BLACK GOD S SHADOW

Through Jirel's dreans a faraway voi ce went wailing. She opened yell ow eyes
upon darkness and lay still for a while, wondering what had waked her and
staring into the gl oomof her tower chamber, listening to the famliar night
sounds of the sentry on the battlements cl ose overhead, the rattle of arnor
and the soft shuffle of feet in the straw laid down to nuffle the sound so
that Joiry's lady mght sleep in peace.

And as she lay there in the dark, quite suddenly the old illusion came over
her again. She felt the pressure of strong mailed arns and the wei ght of a
bearded nouth insolently upon hers, and she closed her red |ips on an oath at
her own weakness and knew again the sting of hel pless tears behind her
eyel i ds.

She |l ay quiet, renenbering. CGuillaume-so hatefully magnificent in his arnor,
grinning down upon her fromher own dais in her own castle hall where her own
dead soldiers lay scattered about upon the bloody flags. Guillaume -his arns
hard about her, his mouth heavy upon her own. Even now anger swept |like a
flame across her nenory

in answer to the arrogance and scorn of that conqueror's kiss. Yet was it
anger?-was it hatred? And how had she to know, until he |lay dead at |ast at
her vengeful feet, that it was not hate which bubbled up so hotly whenever she
remenbered the insolence of his arms, or that he had defeated her nen and
conquer ed unconquerabl e Joiry? For she had been the commander of the strongest
fortress in the kingdom and called no man master, and it was her proudest
boast that Joiry would never fall, and that no | over dared |ay hands upon her
save in answer to her smle.

No, it had not been hatred which answered Cuillaune's overwhel mi ng arrogance.
Not hate, though the fire and fury of it had gone steming |ike madness

t hrough her. So many |oves had blown lightly through her |ife before- how was
she to know this surge of heady violence for what it was, until too late?
Vell, it was ended now

She had gone down the secret way that she and one other knew, down into that
dark and nanel ess hell which none who wore a cross mght enter, where CGod's
dom ni on ended at the portals, and who could tell what strange and terrible
gods hel d sway instead? She renmenbered the starry darkness of it, and the

voi ces that cried along the wind, and the brooding perils she could not
understand. No other thing than the flame of her-hatred?-could have driven her
down, and nothing but its violence could have sustai ned her along the dark
ways she went seeking a weapon worthy to slay CGuillaune.

Wl |, she had found it. She had taken the black god's kiss. Heavy and cold
upon her soul she had carried it back, feeling the terrible weight bearing
down upon sone intangible part of her that shuddered and shrank fromthe
touch. She had foul ed her very soul with that burden, but she had not guessed
what terrible potentialities it bore within it, |like some egg of hell's
spawni ng to slay the man she | oved.

Her weapon was a worthy one. She smiled grimy, renmenbering that-renenbering

her return, and how triunphantly he had accepted that kiss fromhell, not
understanding. . . . Again she saw the awful fruition of her vengeance, as the
chill of her soul's burden shifted, through

the neeting of their nouths, fromher soul to his. Again she saw the spreadi ng
of that nanel ess enotion from Beyond t hrough his shuddering body, an iron
despair which no flesh and bl ood coul d endure.

Yes, a worthy weapon. She had periled her soul in the seeking of it, and slain
himw th a god-cursed kiss, and known too |ate that she would never |ove

anot her man. Quillaune-tall and splendid in his arnor, the little black beard
split by the whiteness of his grin, and arrogance sneering fromhis scarred
and scornful face. Quillaune- whose kiss would haunt her all the nights of her
life. Quillaune-who was dead. In the dark she hid her face upon her bent arm
and the red hair fell forward to snmother her sobs.

When sl eep canme again she did not know. But presently she was alone in a dim



forrm ess place through whose msts the faraway voice wailed fretfully. It was
a famliar voice with strange, plaintive overtones-a sad little | ost voice
wai | i ng through the dark.

"Ch, Jirel," it nmoaned reedily, the tiniest thread of sound. "Ch, Jirel-ny

nmur der ess. "

And in the dream her heart stood still, and-though she had killed nore nen

t han one-she thought she knew that voice, tiny and thin though it was in the
bodi | ess dark of her sleep. And she held her breath, listening. It cane again,
"Ch, Jirel! It is @uillaune calling-CGuillaume, whomyou slew. |Is there no end
to your vengeance? Have nercy, oh my murderess! Release nmy soul fromthe dark
god's torment. Ch Jirel-Jirel-1 pray your nmercy!"

Jirel awoke wet-eyed and lay there staring into the dark, recalling that
pitiful little reedy wail which had once been Guillaune's rich, full-throated

voi ce. And wondering. The dark god? True, Quillaune had died unshriven, with
all his sins upon him and because of this she had supposed that his soul

pl unged strai ght downward to the gates of hell.

Yet-could it be? By the power of that infernal kiss which she had braved the
strange dark place underground to get as a weapon agai nst himby the utter
strangeness of it, and the unhuman death he died, it must be that now his
naked soul wandered, |ost and | onely, through that

nanel ess hell lit by strange stars, where ghosts noved in curious forns

t hrough the dark. And he asked her nmercy -Guillaune, who in |ife had asked
mercy of no living creature.

She heard the watch changi ng on the battl enents above, and dropped again into
an uneasy slumber, and once nore entered the dimplace where the little voice
cried through the mist, wailing piteously for mercy from her vengeance.

Qui |l aune-the proud CGuillaume, with his deep voice and scornful eyes.
Quillaune's | ost soul wailing through her dreans . . . "Have nere/ upon ne, oh
my murderess!" . .. and again she woke with wet eyes and started up, staring
wi I dly around her in the gloomand thinking that surely she heard yet the echo
of the little lost voice crying. And as the sound faded from her ears she knew
t hat she nust go down again.

For a while she lay there, shivering a little and forcing herself into the
know edge. Jirel was a brave woman and a savage warrior, and the nost reckless
soldier of all her nen-at-arnms. There was not a nman for mles about who did
not fear and respect Joiry's commander-her sword-keen beauty and her reckl ess
courage and her skill at arnms. But at the thought of what she nust do to save
Gui Il aune's soul the coldness of terror blew over her and her heart contracted
forebodi ngly. To go down agai n-down into the perilous, star-lit dark anong
dangers nore dreadful than she could put words to-dared she? Dared she go?

She rose at |ast, cursing her own weakness. The stars through the narrow

wi ndows wat ched her pull on her doeskin shirt and the brief tunic of |inked
mai |l over it. She buckled the greaves of a | ong-dead Roman | egi onary on her
slim strong legs, and, as on that unforgettable night not |ong since when she
had dressed for this sane journey, she took her two-edged sword unsheathed in
her hand.

Agai n she went down through the dark of the sleeping castle. Joiry's dungeons
are deep, and she descended a | ong way through the oozing, dank corridors
under ground, past cells- where the bones of Joiry's enemies rotted in
forgotten chains. And she, who feared no living man, was frightened in that
haunt ed dark, and gripped her sword cl oser and

clutched the cross at her neck with nervous fingers. The silence hurt her ears
with its weight, and the dark was |ike a bandage over her straining eyes.

At the end of the |last oozing passage, far underground, she cane to a wall.
Wth her free hand she set to work pulling the unnortared stones fromtheir

pl aces, maki ng an opening to squeeze through-trying not to renenber that upon
this spot that dreadful night tall Guillaume had died, with the black god's

ki ss burning upon his mouth and un-namable tornment in his eyes. Here upon

t hese stones. Against the darkness vividly she could see that torch-lit scene,
and Guillaunme's long, mailed body spraw ed across the floor. She woul d never



forget that. Perhaps even after she died she would remenber the snoky, acrid
snell of the torches, and the col dness of the stones under her bare knees as
she knelt beside the body of the nan she had killed; the choke in her throat,
and the brush of the red hair against her cheek, falling forward to mask her
tears fromthe stolid nen-at-arns. And Cuillaunme, Cuillaunme ..

She took her lip between her teeth resolutely, and turned her nmind to the

pul ling out of stones. Presently there was a hole big enough for her slim

hei ght, and she pushed through into the solid dark beyond. Her feet were upon
a ranp, and she went down cautiously, feeling her way with exploring toes.
When the fl oor |evel ed she dropped to her knees and felt for the renenbered
circle in the pavenent. She found that, and the curious cold ring inits
center, of some nanel ess netal which daylight had never shone upon, netal so
snoot h and cold and strange that her fingers shuddered as she gripped it and
heaved. That |id was heavy. As before, she had to take her sword in her teeth,
for she dared not lay it down, and use both hands to lift the stone circle. It
rose with an odd little sighing sound, as if some suction from bel ow had
gripped it and were rel eased.

She sat on the edge for a nonent, sw nging her feet in the opening and
gathered all her courage for the plunge. \When she dared hesitate no | onger

for fear she would never descend if she delayed another instant, she caught
her breath and gri pped her sword hard and pl unged.

It nust have been the strangest descent that the world has known-not a shaft
but a spiral tw sting down in snmooth, corkscrew | oops, a spiral made for no
human creature to travel, yet into whose sides in some forgotten era a

nanmel ess human had cut notches for hands and feet, so that Jirel went down
nore slowmy than if she had had to take an unbroken plunge. She slipped

snoot hly al ong down the spirals, barely braking her passage now and agai n by
grasping at the notches in the wall when she felt herself sliding too fast.
Presently the fam liar sickness came over her-that strange, inner dizziness as
if the spiral were taking her not only through space but through di nensions,
and the very structure of her body were altering and shifting with the
shifting spirals. And it seened, too, that down any other shaft she woul d have
fallen more swiftly. This was not a free glide downward-she scarcely seened to
be falling at all. In the spiral there was neither up nor down, and the
sickness intensified until in the whirling | oops and the whirling dizziness
she lost all count of time and distance, and slid through the dark in a stupor
of her own nisery.

At long last the spiral straightened and began to incline |less steeply, and
she knew t hat she approached the end. It was hard work then, |evering herself
al ong the gentle slope on hands and knees, and when she cane out at last into
open darkness she scranbled to her feet and stood panting, sword in hand,
straining her eyes against the inpenetrable dark of this place that nust be

wi t hout counterpart anywhere in the world, or outside it. There were perils
here, but she scarcely thought of them as she set out through the dark, for
renmenbering those greater perils beyond.

She went forward warily for all that, swinging her sword in cautious arcs
before her that she might not ran full-tilt into some invisible horror. It was
an unpl easant feeling, this groping through bl ackness, know ng eyes upon her
feeling presences near her, watching. Twi ce she heard hoarse breathing, and
once the splat of great wet feet upon

stone, but nothing touched her or tried to bar her passage.

Nevert hel ess she was shaking with tension and terror when at |ast she reached
the end of the passage. There was no visible sign to tell her that it was
ended, but as before, suddenly she sensed that the oppression of those vast
wei ghts of earth on all sides had lifted. She was standing at the threshold of
some mghty void. The very darkness had a different quality-and at her throat
somet hi ng constri cted.

Jirel gripped her sword a little nore firmy and felt for the crucifix at her
neck-found it-lifted the chain over her head.

Instantly a burst of blinding radi ance snote her dark-accustonmed eyes nore



violently than a blow. She stood at a cave nouth, high on the side of a hill,
staring out over the nost blazing day she had ever seen. Heat and I|ight
shimered in the dazzle: strangely colored light, heat that danced and shook
Day, over a dreadful |and.

Jirel cried out inarticulately and clapped a hand over her outraged eyes,
gropi ng backward step by step into the sheltering dark of the cave. Night in
this land was terrible enough, but day-no, she dared not | ook upon the strange
hel| save when darkness veiled it. She remenbered that other journey, when she
had raced the dawn up the hillside, shuddering, averting her eyes fromthe
terror of her own m sshapen shadow form ng upon the stones. No, she nust wait,
how | ong she could not guess; for though it had been ni ght above ground when
she left, here was broad day, and it might be that day in this land was of a
different duration fromthat she knew.

She drew back farther into the cave, until that dreadful day was no nore than
a blur upon the darkness, and sat down with her back to the rock and the sword
across her bare knees, waiting. That blurred Iight upon the walls had a
curious tinge of color such as she had never seen in any earthly daylight. It
seened to her that it shinmered- pal ed and deepened and brightened again as if
the illumnation were not steady. It had alnmost the quality of firelight in
its fluctuations.

Several tinmes something seemed to pass across the cave-

mout h, blotting out the Iight for an instant, and once she saw a great,

st oopi ng shadow |i med upon the wall, as if sonething had paused to peer
within the cave. And at the thought of what might rove this |land by day Jirel
shivered as if in a chill wind, and groped for her crucifix before she

renenbered that she no longer wore it.

She waited for a long while, clasping cold hands about her knees, watching
that blur upon the wall in fascinated anticipation. After a time she may have
dozed a little, with the light, unresting sleep of one poised to wake at the
tiniest sound or notion. It seened to her that eternities went by before the
Iight began to pal e upon the cave wall.

She watched it fading. It did not nove across the wall as sunlight would have
done. The blur remained notionless, dimmng slowy, losing its tinge of
unearthly col or, taking on the blueness of evening. Jirel stood up and paced
back and forth to |linmber her stiffened body. But not until that blur had faded
so far that no nore than the dimrest glimer of radiance |ay upon the stone
did she venture out again toward the cave nout h.

Once nmore she stood upon the hilltop, |ooking out over a land |ighted by
strange constell ations that spraw ed across the sky in pictures whose outlines
she could not quite trace, though there was about them a dreadful famliarity.
And, | ooking up upon the spreading patterns in the sky, she realized afresh
that this |land, whatever it night be, was no underground cavern of whatever
vast dinmensions. It was open ah" she breathed, and stars in a celestial void
she gazed upon, and however she had cone here, she was no | onger under the
earth.

Bel ow her the dimcountry spread. And it was not the same | andscape she had
seen on that other journey. No mghty colum of shadow ess |ight swept skyward
in the distance. She caught the glimrer of a broad river where no river had

fl owed before, and the ground here and there was patched and checkered with
pal e radi ance, like lumnous fields laid out orderly upon the darkness.

She stepped down the hill delicately, poised for the attack of those tiny,
yel pi ng horrors that had raved about

her knees once before. They did not come. Surprised, hoping agai nst hope that
she was to be spared that nauseating struggle, she went on. The way down was

| onger than she renenbered. Stones turned under her feet, and coarse grass

sl ashed at her knees. She was wondering as she descended where her search was
to begin, for in all the dark, shifting |l and she saw nothing to gui de her, and
Qui |l l aune' s voice was no nore than a fading nenmory from her dream She could
not even find her way back to the | ake where the bl ack god crouched, for the
whol e | andscape was changed unrecogni zably.



So when, unnol ested, she reached the foot of the hill, she set off at random
over the dark earth, running as before with that queer dancing |ightness, as
if the gravity pull of this place were less than that to which she was
accustoned, so that the ground seened to skim past under her flying feet. It
was like a dream this effortless glide through the darkness, fleet as the

wi nd.

Presently she began to near one of those |um nous patches that resenbl ed
fields, and saw now that they were indeed a sort of garden. The lum nosity
rose fromnyriads of tiny, darting lights planted in even rows, and when she
cane near enough she saw that the lights were snall insects, larger than
fireflies, and with [ um nous w ngs which they beat vainly upon the air,
darting fromside to side in a futile effort to be free. For each was attached
toits little stem as if they had sprung living fromthe soil. Row upon row
of them stretched into the dark.

She did not even specul ate upon who had sowed such seed here, or toward what
strange purpose. Her course led her across a corner of the field, and as she
ran she broke several of the stens, releasing the shining prisoners. They
buzzed up around her instantly, angrily as bees, and wherever a | um nous w ng
brushed her a hot pain stabbed. She beat themoff after a while and ran on
skirting other fields with new wariness.

She crossed a brook that spoke to itself in the dark with a queer, whispering
sound so near to speech that she paused for an instant to listen, then thought
she had caught a word or two of such dreadful meaning that she ran on

again, wondering if it could have been only an illusion

Then a breeze sprang up and brushed the red hair fromher ears, and it seened
to her that she caught the faintest, far wailing. She stopped dead-still,
listening, and the breeze stopped too. But she was al nost certain she had
heard that voice again, and after an instant's hesitation she turned in the
direction fromwhich the breeze had bl own.

It led toward the river. The ground grew rougher, and she began to hear water
running with a subdued, rushing noise, and presently again the breeze brushed
her face. Once nore she thought she could hear the dinrest' echo of the voice
that had cried in her dreans.

When she cane to the brink of the water she paused for a nonment, |ooking down
to where the river rushed between steep banks. The water had a subtle

di fference in appearance fromwater in the rivers she knew sonehow t hi cker,
for all its swift flow ng. When she | eaned out to | ook, her face was mrrored
nmonstrously upon the broken surface, in a way that no earthly water would
reflect, and as the inage fell upon its torrent the water broke there
violently, |eaping upward and splashing as if sone hidden rock had suddenly
risen in its bed. There was a hi deous eagerness about it, as if the water were
ravening for her, rising in long, hungry | eaps against the rocky walls to
splash noisily and run back into the river. But each | eap cane hi gher agai nst
the wall, and Jirel started back in sonething like alarm a vague unease
rising within her at the thought of what might happen if she waited until the
striving water reached hi gh enough

At her withdrawal the tunult |essened instantly, and after a nmoment or so she
knew by the sound that the river had smoothed over its broken place and was
flowi ng on undi sturbed. Shivering a little, she went on upstream whence the
fitful breeze seened to bl ow

Once she stunbled into a patch of utter darkness and fought through in panic
fear of walking into the river in her blindness, but she won free of the
curious air-pocket w thout mshap. And once the ground under her skimrng feet
quaked like jelly, so that she could scarcely keep her

bal ance as she fled on over the unstable section. But ever the little breeze
bl ew and di ed away and bl ew agai n, and she thought the faint echo of a cry was
becom ng cl earer. Al nost she caught the far-away sound of "Jirel-" npaning
upon the w nd, and qui ckened her pace.

For sonme whil e now she had been noticing a growi ng pallor upon the horizon
and wondering uneasily if night could be so short here, and day al ready about



to dawn. But no-for she remenbered that upon that other terrible dawn which
she had fled so fast to escape, the pallor had ringed the whole horizon
equally, as if day rose in one vast circle clear around the namel ess | and. Now
it was only one spot on the edge of the sky which showed that unpl easant,
dawning light. It was faintly tinged with green that strengthened as she

wat ched, and presently above the hills in the distance rose the rimof a vast
green nmoon. The stars paled around it. A cloud floated across its face,
withed for an instant as if in some skyey agony, then puffed into a mist and
vani shed, |eaving the green face clear again.

And it was a nottled face across which dimthings nmoved very slowy. Al nost it
m ght have had an at nosphere of its own, and dark clouds floating sluggishly;
and if that were so it nust have been sel f-lum nous, for these slow nasses
dinmred its surface and it cast little light despite its hugeness. But there
was |ight enough so that hi the | and through which Jirel ran great shadows

t ook shape upon the ground, withing and shifting as the noon-cl ouds obscured
and reveal ed the green surface, and the whol e night scene was nore baffling
and unreal than a dream And there was somet hing about the green |um nance

t hat nmade her eyes ache.

She waded t hrough shadows as she ran now, nonstrous shadows with a hi deous
dissimlarity to the things that cast them and no two alike, however

i dentical the bodies which gave them shape. Her own shadow, keeping pace wth
her al ong the ground, she did not |ook at after one shuddering gl ance. There
was sonet hing so unnatural about it, and yet-yet it was |like her, too, with a
dreadful |ikeness she could not fathom And nore than once she saw great
shadows drifting across the ground w thout any visible thing to cast

t hem not hi ng but the queerly shaped blurs nmoving soundl essly past her and
nelting into the farther dark. And that was the worst of all

She ran on upwi nd, ears straining for a repetition of the far crying, skirting
t he shadows as well as she could and shuddering whenever a great dark bl ot
drifted noisel essly across her path. The noon rose slowy up the sky, tinting
the night with a livid greenness, bringing it dreadfully to life with nmoving
shadows. Sonetinmes the sluggishly moving darknesses across its face clotted

t oget her and obscured the whole great disk, and she ran on a few steps

t hankful Iy through the unlighted dark before the noon-cl ouds parted again and
t he dead green face | ooked bl ankly down once nore, the cloud-masses craw i ng
across it like corruption across a corpse's face.

During one of these darknesses sonething slashed viciously at her |leg, and she
heard the grate of teeth on the greave she wore. Wien the noon unveil ed again
she saw a long bright scar along the nmetal, and a drip of phosphorescent venom
trickling down. She gathered a handful of grass to wipe it off before it
reached her unprotected foot, and the grass withered in her hand when the

poi son touched it.

Al this while the river had been rushing past her and away, and as she ran it
began to narrow and di m ni sh; so she knew she nmust be approaching its head.
When the wi nd bl ew she was sure now that she heard her own name upon it, in
the small wail which had once been CGuillaunme's scornful voice. Then the ground
began to rise, and down the hillside she nmounted, the river fell tinkling, a
little thread of water no larger than a brook

The tinkling was all but articulate now The river's rush had been no nore
than a roaring threat, but the voice of the brook was deliberately clear, a

series of small, bright notes like syllables, saying evil things. She tried
not to listen, for fear of understanding.
The hill rose steeper, and the brook's voice sharpened and clarified and sang

delicately in its silvery poisonous

tones, and above her against the stars she presently began to discern

somet hing | ooming on the very height of the hill, sonething |ike a hulking
figure motionless as the hill it crowned. She gripped her sword and sl ackened
her pace a little, skirting the dark thing warily. But when she canme near
enough to make it out in the green noonlight she saw that it was no nore than
an i mage crouching there, black as darkness, giving back a dull gleamfromits



surface where the lividness of the moon struck it. Its shadow noved uneasily
upon the ground.

The guiding wind had fallen utterly still now She stood in a breathless
silence before the image, and the stars sprawl ed their queer patterns across
the sky and the sullen nmoonlight poured down upon her and not hi ng noved
anywhere but those quivering shadows that were never still.

The i mage had the shape of a black, shanbling thing with shall ow head sunk
between its shoul ders and great arns dragging forward on the ground. But
somet hi ng about it, sonething indefinable and obscene, rem nded her of
Qui |l aune. Some aptness of line and angle parodied in the ugly hul k the Iong,
clean lines of CGuillaunme, the poise of his high head, the scornful tilt of his
chin. She could not put a finger on any definite likeness, but it was

unm stakably there. And it was all the ugliness of Quillaunme -she saw it as
she stared. All his cruelty and arrogance and brutish force. The image m ght
have been a picture of Guillaume's sins, with just enough of his virtues left
into point its dreadful ness.

For an instant she thought she could see behind the black parody, rising from
it and irrevocably part of it, a nebulous outline of the Guillaune she had
never known, the scornful face twisted in despair, the splendid body withing
futilely away fromthat obscene thing which was hinsel f-Quillaune's soul
rooted in the ugliness which the i mage personified. And she knew his

puni shment - so just, yet so infinitely unjust.

And what subtle tornent the black god' s kiss had wought upon him To dwell in
the full, frightful realization of his own sins, chained to the actua

mani festation, suffering eternally in the obscene shape that was so unde-

ni ably hinmself-his worst and | owest self. It was just, in a way. He had been a
harsh and cruel man in life. But the very fact that such puni shment was agony
to himproved a higher self within his conplex soul -something noble and |ine
whi ch writhed away fromthe unspeakable thing- hinmself. So the very fineness
of himwas a weapon to torture his soul, turned against himeven as his sins
wer e turned.

She understood all this in the tineless while she stood there with eyes fixed
noti onl ess upon the hul king shape of the imge, winging fromit the know edge
of what its ugliness nmeant. And sonething in her throat swelled and swell ed,
and behind her eyelids burnt the sting of tears. Fiercely she fought back the
weakness, desperately cast about for some way in which she m ght undo what she
had unwittingly inflicted upon him

And then all about her sonething intangible and grimbegan to form Sone iron
presence that manifested itself only by the dark power she felt pressing upon
her, stronger and stronger. Something coldly ininmcal to all things human. The
bl ack god's presence. The bl ack god, come to defend his victimagai nst one who
was so alien to all his darkness-one who wept and trenbl ed, and was warmwi th
| ove and sorrow and desperate with despair.

She felt the inexorable force tightening around her, freezing her tears,
turning the warnmh and tenderness of her into gray ice, rooting her into a
frigid imobility. The air di med about her, gray with cold, still with the
utter deadness of the black god's unhuman presence. She had a glinpse of the
dark place into which he was drawi ng her -a novel ess, twlight place,
deathlessly still. And an i mense wei ght was pressing her down. The ice fornmed
upon her soul, and the awful, iron despair which has no place anong hunman
enotions crept slowy through the fibers of her innernost self.

She felt herself turning into something cold and dark and rigid-a black imge
of herself-a black, hulking image to prison the spark of consci ousness that
still burned.

Then, as froma long way off in another tine and world,

cane the nenory of Cuillaune's arms about her and the scornful press of his
mout h over hers. It had not happened to her. It had happened to soneone el se,
someone human and alive, in a far-away place. But the menory of it shot |ike
fire through the rigi dness of the body she had al nost forgotten was hers, so
cold and still it was-the nenory of that curious, raging fever which was both



hate and love. It broke the ice that bound her, for a nmonent only, and in that
nonment she fell to her knees at the dark statue's feet and burst into
shudderi ng sobs, and the hot tears flowing were like fire to thaw her soul
Slowy that thawing took place. SlowWy the ice nelted and the rigidity gave
way, and the awful weight of the despair which was no human enotion lifted by
degrees. The tears ran hotly between her fingers. But all about her she could
feel, as tangibly as a touch, the imr nence of the black god, waiting. And she
knew her humanity, her weakness and transience, and the eternal, passionless
wai ting she could never hope to outlast. Her tears nust run dry- and then-

She sobbed on, knowi ng herself in hopeless conflict with the vastness of death
and oblivion, a tiny spark of warmh and life fighting vainly against the dark
engul fing it; the perishable spark, struggling against inevitable extinction
For the bl ack god was all death and not hi ngness, and the powers he drew upon
were without limt-and all she had to fight himwith was the flicker within
her called life.

But suddenly in the depths of her despair she felt something stirring. A |ong,
confused blurring passed over her, and another, and another, and the strangest
enotions tunbl ed through her m nd and vani shed. Laughter and nmirth, sorrow and
tears and despair, love, envy, hate. She felt somehow a | essening in the
oppressive peril about her, and she lifted her face from her hands.

Around the dark image a m st was swirling. It was tenuous and real by turns,
but gradually she began to make out a ring of figures-girls' figures, nore
unreal than a vision-dancing girls who circled the crouching statue with
flying feet and tossing hair-girls who turned to Jirel her own face in as many
nmoods as there were girls. Jirel |augh-

ing, Jirel weeping, Jirel convulsed with fury, Jirel honey-sweet with | ove.
Faster they swirled, a riot of flashing linbs, a chaos of tears and nmirth and
all humanity's nobods. The air danced with themin shimrering waves, so that
the Iand was blurred behind them and the i mage seenmed to shiver within itself.
And she felt those waves of warnmth and humanity beating insistently agai nst

t he hovering chill which was the bl ack god's presence. Life and warnth
fighting back the dark nothi ngness she had thought unconquerable. She felt it
waveri ng about her as a canopy wavers in the wind. And slowWy she felt it
melting. Very gradually it lifted and di ssipated, while the wild figures of
gayety and grief and all kindred enptions whirled about the i nage and the beat
of their aliveness pul sed through the air in heatwaves agai nst the grayness of
the god's col d.

And sonething in Jirel knew warmy that the image of life as a tiny spark
flickering out in limtless black was a false one-that w thout |ight there can
be no darkness- that death and life are interdependent, one upon the other

And that she, arnored in the warnth of her aliveness, was the black god's
equal, and a worthy foe. It was an even struggle. She called up the forces of
life within her, feeling them hurled agai nst the darkness, beating strongly
upon the cold and silence of oblivion. Strength flowed through her, and she
knew hersel f immortal in the power of life.

How | ong this went on she never knew. But she felt victory pulsing |like w ne

t hrough her veins even before the cold pall lifted. And it lifted quite
suddenly. In a breath, w thout warning, the black god' s presence was not. In
that breath the swirling dancers vani shed, and the night was enpty about her
and the singing of triunph ran warmy through her body.

But the image-the inage! The queerest change was com ng over it. The bl ack,
obscene outlines were unstable as nist. They quavered and shook, and ran

t oget her and somehow nelted. . . . The green noon veiled its face again with
cl ouds, and when the light returned the inmage was

no nmore than a black shadow running fluidly upon the ground; a shadow which
bore the outlines of CGuillaume- or what m ght have been CGuill aune.

The noon-shadows noved across the livid disk, and the shadow on the ground
noved too, a nonstrous shadow | atent with a terrible inplication of the
horrors dormant within the being which cast the shadow, dreadful things that
Qui |l aune ni ght have been and done. She knew t hen why the nmi sshapen shadows



were so nonstrous. They were a dim leering hinting at what night have
been-what m ght yet be-frightful suggestions of the dreadful nesses dormant
within every living being. And the insane suggestions they nade were the nore
terribl e because, inpossible beyond nightnmares though they seened, yet the
mnd intuitively recognized their truth.

Alittle breeze sprang up fitfully, and the shadow noved, slipping over the
stones without a sound. She found herself staggering after it on |egs that
shook, for the effort of that battle with the god had drained her of al
strength. But the shadow was gliding faster now, and she dared not lose it. It
floated on w thout a sound, now fast, now slow, its nonstrous outlines
shifting continually into patterns each nore terribly significant than the

| ast. She stunbled after it, the sword a dead weight in her hand, her red head
hangi ng.

In five mnutes she had lost all sense of direction. Beyond the hilltop the
river ceased. The noving noonlight confused her and the stars traced queer

pi ctures across the sky, from which she could get no bearings. The nobon was
overhead by now, and in those intervals when its clouds obscured the surface
and the night was black around her, CGuillaune's m sshapen shadow vani shed with
the rest, and she suffered agoni es of apprehension before the |light cane out
again and she took up the chase anew

The dark bl ot was nmoving now over a rolling neadow | and dotted with queerly
shaped trees. The grass over which she ran was vel vet-soft, and she caught

whi ffs of perfume now and again fromsone tree that billowed with pale bl oom
in the noonlight. The shadow wavering ahead of her nmpbved forward to pass one
tall tree a little apart

fromthe rest, its branches hanging in |ong, shaking streamers fromits
central crown. She saw the dark shape upon the ground pause as it neared the
tree, and shiver a little, and then nelt inperceptibly into the shadow cast by
its branches. That tree-shadow, until Quillaune's touched it, had borne the
shape of a nonster with crawling tentacles and flattened, thrusting head, but
at the nonent of conjunction the two nmelted into one-all the tentacles |eaped
forward to enbrace the newconer, and the two nmerged into an unnamably evil
thing that lay upon the ground and heaved with a frightful aliveness of its
own.

Jirel paused at its edge, |ooking down hel plessly. She disliked to set her
foot even upon the edge of that hideous black shape, though she knew
intuitively that it could not harm her. The joined shadows were alive wth
menace and evil, but only to things in their own plane. She hesitated under
the tree, wondering vainly howto part her lover's shade fromthe thing that
gripped it. She felt sonehow that his shadow had not joined the other

altogether willingly. It was rather as if the evil instinct in the tree-shape
had reached out to the evil in Guillaume, and by that evil held him though
the fineness that was still his revolted to the touch

Then somet hi ng brushed her shoul der gently, and | apped around her arm and she
| eaped backward in a panic, too late. The tree's sw nging branches had withed
round toward her, and one already was w apped about her body. That shadow upon
t he ground had been a clear warning of the danger dormant within the grow h,
had she only realized it before-a tentacled nonster, lying in wait. Up swing
her sword in a flash of green-tinged noonlight, and she felt the gripping
branch yield |ike rubber under the blow It gave amazingly and sprang back
again, jerking her alnost off her feet. She turned the bl ade against it,
hewi ng desperately as she saw ot her branches curling around toward her. One
had al nost cone within reach of her sword-arm and was poising for the attack
when she felt her blade bite into the rubbery surface at last. Then with a
root - deep shudder through all its nmenbers the tree loosed its hold and the
severed linmb fell withing to the ground.

Thi ck bl ack sap dripped fromthe wound. And all the branches hung notionl ess,
but upon the ground the shadow flung wildly agonized tentacles w de, and from
the rel eased grip Quillaune's shadow sprang free and gli ded away over the
grass. Shaking with reaction, Jirel followed.



She gave nore attention to the trees they passed now. There was one little
shrub whose | eaves bl ew constantly in shivering ripples, even when there was
no wi nd, and its shadow was the shadow of a snmall |eaping thing that hurled
itself time and agai n agai nst sone invisible barrier and fell back, only to

| eap once nore in panic terror. And one slim |eafless tree withed agai nst
the stars with a slow, unceasing notion. It nmade no sound, but its branches
twi sted toget her and shuddered and strained in an agony nore el oquent than
speech. It seened to wing its |inbs together, agonized, dumb, with a slow
angui sh that never abated. And its shadow, dimy, was the shadow of a withing
worran.

And one tree, a mracle of bloomin the noonlight, swayed its ruffled branches
seductively, sending out wave upon wave of intoxicating perfume and naking a

| ow, delightful hunmm ng, sonmehow |like the nel ody of bees. Its shadow upon the

ground was the shadow of a coiled serpent, lifting to strike.

Jirel was glad when they left the region of the trees and curved to the |eft
down a long hill slope across which other shadows, w thout form blew
unceasingly with nothing to cast them They raced noiselessly by, like

wi nd-driven clouds. Anmong them she |ost and found and | ost again the shape she
followed, until she grew dizzy fromtrying to keep her footing upon a ground
that quavered with the bl owi ng shadows so that she never knew upon what her
feet were stepping, and the dimthing she foll owed was a not hi ngness t hat
threaded its way in and out of the cloud-shapes bafflingly.

She had the idea now that the shadow of her |over was heading toward sone
definite goal. There was purpose hi its dimgliding, and she | ooked ahead for
some sign of the place it ained toward. Below the hill the land stretched

away featurelessly, cloud-nottled in the livid noonlight. Drifts of m st
obscured it, and there were fornm ess dark patches and pal e bl ot ches upon the
ni ght, and here and there a brook crawl ed across the bl ackness. She was
conpletely lost now, for the river had | ong since vani shed and she saw no hil
whi ch nmi ght have been the one upon which she had energed.

They crossed anot her belt of quaking |and, and the shadow gai ned upon her as
she staggered over the jelly-like surface. They came to a pal e brook across
whi ch the shadow glided without a pause. It was a narrow, sw ft brook whose
wat er chuckled thickly to itself in the dark. One stepping-stone broke the
surface in the center of the stream and she held her breath and | eaped for

it, not daring to slacken her pace. The stone gave under her foot l|ike living
fl esh, and she thought she heard a groan, but she had gai ned the farther bank
and did not pause to listen

Then they were hurrying down anot her slope, the shadow gliding faster now, and
nore purposefully. And the slope went down and down, steeply, until it becane
the side of a ravine and the rocks began to roll under her stunbling feet. She
saw the fleeting shadow slip over a | edge and down a steep bank and then

pl unge into the darkness which lay |ike water along the bottom of the gully,
and she gave a little sob of despair, for she knew now that she had lost it.
But she struggled on into the dark that swall owed her up.

It was |ike wadi ng deeper and deeper into a tangi ble oblivion. The bl ackness
cl osed over her head, and she was groping through solid night. It filled the
hollowin a thick flood, and in the depths of it she could not even see the
stars overhead. There was a nonent of this blindness and groping, and then the
noon rose

Li ke a great leprous face it swng over the ravine's edge, the mpon-clouds
craw i ng across its surface. And that green |light was an agony to her eyes,
obscurely, achingly. It was like no nortal nmoonlight. It seemed endowed with a
poi sonous quality that was essentially a part of the radiance, and that
unearthly, inexplicable Iight had an effect upon the liquid dark in the
gully's bottom which no

earthly moonlight could have had. It penetrated the bl ackness, broke it up
into nyriad struggling shadows that did not lie flat upon the ground, as al
shadows shoul d, but stood upright and three-di nensi onal and danced about her
in a dizzy riot of nothingness taken shape. They brushed by her and through



her without meeting obstruction, because for all their seem ng solidity they
were no nore than shadows, w thout substance.

Among t hem danced the shape of Guillaunme, and the outlines of it made her
faint with terror, they were so like -and so dreadfully unlike-the Guillaune
she had known, so leeringly suggestive of all the evil in him and all the
potential evil of mankind. The ot her shapes were ugly too, but they were the
shapes of things whose real formshe did not know, so that the inplications
latent in them she did not understand. But she missed no subtle half-tone of
the full dreadful ness which was Guillaunme, and her mnd staggered with the
suggestions the shadow f or m made.

"Quill aume-" she heard herself sobbing, "CGuillaunme!" and realized that it was
the first articulate sound whi ch had passed her |ips since she entered here.
At her voice the reeling shadow slowed a little and hesitated, and then very
reluctantly began to drift toward her through the spinning shades.

And then wi t hout warning sonething i measurably cold and still closed down
around her once nore. The black god' s presence. Again she felt herself
congeal i ng, through and through, as the ice of eternal nothingness thickened
upon her soul and the gray, dim form ess place she renenbered took shape
about her and the i mense wei ght of that iron despair descended agai n upon her
shuddering spirit. If she had had warni ng she could have struggled, but it
cane so suddenly that before she could marshal her forces for the attack she
was frigid to the core with the chill of unhumanity, and her body did not

bel ong to her, and she was turning slowy into a black shadow t hat reel ed
anong shadows in a dreadful, colorless void.

Sharply through this stabbed the fire-hot menory that had wakened her

bef ore-the wei ght of a man's bearded

nmout h upon hers, the grip of his mailed arns. And again she knew the flash of
vi ol ence that night have been hate or love, and warnth fl owed through her
again in a sustaining tide

And she fought. Al the deeps of warnmth and humanity in her she drew upon to
fight the cold, all the violence of enotion to conbat the terrible apathy

whi ch had gri pped her once and was stretching out again for her soul

It was not an easy victory. There were nmonents when the chill all but
conquered, and nonents when she felt herself drawn tenuously out of the
congeal i ng body which was hers to reel ampbng the other shadows-a dimthing
whose shape hinted at unspeakabl e possibilities, a shadow with form and depth
and no reality. She caught rempte beats of the insane harnmony they danced to,
and though her soul was fainting, her unreal shade went whirling on with the
rest. She shared their tornent for |ong m nutes together

But al ways she pulled herself free again. A ways she fought back sonehow into
the ice-fettered body and shook off the frigid apathy that bound it, and

hurl ed her weapons of life and vitality against the dark god's frosty

pr esence.

And t hough she knew she would win this tinme, a little creepi ng doubt had
entered her m nd and woul d not be ousted. She could beat the god off, but she
could never destroy him He would always return. She dared not destroy hima
vi sion of her thought-picture cane back to her, of the tiny |life-spark burning
agai nst eternal darkness. And though if there were no light there could be no
dark, yet it was true in reverse too, and if the power upon which the bl ack
god drew were destroyed-if the dark were dissipated, then there would be no
light. No life. Interdependence, and eternal struggle...

Al this she was realizing with a rempte part of herself as she fought. She
realized it very vaguely, for her mind had not been trained to such
abstractions. Wth her conscious self she was calling up the nmenories of |ove
and hate and terror, the exultation of battle, the exaltation of joy.
Everything that was alive and pul sing and warm she

flung against the black god's chill, feeling her thoughts rise up in a
protecting wall about her, to shut out all nenace.

Victory, as before, cane very suddenly. Wthout warning a blaze of |ight
sprang up around her. The dark presence nelted into oblivion. In that abrupt



gl are she cl osed her dazzl ed eyes, and when she opened diemagain famliar
nmoonl i ght was flooding the glen. The fluid dark had vani shed, the shadows no

| onger danced. That |ight had bl asted them out of existence, and as it died
she stared round the dimravine with startled eyes, searching for the thing
that was all she had seen of Guillaune. It was gone with the rest. The
tangi bl e dark which had brimed the place was utterly gone. Not a shadow noved
anywhere. But on the wind that was bl owi ng down the ravine a small voice
wai | ed.

And so again the weary chase went on. But she had |l ess than ever to guide her
nowonly a fitful crying in the dark. "Jirel-" it wailed, "Jirel-Jirel-" and
by that calling she followed. She could see nothing. Guillaume was no nore
than a voice now, and she could follow himby ear alone. Enptily the | andscape
stretched before her.

She had cone out of the ravine's end upon a broad fan-shaped sl ope which
tilted downward into darkness. Water was falling sonmewhere near, but she could
not see it. She ran blindly, ears strained for the small wailing cry. It led
out over the slope and skirted the foot of a hill and passed by the place
where water fell in a thin cascade down a cliffside, and whispered evilly to
itself as it fell.

The sound obscured the sound she foll owed, and when she had passed beyond the
whi sper of the falls she had to stop and listen for a long tinme, while her
heart thudded and the |l and around her crept with small, inexplicable noises,
bef ore she caught the far-away wail, "Jirel- Jirel-"

She set off in the direction fromwhich the sound cane, and presently heard it
again nore clearly, "Jirel! Jirel, ny murderess!"”

It was a heart-breaking course she ran, with no nore than a fitful wailing to
gui de her and unknown perils | urk-

ing all about in the dark, and her own body and soul so drained of al

strength by that second struggle with the god that the nisty darkness wavered
bef ore her eyes and the ground underfoot heaved up to neet her time after

tine.

Once she fell, and lay still for a second to catch her struggling breath. But
it seemed to her that the ground agai nst her body was too warm sonehow, and
nmoving gently as if with leisured breathing. So she | eaped up again in swft
alarm and went skimmng on with that dreanli ke speed over the dark grass.

It seened to her that, as the shadow she had pursued had fled through shadowy
pl aces where she all but lost it time and again, now the fleeing voice | ed her
t hr ough noi sy pl aces where she could scarcely hear it above the tal king of
brooks and the rush of falls and the bl owing of the wi nd. She heard sounds she
had never heard before -small, tenuous voices murmuring in the wind, the

whi spering of grass saying things in a murmurous | anguage, the squeak of

i nsects brushing past her face and sonehow al nbst articul ate. She had heard no
birds here, though once a great, dark, shapeless thing flapped heavily through
the air a little distance ahead. But there were frog voices fromthe swanps
she skirted, and hearing these she renmenbered what she had met in another
swanp on her first visit here, and a little chill went down her back

In every sound she heard ran the thread of evil inextricably tangled with a

t hread of purest despair-a human despair even through the grasses' rustling
and in the murrmur of the wi nd-voices wailing so hopelessly that nmore than once
tears started unbidden to her eyes, but so indistinctly that she could never
be sure she had heard. And always through the wailing rippled the chuckle of
dimevils w thout any names in human | anguages. And with all these sounds she
heard many ot hers that neant nothing to her and upon whose origins she dared
not specul ate.

Through this welter of inconprehensible noises she foll owed the one far crying
that had neaning for her. It led in a long arc across rolling ground, over
nmuttering brooks that tal ked norbidly in the dark. Presently she began to
catch faint strains of the nost curious nmusic. It did not have the quality of
conposition, or even unity, but seemed to consist of single groups of notes,

i ke sprays of nusic, each unrelated to the rest, as if thousands of invisible



creatures were piping tiny, primtive tunes, every one deaf to the songs of
his fellows. The sound grew | ouder as she advanced, and she saw that she was
comng to a |um nous patch upon the dark ground. \When she reached the edge she
paused i n wonder.

The nmusic was rising fromthe earth, and it rose visibly. She could actually
see the separate strains wavering upward through the still air. She could
never have described what she saw, for the | ook of that visible nusic was
beyond any hunman words. Palely the notes rose, each singing its tiny, sinple
tune. There seemed to be no discords, for all the non-unity of the sounds. She
had the mad fancy that the music was growing-that if she wi shed she coul d wade
t hrough the ranks of it and gather great sheaves of sound-perhaps bouquets
which, if they were carefully selected, would join together and play a single
conpl ex nel ody.

But it was not nusic she dared listen to long. There was in it the queerest
little gi bbering noise, and as she lingered that sound intensified and ran

t hrough her brain in small, giggling undernotes, and she caught herself

| aughi ng sensel essly at nothing at all. Then she took fright, and listened for
the voice that was Guillaume. And terrifyingly she heard it strongly in the
very mdst of the little mad jinglings. It deepened and grew, and drowned out
the smaller sounds, and the whole field was one vast roar of insane |aughter
that thundered through her head in destroying waves-a jarring | aughter that
threatened to shake her very brain into a jelly, and shivered through her body
irresistibly and wung tears fromher eyes even as she | aughed.

"Quillaume!" she called again in the mdst of her agony. "Ch Quillaune!" and

at the sound of her voice all laughter ceased and a vast, breathless silence
fell upon the whole dark world. Through that silence the tiniest wail threaded
itself reedily, "Jirel-." Then other sounds canme back to

life, and the wind blew and the wail dimnished in the distance. Again the
chase went on.

By now the noon's dead, crawling face had sunk nearly to the horizon, and the
shadows lay hi |ong patterns across the ground. It seemed to her that around
the broad ring of the sky a pallor was rising. In her weariness and despair
she did not greatly care now, know ng though she did that should day catch her
here it neant a death nore terrible than any nman can die on earth, and an
eternity, perhaps, of torment in one of the many shapes she had seen and
recogni zed as the spirits of the dammed. Perhaps a withing tree-or

i mprisonnent in an obscenely revelatory inmage, like Guillaunme-or no nore than
a wailing along the wind for ever. She was too tired to care. She stunbled on
hopel essly, hearing the voice that cried her name grow fainter and fainter in
t he di stance.

The end of the chase came very suddenly. She reached a streamthat flowed
snoot hly under the arch of a |ow, dark bridge, and crossed over it, seeing her
face look up at her fromthe water with a wild nout hing of soundless cries,

t hough her own Iips were closed. She nmet her reflected eyes and read warni ng
and despair and the acutest agony in their depths, and saw her own face
withing all out of familiarity with angui sh and hopel essness. It was a
frightful vision, but she scarcely sawit, and ran on wi thout heeding the
imge in the water or the | andscape around her or even the broadeni ng dawn
around the horizon.

Then cl ose ahead of her sounded the thin small voice she followed, and she
woke out of her stupor and stared around. That bridge had not ended upon the
far side of the brook, but sonmehow had arched up its sides and broadened its
floor and becone a dark tenple around whose walls ran a nore bestial scul pture
t han anyt hi ng i magi ned even in dreans. Here in this carved and col umed
buil di ng was the epitome of the whole dimhell through which she had been
running. Here in these scul ptures she read all the hideous things the shadows
had hinted at, all the human sorrow and despair and hopel essness she had heard
inthe wind's crying, all the chuckling evil that the water

spoke. In the carvings she could trace the prisoned souls of men and beasts,
tornmented in many ways, some of which she had al ready seen, but many that she



had not, and which she nercifully could not understand. It was not clear for
what they were punished, save that the torture was tinged just enough wth
justice so that it seemed the nmore hideously unjust in its exaggerations. She
cl osed her eyes and stood swaying a little, feeling the triunphant evil of the
tenmpl e pul sing around her, too stunned and sick even to wonder what night cone
next .
Then the small voice was beating around her head. Al nost she felt the
desperate hamrering of wings, as if sonme little, frantic bird were flying
agai nst her face. "Jirel!- Jirel!" it cried in the purest agony, over and
over, a final, wild appeal. And she did not know what to do. Hel plessly she
stood there, feeling it beating round her head, feeling the tenple's obscene
triunph surging through her.
And wi thout warning, for the third tinme the black god' s presence folded like a
cl oak about her. Al nost she welcomed it. Here was somet hing she knew how to
fight. As froma long distance away she heard the small voice crying in
di m ni shing echoes, and the frigid twlight was form ng about her, and the
gray ice thickened upon her soul. She called up the nenories of hate and | ove
and anger to hurl against it, thinking as she did so that perhaps one who had
lived less violently than herself and had | esser stores of passions to recal
m ght never be able to conbat the god's death-chill. She remenbered | aughter
and singing and gayety-she remenbered sl aughter and bl ood and the wild cl ang
of mail-she remenbered kisses in the dark, and the hard grip of men's arns
about her body.
But she was weary, and the dawn was breaking terribly along the sky, and the
dark god's power was rooted in a changel ess oblivion that never faltered. And
she began to realize failure. The menories she flung out had no power against
the gray pall of that twlight place wherein he dwelt, and she knew the first
seeping of the iron despair through her brain. Gradually the will to struggle
congeal ed with her congealing body, until she was no | onger a warm
vital thing of flesh and bl ood, but sonmething rigid and i cebound, dwelling
bodilessly in the twlight.
There was one small spark of her that the god could not freeze. She felt him
assailing it. She felt himdriving it out of the cold thing that had been her
body-drawing it forth irresistibly-she was a thin, small crying in the dark
Hel pl essly she felt herself whirling to and fro upon currents she had
never felt before, and dashi ng agai nst unseen obstacles, wailing wordl essly.
She had no substance, and the world had faded from around her. She was aware
of other things-dim vague, |like beating pul ses, that were whirling through
the dark, small lost things |ike herself, bodiless and unprotected, buffeted
by every current that blew, little wailing things, shrieking through the
ni ght .
Then one of the small vagueness bl ew agai nst her and through her, and in the
instant of its passage she caught the faint vibration of her name, and knew
that this was the voice that had sunmoned her out of her dreans, the voice she
had pursued: CGuillaume. And with that instant's union sonething as sustaini ng
as life itself flashed through her wonderfully, a bright spark that swelled
and grew and bl azed, and-
She was back again in her body am dst the bestial carvings of the tenple-a
t hawi ng, warni ng body from which the shackles of icy silence were falling, and
that hot blaze was swelling still, until all of her being was suffused and
pul sing with it, and the frigid pall of dark nelted away unresistingly before
the hot, triunphant blaze that dwelt w thin her
In her ecstasy of overwhel ming warmh she scarcely realized her victory. She
did not greatly care. Something very splendid was happeni ng. .
Then the air trenbled, and all about her small, thin sounds went shivering
upward, as if ribbons of high screans were rippling past her across a
background of silence. The blaze within her faded slowy, paled, inperceptibly
di ed away, and the peace of utter enptiness flooded into her soul. She turned
wearily backward across
the bridge. Behind her the tenple stood in a death-like quiet. The evil that



had beat in long pulses through it was stilled for a while by sonething

stunni ngly splendid which had no place in the starry hell; something human and
al i ve, sonething conpounded of |ove and | ongi ng, near-despair and sacrifice
and tri unph.

Jirel did not realize how great a silence she |eft behind, nor very clearly
what she had done. Above her against the paling sky she saw a fam liar

hilltop, and dimy knew that in all her long night of running she had been
circling round toward her starting-place. She was too nunb to care. She was
beyond relief or surprise.

She began the clinb passionlessly, with no triunph in the victory she knew was
hers at last. For she had driven Guillaune out of the image and into the
shadow, and out of the shadow into the voice, and out of the voice into- clean
deat h, perhaps. She did not know. But he had found peace, for his insistences
no | onger beat upon her consciousness. And she was content.

Above her the cave nobuth yawned. She toiled up the sl ope, draggi ng her sword
listlessly, weary to the very soul, but quite cal mnow, with a peace beyond
al I under st andi ng.



