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We were young, we were rnerry, we were very very wise, And the door stood open at our feast, When
there passed us awoman with the West in her eyes, And aman with hisback to the East.

Mary Elizabeth Coleridge
How fast does aman run, when the Devil is after him?

| was seeing it, but unknowingly, as he came towards me up the cobbled hill, his breasth cawing with the
effort, his eyes colourless and bright. The afternoon had grown late and the sky rolled with storm clouds.
Santing light, driven down between the dliff-like walls of the Temple-Church of the Sacrifice, gave only
greynessto thedleys. | had come from Philippe's seance dulled, and with immeasurable foreboding,
dissatisfaction. And into dl this, the sorm+-light, the stony channel, my vision, the runner ran. Hisarms
were outstretched and hislong rags streamed behind him. He seemed to have been clawed by great
thorns; hair and clothes. | stepped to one sideto let him by. | thought him amadman. Instead, he fdll at
my feet. "Ah," he moaned, asif, thirsting, he discovered water, "aah."

| drew back again. His hand clawed after me and gripped my ankle.
"Takeyour hand off," | said, "or must | makeyou."
"Lean closer," he answered, "Lean down.”

His voice was cultured, and sounded young, though my impression had been of an old man. The hand
was eegantly kept, the nails clean and trimmed. Rings adorned it. Suddenly | imagined him some helpless
noble creature set on by scoundrels. | knelt beside him.

"Who attacked you, monsieur?”

Helaughed. It was an awful noise, asif histhroat had been cut. He turned, and | was gazing into hisface.
It was the countenance of aman in early middle life, no more. How had the other idea got hold of me?
And he was handsome.

"Ligen," hesad, "l have only amoment.”
llBlJt _l

"Sah," he said, soothing me. Then helaughed again, softly. ™Y oung man,” hesaid 'l am so glad to have
found you. Ah yes. Now | will give you the secret of life. Do you want it?"

"Who does not?' | took hiswordsfor ajoke, though helay on the cobbles before me.

"Y ou areright. Who does not. Do you?'

“Perhaps”



"Oh, perhgps. Hereismy other hand. Openit." He offered me aclosed fist. I can't unclench thefingers,”
hesad. "Youmust doit."

| was bemused by now. | took hisfist in both hands and prised it open, which was not easy. Therein the
palm was another ring, that burned in the haf-light adeep smooth red, like adrop of syrup. Y et the boss,
highly polished, had aso been engraved. Something insectile it would seem to be.

"There now," hesaid to me. "Takeit."
"This?'

"What else. Yes. Takeit." | took it, to cam him, for he was becoming very agitated. " our name," he
sad, "givemeyour name.”

"St Jean.”
"What more?"
"Nothing more. Andre St Jean. That isall. Let me help you up. Where did you mean to go?"

"Away," he said. And abruptly he was scrambling to his knees; next to get upright. | assisted him asbest
| could. Then he sprang forward, away from me. | called after him, but he only turned back to methe
profile of hismadman's face and gave araw snarl that might have been amused hatred or smply terror.
Hewas old again, an ancient lunatic escaped from some hospita, with bits of wire wound on his knotted
hands. He rushed flapping and flailing up Sacrifice Hill, and was goneinto the dark stone ditches under
the church.

An urge came on meto hurl after him the thing he had given me. What could it be but agaud of glass, or
something much worse, But | olealook at it again, and it had remained immutable. A huge polished
ruby, incised with a snub-headed insect of folded wings. | closed my hand on it in asort of spasm.

The encounter had unnerved me. | leaned on one of the blind walls by me, my head full of gentle
buzzings. What was he fleeing from? Oh, pursuit, of course. His kegpers must be after him. Or he had
robbed someone of the jewel, and the City police were on histrack.

The rain began amoment later, athousand stilettos flung into the street, over and over. Therain would
revive me, probably.

When | heard the shadow, | raised my head. | had expected the pursuit, but not the shape it took.

Two black dogs, lean and long, with jackals pointing heads, came loping up the cobbles through therain,
dick and wet, dtogether like basdt. They barely glanced a me. They went swiftly by, and it seemed to
me | felt their heet dinning through the chilly air. After them rode aman on ablack horse. Hewas
cloaked in black and cowled againgt therain, like a priest. But he, as he drew level with me, paused.
Through the water, againgt the black of the hood, | saw his pale face, and the black eyesthat fixed on me
and seemed to impel the heart out of my bodly.

"Did hego thisway?'
Hisvoicewas quiet, but it reached me easly. It was the voice of music, and its colour too was black.
"Whoisthat?' | said.

"Dont play,” hesad. "Answver me."



"Yes" | sad. | lifted my hand to point, or to show him thering, which must be his, but in that ingtant he
turned hisface from me, and lightly touching his horse with the spur, set it racing over the stones.

Hewas gone. The air seemed cold asiron. | wondered if | would follow, to see what happened, if he
would catch up to the other. | had anotion now the lunatic fled to the Temple-Church for sanctuary, but
that it would do him no good. The desire to go after the rider, to make him speak again, perhapsto insult
him or somehow draw him out, was very strong. But | had not liked the ook of the dogs he did his
hunting with in the lanes of Paradys. No, it would be better to go home.

| was turning down into the old market, when | thought | heard athin high terrible screaming, far off,
back up the hill.

Sinceteninthemorning | had been in the house of crazy Philippe, where the seance had been held with
such pomp. It led to al types of manifestation, attractive rotten things, like degth-bed lilies. The furniture
had moved, a decanter smashed; a naked ghost-child appeared to prophesy - stupidities that were
certainly faked, or induced by the energy of suggestion. But it had left me sengitive, left me wanting, in
need of asupernatural completion asin need of food or sex or deep.

What then had | been awitnessto? A running man, ariding man, two striding dogs. And had | even
heard those dreadful cries behind me?

| stood in the rain below the steps, wondering if he would come back, Satan, Prince of Darkness, on the
night-black mare, the broken body of his victim flung casudly across the saddle. But no one came except
awoman of the alleys, who wished me good-day, looking dyly to seeif | would go after her to her

lodging.

Stumbling, shivering, | turned for my own.

Philippe, Le Marc, Russe, and some others, stood in the street shouting up at my window.
| opened it, and looked down.

The bdl was ringing midnight from Our Lady of Ashes acrosstheriver. A howling dark, with intervals of
desf gtillness. The candldight touched their faces oddly, making them look mad or damned, the very
thingsthey stroveto be.

"Regard him!" Le Marc cried in turn, of me, "death's-head with abook. Come down, corpse, and be
happy. Despair is so sensuous, o ddlicious, it will wear you out.”

"Heisaulking," sad Philippe, "because the little ghost-maiden didn't St on hislap.”
"Go with your legionsto hell," sad .
"Léater, later.”

They clamoured at the outer door until my landlady trudged up the house and admonished me at the inner
one. To keep the peace, | descended. And because, of course, | had nothing better or worse to do.

We went to the Iron Bowl, and later to the Cockatrice, drinking, drinking. The red wine that opensthe
eyes, and the black brandy that blinds you.

"He's il wearing that ring. Look. Three whole weeks. It must be some token.”

"You areafool," said Russe, going back by the wine to the sombre forests of hisblood. "Some



cut-throat will have your finger off for that one night, when you're sorawled in somedley.”

"The left hand,” said Philippe. "He doesn't care what happensto that. Aslong astheright hand can
write"

| gazed at the red ring, the ruby, with the beetle engraved on it.

"Who gaveit you?' said Philippe. He smiled. "I know who would likeit."

"Philippe, you know everything, why do you bother with us?' said Le Marc.

"Who would likeit?' said Russe. The Devil 7'

"What Devil?" | said, feeling my blood on its path turn and rise and move another way.

"Itisthe Devil'sring," said Russe. "'l never saw anything so clearly. Let athief sted it. It will bring you
sorrow, and horror."

"What'snew?' | said. | put my head on my arms on the table. Philippe stroked my hair, long asthe
fashion now wasin the City of Paradys, and hennaed "Martian” red, since the fashion too wasfor such
colourings. Blond Philippe, aNarcissus, a snow-chrysanthemum from birth, laughed in my ear. "Don't
you want to know whosering it redly is?'

"Tdl me, youlia."
"A most beautiful woman."
"Liar, liar," | murmured.

"Not tonight, you are too drunk tonight, and it istoo late tonight. Tomorrow wewill go to her. And you
ghdl return her the ring. The most beautiful woman in Peradys.”

"Whoisthat?' said Le Marc.
"Theold banker'swife," said Philippe.

"Oh, | heard of her. Yes. Helets her hold her salon, like the other empresses of the City. But they are
foreigners”

Nearly adeep, | swam through my skull, and sometimes listened.
Philippeand Le Marc half carried me home.

Philippe guided me up the stair and shut the door of my room. He moved about, fingering books,
caressing the sheets of paper, somewith asingle line of prose upon them. "The light drains from the great
window," he reed, "like blood from afainting face." He overturned the ink-well, shaped like agryphon,
and with a candle dragged from its socket drew in theink acrucified Chrigt, screaming in ecstasy.

"Burn that inthemorning,” hesaid. "It will be unlucky.”

He sat down on the bed by me, pulled off my shirt and tugged down my breeches. Bored findly by the
long caresses, smilar to those lavished on my papers, which evoked no sustained response, he
concluded his act with aviolent introduction and sudden achievement, wracking the house with his groans
and cries. Hefdl adeep lying on top of me, on my back, hiswhite hair getting in my mouth, ol
constantly awoke to removeit. Once he whispered again. "Tomorrow, | will take you to her."



A maninablack cowl galoped over and over through my dreamsand | was dung acrossthe saddle
before him. Near dawn, barely conscious, | too climaxed with adight shuddering that woke Philippe and
caused him to curse and punch mein theribs.

Before he roused himsdlf | got up, dressed, and left the stinking room.

| went down into the City valey, to theriver, coiled like adiding serpent in the mists of earliest day. The
buildings rose like crags from the migt, like hills weathered into oblongs. Birds flew for miles, back and
forth.

| thought of casting the ring into the river, but might not some fish swalow it? And then |, cutting into the
prize sturgeon of some dinner at Philippe's house, find thering again, glowing up at mefrom thefish's
backbone?

| had searched thejournds, | had asked everyone, but there had been no mention of a particular body
found in the yards of The Sacrifice, or of a phantom hunter accompanied by black dogs.

| turned from the river and wandered up towards the tal libraries of the Scholars Quarter. Philippe
would lieinwait for me a my lodging awhile, and, asusud, | felt mysdf done with him for ever, until the
next occason of our meseting.

Two days later, he called on me, at his smartest and most exquisitely dressed. It was mid-afternoon.
"Cometo my house."

"Asyou see, | anworking."

"Let melook."

"No."

"Ohyou," he said, "like some country girl with her lower parts. Very well. Give me acopy when printed.
One more dender volume... Till then, cometo my house."

"Go away, Philippe.”
"Itistonight,” hesaid.

He had odd eyes, one much lighter than the other. It enhanced hislooks, though asa child, he had been
disturbed by it. The nurse his dead mamma had got for him had said it wasamark of evil. She urged him
on. At thirteen he raped her.

"What istonight?"

"She opens her salon, likearose."

"Who?'

"That lovely woman | spoke of. The wonder of the City."

It was hot today and hard to work now concentration had been shattered. | laid my pen aside and put
my head in my hands. Philippe trailed aflower across my hands, my neck. Presently | got up and
followed him out.

Philippe's house stood up against the old City Wall, near the Obelisk, where they had burned the dead in



millions during a plague named 'die Death'. Now avariety of trees rooted out of the stones, casting awet
feverish shade. The dderly house was shuttered, an old thing itself, despising the human lizardswho
flickered through itslofty rooms: they lasted only amoment, better let them do as they wished.

"How | hate this house," Philippe had said, ahundred times, cheerfully. Now hisfather was dead, he did
everything he wanted there. It was the scandd of the district, but he wasrich.

In one of the marble baths | lay soaking, like apiece of atuary dug up from the muck and taken to be
cleaned, while one of Philippe's domestics stropped the shaving razor behind the screen. When | vacated
the bath-chamber, drugged and stupefied by hot water and balsams, avalet put meinto a suit of
Philippe's clothes. We were dmost of the samefitting, and everything of his might be worn with loose
ease by me.

"Ohwhat abeauty,” he said, flitting round me, most malign of the lizards - one better caged.

The light was growing heavier, more solid, dabs of it in the pillared windows and falen across the road
outsde.

"Do you want to dine?' hesad.
"I want nothing. | want to go to deep.”
"Bloody dug. Come on. Whereisthat ring - you do haveit?'

| had stopped wearing it. It had been in my pocket, Air pocket now, and | took it out and offered it to
him. He skipped away. "No, no, Andre. But you must show it to her."

"Her. Thiswoman. She had better be worth dl your trouble.”

We went out, and a ong the street together, two young princes in ademocratic Paradys that no longer
recognised such beings. But who would know me, anyway. A scribbler. A few had seen my plays, and
read my essays and miniature novelsin their closets. But | was not in the mode, unlike my hair, and now
my clothes. | said thingsthat cut too near, or not near enough their candy, bones. (Or maybe only | was
no good at my trade.) Three pamphlets of mine had even criticised the City Senate, but they took it in
good part. Then was shame. Probably | would rather have been hauled off to jail, unless| had been.

"Philippe,” | muttered, "if | die
"Hereitisagain," hesad.

"If | die, seetoit - make that wretch of aprinter takeit al and print it al. Every word. Anything
unfinished even, and al the pieces he hasrefused.”

"Thisego," hesad. "Who will care?If you're dead. Do you think you will ?*

"No. But | care now, | care this moment. Promise me."

"Very wdl. Asbefore. | promiseyou.”

"You. | can't trust you. You never read aline| ever wrote."

"Many lines. Now, how doesit go - "Light leaving awindow like Wood in afaint” - what was that?"

"Something | can't remember. A dream | think | had.”



"Likethat other dream. | could make you once. Y ou used to yell louder than | did. | used to listenin

"Yousee" | sad, "but you don't listen to the words."

"Whenyou die" he said, he swung towards me and took me by the neck, by the snowy linen of hisown
wardrobe, "when | kill you, Andre, | will make sure every line of your fretful oeuvre ispublished. Shal |
bite through awrist vein and swear it in blood?"

| pushed him and he drew off.

"Thiswoman," | said, "who isshe?"

"l havetold you."

"Her name." (Give me your name, the running man had said.)
"Wait, and see.”

Wewalked on, through the thick, tree-interrupted light, as the bells of the City sounded seven o'clock.
We were moving west towards the Quarter of the Clockmakers.

"Where does shelive?'
"On Clock-Tower Hill."
"Tdl meabout her."

He said, "Bloodless skin, ebony hair. A pae mouth that seems drawn on to her face, but isnot. Eyeslike
al-blackness.

He had been an artist at onetime. It informed his speech, if no longer anything else.
"No eyeisever black. You go close and look into it, the eye is some other shade.”
"Not hers, Andre. Ah, such ablow in store: you won't be disappointed.”

"And the husband?"

"If heis. Monsieur Baron von Aaron.”

"A name&fter dl."

"A foreign name. Hes antique. A marriage of convenience.”

"Oh," | said. "Y ou have had her, then."

"Not yet. Never, | should think. Sheisn't to be had.”

Fashionable strollers patrolled the lower walks of the Wall Quarter, from the Obelisk Gardensto the
Observatory. Some greeted Philippe, with flippancy or caution, and whispered when he had gone by. On
the Observatory Terrace the tables were out, the gossips, gamblers and drinkers, cards fluttering like red
and black pigeons, and the resinous clink of glasses of black coffee and liqueurs. From here, by means of
an architectural gorge running through the City of Paradys, you saw the masonry precipices drop down,
through coins of roofs and flutes of stepslike folded paper, into shadow depths veiled in parks, with little
bright sugar churches appliqued on to amellow sunset, which shed aglamour now like the lambency of



some old priceless painting.

We crossed the Terrace, and went up Clock-Tower Hill, where, thirty metresin the air, the gilded white
face stares four ways at time.

The house which the Baron von Aaron was renting was one of the stuccoed piles dong the inner shoulder
of the hill. A lamp hung over the wrought-iron gete, dight. The gate itsdf stood wide. We went through,
up some stepsto the porch, and rang the bell. The house was mildly pulsating with its occupancy, and in
the dimming atmosphere, the windows of the second floor were quietly burning up.

A domestic opened the door. Philippe handed him at once acard. That was dl. The man, an absolute
blank, moved back to alow usto comein, and next, having shut the door, solemnly walked ahead of us.
We carried our gloves, and would have carried our hats too, had we been wearing any, straight up the
curving dair and to the salon.

The card was given over to another blank at the entrance, and borne away acrossthe room. There was
nothing unusud in the salon, but for the strange soft candldight at odds with the softer degpening radiance
of the sunset windows, an exciting, expectant light, that would, as ever, lead you fiercely on to nothing.
The houseitsdf al around seemed blind, and echoed. Though fresh flowers had peered from the vases
by the stair, the building was not exactly dive. The salon, painted and upholstered in the way of suchrich
men's rent-ables, was apastel, and aready filled by smoke. There were groups of men, and a handful of
women. Some of either gender | knew, others by sight. No oneto be interested in; rather, to be avoided.
The cadence of talk was low but ceaseless. Now and then a breaker burst, laughter or an exclamation.
Somewhere someone was playing aguitar.

"Be patient, wait," Philippe said to me.

He began to move through the groves of men, the trailing willows of women, accepting as he went aquip,
acigar, muttering, "Oh God, is she here?' over some woman he was not pleased to see. White shoulders
flashed and white pipes puffed up at acelling of plaster acanthus.

Near thelong windows was apiano, and leaning on it, the guitar-player himsdlf, srumming away. An
oil-lamp of dense crystal rested on alow glasstable, and cast its bloom upward. It caught her hand as
shetook Philippe's card from the attendant, and her face as she bent her eyeson it to glance. Then, it
caught her little, little smile, as she set the card down by the lamp, into apetal-fall of other smilar cards.

"Madame," said Philippe. He bowed over her and took her hand up again and pressed hislipstoit. "l am
s0 glad you alowed meto return.”

"It ismy husband you must thank.”

"Then, | thank him, with al my heart. Madame, may | present my friend."

"Of course," she said. Her lips stretched once morein thelittle, little smile.

"The writer, Andre St Jean," said Philippe.

"Of whom you won't have heard,” | said.

Sheraised her eyes and looked at me directly, for one entire and timel ess second.
"l am afrad thet istrue."

"Don't be afraid, madame. If it isto frighten you, most of the City would have to share your terror.”



But her eyes were dready gone. They seemed to gaze down into the lamp, so | might go on looking at
them, but not into them. They were perfectly black, as Philippe had assured me. So black the charcoal
shadow of the lashes, cast upward by the glow across the heavy lids, was ghostly in comparison, and the
black brows aso seemed pale. These brows were long, and unplucked, and the lashes long and very
thick. In the bloodless face, the mouth was apdeivory pink, the line of thelips parting or joining
accentuated by thelamp, asif carefully drawn with pencil... Black hyacinth hair, the kind that thickly and
loosely curls; the sheerest shoulders, dender and boneless, above adark dress. Not ajewel, except the
marriage ringswhich | would diligently search out when her hands came up again.

"You see, Madamevon Aaron,” | said, "I don't hanker for fameat al. But it isat momentslike these
wish | had it. If | were known, then you might look at me with some attention. Asit is, what in the world
can | hopefor?

| felt Philippe's whole body shoot into lines of overjoyed and spiteful satisfaction. Sheraised her face and
gave me one more look, a cold look, of surprised indifference. She did now know what to do about me,
or my arrogant sdly, and so would do nothing at all.

And I? Having bowed to her, | walked away to atable where the vaets were pouring out white wine. As
| drank it, | imagined her say to Philippe, "Redlly, my friend, might | ask you, in future, to spare me such
acguaintances?"

But she would not say that. He was no friend of hers.

It was the truth, what | had said, so naturaly | confronted her with it. The others would fawn and keep
their place. Shedid not carefor anything origind, it seemed.

| thought of the sort of women who liked me, some of them even aristocratic. But she was not of their
type. She would be tal when she stood, almaost my own height, perhaps equd to it. Neither did | carefor
her, she was so cold. Her hands, (beautiful probably, it had seemed s0), would be cold asice to touch.
Splendid hair, and eyes. Otherwise, nothing much. She might givetheilluson of great beauty but in fact
was not beautiful. Though avoice like the music of the night.

| remembered that ring, then, the gem of hot syrup in the pocket of Philippe's brocaded waistcoat, and
dipped in two fingersto find it. At that moment someone el se entered the salon, and there were loud,
acdaming cdls.

Who was this? Who could it be but the husband, the ostensible lord of her court. The groveswere
parting to let him by, the men were shaking his hand, or clapping his shoulder. He wastall himsdlf, but
stooped -and grey - his artificially-curled hair, his expensive coat. He paused to sample someone's
tobacco, then shook hisold head sadly. The foreign look was exatic in her, and not quite palpable, but
he surdly had it, in dl of hismassve face hanging forward off itsskull. A cunning, just, ineloquent face.

He passed me, not seeing me, of course, for who was 1?, and went on to the window and the piano and
thelamp. The guitar-player intantly rose to greet him, and Philippe, who had stayed at her sde with four
or five others, hung about there, looking glad and expectant, awaiting the man's notice. Stalest of dl
tricks; it was the husband he had come to see, the woman only a pleasurable diversion encountered on
the path.

Philippe now bowed, and shook the old banker's old hankering hand. Was| to be recaled and
introduced again? It seemed not. | had disgraced myself. | solealook at her. She was actuadly plain. Just
the eyes, the hair, the grace. Y es, clever. Women with more made less of it than she. Now her hands
roseto greet her husband too. Lovely hands, and there, the big silver rings, onewith apae jewd
catching the lamp. When should | give her this one, the red ring with the Egyptian beetle cut in it? Wasiit



hers, thisdrop of crimson blood? It was all hers. Everything.

Now the old baron raised his hands and the metallic lace on his cuffs glinted. He addressed us. Poor old
fool, buying that for himself ~was sheavirgin ill? She looked untouched. But knowing, aso.

Cold dl through, or passion somewhere? (Their wine was potent, agood clear wine like water, dazzling
the lights). Her skin was fresh and pure asayoung girl's, but shewas not agirl. Somewherein her eyes, a
hundred years had |ooked back at me. No wonder she hid them so quickly from my discernment. |
thought of lying on her, and what would her skin be like then, and dl her textures? Of reaching through
her, deep and deeper, and making her cry, if she ever did, her eyes sightless and her pale sculpted mouth
wideonitsgasp for life-

But | did not want her. She repelled me. She was not for me.

" - And | know you will al help meto persuade my modest wife. Now, Antonina, my dear. The piano, if
you pleasel" Hefinished in mock severity, and, in mock docility, she rose and curtseyed to him, and
glanced one glance across the whole now breathless silent room. Then she went to the piano, opened
ready for her. Someone held the stool, sested her, another offered a sheaf of music. A dight shake of her
head, so burdened with its mantle of hair. Then, her eyes unfixed, looking miles off, ahundred years
away, and her hands straying to the keys of the piano -

The day had turned to dusk in the windows of the room. We might be anywhere, on amountain that
gazed out to other mountains, spires of granite and quartz inaseaof air -

Thefirst note drew me forward. | was glad, glad to have the excuse of the music. | went to her, moving
forward, forward. They had dl come, al pressed near, yet no one touched me, or impeded me. |
reached the piano, and the vibration of the music purred against my side from her fingers. My glasswas
empty; it too seemed to reverberate. She could not see me now. | could look at, and all through her.

Thewine, or the music, had made me drunk, in awild disembodied way. | wanted the sounds of it never
to sop. | believe she did play for along while, entire stanzas of melody and convolutions of development.
It was sombre, the music, scattered by hard white arpeggios, and tumbling white streams of glissandi, and
under these the ever-moving river of Desth.

Whenit finished, it had sucked dl the strength from me. | leant on the piano and wanted it only to
resume, or not to have ended. It was like deepest deep, in which you dream of making love, dwayson
the verge of ecdtasy, to waken fumbling, exhausted and unable.

She rose from the piano, the banker's wife, and the salon frantically applauded her. | clapped her,
desultorily, the empty wine glass hindering the gesture. My head ran. | fet nausea. Asif, al through the
music, | had been having her, and was suddenly dragged away by my hair, and dung out on acold street
before sunrise.

Only I remained by the piano. Everyone else had gone away. In atiny ova of clarity, | seemed to make
her out, sanding near the fireplace, where asummer fire was being kindled, holding now adim white
dog, rather likeasmal greyhound.

Philippe was beside me,

"Wll, | had never heard her play before. She'savirtuosa."

| went to the wine table, and took another full sparkling glass, and poured its bright blood into my own.
"What do you think?" said Philippe.



"A cold bitch', | said. "Look how she's frost-bitten him."

"Yes" hesad, gloaingly. "Cometo acrossroads with me. Let us spill something's blood and invoke the
Devil. Make him send us cold her."

"Giveher thering,”" | said. | managed to find it again and extract it. "That may tempt her to you. If you
want her so much.”

Helooked at thering. He said, "Isthat a scarab, that beetle?!

"The symbol of renewing life," | said. | held it out to him, and abruptly he snatched it, and strode off. |
watched as he encountered her. What could he say”? The husband was not particularly close, but others
were about her. | saw the ruby flame out, as he extended it. It reminded me of something - aspurt of
bloodinadue.

Y es, shelooked at the ring, but did not take it. How was he explaining his action? There was too much
noise in the room to hear. Then, she had turned to me. | stared back at her. | wished | had not drunk so
much of the bright wine. She moved, and then she wasin front of me, with Philippe, and the rest of her
court a her hem.

"Monseur," shesaid, "am| to understand you are offering me this?' She laughed, the way women
generdly do, fasdy. It had apecia quaity when shedid it, most unpleasant. "That is surely rather

improper?"

"Y ou're mistaken, Madame von Aaron,” | said. "1 am not ajeweller. My friend brought you thering to
show you. He seemed to think you would find it unusua. However, if you would carefor it, | should be
delighted."

"He gavemeto believe," she sad, "you wished meto havethering." Another dight laugh. "And before
witnesses."

"Isit not," | said, "aready yours?'
"Not at al. | never collect red jewels. | didike them.”
"Then you had better giveit back to me."

Her eyeswere never once meeting mine. She avoided my eyes. It was not reticence. There was dways
something more vital in the room that needed her attention. Y et every time her eyesglided by mine, my
pulses jumped. She was less than an inch below my own height. To avoid metook dexterity. Now she
looked at thering.

"Where did you obtain this stone, monseur?

"Oh, nowhere of interest, madame.”

"l think it isvery rare and exceedingly old, monsieur. Have you never had it valued?'
"Perhaps,” | said, "your husband could advise me?!

"Oh," shesaid. "l don't think so. | am sorry."

She held out thering. | took it back. Her hand waslike ice, and the ring wasicy cold from her.

"Grant mefive minutes donewith you,” | said quietly, "and | can tell you how | came by thering.”



"Oh, redlly, monsieur.” Arch now, truly horrible.

"l won't tell you," | said, "when another can overhear.”
"Ridiculous,” shesaid.

"Or do you dready know the story?"

Then her eyes did meet mine. It waslike some sort of shock of burning searing cold. Black mirrors,
black water frozen to iron, trapped under the surface to freeze or drown.

"| think," she said, "your sense of dramais running away with you, monsieur. Of course, did Philippe not
say, you are awriter of some sort?”

And turning, she went back to the fireplace and the dog and the husband.

Left done, | put down my glass and sought the door. | was on the staircase when Philippe came running
after me.

He said nothing, till the domestic had let us out into the street. Then he said, " That was her name, before
shemarried.”

"What are you talking about?"

"Antonina Scarabin. The scarab. Do you still say it isn't her ring? Someone stoleit from her. Shelll send
you aletter privately, tonight. I'd bet on that. What mysteries. Promiseto tell me every item!”

My blood had leapt, sunk.

"Shedidn't want thering. | doubt if it was ever hers. And she has nothing to say to me or of me, I'm sure,
but the very worst."

"No red jewdls, those were her words. No red flowers or fruit, either, in the house, did you see? No red
wine. No red-haired men. No red.”

"Once amonth she must betray herself,” | said.
Philippe laughed and sprang in the air, like acat after amoth.

We went down to the Cockatrice, then to the Surprise. We drank. While Philippe engaged himsdf with
two of thegirls, | held another in my arms, kissing and caressing her until she moaned and shivered and
fainted into deep.

| dreamed of the great window again, perhaps more clearly. The long dark wall that had risen out of
dumber two weeks before, and the dagger-thrust of casement wounding it. It wasin the height of some
tower, one sensed an abyss around, and almost primal open spaces, asin the cranium of the sky. The
window was petalled by glass, red glass that shaded through maroon and blood and scarlet into crimson
and into rose, and finally into the palest rose of all, nearly colourless, and through these panes | seemed
to trace mountains far away, but | was never sure. And asthe light went, so the colour went, and all
form. And so, too, the dream.

She did not writeto me, and | did not suppose shewould write. | could think of nothing but her.
Snatches of thetidal wave of music would return and sweep me under, and in the same way the memory
of her eyesand her shoulders, her hair, the snuousness of her body as she moved acrossthe salon. If |
saw awhite dog on the street, my heart turned over. | did not dream of her, but waked with the feeling



she had been in the bed beside me, (that sagging bed with itstorn and sallow sheets), her hair spread
everywhere and her fingersand lips printed al over me, but 1, the fool, not opening my eyes until shewas
gone. | thought of her, and across the single leaves of parchment, her description was set down again and
agan, dwaysalittle differently.

Inafew days| wrote her aletter, and disdaining the bureau of mail, gaveit to arunner to deliver. What
did the letter say? Not what the prose, the poetry had said, certainly. | had bludgeoned and possessed
her body ahundred times, eaten her dive, licked up the juices of her flesh, gnawed her bones, and
hanged mysdlf in her hair. But, though she would guess, | could not commit the truth to paper.

"Esteemed madame," said my letter, "Allow me, if you will be so good, a minute of your timeinwhich to
tender my apologies. | fear | was discourteous to you. | would be glad to make recompense, and #ko to
discusswith you that ring you saw. | am woefully ignorant on the subject of stones, and should value your
advice. | remain your scrvant, madame, with every respectful wish for your continued hedth and pleasure
inlife A. &t Jean.”

This, after | had bound her and time after time crucified her with my lust. Well.
She returned no answer.

Inafew days more, | waked over to Philippe's house. He would tell me when again the salon wasto be
opened.

Hewaslying on asofain theinner courtyard, under the plane tree, eating cherriesfrom achinabowl. He
looked wan, awreck. What had he been doing that he had not attempted to force on me?

"Oh, gt, st," he said, "you wear me out, sanding there.”

He began to talk about books, knowing quite well, from his sdelong grimaces, what | redly wanted to
discuss. | watched him egt the cherriesand call out scruffy Hans to go and fetch some more for him from
the market. Grumbling, Hans set off.

"And what have you been writing, eh, my dearest Andre?"
"Vay little"
"Not asingle poem?| seeyou have taken to wearing that ring again.”

"And | see you have been diced again by that senilefool of abarber,” | retorted, for his neck linen, on
the left Side, was stained right through by a blotch of blood.

"How wiseyou are," he said, "never to let any of them shave you, here. Just strop the razor and get out.
And you are dways so closdly shaved, it'squiteamiracle.”

"Bequiet. Tell mewhen she holdsthe sdlon again.”

"Oh, who?'

"Y our banker'sbitch."

"Not for sometime, | should think," he said. He lowered his eyes, and dlowed himslf, faintly, to blush.
In the hot afternoon, a surge of heat went through me like the most scalding cold.

"Ohthen," | sad, "shetruly isafool.”



"Ah, Andre," said he, taking my hand, "such amazements - she - oh, she. Do you want meto tell you
evaything?'

| flung off hishand and he laughed.

"Actudly," hesad, "for awhile, sheand I. Even when | took you there. | wanted to see what you
thought. Y ou know how | revere your opinion. But she has been in Paradys society less than amonth. |
met her one day in the Gardens. She wasin her carriage, do you see, and the little dog was wanting to
get out. So | bowed low and | said, Madame, alow meto take care of your little dcg.”

My heart lurched and roared. | said, "And what of him? The foreigner. HE's complacent, | takeit."

"Most complacent. He likes her to have lovers. Decoroudy, naturaly. Like anew dress, or anew string
of pearls”

"When do you expect to be replaced?”
Heleaned forward. "Kissme," he said. "Perhaps you may ill detect atrace of her. Try for it."

| struck him in the face; it was not enough and | had to hit him again. He sprawled backwards off the
sofa, and staggering up, came for me. We struggled in the lacy shade of the plane, and now and then
rolled together over itsroots. We had fought before, always vicioudy; continuous bouts of fighting in
childhood and adolescence had eventuadly ended in haphazard orgasm, and so the smilarly struggling,
thrusting, desperate union of sex. But thistime | seemed to want to kill him, and it was only my redlisation
of it that at last reined me back. | left him lying under the tree, went to the china bowl and scooped out
the last of the cherries. | knedled over him and crushed them into hisfair bruised face, his snow-blond
hair, and into the mudin of his cravat to sain it and his shirt more thoroughly than the blood. That done, |
abandoned him, spitting and weeping with hisfury and hurts.

My first impulse, next, wasto leave the house. Then | thought better of that. Let the ancestra mound
overlook afew more of the antics of thislizard.

| used the third of the bathrooms - cold water in the heat was not amiss - and dressed mysdlf, as before,
in one of the more breathtaking of his suits of clothes. His brushes through my red hair then, and his
mirrors to show me he had not left amark on me, but for acontusion aong my knuckles. The scarab
ring, however, had done him some damage, blacked his eyes and split hislip for him. Hewasvain.
Would he go to her like that, with his prettiness spoiled? Or maybe he would seek her mothering solace
inhispan.

With that under my arm, and hisfine garmentsal over me, | 1eft the house. | had heard nothing further of
Philippe, but | met Hans by the basement step. "Be careful,” | said, "how you take him those cherries.”

What would she be doing? The single Bell of Prayer was sounding from Our Lady of the Wounded
Rose, the shadows lengthening under walls, trees and gate-pillars. At this hour, lying on asofaas he had
done, probably, but indoors, out of the sun. Reading, the little white hound on her lap. Too hot gtill to
play the piano. And no one of any sophistication dined for three hoursyet, if at dl, Snceit had become
the rage for suppersat midnight, or one or two in the morning.

| reached the von Aaron house, announced my arriva, waslet in, and waited. | had thought of assuming
another name, but did she even remember the redl one?

The domestic came back and said. "Excuse me, monsieur, but Madame is resting, and not to be
disturbed.”



"Please tdl Madame, without disturbing her more than is essentid, thet | shal remain here, in her hallway,
until 1 have seen Madame.”

Off hewent again, and back he came again, and conducted me into adowngtairs sde-parlour. Y ou may
remainif you desire,” he said, "but Madame regrets she may have to keep you waiting along while."

"Tel Madame | will wait aslong asisnecessary. | imagine,” | added, "that eventualy your employerswill
think of moving house, and will then discover me, a skeleton, still propped in one of the chairs. Pray ask
Madame which, as| should hate to ruin afavourite by expiringinit."

When hewas gone, | poured myself abrandy from the decanter, then another, for | was misgiving and in
acold swesat. God knew, he might come down or in, and then | should haveto talk to him, the cuckold
whose horns apparently | wanted so badly to refurbish.

An hour passed. A small porcelain clock told me the news, chiming sweetly. Did she then remember me,
if only as unwelcome? If so, thiswasapoalitic ploy, for if sheleft meto kick my hedsasufficient time, |
must get bored, or only hungry, and skulk away. | looked about for something | could disfigure with a
secret message, something she must discover with time. If | were able, any more, to write anything, |
would have written of her, flayed her with her own self and my delirious fascination with it, and published.
Sent her acopy. Let her read a length and in detail, what she had been to me, | the magician who drew
every night her soul out of her body, remadeit into flesh, and over and over possessed it.

| expected she would never gppear, but after five more minutes, | turned, and found her in the doorway.
It was an afternoon gown she wore, arobe for reclining, dark, as previoudy. Her face was
expressionless and flat. Wasthis she? Was she only this, nothing else or more? Her eyes, after a second's
black burning, she lowered.

"Thank you," | said, "for coming down."

"I am afrad you have had to wait somewhile."
"I'mafraid | have."

"It isnot the hour for vigting."

Her eyeslifted, looked amile beyond me. She searched the horizon for something, or someone. But she
had come dive for me, by speaking, or only by exigting. Y es, she was more, much more.

"You received my letter,” | said.
"Ohyes, indeed | did receiveit.”

"But did not think to reply.” Nor did she think to now. | said, "Naturally, I'm no one you would have to
reply to. But it would have soothed my remorse.”

"Y ou redly should not suffer remorse, monsieur, on such dight occason.”
"| offended you. That was enough. So. Here | am again to offend you again, merely by my presence.”

"My husband," she said, "isabanker not ajeweller. For myself, | know nothing about jewes, exceptina
very ordinary way."

"Y ou told me, madame, the ruby wasrare and old."

"Whichwasadl | could possibly know of it."



"| added that, given five minutes done with you, | would tell you how | had come by the stone. Herewe
ae"

"No," shesaid, very quickly. "I'm not at dl interested, Monseur St Jean. Please excuse my frankness.”
| felt mysdlf go very white.

Walking straight across the room to her, before she could drift away or disappear through the partly
open door, | held out my book. It was preciousto me, aswere dl thethings| had written; even where |
despised thar inadequacy there was not one | would disown. Each toreitsway from my entrails. Each
had shortened my life, killed me with its own especid litde desth, regardless of any other thing | had ever
donewith or to mysdif.

"Please take this, madame. I'm aware you can't want it, abook by an unknown writer, doubly of no
consequence to you. But nevertheless.”

"Why should you wish meto have thisbook?' Her eyesfloated over its surface like black water.

"One day you might read it, madame. In, say, afit of aberration. And if you had forgotten me sufficiently,
you might even enjoy a passage, a sentence, aphrase, here or there.”

"Oh my dear Mongieur St Jean. This constant spectacle with which you present usdl, of your bleeding
body, mutilated by athousand wounds, pegged out for the vultures and our chariot-whedls dwaysto be
ayou."

| turned and threw the book, the precious book, on to the table by the decanter.
"l can say nothing tothat,” | said.
"Indeed," she said. "Do you think | want something that was hurled at me?"

"Giveit then," | said, "to your beloved Philippe. | must confess,” | said, "that | have rather marred his
looksfor you, if only temporarily. | hope that will not distress you too greetly."

She stared at me, with al her eyes, then walked by me, crossing the room to one of its windows.
"Areyou now resorting to blackmail, Monsieur St Jean?" she asked the Street outside.
| was angry with a child's anger, and could only choke it down, which left nothing to be said, for sure.

| thought, in ablinding, sickening horror, Y ou will not escape me. Y ou will not get away. The pin of the
pen, if not the lance of lugt, will go through you because of me. Redress - | must have something!

She said, "My husband, of course -

"Of course knows everything you do, and condonesit. Ask Philippe, he may tell you some of the things
/have done. I'd never want to cast stones, madame.”

That uttered, somehow, | walked out, into a place of despair, into an endless down-pouring of hell, not
knowing where | went.

All the cafes and the bars of my world would see me that night, and none would be any good to me.

As| stepped pardysed down the hill, someone came flying after me. | sarted round, and there was the
man from the door, bowing, and trying to give me something - abook. Mine.



"Forgotten in my hurry to leave,” | yelled at him, "did she say s0? Wait."

And drawing out my matches, | struck one, and wrenching the book from him, set firetoiit. | burnt it, my
book, so precious to me, there before the startled domestic, and amultitude effaces appearing like pale
turnipsin severd windows of the thoroughfare, attracted by my scream of anguish.

It did not burn dl through, but most of it was gone, when | gathered up the ashes and the brittled |eather,
and thrust them on the servant, who was gill waiting there patiently, as required.

"Take her that," | said. "Take her that "

He did not argue with me. He clumped stolidly off up Clock-Tower Hill, with ashesin hisarmsfor
Antoninavon Aaron.

"Antonina, | loveyou - | cannot say: as| have never loved another thing, for there are other things| have
loved so wdll - the night, the sun, music, beauty itsdlf, life itsdf. Yet dl thesethings| have loved are now
vauelessto me. Y ou have put out the light. Priestess of darkness, you.

"Antonina, even your name, even the misery you have afforded me, are worth more than anything | ever
owned. | would giveit dl awvay in exchange for you, even those scraps of ablazing talent, dl in
fragments, that you would never recognise, but which areall | have and am, and for which, soldly, if ever
remembered, remembered | should be.

"What can | do? | would murder you, | would cherish you. | would torture you and take you by force, |
would lie across your door and diefor you. But you want nothing of mine, or of me. Who ishe, you say,
if you think to say anything: ah, alittle second of annoyance. And to meyou are everything that exists.
The soul of my soul. Black light, by which | see.

"Oh, let me go down and find the waters of forgetful night, and drinking them underground, unremember
you. All memory take, your face, your voice, your eyes, al of you, till nothing remain -but till | would be
inagony, dl of you forgotten, yet dl of you unforgettable and with me till, my sin of omission - Lethe
leaves meto grieve, though | no longer know why."

This | wroteto her, and much, much besides. But did not trouble her withiit.

A month, it seemed to be a month, went by. Days and darknesses. Nightingales sang in the parks, and
one night fireworks burst over the city, it was the democratic decade of the Senate, Y ear Ten of
Freedom, acelebration. All Paradys stood initstrees, on its roofs and balconiesto watch. | watched. If
my heart would burst like one of those gunpowder lights, into stars, faling. Ah, it was not to be.

During the days, | lay on the bed, | dept when | could. At night | roamed the avenues, the squares, the
boulevards. | ressted the temptation to climb Clock-Tower Hill, or to scutter lizard-like to Philippe's
domicile and hammer on its doors and shutters.

| avoided the women in the placeswhere | drank. Some came mewing to me. | gave them money to go
avay.

Alone, in my room near dawn, | once or twice tried to summon up ademon, or something dead, to
instruct me. Numbed by wine and brandy, burning with spirits, | requested spirits of another kind to
cometo me. The candlestick, the gryphon ink-well moved, and papers flew about like birds. Hest filled
the room, then clinging cold, but al these hgppenings ultimatdly failed and went away, leaving nothing
behind them but acommon mess. The climax of manifestation had not been achieved.

Why should it be so difficult to die, soimpossibleto live?



My landlady trudged to my door, and asked meif she should summon adoctor.
"Why, madame, areyouill?"

She explained that she was not, but that | would seem to be, | had been screaming in the night again with
bad dreams.

"Thereisawindow," | said, "it dripsblood, it runswith tears.”
| heard them say on the narrow stairsthat | wasin the process of going mad and should be evicted.

Russe, who had found me at the Imago, attended on me from adiscreet distance as| spewed into a
gutter. When | was done with that, or it with me, he lifted me off my knees, and took meto hisown
lodging. Here | was placed in a clean bed, between sheets that had the fragrance of new bread and
lavender. His mistress kept house for him very nicely. | dept far into the new day in this unaccustomed
comfort. Then the two of them cameto perch by me, while she fed me milk and fruit.

When he sent her away again, he said to me, "Why do thisto yourself?"

| lay inthe marvel of the bed, watching the shadows of birds fan over the ceiling. Therewasabirdina
cage, too, very thrilled with itsdlf and tweseting, not aware of something missed.

"Weareeach given alife" | said, "do with it aswe may or must."

"There are other roads to the sewers and death,” he said, "more profitable and more gdlant than this."
"Take them, my dear Russe. Y ou are so solemn. Take them.”

"Over somewoman," hesaid. "Y ou bloody idiot. Y ou're behaving like some stupid girl yoursalf.”

| laughed, drearily, not without gppreciation of hiswit.

"Thisisnot being kind, my friend,” | said. "Nurture meif you must, or put me out on to the street. But let
me dowhat | aninclined to."

Hisgirl began to sing, charmingly, downgtairsin the house. | had never wanted that, the nesting proximity
of ashared life. Never.

Wheat then had | intended with her, my lady of shadows? Not to leave her with her husband, surdly,
enjoying her at random? No matter. No question could arise of it.

To make alittle conversation with grim Russe, lurking in his ancestral forests, responsible for hisfellow
men, | said, "And whereis my beloved erstwhile companion, Philippe?!

"My God," said Russe. "Y ou haven't heard. Well, you have been hearing nothing, have you, but the
sound of corks got out of bottles."

"Heard what?' | thought, He has run off with her. That will beit. It seemed at agreat distance. It did not
metter.

"Philippe has vanished. Fifteen days now, and sixteen nights. Even the City police are derted.”
| said, "Well, youwon't seehim again.”

"What?Why do you say that?"



"Hewill be out of the City, over the borders, with her.”
"With whom? What do you know of this, Andre?

"If he purloined her, how could he stay? The old banker might have wanted satisfaction after dl. Old
bankers are notorioudy unpredictable.”

"If you are spesking,” said Russe siffly, "of the von Aaron woman, she has nothing to do with this. Sheis
in her house. She holds her salon twice aweek now. Mogt fashionable. Everybody goesthere.”

The bed seemed to dip away under me, aboat casting off to sea.
"Hetold me he was her lover.”

"Probably helied to you. Sheis supposed to be virtuous. Oh come, Andre. Philippe - is that what began
this-'

| wanted to get up, | was not certain why. | had some notion | should go over to Philippe's house, and
that he would be there. Then, since nothing e se could then conceivably have happened, | might refind
myself aso. If | wished to. She no longer seemed apart of me. | had drunk Lethe, al the brandy-black
glasses of it, and after al, did not recdl her quite. Nearly faceless now, just the cowl of hair, the coal's of
the eyes - Her voice, murmuring something foul to me.

Russe would not let me get up. Hisgirl ranin and joined hislament. | lay back down again.

In the middle of the night, when they were making love below, and the tweety-bird dept, | got out of the
bed of bliss and dressed and crept down the house with my bootsin my hand. Someone had polished
them, these boots, as| saw by the glow of the moon and the street light outside the door. Polished the
boots, laundered al my {"thy linen, cleaned and brushed my coat. It was Philippe's coat too, in fact. |
had kept it, to go drinking in, to write and weep and vomit while wearing, to diein along some dley
gutter. Wdll, better return it now.

From Our Lady of Ashes camethefour o'clock bell.

| shambled towards the Wall Quarter, the old City barricade that once fenced Paradys above theriver.
Sometimes | laughed at the moon, she looked o like anun, a priestess, with her bloodless face cowled

by night.

The shuttered house too was gaunt in the moonlight. Wasit not somewhat like atal thin skull,
eye-sockets, nogtrils, cave of mouth with its teeth knocked out. And what about that phalanx of round
attic windows above? Of course, the scars of the bullets which had gone through the brain and killed it

long ago.

(Inaskull then, the lizards played, darting, fighting, resting. And they had stored clothing, swords and
books, and a rocking-horse, behind the bullet-holes.)

The bdl jangled mournfully. It seemed to echo away over the chasms of the City. Would anyone come,
at thishour, to let mein? So frequently Philippe, with the door key, much later than this, would gointo
fined one of them, Hans or Poire, dozing on the wooden seat in the halway.

A lamp fluttered up behind the glass. A face pressed itsdf there, like aprisoner's, staring out at me.

The door was opened.



"Good morning, Hans™

"Yes, mongeur.”

"Ishe aweke?'

"Not here, monsieur. No. Haven't you heard?"

"Ohthat. Heis here. Hiding from usdl. Don't you remember he used to do that, asarevolting child. He
hid congtantly from his hysterica mother, and the nurse. But | recollect every hiding place."”

| cameinto the house, and Hans alowed it. He looked bovine, and anxious, he looked wilful, too, for |
was not the master here. | was the impecunious writer, Philippe's guest, and other things.

But then again, | had accustomed them to obeying me, or to tolerating my commands.
He stood there stolidly now, feet planted, relaxed.

"Comeon," | said. "Wewill search him out.”

"Yesmongeur," said Hans.

He plodded after me. Very likely he thought | was drunk, and was humouring me. For Philippe might
abruptly return and chastise him otherwise; Philippe might even be behind it dl.

We searched the lower floor fird, the two parlours and the dining room. (We would leave the basement
area, | told him, the servants cdlls, until thelast.) Philippe was not there, so upstairs we went. Still he was
not found. In thelibrary he did not concedl himself in the curtains or among the volumes. Beneath the
massive desk there seemed some chance of locating him, but neither was he there. We ascended to the
bedrooms. Hans was tired now, and had begun to remonstrate with me, for the game was gross and silly.

"He'shere" | said. "Can't you tell?!
"No, monsieur."
"Heis"

Beyond the last bedroom - its canopy investigated, and even the chamber-pot dragged from under the
niching - the gallery led acrossto the bathrooms at the rear.

The lamp fdtered in this corridor, trying to give up its ghost, as disillusioned now as Hans.
"Trim thewick. | meanto find the bastard.”
Unhappily, Hanstrimmed away, and the light steadied as| squinted into the one-panelled privy.

A kind of coldness seemed to flow aong this upper floor, disuse perhaps, for he had apparently been
gone dl the while, those sixteen nights. Or some essence of demons had been trapped between the wdlls,
left over from his seance, and from the ghost-girl. But it was like absence rather than presence.

Hans began sneezing nervoudy.
"For God'ssake quiet,” | said, asif afraid to disturb something.

Why? Surely Philippe must know we were upon him?



The largest of the bathrooms, the remnant of the bath-house which had formerly stood separate from the
rest of the building, raised its marble facade into the lamp-smear. Philippe had favoured this one's round
tub mogt often. | kicked the door wide open, and the watery light fell in.

The sinking moon was there before it, coming sideways through from the vanes of glassin the roof. And
there, below, Philippelay, in the bath.

Hans gave ahigh, pig's squedl. He did not drop the lamp; habit, presumably, not to break his master's
things

After alongtime, | said, "Did you never think to come up here?’

"Oh monsgieur,” he bleated, "only yesterday - and the maids, to clean - it was always done, every day - '
"Then it seems he came homethis evening.”

"No, no," he said, panting now and sobbing. "No, not possible—'

"Not through the front door then,” | said. | looked from Philippe's uptilted unlistening face, towards the
glass vanes. One stayed open. "Climbing on to the roof over the attics,”" | said, "they let him down
through the skylight. How curious. How agile.”

Hewas clothed in shirt and breeches, his coat and linen were gone, he was barefoot. He was white with
asolid thick whiteness, like plaster. The dengity of his pallor, though not its colour, clogged the room,
which waslikeawinter vault.

"Go down," | said. "Get Poire and the others. Send someone for the police.” He stuttered, and shook.
"Don't takethelamp,” | cried out in aritud fear. Heimplored me. "Take it then. Chrigt, therésthe

In the cold moonshine then, and alone, | went and looked into Philippe's waxwork mask of plagter. His
eyeswere shut, and hislips parted. His hair now was darker than his skin. He did not resemble anyone |
knew, and seemed dead a year, though it could not have been more than aday.

The bruises and cuts of the besting | had given him were dl healed. Only the barber's gash had not gone
from histhroat, or it was afresh one. Prom the puffy dark mottling on his neck, one long dried trickle of
blood had flowed out black, running down under his shirt, down to where the nipple had checked it.
Therewasasmilar dbrason on theinside of hisleft wrigt, and the deave there was stained, plummy,
under the moon.

Then | saw - he had not been quite dead, when returned. No, not quite, for on the bottom of the bath, in
his blood, the artist had been drawing, as he had once drawn in the spilledink... | looked closdly. |
thought | could make out the indication of ahorse, dender and running, with adender hooded thing leant
forward on its back - and before that, two dender running hounds -

"Philippe" | said, urgently, asif hewould hear me.

What must | fed?1 had spent it al, al emotion, dl sickness, for her. | was bled out and had nothing over
to offer him. Drained like the window of itslight, like Philippe of hisblood.

| sat down on thefloor by the bath, in the coldness of his death, to wait awhile, to seeif he could catch
meup.

Called to apainted hall in the Senate Building, I, with severa others, was asked various questions. Russe,



my surety, described to the officias, while clerks busly scribbled, how | had been taken sick, and spent
anight and day in hishome, overseen continuoudy by himself and MademoisdleY -, whom he did not
wish to bring into the affair unlessit were unavoidable. Philippe could not have been dead more than an
hour or so, when found in the bath-house, this the doctors had quickly verified. Besides, the operation
acrosstheroof, the lowering through the vanes, these postulated severa persons labouring in unison.

One by one, forming into irked and vocal groups, Philippe's friends, amours, money-lenders, debtors,
and scavengers extraordinary were summoned, quizzed, and dismissed to pace the antechambers.

One sensed that, with dl the muck that came swiftly to the surface, the murder of Philippe seemed not
only inevitable but perhaps aestheticaly fitting, to the members of this Senate Investigatory Committee.

At notimedid | think | would be apprehended for anything, despite having arrived at an unsocia hour
and plainly knowing the exact whereabouts of the body. Such behaviour wastoo pat for an assassin, or if
| were one, they could not be bothered with me. At length, they turned usall out on the street, as
innocent. The Committee had got hold of the idea that some enemy from Philippe's past had done the
heinous deed, then fled over the northern borders. This was deemed a proper programme. They liked it,
and did not like any of us. If asingle murderer had been proved in our midgt, | think it would have
disgusted them, for evidently theitinerary of Philippe'slife had not pleased. They desired the whole thing
filed rgpidly and put in acabinet.

The death of Philippe was discussed generdly after that. Many theories, including that of an ingenious
suicide, were aired. At the Iron Bowl afight broke out, and at the Cockatrice two more, though the
Surprise and the Imago remained quiet. Indeed, under the black beams of the Imago’s medievd roof,
they concocted weird scenarios of witcheraft. It was the Devil who rode over Philippe's attics and
dropped the corpse into the tub. Had there not been adrawing, in blood, to that effect, all over the walls,
ceiling and floor? Better ask Andre, who had found the remains.

When any of them came to badger me, they found me out, adeep, or drunk.

"Wadl, and are you to grace the funerd?' said Le Marc, who had cornered me at last, partidly sober, ina
library of the Scholar's Quarter. "Y ou had better go. Y ou may want to write about it later on."

Thiswas quite true. Besides, | had known him amogt dl hislife. | would haveto put him to rest
somehow, and to seethelid of the

The Book of the Damned coffin's ponderous cigar-box closed on him might be the only way.

What afunerd thiswas. What abrave quantity of followers. Ancient fragile aunts had come from their
towered and chimneyed cranniesin the pastora suburbs of Paradys, supported by equally elderly
retainers. They doddered on each others armsin black lace mittens, stove-pipe hats, and veils. Had
Philippe ever met any of them, or remembered them? Relics outliving his disastrous sprint of youth, did
they hopeto be hisheirs? (It transpired that in away | was, he had |eft me aquantity of largely
unspecified, useless and bizarre treasures from the attics, to be collected by mysdf at my own
inconvenience. A patronising, perfectly suitable bequest. Odd he had made awill. We stood amazed.)

Hisfriends, if such wewereto be called, dso arrived at the graveyard gate. And, apart from this
gathering of vultures, the morbidly curious of the neighbourhood strolled up to teke astare.

The memorial wasto be conducted in the Martyr Chapd of the Sacrifice; he was then to be ladled into
the ancestra vault behind the Temple-Church.

"Hallowed ground,” said Russe, to whom Philippe had bequeathed three huge clocks and a dresser too



big for any of hisrooms. "But he died godless, of course.”

The most savage of the vultures had found dark clothesto wear. | wore the coat | had stolen from him
thelast time, when | crushed the cherriesinto his mouth and hair.

The absurdities of hiswill, as| had heard them out, kept recurring in my mind. The jokes were too
contemporary. They would not have worked when we had dl grown old. He must have known hewould
dieyoung.

Trap after trap drew up with its black horses and black ribbons, disgorging more and more derelict
aunts. Then at last came the coal-black coach, whose black horses, like the steeds of Pluto, had each a
black flame of plume upon its head. The overcast was dso turning black. It wasahot and airless
afternoon, with a sudden rough, smilarly airlesswind, that tore between the trees of the buria garden,
while theimmovable massive hills of the Temple-Church pushed up at the monumenta sky. We, whipped
and blown about below, were of no importance, but anxious not to face the facts, we went on playing at
our r6les. Out came the coffin, nails aready firmly hammered home. Supposing he had changed his
mind? That would be like him, crashing forth in the midst of the service, cursing and shouting for hisvaet,
inineffable bad taste.

But the professiond porters of death had the coffin up on their shoulders now, and bore it away along the
grave path. The aunts were permitted to go next, then the rest of us. Somehow | walked the very last, an
afterthought.

| was not paying much attention to any of it, the stony fields of asphodd , the shaggy bear-like cypresses.
The Chapel, with pale windows, lay ahead, and we would all get there.

Then came anoise behind me, another carriage, arriving late, pulled up, horses snorting, passengers
dismounting, the gawpers at the gate, with amurmur, giving way. | halted, and turned. Along the path
towards me walked the illustrious banker-baron, von Aaron, in darkest, greyest mourning, and on his
arm, her feet scarcely touching the gravel, she. | took two long steps back, out of their path, standing asif
at attention beside an angel on a pedestal of basalt.

Asthey went by, von Aaron nodded to me, not looking into my face, but quite courteoudy, asif out of
consideration for my grief. She did not look anywhere, but straight ahead. Her habitua black was
augmented by a strange dramatic black vell, like amantilla, raised on apearl comb, covering her hair and
also most of her face.

When they were gone, when they and the rest of the funeral had quite vanished into the Chapd, | went
after. The usher was shutting the door as| stayed himto get in.

A full house. | did not look for anyone, but stood at the back, aone.

The windows had closed with the afternoon's darkness. When the wind clawed at the building, the
candlesflounced. Quickly, quickly, let it be over with. | rested my head amoment on the stone of apillar,
wondering how many others, overcome by thisinsidious faintness, might have done so. | must think. But
why, and of what?

For example, had that running man come up the very path we had taken, had he reached this place?|
considered. Not the Church, certainly, with its sacred dtar of sanctuary, not that, for then how could
Satan have clamed him. Where, among the angels and gargoyles, the marble praying children and stone
wregths, had the black hounds pulled him down? | had trodden in the face of his ghost. Or imagined the
whole episode. Did | find thered ring in adrain?



The Chape was mumbling now with spoken responses, the words of the priest in amagpie gown of
white and black stripe. Everything swung to and fro, like aship in aduggish sorm. Rain pummelled the
windows. The shut doors shook. Another |atecomer was wanting to get in. What was out there? What
rider on what long-maned mare of the daytime night? Of the endless night, inescapable night, washing
round us, which would have usdl. Antonina, save me from thisdark, this precipiceinto which I, with dl
theworld, must fal -

Thank God, it wasfinished. | drew aside again, and let the porters and the cigar-box go out, and the tide
of flesh and crepe, the aunts twittering and sniffling now. And caught in the tide, the cameo of aface
under the water of itsveil -

The graveyard had become a desert sailed by cloud.

It was an old mausoleum, and it leaned. Through the tilted doorway they took him, and left him behind
there. Some of the aunts were now being assisted. The smell of aqua-vitae travelled up the dopeto me.
Hisfriends broke and ran, waving their arms. They must hold awake now, what €l se was to be done?
Drink the man down.

Asthe crowd thinned, separated, dissolved, some of it toiling or hurrying past me, | redised therain had
begun.

| stood in therain, indifferently trembling, and watched the banker talking quietly to the priest. The door
to the vault stayed open. Shewasinsde. Did no onethink that strange?

Of course, none of them mattered. Props, strawboard things, not redl at all.

| walked down the dopein great strides, and went past them and by them, as probably they gazed at me
distractedly, and up to the narrow, lopsided door of the darkness, and through.

Therewas an array of stone boxes, the family of Philippe adready foregathered, but the coffin, being
brand new, was shining on itsdab in the light of the white candles.

She was poised the dab's other side, her veil off her face, her naked hand lying on the coffin top, with a
crimson rose between the fingers. As| entered, shelet the flower go. Shelet it lie there, adrop of
reckless colour on the dark. It might only have been her excuse for coming in, but was not even that -
what had she said to me? - rather improper ? To drop the bloody tear of aflower on the coffin of one's
salon's mere occasional visitor. A cliche, too, madame, of the worst, and you waited, static asadoall, for
me, or someone, to comein and seeyou do it.

| said, "But you do not like red. Are you insulting him then, madame, his poor hel pless body?"
Shesad, "My husband isjust outside.”
"Don't beafraid,” | said, "the extensve branches of his hornswould never let him through the doorway."

"You are s0 very insolent. Arrogant and rude. Y ou were from the very first. Do you suppose the earth
turns around you, monseur?'

"Aroundyou,” | said. "As| seeit.”
The candleslit her eyes, Hill velled dwaysfrom mine.
"You observe," shesad, "how | am placed. | have ahusband, and aposition in society.”



"And alover, previoudy."
"Thereis nothing," shesad, "for you.”

| could not mention that they had murdered Philippe, one or other or both of them, for she would then
resort to the former accusation of blackmail. Otherwise everything just said was irrdevant. Neither the
dab nor the box was very wide. | leaned across them and did my hands around her throat and brought
my mouth againgt her pale cool skin. Beause she did not struggle, there was nothing turbulent or
unwieldy, nothing to ruffle the deathly serenity of the tomb. It was dso quitefitting that | should kiss her
over hiscorpse.

Shelet me, did not stay me or cry to implore help, but her lack of resistance wasitself astay. Neither did
she concede. She had no scent, no odour at al, only perhapsthe faintest fragrance in her hair, like the
clean fur of acat that has been out on achill moonlit night. Her eyes were shuit, to exclude me, no
concession ether there. Then they opened, and | saw them stare beyond me, to the horizon. | had only
pressed her lipsgently. | st my mouth to her cheek, and temple, and the smooth bone of the jaw
beneath the ear. The lobe of the ear held no jewd, but atiny incison remained iniit, for ajewe’'s piercing.
With that, where | had not ventured to part her lips, | allowed my tongue an instant for its curiogty. Then
| took her hands and kissed them in their turn, the palms, the strong and dlender backs, where the two
slver rings pressed againgt the knuckle-bones, the wrists, they wereicy cold, dipped up from some lake
within apiano of snow mountains, rinsed in liquid music, over and over, they burned ten freezing notes
across my mouth, beforel let her go.

"You say tome," | told her, "thereis nothing for me, of you. Perhaps not, perhaps not.” I, now, did not
look at her. It seemed to methat, this being the case, her eyes were fixed on meintently, terribly. "But
thereés no use your telling me anything, or warning mein this conventional mode. | am beyond any such
pale. What you say ismeaningless. Do you think | have no spirit, Antoning, that | can be told, can be
instructed, how | may or may not desire you? Do you believe my emotions are so volatile they will
smply evaporate at one sensible soullesslittle word? What am 1?'Y our servant? No. You arein my
blood now. Y ou've coloured everything, stained me, just the way blood stains. I'm marked by you
indelibly. It will never come out, the bloody dye of what you are. Stained through and through.”

Each act, even unfinished, or unbegun, knows for itsdlf its proper completion. | 1eft her a once, and went
out, into the air and daylight which seemed neither.

The wet heat dmost struck me down, the darkness. VVon Aaron was standing solicitoudy at my elbow.
"Mongeur &t Jean, you do not look well."

"How isit," sad |, "that you know my name?"'

"But you have been so good asto cal on us, in company with your friend.”

"Yes. | hardly thought it was through my literary glories”

"l must repeet, mongieur, you are not a al well. This shocking business of the gentleman who has died. ..
Our carriageis below. May we have the pleasure of driving you to your home?"

"Why did you come here?" | said. The rain teemed round me, making everything unstable, shifting and
falling down; my condition would not maiter.

"To pay our respects, naturdly.”
"Naturdly. Y ou should dissuade your wife from wasting flowers on the dead. A slly custom. They do



better in the houses of the living, or growing in the ground.”

"Monsieur, monsieur, can't | entreat you to reason?’ He smiled, encouraging me. A wave of deadly
nausea passed through me. | fought it away. On my lips, the touch of her icy fingers ftill burned ten times
over, on and on.

"You aretoo kind," | said. "Y our wife would perhaps not like it, some wretched stranger in your
carriage, at such amoment. Good day."

As| crossed through the graveyard, | seemed to see an old man flitting about there, huddling down
behind the stones, and two black dogs, dicked by wet, questing without hurry.

Onthe cobbled dley, | walked in my trance. Therain rushed by, asit had that other day. | felt | might die
before | reached the bottom of the hill. There was some sickness on me, some plague, something. Gladly
| welcomed it. Come thou sweet night, close mine eyes.

And al the books unwritten. Well, let them go.
And dl the songs unsung.

And Philippein hisbox, not hearing therain.
"They'reto close up the house."

"Likethe damnable coffin itsdlf.”

"Boarded. The neighbours are complaining, there are noisesin the night. Hoary old Father
Mouse-whiskers, that priest, has been asked to perform an exorcism. But is afraid to. Must apply to his
Holinessto seeif hemay.”

"The servants meanwhile hold drunken partiesin the basement. They don't give a that for any phantoms.”

"But whatever ese, Andre," said Le Marc, "if you don't go there and collect those bits he | eft you, you
will never get them. The bailiffsmen are dso reportedly to goin. A debt or two unsettled, we are given to
understand.”

The onset of the soft and tender illness, which for aweek now had sustained me with its shadow, had
enabled meto resume my life. | would not have to put up with living much longer. So, aswith an
unwanted love shortly due to depart for ever more, | could afford to be palite. It might take months, of
course, but months were nothing. Even ayear or two was possibly to be borne. Every lissom overture of
the malai se pleased me. It was sensuous, fastidious. A weakness, aloss of gppetite, even of the appetite
for drink, the desire to deep agreat while. The vague aching of the limbswaslike alullaby. | needed only
to surrender, to collapse, for it to sink into addicious nothing ambient to al the physica senses. There
wasthe invalid's concupiscence aso, febrile, intense, and entirely easy to accommodeate, uncaring of
object. From the depths of dumber | returned with an awareness of wonderful dreams, glowing with
enjoyment and colour. Free of me, | waswhole. | had begun to write, an outburst that surprised and
energised me. Working, | passed through the outposts of the dulcetly aching messenger of deep or
sexuality, passed through with bright banners of words starting from the pen amost faster than my
thoughts could envisage them. .. Surdly faster than theink could set them down. Until undenigble
exhaugtion at length put paid to me, snuffed me out and let me free again for that other world inside,
beside, beneath, above, wherever it was, the heaven of my invention, liberty.

In this condition | was amenable too. | would heed, and sometimes be kind. Now | would get up and
hire a carter for afew copperswith his cart, and go to Philippe's house. | would climb, abeit dowly, up



to the attics, and rummage, and take, and go away again.

Despair, theworst of al thedeadly sins, sinceit isdenid of the sdf, of the god-in-sdf, Snceitisso
seductive, like the snow-degth, so warm. Ah, who would tear himself to pieces when he might lie down
in such arms, in comfort, and cease. Bless you, my despair, my dear and loving despair. So painlesdy
you take my pain away. Oh Father, by no means dash the cup from my lips -

The carter was solicitous. The wind was cold today, he said, blow-ing from the north. He tucked my
muffler about my throat and did up the buttons of my grestcoat asif | were hischild. It was entertaining.
On theroad where | was going, scarves and coats were not necessary. He had had a sad life, the carter,
all about which hetold me as he pushed the cart, on our journey up to the Wall Quarter. Dear friend, |
nearly said, Why not abandon hope. Why not do as | do, and escape. Perhaps he had aready
contracted the plague from me, if it was contagious. Then again, the thought of him asacompanion ona
trip to the Underworld, constantly retelling episodes of his misfortuned days, as now he did, decided me
againg hisincluson in my party. One might ask Charon, of course, to push him off the boat into the River
Styx. But you could not be sure of Charon. | had seen ferrymen like him, plying their dender vessals
through the morning mists along the City river, looking for fish, or that night's drowning victims, who might
offer agem or a pocket-watch, or afine head of hair to hack off and sell the wig-makers. Charon would
be of that sort, maybe. Of some sort, anyway. For | did not suppose only nothing lay beyond the great
gate.

| fell adeep as| waked, and the carter woke me solicitousy when we reached the house. | reminded him
he should wait for me. He did not say, why ese had he come?

"Takecare" hedid say. "Y ou're not looking too well, young gentleman.”

The domestics were now al out of Philippe's house, or ese hiding under the boardslike mice. Not alight
showed, though the Street was dready cast for night. In the west, framed by the dligator scales of the
roofs, ared sunset. The dome of the Observatory would appear to have awinged dragon seated upon it,
but that was a cloud, or some hdlucination. | turned from it in puzzled pleasure, and used the key with
which Philippe's executors had presented me.

Inside, the dimming house would soon be black. | would not bother to light alamp, | should be able to
find some candles upstairs. As| ascended, here and there a carnation shaft struck through the shuttered
windows from the sky. One such pierced through the ruby scarab, that today | had put on again, red
through red, such a colour the eyes were besotted by it. | stopped afull minute, gazing, until the sun had
moved. Were her lipsasred as that, her cheeks that red, after she had drunk the blood of Philippe? The
old stories said so, but | did not credit it, any morethan | trusted her hands could ever grow warm.

The Devil, the Devil isinit. But where?

On each floor | paused to ret, supporting mysalf on the bannister, breathing with awonderful avareness
of air, the machinery of lungs and heart. | bypassed the floor of the bathroomswithout aqualm or even a
jibe. On thefind landing, below the atic stair, something was different. | had begun to breasthein long
gasps. My heart beat untidily- My head swam, but it was not from weakness but in a dreadful resurgence
of drength.

My sinews, my very skeleton, seemed to toughen. Blood coursed, eyes went black, then cleared to a
sharp perception.

| stared upward, to shadows where the attics began. Then took the steps, opened the door, and went in.

Therewasthe clutter of centuries, much of it older than the house. Every one of the brief lizards had left



something, like apebble laid on acarn. Remember me!

What had Philippe |eft, then? What had he |eft for me? Some pricel ess volumes, some costume bodice of
his mother's, crusted with pearls? No, | did not care at al. Already, ingtantly, across the stacks and
mounds, the pillars and tomb-stones of things, | was searching. And there, around window, shutterless,
was burning with the last of the red sky. In its path balanced the wooden rocking-horse, black lacquer,
with hisfearful grin of teeth, his maenad eyes, and thin blood skimmed on his back from the sunset.

| walked on, stepping around and over things. As| passed him, | touched his rump, to make him go. He
cresked and leisurely fell into the motion, sounding like an oar grunting initslock. Such sinsthat black
horse knew, such confessons. Thefirst taste of lust from the thrust of his hard lacquer saddle between
the thighs, thefirst taste of flight, of getting away, poetry, vison, death-wish, dreams -

Booksall over thefloorsand | stepped on them. Where the Italian chest squared across the window, a
movement, too. Then she stood on glass-paned red fire, black-cloaked, cowled like apriest - Yes, the
Devil wasinit.

| felt her eyes, before | saw them; they drew me forward. If | had been bound, unable, physicaly, to go
to her, my spirit would have gone to her in spite of the flesh, and my heart leapt out of my body. No.
There was no need of that. No chain could have held me, seeing her there, her eyeslooking into mine.

"l have been waiting for you," she said. Her voice was very low, very dark. It did not seem to come from
her at al, but out of the light, the shadow. "Since the funerd, | have come here each evening. Seven days,
seven nights”

There must have been akey he had given her. Or did she melt through walls, the way her kind might do -
not her kind. Therewas only Antonina

"Such protestations,” she said. "Then to make mewait.”
"l was herewithyou," | said. "I must have been.”

"Yes, | think you were. Sometimes, aflicker of the edge of your deeve, your hair catching aburnish.
There, or there. Y our ghost. But now, it isyou.”

There were a so books scattered round the chest. Standing on them, careless of them as | had been, had
made her taler than me. She stood above me, in the hao of the dying window, like amadonna. | could
only just make out the palor of her face, which | had kissed, the pale mouth, but the eyes, like the voice,
were in a separate dimension. They lived and blazed on their own.

| did not ask her why she had changed to me. It was superfluous; besides, only this made any sense. The
denid wasthelie.

"Y our husband?' | inquired, with no conviction.

But she answered dilly, "Hewill do as| tell him. Heisonly my servant. He servesme. Him | may tell and
ingruct what he may desire of me."

"What now?'
"Whatever you wish," shesaid.

"Andyou?' | sad. "You, oh, you."



She put out her hand and touched me then, first my forehead between the eyes, next the base of my
throat, then above the heart. Findly shetook up my left hand and touched the ruby ring. | felt each touch,
cold flame, like akiss on my forehead, starting aracein my breast. Even through the stone of thering, |
fdt her.

Shesad, "I divinethat you understand, Andre St Jean.”

Her eyeshdd me, closeto her, held mefar off. | could do nothing to her yet, she would tell me when,
and very soon.

"Philippe's not watching,” | said.
" thought that you imagined he might be."

"No. He believed in nothing. No god. Nothing beyond himsdlf as he was. Nothing after death. He's dead
then."

"But you believe differently. In God, do you believe in God, Andre?!
"DeathisGod," | sad. "LifeisMan. The day we are born begins our love affair with death.”
Now, said her eyes.

| stepped up on the books with her and she dipped down to alittle height, her head against my shoulder,
tilted back, her lips parting. Her hair was "like ariver flowing through my hands, and the hooded cloak,
and under it her skin, only some silken thing between us, and her smdl, her beautiful breasts -

We did down beside the carved chest, on to the dust and the books, with the window turning wan and
grey above us. We did into the dark -

(Once, somewhere on the shores of those black spaces, the rocking-horse stirred, settling, asif someone
had climbed up on to his back).

How dow the rhythm, now, the rhythm of Degth's River - it was she who guided me, through the deep
spirdsof theriver's course, its deepest pools. Starsfilled the attics, splashed on the air.

Ecdasy was dways near, it came and went, swelling, singing, widening, never finished, never begun. Her
coldness was warm now, like the snow. Her lipswhich had come to my throat so quietly, had begun to
burn. Her lipswerefire. She drew me down and down, into the caverns of the night, where sometimes,
far away, | heard mysdf groan, or her murmuring voice like afeather drifting - Her mouth wasfireand
her body was snow and the cradling night held both of us. The long endless resonant spasms came and
went and came and went like the throb of strings, like the circling wake of the dender boat. She wasthe
ferryman. 1t seemed to me | had not ceased to look at her. That never once, meeting mine, her burning
eyes had closed.

It was dmost morning, and al the stars had died... Whose face wasthis, peeking into mine so dolefully?
And these damned hands, fiddling with me, worrying at me.

| struck him off. Herecoiled.
"Oh mongeur. Christ knows, | thought you were adead man."

| was lying flung across the volumes and the old carpets of the attics. Above me towered ahill of carven
chest, and over there the wooden horse with its mad and pitiless eye. Between, miles up above me, the



carter with acandle, and the bloom of fase dawn on him from the window.

"I waited for you, monsieur. And then, | confess, | went and got mysdlf adrink or two. A cold study it
was, waiting out there. But | thought, Well, he knowswhat he's about | suppose. But then, having come
back, and nothing in the cart, the bell goesfor midnight. | knock on the door. No answer. Sothen | curl
up, inmy cart, see, and | take amite of deep. No trouble. Once some woman passes. | think to myself,
Did she come out of the house, now? Is that it? But then she vanishes away and | forget her. ThenI'm
blowing on my fingersfor the cold, wishing I could do the service for my toes, and findly | hear five
o'clock. Up to the door again, and now it's open.

So | think then you meant me to come up, and up | come. What a house, monsieur. Horrible, so dark,
and empty. They said in that drinking-place, it's haunted by the young man that died here. Vicious
murder. But you know that. Then | can hear anoise. | nearly perish of fear | don't mind admitting.”

Through dl this| had lain on my back, smiling, my eyestaking in the beamsin the pointing celling,
watching the light begin to return from the dead, the Sky deciding if it would put on pinkness or only
paleness. What sound could he possibly have heard? Some moan from me, perhaps, sprawled here with
my shirt open and my breeches unbuttoned, aludicrous shambles of some dream | had been having of a
woman | wanted to possess.

"It wasthat rocking-horse," said the carter, "creaking and bucking away. No one on it, unlessit was you,
monsieur, and you fell off. Wéll, then, here you are. | reckoned you'd been set on. Blood-stains on your
shirt. But there'sabite there, on your neck. That will be arat, no doubt of it. The houseisfull of them, all
rustling away behind the wals. Now if you'll listen to me, you should go straight to a doctor with that bite.
Nor you shouldn't have brought alady here."

Still on my back, | took out some money, and tossed it to him. He caught it, but looked a me
reproachfully.

Ashewatched me, | sat up and put my clothesto rights. The blood that spotted my shirt had dried to the
colour of rotten plumsin the haf-light. It was the way Philippe's blood had appeared to me. When | tried
torise, | fell.

The carter aided me down al the sairs.
It was true then. Not adream. Not, not a dream. Antonina-
"And you have afever, you're burning,” the lugubrious carter congratul ated me.

| had not collected my bequest. The carter, not |, closed the door of Philippe's house with a senechd's
attention. Then, strong-armed, he put meinto his cart, where | lay semi-conscious, euphoric. In this
manner | was trundled home, to my landlady's dismay.

| threw mysdlf on my bed, clothed and stupid. Let them have the day, any who wanted it. Seep, let me
deep. Tonight | would go back to her. And she would cometo me.

Thinking of her, as she had been for me, al of it rushed up and overpowered me. Down | fdll, through the
abyss of the bed, past a grinning rocking-horse with the spectre of Philippe cavorting on its back, past
Baron von Aaron in awaiter's uniform, past pages of my books, my childhood, past dl the hours of my
life, seen aswhen drowning.

Unfinished, the manuscript lay on the table before the window. There was no need to write any more of
it. Let meliveit now, quickly through, to the last sentence. And there end. Amen.



When | woke again, it was very late. | wakened with the knowledge of having made agrievous error -
oh God, the midnight bell was sounding from Our Lady of Ashesover theriver. What had | done?

| must get up, find myself clean linen, run acrossthe City to the house -
| remember | reached the table where the manuscript lay. Nothing el se.

| woke again, asin anightmare, somehow on the bed and dawn was returning. Someone must help me
now. Some demon or angel. My head seemed full of the galloping of hoofsas| hurried about. But | was
stronger. | could wash mysdlf, | could ook into the pitted mirror and even pick up the razor with asteady
hand.

How long before | could be ready, how long before | could essay the stairs, the streets? My plan was
aready made. | must go directly to the house on Clock-Tower Hill. She had said, he was her servant,
nothing e se. The only impediment had been Antonina herself, when shewas afraid of me, before she
surrendered hersdlf to the truth.

There was straw on the roadway. This meant that someone on that wealthy avenue was serioudy ill. They
had put it down to muffle the whedls and hoofs of passing traffic, but therejvas aso aliveried man Stting
in the gate, to make sure of proper silence, and perhapsto turn away visitors before they jangled the
door bell. It was her gateway he was seated in, and he wore the banker'slivery.

| went up to him. "What isthe matter? |s the Baron unwel?' 'No, monsieur. It isMadame who isvery
gck." | gaped at him, and he, more circumspectly, a me. | was dishevelled enough. The day, growing
hot, beat down on us both. "Y ou say - she - Madame von Aaron - issick.” 'Y es, mongieur. Monsieur,
please don't go up to thedoor.” '‘But | - must - | will inquire of the Baron -' 'Very well, monsieur. | will
seetoit. Who shall | say?" | swallowed, my throat seemed engorged and hurt me. | glared at the man
haughtily. "Say Andre & Jean." 'Very well, monsieur. One moment.” And leaving his post, he went in and
around out of my sight, presumably to aside door. | waited afew minutes, expecting to be turned away,
to make some scene there on the pavement before the house, having a picture of running to awindow
and smashing throughiit.

Weasit aplague, the ancient one called the Death? Had we both caught it, she and |, in the house near to
the Obelisk where they had burned the corpses centuries ago? Only a hundred years ago, it had
returned, that plague. Cloaked death had stalked the City. The crematory chimneys had turned the day
sky black, the sky of night into blood, with their ceassless smokes - so many of the writers of the day
had |eft accounts of it in their journals.

"Please come with me, mongeur.”

The doorman was back. He took me up to the front door, which had now opened. Inside, another man
led me over the polished floor, into the Side-parlour where I had been shown previoudy, and there left
me

Would it happen again? She, coming in, telling me shewas afraid | had had to wait. And then would | fall
on her like awolf, unable to control either lust or terror? Why did you shut up the house thisway? Oh, to
be freefor you, only for you, she would answer me.

The blinds were down. The room sank in adull parchment shade. Even thelittle clock had left off ticking.
My hands shook, | paced about. Then the door opened. | turned to it with astifled shout. The Baron
entered.

He looked more frightened than |, that was thefirst, the only thing | really noticed.



"Itisvery good of youto cdl," hesad.

| stared a him. We had both gone mad. Dispense with these ramblings then.
"Tell mewhat has happened - ' | cried.

"l regret - an illness, an hereditary ailment. We had hoped - '

"Doctors,”" | sad, "who isattending her?"

"The most capable physicians, of course, monsieur, | assure you. And among our own household, the use
of herbal medicineis not unknown - but in any event - * he broke off. He said, with sudden and sinister
cam, "Y ou should not be optimistic, Mongeur St Jean.”

| clutched one of the chairs. | said, "What do you mean? Y ou'd let her die-"
"Oh monsieur, please. Y ou do astound me."

"Let me see her a once! Whereis she? I'll search your house -throw me out and I'll return with the City
police. You are not acitizen, Baron. An alien - they can dedl withyou -'

"Please, monseur, these threets, these outcries, are uncaled for, and wasteful of your strength.”
"You say to meshesdying -
"| tell you thereisno hopeat dl."

| stood there staring. | stared, but saw nothing, and when he poured the cognac for me and put it in my
hand, | drank it down, though it might well have been poison. What did | care for that?

"I will tell you, Mongieur St Jean, what it would be best for you to do. Go away now, and come back,
perhapsin the early evening.”

"I must seeher," | said. | took hisarm, his hand, imploring him. "Please, for God's sake - '
"Tonight then, if youwish," hesaid. "It's not possble now."
"Y ou expect meto go, and leave you to get on with killing her -

He was so serene now before my ranting. He said to me, "But she hastold you my place, has she not?"
He withdrew his hand from my grasp, gently. He put his own hand upon my shoulder. "Now do as | say,
monseur. It isbeyond any of us, but I'll assist you asbest | can, for aslong as| can. Y ou have my

sympathies”

| laughed. Thiswaswhat | should have said to him.

"I love her," | said. How vapid, such words. "If you must kill someone, then here | am.”
"I know you love her. | have nothing to do with any killing."

Without knowing what | did, | walked towards the door. | could dash up the stair, and fling open dl the
doors - the commotion of that might finish her, if what he said was afact. But it wasal asur-redlity. She
could not die.

Out inthe halway, | gazed up at the curving stair, and for amoment | seemed to hear the piano being
played, abovein the sdlon, but the music only rang through my heed.



"There, mongeur,” said thekindly placid cuckold. "Now do as| say. Return thisevening, or I'll send for
you if thereisany improvement. But thet is of course unlikdly. It isimprobable.”

As hefinished speaking, an awful, unearthly, etheric cry tore through the house. The shock of it threw me
round on him again, dmost taking him by the throat - "'What in God's name -'

"That isher dog, monsieur. Howling. The dog knows, monsieur.”

It was not until | had left the house, not until | was on the hill again, that | comprehended what | had all
thiswhile known. It was | who wasthe murderer. In the blissful whirlpool of adoring, desth-wishing
delirium, | had never thought 7 might be the poison. Or had she foreseen - wasit that which made her
hold me off? That fear which findly brought her to me?

| had no strength now. None. But | would return in the evening, duly as he said. Come back and die with
her.

The dim piano continued to play within my skull, and now and then the dog howled there, or voices
spoketo me, asif into my ears. The borders between unconsciousness and waking, between dream and
redity, had long since given way.

Above the door of the Cockatrice, the sign of the scaled, snake-headed cockerd turned itslook on you
and blasted you to a stump. Then you went inside to the damp and greasy cave, where sometimes only
the spitsturned, or coloured lanternswerelit in the ceiling, so it became hell. Today it was gloomy.

They had dl avoided me, theintellectua riff-raff of the tavern. | was aplague-carrier, | was accursed,
and they knew it by ingtinct. No one | had ever known well was present. | guarded my corner likea
wounded dog, and nobody drew near. A meal was served me | did not eat, and wine. Sometimes|
wrote aline or two on pieces of paper | had found in my coat pockets. Generdly | dept. Time had
stopped. The day would not move, it sat there on the sills of the dit-eyed windows. The bells, the clocks,
they continually kept striking the same hour, three o'clock, over and over. When would | be done with it?

Then | woke and there was anew shadow running with the spilled wine from the bottle. The windows
had pulled closer and day been shoved out. | poured the last glass and took a mouthful. The room was
unusudly silent, and two men in black were before me by the table. How long had they been there?
Werethey there now, or did | conjure them?

"Areyou red then?' | said, with aflippancy that oddly stirred me.
"You areto comewith us" onesaid to me,
In the cock-snake's cave, eyes glittered out on us. We were an event,

"Sergeant Desath, are you arresting me?' | said. "Who sent you, and why must | go with you?' My heart
had stopped, | could not fed it beat. "From von Aaron? |s she dead?’

"We do not belong to the Baron. But that isthe house. Get up, monseur.”
"Or will you makeme?' | said.

"If necessary.”

"It will not be." | put down the glass. My heart flickered, it had only been deeping. | did not fed as| had
done. | wasdert, | was expectant. What had happened? Oh shewas dive. That must be so. Shewas
alive. She had sent them for me. Y es, they were hers, these creatures white-faced in their black. "Well



gothen," | said, "asquickly asyoulike"

| went out jauntily with the death's-heads, one on either side. Plainly, | was aprisoner on my way to
execution. Y es, the silken rope about my neck, the dagger of pleasure driven through and through.

People turned to look at us on the streets. Theinfernal escort, the happy condemned. They did not
prevent me when | whistled a popular song of the City, or when | plucked a spray of flowers off abush
growing inawadl, and insandly twirled it. Sometimes | spoketo my guards. | asked them if they had had
difficulty infinding me. Not much, they said, my haunts were known. Now one spoke, now the other, but
each seemed to have use of the same voice.

From aheight, | glanced behind me once, and saw the river, ascimitar of pure metd, white-hot, asthe
City lapsed in the shalows of the dying afternoon. A boat or two moved on the water, the brotherhood
of Charon was out early.

Then they took to the aleys, avoiding the Observatory Terrace, and going around at the back of the tall
four-faced clock on the hill, not wanting me to be seen by theinfluentia or the fashionable of the digtrict.

My excitement increased. Sex and anguish were mingled in it, doubt and nervous ddight. Most of the
straw was swept from the street. No man sat to bar the gateway of the house. | hurried up the steps and
rang the bell, and they came on behind me, the two black dogs who had hunted me and brought me soft
acrossthe City in their mouths.

The door was opened. | burst in, then stood looking about asif | owned the property.
"If you will go up to the sdlon, monsieur,” said the domestic.

| ran up the sair. | had not felt the paving stones under my feet throughout our walk here. Twirling the
flower-spray, | thought, None of them ether conducts me or follows me. | am to go there done.
Something pristinein that. Only the purified accolyte may enter the presence of the high priest.

Thesdonwasfull of thelast flare of sunlight, itsblindsraised. All the dazzling brilliance centred in one
flaming entity, before thefireplace.

Antoninastood there,
It was not Antonina.

A maninawhite satin coat, dl in white but for the long black loosely-curling hair that was the Freedom
mode of Paradysfor both male and female. Her black brows, perhaps alittle more thickly accented, her
heavy-lidded eyes, heavily and blackly fringed, blackly burning in the pale triangle of the face that was
larger and cut with abolder hand, and as hard now as white granite.

Helooked at me, out of adifferent distance, for he was someinchestaller than |. He said nothing, did
nothing, only theleft arm, leaning on the mantle, the left hand with apair of whitekid glovesin thelong
fingers - her hand exactly, grown asize or two, aman's hand, éegant, ringless - that gave alittleflick, a
little omen of gesture.

| cannot say how long this moment lasted, while helooked at me, and | a him, seeing her, losing her.

Gradually | became aware that von Aaron stood to one side, and two other men with him, advisers or
lawyers, or merdly witnesses. But even then, | could not ook away, look at them. My arms had fallen to
my sides. They weighed on me like lead. The boom of my heart shook me. And the black eyes went on
burning into my skull. That wasdl therewas.



Then the Baron spoke soflty, maybe even timidly, from the wings.

"Mongeur St Jean. | can't prepare you. The newsis bad. My wife - welost her afew hoursago. | see
that you dready knew it. Well. Thisgentleman - ' He did not go on, | sensed him dip away again, only his
mute gaze on us.

Then the man in white spoketo me.

"I am her brother. Perhapsthat is obviousto you?"

"Yes, quite obvious."

He nodded, asif | had done something clever, aclever trick.

"Andyou," hesad, "what are you? In my eyes, what are you? It chances," he said, in hisexact and
musica voice, "that | arrive here and find this. Her husband,” he did not glance aside, "will do nothing,
but, Andre St Jean, | am not insensible to my sister's honour, or to the cause of her death.”

She could not die. | could not proclaim as much.

Thelight and the dark came with the crashings of my heart, ocean on to rocks.
Well, let him get onwithit.

"What do you say now?" he said.

| shrugged, and let the spray of flowersfal to thefloor as| did so.

"l will giveyou my name," hesaid. "It is Scarabin. Anthony Scarabin. Y ou got hold of acertainring, |
believe. A ruby scarab. Y es, well you will giveit back, | will takeit back tomorrow, after I've finished
withyou."

"Youmeantokill me" I found I said. "Will it be so easy?'
"Nothing," hesad, "eader.”

He moved from the hearth. He walked across to me, and with his gloves dapped my cheek, so lightly, it
might have been anidle caress. He smiled. Her mouth, changed. And the skin, fine and fresh as hers, but
more dry, and roughened by shaving.

"What will you have?' hesaid.
"Whatever suitsyou.”

"Pigtals, then. That isthe vogueinyour city, | think. Pistols a dawn. Can you come by agun? How
plendid. Will sx inthe morning be convenient?"

"Mosgt inconvenient. I'm not by choice an early riser.”

He raised one of the black brows at me. Cold, as once she had been.
"Dont play,” hesad. "Answver me."

"I will accommodate you,” | said.

He said, "The choice place, | hear, isthe wood below the Observatory. Bring your seconds,” he said, "l



shdl havemine"

No one el se spoke aword. There was not anoise in the house. Only the sunlight seemed to scrape
faintly, asit crept down the windows.

What next? | need only turn and leave the room. It had all been arranged, and now there were thingsto
do besides. How mundane thiswas. | had not predicted the deadly ordinariness of degath.

| would not request that they let me see her body. There was no body. All that remained of her was here,
was him, this other.

| fet neither exhilaration nor fear. As| waked from the salon, | heard him give a contemptuouslittle
wordless sound, like anote or achord of music, low down in the register.

Don't play, answer me, he had said that before to me, on Sacrifice Hill. He would know that |
remembered him. But then, on that former occasion, when | would have held out the ring, he turned and
was goneto his hunting. All this had had to come between. Besides, then, he had only been ademon.

Satanus est.

| walked away into the city, and found anotary. By hisreluctant candlelight | set my affairsin asmuch
order as | could, and allocated such possessions as might be of any worth. | had never thought | should
do such athing, or that there would be any margin to do it. For | would be nated on the Street, or
perish in some stupor. Nor was there left me aPhilippe, unreliable, impassioned, to take the residue of
my writing to the printers, if he ever would have taken it. Would it concern me, in hell or in the grave, to
recollect my unpublished works? Who would remember mein ayear or two? But in two centuries, who
would remember anyone, and in ahundred hundred years, al the paper would have transposed to paste,
and dugt. All thewords, dl the concertos, al the shrieking and the shouts, lost in the void of life. Oh, let it

go.
The business with the gunsmith did not take long. The barber'stook longer.

It did occur to methat perhaps | might also seek a priest, and make to him my confession. But in the end,
| had visuaised it so thoroughly | seemed to have doneit. And | did not want to go over dl my sins
again. Instead, | composed an ambiguous letter to Russe. | did not cal on him. | wanted no one with me
when | died but Death himself. He should surdly be sufficient.

Having paid my landlady, and told her only that | was going away, | went to bed.

At first | woke severa times, choking and panic-stricken. Then | dept deeply. | knew | would wake at
thefour o'clock bell, and so | did, with amild surge, asif cast up by awave upon abeach.

Because| wasto diein public, last night my vanity had determined it had better be as beautifully as
possible. And so, last night, the barber's shop, with its hirable bath, and then my hair washed and curled
and freshly laved in 'Martian' henna. From the launderers came the shirt with al itsruffles starched, the
linen and mudin immaculate, (Philippe's coat), and so on. Even to the boots my vanity went, and had
them polished up again with arubric molassesto bring out their red.

| had put on the ring. He would have to take it from my hand himsdif.

The gunsmith's man had been told he must make his own way over to the duelling place, with the case of
pistols. But he knew whereto go. As Scarabin had said, it wasthe preferred venue for those who wished
to kill each other. The Senate winked at such illegd fights. Who could say what went on, at sunrise, in the
thick woods below the planet-searching dome of the Observatory, which saw only space and stars?



The sky looked nowhere near the light when | went down the stairs and out into the City. All Paradys
seemed to lie dumbfounded under ahigh black lid. Not awindow awake. The street lamps glimmered,
drunk to their dregs, many were out. Therewas atingle of frost on theair.

Two or threetimes | paused to drink from asmall brandy-flask, aworthless meta thing from which, for a
while once, | had never been parted. | was glad of it now. All natural feding was gone, yet theworld
seemed far too redl, and so ingstent. It rubbed its bony sdes against me. To die had no glamour |eft,
because the practicdities of its arrangement had revolted me. Y et | wanted it more than ever, with akind
of hunger, and a desperate dread of its complications.

It appeared to me | wandered more than walked, but | had |eft plenty of timeto get there. | even went
aong alittleway by theriver, but no dender ominous boat came drifting from the mist.

Then, as| began to climb up into that gorge of masonry, up towards the Observatory hill with the woods
lying dark upon itslap, akind of quickening came again, just as on the stairway of Philippe's house. A
terrifying brilliancy, asumptuousfear. Not theredlity | had just sumbled through, but the true redlity,
dramatically plunging its besk and talonsin my vita's, and bearing me up onitswings.

The vault of the night had swung higher, and eastward some rogues had st fire to the ky. | cameto the
railings and got over them, and waked up the mound of frosty turf, and into the trees.

In the hollow, whereit is done, they were waiting. A group of three men there, and there another group
of two, where the folding table had been set up and the cases of guns put out. The surgeon sat nearby on
acamp-stool, recognisable from his bag beside him, his arms crossed, indifferent. Up on the other dope
of the hollow, a couple of carriages stood under the trees. They would have comein by thelane that ran
past the Observatory, and would go out again by the same route. | wondered if | should be packed into
one of them, or smply left lying, as sometimes happened.

Seeing me arrive, the gunsmith’'s man was now checking Scarabin's pistols, as one of Scarabin's seconds
investigated mine. His pistols had not been hired for the occasion. They looked very white, disembodied,
inthe twilight. He, too, in the white coat, seemed to float between earth and open sky.

| had forgotten | would urgently want to see him, to look at him. | was drawn, pulled over the grass
towards him. But suddenly the gunsmith's man got in my way. | tried to put the obstacle aside.

"No, monsieur, wait amoment. There's someirregularity here.”
| halted.

"Oh," I said, "What?" | thought he was going to say | must have afriend with me, one at least, but |
would rgoin it was aformdity and dismissit.

"Thebullet in thisfellow's gun - thereis only the one, and in the one pistal only."
| looked at him. "Wl ?'

"Well, itis-"

| said, "Silver?' he nodded.

| put my head down, shuddering, asif | had received ablow, and the gunsmith's man caught a my arm.
"Monsieur, you have every right to object - '

"Yes, yes" | didodged him. | moved on, towardsthe being in itswhite coat. If hewas an icon, yet the



black boots were planted on the ground. Framed in the priest's cowl of black hair, her face, unfamiliar
and the same, its crudl changed lips compressed. And the eyes, waiting for me.

Overhead, above the trees, the sky had bled out to nacre.

"Areyou ready to begin?' he said.

"Why istheresilver inyour gun?’

"An eccentricity. Humour me."

"| can object toit, the man says.”

"But you will not,” Scarabin said. "Or are you going to dare to prolong this?'
"Where did you get it, the Silver? Since you mean it for me, | have an interest.”
"Don't concern yoursdlf," he said. ™Y ou will be penetrated only by the very best.”
One of the men chuckled, dimily.

"Someheirloom,” | said. "Holy slver from some priestly cross.”

He stood and gazed back a me, arrogantly, disdainfully.

| said, "Therewas another before me. What about that one? Or do you think he will be no trouble?' Did
you aways do this servicefor her?!

The men, his seconds (although | guessed he did not know them particularly, more of the Baron'stribe,
perhaps), were faint outlines at his back. Did they redlise what we spoke of, and think we were mad?

| said to Scarabin, "I'm sorry now | acquiesced to pistols. That's too removed. I'm sure you were trained
to the use of asword, but | never was, or | would clamour now for two honed blades. | should like to
cut that look off your bloody face."

"Such apity," hesad.
| stepped up to him and dapped him hard across the | eft cheek.
His skin was so fair, the blood at once came up like thunder benegthiit.

"There," | said. | nearly laughed doud. The contact with hisflesh - had energised me. "I am ready to
begin, whenyou are

"Oh, comethen," he said, mockingly.

We walked to the table. His hand settled on the nearer of the white pistals.

"l shdl require only this"" he said. ™Y ou may take both your wegpons, if you wish."
"Onewill suffice"

A man came between us and spoke the litany.

"Gentlemen, your witnesses have been given to understand this meeting is by mutual agreement, and that
both of you have made your arrangements suitably. It is understood that the affair can be settled only by



adesth. Then, gentlemen.”

| tasted frost in my mouth, but aready the wind of dawning was combing over the ky. Birdssang. A
rook'srasping bleat trailed like aflag asit passaged down into the City - | saw only the eyes of the man
who mugt kill me.

"... Pacesto the count of ten. And on the count of ten, to turn and fire at will."

The speaker stepped away .

We stood, Scarabin and |, under heaven. Then turned, as instructed, to begin our walk.
"One," said the man who counted, “two... three..."

The cord that bound us drew tighter as we moved further from each other. It tautened, ready to recoil,
and plunge us home, breast to breast, eyeto eye.

... SiX... seven...'
But hereisthe day, and soon it will be gone. Heream |, but where, tomorrow?

Heismaking sure, with hisslver. Antoninaisthe quarrel between us, lying at easein her white coffin
now, awhite dead hound coiled at her feet. He would take the ring off my finger, but the eectric
coldness of histouch | should not fed!.

Ten.

| turned again, in anoisdess spinning roar of lights, and brought up the pistol, Sighting along it, not seeing.
Just the shining blur of him againgt the maze of dusk and morning. I moved my arm, letting the pistl tilt,
to misshim, and fired direcdy. In the same second, he dso fired a me.

| heard the shot. | heard atearing sound.
There was an impact. It threw me over and the earth dammed against my shoulders.
Thisthen, wasthis death? No, he had not hit me. No.

Into the white shield of sky, the dongated dark silhouettes of men came stooping. | lay under water and
looked up at them. They wavered and were folded away.

The pain was a spike driven into my arm. There was arawnessin my chest. Ah then, he had hit me. The
left arm. | should be able to continue to write. Someone held me, as | lay dong the ground, my head was
supported. Russe? No, Russe was not with me -

| opened my eyes and the surgeon |leaned forward. He peered at me. How insignificant and human were
hiseyes. "Thereisnothing | can do," he said to me. "Y ou are adead man. Y ou comprehend me?" Then,
he raised his glance a short way and said to someone, "'Y ou have your satisfaction, monsieur. Y ou will
forgive my haste. Good day."

He rose up once more into the sky and was gone. They were al gone. There, acrossthe grass, asolitary
figure stood, in dark livery, and on aleash, ablack dog rippled in and out of existence, a phantom thing,
and besideit, another. Their black eyes stared at me. They scented blood.

Who wasit held me, then, my head on histhigh, the blood staining his white coat?



"Isityou?'

Not aword came out of me, | thought, but he seemed to hear.
"I'm above your City laws," he said, "and so not afraid to stay.”
"To be sureof me. Where- am| hit?'

"Inthe heart. An agtonishment you il live"

| lay abovethe agony. | could not see him, only the red hair and the red blood, soaking across the skirt
of hiscoat.

"Takethering," | said.

"Not y&t."

"When?'

"Presently.”

Thetearsran out of my eyesand | did not feel them, or the grief. All my days reduced to Presently.
"Go now," hesaid to me. His beautiful voice, it gleamed, like darkness. "Y ou can hardly remain.”

"l haven't any last words" | said. "They must invent them for me. Someone must. Dying islike thefina
moments of the carnd act, | suspected so. The intimation, the galvanic tremor that foreshadowsiit, then
the unavoidable giving way, the surge, the sinking. Yes, | wasright. Did | die before, to know it?"

But | had ceased speaking long ago. My lipswere fractionally parted on the words | had not whispered.
My eyeswere wide. And then his cold hand came gently to my face, and closed my eydids down,
carefully, asamother might brush aleeaf from the face of adeeping child. And | was dead.

The bird was tapping on the insde of the shell. | heard the sharp besk, its noise grated on me. Tap, tap,
tap.

Bequiet. Let methink.

| was moving now, it was not unpleasant, there in the dark, to be moving. It wasthe boat, surely, for it
was awooden thing. Hush then, you need only lie till, and let the rocking lull you back adeep.

Tap, tap, tap.
The bird kept tapping at the shell. It sensed daylight. It wanted to get ouit.
But | did not want the light, only the peaceful dark.

Then the boat jolted, Charon making an error with his oar, or the Styx was choppy today. Well, | might
open my eyes, might look to see what this country was like, after all. My eyeswould not open yet. Well,
there was no hurry. They were shadowy, the river banks of Hades, not much to gaze at.

My thoughts, unableto lift my eydids or operate any part of my body, swam up and down within me.
Some sensation had returned, for | felt the wooden planks, and the touch of my own linen against my
skin, and my own hair.

Then abruptly the boat fell down. It fell and hit the bottom with a smack, rolling me about, making me



move my hands and feet and head as| could not myself.
Thereafter, cessation. And then areverberating thud againgt the black air above me.

It was the sound of a spadeful of soil flung in on to my coffin. | had not reached the shadowlands: | was
dill dive; and divethey were burying me.

| tried to shout. | had no voice. | wasnot afraid. | lay in the dark, and listened to the earth thudding in to
cover me up.

Thiswasafoolish thing. | had only to depart. He had told me, someone | had known, he had said to me,
Go now. It was so close, the Shadow, the River, so near in dl its vastnesses. Anything was possible,
there. How had | lost my way.

Tap, tap, went the bird. More earth dammed down. Tap, tap.

When the buria was complete, and the last vague shakings and thumpings of my world had ceased, the
vagrant thought in me composed itsalf. Though the bird continued to irritate me by random flinty pecks,
the sheer comfort of this state allowed awareness to be reabsorbed. | abandoned the sensations of my
outer skin, and sinking inward again, | glimpsed the threshold | had logt, quite suddenly, so ble
and near - and in that instant the bird's beak ripped through the shdll like aknife.

| screamed doud and my eyesflew open. My hands flew up, and took hold of the flimsy botched coffin,
and brokeit. It shattered around me and the earth poured in, and like afish leaping from some depth of
water, | drove mysdlf upward. | exploded from the pit in afountain of blackness, soil and stones and
splintered wood. Almost asphyxiated, | knedled in the broken grave, retching and coughing and choking
for ar: dl the horrors of birth.

The moon rose later, as| waslying there. Next | heard bdlstelling the hour. Where was |2 Some ruinous
cemetery, with alittle church. A coffin of plywood, and the diggers anxious to be off and drink the money
from the job. A pauper's makeshift grave; the only reason | had got out of it.

What city wasthis? Wasit Paradys, or some other place? Did Paradys exist? It had been adream,
maybe.

The moon was so cold, staring in my face. It made something glitter, too, lying near me. It had come up
with mefrom the earth, aslver nugget of some sort. | took it in my hand. It was blunted and tarnished,
but surely it had been pure?

Toleavethevicinity | had to claw my way through brambles, clamber over falen tomb-stones- a
deserted corner. When | came to the church, the door was firmly locked.

Asl| stood there, | thought | saw awhite greyhound rush across the cemetery. What wasit chasing?|
turned to see.

Then | heard ordinary voices, and some light began to come, weaving through the thorn trees. Two men
appeared, gdlants going home from some feast, by way of death's garden. They were drunk. They saw
me, and exclaimed. The one with the lantern came up to me, leaned over me by the church wall, holding
thelight high.

"Now what has been happening to you, eh?"

My voice would trouble me. | spoke very low.



"Asyou see, something unplessant.”

"Wl if your sort will frequent such spots. Why are you dressed like that? Some brute made you, did he?
The rotten scoundrel. What ese did he do?

He put hishand on my neck, hisfingersinto my hair. He leaned hard on me. Did | remember these
things? Oh yes, long ago.

"What'syour price?'

They put the lantern on the ground among the weeds. The first one had methefirg, urgently. Then his
companion took histurn, and time. When they were done, they |eft me a handsome sum of money, and
asthey were buttoning their breeches, the first said to me, ™Y ou were lucky, in meeting us. But another
night, better be more careful, sweetheart. Go on home now, and put your dresson.” The other said, "If
shewantsto dress herself asaman, I've no objectiontoit." And he grinned at me before they careered
away through the briars under the moon.

| met an old rag-picker, an old bent woman, as| was leaving the cemetery. She stared at me, asthe
moon had done. "Oh, lady," she said, "oh lady you arein afix."

"l shall be better soon.”
"| thought it wasaman,” she said, "aboy. But therés grave-dirt in your hair."
"Doyou know," | said, "isthere amonument near here - amonument of plague?’

"Oh, not far. Don't you know where you are, girlie? Been looking for someone, | suppose, trying to dig
him out again. Wdll, it'sasad world."

"Whereisthis place?'
"How should I know? Some place without aname. What's my name? What's yours?'
"| - forget - my name-'

"Therenow. And so it iswith that place. All those nameless bones. The headstones weather and wesr, if
there are any headstones put for them.”

"Y oung men killed in duels are buried there."
"Yes," she snapped, "and old ones, too, that ought to know better.”

She raised her threadbare body an inch or so, and held my hand as she pointed away towards the
Obelisk Gardens. There were no rings on my fingers. She could only be jealous of my youth.

| crept down the ancient avenue, there was such an achein my side, under my breast. | pressed my pam
over it. My boots were too big for me.

Grass grew between the stones, which were pied here and there from the sheep that had been herded
through the day before, to the markets - but to which markets, now? And the Obelisk? Y es, the Plague
Monument, | had been asking after. | recalled it. Nearby was the house. The house would help me,
perhaps, if | met no oneonitsgairs...

Further bellsrang in the City. | did not note the hour they struck. The night seemed in suspension,
between dark and dawn affording me as much time as| should need to reach my sanctuary.



And truly, likeatemples high dtar it was, the house, the moon behind it, the aide of the street blotted
through by shadow.

Up the steps, and oh, the achein my heart, | went so dowly, and leaned my forehead on the door. Not
boarded up. But locked, as the church had been, and yet | had akey - perhaps? | rifled the pockets of
my curious clothes, and found a key which seemed the one | sought. It entered the lock of the door, and
magtered it with the forma goodwill of a handshake.

A black chimney, the house, with the spine of the stair ascending. Familiar scents were dying. New smells
of vacancy. With the turning of the seasons, damp would come, beetles would eat the wood and mice
gnaw through thewalls. The house would collapse at last like adead tree.

| climbed, sometimes stopping to rest againgt the bannister. My debility was luxurious. If | wished, |
could fall down and lie there. Who would ever come to disturb me?Y et | must reach the top of the skulll,
the attic. Why was that? Someone had left me something -it must be collected, for it was mine.

The attics, when | did reach them, had afamiliarity | had missed in the remainder of the house. For
ingtance, | remembered reading the books lying about the floors, and hiding in various parts of the hoard.
| had often ridden the rocking-horse. 1t was on one of theserides, it seemed to me, a child of perhaps
nine or ten, that | made the decison | did not want to live asagirl or woman. There had been acontrary
example constantly before me, a snow-blond male child of my own age. He had taunted me and
provoked me. Always copying him, | was never quite successful, while | remained female. Eventudly |
took thelogica step. | atered. | became what he was: aboy. And later | remained masculineas| grew
up. Herel was till in both their clothes, the garments of the blond Philippe, and of the young man who,
until very recently (but how recently?) had been mysdlf.

Presently | opened the press where Philippe had stored articles of his mother's wardrobe. She had been
atal, dender woman; we were of asize. The clotheswould seem sirange to me at first, as my voice had
done. But that would not linger. (The fortunate mode of Paradys had outlawed any but the lightest
corsetry). My body itself was agarment only partly recognised. There was a deep stain on the breast of
the shirt, but nothing on my skin over the heart. The grime of the burid, too, had been shaken from me; it
was mysterioudy and satis-fyingly gone, which was aswell, for there would be no water left inthe
cigterns of the baths, no soapsin thejars. But here were ivory-backed brushesfor my hair, and the
pearl-handled nail-clippers. How did | seem now?

My night-sight, sharpened by immersion in the ground perhaps, had been good enough for my
wanderings and seekings so far, but, as| bound my waist with asash, | had an urgeto regard. There
wasacandlein the stand | located and lit with matches from a discarded male pocket. Holding my light,
then, | went towards the one round unbearded window at the attics end. There was no other mirror.

Andintheblack panes| saw my dim reflection, ayoung woman with a cloud of long and curling hair
reddened by 'Martian' henna. Nothing amisswith her, just afaint mark to the left sde of the throat. |
returned immediately to the press and took awoman's lace stock, and wrapped my neck and breast init.

| had just filled one of the mesh purseswith dl the left-over items of my mae pockets, when | heard, four
storeys below me, the house door grate, hesitate, then thunder open.

All the house clanged like abdll, roof to cellars. A finetrembling like afine dust wasleft inthe air.

Then came footsteps, jumping, stamping, running and stumbling up the house, just the route | had come,
but headlong and precipitate.

| took my purse, and the discarded appardl of Andre St Jean, and walked across the attic softly, asthe



other footsteps blundered nearer, shaking the building to itsroots. | |ft the candle burning on a stack of
volumes close to the rocking-horse - as .t passed the beast, too, | put a hand on its hindquarters and set
it going vigoroudy. Therewasalarge Itdian chest by thewindow. Liftingitslid, | threw in the clothes, the
purse, and got in after them. Here | was again, in my coffin. | lowered thelid of the chest, and the door of
the attics burst wide with acrash.

There were two arrivals. They paused as one. Then, through my wooden crate, | heard:

"Look at the candle! And the horse prancing - my God, someone has been in thisroom.”

"But no oneis here now."

"They say it's haunted, this bloody place. How not, the things that were done here? Oh, perhaps.”
| knew both voices. What were their names? One deeper than the other, heavy asif leaden.

"The front door had been unlocked. Can aghost not pass through adoor? Does it need keys, and
candldight?Well, who knows. That fool. Why couldn't he explain himself in hisletter.”

"Andreis- Andrewas mad. He and Philippe.”
"It wasin my mind, he must do something unwise. The insanity over the woman. Then her death.”

"| told you, Russe, | heard them saying at the Iron Bowl , there was another dudllist's body found in the
Observatory woods."

"That's not unusud..”

"They buried it, asdways - no identity, and no questions. That was before dawn yesterday. But when
did he send the | etter to you?”'

| listened, marvelling. When he said, this second man, whose name was surely LeMar - when he said
‘dawn yesterday' he meant amorning gone, one day and night. Could it bethat | had lain dl that greet
while, ddliberating, between ending and resuming, before | moved and flung up from the prison? It had
seemed to meto be only minutes.

"It may be Andre has only gone away. They think so at hislodging. Thisiswhat hisletter implies. But |
am perturbed by the reference to adebt to this man, this Anthony Scarabin.”

"Her brother - Russe, Russe. Don't you see? Scarabin shot him. Andreis dead, and in agrave. Weve
searched the City. Where else could he be but under the ground.”

"Herein thishouse"

"Yes, in this house. We come searching, we seethe flicker of alight and rush in - but whereis Andre,
tell methat. Oh, heishere. Heis here, Russe, but not in the flesh. Ah God't'

The cry was sudden and full of akind of gratified terror.
Russe only cursed, in his heavy way.
It came to me the candle had been blown out abruptly, by an invisible agency.

| heard the noises of theflight of that one, that LeMar - Le Marc - dl down the sairs again, howling, and
out into the street.”



But Russe remained, and he said, "Andre? Andre, are you truly dead and truly here?" (I had the desireto
answer, sepulchral, from the chest. But he would not know my voice now.) ‘Ah, Andre, if you are. |
warned you. Horror and sorrow, unholy things. Y ou were afool to meddle with it, Andre. Wdll, I'll go to
the house of the Baron. | will ask him outright. It must be settled.”

| crouched amid the chest and heard Russe in histurn go down the stairs. Then | rose up. | started - for
thefirst tide of daybresk wasin thewindow. | could see by it the candle, smoking.

Perhaps Philippe and | had played another game upon our friends.
Of whom had Russe been spesking? This Baron. | must follow the two men, and learn.

Thelid of the chest fell, shutting in, conceivably for ever, perhaps, the shed bloodied skin of dead shot
Andre. | had the bullet, however. It must have worked itsway out like a splinter.

| took up one of the woman's veiled hats, the mesh purse, and apair of respectable gloves, and went
quickly down the house, ignoring the soft cracks and hissingsit made at me. | locked the front door, then
tossed the key high, at the crowns of the trees growing from the old City Wall.

Andre had known the way to the Baron's house, but | was not so certain. The peculiar light before
sunrise showed me the agitated figures of the two men, about a hundred metres up the street. If they
should chance to look back, they would think me only some lady of darkness hurrying to her lair, or lady
of virtue hastening out to church.

| felt much stronger now. | felt the edge of laughter, but scarcely any pain, under my breast.
And how quaint the lady's shoes sounded on the pavement.

We went downhill, and crossed aterrace, and heard, far below, the City sirring.

They climbed another hill, my guides, with aclock-tower onit. | climbed &fter.

We cameto agtreet dong the hill'sinner shoulder, and here memory sharply returned. The stuccoed
houses were gill adegp and blank as mausoleums, dl but't ie. There was dready some activity there. A
pair of carriages stood outside the wrojight-iron gate, reminding me of another pair of carriages, or the
same, under the trees above the dudling hollow. Grooms had been holding the heads of the horses; now
acoachman came and got up on the box of the foremost vehicle. Russe was on the pavement, arguing
with adomestic from the house. Both spoke intensdly, quietly, not to wake the street, LeMarc sometimes
joining in, flapping a the house, the carriages, the sky.

Acrosstheroad | spied on them, concedled in another gateway.

LeMarc had turned towards the iron gate, now gar, and the steps. The domestic tried to restrain him.
Thevoice of Russe rose suddenly.

At that moment, the house door opened. Something was coming °ut. In the twilight, so paleit ssemed to
float of its own volition, afaceless glimmering shape - but two servants bore it between them. It wasa
milk-white coffin. Down the steps, the gate opened out for it. A groom pulled wide the carriage door.
They eased the coffin into the interior.

It had had its effect, this manoeuvre. LeMarc wasimmobile, nonplussed. Russe had foolishly removed his
het.

And now the Baron, the banker, von Aaron - | recalled him very well - was coming down the steps. |



listened with great concentration, and heard him say, to Russe, "Thisis not the time, not the place. What
isit you can want?

"We are concerned,” said Russe, holding his hat, "for the safety of our friend. Monseur St Jean. | believe
you, or your guest, may be ableto help usin the matter.”

"I?How can | do that? Her brother, to whom | takeit you are referring, hasinsisted that the body of my
wife return with him to - to a previous residence. | am to follow. Asyou see, that second carriageis
aready loaded with my trunk and boxes. Thereis no time now, to discuss any of this. If you must, you
may call on me upon my return.”

"When will that be?' said Ruse.

"I'm not certain, monsieur. Y ou must excuse me, you really must. I'm surprised, monsieur, at your lack of
taste. To accost me at such amoment, amost across the corpse of my wife."

Russe stood, frowning and out of sorts at this reproach.
LeMarc cried, "And the duel? There was one - you admit as much?”’

Von Aaron said nothing. From the porch above, aclear voice cut sinuoudy and crystalingy down, likea
fencer's sword.

"If that isyour problem, you must address yoursalvesto me.”

There, in hiswhite, white as the coffin, my enemy, gazing at them from his battlements of flawless
arrogance and contempt. My heart legpt. The pain of death's memory wracked through it: my heart
recollected. And in the purse of mesh the slver bullet, blunted on my muscle, flesh and bone, seemed to
jump and scrabble.

"Then," said Russe doggedly, "we do so address ourselves.”

The man Anthony Scarabin, descending to the Street, said in passing, "I can tell you only this. Y our friend
caused harm. | therefore shot him, two mornings ago. Y ou will find hisgrave, | believe, inthe derdict
cemetery that isgenerdly used for such purposes. And now, if you would move aside.”

Asif they could not refuse, they obeyed him. Then as he stepped into the first carriage (which contained
the coffin), LeMarc bawled: Y ou murderer!" But Russe took hold of LeMarc's arm. From Scarabin
there was no reply. (And from the flat windows al about, not aface squinted out.) The groom closed the
carriage door. The coachman unfurled hiswhip. The horses cameto life and sprang forward. With a
grumbling jangle, the carriage was off. It bowled dong the street, and up on to the crest of it. Watching,
eaqji of usbeheld it run away, looking weightless as a shadow-bdl, around the tower with the clock, and
then, taking the downward path, it was gone.

"Thisisnot over with," said Russe.

LeMarc broke out shouting, and just as quickly broke downin silence.
"| shall present the businessto lawyers" said Russe.

Von Aaron nodded.

"Onmy return, | will be at your disposal. But now you must let me get on'. He nodded to them, and
turned abruptly, marching back into the house. The door was shut by the domestic, who had followed



him. The one remaining carriage, humped with itsluggage, without a coachman till, and with only the
groom beside the horses, waited like athing of stone, in the stony light.

For afew ingtants, LeMarc continued to complain and flail. Then Russe had him in hand. Russe declared
there was no point in their loitering there any longer. They would go straight down to the Justiciary, and
be ready when the doors opened at eight o'clock.

Once they had dwindled from the street, the groom took out of his pocket some pieces of bread and
dark chocolate, and began to eat them hungrily.

When | emerged from my gateway, crossed the road and approached the carriage, the groom did not
look at mewith any specia interest. When | opened the carriage door and got into it, he said merdly,
"Now - " but nothing else. Obliged to keep the horsesin check, he did not pursue me, nor call again.

| placed mysalf on the uphol stered seet, adjusted the vell of my hat so that my face waslightly filmed, put
my gloved hands on my purse, and waited for von Aaron to come back.

Hewas not very long. Probably he had only gonein again to evade Russe and LeMarc. Now the
coachman aso came, and going round, got up on the box. | heard the groom say in an undertone, "Some
girl has got into the carriage.” The coachman grunted with no amazemen.

But von Aaron, when the groom had opened the door for him, froze in the middle of his ascent into the
vehide

"Who the devil areyou?"

"Your fdlow traveller."

"Thisis," hesad, still bowed over in mid-entrance, "a private coach.”
"Quiteso."

"Then please get out, mademoisdle.”

"I will not," | said. "Y ou had better get in, instead.”

His engraved face loomed before me, at aloss. Then he pulled himself up and sat down across from me.
The groom hovered at the door and von Aaron indicated thisfact with his hand.

"Mugt | have you gected, mademoisdle?’

"Dont consder such athing.” | stared a him through the vell. "I am going where you are going.”
"And whereisthat?'

"After the other. The man in white, and that white coffin. It's perfectly smple. Why delay us both.”

His hand went into his cuff of metdlic lace and drew out alace handkerchief. He put it to his brow and
lips. Hiseyes never left me. Findly, he said, "It occursto methat | know you, mademoisdlle.”

"Nota dl."

"Yes. I've seen you before. | - ' quite suddenly hisface grew very white and gill. Only the lips separated
from each other, and the eyes darted up and down me, up and down. There could be no doubt; | wasa
woman. He was thinking to himself, was he, that | was somerelation of Andre &t Jean? A cousin,



perhaps, or asister. At length he glanced away, at the hovering groom, and told him to withdraw and to
shut the door of the carriage. The groom did so. He went back into the gateway and stood there looking
at us, not much intrigued, surreptitiousy dipping diversof chocolate into his mouth. Von Aaron said,

"Y ou will render me your name, mademoiselle, a once.”

| lowered my eyes. | replied ddiberatdly, "My name is Anna Sanjeanne.”

There was a pause. The difference in the 'Sanjeanne was very dight from the one he had been expecting.
It caught and held him, trying it over, licking hislips. The handkerchief fluttered again. | closed my eyes,
my hands folded upon the pursein my lap.

"And you - he said, "you will not get out?"
"No | will not get out.”

"God in Hell," he said. He swore. He compressed the handkerchief and thrust it away. Then, he leaned
from the window and shouted &t the coachman. Asvon Aaron lurched again into his place, the whip
cracked outside and the vehicle juddered. We began to move, rolling forward, the whedls grinding over
the stones, as | had seen happen with the first carriage.

Seep, or faintness, stole over me. | leant my cheek against the seat's cushioned support, my head turned
from the Baron towards the other window. The world swam and streamed, al Paradys streaming away.
My lidsfell again.

Von Aaron said to me from far off, "'l shal not, mademoiselle, exchange another sngle word with you.
Y ou must understand this."

"Doasyou please,” | murmured.
Helaughed bitterly, just once.

Thejalting of the carriage as it gained speed joined with the furious knocking of my heart. Theroar of
whedls and hoofs flowed in my brain. Awareness, Paradys, they poured off me together. The City was
going, being left behind, asif welifted into the morning sky. Somewhere, thin and hard and pure as sted,
athread led away out of the labyrinth, at the other end of which there ran before us ablazing gem of
white.

The carriage travelled through the day, a most asthe sun did. There was only one brief stop.

Inthefirg hours, | saw very little from the window, after the fragmentary passing of the City. Once, after
we had clattered across the great bridge that spanned the last northern loop of theriver, avagary of the
curving road laid out before me one ultimate vista of Paradys. It rested behind usin avaley of light,
glittering there like water, for the day was dready growing hot. The towers and domes had melted down
into the molten whole. It was alandscape soldly, only possibly inhabited. And theresfter, the only bells
we heard, the speechless, swesting Baron, and |, were the sheep-bells from the orchards and pastures at
the roadside.

Later, the dust came and furred the windows, aready shut by glass and sun. We rushed then through a
pollinated world, lost in bright mist. When there were woods, the carriage darkened. Here and there a
fountain jetted from arock, or a stream-bed widened, flashing like diamonds.

| dept, or swooned, rising in and out of deep silencesto the clash of whedls and the groans of the vehicle.
| was not darmed he would set on me, my companion, that | should be taken up unconscious and thrown
out on to the road. He had acceded. He had given in to destiny which had assumed my form.



At noon, the sun was overheed, striking the carriage roof with its spears. | rose from my stupor and lay in
another one of unbearable heat and savage excitement. | was proceeding where | must. | was acreature
that wasitself beyond al transgressions, al impediments.

| could revel in that, half-dead in the heat and deathless, as the Baron mopped hisface and drank water
from atravelling bottle.

Afternoon came, and al things dept but we. Black sheep lay in the shade of colossal oaks. Crowson a
parched field stood asiif petrified. Blond wheat parted at the wind of our passage, and closed again
together like the tines of afan. Black as agates, the grapes on the vinestocks, among the grey and dusty
leaves-

About three in the afternoon, came the halt. There was an inn above the road, and the horses were to be
changed. Asit was seen to, aman materiadised a the Baron'swindow, and handed in ahamper.

The Baron unfolded for himsdlf awooden tray, and soread anapkin over hisknees. He ae shiftily, then
took agoblet from the hamper and a bottle, uncorking and pouring the red wine. Now the glass bulb
olowed like ahuge garnet. He gulped the glass, spailing it.

Just before we started up again, von Aaron, discarding the remains of hismedl, the tray and napkin,
leaned diagonally, across the carriage and offered me a glass of the garnet wine.

"Theday isvery hot." He apologised for showing kindness or pity, breaking hisvow not to speak. Buit |
respected the vow. | raised the vell of the hat, and drank alittlewine. A very little- | had no intention that
nature should force meto quit the carriage. Though he superdtitioudy dared not put me out, an
independent withdrawal would obviate destiny in an instant.

When | set down the glass, he was staring at mein distressed fear. He shook his head, retrieved the
goblet and himself swallowed ail its contents. Then, he spoke again. "Mademoiselle St Jean, if you would
reconsider. Do you seethat inn? It's very pleasant. | have money here - and | must come back thisway,
and canthen... Surely -'

"No."

"Why this stubbornness?" he pleaded. "What can you hope for?"

What indeed? The hope, ghostly, unclaimed, flooded me likefire a his question.
"Wewere not to converse, | thought,” said I. "And you have misremembered my name.”

The man appeared at the window for the hamper, and von Aaron pushed it out to him. He dropped a
coin in the man's hand. Hamper, wine and waiter moved away.

Perhaps a quarter of an hour had elapsed. The coachman caled aquery from his box. The Baron
shouted out to him to go on. Nor did the Baron evince any want or need to vacate the carriage.

The new horses sarted forward with &l the rush of the old.

Towards sunset, when a pink-geranium glare filled the vehicle, the Baron spoke again.
"| think, Mademoisdle St Jean, that we should talk."

"Formerly, you thought otherwise. Y ou were then correct.”

"Mademoisdle - Mademoisdle St Jean - '



"Sanjeanne, if you must.”
"Thisisvery ill-advised on your part.”
"You bdieveso."

"Thisventure. Let metell you whet | conclude. That you have some strangeirrational dream of
vengeance on your mind."

"V engeance for whét, pray?'
"The death of your brother.”
"I have no brothers, Baron.”

"The - gentleman whom you saw leaving my house in the City - heisnot to be trifled with. Y ou should
not - I'm telling you, mademoiselle, you are embarked on a dangerous course.”

| laughed. A girl'slaughter, it came to me unexpectedly and delighted me amoment.

We plunged on through the radiant pink light, and pines began to come along the road, which rose
upward, upward. Then we entered agreat vault of geranium sky, with, hanginginit, cliffs and spires of
rock, the dark forests boiling over them, and the sun, atransparent burning-glass, only the colour of the
ar.

Asl gazed a it, he said quite crisply, "Y ou will have to cross the northern border, mademoisdlle, if you
mean to go on with this. Do you have papers?’

But it was the beauty of the sunset which vasred. The Baron gpparently did not understand about the
being of redity, itstranducence, itseladticity.

When the sun sank, the forests closed on us. Now it grew chilly. Timeesdy time advanced.

It was near midnight, and | was numbed and stiff with cold. | had dept further it seemed, or at any rate,
been absent from the carriage where my body journeyed. Now, the carriage had stopped again.

This, and the steelthy movements of the Baron, had aerted me, but | gave no sign. | lay motionless,
scarcely breathing, my eyes shut. Soon | heard the carriage door softly opened. Something eased itself
out, and then the door was tenderly closed. A footstep on earth. One of the horses blew and stamped,
and the carriage rolled and steadied. Nothing more.

| opened my eyes. Beyond the windows the pine trees pressed on the carriage. Between hung the lucid
avernd daylight of full moon.

Von Aaron was gone. Not prompted by any natural urge -
Sufficient space allowed, | lowered the window and looked out with care.

The road had become little better than atrack, packed earth littered with small shards, through the edges
of which the roots of the trees had sometimes clawed. And there indeed was the coachman, box
deserted, plodding in between the pine semsto rdieve himself.

Ahead, asecond carriage stood across the road, blocking the way. It was like a phantom thing; it had no
horsesin the shafts, and no driver.



| opened rny door and got out, the far side of the vehicle from von Aaron's coachman. | walked aong
the track in the moonday-night, past each pair of black horses, and then acrosstheinterva of track
between the carriages.

The vehicle which blocked the road had, within its body, awhite coffin, whiter than the moon. It rested
on the floor where one of the long seats had been removed to facilitate its presence. On the opposite seat
lay apair of paekid gloves.

| went beyond the carriage, walking now off the track, among the pines. The road dipped up and down,
and just over the brow two men stood. | heard the voice of one of them, | hesitated, then stole on until |
was some nine or ten metres away.

"Widl, you must send her back again. Take her yoursdf, ancel tdl you you will be going.”
"] think," von Aaron said, "she lacks documents. She could not cross the border.”

"Well then."

"Thisisyour last word."

"Asyou are avare."

Scarabin, tall and dender, apillar of ice, black midnight of hair poured down his back. The other
fawning, placating, angry and helpless. Before them both, the lands of night. The moon rode high,
stopping for no one.

"Shewas deeping,” said the Baron.
"m‘m"
Von Aaron looked back apprehensively, directly at me, staring into my face, and did not seemeat dll.

"Do you suppose? But where could she go?' Back again helooked at Scarabin. "'l will put her out, if you
tell meto do so, Anthony. She would belost in this place. Let me come on with you, asit was arranged.”

"Who arranged it? Y ou. Y our constant expositions. Return to that City where you let her out, where you
let her do as she wanted.”

"I? How could | prevent it - how can | answer you - what termswill you accept? It is™ou - '
They were no longer speaking of me, but of another. Of Antonina.
And Scarabin turned in that moment too, and thrust von Aaron from him.

"I'mtired of listening to this. Y ou have no say inany of it. You'll do as| tell you, nothing more. Now get
away, get out of my sight.”

But, "There are the horses coming,” said von Aaron importunately, pointing down the track ahead. Black
movement from the black pinesthere. A fresh team of drays being brought for the foremost carriage, to
replace others aready taken. Some village hereabouts, or some other servitor of Scarabin's.

"Anthony," said von Aaron now, "you may yet need me- "

There was no strategy in overhearing any more. | turned and retraced my way through the skirts of the
pine shadow, to Scarabin's carriage. | opened its door and entered it, and shut myself in. Therewasa



vibrancy intheair of it, scentless, tuned and pitched. | put my hands on the lid of the white coffin. How
secure? But | had broken one such box aready.

| drew up thelid with ease, it had not been secured at all.

Within, in the dark bed of silk, awoman's outline was deeply imprinted. | had known there would be
nothing ese. | had known that Antoninawas not here, not here. Instead, | stepped into the silk, and lay
down in this shape of her, which fitted me. Then | drew thelid up and resettled it. Thistime, somejigsaw
groove connected with another. It sedled itself above me.

| placed the mesh purse under the folds of my skirt, and crossed my hands over my breast. | had not lain
so eloquently or so neady before.

How peaceful the dark was, out of the strident moon.

In ashort while | heard the horses come up, and that they were being backed into the shafts. A man
vaulted to the box. Then, the door opened. He came into the carriage, he, Scarabin. | knew him, by his
step, the susurrous of the coat he wore, the faint intake and expiry of his breathing. Now he sat, now
took up the gloves and threw them down again. Now the beautiful voice caled out its order to the driver.

Hoofs trampled and wheels revolved. The carriage was angled and positioned and set northward on the
road, and with only this prelude, exploded into agreat and nearly maniaca speed. The floor bounced
under me. | was stunned by it, by theintimacy of its noise and motion. Then alight gentleimpact came
above, the click of aboot-hed. Anthony Scarabin had put hisfeet up on the coffin.

We cameto the border.

| was by now hypnotised in my shell. | heard, or fdlt, the carriage draw up. At the window, muffled
voices courteoudy inssted that the passenger must descend. He did so. Out on the roadway, | heard a
man say to him, "And the coffin. Regretfully, we must ingpect it." In response | could ascertain only the
notes of hisvoice, no words. But then the door was opened, and rough nervous hands came down on
thelid of my shdter.

| ceased at onceto breathe; | had learnt this knack in the grave. Asthelid sheared off, moonlight and
shadow sprinkled melike cool water. A man drew in his own breath harshly, thenlet it goinalong sigh. |
sensed, but did not see, that he crossed himself. Then the lid was awkwardly replaced, grating about until
the grooves again engaged, and the dark, my coverlet, covered me.

"Y our papers are correct. My condolences. Y our sister's death isagreat misfortune. Ah, asad loss, so
young. She seemsonly deeping.”

Scarabin re-entered the carriage. Orders were spoken on the road. The horses brokeinto their run. We
raced across the northern border.

He had carried the box from Paradys for show. He had therefore required papers which noted it. Finding
such luggage empty the border's watchdogs might have torn the receptacl e apart, but avacant coffin was
no crime, an eccentricity, likeaslver bullet... But full, such asad loss, the young sster, looking only asif
she dept. He knew now he had company.

Would he speak? Would he himself lift off thelid, and should | seethat facelook in & me, and those
eyes?

Hemight do anything.



He had had melted down the slver of Antonina's wedding rings, that had made the ammunition for his
dud with me before. He was inventive, and capable, and quite asfey as|.

Nothing happened for alittiewhile.

Then he cdlled again to the driver, and the carriage hdted, the driver dropped down and was at the
window.

Scarabin said: 'Y ou seethis?'

Together they raised it from the floor of the carriage, and | was borne ashort distance, asit seemed,
from theroad.

Cautioudy, as | was siwung with the coffin in their grasp, | raised both hands and pressed againgt the lid. |
could not in any way shift it. Sometrick of the grooved mechanism made the box ble only from
without.

"Here. Thiswill do," said Scarabin, above me.

The coffin waslowered, and let go. A dight fdl, yet it jolted every bone of my body. | repressed the urge
tolaugh a hismalice.

| made out their footsteps, retreating.

Then, in another minute, from someway off, | heard the carriage start up and tear away. After that, came
agreat dillness.

Having spontaneoudy evicted mysdlf from the earth of agrave, the insoluble problem of the coffin bored
me. | lay and did nothing, did not even think of it. | thought only of the carriage bounding aong the tracks
and roads between the pines. How should | find it? How catch up?

My mind flew &fter, never lost him. But | never could. Wherever he might go, my dearly beloved enemy,
into whatever dim, invisible reach, | must come on him again at last, by design, or by accident. We could
not be parted.

| relaxed, | composed mysdif.
What now?

Therewas ascratching on thelid of dumber. As| wakened | knew better than to call encouragement.
Perhaps some hopeful thief had found me. He would be frightened off if the corpse merrily greeted him.
Or perhapsit was some bird a work, or alarge insect taking its congtitutional dong the lacquer.

Then the coffin-lid moved. Brightest daylight entered like adagger. As| lifted my handsto ass s, thelid
was abruptly shovelled off and fell away. Againgt ablinding lace-work of leaves and sky, | saw the pagan
beast-face of Satan himsdlf, gazing in a me. A handsome black goat with along Roman nose, and
whorled meddlions of horns.

| sat up with acry of eation, and hefrisked away.

| came from the coffin and stood in a young meadow. The spot was fringed by pines, but awild orchard
bloomed between, and here the goats were feeding. The tindery sweet scents of morning sun on clover,
the wholesome stink of the herd, were here and there touched by the fermentation of fallen red apples
lying in the grass. There was no sign or symptom of any road or track.



| cast off the veiled hat into the coffin, and took up the mesh purse and spilled it over the silk. Likethe
fied-lily, it seemed to me | had no need of items such as money, paper, or matches. So | buried the
|atter, for fear they might combust and set the land on fire, and left the rest. What asight it made, the
opened coffin on the grass, and the papers and the coins, and the hat. The silver bullet donel placed in
the bodice of my costume.

Then | strayed away over the meadow, among the feeding goats, and picking up an apple, ate thered
skin and the white flesh of it.

Possibly | might come on agoatherd. | would say, Whereisthe road? And he or she, meeting the eyes
of Annaor of Andreicspect-ively, would blush and hoarsely inform metherewere no roads at dl: this
was Elysum.

But | met no goatherd.

Light and shade rained down and spangled everything. Then, on adope beyond the orchard, | found a
path after dl, not wide enough for any carriage, yet | followed it. What did it matter if | lost my way?|
should find it again. Help was dways available. And he, like the moon in the sky of night, could not hide
himsf for very long.

Theday wasanidyll. | think | never spent such aday. Perhaps | had, as Andre; some picnic or excursion
into the hills above the City.

| wasdl donein acountry that had no human things, only sunshine, trees and wild flowers, only the
strands of streams and huge boulders clung with moss. Birds flashed and fluted. And though | saw
animas playing and egting, never oncedid | discern acot or hut, let done avillage, let done the mirage of
any distant metropalis.

How quickly it came and went.

Noon passed over like awave, and afternoon, three waves, or more. The sun westered, the world
dipped back towards the shadow.

High among the pines, | came on a stone that might have been an atar. Beyond, the forest lessened. Far
away, milesaway, in acup of distance, | saw an architectura structure, which | knew from some dream.

Going down the escarpment | lost the view, but found a broad stream, not at dl shallow. It wound away
northwards, under the trees. Not quite ariver, but by the stones, asmall narrow boat with one long pole,
lay tethered and waiting.

Though not underground, the Hadean stream coiled through the trees, and night began to fill the hollows
and put out the afterglow. Thenamist did rise, out of secret placesin the banks; cold and fragrant. |
stood in the boat and poled my way aong. Often afierce current drifted us downward with no labour on
my sdeat al. Blackness came, and black willows swept to the stream. | poled my way through
mourning-vells. The pines seemed more anima than flord. Did they move about when | had passed, with
huge soft steps? The mist encircled my thighs, my waist, but rose no higher. And now | mysdf was
Charon.

Supposethisisnot theway? Then | will find it at another hour.
Istheretime? All time and none.

How wonderful it was, the sense of abandonment. All things gone but one focused goa. And that pristine
and sure, whatever was or would be between. Liberty. Truth. To have two names, and neither, to be one



being now, and there another, and perhaps no one, perhaps al. Hereisthe dark, and heream [, of the
dark.

| followed the graceful stream.

It came at me suddenly, with an awesome shriek. | could not see what it was, but | raised the pole and
swung the length of it between us. The merest collision resulted, but the pole shuddered and the boat
pitched. Not quite letting go the pole, | fell to my knees.

From the blackness, two abino eyes, abesak of burning wire. Wings. It flung itself a me again.
Some nocturna bird | had dismayed, or some guardian of trangit.

The feathers of its black wings guttered and ignited asit threw itsdlf a me again and again. Now an eye
seared. Now the beak stabbed for my throat or sight. A talon scored my hand. It dashed itself against
me, to take the blood, and | |et go the pole and seized its neck like asnake's, and brokeit.

| hurled the corpseinto the stream, the night.

Horror and hell were dl around. | had no strength. | had fallen down into the boat and lost the guiding
pole, aso my only wespon.

Fool, to abandon the redity and laws of the sensible world, to set out on this perilous course.
Now | lay inthe boat asin the coffin, less optimistic than then, and only the current drew me on.

| cannot go to you armed then, in armour. When | approach with pride, with abook, aloaded pistol,
these are of no avall.

The stream ran fast now, and straight. We plunged out under the open sky. The moon had not risen, yet
there it was, down among the trees. The boat sidled to the shore, and rocked there, refusing to continue.

| was following the moon. A land moon, crossing the surface of the earth. She glimmered between the
trees. | reasoned to begin with that this must be some man or woman, at last, and carrying alantern.

Thevillage, to which the moon led me, was deserted. It lay outsde a paisade of trees, al up anincline,
likefalen stones. As| came out into its grass-grown lanes, among the toppled chimneys, | saw for the
firgt that what flitted dong before me was the figure of agirl. She passed through the housesin away that
gave me to suppose she was not solid, not flesh.

Wherethe derdlict village ended, the land opened to a sheet of black mirror, atarn of water. Thegirl, a
quarter of amile away from me now, seemed to glide out on to it, bobbing there like a candle-flame, but
when | too reached the brink, there was a massive causeway, with huge paving-blocks, well ableto
accommodate a carriage.

After the causeway and the tarn, appeared the structure | had seen at sunset.

It wasaruin, of course. In the darkness the impression was of solitary standing walls, perforated by
round glasd ess spoke-framed windows, like colossal whedl's, amilar to those found in ancient churches.
Higher than the highest, atower broke the sky. It was out of al proportion to the landscape, or so it
seemed, too tall, like afunnd spun of black night, yet it also was cleft at the top, blasted wide asif by the
hand of God.

The glimmer of the ghost-girl went up the shore and in among the ruin like amoth attracted to warmth or



light. Therewaslight. | madeit out as| drew closer.

Inawall againgt the tower, afeaturel ess door had been cut, and the ground rose up to it in aflight of
steps. Above thisdoor awindow like a spiderweb held a sonorous living glow.

The ghosgt, if shewas, had disappeared. No carriage, and no horses, were in evidence. Only thelit
window. The tower leaned and the wind of night sighed through its great axed cranium, the alleys of
shattered corridors, the window-wheds, as through the fingers of the pines.

| climbed the sunken, uneven steps, and touched the door, which opened.

It was a priest's chamber, perhaps the ruin was indeed that of some religious building. Thelight came
from apae and legping fire, and from candlesin silver stanchions. There were afew pillars, with a soft,
grey-velvet texture, along table of darkest mahogany, pulled closeto thefire, with some objects on it of
glassthat caught the flames and reflected them down into the wood. Three silver crucifixes of various
heights stood on the scul pted mantel piece above the hearth, and above these, hung asword in black
chains. Thiswasal the room seemed to contain.

| shut the outer door, and advanced across bare flagstones. As| passed the table, acrystal apple on it
turned to red amber, then to insubstantia pearl, asthe flames brimmed and drained it.

In the farther wall there was an inner doorway, with adark curtain thrust to one side. Beyond, through
the echo-chamber of the great barrdl-vault of tower, a sound was tenuoudy beginning. Wasit music |
heard, or only some deception, awhining in the cods of thefire, my own blood snging, slenceitsef?

No, the eerie sound came full upon me now, sweeping down the arteries of stone into the small mouth of
the doorway.

High in the tower, Antonina played her piano, asin the rented house at Paradys. She played the
carriage-ride, the savage headlong race across the plains of darkness, the rough track, and the race of
the pines overhead - she played the downess of the Hades stream, the languor of relentless willnessness,
obsesson and dim night...

Close by, the ghogt-girl clung to apillar. Thefirdight came and went in her, asin the gpple of glass. Did |
recall her from some occult tampering in the house of Philippe, some seance? Was she agirl, or acrone?
Shelooked familiar, and not so. She throbbed, the whole length of her, to the pulses of the piano. | said
to her: 'What are you doing here? Y our timeisover.” And she faded to nothing. She was gone.

The piano crashed like thunder. 1t ascended and rushed down the scale, searching new peaks and
abysses of cold brilliance, power and menace. It was not Antoninawho played.

Presently the torrent stopped. | turned from the door and retreated to the far side of the hearth. It wasa
retreat, but not unstrategic. | had remembered a stance Philippe's mother had been wont to take, her
back straight, her head dightly raised, her hands clasped together at her waist above the fal of her gown.
| assumed it, and when | heard his step, on the stairway, on the flags of the room, did not turn to face
him.

He cameto the table, but it was between us. From thetail of my eye | saw him now. Hewas no longer
dressed in white. Thefire prang, he dazzled and sank.

"An unexpected displeasure,”" he remarked. | heard the gentle clink of glass. From a decanter on the table
he poured wineinto agoblet - red wine, or white? "l would have thought,” he said, "under such trying
circumstances, you would have had awish to go home."



"Y our domicileishaunted,” | said. "Perhgps I'm another ghost.”
"There are no such things," he said. He raised the glass and drank.

| turned, and looked at him. He wore black, like a priest. As she had done. Thewinewas itsalf blacker
than ink, ablack brandy or some unknown distillation. Some while since we had been so close.

Not since the dudl, the day he killed me - but we had been closer then. His eyes bore upon minelikea
weight | could not bear. | lowered my gaze. And he said, "But you lack papers, | believe, mademoiselle,
and cannot cross back over the border."

"Whoaml," | sad, "do you think?'

"I don't think about it. Y our identity isyour own business.”

"Y our dog, von Aaron, will have given meaname.”

"Von Aaron'sdeductions are usudly faulty.”

"And so you doughed him. Y ou would find thet easy."

"But you have proved more difficult,” he said. "What isit that you want?"
"My revengeonyou,” | said, "of course. Because you have made me suffer.”
"Thet was your choice.

| raised my eyesand stared at him. | stared into his eyeswhich were her eyes, as, all dong, her eyes had
been his.

"You areabusng measshedid,” | said. "Youretdling methat if nothing isgiven mel must try to take
nothing. Tha | mugt garve.”

"Then take some drink by adl means," hesaid. Y ou've along journey before you."

He moved from the table to the hearth, as| moved from the hearth to the table. | reached out to the wine
and discovered it was after al ablackish red, it had been reflecting his clothing and his mood merdly. It
had the taste of wormwood, however, when | drank it.

| smiled, and said, looking into the wine, "Y ou have no husband to hide behind on this occasion. Or do
you have some convenient wife stashed in an upper room? |'s each assault to be different, or are all of
them the same? A snake edting itsown tail "

"Mademoisdle" hesad, "l give you the freedom of dl the night. | request only that you leave methis
smadl part of it, my privacy."

"What will you do,” | asked, "in your corner of the night? Lovingly dwell on the darkness?"
| put down my glass. Firefilled it, and sank fromit. Blood filled and sank from my heart.

| moved around the table and stood quite near to him, though not quite near enough to touch. The flames
burned, throwing their flimsy architecturesto the roof, and dismantling them again.

"Let me" | said, "enrage and unnerve and trouble you. Let me speak the truth to you, Anthony, to your
facefor once. No, don't look away. If | have the courage to meet your eyes, at least salute my courage,



however little you value or desireit. Arewenat, dl of us, on afield of battle?| betray mysdf, | anmy
own enemy. She givesmeto you, in chains, like the sword. You see, | offer you nothing at al any more,
not abook, not aline of prose. Y ou may think | have written this, but if | had or if | ever do, these are
words drawn from air, magic, or adream. Only think how strangeit is, that | have formed awhole
cathedra out of nothing, where for you the chanceis only a pebble, amoment's acute annoyance. All the
passionate song slemming from the same fount as your little indifference and didike. It isyou who have
made the mongter, where | invented beingswith wings. Wdll, | love you. Nothing is changed. | have no
more famethan ever | did, or | could offer you the bribe of making you immortd. Y ou'd spurn it anyway,
until it wastoo late to take. Then, perhaps. But who will remember me? And who will remember you?'

At the end of thisrecita, each of uslowered our eyes. Thefiretoo lowered itsdf. The night wasvery ill.
"Well," hesaid at last, "you have had your say."

"And you have kept your silence.”

"Go home, mademoisdle" hesaid. "We are at variance."

"Put meout," | said. Til lie across the doorway."

"Oh, pleese" he said, "must we now have this?"

"Y ou may step over me as you choose, or on me. | would prefer not the latter, but can't quarrel withiit if
youdo."

"There are other measures | might take againgt you. Y ou're very troublesome.”

"That isthe nature of life. Risk and trouble. Y ou may do asyou want. And so shdl |. To go away from
youis, for me, to be annihilated. I've said before, command your own actions. Y ou may not command
mine"

Helifted hisglass, as| thought for asecond to drink, but instead he cast it across the room with
tremendous force. It struck some obstacle, perhaps a pillar, and shattered into aglittering spray.

"Thisthenisyour notion of arevenge," he sad.
"Y ourswas, perhaps, more conventiona.”

His hand flew upwards, asif to strike me, but he checked it. In turn, I caught his hand. It was so cold,
what could | do but warm it amoment, before it should be snatched away.

"Whereisthering?' | said.
"Youwill never find that."

"l shdl find it. A drop of blood on dl this palette of pallors and shadows, in atower of shadows. Perhaps
inthewine?'

"Certainly, look."
"Not there, then."
| let go the cold hand, which withdrew itsdlf.

His eyes, since we had drawn so much nearer, seemed lost in thefiery dark.



| said, "Have | made you hate me yet? That's better than uninterest. I'll give you something in exchange
for theruby scarab, shall 17" | put my hand to my breast and drew out that snub-nosed silver thing. He
stared down at it. He did not ask me what it was, avoid or takeit, and | did not say, See, even thisfailed.
More lightly than he had thrown the glass, | cast the bullet into the dying hearth.

Thefirewas hurt, there. It turned acuriousred. As| gazed &t it, he walked away from me, towardsthe
inner door with the curtain. His footsteps echoed up from the stones. The clash of therings, when he
drew the curtain over after him, repeated itsdlf in the air, the way ripplesdo in water.

| listened to this noise for centuries.

After thefire had died, | continued to Sit on the stones of the hearth. | felt adeathly peace, only that.
When the sunrose | must go away. | must choose unredlity, for redity, going by the name of the Unred,
would no longer harbour me. But | waslost &t last. Therefore, Sit, and await the dawn.

But the night stayed a grest time, it wasfond of this place.

Having discarded my paper, | wrote with apiece of charcoa from the fire dong the sone. All single
lines. What | had said to him, and other things.

Also, once | wegpt. If there was any dteration in Annas weeping from the raging grief of Andre, | did not
noticeit. | wondered if the stones of that priestly hal would hold my pain long after | had gone.

Then, dawn came. The spiderweb window changed to silver. Even down the chimney of the hearth the
anaemic resin seeped. Suddenly, beneath the curtain of the inner door, there ran out apool of blood.

| cameto my feet. | stared at the revelation. Slowly asif afraid, | went towards the bloody light, stepped
into it and stood half aminute, wading. Next, | put my hand on the curtain and drew it aside.

What had been ablack funnel, the tower, was now the cavity of aburning rose.

High, high above, just before the top of the tower had broken, hung the wound of amighty sword, a
window petalled by glass... magenta and maroon, crimson and carmine, blood, scarlet, madder and
pomegranate - it bled, thisglass, every peta, and asit fell down towards the east, the sunrisg, it paled
through every flushed nuance of roses. Tearsof blood - | knew its name, had named it in the City when it
formed inside my dreams. Beyond, a horizon of mountains, dim and fine asif drawn with abrush. The
very land about was a mountain, which | had climbed unknowingly, within its mantle of pinesand water.
One only sees such things as mountains for what they are when they arefar off.

My foot found thefirst step. | must approach the window. Through agauze of crimson light, ascending -
such ashaft it was, it too seemed made, the light, of glass. Birds of thin aabaster might have been set in
it, or carven fish legping. | moved upwards through the hollow core. It had a perfume, this colour, like the
gardeniaincense of sometemple. And asound, alow and sombre drone.

Trembling, theair, thelight - | had reached a stone landing, and agalery. The window seemed
suspended, and it was possible, turning here, to touch the glass. Huge drops, they rained, some
transparent, some opaque, some trand ucent - they passed me and went on below. | was dizzy now, the
tears seemed to fall in actudity - | put my hand against the panes. But they were not wet. They were cool
and dry. And under my very fingers, acreamy stone, not glassat dl. | had found the gem from Antoninas
marriagerings. Yes, it wastrue. Still initsova setting of slver, lacking the band, pushed now into the
glass, asngle pane. Then | looked up, up the window. And saw there aruby tear with, incised init, a
beetle with folded wings.



Y ou could look ayear and not seeit. Or, staring only asecond, seein asecond. Aswith any mystery.

| stretched mysdlf, dl my height and more. If | had had Andre's stature, it would not have been so
difficult. At my back the uncertain railling of the gallery, the drop below. Before me the blood-jewd of the
scarab. My fingers sought it and my nails prised at the rim. Let it come out. It was mine. It shifted. It
twisted, paused, and fell into my hand. Still initsmetal band, it remained aring. It burned my hand, so
cold it was. | dipped it on my finger, which, though more dender than that samefinger of Andre's, it
seemed to have shrunk itself to encircle.

| turned and went aong the galery and in a adoorway.

The first room was very bare. The piano stood in it. The lamps had burned out, and onetall candlefrilled
with wax. There was atable with large old books spread over it, arack of pens, achessboard with only
two or threefigures standing or lying on its spaces. The red light of the mighty window had comein. It lit
the | ettering on the page of asingle book: Benedictus qui venit in nomine Domini.

The second room, opening from thefirst, had light of its own, around eastern window of plain glass.
Here, morning waswhite.

Aswhite effigies|lay on the marble of their tombs, so helay, on the bed. The pillows of it, the covers,
were heaped about him like sands, or foam from the sea. He was stranded in the wake of these things,
hair spilled, lifeless. His deep resembled death, was that so curious?

| moved closer. It would be impossible to wake him. | need not be afraid of it. He might never wake
agan.

The sheet would seem to have been dragged off him by some external agent, leaving the left shoulder and
the left arm bare, outflung. The left hand rested, palm uppermost, and open, asif it awaited some gift or
some caress. A vulnerable hand. He dept without his shirt.

| stood above him now, and my shadow fell across hisface. Without the open eyes, the facewaslikea
masK. | leaned down and touched my lipsto his cheekbone and hisjaw - with some surprise | felt the
rasp of new beard starting against my mouth. The orbs of the eyes moved under their whitelids. These
were smooth, asthelipswere... Thereserved kiss did not wake him. No, nothing could. Nothing,
nothing.

Like Psyche, who had searched for her lovein hell, | leaned to hisflesh. But the onus of the myth had
been to dash aside unconsciousness. | was not Psyche, though he might be said to be Love.

Hewas Love, and he was Antonina. He and Antonina were one thing, as Annhawas Anfre. Vampires,
shape-changers, incubus-succuba - such vacant names.

| drew dl the sheet away, and gazed a him as he lay there. He dept on. What might | not do?

| put from me any clothing that impeded me, and dipped into the white bed with him asif into abank of
snow. My skin touched his skin. | fastened my lipsto his. His mouth parted under mine. | drew the soul
out of hismouth, and in his deep, unwaking, he moved against me, asif we lay beneath the sea.

Refuse me now. No? Y ou will not doit. Thisyou will do, and this.

| lay over him, curved to hisbody. In deep, his excitement had answered mine. We swam together now.
So beautiful, my love, you are so beautiful. The strength of you, and al the pain and glamour of your
body*, your bones, your silver spine arching - now, now -



Thewhite light was cloven, stayed, Not yet. Aswith thefirst kiss, my lips sought, closed, againg his
flesh.

Yet, | am sheand sheisyou and you are mysdlf. | hold you and am held. You aremy dave, and | am
yours. Y ou destroy me, and

are destroyed. | give myself and receive myself. We are one thing and dl things. And nothing. We are
nothing.

| felt and heard him catch his breath. | need not wait any more. | raised my head and cried aloud under
the sword of desth.

And the cloven light burned, but only like afire.

Astheinterior of the coffin had borne her imprint, so the mattress had retained the shape of him. There
was no other trace, save for two or threelong and curling jet-black hairs.

Theinterim might not have been deegp. Some blank omisson from awareness following the summit and
thefal. What had occurred? Ah, wasit only that? | |eft the bed, and hesitantly went about the room.

In the round casement, the landscape was framed, under a high sun. It was midday, perhaps.

There had been some failure. Something amiss, or mistakenly done. Did | remember what it was? |
wound the black hairs about my finger, around the scarab ring. | was depressed and weary. | l€eft the
bedroom, crossed the chamber with the piano - quiescent in the noon dusk. The great window beyond
was a symphony of crimson by day, nothing else or more - | descended the tower with astrange sense of
permanence, or memory - not my own, but others. The ghosts lay thick as the shadowy sunlight on
everything. In the hal, awoman was busy at the dead hearth. She was scrubbing with her rag, erasing the
words | had written there during the night.

| stood and looked at her. What was she? Was she a creature of normd redity, or a phantasm, or had
she crawled from some aperture between these states? Her rag made a husky noise. How dared she
obliterate the ramblings of my heart's soul? Anilliterate, she could not read them, she thought them only
the marks of the soot.

"What areyou doing?' | said. "Leavethat at once."

To my gratification, she did stop immediately. She got up and observed me. She had aquiet, vegetable
face.

"Whereishe?' | said. "Do you belong to him?' For some reason, | found it hard to speak his name, any
part of it. But she nodded now. She was some villager, from some village, aservant. "Well," | said,
"where has he gone?"

She stared. He came and went as he pleased. How would she know.
| sghed. What did | want?

A dreadful lassitude, d most arevulsion, threatened me. | had possessed him and it was done. It was no
more than a convention.

There had been so much poignant drama, did it only end in thisunorigina deed of lust? The storm of
orgasm was so soon over. What could one say after it but, Farewell, or, Again and then farewell. Or, for
ever and ever, Amen, and God preserve dl from that Amen. Passion is not salf-begetting. It must burn up



brighter and consume. It must lways be in doubt, and in anguish, and perhaps evenin agony - to this,
carna love was nothing. It would be better to diein the act. Such fireworks, and then to go out in the
habitual dark behind the sordid roof-tops?

Thewoman, relieving hersdf of any duty to make conversation with me, had turned and was going out of
the door. | followed her, naturaly. She went down the steps, which looked peded in daylight, and
walked along the shore. How was the rest of the scenery by day? 1 could not have said. It was aplacel
passed through. The huge tarn of water gleamed, hard asagem. My eyeswere hurt by so much
truth-discovering light. | shielded them, and was glad when she went in at another entry in one of the
gandingwals.

| found usthen to bein asort of kitchen, with long ovens and awide hearth, firdess now. By the hearth
sat agirl with asnow-blonde chrysanthemum of hair. She did not glance at me, she wastaking from a
wicker bag ababy, only afew days old, and next aleather bottle with ateat. She fed the child from this
as he sat naked on her |ap. Hisfinefloss of hair was paler even than hers, and one of his eyeswas lighter
than the other. They had alook of someone | had known, both the girl and the infant. | redlised it wasa
decided resemblance to Philippe.

The older woman now busied hersalf with lighting the hearth fire. That achieved, she took abroom, of the
pastoral sort, abunch of twigstied together, and began to sweep the floor, up and down, back and forth,
with an aimless determination.

| sat down facing the girl, and pushed back the red hair from my face and shoulders. Hers, cotton-white,
straggled dl about her.

"Isthis child yours? When was he born?*

She glanced at the woman who swept, but that one only went on sweeping. The girl pursed her lips,
readied herself, and spoke to me.

"Not mine. Another girl's. But he makes things happen, so | bring him away.”
"Makes things happen - what do you mean by that?"

Her skin was lucent. Now she blushed.

"WEell, he does."

The child turned then and stared at me. He could not be more than ten days old, less maybe, or alittle
more. But his odd eyes seemed to look upon me with knowledge and some gy amusement. | had known
Philippe when not much older.

"Do you mean,” | said softly, clandestingly, leaning forward to the girl and endeavouring to catch her eye,
"that things move about when he'sin the room - that, say, acandle will blow itsalf out, or some hanging
thing will be swung to and fro?'

She nodded. "And the shuttle goes on the loom.” Shelowered her lashes. "The priest, he saysit will stop
asthe child grows. It's not ademon, but the spirit isrestless.

Behind us, the woman swept the floor, up and down, and round and round.
"But you've come here quite often,” | said. "When he ishere. The master of thisruin.”

She smiled. She would not look at me now.



| got to my feet. "Y ou must heat water and fetch it up tome," | said, "for the bath in the upper room. Y ou
understand me?"

The child pushed the |eather bottle away. He crowed. Ah! Philippe cried, reborn between a peasant's
thighs, you see, here| am again to mock and torment you.

But | turned and Ieft the room quickly. I went back along the shore. Light pierced open-work windows
likeflights of arrows. Wallsleaned asif about to come down. Birds were rising from trees on the farther
bank; perhaps Scarabin rode there, on one of the black horses. Or were all the horses metamorphosed
now to white?

| wondered if the girl would obey me, but when | had climbed up again through the tower, she presently
came with two buckets and filled the porcelain bath with scalding water and with warm.

| made her remain in the chamber as | bathed. She was shy, and would not look at me, but she
wandered about the room, more surely than | had done, now and then picking up some item, abrush, the
razor from itsbowl, an ivory pencil-case that lay under the window.

"Y ou'refamiliar with these things," | said. She did not answer. "And with that bed, dso. Hes had you. Is
that not s0?' She darted one glance a me. It was true. Wasiit jealousy that burned through me? No, it
was apang of horror at the vulgarity of it, that | had only been that, too. A woman had by him, and he, a
man | had had.

| dried mysdlf, and put on again the costume of Paradys. There was not astain on it, not arent in its soft
fabric. And 1, stained like the church-glass of the unholy window, immutably, and rent by silver - | was
damned because | had failed, had failed.

"Comehere" | saidtothegirl. "Brush my hair now."
She brushed my hair, with long smooth strokes, more nicdly than her fellow had swept the floor.
"There" | said. "Werefriends™"

| stood over her, someinchestaller than she. | took her face in my hands and kissed her fresh mouth. He
had kissed her, | kissed, deeply, and she leaned against me, letting me caress her, her flower-like skin,
her warm breagts. Asthere had been Annawithin mefor Philippe, so Andre now sampled thisgirl on my
behadf, for my sake, since Anthony had made love to her. She was like Philippe hersdf, as the child was.
Sheand |, had by the same one, were, briefly, the same one. And | remembered the exaltation of my
abandonment in the sexual climax of desire. Of course, it was nothing of any value at al.

When | let her go, | asked her name. Shivering, her lambent eyes on mine, she said shewas caled Oula.
| wondered then why | had asked. What did her name matter to me?

There came a sharp clangour from below.

"The child!" she cried. And turning from me ran away, out of the rooms and down the tower again. |
hurried at her heels. And going by the window of the tears of blood, thought, Passed and repassed and
S0 past. So it becomes athing of no consequence. | am used to it, now.

In the hall below, the woman had come back to work, with her broom, and had brought the child in the
bag. His cobweb mane and anemone arms protruded from the wicker. Meanwhile, one of the three
heavy slver crucifixes had been crashed from the mantel. Now another wasrising, and wafted through
theair, asif weightless. The woman watched it, stopped in her tracks but with no appearance of darm.
The girl Oulacaled out something in the dialect of the north, another language, which | did not know.



The child gurgled and laughed.

Oularan acrossthe floor and whirled him up. Shelifted him high and shook him alittle. The miniscule
face was vivid with evil glee. The second crucifix too clanged on to the stone floor.

| looked at the broom-woman and shouted: Take him. Take him out. Do asyou're told, you bitch.”

She made avague move towards the girl and the fiendish baby. Just then, the decanter rose from the
table. It flung itself at me and indtinctively | threw my hands before my face. With astinging drizzle of
lights, the glass smashed at my feet. The liquor spurted up, and | was splattercu, dl over thefineold
gown, asif with blood.

| ran across and pushed my hand against the baby's laughing sneering face. "Yes, | remember thefight,
and the cherries. Y es. Enough.

Go away and forget. Thisisn't for you." And thefacefdl, envioudy. Toothless gumstried to bite. "Give
himto her," | indicated the woman to Oulaasif they had never met. "He must be taken out.”

But the child had abruptly lapsed into a sullen exhaustion. It was borne away and put back into its bag.
The older woman, having propped her broom on one of the pillars, taking the bag, and without aword,
plodded to the door and down the steps.

Would shewak into the tarn and sink there, becoming some aquatic anima? No, she smply trod her
route along the shore to the causeway. Oulaand I, standing in homely fashion in the door, watched her
out of Sght.

Oulatimidly put her hand on my waist. | removed it.

Together we replaced the crucifixes. If they were an iotafrom their stations it would be sure to be
noticed. " Sweep up the glass." She swept it up and took the fragments away.

Drearily | stood before the hearth. What a barren place thiswas, when hewas not init.

| did not properly bdlieve that Oulas habitat, village or otherwise, existed. She, or any other, evolved and
retrested to some secondary plane, inaccessible to me. There was therefore nowhere | might escape to.
When he returned, whatever should we do, he and 1?7 With Antonina, when it had been Antonina and
Andre, the progression was unavoidable, rushing avay downhill, tumbling forward into the pit of delicious
darkness. But this. Dear God, suppose it should become domestic?

But suppose too he did not return.

Terror fastened on me. | lay againgt the hearth in fear and misery. And was aware, through these
monstrous concussions, that | was glad of them.

Just after sunset, | heard Oulalaughing along the shore. | had been standing under the tower window,
watching thelight go out of it, to seeif this happened in theway | had formerly described. Her laugh
came like aflying thing, and flitted round me. Hearing it, | knew Anthony had come back, and was with
her somewherein theruin.

My eager foreboding drew me across the pillared hall, to the doorway. Here | looked out and saw
smoke gtill tapering from the chimney of the kitchen room.

Thetarn was a bath of wine, the whole sky had become ared window, and made al the broken open
whed-windows red, the tower ablack fire-iron against incorrigible space.



On the threshold of the kitchen, some colourless flowers lay scattered. Insde, it was an oil on canvas,
though not from Philippe's quirky brush. Pale Oulawas kindling two hanging lamps, with aabaster arms
highlighted, while dark Scarabin stood by the hearth.

As| shut out the afterglow in the doorway, both looked at me and then away. They had formed aliaison
againgt me. | wasto be excluded.

There was a table of wooden planks near one wall, and two wooden benches. Here |l sat, asif at the
Cockatrice or the Imago. After amoment he took a place at the table across from me, without aword
or further look. Oulabrought an earthenware jug and set it down, with aglassfor him.

"Bring aglassfor me” | said.
She went at once to a cupboard and extracted another glass and gave it me.

Hetook up the jug and to my surprise, poured the drink firgtly into my glass. Tonight the liquor was
cloudily pae, an absinth that seared the mouth.

During, and after this, we sat in slence, and the girl prepared amed, moving to and from thefire and the
ovens and here and there. Scarabin drank steadily. His expression waslazy, but hisface held tensgly in
againgt the bones. Hiseyeswerefixed far off. They looked sightless, so densdly black, giving no access,
having no floor. The mouth was sulky and crud. In the muddy lamplight, sometimesit sesemed to methe
face of ahandsome man, sometimes of a beautiful woman.

When the food was ready Oula brought it to the table. White meat and bread, and a dish of cheese and
aoples.

"Sit down," he said to her then. The room quivered at hisvoice, asif acoin had been thrown into awell.
When she only stood by him, he got hold of her and gently pulled her down at hisside.

Then, asif she were some clever clockwork doll, he began to feed her. It seemed he ate nothing, only
drank the absinth, but her he fed, with infinite persuasion, persistence, and care. The attention, or the
food, brought the blood into her cheeks. Even her hair pinkened, appearing to blush alittle.

Beyond the door, the dusk had drawn its curtain.

"Why do we eat, Oula?' he said, "Why drink? Could we not do without sustenance, don't you suppose
307" But she had now ceased hersdlf to edt, or heto feed her. Shelay against him, her head on his
shoulder, sometimes playing with the buttons of his coat. Her hands were gracious for aservant girl's, and
the nails clean and trimmed. "What isredlity after al," he said. "Did we not invent dl this, are we not God,
any and al of us?' He spread his own eegant hand on thetable. "I could pass my hand through the wood
asif through water. Any man, any woman, could do it. No chains, no bindings. It'saworld of chaos
restrained solely by the human mind, which then, afraid of itsalf, steps back and says, seethis colossal
machine over which | have no power a al."

| said, "Shewon't understand you. And | dready know it." But heignored me.

Soon after, he stood and drew the girl up with him. He said to her tenderly. "Where now?' And she
murmured her laughter. They went away.

Theroom, inwhich thefire still crackled, turned cold, solid, and deathly ill.

Starswerein the sky abovethetarn, | could see them through the doorway, huge stars that blazed too
brightly.



| closed my eyes, and saw instead Philippe, amaddened child of eleven years, on the rocking-horse,
riding faster and faster, with his head thrown back.

| had nothing to write with. The hag with the broom and rags had finished cleaning off the stones of the
hall when | left her unsupervis-ed. Write with my voicethen, on air, or with my nailsin the plank table. Or
with fire, scour the kitchen out with arson.

Plucking three of my own long, curling hairs, | wove them together with the black hair | had found in the
bed. (What colour had my hair been, before the'Martian' red of Paradys?) Then | burned the hair
together.

Water was sadness, air avison, earth wasthought. But fire, fire wasthe will.

Sinceredlity and the physica world were only chaos, illusorily subdued, | did not perhaps pass through
night along the ground, or through ruined halls of stone. Ascending, what did | climb but the heights of
meaning? Certainly the tower had grown tdler. High upinit, | was on some rarefied and open summit,
wherethe air wasthin and chimed with ice. There were no dimensions, or they were different ones...
No, they were the usua ones. A bedchamber lit by afew candles, aman and awoman embracing.

| walked about them, round them, once, twice. They did not (did they?) know | wasthere. Hungrily they
annexed each other with their mouths.

| put my arms over hers, around him, and my hands on hers -and drew them down from his body.
Standing at her back, | wrested her quietly from his grasp, and when | had her, putting my mouth to her
ear, | whispered, "That isover. What are you doing here?’

She opened her eyes, and looked at me with asomnambulist's smile. Then, in theway of a peasant girl
released from some temporary office, she bobbed measilly little curtsey, and drifted at once acrossthe
room. The candlelight made lace, abrida veil, over her hair. She vanished through the doorway, or only
atogether.

He stood and looked at me, dready in his shirt, alibertineg's face of arousd, the eyes of dreaming degth.
"Itis," hesaid, "al one. You, or she, will do. Come here, then."

| went to him and said, as he took hold of me, "Not for this. Only I, or you, will do for this," and took
hold of him as he had taken me.

The bed received my body like a cloud. How low the candles burned, the room seemed full of adarker
unset. .. Inthe sunset of the cloud, hisweight lay on mewith the heet of fire. In the hell of ecstasy, the
caverns below were flame, and the river molten. Down and down, fall down with meinto the underworld
of red forgetful night. | am the ferryman. Letheisdl lava. My mouth isat your throat as you press your
face againg the pillows and your hands clench upon me -

And risng and sinking in the billows of shadow, the light was cleaved to crimson, crimson through and
through, a dye never to be washed out, through the wounds of aredeemer might wash away dl snsand
gtains. Crimson, crimson, the caves, theriver, flowers and fruit and crystal and blood. Crimson the
benediction; the waves, crimson, that never ended and were never begun, and were never begun or
ended.

Andin themorning, he lay beside me gill. He was not adeep; when | kissed hisskinit was only faintly
cold, al the coldness fading from it. There was no pulsein thewrists, no heartbegt in the architrave under
the breast. The texture of hisjaw was undtered, today it would not require arazor - The long lids of the



eyes, fast shut, harboured darknesses.

A few drops of blood had spilled on the sheet. Under the left wrigt, the blood had |eft an odd mark, but
try as| would, | could not make it seem to resemble or suggest anything.

| had not failed. Things were asthey must be. Antoninawith Andre. Annawith Anthony. First one, now
the other, was lost. To say she or hewas dead was agrest Ssmplification. The exquisite taste of his blood
- did | even remember it? Had she remembered the taste of mine?

| stretched mysdlf dong his body, and held him abrief while, ructant to leave go.

But theroom itsdlf, by barely perceptible little shifts of thelight, by distilled mutterings of the wood and
the bed-curtains, did not permit too long an indulgence. | might grieveif | wished - surdly grief wasinthe
order of these new emotions, euphoria and dread, a bacchand needing no wine - but not here. | must run
from here, asfrom any place in the future where this should elect to happen. Forests, hillsides, city
avenues, such awedth of them should see mein flight from this. What aides of woods and masonry
groves of roomswould shelter me.

As| descended the tower, | recalled my agitation in Paradys, not knowing what | must fed or be or do. |
had changed in more than gender. Eventualy, perhaps, al these huge sensations would be worn down, or
cauterised, and then must come afind act -

But not yet.

| ran dong the shore. My pain tore from me like abirth. It pinned me to the earth and crushed me against
the ky.

Towards evening | went over the causeway, and down into the derdlict deserted village. Which had
comedive.

| was not amazed to seeit, the grass-grown lanes where now people walked, and the broken windows
coined with lights. A shepherd drove hislittle flock of sheep across the dope under the trees. In the
sguare, where only leaves had blown before, tables were set out, barrels and bottles and platters of food.
Women were bringing oil lamps. Three wiry old men crouched near an open fire, one tuning adender
fiddle, one warming adrum-skin just clear of where the spits were roasting rabbits. The third worried a
cloth through the notches of his pipes. It wasto be avillage feast. And there, astout man in agood coat,
with Oulaon hisarm, and ayoung man with bulging arm-muscles, and some gossiping wives. A
handfasting, was it? Oulaand her rustic swain.

| paused on the edge of the ripening lamplight. There would aways be hel pers. Alwaysto hand, daves,

victims, other charactersin the play. One called them up like spirits, and, more reliably than spirits, they

camea aneed. This- well, it was straight from the etchings and aquatints of the City, the bucolic world
as seen through the eyes of Paradys.

When | moved forward, the villagers looked askance a me, but not in an unreceptive way. The stout
man, Oulas sre or uncle, came up to me, handing me arusset rose.

"For your hair, mademoisdlle. Here you are, for the celébration. Y ou're most welcome.™
So | put the flower in my sash and sat at Oulastable.

The beer and the sour potent wine gushed into the beskers. They crammed their mouths with food, and
danced madly when thefiddle, pipe and drum struck up awild and scrambling tune.



All around, the sheer glare of fire on faces, and in the shadows young lovers running off to thefields
beyond the lanes.

A tallow moon rose.

Oula danced with her beau, who, presumably, did not care she had been deflowered by the local
landowner. The beefy arms swung her round and round. Beyond them, | saw awoman suckling ababy.
She looked like no onethat | knew, but the child was the child who moved things, and was perhaps
possessed by Philippe. Oula dashed by in adance of skirts.

"Will you honour me?" said the stout father.

| cameto my feet. He took my hand and waist, and we danced. It was a paraphrase of the intimate
dances of liberty, and rough.

"The onewho touched you lagt," he said. "What has become of him?'

| looked up into the massive face, a itsjowls which were hanging forward so earnestly, its uneasy eyes.
Wasit the face of the banker-baron, wasit von Aaron in flighty disguise? He looked younger. He had no
metallic lace a his cuffs, he smelled of garlic and tobacco.

"Become of whom?' | asked, as he bore me round in the prancing dance.
"Of him. Isit done? Has it taken place?’
"Possibly. If | take your meaning."

"Dear God," he said. He panted from the speed of the dance, and called ajolly greeting to Oulaas she
sped by. "Wearedl," he said, between his gasps, "in the mill-race of destiny.”

"l don't - believein degtiny.”
We plunged so fast now, both of us panted for breeth.

"Believeinit. Youwill perceiveit, for dl the facts are now before you, or dmost dl the facts. He hates
what he becomes, that is his pleasure, the hate. And to punish the cause, and to avengeit. With her, the
sane”

"Areyou speaking of your daughter? Of awayward son, perhaps.”
"Dance, dance," he cried.
A sustained and ghastly sound shot like a spear over the dancing-floor.

Everything ended. The curvetting dancers turned to stones, and the tiny band stood with itsinstruments
aoft and voicdess, eyestwinkling with terror in the firelight where the skel etons of rabhbits lingered on the
spits. The drops of the lamps blinked in the scores of stareslike tears.

The stout young baron had let me go.
Fear cameto me, with an dectrifying tingle.
"What noise wasthat?' | said.

"A dog," hesad, "adog howling."



As| waked away from him, across the burnished square, they watched me go with curious pity, and
relief, with distaste, in silence.

And beyond the village? There lay the mirror tarn, and there the causaway, gaping like abridge of bones
under the moon.

| glanced over my shoulder. There were no lights among the trees, where the feast had been, and the
dancing.

Asmy feet met the earth, astrange vitdity seemed to course up into me. The dew was down. | was
afraid. Oh let mefed and caressthefear. Close asalover it clutched me.

The night pulsed with fear, dl theland wasin terror, but where was fear's source?

Up among the forest trees, a pae glimmering. Had Oula run after me to be comforted? Or the ghogt, that
ghost of some predecessor of my own? How etheredl it was, that whiteness, yet it was neither quite
human nor quite ghostly. There, and there, threading in and out between the poles of the pine trees, there
and there -

At once something legpt out, and another thing, two white bolts that flew down the incline, the distance
and the dark, towards me.

Two white dogs.

| took my skirtsup in my hand, and | ran. | ran towards the causaway, | screamed aloud as| did so. |
had seen fear's source. It was two white hounds, lean and long, with jackals pointing heads. And after
them rode a figure on awhite horse, clothed in white and cowled against the moon like a priestess -

Sanctuary - wherewasit? Theruin, the high dtar of the crimson window and the white bed stained with
crimson. Run, run, never ook behind you.

| felt the heat of their desire upon me. | felt the teeth of the houndsrip the hem of my dress and their
taonscomb my flying hair.

The causeway dammed against my feet. On either Sde, the water like aprecipice. And now, shining
there, three white stretching ribbons of fire.

How fast do | run, now the Devil isafter me? | am learning, but unknowingly, | have notimetotell. And
sheisawoman, the Devil,

Princess of Darkness, clad in white. Sheis Antonina, hunting me -1 have sold them both my soul.

| can make no noise, have no breath for it, but now | have reached the further bank. | fall against the stair
to the tower door, then stumble up and rush on. | do not shut the door at my back. What good would
that do?

Through the hdl, the Slver crucifixes staring down. | am on theinner sair. My heart isdivided and bests
twice at every blow. | cannot see the window, only avertica pool of ink.

| am in the bedchamber. The bed, of course, isempty.
| hear my own bregathing, like that of some dying thing. Which is gpt enough.

And now | stand waiting, facing the doorway. The moon shines through the eastern window, striping the
night, showing medl | will haveto see. Sheison the stair. Sheis coming towards me. Sheis Degth.



(Oneday, or dark, | will didethe ruby scarab from my finger. In some graveyard, on some hill, | will find
sonic other like mysdlf, one who comprehends the real nature of redlity. Shape-changer. Only then, and
if, can | discard this horror and this appalling joy. A finish then. But not now. | am on the whedl with her.
| am on the whedl with both of them and both of my saves. The snake devoursitsown tall. Thereis
nothing domedticinthis).

The doorway dowly changed its shape. It glowed, and whiteness entered the chamber. In the room
beyond, adog shonelike zinc, and beside it, another.

In the white cowl, the pale face, and the black eyes fixed on me.

Then she spoke.

"l am hissigter. Perhapsthat is obviousto you?"

In my terror | smiled. | dropped to my knees.

"l will giveyou my name," she said. "Before my marriage, it was Antonina Scarabin.”

| kneeled at her feet. She came towards me, floating on her own whiteness. Andre struggled in turn
towards her, deep within my flesh. She saw him in my gaze and bowed her head. She kissed my mouth,
dowly and swestly, and sank the stedl of adagger, warmer by far than her lips, into my raging heart.

Shehdd mein her amsuntil | was dead, then gently closed my eyes.
MALICE IN SAFFRON

LeLivre Safran

Every Night and every Morn Someto Misery are Born. Every Morn and every Night Some are Born to
swest delight. Some are Born to sweet delight. Some are Born to Endless Night.

William Blake

A young girl with pale ydlow hair was waking between the whest fields, her hands at her sdesand her
eyescast down. It was very early in the morning, the sun had only just risen, discovering in the sky tall
northern hills black with pines, and lower down some black goatsin afield busily feeding.

Asthe girl walked, aman's voice shouted loudly to her. " Jehanine!" Jehanine heditated, then hated. She
looked over her shoulder and saw her step-father, Belnard, riding down the track on his shaggy donkey.
At once she sensed not merely trouble, but danger. A brutal, coarse man, strong as a bear, he had

beaten her frequently and often abused her in small ways. He was an important person in the area. He
had received his own farm and lands for past service had pleased hislord, and Belnard had even ridden
with this master, twenty years ago, crossading to the Holy land, and returned not only with scars, but with
certain riches. Having afancy for Jehanine's mother, Belnard had wed her, though she dready had a
baby, (Jehanine), at her breast. Thereafter the woman gave birth to severd sons and daughters who were
Belnard's own. Of these, the favourite was Pierre. Lucently handsome (and asit transpired gifted by
God) Pierre had been the joy of them dl. Over the years, Jehanines mother grew sickly. Belnard's
proper daughters were duts, and his other sons swaggering drunken louts like their Sire. Beautiful Pierre,
inwhom even the lord had taken some interest, was now seventeen and gone three monthsto the
dream-like city in the south, to be apprenticed at the studio of agresat artisan. He wasto become a
famous painter, and a prince would be his patron. Meanwhile:

"What areyou at, eh, mooning dong there?' said Belnard, riding up on his step-child.



"Thegoasarein thewheat," shesad.
"Chase'em out then,” said he.

So Jehanine ran forward into the field, clapping her hands and calling, and scattering the goats away into
the pasture beyond. Once there she had amind not to go back to the path, but Belnard, anticipating this
perhaps, had ridden through the wheet after her, and now approached her again under the pear trees.

"Do you missyour brother?' said Belnard, riding aong beside Jehanine.
"Yes" sad Jehanine.

"Yes. It seemed to me, you and he were always close. Too close maybe for brother and sister. Teach
you sometricks, | expect, did he? And you him athing or two."

Jehanine lowered her eyes and clenched her fists. She was now beginning to be afraid.

Belnard reached up and plucked apear. But it was unripe and after a bite he spat and threw the rest
away. Thiswaste was part of hisflaunt of ownership. He could do what he liked here.

"Now, on the other hand," said Belnard, "you and | are no proper kin at al. I'm not your dad. Christ
knows what son-of-a-sow got you on her."

Jehanine picked up her skirts and began to run.

With a hearty laugh, not put out, Belnard kicked the donkey into a gallop. Presently he rode the animal
graight into the fleeing girl and tumbled her under atree. Swinging from the donkey's back, Belnard
dropped down on her. Shetried & firgt to fight him, but he said smiling, "Don't you raise your hand to
me, my girl. Or I'll break your nose. Do you think | can? So, then. Liedtill." And so Jehaninelay likea
piece of wood. He pulled up her dress and forced her. "By bleeding Chrigt, avirgin fill," hesaid. In
another minute thiswas no longer the case. "Move," he grunted then, "move, you bitch." So Jehanine
obediently moved. He soon finished, collapsing upon her. When he recovered he rose and left her in her
blood on the ground. He glanced only once into her tawny eyes that looked now almost as white as her
face. "Wdl not much to that,” he said. "Perhaps you'll improve with use. Don't take dl day there. There's
milking to be done. And don't let any of my men catch you like that. Pull your skirts down, you trull."

Jehanine pulled the cloth down over her thighs and lay under the pear tree watching Belnard ride away.
When he was out of sight beyond the orchard, she kneeled and vomited. Then she wept, but not for very

long.

That evening, when Jehanine, with her younger ssters and the farm girls, served the men their supper,
Belnard seemed to have forgotten what he had done in the orchard. Though it was of dight consequence
to him, nevertheless now he had accomplished it, he might wish to repeat the venture. Virginswere
somewhat scarce. Of course, too, the act had been asin. Belnard might feel bound to make aconfession
and give the lord's priest some money. Jehanine, snce al women were besmirched by thefal of thefirst
woman, Eve, would be held largely to blame.

Jehanine's mother whined and complained during supper. Afterwards two of the brothers fought in the
yard and returned with wounds. Much later, when the moon rose outside, the farm was full of snoring
and sghs asthe family and the house-daves dept. Somewhere off over the hills, adog, or perhapsa
wolf, bayed at the moon. Jehanine lay awake on the edge of the mattress she shared with her ssters, and
listened. She thought of Pierre, who had always been kind to her and who, on leaving, had made her a
promise. "When I'mrich, I'll send for you. Y ou shall keep my house for me. I'd trust none of the others.



But you're clean, and clever. WEIl have servants, and you can order them al. When | come home from
decorating angels on to the walls of some church, or goddessesin a private supper-room for aprince, I'll
lie down with my head in your lap and you can comb my hair and singto me. I'll give you three silk
dresses, Eastern silk from the Spice Lands.” "Y ou'll marry," Jehanine had murmured. "Marry? Not |. A
girl or two, maybe. But you're the only one I'd want in my house." There had been nothing between them
that was sexudly familiar, but Jehanine had aways been in love with her golden-haired brother. He was
the only beautiful thing she had ever known, beyond the natura things, the weether, the country and its
beasts, whose beauty harsh- everyday use had inevitably spoiled for her.

When she had finished thinking of Pierre, Jehanine thought of her step-father'srape, and of the fact that
he might like to repest it. Then she listened to the wolf, howling in its ecstasy of lonely freedom.

In the middle of the night, Jehanine got up and put on her clothesin silence. In equd silence, opening the
clothes-chest, she took one of her ssters mantles, for they were of good quality and so more durable
than her own. Although she had never really considered the thing she now began to do, in some part of
her mind she must have made a plan. She went about it quickly and quietly. Shefirst spoke softly to the
big house dogs that lay by the hearth. Then going into the stone larder, she took a dab of bread and
another of cheese and wrapped them in apiece of linen. Then shetook ajar of milk and drank it dry.

As sheleft the farm and stole across the dirty yard, by the well and the hen-house and the duck-pond,
Jehanine felt neither regret nor anxiety.

She skirted the huts of the labourers with care, because their dogs did not altogether know her and might
give an darm. When she reached the track between the fields, the moon was going down. There was
another long hour to sunrise, and no Belnard would be stirring much before.

The track ended and Jehanine came out upon aroad, old asthe hillsand kept in repair by thelord. This
was the way Pierre had come, though he had had adonkey to ride, and one of the farm men to
accompany him.

Jehanine, however, did not fed alack. She had known only the farm and the surrounding landscape dll
her eighteen years. Now she was heedlessly eager to be off, to discover the rest of the world which lay
waiting. She turned south, for the road conveniently ran that way. She walked briskly, holding her small
bundle of provisons, looking ahead.

By the time the dawn began, Jehanine was well down the valley, and above her, eastward, she saw the
humped tower of the village church. The bell was not ringing, for the priest was aduggard. Insdethe
church stood agolden crucifix with jewels on it, which the lord had had made with some of the wedlth
brought back from the Holy Land. In aniche a pale and melancholy Madonna exhorted women to do
their duty. She wore a golden crown, aso the lord's gift, because she had obvioudy done hers.

Belnard, too, had relics of the Crossade on show. A great Saracen spear was hung up in his
bedchamber, itstasselled ding still dark with blood. Besides, there were some jewels, or so he and the
brothers said. Belnard had once announced he would give each of his daughtersajewe on her wedding
day. He had been drunk at the time. But he had aso vowed to give Pierre something at hisleavetak-ing.
Thismight have been true.

Brighter than dl jewels, the sun pierced through the sky.

Though men and women were out in the fields few saw Jehanine, or if they did, apparently reckoned her
on some errand. Once past the cultivated lands of the lord, the road went down among the pine forests.
An unfriendly placein winter, full of hungry wolves and starveling robbers - or so they said. Bearseven
sometimes loitered in the pines, not to mention creatures of the Devil. But winter was away off, and



surely the City nearer?

Among some falow fields, Jehanine heard hoof-begats on the road behind her. She withdrew hagtily to the
side of the road, but there was nowhere to conced hersdf. She was suddenly afraid her stepfather might
be after her, for it sounded like his donkey - only the lord's sons had horses. She crouched down.

Sure enough, the donkey came clumsily pelting ong the road. On its back sat aheavy, hairy boy, not
Belnard in fact, but one of the younger sons. He blundered past and reined up, hauling the animal round.
He had seen hissister in the shalow ditch. The hood had dipped from her hair and the sunfired it likea
paetorch.

"Thereyou are, you cat," said Belnard's son, Jehanine's haf-brother. "He said you'd be sure to go this
way. When the duts woke up and found you gone, he said to me, Y ou take the ass and go and bring her
back. She's got work to do. He told me something el se, too," said Jehanine's half-brother, riding up to
her. His shadow came between her and the sun. He did down from the donkey abruptly, dropping,
faling againg her and rolling her over inthe ditch. "If you did it with him, now you can do it with me."

Jehanine did not struggle. Her eyes went wide and blank. She said, "'If you want. But not here.”
"Here, here and now," he said, fumbling at her.
"No. The priest may comedong.”

Her half-brother considered. If the priest did come thisway, or the lord's steward, whichwasadso a
possihility, Belnard's son would befined, or pilloried, for they were bloodkin, he and she.

"Get up then, quick,” he said. "Come there, where the trees are.”

He dragged her over the fallow ground, but not so fast she could not stumble and pick up asshedid so a
spiky, hand-sized rock from the soil.

As soon asthey reached the trees, he pushed her against one, and Jehanine struck him in the face, on the
forehead, as hard as she was able. She only stunned him, but he poured with blood, and staggering aside,
he fell. Then she ran round him, kicking and besting at him with the stone, now from one side, now
another, until hishowls and groans ceased and he lay till. The rough vengeance gave her satisfaction, but
shewas also frightened. Looking back down to the road, she saw no one was there. The donkey had
wandered away into apatch of clover. Left toitself it would gladly feed al day, and perhaps be lost.
Belnard would think his son had not found the runaway, but continued on to an inn to get drunk.

Shewas not sure she had not killed her half-brother, though he was bresthing. Strangdly, it seemed the
other inner part of her mind had again been formulating plans, even as she beat him unconscious.

Though he was bigger than she, his clothesin their turn were rather too smdll for him, being cagt-offs of
the dender Pierre. She stuffed the loutish boots with leaves and pieces of her own shift, to make them fit,
and with agirip of her shift she bound her breasts before she drew on histunic and deeveless surcoat.
With the innocence of thoughtless knowledge, she dso tucked aroll of the materid inside his hose - now
hers - a the appropriate juncture.

Sheleft him naked under the trees and ran back down to the road. She could not ride, and besides did
not dare to steal her step-father's donkey.

The boots, so much too large, would hurt her before the day was done. But the clothes gave an extra
freedom of movement, and though she did not care for their odour, thistoo would help in disguising her.



She had now gone so far on her career she felt the Tightness of it. She strode out, her heart was light.

An hour later she left the lord's estate's behind, and came down to the brink of the pines. She had never
been so far before. Thisin itself would be her talisman.

Thejourney absorbed severd days, and Jehanine kept no count of their number.
Everythingwassounusuatoher, the area, herd oneness, the act of her flight itself. By the second day she
was convinced that Belnard would not attempt to have her followed further, or that if he did so, she was
now immune to his search. The weather was consstently fine, and even the nights, when she dept on the
earth, were fraught only with owls.

She wa ked south, which was quite easy, though thefirst road vanished on thefirst day. Later on, there
were other tracks, and other better roads. Sometimes she passed through avillage, where she would beg
for food. Generdly they gave her something; the summer had been plentiful. They thought her aboy off to
make hisfortune. Though her clothes were travel-stained and not new, they were those of awedthy
peasant, and her chisalled features led women to believe she was the by-blow of some duke. Now and
then too, Jehanine passed the estate of some other lord, and once afortress craned above the woods.
But she had no difficulties. Theland changed again, rolling and swooping, clad in wild flowers and ruined
towers, then vineyards.

Findly, she had the luck to fal inwith asort of caravan, the wagons of atanner and an apothecary, and
certain others, making for the City, which was now only one day away.

The apothecary seemed keen to take the boy, (who gave his name when pressed as Jehan), into
apprenticeship. It was conceivable too that the apothecary fancied Jehan. Nevertheless, the man's
advanceswere mild, and he wasinclined to feed histravelling companion, while alowing himtoridein
the wagon among the vias and antique bottles, spilled powders and dried scorpions.

"The City isawonderful place," said the apothecary, boastfully. "Y ou've never been there before? Stick
by me, I'll see you don't go wrong. Have another sausage.”

In the middle of the afternoon, Jehanine put her head out of the wagon and saw ahilly plain below, awash
asif inaseaflood inthe amber light. A river cut the plainin long burning loops.

"ThereisParadys," said the apothecary even more boastfully, asif he had built it, pointing into the plain.
Jehanine could see nothing but the landscape, then, gradually, she began to make something out. It was
like aheavenly city, dl hollow arches and disembodied towers, floating on aring of walls haf-way up the

y.

Then the gpothecary began to fondle her leg, and Jehanine was forced to round on him with agruff
'Leaveoff."

"Now, young lad. Thisisthe City. It has got great markets and avenues. We are building enormous
churchesto the glory of God. We're sophisticated here. Sough your peasant moras.”

Jehanine congdered her blistered feet. She said, lowering her eyes, "Well, maybe tonight, then.”

Having said which, she remained silent as the apothecary's servant drove the wagon across theriver, and
.adong awinding road full of traffic, and up hill, and at last through the ring of City walls. Soon they were
caught in ajam of carts and mules. Jehan-Jehanine absented herself from the wagon on the excuse of
nature, and thus gave the apothecary the dip.

She was now in famed Paradys, without a coin or ascrap of food, clad in her brother's clothes and her



sster's cloak, and the shape of aboy, knowing only the name of an artisan to whom Pierre had been
assigned. But armed with this, and the meal the apothecary had given her, Jehanine looked about her
boldly.

She knew nothing of Paradys, scarcely itstide, which was amost as much as Paradys knew of itself.

Shewandered awhile, cardlesdy aware of everything, for everything was different from al she had ever
known, and consequently she observed it through the lens of familiar concepts, and could by this means
discount it. The people pushed and shoved &t her like herds. The bulging, craning and leaning buildings,
which frequently met overhead in the narrower thoroughfares, reminded her of defiles among the rocks,
or overgrown woods. Theair, rank or sweet with smells of cooking, perfume, humanity and filth, was
only an outdoor variety of theair of farmhouse or hut. Since she had nothing worth steding, no one
attempted to rob her, or if they did, it was performed - and disappointed - without her knowledge.
Climbing up the hills of the city, even as the sun began to dide down them, she arted to catch glimpses
high above her of amassveform, in fact abuilding that wasin the process of birth. Brown wallsand
skeletd scaffolding towered into the sSky. Thiswas unlike anything from experience, and must be one of
the churches the apothecary had mentioned when inducing her to sin. At length, remembering a
conversation between Belnard and Pierre, Jehanine detained a pedlar, at this moment the only creaturein
gght.

"Isthat the great Temple-Church they're making there?'

"I1ss0," said the pedlar, atall dwarf she now noticed, the crown of whose head reached to her ribs. "The
Temple of the Sacrifice of the Redeemer.”

"Then," said Jehanine, "does Master Matius - ' the name of the artisan - 'live hereasbouts?"

"Oh, are you going to be apprenticed to him, or to modd for the class?'Y ou might buy aribbon for your
sweetheart. Here, look - '

Jehanine pushed the tray aside. She frowned.

"Tdl me" shesad, in atone Belnard used with hisdaves. "Or I'll tip your tray in the muck and black
your eyefor you."

"Viciousthing," said the dwarf, skipping back. He grinned. "It's one of the young men you're after. Who
isit?1 tdl you, you won't find him here. Hell bein hislodging. Or in the tavern. | can guide you there,
where dl the students of Master Matius go drinking. Buy aribbon for your ster.”

"I haven't any money," said Jehanine. "Sod your ribbons."
The dwarf spat neatly on the cobbles between them.
"Seethat dley? They cdl that Satan's Way."

"Takeit then and go to Hell," said Jehanine. Her male attire, freeing her tongue, pleased her. She went by
the dwarf and continued up towards the gaping caverns of the part-built Church. However, to her
annoyance, she redlised the dwarf was creeping after her. There was nothing lying about suitable to
throw. He must beignored for the present.

Abovethedley, circling the Church, a street of decent housesfollowed an old walled garden. A trough
and an impressive wdl stood in the midst of the street, with steps, and carved figures holding up thewell's
cowled roof. Something again fluttered in Jehanine's memory. Thiswasthe very sireet wherethe artisan
lived and had hisstudio.



Jehanine ran to the first house and spontaneoudly struck the door.

A small panel was opened. A pudgy face looked out.

"What do you mean by it?" avoice demanded. "Be off."

"Wait!" cried Jehanine, her own voicerisng to awail. "Isthisthe house of Master Motius?!
"Itisnot. Be off."

And the pand dapped shut.

From thetail of her eye, Jehanine was aware of the irksome dwarf still watching her. She walked across
to the well, released the bucket and let it down into the water. As she was hauling it up, another house
opened itsdlf, thistime by means of asmall sde-door, and out came afat woman with an apron and keys
at her belt, attended by aboy with acudgd.

"Hey! What are you doing there?" bawled the woman.
Jehanine leant to the bucket and drank from it. The woman flumped over, the boy at her hedls.
"Asyou see," said Jehanine. "Isn't God'swater for al?"

"Indeed not. We pay taxesfor it," said the woman. She eyed Jehanine, Jehan to her, with around eye.
"But the damage is done. Pray Heaven you've not | et loose some disease in the water." The round eye
was now alascivious eye. Jehanine played her part. She smiled a the woman, and leaned on one of the
carved figures of thewdl. "Lady," said Jehan, "I'm looking for my brother, one Pierre Belnard - '

"Ah!" cried the woman, and threw up her hands. "What abeauty heis. And a proper resemblance. Y ou'll
be one of those younger brothers. Not trouble at home?'

"I mugt find him at once"

"Not here," said the woman. "Master Matius has the " Autumn Cough", there was no work today. Though
why he can't cure his cough, with al he knows - stop in amoment at the house. My old master's off on
hisbusiness - dways off on something. I'll feed you up, skinny boy. Hell never know."

But, "A drinking-shop..." suggested Jehanine impatiently.

"W, your Pierre, the naughty one, that'strue. Down acrossthe river. The Cockatrice iswherethey
drink, bad fellows, and get up to dl sorts. Y ou ought to be careful of yoursaf. Now why don't you come
in-'

But Jehan-Jehanine was running on blistered fire-hot feet. Affronted, the woman turned to scold her
cudgd-boy.

The Book of the Damned The dwarf had aready vanished from the scene.

Darkness closed on Paradys. But the night City was no worse, no more impenetrable, than anight in the
country. Thistoo had its own strange sounds, its own pitfals, and generally the City gave morelight than
theforests, hillsand fidds, which werelit only by fire-flies, fungus, stars and moon. The City moon was
made of dull plate, but lower down other luminosities shone out. High round windows in various towers
of acollege where the students pored late over huge books and parchments, dim bars of light behind iron
grillsand panes of shegpskin. Sometimes, at the gates of afine house, or aong the river and its bridges,
torches flashed on poles. But on the lower bank the hovels crowded to each other in sympathy, darkling,



though here and there an occasiond fire bloomed on stonesin the Stret.

It had taken Jehanine along while to find the Cockatrice. She had chosen wrong turnings, directions had
not aways been helpful. Twice, thrice, ladies of the aleys had spoken very ill of her, when the young man
she was garmented as refused their services.

Above theinn door hung the sign of acock with the head of a serpent. Superdtitioudy, Jehanine would
not look straight at it. In the lord's village, only twenty years ago, aman, coming home drunk one night,
had disturbed areal cockatricein the wintry pastures. One glance, and he had petrified to stone. The
place was still pointed out, and the stone which stood there, hunched over in terror, ivy growing thick on
him.

Having gone under the sign into the doorway, Jehanine was prompted to cover hersdlf, head to toe, with
the cloak. Pierre had of course never seen or would ever have dreamed of her in male clothing. She
sensed he might in some way be offended.

Just then, men emerged from theinn, arguing. They blustered past Jehanine, partly throwing her againgt
the timbers. Their features and expressions had theinimica aien look which the girl was accustomed to
seeing on the faces of fellow human beings. While, at the edge of the night, lit by the opened door, she
beheld thetal dwarf lurking in an dley. It ssemed he had stuck to her tenacioudy through al her
wanderings. Jehanine hastened into the Cockatrice.

It was a place whose light seemed only to contribute to its darkness. Beams crossed close overhead,
below, afire jerked and spits revolved. Opague shadows had massed at tables, on benches, or passed
her through the ochre gloom. The air too was thick with noise and smdlls. In such aplace, where was her
brother?

She began to wade dowly forward, looking cautioudy aside into meaningless faces. Beakers clinked or
were spilled. Men shouted. Serving-girls screeched. Then she heard hislaugh, so known, clear and
musica and al-embracing, acrossthe formless din. On ingtinct, she swung towardsit, dmost collided
with one of the servers - who cursed her flightily, thinking her after all amale - and got between the tables
into an alcove.

Five or Sx young men sat there, indeterminate in the unlight light, oddly amal gamated by it to an entity.
But intheir midst, aholy face, sculpted and painted by sun-tan onivory, and hair gilded by amaster
craftsman with costly gold-lesf mixed in honey.

"Pieare”" saidjehanine.
It was not by way of an address to him, but a magic word, spoken as an amulet.
But hearing it from an unexpected quarter, her handsome brother turned, and stared at her blankly.

"What'sthis, eh, dearprince?’ one of his companions, whose arm lay across Pierre's shoulders, inquired of
him. "Falen foul again of the sorority of the streets?'

Pierre smiled, and shook his head.
"] don't know her," he said.

Struck in the heart, Jehanine stood ip silence. For thefirst time since her escape, shewas at aloss. She
could see it wastrue. He did not know her.

"Wadl, what does she want?' said another of the men. Nearest to her, he caught at her suddenly,



squeezing her flank. "We're not ready for your sngletalent yet. Try uslater.”

All of them burst out laughing, and Pierré's beautiful laugh rose up again with therest.

Jehanine shook off her hood in terror. She clutched her hands together at her throat. "Pierre - Pierre - '
"Oh, she'sglue, thisone.”

"Go on, you hussy. Clear yoursdf off."

"Wait," said Fierre. Now hisvoice waslow and shaken. He reached suddenly across dl of them and
caught down one of her hands. "Isit you?"

"Y$' ]

"What in Chrigt's name - what are you doing here? Am | drunk and dreaming you?" Then, breaking
through his guffawing and shoving friends, Pierre came out to her. Ignoring the fresh outcry, he began to
drag her away with him, into some darker than dark corner. Vaguely she saw skeins of onions hanging
from the roof about them, vaguely she heard dl the clamour recede like arumbling in the earth. "Why are
you here, Jehanine? What's happened?’

All of her seemed to give way at once. She wanted only to weep, and that he would take her instantly to
some private gentle spot, and comfort her. But something in him, something new and novel, something
old and well-known, warned her not to lean on him or shed her tears.

"l couldn't stay," she said. "Heraped me."

Pierre only gazed at her. His eyeswere wide. What girl was he seeing here before him?
"Who?' he eventudly said, without interest, only bewildered.

"Belnard.”

"Do you say our father -

"Your father. Y es. He raped me. And later another of them would have - but | - ' something stopped the
phrases of how she had used a sharp stone. "What could | do but -

"Oh, Jehanine," Pierreinterrupted her. "What are you saying? Asif he'd do such athing.”
And now it was her turn to gaze in astonishment.

"Ohvery well," said Pierre. He lowered his eyes, put out that such matters must be verbalised between
them. " Perhaps you were unwise with some man. | won't judge you. But to say our father did that to you.
That'sdisggusting.”

Sheclosed her eyes. Itistrue, shecried out a him, soundiesdy, hitting and clawing a him with her heart
as she stood there motionless, defeated once and for all. Ah Pierre. Fair hero, but aman. How could it
have been otherwise?

"Well," hesghed. "I must get you back to thefarm.”
A word, despite everything, sorang from her mouth, like the frogs of witch-cursingsintales. Wo."

"Don't betiresome, girl. I'll have to spend time on this. I'm not best pleased, | can tell you. | have other



thingstodo.”
"No - no - let me stay with you. I'll care for you and -
"Chrigt'steeth. You fool, Jehanine. | lodgeinasty. Y ou can't comethere. Y ou must go home."

And asthey stood there, among the grove of onionsin the dark, the smothered light burned in his eyes,
on hishair, and suddenly touched also a spark under histhroat. Having glimpsed it, she could not look
away from it, though she had no understanding of what it might be - afleck of mysteriousfire, or the eye
of some creature clinging ingde histunic.

"No," she murmured again, but her purpose was gone. She spoke now on adying reflex. But he
answered in anger: 'Y es, by God. Home you'll go, you damned and stupid sow. Coming here and
shaming melikethis. Do | want you® Stupid fool, I'd rather hang mysdlf than say you were my sigter,
flouncing here like sometrollop.” And then she saw what the spark of fire, the eye, really was. It wasa
jewd, aperfect topaz set square into asmall crucifix of gold. It was the fabled gem Belnard had
promised hisson a hisleave-taking. A gift for the boy, an abuse for the girl. Aswith the rape, these
harsh words, this betrayd, oh, what else?

Jehanine whispered, "Forgive me, Fierre. What shdl | do?' Her heart had now died, and shefdt nothing
at al as he brusquely told her. Nor did she listen. The dead have no necessity to heed or to obey.

"What's up with you? There now, ssh. Tdl?I'll listen.”

Jehanine struck out feebly, but the bending shadow dodged her blow. The shadow moved a space, and
leaned philosophically on awall. It sang: 'Fero, fero, fero.” Then: 'l could havetold you. Whatever you
are, girl or boy, that sort - they use you up then cast you off. No use begging in this blighted world.
Stonesfor bread, poison for milk, kicks and cuts and cuffs and cursesfor akiss."

It wasthe dwarf, ill following her. She supposed he would know about stones and curses. But that did
not make her fond of him.

Directed by her brother to Sit in arecess at the inn doorway, she had done o, the way adog follows a
command, meaninglessin itsef, by tone. She could not recal the direction. Other than hersdf, and a
deeping, toothless crone, the recess was vacant. Beyond, the drinkers came and drank and stayed or
went, Pierre had a so said he would return and fetch Jehanine, when he was done. Though she had not
heard the words, she had assmilated the fury of hisirritation.

After ashort while, seeing it was ridiculous to remain, she got up again, |eft the crone and the Cockatrice
, ahd wandered away into the City.

Somewhere - unlit houses, perhaps an open square under an arch - she sank by awall and began to
weep.

Shedid not know why, and assumed the sobbing would quickly cease, asin the past it dways had. It did
not. Then the dwarf approached.

"You see" sad the dwarf now, "theworld isn't God's, it'sthe Devil's. Satan isLord. Y ou make agrave
mistake, calling out to the other one. Think how it hurts him, Prince Lucefid, the Morning Star, to be

passed over."

This blagphemy was gibberish. Jehanine wept. Rising, weeping, she pushed by the dwarf, and wandered
into the open arch, and through, and on, and away.



The rain began much later. The moon had set, hardly alamp burned anywhere. Only bells sounded
across the lakes of the night. Then into these pastures and caves of the City, the rushing water crashed.

A curiousthing happened. Though she had amost forgotten it, someone still followed the girl, and now
she became aware that by following, he led - he drove her, asthe shepherd and the goatherd drive their
flocks and herds. She did not understand how thiswas, yet it had happened. Mindlessin her grieving
nullity, he had somehow sent her up and down the City, and now she had come through alabyrinth of
dleys, intherain, and so to along high wall of stone. And then there was a gateway, and thick black
doors studded by iron were shut fagt init.

Jehanine entered the gate for shelter and dipped down against the doors.

"Knock," said the dwarf, "and be answered.”

"Why have you brought me here?' she said.

"1? Brought you?' He smiled. He had rain for teeth and eyes. "Fero, fero. Knock."
Sheraised her fist and saw it dimly, like awet white bone. She knocked on the door.

Presently agrill rusded above. Jehanine did not bother to raise her head or face. She bowed therein the
ran. A woman's voice whispered to her. "Demoisdle, what do you want? Do you wish to come in?

Jehanine thought: It will be abrothd.
The voice spoke so softly.
"You are a the gate of the Nunnery of the Angd. | will open the door a once. Don't be afraid.”

Jehanine had an urge to drag hersalf away. She looked about now to try to see the dwarf and to say, He
knocked, not I. But the dwarf had disappeared again. Then the door was unlocked and one leaf of it
swvung inwards. A robed female shape, holding apaelantern in astaring-pae gorget. A nun.

Jehanine got up dowly, the Bride of Christ helping her, and the lantern enfolded them both and drew
them in. Another robed, veiled nun locked shut the gate. Beyond the light was darkness, and the faint
adrift dagger of abell-tower. The rain stopped suddenly.

"Come now," said the lantern-nun. "Y ou're safe at last. Our Lord has brought you here."
Jehanine laughed. God was mde, Jesus a man.
Black by night, the structure of the nunnery turned white by day.

Jehanine woke to such whiteness, and the scent of lemons, and the distant female notes of achant. Such
things haunted this place.

In asmal wood oblong to the north of the gate, lay the Six cells available to guests and itinerants, and
Jehaninein one of them. Her chamber gave on to acloistered yard with awell, and two lemon trees.
Through an arch in the cloistering was visible a paved inner court, dominated by the church door and the
implication of the tower. From the height of this, the bell tongued out mutedly over and over, & its
three-hourly intervas night and day, and the nun-bees droned, punctua asthe bell, their ghostly songsto
God.

As Jehanine had travelled to Paradys, she travelled through alight fever, through deep and time, to an
empty amazed awakening. As previoudy, she had not counted the days. But the same birds fluted, the



same bells moaned, and there rose the same eerie singing.

A young nun stood at the foot of the pallet. Her face wasflatly suspended in her gorget. Below,
subserviently waited her body in the robe of the order, which was fulvous, the autumn-leaf colour of a
ydlow fox.

The nun asked Jehanine no pertinent questions. She merely said, "Y ou are here. Do you remember
whereyou are?'

Jehaninegazed in slence.
"The Nunnery of the Angdl. Y ou may stay or go, asyou want."
"I've nowhereto go."

Thenun sad, "Thisis sometimesthe case. We ask nothing from you, but you're strong and hedlthy,
perhaps you will perform some small domestic services for the order, in return for sanctuary. Get up
now. I'll take you to the refectory. Y ou may wish to pray. I'll show you the chapel. Later the Mother may
send for you."

Jehanine, ignorant and uneasy, said, "If | remain, must | beanun?’
"That isyour choice. The order never asksit."

While Jehanine garbed hersdlf in the bounty of the nuns - ashift, linen sockings and garters, aplain gown
and worn cloth shoes without hedls, the nun stood by like an icon, with averted eyes. (The male clothes
had vanished, no comment had been made on them.)

The nun conducted Jehanine from the yard and across the court, past the vault of the church door, into
the refectory. The morning meal, served at seven o'clock after the office of PrimaHora, was done. But
behind an angled wooden screen at one end of the long room, cup, spoon and platter had been laid on
the table. Jehanine felt only an unspecified shame, then, seated, only aravenous hunger, and devoured the
warm porridge and black bread fiercely. While she ate, again the nun stood by, handsfolded in her
deeves, her eyes conceded. Her forehead was smooth and her little chin firm and rounded. She could

not be more than nineteen or twenty years. Y et she seemed old, set in her ways, perhaps wise.

The jug contained water. Jehanine was disappointed, for the priest at home had drunk beer and milk and
wine.

"Areyou concluded?' said the young-old nun. "Y ou didn't thank God for the food. " Jehanine, whose
tragedies far overbore such aminor omission, still coloured and bit her lip. But the nun said, "It isn't
needful. But come to the church now. | will show you where you may pray."

The food had made Jehanine drowsy again. She thought that in the church she might conced hersdf and
deep once more. Or she might find some crevice in the garden that ran by the refectory and away into an
orchard of plums.

Beyond the garden, on the south side of the church, there was amassive cloister, where afountain was
standing dry on the sere sunny grass, but they went quickly through asmall door into shadows. Within,
the occluded windows of the church were high and narrow, perhaps for purposes of defence. Y et
esstwardslay the dtar, with meta things burning on it, and above astrange unearthly mirror hung in the
dark air. Jehanine had not seen coloured glass before, and it bemused her. She had the impression of
movement and force where there was none, only hues glamoured by light - with awild shaft hammered
down out of them, for the sun was now directly behind.



The shaft fell unbroken into the quire, and caught in the danted pillar of it, awhite-robed figure seemed to
levitate just above thefloor.

Jehanine hdted. Thefigurefilled her with awe - she turned ingtinctively to the nun for guidance. But the
nun did not pause, only went gliding on into the nave. Turning back then, Jehanine saw that as the shaft of
sunlight shifted and faded, the white image was no longer there.

Nevertheless, on entering the quire, Jehanine stopped.
"What areyou looking at?' said the nun. "That isthe Grest Light."
"What pictureisthat?' said Jehanine.

"Itisthe Angd," said the nun, and as she spoke, she made a genuflection towards the dtar, bowing knee
and head, but aso touching her handsto her forehead and breast.

The Angd in the window flamed out of a sunburst of molten brass. His sunflower hair was rimmed by a
hao like acoin of new gold, and in hiswhite wings every feather was veined with fire. His gaze fixed
downwards, and one foot rested on ashining globe. A sword of firewasin hishand. He was beautiful. It
made her think of another... of Pierre. Jehanine's eyes scorched with water. She turned from the Angel in
anger and pain.

A smdl chapd stood north of the dtar. Here the non-initiates might essay their orisons.
Jehanine knelt on the stone floor dutifully. She did not notice anything e se.

For along time she made pretence at humble prayer, then she glanced about and the guardian nun had
|€ft her.

Jehanine rose. She had forgotten the idea of deep. Her skin held tight to her bones. She thought of what
she had done and what had been done to her, and that here shewasin akind of prison or trap which she
could never leave. She found as she thought of these things, that she looked back towards the High Altar,
to seeif the shaft of light would fall again out of the window, but the moments of the light were past.

Eyeets of saffron glass, merely, dappled the candlesticks and the cloth. Jehanine, seeing them, thought of
the topaz crucifix Pierre had been given by Belnard her step-father.

Then, in asudden flaming thoughtless and inexpressible trance, shefdl to her knees again. She offered
up, unconsidered and patternless, her agony. It was neither pleanor prayer, it was not an acceptance.
She was no saint, certainly no pure virgin, crowned with the snow roses of martyrdom.

The bell, balanced far overhead, and sounding for the office of Tiers, Sartled her to her feet. Sheran
fromthe church like aguilty thing.

Days passed, leavesthat fell, birds that took flight.

Jehanine served the Nunnery of the Angel. She swept its yards and scrubbed its flagstones dlongside the
girls, some younger than she, of the novitiate. The novices did not aspire to ahabit but only wore plain
gownslike her own, their hair bound up as herswas each in ableached scarf. Sometimes they innocently
giggled, told stories, or sang gentle sad songs as they worked. One was very pious. Her name was
Osanne. She kept hersdlf from the others, sweeping and scrubbing aone, muttering prayers, toiling until
her kneeswere raw and her back tiff, for the glory of God.

Sometimes they would work in the garden among the late-blooming bushes, pruning and weeding,



picking plums, berrying, and gathering herbs for drying and flower-heads for pressing. They rinsed linen
and tawny robes and hung them to sweeten in the sun. They hauled water from the two garden wells, one
of which was ancient and brackish, fit only to wash floors or duicethe privies.

Sometimes the novices went away into the House of the Novitiate, to learn from painted books, and | eft
Jehanine done. They spoke, even in daydreams, of their bridal, and the white Bride's robe embroidered
with gold tears, the marriage once and for ever to their Lord, the Son of God. They werelike any girls
before their wedding. HAlf afraid, haf lost in love-desire.

Jehanine could not adventure with them. She was not to be anun. Besides, they were of good birth,
these girls, surplus daughters sent away. Jehanine was a peasant, from the north outlands. She could not
read, and knew no songs. They alowed her their company, for she was couth enough, and in her tall
dender blondnessthere glittered some truth they sensed but would not know.

Jehanine feared and despised, admired and liked them. Osanne's fanatic hauteur seemed more natural,
however, and if anything Jehanine was more comfortable in its presence.

Beyond the thick walls of the nunnery, the City lived and had its being, too. Occasiondly some noise
came from it, and often the huge stenches of the faling year. Within and without the wall, the weather was
the same. Should she wish to re-enter the City, the world, Jehanine had only to say so. But, having done
that, self-exiled, she could not return.

Had Pierre ever searched for her? At first it had seemed he might have done, and that he was afraid for
her. But swiftly these hopes of love and renewal died. They were smply the pangs of hedling. She knew
quite soon that she was whole, though now scarred and crippled out of shape.

She was not unhappy. The chores of the nunnery were nothing to the labour of the Belnard farm. The
food, though less various and not always so fresh, was sure. And in the house of women, the threat of
mal e wickedness and strength could not intrude.

Now and then, playing their innocent ball or catcher's gamesin the south garden or the deserted hostel

cloigter, the novices dected Jehanine as the Boy. She must give judgement, she must threaten. Once or
twicethey kissed her. In much the same way one found an infrequent garland on the brow of the stone
child, perhaps aboy, who held the bowl of the dry fountain.

The Mother had never, after dl, sent for Jehanine. Perhaps such orphans were benegath her notice.
Jehanine had briefly believed it was the white figure of this Mother, this queen of the hive, that she had
glimpsed light-pierced under the window. But on certain days, the Mother would enter the refectory and
hersalf read passages of scripture asthe nuns silently ate. Around the edge of the screen, Jehanine saw
her, another fox-robe, a proud full face, and plump hands. The vison of light, therefore, unsolved,
remained Jehanine's property: dl she had.

The garden and the trees turned brown.

Here | have been, then, thought Jehanine, by which she meant she had lived there thirty days or more,
though she could not reckon them. A season was nearly gone.

She knew now by ear the call to dl the offices, from Matines to the office of the evening star, Hesper,
and to Complies which closed the day. She knew three ball games, and certain secular songs of the
novices, though she did not sing them. She learned the uses of the herbs from the garden, and, by rote,
paragraphs of herbal lore and myth, read from abook by an elderly lay-sdter.

Who had she been once?



Onetwilight, she saw awhite-robed woman walking before her down the roofed passage that ran
between the church and the House of the Novitiate. At the opening of the passage the white robe
blended out and was gone. Nobody was in the hostel cloister beyond. It was then, aghost. Jehanine
knew fear, and disgppointment.

In the hostel-cell where she il dept her few hours each night, she looked about. At adying spray of
vivid leavesin acracked jar, across of wood on thewall and apalet on the floor, alow straight chest
which contained her cloak, and oddments of linen, and had on itstop acomb and asmall crock of water,
in the shdlows of which afly had drowned. Such were her possessions, and two of them dead. She had
never had anything much. A doll of her mother's when she was a child that the half-sisters broke, carved
sticks and pebbles aboy called Pierre had given her, then retrieved.

The ghost was common to al who could seeit. It might harm her but was not hers.
The bell rang for the office of Hesperus.

That night the Mother entered the refectory. She opened the Bible on its stand and read these words:
'God so hated His Son, that He gave him to the world that the world might have him."

In adream, Jehanine was seeing the City by night, and it was like awasteland of rocks. Nothing moved,
no lights showed. The moon hung low. Then in the east there seemed to be abright star rising, which sent
itsrays acrosstheroofs, and lit their edges. Brighter and brighter the star became, and then it opened like
the petds of aflower, and things rushed out of it.

At firgt she thought they were insects, then birds, then men and women riding over the rooftops of
Paradys. But on the church a home had been some rough-hewn gargoyles, and now sheidentified the
galoping throng - they were demons, with the bodies of men, even sometimes with the breasts of
women, but the horned heads of goats and snouts of lizards snapped and grimaced from their long wild
hair. Their bodies were the colour of thetired low moon, and glimmered in the same way. The mounts
they rode were of al manners. huge black dogs, winged baskets and poles, or other creatures like
themsdlves -

They were horrible, yet they laughed and caled to each other, and filled the air with arobust foulness.

Jehanine, dreaming, had aterror they would see and catch her up, but it was another they took, who had
been standing waiting not far off. He legped to join them, and in amoment he went by Jehanine, mounted
on amonstrous beast part pig part bat. He was Pierre, but he did not see her and he rode away with the
jolly host of Hell.

"Jhand' cried the dark. " Jhane!"
"Jhane. Wake, Jhane."
Jehanine opened her eyes and rose from deep to fill them and her body.

Before her, dark on dark, afigure leaned. Jehanine was terrified, then stupefied. No monster, but haughty
Osanne, who of al the novices had never before abbreviated Jehaning's namein thisway.

"What do you want, dem'sdlle€?"
"Don't cal methat. I'mto beaholy sister. Say that. Say, sister "

"Sder.”



"You trouble me," said Osanne. She sat back now, beside the pallet. She wore a cloak over her shift, but
her hair was unbound and coiled al about her restlesdy. "Were you dreaming? Stop it. Attend. | want
you to tell mewhy it isyou won't comeinto the shelter of this order? Stubbornness. Y our low birth, your
unlearning - such things don't matter. Do you love God?!

Jehanine was slent. Osanne breathed more quickly.

"Answer me, girl - Do you love God?'

"If I mugt," said Jehanine. How soft the night. Hell did not ride the roofs. The dream was dying.
"Sinner! Evil Snner. How can God live except by love? Every such word hammersin the nails afresh.”
"Demoiselle - Sster Osanne - leave me done.”

"No. | must save your soul. | know it now. God hasrevealed it to me. Get up at once. Kneel by me
here"

"Go away," said Jehanine.
Til makeyou if | must. Stupid girl. Do you want to burn in the Pit for dl eternity?*
"What pit isthat?"

"Fool. The At of raging Hell. The cauldron of live firewhere Lucifer isking. The torture never-ending.
Didn't you hear the lesson tonight that the Mother read at supper? God loved the world so well he sent
hisonly Son, Jesus, the Chrit, to be our saviour.”

"But she said - ' began Jehanine. She stopped saying it.

Osanne, unheeding, curved forward like asnake, and gripped her, pulling her up from under the cover.
Suddenly Osanne had seized her prey. She wound her arms about Jehanine and buried her mouth, hot as
the fire of which she warbled, in Jehanine's neck.

"Jhane, Jhane, pray with me now. I'll save you. Dear sster in Christ. Y ou have the marks of goodness on
you. Sofair, child-like, yet rough like aboy - put your arms about me, Jhane.”

Jehanine did so. Osanne fell upon her, and asthey floundered on the palet, enormous waves began to
pour upon Jehanine, of darm and physica pleasure and horror. The darkness of the room, haf hiding
everything, seemed to make dl thingsforeign, removed and possible. Osanne squirmed and writhed. She
lay beneath Jehanine now. She wrapped Jehaninewith al her limbs, (ademon, mounted), and abruptly
let out ahoarse mad cry, amoan, agrunt, and fell back.

Wheat have you done?' she gasped. She pushed Jehanine away. "Y ou're evil. Dirty and foul. Possessed.
A mongter - one of the Devil'sminions- ohletmego -’

She crawled towards the open air, sobbing and gulping. The room seemed icy cold. How comfortlessit
would beinwinter.

When Osanne, her sounds enfeebled and muted by dread of discovery, had gone, Jehanine dressed
hersalf. Shetrembled violently as she had not done at the rape of her step-father.

Leaving the cdll barefoot, she crossed through the yards into the south garden, and passed over itinthe
moonless nothing of the night. A small bakehouse, now seldom used, stood againgt the outer wall, and
here atree spread up, aready |eafless. Jehanine climbed it without effort, pulled hersdlf atop thewall, and



looked out not in dream, for the first timein those years of days, on Paradys.

Where the nunnery was situated she had never properly known. Now she saw the locationless gullies of
dleys, hills of masonry, no lights, and the stars cooled clinker. Then she sprang from thewall, into an
abyss two-and-a-half times her own height.

Shefédl into harsh and lumpy softness - apile of sacks, filled perhaps some by medl, and some by
goose-feathers, for dements of such dust and fluff puffed out a her impact.

"Wadl, youve made mewait," said avoice. "That'sthe only dy way, you see, that tree, then down. But
I'd thought you would be sooner tired of them. Here. See what your friend has brought you."

Jehanine, lying on the sacks, looked up through muffled lantern light, to agrinning face and two hands
dangling atunic, hose, aboot of sheer leather. It was adream, like the other, and since dreams make
their own laws, Jehanine got to her feet and grabbed the dwarf.

"Hey, hey. Y ou can even go back. Well seeto it, we will. But somewhere dsefirst. Put theseon. You
can't travel asamaiden. I'll ook the other way."

Jehanine hit the dwarf across the face. Thistime, the blow met flesh and spun him. He dropped the
samples of mae attire, nearly the lantern. Jehanine bent to the clothes, found the complete s, and
picked them up.

They were not her half-brother's rubbish. These seemed unworn, garments of alord of the dleys, gaudy,
elegant - what aman might thieve who was clever a thieving.

It was adream.

"Go over there," said Jehanine. She started to pull up the drawers and hose under her skirt even asthe
dwarf turned away. She thrust and hauled on the robber’s clothes; they were a panoply. She made a
bundle of her own, like adiscarded skin, and left it rolled into the sacks. In a dream, who would discover
it?

"Good! Comethen, thisway," said the dwarf, skipping ahead.
Hislantern suddenly blared out. There was no longer any need of caution.

Jehanine had forgotten the freedom of such clothing, how she had been aboy, ayoung man, but now her
body itself remembered. She laughed suddenly, and the dwarf said, "Thisway, Jehan. Praise the Prince
itsafinenight." They dipped between the dleys, down the long worm-burrows. They passed by loops
of theriver seen beyond black and rotting walls. Fires burned uncannily between some of the hovels, and
now and then aweird-lit face peered at them. Up a cobbled |ane two torches volleyed before a house
with noisy windows. It was an inn with aswinging sign that showed a ghostly figure with wings -an
gpparition. The dwarf went through a sde-entry and up a spine-broken stair, Jehanine following him. In
the corridor, where her head, if not his, nearly brushed the sagging beams, he rapped on adoor. It was
opened from insde. They stepped into the hollow of aroom, ringed by faces. Fat candles were blinking
on jugs and blades.

"Here'sFero."

"Welcometo the Imago,” said the dwarf. Then, to theroom at large, "Y ou see, my mates, | brought you
him, as| said I'd do. What do you think?"

Jehanine stood stock till. Was this another betrayd? Even in dreams, such might occur. She said,



speaking low but loudly, "Who cares what they think. Who does the choosing here?!

There were men in the room and boys. Each was athief, you could tell a aglance. In every bt at least
one knife, in every mask the eyes of wolverines; they wore the dress and ornaments of men who clawed
and snatched above their station.

The dream-dwarf, perverse and mad, had brought her to join them. Why should he? Well, he must have
sniffed her crimind arr.

"We choose," said aman from thering. "But you look agile and leery enough. The dwarfs generdly right.
Hefound me, didn't he?'

"Then," said another, "we want the gift, the buying-in."
"Do you know what he means, new lad?"

"I'll tell him what | mean. | mean something precious from himto us. A Judaskiss. A game. Proof. So
what's he going to offer up?"

"Hisown sdf'senough,” replied one.

The dwarf, Fero, idled, sidled from Jehanine's side. Jehanine, Jehan, she-he stood alone, the door at her
back, the rowdy inner inn and the black tunndls of night City beyond. She said, "Y ou can have a gift."
Shefet hersaf whiten to askull, they saw it and attended. (But it was adream). "I've kindred in the City,
onewho wronged me. I'll giveyou him."

"What useisthat? Ishe wedthy?'
"Not much."

One or two swore. A man came close and put his hand directly on her groin. She moved aside before he
could tell he had touched only acunning bulge of cloth - and bringing up her fist she mashed her knuckles
into the base of hisnose. Asheléft her, blinded by tears and roaring, the roomful laughed, commending
her. She had seen her haf-brothers and her step-father fight. She had learned thelr tricks, it seemed.

Asthe blinded robber crouched on the floor, the tangle of his body reminded her of Osanne. Jehanine
kicked him in the back, and hefdl down.

Shesad, "What | offer ismy brother. | hate him. | can manage things so you'll have him adone. He drinks
late at the Cockatrice, and perhaps he's there now. His clothes are good, strip him and leave him naked.
He's handsome. Do what you like. From hisneck hangsagold crucifix. Therésageminit.”

Her head whirled. She closed her eyes.
Someone caught her by the shoulders, and a cup bumped againgt her lip. She drank bitter wine.
"What isit, you boy, this vengeance?"

It was the man who had spoken first, and who was also the dwarfs protege. He apparently liked the ook
of Jehan and might protect him, so her. She pushed hisarm off.

"My vengeanceisyour buying-in wanted gift. What more?'

Because it was adream, she knew that her brother, beautiful Pierre, would be at the other inn. She knew
that if sheled them there, they would find him.



The dwarf sat on atable, drinking; he showed no inclination to make up the party, barely any interest, but
six or seven of the fellowship were nudging at her now. Together they went down the twisted stair, with a
clatter, and out. Jehanine did not know the way back to the Cockatrice, they did. They walked in a
bunch, bravos, swaggering, not afraid. Thiswastheir holding, thistrample of middens and dipsdong the
river bank, these rat-holes. Sometimes they were challenged, from awall-top or hovel's depths,
passwords were exchanged, whistles or dog-barks, and once, two of the men made water in awell, to
pay out an old score. Then someinvisible border was crossed. The formation of the band altered. They
were more wary, and walked two by two or three, knives to hand.

"No knife of your own?'Jehan's champion put his free hand on her shoulder. "This brother - did he sour
you for your birthright, maybe?' he asked, continuing the earlier dia ogue. "My whoresons brothers did
that onme."

Abruptly theinn of the Cockatrice appeared, surprising Jehanine with recognition.
"Wait here. I'll goto see”

"No jokes," said one, but that was dl. She might have known them al for years, grown with them from
desperate infancy like flowers on the dunghills of Paradys.

She went towards the serpent-cock, boy-walking as her brother's ungainly boots had taught her to. She
gpat, under theinn-sign. Theinn was hardly awake, flickering with dying candles. All the drinkers seemed
gone but for adeeper at the hearth, and aman at hiswork with one of the wenches on atable.

But it was adream, and so Pierre must remain. Where had he sat before, that night she came to entreat
him? She could not be certain of the place.

Two men came down astair. Brushing through the strings of onions, they yawned and grumbled. They
had been with agirl, but she had turned them out before cockcrow. Old Motius would be aggrieved at
their condition thismorning. But old Motiuswas an intdllectua dolt who conducted esoteric rituas, but
thought mice ate the unground paint his pupils had stolen and sold. Motiuswasin love with Fierre. Oh,
yeshewas. Onelook from the lucent eyes, and the old fellow would probably pay for their harlots out of
hisown purse.

AsPierre came by her, Jehanine took his deeve between her fingers.

Heturned, gazed a her. His handsomeness, not spoiled by the debauch, turned her heart over. Seeing
her, he seemed to see a spectre.

He said nothing. His companion said, in wonder, "Y our living shade, Pierre.”
Jehanine said to Pierre, ™Y ou must come with me."
The other student said, " Ok no. Come on, Pierre. Thisis somerogue.”

Jehanine stepped in their path. She shoved the student away from her brother. Being tipsy and fatigued,
nor having, ether the strength of her hard life, he sumbled back and fell into the hearth, banging his head,
landing among the bones and ashes. He lay there stunned, and presently threw up there, which caused
discontent in several dark quarters of theinn.

While that went on, Jehanine drew her brother after her, staring in his eyes, beckoning to him but no
longer touching. Hefollowed, he did not seem to know why.

Asthey went out through the door, he said. "Who are you?"



"Your sger," said Jehanine. But not doud.

Sheled him amogt listlesdy to the dley wherethe Imago thieves waited. She pulled him by aleash of air.
Then, inthe dley, shetook her brother's hand and drew him forward.

"See" shesaid to thethieves. A light flared and went out. Three of them legpt at him and flung asack
over hishead, shoulders and arms. Pierre struggled. They beat him and he fell and was scrambled away
with. They dived and tore aroute into a copse of gutted hovels, where ratlets swarmed from their
advance.

She stood by, she watched, lamped in the glow of afar-off light-cast - some brothel's beacon - asthey
removed the garments from Pierre's body, the dyed leather belt and fashionable shoes. At histhroat, the
topaz glared. They wereleaving it till last. Pierre lay moaning, his head till furled in the sack.

"Now what?' said one.
They crowded grinning, and dowly unravelled the cloth from their captive's face.
"Your kin, decidedly.” They lifted him over onto hisbelly. "Do you want him?

"Incest," said Jehan. Jehan smiled. Then walked off and leaned on a post, not watching finaly what was
doneto Pierre Belnard, turn by turn, by the gang.

But Jehanine heard Pierre scream more than once, a hoarse masculine shriek. She had not cried out at
her own rape. Nor had she been so appreciated, for his abusers spoke love-words to her brother.

At length, there was silence, but for the heartbesat of the City, a strange noise Jehanine had begun to hear,
compounded of every begating heart that inhabited Paradys. Uncovering her eyes, she noticed that the
beacon light had grown in magnitude. Next acockerel crew deep in the alleyways. Then one by onethe
bells sounded acrossthe river, closer at hand, the tongue of Prima Hora, dawn.

Jehan's protector, whose name she had picked out as Conrad, shook her shoulder now. He swesated,
and his odour was ripe. She moved away from him. "Y ou're proved,” he said. "Y ou're one of us. Sinfor
damnable sin.” The others mumbled. "Now do it to him, too."

"No," said Jehanine.

She walked towards the heap of flesh that was her brother. He lay on his side now, senseless perhaps,
breathing through his open mouth. He was naked, covered by blood and filth. She leaned down and
drew up hishead alittle by the soaked silk of hair. The dawn was spilling on theworld. Hiseyes
spasmed open. He looked full at her, knowing her, if not who shewas. It was alook so terrible, so
agonised and ruined, so utterly devoid of any hope for help or pity, that it reminded her of the face of the
crucified Chrigt, and she shuddered &t it.

"It never happened,” she said to Pierre softly. " Such adisgusting thing." Then she said to the others, "'l
don't want him. I'll have something ese." Sheripped the crucifix from histhroat, and let hisfacefall back
into thedirt.

The gang of robbers eyed her in the revelation of thelight.
Oneindicated Pierre. "Better kill him. Then scatter.” To Jehanine he added, "Y ou give that here.”

"lIt'smine" sad Jehan.



Turning, Jehan bounded out and up from the wreckage. A running malefigure, sprinting westward from
the sunrise, towards the note of abell earlier identified asthat of the Angel.

Some of them dashed after Jehanine.

It was adream: shelost them easily.

It was adream, but in her hand she held the topaz cross.
Wl then, waken now. But waking was not to be had.

She saw the nunnery ahead of her, rising from atide of flotsam streets. The dwellings were of better
qudity here, and theriver, aroad of crystal cut by aship's mast, was not far away - none of these things
had she known before.

She came below the wall where the old bakery was, and saw the tops of the tree she had climbed, two
and ahaf times her height above her. The sacks were gone, but tucked against the stone her clotheslay
in abundle amost as she left them. And down thewall itself, from abough of the trees, hung a hempen
rope. The dwarf had returned again to aid her. For, after dl, it was not adream.

Shetied her female clothesto her body, and seizing the rope, climbed up the wall. In thetree, she undid
and coiled the rope and took it down with her.

She changed her garments amid the bushes under the tree, in the wetness of the dew, for the nunswould
be coming from the church to breakfast, and in the refectory some of the aged lay-sisters would be
making the porridge.

As shewent however to her cell, accessories bunched in her skirts and excuses ready, Jehanine met no
one.

Into the chest shelaid al her new possessions. The rope, the male attire, aknife Conrad had awarded
her during their trek to the Cockatrice. Lastly, shelaid the topaz cross upon her pdlet. The thong had
been broken and lost. She would search out another cord, then she might wear it, under her dress.

Pdler than the dawn, the Eastern topaz shone for her. From desert lands by a sea of sdlt, under the
mountains where God had walked, and from whose stones He had carved his devastating laws, from the
tombs of prophets and messiahs, from the dazzling shrines of the Infidd, thisjewel had come.

She saw again her brother's appalling face. She put the crucifix away into the chest.

Sister Marie-Lis paused in an arch of the south cloister, as Jehanine watched her. Presently, her hands
folded in her deeves, the young nun floated out on to the plot of grass. The dry fountain with the
wild-haired stone child holding its bowl, had been garlanded again. The child had akind of crown of
thorns of twisted |eafless creegper. Sister Marie-Lis seemed not to pay attention to these things. She came
to the opposite arm of the cloister, where the northern girl and three of the novices were sweeping.

"Come here, Jhane."

Jehanine approached. Jehanine's hair was confined in its scarf from which tendrils escaped like rays of
winter sun. Otherwise she was decorous, aways excepting her |ooks.

The young nun eyed her, then called the novices.

"Whereisthe novice Osanne?"



The girlslooked about.

"But sheshere-'

"She came out with us. She had no breakfast. She sets herself penances.”

"The Mother says Osanneisarrogant in her humility - *

"Hush," said Sigter Marie-Lis. "It wasthe duty of Osanne thismorning to attend the infirmary."

"Wadl, shed be pleased to doit." Theinfirmary contained sick, senile nuns and vats for boiling soiled
linen.

Siger Marie-Lissaid, "Our Lord himsdlf had compassion on thesick. On al who cdl to him.”
Jehanineraised her eyes. She listened, and heard Sister Marie-Lis saying:

"Did he not make the world againgt the will of hismighty father? Did he not risk dl and forfeit dl that
mankind might live? And as hefell, historch kindled the moon and stars, and the roots of mountains.”

Then one of the novices exclaimed, "Why, there is Osanne. She's on the flags on her knees, scrubbing
and suffering.”

Along the length of the cloister, over the parti-stripes of shadow and sun, the mystic figure of Osanne
rocked with itsrags like aswaying serpent.

"Osanne," cried the young nun sternly, "leave that work and go at onceto the infirmary.”

Osanne seemed not to hear. Sister Marie-Listook astep, smooth asif walking on water, towards the
knedling shape. And in that moment Osanne rose. Without alook or word, she went away, passing
through the elbow of the cloister, and out of it into the garden. Her dressflashed very white as she
vanished.

"That wasn't Osanne, sister!” said one of the novices. "And see -the flags aren't even wet -

"Hush," said the young nun once again. She found ahand in her deeves and touched it to her forehead
and bresst.

Jehanine felt adesire to follow Osanne as Jehan. Or she might bring in one of the thieves, Conrad
possibly, and give Osanne to him as she had given - that other -

A dreadful pain tore through Jehanine, unseaming her. She sank suddenly to the ground and lay till.
When the novices squeaked and came running, peering into her face, Jehanine covered her eyeswith her
hands. The young nun had gone away. Then the bell rang: Tiers. The novicesfluttered. They must go to
church at Tiers, and what of Jhane?

Jehanine got up dowly. What had happened to her was nothing, she was a her monthly bleeding, it was
only that.

Asthe novicesran away, she redised she would not be able to return among the robbersfor afew days,
for at these timesthey might scent her, like abitch, and so learn her true sex.

Asfor Pierre, they would have killed him, by what they had done, or afterwards with their knives.

She must think of him as dead, and of hersdf ashis murderer. That was dl it amounted to.



Going over to Osanne's discarded pail and rags, Jehanine detected a curious but delicious fragrance. It
fled in amoment. Knedling down, she began to wash the stones carefully.

In the succeeding days, Osanne was spied at her duties and devotions continuoudly, but not consstently.
It appeared she must be sick, or that the passion of her faith drove her often to lonely prayer - for in the
church they saw her most of al. But on their hurrying in she went away, was gone. She spoke to no one.
They said the Mother had sent for Osanne, but it seemed Osanne did not attend the Mother.

"See, look. There she goes, she," said one of the novicesto Jehanine, asthey passed together along the
roofed passage between the church's north wall and the House of the Novitiate. The weather was turning
chilly, but they carried between them a cask of candle stubs, due to be melted down for new, and this
was heavy, heating work. The figure of Osanne flitting before them gave an excuse to hesitate and lower
the cask. "L ook how white her skirt is, and her scarf. She must bleach them over and over - ' the process
of bleaching, which intimately involved mules urine, was didiked; doubtless Osannewould revd init.

"Osanne!" cried the novice. "Let'srun and catch her." They ran, but did not catch. Beyond the
passageway, the hostel court was empty, and the churchyard beyond empty aso.

They returned for the cask of candles, and the novice started to talk of her marriage to Christ.

Soon after the ball of Matines, Jehanine dreamed the dwarf cameinto her cdll. He carried a stone bowl
on his shoulder, the contents of which - fire - he tipped on to thefloor.

"Fero, fero," said he. "Why do you make me wait about under the damned wall?' said he. " Get up and
cometo the Inn of the Apparition. Y ou know the way. Or you can find it."

Jehanine opened her eyes and the fire and the dwarf were gone. Her female bleeding had ended, and
getting up she opened the chest and looked in at the itemsthere, the male clothes and the rope, and the
topaz cross.

Soon along-haired boy came out of the cdll and took his quiet stedlth across the courts. The nunswere
at their dissmbodied chanting in the church, but in the garden anightingde, disturbed, whirred mournfully
that the summer had died. Here and there, the garden had begun to smell oddly. The stink of the midden
had grown less, but the moulder of fallen leaves, where visiting cats had relieved themsdlves, seemed
sharpened by the cold night. The elder well smelled bad, and might require cleansing. The stedlthy boy
went on, found histree, climbed it and roped it, and spent himself into the dark City. The caresof a
nunnery were for awhile no longer his.

The Imago, which owed its Latin name to some obscure story entailing the Roman troops once
quartered on this bank of the river, (when Paradys was but a hedge of huts the other), had not changed: it
roared and thumped, and scaling the stair to the upper room, Jehan had dight need of caution.

She did not knock. She flung the door wide. There they were, staring astonished at her. The dwarf she
could not see, but Conrad was the first to hisfeet cursing her. Otherslunged forward, but halted. She
they thought a he had come back to them. What plot wasin it?

"Thief," said thefat man.

"Bloody tricky swine," said the man with the scar down hislong nose.
Jehan shrugged daboratdly, in the way of young men.

"Did you bring it?" cracked out Conrad.



IIWFH?I
"Thejewd -'
"It'smine. | didn't cometo act a.contrition."

"Get him," said Scar-Nose. There was a surge again, which now fatered on Jehan's high, maybe
unbroken, voice.

Til find you better.”

They cascaded against her, but the vicious rush had become a pawing query. She kicked and pushed
them off.

"Who leads thisherd?' she said.
"No man. Were one. A brotherhood. An equd share, an equd voicefor all.”

She supposed then it was actualy the dwarf who ruled the gang. She had suspected it. But they were
embarrassed to admit the fact, pretended otherwise, and resorted to high-flown phrases of fraternity.

"Tonight /'// lead you," said Jehan. "Again."

She was mocked. She took no notice. Where, in her apron and skirts she had no say, now, her breasts
bound, and weaponed with cloth in her hose, she had a say, and would say so.

"Bequiet, you pigs. Listen. Didn't | give you nice sport before?!
"And then cheated us."

"What's a pdtry bit of coloured glass? It had vaue for me, not for you." For a second she was prompted
to demand if they had knifed their victim, Pierre, her brother. Something stuck her tongue against the roof
of her mouth, and when she could speak again she said, "The upper bank of the City, near that greet big
church they're fussing up. | know awoman there. It'saweathy house. Y ou'll see how well find out its
secrets.”

Theideaof the fat woman, the housekeeper with the keys, who had accosted her in the street by the
statue-fountain that first day, had come to Jehan this very morning, as she sorted herbsin the infirmary
annexe. That the house was arich one had been evident. That the woman had charge was probable. The
master was "old" and "aways off on business'. Comein, she had urged Jehan.

For awhile they debated and said No, but, standing silent in the door, watching them with clear eyes, she
brought them round. Conrad declared this boy was afiend, and another that fiends were lucky to the
wicked, and they al laughed and spoke of hair the hue of sulphur, and after that ten of them went with

her down the tair, and only three stayed sullenly behind.

Under thewall of the overgrown park, in the sky-sailing shadow of the embryo of the Temple-Church,
the thieves stared across at a house Jehan had indicated. And the City bellsrang for Laude.

"Stay herethen, I'll go rouse the fat dame,” said Jehan. "When I'm in the house, Conrad - you come
across and wait by the door. No other, till he givesthe signd to you.”

Jehan ran lightly, dark to dark, to the side door of the house, and shook it. As she had supposed, the boy
she had seen was porter there, and in amoment he whined at her through the panels. "Is your master at
home?" said Jehan.



"No. Master's off," came the high voice, stupid with deep and resentment.

"The housekeeper then. Y our mistress.”

"She'sin her bed."

"Wake her," said Jehan in alow and terrible tone.

Through the door, with an uncanny night-hearing, Jehan heard the boy stumble away.

(From thewall acrossthe Street rose a mutinous shuffling, and she cursed it down, making no sound or
sgn.)

Then, above, in atoadstool bulge of the house, the pane of awindow lighted. Again, Jehan heard the
noises of human things aggrieved.

(Conrad was out, standing by the cowled well. Jehan flung an arm out at him in agesture of rage, and he
lurched down behind the trough, hidden.)

The woman'sflat fat tread was descending through the house now. What luck, they were done there. No
other servant even, it would seem, and the old man "off".

"Who'sthat? Who's there? Y ou rogue - '

The woman's voice was breathy but not alarmed, not even entirely prepared for anger. She might be
prone to night callers. Jehan put her mouth to the door and moaned, "Kind lady, let mein for the love of
God. I'm known to you - that brother of Master Motius* student, Pierre - ' her voice quavered on the
name, which was fortunate. "I've been set on, mistress. Robbers. Help me-'

Then great billows of righteous outrage and passion the far side of the door, and bolts and bars being
sprung.

Wrapped in her bedclothes, the woman flooded the door acove. Shethrust her candle out, and Pierre's
handsome brother, Jehan, stood wilted and swooning in the radiance, one hand to his side, gasping.

"God's vitals. Poor boy. Comein a once. There. Lean on me, as hard asyou like. I'm well-cushioned.”
"l knew no one else - ' said Jehan.

"And what of your fine brother? For shame. And the Master Artisan's pet, too."

"Hewon't know me. Turned me off. It will break our mother's heart.”

"Whereis he then, the disgrace?'

Jehan said: 'l know no more than you." And staggered.

"Where are you hurt?'

"Only alittle

"Y es, you seem unmarred.”

"Inmy heart thewors.”

In the kitchen, Jehan sprawled out in achair. Her swvimming vision told her that the panswere of qudity,



and the big hearth and its apparatus evidenced many lavish roagts. Ingtantly the woman had lit another
three candles - extravagance, too. Then she used one of her keys, and brought wine. In her own right,
thelady wasdso athief.

"Drink that now. That'll bring you back. And I'll keep you company in adrop. He's got so much, he
never missesthesip or two | take. A mean felow. Pays mein pennies, works me off my feet. | must live.
His poor relation you understand. Kept me from a husband, too, I've had my chances- al lost - * Jehan
tried the wine, thick as velvet, and began to revive. Jehan asked nothing about the old man and his
vauables. No need, for the woman spread the night with tidings, while sometimes patting Jehan's knee.
Gold plate sat above, and candlesticks, a chamber-pot with gold handles, abox of money - the one key
he stinted her of (no trouble when a dagger-hilt might be used on it) another of rings and chains, which he
hid, asif shewould touch it, God pardon him. There was a Bible too, and abook got from the artisan,
who was amagician, both with coverswaited by gems. And arobe trimmed with bullion, and gloves
stitched with pearls -what atreasure trove! - and her without a decent gown for holy days.

Jehan, much recovered, aided the woman to more wine. Asit was done, Jehan gave her too akiss on the
cheek, and dropped in her cup apowder of herbs from theinfirmary.

"Well now, you saucy boy," said the housekeeper, very much ddighted. "I'll begin to think no one set on
you at dl, you only came here for anaughty reason.”

Jehan lowered eyesthat, in the smoky light, were gold as any rich man's plate. Boylike, smiling, Jehan
reached out, and gave the fat woman's vast bosom a gentle twesk.

Such shrieks. The neighbours would think her murdered, unlessthey often heard the sounds, which
seemed probable. Then, such agratifyingly big drink.

"And you only ayouthful lad.”
"Willing thoughto learn.”
"Widl, well. One can't even trust opening the door these nights.”

Shedrank again, in ahuge swallow, not noticing the wine, eyes sparkling, breasts heaving. All the potion
was gone, insde her. She reached and caught Jehan and pulled him down, massaging at buttocks and
thighs. Jehan panted, fondled various mounds, imparted kisses and tasted in the wine-sweetened mouth
the bitter tint of herbs, the powerful bringers of deep -

Beforethe ingstent hands could find out their mistake, they suddenly went diding off. Thefat woman
rolled back, her eyes sartled and till gaping asthefirst snore shook her bulk. Then her eyes shut on her.
Protesting, snoring, kidnapped by unconsciousness, she cascaded from the chair on to the floor and lay
beside amouse-trap baited with cheese.

Outsidein the street, athief barked. They were growing anxious. As Jehan opened the door, Conrad
shouldered through it. He glared at her, dien stepped out again. He whistled, the twittering note of abird,
and one by one the others darted noiselesdy bat-like over the gap between the shadows.

Conrad and another man caught the door-boy adeep at the stair-foot, hammered him on the head for fair
measure and left him sprawled there. At the fat woman lying by the mouse-trap with her legswide, some
of them were tempted. They thought her only dead drunk. Her keys were taken. One mounted her. She
quaked under him, gurgling, oblivious, and so was reckoned secure.

Updtairs the gang ransacked the house, Jehan having informed them of what might be expected.



Everything was found, even the chamber-pot, and the casket of jewellery, which last had only been
inserted in the mattress, acommon recourse.

Theregfter, Conrad and others dung their arms about the neck of Jehan, and crowned him with agold
chain from the casket, and poured a cup of white wine over his head to christen him in their fellowship,
when once the wine-barrels had been got at. They remained, throughout the acts of carnage and
celebration, quiet.

The house, 0 staid and safe without, was now insde a shambles. Only the kitchen had remained lit, and
here at length they repaired, draped in the bed-curtains, toting their spails, to drink about the laundry
heap of the drugged woman.

There wastime enough. The City gates would not part until the dawn, still an hour or so awvay. Eveniif the
old fellow returned, he could not get in the City till after sunrise, and by then they would be gone. What a
aurprisethey had left him.

"How Dwarf will cuss, how Fero will bite himsdf, when helearns what he missed!”

On thefloor the fat woman breathed only in jerks and gutterings. Her face was grey and her lipsdaty.
The herbs had been generous in amount.

But the wine was good, and, not able to port it, they did not see why they should leave so much of it
behind. The drinking went on, and in the middle Jehan sat on the table, looking under her or hislids, not
speaking, scarcely-tasted cup set down.

Then the dark that camein at the a cove chink turned to adeep grey light. They roused to be going. They
did not want to be seen.

Asthey stuffed the handy pouchesin cloaks, surcoats, loincloths, with loot, there came sounds out of the
gpeechless night. They were the hoofs of amulethat clucked aong the cobbles, indeed, of two mules
going in tandem.

"Not here" said Conrad, "God'stail, not here."

But the mules picked ddlicately on, coming closer, coming to the door, and were therereined in. And
now voices spoke outside the front of the house. A respectful mutter, an old man's pedantic drone.

"He'srich," said Scar-Nose. "Helll have paid the gate crew to open the postern. Back early, rot him."
"When hesin hell gart ado. The world will come running.”

"Then when hesin,” said Jehan, "we must sop his mouth.”

"| hear two of them, the old rat, and ayoung.”

"Both mouths stopped,” said Jehan. She moved from the kitchen towards the front of the house and its
large door. "Thishas alock. Be ready.”

When the large key turned in the large door, the inner space was waiting, lined by flesh.

The old man came through, caling irritably to the porter-boy by name, his grizzled skull and fur-lined
garment, hisold body, creaking by afew inches from Jehan beside the door. Then, in the gloom,
someone whacked him. The blow seemed to split hishead across, blackish liquid spurted, and hefdl into
the vortex of finished deedswithout acry.



Outside, in the twilight, the servant was giving his mule water from the trough by the well.

Jehan called to him softly. "Sieur, Seur." Heturned, hearing agirl's voice addressing him so palitely.
Puzzled, not dismayed, he came towards the door and found it empty and unlit. He was ayoung man,
strong and comely. He stood framed againgt the dusk, as al their eyes, unseen, fastened on him. Then he
moved insde.

Two of the thievestook him at once. But he was not such easy mest as the old one. For some reason he
did not shout as he evaded them, but hisfistslashed out, hisfeet. The gang closed with him, and thewalls
seemed to totter, grunts were audible, now something went over with athud, and there were oaths. As
the battle swung, Jehan moved through it. Shelifted her arm, with the knife Conrad had given her, she
stabbed the servant in the belly. It was adeath blow, but not quick enough. Dazed, amazed, he was
sucking in his breath to scream and wake the dead. But Scar-Nose, an able hand, reaching over the
young man's shoulder, cut histhroat before his voice could sound.

Clambering across bodies, the thievesfiled into the street and shut the door nestly. Conrad locked it tight
with the key. Glancing at the mules, they rejected them, for they were over-ridden and besides
conspicuous. The gang then broke in twos and threes or ones, and fled with bold strides away across
Paradys and down, to theriver, and over into the warrens beyond, losing dl of itself asintended, Jehan
with therest.

The young nun stood in the yard, and coming from her deeping cdll, Jehanine discovered her. The face of
Marie-Liswas grave and pure, but had none of the smug melancholy of atrue Madonna.

"Y ou weren't in your bed at sunrise, Jhane."

(Jehan smiled under Jehanine's skin. Why, did you come seeking me there?)
"l was about early, sster.”

"es"

"l wasinthe garden.”

"Y ou came from there. With abundle of clothes.

"A piece of washing I'd forgotten, Sster.”

(Carelesa on this occasion, she had returned late. She had seen the ghostly shapes of two lay-sisters
bending over the refectory well, and the phantom nuns wafting in adawn mist from the church. Now,
under her gown, agolden chain, and on the chain alittle golden cross set with atopaz.)

"But you roam a night, Jhane," said Sister Marie-Lis.

"Some nights, when | can't deep. How do you know, sster?”

"Where do you go to, Jhane?'

(Over thewadll, into the blackness, into the night. Y ou spy on me, but not enough.)
"To the chapd. Or sometimes| gt in the garden.”

"Thenightsare cold.”

"My cdl dsoiscold.”



"We must endure, Jhane. We are not worldly, here."
"No, sgter.”

(And | washed off adark stain in the dew. | thought of creeping to the other well, but it inks, there must
beadead cat init. And at the hoste'swell under the lemon trees you might find me. Why areyou
drawing so much water, Jhane? Dew was best.)

"We know amost nothing about you, Jhane. The Mother has never interviewed you. It's customary, after
atime, toinquireif you have cometo fed any yearning for thelife of aBride." Jehanine lowered her eyes.

"l haven't, aser.”

"Gaze on the window, Jnane, the Great Light, its petas of saffron and snow. Our Lord fell in his beauty,
ashooting star. He brought light into the world. He asks only love."

Jehanine frowned. She said. "Y ou told me, it's never demanded. | won't beanun.”

Theair filled with shrieks. In afashion, Jehanine had become accustomed to outcry. She did not respond,
asdid Sster Marie-Lis, who whirled about and spun away. Through the arch she went, into the
churchyard. The noises came from the garden. Slowly, cautious now, Jehanine followed. She had avison
of the fat woman erupting in at the nunnery gate, rushing through, to stland screeching of villainy under the
bare fruit trees. But Jehanine suspected the fat woman might be dead, that all of those at that house, like
Pierre, might be dead. Shefelt neither satisfaction nor distress. She was mogtly indifferent, except to a
certain tidinessthat al the deaths together seemed to present, like duties performed.

The shrieks had ceased. Tawny fox-robes milled about the garden, clotted near the stinking ancient well.
Acrossthe turf the Mother was st king. The nuns parted before her. She towered beside the well,
imperious, ever a Queen Bee.

"What isit? Why doesthiswell stink so? Pah! What'sin the bucket?'

A murmur. The Mother drew back. She crossed herself and touched her fingersto brow and heart. She
did not look in certain hedth.

Jehanine wandered close, and saw into theinner circle.
"| drew up the bucket, Mother, to look... | thought some anima might have died in the well."

Jehanine had now approached near enough that she was able to ook inside the bucket herself. She saw
that it contained some murky water, and in the water along pae fish with five fingers.

"Merciful Lord,” said the Mother. "One of you run and kindle alantern. It must be lowered. We must be
ure”

Two of the nuns fainted, one setting off the other. Y et another hastened away to awithered bush, into
which she vomited. The Mother stood like a statue.

The lantern came, and they lowered it on arope. And then there was aterrible wailing of lament and
disgud.

The Mother drew aside quickly from her scrutiny. She said, "I've seen the drowned before, from the
river. Thisisnot drowning. Itisnot asuicide. | must think. She must beraised.”

When the Mother departed, and the nunsfell away into groups, Jehanine went to the well and looked



down where the lantern till hung. Beyond the fearful stench and beyond the light, agirl's body was
wedged far down in the shaft. The water, and time, had acted on it, but also it seemed to have been
subjected to fire, and to some cutting weapon: blasted and partly disembowelled it stuck there,
mindlessy looking up with the remains of the face of Osanne.

The body was not to beraised. It fell to bits and its entrail s poured out.

The Mother, kerchief pressed to her nose and mouth, ingtructed that logs be thrown in, then ail, and the
whole set on fire. She was of course obeyed. At first, dampness seemed likely to wreck the scheme, but
then the wood caught. A merry blaze legpt for awhile from the chimney of the well, and aghastly smoke
gouted fromiit.

"I have written to the Father of the order,” said the Mother. "Everything isexplained. No suicide. |
believe our daughter Osanne was struck by lightning. She bore the marks of it. God has gathered her
home. We shal make amarker for her, and place it with the tombs of otherswho had died herein faith.”

When the blaze sank, earth was shovdled into thewell, and findly stones.

"Thanks beto Christ," said the Mother. She muttered some other brief prayer. She said, "Wewill pray
for the novice Osanne.”

All went to the church and prayed for Osanne.

Latein the afternoon it rained, water after fire. The smoke gtill hung low in the garden, and the evil of the
stench remained in pockets.

Supper was aloathsome meal, for which very few had an appetite. The Mother did not appear. The
young nun Marie-Lislifted the cover of abook, not the Bible, but atheosophical work. She began to
read to the slent and mostly motionless assembly.

Behind the screen, Jehanine, hungrily eating her black bread and soup, heard the beauty of the voice of
the young nun.

"Why then did God so punish Hisformerly peerlesdy beloved Son, made by Him an angel, awinged
being of such power and beauty they are to men as men are to the little worms?

"It wasin aragethat God did S0, as when afavourite child has gone against the parenta edict. What will
you do? God had asked him. | will create auniverse, | will make men in theimage of the angels, replied
the errant Son. For this, his Father flings him from the sky.

"For in his enormous wisdom, God knows that aworld of men created must suffer, firstly the choice of
good and ill, and the guilts and torments that attend upon both, and nextly must learn grief and disease,
despair and death. God sought, in His compassion, to spare mankind, to deliver it from its very sdlf. But
our Lord said, Let them choose. And so he made the earth and peopled it. Then God said, If that isyour
wish, you | will exile. Go you into the very pit of that which you have made. And for therest, let there be
darkness on the face of the earth for ever, that they may not be afraid, through seeing what they are, and
what they are at. So God made darkness and it hung on the face of earth. But the Lord, our Saviour, said
agan, Let there belight. He stole then one flame of the seven divine fires of Heaven. And with thishefell,
burning, like the morning star. The sun waslit from hisflambeau, and dl the stars, and the moon, and dl
thelights of the firmament. And when he had cleaved through the earth and falen to the deepest depth of
it, that pit too becamefire, afurnace that warmsthe earth's heart - a cleansing flame, the light of
knowledge - until the world shal end.



"And for this gift of fire, men loved him. And when he saw their love, the love of those he had cregted,
Lucefid inturn loved them.

"L ater, others of his brethren ralied to the banner of this Prince. They too exiled themsavesfrom
Paradise, and fell to earth and under it. From these he chose his captains, and on them hisaegislay as
gernly ason hisown sdlf, and besides that, the furious censure of God. But to men the Lord gave only
one commandment: Know what you are. But they forgot.”

When the reading was done, and the chores of the evening were done, Jehanine dept until the bell of
Matines. Then she was Jehan, and she ran over the plains of the nunnery, got over thewall, and was
goneinto the rain and darkness.

Day by day the rain nailed heaven to earth. In the wintry night, the rain Sghed and rushed and stamped. It
was acurtain of disguise and adeflection of al other noises. It cleaned the spillings from the stones of
Paradys, whatever they were.

At the Imago now, the dwarf sat sometimes on histable in the upper room. He sorted through the
sumptuous trinkets and the coins, and petted the clever thieves, though never Jehan, the cleverest, their
leader in his default.

"Jehan isademon sent to guide us by Prince Lucifer," said Conrad. "Jehan isone of Lucifer'sfair knights,
afdlen angd. Sulphur hair and cat's eyes. Pretty asagirl, sweet voiced asagirl. And charmsthe girls,
too."

They gave the dwarf al their news, while Jehan sat by, yellow cat-eyes cast down. The dwarf gave them
their news back again.

"Three wicked murders at ahouse near the building Church. An old rich man and his servant in their
blood, and the housekeeper poisoned, and every bit of wealth plucked from the place. The little boy

can't remember athing, but he says he thinks a handsome youth knocked on the door and the woman let
him in. But the boy's wits are addled since the blow the murderers gave him." Restrained, tense as dogs
who have done a cunning trick and wait for bones, the thieves listened and said how bad a matter this
was, a shocking state the City must be in when arich man could be killed for hisriches. "And another tale
hasit, agirl was honey-talked into letting in ayoung man at her window, but he brings hisfriends too, and
while some have her down, others open the father's coffers. Many drunkards have been waylaid coming
from the Snake-Cock or the Blacksmith's Inn, or on the South Bridge. Beaten senseless and their purses,
their very bootstaken." Oh, a shocking state of affairs, yes, yes.

The nights had been busy. Jehan was full of Mercury and went before them. (Remember how he stabbed
the servant in the rich man's house, not fatering?) Oh, they had known him for years, their Jehan. Hewas
one of their own, and theirs, but polished brighter.

Conrad twitched. He had apowerful lust for Jehan. One night Jehan might kill him for it. Y ou may est the
apple but not twine the serpent with the maiden'sface.

"Wdll, Dwarf, you like our antics?'

But the dwarf said, "I'm thinking. Fero, fero. It will be ahard winter. The snow will fal. Theriver may
freeze. Then Yule. And the year'sturning. The Janusfestiva, the Feast of the Ass.™

The dwarf stared at Jehan. He had never, plainly, told Jehan's secret. That Jehan had breasts and carried
no dagger but the onein her belt, that Jehan lived by day in anunnery, scrubbing the flags and sweeping
the yards. Sometimes she dipped herbsinto the drinks of their victims, opium, mandragoras. The thieves



did not suspect Jehan of that, only of witchcraft. Jehan wasfey, lucky, ashining thing of Hell. They did
not ask him where he went away from them, or where he came back from - he put on anima shape, or
wings and flew behind the stars as they went out. He sprang from the ground at the sun's setting. Winter,
the time of dark day and long night, that was Jehan's country. They expected greet events.

There was no more Jehanine in any case. There was only Jehan by night and Jhane by day, which two
names were one, only aletter differently st, if he-she had been able to read or write and had known it.

Y et, as Jnane went about her work, aways dutiful to the nunnery, modest and hard-working, again and
again the young nun might be noted, standing observing her, or coming near she might say, " Search your
heart, Jnane."

"For what must | search there, Sster?' asked Jhane meekly. Jehan smiled and waited. In the interim,
absconding, Jhane took care to leave during the offices, when Marie-Liswasin the church.

"Come over theriver," said Jehan to the thieves. But of thisthey were wary.
"Thewatch isfly-thick there now. Since our firg visit."

"Follow methen," said Jehan.

Theran clattered liketin pans.

Some glanced at Fero the dwarf to see what he would do. But the dwarf did nothing save finger the
columns of coins, an earring of canary beryl. One voice, an equa share - afraternity, honour among
thieves. While, beyond that cross he had taken and not thrown into the communal pile, and the chain
Conrad had hung on him for agarland, Jehan took nothing.

All the robber band followed Jehan into Noah's night.

"Wemust build an ark, quick,” said thefat man.

"Agreed. Let's uswicked be saved thistime.”

Near the South Bridge they beheld aparty of tipsy gdlantswith torchesintherain.
"What now?' said Conrad.

Jehan singled out a young man, blond asthe old man's servant had been. Alone, she approached him,
and drew him asde from hisfriendswho, in wine and rain not properly aware of hisloss, went on over
the bridge.

He seemed to believe, when the gang surrounded him, that he had been in conversation with an
importunate girl. They took hismoney and stripped him to histunic and drawers, like a Roman, and the
rain had stopped. The resin torch gtill burned on his cringing, their jovid circle - his purse had been full,
and the coins beamed too.

"He can dancefor us," said Jehan. "Can't you?' Sheraised the torch and looked intently in the robbed
man'sface. "Let mebring you light. Aren't you glad to obey Christ's command? Look, you've given al
you haveto the poor.” How the thieves giggled. Then Jehan put the torch down to the young man's
garment, and up again into his hair. He was wet enough that there was a great smoulder, but aso enough
flame to send him hopping and screaming over the bridge, and Jehan pranced after him, clapping her
hands and Singing in aquire boy's voice, to an Eastern rhythm of the Spice Lands. Conrad and one or
two more abetted the macabre fun, picking up the song, which had been born of some hot night's



Crossade. The rest of the gang paused uneasily, the lower side of the water, not chancing the bridge.
Half-way dong it, Jehan pushed the youth into the river. Swollen with rain, it would not be happy
swimming. Jehan seemed content, and at once returned aong the bridge, with Conrad and the others at
hisheds.

"What shall | do?' said Conrad. ™Y ou want meto go over there? Hang the watch, | will, if you want it.
Upthehills. I'll go to Hell with you."

"That door-boy at the rich man'shouse," said Jehan.
"He'sahalf-wit now. No need to daughter every one of them.”

But Jehan seemed to wish only deaths stacked methodicaly in the chest of deeds. Glancing in theriver,
one noticed the blond young man was not swimming &t al, had gone down.

"Let mehaveyou,”" said Conrad.
"No. Don't try."

"Onetimeyoull let me."

Til kill youfirg."

Conrad laughed into the face of night. Much bigger and heavier than this boy, he could pin him now to
the stone over the tumult of water. But did not dare.

"Y ou love another," jested Conrad.
"A lovely nun," said Jehan.
"A nun?Where could you see such athing?'

"I have seen. One night you'll get her for me. Skin like cream and eyes like deep thoughts. A young nun.
Y ou can take her, I'll let you."

Conrad licked hislips. He was supergtitious. Satan protected his own, and so did the other One.
It thundered overhead, and Conrad winced. The rain resumed. It was cold, it was winter.
They went back to the Imago to drink and Jehan to sit watching the dwarf count coins.

Seven o'clock in the frosty morning, not yet light nor yet till dark. The office of Prima Horawas done
and Jhane stood at the church door as the nuns stole drifting out, to allow Marie-Listo witness her there.
But Marie-Lis passed by with the ssterhood, not seeming to see her, her countenance remote asivory.

When the nuns were gone, Jhane went into the church.

A cold iron heaviness hung there. Smudges of light faltered on meagre candles, but nothing was given
from the great window, which had become awhorl of leaden quarter-tones. The form of the Angd -
Lucefid - wasmogtly indistinguishable.

Weasit that they worshipped the Devil here, or that Jhane had seen through amask even they were
unaware of ?

As she moved aong the nave, she saw the paefigurein the quire. It was not Osanne, for the spectra



figment - or decoy - that had seemed to be Osanne, had ended its manifestations with the discovery in
thewdll. This apparition wasthe origina, anun in apale robe, tall and gracious, her face unseen since

lifted in reverence to the blinded window. Jhane waked on, making no sound. The figure did not dter,
only thehood or veil dipped back from its head. Thisnun did not effect either scarf or coif. A lion-like
mane of gold hair burst out against the dimness, raying over the shoulders and down the spine.

Wasthis hair like the hair of Marie-Lis? Was this she? Had she turned into the Side passage or the
cloister, and re-entered via one of the smaller doors. ..

Perhaps not. The young nun was not so tal, and much dighter, surely -

Jhane halted. Something made her unable to approach any closer to the vision. Now the glowing quaity
of the figure seemed to be flowing upwardsinto the window - it warmed and waxed lambent. Suddenly
colour shot into the glass and it came dive. The sun was risng and had pierced abruptly through the
cloud. Asthe window quickened, Jnane saw that the image of white robe and lion hair was gone.

Kneding before the Great Light, Jhane bowed her head and dowly touched her hands to brow and
breast. A peculiar sensation went over her as shedid this, an exquisite intimation, both carnal and
spiritual. But getting to her feet, she soon turned her back on radiant Lucifer and dl hisworks.

Inthe black icicle of the night, some young men coming out of the Cockatrice met with asauntering
blond youth. There were exclamations. And a pause.

"Stop! You -

"What have | done?' said the youth, turning on them two beautiful lynx's eyes.
"No - but you'relike- "

"Itis, | tdl you."

"No, not the height or muscle. But adouble, certainly.”

"Oh," sad the youth, not unnaturaly curious, "whose?"

The young men from the studio of Matiuslooked at one another. One of them said, "Well, he'sinthe
sawers - ' and was commanded to silence.

"Then I'm like someone,” said the youth. "Where are you bound?’

"Come with us, wherewere bound,” they said, and went off into theicicle with him, to alower tavern
behind astable.

"Look at his hands, so delicate, and hisface. What amodd helll make, our Jehan - you did say to usthat
was your name?"

"Cometo the studio tomorrow. Present yourself to the Master. Hell take afit, seeing how like - well. Do
itanyway."

They petted him, far goneinae.
"Whereishishousethen?' he said, lolling there sober.

They explained with care the location of the house, and its appearance, and drew maps of the way upon
thetablein spilled drink.



winter is, the poor birds sing And hide each head beneath a wing. So cruel to me my lady is Like
winter snow that gives no ease,

My heart its head beneath its wing, And winter is, my heart must sing.

Winter rode through Paradys on agrey horse, alord in mail and armour, with avizored helm, and his
train behind him. The sky and the bare trees groaned and the honed winds blew. Branches, datesand
birdsfell down. The snow began to fal. The City blanched. Theriver froze for vast stretches, and dl the
wells. Love-songslisted cold hearts, but in the nunnery the nuns wrapped their feet and handsin cloth,
the hearthswerelit in the refectory and the infirmary, and braziers carried into the church, and quantities
of blankets lugged to the deeping cdls. Two of the Sick nuns perished, and were put underground. The
matriarcha Mother took cold and kept to her chamber where afire roared day and night. The novices
dept two by two for warmth, which was not alowed. (On such freezing nights at the farm, even the
unloving ssters of Jehanine had clasped her close)) But Jhanelay done, cold as astone, and deep within
her body she coiled adeep. She did not fear the winter, it had no jurisdiction over her. And now and then
Jehan went out across the wall and reviewed the City of Ice, itsturrets and points sewing up an enamel
moon, on the surface of which there now showed absolutely a Madonna's mournful face. Over the thick
glass of theriver by night, muffled shapes dragged secret wares on rough deds. The shipslay dead at
anchor.

And thelovely young nun read in the refectory, above the coughs and snuffles of winter. "In the Book of
Egafd it saysthis: "Thus the man who was sent to the Angel asked him, ".Were it not better that we
should not live a al, since we live in wickedness, and suffer, and know not why?' And |, the Angdl,
answered him; 'Weigh you the height of fire, and measure the tower of the wind, and call hereto me
yesterday.” But theman said, "'l cannot.” 'Believethen,” said the Angel Esrafd, "in this manner dso you
cannot know the guiding intent of the Creator, cannot weigh or measureit, or cal it here beforeyou. Y et
itis." Theyoung nun waited astwo or three of her Ssters sneezed and wiped their noses sadly. Then she
read, " "Hear, my beloved, saysthe Lord: be not afraid, nor let your snsweigh you down asthe briars
cover thefield, that no man may trave it. Y our Snsarefinished, tear up the thought of them by the roots.
For thefield choked by briarsis put to the fire to be consumed." !

The thieves, wrapped fast, and sometimes snuffling like the nuns, came from their bolt-holesto the Imago
to toast and steam. Oncein, they did not incline to go out again. Gold burnt the fingersin such a
temperature, the dwarf said so. There he sat, dit-eyed and brooding, saying not asyllable now. But
Jehan prowled and some followed. Where there were no pickings to be had, Jehan would crack some
costly window with aball of packed snow, or scratch on doorswith his dagger obscene symbols of the
dleyslearnt instead of |etters. Jehan would inaugurate diding games, which dides might bresk legsin the
morning. And sometimes they would find avacant houseto get into.

Onthefar sdeof theriver, awerd gleam went up by night, where the torches reflected back from the
snow into thewild and chiming air. But it was forbidden, that upper bank. The great market, the greet
horning church, the house of murders, the enclosing arm of City Wall that hed in it dabsthelegions had
laid there.

"I'll go with you. Up the hills. Who cares," said Conrad. Scar-Nose added, "For what?' The thin man
sad, "Itscoser there”

Jehan ran over the bridge, through the palings of ice-crystds, gliding where there was the horizontd ice,
arms outflung graceful and demoniac.

"Come," said Conrad.



Y et not one of them moved.

Thewdl lit, climbing streets about the market were nearly bright as day, but black mud lay around the
houses and torch-poles where the heat had melted the snow.

For Jehan, creature of darkness, it was early, not yet eleven o'clock. With the advent of winter when
night began to come down in the afternoon, he sometimes took the risk of evolving during Complies, the
completion of the nunnery'sdiurnd.

As she entered the street of the statue-well, Jehan gave her nothing to fedl. She glanced at the house
where the fat woman had died, the rich man, the servant. No watch was any longer kept onit.
Meanwhile, across the way, stood the other more important house, the studio and dwelling of Motiusthe
Artisan. Seven nights before, solitary outside the Cockatrice, Jehan had identified other students of the
Magter. She had fdlen into chat with them. They had seemed stunned by Jehan's resemblance to
someone they had known but would not coherently speak of. One had suggested Jehan might mode! for
the studio as ayoung Patroklos or Dionysos. Jehan had not seemed averse, and so learned the house at
which he should present himsdlf.

Through the shutters light showed in the upper storey. Jehan knocked at the door. After atime, a shutter
opened. A young man's face, unknown, peered down. "Who's there?"

"Whoigehan?'

Jehan shrugged, standing out in the pool of light to be seen. "1 wastold to come. The Master might
employ me asamodd, they said. Perhaps not.”

Then the youth in the window gave a startled sound.

He withdrew. Voices came together.

(Itisonelike Pierre Belnard. Oh me, ohmy't)

Feet bounded down a stair and hands unbarred the door.

A second youth drew Jehan in, shut the door to keep him there, stared at him unblinkingly in the flame of
aflinching candle, then said something very fast, a sentence of Latin, unrecognised. "'So," added the youth
huskily, "you don't vanish."

"Shall | try?"

"Don't mock. Don't speak. Stay there, exactly where | have put you. Wait." And the student rushed
away, up the stair once more, the panic-splayed light borne with him.

Jehan stayed, unmocking, or speaking, and seemed to be waiting. Then he moved, went to the stair-foot,
and looked up the dark funnel of it. In amoment more he began noisdesdy to ascend.

There was now not atwitter, not amumble, above.

Jehan entered a passage and came to adoor, closed, with akeyhole of shouting light. Tickled by such
aptness, he kndt to the hole a once, and |ooked through.

There before him wasamorsdl of fire-lit chamber, and in it aman stood, lean and old and bearded,
stooping afraction. One hand clutched at his breast, and the other held achdice of wine, which he was



pouring evenly into the flames on the hearth. The sizzling splishery intrigued Jehan, so much so that when
it ended, and the man moved from the sphere of vision, Jehan did not react. Then came amotion across
the light that indicated someone was returning to spring the door. Jehan was up in an instant, standing
aside. Asthe second student burst out toward the stair, Jehan stepped directly in the doorway and said,
"Herel am." Which brought the other back cursaing foolishly.

The fine fiery chamber, opened out, was opulent. A hearty meal had been eaten in it at the white-clad
table, not long before, and il positioned there were agilt wine-jug and cups, adish of yellow plumsand
apples - inwinter Paradys - and two branches of candlesthat stintlesdy burned. Through a part-closed
curtain beyond lay the studio, darkened and adeep, but smelling yet of paint grindings, clay, oil and
marble-dust. Here Pierre would have been wont to work late, and dine afterwards with the Magter, a
favourite pupil, asthese, too, must be.

But Pierre had evaporated from their lives. Drinking and whoring had undone him in the alleys. Now on
the threshold, his double, more exact after an interval, and so more miraculous.

Master Motius now sat in his carved chair by the hearth and stared as the young men did. Hewas, as
keyhole-seen, old, bearded and wore besides a cap to warm his head and a fur-lined mantle in the hot
room. And threerings on hisfingers.

"You arethe brother of Pierre," he said.
Jehan smiled.

"Brother of who?"

The artisan sighed.

"Not," said Master Motius.

"There was some gossip one of his brothers sought him out,” said the student who had looked from the
window. "That'swhy hewent off without aword.”

The second student said, "And this one was at the door, peeping through it, I'll bet. What did he see?"
Jehan looked down at hisfeet modestly.

"There was nothing to see," said Master Maotius.

"Except, you pour wine on your fire," said Jehan.

The artisan said, "That's a Roman custom. We keep the classic formula here. Otherwise, what do you

7'
Towhat?'

"To our talk of Pierre Bernard.”
"Whoisthat?'

"Y ou have never met such ayoung man.”
"o

"Do you know of whom we speak?”’



"Isit possble?"

"He was my pupil and apprentice. He was well-liked everywhere, and well-known."

Tor what?'

"Uncivil, gutless, pig-souled dog - ' cried the second student.

Master Matius held up his hand. Leaning on the arms of hischair, herose.

"I will show you," said he. He took a candle-branch from the table.

Thefirst student hurried to open the curtain into the studio, and the Master passed through.
"Goin," said the second student to Jehan, thresteningly.

Jehan smiled again. He went after the artisan leisurely and the students followed.

The studio was abig vault, where the candlelight collided with angles, drapes and shapes, was smashed
and fell down. A peculiar being - awhole, if idedised, skeleton of wood - posed on aplinth, making a
mad gesture. There were benches and cold braziers, long tables with parchment, canvas, jars and
alembics. Things stood propped or lay prone; things sweated under wet cloth.

The artisan moved through thisforest and stopped before the far wall. A small pane of wood had been
fastened on it. He raised the candles, though hisarm shook alittle, from age or feding.

"This he painted, in histhird month with me. It isflawed, he had much to learn. But ah, so perfect also.
What he would have been.”

Jehan looked at the painting.

Jehanine had never been shown anything the mature Pierre had fashioned, though he had performed
somework for the lord of the estate. She could not properly understand the painting, however, for it was
not real, not flesh and blood, and did not move. A girl sat under aflowering tree, her fair hair falling round
her, and birds fed from her hands, and afaun, and ashe-wolf with acub... But Jehan was distracted
somewhat by some strange scuffed marks aong the lower wall and the floor. Did the students of Motius
aso draw on the ground?

"He cdled thispainting The Madonna of the Innocents," said Master Motius. He wept. "Marie the
Mother, but also the goddess Venus. Sacred and profane. But al beauty is sacred.” The tears ran down
into his beard like flames, catching the light. "Boy, if you know where he might be - no matter what
depths he may have falen into -whatever sink or vice - | beg you, you must tel me."

"Who?' said Jehan.

One of the students said hoarsely, "He knows, Magter." He moved towards Jehan. " Shall we make him?
| candoit.”

"No - no - no violence here. Perhaps he doesn't know. The likenessisn't so marked as| thought at first.
We see what we wish to. | have studied men's faces."

Jehan felt the topaz cross dide between his girl's breasts under the binding. He toed the chalky lineson
the floor. He smiled and he smiled, and reached out to take the candles from the artisan.

Masgter Motius seemed surprised but not reluctant to let go of the light. Conceivably, he thought his guest



wanted to gaze more closely at the painting, and that this might augur well.

Jehan, clasping the candle-branch, leaned forward carefully, and touched the fire to the wooden panel. A
black line ran dong the edge of it, and the paint bubbled. She seemed not inclined to burn, the Madonna

"Oh God!" shrieked the artisan. His old voice splintered, he tottered against Jehan, striking at him,
clutching now for thefire, now for the painted pand. Jehan turned and smote downward with the
candle-branch. It cut the old man's temple and most of the candles showered upon him, catching webbed
in hishair, beard and mantle. As he began to burn, so did the panel on the wall. Jehan stepped back, face
composed and serious, the eyesvery pae.

The students were running to their master, who writhed on the floor, stunned and crying and dight. As
they came Jehan both avoided and met them, and dipping the last candles, with gentle strokes, torched
each of them. They seemed highly inflammable, perhaps some congstant contact of their garments with the
paintsand oils. It was very smply done.

Jehan flung the fire away against ahanging bolt of dry materid, which flared a once.

The studio wasillumined in saffron, and by hopping, dancing, screaming fire-creatures, that tried in turn to
come a her, at each other, and which al the while best at their own selves, until they went down and
boiled dong thefloor.

Jehan dashed from the room. In the outer chamber he took fruit from the dish and snatched up the gilt jug
of wine.

Escape was made by alower window, into aside-dip between the houses.

In the open yard before the embryo of the Temple-Church, Jehan climbed aworkman's ladder up apile
of stones, and seated there high in the air, watched all the street come divein terror asfire exploded from
the upper storey of Master Motius housein one mighty blast. Some combustible in the studio had
ignited, it would seem.

Infear for the wooden structures of their homes, men scurried in the street like frightened mice. Jehan,
eating plums upon the stone pile, watched. It waslike ascenein Hell, until the snow began to fall and, as
the cumbersome buckets had not been able to, whisper by whisper, put out the burning house.

He had afancy for thejug, and kept it by him. Springing down from the nunnery tree with the rope and
the vessdl in his hands, he found before him ayoung nun.

"Therés soot in your hair, Jhane," said Sster Marie-Lis.
"Then | have beenin afire, demoisdle.”

"And thisishow you travel the City by night.”

"How dse?" replied Jehan.

"But you return.”

"| found arope hanging down to the street. | climbed it.”
"You are Jnane."

"Presently,” said Jehan. He moved towards the young nun. He put hisface to hers. Shedid not resist. He



put hishand on her breast. Shedid not resst. "1 know aquiet cell, over there," said Jehan. "We shan't be
disturbed. Or here, on the cold ground in the snow.”

"You are Jhane," said the young nun again.
Jehan drew back. He lowered his eyes.
"Who will you tel?' said Jhane.

"No one. God sees.”

"Y ou worship Satan,” said Jhane.

The young nun turned from her and moved away over the snow and vanished through an arch of white
plum trees. The ground was too hard to have kept her footprints.

Jhane burned on her pdlet. Garbed in fire she rose and ran into the south cloister to cool hersdlf inthe
snow. She wished the fountain would play. It did so. It played fire. Firelike agolden tree splashed up
into the black sky. By itslight, she saw it was not a stone child who held the bowl, but the dwarf.

"Fero, fero, | am Ferofax," said the dwarf. "Fire-Bringer. | am ademon. But you're possessed by devils."
"Lucifer, King of the World," said Jhane as she burned.

"Hisfirgt captainswere Azazel and Esrafel,” said the dwarf. "They hastened to him, and consoled him,
after thefal.”

"l am burning,” Jnane cried bitterly.

She screamed: 'lam burning*' And the nunstied her to her bed in the infirmary where now shelay inthe
blazing fever.

"I'mburning! I'm burning! Fire! Fire
"Liedill," they said.

She hated them, but that was not new, to hate. There wasapain in her groin and her bowels. She saw an
old man with abeard tied to a stake, and burning too.

"Pierrel" she screamed.

Ferofax sat cross-legged on the foot of her bed, crowned with stone flowers, esting alump of paint. The
world will endinfire.

"ItisYuleNatdis," said the nuns. "It isthe birth of the Angd asthe Chrigt.”
Bdlsrang.
The Temple-Church rose and hung, unfinished in the sky, with great windows like flamefor eyes.

When the pain and fever left Jhane, she was very wesk for along while and lay in theinfirmary where the
old sick nunscameto die.

"Theworld isaterrible place" the old nuns said to each other. The City wastheworld in miniature, filled
by lustsand mdignities, killings and awful crimes. Qhane wearily suspected they kept certain secrets and
sorry eventsfrom her ears, out of regard for her illness.)



There were no novices left. Unfedingly, they had wedded Christ, as Jhane burned. Christmas was past
also. Soon the year would die. New Y ear would come, and two-faced Janus, an antique Roman deity,
fling open the doors, at the Feast of the Ass.

On the estates of the lord in the north, as everywhere, the Ass Feast had been celebrated with riot. It
wasthe contrary time, the letting of the bung from the cask, when everything must reverseitself, upside
down, in order to come right for the remainder of the year. Carts of manure had been trundled through
the village, and the unwary pelted. The priest would put on his gown insde out and the bell be rung, for
once, but at the wrong hours. Processions roved the fields, beating drums and Eastern tambourines, and
agarlanded donkey, though not Belnard's own, paraded about with an idiot or ayoung peasant girl made
king, and riding on itsback. Y ou might do anything on the Day of the Ass. dl things at their season. By
that token, for the rest of the year you could be virtuous.

It had begunin classicd times, the old dying nuns said now, disgpproving, admiring. A beautiful god on
an asss back, drinking, and ritual, and other things.

Jhane, who had had hideous hallucinations and dreams during the fever, did not discussthefestiva. The
wesather had changed. There had been athaw, (Fire! Fire!), and there was an unseasonable warmth, so a
few thin buds spurted from the trees and were chided. As soon as Jhane was able, she resumed her
duties and chores. But, having spent so long with the senile nuns, she now moved dowly, ached, must
lean often on her broom, sometimes fainted as she scrubbed the flagstones, could not remember easily

anything.

Jehan woke, got up and dressed himsdlf. Stowed behind the chest he found awine-jug, gilded, which he
had partly forgotten. He took it with him, along with the cross - which he had only once removed, when
ill, for fear enemies might stedl it asheraved - and his climbing rope.

He left sanctuary behind without a backward ook, and made towards theinn, over the dush.

The torches burned as usua on the cobbles before the gate, but in the upper room, only three or four
were gathered together.

They jumped up when Jehan entered.

"Where did you go?'

"We thought you were hanged.”

Jehan set down the jug. They gazed at it.

Then Conrad came and grasped Jehan, hugging him close. Jehan eventually pushed him off.
"Tomorrow isthe Ass Feadt," said Scar-Nose. "Tomorrow well rob the world and dit itsgullet.”

They sat drinking most of the night. Jehan watched them. For thefirgt time, he dept a theinn. When
Conrad came dinking to hisresting place, Jehan rolled over and laid the knife against Conrad's windpipe.

"When?' said Conrad.
"After thenun."
"Wha nun?'

"Thenun| told you of. Therésadainty nunnery not far off, near theriver."



"Never."

"Ask the dwarf. He knows."

"Did you burn the house?' said Conrad.

"A house?"

"In the street where the rich man lived, before we did for him."

"Well burn the Temple-Church next," said Jehan.

"Yourethe Devil," said Conrad.

"One of hiscaptains,” said Jehan. He laughed softly. "Azazdl, Esrafd.”

"Youlaugh likeagirl. Y our voice never broke. Isthat why you hate the whole earth?"

Jehan reached out and fondled Conrad. Conrad fell against him. He whined, struggling forward,
labouring. Jehan ceased his attentions, spat in Conrad's face, and went away to another part of theinnto

deep.

At sunrise there was a colossal noise, the clashing of cymbals, pans and pots, the mooing and bray of
horns. All the bells jangled. It was Donkey Day, All Fools Feast. The little madnessthat held off the
greater, hopefully, while God, the Harrier and Destroyer, winked.

The gang of thieves came out on the street dong with the rest of the City. Festivals were aways
fortunate. But sometimes, in the day's tradition, having gained purses and other oddments, arobber might
infiltrate a coin into some poor man's satchel or pocket. A day of reversas.

On the bridges they were fishing with mousetraps, and throwing decaying fish back into theriver. Huge
chunks of ice till walowed duggishly by in the water. But the morning was clammy, and drops sweated
on the stones and plaster, the foreheads of men.

Processions were going up and down, men with donkey masks, and donkey phalluses strapped to them,
ran about shaking rattles, and fake priestsin patchwork gave bawdy blessings, while pretend-doctors,
carrying jars of leeches and enormous pincersfor the pulling of teeth, lunged to and fro.

At Our Lady, over theriver, the whores penance would be enacted, and the thieveswent, asif idly,
across abridge with Jehan. A country boy, he had never seen such athing. "Oh, it'sworth your while!"

The City squealed and banged and sang and shouted.

Our Lady wasaminor church near the quays, but on the open stretch before, dippery with fish-ail, a
mass was being held, with an ass-bishop in amitre with holes cut for his ears. At each snort and asinine
trumpet, the crowd acclaimed the sagacity of the remark.

The whores came from the church presently, in chains, drawing meta bals behind them, but these things
were of dented tin and skittered about as the whores screamed with mirth, flinging up their skirts, ribbons
intheir hair, bare-breasted, some of them.

A cava cade was coming aong the streets, going up towards the market and the Temple-Church.

Jehan pushed towardsiit, with Conrad and afew others who had not gone after the whores and thetin
chans.



Men-devils, next to naked in the muggy day, horned and tailed, and armed with torturer'sforks, pranced
about aplatform, dragging it up-hill. On agaudily painted throne sat the festivd's king. The crowds bayed
and boomed about him, and he nodded at them his head in its diadem of gilded spokes, feathers and
bells. Hislittle feet were stuck in pointed shoes, awooden sword hung at his side painted with the

words. Rex Urbi. Thewig of flaxen straw framed the handsome, unkind and deformed face of achild. It
was Fero, the dwarf.

Jehan laughed with derision.

The dwarf heard him.

"Stop. Y our king commands you. | have heard abeautiful sound. It must have been alark singing.”
The platform waddled, tilted, subsided to a halt.

"Every woman turn to your king your face. I'm about to choose a consort.”

In the uproar, Jehan stood sneering, and the dwarf pointed at him. "There. That one.”

"But, Sire, it'snot awoman."

"My commandislaw.”

As hewas seized, Jehan did not fight. He hung, contemptuous of them, on the boisterous arms, and was
lovingly hoisted doft. The dwarf caught Jehan and smacked akiss on to his mouth. " Garmentsfor my
queen. You, you. Strip yourselves."

Shrieking, various girls were made to give up various examples of appard. They trooped in person on to
the platform, twining the handsome youth, adorning him in cast-offs and embraces. When they were
shooed away again, there was a sudden relevation. Draped in amantle, a striped sash, and with aknot of
ribbons caught through hisyelow hair, Jehan was abruptly agirl.

"Sweetest Jesus,”" said Conrad. He seemed stricken, white-faced, his desire bulging before him. But
Jehan did not apparently care. He leaned on the dwarfs shoulder, looking arrogantly about. The glances
were unmistakably male, in that young girl'sface.

"Will my queen 5t?'

"Onyour head, pig-dwarf."
The crowd applauded with zedl.
"Onmy lap, dear queen.”

"And be got with another babe?' ranted the queen in his high me odious damsdl's voice, playing the part
now.

"I'll give you another!" offered amaein the crowd. Offersfell fast upon the boy-girl queen. She shook
her hair, "I came to Paradys to make my fortune. | came to be apprenticed to atrade.”

"Ohh-ho!" volunteered the crowd.

"I meant," shouted Jehan. "to paint pictures of the saintsin the great new church. Not it in acart and be
dighted by adwarf."



The dwarf caught Jehan and pulled him down across his knees. Jehan laughed, thistime lightly and
boyishly.

"On, daves, you vermin. To the Temple. My queen shall paint it."

They careered up the hill, the wineskins jumping through the crowd asif dive. Striving to get one, and to
keep up, Conrad lost his brothers. He strove beside the dwarf, took hold of an edge of the platform to
help it heave dong. He stared at Jehan, who ignored or did not see him, with coalsfor eyes.

So they poured through the market-place, gathered converts, drove up ahump in theworld and into a
gdonedley, crushed againg the wals, the platform tumbling and righting itself in astorm of flesh and
confusion.

The outer yards of the Temple-Church, when they got into them, were piled with stones, rubble, bales,
ballasts, work-shops, sheds. Architects and menias dike were gone. It wasto be their gift to God, the
ornament of Paradys, what did it need of protection, the Temple-Church of the Sacrifice of the
Redeemer?

Huge and hollow the walls arose: the window-places, finned with iron, gaped. The bones of the
scaffolding stood waiting for embodiment, like the Word itsdlf, once. But it had no life, no soul, only its
sensed, unborn suspension. The cava cade swirled about the ankles of future history, and asses defecated
there.

"Come now," said King Fero.
"Not I," said Queen Jehan.
"It'safact,” sad the dwarf, "my queen here has borne methirty babes. We must bewed at last.”

The crowd brought censersfilled with old shoes, and lit them, and the reeking smoke lifted to heaven.
The donkey in the mitre was led up, and Jehan and the dwarf were married by it, the crowd itsalf
suggesting the proper words.

"And so0 to bed," said the dwarf.

"A favour," said Jehan.

"Moredeay. What isit?"

"Give methedonkey."

"l promise I'm better than the donkey."
"Widl, I'll take him anyway."

Jehan, garbed in maiden's robes, intercepted the donkey, tore off its mitre - to yowls of sacrilege - and
lifting his skirts, got up on the beast's back. Mildly clocking hedlsto its Sdes, Jehan persuaded the animal
to awalk. They rode forward, past the king-dwarf, to where Conrad stood in ecdtatic petrification.
"Wake up. Get up behind me' said Jehan.

"Rebelion,” crowed Fero. He drank from awineskin and toppled over sideways from his seat.

Conrad flung himsdlf aboard the donkey. He gripped Jehan by the wait. "The Devil, the Devil, Satan,
Lucifer, deeth, night," he cursed and moaned, clinging.



They rode off with scant hindrance, the crowd separating to let them by, only cawing commiserationsto
the dwarf. At its edges, unattended, a pair of drunken men lay on the road.

The donkey trotted now, glad to be out of the press.
They went up a street with an artistic well and aburned houseinit.
"Oh Chrigt, Jehan, Jehan."

Beyond the walled park, some open land ascended. Presently one could see the wave-head of the City
Wall above and to the east.

The donkey cantered. Conrad groaned and fumbled at Jehan, who shifted off the thief's hands from the
areathey sought. Conrad mouthed the smooth neck under the ribboned hair. He sobbed, and spasmed
suddenly, giving the ass an unintentiona kick that dmost unseated both riders.

Having runits length, the donkey pulled up under sometrees.

"Y ou've had your pleasure,” said Jehan. "Now where are the others?’
"No pleasure. Y ou bastard son of Hell. They were at their own business.”
"Just you then, creep-thief. Spraying your lust on an asss back.”

"Shut your damned mouth. I'l kill you."

"No you won't. Now | want that nun."

"| should dit your throat."

Jehan swung from the back of the donkey and hesitated, finding himsalf sore and <tiff. Had he never
ridden before? The physicd sensation seemed familiar, but he associated it with fear, trouble - putting the
thought aside, he pulled off himsalf in askein the girls clothes and the ribbons. Conrad had dso left the
animd. He sat in the grass under the leafl ess, untimely-budding trees. He was crying.

"What afine, brave, bold man," said Jehan. "The artisan cried. Don't burn my house! Don't burn my
precious painting!"

Conrad seemed not to listen. "That boy," he said. "I never should have. That boy, your brother. All my
life. Sins, gins. I'll burnin Hell. The Devil sent you. WEell be punished, every one. God's wrath. God help
me"

"Do you have ahome?" said Jehan casudly, straightening histunic.
Conrad wept.

Jehan left him there, and the ass feeding on a crocus. But as he went down across the rough land,
towards the wall of the garden-park where once some palace had vaunted, Conrad stumbled after.

"A hutsmy home" hesad, "in Smith'sLane.
"Good. Then well take her there.”
"Takewho?'

"Chrig's Bride. My young nun with the holy face."



"I won't. Don't you fear yourself, Jehan? | won't do it."

"Then take yoursdf off."

Conrad strode at Jehan's side, head down, sweating.

"To Hdl then," said Conrad. " Noli vade retro, Satanusl What dlse did | expect?!

To travel back down through the City was dow going in the festiva, particularly snce Conrad's sullen
gloomy face, and Jehan's purdly intent one, urged others to assault them in many ways. The noon bell of
the Sextus had rung itself out when they approached the nunnery. Conrad had forgotten it was unknown
to him and therefore did not exist. He skirted the wall and the bell-tower, and went along with Jehan to
the west Sde, and past the gate. By day, even while the alleys crouched and the houses stood with their
backsto it, the clandestine nature of the place was gone. Anyone might appear, if only to deliver
necessaries to the nunnery door. But the bakehouse made an anglein the wall, and beyond that the tree
reached over. It had no premature buds, it had not been fooled. Only the rope ill dangled fromiit, ever
unseen, unfound - asorcery of will-power or fate.

"Climb then," said Jehan.
"What?' Into there?'
"Whereds2?'

Conrad baulked, so Jehan sprang first up the rope, and soon lay along abough of the tree above,
taunting him.

"Isit an gppletree, you serpent?' snarled Conrad. But he grabbed the rope and did climb, getting up into
the branches as Jehan uncoiled from them and down into the shrubbery below.

This part of the garden was secluded, the bakehouse wall, the high bushes, screening it in. They crouched
there.

Jehan said, "Y ou see that plot, with the plum trees? Shelll walk into it in aminute and you'll see her.”
"How do you know shell do just that?"

"Shelll have missed me. Shelll be coming looking, after every one of the offices, to caich meclimbingin
agan.”

"What do you mean by that? Coming in again? Have you been having her here every night?"

"Living here," said Jehan. "They thought meagirl. Y ou've seen what afair girl | make, when I'm dressed
forit."

Disbdieving, beieving, Conrad swore.

Then, between the plum trees, adender nun walked out. She moved towards the wall. When she was
less than ten paces away, Jehan stood up.

"Herel am," said Jehan.
The young nun did not spesk, her pale face perfect in her gorget and her handsin her deeves.

"Did you wonder where | was?' said Jehan. "L ook, heré'safriend I've made in the City." Shekicked



Conrad glancingly. "Get up and show her." But Conrad would not. Jehan leaned down and pulled on
him. He rose then reluctantly, looking at the young nun from the corners of his eyes. She did not appear
afraid or angered. Conrad said, stupidly, "Excuse me, sigter.”

"Yes, excuse him," said Jehan. "He's about to lay harsh hands on you." To Conrad, Jehan said, "Now do
it." But Conrad stayed rooted to the earth with the bushes, and now the young nun was turning away. As
shewent back into the plum trees, Jehan said, " Get her for me now. If she screams, hit her. Cover her
head with your cloak. Do it. Or you'll never sseme again.”

Conrad lumbered out of the shrubs, his mouth forming a protest even as he rushed to obey. The young
nun was among the trees and now Conrad was among them - vanishing. The rest of the nunnery seemed
long-dead - obviously the Feast had not been observed here. Jehan stood and waited for Conrad to
come back over the bare winter plot with Marie-Lis dung across his shoulder, and after ahandful of
minutes he did 0. He loped heavily under his burden, bresthing noisily, broken twigsin hishair. His
cloak wrapped al of Marie-Lis, but the hem of her habit, which trailed out meaninglessly. Her head and
upper body hung over his back, smothered. "I hit her anyway. To be sure. And tied her hands with my
belt. The blow wasn't hard. She didn't struggle. Maybe wanted to come.”

It waswith difficulty and toil that Conrad, unassisted, got the package of nun up into the tree and down
again into the street under the wall, but he managed the feet, for it was smilar to thief'swork, such
removals. He was throughout industrious not to crack the skull of the prize, nor bruise its bones.
Sometimes heinquired of it how it fared, chuckled when it did not answer. Conrad on the rope, put
himsdf between it and thewall, Landed, he kissed it, adjusted it, remarked that it seemed weightier,
perhaps the wench had taken on hersdf his sns. Remorse was plainly superfluous, now. He turned
briskly and made towards the worst venues of the City, wherelay Smith's Alley, he said.

Further dong, they met crowds again, coming up from the river with agirl attired likeamermaid, and
then in the long aleyways, which were stuffed with drinkers and fornicators. To the curious, Conrad
presented his portable as a besotted comrade. So many strange articleswent by in any caseinthearms
of others, what odds one more?

A blacksmith's forge dominated Conrad's domiciliary dley, close and boarded on this day. Behind, sheds
and huts leaned on each other the length of the route, and into the last of these Conrad ducked.

It was amere space, a sort of absence of anything good or comfortable, and it was foul. When the door
was shut and tied with acord, the only light came through aroof-hole. A tirring in one corner indicated a
rat, but when Conrad had lit the single candle-stub, this ceased. Next he let down his bundle on the bed
of rags and fleas. He bent over it solicitoudy, and began to fiddle with the folds of the cloak to come at
itsface.

"No," said Jehan. " Get out now."
Conrad thistime definitely remonstrated. The walls shuddered.

"When I'mfinished,” said Jehan. He sauntered to Conrad and put in Conrad's hand a coin thieved earlier
amongst the crowds. "Go drinking.”

"No, you damned imp. Thisismy house."
"Oh, your house. Y our dung-hegp, and stinkslikeit."

"I could have you down. | could cut off your ears, and therest.”



"Go away," said Jehan. "Come back later.”
Conrad ranted, and Jehan dapped him suddenly acrossthelips.

"Go out, or stay and / go out. Do you think I'd want her after you'd been chewing on her? Good then.
Farewdl."

Conrad cursed the world as he left the hut.

Thelight in the alley wasthick and grey, with dl the day's yeasty heat panting in it. Jehan shut the door
and re-tied it. Then he stood for awhile, only looking down at the shape under Conrad's cloak. It
seemed not to breathe. It seemed aso larger one moment, then to shrink. The candle-end sputtered and
would soon go out. If there was gazing to be done, better be quick.

Jehan found himsdf reluctant. He pictured himself beside the form of Marie-Lis, staring into her face,
running hisfingers over its sculpture, and then on into the loosened robe, dong the statue of her body.
And thinking of this, hefelt himsalf swell erect, the wegpon a his groin quite ready, having forgotten it
wasonly aroll of cloth not even attached to him, asindeed at other instants of nature, it and he had

forgotten.

He strolled to her now, and began to pedl away the robber's cloak from the young body of the nun.
Some earth fell out on to the floor, and then some broken branches. Then awhite hand fell limp against
his own and he saw it was not a hand but a piece of damp linen. Jehan stood back, then hefell to his
knees and threw himself on the bundle, tearing it apart. Under Conrad's cloak lay aroll of washing,
seemingly found drying in the garden beyond the trees. There was ashift filled with soil and muck, finaly
pushed into aconvenient habit, and so brought away asthe nun Marie-Lis. Ah, carried with such care
down thewall. Conrad smiling, Conrad kissing, Conrad ranting he must befirst at the rape to ensure
dismisA.

A tumult of fury filled Jehan, so violent and tragic it was dso true pain. He let out acry, legpt upright, and
was blinded by arush of blood behind his eyes.

It blotted out everything, and caused him to ssumble. As he fought to regain himself, he heard the rat
rustling again, widened hiseyes - and saw - it was not arat.

No, it wasnot arat at dl. But it was between him and the rickety door. Conrad... come back to gloat?
The door had been secured. Not Conrad - Jehan clenched hisfingers on hisknife, which might be
usdess.

The hut seemed to have demateriaised. It had goneto avast, black openness. Then specks of light
emerged out of the black.

The thing againgt the door was straightening up, and Jehan beheld it was the young nun, Marie-Lis. But
she was much changed. Her gorget and veil were gone and her dark hair veiled her instead. An Eastern
drapery covered most of her body, but it wasthin as water and her breasts were bare, and between
them-was a golden sign, like adagger pointing down. Her naked arms were outflung, her feet were set
one over the other, and nails of steaming white-hot steel went through her palms, her feet. Her face was
serene. Inthefingersof her left hand, though it was nailed, tilted a chalice which she now somehow
upended fully, and black fluid fell from it, bubbling and smoking. Then she howled. As she madethe
ghasdy ululation, her teeth came visible, and they were like the teeth of aboar.

Jehan gibbered. He could not move, he could only watch.



And now the host wereriding, streaming through the black, astride their Hell-mounts, which asthey rode,
they used in other ways, squedling and whinnying, winged and tailed and clawed. Jehan felt the leathery
wings clash and scrape about his head in the stench of rutting - and he too howled, in fear.

Therewas alightning. It tore everything. The beast-woman on her cross, the raucous riders, Jehan's
scream - and fixed them. Every atom hung in black, in bright, in black again. Jehan's eyes died a second
time - then he had aview of something - it was asfearful asthe horror and ugliness which had gone
before - yet it was beautiful, it was beautiful - and it was gone - oh what had it been? Some landscape,
some paace, some gathering of a Heavenly populace with flesh of pearl and sun-drenched hair -
Paradise, or Paradysitself no longer a parody of the parks of Heaven -trandated.

Then sight merged back into his eyes. Jehan saw. Theknife dipped out of hisfingers. Intuitively he
reached after it, but unable to look, to look away, and he thought, What does a knife count for? And

gaveit up.
That vast black opennesswasfilled now only by oneimage.

The man who had entered there wore the garments of alord, a prince of the City of Paradys-Paradise,
and everything was white, so white, while akind of glowingness shone through it from his skin under the
Eagtern silk. For hisskin had gold init, and his hair was arage of gold, afurnace. And hiseyeswerelike
the wide golden eyes of tigersin one of the novice's books, which Jhane had once been shown.

Jhane had seen him before, of course. In the church of the nunnery, the white figure untrammelled
between earth and air, sometimes static, sometimes moving before her with awoman's gait - or not -
disguised as awoman - or perhaps not even that -in awhite mantle. And he was aprince. Not aking.
Not the world's King. Not Satan, not Lucifer. One of the captains of the fallen host.

Jhane stepped away, Jehan doughed, everything gone like the knife.

It cameto her that she underwent avision, areligious experience of Hell, but no lessholy for being
profane.

Jhane's body would no longer alow her to her knees, she seemed to have dtered to wood, unbending
but capable of splintering. She shut her eyes, but the burning flame of the angdl remained imprinted under
her lids.

A wonderful aromafilled the void that had been the hut. Her head swam &t it, in amoment she would
lose consciousness and die, and fiends would bear her to the Pit -

"Egdfd," shesad.
"You have cdled me" hesad, "l amn herewith you."

And no sooner did the voice touch her ears, like no other voice in theworld, like music never heard
there, than his hands aso touched her. (The pams of his hands were golden, as were the soles of hisfeet
in the silken shoes.) The caress seemed to find her forehead, but her whole body was laved init, evento
thetipsof her naillsand hair.

"I never cdled you," said Jhane.
"You called me. You did not seethat | stood at your side. Which is common to mankind.”

"Who areyou?' shesaid, not sure at dl if she spoketo him.



"Y ou have named me."
"Egafd," shesad again, "the Angd of theLord."
"You recognise meas Esrafd,” hesad. "Then | am Esrafd.”

He was winged. She fdt the wings enclose her as his voice and hands had done, and the perfume of
eernity.

She began to cry quietly on the breast of the angdl. Fires mounted through her. She clung to him and
begged for release. Her whole flesh seemed sundered, and she too was winged, and as she rushed to the
pinnacle of Heaven, she saw his heart blazing like arose of gold beneath silk and skin, and on the heart
of the angdl was a scar of an old wound, wounded again, over and over. Then Heaven shattered. She
fell. Shefdl and the stars were made and in the pit of the earth alight, to last until the last of theworld, its
ending, and beyond, for ever and for ever. So let it be. Amen.

Bdlsweretalling, and only half-aware she counted the strokes. 1t would be Nonus, the ninth office, three
in the afternoon, for there was daylight, but on and on clanged the bells, near and far. It was not an hour
or asummons, but the death-bell, sounded from dl the quarters of the City.

Jhane sat up in the wretched hut. She bad-been lying on the flea-ridden bed of rags and itched to prove
it. How much time had passed? There had been awonderful dream...

A man owned the hut; he might return. Jhane rose, and on impulse, shook the soil and twigsfrom the
cloak, and wrapped it about hersdlf. It hid the masculine dress by means of which she had sought
protection.

Asshewaked out into the sallow gloom of the dley, full memory returned to Jhane. It met her likea
blow, so she dropped back against thewall, covering her face in shame and distress. But the enormity of
what had happened, being insupportable, gushedas suddenly from her. She regarded, in the distance,
her days and nightsin Paradys, their culmination, and the ultimate and terrible advent of revealing light.
She was cam, and under her breath whispered aprayer of her infancy. Through all this, the bells churned
on. Who had died? (She thought of the priest in the northern village, and wooden coffins lowered with
scant ceremony. Once a son of the lord's house died. That had been different, a hundred mourners on the
skylineand the bl a itscrying dl day.)

At the end of the aley, by theforge - which had stayed silent -she saw agroup of beggars sitting in the
street, huddled together.

She thought, for no reason she could divine, / slept too long.

As she passed the beggars not one of them stirred, and looking at them she saw asingle face, its mouth
dack and black tongue protruding. The skin was molded, and there was asmell of bad mest. They were
dead.

Jhane went by, and came out into an open square of muddy earth where the houses crushed each other.
Smoke went up from two or three chimneys, but otherwise there was no evidence of life. Under the bells
adog bayed ceasdesdy. Premonition wastota if unnamed. Moving over the square into another of the
lanes, Jhane met an old woman and nearly started from her skin.

Jhanesad, "Youredivel" The old woman laughed. "Isthe City dead?’

"Pestilence," said the old woman. "After the Ass Feast. That's three days. Where have you been?’



"Adesp.”

"Done better, you, to have stayed adeep. God deeps.” She craned away and pointed at Jhane. "A man
goesto hisbed well and at daybreak they find him dead and black. At the festival somewerefdling
down, spewing black blood.”

/ lay in the arms of a demon.
"Don't come near," said the old woman. Y ou may haveit on you. It comesfrom atouch, or alook.”
"Why?' said Jnane.

"The wdls are poisoned,” said the old woman. "Full of bodies and piss and curses. It's God's punishment.
Perhaps| haveit,” said the old woman. Shelicked her hand and smeared the spittle against Jhane's
cheek. "There"

Jhane ran away through the dleys of Paradys.

As Jnane fled and wandered through the City, she found Death stalked ahead of her. She began to look
out for him, too, personified, some hooded shape. One world had ended for her. Now shewasin this
other. She had |eft off dividing redlity from dream.

It seemed, soon enough, that the City was on fire. The winter pall from the chimneys and the dleys had
lessened, and the wider streets were now full of smoke. Fires were burning on the cobbles, columns of
black going up in the still air. Sometimes people darted from the houses to renew the kindling or to throw
in aromatics or sulphur. They were plague fires, set to burn the contagion out of the atmosphere. A
breath could kill aswell asatouch or alook.

Sometimes figures went by Jhane. Robed and cowled, their mouths and nostrils muffled and only the eyes
visble, smudged around by smoke, they were like the Death she visualised. They might have been priests
going to tend or bring comfort to the sick, or collectors of the dead, but they had aterrifying appearance,

looming out suddenly from the smouldering vacuum, under the shadowy dliffs of higher buildings.

The chorus of bellsrang continualy. Now and then one might fal off, but later it would resume.

Jhane cameto the river, which she had ingtinctively been seeking, though often in circlesin the dark. The
water had an aspect of stasis as complete as that of the sky. Not aripple moved, and where any boat
lay, it waslifeless as afalen tree. The upper bank of the City too waslost in smoke, and a cloud rose
from it, but without gpparent movement.

As she stood there ablack procession evolved nearby, apriest with alantern, many coffins, aflock of
carrion-Crow mourners.

They passed away over abridge, perhaps towards the burial ground of Our Lady.

, From the houses Jhane began to hear sounds she had not heard before, cries and weeping, and
sometimes screams. The dream world was becoming morered. Again sheran awvay. And having
nowhere e'sg, it was towards the Nunnery of the Angd that flight took her.

In her mind, Jhane had a knowledge that she must get in again over the wal, the way the boy had done,
the young man who had possessed her, he who was the symbol of al the evil of the masculine species.
Shefelt the horror of casting off the cloak, (the thief Conrad's), and being reveded for hersdf asamae
once more.



On an open area between the houses, some carts were being loaded. Thistime, there were no mourners.
All were dead except for the porters, who went about their task jeering and laughing, and sometimes
drinking. Elected to such aduty, they did not reckon they could escape the pestilence. "Drink and be
merry!" They shouted to Jhane, then two of them gave chase, reaching after her with handsthat had just
dung the bodies across each other in the carts. But Jhane evaded the men, and they did not pursue her
far.

The smoke was very thick beyond that spot, and at the end of an avenue of smoke, the gate of the
nunnery suddenly appeared in front of her, and above, the ghost of the tower, the bell tonguelessinit.

At that moment, the doors of the gate both began to open. Jhane stood ill. The sight of the opening
black doors frightened her, making her think of the first night she had come there, and also of the houses
in the upper city, the fat woman opening one door, and then the student of Master Motius opening
another.

But no onewasto belet in thistime. It was agroup of nunswho were coming out. How strange they
looked, their facesin the icon-like blankness with which they drifted into the church at every office. At
their head moved the Mother. Her strong, fleshy countenance had altered, it was now gaunt and very
pale, anicon like the rest. She glided out into the Street, and the nuns of the Angel glided after her. A
vague chanting, the note of bees, floated near but did not seem to emanate from them. They came on.
They passed Jhane, not seeing her. And she looked at their Madonna facesin perplexity. When they
were gone, had vanished into the vacuum of smoke, she redlised she had not noticed among them the
face and body of Marie-Lis.

Jhane gpproached the gate and went in through one leaf of the unlocked doors.

The smoke had barely got in here. Jhane could smell incense and herbs and talow and women - familiar
things. She sensed the bell should be ringing for an office - Nonusit would be truly now, perhaps. Her
soul had memorised the times. But the tower was mute, and agreat quiet lay everywhere - for dl at once,
al the bellsin the City seemed to have stopped ringing.

She went through the outer court, and under the arch into the churchyard. She half turned towards the
hostel then. She could go to her cell and hide herself there. Soon it would grow properly dark. Wrapped
in her female clothing and the covers of her palet, and the night, she might be safe. But no, dl these layers
would only close her more surely insde her own head, where fear was.

The nunnery was adesert. They had dl gone out of it. Crossing over the south cloister, Jhane
remembered sweeping there with the novices, and the phantom of Osanne with her rags and pail. What
had it meant, the desth of Osanne? Maybe the nuns had understood, for they had gone about disguising
the death very swiftly. Jhane, before she knew what she did, sang aloud a snatch of song the novices had
taught her: Oh winter is, Oh winter is. "No, no," said Jhane, and the cloister echoed. At its centre the
stone child gripped the bowl of the dry fountain. Jhane hurried on. She entered the garden, and stopped
immediately, for there was the young nun gathering up washing that had fallen to the ground.

Jhaneflew forward. She would cast hersdlf a the feet of the young nun. She must say: | have seen. Save
me now, tell me what to do. But at the last instant, the nun turned alittle, and Jnane saw that it was not
Marie-Lis, but one of the senile sstersfrom the infirmary. Her wizened face was not an icon. It looked
on Jhane, and parting the seams of its mouth, plaintively said to her, "They |eft me here. Usdess. Wdll,
here you are then, too. | shan't dieadone.” And the elderly nun sat down on the stone kerb of the
poisoned well, (in which Osanne had been burned and buried), holding the two or three habits, and the
linenthingsin her lap.



Jhane went to the old nun cautioudy.
"What isit?" said the nun. "Can you see me?| can seeyou.”
"Where have they gone?' said Jhane. "The sigters, the Mother?!

"Thereésaplague,” said the old nun. "Didn't anybody tell you? Poor girl. They've goneto nursethe sick
and the dying, it'sapart of the vows. Pay no heed to yourself, the Enemy strikes us down with hisarrows
by day and by night. But we must love one another. So the Mother prayed and took them all out, and
mogt or dl of them will catch the allment and perish." The nun was disgpproving. “They didn't think of me.
| shall die, but it isn't plague, it doesn't matter. Come here, Sit beside me. Did you know, thiswell can't be
used any more? One of the novices drowned hersdf init.”

Jhane went nearer. She said. "WhereisMarie-Lis?'

"Siger Marie? | must think. My old head. .. Three weeks since the plague came. The night of the Donkey
Feas."

Jhane crept close. She sat at the old nun's knee, trembling. Wasit so? To deep three days, or three
weeks - she had seen an angel, he had put into her heart the searing light - aslumber of days, weeks, a
hundred years, was nothing to that. She meant to say, | was granted atrue vison: one of the Lord's
winged knights came to me. But she said only, " She was the youngest of the nuns.”

Theold nun said, "Alas, yes. Now it comesto me. It was like the other, the novice, Osanne. But Sister
Marie hanged hersdf.”

Jhane now could say nothing.

"In her cdl," continued the old nun. "Suicide, amighty sin. But the Lord understands and forgives. Itisa
sin only against onesdlf. Now | know you. Y ou were sick with afever and they tied you down on the bed
beside mine. Well it was that night she hanged hersdlf, for | heard the talk that it must be kept from you,
she had been kind to you, and you loved her."

"Never," said Jhane. Sheleaned her forehead on the old nun's knee and wept silently for somewhile. The
old nun laid her hand gently on Jhane's hair. When Jhan€'s crying ended, the old nun said, "We have a
specia digpensation, al the City. The priestsare dying, or afraid and run off. Any man, or woman, may
hear another's confession. Now you must hear mine."

"If you knew what | had done - ' cried Jhane. She kneeled up and burst out: 'l saw the Angel of the
Lord. How can | bear it?"

But the old nun only said. "Be merciful to me, for | have sinned.” And then she recounted her confession
softly, which amounted to some smal jedl ousies and omissions. When she was done, she smiled at Jhane,
then closed her eyes and began to deep.

Shewill diein her degp and leave me done here, thought Jhane, and had the urge to wake the old nun
up. But she looked so peaceful, Jnane did not do it.

Darkness stole over the garden. The fruit trees and the bare plots dissolved into the night. In awhile there
came up over thewall a straw-coloured moon.

Jhane imagined going back to the church and entering it and flinging hersalf before the dtar and the
window. Osanne's ghost might regppear and tell her: "It was your strength that dew me. | got between
you and thelight. Y ou thrust me aside. It waslike the lightning bolt." Or Marie-Lis might be there and



say, "l came between you and the light. | removed mysdlf." For Marie-Listoo had presented hersdlf asa
ghost, and to Conrad besides, for she had been dead by the Day of the Ass. (Or had Marie-Lis been the
tempter, the evil one, the shadow mimicking thelight - ) But after all, maybe Osanne had only drowned
hersdf in the well and some element in the water had marked her body like burning, and some creature
had got down to her and gnawed her belly wide - and possibly Marie-Lis had endured a secret sorrow
which she had ended for hersalf without a notion of Jhane, Jhan€e's power, or Jehan's crimes. And
onlyjehan’'slust had summoned her back among the plum trees.

The Angd Lucefid would not descend from the window to comfort Jhane. The Angdl Esrafel would not
console her ever again. Y et she had seen him.

Y es, she had seen avision, and now her life must change. No, for it was changed dready, she must only
accept the change of it. Nor let your snsweigh you down - your sins are finished, tear up the thought of
them by the roots. It seemed the other inner part of her mind had again been formulating plans.

Therein the garden, by the deeping, dying nun, Jhane pulled off

Conrad's cloak, and all Jehan's male attire. She unbound her breasts, and did not even notice when the
penis of cloth was doughed into the shadows. Jhane took from the old nun's Iap one of the habits, and
articles of linen. Jhane clothed herself. She covered her head and neck with gorget and vell, her body
with the robe of the order, when everything wasin place on her, she drew up the topaz crucifix and wore
it there openly on her breast.

Theold nun till dept.
Jhane took her hand.

Light asahusk, the old nun dipped forward and rested on her. Jhane lifted her in her strong arms and
bore her back to the bed in the infirmary.

An hour later, a the office of Hesperus, which was not rung, the old nun died.

Jhane dug and buried her in ashdlow grave, in the traditiond area. She did not vigt the church, before
passing on into the City through the gate.

They had forbidden the ringing of funerd bells; they had forbidden processions of mourners. Who had
done s0? None but the unseen Lords of Paradys, her Duke or Prince, (and Jhane did not know which),
die authorities of the City - most of whom had fled the pest, and sent their orders back with doomed
messengers. Almost al the function of the City had stopped, however, and so to cancel funerd riteswas
nothing. There were scarcely any priests remaining to speak above the bodies. The graveyards were full.
Now they dug up any spare land, and piled in the corpses on top of each other, twenty, thirty persons
deep. There was no commercethisside of dieriver. Men lived by what they could get, stedling and
hoarding. On the upper bank, some forms were kept, thisfar, but for how long? The plague seemed fit to
withstand them all. The plague was healthy and vital. The Desth, they called it now, asif there were no
other kind of death in the world, and maybe there was not. Cadaverslay in the thoroughfares,
uncollected agreat while. They were blotched with black, black boils, and black blood. The dogs,
scavenging, refused to eat them. Smoke still rose, the warding fires, and afew vehicles till trundled back
and forth. Sometimes there might be awoman at awell, but since the wells were supposedly poisoned,
these women were reckoned mad, or aready infected - or witches and actually the poisoners, and were
liable to be stoned.

It was difficult to traverse the river. The upper City had set the source of the plague on the other bank,
fount of al villainy and misadventure, and sometimes extempore guards patrolled the south and west ends



of the bridges. It was a so pointless to attempt to escape the City, for the roads beyond the walls, rife
with infection, fringed with rotting bodies, were aso blocked by wagons and carts of which the drivers
had perished, dead horses and sheep, while the fields and woods were said to be choked by wildmen
who had lost their minds, and by desperate wolves which had cometo afeast that, in the event, repelled
them.

In the new world, Jnane took her way. Dressed as a nun, she was accorded respect. The female orders
of the City had proved vaiant and thorough, where the priests had frequently made off with their lives,
Even the topaz cross on the girl's breast was not taken from her. What use were riches now? Could you
bribe King Death? The plague was everywhere, (they said), civilisation was ending. And robberswho
thieved food or apparel, let done gold, they contracted plague from them.

It was Smple and easy to tend the sick, when once al barriers were down in brain and heart. In just such
amanner, she had found it smple and easy to do harm, to murder.

Not so much did Jhane expect death: she expected nothing. She walked among the victims of the
pestilence, unafraid, and in itsdlf this gave them a sort of courage. Jhane proposed no remedy for the
symptoms of disease. She offered only her cool hands, into which they drovether nallsin agony, which
they clagped in dying, and only her quiet voice that murmured nothing important to them, and her nun's
robe which symbolised divine respite and forgiveness. She heard ten hundred confessions. When hoarse
whispers pleaded for God's grace, she nodded. Her eyes carried awonderful conviction. She had done
far worse than any of them, or so it seemed to her, and she herself had been consoled by an angel. That
they called the world's Lord by the wrong name, this she overlooked. It was not, this hour of their death,
any timeto quibble.

Though sometimes she glimpsed other religious a smilar work, she met no nuns of the order she had
adopted. She met, however, with many forms of human fear and anger, acted out asif upon astage. She
saw pageants with banners, and orgies, when beer and naked limbs swilled down the street. She saw
men who whipped themselves with thongs studded by nails, and women dancing in their skinto the
pound of adrum. She saw a death-cowled priest who screamed that the Day of Wrath had come, and a
young maiden embracing her lover's corpse, begging it to kill her with itsinfection, shewould go with him.
Jhane paid little heed. It was the new world. But then again, the earth, and al thingsin it, had never
seemed familiar or saneto her.

The brown days of smoke, the blind nights, went by. SometimesaBiblical, yelow-lit cloud stood over
the higher City after sunset.

She saw and held children asthey gave up the ghost, young men, maidens, crones. She learned dl the
degrees and stages of theillness, and dl the guises of it. When they should begin for her, she would
acknowledge them. They did not begin for her. Like aweightless festher shefloated on the tide of

misery.
"Oh, sgter, devout lady, cometo the bridge with us. Y ou'll help us? They can't turn backjioa."

It wasin fact afunerd procession, though not clothed in mourning, which, in any case, most of it would
never have afforded. Cartloads of the dead outnumbered the living. Everyone wept, which was now
unusual, for apathy and despair, the greatest of the sins, had settled on Paradys.

A tall old man stood looking down into Jhane'sface.

"Wemust get over,” hesad. "There are no places|eft here. Holy ground. They must be got into holy
ground. Or when the |ast trumpet's blown, they won't hear it."



Jhane did not say to the man, It will not make any odds. Thereis enough lifefor al. She did not say, He
remembers even thefall of asparrow. She bowed her veiled head in assent, as she had recently done
whenever any request had been made to her that she was capable of granting. She led them towards the
South Bridge.

There was a huge bonfire half-way across, uncared for and dmost out. Even so, they must pick through
the crackling rims of it, and ablack fumerose.

Over on the other shore, some men in mail coats were standing about. They were soldiers, or acompany
from some lord's guard. One stepped forward, on to the bridge, asthey came near, and drew his sword.

"No farther."

The carts rumbled to a halt. Women began to cry and wail loudly. Jhane walked on. As she came closer
and closer to the soldier or guard, hisface engorged - firstly with fear, and then with amazement.

"You cant," he said, when she too hdted, a pace or so from him.
llYall

"No, sister. Take them back. Theres no grave-ground here. Christ's nails. They're burning them, that's
all. Look east, up there. Those aren't the pest fires. It's corpse fires now. Too many dead to bury.”

"Then," shesad, "thefires"

"No," he said again. "We're keeping theriff-raff away. We've checked the scknessthisside. It'sless
here. But not if they al come over. They stink of death.”

Jhane stood motionless. She looked into his eyes and said, "When | was hungry, you fed me. When |
was thirsty, you gave me drink. | was sick and you tended me, in prison and you visited me. The Lord
says, Even asyou have doneto the least of men, so you have doneto me."

The mailed man began to cry, just like the people around the carts, but perhaps only the smoke of al the
thousand fires of Paradyswasin his eyes. He stepped away, lowering his sword. The other men
shifted."Let them by," he said to these others. "What does it matter.” They moved, and the carts began
again to jolt forward. Another man in mail ran a Jhane and pushed the point of his sword against her
breast. The first man came and eased the sword aside. As Jhane went on with the carts, she heard him
say, "Can't you see, you fool, she'sthe Virgin. It'samiracle. Well be saved!”

Asthey proceeded off the bridge, the last cart toiled beside Jhane, and when shelooked into it she saw
the face of the thief, Conrad, but upside down. He waslying across severd other bodies, which they had
tried to arrange in aseemly way, although thiswas not possible. Thetall old man trod by the cart. He
said, "That was my son. Hewas awicked sinner. A cut-throat. He started doing evil asachild. | knew
then hewaslost. Whatever ground he goesin, or if he'sburnt, it's the same - helll be baking in Hell

dready.”
"Yourewrong,” said Jhane. "A woman saw an angel in Conrad's hut.”

The old man stared at her, but they were coming level with the outer yard of the church of Our Lady, and
afeaful smdl wasintheair, worse than dl the rest. Between the church and the quay boats had earlier
been dragged ashore and et alight. This had laid the foundation of a pyre for multitudes, but was now
mostly crumbling, atower of glowing ashes. From thick smog aragged priest or two was emerging. One
ran forward and waved them away. "Not here. No more. Go on to the east wall, the Roman wall. Up
there." Then he drew Jhane aside. Unconcerned with her now, the death procession moved by, and | eft



her behind. "Sigter, | can see you've had the Degth, and survived it." Jhane said nothing. "It's plain, you
bear dl the marks. | too. Look, you see? Like the mark on Cain's brow. There was one good doctor, he
gave me myrrh and saffron, and bled me. On the fifth day the boil burst and | recovered. To show my
thanksto God, | servethe City. When thisisover, thisterrible reckoning, I'll kill myself." He paused,
waliting to complete his catechism.

Why?

"Can you ask? Therewill be so few of usleft dive. Thewholeworld will haveto begin again. Besides,
God's punishment is so crud. I'll thank, but I can't worship such aGod. | defy him.”

"If someone must be the enemy of mankind,” said Jhane, "and not Satan, then God, perhaps.”

"Blagphemy,”" said the priest. Helaughed. "Stay here," he said. "If you go up there, you may get caught in
some building. When the pest comes, the soldierswall them up diveingde, the sick, the hale, the dead
together."

Jhane turned from the priest. He said again, " Stay, pae rose. We have wine in the church." But Jhane did
from him and was gone, climbing up the hills of Paradys, quickly lost to himin smoke.

Over Satan's Way, the ribcage of the unfinished Temple-Church had thelook of aruin, something which
had been, but now decayed and fell to bits. A large fire had been built in the midst of the sheds, but it
was out. No one was by.

Peculiar noises, often indecipherable, ascended and sank congtantly in the City, generdly isolated. One
such now began in the street that circled beyond the Temple. Jhane came out on the street. It was not as
she remembered. The decent houses, the ornate well and trough, the burned house, were in position as
before, and yet everything seemed subtly to have misplaced itself. There were no fireshere, asif once
had been enough, and smoke coloured the air, but only that. Far along thewall of the old garden-park -
which had not yet been utilised as a crematorium - mailed riders on thin horses sat under a battered,
stained banner. They were directing the actions of some labourersin the process of boarding and
plastering over the doors and lower windows of one house.

"Stay away, Sgter. It's here." The man who rode towards her on the sorry horse did not meet her eyes.
"The only method to stop it, lady."

Then he drew closer. He leaned towards her. On hisface was aterrible invisible unmistakable shadow.
He murmured, so the other men should not hear, "1 haveit. I'm hot and cold, and apain in my groin.
Some livethrough. | might. | shan't. When thisjob's done, I'll go up on the waste land, where the fires
are. It'slikethe Pit up there, the damned dl crying in torment, and the flames. Confess me?

They say anyone can do it, but aholy nun's better if | can't have the priest.”
"Yes" sad Jhane.

Leaning from the horse then, asif he discussed ordinary things with her, he gabbled his confession, a
gbling to so many others she had heard. And when it was over, he added, "And they're on my
conscience - the mason in the house there. He was a work on the Temple-Church. Hiswife and servant
were taken out, dead, but then the order came, close the house. It's him and some [unatic son he's got,
dying in there and hearing the plaster shutting round them. Better to go in the open. But | don't care. Rot
thelot of them. Rot 'em.” Suddenly, no longer bothering with life, he rode headlong through the street,
going eastward. His men did not pay much attention to him, the labourers none; they were at work on the
find window.



"Let megoin," said Jhaneto the labourers, when she reached them. They looked at her, then at the
mounted men under the banner.

"Trying to earn Heaven, sster?' one of them sneered. "Go on then. It'sup to you. If you can squeeze
through the window, skinny nun.”

But two of the labourers asssted her politely through the narrow aperture, even fisting out some of the
fresh plaster. When she was through, they asked her blessing. She rendered it as she had seen the
Mother do. Then, she stood in the house and listened to the wood smacked back and the dap of the
putty, and watched the light fade.

The house dready reeked of the Death, but the odour was customary to Jhane. She climbed astair and
midway up she was confronted by aman - the dying mason. He raved at her, an intruder in hishome. He
asked her what she meant by it. But his bresthing was hard. He coughed fluid into hisdeeve.

"Forgive me," said Jhane. " Something made me comein here. I'll care for you. Recovery may happen.”
She saw that thiswas unlikely. When he staggered, she supported him back to his bed. He had stopped
reviling her. He smiled at her in afrightened and placatory manner, likeasick child.

Presently he said, "Nothing, no chance for me. But the boy - '
"Y our son."

"Not my son. | wish I'd had - such ason - still-births were al she could manage, poor bitch. She's dead,
poor bitch." He coughed and choked and recovered, and said, "Not long. The boy - might live. HE'S
been sick awhile - not this, before. That can - make them stronger to fight - I've seen it before. Before.
He'slived through trouble before. Wits - gone - the worst of al - better any crippling - though not the
hands - ' The mason's speech wandered with his thoughts. He then said, "Having seen what he was
capable of, | asked him if he'd train to work in stone - well - he'd drink and go after - that sweetest part
of awoman's frame - but he was young. Anyway murdered for it, we thought. Then on Fool's Day, over
- the - river - | found him. Some dut had taken himin. Well

- hewas usdless - to her. Shetold me. Sheld come on him -crawling in his blood. Oh the Devil burnt up
that house, oh - yes. The Artisan Matius - they said the Devil rode over his roof and hauled him up
through awindow - dl dight. Dead, anyhow. So 7 took theimbecilein. How could | leave him - in her
hovel ? Perhaps

- did him - abad turn. Thisfell on us." Then he was feverish and screamed that he a so was burning, Fire!
Fire! And then he choked and drowned and died.

Jhane went further up the house and came to asmall room with adender bed filling it. On the mattressa
young man with wringing-wet yellow hair, writhed and tossed in unemphatic delirium. Hisskinwas
blotched by darkness, and beneath one arm nested the black knots of the plague. He was however
recognisable. And so Jhane looked into the face of her brother, Pierre.

Inside the walled-up house, it was very quiet. The earth, which had formerly condensed to a City, had
now become the house aone.

Shortly before midnight, Jhane had managed to drag the heavy corpse of the mason off the bed, and into
the chest at the bed's foot. Plague cadavers putrefied rapidly. The chest, of aproper size and air-tight,
must serve as coffin and buria together. Having sedled the chest - itslinen would be useful esewhere -
with itsown iron clasps, Jhane went about the floors, seeing if anything else wasto be had there. All
accessto awell was gone, but previoudy in the kitchen, perhaps the bounty of the law, she had found a



barrel of water. There were aso some casks of ae. Jhane now searched and discovered a store of
candles, kindling, garlic and withered gpples, and some mouldering bread, but if there had been any other
provisions, someone had appropriated them.

Above, the young man who was her brother, strove on between segp and delirium and desth. Jhane had
sat by him some hours, telling him at intervals that he would live. It was the only panacea she employed,
other than to wash his body with the tepid water, and to moisten hislips. She had rolled him aside a o,
twice, to ease the soiled clothes from under him, replacing them with fresh. When he cried out or
shouted, which happened occasondly, shetook him in her arms, responding to adl he said, replying,
whether he spoke with some semblance of logic or only in nonsense, and whether he might hear her or
not. (She had been made aware in the dtrife of the plague that the sufferers suffered far worse when
feding they wereignored, or that the phantom situations of fever went unstraightened. In certain cases
she had a so pretended to be wives and mothers, daughters and sons, and the victims - crying for these
lost kindred - were deceived and calmed.)

It had not surprised her to come on Pierre. She had supposed him dead, but the world had changed. It
seemed to her, athough she did not dwell on it, that the moment the angel touched her, Pierre had been
reborn. Thereafter the mason accidentally located and rescued him inevitably. Ever since then, some
invisible cord had been dowly pulling her towards this spot. Reborn, Pierre could not die again so swiftly.
And to attend and comfort him as he fought for life was not an expiation. He had been crudl to her, and
she had not forgotten it. But what he had done no longer mattered, whereas her own cruel maice had
turned her towards kindness and deep pity. Compared to her own wickedness, Pierré's was of adight
order, and probably he had learnt nothing from it.

Because he would survive, too, Jhane did not attempt any of those remedies which the doctors had
practiced before her in anumber of scenes of the pest-stricken City. Though the black boils were hard
and lesking, she did not lance or cauterise them; she did not bleed or radically try to cool or inflamethe
desperate body on the bed.

For hersdf, she took no precautions.

She had always been underfed. She ate the gpples, and drank alittle de, and dept in separate minutes,
gtting on thefloor.

A morning came, blooming up through the upper windows. A day passed, declining down through them.
These windows had been |eft done asthey were too small to provide egress. But they did provide some
air, for the smoke seemed less. That afternoon, Jhane heard adistant bell give tongue in Paradys. She
had amost forgotten the sound. In awhile sherealised it was not afunera knell, but the Nonus, from
some church away towards the river. Beyond the window, in the vanishing light, roofs and towers stood
inidands among the smokes.

When night returned Jhane took off the topaz crossand laid it under the sick man's pillow. Theflash of
the jewe as she came from the window had reminded her sheworeit. If she had recollected earlier, she
would have removed it then and placed it ready for Pierre.

Near sunrise of the third day, Pierre screamed, and the evil pebbles of the Death burst open, freeing him
of poison.

When she had cleaned him and given him water, he dropped down into an intent oblivion. After the sun
had risen, adl that day, she sat and watched his skin begin to clear and change colour, the dark patches
gradudly leaving it. But theill-treatment, the assault, the rape, the madness - these as much asthe

pestilence - had aged him and torn his beauty. Through the empty pane of his unconscious face, Thane



could see now aresemblance to hisfather, Belnard.

He did not know her. This seemed to her aproof that the insanity the mason had spoken of was leaving
Pierre. Sane, he would not accept her presence, he would reject her presence - once precursor of such
horrors.

"Y ou're good to me," he murmured, and drifted again to deep. Later he said, "I'm hungry.” Later again,
he said, "Hunger gnaws at me. Therésasnakein my guts. Kind holy lady, pleasetell them | must have
something to eat.”

"Not yet," she said. She gave him more water.
Hetrusted her, drank, and fainted again into sleep.

He was very weak and would die without sustenance. What should it be? Milk, with alittle bread
crumbled init, alight meaty broth. She mashed gpplesto a pulp with water heated at the kitchen hearth,
and added asip of the ale. This mush shefed him, but it only made him nauseous, and brought no
drength.

"Who eseishere?' he said. "Sigter, send some boy to the market. HE's sure to go. Give him - 'here he
fumbled for coins, and found nothing."Well, only tel him Pierre asked it." He smiled charmingly.

"Rest," shesaid. Til dowhat | can." For he had obvioudy forgotten a great amount, and it was not the
timeto tdl him they were waled up indde a house.

Almost dl the smoke seemed to have cleared from the City, but aheavy rain had begun, and sometimes
thunder shook the timbers of the building. The street, peered at through the tiny window-place, looked
deserted, though once she saw another cart go past below, lugged by aweary man, moundsin it under a
covering, and making east. The mason's house had no upper east window. She could not seeiif the pall of
the crematory fires il flooded upward there.

Jhane st about searching the house again. It was true that she discovered items she had not found on her
prior foray. In apocket of the chimney of the great hooded fireplace in the mason's bedchamber, was a
cache of coins. In acupboard she came on the tools of builders, asaw and tongs, pick-axe and hoe. Ina
box beneath rested the mason'slevel, and some wooden shapes whose purpose eluded her. She
unearthed some wine adso which, aswith the cdloves of garlic, was auseful disnfectant: the training of the
nunnery. She found, too, parchments with architectura drawings, and three books she could not read,
ink-horn and quills, achild's cradlewith acloth dall lying in it, at which she recalled the mason's words of
the stillbirths, and the bones of adead rat. None of these was of any help to her.

Days and nights washed over the house. Each was its own season, alittle year.

Pierre, who had begun to seem stronger, now lapsed. He said, "There's a hard stone under the pillow."
"Not astone. It's your own cross."

"l haven't any," hesaid.

"Yes. When you werein the fever, | took it from your neck and placed it there for safe-keeping. Y our
crosswith thetopaz.”

Hesad, "My father gaveit me." He said, "It came from the Holy Land. Just the jewd, the crucifix was
made for it after. My father was on agreat crossade. He killed Saracens. They reject the Christ - asyou
know, sster. They worship aman. And an angel aso -Jabrael, God's Mighty One... Yes, theydlow



stone, the topaz, he cut it from some breast-plate of afallen pagan priest, in ashrinethere, or so he
sad..." Hefaded and was senselessfor awhile. Then he woke and said, "But the cross was stolen from
me. | remember that. | was beaten, and the cross - ' Wild with fear he stared at her, struggling not to
remember.

"A dream of thefever,” shesad. "It'sover."

Later inthenight hesaid, "1 had asigter. Shetold me lies about our father. How could she do that?"
He had learnt nothing.

"Sder

Shedid, for amoment, start. But &l nunswere the ssters of al men.

"Liequigtly," shesad.

"Did | - make confesson to you?'

"Never. It was not necessary."

"But now."

"Nor necessary now."

"l can't," hesad. "l can't.”

"Live?Yes"

"Thelittle cross- "

"es"

"If | - don't live- takeit. No, that'swrong. If | live, take it anyway. For your order, sster.”
Now shedid not start at all.

"She sad, "Some gifts can't be given. Y our father gaveit you. It must stay with you.”

She thought he dept. Then he said, "Will you put the cross round my neck?"

Jhane did as Pierre asked her. The chain, which had been thieved e sewhere, seemed to puzzle him
briefly. Then helay ill, thinking of thefed of the cross, thejewd, on hisskin.

"That girl | told you about - did I? My sister, Jehanine. Shewas aharlot in the City. She cameto meto
show me her degradation, then she ran and hid hersdlf. | saw what she'd become, just by looking in her
eyes. | wish | hadn't seen that.”

Oh, he had learnt nothing. He must live, it was hisonly hope. Y et he was dying now.

Jhane walked the house, up and down. She opened again the chests and cupboards, held acandleto the
mouse holes, but even the mice were gone. She felt no hunger, she felt only beyond herself, avast space
hollow asabdll, in which shewas, breathing, moving, aive, denderly hard and sure asaneedle. But
Pierrewaslike the dugt, like melting snow, like water. He must be remade. He must have food.

In the watery dawn, some men went by. Jhane caled down from awindow. They took no notice of her.



Perhaps her voicefailed to reach them, deaf ears or hearts or minds.

Through the dark, the City bells rang once more every one of the offices. At Laude, Jhane went down
through the house, to the kitchen. By the glimmer of the candle, she looked into the empty larder.

As her hands were searching over the bare surfaces, she thought very clearly and suddenly of the Angdl
Egafel, companion-captain of the Prince of Light. Standing quite till, arms on the shelf, her head thrown
back, she closed her eyes, recapturing as it seemed entirely the ecstasy and healing of his embrace.

Then she opened her eyes and gazing before her, she saw what she had been looking for: food. At the
revelation of the sight, she was grasped by utter terror. For an instant she rejected the absolute truth, the
miracle, as unthinkable. But in another ingtant, she felt again the touch of the angel. She accepted that the
world was dtered. She accepted her own power and strength. Terror left her immediately. There was
only the hollow of the night enclosing her hard purity, which could not be shaken.

Then, practical, she turned to seek out the means of preparation, and - the training of the nunnery - such
methods as there were of care.

"The boy came back from the market,” said Jhane. She set the bowl on the floor. Propping Pierre half
adeep on the pillows, she began to spoon the broth into his mouth. She was very wesak. It had taken an
endlesstime. It had taken years even to climb the stair, but maybe not so long, for the broth was till hot,
fragrant with the grains of garlic, the dash of wine, the ripe clean smdll of the fresh meat.

At firgt, he was dmost unableto takeit. But after he had had some, and dept awhile, he took more.
There was enough of thefood for some days.

At the hearth fire, she kept the cauldron heated, and also burned the stained and ruined linen. The wine
and applesfortified her now. When shelost consciousnessiit was never for very long. She had fainted
repeatedly in the beginning, knedling by her cooking.

Some dream told her she had committed a sin, heeding the angel, but she laughed doud at it. She was full
of joy. She would not bother with the rest.

She knew a so that miracles attended upon miracles, and that, before Pierre had consumed all the broth,
some means of escape would come to them.

One morning, acolossa thunder-clap shook the whole house. It was a group of mailed men banging on
the plaster of the lower house with axes and malets.

Jhanelooked down at them dreamily from awindow.
"Sigter! How are you faring? Are there any more with you? Any il sick with the pest?!
"One man with me. Neither sck now, but starving.”

"Y ou were heard cdling, but they said it wasaghost. / said, that's the gentle nun went in there, to help the
mason. And God will have spared her."

He was the soldier who had sneered at her when she had done so. Now his face was bright and young
with happiness.

"The plagues over. It'sgone. Old Deeth's taken himself off."

A chunk of plaster gave way and fell with acrash. The men cheered and hullooed, waving their malets



up a her insaute.

"The young man with meisvery feeble," said Jhane. "Please will some of you comein and carry him
down."

She left the window and went to Pierre to tdl him, but he had heard, of course.

He was handsome today, his looks returning like the spring. Under histunic, hastily pulled on for the
outing, the topaz glinted. He did not know her, but he said, " Sister, my own kindred couldn't have been
more tender to me. Y ou saved my life, perhaps my soul. Do you know, | was apprenticed to an artisan.
But | heard he died. Wdll, I'll find one to take me on. God gave me atdent. | must useit, to God's

gory."

Then, when a doorway was smashed, and the men came tramping up the gairs, he said, "Y ou have a
look of my own ssters, isn't that strange?”!

But hiseyeswere ill dimmed over.
It was two of the soldiers, not Pierre, who noticed her own plight.

"Seh," she cautioned, as another of the men bore Fierre away. "Tell him nothing. Don't mention it when
he'sby."

"But in God's name, how did this happen?

Used perhaps to the wounds of war, the two soldiers stayed by her, and renewed the wrappings and
bindings. Asif seeing the rough staunching by fire, however, for thefirgt, and the protruding sawn bone,
s0 very white, Jhane hersdf turned ill. When she recovered, she wasin the street in the arms of the
soldier who had sneered, and now held her like his child. A mild rain kissed her face. "Seh,” she said

agan.
"How - ' hesaid. "This sacrifice - did,you? How -
"The Lord guided me and gave me strength.”

Of such matters legends were made.

They took her to another house of nuns, much depleted since the Death, whose inhabitants cared for her
in cogtive silence. The surgeon, a man who had fled the City, returned and did not credit thetale. This
woman had been attacked by criminasin the hysteriaand panic of the pest. Confronting Jhane with his
verdict, he was pleased by her acquiescence. He prophesied that the upper portion of the limb might
grow infected, in which case the work would be to do again, the cut higher, and she might die. He did not
fear thisdeeth, nor warning her lavishly of it, for it was not in itself contagious.

She heard no more of Pierre, who had gone away with his golden head lying on the newest rescuer's
shoulder. She did not give athought to paintings and carvings which perhaps, by his skill, might cometo
adorn the churches of Paradys. Or to the love he would effortlessly win, or the jewd Belnard had given
him.

Part of her own sdf had become apart of him, yet even thisreverie did not prevail upon her. Recollecting
her act, the use of the tools found in the house, the tight-binding and cauterisation, the subsequent
preparation of the meat - into which had intruded a ghostly figment of Osanne, (whose own disintegrated
arm had been raised from the well) - then Jhane hersalf doubted that she could have performed the deed.
Shedid not at al regret it.



A pain-wrought phantom arm and hand, to the very fingers, remained to her below the elbow. Their
presence was S0 decided that often she would reach out with them, finding with surprise she could not
then take hold of thingsin thisway. The phantom was, she knew, the incorporeal arm of her spirit. Unlike
flesh, it could not be severed from her.

When sheleft the nun's hospita they were greetly relieved, for the proximity of amartyr and saint had
oppressed them.

Jhane herself was unencumbered. She was dready putting from her mind theimage of her brother. She
did not fed holy. No more than she hugged to herself the mad terror of her crimes did she clasp the
greater terror and madness of her act in the mason's house. She did not believe she had been valorous,
extraordinary, tested, or kind.

The unlocked doors of the nunnery gate had saved them from being forced, for at some time persons had
entered. They were gone now, and there had been no desecration, only a certain amount of human dirt
left lying. Nor were there any corpses. Jhane set hersdlf, dowly, to clean the yards.

The milk had turned to curdsin the refectory-kitchen, and these she ate, dong with such fruit and sdlt fish
astheinvaders of the nunnery had not devoured. The water in the refectory well was crystaline.

As she ragged and broomed, the flight of asudden bird among the empty cloisters, or the flutter of stray
sunshine, might cause Jhane to glance about her. But the ghosts did not return.

Shewould have rung the bell in the tower, but, lacking an arm, it was inconceivable she would be able to
do it. Sheregretted this, the gap where its notes should have sounded oddly disturbed her. She missed
a0 the chanting of the nuns, and sometimes thought she did hear it, but the susurruswasin her own
head.

At first she went to the church solely to see what had been done there, and if the great window was
broken, but only alittle debris had been blown in, and rain, which had formed and dried in poolsin the
uneven floor. The window was intact. So, on days when the sun shone, and a dawn, Thane would go to
look at the picture, at the Angdl Lucefiel, Son of Morning and Bringer of Light, sword drawn and il
fdling eterndly through the sky, the solar halo behind his head, on wings of fire, one foot againgt agilded
orb. Perhapsit was the daylight which blazed through thisimage that gave it such reason for her. It was
the only artistic form she had ever understood, and the only iconic thing, gpart from her doll in childhood,
she had ever found plausible.

At night, or when exhausted, Jhane went to her former deeping placein the cell, in the wooden hoste,
and lay down there.

Sometimes she dreamed, on the pallet, that new nuns had filled the stone desert and were at the offices,
or hoeing the south garden, while the noviceslearned from painted books in the House of the Novitiate.
It seemed to her this might come to be, and that they would accept her, athough she had not been made
aBride, and that it would be very smpleto livein thisway for alife of years, knowing everything by rote,
and beyond the rote, wedded to the certainty of the fact.

Then again, she dreamed that the Nunnery of the Angel had been for centuriesaruin, or that it did not
exig, that she had imagined or conjured it. Or that, even though the walls and courts were present, the
order had not worshipped Lucefiel, the Chrigt, but some other.

None of this concerned Jhane. Her dreams were not fears or even questionings. Merdly rehearsal's of
different chance.



She did not attempt - she never had attempted - to count the days. Spring came blustering through the
nunnery, and it the columns and the garden with yellow and white flowers.

As she crossed the south cloigter, Jhane saw that the stone child by the fountain had become a dwarf,
who got to hisfeet and bowed and capered, reveding the stone child was there after dl, behind him.

"Buy aribbon,” said the dwarf. "Or have you cut your hair and shaved your quaint skull?'
"I have not,” said Jhane. "But neither do you have your tray of ribbons."

"True. When you saw melast | wasaking. When | saw you last, you were aboy. What are you, femae
or male? Or both - some abomination.”

But Jhane moved on towards the church. The dwarf went with her, and entered as she did through the
sde door into the nave.

It was amost the hour of Tiers, and the sun filled the Great Light.
They regarded it, the nun and the dwarf.

When Jhane sank to her knees, the dwarf wastaller than she. He seemed to be considering this. Then he
walked forward, between Jhane and the window. And he began to stand up in his skin.

He became Belnard her step-father, he became the apothecary of her journey, and then he became -
spreading and billowing - the fat woman with the keys - and then stretching thin and bearded, he was
Master Motius, and, getting fleshy and smooth again, the mason, and losing the flesh, Conrad the thief,
and folding inwards and out, in aquick succession, pious Osanne, the Mother, the young nun Marie-Lis.
And then, he was Jhane hersdif.

There she stood, clad as she had been in the bounty of the nunnery, in that plain gown, but her hair was
loose and savage about her, her eyes gleaming.

"It'svery clever,” said therea Jhane, fill kneding. "How do you do it?"
"Ah," said the dwarf-Jhane. "That'stdlling, that is."

And then he rose up and opened into fire and wings and was an angd, al golden, who extended his hand
to her, while through the tranducence of his garments she saw his heart burning like awounded golden
rose.

Jhanesghed.
"Wasit dwaysyou?'

"Perhaps," hesaid, "or not." But she barely heard hiswords through the music of hisvoice. Leave
yoursdlf, said the music. Y ou may come back to her.

And Jnaneleft hersdlf, knedling there on the floor of the church. She lifted with the angel into the sky. She
was an angel herself. She was not indeed, herself. There was no gender, neither femae nor male. Jhane
was awinged cresture of the light. Above her the sun, below, the earth, which was around orb, shining.

They flew fredy, the two angels. They embraced and sang and communed without speech and touched
al thingsand glorified dl things, and were.

Jhanewill die?



Y es, dthough not yet.

And theworld? Will the world end?

One day the world will end.

When will it end? Surely sinwill not destroy it?

Sinwill not destroy the world. While theworld has sin it cannot end. Not until theworld is perfect may
the world end. Theworld isfor apurpose. But when theworld is perfect and whole, and al things
therein, and al mankind, perfect and whole, then the world will be permitted itsfinish. Therewill bea
great shining, asin the window you seeit, the coming of agrest light, likefire. Andin that time, the world
will end, and dll lifefind itsliberty.

Lifeisthe dream, said the angel who had been Thane.
So beit, said the Angel Esrafel. Bt let it be asweet dream, at least.

Then Jhane opened her eyesin the church, cramped and chilled, alone, and night wasfaling in the
window.

She could not read or write, and so she could not set down her vision of the apocalypse. It is often the
way. This she understood, and that it did not matter in any case.

Rising, shewent quietly to the refectory, lit acandle, and ate curds and drank water behind her wooden
screen.

"ItisLucifer, Lord Satan, who rulestheworld,” said the priest. "To survive here, we're bound to worship
him."

He showed them adrawing on parchment, arose transfixed by a dagger.

"Remember thissign. We meset here, under the old church. Y ou will be obliged to render passwords. In
time, who knows whét riches and power we shall accumulate, through the favour of our Master. |
myself,” he said, "survived the plague. That was his sign to me. God smote me, but Satan raised meto
do hiswork and glorify him. Y ou're an artist of the City. Who spoke to you of this secret society?"

"Severd," sad the young man. "But Motius the Artisan was once my tutor.”

"Themagician? Y es. His house was burned up and flaming fiends carried him to Hell. Y ou understand,
therésno escape at ladt. It endsin fire”

"Hah. Yes" the young man smiled.

"But meanwhile, alife of wishesfulfilled. His servants he never cheets. All thejoys of the flesh, full
dominion over others. The end is horror, but you may have three hundred years of pleasures before that
payment comes due.”

Through the heavy frozen passageways they went, into achamber drawn with symboals, floor and walls
and celling, where the worshippers waited in sllence.

"Should | take off this?' asked the beautiful young artist, indicating acrucifix at histhroat.

"No. Why would hefear it? He ousted that onelong ago. It may amuse him. Leaveit on.”



The ceremony began. It had eements of amass, of acommunion, and of achristening, for the new
initiates were to be sworn and bound, and marked in blood. Three black cocks were sacrificed, and the
sooty tapers set dight. Eastern incense smoked from the censers.

Pierre Belnard had once attended such ritesin Modus studio, but been bored by them. His adventures
since had urged him back. There were fever dreams which haunted him till, and memories of the Death,
and some story he had heard of anun who hacked off her hand to feed a starving man waled upina
plague house.

Astherituals went on, however, he grew drowsy.

They had said to him, the other living students with whom he had been reunited, that Prince Lucifer would
manifest tonight, to greet hisworshippers. Now everyone shouted and howled, and Pierre joined in the
tumult, lay on the floor when they did, but felt asensation of distance, and awish to go drinking.

Then afilm of shadow began to hover in the radius of the inner circle, something not to do with
candllight or gloom.

Pierre came awake. He looked intently.

The shadow had an odd glow, dark on lesser dark, turning first black, then to amuddy hue and texture.
A being was after al about to appear.

What would Pierre see! The Fallen One, the Angel who had defied God, envious of the creation of man,
seizing the world away to corrupt and ultimately to destroy it?

Out of the mass of shadow something rose. It was the colour of adead moon, glaring dully with alight
that waslightless.

The worshippers screamed, calling ahundred names of the pantheon of Hell - those of Satan himself, and
of hisdemon captains - there was some discord, it seemed, over who the apparition was taken for.

But Pierre knew what he saw. He saw the Devil.

It was the body of ahuge man, agiant, and the face of abestia thing. Its eyeswere pits of nothingness.
From itslips snaked a serpent’s tongue. Horned and clawed and tailed. Deformed, blasted. Ugly, evil
and pitiless, and glad.

Thiswasthevison of Pierre. He dropped senseless on the floor.

In the yearsto come, hisimages of paint and stonewould reved glimpses of an awful revelation. HisHell
would leap with rending flame, his cyphers of the Last Judgement of Mankind, and World's End, would
display Satan in dl hismight, eating souls aive, while the earth burned.

EMPIRESOF AZURE

LeLivreAzure

From the hag and hungry goblin
That into rage would rend ye,
And the spirit that stands by the naked man



In the book of moons defend ye!

Anonymous: 17th century

In aweek, or less, | shall be dead.

Having written this on his card, he handed it to me.
"Why?' | said.

"I'm under sentence of it," he said.

"Agan, why?'

"Ah. Therésthe story."

"I'm expected to ligen?"

"Perhaps not. I've left an account, a sort of diary, and various papers. My address, you will see, isonthe
front of that card, with my name. Areyou familiar with the Observatory Quarter?'

"Quite. What | would rather discover isyour reason for gpproaching mein thisway."

"Dear mademoisdle, you are astranger. So far at least, you've heard me out. Those that know me,
mademoiselle, won't credit aword.”

"l seem to know you better with every passing second.”
He smiled, and sat down opposite me.

The name on the card was Louis de Jenier,»and the address, as he said, on a street among the steep,
stepped terraces and bal conied apartments that banked the Observatory. He himself was so handsome
that he remains difficult to describe. Elegantly dressed, and with asilk neck-tie, hislavish dark hair was
parted on theright side, and his hands manicured. His eyeswere of an extraordinary unrea saturated
blue, impossibleto penetrate, like those of agtatue, or, more actudly, adoll. Since | had never met him
before, | could not tell if he were unusudly pale, sickening for illness, or had gone mad. He had come
directly to my table through the crowded cafe, most of which had stared, asthey do in the north,
especialy in Paradis, a his novety of looks and style. Now he said: 'Mademoisdlle, let me add that |
know you write for the journals, albeit under amale pseudonym. Y es, I've found you out, and tracked
you down for apurpose. | gamble on you. | think you begin to be curious.”

"Not very, monsieur. | assume someone has threatened your life, maybe after alove-affair. Why not go
to the City police, if you have no influentid friends who could help you."

"No, no one can help,” he said.

When he spoke, a shadow fdll, the way it does when a cloud coversthe sun. It was not that he sounded
fearful or even dismayed. But it was like that moment which comes, for the first time, to each of us. The
moment which says"Oneday, incredibly, | too will die”

Andinthat instant, as| stretched forward mentally towards him, we were interrupted.

Two men wereforcing their way through the cafe. One called excitedly to him, "Louis! Louis!" But the
other, asthey reached us, said, "For God's sake, what are you playing at now?"



He glanced at them, with the cruel contempt of abeloved and misunderstood - and so deeply angry
child.

"Widl, you were boring me rather."

"Excuse us, mademoiselle,” the second man said to me, tipping his expensve hat. The other only tipped
hiseydids

"Don't," sad de Jenier to me. "Don't excuse them.”
"Louis, shut up. Oh thisredly istoo much.”
"Hunted down," he said to me. "Well, good-bye. It was agreat pleasure to meet you."

Hiseyeshdd mine, but conveyed nothing, only colour. Then he rose, and turning aside with the two men,
went away in their company.

My immediate impulse wasto follow up hisinvitation. Not today, for when | emerged on to the Strest,
aready the dusk was coming down, the blue hour, and aong the boulevards they were lighting the lamps,
while on the summits of the Sacrifice and Clock Hill the neons of the theatres and the nightclubs had
begun to blaze. Tomorrow then, at midmorning. Not too early, for | sensed he would rise quite late, not
too late, for then, | sensed, he would be gone.

| had an article to finish that evening, and went to my gpartment on the Street St Jean.

At midnight, when, work completed, | turned down the gas, | had aready started to have doubts on the
other matter. De Jenier might so easily be aposeur.

Next day, rather than seek his address in the Observatory, | attempted to discover his nature from
colleagues and acquaintances. A few thought they had heard his name. My editor at the office of The
Weathervane believed that there was an actor named L ouis de Jenier, a southerner, however, obscure.

Daunted, by my own initid eagerness more than by anything else,

| did nothing more. The day went, and the night, in uneventful pursuits and ordinary deep. And after that
some further days and further nights.

Of course, he was so beautiful, and he was aman and | awoman - worse, he had unmasked measa
woman, casting away my literary shidd. It was dl very dangerous. | had come to value the calm sky-pool
of my life

And then it struck me, waking out one morning to the bright sunlight of spring, birdstwittering on the
roofs, and the women everywhere with their baskets of dew-beaded violets - it struck me that thiswas
the last day of the week he had postulated for hislife.

| stood amazed, the violets | had just bought glistening like coloured shards of glassin my hand.

Thissot, who was with me, laughed at my aberration. He pinned the flowersto my lapd. "What have you
forgotten?'

"Somebody's death."
"Dear God. So serious?"

“Perhaps”



But | breskfasted with him before | set out. It would not do, | felt, to upbraid the liar on asinking
somach.

Once, the ascent to the Observatory had been wooded parkland. Duels were fought there under die
misty trees, and in anumber of ruinous litde cemeteries al about, lay the unknown bones of the stabbed
and shot. But now the cemeteries were wedged between die high walls of tenements. And where the
cannon had pounded at the end of die Y ears of Liberty, neat flats now stood one upon the head of
another, with bell-flowers and papery gentians pouring through the loops and dots of iron balconies. De
Jenier's street was tucked down between two others. Three or four largish houses dominated it, his being
thethird. On arrival, seeing its number, | learned the whole building belonged to, or was rented by him. It
wasavery new house, | thought, not even ten years old. Nothing had been doneto it to give it any
character. It looked like those villas at the seaside, occupied for only a couple of months ayear, kept up
by workmen and gardeners, never properly lived in.

| went up the steps and rang the bell. | expected a servant, but when the door was suddenly opened, |
saw the face of one | knew. It was the second, talkative man who had come to arrest de Jenier in the
cafe

It seemed he aso remembered me.

"Ah - mademoisdlle. Didyou - ? That is, I'm afraid | can't let you comein.”
| was not inthe least surprised. | felt only dull horror.

"But you mug," | said.

"No, no. Louis- that is- no. It won't do. If you'll leave your card, mademoiselle, atelephone number if
possible, where we may reach you -

| did not want to say, Where isthe corpse? Because that would be incriminating, perhaps. | said, "He
told meto come here. Let mein, or shdl | cdl the police at once?!

The man quailed. Oh indeed, so they had not yet resorted to the means of the law.
"All right," he snapped. "In, then.”
He hustled me through the narrow opening which was dl he would alow.

The hall was clean and empty of anything except for an equally empty umbrella-stand. Two closed doors,
apassage leading away below, and an uncarpeted stair leading up.

We stood inthisoasis. | said, "Upgtairs?

"All right”

He directed me to go ahead of him. The hedls of my shoes clacked on the treads, and a strange light
began to come down. | hesitated, to look up, but he fussed behind me. I went on without looking and
reached the first landing to betold, "Go on. Go on, then."

On thetop floor under the attics, adouble door stood wide, and out of it came the densely-tinted light
that had fdlen into the stairwell. The room stood at the back of the house, of medium size, asitting room
perhaps, but it was entirely bare. In the polished wood of the floor, the marble fireplace, and on the
plaster walls, reflected four cobdt pillars of light from four west windows blind with cobalt glass.



What afancy. What an artifice. | thought of opium-smoking and other drugs, where the eyes are affected
and require deep shade. The window-glasswaslike adrug initsdf. Y ou stifled, grew drunk, stumbled
and lost the awareness of balance. It was like being hung up in athunderous evening sky. No oxygen
available. Blue above, beside, below. Nothing substantia anywhere.

| thought we should have to stop there, maybe until | was overcome and fainted or ran away. But now
the second man moved before me, dso weaving, holding hishands away from hissdesdightly, a
wire-walker. He took me through another door into a study.

It had a skylight, it was not drowning in blue. | could breathe again, and |ooked about. Sofas and chairs
crouched under dust-sheets. On a sheetless desk lay dramatic impedimenta - polished pens never used, a
tidily stacked column of books, scholarly artifacts, such asa skull of quartz, and aleather diary and
pencil. One chair stood away from the desk, also unsheeted. Its back had been broken, and some wood
splinters scattered aong the Perdan rug.

On thewall beyond the desk, over the small fireplace, a convex mirror was flanked by two big
photographs, both depicting women. One, to the left, wore period costume, perhaps of the Liberty Days,
with a corseted, sashed waist and plumed hat, pearl bracelets, long, dark, curling hair. She was beautiful,
and had been labelled in copperplate: Anette. To theright of the mirror, the other was a contemporary of
my own, her figure freer, her face more obvioudy powdered and mascaraed; she was clad in a sequined
evening gown, furs across her breast, her hair, dso dark, pinned up with lilies. Her |abel read: Lucine. It
was gpparent both were the same person in adifferent role. Across the convex mirror in between them
striped a colossa gash. Since glass can only be scratched by diamond, | supposed aring had been used,
but over and over. In fact, the marks were more like those made by a set of claws.

Of the dead body of de Jenier there was not one trace.
"Wait here," said the man who had brought me. He turned towards the blue room.

| did not want to wait. | did not like the fed of the room with the desk, and the blue chamber outside had
unnerved me.

"Whereishe?' | said. | reached out and caught the man by the deeve.
"Let go. Thisisdisgraceful.”

"Yesitis What's happened?’

Heworked hislips. " Something's happened,” he sad, idiotically.

"| asked you what it was?"

"Y ou're no one he knows. To invite you here was just hisjoke, Louistold me. Y ou shouldn't have
come."

"Let meseehimthen," | said boldly. Til go a once.”
"You can't see him. He - he's not on the premises -
"Y ou carry on, monsieur, asif heis dead and you have hidden the body."

| was being rash, but my nerves now drove me. Asfor this man, he was more nervousthan | was. We
both trembled. Findly he said, "Y ou must wait. Please. I'll return directly.”



He scurried out. | stood awhile and looked at the chair and the claw-marks on the mirror. Nothing else
seemed to have been disturbed. | picked about, cautioudly lifting a corner of a dustsheet, peering down at
the splinterson the rug. | was partly afraid of finding something. But what?

That man wastaking adevil of atime.

Suddenly | resorted to the desk, and picked up the leather diary. Thiswas, probably, the written account
de Jenier had referred to. It was unlocked. | opened it. The inside cover formed a pocket into which a
number of documents and papers had been carefully compressed. Thefly-leaf had pencilled untidy
writing on it, hisown. It said, "For you, Mademoisdlle St Jean, to do with as you think fit."

Sjean wasthe literary pseudonym | used, after the wild poet who is said to have lived on my street and
for whom my street is named, and who one day mysterioudy disappeared for ever. Either Louis de Jenier
did not know my true name, or he had kept this as a sort of password between us._

Whatever, he clearly meant the book for me.

| dipped it, with scarcely aqualm, into my purse, and walked quickly out of the study. It was now
evident to me that the man who had let mein, having no answers to my annoying questions, did not intend
to return. All the doors of the house, but for these two and that of the front entry, were doubtless |ocked.
There were to be no clues. They only wanted me gone. It might anyway be unwiseto remain.

As| gtarted across that room dyed cobalt, something peculiar happened to me. | have said | didiked the
room, and the study, though for varying reasons, neither quite deciphered. But in the blue room now a
wave of dizziness and emotion came over me. | say emotion, but what wasit? It waslike asort of smiling
fury, asort of sensuoussilent howling - it was bestia and beastly. | began to run towards the doorway,
and in that instant the double doors, with no one by them, swung in and closed with abang. The room
seemed to rock. Thefloor tilted, like the floor of abaloon up intheair, caught by lightning.

| wasterrified. The hair bristled on my scalp and | moaned doud. And something indsted to me that |
turn, and look at the four windows, the windows of cobalt glass.

So, inthetrap, | did turn, and | ran towards them, not knowing why.

| was about three metres away from the two central windows when abruptly one of these displayed a
pattern dl over itsdf, an intricate but abstract pattern drawn finein black ink. | stared at the pattern,
stopped in my running. Then | seemed to understand dl the glassin that window had fissured. Next
second it fell to bits. It exploded - not inward but outward, with a sound asif ahuge tap had been turned
on.

The glass of the window flared like abomb of violets, violet and blue confetti, jettisoned into blue space
beyond.

After half aminute, | went forward, and looked out of the vertical where the window had been.

The view was perfectly normal. Some house-backs and dormer lights, trees and walls, on theright hand
the descent of the City to the river, graciousin the morning. Below, the glasslay glittering all acrossa
small enclosed garden. Between the window and the sky, suspended in air, arope that seemed to flicker
and smoulder, coming down from above. A man's body hung fromit, the dark head lying towards one
shoulder.

| started to cry, from shock and grief. The blue room had now no fedling in it. Then something made me
lean straight out and crane upwards, and | saw two men, the foremost the one who had let mein, and



another, vague at his back, both looking down. We stared at each other, they and 1, afew seconds.

Then | turned and ran from the room and down the stairs and out of the house. They did not seem to
pursue me.

| got asfar asthe cafes dong the embankment, where | had to go in and ask for cognac.

At firgt | wassmply frightened. Pretending to have the spring influenza, | concedled mysdlf in my flat,
putting on a hoarse doubtful voice when Thissot called me by means of the telephone in my landlady's

parlour.

Gradualy | concluded the men a Louis house could not have known who | was, or my whereabouts.
They would not be able to run meto earth. | wondered if they were themselves the agents of his degth,
but did not redly think so. | was haunted by adull distress and sense of loss. My deep was peaceful and
free of the nightmaresthat filled my conscious hours. | had locked the diary and documentsinto a drawer
of my bureau.

At last, one afternoon, the city veiled inrain, | lit the gas-lamps and thefire, then went firmly and
unlocked the drawer, and extracted the diary.

Even 50, | hesitated. | decided | would look at the papers to begin with. They were many. | took them
forth and laid them out. Some | saw at aglance had to do with the rentd of the house. Others| could
make nothing of (or would not), but they were randomly numbered, and since the pages of the diary
were also numbered, presumably they were notes or additions to these. Then again there were
scribblingsin another hand | could not read, except, here and there, for alarge black letter T. One sheet
in Louis writing bore what seemed to be aline of poetry, which said only: Kingdoms of the sky-blue
universe.

Infact, | was daunted, was afraid to delve. My visit to the house, (blue room, breaking window, hanged
man), that had been enough.

Then asmdl notice fell from among therest. It had abusiness heading, the name of ashop in one of the
by-ways of Sacrifice Hill. | skimmed that, for beneath was atyped message. It seemed the firm were
pleased to inform Monsieur de Jenier that a picture was ready for his collection.

| looked at my clock. It was not yet five. If | went out | should be in plenty of time to reach the place
beforeit shut.

Something had galvanised me. Perhagps only the excuse that by doing this, | wasinvestigating the diary -
while completdy avoidingit.

On the streets the rain attacked a hurrying umbrellaworld of wet black tortoise-backs. | hailed a
taxi-cab, which shortly deposited me high on the south bank, under the shadow of the Temple-Church.
The shop lay in anarrow doping passage leading up towards the Church, roofed by dirty glass on which
dierain beat, and with a carpet of peels and papers. The shop itsalf was a photographic salon. | had not
read the bill properly, and had been anticipating art. Art there possibly was, in the dusk portraiture of
young women lurking under a shrubbery of fernswithin the windows.

The bell jangled as | entered, and from behind a curtain aman glided out to look askance a me. | was
not the usud clientde, plainly.

| handed him the chit at once. He gazed on it, on me, and said, reproachfully, "This has been ready for
somewhile, mMmsdle” | stared him out, but he next said, "I understood a gentleman wasto collect the



portrait.”
"Monsieur de Jenier has entrusted that task to me.”
"The work has been paid for," said the accusatory man. "The money was sent round.”

Prepared to pay, thisderted me: Louis had bought the photograph but not taken possession of it. What
could it be, thismystery?1 recalled the phantom women on his study wall, Anette, Lucine.

"Just one moment,” said the man.

He did behind his curtain, and | heard afaint rumble of conversation, the words: '"Most odd. Something
funny here And | was, in amanner of speaking, hand on sword-hilt preparing for battle, when back he
came beaming, carrying in hisarms an oblong item, aready scrupuloudy wrapped. It was quite large, the
"portrait”.

A chill went over me. The garish eectric light, with which the shop was gifted, seemed to darken.
"Will it not," he probed hopefully, "be awkward for you to carry, mmselle?"
A premonition of police - death'sreveation - 'l live close" | lied, and named an areato fool them all.

Then | took the wrapped thing from him. My second of prescience was done and the package felt
perfectly mundane, weight, paper, string.

By the time he had cancelled his chit, and bowed to me, and opened the door and let me out in the
covered dley, the cab-driver was from his cab, leaning in an arch a the entrance, smoking.

He aided me and my parcd back insdethe vehicle.
"That's got abad name, that has," he said, "that place.”

| wondered if he meant the shop only, or the aley entire. But | hardly wanted conversation and did not
reply.

Returned home, | went directly upstairs. Again | lit the gas, and the oil-lamp on my desk, and stoked the
fire. | propped the covered picture against an armchair.

Then, exactly as| had with hisdiary, | sat down and looked and looked at the hidden form, with terrific,
immobile reluctance.

The clock chimed gently. It was midnight, | had fallen adeep. On my hearth the fire had perished, and the
gaswas bludy waning.

| got up inadull trance, and tearing'the wrapping off the photograph, reveded it.
Shewas not Anette, nor Lucine,

Her hair was modishly bleached, platinum blonde, but un-fashionably cut in akind of long, shining hood,
that reached her shoulders, but framed forehead and cheeks with ahigh invert crescent of fringe. Her
eyes had been inked in by kohl; that, and the gauffered deeves of her dress, indicated it was all
Garb-Egyptian, which had been something of arage in Paradis, seven or eight years before. Sheworea
costume-jewd lery collar, too, gilded and set with opague gems. Strangely, only one earring, pendant
from the right ear, adisc, with an odd design on it, perhaps aflower, having eight thinrays....



No, she was not Anette, or Lucine. She did not smile or provoke, as they had done, there on Louisde
Jenier's study wall. This creature looked filled by darkness. Her eyes, though they could have been any
rich colour, were miles deep. Through the obligatory minute, as the photograph was taken, she had sat so
gtill her soul might have gone from her body. Look into the eyes, and fall down the milesto nothing. To
nothing but - nothing.

But shetoo had alabel, aname. There on the photograph's edge. Timonie.

She was portrayed, however, by the same being as had modelled the others. The bone-structure of the
face, the set of the eyes and heavy brows; even thefigure asfar as one saw it, the smal shdlow breasts
and flaunting shoulders - this one too belonged to the group. Thethreewere one. Yet... Timonie - was
S0 different.

Thesdlver earring in the right ear had caught aweird high-light. Stared at, the dark flower seemed to
wriggleonit, wanting to detach itsalf. A trick of tired vision. | recalled the large letter T on certain of the
papersinthediary. Theline of the poem, if it was, returned. Kingdoms... sky-blue universe. It struck
an uncomfortable chord, but nothing more.

"You'refull of secrets, Timonie," | said doud, but softly. "I won't like them, I think. | don't carefor any of
it, thisgame of yours."

And | turned her face to the wall before | made ready for bed. | would haveto call Thissot, and it would
haveto wait now until tomorrow.

| did not deep that night.

"It's curious, | mean that you were asking about him, and then this. | take it you haven't seen any of the
journasyet?'

"No," | said to Thissot, cautioudy, as my landlady buzzed about her morning parlour, tweaking at
furnishings, ears pricked and eongating visbly to arabbit's.

"He seemsto have falen down the staircase, and broken his neck. Not found for some days, | gather.
Thisman, his agent, Rudolf VIok - he discovered the body and ran out in hysterics on the street.
Apparently it's not thefirst death in that house. Some mayfly of agirl was murdered there seven years

ago.
"But the papers quote aprofesson?’ | asked Thissot.

"Our own Weathervane does so. An entertainer, your de Jenier, sometime actor, acrobat, mime, mimic.
Latterly much in demand at select nightclubs of the south. His specidity had cometo bethe
impersonation of female beauties - "Thissot's voice assumed a sdlf-protective archness and averson. "He
dressed as women. Starry actresses, Sngers, and so on. Later quaint ladies of his own quaint invention.
Very successful. To my way of thinking, that'sjust -

| heard what Thissot thought he thought, thanked him, and amost ended the conversation, when |
decided to say, "One other thing -a quotation | came across that's been bothering me. I'm sure | know
the source, but can't pinit down.”

"What'sthat?"
"Kingdoms of the sky-blue universe."

"Ah -"hebegan. Then, "No, I'm not sureat dl. | thought | knew it too, but differently, somehow. Now



why am | thinking of achemy?No, I'm quite eluded, I'm afraid.”

Having placed my telephone coinsin the landlady's box, | hurriedly got my coat and hat and rushed out
to purchase an armful of journasfor mysdlf.

Returned, | spread them everywhere and raked them through. Most carried amention, and some made
much of the sinister aspect, that thiswas the second violent death in abuilding barely adecadein age.

Depending on the type of paper, so its bias went. But very swiftly, neverthel ess, the facts sprang ouit.

Here was a smudgy photo-image of Rudolf VIok, and so | could identify him as the second man in the
cafe, my subsequent guide and deserter at the house. He had been implicit, then, in the fakery of
accidental desth, along with another, still nameless, and unpictured. And now | could read for mysdlf
brief details of acareer, and the retreat to this City, of one, Louis de Jenier, the colour of whose eyes
they did not even mention. There hewas, in that almost new house under the Observatory, among the
litter of duellists cemeteries. And next, | was reading of awedlthy young woman who, years earlier, had
conducted orgies of grape and poppy and hemp in that house, until one sunrise found therein abizarre
upper room made blue-windowed for her pleasure. The body was "mutilated”. It took another journd,
(athough I rightly guessed which oneit would be), to inform me in what manner. The murderer had cut
away ears, eyes, breasts, her hands and her feet, even her teeth and tongue, and capricioudy distributed
them about house and garden. That time, gpart from the blood, the house showed no other signs of
savagery, and not a bank-note or a curio had been stolen. While of al her quantity of jewelsjust one
small piece was missed, an antique spider of sapphire, possibleto sell anonymoudy only if broken up into
itsone large and thirty tiny corundas. There were no other leads, the murderer was never apprehended,
and for some months fears of a European "ripper” ran wild. Such acrime was not repeated, however.
The fearsdied. The journd which itemised so much, gave the dead girl her name, but also a second name
by which she had come to be known. That was, of course, Timonie. She was what they call aplatinum
blonde, with very blue eyes. There was no photograph. By then, | had begun to fedl | did not need to see
one. (But maybe what | know has bled back across my knowledge of that day, time at its eterna

trickery.)

In the City, the bells began to ring for noon, the other sde of midnight.

There was nothing left now but to put the journals awvay and take up the diary.
| did so.

| read straight through, referring, where the text so indicated, to the documents that had been in the
cover. He had commenced only when events thickened about him. But he was, obvioudy, used to and
adept at writing things down. His script was for the most part legible, and where sometimesit falled to
be, the empathic wave of horror which now gripped me, bore me on to perfect understanding.

Outside, brilliant sunlight set Paradisin crystal. But in my rooms, darkness came and blossomed.

To copy out thewhole diary would not be wisefor me, | believe. Third person then, at aremove, | must
present its happenings, propped by al other evidence and occurrence as| knew it, or have cometo
know it, since. | invent nothing, for even the dialogueis as Louis noted it. No. | invent nothing.

He had escaped V1ok - "thejalor” as hetended to call him - on atrain. It had been travelling north to the
border, and stopped at a crossing, as a caravan of goats was driven over, to take on mail. De Jenier had
happened to be in the corridor, smoking, while VIok and his assistant sprawled adeep in their
compartment. They were en route to another city, another round of private parties and public
performances, and on impulse, Louis had suddenly opened the nearest door and jumped down into the



plucked fidlds and vineyards, leaving hisluggage and hisjailorstogether for the steam-bannered train to
bear avay into the evening.

He was about nine and a half miles outsde the suburbs of Paradis, through which the train had dready
passed. He started to walk back to them, got alift in sombody's young, snorting car, and arrived before
the dinner-hour.

It was not the first time Louis had behaved in thisway. Life was not serious. The antics of aVlok, aways
concerned with profit and decorum, amused and irritated him. Louisrarely obeyed any rules, and
routines exasperated him.

Having plenty of money, he checked into agood hotel, then got to work on finding ahouseto livein. He
had not lived in ahouse for years, not since, that was, his earliest childhood. Both his parents had been
beauties, but paid for it. When Louiswasfive, the handsome actor father had been shot in the back by a
jedousrivd; the lovely actress mother promptly swallowed rat-poison. The only child of only children,
now an orphan of orphans, he waskinless, and placed in an ingtitution. Here he existed in blesk misery
and mercuria gracefor afurther seven years, before amale patron ran off with him, used him, gave up
on hisuninterest, and left him on the bosom of aworld that would be prepared dways to rhapsodise and
fal abjectly inlovewith him, but would never attempt to clarify his needs.

If Louis ever properly believed in the redlity of othersis doubtful. It was not that he was callous, rather he
did try to be kind. But so seldom did anyone act in a reasonabl e fashion when he confronted them. He
brought out the smpering foal, theliar, the viper, the cheet. It was the curse of his attractions.

The house had been standing empty anumber of years. Though its history had been damped down, it
kept an amorphous but nasty reputation. It was boarded up, the attic filled by dead birds.

Open, scoured, and dapped in the face with paint, it was soon ready for its tenant - gaped for him.
About its rumours he did not give adamn. He had, in repose, acheerful disposition, thoughtless and
Clear.

He furnished the house frugally and carelesdy. He had not wanted ahome. Meanwhile, VIok would be
naturally in pursuit, and those who noticed Louis appearance accosted him wherever he went. The
hollows of the house were privacy. They gave him what others seek in deserts and on mountain-tops.

He mug, too, have madein it journeys and explorations. In the second week of occupancy, he found the
slver and sapphire earring.

Of dl the rooms he had furnished the room which pretended to be a study the most thoroughly. It may
have evoked some memory, even that of afavourite stage-set, the desk with its romantic symbols-
books, pens, skull. He had hunted for aredigtic astrolabe, not found one that passed the test, for bones
and shells, hour-glass, compasses, scales, apestle and mortar. He did not utilise the desk in the
beginning, but helooked at it from the sofas, walked round and round it, rearranging objects.
(Contrastingly the bedroom across the way had abed, with a decanter of mineral water standing on the
floor besdeit, and aclothes closet.) For the blue-windowed room he had some plansinvolving musica
ingruments, adender violin he had seen, acittern.

The blue windows were fixed and could not be opened. Through them, the City became an abstract.

Hewondered if he might havetime, before VIok caught up with him, to experiment with other shades of
blue glass, or with patterns of white glass.

Across from one of the windows, gleaming on the wooden floor in itsreflection, lay adisc of ornamented



Slver.

Louisknelt down. He examined the disc. He thought it had not been there before. It looked asif it had
come from the ttic, for the dead birds who had nested there had aso been something of collectors. The
workmen must have missed the silver thing, somehow it had fallen through into the room below. It was an
earring, or had been made into one, with aring and silver hook to pierce the lobe.

Not until hetook it through into the study, into ordinary light, did he see the spider, which was sunk into
the disc, was composed of one large, and thirty tiny, sapphires.

The piece wasfine, not necessarily beautiful. The metal of ring and hook did not match the metd of the
disc, which had aso been beaten in an odd way, much older. There were two small holes on either side
the upper curve of thedisc. A wire or ribbon would have passed through them. The earring had been
hung on the ear, not from it, once, long ago.

Louiswas quite pleased with the find. He left it on the desk beside the scales and skull. He felt no urgeto
have the jewdllery valued or dated. He forgot about it.

During the night. Louis de Jenier woke. Something had woken him: aheavy sound of movement, and
repested soft high little cries, close by in the house.

Hisfirst thought was that someone, perhaps even VIok, had broken in. But the noiseswere not like those
of burglars or even agents.

Louis|eft the bed, and went out of the bedroom into the passage. The sounds came from the room with
the coloured windows. Its doors were shut, athough he had |eft them open. Everything was dark. Louis
crossed the angle of the passage, the stairs yawning black to hisleft, below. It felt very cold there, asif
winter waited in the stair-well. He put his hands on both door-knobs and turned them, but the doorsto
the room would not oblige him.

Inside, the noises went on. Something heavy was being dragged about, something throbbed, like a
gramophone which had run down. Then the girl's voice, which had paused, began again to moan and
whine, to hissand cry out.

Then - slence. In the silence, a cold glow seeped out between and under the doors. It was blue, like
daylight through the glass.

Louis had a premonition the doors were after al about to open, and stepped back. He had been correct,
they did so and forcefully, banging againgt thewadll to either sde. A gadewent by him. Thiswas not cold,
but burning hot.

The scenein the room was done in blues and whites and greys, lit, not by the windows, not by anything
visible. There was a sofa, a sort of chaise-longue, not a possession of Louis own, and onit lay ayoung
woman. Shewore only asilk robe, and that barely. From her position and her expression, you saw at
once what she had been doing to dicit her outcry - not of pain, presumably, but pleasure. Her face,
which was very beautiful, was dso dack, and still wanton, the white-blonde hair falling al over it.

She stared directly at Louis, and though she was a psychic recording, what istermed aghost, she
seemed to see him.

And, "l know you'rethere" shesaid. "l know you are.

Louis, cynical enough to accept most things, was not alarmed, merely unnerved. But besides that, the
physical aspect of the manifestation, those extremes of heat and cold that were now coming in waves out



of the room, were making himill. Nevertheless he did not retreat, thought he though it usdessto go
forward, et done answer.

"I made you come here," she said. "I can do-that, can't 1? Did you like it, seeing me doing that? Better
than with any of them, those toads. They can't give me that, not one of them.” Then she moved her bodly,
dim, firm and young, stroking it, its skin and hair. She said, "Why don't you come closeto me? | know
you can. I've got you." She shook her head, and through the pale strands, one silver earring flashed.

Then the other noises started up again al round her, the heavy dragging, the dull throb. The girl seemed
to hear them for the first. She looked about, and as she did so, alast wave, of utter black, came boiling
through the room. It poured over the girl and the light and they went out. The wave poured on, over
Louis. It was aimost palpable. It was an emotion, incredibly strong. Y et indecipherable. It seemed to go
through him aswell as over him, and then there was only night in the empty house. He was dizzy and
leaned on the wall amoment before going back to bed. There helay down and heard a distant car-horn
in the streets, the bell from the Sacrifice, and later birdssinging.

Drained, he dept. When he woke it was midday, the sun standing on the roof.

When he went back to the blue room, it was undisturbed, except that the sapphire spider-earring was
lying, not where he had | eft it, but out again on the floor.

That afternoon V1ok, and his dark, pretty assstant, Curt, arrived at the house.
Therewas afurious drama, during which Louisremained quiet.

On this occasion, the tracking process had not been easy for thejailor. Thejalor wasin arage, which
increased on meeting no opposition.

Findly rage resolved into resolve. They would take him, the captive, to their grand hotd. Then,
tomorrow, on. Some of the cancelled northern dates might yet be salvaged.

"No," the captive then said. "Y ou don't understand. | intend to stay. | meet agirl here.”
Volk volleyed out astring of profanities.

Physicaly-sexudly, de Jenier was dormant, or non-existent. His sexua engagements had been with men,
overtures received and complied with indifferently. Emotionaly-sexudly he responded to women, but as
he had no wish to form aunion, let done consummate it, he had learned early on to limit his company,
words, glances and caresses. At last, prompted by a promoter more seedy though no less ambitious than
Vlok, Louis had discovered how to creste | he wanted from himsalf. Hisminutesand hoursasa
woman, women, lightly padded to their shape, wigged and dressed and painted and gemmed for them,
afforded him atranscendent excitement, not merely sensud, or if it was, then aso asensudity of the
mind. He swam strongly in the sweetness of it. But it did not disturb him. That vital element, asort of guilt
or shame, had passed him by. The dictate of the light says: Know yourself and what you are. The dark
replies, By dl means, but then become afraid. By-standers, particularly those ableto cashinon
aberration, tend to encourage and expect the latter state.

"Girl?When did you want girls? My dear Louis. I'll forgive you your antics on thetrain, my money
wasted and my time. Tomorrow, we shal go north together. My God, if you want to, bring the fancy bit
with you. A boy, yes? Dressed up asyou do it?| thought your taste was otherwise."

All these entirely inappropriate comments on Louis sexud life, which he heard without aflicker, were
prompted by ignorance, awareness that the guilt-shame should be present, and an undercurrent of



resentment that it was not.

"How you bother me, Rudolf,” said Louis. "I can't invite her with me. Shesindigenous, | imagine. A
ghog."

Vlok shrugged. Louis often cried walf, or inventively lied from boredom.

Til send for the luggage from the hotel. If you won't move, well stay here with you.”
"Oh please, .don't.”

"Introduce me to the ghost.”

"Where shdl | sign, Rudolf, and what?

"What are you talking about?"

"To terminate our agreement.”

An hour later, at the foot of the staircase, V1ok shouted: 'Y ou need me, and you know it quite well.
Squander another week, then. But you'll be watched. If you take flight again, my bird, I'll be after you.
Depend onit." The front door dammed.

In another hour, Curt, having received a secret Signal, returned to the house. Louis entertained him with
white winein adownstairs room bare of anything but for bottles, abowl of peeled dmonds, and a pot of
forced white camdlias.

Curt wasthe dave of both, VIok'sin the matter of finances, and Louis in the sense of fedings. He
betrayed one to the other as need demanded. Now he accepted Louis errand. It seemed no threet to
business enterprise. Curt had aso brought” in asmall case, the framed photographs of Louis two most
admired animas. Anette, Lucine. Louis permitted Curt to put them up in the "study”, either side of the
mirror. Across the blue room Curt passed with scarcely alook. He had torn off acameliafor his
buttonhole.

"Perhaps you'l let me deep on asofaone night. I've never seen aghodt. I'd die of terror.”
"| couldn't dlow you to die. No. | won't et you stay here.”

When Louis returned done from dining, about € even-thirty, he felt at once, on opening the door, that the
house was waiting for him. During the day it seemed to deep, the way anight-anima mus, for it had
grown busy after dark.

The moment he closed the door, was shut inwith it, itslife began, asif, now, mechanical.
He heard from above aviolin, that was the first sound.

Not amelody, but three or four quivering wails, then a spasm of tuneless plucked pizzicato. He had not
yet bought the violin. He anticipated the unbought cittern next, but instead there came again that deep
throbbing, the turntable of the imaginary gramophone let run down. Light started to billow dowly down
the sairs, in aplume, like phosphorescent smoke. Nothing was adrift in the light-plume. There wastime,
if he wanted, to open the front door and get out.

Louiswaked into the light, which had now spread dl through the channd of the air, and climbed
upwards. He became aware of afaint smell, rather cloying, like akind of joss-stick.



Nothing else happened, just the light and the throbbing noise, until he got up to thelanding of the blue
room. The doors were open, and the familiar wave of cold drove out and drank up al his body-warmth.
The dead needed that, alive temperature drunk in, to make their show. But before, there had also been
heat. And what was that for?

Then the girl wasthere, in the room.

Her hair was cut in anew way, and the earring glimmered from her right ear. She wore along skirt of
some pleated trand ucent stuff, held up by atype of slver braces. Her small breasts were bare and her
long dender arms and ankles. It was that style known as Garb-Egyptian, taken to extremes, but she
looked less orienta and classical than like some artist's model, abijou waif... All but her eyes, of
soaking, starving indigo. She stared right at him. It was aterrible stare.

"Areyou there?' she said. "Isanyone out there?' A reverse of what the still-morta thing is supposed to
say when questioning a presence.

Then the wave of heat came. It dmost knocked the breath from his body. When it passed, or when he
had accommodated it, he began to go forward, dowly, looking at her, wondering al the while, though he
knew she could nat, if shereally did see him, and if it would be possible to touch her.

He had drunk, for him, alot of wine at dinner, preparing for this. It waswhat VIok would call a
"loosener”.

"Who," he said to her, "are you? Were you? - Isthat more politic? Won't you tell me your name?”

But she was only arecording, a photograph on the room. Time had not somehow dipped. No, he could
seeitin her garving eyes. She and he were of aheight, so the eyesfixed direcdy into his. They fixed in
and on him, and through him, still looking for something. He had got very closeto her now, wondering
what hewould fed. Therewasadight disturbancein the air about her, even inside the spectrd light. And
asort of cdlammy qudity, the auraof fever.

"Why won't you?' shesaid. "Y ou tease. Y ou know you meant meto have the earring.” And coaxingly,
"Arewethe same?’

Are we the same? How odd. There was aresemblance. Not only the eyes... He put out one hand,
letting it dight on her breast, something he would never dare do with awoman of flesh and blood, who
would then expect more. Thisone did not seem to register the caress, and he saw, asin dl the
supernaturd cliches, that hishand, ingsting, presently passed right through her.

For some reason it was that which turned his sscomach.

He drew back.

"Who areyou?' hesad.

"Areyou there?' shesad.

And abruptly they both burst out laughing bitterly.

It was nothing shared, only a coincidence, caused by afluke of their characters, asmilarity of reactions.
"Go away then," hesaid.

He did not think such an exorcism could work and was dismayed when suddenly she disappeared from



infront of him.

The light went out aso, and the throbbing ceased, came back -and was only the jumble of his own pulses
inhisears.

The violin had been the strangest part. But that did not mean she had read his mind. He did not know
what it meant.

Near morning he wakened, and thought he heard her again, walking about nearby, on bare feet. He
thought too he would have to be careful. There might sometime be a genuine bregk-in, and he,
complacent, would assume it was only his pet ghost-girl. Then he wondered if, recorded thoughtless
phantom or not, she would pursue him to the bedroom. He experienced then a sort of sexua dirring to
which he was quite unaccustomed. He lay on hisbelly, floating in the sensation that was between dreamy
anomiaand dreamier lug, haf awaiting her fingers on his neck, his spine - passing through him, and how
would thet fed?

Then he dept until Curt woke him about ten, rapping insstently on the front door below.

It was ablowing day, afebrile wind tore about the street, coated with rent blossoms. Wilted, one more
broken stem, Curt was propped in the doorway .

He had brought, as required, scattered and scribbled through a notebook, "as much' as he could
'reasonably get' on the previous tenant of the house. Curt had aknack of worming out information, of
finding what wasin hiding.

Curt followed Louis back upstairs.
"Didyou seeit agan?"

"What, Curt?"

‘Her."

Louiswould not reply, and findly Curt grew tired of watching him returned to and lying in bed, drinking
mineral water and reading yesterday's papers. There seemed no chance of communication or breskfast.
Even the notebook lay unviewed.

"Wereyou just tdling liesagain?' said Curt. "Rudolf says he'sthrough with you. Every hour brings
another tantrum. We're to go south, without you. He has plansto sue.”

"He's actudly planning to come over here again. Keep him away, Curt, please. And I'll buy you a
present. What about that jacket you said you saw? Y es, that jacket. Now go to your hotel and pour
laudanum and aspirin into Rudolfs coffee.”

"Well, you'd better buy methejacket." Curt smoothed his collar, thinking of collarsto come. Y ou
haven't bothered to read my notes, there. Y ou should be contrite. It'sagruesometde. | need soothing.”

When Curt was gone, Louis opened the notebook. He kept these notes, in appalling shorthand, making a
precisinthediary later.

Female, blonde, rich, she had been noted aso for her unusudly blue eyes. She had no family, and
gppeared in the City inthe way of such beings, asif fromthin air.

For awhile she moved from gpartment to hotel to gpartment, incurring the wrath of each establishment



by late and licentious celebrations, drunk guests, lovers of al sexes, drugs and loud music. Shewas aso
subject to crazes. A crazeto paint the walls and ceiling of one apartment black, a craze of enormous
plants. Later came abicycling craze, during which she might be seen flying up and down the steeps of
Paradis, generdly attended by bicycling young men. On one occasion, one of these attendants escalated
down Clock Hill into ahospital bed. Later yet, there was amonkey craze. That ended in arescue by a
zoologicd organisation. For, like the paint, plants, bicycles, young men, once a craze ebbed, its
condgtituents were neglected.

At length, she had taken the house in the Observatory Quarter, and put in the cobalt stained glass. She
was now in another epoch, where she had begun to call hersdlf Timonie.

This ultimate craze, (it wasto be her last), seemed to commence with her purchase of an antique earring.
A City museum had been forced to offer for auction certain treasures. In with astash of

Roman marbles and lamp-stands dug from the river mud came one jewel. The cata ogue presumed it had
been the property of the Egyptian mistress of a Roman commander then in charge of theriver fort. She
was remarkable for being of the Greek Alexandrian strain, blonde and blue-eyed, but skilled in the old
temple arts.

The modern girl in her deek day-gown, lace gloves, high-hedls and flowered hat, bid for and claimed the
antique earring of the sorceress-mistress, whose name the catal ogue gave as Tiyamonet.

Garb-Egyptian was then coming into vogue, and Timonie entered the vogue by throwing "Egyptian”
orgiesat her new house. They drank thick beer, and burned fake kuphi, the templeincense of the

Pharaohs. Timonie often appeared at these gatherings in dresses of transparent gauffered linen that
sometimes | eft bare the breasts.

Then the orgies ended. The doors were closed. After some while, two cleaning women, unableto gain
customary entry, called the police.

No onewas amazed at Timoni€e's death, even a the manner of it, (listed by Curt). Asmothsto
candle-flames, so aTimonieto aritua butchering.

"| performed atest then." (Louis, writing in the diary.) 'l went into the room, where the earring was ill
lying under the window. It was easy enough to take it to the small garden at the back of the house. Herel
buried it about a quarter of ametre down in the soil, and marked the place with alump of stone. During
that afternoon | wrotethis, and | pasteitin here:

Timonie. Self-obsessed. But unable to clarify, externalise, and so centre, as someone taught me to
do. "Lovers of all sexes," says Curt. He even alludes here to the monkeys —and, wilder, the
bicycles. Unlikely, not human. As | saw her it was love before a mirror or an invisible audience.
Passion so strong it forms the print of an astral photograph on that room. Who is she inviting?
She said - Tease. You meant me to have the earring. Are we the same? It must be the other, then,
Tiy-Amonet. Waiting and coaxing an Egyptian sorceress. And so the earring becomes
all-important and acts like the photographer's silverfixative. Now I've put the fix into the earth.
What will happen tonight?

"And that night nothing happened, except afoolish telegram came from Rudolf. And in the restaurant |
was taken up by yet another stranger, my bill paid, and | barely got away with awhole skin.

"But in the house complete silence and absence. Unableto deep. | lay awake dl night.

"Then the plan came, to stedl her from herself. Timonie. A rape, the usua way. How to dress her, more



decoroudy as| should haveto, for the obvious reasons. And how the hair should be done. Planningit, |
could see more and more alikeness between us, or how one could be created. | liked the sexlessness of
her dissmbodiment. All 1ook, no substance. | would haveto catch that too."

Coming back from expeditions dong Sacrifice Hill, in abooming dusk scraped by theflails of winds,
Louis encountered Curt, bent and bowed at the corner of the street.

"Curt. Good news of your coat. Go for afitting tomorrow."

But Curt curioudy was not cheered.

"Horrible dreams, Louis. That girl. That house must be full of it. Don't say there.”
"Shewon't harm me. If it even happens.”

"Perhapsit happensin your head."

Louissmiled, for he had considered that too, and did not find it threatening.
"Where have you been?' said Curt in awhine.

"You cantell Rudalf,” said Louis, "that I'm creating anew character, very exotic. That'swhy | need the
privecy."

"Her."

"Thesame"

"Don't," said Curt.

"Hush, Curt. You'l adore her. Y oull rush meto a photographers, again, to have her immortalised.”
"| kept dreaming,” said Curt, "pale blue flesh - the way she was - after -

"Shewouldn't like you to conjure her up that way. She seemsto want to be seen al in one elegant piece.
| don't think she remembers the murder. No, she's stopped her life before that point.”

Curt abruptly extended apage of print. He had torn it from abook in the library of amuseum. He
explained thiswith afoolish pride, and how he had fdlt it needful to undertake this unasked extra of
research.

"It tells you about the other one, the Egyptian.”
"That was Timoniesinterest. Not mine. My interest isonly Timonie."

Curt stood in the stream of the wind, his eyes watering and teeth clenched. He said, "1 don't like spiders.
The jewe in the earring isaspider, and theré's athing about it there. When | was akid, they used to
drop on my facewhere | dept. | used to wake up screaming and my father beat me with hisbelt. If you
pull off their legs, they grow another one. Eight legs. It's hgppening in your head, and it happened in her
head. But it can get out of your head, it can get out." Curt whimpered. Then he straightened up and
turned his back to thewind. "Don't tell VIok what | said.”

But Louiswas not affected by any of this, Curt was subject to odd turnsfrom timeto time, and to a
superdtitious dread of his own beginnings. Louis did not comment, but heinvited Curt kindly to dine with
him, and was delighted when Curt refused.



Tucking the torn page insde the coat, Louisforgot it awhile, as he had previoudy forgotten the earring.

For some nights, then, nothing took place. No manifestations of any sort, no manifested glimpses of the
girl. It was aplayful season with him, and he began to miss her, and he vowed to dig the earring up from
its grave in the garden. He would soon want it himself in any case, for her costume. (He had sent Viok a
|etter, mentioning thistreat, and so partly appeased him.)

It was at thistime that Louis began to keep the diary, putting in earlier events as adetailed preface.
Nothing was now occurring, everything was dull and normal, and yet he mentions at once an amosphere
inthe house, asif the building were akettle on alow flame.

That week he bought the vialin, and placed it in the blue room, ready to befiddled a ghostly whim. He
began to have the idea, when next she manifested, of gppearing before her as hersdlf, the earring hung
from hisear by slver wire, in the correct way. Hewould be mirror to her mirror, if amirror they wereto
each other.

"A couple of interesting dreams. | don't often dream, or if | do, remember. But, saw Timonie on her
bicycle, her hair tied up in ascarf and great rolls and fetters of beads round her neck, looking like a
fourteen-year-old from a convent in her divided skirt and black stockings. She whirled down Clock Hill,
two or three young men in her wake. It wasadare, dl of them hooting with mirth, and carts of fruit and
flowers getting in the way, some swerves and abuse, and then a clear stretch past thefloristsand
fashionable dress-shops on the west of the Hill, with just a disapproving face or two at windows. Last of
al rattled dong afourth fellow. | saw at once he was dismayed, and as he came hurtling off the top of the
Hill on hisbicycle, he began to best at the air, first with one hand, then with both. He beat, and smacked,
and tried to push away something from behind him. There was nothing there. By now hisface waswhite,
frightened, and - something more. From how his hands went now, it was becoming obvioustheinvisble
spriteriding pillion was intent on aseduction. All a once the eyes of the rider blurred. He leaned back,
lying ontheair, givinginto anirresstible ecstasy or hypnotism. The bicycle, left with no guide but the
impetus of the Hill, went careering on and crashed into a pile of wooden crates and alamp-post.

"The second dream, which came after this one, woke me. It had a qudity of the Arabian Nights. If |
wereat adl aserious writer, 1'd be tempted. There was avaulted sort of cavern, or hdl, classical but
obscure to me. The man - he might have been amerchant, some traveller - was well-dressed, in along
robe, but | can particularise nothing of his clothing. He walked up the cavern-hal with an air of unease
and determination, for some - what do they call them -some jinn had promised to show him the face of
the Devil.

"At the end of the cavern was akind of curtain. It fell and rippled like water, or perhaps steam. The
traveller sood before the curtain, and after amoment or o, it swirled and opened, and in the opening
showed astern palefacein middlelife, bearded, with shrewd dark eyes. The traveller started back. He
made some sign over himsalf, and then began to shout. He had some cause, for the face he had been
shown in the mist was his own. His language baffled me, yet | know what he said. Then the jinn came. |
didn't seeit, but the traveller did. He spoke more guardedly, but no less angrily. One of those ethical
legeridary bargains had been dishonoured, he wanted recompense. And then thejinn - | heard itsvoice,
rough and oddly pitched, like aboy's voice when it's on the point of bresking, the jinn said something to
the man, which | understood to mean, Look again, and | will show you instead the face of God.

"At this, aproper .dtercation. Of course, to see the Devil was one thing, but surely God was not
accessible, at the beck and call of lesser spirits. But the jinn persuaded the traveller. So the man looked
again a the mist or steam, and it parted. | knew what was coming, and so maybe did he, for now he
made no comment. It was the same face, shrewd and bearded, just out of its prime. God's face was the
traveller'sface, asthe Devil's had been.



"I woke up in silence, madly overawed by the depths of my own theosophica sense. | never thought |
had that Sdeto me."

After thisentry thereisagap of severd lines. At the bottom of the page he wrote:

"Inakind of cam hysteria. Something isgoing on. | can't hear or see or smell it, it leavesme aone.
Forces gathering? What forces could there be. Perhaps poor T isangry, 1've stopped her expression by
burying the focus. It seems |I'm reluctant to go out and take away the stone in proper Christian manner,
anddiguptheprize Yes, |

am reluctant. |'ve so seldom been any more than nervous of anything. | don't know. Am | afraid? Isthis
fear?'

Turning the page, you saw he had written:

"| tried to find the place. Something, perhaps a neighbourhood cat, has moved the stone. | dug about
where | thought it must be, found nothing. I'm digtrait. | fed asif acane has come down sharply on my
fingers. Bad Louis. Bad negligent child.”

In adream, the mise-en-scene may smply exist. And so, ahot black night, starred with diamond
brooches, moonless. A broad black river, without abridge, the starlight plinking on it, and frogs faintly
chorusing in thereeds. It might have been dmaost anywherein awarm climate. On the dim banks
shapd ess shapes that gave no clue - mounds, huts - beyond, the rising of hills. And here and there,
eastwards, acresset on awall-tower... Thefort too lay east, behind now, with the beacon burning in the
great iron brazier on the roof-walk. Dis light.

It was not that he walked inside the skin of the one who walked before. But he walked so close, hewas
her shadow, and invisible. The intimacy of it seemed normal in the dream. He knew himsalf separate, a
witness. He knew himsdf involved, and not impartid.

There were trees now, heavy castaneas, awood beside the water, and there an dtar of stone against the
post of theferry... He saw these things as she glanced at them, knew them by some trace that came from
her. They did not interest her, these known things.

She was done, not one of her daves with her, and now there were men standing up in the black of the
trees. But they were obeisng themsalves. They were pulling something forward, showing her -the black
and paeflickering among the foliage of the chestnut grove was confusing. Then he saw the face, the
lolling tongue and half-moon eyes. It was a corpse they had brought. They laid it on the ground, and she
made passes over it. She had put off the cloak. Her arms were smooth and rounded, strong but very
female, braceleted wrist to armpit. And her hair was youngly-white.

Hedid not think, | am dreaming of Timonie by the Nilein Egypt. He knew it was not Egypt. And not
Timonie, and not adream.

Then she made asign, and al the men dipped away out of the trees, al of course but the naked corpse.
Another shape emerged between the castaneas, male and mantled. He spoke to her, and then she said
something to him. Her voice was light but throaty. His, harsh, sounding angry, cowardly. They were
gpesking - not the classical Latin of the modern school-room - but the everyday speech of redl life,
tallored by ahundred foreign intrusions, and the colloquialisms of amilitary camp. The City had not been
built yet, nor even the Roman town of occupation, just the walls, the towered fort, a storehouse or two.
And over there were the bothies of the savages who had been herefirst. And underneath dl, the
slverminesfor which they had optimistically named the gtation Par Dis.



He had told her, in apatrician's Roman dang, he did not carefor it, now it was to happen. And she said,
her accent not the same as his, Too late.

Then she made akind of channel, in the mud among the tree-roots, al about hersalf and the corpse. At
intervalsin this channe shethrust in smal sticksthat seemed to be lying about on the ground. She lit
them, it was not certain quite how. Thelight was bluish, unclear, like dying gas-glim. Y et as she moved, a
sngle earring flamed and darkened from her right ear, and in the other ear, asit seemed to be, apart of
an earring. Therewas a pectora, over and between her smal breasts bound in byssus. The Egyptian
enamd and lapiswas of eyesand hieroglyphs, but there hung from it aflat moon-disc spider, in Slver,
and there another and another was sewn on her skirt. She had placed somelittleimages at pointsaong
the channd, the invisible watcher could see them now, though again, not exactly where they had come
from. They were very small and appeared to have been formed of smple baked clay, and she was
bresthing on them, like agod giving lifein amyth. Three he saw quite distinctly. A man Stting
cross-legged, agreat belly and afat man's bosom on hislap, in either arm an urn, one up-ended to the
earth, and onetilted skyward. Near him was a scales, empty and in balance. Now the woman sighed
upon two little animals, like lambs or young goats, lying with their forefeet entwined. Having breathed on
these, she straightened up. She stood amoment, dender and poised, and unhuman, like some wading
bird, attentive to something other than the night.

It was the dark of the moon, and she was making magic, too black for the Roman'sfort to hold it. For
they were the children of reason. They built roads and armies, forts and baths and laws. Her kind built
from shadows, different things.

Somehow the watcher-witness had been excluded from the spell, pushed back onitsrim. Hewas
looking at her then, from adight distance, not seeing her quite clearly. In the peculiar light, her eyes might
not have been blue after dl, for dl of her had ablue cast, jewels and clothing, skin and hair.

Then she turned to the corpse, and spoketo it shrilly, words that made no proper sense - like commands
to anidiot or abeast. And the corpse sat up, and answered her in awhistling moan, not even in words.

There came a prolonged sequence after that, during which the dead thing rose and stood, showing that it
glowed alittle, and that in placesit had indecently decomposed. At first it sopoke only noisesand
gibberish, but the sorceress, she, Tiy-Amonet, she shrilled out again and again &t it, she threatened it with
itsunburid, and somelossinjuriousto its soul-life. And findly it hung its head and began again to
whisper, and the whispering formed words. And then she asked questions and the corpse replied. They
were to do with a battle, and an enemy. It was for the commander of the fortress, her protector, that she
asked. While he stood apart, his mantle held over hisface, hiseyesrolling with fear and nauseaand a
wish to be gone.

But it wasimpossible to tell anything from her eyes. Not even colour.

And as the corpse mumbled on, the watcher heard the frogs, unawed, chorusing, and then a deep
explosion shook the world, a pane of light broke into amillion pieces of rain.

Therain was not wet. It fell beyond a partition of glassand bricks. Louis de Jenier lay in the bed and
watched the lightning of the storm crack again across hiswalls.

Then he sat up, aware that in just thisway the corpse in the dream had got itsalf upright from the earth.

The night was full of noise, the breakages of heaven. A bolt seemed to passright through the decanter of
water a the bedside, and shatter it. On the pillow afire-ball flashed and died. -The slver earring was
lying there, the spider at its centre. Louis put one hand to hisface and found that, in deeping, in the
dream, he had lain with his cheek pressed against the earring. He | eft the bed and opened the wardrobe



door and looked into the mirror there. In the next lightning, he saw the impression of the spider slamped
into hisflesh.

By ten o'clock the next morning, when he went to see about the costume, the spider mark had faded
atogether, which was aswell. He had arranged a photographic session to follow, to charm and stal VIok
with budding results.

That the earring had been returned was also - not a stroke of luck - but astroke of some sort, perhaps of
lightning.

By the time of the photography at the shop in the covered dley, Louis had recalled, excavated and read
the page of print Curt had given him.

"A granger, reading this, will assume | had seen the item previoudy, and so manufactured the dream on
cue. Perhaps| had, because the name Tiy-Amonet seemed alway's resonant, in the way Timonie had
done. The dream was correct in its details, even to the fact of being set on the north bank. Now even |
begin to wonder, did | look at Curt's page before | went to deep? Did | find the earring and put it ready
on my pillow - deep-waking, maybe. No, it isn't any of that. I'm caught in something now, can't stop,
must go on. | dreamed Timoni€'s dream, her dream of her own ater-z'om.

"At the photographer's, in my covert of screens, | donned the costume, exact to my design. Everything
was perfect, and such gasps and purrs and [ooks from the camerafellow and his adjuncts, | might have
been back in one of Vlok's carefully-chosen nightclubs. Even some muttered asides to me about aclient
or two of theirs, who would... etc., to match the other asdeswhen | entered asamale.

"The mirrorsin the screened back "room™ were full of theimage. | felt drunk, or rather full-flush asyou
do at the gtart of drinking, before the weight settles over the eyes and in the brain. A marvellous portrait,
they assure me. The earring felt very cold. Then, when | removed it, burning blazing hot in my hand so it
was nearly dropped. | keep it in my pocket now. Where might it go if, idly, | put it down. Back to the
room with the windows, probably.

"Someone may be playing ajoke, or I've gone mad.

"But - I'm addicted. Too late asthelady said in her wild Roman | forget but understood. Though we
were never taught Latin, but for the religious nicetieswhere | wasraised. | can hardly wait for the
darkness. My hand's shaking.

"| shan't dinetonight. | only want water from the decanter that lightning speared through. Bathe, put on
those garments, the painted mask of cosmetics, the breasts and the hair, the jewd. Then take dl of it, and
mysdf, up there. Wait.

"If thisisfear I'm fedling, it'smore potent than adrug. | never ft anything likeit before. The difficulty isif
| think: what shall | do afterwards? So | don't think it.

"The sky through the windowsislapis-lazuli, and they're lighting the streets. The rain has stopped again.
Clear heavens, not a cloud. Every window of the house now like coloured glass. Better Sart to get

ready.”

| looked at this point, in vain, among the documentsin the diary pocket, for that torn sheet concerning the
sorceress. Eventualy | found it pasted in, as with some other of the entries, but at the end of the diary
behind many blank pages. It scanned asfollows:

Tiyamonet. Reputedly ahedler, diviner and necromancer, as many of her race were reckoned



automatically to be. Mentioned in severa writings of the period, she was the mistress of that previoudy
noted Roman commander, who controlled his part of the Empire's campaign here in the north with two
legions, inaugurated the building of walls and fortifications, portions of which remain, and opened the
dlver-mines. These, actudly mined out in fifty years, gavethe areaiits origina name, which soon cameto
be rendered in the records as Par Dis. Disbeing Pluto, god of the Underworld, its minera hoards, and
incidentally, its kingdom of the dead. At the wish of her patron, Tiyamonet is supposed to have
summoned up spirits and thus reanimated cadavers, then enjoining them to answer questions asto the
outcome of impending battles, or the weaknesses of the commander's enemies. An old tavern, the Imago
- the Apparition - which was destroyed after the Y ears of Liberty, was built it was said near the Site of
one such event. It stayed an inn of ill-repute ever after. The persona sed and sigil of Tiyamonet wasthe
gpider. The arachnid has dways enjoyed connections with witcheraft, mostly dueto theinsect's abilities
asaspinner - see dso the Fates - and sinceit isable to build atrap out of an emanation of its own body
- ectoplasm? - the thread and the web. A blue-eyed Alexandrian, Tiyamonet may have been feared in
her own land, for in the East blue optics were, and sometimes continue to be taken, for the Evil Eye.
When the luck of her patron changed, the commander being killed, as formerly stated, in arevolt of his
own garrison, she committed suicide rather than submit to assault and torture. Sheissaid to have
employed for this purpose the bite of a poisonous spider, of the species - now extinct - shown in her sed
and on the earring. Along with many magicians, Tiyamonet was rumoured to possess a particular secret,
in her caseto do with the ethereal powers of Air, Pliny the Other's Regna Caerulea, Gaen's Caerule
mundi regna. Aswith most such secrets, for example, the Book of Gates, the precise formulae of the
sorcery are unsure, but seem to have to do with atriumph over time and death. The method of the
woman's entombment and rites, if any, go unrecalled. Her possessionswere certainly stolen. The
spider-earring of Tiyamonet, on view in thismuseum, cameto light in another trove, of far later date, and
may indeed be merdly a Roman copy; its authenticity has never been verified.

(Nowhere dse, inwhat isleft of the diary, does Louis de Jenier make any reference to thisinformation.)

Theimageinto which Louis transformed himsalf that evening must be the same which is memorised by the
photograph. Timonie'simage, but modified. He did not, for fairly obvious reasons, bare historso. Hewas
not awoman in any physica sense. Ingtead, the pleated linen isvery nearly opague, and folds about him,
with cape-winged upper deeves, the lower deeves bandaged down to the elbows, where bracel ets take
over. The ornate collar feminisesthe shdlow breast. The faceis exact, might be anything, is desperately
beautiful. The hair of the wig owes too much to our idiom, Egypt seen through the lens of avogue, but it
will do. The eye-paint cannot be faulted. The earring is probably real.

When he had finished, the house seemed to have become timeless, nearly dimensionless, and he went
across to the window-room in the dark, half-thinking the doors might open on adesert, theriver of Par
Dis, the past, space itself splattered with cracked sars.

But the room was only itself. He sat on the floor quietly, near to one of the central windows. (He had
taken the diary in with him, though he could not properly seeto write, asthe doping and overlapped
letters give evidence,)

After awhilethe violin, which he had hung from pegs by the study door, began to make anoise. He
could not seeif anything played it, or even if the strings vibrated. Thistime there were definite melodies,
harmonies and stopping, though dl at variance with each other. Then, he heard the cittern, which he had
not bought and which did not exist in the room savein his plan. After the cittern, there were anumber of
instruments. All had strings, and some bells. They seemed to be floating about in the air, passing and
re-passing over his-head, mischievoudy. Theincense smell al'so came again, more sirongly, the
joss-stick kuphi lit a Timoni€s drunken parties. Therewas akind of lulling, rock-a-bye qudity to dl this.
And then, something went out of tune. The cloy became a stench, and the combing of the strings began to



tear and rip. Then the coldness came. He had been braced for it, but even so it nearly stunned him. It
was like faling through ice into somewinter glacier. And no sooner had it seemed to cut to his marrow
than the awful heet blasted after it.

The room no longer cradle-rocked, it was in quake. The doors, which he had closed, crashed open, then
crashed shut again. A high singing buzz sounded from the window-frames. He expected the plaster on the
wallsto snap off in chunks, and bricksto fly out.

And then the throbbing and heavy lugging noises started, and next the screaming began. They were
ghastly screams, not human, like those of an animad in asnare. Agony and primeva terror, mindless,
hopeless.

His euphoria had spired into an al-consuming horror. But Louis could not move.

He sat and listened to Timonie's murder, in the eyeless darkness. He vaguely thought, It'sthis, then. The
murder wasthefixative. That'susual. Do | somehow haveto give her peace from it? And, trying to keep
sane among the driving nails of the screaming, he thought of priests, and that some priest must comeinto
free her screaming soul -

And then the screaming itsalf ended, not dying out, not in a death-rattle or agroan, but asif the noise had
been diced off by aknife. All the sounds went together.

Hethought, Get up, for God's sake. Light the lamps.

And then the lamps were lit. Not from the gas, surely, for he never heard its unmistakable hiss, the spat
of amatch, theignition. Instead the gas-bulbs were full of some other light, the dying corpse-glow
gas-glim of the spell in the riverside drearn. Timonieslight, and by it - by it? No, nothing. She was not
there, her mutilated body, the severa hits of it. Y et on the floor, apool of viscous liquid ran in astrange
way, ran dong and aong the polished floor, gleaming black under glowing blue.

The black blood was running towards him. He got up. The forward motion ceased. There camea
delicate movement at itsedge, asif sometiny creature played therein the blood. Then, agleaming mark
appeared on the floor, and another; another and another. They circled away from the poal, returned to
and skirted it: paused, resumed. The shape, each time, madein wet black, was of two narrow naked
feet.

He stood and watched them. He could not take his eyes off them, these perambulating footprints. The
steps of Timoni€e's dismembered feet. There was a stillness and a silence that enclosed the room. He
redised, in these extreme moments, that he could hear nothing from the City. The seeded chamber had
dropped through the basement of the universe.

It was searingly hot, even to breathe exhausted him, but he had begun to shift towards the doors. He was
not convinced he would be able to open them, but before long he must |ose consciousness. Then the
footprints began to come towards him, to cut across his exit. Louis drew back to thewall.

Something struck the wall very suddenly, near to hisface. Then again and again. He looked, and saw
there some smeared, wet handprints.

" Timonie."
He had decided he must speak aloud. Mugt try to reason with the reasonless unreasonable.

"Timonie, what do you want? Shdll | take off the costume? Isit an affront? What do you want meto do?'



Then one of theinvisble hands struck hisface. It was freezing cold, wet with blood - he cried out in
revulson, and pulled the earring from his ear by itsloop of slver wire, flinging it away across the room.

It was like throwing a pebble into water. The air of the room seemed to smash into fragments and whirl
up at him.

Heran then, for the doors, directly through al of it. They would not move. He shook them, and pieces of
wet gtinging flesh dapped and clawed at him - he plunged away, and cast himself againgt the door of the

sudy. To hisamazement it gave. He had some notion of hurling something and smashing the skylight, and
somehow climbing out on to the roof and so to the drain-pipes. He had a distinct inspiration that he must

get into the air, off the earth or anything that passed for it. Then he stumbled againgt the chair besde the
desk, fell with it and broke its back, and finding himsdf down, earthed on the Persan rug, at once dl the
grength left him.

In that second, everything stopped.

Hefdt the house settle, asif dropping back afew inchesfrom the sky. After that, there was nothing to be
fdtatdl.

Hewanted franticaly to get up and escape the place, but had no energy. He lay on the floor and heard
the Sacrifice ringing the four o'clock bell. And next some drunken boys or women singing, fifty streets
away, the sound carrying on stillness like aleaf on the wind. And then he thought how cool it was, how
warm, and that everything was over and he could deep now, and so he dept there, lying face down on
the carpet among the wood of the broken chair, and clothed rather like the dead girl but for the
Spider-earring he had thrown away.

Louis entered VIok's hotel-suite the following afternoon. He was unshaven, his clothes thrown on, and
VIok, taking onelook at him, exclaimed: 'Y oureill! What's the matter with you?"

"An acute attack of wanting to please you," said Louis amiably, dropping into achair. "I'm finished with
that house. Let's go north. Or wherever you like."

The next thing he was conscious of was of being in bed asit seemed in VIok'sroom, but actudly inan
adjoining suite. A satisfied physician was asking him moustached questionsto which he, the physician,
aready knew every answer, and so was sometimes helpful enough to prompt his patient.

"Nervous exhaugtion.”
"Then therésnothing - *

"Monsieur VIok, the young man needs good food and rest. Get him out of the City as soon as you can.
The coast, perhaps, or one of the pastoral aress.”

Louislet go of them both and dept again. The deep was beauteous, dreamless or amnesiac of dreams.
Deep, reviving desths.

He had brought nothing away from the house but the clothes he put on his body when he took off it the
gown and hair and breasts and physica soul of Timonie.

Later, VIok was murmuring to him nonsensically, anxioudy, "The new costume has been damaged. But
Curt will get that seen to. Y ou told me there was a photograph taken?’

"It'sbeen paid for."



"But the name of the shop.”

"No."

"Louis, why must you be difficult.”

"I'mill." Louis, thesick child, played his part suddenly to itsfull. "Don't you want meto get better?”
"Louis"

"Then let merest, asthe whiskery doctor told you."

He had brought nothing away. But Curt, dispatched on Rudolf VIok's orders, had scurried about the
house, packed clothes and persona items, and included in hisitinerary the Garb-Egyptian dress, wig and
jewellery he had found lying on the study floor. Curt dso tidily reinstated the broken-backed chair, and
next had dust-sheets brought in and laid reverently over dl thefew furnishings, including the elaborate
desk. Off this he had firdt taken the diary, but it was|ocked, and rather ingenioudy, and in hisinquisitive
effortsto pry it open unobtrusively - which failed - Curt did not bother to clear any other matter from the
desk. Also he forgot the two precious portraits by the mirror. Thus Anette and Lucine were left in
residence, while the accoutrements of Timonie, even the violin, were borne away to Louis rooms at the
hotel.

Louis had not asked for this. If he had had aminute or so more to himself before he fainted, he might
have thought to tell VIok to leave everything in the house untouched. VIok might have obeyed. Or he
might not. The vialin, for instance, was worth avery great many livres, (it could be sold when Louis
crazefor it wore off), and asfor Louis persona accumulation of cuff-links, tie-pins, and so forth, these
too were worth afew pennies. Louis constantly abandoned one set of toys for another, and VIok aways
sent Curt to pick up after him.

Curt himsdlf had not liked being in the house, especidly aone. He would have seen no marks on the
wallsor floors, or heard anything unusua. He was not psychic or even sensitive in that way, but had a
morbid dread of morbidity which occasonadly put him right.

"Firg of dl, not asingle engagement.” VIok wasidyllic in his selflessdevotion. ™Y ou see, someone has
painted awatercolour for their brochure. A residence, yes? Comfort and finesse. Tota quiet and
nourishing food. A little Paradise. Cream and cheese and fresh eggs. Fruit straight off the treesand fish
fromthe waters.”

"But the placeisin the north. Away from this City?"

"Miles away. No smoke, no noise, no river damps, no neurasthenic fancies. Y ou'll be bored but you must
dick toit. A week at least, the doctor says. And you can tell me there, about your new girl."

"Never, I'm afraid.”

"Oh Louis, so temperamental.”

"Y our placatory toneisawaysyour least successful, Rudolf.”

"Now, Louis"

"And why were there furniture-removersin the other room? Or did | dream that?"

"Furniture-removers? Of course not."



"Someone bringing something in, dragging it acrossthefloor. It sounded like atrunk.”
"Tha might have been Curt, fetching up your things."

“Things"

"Everything you s0 cardesdy and thoughtlesdy discarded at the rented house.”

A long silence. Noticeable palor. VIok grew nervous.

"What's wrong? Do you want more of those drops?'

"l want to kill you," said Louis, with asweet, dazed smile. "Nevermind." Then, after the VIokian storm
had camed, "What exactly did he fetch? | seem to remember, you talked about the new costume. Y ou'd
seenit, then.”

"And it isbeing repaired after your maltrestment. Very interesting. I'm not sure thisone will work. I'd
have to see you, how you manage it. What will you make her do? Monologue? More of that throaty
singing, | suppose, but they likeit, don't they, your worshippers.”

"What dse, Rudalf, did Curt bring?'

"Heforgot the photographs and won't go back aone. He's avidly been reading dl the accounts of that
girl'smurder. | just hope she has no relatives concentrated somewhere. We don't want any lawsuits over
thisimpersonation.”

"Thevidin?'

"What about it? Oh yes. Naturaly | had him get them to pack that and bring it here. Have you any
conception of how much you paid for it - ?*

"Andthejewdlery."

"All thejewellery. Including abattered silver earring on aloop of wire. | believeit'san earring?’
"Whereisthat?'

"You want it? Wdll, it was on atable in the outer room. Drink your champagne. I'll fetchiit.”

Louisdid not drink hisinvaid's champagne. VVIok went into the Sitting room of the suite, leaving the door
ga . Inthe gtripe of the opening, asin an ultramodern painting, Louis beheld the violin out of its case,
leaning at a contrived angle, aplash of white mudin that had been part of Timoni€'s gown and, nearly
preposteroudly, the blonde wig poised on awig-stand, aface ess wooden head, only waiting for its
featuresto befilledin.

VlIok wasalong time.
"Youcan'tfindit," Louis muttered.

Then Vlok returned. "Here. The chambermaid must have movediit. It looksold so | supposeit s, but
isn't it reckoned to be afake, Curt said... Something set in there, once, I'd have said.”

Louis put out his hand and alowed the earring to be laid on the pam. It hardly mattered at last, contact. ,

"What'swrong now? Louis? Louid'



"Nothing & dl. Everything isperfection.”

"No, | don't care for the sound of you now. Y ou're up to something. Y ou were warned, Louis. Y ou must
stay in bed for another day at the very least."

"Yes, Rudolf."
"And now, I'm going down to dine. Try to have alittle more of what's on the tray there."

"So reminiscent,” said Louis, turning the Silver disc, strengthlessy, uninterestedly, in hisfingers, "of the
farmer with the pet goose. Eat just alittle more corn, my dear. Just agrain. We must get you fit and fine,
for on Sunday | shall drive apin through your brain and kill you for thefeast.”

Vlok pranced out. He dammed the intervening door, and presently the outer one.

Louisreclined on his halted avdanche of pillows, in the constant light, (the hotel was most contemporary
and dectric). Beyond the drapes, darknesslay on the City of Paradis like black bloom. There were the
sounds of cars and carts and angry taxi-cabs, but the hotel's upper corridors had stilled, for it was both
the hour of dining and theatre-going. And in the ballrooms they would be striking up the tango, the dance
of sin, which, like so many things, creeds and treasures and marching empires, plagues and mysteries and
magics, and even the sun and moon themselves, had originaly come out of the East.

Of course, it might have been didodged, when he cast it away across the blue room in panic. But not
every gem, surely, not at once. Unless they were in some way moulded to each other. They had not
seemed to be. The one stone, shaped and impressive in size - the body and head; the other smaller
stones, thirty of them, the eight legs. All rested individually in the silver disc. Curt had never been shown
the earring. He had smply picked it up off the floor. The identation where the sapphire spider had been
had not, it seemed, concerned Curt, though he had read the description of it earlier. Safety in inattention,
non-avowa.

Louis seemed to understand it all, and there was undoubtedly nothing he could do. There had been a
dight chance, now there was none.

Helay back and closed his eyesin the bright light. He could smell the perfumes of the clean hotel room,
hygenic fabrics, sogp, and polish, and sometimes, from the partly-opened window, the City's spring,
gutters, soot and violets, and from a baker's shop across the street, poppy-seeds and gingerbread.

But the City's sounds seemed to be drawing away. He waited, for the other sounds to begin, that
dragging, that leeden revolving drum-drum, like a turntable. Perhaps this would not be possible here,
away from the house. Then again, it might be, for Timonie had had her say. It was the turn of the other,
now, and she had travelled wherever her earring travelled.

It had falen from hishand. He would not open his eyesto see where it was, or anything. Hefelt drowsy,
ill again. The room was growing very warm, and he heard apae dry little scratching. 1t was like the noise
of apaper settling, stretching itsdlf after it had been screwed up and thrown away.

Louis opened hiseyes, Blurred, heavy... The room seemed in shadow, the light must be faulty.
Something moved on the bed, like atrick of tired vision.

Y es, not Timonie, if ever it had been she. She was the recording shown to him, the moving picture.
Because, of course, Timonie had summoned it, or attracted it, through the medium of the earring. Inthe
end, it had killed her, and portioned her. There was some Egyptian occult rite, surely, to do with that -
some method of revenge



- 0 it had hated Timonie. And it should hate him, too. The sorceress Tiy-Amonet must now be hunting
for Louisde Jenier, al out of time, across alandscape twenty centuriestoo late.

Thetrick of tired vision was affecting both eyes now. It was moving steadily up across the counterpane, it
was on the edge of the sheet. The light smeared and blinked on a hard surface of sapphire blue,

Thejewellery spider paused. It raised itsdlf afraction, the dightly shorter foremost legs, composed each
of three gems, exploring theair. Then it lowered itself and walked quietly aside, theindividud legs
extending, overtaken by others, extending again. It crept quickly on to hisright hand. And asit touched
hisflesh, it hesitated once more.

It felt very coal to him, but the room was boiling, his skin feverish, he thought. The spider wasfull of
poison. There must be ahollow in the larger jewd. She - Tiy-Amonet - had known how to release the
poison, in order to facilitate her suicide. Perhaps there was a sort of pincering motion, crab-like, with the
front legs, like that which it was making now - He felt the needle-like little nip from far away. He heard
himsdf give afaint gasp, yet he was not sartled. The gasp sank in asigh. He began to deep. To deep
and wake asif dozing in adrifting boat. Theriver wasblack again, and it had ariper scent. It smelled of
crocodiles, papyrus and inundation, like the Nile of hisimaginings, and of elder ages, of aprimd date.

Hewaslying flat, on atype of stretcher. His eyeswere shut, but he saw upward through hislidswith
unimpeded clarity. Men were rowing the boat, two soldierswith dirty faces. Another, his helmet off and
head wrapped in a bandage, crouched nearby. All three looked afraid. They must be the burid detail, or
burning or drowning detail. The fighting was over and the witch was dead, so get rid of her, somewhere
over there, outside the station and the wall of reason and law.

His- Tiy-Amonet's - hands were folded over her breasts. Y es, the swell of her small breasts was against
his arms, which were aso hers. There was no breathing, no heart-besat, no ability - or desire

- to shift any of thelimbs. Y et complete awareness. Was the throat useable? Suddenly he, or she,
laughed. He heard and fdlt the laugh passing through the body, somehow without breeth, to be emitted,
an eeriewarbling note, not laugh-like, but audible.

The three men heard it too. There were some seconds of fear and confusion. Then the bandaged man
smote about him. "Keep rowing. It was over there. Sound carries. Only afox.” Reluctantly, they rowed
on.

Tall reedsrose from the river, and next the boat passed around an idet. It seemed to Louisthey werea
great distance from the garrison-station of Par Dis.

The body was clothed initsgrainy Egyptian linen, and wrapped in along cloak. All the ornaments were
gone, even the metal spiders from the skirt. Someone, less scared than these three, had taken the hoard
of the sorceress.

Soon they would reach wherever it was they had been told to reach, and do whatever they had been told
to do there, or not doit. It wasimmateria. Even burning, in thisinstance, would not have mattered. The
jewel mattered, and the jewel was secure. And the will mattered. But now the will must rest. How long
would it continue, the waiting? Be indifferent to that. Slegp now. Rest now.

Theriver lapped againgt the boat and the oars spooned it over. There never seemed to be amoon in the
past.

They dept together, he and she, adeep of death.



Curt had brought the leather diary to the hotel and V10k, in search of business clues, had also attempted
to openit, fruitlesdy. Louis must have the key concealed somewhere. Thiswastrue. Louis had placed
the key insde the tube of one of the unused pens on the desk in the study at the house.

"What in God's name are you doing?"
"Getting dressed. Asyou can see, can't you?'
"Don't be such afool, Louis."

But L ouis went on tying histie before the glass. He seemed relaxed and careless. He had breskfasted to
adegree, been shaved and manicured.

"Do you want to beill again?' raged VIok.

"Hush now," said Louis, "sound carries. It was only afox on the near bank, not anybody laughing.”
" What? Oh stop talking in riddles. Where do you propose to go?'

"Therés something | want at the house. Curt, naturdly, left al the important, useful things behind.”
"Then, if you must, I'll comewith you."

Louisonly put on his jacket.

On the street, after a sufficient number of blocks, Louisfeigned faintness and pleaded for ataxi back to
the hotd. VIok in smug dismay lurched in pursuit of one. Returning with it, he found Louis had given him
thedip.

Half an hour later, hammering at the door of the house in the Observatory Quarter, VIok received no
reply. Either Louiswasignoring him, or had postulated the venue of the house to throw VIok off another,
real, scent. VIok inclined to the latter notion and stormed away.

The house, chanddlier-lit by sunshine, was peaceful. Birds skittered over itsroofs and sang in nearby
trees. A milkcart passed, and from the boulevards bel ow and above wafted the songs of day.

The diary unlocked, Louiswrote it up to date. Then added, "Timonie was murdered. | am permitted to
live. That was Timoni€s anger, but it didn't have the power to kill me. The other has no intention of killing
me, though Timonieit killed. Indeed, I'm cgoled, invited, made party to private reveriesof Tiy in her
death hour. And | admit - she's snared me. In the web. Depending and waiting. For thisis not areprieve.
Only that I misheard the sentence.”

After that, Louis made anote concerning ajournalist who wrote in ‘one or two of the better journals. She
- I'm sureit isawoman - writes under the mae pseudonym Stjean. Theinvauable Curt isfinding out for
me where thisbeing dwells, or at least where she frequents.”

Hewanted to put his affairsin order. He wanted to leave alegacy of truth with someone he reckoned
reputable, honourable. Not he, nor hisdiary, say why he wanted this.

Hewasrdaxed, as VIok, (and | myself), beheld him, in the condemned cell. Although he stipulates he
has no ideawhat form the punishment may take, he was as accustomed to being under the sway of
another persona, as any actor.The supernatura wooed him; it had got endemically closeto him aslive
human things never did. And in away, too, he was playing, and | wonder if he even believed it, even at
the last second, desperate asit was, entirely.



Louisintended to leave the house and return to the hotel for the night. The sorcery had fragmented and
was everywhere - the blue windows, the very source, being in the house, the violin, the disc of earring,
the costume, they were at the hotel. The portrait of Timonie was at the photographer's. The spider - that
might be anywhere, even travelling in his clothing. Enwebbed, he was not intending to step outsde the
spdl, only to movefredy withinit.

But the desert quality of the house, the privacy, after hisfresh term with VIok, seduced Louis. And then
there came a sense of danger, and he could not resst it. Hewould stay.

He left the diary therefore unlocked on the unsheeted desk, ready to be found. He left Anette and
Lucine, too, beside the convex mirror.

Thereisonly onefurther entry inthediary. It isamost illegible, but by this point, familiarity with the script
enables areader to attempt it. | remember how hewas at our first and only meeting. | wonder if | should
be appalled at the interrupted abandoned narrative, or only at hislazy perversity. How much choice was
there?

"Already’ (he wrote) ‘it had happened. We see with our eyes, but cannot see our eyes, exceptina
mirror. Inthe mirror, looking, | scored it across with the small diamond in aring - and was answered.
The glass was scored again, back and forth - from inside. Magic. Symbol. There will be coherencein
patches- A spider: femae devouring mae - and phases of speech like the moon. | must learn some lines
for you, Mademoisdle St Jean. If | find you intime. No elbow-room alowed. To explain. Couldn't
anyway. Y ou must guess. Or - but it dips. Sips, down and down."

Under thiswas written in astrange spiky jumble, amost like the writing of another: Caerulei mundi
regna. | had seen it printed previoudy, and so could decipher it, now.

That vanished poet, St Jean, who some schools of thought tell usdied in adue, mooted for his last
words: 'l have no last words." Heaso said, FireisWill, Water is Grief, Earth is Thought, Air aVision.
And though I had never seen Fliny the Other's Latin, or read Galen through, | had once, in trandation,
come across anon-illuminating reference to Caerulel mundi regna, (which Louis had managed to
trandate literdly, as kingdoms of the sky-blue universe) - the Empires of Azure.

Now, shivering al over asif with theinfluenzal had pretended, | reached the end of Louis de Jenier's
diary none the wiser. | was confused and unnerved, (especialy at being directly addressed!) and
resentful, yes, very resentful. Asif | had been reading, on another's recommendation, arare detective
novel, only to find the last pages - those with the solution - deliberately and neatly cut out.

He had approached me and coherently informed me of this materid. Y et the materid itsdf, implied to be
completed before the approach, finished in nonsense. The mirror had been scratched by adiamond in his
ring. And then itself had scratched back, unnaturdly ...

Thesefacts| would not dispute. | had been present when doors dammed and windows shattered of
themselves. But what ese had gone on?

It was the awareness of anfinish that disturbed me more than anything. It made mejittery. Asif | was
being manipulated. | suppose | knew that a conclusion must be sought, or that it was seeking me.

By now it was early evening. | went downgtairs, finding myself very nervous a emerging from my rooms,
and assailed the landlady for her telephone. | called Thissot, but he did not answer, and then, in
desperation, my editor at The Weathervane, but he too was absent. Quite what | wanted to say or ask |
amunsure. A contact, areassurance, iswhat | truly wanted. Both were unavailable.



So, out | went to my dinner in one of my three usua restaurants, trying to be jaunty and at ease. But |
could not eat what | ordered, and the proprietor, who knew me, came over to enquire. "Oh, it'ssmply
that I've had the influenza" He commiserated and sent complimentary brandy to my table. | wondered if |
should confidein him, but the preamble of explanation daunted me and shut me up.

Nagging dways a the back of my mind was the memory that Curt, who had a"knack for worming oui. ..
what waslogt or in hiding" had been put on my trail in the first place by Louis. Would Curt doruptly
arrive, and with VIok? Would they attempt in some way to threaten or blackmail me, or evento silence
me? | had seen aman hanging by the neck in an abyss of air, and VIok at least positively looking down at
him - the other in the background had been too vague to see, but must have been Cjirt himsalf. Should |
go to the palice? "Why, mademoiselle, have you waited so long to come to us with this busness?"

| began to have the wish to abandon Paradis altogether. Louis beauty had enmeshed me, but he was
dead, and therest of it aweird nightmare, lacking even aproper ending. Let me takeflight.

| walked home under the watery street-lamps. Rain struck the pavement al about me, dancing. The sky
arched over the City and theworld. It held so much, that vault, winds, vapours, clouds, distance, and
colour. No wonder ancient bdlief had peopled it with el ementas and powers. From there, lightning
struck, and the sun blazed, and westher and angelsfell. | pictured ateeming universe unseen behind the
shields of blue or black. Then the vision left me, | went into the house and my landlady came flouncing
out from her parlour. "Oh mademoisdlle, agentleman has been telephoning you every quarter of an hour.”
| thought with enormousrelief, Ah, Thissot. I'll have

totdl him all of it and risk his scorn. And exactly then the bell whirred and she went to answer, saying to
me, "That may be him again." Presently shewaved mein and gave methereceiver. Asusud, she began
to busy hersdlf about the room, listening.

Then avoice spoke in my ear, giving me my proper name. It was not the voice of Thissot.
"Whoisthat?' | demanded, but it wasdl | could do to stop my own voice from shaking.
"Rudolf VIok, mademoisdle”

"I have nothing to say to you."

"Please, mademoisdle. | must - that is, it isessentid that | see you. Tonight if possible”
"Don't beridiculous. | have friendswith me."

"Send them away." he said. "It must be done.”

"You must think meafool,” | said.

"I mean you no harm. But - there are things to be cleared up. Y ou agree, don't you? Y ou've read - that
diary."

"Which diary?'

"Mademoisdlle, | shdl be at your gpartment in ten minutestime.”

"Youll findmegone" | said wildly.

(My landlady had run down into dow-motion, she was So intrigued.)

"Mademoisdlle- it isn't - for myself. | haveto say that if you refuse to see me now, there must be a



meeting at another time. And that I'll do anything | can, and | have some influence, mademoisdle, to see
toit."

IIWW?I
"Only - only in order to settlethings.”
"Y ou want the diary returned?I'll mail it to you at any address or office you wish."

"Mademoiselle- " hisvoice had been, dl thewhile, different. It was earnest and determined, and yet
placatory. He had said, this cal was not for himsdlf. And he did sound to me, now, so much an underling.
Someone had primed him. He was anxious not to displease them. It must be some backer | had not been
told of, fearful of amention in the diary, perhaps. Suddenly | thought, Let him come, | want to know.
Maybe this can give methekey. It was, after dl, till asocid hour. The house wasfull of people who
knew me, the rooms and streets well-lit. It would be safer to face it here, whatever it was. | brokeinon
hisrambling ingstence. "Very well. In ten minutes, asyou said. If that isdl right, madame?’ | added
loudly to my landlady, making her jump in her lethargic fiddling, letting VIok know the world anticipated
hisvist.

When | got up to my rooms, | lit the gas, the oil-lamp on my desk, took off my coat and hat and gloves,

and put round my shoulders a shawl of my mother's, which comforts me. | was glad | had had the
brandy.

Minutesticked by on my clock. It struck for nine, and | heard anoise below, and then footsteps
ascending.

When the knock came on my door | went dowly to open it, and in one hand | took my lethd little
paper-knife.

As| paused, only the door between us, | heard that special thick quiet of presence, of awaiting, and
remembered the children's game: Who's there? Who's there? No one is there. Then ask Monsieur No
Onein. At that the hair rose on my scalp and | grasped the door-knob and dashed open my door ina
sort of rage.

‘Louid’

The lights of my room burned againgt hisface asit poised there above mine. Then | saw the eyes. The
circletsof indigo, the centresfalling miles deep, filled by darkness. | saw the eyes before | saw any of the
rest of it, and giving astupid smdl cry, | stepped back, and back, until the bookcase stopped me.

It came into my room then, what had been Louis, gliding and slent, with the faint perfume about it of
sands and sweet resin, and with the shadow of night.

And after it, VIok, hispolite hat in his hands.

The creature had gone towards the fireplace. It stood there and did not move. It seemed to vaue the
heat. Egypt was ahot country, and here, the north had been far warmer, then.

"Becam, mademoisdle,” VIok said. Hisface had atill, solid look toit. Y es, he had been primed. He
was the servant of the fiend. How much had it devoured of him, to make him so obedient? Not so much.
Hewasin dl other ways himself. Only, thejailor had become - the dave.

"I'm quite calm,” | said. | added mundanely, "I saw Monsgieur de Jenier hanged on arope from an attic
window. And his death was reported in all the papers. How can it be he's here now, and so convincingly



inoneof hisr6les?'

And | made myself look at the creature. It did not seem to be angered that | did so. But | must be careful
of those eyes. They were s0 horrible, | had nearly died of terror... Theres, if onedid not know, was
only afashionable woman, tall and dender. She affected acontemporary coat with fur at the collar, a
flattering hat. Her hair was blonde asice. She did not wear earrings.

"No, mademoiselle, I'm here to explain al that, what you -thought that you saw."

| had aready noticed that the feet and hands of the woman with Louis face, feet and handswhich give
away the man and which Louis would have been careful to camouflage, needed no camouflage. They
were not large, not masculine. And the line of the breasts under the coat, agentle, mellifluous swelling,
nothing falseto it. Even the bones of the face, very fine, and the brows plucked, and no sheerest shading
on the upper lip, the skin nowhere roughened by arazor.

"Y ou say, a hanged man, dangling from arope, out of the attic window. I'm afraid,” said 1ok, "it was
poor Curt who died. Hefdl down the sairsin running away - he was so frightened. And his neck was
broken. It was a convenience to discover him - later -and to identify and bury him as Louis. Louiswas
not so well-known here. Not that he couldn't have been - we hadn't come to that. And Curt was
nobody. It will savetroublein the future.”

"Who then," | said, "who thenisthis?" And trembled so much | sat down and heard the paper-knife plop
ontotherug.

Then, out of the silence, it spoketo me.

"Tuamon," it said. Thevoicewaslike aboy's, high, feminine, yet intently mae. "Tiy-Amonet,” modifyingly
amended the voice.

The eyes were turning on me. | looked away. There was no extreme of heat or cold, and despite the pale
fragrance of what | must take to be kuphi, thiswas no ghogt, it wasreal. An dtered redlity.

It said, to VVlok now: 'Youtdl. Tdl."

"Asyet," VIok said to me, fussly, with acurious pride, "she hasn't the grasp of our language. After he lost
it - a first - but never mind that. | can seeto that."

| thought, Why not |et her talk herself, anyway? Let me hear what it sounded like, the tongue of the
Ptolemies, the Greek Pharaohs, the land of Set. Or the Roman's Latin... But even from the thought |
recoiled.

"l shdl beill if you stay herevery long,” | said, not looking at either of them. "If it's necessary -
"Yes I'll be quick then. But you must listen.”

And the other voice repeated, " Listen," as she stood againgt my fire, dl the light and darkness of the
room upon her, but vague as something covered by centuries of dust.

Tiy-Amonet, who had been dust two thousand years, herein the flesh. Or had it been so long? Might she
not have played her trick, whatever it was, before? Timonie had enraged her, for Timonie had not been
suitable - since she was hersdf afemae? And Tiy-Amonet rebuked Timonie, and dismembered her body
asin the sub-rites of Osirus, depriving the soul of continuity in the afterlife, unlessall the bits be gathered
together. But then there entered Louis.



What had been done to Louis ? For Louiswas here but Louis was not.

Vlok had seated himsdlf, his hat on one knee. There was something silly about this, and about the way he
then began to give me alecture on the facts. He spoke prosaicaly, not even making, any more, those
apol ogetic pauses of hisover the odder revelations. He looked, and behaved, like acheap lawyer. How
she- it - how the thing called Tiy-Amonet or Tuamon - had informed him, | did not know. Perhaps the
residue of Louis had been employed to do it. Before any dightest iota of Louis aswe knew him ceased
to remain.

It wasdl quite straightforward. And quite unbelievable. And it happened. Not only was the proof before
me, but the air quivered with it - the magic air which the sky let down like anet upon the earth. | never
doubted aword. Not even the ultimate ones, demonstrably.

Theframework, as| had mentaly positioned it, was correct. Then enter Louis. And when this occurred,
the corner stonewaslaid.

Timonie had certainly been usealessto the essence, the leftover, the spirit and will of the thing once known
as Tiy-Amonet. But Louiswas nearly perfect. There was afacia resemblance, aswith the girl, and the
eyes, blue to madness and absurdity - but it was much more than that. It was the mind and the psyche
which counted.

The essence, dectrified, reached out at once, and began its spinning al about him. Louis thought himsaif
lured by the after-image of Timonie, but it was the spider-witch who worked on him, who showed him
pictures of the dead girl, easing him on in stages, until allowing him to fed the recorded horror and fury of
her death. By then, and long before the sapphire walked up his bed, its poison had entered him and was
infinitesmaly active.

The being killed the girl out of pique, but it did not want, primarily, to kill, only to have, itsdf, life. Louis
represented that. And yes, it had had lifein thisway before Louis, but that waslong, long ago. So long, it
had been irked at the waiting.

Onthat last night in the house, it must have shown him the truth. | was not told how, but there would be
ways, | imagine. Then he scored the mirror in fear, or anger, or some other emotion. Hisfedingswerein
thral. Y et, he must have been swept by pangs of every kind. Even of excitement. There are plenty of
hints of that. Then Tiy-Amonet came down the web to devour him.

When he went back to 1ok the following morning - for he did go back - Louiswas dready losing
contact with his previouslife, hisown persondlity. He forgot how to dress himsdlf, and how to use
utend|s of eating. He could not read. The toothbrush and the modern razor baffled him, he achieved their
service by other means. Then he would lose speech for hours, then for days. He spoke unintdlligibly,
gibberish, acompound of his native phonetics and those of some otherwhere, or just of the brain's
abstraction. Sometimes he seemed to be blind, dumb and deaf. Helay on the bed in his hotel-suite
looking up at the ceiling, unblinking. He did not lack control of any other bodily function, only of the
functions of society. He did not demonstrate distress, and only once atorrent of ferocity seemed to take
him. During that, he smashed things, and snatching the unused razor appeared to be about to cut
someone's throat. But VIok and Curt overpowered him. Until then, and even then, VIok half-suspected
Louiswas playing one of his jokes on them. However, after the razor, the doctor was again summoned.
When he arrived, suddenly Louis was better. He talked and acted normally, implying it was VVIok who
wasinclined to jokes and exaggerations, putting the doctor en garde. Louis himsdlf wasworn out and
charming. The physician, bewildered, fooled, left the hotel, and next Louis|eft it, by another way. He
seemed to have recovered himself, had got hold of Curt, and learned from him where the femade
journdist frequented.



Louiswent across the City, sometimes getting lost - Paradis had not been thisway in the times of
Tiy-Amonet. When Louis at length found his quarry, he and Tiy-Amonet found it as one. For of course,
Tiy-Amonet had no objection to Louis finding and lucidly conversing with thiswoman - mysaif. Indeed,
had wanted her found, and conversed with. So | had seen that day before me a creature that was aready
two creatures, but mostly the creature it had not been and did not appear to be. Soulless dso, behind its
blind-blue eyes. For what was |eft of his soul after she had been at it, and what was | eft of hers? | had
seen what he had seen in the dream, the young man swooning back in ecstasy on the runaway bicycle -

Then Vlok pushed in and in aquavering act of normalcy bore them away. Which was permitted. | had
been made heir to the written diary. It was done.

After that, Louis vanished. Not outwardly that was, but totaly within. By the time they reached the hotel,
the body was speechless, and amost catatonic. Up in the hotel lift they went, theatricals, covering, and
made him aprisoner in his suite. Summoned, but en garde, the doctor would not return, and seemed to
have derted besides his colleagues.

Thereisanother meaning for the word Imago, this being the thing which emerges from the chrysdis.

When | wastold he would last aweek, she had apparently judged how long the rest of the trangition
would take, whatever its outward shows. On the seventh day, Louis voice had spoken to VIok one last
sentence, over and over. He wanted to go back to the house in the Observatory. He must, he must. Over
and over. Until the harassed VIok agreed and took him there, with Curt at their hedls. Presently, |

arived.

During our interchange, V1ok's and mine, Curt had naturaly been unableto restrain "Louis’, who had
gone up to the attic. Here he wandered about, Curt wandering after, al nerves. When VIok rejoined
them, leaving mein the study, "Louis’ - or could it have been Louis - had sat down under one of the dirty
attic windows, smiling, playing with the silver earring.

Below, | had taken the diary up. And this must have registered throughout the web - which now, it
seemed, had meshed all the house, and haf the City. A few moments later, Louisrose, opened the attic
window, climbed the sl in one step, and tipped himself out.

It may have been, | had begun to think so, the last surge of his personatrying to prevent what wasto
come, had come, upon it. To baulk and escape, after all.

But, by throwing himsdf from the attic, he had placed himsdlf for thefdl, in the magic condition, the
correct one. He was between heaven and earth. Inthe air.

Vlok'sface now was like the moon, idiotic, pae, expressionless. He spoke of thingsthat had nothing to
do with Vlok the agent, the man of histime. He said flatly, ™Y ou thought you saw him hanging from a
rope, mademoiselle, but didn't you see how the rope was, how it vibrated and smoked? Even ashe was
faling, suddenly one of the windows broke bel ow - the blue windows - and as that happened, a
substance started to pour back and upward, out of Louis neck, about the top of the spine. It was that
stuff they called ectoplasm. | admit, | had to look it up to find out. A kind of flesh that isn't flesh. Hewas
Tuamon, by then, you see, and Tuamon can do that, make afleshly cord out of hisown body. And the
ectoplasmic rope shot back into the attic, and attached itself everywhere, to thewalls, the floor, and it
stopped hisfal - not dangeroudy suddenly, but resiliently, like the safety net in the circus. And then | saw
you looking out &t it too, mademoisdle. At thetime, | didn't know any more than you did, what was
going on.” (A touch of amusement, & his unenlightenment of then.) 'Asfor poor Curt, he was gibbering
behind me like amonkey. And then you |eft the house, | believe, so you didn't see what took place. The
rope of matter pulled Louis body gently up, back into the attic, and presently he told me who he, or



perhaps | should say, she, was. And &t that Curt lost control of himself and ran away, and I've told you
therest of that."

Therewas aslence after this. Minutes passed again over the face of my clock, microcosm asit was, as
al clocksare, of Timeitsdf, that terrible enormous rel entless thing we domesticate with porcelain and
ormolu even whileit preysupon us.

Eventudly | said, with care only to VIok, not to the other, "Why did you wait so long to come to me?"
"Till you had read the diary."

"You knew when | did?'

"Tuamon."

"Why isthe name changed? Why not Tiy-Amonet?'

"Tuamon isthe correct name. Tiy-Amonet was the name for the Roman's use. Of course, shell want to
be known by some other name now, of the City, the present day. For convenience.”

"And afurther question,” | said. He waited as | swallowed more than once. "Why do | haveto betold all
this?'

"To finish."

The voiceterrified me. It terrified me every time now. But | had to say: 'Finish - what?"

Another gap. Wasit telepathy after dl? VIok sad, asif ingtructed in the actua words, "He comes from
Egypt. Hewas, and is, asorcerer. Y ou know about the hieroglyphsin their picture-writing? Well,
mademoiselle, to an Egyptian sorcerer, writing isitsalf amagic, asort of spell -

"And old habitsdie hard,” | said, "like mutilation for vengeance. Louis began to write about dl this, and in
al sorcery, every ritud must be completed for the safe-making of spell and mage.”

"Exactly, mademoisdle”

"And s0 he - or she, you keep changing the gender now - wants me to complete the account. To write
down what you'vetold me."

"Just s0. Except it would be better if you begin at the beginning, that is, if you will re-write, or copy Louis
account. A broken sequence - it needs to be re-started, and then carried through as one. Also, you see,
you areaprofessond at this-itis, if youwill, j>oar specia branch of magic. Y ou assume therefore the
place of the sorcerer himsdf." Hewaited, then said, "And | am to inform you that it doesn't in the least
matter if your view of Tuamon is- unsympathetic. Y ou are naturdly afraid and averse to Tuamon, and he
expects nothing else. Y ou must write asyou fed and see. It will beirrdlevant to theritua, or to the
person of the sorcerer Tuamon."

"Yes. Very wdl, | dodl that. Then what?"

He gazed at me. He put on alook, of an agent whose client may possibly have been exposed to a
swinde.

"What could there be, mademoisdle?

"No, I'm not such afool asto expect to be paid. I'm inquiring if I'm not to be killed when I've completed



the task.
Andthenit - yes, it - it laughed.

Thiswas so awful to methat | found mysalf on my feet, running towards the door - VIok caught me. He
must have caught Louisthisway dozens of times, there was adistinct sense of practice.

"Therés nothing to be darmed at. She doesn't need your death.”
"Butif | refuseto obey thetask, I'll be punished?"
Slenceagan.

Inthe end VIok said, "Theré's one more thing that you have to be shown. Then you'l bel€eft to yoursdlf.
Y ou'll write everything down. Then publish, if you want to, or not. That isn't of any importance. Just the
act of thewriting. Y ou can even burn the diary, and your manuscript, providing your ownwork is
finished. Then nobody will trouble you, mademoiselle, ever again.”

| might have asked him if he liked being its dave, or if he grieved over Louis, or Curt. Or ahundred
things. But | did not, and did not care. | cared only to haveit over with. | said so.

"Then I'll just step down into the street. Tuamon will show you. There's nothing to be afraid of'. Good
night, mademoisdle.” And so saying he nodded and walked out, closing my door behind him. | heard his
feet go down the sairsas| stood donein the room in the gas-light with that thing, and waited for the
concluding revelation.

| had wanted the key to the mystery, or it had made me want it.

Before VIok's footsteps had died away, it moved. The dull fire shone around the edges of the body
which had been Louis de Jenier's body. It was taking off the woman's coat, her hat and gloves, her dress

It was undressing itsdlf in front of me, with no sengtivity.

| said nothing, made no protest. | sank back into my chair, and gripped my handstogether. | aready
knew.

Louis franknessin his descriptions of the costuming of hisr61es had told me anything | needed to know
about his quite-ordinarily handsome male body. In these split seconds | became aware thet this
spider-witch, capable of producing from its own fleshly case a string of ectoplasmic gossamer, could
thereby reshape and refashion asit chose. The smallness of the hands and feet, the truthful appearance of
the breasts -

A slken camisole, sk stockings, suede shoes. Every stitch.

Yes. Now | understood. Presumably that would please, that | understood, so that | would write it
accurately, here.

Physicdly, Louiswasamae. Temperamentdly, emationdly, amae. Ethicaly, afemae. Hewaslike one
of apair of twins, boy and girl, torn apart a birth. The female twin had been lost to him. He recaptured
her - not through male lovers, who offended the maleness of hisbody - but by clothing himself to her
various possibleforms. And in that way he had remade himsdlf into the whole double blossom, both
Sexes.



But Tuamon had always been that. His presence, now the woman's garments were lying on the ground,
was assertively masculine. The pose and the poise of him were masculine. Y et the face under the
gleaming hood of hair was agirl's face, with only aboy's arrogance to the brows and lips, and the neck,
the boyish shoulders and the arms and the firm apple breasts - agirl's. There was strength in the limbs, in
those rounded arms, and the long, muscled legs, theflat belly. And there was strength in the loins, which
the room'swarmth, or the stillness, or arrogance itsalf, had caused to flower, so | should have no doubts.
And then he - for it was, for dl and everything, a man - he positioned himself, with no coyness or
display, to let meview that the strong loins had also their vulnerability. That this man might be possessed
asawoman, too.

Tuamon, taking the feminine name Tiy-Amonet to smooth the sengbilities of a Roman commander
atracted to otherness. Tuamon was hermaphrodite. Mde and female, in dl particulars. The face and
breasts of agirl, the essence of aman. Theloins of both.

Timonie had been solely and only awoman. Outside and under the skin. She was discarded, and
punished. But Louis, under the skin, under the skin of the soul, was potentialy dua. He had been worth
the centuries.

The gaswas turning blue, and that part of the room where Tuamon stood became avast hollow drum. |
thought | glimpsed -lotus pillars, the dune-shaped sarcophagae of Egypt - but then | saw instead an azure
sphere, flashing and dazzling with movement and with integrd life. In the heart of it, the fabulous monster
basked, its eyeslike port-holes on a sea of sky, through which passed colossal waves, tida clouds, while
the evening star hung on its forehead, the crescent moon and the full hung one from either ear. And on the
disc of the full moon, a blue spider depended from athread of pulsing ether.

And | did not want the vision to end.

| did not want the safe drab darkness to come back.

And | thought of Louis, closed insde, the food of this power, and | did not fed anything but hunger.
Then it too was done. Over and done.

Redlity flooded back to me, and | was ashamed and petrified. And inthisstate | sat, hugging close my
mother's shawl. | sat and the shadow-of-night gathered up itsalf, and masked itself again, and went by me
like aburning whisper, and was gone.

And after it was gone | remade the fire and turned up the lamp, and sitting at my desk, wrote this.



