fatal playing cards, or the lines extemporised by some bad poet in the purgatoria night - 'Here isthe smell
of fog; | see dead geraniums on your window silI: and women whisper in the lighted rooms); but thiswas
suppressed immediately by a corresponding urge to protect them, both from the world and his own



envy.

"Y ou will haveto look after each other now,’he told Fulthor. He stared at the City fulminating like a spot
of phosphorus on the horizon. 'l don't know how you'll get back to Viriconium, even if you want to go
there!’

Hetried to think of something elseto say.
‘Good luck.'

They watched puzzledly as he trudged back to the Heavy Star, which was sinking alittle under itsown
weight in the mud. For amoment it looked asif the madwoman might run after him. An expression of
ordinary human intelligence crossed her face. Then shelaughed. The old machine rose gracdesdy into the
air and turned towards the City.

The City! Its, end is near. It expands and contracts, like alung. Regular spasms of dissolution shake it
likethe vomits and distempers of adying king. It isfull of fires, not al of them redl; memoriesof ahistory
never achieved, afuture unrealised. Sketchy and counterfeit, the towers of itssister city Viriconium
advance and recede through a roseate smoke. Up from the buildings come fountains of earth! They pour
into the sky asif gravity had been reversed, and where they fal on the surrounding plain alitter of insects
isdeposited, bits of dead insects which lie like ruined machinery amid the crude stones. At the height of
each spasm the ground tollslike abell; deep in the streetsinexplicable phantoms stalk (headless women,
their jewelled sandas sinking into a carpet of dusty grasshopper husks, rains of stinking skullsand
luminous beetles, a sail moving down some non-existent Pleasure Cand: failed dreams of acompromise
with the bony skeleton of Earth); and agreat mad hooting goes up from the heart of the City, agroan of
pain and horror in which may be distinguished the voice of the mutated airboatman calling to the n
he has lured across athousand milesto serve him -Kill me.

Theinsectsignored thislowing cal - as of some large but ddlicately-organized animal being
disembowelled - and forced themselvesin and out like wasps round arotting apple. They buzzed
erraticaly acrossthe plain; hurled themselvesinto the pits they had dug; and gathered inthedark air in
diffuse humming douds. Meanwhile, the Heavy Sar, stern down, fabric wounded by the curious stresses
of space, floundered toward them with blue lightsleaking from its engine rooms. They were aware of it. It
fascinated them. They made sudden abortive darts and foraysin itsdirection. Did they link it with their
flight down from the Moon? Did they perceive Galen Hornwrack encysted at the heart of itssmple
nervous system? Some of the more daring individua s threw themsdves againgt its hull, only to topple
away into the convection currents and streams of floating debris, which consumed them. This agitation
grew as Hornwrack approached the erupting City. Their forays became more purposeful, and more
prolonged. The City pulsed and heaved, generating a savage mauve glare, and they came up fromit like
smoke.

Up on the watershed Fulthor and the madwoman, interrupted in some partia rite of the Afternoon, some
fragment of an old sin, shaded their eyes againgt the nove light. (Their iconic calm now representing a
wiser - or at least more ordered - station of the world, a culture which would surely have taken such
fireworksinitsgtride...) The plain was dive with crippled insects, tiny as gphids and bathed in the
magnetic radiations of the City. A cold wind sprang up, lashed the boggy waste, and - rolling their
wingless corpses before it like the discarded regalia of amystery play - rushed away into the north; while
above, the Heavy Sar, awobbling black motein the hectic air, rose to meet the spreading swarm, and
was engulfed.

They fastened themselves on to its outer hull like locusts on abranch. It strained forward asif the air had
solidified around it; and was brought to a standgtill above the perimeter of the City, where the hulk of



Benedict Paucemanly greeted it with booms and roars of self-pity, waving hisinfested limbs. (From up on
the watershed this activity seemed like the movements of sometiny damaged mechanical toy.) He had
replaced his mask but was unable to secureit, so that it hung awry on his blubbering tublike heed like the
woollen cap on the head of aretarded child. His new organs pulsed, engorging themsalvesin timeto the
rhythms of the City. 'In the Moon,'he said, ‘it was like white gardens'He begged for freedomin an
abandoned language. He blinked up, watching the insects as they continued to aight on hisold ship.
When they could find no further space to settle they attached themsalves to one another in a parody of
copulation. Beneath thisrustling layer the Heavy Star struggled to gain height. Suddenly, violet bodides
arced from itsbows! Caught up in the discharge of the ancient cannon many of the insects dropped away
crackling and roasting and setting fire to their neighbours, so that they fell about the ears of the decaying
arboatman like burning leaves.

Fear death ftomthe air! Up there, we can see, Hornwrack fears nothing. He makes the boat his own.
Powerplants enfeebled by its unimaginable journeys, substructure creaking like an old door, it
neverthelesswriggles ecdtati-caly under hishands, light flaring off its stern. We seeit even now, long after
the fact, rolling and spinning againgt the southern quadrant of the Sky. The patternsit is making are gay,
adventive, dangerous. It tumbles off the top of aloop and fdlslike a. stone. It soars eighteen hundred
feet verticaly upwards, spraying violet fire almost at random into the dark green varnished sky.
Persistence of vision makes of it apaintbrush, violet strokes on an obsidian ground, whilethe insectsfall
like cometsdl around it, trailing afoul black smoke, to shatter and burst pulpily on the plain beneath!
Even the watchers on the watershed have abandoned their cruel cam. He may yet escapel something
whispersinsde them. He might yet escape!. . . But now the energy cannon has stopped working, and he
seemsto have undergone afatd fatering or change of heart. They bite their lips and urge him on. Some
listlessness, though, prevents him: something inhaed from the cabbagey air of the Low City long ago.
Now the Heavy Sar driftsimmediately above Paucemanly's carcass like an exhausted pilot fish. The
insects descend. All Hornwrack's efforts have made no impression on their numbers. One by one they
gpproach the wallowing vehicle. One by one they settle on its creaking, riven old hull and commenceto
bear it down...

Fay Glass, shading her eyes, |looked out acrossthe plain.

The City was athrobbing sepulchre of light. At the height of every spasm light vomited from it into the
world, bringing a chaotic new redlity and causing vast attenuated shadowsto flicker acrossthe stony
plain; while above it hovered the swarm like an antithetica twin, agiant shadowy planet composed of
interlocking wings, curled abdomens and entangled insectile legs, from which glittered thousands of
mosaic eyes. Deep insgdeit was buried the Heavy Star, the whine and groan of itsengines overlaid by an
unearthly stridulation - adry, triumphant song like the song of the wasteland locust asiit rushes over the
bony spaces of the south. Lulled by its own barren psam, the swarm basked in the light of its coming
transformation, anticipating the day when itslarvae, made over entirely, should leave the refuge of the
mutated airman and comeforth into aredity neither human nor insect; and themsalves bask in the warmth
of atotaly unknown sun.

‘Such along way,'she said dreamily (and apropos, perhaps, of something else: for what could she
know?) 'Such along way, and so many wings.".

But now the Heavy Star tapped somefinal resource. The swarm, caught unawares, shook itsalf out into
the dengity of acloud of winter smoke. From this burst Galen Hornwrack and hislegendary craft -
which, devouring its own substance, was pilling alemon-yelow light from every rift and porthole!

There was athoughtful pause, asif he were surveying his chances.

Then, before the swarm could act again, he switched off the motors, and the boat began to fall straight



down toward the city; dowly at first, then faster and faster.

What of Viriconium - Pagtel City and erstwhile centre of the world - at this desperate conjunction, amid
the mass abdication of red things and the triumph of metaphysics? Twin sster of the City on the distant
plain, she neverthe ess gpproaches her dissolution with akind of fatalistic calm (slemming perhapsfrom a
sense of higtory - ‘anirony in the very stones- and the fedling that it may al have happened before. Who
has lived herefor long, Ansdl Verdigris asks us, in the fragmentary polemic Answer's, without
experiencing some such sensation?). Her cold plazas and antique aleys reeking of cabbage accept their
fate. Her geometries accept their fate. Her people accept their fate: they are so superdtitious that they
believe dmost everything; and so vulgar they have noticed hardly anything.

In the ArtistsQuarter, in the Bistro Californium, they stare at one another and the door; sitting in the blue
and gamboge shadows like wax figures waiting for amurder, for their own long-sensed termination which
at once fascinates and frightensthem. 'l dined with the hertis-Padnas."Oh, shut up.'Unearthly structures
have ingnuated themselves between the towers on the hill a Minnet-Saba: hanging galleries under the fat
white Moon, like veins of quartz; sandy domes and papery things like waspsnests. All have animmaterid
fed, theair of an intruson from some other imagination: but the Low City Streets are generdly so cold
that there is nobody in them to notice. And the Reborn have gone. (All night long on the high paths of the
Monar their columns move uneasily north. Many will die of cold. Out among the tottering seracs of the
glaciers, their advance parties report mirages.) So thereis no-one abroad in the High City to seethe
palace of Methvet Nian pulsing like agreat dchemica rose up there at the summit of the Proton Way, its
filigree outer shell warping with light. No stars are visble above that hall, only thereisafeding of some
heavy weight, some great uncommon cloud balanced aboveit. Its corridors are deserted but for the
crawling survivors of the Sign trying to become insects - The pal ace awaited its end, breathing like an old
worman:

and with every shalow inspiration ayellow cabbagey air was drawn in from the city outsde, to trickle
down the passageways, chill the devotees of the Sign where they crouched in corners over their dragging
abdomina sacs or quivering dytra, and come eventudly through aregion of old machinesin niches, to the
throne-room of the Queen -that room which Tomb the Dwarf had barricaded with corpses, and in which
he now lay unableto get up.

In the end it hadn't been much ofafight; better than some he'd had, worse than many. The usua shouts
and stinks; some hot work with the axe in a corner; the room frozen at sudden odd angles asthe
mechanica wife bore him to conclusonsin the bluish gloom: shadows teetering on thewalls. When it
came down to it the servants of the Sign had behaved morelikeitsvictims- curioudy lethargic and
sfinvolved, asif trying to recover their human state. Those lucky enough to be unimpeded by their
deformities had been preoccupied with them neverthel ess, and had found it difficult to defend themselves
againgt the axe; the rest had welcomed it quite openly. That axe! He remembered it now. How it hissed
and sputtered in the dark, dripping with &t EImo's Fire! Herecalled itsevil light in the dim depopul ated
Soubridge streets at the conclusion of the War of the Two Queens. It had been with him on the Proton
Circuit, when he stood on a heap of corpsesto shake the hand of Alstath Fulthor; it had been with him at
Waterbeck's rout, when with tegeus-Cromis the legendary swordsman he had watched a thousand
farm-boys daughtered in ten minutes:

and both these friends now lost to him through desth or madness. He remembered distinctly how he had
first dug it up; but he could not think where... At any rate it had been aterrible thing to unleash on a
handful of deformed shopkeepers, who could meet it only with kitchen knives and nightmares, ina
shadowy room &t the 'smoky candle end of time'. He could not understand how they had brought him
down.



Therewas astirong smell of desth in the room, and hisview of it was obscured by the dead themselves.
They surrounded him like an earthwork topped with afringe of stiffened limbs which framed part of a
tapestry here, there abroken high-backed chair; and the blue light lay on their waxy skin like abruise.
The mechanica wife embraced him. Her delicate spars had snapped likeicicleswhen shefdl; her spine
was cracked: and up from her mysterious centres of power came athin stream of whitish motes,
interrupted every so often by aduice of yellow radiation and amomentary lifelike twitching of her limbs.
Cellur and the Queen had tried and failed to free him, passing to and fro in front of him, their distracted
expressionslike those of illuminated figures on agrubby pasteboard playing card.

Now they were waiting camly for the end, saring into theinvisble north asif they might by force of will
understand what was happening there; asif they sensed Galen Hornwrack perched there on the edge of
hislong fal. Their voices were desultory in the gloom.

‘Birds no longer come to see me out of the high air,'whispered one; while the other smiled regretfully and
sd.

'A dead bird sivung at his belt during al that journey down the Rannoch. | did not hate my cousin, but it
was a hard winter.

Tomb licked hislips. He was dying. The excitement of murder, which had come back to him likea
familiar old pain, was now ebbing. He was stranded on the shore of himsdlf, hollowed out yet filled with
enigmas which he recognised dimly as the evidence of his own unwounded psyche. He had made few
judgements, before or after the fact: thusthe events of hislife, and the figuresin it, retained their
wholeness, remaining - hewas surprised to find - likeiconsin the brain, sharp and brightly lit. Now they
presented themsalves to him as a series of unexpected gifts - a spring shower making paste out of the
pink dust of the Mogadon Littora, where the enamelled hermit crabs run up sideways out of the seg; the
ame| of whitebait frying in some cafe on the Rue Montdampierre; someone saying 'Here the
anemone-boy spilt wine on her cloak’- shy, unbidden, periphera little memories. He was captivated.
While he waited, he reviewed them. He attended them with ashyness of hisown, apure and unironic
affection for his own pagt.

(Tomb the Dwarf! Much later, Methvet Nian discovered his caravan undamaged in Old Paace Y ard. Its
vulgar colourswere st~ill bright benesth the winter'sgrime. Theingde of it was very clean. She could find
in none of its cleverly-designed cupboards and hiding places anything persond to him, anything he might
have kept out of sentiment. His old spade was there, but it was Smply a spade. His belongings were
utilitarian, or e se had myths -and thus existences - of their own: thelittle furnace, for instance, which had
reforged the Nameless Sword al those years ago. There was nothing here to remember him by -thiswas
how she put it to hersalf. Nevertheless, rather than leave she turned over the cold bed-linen, or touched a
small pewter cup. Out in the courtyard there was clinging rain; yellow light and footsteps on the cobbles;
night drawing in. Sitting alone in the dark she wondered what had become of his ponies.)

City, dwarf, Queen: dl waited.
Cdlur the old man, dien milleniafading in hisbrain, waited.

Up inthe north, Fay Glass and Alstath Fulthor waited on the quaking plain. Demented, pained, tortured
by the persistence of the universe, Benedict Paucemanly could only wait.

Hornwrack himsdf waited, falling eterndly toward the mysterious city.

He had pulled hishair ruthlessy back and fastened it with asted clagp in imitation of the doomed
captains of anow-forgotten war. About him he had drawn the meal-coloured cloak of the Low City
bravo (which with its grotesquely-dyed hem signifies that he has wallowed in-the blood of fifty men). His



hands, he discovered, had betrayed him over the breaking of the knife. They had hidden it in his cloak.
Now it lay in hislap, flawed blade black and enigmatic. In al, he was as the Queen hasseen him lagt, in
her drawing room at Viriconium. He had rejected the myth she had offered him and adhered to his own.
These symbals of the pose which had sustained him through eighty years of wet dawnsin the Rue Sepile
now served, perhaps, to reassure him of that.

The ship fell. He would not touch the controls. He held the knife tightly to keep his hands occupied. One
moment histhin face wasin eclipse. The nextit had been thrown into prominence by aflash of rose-red
light from the decaying node beneeth.

We are not taking of hismotives. All hislife he had looked not for lifeitsdf but for somerevelaion to
unify it and giveit meaning: some - any - Sgnificant occurrence. Whether hewas able or willing to
recogniseit now it had come, we cannot say. It isimmateria anyway. In the event he sacrificed himsdlf to
release the old airboatman from an undeserved nightmare. It was arescue.

At theinstant of impact the boat split open around him like an empty gourd, but he did not fed! it.

Instead, asthe crystal splinters entered his brain, he experienced two curious dreams of the Low City,
coming so quickly one after the other that they seemed smultaneous. In thefirg, long shadows moved
across the ceiling-frescoes of the Bistro Cdifornium, beneath which Lord Mooncarrot's clique awaited
his return to make afourth at dice. Footsteps sounded on the threshold. The women hooded their eyes
and smiled; or dse gifled ayawn, railsng dove-grey glovesto their blue, phthisic lips. Viriconium, with al
her narcissstic intimacies and equivocd invitations, welcomed him again. He had hated that city, yet now
it washispast and it was all he had to regret... The second of these visionswas of the Rue Sepile. It was
dawn, in summer. Horse-chestnut flowers bobbed like white wax candles above the deserted pavements.
An oblique light struck into the street - so that itslong and normally profitless perspectives seemed to
lead straight into the heart of ayounger, more ingenuous City - and fell acrossthe fronts of the houses
where he had once lived, warming the rotten brick and imparting to it a not unpleasant pinkish colour.

Up at the second floor casement window a boy was busy with the bright red geraniums arranged along
the outer sill in lumpen terracotta pots. He looked down at Hornwrack and smiled. Before Hornwrack
could speak he drew down the lower casement and turned away. The glass which now separated them
reflected the morning sunlight in asilent exploson; and Hornwrack, dazzled, mistaking the light for the
amile, suddenly imagined an incandescence which would melt dl those old streetd

Rue Sepile; the Avenue of Children; Margery Fry Court: al melted down! All the shabby dependencies
of the Plazaof Unredized Time! All dumped, sank into themselves, eroded away until nothing wasleftin
hisfield of vison but an unbearable white sky above and the bright clustered points of the chestnut leaves
below - and then only a depthless opacity, behind which he could detect the beat of his own blood, the
vitreous humour of the eye. Heimagined the old encrusted brick flowing, the glass cracking and melting
from itsframes even asthey shrivelled away, the shreds of paint flaring green and gold, the geraniums
toppling in flamesto drop like comets through the fiery air; heimagined the chestnuts fading to nothing,
not even white ash, under thisweight of light! All had winked away like reflectionsin gar of water glass,
and only the medium remained, bright, viscid, vacant. He had a sense of the intolerable briefness of
metter, its desperate Sgndling and touching, itsfall; and smultaneoudy one of its unendurable durability.

Hethought, Something lies behind all the realities of the universe and is replacing them here,
something less solid and more permanent. Then the world stopped haunting him forever.

It iss0 hard to convey Smultaneity:

AsHornwrack dreamed, so did Tomb the Iron Dwarf, dying a thousand miles away in his one hundred



and fiftieth year, old friend of kings and princes; as Cellur and the Queen stood in the chilly throne-room,
garing into the north and whispering in the dry voices of the old, so Fay Glass and Alstath Fulthor stood
in the distant waste and watched Benedict Paucemanly open hisarmsasif to embrace the falling airboat.
His voice hooted morosdly across to them on the wind. "Y ou've come home, 'he tried to say: to whom or
what isunclear, unlessit was himsdlf. It wastoo late anyway. The Heavy Star buried itsdlf in the bloated
arch of hischest and broke apart with amuffled thud. He rolled like a stricken wha e with this enormous
blow, making a soft dmost femae noise of grief or pleasure; and awhite light issued suddenly from him, a
nimbus which filled the pit and spread so rapidly that within aminute the whole of the city had been
transfigured, its dien arcades and papery constructions appearing to glow from within.

Thislight rippled out over the Earth, thinning asit went. By thetimeit had crossed the bitter coasts of
Fenlen it was nothing more than afaint disturbance of matter which, speeding through the very stones of
the world, liberated everything in its path from the 'new redlity'. It cleansed the ruins of Iron Chine, where
for amonth greet green beetles had fumbled through the whitish remains of Elmo Buffin'sill-starred fleet.
Spilling over the battlements of the cold city of Duirinish it relieved the proctors there of their visons
-craneflies stalking distant fantadtic littorals, treesinto men, men into geometrical figures. It swept
between the shattered buttresses of the Agdon scarp, and when it had passed the stunted oakwoods on
the dopes below were untenanted again. It flickered among the high passes of the Monar, scouring them
with aglacid light; and findly crossed thewalls of the Pagtel City to empty those ancient streets of dl
illusons but their proper human ones.

(Out there on the dien plain, Fay Glass and Alstath Fulthor felt it pul se through them, and were pulled
away into the past. 'Arnac san Tehn!'he cdled triumphantly: "We meet in the Garden of Women!
Midnight!'But she whispered, 'So many wings,'alittle sad, perhaps, to leave. 'So many wings,'seeing the
cruelty of it al. They lingered for awhile as grey phantoms amid the sinking cairns of the watershed, the
Afternoon Cultures reclaiming them by degrees. Now they arelost to usfor good.)

Benedict Paucemanly writhed silently asif determined to vomit something up. All was done but thisone
thing: his desath. He groaned and strained. Abruptly the larvae of the swarm burst out of his distended
pores, fell off him into the pit and dried up like dead leeches. He hooted in triumph. Thelight fountained
up from him for some minutes more, dl the light he had absorbed during hislong imprisonment in the
Moon, al hispain. He was bestified, dissolving in hisown light. Repository and symbol, he released dl
the energies of the two redlities colliding within him: and in releasing them released the Earth.

The plain darkens. We see it from along way off. The old airboatman is dead. Thereisadow fading of
the sky, acold wind springing up; adeeper night arrives. The mysterious City winks like an ember onthe
edge of the plain, fading from white to purple to adim red and then nothing. For amoment the swarm
hangs above thisitsfirst and last sronghold, forming itsalf into acomplex gridlike pattern in the obsidian
ar - somelast attempt to communicate with the human world, aglowing symbol, meaninglessyet full of
import againgt the darkness. Down floats its stridulant hymn, bony celebration of the waste spaces of the
universe. Then, itsontologica momentum log, its pogition in the materid continuum untenable, thelife
goesout of it. Thoseindividualswhich survive will become mere insects and wander about the plain
forever with folded wings, aslogt asal the other racesthat ever came down to the Earth, and whose
descendants now inhabit the Deep Wastes. When they meet they will stare lengthily at one another asif
trying to remember something; or, copulating hopel essy benesth a black rain, become suddenly
immobile, so that they resemble tangled silver brooches midaid on the desert by the hetaerae of some
vanished civilisgtion...

EPILOGUE
Viriconium.



Itsachingly forma gardens and curious geometries, its sireets that reek of squashed fruit and fish; its
(lowerslike purple wounds on the lawns of the 'Hermitageat TroisVertes; its pdace like ashell: how can
oneded withit in words?

Viriconium.

If you go and stand up in the foothills of Monar you can see it hanging below you wrapped in amantle of
millenia cam. From the brow of Hollin Low Moor you may watch it fade into another night. Its histories
make of the very air about it an amber, an entrgpment. Light flares from the vivid tiered heights of
Minnet-Saba, from the riverine curve of the Proton Circuit, the improbable towers and plazas of the
Atteline Quarter; under a setting sun banks of anemones and sol d'or planted about the graves of
tegeus-Cromis and Tomb the Dwarf glow like triumphal stained glass, and someone far off in the il
twilight isreading aloud averse of Ansel Verdigris, the poet of the City.

Viriconium.

Spring. Down in the Cigpontine Quarter the vegetation has begun to flourish again. The fud-gathering
women are no longer seen. Ragwort clothes all the fallen walls and earthy scars, its sems already infested
with black and yellow caterpillars (later in the year these become an attractive crimson moth which was
once the symbal of the City). Up a Alves, jackdaws are squabbling al day over nesting Sitesin the
cracked dome of the observatory. And in that demimonde which hasits centre at the Plaza of Unredlized
Time, the women smile down from their casement windows, lifting a hand to pat newly-washed hair.
Humanity has recolon ized the inconceivable avenues of the High City - gaping up open-mouthed at the
inexplicable architecture of the Afternoon Cultureswhileit emptiesits bladder in their millennid gutters -
and hung out its washing again in the Low. The 'Winter of the Locust'is over. Only asudden increasein
the number of beggars (some of whom have the most novel deformities) aong the Rivelin Way persuades
usthat it ever took place, that we ever listened to that white thin song.

We hear that Lord Mooncarrot is seen about with Choricanam Vell Ban, that cold fish. He has received
her mother at hishousein Minnet-Saba: rumour isrife. We hear that the feverish Madame 'L 'has ceased
her visits to the Boulevard Aussman, is cured of al but her bad taste, and this week reopens her salon.
We hear that Paulinus Rack, the fat poetaster and undertaker's agent has come by a packet of
manuscript in not-unguestionabl e circumstances, and plans soon to edit avolume of the cockatoo's work.
He can be seen any day, with hisfat hands and jade cane, drinking lemon gin at the Bistro Cdifornium.
(He hastheory of the Locust Winter and its madness. Who does not? Invite him to dinner and he will spill
it on hiswaistcoat with the custard.) Asfor therest of the Low City: the younger poetsfavour aBistro
gnogticism - the World, they say, has dready ended, and we are living out hours for which no chronology
alows. They cut atrociousfigures asthey swagger about the ArtistisQuarter practising their polemic. And
these days so many poseurs are wearing the meal-coloured cloak that the bravos have taken in defence
toydlow velvet.

In short, the Eternd City stands asit once did, infuriating, beautiful, vulgar by turns. Only the Reborn are
missing. Y ou do not seethem now in the Atteline Quarter, or on the Proton Circuit hurrying from the
palace on an errand of Alstath Fuithor's. (He has never returned. The Low City dways knew something
like this would happen. It tapsthe Side of its nose: sniffs.) After the persecutions they endured at the
hands of the Sign, the mgority of them will never come here again. They will live now in the desertsfor
many generations, their germ-plasm becoming as dien asthat of the big lizards of the Great Brown
Wadte, refining their theory of Time, redefining their heritage, growing mad and strange.

In the evenings Queen Jane, Methvet Nian of Viriconium, Stsin the Sde chamber or salle sheusesasa
library and drawing room, sometimes meditating thisloss, which isone of many in her life. 'A world trying
to remember itself:'surrounded by her sheets of music and delicate little corals, she has the wry but supple



cam ofan ageing danseuse; keepsin arosewood chest with copper reinforcing bands a gourd-shaped
musicd instrument from the deep East; hears the past in every passing footstep, and wonders often what
became of the sword and the mail and the n she gave them to.

'l'had hoped for so much from the Reborn,'she confides to her new advisor, the old man who is so very
rarely seenin public. "We might have rebuilt our culture. Y et they were perhaps too concerned with their
own salvation to teach us... And we aways too uncomplicated for their delicate nerves...’

She closes her eyes.

"They enriched us even so. Can you il see them, Cdllur, when Tomb woke them first? What a pageant
they made, therein the brain chamber a Knarr, with dl their strange weapons!'

He can see nothing. He was not there. But he has forgotten even that (or perhaps he redizes that she has)
and with asmdl| diffident movement of hishands says, 'l am surel do, my lady;then, remembering
something else, smiles suddenly. 'Did | not live then in atower by the sea?

Ten thousand grey wings beat down the sdty wind, like astormin his head!



