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Seven Out of Time

by
Arthur Leo Zagat

Chapter 1 TIME ISOF THE ESSENCE
"Y ou have not found Evelyn Rand.”
"Nosdr," | agreed. "But |& mdash;"

"No excuses, Mr. March." The office was enormous, the desk massive, but sitting behind the latter
Pierpont Alton Sturdevant dominated both. Not because of any physical qudity. He was below average
in stature nor did hisgraying hair have the patches of white at the templesthat fiction writers and the
illustrators of advertisements seem to think are the invariable mark of 'men of digtinction.’ It wasrather his
hawk's nose and the sexless augterity of histhin mouth that made me think of him as resembling some
Roman Emperor, and mysdlf, avery junior atorney on the staff of the august firm of Sturdevant, Hamlin,
Mosby and Garfidd, as some young centurion returned from Ulterior Gaul. ™Y ou should know by this
time" thedry voicerustled, "that | am not interested in excuses, but only in facts.”

| had, in truth, just returned to the city, from the remote reaches of suburban Westchester, and what |
had to report wasfailure. "Thefact is, Sr, that | have not found Evelyn Rand.”

Sturdevant was very dill, looking a mein the huge leether armchair to which held motioned me with a
terse, 'Good morning.' He was expressionless and il for along moment and then he asked, "If you
continue searching for her, how soon do you think you will be able to locate her?!
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| didn't likethat if. | didn't likeit at al but | contrived to keep my dismay out of my face and my voice. "I
can't say, Mr. Sturdevant. | haven't been able to unearth asingle clue asto what happened to her." The
girl had walked out of her Park Avenue gpartment house that Sunday morning, two weeks ago
yesterday, and vanished. "The doorman seemsto have been the last person ever to see her. He offered
to call ataxi for her and she said that she would walk to church. He watched her go down the block and
around the corner.”

"I could not take my eyes off the lass,” the grizzled attendant had told me, "though my 'phone was
buzzing like mad. She swung along freelike an' springy like asif it was the ould sod was under her
feet ate not this gray cancrete that chokes the good dirt. | was minded o' the way my own
Kathleen used to come up Balmorey Lane to meet me after work was done, longer ago than | care
to think."

By the way he spoke and the ook in his faded eyes, | knew | needed only to tell himwhat it would
mean to Evelyn Rand if the fact that she had never returned& mdash; never been seen again, got
out, to keep him silent. And so it had been with the elevator boy who had brought her down from
her penthouse home and with the servants she had there; the granite-faced butler, the buxom
cook, Renee Bernos, the black-haired and vivacious maid. Each of them would go to prison for
life sooner than say a single word that might harm her. Nor was this because she was generous
with her wages and her tips. One cannot buy love.

"That isal you have been able to discover," Sturdevant pressed me.
"Thetisdl."

"In other words you are precisely where you were two weeks ago,” he murmured, "except for this." He
turned apaper on hisdesk so that | could seeit, then tapped it with along, bony finger. "Except, Mr.
March, for this."

It was a statement of account headed ESTATE OF DARIUS RAND, Dr., to STURDEVANT,
HAMLIN, MOSBY & GARFIELD, Cr. Benesath this heading was alist of charges, thus.

1-27-47 1/2 hr. P. A Sturdevant, Esgq. @ $400
$ 200.00 1-27-47&mdash; 2/10/47 88 1/4 hrs. to M. John March @ $25
$2206. 25 1-27-47 Di sbursenents and expenses to M. John March,
(acct. 2-10-47 attached) $64. 37 Tot al
$2470. 62

"Two thousand, four hundred and seventy dollars and sixty-two cents," Sturdevant's finger tapped the
total, "up to last Saturday. To which must be added the charge for this quarter hour of my time and
yours, plus whatever you have spent over the weekend. Two and ahaf thousand dollars, Mr. March,
and no result.”

He paused but | said nothing. | waswaiting for what he would say next.

Hesad it. "Astrustee of the Estate of Darius Rand | cannot approve any further expenditure. Y ou will
return to your regular duties, Mr. March, and | shal notify the police that Miss Rand has disappeared.”

And that waswhen | lost my grip on myself&mdash;"No!" | fairly yelled as| came up to my fest. "You
can't do that to her." He wasn't the Head of the Firm to mein that moment. Hewas a shrivelled old



curmudgeon whose scrawny neck | lusted to wring. ™Y ou can't make her a pauper. Y ou don't know
what you're doing."

| stopped. Not by reason of anything Sturdevant said or did, for he said or did nothing. | don't know
how he made me aware | was making afool of mysdf, but he did.

And now he said, quietly, "1 know exactly what | am doing. | know better than you do that because of
the embarrassment his actress wife had caused him, before she died, by trailing her escapades through
the newspapers, Darius Rand'swill tied up hisfortunein atrust fund the income of which goesto his
daughter Evelyn only aslong as her name never appearsfor any reason whatsoever in the news columns
of the public press. When she vanished | determined as her legd guardian to conced the Stuation for a
reasonable length of time since areport to the police must inevitably bring her name into the newspapers.
That reasonable time has in my opinion now expired without any hope of her return and | no longer can
justify my dlence. Therefore, astrustee of& mdash;"

"The Edtate of Darius Rand,” | brokein. ™Y ou're measuring the happiness of agirl against dollarsand
cents.”

The faint shadow that clouded Sturdevant's ascetic countenance might mean 1'd gotten under his skin but
hisanswer did not admit it. "No, Mr. March. | am measuring a sentimenta attachment to ayoung lady
over whose welfare | have watched for more than six years againgt the dictates of duty and conscience. '

"Aren't theretimes, Sir, when one may compromise a bit with duty and even conscience?' Not him, |
thought. Not this dried mummy, but | had to try to persuade him. "Give me aweek more. Just the week.
I'll take aleave of absence without pay, I'll even resign, so you won't have to charge the Estate for my
time. I'll pay the expenses out of my own pocket. If you'll only keep thisthing away from the police and
the papersfor aweek I'll find Evelyn. I'm sure | will."

Gray eyebrows arched minutely. "It seemsto methat you are oddly concerned,” Sturdevant mused, "with
ayoung lady whom you have never seen, whom you never even heard of up to fourteen days ago. Or am
| migtaken in that?'

"No," | admitted. "Fourteen days ago | was not aware that Evelyn Rand existed. But today," | leaned
forward, palms pressing hard on the desktop, "today | think | know her better even than | know myself.
know her emotional makeup, how shewould react in any conceivable situation. | haveliterally steeped
mysdf in her persondity. | have spent hoursin her home, her library, her boudoir. | have talked on one
pretext or another with everyone who was close to her; her servants, her dressmaker, her hairdresser. |
know that her hair isthe color of boney and exactly how she wearsit. | know that she favorslight blues
in her dress and pastel tones of pink and green. | have even smelled the perfume she had especidly
compounded for her."

In hislittle shop on East Sxty-third Street, the walrus-mustached old German in the long
chemist's smock had looked long and uncertainly at me. "Ich weiss nicht& mdash;" he muttered.

"Y ou say afriend from Fraulein Rand you are und a bottle from her individua perfoom you want to buy
her for apresent. Aber | don't know. Ven | say so schoen ein maedchen many loffers must haff, she
laughs und says she hass none. She says dot ven someone she finds who can say to her so truetings
about her asdot | say in der perfoom | make for her, den she vill haff found her loffer but such aone she
hass not yet met."

"Look," I argued. "Would I know the number of the formulaif she had not told it to me?”



It was from Renee Bernos | had gotten it, but the German was convinced. When | opened the tiny bottle
he'd sold me for enough to have fed adum family amonth, my dreary hotel room was filled with the
fragrance of spring; of arbutus and crocuses and hyacinths and the evasive scent of |eaf-buds; and with
another fainter redolence | could not name but that was the very essence of dreams.

For a moment it had seemed almost isif Evelyn Rand herself was there in my room& hellip;

"Ah," Sturdevant murmured. "What did you hope to accomplish by so strange a procedure?”

"| figured that if | could understand her, if | could get inside her mind somehow, | should know exactly
what wasin it when she walked down Park Avenue to Seventy-third Street and turned the corner and
never reached the church for which apparently she had set out.”

"Isthat al you've donein two weeks?'

"Thisweekend | went out to the house in which Evelyn's childhood was spent. It is closed, of course, but
| got the keys from your secretary. | spent most of Saturday in that house and dl of yesterday.”

The other rooms had told me nothing about Evelyn Rand, and now | was in the last one, the
nursery. It was dim and dusty and musty-smelling, for it had been closed and never again entered
after alittle girl of six had been sent to boarding school because her mother had no time to be
bothered with her.

| pulled out abureau drawer too far. It fell to the floor and split and that was how | found the thing that
had dipped into the crack between the drawer's side and its warped bottom, at least fourteen years ago.

Asmy fingers closed on the bit of carved stone that lay in aclutter of doll's clothes, battered toys and
mummified insects, something seemed to flow from it and into me; avague excitement.

And avaguer fear.

It was dightly smdler than adime, gpproximately an eighth of an inch thick and roughly circular in outline
and there was, strangely enough, no dust upon it. It was black, a peculiar, glowing black that though
utterly unrelieved appeared to shimmer with a colorlessiridescence so that dmogt it seemed | hedin my
pam abit of black light strangely solid. Too, it wasincongruoudy heavy for its Size, and when onimpulse
| tested it, | found it hard enough to scratch glass.

The latter circumstance made more remarkable the accomplishment of the artist who had fashioned the
gem. For it was not a solid masswith adesign etched sedl-like upon it, but afiligree of ebony coils that
roseto its surface and descended within its small compass and writhed again into view 'til the eye grew
weary of following thewindings.

Close-packed and intricate as were the thread-thin loops, they formed a single continuous line. True, two
or three of the coils were interrupted at one point in the periphery by awedge-shaped gap about an
eighth of an inch deep, but the rough edges of the break made it obvious that thiswas the result of some
later accident and not a Part of the origind intent.

| could not bring myself to believe that any human could have had the skill and theinfinite patience to
have carved this out of a single piece of whatever the ssonewas. It must have been madein partsand
cemented together. | bent closer to seeif | could find some seam, some evidence of jointure.



| saw none. But | saw the snake's head.

Almost microscopicaly small yet exquisitely fashioned, it lay midway between the gem's dightly convex
surfaces, at itsvery center. | made out the lidless eyes, the nogtrils, the muscles at the corners of the
distended mouth.

To avoid any interruption of the design, as| then thought, the reptile had been carved as swallowing its
owntall.

A strange, weird toy for alittle girl, I thought, and put it away in my vest pocket meaning to
fathom out later what it could tell me about Evelyn Rand.

"Y ou seem to have been making agood thing of your assgnment,” Pierpont Alton Sturdevant remarked,
"wangling aweek-end in the country out of it, at the Etate's expense.”

| felt my face flush and anger pound my temples but if | said what | wanted to, what faint chance there
was of persuading him to delay reporting Evelyn's disappearance would belogt. | swalowed, said, "'l
a so taked to the woman who was Evelyn Rand's nurse and with whom she spent the summer before
you sent her to college.”

"And what did you learn from Faith Corbett?' For the first time anote of interest crept into hisvoice
athough hisface gill was an expressionless Roman mask. "What did you learn from Evelyn's old nurse?"

What | had learned he would not understand. "Nothing," | answered him. "Nothing that | can put into
words."

Faith Corbett, so shrunken and fragile it seemed she was one with the shadows of her tiny
cottage, had asked me in for a cup of tea. "Evelyn was a dear child," her tenuous voice mused as
the scrubbed kitchen grew misty with winter's early dusk, "but sometimes | was frightened of her.
| would hear her prattling in the nursery and when | opened the door she would be quite alone,
but she would look up at me with those great, gray eyes of hers and gravely say that so-and-so
had been there just now, and it would be a name | had never heard.”

"Oh," I said. "Shewasjust an imaginative child. And she was adways aone except for you and so
dreamed up playmates for hersdf.”

"Perhaps s0," the old woman agreed, "but she was no child that summer she stayed here with me, and
what happened the day before she went away | did not understand and | will never forget.”

Shetook anibble of toast and asip of teaand though | waited silently for her to go on, she did not. Her
thoughts had wandered from what she'd been saying, as old peopl€'s thoughts have away of doing.
"What wasit?' | caled them back. "What happened the day before Evelyn went away to college?’

"l was packing her trunk," the old lady mused. "I could not find her tennis shoes so | went downstairsto
ask her what she had done with them. Evelyn was not in the house, but when | went out to the porch |
saw her on the garden path. She was going toward the gate through the twilight, and therewas an
eagernessin theway she moved that was new to her.”

"| stood and watched, my heart fluttering in my breast, for | knew there was no youngster about that ever
had had so much as a second glance from my sweet. She came to the gate and stopped there, taking



hold of the pickets with her hands. Like a quiet white flame she was as she looked down the road.”

"They had not put the macadam on it yet and the dust lay glimmering in the dimness. All of asudden
Evdyn got stiff-likeand | looked to see who was coming.”

"The road was as empty and still asit had been before, and there was no one upon it.”

"Theair was smoky, kind of, likeit getsin thefdl and there wasn't aleaf stirring, but there must have
been abreath of wind on the road ‘cause | saw alittle whirl of dust come drifting dong it. When it came
to the gate where Evelyn was, it aimost stopped. But it whispered away, and dl a onceit wasgone.”

"All the eagerness was out of Evelyn. | heard her sob and | ran down the path caling her name. She
turned. There were tears on her cheeks. 'Not yet', she sobbed. 'Oh Faith! It isnt time yet." "

"Itisn't time for what?' | asked her, but she would say nothing more and | knew it was no use to
ask again. And the next day she went away& hdlip;"

Faith Corbett's voice went on and on about how she rented this cottage with the pension the
Estate granted her and how it was hard to live alone, but | heard her with only half an ear. | was
thinking of how in that smoky fall twilight it had seemed to Faith Corbett asif Evelyn Rand were
going down through the garden to meet her lover, and | was recalling how the grizzled old
doorman had said, 'l was minded a' the way my Kathleen used to walk up Balmorey Lane to meet
me." And trailing across my brain had been the frightening thought that perhaps when Evelyn
Rand had turned the corner into Seventy-third Street a whirl of dust might have come whispering
across the asphalt& hellip;

"You learned nothing at dl from Evelyn'sold nurse?' Sturdevant inssted. "'l cannot quite believe that.”

"Widl," | conceded, "she did make me certain the girl was unhappy and londly in that motherless home of
hers. But, as an imaginative child will, shefound ways of consoling hersdif.”

"Such aswriting verse." | indicated the yellowed papers | had laid on Sturdevant's desk when | camein.

The only light left in the cottage kitchen had been the wavering radiance of the coal firein the
range. So much talking had tired Faith Corbett and she nodded in her chair, all but asleep.

"Thank you for thetea," | said rising. "I'll be going along now."

The old woman came awake with agtart. "Wait," she exclamed. "Wait! | have something to show you.
Something nobody but me has ever seen before." She rose too and went out of the room, the sound of
her feet on the clean boards like the patter of a child's feet except that it was dower. 'l stood waiting and
wondering, and in alittle while she was back with anumber of yellowed papersin her hand, pencilled
writing pale and smudged upon them.

"Here" shesad, giving them to me. "Maybe they will help you find her."

The papersrustled in my hand. | had been very careful to conceal from Faith Corbett the object
of my visit and | was wondering how she could possibly know Evelyn Rand had vanished.



"Verse?' Sturdevant peered at the sheets as he might have looked a something dightly distasteful.

Eager as| wasto pierce the dry husk of rectitude in which he was encased, | had sense enough to retreat
from my intention of reading to him, in that great room with its drape-smothered windows and itswalls
lined by drab law books, the lines a child had penned in asun-bright garden. He would hear the limping
rhythm and the faulty rhymes; he never would understand the wistful imagery of the words, the nostagia
for some vaguedly apprehended Otherland where al was different and being different must be happier.

"Poems," | assented. "They have told me more than anything e se exactly what Evelyn Rand islike.”

"And 0 it has cost the Estate amost two and a half thousand dollarsto find out that Evelyn Rand once
wrote poems. Y ou haven't even located a photograph of her, so that | can give the authorities more to go
by than aword of mouth description.”

Asfar as anyone knew Evelyn never had been photographed. But, "1've done better than that,” | said,
triumphantly. "I've found out that aportrait of her isin existence, painted by& mdash;" | named avery
famous artist but shal not, for reasons that shortly appear, repeet that name here.

"Indeed. Why did you not bring that portrait here instead of these?' He flicked a contemptuous finger at
the sheaf of old papers. "Why did you not bring it here, Mr. March?"

"Becauseitisin agdlery on Madison Avenue. | intend to go there as soon as you finish with me
and&mdash;"

Sturdevant's frosty look checked me. "Y ou seem to forget, Mr. March, that | have cancelled your
assgnment to this matter.”

Thereit was. | hadn't changed his decision in the least. My disgppointment was too keen for speech for
an ingtant, and in that ingtant the Call-O-Vox on hisdesk grated, with its metallic distortion of human
tones. "Nine-thirty, Mr. Sturdevant. Mr. Holland of United States Stedl is herefor his appointment.”

Sturdevant clicked the switch that permitted his secretary to hear him. "Send Mr. Holland in, Miss
Carter. And please make anote. John March has been granted aleave of absence without pay for one
week from date. Thisofficewill do nothing in the matter of Evelyn Rand until Monday the twenty-first."

Heturned to me and | swear that there was atwinklein his eyes. "Do not forget, Mr. March," he said,
using awell-worn lawyer's phrase, "that timeis of the essence of this contract.”

| wasto recall that warning, but in asensefar different from that which he intended.
Chapter 2 THE PORTRAIT OF EVELYN RAND

ART LOVERS ARE NOT asaruleearly risers, and so after | had purchased a catal ogue from the
drowsy Cerberusin the foyer and passed through the red plush portieres before which he sat, | had the
high-celled exhibition room to myself.

Shaded, tubular lights washing the surfaces of the paintings on the walls accentuated the dimness that
filled the reaches of the gallery. A decorous hush brooded here; the thick, soft carpeting muffling the
sound of my feet, close-drawn window drapes smothering traffic noise from without. | passed acircular
sedt in the center of the floor and saw Evelyn Rand looking at me from the further wall.



Although | had never seen her pictured anywhere, as surewas | that this wasthe portrait | had cometo
seethat | did not took at the gray catalogue I'd picked up athe door but went right to it.

| was aware only of her face at first, ethereal and some how luminous against the dark amorphous
background the artist had chosen to give her. It seemed to me that there was amessage for mein the
gray, frank eyesthat met mine, message somewhere beneeth their surface. It amost seemed to me that
the satin-soft red lips were on the point of speaking.

Those lips were touched with awistful smile, and there was something sad about them. Somehow the
portraitist had contrived to make very real the glow of youth in the damask cheeks, the lustre of girlhood
in the honeyed texture of the hair, but there was, too, something agel ess about that face, and ayearning
that woke aresponsive ache within me.

Y es, thisgirl could have written the poems that were locked now in adrawer of my own desk. Yes, she
would be loved by everyone who had the good fortune to know her.

She must have been about sixteen at the time of the portrait. The body one sensed within the gossamer
frock, amisty blue such astincturesthe sky when it islightly brushed with cloud, wasjust burgeoning into
womanhood. The hollows at the base of the neck were not quite yet filled.

A fine gold chain circled that neck and pendant from it was ablack gem, replicaof theonel'd found in
the nursery. There had, then, been two of them. Odd! | looked closer. | was not mistaken. The edge of
the painted amulet was marred by awedge-shaped break. But the same accident could not have marred
two artifactsin precisely the same way. Nor could the one in the portrait be the same asthat | had found
in the nursery. The Evelyn Rand painted here was at |east sixteen as I've said and when sheld sat for the
portrait the black stone I'd found had been lost and locked behind a door that had not been opened for
amog ten years.

| waswrong, of course, in thinking the bresks were exactly matched. I must be wrong, yet it waswith
curious reluctance that | fished the gem I'd found out of my vest pocket.

It was the same. It was precisely the same asthe onein the portrait.

The stroke of atower clock came dully into the dim gallery. Bonn-n-ng. Asif to escape from the
thoughts that probed at my mind | counted the strokes. Bonn-n-ng. Two. Bo-nn-n-ng. Three.
Automaticdly | glanced at my wrist watch. Ten o'clock. Bonn-n-ng& hellip;

"Aninteresting bit," alow voice murmured. "Well worth the sudy you are giving it.”

The little man had come up so quietly beside methat he seemed almost to have materidized out of the air
of the empty gdlery, yet somehow | was not startled. "Yes," | responded, dipping the stone back into my
pocket. "Yes, it isquiteinteresting.”

The fellow was short, so short that the top of his head, completely bald, barely came to my shoulder.
That head seemed out of proportion, seemed dmost grotesquely too large for hissmal figure and his
round face seemed to float amost disembodied in the light from Evelyn Rand's portrait, therest of himin
shadow.

His skinwas ydlowish and of an odd lustreless texture | should have thought of as'parchment-like
except that parchment iswrinkled and this skin was so smooth that | had a disquieting impresson it might
be artificia. Therewas nothing artificia about thetiny eyesthat peered unblinkingly at the picture, black
eyes keener and more piercing than any 1'd 'til then seen.



"Y ou have noticed,” the little man was saying, "how painstakingly the artist has depicted every physica
detail. Youfed that merely by reaching out you can touch the warmth of the girl's flesh, or straighten that
fold in her frock the wind has disarranged, or take that black pendant in your hand and examine it more
closy."

Did hisglanceflash to my face at this mention of the gem, asif to trap any changein my expression
before | could mask it? | could not be sure. He was|ooking at the portrait again and hislow, clear voice
flowed on.

"But | wonder if you appreciate how much of his subject's persondity the artist has contrived to convey.
Sheisnot quite in tune with the world where she finds herself. All her life she has been lonely, because
she does not quite belong. She has asort of haf-knowledge of matters hidden from others of her race
and time, not atogether redized but sufficiently so that very dimly sheisaware of the peril thefull
unvelling of that knowledge would bring upon her."

"What peril?' | demanded, twisting to him. "What do you know about her?”

He smiled blandly at me, answered, "1 know what the artist put on that canvas for meto read. And for
you. Look &t it again."

| did. | saw thegirl. | saw the dark, amorphous background and that was al.

"Look." | fdt fingers brush lightly acrossmy eyesbut | did not resent the liberty, forgot it, forgot thelittle
man who had takenit.

Behind the painted girl there was no longer formless shadow. There was, instead, a desolate landscape
so informed with strangenessthat | knew if it existed anywhere it was nowhere on Earth. And from that
scene there reached out to me a sense of awe and a sense of overpowering dread.

No living thing was visible to explain that apprehension. It semmed from the visaitsdf, from the grayish
purple hue of its shadows, from the sky that was too low and of a color no sky should be. Most of dll,
however, it was aroused in me by the monstrous monument that loomed from the too-near horizon.

Black this tremendous shape was, the same strangdly living black asthelittle tonein my vest pocket,
and incredibly formed; and there spread from it an adumbration of menace of which Evelyn was asyet
unavare.

"Whereisit?' | squeezed through my locked larynx. "Tell mewherethat placeis.

"Not yet." The little man peered a me with the detached interest of an entomologist observing an insect
specimen. "Not yet," he repeated and it seemed to me that he was answering not my demand but the
thought in my throbbing brain, the thought that Evelyn wasin some nameless danger and | must go to her
to save her fromiit. "When it istime you will come to me and learn what you want to know.” Hethrust a
white oblong into my hand. Automaticaly, | glanced down at the card.

Therewas not enough light to read it. | lifted it to catch the reflection from the portrait& mdash;and
redlized that the man was no longer beside me.

He was nowherein the room. He must have gone swiftly out, the carpeting making hisfootfals
soundless. Bon-n-ng. Thetower clock was striking again. Muffled asit was, | was grateful for the
familiar sound. Bon-n-ng & hellip; Bon-n-ng. It was not the half-hour that was striking, but the hour!
Bon-n-ng. We had not seemed to have been talking nearly that long. Bon-n-ng. The dull sound welled
into the hush of that painting-walled room. Bon-n-ng & hellip; The gong died to silence.



Six! There had been only six strokes of the clock! | had not heard thefirst five. That was only naturd.
My attention had been on thelittle man. The clock had struck five times before he was goneand |
became aware of it.

It takes only asmall distraction of one's attention to blot out awareness of astriking clock. I'd been
counting those strokes an hour ago. | had counted four when the little man spoke to me, and yet | didn't
recal hearing therest of theten at dl.

Four and six are ten!

Nonsense! This| wasthinking was arrant, impossible nonsense. Nevertheless my lifted hand trembled
dightly as| turned it to look at the watch strapped to itswridt.

Its hands stood at ten. At ten o'clock precisdly, just asthey had when the little man first spoke to me.

For along minute the shadows of that art gdlery hid the Lord adone knows what shapes of dread. The
painted faces|eered a me from the walls& mdash;

All but one. The face of Evelyn Rand, itswistful smile unchanged, its gray eyes cool, and frank and
friendly, brought me back to reason. Her face, and the fact that behind her | could see no strange,
unearthly landscape but aformless swirl of dark pigment, warm in tone and texture and atogether without
meaning except to set off her dim and graceful shape.

| was gtill uneasy, but not because of any supernatural occurrence. A fellow who's never known asick
day in hislife can beforgiven for being upset when he finds out there are limitsto his endurance.

For two weeks | had been plugging away at my hunt for Evelyn Rand, and | hadn't been getting much
deep, worrying about her. | hadn't had any at al last night, returning from Westchester in a smoke-filled
day, coach on the nerve-racking Putnam Division. | wasjust plain fagged out, and I'd had awaking
dream between two strokes of the tower clock.

Dreams, | knew from the psychology course | once took to earn an easy three credits, can take virtually
no time to go through ones mind. From what I'd learned in that same course, thet | should have imagined
Evelyn in some strange land, with some obscure menace overhanging her, was asymbolization of the
mystery of her whereabouts and of my fearsfor her. The little man represented my own personality,
voicing my inchoate dreads and tantaizing mewit | apromise of a solution to the riddle deferred to some
indefinite future. 'Not yet', he had said& hellip;

It was al smple and explicable enough, but it was disturbing that | should have undergone the
experience. Maybe | ought to see adoctor. | had a card somewhere& mdash;

A card in my hand was the one | dreamed the little man had given me. It wasreal! Objectsin dreamsdo
not remain real when one wakes& helip;

Hold everything! Therewas arationd explanation for thistoo. The card hadn't come out of the dream. It
had been in the dream because | dready had it in my hand. It must have been in the catd ogue. Leafing
the pamphlet as | was absorbed in contemplation of Evelyn's portrait, | had abstractedly taken it out
unaware that | was doing so.

| looked at it, expecting it to be the ad of some other gallery connected with this one, or of some art
school or teacher. It might be thelatter but it didn't say so.

All there was on the card was a name and address;



ACHRONOSASTARIS
419 Furman Street, Brooklyn
Brooklyn.

Thereis something solid and utterly matter-of-fact about that Borough of Homes and Churches,
something stodgy and unimaginative and comfortable about its very name. | stuffed the card among a
number of othersin my wallet (lawyers accumulate such things as a blue serge suit accumulates flecks of
air-floated thread) and forgot it.

| took alast, long look at the portrait of Evelyn Rand. My reconstruction of her persondity was
complete. All that was|left wasto find her.

All that was|eft! | laughed shortly and alittle bitterly as| turned to leave the exhibition room. | had hoped
somehow, somewhere among the things she had touched, the people she had known, the scenes through
which she had moved, to come upon a hint of where and how to look for her. | had found nothing.
Worse, every new fact about her that had cometo light denied any rational explanation of her

disappearance.

There was no youth in whom she was enough interested to make the idea of an € opement even remotely
possible. She had manifested every evidence of contentment with her way of life; quiet, luxurious,
interfered with not a all by the trustees of the Estate. To conceive the sengitive, shy girl as stagestruck
would be the height of absurdity.

No reason for voluntary disappearance that | had been able to think of would fit into Evelyn's makeup as
| knew it now.

Foul play was as thoroughly eliminated. Kidnappers would have made their demand for ransom by this
time. Seventy-third Street had been crowded with churchgoers that Sunday morning; no hit-and-run
accident, with the driver carrying off hisvictim, could have occurred unobserved. The police and hospital
records had offered no suggestion of any more ordinary casudty that might have involved her. The
charitable organizations to whom the income of the Estate of Darius Rand would go were to be chosen
by the trustees only after the event of alapse of her right to it. Evelyn Rand was the last person on earth
to have an enemy, secret or otherwise.

Themore | had learned about her & mdash; the less explicable her absence had become. | waslicked. |
ought to go back to the office and tell old Sturdevant to cal in the police& mdash; | stopped stockdtill in
the brittle winter sunshine of Madison Avenue. Tentatively, amost fearfully, | tested the air with flaring
nogrils.

| had not been mistaken. Faint but unmistakable | smelled what 1'd thought | had; the mingled scent of
arbutus and crocuses and hyacinths and the namel ess fragrance of dreams. The perfume that was used by
Evelyn Rand, and Evelyn Rand done.

Shewas near. Shewas very near. She had passed thisway minutes before. Seconds, for the delicate
aroma could not have lived longer in the gasoline fumes and the reek of thiscity street.

| looked for her. Eagerly | looked for the girl of the portrait, and saw a messenger boy douching down
the pavement, arotund beldame swathed in mink entering her deek limousine, business men bustling past,
someone's chic secretary on her way to the bank on the corner with adeposit book held tightly in her
gloved smal hand. A shabbily dressed old man pored over atome at the Ssdewak stall of aused
bookstore beside me. | wasin the middle of the block and nowhere on it was anyone who possibly could



be Evdyn Rand.

The scent was gone and | felt empty inside. Weak. People were turning to stare at me. A manin agray
Homburg hat and a double breasted dark overcoat started toward me; if he spoke to me I'd probably
pop him on that clipped little triangle of beard that waggled from his chin. | whedled to the booktal,
plucked aragged volume out of it& mdash;anything to hide my face, to give me achanceto pull mysdlf
together.

If this sort of thing kept up | was destined for an asylum. First I'd seen, talked to, someone who didn't
exis. Now | wastaking to smelling things. | tried to recdl if I'd ever heard of anyone having olfactory
hdlucinations& hellip;

The bookworm next to me was watching me curiously. That was because | hadn't opened the book 1'd
picked up, wasn't even looking at it. If | didn't do so right away held be sure something was wrong.

The cloth binding was blistered and water-soaked, but the lettering on it fill was ditinct. Thetitle of the
book was& mdash; THE VANISHED!

It was, of course, pure coincidence. Nevertheless the short hairs at the nape of my neck bristled. It was
too damned pat a coincidence for comfort.

The cover amost came away from the rest of the volume as | opened it. The paper was mildewed,
powdery. | found thetitle page. The words, 'The Vanished', were repeated. Beneath the Old English
type was ashort paragraph initaics.

"Here aretales of a scant few of those who from the earliest dawn of history have vanished
quietly from among the living yet are not numbered among the dead. Like so many whispering
whorls of dust they went out of space and out of time, to what Otherwhere no one still among us
knows, and none will ever know."

‘Like so many whispering whorls of dust.’ Could it be pure coincidence that those words wavered on this
stained page? My fingerswere cold and numb as | turned it and stared at the headings, Elijah, Prophet in
Isradl. The Tsar Alexander the First. King Arthur of Camelot. John Orth, Archduke of Tuscany. Francois
Villon, Thief, Lover and Poet. The Lost Dauphin. They Who Sailed on the Marie Celeste. Judge Crater
of New York.

And, How Many Unrecorded Others?

Was Evelyn Rand one of the 'unrecorded others who have vanished 'out of space and out of time?
Perhaps, the thought came to me, perhaps somewhere in thisbook | may find that hint, that suggestion of
what has happened to her for which I've hunted so long in vain.

Not rationd, of course. But remember | was not rationd at that moment. Distinctly not rationa, so far
from it in fact that once the idea occurred to me it seemed to methat Evelyn approved, that she was
urging meto act uponit.

| went into the store, shadowed, musty with the peculiar aroma of old paper and rotted |leather and dried
glue found only in such establishments. A gray man in along gray smock shuffled out of the gray dusk
between high shelfstacks,

"How muchisthis?' | inquired, holding the volume up.
"Hey?' He peered at mewith bleared, haf-blind eyes. "Hey?'



"I want to buy thisbook," | repeated. "How much do you ask for it?"

"This?' Hetook it in his clawlike hands, brought it so closeto hisface| thought hewould bruise his
nose. " The Vanished? Hm-m&mdash;" He pondered amatter of life and death. Findly he came out
with the price. "Thirty-five cents"

"Little enough.” 1 shoved my hand in my pocket, discovered | had no small change. "But you'll haveto
break afivefor me" | said, taking my wallet from my breastpocket. "That'sthe smdlest | have.”

"You'realucky man," the booksdller squeaked. "To have five dollars these days. Heh, heh, heh." |
suppose the shrill twitter was meant for alaugh, but it irritated me. | jerked the bill from thefold so hard
that it brought out with it acard that fluttered to the floor.

The gray man took the greenback and shuffled off into some misty recesses beyond the shelving. | bent
to retrieve the white oblong.

| didn't pick it up. | remained stooped, my fingersjust touching it, my nogtrils flaring once moreto the
scent of gpring, to the perfume of Evelyn Rand.

The sense of her presence was overpowering but now | knew it did not mean she was anywhere near.
The perfume came from the card | was picking up and the printed name on that card was Achronos
Astaris.

At last | knew whereto look for her.

Chapter 3 SAFARI TO BROOKLYN

"HERE'S YOUR CHANGE, miger."

| thrust the card into my coat's Sde pocket as | straightened. "Keepit,” | told the booksdller grinning.

"And keep the book too. | don't need it any more." Theway he stared at me, pop-eyed, was
excruciatingly funny. | laughed aloud as | strode out of that musty old store of his. | didn't know where
Furman Street was& mdash;like most Manhattanites | thought of Brooklyn as some strange bourne the
other side of the moon& mdash;but 1'd soon find out. | looked around for a policeman, saw one standing
on the corner observing abevy of giggling young femaes board abus. "Furman Street," he repeated,
scratching his head. "Never heard of it."

"It'sin Brooklyn," | suggested.

"Oh, Brooklyn." Helooked disgusted. | fdlt that | ought to apologize for wanting to go there but decided
not to, waited slently as he stripped off awhite glove and from somewherein the inner mysteries of his
uniform dug out a dog-eared small book with ared paper cover. "How do you spell it?!

"B-R& mdash;"
"No! Fur& mdash; That street.”
"F-U-R-M-A-N."

The cop wet athumb and started turning frayed pages. "Fairfidd," he muttered. "Hatlands. Freedom
Square. Hereit is, Furman Avenue."

"No," | said. "Furman Street."



"Oh! Y eah, thereé's a Furman Street too. What's the number?”
| glanced at the card. "Four hundred nineteen.”
"Yeah. Yeah, | got it. Youtakethe IRT subway. It sayshere IRT Sub Borough Hall four blocks west.”

"l see" But | didn't, not quite. "Does that mean the Borough Hall station is four blocks west of Furman
Street or that | walk four blocks west from the station?”

The policeman took off his cap and made amore thorough job of scratching hishead. "Hanged if |
know." Then he got asudden inspiration. "I'll look in the front of the book."

"When | went to schoal,” | said wearily, "the answers were in the back of the book. Thanks for your
trouble but if it's as complicated asdl that I'll take ataxi.”

| hailed one, gave the driver the address and climbed in. For thefirst timethat day | felt like smoking. |
got my pipe out, tamped into its bowl the mixture that after much experimentation I've found suitsme
exactly, puffed flameinto it.

The bit was comfortable between my teeth and the smoke soothing. | shoved over into a corner, leaned
back, stretching out diagonally legs too long to be comfortablein any vehicle. The change of position
brought my face into the rear view mirror and, not from any Narcissism but to relax my brain as my body
wasredaxed, | gudied it criticaly.

Therearetwo thingsthat irk me about that phiz of mine. It is unconscionably young-looking in spite of my
twenty-seven years and the staid and serious mien | assume when | can remember the appearance
expected of an attorney, even ajunior attorney, on the staff of Sturdevant, Hamlin, Mosby and Garfield.
Then too, my noseisdightly thickened midway of the bridge, and thereisa semicircular scar on my |eft
cheek, mementoes of a certain encounter with a son of Nippon who wiglded his Samurai sword abit too
dexteroudy for my comfort.

Otherwise mineis not too unpleasant a countenance with which to live. | have athick shock of ruddy
brown hair, eyesthat dmost match it in hue and asquarish jaw | like to think appears strong and
determined. I'll never takefirst prizein abeauty contest, but neither do babes scream at the sight of me.
Not even grown-up ones.

Madison Avenue died and was buried in the Square of the same name. We were on Fourth Avenuefor a
while and then on Lafayette Street. The old Tombs Prison, abandoned now, lifted its formidable granite
wall on the | eft, was succeeded by the white mgjesty of the government buildings that front Foley Square.
The Municipa Building straddled Chambers Street like a modern Colossus of Rhodes and then the blare
of City Hall Park wasraucousin my ears.

An overdled truck driver disputed the right of way with my cabby. "Where the hell do you think you're
goin?' he wanted to know.

Wheredid | think | was going? Why did | think | was going towards Evelyn Rand when dl the evidence
had of any connection between her and this Achronos Agtaris was the faint hint of her perffume on his
card?

Evidence?| wasahell of alawyer! That card need never have been anywhere near Furman Street or
Adais

Hundreds of them must have been inserted between the leaves of the art gallery's catalogues, and that
had been done at the gallery. She'd never been on Furman Street. She had never heard of this Astaris



nor he of her.

But the card carried her perfume. | fished it out, lifted it to my nodtrils and sniffed. All | smelled was
paper and ink.

The fragrance had not, then, come from this bit of pasteboard. But I'd smelled it, | was certain that | had
gmelled in the street outside that bookstore and again insde. | was a blithering ass. Evelyn had beenin
that store seconds before I'd entered it. | was running away from, not towards her. "Hey," | yelled to the
driver. "Turn around. Turn around fast and go back to where we started from.”

"Nix, fela," the cabby grunted. "It'sten days suspension of my licenseif | turn here on the bridge.”

"What bridge?' But staring out of the window | saw that we were on the bridge to Brooklyn and | knew
that the ordinance prohibiting a U-turn on it wasrigidly enforced. "Okay," | grunted, resignedly. "Guess
I've got to wait."

That was the longest, most chafing mile I've ever ridden. The noon rush wasjust beginning and the
roadway was jammed, but at long last the taxi reached the trolley-cluttered plaza at the other end and
dowed. "Wdl," my driver growled a hiswindshield. Y uh change your mind again or isit go back?'

"Goon." That wasn't | who'd answered. It was awoman's voice; but so clear, so imperative that the
cab's sudden burst of speed thrust me back into my corner and before I'd recovered mysdif it aready
was whedling down anarrow street liberaly supplied with one-way arrows.

And with sgnsthat said, TO BOROUGH HALL. Somewoman in acar alongside had said 'Go on' to
her own driver and somehow her voice had carried to mine. Smple. So smplethat in deciding it no
longer mattered if | delayed an hour in returning to that bookstore, that | might aswell go on and
interview Achronos Agtaris, | had no sense of yielding to any guidance outsde my own will.

And then the driver veered the cab to the curb, braked hard.

"l got aflat, buddy," he turned to inform me, quite unnecessarily, as he heaved out of his segt. "Takeme
five, sx minutesto fix. That's Borough Hal right ahead there. Mebbeif you'd ask a couplaguys where
this here Furman Street iswhile I'm workin' it'll save ustime.”

"I've got abetter idea,” | grunted. "I'll pay you off now and walk the rest of the way. According to the
cop's book it's only four blocks from here” I, paid him hisfare and dighted. If travelling in Brooklyn was
amatter of asking questions, | could do that with the best.

Asking questions was one thing, getting informative replies another. In turn anewsstand attendant, a
brother attorney hurrying, briefcase in hand, toward the nearby Courthouse and a bearded derelict
standing hopefully beside alittle portable shine-box shrugged doubtful shoulders and looked blank.
Finaly, | approached a policeman with some trepidation. If he produced alittle red booklet& mdash;

But hedidn't. "Furman Street," he said. "That's over on the edge of Brooklyn Heights. Crossthis here
street and go past that there corner cigar store and keep going and you'll walk right into it.”

| heaved asigh of relief. It was exceedingly premature. My brisk pace dowed as| found mysdlf ina
maze of narrow, decorous streets |abelled with such curious names as Orange, Cranberry, Pineapple. |
entered agtill narrower one designated College Place and brought up facing ablank wall that forbade
further progress. | extricated mysdlf from that Cul-de-sac, waked alittle further and halted.

| had lost dl sense of direction.



From not far off came the growl of city traffic, the honk of horns, the busy hum of urban life, but al this
seemed oddly dien to this street where | was, this street of low, gray-facaded houses with high stone
stoops and windows shuttered against prying eyes. Y ears and the weather had spread over them adark
patina of age yet there was about them atimeless qudity, an air of doofness from the flow of events,
from the petty affairs of the very mankind for whose shelter they had been erected. The houses seemed
to possess the street so utterly that no one moved aong the narrow sidewalks or appeared at the blinded
windows, or |et hisvoice be heard.

| was gtrangely aonein the heart of the city, Strangely cloistered in drowsy quiet.

Into that quiet there came alow sonorous hoot, swelling 'til the air was vibrant with it, fading away. The
sound came again and | knew what it was. A steamboat whistle. | recalled that the taxi had not run far
from the Bridge, that the East River must be very near. | recaled, too, what the policeman had just said
about Furman Street's being on the edge of Brooklyn Heights. It would overlook the River, then, and the
direction from which the whistle had come would be the direction in which lay the thoroughfare | sought.

| turned in that direction, saw adrugstore on the nearest corner, and started for it. I'd get straightened out
there.

The shop was smdll, low-celled, the shelving and showcases white and very clean. There was no soda
fountain. Glass vasesfilled with colored water, red and green, stood at either end of ahigh partition.

| heard the clink of a pestle on awedgewood mortar behind that partition. It stopped when | cleared my
throat loudly. A dark green portiere moved aside to open a doorway and the spectacled, white-coated
pharmacist came out.

"How do you do?" he greeted me pleasantly, tugging at one drooping wing of apair of walrus mustaches.
"Warm for thistime of the year, isnt it?' He cameleisurely toward me, smiling.

"I wonder if you can direct meto Furman Street.”

"Certainly." Thedruggist took me by the arm, impelled me gently to the door, opened it. Y ou haven't far
to go, but it makes a difference which number you want. The two hundreds are that way," pointing, "but
it's shorter to the four hundredsif you go up Plum Street." He indicated athoroughfare at an acute angle
to the one held first gestured to.

"I'd better go up Plum, then,” | said. "The number I'm looking for isfour-nineteen.”
"Y ou must be mistaken, Sr. Thereisno such number on Furman.”

| answered his smilewith my own. "But thereis. I'm positive that isthe address.” | brought the card out
of my overcoat pocket and once moreread it. The number was distinctly and indubitably 419. "L ook
here." | displayed the pasteboard to the pharmacist. "lsn't that 419 Furman Street?”

The druggist looked at the card. Then belooked up a me, and the smile was gone from hisface. "Listen,
old man." Hishand was on my arm, solicitoudy. "Furman Street isvery long and there might be an easier
way for you to get to where you want to go than along Plum. Sit down hereaminute," heled metoa
bentwood chair in front of ashowcase, "while | go in back and look up just where four-nineteenis.”

| couldn't quite make him out, but he was being so decent to methat | couldn't argue with him. | sat
down and watched him hurry back behind the partition to consult, as | supposed, another one of those
little red guidebooks.

| was mistaken. | have exceptionally keen hearing and so | caught from behind that mirrored wall



something | definitely wasn't supposed to hear. The pharmacist's whisper, suddenly excited: "Tom! Grab
that ‘phone and dia Dr. Pierce. | think that fellow out thereisthe patient that got away from his asylum
last night.”

Another whisper came back: "How do you figure that?*

"He just asked me for four-nineteen Furman. Four-nineteen, mind you. And he showed me what he said
was a card with that number on it. But there wasn't any card in hishand. Therewasnothinginit at al."

"Certainly soundslikeanut,” | heard the other whisper respond. ™Y ou go back out there and keep him
talking and I'll get Pierce's keepers over here. Here, you better take thisgun aong in case he gets
violent."

That got me out of the chair and out of that storein arush. | was ablock away before | dowed and
stopped.

Chapter 4 FURMAN STREET

THERE WAS A CARD IN my hand. By the evidence of every possible sense | held the card of
Achronos Agtarisin my hand. A man who seemed sane inssted that hand was empty, but | could fed the
cadinit, seeit, read the name and address printed on it. It was there. I'd found it in the catal ogue of the
exhibit where Evelyn Rand's portrait hung.

| did not know that. I'd decided the card had been between the pages of that pamphlet because it was
madness to permit mysalf to believe that it had been handed to me during a space of time that occupied
notimeat al, by aman who did not exi<.

But if the card itself did not exist!

Here it was between my thumb and fingers, white, crisp, unquestionable. Even if the pharmacist hadn't
seen it, others had. The gray booksdller. The policeman on Madison Ave.

Had they? | had dropped it in the bookstore, had bent to pick it up, but the near-sighted dealer in
second-hand tomes had said nothing, done nothing, to indicate that he was aware of why | stooped, of
what | reached for. Nor, | now recalled, had | shown the card to elther officer.

What if | had not? The card was real, couldn't be anything else but real. | had been meant to hear the
druggist's whisper, saying that it was not. It was his perverted idea of ajoke. The best thing to do about
the incident wasto forget it. The card had to be redl. The dternative was& mdash;

| dared not put that alternative into words, even in thought. | could test it however, very smply.

| could go to Furman Street and look for number four-nineteen. If it wasthere, if aman named Achronos
Adarislived there, | was sane.

My skull felt drained, empty, when | reached that decision. | stared about me. | saw alamppost and a
dreet Sgn iffly projecting fromit. The sign said, Plum Street. By continuing on theway | wasgoing |
would come to Furman Street, in the four hundred block.

| got moving. This street was as deserted as those through which | had come. Yet | had a queer feding
that | wasnot alonein it, that someone was keeping ahead of me, just ahead, although | could see no
one. Thesidewak curved, climbed quite steeply to brightness about a hundred yards before me. |
thought | caught aflutter of misty blue up ahead, but when | looked more closdly it was gone.



The houses beside me ended and | halted, staring out into the brightness of sky over water, gazing raptly
at the mountainous mass that seemed suspended in that brightness.

Stone and stedl and glass, across the bustling water each gargantuan tower was separate and distinct, but
al weremerged in ajagged pyramid that climbed, colossd in beauty, 'til itstopmost pinnacle challenged
the sun. Manhattan's skyscrapers.

After awhile my gaze drifted downward to the swirling, cloudlike haze that obscured the bases of the
skyscrapers and made it seem as though they hung unsupported in midair.

Strange, | wasthinking, that so late in the day the mists still should be heavy on the Bay, and then |
realized that the obscurity was neither cloud nor mist and that it lay not on the water but on the nearer
shore.

What my unfocussed eyes had diagnosed as vapor | saw now was alow building that faced the end of
Plum Street, alow gable-roofed wooden house, white-painted, with alittle green lawn beforeit. A
narrow gravel path went up through the lawn to an oaken door that made a dark, semicircle-topped
rectangle in the clapboard facade.

One comes upon such relics of amore gracious past in the most unlikely parts of New Y ork. Mostly,
though, they are dilapidated, ramshackle, mouldering to ruin. This one seemed perfectly preserved. The
pickets of the wrought iron fence around its pocket handkerchief of alawn were unscarred by rust, its
windows obvioudy were washed and gleaming even if darkened by the blinds pulled down behind their

panes.
From the center of the roof asmall domed cupolarose and around it ran anarrow, railed balcony.

Recalling something of my school history, | wondered if George Washington had not perhaps stood on
that bal cony, spyglassto eye, watching General Gates redcoats filling the barges that would bring them
acrosstheriver to the Battle of Brooklyn Heights. Perhaps this house had been his headquarters during
that momentous encounter. That would explain its preservation.

On ether sdeof it was afour-storied structure of gray stone, each the beginning of arow running off to
right and | eft paralding the shore. In front of the building to the left& mdash;my |eft& mdash;of the gabled
wooden housewas atall brown lamp post and the sign on the lamp post read Furman Street.

The number painted on the third step of the high stoop of the house behind the lamp post was 415. The
number painted on the third stoop of the stone house to the right& mdash;my right& mdash;of the low
white house was 423.

The house between them, the house with the little lawn and the bal conied cupolamust be, then, Number
419 Furman Strest.

As| went acrossto it some errant breeze lifted awhirl of dust from the asphalt. It accompanied me
across the opposite sdewalk and through the gate in the tall fence of wrought iron. It whispered about
me as | went up the path and athough | felt the gravel crunch under my feet there was no other sound in
the hush than the whisper of that tiny whorl of dust.

The high portal, oak darkened by the yearsto the tone of old leather and to its secret glow, opened
smoothly, slently before me. Without hesitation, amost as though | were no longer master of my own
movement, | stepped through the aperture into cool dimness.

The door thudded dully behind me. It shut out the city's low murmur, so omnipresent that | had not been



awareof it 'til now it was gone. It was asif abarrier had come between me and the world | knew.

Passing from the bright winter sunshine to this semi-darkness, | was temporarily blinded. | hadted, abit
bemused, waiting for sight to be restored.

| could make out no detail of the placewherel was. | could see only agray, featurelessblur. But | had
an impression of spaciousness& mdash;of spaceredly. Of avadt, limitless space that by no imaginable

means could be confined within the four walls of ahouse. Of aspace that could not be confined within

the four points of the compass!

Abruptly my thigh muscleswere quivering and the nausea of vertigo was twigting withinme! | seemed to
be on the brink of abottomless chasm. If | took another step | would hurtle down, forever down. The
impulse seized meto take that step, to hurl myself, plummeting, into that illimitable aoyss& mdash;

Hold it, Johnny March! | told mysdlf, voicdessy. Hold everything! Thisisonly the hall of an old house. In
amoment your pupilswill adjust themselves and you will seeit& mdash;walls papered with the
weeping-willow design you've dways liked, hooked rugs on afloor of axe-hewn planks, perhapsa
graceful balustraded staircasa& mdash;

Subconscioudy | must dready have been aware of al this, for the very foyer | described took shape out
of theformless blur. The design | remembered from the Early American Exhibit of the Metropolitan
Museum patterned the faded walls. Wide planks made the floor, rutted with decades of treading feet and
keyed together by tiny double wedges of wood, and their dull sheen was brightened by ova rugswhose
colorswere gill glowing despite the years since patient hands had fashioned them. Directly ahead of me
the wide staircase | had imaged rose, gently curving, to obscurity above, its dark rails tenuous and
graceful,

"Wel," | said, turning to the person who had admitted me. "Thisis& mdash;" | never finished the
sentence.

No onewasthere. No one at al!

Someone had opened the door for me, and no one had passed me, going away from it. But of course
whoever it was had dipped out the door, as | entered.

Was Brooklyn inhabited exclusvely by practica jokers? This one wasn't going to get away withit. He
couldn't have gotten far. | grabbed the doorknob, determined to go after him.

The door didn't open. It waslocked! | waslocked in!
That was going too far, much too far. 1& mdash;

A dlken rustle behind me twisted me around. | started to say just what | thought of the
proceedings& mdash; My mouth remained open, the angry words dying unspoken.

Down the stairs from above were coming tiny feet, afroth of lace, acircular billow of foaming lace that
could only be the hems of the multitudinous petticoats women wore in the days when this house was built.
Then thefilmy blue of awide hoopskirt descended into view, a pointed bodice tight on awaist my hand

could span.
| shook my head, trying to shake the cobwebs out of it. What the devil wasthis?

The crinolined maiden paused on the stairs, adim white hand to her startled bosom. For amoment the
shadow of the ceiling was across her face, and then | saw it, whitely luminous against the dark



background of the Sairs.

It wasthe face of Evelyn Rand! The soft red mouth was tight with pain, the gray eyes peering down a
me were haunted with a strange dread; but thiswas the face that had |ooked out from the portrait on
Madison Avenue& hdlip;

"Evelyn!" | cried, legping forward. My feet struck the bottom step, pounding upward& mdash;
And suddenly were motionless.

She wasn't there any longer. She wasn't above me on the tairs. She hadn't retreated, Sartled by my cry.
She had blinked out, in theinstant it had taken me to get across the floor and three steps up.

Something was left of her. A faint sweetness on the air. The scent of spring. The scent of dreams.
Of dreams. Was| at it again? Had | only dreamed that | saw her?

"Not quite,” alow, tondless voice said behind me. " She was not there, but neither did you dream that she
was"

| whedled, my breath caught in my throat.

Just below me at the stairs foot, vagrant light from somewhere gleaming on the polished scalp of his
too-large head, hislashless and disguieting eyes pinpoints of flame in the gloom, wasthe little man of the

at gdlery!
Chapter 5THE RIDDLES OF ACHRONOSASTARIS

MY FINGERS DUG INTO therail they had grasped to pull me up the sairs. That at least wasfirm and
hard. That at least wasredl.

"Lessred than |," said thelittle man who twice gpparently had materiaized out of nothingness. "The
dtaircase exists only as you have conceived it. So do the walls about us and the floor on which you see
me stand.”

I'd not spoken aoud the thought to which he responded. Was he reading my mind?

"A crudeway of phrasingit,” he answered that unspoken thought, "but as near the truth as you can
comprehend." Damn him! Hewas laughing at me. | knew he was laughing a me even though hisround
face with its artificial-seeming skin was as ill as amodelled mask. He was& mdash;Hold on, John
March. You'rein that dream again, that confounded dream. What you think you hear him say isjust the
answer of one part of your mind to the thoughts of another. Y ou no more see this odd human than just
now you saw Evelyn Rand& mdash;

"Wrong," thelittle man said. "Y ou saw her, or rather aprojection of her that | presented to you in order
to ascertain if what | dready had observed is a constant of your psyche or an aberration.”

| could not be dreaming that. | had no idea of what it meant. "The hdll you say,” | flung at him to concedl
my growing gpprehension. "What am |, some kind of guinea pig with which you're experimenting?’

A faint, mocking smile brushed hisdtill lips. Or did it?"Exactly,”" he murmured.

That enraged me. "Experiment with this," | yelled and legped down a him, my figt flailing straight for his
round, inhuman face& mdash;



It whizzed through empty air! My feet pounded on thefloor. Thelittle man had vanished& mdash;

Sound behind me whirled me around. The fellow was on the staircase, three steps up. He was exactly
where | had been, an instant before! But how in the name of reason had he gotten there? He couldn't
have passed me, he couldn't possibly have passed me. To get to where he was he would have had to go
up the steps at the same time, by the same path, | had plunged down them. Two bodies cannot occupy
the same space& mdash,

"Matter can bein one place and then in another,” he said in the dow, patient way one explains some
complex ideato achild, choosing phrases suitable to itslimited comprehension, "without ever having
been anywhere between. Even you should know that. Or are you not acquainted with the observations
on the behavior of eectronsthat aready had been madein your time."

"Inmy time! What time?’

"The Twentieth Century, asyou reckon it." | had the curious fedling that he was speaking of some period
in the remote past. "l am certain our researches are correct on that point.”

| shook my head. He couldn't be saying that, he just could not. It didn't make sense. With my confused
sense of wrongness about al thiswas mingled asort of baffled exagperation. Damn him! Hewas coldly
amused by my bewilderment.

Queer! No flicker of the musclesin hisface, no changing light in hisblack and piercing eyes, reveded that
to me. But | was asaware of hisamusement as though he had laughed aoud. Was| too, very dimly,
beginning to learn to do without speech? Was | tapping some subtle current of communication thet 'til
now | had not even suspected to exist?

"Who areyou?' | blurted. "Who the devil are you?'

He was growing tired of this collogquy between us. "If you must think of me by aname, Achronos Astaris
will do." He had stopped playing, was coming to the nub of his purpose with me.

"What, John March, isit that hasimpelled you to forget everything sein your desireto find Evelyn
Rand?What isit that makes her anecessity to you, so that without her you are not complete? What isit
that has made ambition, the anxiety for preferment, pride in the occupation you chose for your lifework,
inggnificant compared with the need you fed for her? What forceisit that draws you to her witha
strength greater than the attraction of gravity, greater than the thirst of the sodium ion for the hydroxyl
group it tears even from water? What chemistry of the emotions has governed your actions since she
becamered to you?'

Hiseyes, hisdreadful, probing eyes, demanded an answer. "'l love her,” | flung at Agtaris. "God help me,
| havefdleninlovewith her."

| had not known it 'til that moment, had not redlized it. But it wastrue. | was inlovewiththegirl for
whom | had been searching so long, the girl whom I'd never seen, with whom | had never spoken.

"Ahhh," Achronos Astaris breathed. "1 know that the name of your reaction to her islove." For thefirst
time | sensed awavering in the clear, cold surety of him. "But what, precisely, does that mean?”

| glared a him, anger once more mounting within me. His eyes gripped mine with ahold dmost papable.
Hewasinvading the most secret recesses of my being, was stripping naked my very soul.

Melodramatic phrases, but no phraseslessturgid would fit.



"Itismost puzzling." Did | hear Astaris say that or was | reading his thoughts? " There is something more
than physica chemistry, more than biologica tropism, involved. It isplain that he has an urge to hold her
naked againgt his nakedness, to merge& mdash;”

"Damnyou!" | yelled, outraged. "Damn your rotten, prurient mind,” and the wrath that exploded in my
brain hurled me up the stairs to smash him& mdash;

| smashed ingtead against& mdash;nothingnesst Againgt awdl invisble, immaterid, but asimpenetrable as
though a screen of armor plate had sprung up between me and the little man.

Still so possessed of wrath that | did not apprehend its full enormity, | clubbed at the unseen barrier with
my figts. There was no sound of impact, none at al, but my knuckles were bruised and bleeding. | kicked
at empty air and saw the toes of shoes buckle against nothing | could see. Exhausted, | put pams againgt
it and felt perdurable nothingness warm as though it were animate flesh, vibrant with someinductablelife,
impenetrable as granite.

And dl thetime Achronos Agtaris watched me with acold, mildly interested detachment, as some
scientist might watch a Siamese fighting fish batter its nose againgt glassinserted into its aquarium to bar it
from the other Betta it has marked asitsvictim.

He sighed now as | hung, panting and week againgt the invisible partition. "Y ou learned quite quickly.
Thereisadefinite advancein five hundred years."

| stared at him too choked to speak by anger that had not subsided at all.

Oddly, while Astariswas still clear and distinct as he had been, the staircase, the ceiling and the walls
were fading again into the gray, shapeess blur out of which they had formed. | glanced down, anger
giving way to panic! Therewas only grayness beneath me, empty grayness! | looked behind. Nothing
was behind me but afearsome gray vacancy. | was enclosed by it, suspended in it. Once more the terror
of height possessed me, the vertiginous, heart-stopping awareness of an unfathomable abyssinto which |
must plunge when Achronos Astaris released me.

For, whedling again, | had found his eyes upon me, pulsating pinpoints of black flame, and it seemed to
me that only those eyes held me where | was. Not the eyes but an impal pable something, a Force
unknowable, that merely manifested itsdlf in those eyes asit reached through the infrangible barrier that
had frustrated my attack on Agtaris, and embraced me.

And those eyes were not only holding me there, suspended. They were dissecting me, not my body but
my ego? soul ?& mdash;the me that is not physica yet lacking which | would not be. Keen, cutting lancets,
they were pedling layer after layer from my psyche, searching, searching for something that was there but
that they could not find.

Anger they found, and fear, and bewildered awe transcending fear, but that for which they probed they
could not find. Gradually they faltered, at aloss. And then | was aware that Astaris had given up his
search, that he was sending amessage out into the boundless ether, that he waswaiting for areply.

| do not know, even yet, how | knew dl this. | know only that for alittlewhile | had the power, and that |
was soon to loseit.

"No," the answer came. Not avoice. Not sound at al. Naked thought from an infinite distance. " Send
him to us, but you must remain yet awhile.”

Adarisdid not like that. | was aware he did not, but | was aware aso that he would submit. Abruptly



fear flared into terror, into such parayzing, agonized terror that it rocked the very foundations of my
mind.

Now! NOW! Adtaris eyesreleased me! Adtaris himsaf was obliterated by an inward swoop of the
grayness. It swirled about me, and | was enveloped by a dizzy darkness.

Not darkness! An absence of form, of color, of redlity itsdlf. | wasfaling through nothingness. | was not
falling. | was caught up in some vast magstrom. | was whirling through some spaceless, timeless
non-existence atogether beyond experience. | was rushing headlong through incal culable distances,
distances beyond comprehension, yet | knew myself to be atogether motionless. The Universe had falen
away from me, was somewhere behind me, light centuries behind me. | was beyond life. | was beyond
desth. | was beyond being itsalf.

And al about me was the soft, voicdesswhisper of swirling dust.
Chapter 6 A SKY TOO LOW, A FEAR TOO GREAT

I'T ENDED.

The catgpulting rush through infinite distances that were not distances at dl, the headlong flight that was
datic asthe stars, ended asit had begun; without jar and without transition.

There was solidity beneath my feet. There was vison once morein my eyes. | was John March again and
| was back to redlity.

Redlity?| stood on adight eminencein the center of a desolate plain across which ajumble of shattered,
great boulders stretched to a horizon strangely too near. There was something& mdash;incoherent was
theword that rose in my mind& mdash;in the shape of the rocks, in the dim hues of their fractured
surfaces, and their shadows were not black as shadows ought to be, but agrayish purple. They lay in
dark pools about the shattered rocks and the light that made them streamed sourcel ess out of a sky too
low for any normal sky.

The sky weighed upon me as a storm sky would, heavy and ominous, but although no star hunginiit, no
moon nor gtar, it was lucidly transparent so that | knew no cloud mass made of it the lowering dome it
was. And it was informed with a color such as no sky ever has had, an earthy and fathomless brown that
seemed innateinthevery air.

The brown lucence bathed the plain, wan and shimmering, and it dawned on me that the wrongly shaped
rocks marched toward and past me across the plain as though once they had formed endless collonades
and anciently had been smashed by some unimaginable cataclysm. And it seemed to methat in the
gray-purple shadows of the rocks Things lurked so outrageous in shape that they had crawled into the
deepest shadows to hide even from themselves.

Strangest of dl, thislandscape seemed vaguely familiar.

A Ky too low? A sense of imminent threat? | fdlt, | swear that | felt fingers brush my eyes and in memory
| saw adim, graceful shape and behind it& mdash;

This was the vista that momentarily | had seen, or thought | had seen, form out of the dark,
amor phous background of the portrait of Evelyn Rand.

My pulses hammered. Evelyn was somewherein this gaunt and brooding land. Assurely as| knew that |
was here mysdlf, | knew that somewhere here wasthe girl | had sought so long, the girl that in the last



few terrible minutes& mdash;I'd learned | loved. Somewhere, there had been alandmark in the fleeting
glimpseI'd had of thisland in the art galery on Madison Avenue. | turned dowly, searching for it.

And found it.

It loomed againgt the horizon of the strange low sky, animmensity hewn out of some starless night
somehow solid. Black as night and aslustreless, it blotted out afull quadrant of the horizon to which I'd
turned, astygian escarpment deeply scarred and awesome in grandeur, and | now saw that the shattered
pillars marched to it from every point of the compass and that their final coming together was buried
beneath ablack detritus of fragments riven from the monument by the same catastrophe that had
destroyed them.

Fragments? They were masses huge as houses and myriads of them were piled in that wide, nocturnal
tumulus, yet so tremendous was the shape from which they'd been torn that its configuration had been
atered only as much as weathering may ater some heroic statue.

A dtatueit was, vast beyond any concept of vastness, but of what?

Its haunched body, on whose flanks the skin hung in pendul ous folds that were mountainsdesin
themselves, was abeadt's. Its |egs& mdash;the hinder ones miles-long ridges folded under the colossa
body, the fore-limbs soaring towers& mdash;were an animal’'sin contour and posture. But the
tremendous head was not that of abeast.

Nor was it human.

It was sunk neckless between the figure's shoulders. It was wide-jawed, lean-jowled. The eyeswere
hooded with ablack, scap-tight hood, yet somehow | was aware of them, aware of the waiting that
brooded in them aslong as al the centuries that have been and will yet be, the patience endlessas Time.

Impossible to describe that stupendous countenance whose very wrinkles were ravines, impossible not to
read in itslineaments a knowledge that transcended the inner mysteries of the Universe and probed to
where Space itslf ceasesto exis.

Limned in that face was dl Good. And yet& mdash,

And yet stupendoudy below it, where the curve of one sculptured paw rose out of the jumbled shards,
was the shattered outline of another figure modelled out of some pinkish and fleshlike stone. Thiswasthe
representation of a man and he was contorted in unendurable agony, and into him were driven the
monstrous clawsto pin him down.

Good above, Evil below. Love above, Hate below and the esoteric knowledge in the vast countenance
was that in the eternity-long progress of life from itsinchoate beginningsto its ultimate god, Good and
Evil, Love and Hate, are one and the same.

How long | stood immobile, scarcely bresathing, possessed wholly by that wonder, | shall never know.
How long I might have remained inits spdl | cannot tell, for aoruptly | wastorn from it by therattle of
smdll stones behind me and a deep-chested, ferocious bellow.

| snatched up afist-gize stone as | whirled, saw that the avid roar was not meant for me. Near the base
of my mound aman rolled, scrabbling to regain hisfeet, and agorillalegped toward him, would reach
him before he could possibly do so.

With some unformed idea of distracting the shaggy brute | let out an incoherent yell and started running
acrossitsline of sght. The beast twisted, saw me, bounded not towards me but angling to intercept me;



and as| redized that the dope was steeper than | thought, that | could not change direction. | discerned
also that he was no beast. A furry pelt was draped across the hairy torso and over its big-thewed
shoulder, and his huge calloused hand clutched the wood handle of aflint-beaded axe.

A yard from me, that axe lifted& mdash;! flung my stone, and by sheer luck it struck the Stone Age
weapon's head squarely, jolted it from the dawn man's grip. But | could not stop my impetuous rush,
plunged headlong into him. | got in one blow that might have been the flick of abutterfly'swing for dl the
effect it had on him, and then his shaggy arms folded meto hisbarrel chest and condtricted, drove the
breath out of me, squeezed my ribs. Sight dimmed& mdash;

| was on my knees, hanging head down on arms that knuckled the stony ground, and the dark bulk
shuddering to lifelessness on the ground here beside me incredibly was the Neandertha man who'd
amos taken my life. "Ve vous remercier,” alight, dmost musica voice said above me, "A fond de ma
couar jevousremercier."

It was the man whom the brute had pursued who thanked me for saving hislife. He wiped blood from a
long and dender poniard with alacy but tattered kerchief, and his spindly legs were sheathed in long hose
of maroon silk laddered by runs. A sort of vest with deeves wrapped mangy blue velvet about his
meegre chest, and the ruffles at his neck and deeves were ragged and dingy.

He scabbarded his poniard at his belt and bent to me, his sharp featured, predatory countenance anxious,
and spoke again in his queer, archaic French which, oddly, | had no difficulty in comprehending. ™Y ou
are much hurt, my old?’

"No." | let him help me up. "Not much." He seemed to understand my English aswell as| did his French,
for he looked relieved. "Seemsto meit's| who ought to thank you, mister. I'd have been donefor if you
hadn't sunk that dagger into him."

"But no." Under awide brimmed hat, its plumes fluttering, his hair was gray but the scar of an old dash
gave apermanently raffish twist to his mouth, and his cheeks, blued by stubble, were sunken and
emaciated. "Itismy lifethat | oweto you, monseur, and though it has many times been declared forfeit
totheKing'sjudtice, | ill set uponit acertain vaue." The sSdewise cant of hiseyeswas dinking and
furtive but in them was a certain dark sparkle of gaiety and about hislank, bony figuretherewasa
swaggering devil-be-damnedness dtogether intriguing. "If you had not come to my rescue you would not
have been in danger so greet.”

He swegpt that wide hat from his head and brought it to his breast as he bowed. "I salute you, monsieur.
Such édan, such courage | have not often seen in alife perhaps too much filled with episodes that have
required them." He returned the hat to his jauntily cocked head. "If | may have the honor of being made
acquainted with your name?"

"John March," | told him, somewhat dazed by this ebullience.

"John March. | shall not forget it when once again | set about my Grant Testamente. A vilandle,
perhaps, to express my gratitude. | shall& mdash;”

"Your Grant Testamente!" | blurted. "A vilanelle? Who are you? In the name of dl that isholy, who are
you!"

"Thereisvery little holy about me." A bitter smile twisted the man's thin mouth. " Or so the abbot of Paris
would hold. A jailbird, aliar, athief. A consort of ditpurses and doxies. A picklock, arunagate o'nights
and alack-brained clerk by day. And& mdash;". He straightened, and drew pride around him like a
cloak. "And apoet of sorts, | hope. My name& mdash;for what it is worth& mdash;Francois Villon."



"Villon!" | gasped. "Y ou're kidding me. Francois Villon died four hundred years ago.”

"No," the man in doublet and hose said. "Villon did not die. His sins overtaking him at last, hewas
banished from his beloved Paris. He trudged out through the Porte Sainte Jacques, dl he possessed on
his back and in astarveling packet under his arm. He plodded out on the Orleans road, weary of life,
weary unto death. Though the day was breathless, atiny swirl of dust whispered towards him, and,” once
more he bowed, "here you find Francis Villon. Not dead. Most assuredly not dead.”

"But& mdash;" | till could not bring mysdlf to believe him. "But four centuries. Itisimpossblel™

"Nothing, my friend," interrupted Francois Villon, "isimpossible. Least of dl in thisland where
Time&mdash;" He paused.

IIY$II
"InthisLand," he began again, "where Timeisnot."
"Where Time& mdash;! What do you mean?"

"That, my friend, you will learn& mdash;too soon.” Villon was once more furtive, hiseyesdiding awvay
from mine as he said, " Suppose you satisfy the curiosity thet isever aflame burning within me, and
burning me. Y ou are from Britan?'

"No," | answered. "From America" | recalled that the Western Hemisphere had just been discovered in
his day, that he might not know the name. "'From the continent, Columbus discovered& mdash;”

"Yes" hecutin. "l know. She hastold me of it. The maiden with the hair of honey and the gray eyesthat
hide laughter and dreams.”

| grabbed hisarm, my fingers bruising the thin flesh. ™Y ou've seen her, talked with her!" | could hardly get
the words out. "Sheishere.”

"Sheishereindeed. I& mdash;" He stopped abruptly. He was looking over my shoulder, and hisface
was suddenly pdlid.

"Whereisshe?' | demanded. "Take meto her."

"No," Villon responded, and his voice was hollow with fear. "I cannot take you to thefair Evelyn. |
cannot take you anywhere. For our hosts gppear. | had thought to escape them, but they have found me
and they have found you, and now thereisno longer any hope for us, or for Evelyn Rand, or for that
pleasant world into which we were born and which we shal never seeagain.”

Theair burst into an infinitude of darting sparks, green and blue and yelow and scarlet. My skin prickled
sharply. Somewhere awhite orb blazed. It was the hub of the sparks that immediately whirled about it in
countlessthreadlike circles of luminance that merged into asolid shining disk. Thisdrew in upon its
dazzling center.

It was no longer light a al but a Shape, a Thing grotesque and weird and incredible, where nothing had
been seconds before.

Chapter 7 THE EMPTY SHAPE OF A MAN

FRANCOISVILLON WAS laughing. There was no amusement in his high, thin laugh, but asort of wild
despair and a sort of madness. Mad indeed was that which had materiaized out of awhirl of coruscant



light and poised now before us.

It was dmost al head, three-quarters ahuge ovoid head; yellow-gray skin naked of hair drawn tightly
over amonstrous skull. Two enormous eyes, lidless and lashless, swam with an oily iridescence. The
head's face had no nose, unlesstwo black orificesjust below its midpoint were nares. A round, tiny
mouth beneath these putative nostrils was innocent of lips or teeth. Where ears should be, two circular
areas of skin pulsed as though the brain within momentarily would burst through membranestoo frail to
redranit.

Therest, invested by some dark hued, horny integument, was a bulbous torso out of which grew two
bonel ess tentacl es each terminated by splayed and writhing branches& mdash;caricatures of hands. Legs
there must have been a so, and feet of sorts, for the apparition stood upright as aman stands.

"Voila, John March," Villon chuckled, "he who calls himsdf Kass.™"

It wasthat chuckle, | think, the amazing effrontery of it, that set my thought processes going again. | did
not redly seethisthing, | told mysdlf. | wasthe victim of ahypnoatic illuson induced by the whirling lights
and the white blaze at its center. It was not, it could not beredl.

| dragged the side of my hand across my eyes, and looked again, and the great head was till there, its
bulging eyes fixed upon me. In their gaze was the same hard, impersond speculation | had so resented in
Achronos Agtaris. Somehow more dreadful it was now, for Adtaris at least had been human, while

this& hdlip;

"l am human," Kass brokein. "A million years more human than you." Hedid not say it. The words were
within my own mind, a thought percelved, not heard, but it must have come from him. | could not have
formulatedit.

Moreover, Villon heard the soundless message too. "A million years more human than you or I, he
drawled to proveit, his accents durred. "Look wel, my friend. Seeto what al mankind's aspirations, al
mankind's strivings, shdl bring usin theend.” My gaze shifted to him. A sardonic grin twisted thosethin,
scarred lips of his. "In truth there must be a God, for only God could play so bitter ajest.”

What they were saying seemed so much grim nonsense, but before | had timeto react to it | became
aware that Kasss attention had swung to Villon, and | sensed that Kass was puzzled. Once more | was
reminded of Agtaris, of how when the strange little man had demanded from me the meaning of lovel
had felt him to be troubled by some queer urgency, by some driving need for aknowledge that was
denied him.

"Why do you not fear me?* Kasswasinquiring of the Frenchman. "There is the consciousness of uiter
defeat in you, and despair, but you do not fear me. Why?"

"Fear you?' Villon murmured, insolencein the cant of his narrow head, divine contempt in the stance of
the scrawny frame on whose bony angles hung histattered finery. "1?Who have made aballade of love's
betraya and avillanelle of torture's rack? Who have metered arondeau by the clatter of my best friend's
bones swung from a gibbet, and flung aroundelay to the rabble with the hangman's knot under my own
left ear? Fear you? | who have listened to the music of the Universe and dreamed the dreams of the
angds and the damned?!

"Thereisthat within me Lucifer cannot touch, nor the God your existence blasphemes destroy. | have
gone up into aHeaven of my own devising and down into aHell of my own imagining, and you can show
me no terrors | have not known aforetime. Fear you? | am a poet.”



He dapped the face of Kass with his mocking laugh, and there was a hush that was not of sound aone.
Or there may have been some reply, but | did not know of it, for in that instant the corner of my eye
caught furtive movement among the rocks and my look did to it, my head not turning.

| glimpsed them only for an eye-blink before the shadows hid them, but in that split-second | saw them
clearly and | knew | could not be mistaken, though reason inssted | must be. Reason, even with the
animate, tangible presence of Francois Villon to confuteit, ingsted | could not have seen aknight in chain
mail and aforester in the brilliant green of Sherwood Forest peering from behind a boulder'sjagged
edge, gesturing to me not to betray them.

| did something then that until that moment | should not have dreamed either possible or necessary. |
deliberately blotted what 1'd seen out of my consciousness, made mysdlf think of something else at once;
of theway the pallid and sourcelesslight glimmered on the round of Kasss skull, of how his monstrous
shadow was a grayish-purple like no shadow | had €l sawhere seen.

And | did thisjust in time, for once more he was reading me. "Matters stranger to you than the color of a
shadow there will beto wonder at," he remarked, "before we are prepared to dedl with you." Itis
difficult to convey the feding of & mdash; nakedness& mdash;given one by the redization that one's
thoughts are exposed to another. "Come. The Council awaits me.”

"Lead on, fdlow," | said, trying to get jauntiness into my tone. Villon had set me an example of courage |
was ashamed not to emulate. "Whither thou goest | shall go." | rather suspected | wouldn't be very
successful if | objected, and, too, | had a pretty good hunch that wherever he wanted to take me would
bring me nearer Evelyn Rand.

No. All thiswerdnessinto which | had been plunged had not driven the thought of her from my mind.
Rather it had multiplied many times my anxiety for her. If she were here, and in the power of crestures
likethis& hdlip;

A stinging prickle netted my body. Kass's fingers were touching my shoulder; his other hand gripped
Villon. "Come!" It was asif abruptly | was at the heart of amaelstrom of some eectric force. Panic
struck at me. | had felt this same sensation at the moment the grotesque being appeared. Was | about to
dissolveinto awhirl of flashing, multi-colored sparks?

Nothing happened. Nothing except that the rocks about, the ground beneath, abruptly were flowing past
us. Wewere motionless. It wasthe plain, the horizon, that moved. A sharp, twanging sound came from
my left. Kass's touch was gone and the speeding earth pulled my feet from beneath me. | pitched forward
headlong. Faling, | twisted, saw the writhing fingers that had released me pluck something fromtheair. A
feathered arrow!

My shoulder hit the now motionlessdirt. "Up, S. George!" a deep-chested voice bellowed, meta
rattling through it. "Have at thee, hell spawn!" The burly, mailed figure | had glimpsed lunged out from
behind arock, hislinked gauntlets sweeping a great two-handed sword down upon our captor's
sckly-hued, immense skull. "Die, caitiff!" someone ese cried, and alithe green figure legped past Villon,
alsofallen, and thrust adagger at Kasss grest eye.

The knight's broadsword shattered into a thousand clanging shards; the forester's knife, arrested in blank
air, shivered asthough it had jabbed into the trunk of an oak.

Neither blade had touched K ass, though the | atter had not moved by the tenth of an inch. No onewas
moving now. All the fierce motion had stopped; the pounce of the ambushers from the covert which the
flow of the landscape had brought to us, the skid of our momentum that had taken Villon and mysdlf
yards adong the suddenly hated ground.



The scene held. Kass; one tentacle lifted to grasp the arrow, the membranes a either side of his
gargantuan eyes atrifle distended, no other sign of emotion about him. The knight; bladeless hilt clutched
in chain-gloved figts, longskirted cloak of iron mesh envel oping columnar legs straddled to give
foundation to hisfutile blow, al hishead but his swarthy, hate-darkened face swathed in metd fabric, all
hisimmense strength impotent. The other, the forester& mdash;

Hewasalithe and dender arc, fluid movement abruptly rigid. His shoes, of some soft, chamois-like
leather and pointed of toe, were green. Histaut legs were tightly sheathed to the waist in the emerad of
May leaves and his deeveless | eather jerkin repeated the hue as did the fabric that puffed about his
shoulders and enveloped his extended arm, thrusting a dagger into the nothingnessthat held it. In spite of
aflame-colored beard his countenance was youthful and debonair, though contorted now by afurious
despair. The green, conical hat he wore sported a cocky, crimson feather.

Curious how one's mind works sometimes. There wasin mine at that instant, not disappointment at the
failure of the ambush | had anticipated and done my best not to betray, not consternation at the manner in
which Kass had defeated it, but only a sort of dazed amazement at the anachronistic assembling of the
figuresin that srange tableau.

The cut of hiscoat of mail dated the sword-wielder asfrom the twelfth century. It wasin the fourteenth
that the Lincolnshire lads prowled Sherwood Forest attired in the green the forester wore. Francois
Villon's Pariswasthat of the fifteen hundreds, and |& mdash;my birth date was the year nineteen hundred
and twenty. Kass aside, we represented eight centuries of history. Eight hundred years! Absurd! They
were masqueraders& mdash;

What of the Dawn Man | had fought and Villon had dain? That davering brute had been no actor.
Abruptly I was cold with recollection of the Frenchman'swords. "Nothing, my friend, isimpossblein this
Land Where TimeisNot," and then | was cold with something more imminent; a sound, atonel ess squed
so sill that it was at the upper threshold of hearing, ahigh, thin whine that pierced my earsand set my
teeth on edge. It came from thetiny, puckered mouth that seemed so ludicroudy inept in the vast yeasty
expanse of Kasssvisage and it wasthefirst actual sound | had heard him uitter.

It went on and on like awire pulling through my brain, ablue finewirethat wasal edge, dl wounding
edge. It flickered out into the dull, desolate glow brooding over that plain of tumbled rock and ominous
shadows, and somewhere out there it found a response. Somewhere from among the malformed
boulders, from among the gray-purple shadows that lurked at their bases and filled the mouths of their
caves with mystery, something was answering Kass.

| rolled, tried to find the source of that second thin whine. My straining eyes could discover nothing dive
indl that dreary tumulus. | saw only vacant chaos, only the gaping empty maws of cavernsfilled by
impenetrable shadows.

The shadows were lengthening. That was queer, here where there was no sun to lower; then | redlized
that only one of the shadows was lengthening. It was flowing like adark cloud, out of the mouth of a
nearby cave. Like agray-purplefog that somehow had more substance than afog, it still wasformlessas
driftingmist.

"Pater Noster in excelsis & hellip; " | heard Villon mumble a Latin prayer. And then | heard him gasp,
"A drina. God preserve ud! | thought they were chained to their lairs by the light.”

The cloud parted from the shadow and was a shapeless blob about the size of asmall auto, moving more
and more swiftly toward us. The tenuous whine that answered Kasss cal camefromit. It was animate
with ablind and groping sort of life, yet it had no shape. Or rather its shape was constantly changing asit



billowed toward us, as once in amicroscope | had seen the outlines of an amoeba change. Because of
thisit had no identity, but individudity it had in full measure, and aterrible maevolence.

Kassscdl rose siller. The approach of that purple-gray mass grew swifter, and something in the
sghtlessway it moved made me more certain that wereit not for the strange sound Kass made it would
not have appeared, and having appeared would not know which way to move. | could seeit more
clearly, could see now that near its center there was a throbbing spot of deeper purple that did not
changein shape, and | was afraid.

| was degthly afraid of thething Villon had called adrina. | was afraid of it because, for al its
formlessness, for dl itsblindness, | sensed inteligence withinit, and | knew that intelligence was different
in someterrible way from the intelligence of any creature I'd ever known.

Its shrill whine had an eager sound now. It rushed past me and two heart-stopping screams twisted me
about!

Knight and forester hung high above the ground, each wrapped around the waist by one of Kasss
pipestem tentacles. They were puppets with jerking, bondesslimbs, with white masks on which the
features had been ineptly splotched, so little of human had terror lft in them. The drinaboiled toward
them.

Kass flung them down and the gray-purple mass rolled over them. Rolled over them and& mdash;rolled
past where they'd falen, and they were no longer there.

| saw them! | saw them sprawled within that monstrous purple bulk, forms blurred and inditinct like
shapes seen in apea-soup fog& mdash;and still alive! Still moving. And then, asthe pitch of Kasss
squed changed, | saw them melt.

The drinawas scudding away towards the nearest shadow-pool, reached it, merged with it. It was gone,
and mailed knight and green-clad forester were gone, and there was only Kass, poised here, motionless
and sllent now, to al appearances dready oblivious to what had occurred.

On the ground between him and the cave into which the drina had vanished lay the bladeless hilt of a
two-handed sword, adagger, and aheagp of iron linksthat still retained the empty shape of aman. That
wasdl&hdlip;

Not quite. A little farther away, caught on jagged stone, aconical green hood flaunted a cocky, crimson
feather.

Chapter 8 ADALON, CITY OF DREAD

"THEY WERE FOOLS," | heard Villon murmur. "But they were brave fools. May God rest their
troubled souls.™

"Amen!" | managed to say.

Kasswas gesturing for usto rise. | shoved shaking hands againgt the ground to obey, but | was sick,
mentally and physicaly sck. | must have looked it, for the Frenchman, misunderstanding, said asherose
lithely. "Thereis nothing for you to fear, my friend. Not, at least, 'til you have served the purpose for
which they have brought you here, or until, like those whose passing we have just looked upon, they have
found you usdessfor that purpose.”

"They!" | snagpped. "Who are they? And what do they want from me?"



"Heisoneof them,” Villon answered, nodding at the gpproaching Kass, "and the othersare aslike him
as| amlike you. They say they are men, asyou have heard, and they say that between them and us
stretches amillion years and more of time. How that can be | do not know, yet neither do | know how it
can be that we two are met, living, and nearly of an age though four centuries divide our nata days. If this
smaller miracle can cometo pass, why not the greater?”

Before | could answer that Kass reached us and laid his splayed hands on our shoulders. At once my
body was again stung with countless prickles, and the landscape was once more moving past us.

It accelerated rapidly 'til the plain and the rocks and the sky itself became nothing but a streaked,
brownish blur whizzing past us. We were not moving at dl, it was everything outside of usthat moved. |
felt not the dightest intimation of that inner awareness of motion that the psychologists cal the kinesthetic
sense. There was nothing around me, nothing to protect me, yet there was no wind on my face & hellip;
Wind! At this unguessable speed the air should have been a solid thing, driving the breath from my lungs,
tearing the clothes from my back.

It was, | thought, asif somehow we were detached from the Earth and it were spinning beneath us.

"You are not upon Earth at dl," Kass's soundless voice told me. ™Y ou are no longer in its space nor of its
time"

"What do you mean?" | yelled. "What in hell do you mean?' | shouted because | was frightened, because
| was desperately afraid& mdash;and hated mysdlf for it.

"It shall be explained to you, if the Council so decides." Kass seemed to be coldly interested in my
agitation, in the way | might have been interested, watching a puppy growl at itsimagein amirror. Y ou
have, in what you aready know, afoundation for comprehension of the matter such asis possessed by
none of the others Agtaris has sent us, except one. The female from your own generation.”

Thefemae! Did he mean Evelyn? The landscape about uswas dowing! | made out that wewereina
narrow, rugged ravine whose rocky walls were speeding past us.

Then these were gone, and there was no longer any motion.

Some five hundred yards behind us was the towering tumulus that had sped past us. Between it and us
gretched aplain level and uncluttered as a concrete highway at dawn.

Ahead, and too close for comfort, the ground dropped sharply down as at the edge of a precipice and |
was staring across miles of sheer vacancy to another plateau. There was a shimmering, dreamlike qudity
about this, an gppearance, | discerned, due to my seeing it through a peculiar quiver of the air that rose
from the curving edge of the chasm to the low, brooding sky. Like avast, transparent curtain thiswas,
intangibleyet very red.

"Down, my friend," the Frenchman said softly. "L.ook down."

| stepped alittle nearer the verge of the cliff. | looked down& mdash;athousand feet, two thousand! |
saw nothing but rock, gently curving inward, glass-smooth rock glimmering with high polish. My sght did
down another thousand feet and another, to where that astounding wall curved inward and levelled out to
become the bottom of avast bowl, amile deep and five miles, | wasto learn, acrossthe diameter of its
ardingrim.

| have mentioned once, | think, the effect of height upon me. Now the illness seized me; my stomach
went plummeting down into that yawning gulf. My muscleslost dl strength. | toppled forward over the



brink of that awful precipice &hdlip; I did not fal. | hung, arms sporawled out, a scream choked in my
throat, my skin clammy with the swest of terror. | hung above that sheer and terrible drop, and | was
sustained by nothing | could fed or see.

Kass did not seem to notice but Villon pulled me back and stood me erect on legs gone rubbery, and he
amiled a meand said, "Y ou could not fal, my friend.”

Our captor's bulging eyes were unfocussed, he was motionless asif absorbed in some weird voiceless
communication with someone| could not see. | pulled in bresth. "What do you mean, | could not fall?*

"TheVall of Ishlak," Villon gestured to the shimmering curtain that was no more substantid than the
quiver of heated air above arailroad track in midsummer, "will not permit you to. So look down without
fear, my friend, upon the city of Adaon while yet thereistime for you to see what manner of placeitisto
which your fate has brought you.”

| gritted my teeth and peered over that brink once more. Nausea still made me most unhappy, but
because | knew now that | could not fal, the vertigo did not blind me. | took it by easy stages, let my
eyesdrift dowly down dong that inferna wall.

My first impression of its smoothness was confirmed. The contour of the precipice was utterly regular,
too regular to be natural. Thisabysmal pit had been quarried out of the solid rock& mdash;not quarried.
There were no marks of tools or blasting. It seemed, rather, that the huge depression had been hollowed
out by aheat s0 gresat that the unwanted stone had boiled into vapor and steamed away.

That was, of course, manifestly impossible, but how otherwise the formation could be explained | did not
know. My gaze reached the level floor of the bowl. | saw the city of Adaon, dwarfed by height and laid
out for me like amap.

Its structures were of the same color and texture as the rock, as though they had not been built but had
grown or been moulded out of it. They were square and squat and ugly and no attempt at beauttification,
no thought of anything but utility, was evident in their design.

One, a the very center of the circular area, dominated al the rest by reason of its vastly greater size, and
differed from them dso in having adomed roof instead of aflat one. There were eleven other buildings.
They were of varying sizes and they were scattered about the bowl's floor at varying distance from the
hub, yet | had a curious sense that they were located according to some definite plan, and that the plan
had some meaning for me.

"Likeasow and itsrooting piglets,” Villon murmured, "are they not? And see, some of the piglets
themsdves have their own offspring clinging close.”

"Yes" Except for the central building and the two nearest it, each of the structures of Adaon had other
smaler onesvery near to it. Thethird had only one, the fourth two, but there were nine about the fifth.

The sixth aso had nine& mdash;but these were connected by awide-topped circular wall in which they
were embedded like scattered stonesin aring. "Saturn,” | exclaimed. "Theringed planet. The planet with
nine satellitesand aring." Now | knew what Adaon's design represented. "The biggest building at the
center isthe Sun. Mercury, nearest it, and Venus, have no satdllites. The Earth, third away, has one
moon, Mars has two, and Jupiter nine. It works out, by George, it works out. The three the other side of
Saturn would be Uranus and Neptune and Pluto. Don't you seeit, Villon? They've built ther city inthe
pattern of the Solar System, of the Sun and its planets.”

Helooked at merather queerly. "The Sun and its planets,” he whispered. "Aye, it seemsto me that once



| heard the rector of the university prate of this Mercury and Venus and Mars whereof you speak, and
Jupiter too, as garsin the sky of nights, though those other names are strangeto me. The Sun and its
planets,”" he repeated. "Now is there some meaning here? | have wondered why they builded thus,
higgledy-piggledy, when dl e sethey do hasadtraight design serving its purpose and no more.”

There werelittle flecks of light between hisdrooping lids. "Canit be," he whispered. "Can it be that these
men amillion years older than us, to whom love and beauty and even awe of their Creator are things
forgotten and unknown, have yet some sentiment left? A nostalgia, perchance, for the skiesthey have
forsaken, for the orbsthat gave them birth?

He had some other thought, some thought he was as carefully blotting out of his consciousnessas | had
blotted from mine the thought of the ambush that had failed so disastroudy, and for the same reason. But
what he had said was enough to make me grab hisarm, my fingersdigging in.

"Look here" | demanded. "Don't tell me you've swallowed dl that stuff Kass has been spilling. That this
isn't the Earth, and they're men of the future, and therest of it."

Villon shrugged, expression draining from his narrow countenance. "It iswhat they say and they do not
lie. Thereis much about them | do not know, but of onething | am certain. To the Ishlakin nothing is
sacred save the Truth, and the Truth to them is Divine."

| dmost believed it dl, in that moment | almost believed that Kass and the others who had built Adalon
were men of amillion yearsfrom my own time, that this strange place was not on Earth, that it was
beyond the Solar System, perhaps beyond even our Galaxy. But not quite. It wastoo much to ask aman
to believe, too much to ask him to conceive. All that one has been taught cannot be discarded inasingle
hour no matter how crowded that hour has been with happenings that seem to controvert the very
essentias of one's philosophy.

Or wasit an hour? Wasit not years, atimelesstime, since I'd walked aong aBrooklyn
sreet& mdash;"Ligten, Villon," | exclaimed, recalling why I'd walked dong that street. "Twice you've
mentioned Evelyn Rand. Wasit down there that you met her?!

"Aye," he replied and the sparkle was back in those black eyes of his. " She brightened that city of dread
so that one did not quite so much missthe sun.”

"Okay," | growled, my pulses pounding. "If she'sinit, city of dread or no I'm going down there."

"Yes' Villon sighed. "I think you are.” He pointed along finger down to the dome of the centra structure,
and in that great hemispherica roof ahole was opening, iridike. "I doubt me that you will like much what
you find there, yet | would give my hopes of salvation, such asthey are, if | were awaited asyou arein
Addon."

Chapter 9'MORE MERCIFUL ISTHE GALLOWS DROP

A SILVERY SOMETHING leaped out of the aperture of the roof of the structure I'd likened to the Sun.
It shot, on along, steep dant, sraight for us, and so fast wasitsflight | could see nothing of it but blurred
light Streeking theair.

In the next ingtant it was hanging before me, absolutdly mationless, in midair. Long axis horizontdl, it was
cylindricd, one end blunt-tapered like the nose of abullet, the other square-cut. It was nine or ten feet
long, about fivein diameter. It seemed to be made of some metd that was alittle grayer than silver, and it
hovered there without visible support of any kind.



The only man-made things | know of that might approximate thisfeet are the balloon and the helicopter.
No balloon could have moved with anything like the speed this had, nor could one have been brought to
astanddtill with such abruptness. It was no helicopter ether. It had no whirling windmill vanes. Infact, |
could make out no protruding part of any kind. The thing smply and unequivocaly defied gravity.

| had just about time to note this and to become aware of acurious whirr that seemed to come from the
object, when at its nose there was a quick succession of crimson sparks. At once | heard along, ripping
sound, like slk tearing.

"The Vel has parted,” Villon answered my startled look, gesturing to atill placein the curtain of
shimmer, like an oil dick on water. The projectile legped inward, hissed dong the ground, was static
again beside Kass, who seemed to be rousing from his absorption. The whirr cut off.

"They cdl itastratcar,” the Frenchman told me. "I went to my kneesin prayer when first one sprang
upon me." Impish amusement danced in hiseyes, and he chuckled. "I was persuaded that Lucifer in very
person had arrived init to claim my soul, o many times over forfeit to him."

A paleinner glow wavered over the surface of that about which he spoke, like waves of luminosity
fluctuating over the surface of superheated sted, yet within along stride of it | felt no heat. A whiteline
was stripping aong its side, from truncated rear to where the taper of its prow began.

"Themagic art,” Villon's chatter continued, "by which they cause the ground itsdlf to flow past them, miles
inatwinkling, appearsto fail them at the brink of this chasm. To reach their Adaon from here they fly
downtoitinthisiron contrivance. They fly, mark you. Now thisindeed fills me with doubt of my senses,
for while magic isaproper matter recognized by dl theologians and metaphysicians, for aman to build an
enginethat flies, goes against Nature. Y et | swear to you, my John, that this stratcar is no uncouth bird
but athing wrought out of metal.”

The line that dashed the Sde of it waswidening. The upper haf of the stratcar's curved skin was diding
up and around. From within it, toward the front, projected the big head and bulbous upper body of a
goggle-eyed individua who might be Kasss twin except that the hard-looking stuff covering historso
was abrilliant orange instead of the dark brown that clothed the other.

Kassstentacleslifted in what was evidently asalute. The newcomer imitated him, perfunctorily. Then |
redlized that they were conversing, though | heard nothing, aurdly or within my skull.

"Kass seems pretty damned respectful to thisnew goon,” | remarked. "Who ishe? Mayor of Adaon?’

"He callshimsdlf Dagter," Villon replied. | thought | detected a puzzled notein hisvoice, and hiseyes
were narrowed. "The hue of hissinglet marks him asa Doctil, asthat of Kasstellsthat heisa Plebo.
Dadter isone of the Kintat, the Council of Five who rule thisland, and that he should cometo meet usis
passing strange. Does it mean that something has occurred to change the even tenor of their ways during
my witless attempt a escape from them?”

| had aready begun to suspect that the membranes at the sides of the heads of the Adaonians were their
sole features that might be said to have expression. Those of both were vibrating rapidly, seeming to
confirm the poet'sideathat they were disturbed.

Their colloquy ended, Kass swung to us. "Go," he commanded. "Into the stratcar.”

Villon shrugged. "It appearsthat you are to have your wish, John." He started for the strange vehicle and
| followed him. | can't say that | was very comfortable at that particular moment. | didn't like being
ordered around, for one thing. And for another, Villon'swarnings had convinced me that some very



unpleasant experiences were waiting for me in the place to which | was about to be taken.

But Evelyn Rand was down there. There were two seatsinsde the stratcar, very much like those of an
auto. Daster occupied the front one. | got into that in the rear, dongside Villon. | was surprised that the
conveyance did not roll as| pressed down onitsside, climbing in. It should have, balanced asit wason
its rounded bottom. It certainly should have. But it wasrigid as though that bottom lay flat against the
ground.

| turned to see what would hold it steady when Kass got in, but he did not. Histentacleslifted in
repetition of the salute with which held greeted Dagter. The latter answered him, and then the Plebo was
moving away. We were moving away from him, rather, though in relation to the ground we were not
moving & al. The mouth of the ravine acrossthe plain swallowed him.

"Didn't he say that the Council waswaiting for him?' | exclaimed.

"Yes," Villon breethed. "And thet too is strange, for they do not easily change their plans. Something
indeed isnot asit should bein Adalon. Hasit any meaning for us? Dare we hope& mdash;?" he cut off,
and | knew that once more he was veiling his thoughts.

Ignoring us, Daster reached forward to abank of buttons on the back of the stratcar's nose, that was a
circle-edged wall before him. The vehicleés sde-wal did tip from beyond Villon, did over and came
down on my side. Wewere at once in absol ute darkness, a blackness that seemed to thumb my eyes

with papable weight.

The lightlessness lasted only a second. Daster's grotesque head was silhouetted againgt agreenish,
gpectra glow. Thewadl in front of him had become aluminous screen on which, about the level of my
chest, rows of buttons were spots of scarlet. Above these, vague blurstook form, became apicturein
grays and blacks of the plain outside, the high, rocky cliff that edged it.

They haveradar, | thought. But thisis more highly developed than any | know.

The Doctil touched another button. The stratcar filled with thewhirr | had heard asit hung in midair.
Villon gasped and caught at my arm, hisfingersdiggingin.

The whole structure within which we were enclosed was vibrating in correspondence with that whirr. |
wasthrown to the right, hard againgt the carsde, and Villon against my own Ieft side. The photo-like
scene on the screen was whisking to theright and | realized that the stratcar was spinning around to point
at the Vel through which it had come.

The pressure against my sides eased. The screened image was steady again. Past Dagter's head it
photoed space and beyond it the distant rim of the bowl! within which Adalon lay. My ears seemed
stuffed with that inferna whirring. It rosein pitch and | was forced against the back of the seat. Blankness
flashed over the screen & hellip; was replaced at once by a picture of avast, glass-smooth, curved
precipice leaning precarioudy toward us & hdllip; shifting into aview of the bowl bottom liftedina
disturbing dant so that the buildings seemed about to dide off it.

Those buildings ballooned in size with breathtaking swiftness. It was we who were catapulting down to
them, of course, with heart-stopping speed. The acceleration was aweight crushing me against the
seat-back, crushing in my chest. Pluto flicked off the screen-edge. Uranus. Saturn. The screen showed
only the immense rounded dome of the House of the Sun, alustrous convexity against which we were
going to smash!

A black splotch spotted the exact center of that roof-image, widened to swallow it. | could breathe



again. | wasno longer crushed in my seat. The whirr had ended. Light was coming into the stratcar, abar
of daylight cutting horizontally acrossthe right hand wall, and widening rapidly. A bar of white sunlight,
not the drab, oppressive glow out of which we had just come.

The stratcar's upper half did over and down beyond my seatmate. The poet's eyes were closed. He had
dumped, motionlessand limp.

| grabbed for hisshoulder. "Villon," | exclaimed. If something had happened to him & hdllip; "Francoid!” |
redlized how much hisindomitable cheerfulness, hisinsouciance, had endeared him to mein the short time
I'd known him. If | was till saneit was because of hisjauntiness, his gay fatalism.

Hiseydidsfluttered open and arueful grimace twisted his mockinalips. "Thusone must fal,” he
murmured, "when the gibbet trap is sprung from beneath one's feet. But at the end of that dropisat least
oblivion, provided the executioner has rightly knotted his noose. Aye, more merciful isthe galows drop
than that which awaitsus."

"Y ou've got hanging on your mind adevil of alot," | snapped.

"And so would you, my John," he grinned wanly, "if you had been condemned to hang as often as| have

| twisted to atouch on my shoulder. It was Daster's splayed hand. He had climbed out of the stratcar
and he wanted me to do the same. We were in abarn-like room, itsfloor gpparently of the same fused
and congedled rock that formed the sides of the bowl. The illumination was not sunlight but came from a
wide, shining band circling the wals just where the domed ceiling rested on them, wallsthat lacked any
sign of door or window.

Our stratcar was one of many that stood in a straight row across the chamber. Three Adalonianswere
clustered about a machine whose nose had been stripped of its metal covering to reveal an intricate mass
of gearsthat they seemed to be repairing. They were, judging by the brown of their torso covering,
Plebos, but an orange-clad Doctil was coming toward us.

Hereached usas| dismounted from the Stratcar. "Gohret," Daster greeted him, lifting histentaclesin
sdute. "Thisis John March, whom Agtaris last message concerned.”

Gohret's great eyesrested on me very briefly, shifted to Villon who by now stood beside me. "And the
other, of course, isthe onewho waslately found missing,” he remarked. "I understand that the scanners
located him near the entrance whorl."

"Exactly," Daster agreed. "And s0 Kass was able to pick up both at once and bring them to the brink
together."

"Have you determined how this Villon succeeded in penetrating the Vel of Ishlak?”

"No. Kassreported that he evidently haslearned how to conced his thoughts from us. We shdl haveto
probe hismind in the observation cell.”

"Which must be done at once. We must find and punish the Plebo who assisted him. If it wasa Plebo.”
Seeing the two together in that bright light | redlized that there was a definite variance in their gppearance,
difficult to describe but differentiating them sufficiently for recognition. "1 shal take charge of him and
have the matter attended to immediately.”

It seemed to me that Daster resented Gohret's dictatorial tone, but he said nothing to confirm this
impression. "Come aong,” Gohret commanded Villon. "Unlessyou wish to tell us now that which we



want to know."

Francois lip curled scornfully. "1 am too experienced ajailbird to be frightened into blabbing by hints of
torture.

"We are not compelled to resort to torture,” Gohret responded, "to obtain information we desire. Our
methods are more& mdash;efficient.”

Villon winced. In spite of your pretty speech about a poet and fear, | thought, you're scared, my friend.
Héllish scared. That's because you don't know what they're going to do to you and that excdllent
imagination of yoursisworking overtime.

"Comedong," Gohret commanded again, reaching along tentacle for Francois. The latter shrank back
againg the stratcar and the Doctil's writhing limb wrapped around him. Villon's mouth gaped in a
soundless scream as agony grayed hisface. | swung afist at the Adaonian. 1ts knuckles sank into
squashy, rot-soft flesh under Gohret's tiny mouth and my other fit, driving in, was caught in midair as
Dagter's arms roped me, lifted me from the floor. | kicked back at him, furioudy. My hedls crunched.
Pain rayed through me, traced every nervein my body.

| hung from those terrible tentacles, paralyzed, hafblinded and, inconsequently, resenting it that the
Plebos had not even turned from their work to watch me fight.

"Thank you, my friend," Villon caled, hisvoice thin with hisown agony. Y ou meant well but you could
have done me no good, no good at al." Gohret's tentacle grooved the poet's scrawny chest and on the
back of Villon's dangling hand blood trickled from the crushed flesh of hisarm. ™Y ou cannot help me.”
They were snking, visbly they were snking into the floor and unless| was mistaken& mdash;l must be
mistaken& mdash;the floor rose dong their bodies undisturbed.

"Farewd|, John March." Hewas amiling. He actudly was smiling up at me, the indomitable fellow, only
his shoulders and his head and his plumed hat till visble. "Tdl thefar Evelyn that though | go now into
eternal darkness| take with me the recollection of the gray-eyed Angdl | met in Hell."

Chapter 10 SOME INCREDIBLE OTHERWHERE

THE FLOOR WAS solid over where Francois Villon had vanished. Daster set me down and the power
of my muscles returned and the agony of my nervesfaded.

| was donein that stratcar hangar now with those strange beings that were so unhuman in appearance
and yet so oddly human. | was alone and, | admit it without shame, | was afraid.

It was my turn, now, to be punished. For striking Gohret. For kicking at Daster. | faced around to the
remaining Doctil, doing my best to stand straight, forcing mysdlf to look into his mucid eyes. They were
coldly impersond. They lay upon mefor what seemed along time, dtogether without emotion. Astaris
had looked at me like that, and Kass, and dow resentment welled up in me again at the sense of
inferiority that Steady, speculative gaze inflicted upon me.

Dagter'sarm lifted in agesture, and | knew | wasto go with him& mdash;somewhere.

We started moving across the hangar floor, mysdlf alittle ahead. The Plebosto one side busied
themsalves with thelr task, not for one ingtant interrupted.

Wherewas | being taken? We were walking directly towards the opposite wall of that vaulted chamber,
and there was nothing there but the blind face of the stone. It was so highly polished that it reflected us,



vaguely. Therewas no seam where it rounded into the floor. Floor and wall and dome were of one piece,
like concrete that had been formed in amould. But they were not concrete. They were rock. How could
rock have been poured that way?

"All thingsare plagtic," Daster answered me, "at some degree of heet.”

"True enough.” Aeonsago, | recaled from my geology, the Earth itsalf was molten, shaped into an orb by
the very speed of its pinning, bulging at the equator because there the centrifugal force wasthe greatest.
"But the heat that meltsrock is so great that it would be impossible for men to shapeit, in such large
masses at any rate."

"Nothing,” the Doctil answered, "isimpossble to man.”

"Y ou& mdash;!" | stopped short. | was face to face with my reflection in the wall, another half-step would
bring meagand it.

"Go on, John March." Hishand on my back shoved me forward, gently. | went into that rock & hellip;
Not against it, into it! It impeded me no more than so much air, but for amoment | was blinded by
intangible grayness. Then therewaslight again and | wasin anarrow corridor that spiralled downward,
the pitch so steep that | had to lean back and dig heelsto keep mysalf from going too fast.

"What& mdash;what the devil!" | couldn't help the exclamation. "How did that happen?’

"Matter isnot redly solid,” Daster answered, "as you should know, but is composed of vibrating
electrons separated by spaces compared to which their own sizes are minute. The rate of vibration of the
wall rock has been adjusted so that the eectrons of which we are composed may flow through, between
its particles”

"Itsassmpleasdl that, isit?" | tried to be sarcastic. "Good thing the boysin Sing Sing don't know
about it or they'd walk out somefine morning.”

"Precisely. Except that the technique of changing the vibration rate of the prison wallswould have been
beyond the ability of even the most profound scientists of your time. That was not developed until some
five hundred years after your period.”

"Ohyeah?' | wasn't going to let myself be worked up again by the way these people kept tossing the
centuries about, regardiess. "Jugt alittle matter of five hundred years™ If | et mysdlf believe that time had
folded into itself, Daster and hisfriends might reglly be amillion years beyond mein evolution. The
inevitable implication of that would bethat | was up against people | could have no hope of fighting. And
| wasn't ready to admit that, not quite yet. " Just the day after tomorrow to you."

"No," Daster dissented, dryly. "The day before yesterday.”

Now what could | do about that except shut up? We kept on going down and around, and though my
own footfals echoed within the confines of that interminable spira, the Adaonian's movements were
soundless. A Latin tag came out of my high school days& mdash; facile descensus Averni, greasy isthe
descent to Hades& mdash;and the speculation trailed across my mind that perhaps | had died in that old
house on Brooklyn Heights; that, a disembodied soul, | wandered through some Afterland beyond degth.

Abruptly the passage leveled out under my feet, straightened out. Far ahead there was atiny oblong of
the same curioudy brownish light that had pervaded the plain above. It grew larger swiftly, although | was
walking at an ordinary pace. | redized that dl thistime my footing had been moving, without vibration, an
endless bdt spirdling down from that lofty Stratcar hangar.



The rectangle of light ahead became a squared opening at which the tunnel ended. | wasthroughiit,
Dagter'stouch on my elbow keeping mefrom falling as| |€eft the conveyor. | haf-spun, saw that I'd
emerged from an gperturein ablue-gray wall, lifted my look and saw that wall towering, windowless,
tremendoudy above me.

So great wasits height that it appeared to lean appallingly forward, to be about to hurtle down upon me.
| whirled away from it, faced the wide expanse of the bow! floor down on which | had looked from the
brink of the sheer, mile-high cliff that closed it in. Directly ahead, across a perfectly leve stretch of fused
rock, was alow building, blue-gray and windowlesslike the one out of which | had just come, but tiny in
comparison to it. To my right and quite a distance farther off, there was another, somewnheat larger, and to
onesde of it one about aquarter itssize.

If | recalled correctly the layout of Adalon seen from above, the nearer structure was& hdllip;

"Mercury," Daster supplied. "Correct. And the farther oneis Earth, with its Moon. Marsis hidden behind
Sun. You arethe first of our& mdash;guests& mdash;to perceive that Adaon is planned to portray the
Solar System.”" He seemed approving, and | could not help being alittle pleased with myself.

"You cal the buildings after the planets they represent?” | noted.
"Yes," the Doctil agreed.

There were afew Plebos about, grotesque caricatures of humanity with their tremendous heads, their
bulbous bodies, their writhing, tentacular arms. They were moving briskly acrosstheterrain in various
directions, but they weren't walking. They stood on little whedled platforms of the same odd meta of
which the stratcars were built, and these were rolling swiftly along the trackless pavement. | could seeno
steering wheels or other means of control; the peculiar vehicles stopped and started and changed
direction dmogt asif they were endowed with some queer life of their own.

One, somewhat larger than the others, and unoccupied, came toward us. It waslike a child's playcart,
except that it had no sides, but at the front end there was a boxlike protuberance from which rodsran to
either end of theforward axle. Asit neared | heard alow burr of machinery. It came up to us, wheded
around and stopped.

"They're worked by remote radio control,”" | decided, remembering a demonstration | had seenin New
Y ork's Museum of Science and Industry. "But | can't see the advantage. It must require an operator for
each oneand& hdlip;"

"Therider of each rado isitsoperator,” Daster interrupted, motioning for meto get on to the thing and
doing so himself. Wefaced forward on it and it started rolling smoothly towards Earth. "1 summoned this
one, for ingtance, and am directing it now." It deftly avoided collision with another, whose Plebo rider
lifted histentaclesin salute to Dagter.

"Where'syour sending set?' | challenged skeptically. | was getting more used to the Doctil's weird
gppearance, more aware of him asan individua with whom | could talk naturaly, whom | could question.
"Y ou haven't anything in your hands and certainly you can't be hiding it anywhere about you."

"My brainisthe only sending set | need for therado.”
"Oh now, listen! Y ou don't expect meto bdlieve that, do you?'

"l do. Y ou have information and intelligence enough to understand it. Even in your time it was aready
becoming known that the processes of the brain and nervous system are essentidly eectrica in character.



My control of the rado through what you would cal will doneis merely a projection of the same
manifestation of energy by which you wiggle your greet toe."

"I getit," | exclamed. "Just asradio isadevelopment of telegraphing over wires. Then & hellip; then your
means of communication, my hearing you without your spesking aoud, must be something smilar.”

"Precisely. Except that in that case your brain isacting as areceiving unit. It has not yet evolved
aufficiently for it to be used efficiently as atransmitter, although our researches seem to indicate that some
among those of your time did have that power in arudimentary manner.”

"There have been some experimentswithiit,” | recalled. "At Duke University, for instance. They call it
telepathy, extra-sensory perception, and&mdash;” | broke off. We were being carried past the House of
Mercury. Coming around from behind it and turning towards us was another rado like the one we rode.
Onthis, besde aPlebo, was aman like mysdif.

Not quite like mysdf. He was much tdler, built in aheavier mould. His colossal framewasclothedina
flowing dark robe down whaose front flowed aluxuriant, silver-white beard. His massive features were
swarthy, broadly sculptured, his nose wide-winged and bent-ridged, his brooding eyes sunken benesth
shaggy white brows. | thought of Rodin's statue of Jehovah in the Metropolitan. There was about this
man the same Semitic cast of countenance, the same consciousness of mgjesty, the same quiet strength.

Hisrado, shot by usand ran swiftly toward the great building wed just quitted, too swiftly for me,
dartled as| was, to cdl to him. "Who isthat?' | demanded, twisting to Dasgter. "Who isthat man?"

"Hisnameis Elijah," was what the Doctil responded. "He was known as a Prophet of Israel inthe ageto
which he belongs”

"But&hdlip;" | gasped. "But Elijah was taken up to Heaven in achariot of fire"”

"So it was reported by Elisha, hisdisciple, who saw him go. The sun struck through the whirlwind of
desert dust that parted them and gave it the appearance of flame, and when it was gone, Elishatoo was
gone." And then, quite smply, quite convincingly, Daster the Doctil said, "l saw it. | wasthere."

FrancoisVillon! Elijah! A pattern, afaint and appalling pattern, was forming at the back of my brain.

Elijah: Prophet in Isragl. Francois Villon: Thief, Lover and Poet. | had read those names not very long
before. On aydlowed, crumbling page they had been, part of alist headed, The Vanished. And onthe
page before that one, in rubbed italics, had been words that now took on a heart-squeezing significance:;

Like so many whispering whorls of dust they went out of space and out of time, to what
Otherwhere no one still among us knows, and none will ever know.

"Nonewill ever know." But | knew. Very terribly | knew where Elijah and Villon and | had come. And
Eveyn Rand.

This, this Adalon, was that incredible Otherwhere out of space and out of time!
Chapter 11 THE SCENT OF DREAMS

THE RADO ROLLED up to the grayblue wall of the building called Earth, stopped. Daster dismounted
and | followed, my mind occupied with trying redlly to comprehend the conclusion to which it had come.

There was an opening here like the exit from the gigantic central structure. The Doctil waited for meto
enter thisbefore him. Indgde there was atunneled passage Smilar to the onein the House of the Sun, lit
amilarly with atwilight glow. But thefloor of thisdid not move. The corridor went in about five fet,



turned sharply right. It did not rise asthat other had but went straight on. | walked aong it too shaken to
be fully aware of what | was doing, too shaken to be curious about my surroundings or my destination.

Up to the moment when Daster had told me the long-bearded man in the dark mantle was Elijah, and |
had believed him, | had neither accepted nor rejected the actudity of any of my strange experiences.
Perhaps | can best explain what | mean by an analogy. Once, on Okinawa, ashell fragment dashed my
leg. | sat on the ground staring at the inch-deep gash in my flesh, at the blood welling out of it and for
minutes had absolutely no emotion about it at al. | knew it was my leg that was diced to the bone. |
knew it was my blood pouring out. | knew theat it was beginning to hurt damnably but dl of that seemed
to concern me not at al. Then someone had ydled, "Hell. They got the lieutenant,” and visions had
smashed into my brain of that leg having been chewed up so badly that it would have to come off, of my
going around on crutches dl therest of my life.

A medic had put atourniquet on mein ahurry, that time, and penicillin and plasmaand the miracle men
they call Army surgeons had made my leg good as new more quickly than I'd had any right to expect.
But thisthing | was up againgt now was different. Nobody was going to get me out of this mess. Nobody
could. It was strictly and entirely up to me, mysdf.

That was alaugh! These peoplein whose power | was, these Adalonians, had demonstrated themselves
to be masters of forces | could not even begin to conceive. The Adalonians could read my thoughts at
will, could sense them dmost before | was aware of them mysdf. Againgt them | wasfar moreat a
disadvantage than the most benighted Australian aborigine had been againgt the invading white man
equipped with al the knowledge and the tools of civilization. | wasfinished. Kaput. Donefor. It was
fantagtic to imagine that | could do anything against them. Anything &t al.

If | behaved mysdlf, did exactly asthey told me, maybe they'd let melivefor awhile. That wasthe best |
could hopefor.

"Y ou have cometo awise decision,” | heard behind me. ™Y ou are quite hel pless, and your redization of
that will saveyou agrest dedl of difficulty.” | actudly heard someone say that. It was no echo insde my
brain, it was sound, avoice, in my ears! | twisted around.

It wasn't the Doctil | stared at, my jaw dropping. It was aman properly proportioned, properly clothed
in abrown suit very much like my own. He was about my height too, but he was older than 1.
Gray-haired, high-foreheaded, blinkingly near-sighted, he had aditinctly professond ar. He might just
have stepped out of some university lecture hall.

"Who& mdash;?" | spluttered. "Who are you? Where did you come from?'

He amiled rather vagudy. "1 am ill Daster," he said in that thin, old man'svoice. "1 have merely assumed
this appearance because | have found that my real form disturbs the natural reactions of the person we
are about to join, and it isimportant that this should not happen. Now, if you'll ep aside so that | can get
to that door& hdllip;"

There was a door, an honest-to-goodness wooden door with aknob of black glass, beside me where an
ingtant before there had been only blank wall.

Daster stepped by meto the door. It isan index to my state of mind that | found more astonishing than
his metamorphos's, more surprising than the sudden materilization of the door, the fact that he lifted his
hand and knocked on it. The familiar, sharp rap of knuckles on wood was startling.

Someoneindde sad, "Come."



| knew that voice, though I'd never heard it before, and my breath caught in my throat. Daster's
blue-veined hand was on the doorknob. He was turning it. It seemed to me | waswatching a
dow-moation film, of aknob turning, of adoor swinging open. It swung outward toward me, so that it
blocked my view of what was behind it. Daster went past its edge, was screened by it.

Very faint in my nogtrils was the perfume of arbutus and crocuses and hyacinths, and the evasive scent of
leafbuds, the fragrance of spring in acountryside | could never hope to see again. And underlying this
was the redolence | could not name, the very breath of dreams.

"I have brought you someone," | heard Daster say, "whom | know you will be happy to see.” | redized
that | was going past the edge of that door, that | was going into the room on which it had opened.

She was standing with her white fingers to the soft round of her breast, her lips half-parted. There wasan
attitude of expectancy about the poise of her dim, young body, alook in her cool gray eyesthat seemed
to say she had been waiting for me dl thetime | had searched for her. She was not beautiful. Even in that
moment | knew that in the ordinary sense of the word she was not beautiful, her festures were too
irregular for that, her mouth too generous. But her hair was amisty amber cloud, and the throbbing curve
of her throat wasalilting line of melody. Therewas strength in her smdl blunt chinand in her face an
aching sweetness.

"John March," Dagter's voice said, somewhereto one sde. "And& mdash;"
"Evelyn Rand,” | put in, degp-throated.

A smiletouched her lips, sunshine caressing rose petals. Y ou know me, Mr. March?| don't recall our
having met."

"We havent. | have never seen you. But | know you. | am one of your guardian's junior attorneys and
I've been hunting for you for dl of two weeks."

"Two weeks?' Her little frown of puzzlement wasintriguing. "I don't understand. If Mr. Sturdevant
wanted to get in touch with me why didn't he call me up? He knows my number and | was home 'til
yesterday morning.”

"Youwere& hdlip;" | sopped myself. Something queer here. Something very queer. Daster was
watching us. | didn't like the way he was watching us. His eyes were too glittering, too feverishly eager.
"Of courseyouwere" | said vagudy. "l &hdlip; | confused you with another client.”

"l shal leaveyou," the Adalonian interrupted. "1 have some mattersto attend to.” He was moving toward
thedoor. "I shdl returnin alittlewhile” Turning to him, | became aware of the room, aquietly furnished
living room; rugs, furniture, very likethose | was accustomed to al my life. Except for onething. There
were two other doors, but there was no window. No sign of one.

The door closed on Daster, and | was done with Evelyn Rand.

Sheld come close. Her fingers were on the back of my hand, cold. "Tell me," she breathed. "Whet did
you mean when you said you have been hunting for me for two weeks?' Her pupils were widening and
the color was draining from her lips.

"| said that | was mistaken, didn't | ”?' It was clear that she was bewildered, and afraid. " Another
dient& hdlip;"

"You said that, but it isn't true. A vell dropped over your eyeswhen you said it." Her hand had closed on
mine now, was clinging to it. | wanted to take her in my arms. | wanted to hold her tightly, to till the



flutter of her pulsein her neck; like the hurried begt of afrightened bird's heart. "Tell mewhat kind of
placethisis. Tell mewho they are, in there." Her free hand jerked to one of the closed doors. "Tell me
what's happened to me."

All the strength was running out of her, al the courage. She was on the verge of bresking. The Lord
aone knew how long sheld been holding herself together by sheer will, how long shed been facing down
her fears. Sheld been surrounded by a strangeness she could not understand and she'd held her terror of
it tight within her. Now I'd come, someone she recognized to be her own kind, and abruptly the burden
had become too grest for her.

"Easy," | told her. "Takeit easy.” The truth would be better for her, kinder, than any lie that probably
would be disproven at once. But what was the truth? "'l don't know very much about it mysdlf but | know
there's nothing to be scared of. We're both in something of a mess, and we've got to be brave and
sengble and figure out together just what it isand just how to get out of it."

Theideawasto let her know that she had help, but aso to make her fed that she had to take hold of
hersalf and cooperate. It waslike rescuing adrowning person. If you let them go hysterical on you they'll
go down and drag you with them, but if you get across to them that they've got to do something for
themselves you can get somewhere. It worked. Shelet go of my hand, straightened and smiled wanly. "I
&hdlip; I'mdl right now." But there was till dread under the surface of her eyes. "Y ou & hellip; areyou
adoctor?’

"A doctor? What makes you& mdash;" And then | got it. The poor kid! "Look here." | took hold of her
shoulders. "Look into my eyes, and listen to me. I'm not a doctor and thisis not a sanitarium and you're
not crazy." | said that dowly, with al the conviction | could put intoit. Y ou're as sane as dgebra. Not
only you, but the man who told you heis Francois Villon is sane, and the man who calshimsdlf Elijahis
sane. That iswho they redly are, unbelievable asit may seem.”

| knew she'd spoken with Villon, and | guessed that she must have spoken with others out of time. It was
quite naturd for her to think them suffering from delusions. From what he had said she must have seen
Daster in hisred shape, and been convinced that she too wasthe victim of halucinations. The only
reasonable conclusion would be that this was a madhouse and she an inmate.

"You bdieveme" | went on. "Y ou must believe me. Whatever e seiswrong, you are not mad. Do you
believe me?'

She nodded.

"Say it. Say it doud. 'l know that | am sane. Whatever has happened, whatever is going to happen, | am
sane' "

"I know that | am sane." Her voice was just above awhisper, her lipstremulous. "Whatever has
happened, whatever is going to happen, | am sane." But her eyes were more natural now, the fear was
gone from them. "Thank you, John March. Oh, thank you."

"Nothing to thank mefor yet. Wait 'til I've gotten us out of this" | made myself sound brisk, confident. |
was very far from either. About two minutes ago I'd decided that | hadn't the dightest chance of
extricating mysdlf from the predicament in which I'd found mysdlf, had resigned mysdlf to take whatever
the Adalonians wanted to hand me. Nothing had changed since then. "That sofalooks comfortable.”
Nothing except that now | had Evelyn Rand to ook out for. "L et's St down and talk things over.”

| put my handsin my trouser pockets and strolled over to the couch I'd indicated, giving agood imitation
of nonchaance. Some coinsjingled in the right-hand pocket, intheleft | felt awallet and alatch-key inits



little leather case. Evelyn Rand was coming along beside me, her pae blue dresswhispering againg the
thighs of thoselong, free-swinging legs of hers.

We might have been any boy and ga about to spend a pleasant evening inaNew Y ork living room.
Except that there was no window in thisliving room, and that not far beyond itswalls aman named
Francois Villon was suffering some unimaginable fate.

No. The Twentieth Century couple we most resembled was a Jewish one in some Berlin parlor,
pretending that al was right with the world while al the time they were aware of horror outside, and the
inevitable cloging in of doom upon them. | knew thiswas only a brief respite, a short moment of truce our
captors were according us for some inscrutable reason of their own.

| kept my face averted from Evelyn 'til | was certain | had gained control of it, 'til | was certain she could
not read from it the dread and the despair that were in my thoughts. If | had known then what there was
to dread, what there was to despair of, | should not have been able to conceal those emotions from her.

Chapter 12"WALK INTO MY PARLOR"

"SUPPOSE WE BEGIN," | said, when Evelyn Rand and | were seated, "with your story. Y ou started
out to go to church. Y ou went around the corner& mdash;and then?”

"And then | had acuriousfedling that | was about to meet someone who'd been waiting for me along
time." Just thetip of atiny ear showed from benesth the honeycolored cap of her hair. "The street was
full of peoplewith Sunday shining in their eyes, but it wasn't any of them. It was someonedse. I'd had
that same fedling, dreamlike but atogether actua, once before.”

"In Faith Corbett's garden in Westchester," | murmured, "the day before you went away to college.”

"Yes" Shedidn't seem at dl surprised that | knew. "That time | was sure Johnny, the boy 1'd pretended
to play with al the lonely years 'til hed become very rea and very dear, was about to meet me at the
gate& mdash;Oh!" She broke off. ™Y our nameis John, isn't it? And you've got reddish brown hair and
eyestoo, like my Johnny, and acleft in your chin.”

"Wait," | cut in, acold breath blowing on the base of my skull. "Wait. Let's not talk about me. Let'sgo
back to Sunday."

"I was excited, though | kept telling mysdlf | wasbeing very slly." Her gaze stayed on my face, and her
eyeswere luminous. "Halfway down the block | stopped, because there was a strange little man in front
of me, bowing to me with old fashioned courtesy.”

""You are Evelyn Rand,' he said, in awhispery sort of far-away voice. Hed popped up so suddenly,
right there. He was so queer-looking too, bald, with around face and tight, yellowish skin and ahead a
littletoo largefor him."

"Achronos Adarid" | exclaimed, under my breeth.
"What? What did you say?'
"I've met your little man." And how! "But go on."

"I admitted my name. | wasabit nervous, but | wasn't afraid. Not yet. There was something about him |
didn't like, but nothing could happen to me there in the heart of New Y ork, with crowds al around. 'And
you are &hdlip;? | asked."



"'A friend of Faith Corbett's," he told me. "Y our old nurse& mdash;|'ve come from her for you.'"
" 'Faith'sill,’ | cried. 'Sheé'sdying!" "

"The little man shook his head. 'No. Not dying. But if you'll be good enough to come with me. 1t will not
takelong.' He put hishand on my elbow, asif to urge me, and a strange thing happened. The buildings,
the street, everything, melted into grayness, everything but the little man's eyes. Those eyes got larger and
larger. | seemed to plunge into them. The grayness seemed to be rushing by me at a perfectly awful
Speed, and it was empty, most dreadfully empty. And then& mdash;and then& mdash;"

She stopped, her pupils widening again, the faint rose that had spread under her skin when sheld spoken
of my resemblance to her imaginary Johnny fading to atransparent pallor.

"Steady, Eveyn,” | said softly. "Steady.” My hand did adong 'til it reached hers. "Look. Y ou don't haveto
goon. | canguesstherest.”

"But | want to, John. | want to tell you."

I'm no Galahad. I'd held hands with girls before, and done plenty more than hold hands. But there was
something about the fed of hers, something about the way her icy fingerstook hold of mine, quite smply,
quite naturdly. "Go ahead." | couldn't trust myself to say any more, just then.

"The grayness got solid. | was standing among alot of queer rocks. Beside me there was something out
of anightmare, a Thing with atremendous head, and awful eyes, and& mdash;”

"Skip therest. I've seen them.”
"You have! Thenitwasred!"
"It'sred enough,” | answered dryly. "Too red to suit me. What happened next?’

"l don't know. | must have fainted. The next thing | knew | wasin thisroom, lying on this sofa, and the
gentleman who brought you herewastdling methat | wasdl right, that | must not be frightened. But |
was. | wasterrified, though | couldn't ssem to do anything but lie here and stare at him. Mr. Daster kept
on talking, low-voiced and very soothingly. | & hellip; it'sfunny, John & hellip; but | can't remember what
he said. | can remember only that little by little my heart stopped pounding, and theiron band that
seemed to be squeezing my brain was gone and | & mdash;| think | fell adeep.”

They had been kinder to her than to me, | thought. Thank God for that.

"l woke up," Evelyn went on, "with the feding that someone was in the room. Someone was, agirlish
looking little boy about nine or ten years old, with the saddest eyes I've ever seen. He smiled shyly a me
and spokein beautiful French, gpologizing for hisintrusion. | asked him who he was, and, John, he said
he was Citizen Louis Charles, cidevant Louis Bourbon, heir to the throne of France.”

"The Lost Dauphin,” | exclaimed. "It checks. By dl that'sholy, it checks. Hewason thelist too.”
"What checks?' she demanded. "Whet list are you talking about?'

"Never mind. I'll tell you about it later.” | had a pretty clear idea of what happened next, from what I'd
seen and what 1'd gathered from her manner. "When the boy said that, you were sure he was mad. Then
you met the others he spoke of and each one told you he was someone €l se who couldn't possibly be
aive, and you were sure that you'd lost your mind and were in an asylum with alot of other lunatics.” |
wanted to get her past that part. "Isn't that so?"



"Yes" she breathed. "What else could | think?"

"Certainly not thetruth, the utterly incredible truth.” Thejittery look wasin her eyesagain. I'd learn the
rest of what | needed to know later. "L ook here, young lady, you've been talking long enough, it's about
time you gave another fellow achance. One thing though. Y ou haven't been harmed, have you, or

annoyed in any way?'

"No. But the time has been so long, so awfully long. | never knew aday and anight and haf of another
day could seem like eternity.”

A day and anight. | checked mysdlf. It was two weeks since she'd vanished. "Isthat how longitissince
you came here?' Did time run differently here?If it did that was proof, indubitable proof, that thiswas not
some hidden-away place on Earth, as| till half-hoped. "Are you sure?!

She shrugged. "I'm not sure of anything. But I've only dept once, in the bedroom in there," she nodded at
the door opposite to that to which she had pointed before. "And I've only eaten four meals. Why do you
ask?'

Here was something elsethat I'd have to break to her carefully. "Because that fitsin, too, to my idea of
what thisisal about. Lisen to me, Evelyn. Wereinvolved in something very strange, something amost
uncanny. It's quite unbelievable, but we've got to believe it, becauseit'strue. And because the only way
we can get out of the predicament werein isto understand it thoroughly. What's more, we've got to
keep remembering, aways, that we can and will find away out, no matter who or what opposes us, ho
meatter how impossbleit seems.”

| was talking for my own benefit aswell as hers. | needed the confidence | was preaching.

"l understand." Her grave, gray look wasfixed on my face and | read utter trust there. Y ou'll find away
out, | know you will." | didn't deservethat. | wasjust a confused, bewildered guy up against something
too big for him. And | was dtogether a stranger to her.

Or was|? There was that imaginary playmate of hers, who had my name, my features. Therewasthe
way she had become avery redl, very intimate person to me long before I'd seen her, a person so redl
that | loved her before | set eyes on her. "Now that we're together at last, Johnny," she said, "I'm not
afraid any longer. I'm not afraid of anything at al.”

| couldn't let her down after that. Now could I? " Thanks, Eve," wasdl that | said, but she got what |
meant. "Now let metell you my experience.” | let her haveit, lock, stock and barrdl, the essentials of
everything I'd been through from the time Agtaris had shown up in the Art Gallery to when Daster had
brought ustogether. Of almost everything. For no good reason | left out mention of the carved black
stone I'd found in her nursery, the gem whose replica was so paradoxicaly painted into her portrait.
Because it was S0 nerve-shaking | omitted the incident of the ambush on the entrance plain and the fate
of the two who had attacked Kass. And | Ieft out Villon's cryptic specul ation about the implication of the
arrangement of the buildingsin Adaon for another very good reason, areason that was sending ripples
chasing up and down my spine at the same time asit tightened my throat with helpless anger.

Wewere being spied on

Aswetaked | had gradualy become aware of this, | don't know how or why. We were donein that
room. The doors, keyholeless, were shut. There was no sign of acrack or peepholein thewallsand
nothing hung on them that might concedl one. | had heard nothing out of the way.

Perhaps | had become sensitized, vaguely, to the waves of nervous force of which Daster had spoken.



Whatever it was, | was conscious, as distinctly as oneis conscious of astare on the back of oné's neck,
that our every word, our every thought, our every emotion, was being observed and noted.

Chapter 13THE LOTTERY OF DOOM

THERE WASNOTHING | could do about it. There was no point in darming the girl by telling her

about it, no point in undoing what | had accomplished in setting her at her ease. Moreover, there might be
some advantage in concedling from the Ada onians my awareness of what they wereup to. And so |

went on as| had intended.

"It dl adds up to something like this, Evelyn. In some quite incomprehensible way, we have been carried
off to aregion that isn't on Earth at dl, that in dl likelihood isn't anywherein the Solar System.
Tentatively, at least, we've got to assume that what's been hinted to meistrue, that those who have done
this, the people I've been calling the Adaonians for lack of a better name, come from Earth too, but from
an Earth far, far older than that which we know. Whether thisis so or not, they have aknowledge and
powersfar greater than we can conceive.”

"One of these powers seemsto be that of ranging backward and forward in time at will, for not only we,
but other individuas from anumber of far separated periodsin Earth's history, have been gathered here
by them. How they do this| can't even begin to think, but thereis no question that they have doneit, and
doneit with adefinite purpose. That purpose seemsto be the acquisition of some information from us,
some knowledge that, omniscient asthey seem, they lack."

"If you're right about them, what could we possibly know that they don't?”

| shook my head. "Don't ask me that. But you must remember that the knowledge of araceisnot aways
cumulative. Mankind forgets, just as every man forgets. Haven't we often run across hints that the
ancients had kills, arts, of which al trace has been lost? To take a smple thing, the secret of
Michaelangdo's pigments has been logt."

"And no one knows how Stradivarius got that wonderful tonein hisviolins™ Evelyn put in.

"Exactly. But | have anotion that what the Ada onians want from us is something we don't know
oursalvesthat we know." | wasthinking of the questions that Astaris and Kass had put to me. "And even
finding out what it isian't quite asimportant as discovering why they need the information they're fter,
why they are 0 eager to get it. | don't think it's merely scientific curiogity, they're going to too much
troublefor that."

The uneasy sense of being watched, listened to, persisted. It was a creepy feding, that of an unseen
Presence hovering over us, of privacy invaded and of being helplessto avoid it. A damned uncomfortable
feding.

"Why isit important, Johnny?' Evelyn asked. "How would it help usto know dl this?’

Her inquiry seemed to crystalize something that al this time had been at the back of my mind. "Because,
Eve, if we know what they want and why they want it, we may be ableto trade it for our release. We
can't fight them, but | have an ideathat we can dicker with them.”

| didn't say that for her. | said it for him, for whomever it was that was listening. And | waited for some
indication that he had heard, for some sign that my offer was accepted. Asif she sensed what | was
about Evelyn waited too, her damask lipsalittle parted, her fingerstightening on my hand, tightening and
trembling amost imperceptibly.



No hint camethat I'd been heard, no dightest hint that what 1'd said had made any impression on the
eavesdropper. | was afool to have hoped it. The Adalonians were too certain of their powers, too
completely certain. They would squeeze us dry of what they wanted from us, and then tossus away like
so much pulped orange. Toss usto the Drina.

"What isit, Johnny?' Evelyn exclamed. "What's scared you?”'
"Scared me?"

"Y our face went white al of asudden, your lipsgray." Smal wonder they had, with the vision flashing
across my mind, of her graceful form swallowed within agray-purple loathesome mass, of her lovely
body blurring, melting awvay& hdllip;

"White?' | laughed. "No wonder I'm white. I'm so hungry I'm carnivorous now, and in about ahalf an
hour more I'll turn cannibalistic. If you don't look out I'm likely to be lunching on you.”

Her laugh, responding to mine, was aslvery tinkle. "I'm afraid | wouldn't afford you much nourishment,
I'mall skin and bones." She broke off. "Remember when | said that last, Johnny? We were playing we
were shipwrecked and we were arguing which one of us should egt the other. Do you remember?’

The queer thing wasthat | seemed to. Very, very dimly, asif it were something I'd dreamed. But dl kids
play shipwreck sometime or other. "How did it come out?" | asked. "Who ate whom?"

"Y ou ate me, of course. | meant you to, dl thetime.”

"That must have been a pretty swell med. But dl kidding aside, isthere any prospect of being fed around
here?' Get agrip on yourself, chump, | was saying to myself. Keep your eye onthebal. "Or am |
doomed to dow starvation?' Part of me was aching to take her in my arms, and never let her go. And
another part of mewastdling methat wasjust what | must not do. "A tenderloin about four inchesthick,
with the blood 0ozing out from under a blanket of mushrooms and onions, would just about put the roses
you seem to miss so much back in my palid cheeks." | sucked said cheeksin and pressed my handsto

my middle, groaning.

Thisclowning brought that musical laugh from her again. Which was my intention. "It's quitelikely your
lifemay be saved,” shesaid, "very shortly.” She glanced at her wrigt, at atiny dia, no bigger than a
fingernall, cased in crysta and clinging there by grace of abracdet braided from platinum strands. "It's
amost noon!" She rose from the couch, "Come on. Well go see”

Asl| got tomy feet, | wasthinking: Almost noon! But it was dmaost noon when | started for Brooklyn,
and that was hours ago. "Are you sure that's the right time, Eve?"' | asked doud. "Hasn't your watch

stopped?”’

"Of course not. | wound it thismorning and it was going then." She was walking toward one of the doors
and | wasfollowing her.

"How many times have you wound it Since you left for church,” | asked softly.
"Only that once, Johnny. Why?"'

"Oh nothing. | thought anything as smdl asthat would have to be wound every couple of hoursor so."

Nothing?

It was the indisputable proof that we were somewhere e se than on Earth. Evelyn might have been
decaived asto eapsed time, that faint of hers might have been acomalasting for days, but the little



mechanism on her wrist could not be deceived. Measured by Earth time she had started for church more
than two weeks ago, but she'd only had to wind her watch once since then, and it had not stopped. Time
ran differently here, there could be no question of that, and the rest followed inevitably.

Evelyn opened the door and a strange polyglot of voices came through to me. The room we entered was
large, high-cellinged. It was as windowless as the one from which we came. But that one had been empty
save for thetwo of us. A dozen or so men werein here.

And such men! The onel first st my eyes on was olive-skinned, hisface angular. Hewore a
short-skirted robe diagonally striped in vivid coloring, and leather sandals whose thongs were
crisscrossed about his muscular legs. His mop of black, kinky hair came down on elther side of his head
amogt to the jaws and it was square cut. He might have stepped down from amura in the Egyptian
Room of the Museum.

He was conversing, more by signs than words, with ablonde giant dressed in skins, hisyellow shock
bristling with strange ornaments of bone. A Briton barbarian from long before the invasion of the Pictsor
| missed my guess. Beyond them was a group whose members were atogaed Roman, an American
Indianin full panoply of quill-embelished buckskin and afierce eyed Mongolian jingling with hammered
Slver accoutrements who might well have been alieutenant of Genghis Khan.

To describe al the occupants of that long chamber would be to make a catalogue of al the races of Man
through five thousand years of history. It would require an etymologist to name dl the languages they
spoke. In speech, in customs, in origin, they were utterly different. But there was one thing they had in
common, onething | felt a once, in the moment | entered among them.

That thing was betrayed by atautness of the cordsin their necks, by acontinual shifting of their eyesto
the door that fromitslocation | knew opened on the corridor that had brought meto Evelyn, by a
jerkiness of movement that could come only from amost unendurable tension.

One of the grizzled evator men in the building that houses the offices of Sturdevant, Hamlin, Mosby and
Garfield was aRussian aristocrat, an ex-Baron. HE'd been captured by the Bolsheviks during the
Revolution, had been imprisoned for some years, had escaped by some fluke or other. Wed gotten
friendly, and once he'd told me of thejails of the Cheka, of the roomsin which the prisoners were
gathered, each one knowing that sooner or later he would be called out to be executed, none knowing
when, or if hewould be the next, or if he would be the last. All knowing that doom was certain, and
waiting, waiting, waiting& hdlip;

They werelike that, exactly like that, the men assembled here, except that their case was worse because
they did not know to what fate they were to be summoned. They knew only that it would be something
lessmerciful than deeth.

"There's someone here | want you to meet, Johnny," Evelyn said. Her hand on my arm, she guided meto
acorner where stood two men and a boy, alittle withdrawn from the others, alittle doof.

The boy was the one she had aready described to me; the Lost Dauphin, son of Marie Antoinette and
theill-fated Louis XV1 of France. His clothing was dmost in rags, histoes thrust through the broken
uppers of his shoes and there was a bruise on the sde of hisface. The mark of some brutd jailer's blow,
| thought, recalling that Hitory's last certain glimpse of himwasin aprison of the Terror.

One of the men with the Dauphin was atal and stately Teuton, square-jawed, black polled. There was
something of the military in his posture, but the long-fingered hand with which he seemed to be fumbling
for asword hilt was the sensitive hand of amusician, and his haggard countenance was too el oquent of

thought to be asoldier's. | was afterward to learn that this was John Orth, Archduke of Tuscany, son of



Princess Marguerite of the Two Siciliesand closest friend of that scion of the Emperor Franz Josef of
Augtriawho died for love at Mayerling.

It wasthelast of that trio who interested me most.

He was shorter than his companion, broader of shoulder and chest. His powerful body was swathed ina
cloak of dark purple, and if thelittle Dauphin's pose was kingly, thisman'swasimperid. Hishair, his
beard, were blonde and silken, the eyes that watched me as we approached were the deepest blue I'd
ever seen and keen asthe thrust of arapier. At oneinstant there was a sad sweetness about his mouith,
amogst effeminate, at the next it firmed and | knew that here was aman to venerate, and to fear.

He spoke as we came up to the group. "Ali, Maid Evelyn. Thou hast deprived us of thy sweet company
too long." Hisvoice, though low, was sonorous and it was mellow, and something insde of methrilled to
it. "And who isthisthou bringest with thee?"

"Someone from my own time and age. John March.”

I'll be damned if | didn't have the impulse to go down on one knee when he turned to look at me.
"Johnny," Evdyn sad, "ThisisKing Arthur of Britain."

"John March," he repeated, and lifted hishand. | didn't know whether to shake or kissit, that's how
bewildered | was. | did neither.

| did neither because in the next ingtant Arthur was no longer paying any attention to me, nor | to him.
Because there was another voice in that room, arasping, imperative voice. The voicethat al its
occupants were waiting for, saying aname. Saying two names.

"John March. Evelyn Rand. Y ou are wanted.”

Thelottery of doom had been drawn again, and it was our names that had been drawn!
Chapter 14 A DEAL WITH DISASTER

EVELYN STIFFENED, BESIDE me, her winsome face drained of dl color. "Us," she whispered.
"Johnny. They have comefor us."

Acrossthe high-ceilinged chamber the strip of secret blackness between the portal’'s edge and its jamb
widened with afearful downess& hdlip;

"Chin up, Eve" My arm went around the girl's dender waist and | pulled her quivering body againgt my
side. "Head up." My voice was steady, though how | contrived to keep it so | still do not comprehend.
"Theres nothing to be afraid of. Nothing at dl." My forehead was wet with achill sweat.

The togaed Roman backed away from the widening door, his haughty, patrician features gray with terror.
A mugtached Tartar lurched against awing-helmeted Viking from the Fords.

"Don't let them take me," Eve moaned. "Don't let them& mdash;"

"And that we shall not, Maid Evelyn,” King Arthur's deep-chested tones cut across her plea. "Aslong as
there remains bresth in our body and strength in our arms." He shoved past meto interpose himsalf
between us and the grotesgque beings who now were entering the now open doorway.

"Nor solong as | have powder and ball with which to defend you," John Orth added and ranged himsdlf
beside Arthur, his hand fumbling out from within his oddly cut jacket along-barreled pistol whose butt



was of slver intricately engraved. "Never hasit been said that an Archduke of Tuscany failed to
champion the cause of amaid in distress.”

"Nor aBourbon." The little Dauphin joined the three, somehow no longer achild as he whisked astiletto
from somewhere among hisrags.

And toward those three from the past there advanced across the wide space that had cleared between
them and the entrance three men of the dim future, two Plebos and Daster in histrue shape. Arthur's
purple cloak fell back from hisarm and asword flashed out, agrest gleaming sword full four feetin
length, its blade a shaft of slver light, itshilt jewelled gold. "Excaibur has not forgot its skill," he boomed,
"nor its magter hischivary."

Written down dl this ssems mere rhodomontade, then it was rather splendid. The bald and bulbous skulls
of thetrio they defied held dl knowledge& mdash;unimaginably transcending the magic of Merlin, the
esoteric powersto which Cagliostro laid claim. The ogling eyes could read our every thought, our every
intention, dmost before we were oursalves aware of them. The boneless, writhing tentacles could
paralyze aman with agony, yet knowing dl this Arthur, and Orth dared to challenge them with asword,
an ancient pistol and a dtiletto.

A curious exdtation pounded in my veins as | stepped forward beside them, my empty fists clenched.
And the Future Men advanced toward us, owly, inexorably.

"Stop!" Orth cried. "Stop whereyou are or | fire." Hispistol pointed at Dagter. "Stop, | say.”
The Addonians kept advancing.

Orth's shot dapped my ears and orange-red flame lanced true to the Doctil's head. Utterly unperturbed,
Dagter came on, neither dackening nor hastening his relentless pace. "Missed,” the Austrian groaned.

"Thehdl you did!" | jabbed aforefinger a aslvery splash on thewall directly behind the leader of the
Future Men. "Y our bullet went right through him." An eerie prickle scampered my spine. Though reason
told methat this was only one more manifestation of that same mastery over the vibrations of matter that
had enabled me to pass through asolid wal, no such scientific rationalization could make the occurrence
lessuncanny. "Bullets or sted are no good againgt them.”

Now the Adalonians were within five feet of us and asthough I'd not spoken Arthur's shaft rose,
gleaming. "Halt," heroared, "an ye do not wish to fed the bite of ablade that hath never known defeat.”

It was magnificent; and it was as pathetically ludicrous as Don Quixotéestilt with awindmill, as Canute
bidding the tide retreat. It was worse than ridiculous, it was killing what faint hope | had of saving Evelyn
from& mdash;"Dagter!" Abruptly | was quite calm, my mind crystd clear. "Ligento me.”

The Doctil's ear membranes pulsed and the three paused. | sensed Daster's question. "What isit, John
March, that you wish to say?"

| pulled in awheezing breath. Arthur and Orth were warriors and their weapons were futile against these
strange beings who were our captors. | was alawyer. My wegpons were those of the weak against the
strong; temporizing, compromise, stratagem.

"These men will fight you 'til you destroy them. Y ou don't want to do that. Y ou want them dive or you
would not have brought them herein thefirst place.”

"Exactly," the Doctil responded. "But they are of no useto usasthey are. They must be taught to submit
to our will."



"Taught? How? Read them, Dagter, as| know you can. Read them and ask yoursdlf if thereis anything
you can do, with al your powers, that will break their indomitable spirit."

His tremendous eyes moved to Arthur and Orth, and to the frail, boyish Dauphin. For what seemed an
endless time the room was breathless.

Then: "No," the Addonian Sghed. "Even if we reduce them to their ultimate atomsthey <till will defy us.”
Histhought flicked to the Plebos. He was giving them an order, "Feed them to the drina&mdagh;”

"Wait!" | cutin. "Wait, Dagter. | can tell you how you may bend them to your purpose. Will you lisen to
me?'

"Hold!" hetold the Plebos. Then to me, "What do you propose?

"What you cannot accomplish by force, you may by reason. Be frank with us. Tdll uswhat you want of
us and why, then offer usin exchange our release, our return to our own place and time, unharmed, and
we will do our best to give you what you want. Y ou have nothing to lose. Y ou have to gain that for which
you have goneto the trouble of gathering us here.”

| sensed interest in the Doctil, then indecision. "If therest of the Kintat agree& mdash;" He sank into the
same sort of listening trance that had enveloped Kass on the brink of the plateau overhanging Adalon and
| knew that he was in communication with hisfelow Doctils, was transmitting my proposition to them.

"By the Holy Rood!" King Arthur growled, his countenance darkening. "We midike thistraffic with
sorcerers. Merlin hath placed an enchantment upon Excdibur that rendereth it puissant againgt dl evil
witcheries, and we fainer woul d& mdash;”

"Y ou damnfool,” | blurted. "They could wipe you out in the twinkling of an eye, and you want to fight
them. Y ou're ablathering infant& mdash;"

"Silence, knavel" he thundered. "Thou art insolent.” His eyes flashed blue lightnings and hissword rosein
aswift, shining arc. "For less have we dain an hundred caitiffs" The blade swept down, straight for my
skull swerved in the last ingtant to avoid Evelyn, who had legped in front of me, her arms outspread.

"Arthur Pendragon!” she cried, samping her foot. "Aren't you ashamed of yourself? Johnny'sjust saved
your lifeand you try to kill him. Y ou& mdash;you ungrateful & mdash;"

Heglared at her, hisgreat brows beetling. "This," he growled, "is not to be borne. We& mdash;" Abruptly
hisface waslit by atwinkling smile. "Nay. We cannot be wroth with thee, fair maid, who hath made
endurable these dreary hours of our imprisonment. For thy sake we shal be merciful. Let thisbold varlet
crave our pardon on bended knee and it will be accorded.”

"I'll be blagted if 1 will," I burst out, hotly. “I'm free, white and Amer& mdash;"

A soft palm across my lips cut me off. " Johnny," Eve whispered, her eyes pleading. "Do what he wants.
Can't you see he's nothing but abig baby and has to be humored.”

Therewas, indeed, something of the overgrown kid dressed up for 'let's pretend' about his purple
trappings, something endearingly childish about the petulant scowl that had replaced his brief amile.

"Please," Eve begged. "Please, Johnny dear.” Her handstugged a my lapels and her mouth was moist
and seductive. "For me."

"Ohwell," | shrugged, and dropped to one knee. "I'm sorry | called you afool, King Arthur,” | muttered



asgracioudy as| could manage.

"We grant thee our forgiveness." He held the back of hisfree hand to my lips. | might aswell, | decided,
make a complete ass of mysdlf, so | kissed it and was rewarded by agrin from the hulking king and the
tingling touch of Evelyn'sfingertips on my cheek. "All thesame," | grunted, scrambling to my fest, "you
better cut out any idea of scrapping with these peopleif you ever want to see Camelot again.”

"Camelot," Arthur sighed. "We misdoubt that we desire very greetly to return there. All our brave
company that used aforetime to gather about the Table Round is scattered and the gray winds howl over
our desolate land. The banners of our gentil and parfait knightsare mired by fraternd dtrife, their shields
besmirched with the breaking of their vows of fedty and fast friendship. All have abandoned us, dl the
noble chivary who served God and us. Only Bedivereisleft us, Sr Bedivere the Faithful.”

That massively moulded countenance of his darkened and his lips twitched with pain. "But yesterelen,
sorewounded in the Last Great Battle in the West, we gave Bedivere our blade Excalibur to cast back
into the lake whence it came, and& mdash;" he broke off, staring at the storied sword he had named. "But
we il haveit! Now how& mdash;?!

"The legends say that a hand appeared out of the Lake and caught Excdibur from Bedivere, King
Arthur." A thrill ran through me as| recdled the ancient tale. "And the legends say dso that you did not
die, which isthe truth as we can see. But the story of your passing that has come down to ustells that
three Queens bore you away from that misted battlefield on a black-swathed barge, and that | know to
befase Wasn'titin awhorl of dust that you vanished?"

"A whispering whorl of dust!" His deep blue eyesfastened on my face, and in them was astarry wonder,
and agrowing awe. "Aye. Out of the drab fog it came, out of the dun veil that shrouded the moans of the
wounded, the throat-rattles of the dying. Out of the battle in which none were victoriousit stole, and
made us part of it. Now indeed thisis such ameatter of clairvoyance asisworthy of Merlin himsdf. How
know you this, John March?"

"I know it, and | know many things that are beyond your understanding, Arthur Pendragon,” | pressed
my sudden advantage. "Which ought to convince you that you'd better take my advice, asyou used to
take Merlin's. Y ou may be agrand fighter, but when it comesto using your brain& mdash;"

"Johnny!" Eve brokein. "Daster's coming out of histrance."

The Doctil's great orbs were focussed on me again. He was about to give me the Kintat's answer to my
proposition and | seemed to empty out, inside; was a cold, shivering shell.

"Youwill comewith me,” I heard. "John March and Evelyn Rand.” My heart sank. "And you aso, Louis
Capet, John Orth, and Arthur Pendragon.”

| had won!
It was not to be long before | learned how hollow atriumph it was.
Chapter 15 THEY TOO CAN FEAR

EVELYN STAYED CLOSE to meas, led by Daster and shepherded by the two Plebos, we emerged
from the strange, windowless House of Earth. A tightening of her fingers on my hand, asharp inhdation,
reminded me that thiswas her first Sght of Adaon.

"The city'sbuilt on arather interesting plan,” | remarked, in an easy, conversationd tone, "if you notice.” |



wanted to get her thoughts off what lay ahead of us. She wastrying hard to be brave, but her face was
dreadfully white and her little chin was quivering. "Look at that enormous building in the center, these
eight others scattered around." For some reason Daster was not using rados for us. We were walking
across the plazatowards the domed, enormous House of Sun.

"Scattered isright, Johnny." Eve smiled wanly. "I can't see what you mean by aplan.”

"You cant? Look& hdlip;" | pointed out how the pattern of the city wasthat of the Solar System. The
otherslistened as attentively as Eve, though to Arthur what | was saying must have seemed the sheerest
doubletalk. "I don't even think that it is by coincidence that our prison isthe building corresponding to
Earth. | think& mdash;"

"Pardonnez, Monsieur Marsh," the Dauphin interrupted. "Ditez moi, Sil vous plait, qu'est ce que
c'est qui mont, la bas?" The thin-bodied lad's face was dive with aboyish, eager interest as he asked
me what it was that lifted from the ground beyond the House of Mercury.

It was alacy erection of crisscrossed, metallic beams, a spindling tower some five hundred feet high.
"Jovel" | exclamed. "They work fast, these Adalonians. There wasn't asign of that when | passed here
before, and that can't be more than an hour ago.”

"Itisnot yet completed,” Orth put in, in histoo precisely enunciated English. " Seethere, Herr March,
what goeson.”

| discerned what he referred to. At the top of the tower, and at its base, what | had taken at first glance
to be excrescences from its netted surface were machines, their gearsturning, their piston arms shuttling
freneticaly.

| saw now that from the distant House of Pluto, clear acrossthe plaza, a conveyor belt brought a stream
of slvery girdersto the machine on the ground. It seized them, swallowed them, disgorged them to
another endless belt, changed in shape and studded with what from here looked very much like rivets.

Now the girderswere carried almost vertically up to the machine at the tower's summit and the tower
visbly grew upward as the machine moved upward with it, building it.

"Where are the workmen?' Eve demanded. " Those machines can't be smply working dl by themsdalves.”
"Oh," I replied airly. "An Adaonian somewhere out of sight is directing them by remote control."

"No," Daster corrected me. "They were st for their task by a stencilled pattern inserted into them. They
will need no further supervison until the tower isfinished.”

"Of course," | made aquick recovery. "Just like our own jacquard loomsfor weaving intricately desgned
rugs and laces& mdash;"

That waslost on Louis. "How high will it be?" he asked the Doctil in that beautiful French of his. "When it
isfinished?"

"Itsgpex will beleve with thelip of the encircling precipice.”

"Whew!" | whigtled. "That'samile& mdash;five timesthe height of the Empire State& mdash;”

"What isits purpose,” Orthinquired. "And why isit being built in such haste?"

Dagter didn't answer him, not intelligibly, but the Austrian paled, hisblack eyesflashing, his hand straying



to the sword-hilt that was not at hiswaist. "Easy, migter,” | said softly, redlizing that he had been rebuffed
in no uncertain manner and in his resentment was on the point of an overt act that might undo al | had
accomplished. "Easy. They've got aright to their secrets.”

Nevertheless, theincident held ameaning | would have given alot to fathom.

| glanced around the expanse we were crossing, wondering if there were any other significant changes|
had failed to notice. It seemed to me that there were fewer Plebos than before. Those | did see, darting
about on their rados, paid not the dightest attention to us but none failed to manifest akeen interest in the
swiftly mounting tower. | had the impression that thisinterest was underlaid by some pressing anxiety.

Evegot it too. "Theresworry intheair here," she whispered. "Fear dmogt. That thing's being built to
protect them againgt something, and they won't fed safe until it'sfinished.” Asif to confirm her one of the
Plebos accompanying us glanced upward. | caught the beginning of aquick thought-flash between him
and Dagter, curtained from me at once.

Up there a the brink of the cliff, agray-purple shadow was flattened againgt the shimmering Vel of
Ishlak. | saw it only momentarily, and then it had oozed away in afashion that told meit wasa drina.

Had it been spying on us? | wasn't sure whether that was my own speculation or whether | was
intercepting some communication among the Future Men, but somehow | fancied avast horde of the
formless creatures bursting through the Veil, flowing down the immense, rocky ramparts, filling the bowl
and swalowing every living being within it. So vivid wastheillusion that my nerves drew taut.

"By our hdidom!" King Arthur exclaimed. " So bright abird we have never seen!™

It wasn't abird that legped from the Sun Dome. It was a stratcar that zoomed with blurring speed straight
for the spot where the drina had peered down at us, hovered there for a split second and dived through
the Vell. Once more, in that swift legp, | sensed darm. Thefedling of gpprehensionintheair of Adaon
seemed to deepen.

Villon's voice came back to me, musing when Kass was ordered back to the wild and rocky tableland
out of which held just conducted us, " Something isnot asit should be among them. Dare we

hope& hdllip;?'

| must blot that line of thought before Daster tuned in on it. Poor Francois! He was himsdlf undoubtedly
beyond hope by thistime. Hisaudacity, that adozen times had saved him from hanging, would befutile
againg the Future Men. Hisluck had run out. Decidedly it had run out when Gohret took him& mdash;

"Look out, Johnny!" Eve'stug pulled meto astop. "Y ou dmost walked into the wall."

Daster and the Plebos shooed us now into the corridor in the House of Sun out of which | had emerged
not so long ago. Or was it the same? The passage we entered went straight into the depths of the
sructure. Nowhere was there any sign of the spird ramp by which | had descended from the stratcar
hangar. The doorway through which we had entered was the same. It must be the same; there had been
only that sngle opening on thisSde of the greet building& hellip;

But here, within, wasahal different in direction, in contour. A little while ago, in the House of Earth, a
door had gppeared in ablank wall beside me where an instant before there had been no door. In that
same ingtant the great-headed, tentacular Daster had become a near-sighted, professoria human& hellip;

Thisimpermanency of things gpparently substantial was the most disquieting of dl the phenomena of
Adaon. Villon first, then Arthur and Orth and the Dauphin, had proved so dtogether human that | had



grown to accept, not through logic adone but with an inner conviction, the fact that our company had been
assembled out of fifteen disparate centuries. Once oriented to such atelescoping of Time, | could also
comprehend that Daster and the other Adalonians were beings out of aremote Future.

But that flesh and bone, that solid stone, should be subject to unpredictable flux in shape and appearance
gtill seemed incomprehensible.

It was, | had cometo redlize, thisvery flavor of unredity, menacing though it might be, that had enabled
me to carry on. One may know utter, stifling terror in anightmare, but in anightmare one never quite
despairs. One keegps on fleeing the inescapabl e succubus, one keeps on battling the unconquerable
apparitions, because in the depths of one's being one somehow is till aware that awakening will comein
the end.

| knew that thiswas no dream. | knew that the ghastly dilemmawith which | was confronted would not
be solved by amerciful awakening. And yet, because so much that had happened had the qudlity of a
nightmare, | did not quite despair.

"Mordieu!" King Arthur exclamed aboruptly, hdting. Evesfingers dug painfully into my arm. | saw little
Louis narrow face go white. Orth'sjaw ridged and my own throat was dry.

We were, with no gradation, with no warning of any kind, far within achamber so vast that it dwarfed us
to inconsiderable midges. Itswalswere so immensdly distant that they were misty limitsto our sight, its
ceiling so far abovethat it was a cloudy, indefinable dome. Only the floor beneath was definite, and this
was aleve expanse black as spaceitsdlf. A gleaming, polished black it was, so that it ssemed to have no
substance and we appeared to be suspended in afeatureless void, balanced sole to sole on our own
inverted images.

In this gargantuan cavern there were only the five of us. Daster and the Plebos had vanished!

Asavaulted Gothic Cathedrd isimbued with the very essence of the God to whose worship it has been
erected, so was this unimaginable nave with some awesome Presence. It laid upon us, upon our hushed
and crouching souls, adark shadow of awed anticipation that had some fraternity with fear but
transcended fear. It sillenced us. It held us motionless. It held us peering wordlesdy into the endless,
empty reaches& mdash;

Far off there was movement. Something was coming toward us!
Chapter 16 "WHAT DO YOU WANT OF US?"

IT SEEMED AT FHRST aspeck moving jerkily across that gleaming black expanse. There was no point
of reference against which to measure the speed of its gpproach but it did approach, because very
gradudly it grew larger.

| heard King Arthur's sword dide from its scabbard. | heard the click of John Orth's pistol as he cocked
it. I didn't bother to remind them how futile their wegpons were. My own muscles were tautening across
the back of my shouldersand in my thighs. For seconds| held my breath. Evelyn's hushed voice wasin
my ears. "They're men, Johnny. They'retwo men like us, not like the Adalonians.”

Her eyesight must have been far keener than mine, because it wasn't 'til severa heartbests after that, that
| made out the tiny forms. There was infinite weariness about the way they approached, a desperate
fatigue that carried somehow across the distance between us. Once one of them fell, and it took along
timefor the other to lift him to hisfeet.



And then, quite suddenly, they were near enough for usto see who they were.

"Villon!" the Dauphin exclamed. "Et |e Prophete Elijah!" He broke away from us, was scampering
toward them, excited and eager as aten-year-old boy might be expected to be and asrecklessin his
excitement of any precaution.

In the next ingtant the rest of uswere streaming after him, our feet curioudy making no sound on that
marble-hard floor.

With a strange swiftness we had reached the two, were crowding around them. | had eyesfor Villon
alone. He held himself erect, but | could see that it was with tremendous effort that he did so. Hewas
clothed as he had been when | had last seen him, and there was no wound visible about him, but al his
jauntiness was gone and he was drained, somehow, of hisinfrangible spirit, emptied of al hisindomitable
courage.

"Francois” | groaned. "What have they done to you? What have they done to you, man?"

Helooked at me out of eyesthat were like soot marks thumbed into hollow sockets. A shadow of his
old mocking smile crossed his scarred lips.

"What have they doneto me, my old?" A long shudder ran through him. "I know not. | know only that
though they laid not a hand on me they have torn from my breast matters| kept secret from God Himself.
| know only that | have babbled to them every thought | have had sincel lay in the warm womb of my
mother, though not asingle word crossed my lips. | know only that they did not learn what they wished,
and that | was about to be cast to the drinawhen some message came to them and | found myself here
instead, this venerable Jew leading me across midnight's floor.”

"But you must have seen something, heard something.”

"Light only, John March. A blaze of white light about me and within me, and eyesin thelight, theterrible
eyes of our captors. Light that possessed me utterly. Eyesthat read my very soul. And | read theirstoo
and& mdash;" He pulled the back of his hand across his seamed brow. In his eyes there was such horror
as | hope never to see again in the eyes of any man.

"And what, Francois?" It wasinflicting torture on him to ask, but | had to know.

He gtared at me. "What?' Hislong-fingered hands went out from his sides, palmstoward me, in abaffled
gesture. "Why& mdash;| have forgotten, John." Dismay in hissultry look. "I remember thet it was very
terrible, but what it was, | have forgotten.”

"Dont lieto me, Francois," | choked through the tightnessin my throat. "Thelives of al of us depend on
what you've learned.”

"More, far more than the lives of ussevenisin balance,” the poet answered, his countenance that of one
who has died and been reborn with the memory of Hell searing him. "That much | know and the
knowledge isacloud of terror that invests me. But | swear to you, by the Crown of Thornsthat was
pressed on His brow, more | cannot remember and meseemsthat is because it istoo terrible to recall.”

"May Jehovah scourge them with the whips of Hislightnings.” The interruption wasin sonorous Hebrew.
"May He crush them with the bolts of Histhunders." | understood it though | had not 'til that moment ever
heard the ancient tongue spoken. "May He smite the sight from their eyes and the light of reason from
their brains. May the plagues He sent upon the Egyptians rot them and their sons and their sons sons
unto the twentieth generetion.”



Intoning this curse, Elijah stood straight and tall and vibrant with an awful mgesty. His gnarled hands
were lifted high above the slver mane of hisunkempt hair; hissilver browed eyeswere pitsfilled with a
black and blazing fire and the nostrils of his craggy nose were pinched and quivering.

"May oblivion swalow them,”" he thundered, "and their names be astink and an abomination even unto
the end of Eternity. Hear me, Adonai, my God& mdash;"

"Your God," Francois brokein, "old man, your God, Who is ours also, has forsaken us. Here are only
we seven and none dse, and if we are to be saved it iswe aone who can save oursalves."

Did | say that his courage had been drained out of him? | was mistaken.

"But how?" Evelyn's voice was thin with the new terror that their gppearance had brought to her, to dl of
us. "How can we save oursalves, Francois?' Her hands were thrown out to him, appealingly, and they
weretrembling.

Villon turned lithely to her. He swept to his breast his wide-brimmed, cone-crowned hat, its bedraggled
feather fluttering. "Nay, Evelyn of the honeyed hair, | must indeed be bemused that | have not yet
observed your presence. | know now that we have naught to fear, for not even Lucifer could be so evil
asto hamonesofair."

| didn't likethat. | didn't like the bold admiration that had come into hislook in spite of what held just
passed through, in spite of the threat hovering over us. | didn't like, asfar asthat went, the way Eve had
turned to him for help, nor the tender smile that brushed her whitelips.

"Please," she murmured. "Please, Francois, answer me. How are we to save oursalves?'

He shrugged bony shoulders. "That, sweet maiden, isnot for me. Y ou have at your service aprophet of
Israel, aking and aprincding, aduke and abarrister at the law. Apt thesearein the art of armsandin
the more subtle skills of tongue and brain, and surely so brave a company can devise waysto defeat our
enemies. To mysdf, rhymsater that | am, isleft the more difficult task of essaying to enshrine your beauty
and glamour in abdlade of gray eyes. Hmmmm." Helaid afinger againgt the Sde of hisrascally nose.
"Let mesee. Let me see& hdllip;” He winked at me with the eye that was thus hidden from Evelyn!

That wink said, as clearly asthough he had spoken, "Don't worry, my friend. I'm putting on this act just
to cdm her down. She's going to pieces and the only thing that will hold her together isabit of skilled
love-making.”

"Y ou might leave that to me," | thought, but | grinned at the Gallic effrontery, my heart warming again to
the fellow. And then the grin was wiped from my face and my eyeswere widening. Thewall from whose
direction Francois and | had come had swirled forward 'til it loomed starkly over us, black and shining as
thefloor, but, because it rose to unguessable heights, indescribably menacing. High up, along, arc-roofed
niche openedin it, anichefilled with agolden, luminous vapor.

For an ingtant of awestruck silence this aureate cloud billowed in upon itsdlf, vibrant somehow and
somehow dive. Somehow the very essence of life. Then, aswe stared at it gaping-mouthed, it seemed to
become more solid, to coalesce and divide and take on definition. Abruptly therewas no longer amist in
that recess, but in agolden light that etched it sharply againgt its Styglan background, five figures gazed
down at us.

Whether by sometrick of perspective or in actudity, they seemed gigantic apparitions high in some
ebony sky, godlike rather than mortal. But they had the bulbous bodies, the tentacl es, the enormous
heads, enormous-eyed, of the Future Men.



| recognized Daster at one end of their rank and Gohret at the other and so | knew the five to be the
Kintat of Adaon. Someinductable, psychic effluvium emanated from them, invisible yet dl but palpable,
and there was nothing grotesgue about those misshapen bodies, those tremendous occiputs.

It was we who were grotesque; we with our tiny brain pans, our clumsy hands, our groping, purblind
eyes, dependent on inept physical senses for our small acquai ntance with the world about us. We were
only by courtesy human. They were truly human, and more than human. They had progressed
immeasurably farther beyond us than we had beyond our furred and hand-footed simian ancestors who
not so long ago roamed chattering in the jungle treetops. Our only right to existence was that we might be
of serviceto them, and to be of service to them was high privilege.

I might actualy have gone to my kneesin genuflection had not Evelyn's cold fingers, just then, crept into
the pam of my hand.

One does not easily strip onesdlf of pridein the presence of one's beloved. That silent apped of Eve's
restored my manhood. | straightened, the awed humility that had invested me doughing off. Gohret's
head-membranes pulsed once, at that, and | knew that by grace of that which lay between Evelyn Rand
and mysdf | had won the first skirmish of aduel just beginning.

They were my opponents, that they were my masters was yet to be proved. As though we were about to
appear againgt one another in the forum of some court, | weighed their qualities. Gohret was ruthless,
coldly crud, implacable. Dagter, at the other extremity of the line, had amodicum of kindliness, atrace of
benevolence that had impelled him to assume a shape that would not frighten Evelyn, and to answver my
wanderings about the miracles of Adalon.

The Doctil next to Daster& mdash;Oddly, there was something familiar about him. Not in appearance,
though there were the indefinabl e differences about him that made the Adaloniansindividuds. It was
rather a matter of imponderables& mdash;| knew who hewas. Agtaris! The 'little man’ who had appeared
to mein the Madison Avenue Art Gallery that was worlds, and eons, distant from here. The emissary
who had plucked me, and Evelyn, out of our own time and space.

Hewasthe only one of the Five whose brooding gaze was other than genera and unfocussed. He had
singled out Evefor hisatention, and there was a peculiar quiver about histiny mouth& mdash;

"John March!"

The same demanding summons that had sounded in the House of Earth; it was the voice, not of any one
of the Kintat, but of dl five. It pulled me out in front of our little group. Eve clung to my hand and came
with me, but | was scarcely aware of it.

"Yes?' My own voice was a hoarse croak.

"Y ou have offered to yield to us that which we require of you, in return for your saferelease. Y ou have
prevailed upon Arthur Pendragon, John Orth, Louis Capet and Evelyn Rand to accede to the treety. We
requirethat Elijah of Israel and Francois Villon signify their assent to it before we procede.”

"Now indeed they are most gracious,” | heard Villon mutter, behind me. "Can it be that they have found
prophet and poet more obdurate than they deemed possible?!

| was reminded of the horror in hiseyes, the horror of something he had learned but could not recall.
Were the Ada onians tricking usinto some promise we might have reason to regret?

"One moment, Doctils," | objected. "My words, as| remember, were Tell uswhat you want of us, and



why. Offer usthen our return to our own place and time, unharmed, and we will do our best to give you
what you want.' That was my proposition, that was the proposition to which my friends agreed, and it is
the one on which we stand.”

"A Danid," Elijah's murmur approved. "A very Danidl.” But it was not so much this as another pulse at
the sides of Gohret's head, athrob of his membrane that once more seemed to betray disappointment,
that made me glad I'd said it. | was certain now that we had something with which to trade, something
that they had goneto great lengthsin their effort to obtain, and would go to greater. | would insst on
knowing what it was before | would commit my clientsto any irretrievable contract.

"Wemust know," | repeated, my tone firmer with the greater assurance thisintuition gave me, "what you
want of us, and why."

"What we want of you?' It waslike avast Sghfilling dl that enormous vault. Then there were no more
wordsin my brain, but only an indescribable something beating upon it, swamping it& mdash;

Who was | to demand anything of those beings so superior to me? They were dl wise, al-powerful. |
was presumptions. | must withdraw& mdash; Fingers were tightening on my hand. Eve'sfingers. Againgt
my shoulder, on the other side, was the pressure of acomradely shoulder& mdash;Villon's. Behind me
there was arustle of moving feet, Arthur, Elijah, Orth and the Dauphin were crowding close.

"Precisaly," avoicethat was mine, yet somehow unwilled by me, sounded in my ears. It was not only my
voice but the voice of us seven, of al of us. "Before we can proceed we must know what you want of
us," | said firmly, abject no longer, nor fearful.

Silence received that demand, a throbbing silence behind whose vell | sensed that there was
communication among the five who loomed high above usin that aureate niche. And then the voice of the
Kintat was replying.

"Of you, Elijah," | sensed it to say, "we want the secret of Faith. We want to know what it was that
sustained your kith through centuries of oppression, what it was that moved acertain Man of your people
to pay with His agony for the sins of generationsyet unborn.”

"Of you, Francois Villon, we want the secret of Beauty. We want to know how, with words laid together
in acertain order, with sound vibrations combined in certain smple relations, with color and with shape,
some among our ancestors could recreate in men born long after they had died their own ecstasy, an
ecdasy whose very nature we do not understand.”

"Of you, Arthur Pendragon, we want the secret of Obligation. We want to know why you inspired a
devation in those you ruled that transcended al selfish motives. We want to know why, having the power
over your people that this devotion gave you, you yet used that power for their welfare and their
happiness rather than for your own ends.”

"Of you, John Orth, we want the secret of Loyaty. We want to know why, when your prince and friend
had dain himself at Mayerling and in no manner could reproach you, you yet gave up al the honors and
the luxuries that were yoursto carry to some undivulged destination a casket with which he entrusted
you, for some purpose you never learned. Because of that something you called loyalty you became a
wanderer on the face of the earth. What istherein you that made it impossible for you to do otherwise?"

As| have said, the voice we heard was the voice of dl the Kintat, yet, in someway that | did not quite
understand, each of the divisions of thislong speech seemed to be the contribution of adifferent Doctil. It
had been the one in the center, | later learned he was called Bolar, who had spoken of Faith, Daster of
Beauty, Gohret of Obligation. Favril, between Gohret and Bolar, had been the one to question Orth



concerning Loyalty. Now it wasthe turn of Agtaris, and his demand was very smply put.
"Of you, John March and Evelyn Rand, we want the secret of Love."

| heard Eve gasp at that, and felt her press even closer to me than she had been. My arm already was
about her, so that | did not know whether it was she or | who had brought that about, but beside usthere
was a soft chuckle that could come only from Villon.

It would amuse a Frenchman, that!

In the next ingtant my attention was back to the voice, and now it was once more that of the whole
Kintat. "We have attained al knowledge. Thereisnot one smallest Law of the Universe which we have
not mastered. We know the rulesthat govern the interaction of Galaxy with Nebula, of proton with
neutron and the interplay of al the vast range of entities between. We know the Lawsthat bind al into
one organic whole. Nothing in Nature has any mystery for us, and we have learned that everything in
Nature exists and is governed by rigid, immutable laws. We know al& mdash;”

"Y ou know not the Eternal, O Benighted!" Elijah's resonant tones flung at them. ™Y ou know not God,
and without you know Him, you know nothing."

"Precisaly, prophet. Thelawswhich govern these five thingswe do not yet know: Faith, Beauty,
Obligation, Loyalty and Love. But their nature dso we can learn, in the same manner that we have
learned dll ese, by studying those entities which manifest them. We have found them neither in the stars
nor in the ultimate atom, but in you we find them and you shdl give ustheir key."

"When," | responded quietly, "and only when we know why you are so anxious to find out about them.”

"But that speaks of itself, Monseur Marsh," the Dauphin's boyish tones broke in. "Isit not that the more
understanding asavant acquires, the greater is histhirst to learn more? These creatures here have of
knowledge dl but these smdll fragmentsand it istheir nature to not rest 'til they have fitted thefina bits
into their picture. There," proudly, "I have solved for you the problem.”

| groaned. With one impetuous splutter of histongue the youngster had stultified everything | had been
trying to accomplish. He had supplied the Kintat with agood, asufficient reason for their
demands& mdash;

"Remember, my old," Villon whispered. "Truth istheir rdigion. They cannot lie”

"Blessyou," | said huskily. And then, "Isthat true, Doctils of the Kintat? Isit merely the desireto fill out
the last gapsin your view of the Universe that inspiresyou?'

Theresponse waslong in coming. But it came at |lagt, reluctant. "No, John March. We have adefinite
need for understanding of Faith, Beauty, Obligation, Loyalty and Love."

"What isit? What need have you of these secrets?"

Once more that sense of reluctance, of inaudible consultation among them. Once more the exultant
awarenessthat | had won my point.

"We shdl answer you. But it would take too long to set the answer forth in words. Therefore you shall
learn it without words."

At that the golden light in the lofty niche above us faded and utter blackness possessed the wall.
Possessed not only the wall but that whole vast space and us, a blackness that thumbed my eyesand lay



thick against my skin and choked me, so absolute it was.

It was ablackness of non-being. And yet within it therewas agtir as of infinitely vast masses moving, and
the rush of great winds, and the rumbling thunders of many waters.

"I'mafraid,” Eve quavered, closeto my ear. "Oh, Johnny, I'm terribly afraid.”
Chapter 17 DESTINY

A FLECK OF LIGHT FLOWERED IN THE heart of utter lightlessness. Then the light was the Sun,
and about the shining orb danced midge-like the spheres of its planets, and the backdrop for them was
the whole vast, gold-speckled panoply of the heavens.

Now you must remember that we had no scale of distance or direction by which to measure the
tremendous dramanow beginning. To say we viewed it isredly incorrect. Experienced ismore nearly
the proper term, though this too does not quite convey the manner by which it became part of our
CONSCiOUSNeSs.

Perhapsiit progressed on a screen before us. Perhaps it moved wholly within our brains, asadream
does. Perhaps within the plasma of our component cells ancestral memories were awakened, and
pre-memories (I know no better word) of eventsyet to be; eventsimplicit in each cell of ours asthey
wereimplicit in the microscopic protoplasm that firgt blindly stirred with life within the prima deep.
However it was, we seemed to be of that which passed in the same manner that humanity itself was of it,
not asindividuas but asthe raceitsdlf.

Thisisasclear an explanation as| can make. It isas clear asit wasto me and the others when the fina
terrible realization burst upon us, and once more we were oursalves. Only the dreadful thing we had
learned was clear then, not how we had learned it.

At any rate, there was the Sun, and there its whedling planets, and we looked upon them as agod might.
The next ingtant a sea, warm and gray and limitless, heaved duggishly on a green-scummed shore and out
upon that shore we crawled, afish that somehow had gained the ability to breathe.

Hot was the sun, and steamy the air with vapors, and the grest, fronded ferns everlastingly dripped
moisture on the oozy dime they feathered. So like our own native brine was that climate that we
flourished and multiplied.

The land heaved as the sea had heaved. Red-glowing rock split its covering of lush black mud, hereto be
cooled by the hot air that wasfrigid to its own infernal temperature, there to flow, moving landscapes of
molten fire, into the hissing waters. Many of us perished, but some survived when at last the land froze in
the shapeit wasto hold for aeons.

Legless, scaled creatures we were then, but within us there were mute, inchoate strivings. These gave us
blurred sight, and a sort of hearing, and the power to make smdll, peegping sounds. Some of usthrust out
limbs, and some of uslearned to carry our progeny within our bodies 'til they were miniature replicas of
oursalves and morefitted to survivein theinimica world.

Now it was cold that threstened our existence, great moving mountains of solid cold that crept
indomitably down upon us, pinching us between their groaning walls of desth, so that only in anarrow
zone was life possible, and there only in aduggish and dormant way. Theice retreated, and those of us
who were |left reawakened and the changes to our forms resumed, adapting us to the changesin our
habitat. We were furred now, and toothed. Some of usrose erect, and the shapes of our forelimbs
changed so that we could swing chattering from limb to limb in the tops of the trees that now cloaked the



earth.

We learned that with sticks we could lengthen our reach to secure things that otherwise we might not.
We learned that when the over-arching foliage failed to shield usfrom the rains we could find shelter in
the caves. We learned that we could soften the rocky floors of the caves and fashion many needed things
out of the reeds and out of the mud of the swamps.

In the swamps were monstrous beasts that stalked us for food as we stalked other beasts smaller than
oursalves. When we saw the fearful creatureslooming upon us, terror wrenched sounds from us and
these sounds were dways the same. When we heard them we knew they meant danger, and we would
flee. After awhile we would make these soundsintentionally as warning to others of our kind, even when
we who made them were safe.

Thisworked so well that we set other meanings to other sounds, and no longer had weto rely on
gestures doneto convey our groping thoughts.

Because of our own hunting, and because of the hunting of the greater beasts, the small creatures upon
which we lived grew sparse. It became a question of which would survive, the giant beasts or us; and
since we were o puny we seemed to be doomed. But it dawned on usthat though singly we were

hel pless againg them, if we fought against them in hordes we were often triumphant.

To hdpusin our fight against the giant beasts we devised nets of the vinesthat everywhere grew
luxuriant, and shaped stones and fastened them to the ends of sticks that they might the more dexteroudy
be handled. Y et were we il inegpt and clumsy in our common endeavours, interfering with one another,
'til we ceded to one of us, the strongest first, afterwards the wisest, command over usin our raids.

Hunting together we cameto dwell together, and it was naturd to obey the chief huntsmanin al things.
Because he was the greatest among us, hiswas theright to first choice of meat, and the dryest cave, and
the most desirable among our females.

Sometimes one among us disputed the right of another to be chief, and the horde would divide, some
cleaving to the one, someto the other. Then would we tear and rend one another with fang and with
claw, and with our axes and knives of sharpened flint, 'til only one of the parties remained, and the
dispute was thus settled.

Sometimes there would be poor hunting in the land where we dwelt and it would be decided to find some
other land. Sometimesthat other land would be inhabited by some other clan who did not wish to giveit
up, and so it was necessary to fight with them 'til they were dain or endaved. If our own land was most
desirable it was natural that some other tribe should covet it and attempt to wrest it from us. Thuswe
learned that any men who were different in appearance from us, or whose speech-sounds were not the
same as ours, were by these very signs our enemies, to be destroyed if we were in greater force than
they, to befled from if they were the more numerous or the more subtle.

There were these enemiesto fear, and there were the beasts to fear, the sabre-toothed tiger, the great
snakes of the jungle. But there were thingsin the world more greetly to be feared than these. Therewas
the great maw that nightly swallowed the sun and that some morning might not disgorgeit. Therewasthe
recurring winter-death of the world from which we were never sureit would avaken. There were
invisble beings who rumbled monstroudy in the skies and hurled jagged spears of blue fire down upon
us. There were the unseen wraiths of the dark who made men'slimbslike water, and hested their blood
il it wasliquid flamein thelr veins, and stole away their minds.

Luckily there were among us some who could hold converse with these dread beings, and who could
placate them. More powerful than the chiefs became the medicine men, for they could cal upon the



unseen to destroy the chiefs, and the chiefs feared them.

We learned many things. We learned how to makefire, and how to useit to warm us, and to make more
paatable our foods, and to melt certain stones so that they became at once maleable and harder so that
from them we could fashion for oursalves better wegpons and tools and vessals for cooking and storage.
We learned how to go upon the waters, and to journey far from sight of the land, and we found other
lands and other peoples to conquer. Our tribes became nations; our chiefly, kings, our medicine men,
priests.

Our ways changed, but one way did not change. If men differed from usin language or appearance, they
were our enemies and it was our right to take from them that which they possessed and we desired,
though we had to destroy or endave them.

Our knowledge and our skills grew. We changed the face of the earth to suit our desires. We harnessed
the lightning to our purpose and laced the continents with roads of stone and of stedl. We builded
oursalves magnificent cities. We conquered the air and projected our sight and our thought into the
farthermost reaches of the heavens. We shifted the atoms a will, making new and ever new compounds.

We bickered and fought among ourselves as we had when we wore skins for clothing and prowled the
lush jungle. The wealth we had created we destroyed with a passion and a savagery transcending that of
the jungle-men we once were, as the weapons we now used transcended our ancient flint-axes.

Where once awar might involve two tribes or two nations and few hundred square miles of territory,
wars now raged over a continent, a hemisphere, over dl the globe. Where once only the men of anation
battled in set lines behind which there were hunger and distress but at least no peril to limb and life, now
crashing bombs and deadly gasesrained out of the sky and our women and children, our aged and
crippled were engulfed in the holocaust.

Aswar after war spawned new and more terrible instruments of mass murder, in the interval's between
warswe would attempt the formation of some world organization that would put an end to war. Each
such league would be born with the same high hopes, each would be born with the same cancer; the
reluctance of every nation to yield what was caled its 'sovereignty.’ Sometimesindeed, so dreadful were
the weaponsthat the last war had evolved, it appeared that rather than bring upon the world the universal
destruction they promised, the nations would yield as much as was required of this'sovereignty.’ But
awaysin the end the scientists of one nation or another would devise a defence, or what they thought
was adefence, againg the latest avatar of death or perhaps would secretly invent anew and more
terrible one, and the latest L eague of Peace would die.

Triumph for one side or the other, or exhaustion of both sides, would end awar, and such was our
indomitable spirit that we would turn back at once to the arts of peace. Science al but conquered disease
and began even to find ways of combatting the dow deterioration of senility so that our life span grew
awayslonger.

Through the ravages of war and our other careless dealing with natural resources, the area of tillable land
kept lessening. But biologists discovered how to grow our vegetable foods with their rootsin liquid
plasmaof inorganic sdtsthat filled enormoustrays, piled high in gigantic tiered structures.

Domestic animals, too, were bred in factories rather than on farms. Huge sheds of stedl these were, miles
long; their one end aive with the bawling of cattle, the cackling of hens, the baaing of sheep, the other
shaking with the hammer and pound of the daughtering and dressing machines; pouring forth the products
of an agriculture that had become amechanized industry.

These agricoles were built near the cities whose population they fed; and so, there being no longer need



for any of usto live separated from our fellows, we gathered together in the cities. These grew infinitely
vaster than we could have conceived in the Twentieth Century; but where there were no citiesthe
wilderness reclaimed its own, cloaking with tangled greenery the unpeopled land.

Mile upon mile the cities stretched, great masses of concrete and stedl. Many-levelled they were,
covered over againg the e ements by monstrous shdlls, lighted no longer by the Sun, but by acold and
sourceless artificia light that never lessened and never brightened.

The cities breathed air held to an even temperature, moistened to the optimum degree, dustlessand
germless. Within them were the teeming warrens where we dwelt; the throbbing, thunderous factories
where we |labored; arenas for such sports as our thinning blood permitted usto partakein; theatres and
music hdls. Threading the citiesin soaring arabesques were the street-ways, trafficless because their
paving itself moved, dowly &t the outer margins, swifter and more swiftly towards the center. Alwaysthe
Ways were crowded, for there was no longer day or night for us but only the work and rest and deep
periods that the Aristos decreed.

The Aristos were the brain of our body palitic, the Leaders and Masters of men. Obsolete asthe chiefs
of the ancient clans had become kings and presidents, outmoded as the fire-centered tribal Councilswere
parliaments and congresses. Forgotten except by some wild-eyed anachronisms was the quaint idea that
the State exists to serveits people, a contention as fantastic as that a human body existsto serve the cells
of which it iscomposed.

The State, we had learned, was the be-all and end-dll of life, each citizen subordinate to itswedl. Each
contributed to the State the best that he was able, each received from the State a recompense measured
by what he contributed.

Centuries of leadership, of training had endowed the Aristos with their innate genius for management,
their congenital fitnessto govern. They were the incarnation of the State, their decreesitslaws, their will,
itswill. They regulated our every act, set our every task, dictated our every thought, ruled al the minutiae
of our lives so that the State might best be served.

It wastheir due, wasit not, that they should be rewarded with every luxury the civilization they crested
could produce? Wasit not their right to have first choice of all the best of life, even though the Plebos
were by millionsthe more numerous?

The Plebos carried out the behests of the Aristos, serving the State and grateful that by being of useto
the State they earned theright to live at dl. Cast by birth in agrosser mould, they werefit only to giveto
the State their labor in time of peace, their bodies when war flared between the cities.

Not that their labor was long or arduous. For thiswe had to thank the Doctors of Learning, the Doctils.

A caste apart were the Doctils. Like the Plebos they were amenable to the Aristos, but their rewardsin
luxury of living were but little, if a al, inferior to those which accrued to the Masters themselves.

Magnificent were the Doctils contributionsto the State; in machinesthat did al the world's work under
the unremittent attendance of the Plebos; in knowledge that probed the Universe for new waysto exalt
the State. They gave us Stratcars that shuttled above earth's atmosphere and brought the farthest distant
of our citieswithin an hour's journey. They gave us spaceships that visited Mars and Venus and fetched
for us new and strange e ements to make more godlike our life. They fashioned for us our brave, new
world.

It was the Doctils who made the State the efficient mechanism it had become. Take, for ingtance, the
matter of human procrestion.



By the old, biologica process, afull haf of the Plebos, the females, were incapacitated for their usua
employment during the recurring periods of gestation. Thiswas, of course, adirect lossto the common
wesl, but the disturbance to the State's economy did not end with that. Since the only limitsto life now
were those set by war, and infrequent accident, there were times when no additions to our population
were required, others when great numbers of Plebos were badly needed. But, utterly obedient to the
decrees of the Arisios asthey werein dl ese, the Plebos could not be regimented in their mating habits.
This Situation serioudy threatened the meticul ous balance of work and workersthat had been set up, and
posed economic problems not even the genius of the Aristos could solve.

The stientists changed dl that in asingle brilliant stroke. They devised amethod by which ovawere
removed from the human body, artificidly fertilized, and kept in agtate of suspended animation until such
time as additions to the popul ation were required. When the need arose, by various ingenious processes
the maturation of the stored eggs was brought about at twenty times the previous rate, so that within one
year exactly the desired number of new Plebos at the efficient age were produced. Thusit became
possibleto sterilize dl mae Plebos, and dl but the comparatively smal number of femaesrequired to
supply the basic ova. Theredfter, by certain treatment of the growing embryos; only neuter Plebos were
matured, except for the few females, the Matras, required to replace those who for one reason or
another ceased to function.

The Aristos directed that the Doctils apply the processto their own classaswell asto the Plebos, but
exempted themselves from it. Their superior sef-discipline, they proclaimed, rendered it needless asfar
asthey were concerned.

Oddly enough, the Doctils argued againg this decree, maintaining that they did not fall behind the Aristos
in self-discipline. But their gpped was denied, and there was nothing for them but to obey, sncedl the
wegpons they had invented& mdash;the disintegrating rays, the atom bombs, the sonic vibrators that
changed the frequency of nervousimpulses 'til those upon whom they were focused became

insane& mdash;were entirely in the hands of the Aristos and none knew better than the scientists how
futile oppogition to them would be.

So dreadful, indeed, were these weapons, that no City any longer dared to make war upon another, and
we knew peace at last had cometo Earth.

For some centuries we occupied oursalves with the business of living. To the Plebosit was adreary
business, because they were cogsin machinesthat ran smoothly and without vibration and without
purpose, unlessthat purpose were to provide luxury for the Aristos.

The Doctils occupied themsel ves with the pursuit of ultimate knowledge, and with many curious
experiments, such asthat of changing our shape and form in better adaptation to the tasks set for us. The
Aristos were amused by the results of thesetrias, and mildly interested in the discoveries the Doctils
made asthey probed even farther into the infinite and infinitesmal, but mostly they were engrossed in
their own sybaritic pleasures, pleasures neither Doctils nor Plebos any longer could comprehend.

How could the sexless understand dalliance between male and femal€? How could those whose very
bodies had been changed so that they werefit only for their assigned function in the economy of the State
understand beauty of sound or color or form? How could those whose every act was meshed into the
acts of those about them in absolute and rigid cooperation understand the joy of competitive sport?

Somewhere in these centuries the Doctils learned how to transmute energy into matter, so that no longer
was it needful for our shipsto ply space, nor our Stratcars to dart across the skies in trade between the
Cities



Thiswas a consummeation welcomed by us. The people of each city spoke different languages, differed
from one another in color, in cephalic formation, in bony structure; hence they were natural enemies. As
long as we had been mutually interdependent for the unique resources of our contiguous territories, we
had been forced to maintain acertain basis for more or less peaceful intercourse. Now the need for this
was done away with. It took only abrief conference of the Aristos of the world to decide upon a
complete severance of relations. The City shellswere ordered permanently sedled against entrance or
exit and now each City wasaworld unto itself, completely self-sufficient.

Man himsdf a last was completdly salf-sufficient, wholly independent of Nature, wholly independent of
al but hisown powers. Two million years after the first lunged fish crawled out of asteamy sea, Mankind
had reached its apogee.

"BUT THEY DENY JEHOVAH!" asonorous voice thundered across the heavens. "THEY SPURN
THE ETERNAL. BEHOLD! THEY HAVE TURNED THEIR FACES FROM GOD AND HE HAS
TURNED HIS FACE FROM THEM AND LACKING HIS COUNTENANCE THEY MUST
PERISH."

Chapter 18 THE CURTAIN FALLS

| was vaguely aware that it was Elijah who had thus broken into the tremendous drama of Man's
Destiny. As vaguely | was awar e of the others who shared with me this experience, but it seemed
to me that someone was missing.

"Thereis neither nobility nor chivary among them." Arthur's voice was something heard half dreaming,
haf waking. "Their rulers govern only for themsaves without obligation to their subjects& hellip;™” It was
al dim and unreal but quite clearly there were six of us, not seven, as Orth's degp accents rumbled,
"Nothing but machines they are and like machines they work only how and aslong asthey are ordered.
Thereisnot onewho isloyal to histask or to another. Not one& hdlip;"

Eveyn was phantasmal, but wraithlike as she was there sill was athrill for mein her bated whisper.
"How terrible, Johnny. How very terrible. Thereisno lovein that world, no oneto love& helip;”

They were shimmering back into the blackness; Elijah, Arthur, Louis, John Orth. Evelyn wasfading as
the blackness closed in; but where was Villon! He had not spoken of the absence of Beauty from the
drear world of Man'sfuture. He was gone from among us.

Was he only thefirst to go? Were we to vanish one by one while those who remained were engrossed in
this pageant of Man's Destiny? The blackness became absol ute again.

Once more we were part of the colossal drama, of the cosmic tragedy that moved
swiftly& mdash; now and inevitably to its final curtain.

Man had attained the ultimate. Within the sealed shells of the Cities we had achieved perfection.

Between the Cities spread a dark and whispering wilderness. Through the gloomy forest aides of the
Wastelands prowled wild beasts that had changed but little from those that we had hunted& mdash;and
feared& mdash;in the dim and shadowed past. Out there the winds still seethed through rustling leaves,
streams still babbled down to an untracked sea, and the sun till shone, but none of this had any meaning
for us.

Til, in Moska, farthest north of the Cities, the Plebos in charge of the climate machines noted that these
were speeding up beyond any rate known before in their effort to warm to the thermodtatically
predetermined degree the air drawn, through immense ducts, from outside the shell.



In accordance with regulations, this curious circumstance was reported to the Aristos of Moska These
ordered their Doctilsto investigate.

The Doctils checked the climate machines and found nothing wrong with them. Their peculiar
performance must be due to an unprecedented drop in the temperature of the Wasteland air. The
scientists made some adjustments in the machines and requested permission of the Aristos to bresk the
sedls of the City shell, so that they might determine just what changes were occurring outside.

This permission the Aristos denied. The Doctils, they argued, were trying to cover up some mistake of
their own, or perhaps were even involved in some conspiracy againgt the State. This accusation they held
proven when the scientists took the unprecedented step of persisting in their pleaand dared even to hint
that the Aristos were something less than all-wise. The matter was settled out of hand by amass
execution of dl the Doctils of Maoska They were, after al, no longer needed since Man had attained

perfection.

The Arigtos returned to their pleasures. The Plebos continued functioning in the rhythmic routine of their
labors. Nothing had changed. Nothing except that the climate machines continued speeding up.

Then the enclosing shell of M oska commenced to groan under some inexplicable pressure from without.

For thefirgt timein memory, the Plebos were aware of an emotion& mdash;that of apprehension. But
habit confined them inexorably to their routine, and it was the Aristos, themsalves bresking the sed's, who
discovered that M oska was doomed.

Mountains of ice, an endless continent of it, were moving down from the Pole to swamp the City! It was
possible that Doctils might have devised some means of dissipating theice or forcing it back, but there
were no longer any Doctilsin Moska. As matters stood, there was no recourse but to abandon the City
before its human occupants were ground to pulp in the ruin of its soaring structures.

The advance of the glacier, inevitable though it was, wasinfinitely dow and the shell was very strong, so
there was time to prepare an orderly evacuation while messengers were dispatched in hagtily
reconditioned stratcars to arrange for accommodeation by the Cities of Berl, Par and Lond, Moskas
nearest neighbors.

Meantime, the far southern City of Melbour was commencing to have difficultieswith its own climate
machines. These were as yet, however, not serious enough to be darming.

There was agreat dedl of confusionin Moska. The Plebos, wrenched from their accustomed tasks, were
bewildered. The Aristos, deprived of the guidance of the Doctils, were not at al certain asto just what
should be done, or how. There was, however, nothing gpproaching panic until the stratcars returned with
their reports.

These were dl three dlike. Each crew had had trouble in penetrating the shells of the Citiesto which they
had been sent. When they had succeeded in thisand delivered their plea, the answer in each case had
been an immediate and incontinent refusdl.

"Moskas predicament is no concern of ours,” the Aristos of Lond, for example, had replied. "We see no
reason to upset the balanced economy of our State on behaf of strangers.”

The congternation with which these reports were received was followed by boiling wrath, and then agrim
determination. "What they will not give us," wasthe decision, "we shall take."

A rending crash, thefirst crack of the shell, emphasi zed the need for haste. Before the Great Glacier had



advanced another meter, the sky was darkened with avast cloud of stratcars and rocket-ships, crewed
with Plebos, captained by Aristos.

The destruction of Moskawas earth-shaking thunder in the north as its fleets swept toward Berl and Par
and Lond.

But these were not taken by surprise. They had sent spies on thetrail of the homing Moskvitesto verify
the truth of their tales, and these had sounded the warning. Up from the threatened Cities leaped their
own myriad-numbered fleets and the enemies met fifty miles high over the Wastelands.

An Inferno took possession of the startled silences of the substratosphere; ahell of lancing, letha beams,
of crepitating ionic discharges; a cataclysmic Hades of sounds that invaded men's brains and set them
med.

Across the heavens that prodigious battle raged, and the heavens were a sheet of flame out of which
rained soot that had been men, and white-glowing embers that moments before had been proud,
space-eating ships and fleet stratcars. The forests received this dust-hail of destruction, and the heat of
the disrupted atoms st fire to the forests, and the flame above was matched by the searing spread of
flame below.

For alittle space the remnants of those mighty fleets il fought, and that little while was sufficient to
complete the contagion of disaster. While the darting ion-lances of the cosmic annihilators, the radioactive
blasts of the atom bombs, and the beams of the disintegrators obeyed the laws of ethereal vibration and
sped off into outer space in Sraightline tangents from Terras globe, the maddening shrills of the sonic
vibrators were conducted to Earth's surface by its atmosphere, were carried to the Cities not as yet
involved in the explosion. High pitched and fiendish, they penetrated the shells of Madri and of Byzant, of
Ning and Tok and Nyork, and curdled the brains of the Aristos and Doctils and Plebos that dwelt there.

The madness seized upon all of uswho heard those sounds, and none of us escaped. We were stripped
of al that the centuries had taught us, were left only with what we had learned in the stleamy junglesin
whose treetops we had swung chattering, in the caves where we had shivered with fear of the beasts and
hate for dien men ingrained itsalf in the germina genes of our race. The hordes were on the movel The
enemy hordes were swooping down upon us! If wedid not kill them they would kill us.

Kill! Kill! KILL! KILL!

From Losan and Washton, from Alexan and Buenos and Capetin, burst our fleetsto hurricane across the
world, seeking those of aien speech and aien countenance who because they were different from us
needs must be our enemies.

We found one another in the screaming empyrean, we found those who sought us as we sought them,
and we shattered together with the crash of our atom bombs and the lightnings of our disintegrators and
the lunatic shriek of our Srens.

Now the skieswere afury of death, and the face of the Earth was a seething conflagration and the
madnessthat wailed, "kill, kill, KILL," ringed the spinning sphere where Man had achieved the ultimate.
The ultimate in salf-destruction, for nowhere on that blazing orb, nowhere in the incandescent atmosphere
enveloping it, could life longer exig.

Therewereno victorsin that last war of dl, and there were no vanquished; for when the fires had burned
themselves out Earth was adead planet, its flesh of soil blasted and torn and blackened, its bones of rock
melted into the tortured, nightmare skeleton of that which had been the Sun's most favored child.



There could be no lifeleft on such an Earth, but dl Earth-life was not extinct.

Chapter 199 THE WILL TO LIVE AND KILL

IF, SOME CENTURIES BACK, THE Aristos had not included the Doctils in the Law of Controlled
Procreation, the Story of Mankind would now be ended.

Although they had ventured some feeble protest, the Doctils of the world had accepted the
edict& mdash;except for acertain onein Moska

Thisone, Roya by name, had been perhaps the last human aive who did not atogether subscribeto the
doctrine of the State Supreme and to the omniscience and omnipotence of the Masters.

Royaresented the Aristos act, resented even more hisfellow scientists acquiescence therewith. He
became definitely non-socia. Heregfter, he decided, he would share his accomplishments with no one.
Hewould, moreover, direct his researches toward the discovery of hitherto unknown natura laws, and
new gpplications of known laws, that would enable him eventually to gain control of Maoska, and then of
theworld, for himsdif.

Benefitting by the pooling of the thought of al the other Doctils of the City while withholding the bulk of
his own scientific achievements, Royaforged far ahead of the rest of the fellowship of the Doctils. He
learned that beyond the identity of matter and energy was amore fundamenta identity of pure thought
with both, and that thiswasthe true redlity. He learned the nature of Time; that the Past and the Future
coexist with the Present, and he learned how to move pastward dong Time's flux, though he did not quite
solve the problem of how to take himsalf futureward. He learned how to warp Space a will, so that at
will he could place himsdlf ingtantaneoudy & any point initsinfinity.

So many avenues of speculation did his discoveries open up that even Royas gresat brain fatered at the
task of exploring them all. He required ad, but he dared not communicate his knowledge and his
intentions to any man. They would without any measure of doubt be reported at once to the Aristos, and
these would a once move to purge him. He was not yet quite ready for atest of his powers, not yet quite
sure that single-handed he could defeat aworld.

His dilemma he solved thus: He brought about an accident in which ascore or so of Pleboswerekilled.
When the maturation of a sufficient number of fertilized ovato replace them was commenced, Roya
managed to be assigned to the task and contrived to abstract from the storage trays five additiona eggs.
The nutrient baths in which these were placed he secretly adjusted so that they would mature as Doctils
possessed of al his own store of knowledge and with his own non-socia psychology.

Inayear Royawould have hdp in hisgreat project, five Doctils who would not betray him. But Royadid
not live quite to the end of that year. He was one of the scientists purged when the first premonition of the
Glacier brought about the dispute between them and the Aristos.

Theinterva between that incident and the departure of the Moskvite fleets for their attack on their
neighboring Citieswasjust about sufficient for the five to reach their full growth. Completely armed with
their foster-father's omniscience, they were at once aware of the implications of what was occurring and
knew ingtantly what they must do to escape the catastrophe. The genera confusion madeit easy for them
to seize Moskas largest spaceship, kill its Aristo officers and get it safely away from Earth beforethe
sonic vibrators commenced spreading their contagion of madness. Within our spaceship now were dl
that remained of Man: we five newfledged Doctils, our ship's crew of ahundred Plebosand asingle
Matra, an egg-bearing female that Daster had had the inspiration to include in our cargo.

Included in that freight was also a complete assortment of the various devices our civilization had



produced, so that our vessel was amicrocosmic City as self-contained and as self-sufficient as any of
those that now had been blasted into nonexistence. In amanner that with hisinability to travel into the
Future Roya could not have foreseen we who owed our existence to him had absolute dominion over the
destiny of our race.

"Itis" Bolar thought to us, "asif this ship were the germina cdll from which anew and greater civilization
will evolve"

"Aye" sghed Dagter. "But where? See. Earthisnow awhirling cinder, hested by thefiresof its
immolaion.”

"ltwill codl," Favril reminded him.

"It will cool,” Adtaris agreed. "And then the ice will form again at the Poles, and cregp down once more
over the blackened desolation 'til the grinding masses meet at the Equator. A thousand years, and more,
it will be before they once moreretreat. A thousand years& mdash; Do we wish to wait that long before
we rebuild our home?'

Favril had a suggestion. "There are the other planets, brothers. Mars, Perhaps, or Venus& mdash;”
"Neither," Gohret interrupted, "will support lifein the form we know it."

"Then we can change our form of life," Favril argued, "to meet the conditions on ether.” But he himsdlf
was halfhearted in advancing the idea, and none thought it necessary to voice the veto al agreed upon.

Our head-membranes throbbed with an adumbration of despair and in the brains of more than one of us
therewas aflicker of something not quite thought suggesting that it might be best to flash our ship and all
it contained into oblivion. But thereisaNaturd Law that compels every entity to cling to the preservation
of itskind.

"l haveit!" Dagter's thought-waves impacted on our receptors. "Thereis no place for usin the Solar
System, nor in the Gaaxy of which it isapart. But somewhere among the myriads upon myriads of
planetary bodies with which Spaceisfilled, somewhere between infinity and infinity, must be another orb
upon which the conditions are enough like Terrasfor it to afford us shelter. Let usfind it, brothers!”

"Let usfindit! our mindstook up the cry, and a once we were projecting ourselves through the endless
reaches of the Universe in such a search as even Roya would have been hard put to it to conceive.

Beyond Pluto, beyond Andromeda, beyond Sunswhose light would have taken a billion yearsto reach
us, we probed the Universe. Not in actudity. That monumenta exploration of ours carried not one
proton of us beyond the walls of our rocketship. It was mathematical, our hunt for ahomefor the life that
wasin our charge. It was amatter of unredling countless formulag, of tracing countless curves, of an
infinity of calculations based upon the infinity of datawe had been born possessed of through the genius
of our fosterfather, Roya

And when it was ended, the result was this: Nowhere in the Universe was there any orb duplicating
exactly the conditions on Terra Only one planet, amillion galaxies away, would support lifein anything
like the form we wished to preserveit. Only one.

It was Bolar whose cal culations it upon this. We checked, rechecked, hisfigures and found them
falltless

"We know where we want to go," Gohret summed it up. "Let usgo there." But we sill hesitated, gazing
upon devastated Earth, upon white blazing Sun and its attendant planets whedling about it, upon the



golden congtellations that we were about to leave forever. Though in point of persona life we were but
hours old, compact within us were the history and the memories of our race; and these whirling orbs,
these spangled skies, were the very warp and woof of our being.

Something held us, some inchoate and wordless nostalgia unworthy of creatures of perfect science, of
perfect mind, such aswe were.

"Let usgo." Gohret the implacable recalled usto our task.

None of us had actualy warped space to trandate himself acrossit, but we knew how it must be done
and we knew that it must be done just so or irretrievable disaster would overtake us. The disaster of a
timel ess, spacel ess state of being, of anon-existence that was yet existence; endless, hopeless, the
incarnation of eternd despair.

Five of usthere were, and a hundred Plebos and one Matra, and we were dl that wasleft of Man. One
minutest error in what we were about to do would end humankind forever.

We set the proper forces at work in the proper manner.
Then& mdash;

Grayness. Non-being absolute. Non-knowledge. Only a terrible fear, a terrible certainty, that the
error had been made and we were doomed eternally to this cognizant oblivion.

Our spaceship, the hundred and six of uswithin it, hung motionless a the upper limit of a sunless, brown
sky such asno Man had ever viewed. Below was a quarter sphere of the planet we had traversed the
Galaxiesto seek and we knew at once that life was possible upon it, because there was life uponiit.

What we could see of theworld to which we had comewas aleve plain from over whose horizon
stalked colonnades of pastel-hued, immense pillars that converged at its center on amountain black and
lustreless as the starl ess wastes between the nebulae. The wide paths set off by these roofless palisades,
close-packed with the planet's denizens, seemed straight-banked dark rivers flowing toward the stygian
pile that focussed them, and from those marching myriads atida wave of cadenced sound welled up to
us

A chorus of countless voices, the paean was yet asingle, harmonious whole. There was solemnity to it,
and awe, yet therewasto it aso joy and an exceeding ecdtasy.

We could not read the meaning of that hymn. The meaning was not thought but an emotion that held
those thousands upon thousands in asingle thrall, and Earthman had so long ago discarded emotion that
its very nature was forgotten. But we knew that it was ingpired by the monstrous black mountain& mdash;

It was no mountain, or rather it was amountain carved into astupendous image of ahooded Being
neither man nor beast, but transcending both.

It was not the image itsalf to which the emotion vocdised by aworld's song was directed, but that which
it depicted; not in form, because the Being had no form, but in representation of Its attributes. This much,
gazing upon it, we could understand, but what those attributes were we could not comprehend, nor how
any living race could worship them asthisonedid.

Curioudy enough, we were aware that if we held our attention upon that monument for more than a brief
instant, or longer permitted oursalves to hear the organ tones welling about us, we should be unable to do
that which we had come to do. So at once we ordered our Plebos to the armament of our ship and they
loosed their bolts upon the singing masses below.



The plain heaved in avast shattering. The splendid, tall pillars collapsed upon the worshippers who had
marched between them singing and now screamed their terror at the sudden destruction that came upon
them without warning. No hymn now, but shrieks, shrilled through the crashing chaos of aworld
disrupted, through the rending of rock whose very atoms were being smashed into their component
atoms, through he pedling thunders of the doom we had hurled upon them.

A cloud of dust rose out of the daughter, and envel oped the orb below us. The cloud was luminous with
the greens and scarlets and blinding blues of our armament, and it was black with the agony it
conceded& hellip;

"Cruel. Oh, crud." Eve'shorrified whisper lay somewhere within the heart of that terrible spectacle.
"They are not men, they're glorified beasts, Johnny. It can't be that thisiswhat the years will make of
peoplelikeyou and me!"

Enough of my own persondity had shimmered back that | might have answered her, but | did not. | could
only have reminded her of fiery destruction raining from Twentieth Century skies on screaming women,
and little children, on humans guiltless and unwarned kneeling at prayer in the cathedras of their
fath&hdlip;

It was not our intention to destroy that race entirely, not at least until we could determine whether they
might in some manner be of useto us and so we ordered our weapons shut off while still there was some
evidence of life below. One disintegrator, throttled to minimum power, we used to sweep the veiling
vapors out of the atmosphere.

The plain was avast tumulus of rocky shards piled helter-skelter. The singing thousands were disspated
into their primal atoms, so that it was asif they had never been, but here and there gray-purple masses
heaved in shocked and aimless movemen.

The monument rose from that desert of desolation, its configuration atered hardly at al. Itsmiles-long
body was gtill haunched asit had been, its great head poised neckless on gargantuan shoulders as before
the holocaugt.

Not quite as before. It must be because some fragments had been riven fromiit, that it seemed to have
moved dightly, so that the hooded eyes appeared now to be directed towards us, hanging high above.

There was a sudden coldness within us, a sudden incomprehensi ble something that might be fear. And yet
we sensed no anger in that veiled, quiet glance, no menace. Only awaiting, endlessy patient.

Strange, then, that in our moment of triumph, in the moment that we had proved ourselves masters of the
universe and of al Life, we should be afflicted by this curious Unesse.

Chapter 20 CHOICE BETWEEN DEATH AND DEATH

OURATTENTION RETURNED TO THOSE that were | eft of the planet's animate inhabitants, was
returned to them by awave of cold hostility, of hate and maevolence, of determination to resist us until
none of them were | eft. The wave was thought, the single thought of the masses bel ow that were writhing
back to awareness, and we could not tolerateit.

That hate would render them usdless to us and we could make use of the drina& mdash;so we were
aware now they cdled themsaves& mdash;as daves. The problem was easy to solve. We had not yet
used our sonic vibrator. We reduced its power and stepped up itsfrequency 'til it emitted awhistle just
within the threshold of audibility, and we unloosed that whistle on the remnants of the conquered race.



The masses shuddered momentarily, then were till. The drinawere mindless now, whatever intelligence
they'd possessed destroyed. They were oursto control aswe controlled the Plebos we had brought with
us, aswe controlled the ship whose shell enclosed us.

We zoomed downward to take possession of our new home.

Our attack upon the planet had blasted its surface into awilderness of tumbled rock and had destroyed
al evidence of the drina's civilization, but these circumstances exactly suited our purpose. We could
fashion acity here that would equal or surpass any that had existed on Earth, and from the ovawith
which our Matrawould supply uswe could peopleit with exactly the form of humanity we desired.

We decided to plan carefully and without haste. We would, for the present, merely construct a
temporary abode. Having recuperated from the tremendous drain on our vitality that al we had
accomplished had entailed, we would design a Super-State.

Pursuant to this decision, we hollowed out for ourselves a smooth pit as distant from the disturbing black
image as we could. From the molten rock with which our disintegrators thus furnished us, we moulded a
number of structuresto temporarily house oursalves, the freight of our rocketship, the Plebos and the
Matra. For some not very well apprehended reason, we designed Adalon on the plan of the Solar
System we had abandoned forever.

As matters of reasonable precaution we surrounded the bowl with aVeil of I1shlak, awall of force
impenetrable unlessit is opened by controls from within, and assigned certain of the Plebos to roam the
lands beyond the Veil, keeping watch on the drina.

Having thus set mattersin order, we rested and refreshed ourselves for a space, and then called the first
council of our Kintat of Doctils.

"l am aware of acuriousfeding of dissatisfaction,” Favril opened the council. " Although when | proposed
that We remain within the confines of our System, | was compelled to acknowledge that your arguments
agang it were very cogent, | still fed that | was not atogether wrong.”

"In spite of the fact that Bolar's cal culations have proved to be correct and we find here atemperature
and humidity, agravity, arange of dements, sufficiently like those of Terrato make it possible for our
formof lifeto exig, | yet sensein the very environment some intangible hogtility to Mankind that makes
me doubt the success of our experiment.”

"What would you have?" Gohret demanded. "A world ready made for us?'

"Precisdly,” Daster responded. "We abandoned Earth because it is adenuded sphere. Have we anything
better here? s not the same amount of 1abor required to make this planet tenable as would have been
required had we returned to Terra? And there we would have been where we belong.”

"That isit!" Favril exclamed. "That iswhat troubles me. We do not belong here. We are resented by the
very ground, by the very rocks. We have vanquished itsinhabitants, but the planet itself rgectsus. Itis
because of this, vaguely redlized, that we built Addon aswe did, to comfort us."

Gohret's answer to that was a sneer. "Earth, too, rgjected us. Mait'sfolly completed the catastrophe that
ended Man'slife on Earth, but anaturad phenomenon, the advent of anew Glacid Age, wasthe spark
that initiated the cataclysm. Had Lond and Par and Berl taken usin, still would the ice have advanced,
pinching us between itswalls, 'til we should have been obliterated.”

"Not so," Daster objected. "Had we not shut ourselves away from Nature, had we kept in touch with it,



we should have found away to avoid disaster. The genius of Man was unconquerable, aslong asMan
cooperated with Nature and did not war againgt it."

"The mistake was made," Bolar offered, "when the City shellswere seded& mdash;”

"No," Favril cut in. "When the Law of Controlled Procreation was decreed and Man became adesigned
cregtion of Man himsdf.”

"We started to go wrong long before that,” Bolar ventured. "I think it was when the Agricoles were
perfected and men abandoned the good ground for the cities. That was when we definitely turned our
back upon natura evolution and& mdash;"

"You aredl right, and you are al wrong," Astaris said softly. "All you mention was done because Man
had become wholly a thinking machine, had forgotten certain basic urges not susceptible to reason but
very necessary to his happiness. Only their names are left to us, their meaningless names. Love. Loyalty.
Obligation. Beauty. And Faith. Faith abovedl."

"All thisisfutile," Gohret drowned him out, harshly. "Whét is done, isdone. Only what is <till to be done
concernsus. Our future lies on this planet. We cannot return to the Solar System, to Earth& mdash;"

"Ah, but we can," Agtaris answered. "We can go back to Earth, and to an Earth renewed and vigorous,
fully fitted for the Super-Civilization we intend to erect. We can correct dl the errors our predecessors
have made."

"How?'

"By returning not only in Space but in Time to our native sphere. Hereiswhat | propose. Let us
consolidate our position here, but only temporarily. Let us scout al history for those among our ancestors
inwhom thetraits | have mentioned were best devel oped, bring them here, and probe them for the
secrets of those emotions. Having found them, let us adjust the nurture of the new race we are founding
to include those traits. This having been done, we can& mdash;"

"Select the period of Earth's geological evolution,” Gohret snatched the thesis from him, "when natura
conditions were most favorable& mdash;”

"I've cdculated it," Bolar put in. "The Twentieth Century& mdash;”
"Solong ago!" Favril exclamed.

"So long ago. That was when the interrelation of Man and Nature was at its best and that was when Man
began to gain that ascendancy over Nature that eventudly led to hisundoing. My figures areirrefutable.”

"Very well," Gohret took back the current of thought. "WEell try Adtaris project. When it is successfully
terminated, or wefind it futile, as| think more probable, we shdl return to Earth of the Twentieth
Century. We shall take possession of it in the same manner that we have taken possession of this plangt,
destroy or endave its denizens, repopulate it with the younglings, we shall create from the ova our Matra
bearswithin her. With our limitless knowledge, our inheritance of two million years of evolution, what
wonders shall we not bring to pass! Done, brothers?!

"Dong”
Chapter 21 EXPERIMENT IN LOVE

BLACKNESSBLOTTED OUT THAT moment conference of the Kintat, blackness absolute. Within



that blackness | wasrigid, al my bodily warmth gone, unable to think, awvare only that | had heard
pronounced the doom of my people, that | had heard sentence passed on it of destruction, immediate
andterrible.

| no longer was Man in Generd, living the history of mankind through the ages. | was John March,
lawyer, born June twelfth, nineteen hundred and twenty into agood, green world | loved. It was my New
York, my America, that these soulless, ruthless beings intended to seize for their own. It was the boys
and girlswith whom | had grown up that they were going to destroy or endave. It wasthe felowswho'd
swested over our studies with me, who'd chased a pigskin up and down thefield beside me. It wasthe
one-armed newsdealer on the corner, and the people who jostled me in the subway, it was Pierpont
Alton Sturdevant, and Mary, the pert-nosed telephone girl in the reception room, and the cop who'd
handed me aticket for speeding, whom they would treat asthey had treated the drina hymning their God!

Evelyn formed out of the blackness, straight and dender asanaiad, ahorror akin to my own graven on
her dear face. Arthur and Orth werered again, straddle-legged, their fists clenched on their usaless
weapons. Louis Capet was a shaking, terrified little boy& mdash;

Elijah'sright hand was raised above the shaggy, silver crown of his great head. His face was upturned to
the high, vaulted roof of the vast nave, and hislipswere moving in prayer to the Jehovah who was not
there above him, nor anywhere in this space or thistime. | heard him. | heard the eternd plaint of his
people from hislips, the plaint that was now for methe plaint of al the people of my world and my time.
"My God," the sonorous Hebrew rolled from those lips. "My God, why hast thou for saken me!™”

But | could see Francois Villon nowhere.

"John March!" It wasthe inner voice of the Future Man that caled my name. "John March!” The
goldenlighted niche was visble again in the topless, ebony wal, and within it there was not the five Doctils
of the Kintat, but only one! Achronos Agtaris! "We have told you what we want of you, and we have
shown you why. We have shown you that we had no need to make a bargain with you, and yet, having
made it, we have kept it. Now we call upon you and your companionsto yield to usthat which we
desire, promising in exchange to return you to the location in Time and Space from which we brought you
here and now."

Somehow | found my voice. " So that we may be destroyed along with the rest?"

"Only you and Evelyn Rand are of the Twentieth Century. The otherswill live out their span, dl memory
of their adventure here blotted from their minds.”

"And we two?"

"Will dso remember nothing, but will die or be endaved as chance may dictate, when we descend upon
your world."

My neck corded, so that for amoment my defiant reply was choked within my throat. In that moment,
Eve's hand was on my arm, her taut voicein my ear.

"Our choiceisonly between death and death, Johnny, and aslong aswe die together | don't care at dll.
The others have areal choice. Let them answer.”

Shewasright! | turned to them, my loved onein thecircle of onearm. "It'syour chance, my friends," |
sad, samiling. We were set gpart from them, Eve and |, but we were one, completely and wholly one, and
for that moment nothing else redlly mattered to me. | had lost hope and life and aworld, but | had gained
her. Everything after that would be anticlimax. "Takeit."



Elijah's dark and brooding eyes came down from communion with the Eternd to fasten on the bizarre
creature in the recess. The Dauphin straightened and was no longer afrightened lad, but the scion of a
king. Arthur wasregal in every line of hisgreat body, his purple robesimperia. Orth was
granite-countenanced, expressionless.

Wherewas Villon?

"What isyour answer?' the Doctil demanded, and there was a curious impatience in the way he did so.
An odd exigency.

It was Louis high pipethat sounded first, the thin voice of alittle boy. "For mysdlf the answer
is&mdash;No!"

"And for me," Orth's deep tones echoed him. "No!*

"Thedevil and dl hisfiendstake you," King Arthur boomed. "Rather than live as poltroons, we chooseto
dieasmen!”

The Hebrew prophet was the last, statuesque in hiswhite robes, his hawkbeaked countenance dark as
doom. His bearded lips moved. "Y e have abandoned God. Can | give God back to you?'

They had their faults each of these men, the faults of the times and the kinds of humans they represented.
Elijah, was the prophet of a creed that could be cruel and relentless, a creed one of whose dogmas was,
"An Eyefor an Eye, aTooth for aTooth." Underlying the magnificent pageantry of King Arthur's Age of
Chivary had been thousands of the disinherited; ragsfor their clothing, straw for their beds, bonesto
gnaw for food and unremitting, hopelesstoil for their way of life. The Dauphin wasthelast of adynasty
that had ground and oppressed a nation, without conscience and without mercy. John Orth had been
bred in an Imperia Court whose intrigue and chicanery and diplomacy of exploitation wasto bring about
thefirs World War and its grim aftermaths.

But Adtaris had offered them life, the living out of their lives asthose lives were meant to be lived, instead
of agridy death. Neither their world nor their own consciences would know what they had done, nor
reproach them for having doneit, yet they had the courage and the integrity to refuse him.

When | turned back to Agtaris | sensed that he shared my admiration for them. | sensed, too, acertain
sadness, a certain disappointment.

"Condder again,”" heinssted. "Consder that whether or not you give uswhat we ask, we shdl
nevertheless possess oursalves of Earth of the Twentieth Century. With or without the knowledge we
seek from you, we shdl carry out our plan. Y ou cannot stop us.”

What | said in reply wasinane and without meaning and vainglorious. But | am not sorry | said, "We can
try, Adtaris. We can try our damndest.”

Our damndest would be little indeed against him and his mates, who were masters of aknowledge|
could not even attempt to comprehend, but | had to fling that defiance a him and | felt more of aman for
having done 0.

"Give us grength, Oh Eternd," | heard Elijah behind me, "to endurewhat it is Thy will we shall endure.”
Then Arthur's voice was booming, "Have at him brothers. Take him for hostage!™ and the huge,
purple-robed form was surging past me, Excalibur flashing aboveitsflowing blonde locks. Orth
pounded beside Arthur, and beside Orth the boy ran, lithe and pantherlike.

And | had joined them. It might work! If we could make Agtaris our prisoner& mdash;"Down, Orth,” |



cried, still scheming, lawyer-like. "Down on your hands and knees to make a spring-board for us." He
went down as| said, at the base of thewall, and Arthur was legping from his back for the niche, and had
made it. Louis bounded high, reached the recess. My own feet felt John Orth's back. My knees bent,
straightened, threw mein such ajump as1'd never yet made, to join the two others.

Arthur's sword-arm was caught helplessin the coils of Agtaris one tentacle. The other wrapped Louis
wais and held hiskicking, flailing body too far from the Doctil to reach him with his dagger. Elijah,
amazingly here, sorang with me in between the two, the prophet's gnarled hands clawed, my own fisted
andflaling.

My fists never landed. Something caught my arms, pinned them. A dark tentacle squeezed my chest,
numbing me. Had Agtaris sprouted another? No. A Plebo held Elijahinasmilar grip. | twisted my head
and saw that it was a Plebo too who held me. Others came through the backwall of the niche, wrested
away Arthur's sword, plucked the Dauphin's weapon from hisfingers. Astaris released Arthur and the
youngster to Plebos, who held them helpless.

A scream, shrill and terror-filled, cut through to me. Evelyn's scream! It gave me strength to drive legs
into the floor, fighting madly to get loose. | staggered my captor, wrestled him around, but could not get
free of him. The crowding, bulbous forms of the Doctil's bodyguard hid Eve from me. Her scream had
choked off.

| tried to call to her, but asplayed hand was clamped over my mouth. | could see neither Astaris nor my
companionsin the attack on him. Around me were only the Plebos great, goggling eyes, their tiny
mouths, their pulsing head-membranes. The golden light was fading. The explosion of super-strength
Evdyn's cry had aroused in mewas gone. | dumped, nerveless with fear for her but emptied of strength
and hope.

The crowd of Future Men seemed somehow thinner. | heard Arthur, below me. "Nay, thereisno need
to keep tight hold of me. | haveyielded." | heard Evelyn. "Have they hurt you, Johnny?" All tenderness.
"Johnny, have they hurt you?'

And | heard areply. "No, dear. I'm dl right." My voice. In timbre and accent, my voice. But | had not
spoken!

| lifted my head, my brow wrinkling. The niche was black-dark now, but the blocking Plebos were gone
and there was light enough out therein the vast vault that | could look out and down to itsfloor. The
group down there was moving away. Guarded by three Plebos, | saw Elijah's mgestic form, Arthur's. |
saw Orth. The Dauphin. Evelyn.

Someone walked beside Evelyn, hisarm thrown protectingly across her shoulders. Had Villon returned?
No. The man wastdler than the poet, more heavily built. He was dressed in avery modern brown suit.
His hair was a reddish brown, and something about the poise of his head was famiiliar.

Heturned asif to answer some remark of Evelyn's.

| made out very clearly, asemi-circular scar on hisleft cheek.
| made out hisprofile.

It was mine!

It was | who walked beside Evelyn, talked to her. It was | against whom she shrank, finding couragein
the feet of my arm, strength in my nearnessto meet whatever fate the Plebos marched her off to.



How could | be there, and here too?

"Eveyn!" | shouted. "That's not& mdash;" And checked, redizing that the Plebo's pdm on my lips muffled
my cry. | kicked backward, felt my hed crunch against the pipestem leg of my captor, lurched forward.
Went over the niche edge, thudded on the floor below. A weight smothered me and something pounded
the side of my head, pounded me down into asick oblivion.

| lay on the bosom of ashoreless, turgid tide that heaved beneath me. My throat was parched. My head
seemed to have balooned to quadruple its norma size. Thiswas the granddaddy of al hangovers, dl
right. I couldn't remember where I'd accumulated it, though | recalled very vividly the nightmare I'd just
been riding, with itsweird mess of Future Men and men out of the past; | recalled something about a
terrible doom that overhung the world. Evelyn Rand had been in the dream, of course. I'd found her and
had falen in love with her and she with me, but the dream had wound up with me watching myself walk
away from mysdlf, having solen my girl fromme.

Well, I'd better get up and fix mysdlf aPrairie Oyster and try to get into shape. Old Persmmon Puss
Conklin will give methefish eyesif | come grolling into the office late, and the Head will be sure to hear
that | displayed every evidence of having had ahard night out.

Without trying to unglue my eydids, | shoved myself up, groaning. Gingerly balancing on my aching
shouldersthat grosdy enlarged head of mine, | wiggled aleg sdewiseto get it down off the edge of the
bed.

It wouldn't go down. The devil! Was| paralyzed? No liquor ever hit me this hard before. Wonder who
brought me home. Or am | home? Bed feelsawful damned hard. Better get eyes open and look around.

| went to work on the left onefird. It dit, widened. And then theright flew open, and | was jumping to
my fedt.

| hadn't been able to get my leg down because it was dready down. The bed was so hard because it was
the stonefloor of asmdll, cdll-like chamber whose walls, polished, blue-gray rock, had neither window
nor door, nor opening of any kind. | looked up. The blue-gray ceiling was solid asthewalls.

It was no nightmare I'd been living. It was stark, incredible redity. | was a prisoner of the Doctils, in the
Land where Timeis Not, and Evelyn& mdash;

Was Evelyn dready out on the plain, prey to the drinal Why she and not me? Why had she and the
others been taken off, and | |eft behind? 1t was | who'd led the fight againgt the Doctils, | who had
engaged in an unequal battle of witswith them. Why should | be spared& mdash;? Wait. Hadn't | seen
mysaf being marched off with the others, brown suit, scarred cheek& mdash;

Hold everything! That had not been | out on the black floor. It couldn't have been. Even the Doctils, with
al their million years advantage over the science | knew, couldn't make two of me, each complete.

| stood rigid in the center of that cell, trembling alittle as| tried to recal every detail of what had
occurred. There had been our attack on Astaris, the incursion of the Plebosto frustrate it. Fighting
uselesdy with the onewho'd seized me, I'd lost Sight of my companions, of Agtaris. When that futile fight
was over, |1'd glimpsed the men of my own time again, and Evelyn. But& mdash;| was certain of it

now& mdash;nowhere had | seen Adtaris.

While that fight was going on, the girl had been hidden from me by the crowding Plebos. By the same
token, | must have been hidden from her. | still had been hidden from her when it was over, but she
spoke to me.



| could amost hear her now, "Johnny, are you hurt?"

It wasn't of me she had asked that, then, but of my double. And it was my double who had replied, ina
perfect imitation of my voice. "No, dear. I'm dl right." King Arthur had already been taken down out of
the niche, and so probably had the others. | should have been taken down out of it too, unless there was
adefinite reason why | should not.

Wasit by accident that the Plebos had crowded around me, hiding me from my friends? Hiding me from
Evelyn? Ve little the Future Men did was accidentdl.

| recalled how Agtaris had projected Evelyn's presence, her personality, before mein that Brooklyn
house. | recalled how, in atwinkling, Daster had taken on the exact appearance, the mannerisms, of a
professor of my own time.

If I were building up acasein court, | could have established no better one to confirm the startling
hypothesis | had not yet dared to put into words. Opportunity: A brawling fight in which I'd been
concedled from view. Ability: Demonstrated.

My double was Astaris! Achronos Astaris had assumed my shape, my voice. He had become me!

Motive? The caressin histones, hisarm tender across Eve's shoulder, betrayed that. By spying, by
threats, by persuasion, the Doctil had failed to wring from Evelyn and me the secret of the lovethat lay
between us, but he had not given up. He was trying another method now. Somewhere, in hiswandering
through the ages, he had become aware of the fact that |ove often begetslove. He knew that Evelyn
loved me. By becoming me he would become the object of her love and perhapsit would arouse that
emotion in him so that he could study it by introspection.

"Damn him!" | cursed doud. "Oh damn him!" shaken by awhite and blistering rage, ajealousfury that
blazed through my veins. And then | redlized that | should be grateful, instead, that the Doctil had evolved
thisscheme.

Aslong as he till thought that it might work, Evelyn was safe. It was agreater protection for her than any
| could give her.

What protection could | give her, what help could | beto her, againgt the Future Men? Physicdly, | was
no match for them. Mentadly, they had outmaneuvered my every attempt to match witswith them. But
there was no shamein that. Not Einstein, not Michelson or Compton, not al of the outstanding intellects
of my world and my age would make a better showing, pitted against them.

That might happen too. That would happen. It was only a matter of time. When they were
ready& mdash;

Thefull and terribleimplication of their plans, its promise of disaster to the civilization out of which I'd
been plucked, siwept down on me like atangible black pdl. | had flung defiance a them, but that
defiance had been meaningless as the snarl of aweek-old kitten at a Great Dane.

| stared at the seamless stone wall of my prison, stared at visons of New Y ork's sky-reaching towers
shattering down on terror-ridden crowds that fled to safety where there was no safety, of humans
ghrivdling inthe blast of rays seething out of amenacing sky, of acivilization gone mad with the mad
sound that filled the air, of flame-eyed men killing, killing one another, their arms, their clawed hands,
dripping with gore.

And when the cataclysm was ended, | imagined the pitiful, mindless remnants of my race endaved to the



crestures of the Future who claimed to be men& mdash;"John!" A voice penetrated these gppalling
menta pictures. "Itisyou, my old. Itisverily you!"

Hisvelvet doublet more ragged than ever, the lace at hiswrists and histhroat more dingy, but with the
same jaunty swagger to his meagre form, the same mocking smile on histhin, scar-twisted lips, Francois
Villon stood beside me!

"Francois" | gasped. "Where& mdash;how did you get in here? Where have you been? How& mdash;?!

"Softly!" Villon had laid along finger beside his hawklike nose. " Softly, my cabbage. If you will permit me
to answer one query before you prod me with another& mdash;| entered this cell in the same manner you
were brought here, through itswall.”

"Through& mdash;! Then there's a secret door& mdash;”

"My liver, John, no! They are solid of stone, dl four walls, floor and ceiling. It isthrough the solid stone|
came, asthey do, by help of this." Therewas, in the hand he held out to me, atiny mechanism of what
seemed like platinum wiring and glass or fused quartz. "The Doctils need little beside the power of their
brainsto perform their magic, but the Plebos are of lesser mould. They require this& mdash;key, shdl we
nameit for want of a better term& mdash;to trandate themsal ves through matter without door or aperture.
Itisof aPlebo | had it, the onel saw carrying you off, when | returned to join you in the Hall of

Miracles. He did not hear mefollow him, nor will he misswhat | have taken from him." He touched,
delicately, the hilt of hisponiard, and | saw at the throat of its scabbard an edging of red, sticky wet that
had wiped from the blade asit did into itstight sheath.

"The poet,” Villon smiled dyly, "isdso amaster thief."

And aParis apache, | thought, recalling what | had read of this strangest character in al literature.
"Where did they take Evelyn and the others?" | asked him, trying not to repress a shudder at the way he
could blandly smile, after what he had done.

"Nay, that | do not know. They were out of sight. Perhaps, if | had returned a moment sooner& mdash;”
he shrugged hisbony shoulders.

"Returned from where? When | saw you were gone | thought they had taken you& mdash;"
"They did not take me. | went of my own accord, and they did not know it. |&mdash;"
"They did not know! But they can read our thoughts. How& mdash;?*

"Name of adog, but you make one imbecile with your questions! They read our thoughts only when they
bend their own upon ours. To show us the scenes they cast upon the screen of thewall, to bring usinto
them as part of them, demanded dl of their minds, to watch them took al the minds of you others. But
me, | shut out from mine that shadow-play and watched the Doctils themsalves, hoping that in an
unguarded moment | might see something that might be of aid to us”

"Andyou did?"

He shrugged again, and though he till smiled, | thought there was ashimmer of fear in hiseyes. "l saw
something, but whether it gives us hope or isthe death of al hopefor us, | do not yet know. A long
gpace of time | saw only five shapesin ahigh niche from which the golden light had faded, five monstrous
shapeswholly intent on seizing our senses to make them toys of their wills. Fighting that intent, | sweated
like awhipped coach horse. Then there was a stir among them. The strain upon me loosened, and
meseemed some distracting word had come to them. | recall that there was a stir among you others a so,



asthough their grip upon you had grown less strong."”
"We cameto oursdves” | interrupted, "for amoment or so. | wonder if it wasthen.”

"Aye," Villon nodded. "It may well have been, for methought | heard Elijah cry out something about
denying God. But four of the five Doctils were hastening away, and | did not turn for | was skulking after
them and feared to lose sight of the four in the dimness.™

Four. One had remained behind. It had taken the whole Kintat to hypnotize us so that we seemed to
relive the whole evolution of civilization and its destruction, but once we were under theinfluence, Adaris
had been ableto hold us aone.

"They went out of that Hall of Midnight,” Villon continued, "and out of the House of Sun. Me, | dared not
emerge to the open, for fear that | might be spied.”

"You stopped!” | exclamed. "Y ou let them get away from you!"

"Name of the name of adog, will you let metell my tale? What | saw, | saw, and if you have no wish to
learn what that was, | am content to make silent.”

"I'm sorry, Villon," | gpologized. "I'll keep <till. What did you see?”

"Nothing, at firdt, for that awhite glarefilled the Bowl of Adaon, and it blinded my eyesthat were used
to the dimness. Therewas avast hissing in the sky, like athousand flying serpents giving vent to their hate
of our captors. | peered on high, striving to make out whence came that monstrous reptilian sound.”

"The white light streamed from the top of the tower we saw building, that top ablaze as though it had
impaled the Sun. The glare roofed the pit, from rampart to rampart of the cliffsthat formit. It was only
dray beamsfrom it that dazzled me below, up there it was avery white hell of light in which nothing could
live"

"Adown the walls of the bowl dribbled streamlets, graypurple and dow, asthough at the brink of the
cliffsthe light from the tower melted something like fire meltswax. And thisindeed was the case, as|
descried when my aching sight became more accustomed to the glare.”

"Circling the verge of the Bowl adark cloud lay against the Vel of Ishlak, aheaving cloud that was not a
cloud at al but thousands upon thousands of the weird creatures that people the plains where we found
each other, you and |. Thedrina. The Veil, or so it seemed to me, was alittle rent here and there, and
where it was rent the gray-purple flesh of the drina oozed through, striving to rend the Vel ill further,
and there that flesh was melting in the white blaze from the tower and running in dow streamlets down the
diffs"

"| thought the Veil wasimpenetrable,” | could not keep from again breaking into Villon's narrative, "unless
the Future Men opened it themsel ves from some control down here."

"Soitis" Francois agreed. " The drinamasses boiled, behind each opening in it, about adtratcar, its
shining platestorn gpart, its shining form crushed. The Veil had been opened in each of those placesto let
agratcar through, and some of the drina had blocked its closing again, were writhing through while thelr
fellows swamped the flying machines that had been sent to hold them off while the tower was being
completed. The drinawere writhing through, and the blaze from the tower, now completed, was melting
them asfast asthey oozed through, and sill they came in an implacable dark tide of hate.”

"God," | whispered, "they're brave. No human army& mdash;"



"Not brave," Villon denied, "but mad. The drinaknow no fear, my John, because they are without minds
to know fear. They are animate only with hate and the lust to kill. Now indeed such an enemy isthe
worgt of al, for only by destruction can they be defeated, only by complete and utter obliteration. Against
thinking beingslike us, againg al the armies our world could muster againgt them, the Future Men would
beinvincible. Seeing that our weapons were powerless against them, seeing that our defenceswere
powerless againgt theirs, panic would turn our blood to water, our strength to weakness, and we would
be undone. But these imbecile mongtersthat attack them& mdash;”

"Haven't sense enough to know when they'relicked. By dl that's holy, Francois, the Doctils may have
besaten themsalves." | was recdling how they'd deliberately destroyed the minds of this planet's natives,
had deliberately made them the idiot things they were. "But go on. Isthat battle fill on?”

"Y es& mdash;and no. The Vel iswhole again, and no drina has achieved the Bowl. The Plebos, it seems,
were able only to obey instructions. They had been directed to delay the gray-purple hosts with the
dratcars 'til the tower was finished and then to destroy them with the white light from the tower. Thisthey
did, but when the combat raged too evenly for comfort, they summoned the Kintat. With the advent of
the Doctils anew phase of thefight setin. | saw agreat scurrying about. | saw Plebos siwvarm up the
tower bearing new devices. And then the light that seethed from it was no longer white. Crackling
sreamers of blue and scarlet and eye-searing yellow flashed overhead, seeking therentsinthe Vell. The
flesh of the attackers no longer melted but whiffed into nothingness. The breachesin the shimmering
barrier were repaired, and the blaze at the tower-top sputtered out.”

The excitement that had made me forget my despair drained out of me, “Then the Doctils have won. Why
did you let me think& mdash;?

"They have not dtogether conquered, my friend. The Vil of Ishlak iswhole again, and in the Bowl they
are safe, but againgt the Vel il billows the gray-purple mass of the drina, and beyond the Vel the
Future Men dare not venture. They are prisonersin Adalon, our captors, 'til they devise some meansto
destroy their besiegers.”

"We musin't et them do that." My fingers dug into the poet's scrawny arm. "Weve got to find away to
keep them from doing that, Villon. Weve got to find away to let the drina get through the Vel and come
down into the Bowl& mdagh;"

"John!" He pulled back from me, hiswidened eyes on mine. "Have you gone mad? Do you not redize
that if the drinagain Adalon wetoo, adl of us, will die with the Plebos and the Doctils? Those loathsome
masseswill roll over us, my friend, and we will be taken up within them, and their acidswill rot

us& mdash;"

"L et them. So long as the Future Men are wiped out, let the drinawipe us out too. All of us.”
"All, John?" Francois gaze probed my brain. "Even Evelyn, John?"

Anicy shudder ran through me. "Even Evdyn, Francais, if | cannot kill her with my own hand before that
happens. If shewere here, shewould tell you the same.”

"No," the poet Sghed. "Thereis no madnessin your eyes. But why, then& mdash;?"

| told him. | told him, briefly, what we had seen, and what we had |earned the Kintat planned. "Y ou
agree with me, Francois?' | asked when | had finished. "Y ou agree with me that they must be wiped out,
even if we have to be wiped out with them?"

Therewas no smileon hislips, and his countenance was gray under its blue stubble. "Aye, John,” he



answered. "No matter how terrible adesth it be, our desth in the bowels of the drinawould be a cheap
priceto pay for the destruction of these demons.”

Chapter 22 THE DEATH CLOUD
"CHEAPENOUGH," | LAUGHED CURTLY.

"I'd set the value of our lives right now, at two dozen for anickle, and that'stoo high if we hang around in
here much longer. Y ou say that thing you've got thereisakey to thiscdl. If itis, let'sgo. Let's get out of
here & hdllip; What's the matter?’

Villon waslooking at theinvolved devicein hispam, and something like dismay wasin hisface.

"Itisakey," hesaid dowly. "And yet it isno key. It passed me, singly, in through the stone
but& mdash;will it take two of us out?'

"The only way to find out isto try. Look. When we |eft the stratcar hangar through itswall, Daster had
his hand on my back. When the plain rushed past us as we came to Adaon, Kass had his hands on the
two of us. Maybe | ought to be touching you while you try to use that.”

"Of asurety you must touch me." Francois smilewaswan. "Thus, if the magic of thisthing availsto carry
usinto the stone but not through it, we shal at least be immured with a comrade near to accompany us
into oblivion.”

That waswhat he was afraid of. That the power of the 'key' might be enough to get usinto the rock, yet
not sufficient to take both of usdl theway through it. | admit the thought was not exactly pleasant.

"Well," | put my arm around his narrow shoulders, "1t will be an interesting experiment.” | could feet the
shudder that was running through him. "Come on." I'd hate to be cursed with your imagination, | thought,
aware that he was picturing himsdlf caught within the rock, entombed there forever& hdlip;

| have a pretty good imagination too.

"Comeon, old man,” | urged. "Let'sget it over with," and pressed him toward the wall through which
he'd come,

A muscle twitched in his sdlow cheek. Helifted his hand, placed the 'key' againgt the bluish, perdurable
rock. "It was donethus," he murmured, "as | watched. And then, the Plebo pressed& mdash;this." His
thumb moved.

There was no change in the appearance of thewadl. "Damn!" | muttered. "It doesn't work.” | struck the
stone with my free hand& mdash;and my fist went into it! | stepped forward, pressed Villon with me.

Theworld blanked out. | felt nothing, saw nothing but festureless grayness. | seemed to be still moving
forward, but the grayness pressed in on me, held me. | gasped voicelessy. Then, after one fearful instant,
the graynesswas gone, and | wasin adim corridor and Francois was beside me. The floor of the hall
pitched steeply down, curving to the left, ran steeply up, curving to the right, but just hereit wasleve.

Neither of us said anything for along minute. Nether of us could have said anything if our lives depended
onit.

Then, "It'sdone," | heard Villon say, and he was jaunty again when | turned to him, hisblack eyes
gparkling with triumph. "We are through.”



"Yes" | agreed, "werethrough.” | wasn't as happy over that as | might have been. | had spied an
unmoving form sprawled at our feet and the skin on my back was crawling. Alive, aPlebo is not apretty
sght. Dead& mdash;imagine adead spider big asaman, dl eyes, dl glazed, fishy eyes& hdlip;

Villonwaslooking at it too. "Hedied easily,” he murmured, "for so ungainly acregture.”

"| dont like leaving him here." | tried to imitate my companion's nonchaance. "Anyone coming aong this
passage will at once know something's gone wrong, and it may mean the loss of precious minutesfor us.
| wish there was somewhere we could hide him."

"Thereis," Francois responded. "Right at hand."
"Where?' | glanced around, puzzled, saw nothing but barewalls.

"In here" The poet laid his palm againgt thewall wed just penetrated. "If they do not find him 'til they
comefor you, we shdl have lost none of those jewelled minutes of which you spesk."”

There was no argument asto that, but could it be done?"'l suppose one of us might carry the corpsein,”
| ventured. "Buit, 1'd rather not take the chance of your 'key' failing to work.”

"Nor I," Villon shrugged. "But perhaps our friend need not be carried in there. Thereis strength in those
rounded muscles of yours, my old, and | suspect that whether he goes dl the way through or not will not
metter to him."

| got hisidea. "All right. Well try it." | bent and lifted the dead Plebo while Francois placed the 'key'
againg the wdl. The cadaver waslighter than I'd expected. Dangling from my grasp, it seemed dmost
bondess. "Ready?'

Villon'sthumb pressed, and | threw the corpse at thewall. Threw it through thewall. It went into the
blue, solid-seeming stone as though that stone were merely an opaque fog.

There was no evidence | eft of the Plebo, out herein the corridor, except asmall, dark stain on itsfloor.

"I should liketo bethere," Francois chuckled, "when they discover himin that cdll, and you gone. Will
they think, | wonder, that we are masters of a magic they do not know?'

"They'll know damned well what's happened, and they'll be after uslike ashot. Theonly reason | can
figure out for their not having missed you yet isthat they're so busy with strengthening their defences
againg the drina. If we're to accomplish anything we've got to get going.”

"You haveright," he agreed. "Which way shal we be going, up or down?'

| wanted to say down. That way would lead out of the House of Sun, would lead to the House of Earth.
They must have taken the others there, back to the room where humans from al the centuries awaited the
dreaded summons. They must have taken Evelyn there, and Agtaris, posing as me. My blood was hot
again with anger and the thought of the Doctil receiving the tendernessintended for me hammered a my
skull. I understood how aman could kill and have no compunction at killing.

"Which way, my old?' Villon asked again.

"Up!" | answered. "When the Vel opened to let through the stratcar which Kass summoned, | noticed a
flash near the top of this building. The control for the Vel must be somewhere above, and if we can get
to that& mdash;"



"We may be ableto raisethe Vel and let the drinadown into the Bowl!!" Villon finished for me. "You are
right; upitis"

And so we climbed upward adong the steep spird of that passage, while with me went the thought of
Evelyn and Astaris and what might be, what must be, passing between them. It doesn't matter, | tried to
tell mysdf. It doesn't matter at all. Before she discoversthat the man to whose caresses she gives hersdlf
is not the Johnny she has loved since childhood, he will be dead, and she will be dead, and the only living
things|eft in the Bowl of Adalon will be the mindless cresturesthey cal thedrina

We seemed to have been climbing eterndly, the curving of the passage hiding what was behind us, and
what was ahead. "Liketheliving of lifethisis" Villon murmured. "A blind and toilsome mounting whose
am we do not know. And when the end is attained, we find it to be& mdash;nothing.”

"Theré's something at the top of thisclimb,” | growled. "Therésgot to be."

The spird levelled out for adistance of about ten feet. Ahead it started climbing again& mdash;Villon's
clutch on my arm brought meto ahdt. "Hearken," he whispered, hislong, grimy forefinger stabbing
toward the dope.

| heard what he meant. A faint whisper of movement, far ahead, far above. Vague sounds brought to us
by the resonance of the tunndl.

"Some of them are up there," | murmured. "In the passage, and coming thisway. Weve got to go back
before they spy us."”

"Well not go back,” Francois murmured, low-toned. "Hearken once more, my poor friend.”
There were faint sounds behind us now, behind and balow. Our retreat was cut off.

The poet's laugh was soundless, but in his eyes there were the same bitterness and the same despair as
had been in the laugh with which held greeted the gppearance of Kass. "They play with us, my old,” he
whispered. "They play with usasacat with amouse, or asacertain jailer of Pariswith his prisoners,
permitting that they escape from their dungeon only to attain, after much travail, another more foul and
noisome." His poniard did from its sheath. "But they shall not take me, dive." The dagger, stained with
the blood of the Plebo held killed, flashed to his breast& mdash;

| caught hiswrist before the point had more than pricked the velvet. "No, you foal,” | grunted. “"We're not
caught yet. The passageislevd here, like it was outsde my cell. That may mean we're at another story of
the building and that behind one of these wallsthere's achamber in which we can hide.”

"It may. It well may." His eyeswere sparkling again. "And those we hear coming may be proceeding on
their own affairs, not hunting us. But behind which wall, my old, lies safety?"

"Nothing like finding out. Thissde's my guess. It'sthissde the cell was on. Where'sthat 'key'? Quick.
They'realot nearer.”

| grabbed Villon'sarm and his hand went up to thewall I'd indicated. | was going through the grayness
again, but | was getting quite used to that. What bothered me was whether there was aroom on the other
sde of thewadll, or whether it had become the outside wall of the building so that, once through, we'd go
hurtling down& mdash;

Wedidn't. We came out smoothly, safely, on the other side& mdash;| crouched, forcing Francois down
with me, my pulses pounding.



The space into which we had come was low-ceiled but long and wide. It was bare asthe cell from which
Villon had rescued me, but it was occupied.

At one end King Arthur and Orth and L ouis were seated on the floor, Elijah erect not far from them.
Nearer us Evelyn Rand walked leisurdly about.

And grolling beside her was& mdash; myself!

"Magic!" Villon gasped. "John is here and heisthere, and& mdash;" My pam over his mouth muffled the
rest. Too late. Agtaris had turned, waslooking straight at us with my eyes, out of my face. But he did not
See us. He could not have seen us, for that turn of his had been dow and leisurely and Evelyn had turned
with him. She had not seen us either for now they were waking dowly away, hand in hand as a couple of
lovers might walk beneath aslver moon.

"Johnny," | heard Evelyn murmur. "Are you sure it wasn't dl something we dreamed? What we've gone
through can't bereal, and thistoo. This garden, this quiet peace, and you here with me, it'sall just as|
pictured it, longingly, dl those londly years."

"Why worry," | heard my own low voice answer from the lips of that other who was so like me | might
belookinginamirror. "Thisisred for now, thisloveiness. Don't think of anything ese. Think of me.
Think of how much you love me, and of how& mdash;" He hesitated.

"Y es, Johnny?'

"And of how I loveyou." He waslooking down a her now, with a curious eagerness. "Tell me, my very
dear, how | love you, and why."

They were only apace from us now, and yet there was no hint that either was aware of our presence. |
fdt Villon quiver, under my restraining hand.

"Why don't you tell me, Johnny?" They angled, as though turning the corner of a path where | could see
only naked floor. "A girl wantsto hear thingslikethat from her lover.” They werewaking pardld to the
wall againgt which we crouched, about ayard fromiit.

"Does she? | wouldn't know, Eve. | don't know how alover should speak and act. Will you teach me?”

"Doesn't your own heart teach you& mdash;? Oh look!" She stopped, haf turning to thewall. "Isn't this
forsythialovely?' Her dim hand reached out to empty air, but her fingers seemed to be touching
something that wasn't there. "It's just like the bush near the gate of our fence where | waited for you,
yearsago."

| got it! Jumping Jupiter, | got it! Eve saw agarden, shrubbery, where there was nothing at al but gray
rock. The others& mdash;| threw a swift glance at them and saw Orth'sfingerstrail dong the floor asone
trails hisfingersthrough sod, saw L ouis gesture as though he picked up atwig and threw it from

him& mdash;were victims of the sameillusion. It was just one more instance of the mass hypnotism, the
capture of our wesker minds by those infinitely more powerful, tremendoudy better trained, thet | had
aready experienced more than once. Its purpose, thistime, was clear.

Adarishad arranged aromantic setting for his laboratory experiment in romance.

Villon and | were not affected by the illusion because the Doctil did not know of our presence. And this
implied that he also saw this bare space as, alovely garden, that to him a so there appeared to be
shrubbery here where we crouched, forsythia bushes that concealed us.



Could this be because he was himsdlf the real subject of the experiment and so ddliberately was exposing
himsdf to its conditions, or because, assuming my eyes, my brain, he had aso assumed my susceptibility
to the mass hypnosis? It didn't matter. What mattered was that we were hidden from him by those
illusory bushes.

"Don't move," | muttered in Francois ear. "Don't make asound.” And then | was stealing away from him,
crouched low, was creeping stedthily toward Evelyn and her companion, their backs still toward me.

| had to guess how far theinvisible shrubbery extended. | had to take the chance that my very red body
would not rustle those unredl leaves. All | could do was to make no sound on the corpored rock across
which | stole.

| got within ayard of the two and sprang. My fist flailed, pounded the jointure of spine and brain-case
where ablow is certain to sun aman. My victim thudded soggily to thefloor.

Evelyn whirled, screaming. Her scream cut off, and only agasp came from her throat. There was no
color in her face, her lips. Her pupils were dilated.

A strangled shout came from behind me. "The garden& mdash;where?' There wasthe trample of feet
running toward us. There was Arthur's bellow, "Ho, varlet& mdash;”

"Eveyn!" My armswent out to her, my hands found her shoulders. "Evel Don't look a melikethat. I'm
red. I'm your Johnny. He wasn't& mdash;" Fingers bruised my own shoulder, twisted me around. | saw
Orth'sfurious countenance, King Arthur's.

"John!" the latter exclaimed. "John March. Thou art heindeed. But then who& mdash;?
"Adaris," | told him. "One of the Doctils. He took my shape. He made you think hewas|."

The king pulled the edge of hishand across his eyes, hisface ghastly. "Magicked again. A moment ago
we were stretched on greensward, besides a purling stream. Now& mdash;these walls, thisfooting and
cell of bare sone& mdash;”

"Wait." It was Orth who had grabbed me, and he had not let me go. "How do we know thisoneis
March and not& mdash;" He cut off. He was gaping down at the floor and a green palor spread across
his blunt jawed countenance. "Ach Gott!"

| twisted asfar as his hold on me would permit, looked to see what had affected him so. It wasn't my
doublethat lay unconscious at Evelyn'sfeet. It was Achronos Agtarisin his proper shape; tentacular
limbs, bulbous smal body clothed in its orange integument, enormous heed, al complete. The huge eyes
were Sghtless, saring.

"Now you know which one of usistherea John March,” | grated, jerking free from the Archduke's
clutch. "Get him tied up, with your belts, with everything you've got that can be made into ropes, before
he comesto.”

"He must not be permitted to come to, John,” Villon's quiet voice said. "Tie him as we may, we cannot
prevent him from sending amental messageto hisfellows." The poet dropped to hiskneesbeside
Adaris, and his poniard wasin hisfingers.

"No!" | cried. "No, Francois!" Helooked up a me, his shaggy brows quizzicd, histwisted smile
mocking. "Oh, | haven't any fedling for him, but we thought Arthur'sidea of holding him as ahostage was
agood one, and it till may be. Well tie him up, and well keegp him stunned. Well watch him every
minute, and the instant he shows signs of regaining consciousness, well conk him again.”



"Heisright, Villon," Orth supported me. "It may do us some good or not, but to keep him adive yet
awhile cannot do harm.”

The Frenchman shrugged. "Perhaps. Y et | would fear him lessif hewere dead.”

"We approve of our John'sadvice," Arthur put an end to the discussion. "The creature shall be bound,
and we, in our own proper person, shall makeit our charge that he remains adeep.”

| 1eft the othersto tie up the Doctil, got to the girl'sside. "Evel" Shewasrigid, her tiny face fill and pallid.
"What'swrong?' My arm was around her, | was drawing her closeto me.
Her mouth twisted. "I&mdash;| kissed him, Johnny. | gave my kissto that& mdash; Thing."

"It was| you gavethat kissto, darling,” | murmured. "Y ou thought it was | you were giving it to, and that
makesit dl right. Or it will, as soon asyou correct the misddivery.”

"Will it, Johnny?" That tight mouth of hersbrokeinto atremulous amile. "Will it?
It seemed to. At any rate the tenseness went out of her, and she was very swest, very warm, in my arms.

We were reminded that we were not alone in some ecstatic solitude by Louis boyishly plaintivevoice. "'l
wish someone would tell me where the garden went to. | liked it. It wasthefirst time I'd viewed grass
and flowerssince | wasavery little boy."

"Oh, you poor kid," Evelyn exclaimed. Pulling free of me, sheran to him, put her arm around him. "Y ou
poor, poor child. They put you in prison when you were only nineyearsold, didn't they?!

"The garden wasn't redl, Louis," | told him. "Agtaris made you all 'see' it, and when | knocked him out he
couldn't make you seeit any longer.”

"Therewill be no gardens anywhere, John," Villon drawled, "if we spend our time on kisses and prattle.
Have you forgotten the mission on which we set out?"

"What misson?' Orth demanded. | told them about the drina's attack, about our plan to attempt to lift
the Vel of Ishlak and let them into the Bowl. "Thereisno doubt in my mind that if the crestures are
powerful enough to keep the Vel from closing, they will be able to tear down every building in Adalon,” |
ended. "And so there will be no safety from them for anyonein Adaon, for Plebos or Doctils& mdash;or
us. Villon and | made the decision for you, my friends, when you were not there to ask, because we felt
that is how you would want it. Were weright?'

Elijah wasthefirst to answer me. "Gladly would | embrace the Angel of Degth, knew | that in the same
dark flight he would bear off those heathen who have denied their Crestor and would destroy Hiswork.”
Looking about at the faces of the others, | read confirmation in their grave lineaments, their level gaze. |
sought Evelyn's.

"l could not loveyou," she said, smply, "if | thought you would consider saving my life at the cost of
|etting them carry out their dreadful plan. | am not afraid to die, Johnny, now that | have been in your
ams”

"All right,” | said, crisply to hide the emotion that was tearing at my throat. "WEell go ahead with it then, if
we can. But I'd give alot to know what's going on out there. If they've dready driven the drinaaway, or
destroyed them, there would be no use in our trying to find the place from which the Vel is controlled.
But asit'simpossiblefor usto find that out, |& mdash;"



"Monsieur Marsh!™ Louisinterrupted. "I think that perhaps you can do that. When first we were |eft
adoneinthisgarden | saw you& mdash;this Doctil who pretended to be you& mdash;gazing into something
that appeared likeamirror, thinking himsalf unobserved. | wondered then what he saw in it that made
him look afraid and angry, both at once. Maybe this thing he looked into was no mirror at al,

but& mdash;"

"Some device Smilar to televison,” | finished for him. "In taking my form he seemsto havelost agreat
many of hismental powers, and hed want to keep in touch-. If we can find it& mdash;" | turned to
Adaris bound form, and saw that Villon was dready kneding to it, hislong, deft fingers searching it.

"Thisthat he wearsis skin-tight as the costumes of the tumblers who amuse the rabble on Seine's bank of
afeastday,” the poet reported. "It gives no space for the conceal ment& mdash;Ah!" he broke off. His
hand came out from under the body it was searching, and there was agleaming plateinit, circular and
about the size of awoman's hand glass. "It lay beneath him. Y our clothing, on him, wasanillusion, but
thisisred."

"I hopethefdl hasn't put it out of commission.” | reached for it. "Let me see” Hegaveitto me.

The thing looked very much like the toilet article to which I've compared it, except that it had no handle.
It was somewhat thicker too, and the edge of the disk was serried with tiny protuberances. The mirror
itself was oddly milky, so that in it the reflections, of my face and of Evelyn and the others crowding
about meto peer into it, were vague and wraithlike.

"Post thou see aught?' King Arthur demanded, glanced at him. He was watching the recumbent Doctil,
his scabbarded sword held clublike in hisbig hands. He wasn't alowing curiosity to distract him from his
self-delegated task of keegping our hostage unconscious and innocuous. “What dost thou see?”

"Nothing," | answered, my voice flat with disappointment. "It'sawashout.”

"Johnny!" Eve exclaimed. "Those bumps on the edge |ook like push-buttons. Why don't you try pressing
them?'

"Good girl!" The excrescences were indeed movable. | squeezed them.

The misty reflections vanished from the glass. It was clear, doruptly, and glowing. But it showed only a
meaningless jumble; broken shapes of sone, corners, canted walls, adigointed tentacle, asingle great
eye, the confused pieces of ajig-saw puzzle or asurredist’'s nightmare. "Damn!™ | grunted. "It'stelevision
dl right. But | can't make head or tail& mdash;"

"Hehdd it likethis" The Dauphin grabbed the rim of the disk, tugged at it 'til | was holding it verticaly.
The chaos did beneath its surface asit moved, and changed kaeidoscopically, but it was till achaos.

"Oh," Eve stlamped her foot. "It's exasperating.”

"Wait!" | grunted. "I'm like akid with atoy piano, banging al the keysat once.” | let dl save one of the
buttons come up. "That doesit!"

Etched crysta-clear in the mirror was the corridor where Villon and | dmost had been caught. "The
buttons control the distance the thing sees, and by pressing al of them | was superimposing layer after
layer of this building upon one ancother, like adozen transparent pictures.” A Plebo went by inthe glass
descending, some peculiarly shaped instrument in his hand. Another followed him. "They're fill looking
for Francoisand me."

"I doubt thet," Orth disputed me. "These people better ways of finding you will have than running around



like chickens with the heads chopped off. For example, they must have more than one of these glasses
and with them in minutes they could scan the whole of Adalon.”

"He hasright, John," Francois agreed. "Me, | think they hasten to the defence of their city. Perchance the
drina.once more have pierced the Vel "

"WEéIl soon see. Which way was Adtaris facing thiswhen you saw him useit, Louis?

The youngster showed me, and then, as | pressed buttonsin rotation, room after room of the House of
Sun gppeared in the mirror and flicked off. | should have liked to examine each but it was more important
to determine what the Situation was outside.

Thelast button brought avista of the Bowl of Adalon into the round glass.

The aspect of itsleve floor had not changed much from when wed crossed it, shepherded by Daster,
except that the girders no longer flowed acrossit to the tower, and that the tower was finished. A number
of Pleboswere clustered around its base and Favril and Bolar were among them, but it was up the lacy
spirethat my eyeslifted& mdash;to whereits gpex, level with the rim of the bowl, was surmounted by a
wide platform that held aknot of Plebos and Daster and several machines whose nature | could not
make out.

The occupants of the platform were looking outward and there was something in their posture that told
me that they were afraid. | canted the small glassto bring what they gazed at intoitscircle, and | saw.

| saw the brink of the cliff and the grayish purple cloud that mounded monstroudy there, more menacing
than any thunderhead. It was not storm with which that cloud was pregnant but hate and the lust to kill
and the vilest of deaths. It was not cloud. It was amassing of amyriad pulsing bodies merged by their
own weight, their own avid pressure into one, and it was restrained only by the shimmer of force Villon
had caled the Vel of Ishlak from pouring down upon Adalon.

And in Adaon the men of the future watched the dark and mindless death brooding over their city and
were afrad. If thevell should yidd to itsawful thrust they would perish horribly& mdash;and we with
them.

But Earth, the Earth of the Twentieth Century, would be saved. Somehow | must find away to make the
Vel yidd.

Asthese thoughts flashed through my mind, John Orth groaned. "Mother of dl Living. Thisis
horror& mdash;”

"That'sit!" | exclaimed. "That may bethe answer.” Anideathat may have lain beneath the surface of my
mind al thistime had broken through. "Maybe," | said trembling with sudden hope, "'maybe we don't
haveto die after al, my friends. Maybe we can save Earth from the Doctils without that.”

Chapter 23THE MOTHER OF ALL LIVING

"WHAT?& mdash;How?& mdash;JOHNNY, WHAT DO you mean?& hellip;" A tumult of questions
best &t me, but | paid them no attention as| feverishly thumbed the button of the television disk that I'd
first pressed, at the same time moving the device to focus again the corridor just outside this chamber.

The plan that had sporung into my mind was breethtaking in its smplicity, but there were many things| had
to know before | could even attempt carrying it out. The level part of the passage was now empty of life.
| moved the disk so asto follow the descending spird and catch up with the last of the hurrying Plebos



I'd glimpsed. Thething he carried was, in the same manner that arevolver isaminiature cannon, a
miniature of one of the machines on the towertop.

"Yes" | muttered, "that must beit. They've been called together to guard something or someone
tremendoudy important. Pray, Elijah. If you have any influence with your God, pray that it'sin this
building."

"Look here, March," Orth insisted. "Weve got aright to know what you're up to." The Plebo | watched
reached another of the level placesin the ramp, halted, and turned to the blank wall. "What are you
looking for?!

"Y ou named it yourself, Orth. Y ou handed it to me on asilver platter.”

"I named it!" The Plebo mdted into thewall and | manipulated buttonsto follow him. "What did | name,
John Marsh?'

Theroom that cameinto the disk was walled with slver and it was aslarge asthe one wewerein. Ten
Plebos, each armed with aweapon such as the newcomer carried, stood in acircle and at its center on a
raised daisthe Doctil Gohret stood above a case of some transparent substance within which, couched
on hillows of white, softly gleaming silk lay& mdash;"Marsh!" Orth wasinggting. "What wasit | named?"

"The Mother of All Living," | answered him softly. "L ook a her. The mother-to-be of dl theliving whom
the Doctilsintend shdl inherit our own good green Earth when they have conquered it."

Within that case she waslarger by far than any woman any of us have ever known, but she was formed
like the women we knew and not like the grotesque beings of the Future who guarded her. Her skinwas
as white as the cushioned silk on which shelay nude, her eyes closed, and more lustrous. She was
great-bosomed, huge-limbed, immensaly wide of hip. Her face was possessed of pale, dmost unearthly
beauty but it was a bovine beauty, amindless cam that made of her something less than human.

"The Matra," | breathed. "The Queen Bee. The spawner of ovafor the Doctils and the only one of her
kind left alive. From her they must get the seed of the superhumans of whom they dream, and without her
their dream cannot be fulfilled. Without her they will be five Doctils and a hundred Plebos, and never any
more. Without her there would be no point in their depopulating Earth of our race and our generation, for
without her they could never repeopleit again with theirs.”

"That iswhy they guard her, and Gohret. If only one Doctil isleft dive with her, he can recreate hisrace.
If dl of them escape the drina, but she dies, they are beaten.”

"And s0," Villon wasthefirg to comprehend, "we must day her."

"No, Johnny!" There was horror in Eve's cry. " Sheisawoman, amother. It would be an unspeakable
crime”

| twisted to her. "A crime, Eve, and unspesakable& mdash;but not mine. They are guilty of it who
degraded womanhood to the level of abreeding machine. Y ou call that Matraamother, but is she? It
takes love to make amother, and years of fostering care. That poor creature will never know her
offspring, never even see them. Sheis no more amother than a hen whose eggs are taken from her as
soon asthey arelaid and placed in an incubator to batch. And, Eve, million's upon millions of redl
mothers on the Earth of our timewill die, as horribly asyou saw the mothers of this planet die& mdash;if
the Matralives. If she lives they will die, and the children whom they have bornein suffering, and fed at
their breasts, and agonised over, will die. It isthe Matraslife against the lives of those mothers, one
agang millions”



| was justifying my proposal not only to her but to mysdif. It ran counter to dl the tradition bred into me,
todl | had been taught. | recalled with what horror 1'd watched, in the twentieth century | wasfighting to
protect, bombs rain from the sky upon women, mothers& mdash;

"The Matrais not even awoman, Fraulein Evelyn,” Orth put in. "Look how in that so beautiful face there
isno hint of asoul, no semblance of thought. Were she awoman, did she know what sheisand what is
done with her, she would embrace death asamercy and ablessed release.”

"She& mdash;sheisadeep,” Evelyn objected, weakly. "Maybe if she were awvake& mdash;"

"That isn't deep, darling,” | interrupted. "Look. That caseis hermetically seded. Thereisno way for air to
getintoit, let donefood. Sheisin agtate of suspended animation, asort of living death. Sheisto dl
intents, dready dead. Itisonly avery tiny spark of life that would be extinguished if she werekilled."

Thegirl madealittle, halting gesture with her hand. "Y ou areright, Johnny, and | amwrong." And then
she smiled tremuloudy and put her hand on my arm. "But look. If you can take her away from them and
not kill her, they'd give anything to get her back. Promise me you won't kill her unless you haveto.
Pesse, Johnny, promise methat."

| would have promised her theworld with afence around it right then. "I promise, Eve."
The fluttering touch of her fingertips on my cheek was thanks enough.

"Y ou promise much, John, and talk much about seizing the Matraor daying her,”" Francois said softly.
"But of how it isto be done you say nothing. Isit that you will enter that room, bow, and say prettily,
'Messieurs, | have cometo day her whom you guard, armed with weapons against which | have no
means of atack. Pray sand whilel dice her gullet." "

Hewasright. | looked again into the disk, saw again the quiet, confident circle of Plebos around that
gleaming casket, saw the orange-torsoed Gohret beside it, one splayed hand resting on itstop. Of dl the
Kintat this one was the most implacable, the most nearly naked intelligence, the most formidable. What
strength did we have, what strategy could we evolve, that could have any hope of success againgt him?

"Havefaith in the Eterndl, my son,” Elijah intoned. "The Most Holy armsthe righteous with the lightnings
of Hiswrath. Jehovah casts the cloak of His omnipotence about them who go forth to battle against His
enemies”

"| fear me, sage," Villon's durred accents took issue with him, "that your Jehovah has forsaken thisland
and al who peopleit. | ssemtorecall that itsinhabitants were in the very act of worshipping Him, or
Someone very like Him, when disaster fell upon them.”

"Silence!" Arthur ordered. "We will not have this squabbling while our John March meditates upon the
means to defest the heathen.”

And Louiswas piping, "Y oull win over them, Monsieur March. You will, I'm sure of it.”

Whether | wished it or not, | had assumed the leadership of thelittle band. | had to judtify their faithin
me. | smply had to. "I'll work out some way of getting a the Matra" | told them, pretending a
confidence | didn't fed. "But we ought to have two strings to our bow. Suppose we see what chance
thereisof our carrying out our origina ideg, to lift the Vel of Ishlak and let the drinadown into the
Bowl."

| moved the disk, pressed the proper button. The scene outside flashed into the glass once
more& mdash;the strange structures that were arranged as the planets of the Solar System are arranged,



the defending tower with its cluster of Future Men about its base and on the platform at itstop. Their
tenseness, the dow throb of their ear-membranes, filled with abrooding fear the Bowl of Adaon.

The gray-purple mass of the drina pressed againgt the Vell, waiting. They'd wait there 'til the end of time
if need be. Hate would keep them there, the hate that was the last remnant of mentdity the conquerors of
their world had left them. Thelust to kill would keep them there, the blind lust to destroy that the
maddening vibrations of those conquerors sonic vibrators had indtilled in them, agridy exchange for the
souls of which they had been robbed.

There seemed in thislatter circumstance atwisted justice, a grotesque sort of retribution.

My throat tightened. One of those who crowded around meto look into the disk may have jolted my
arm, or perhaps some obscure impulse had made metip it alittle, so that | waslooking over the cloud of
the drina.and beyond it.

At any rate, slhouetted against the low brown sky, | saw something that had not been there before, that
could not, | swear, before this have been seen from within the Bowl. Black, and so vast asto blot out a
full quadrant of the sky in which it hung, | saw the statue that was my first memory of the Land Where
Timeis Not. The haunched body, the soaring legs, the hooded, avful head of a Being that was neither
man nor besst.

Or wasit the statue? Immense asit was, it seemed to have aquality of life that the great monument had
not possessed. Was this because it was amirage? Or was it? Reason rejected the other hypothesis. And
yet& mdash;and yet, the tremendous apparition was not quite the same as the monument that had so
astounded me. Its hood seemed lifted alittle. The eyes till hidden with that hood seemed to be gazing
down on the hosts of the drina. And something in the poise of that vast head, in the very lines of that
monstrous body, seemed to speak of pity, and sorrow, and aso of a patience that was reaching its end.

The others saw it too, they must have seeniit. For | heard Elijah'srolling, orotund tones, answering Villon.
"Ohlittle man of little faith. The Eternd isinfinite and al-present. Nor in the uttermost reaches of the
Firmament, nor in the ultimate end of Time, istherelimit to Him, nor let to Hismgesty. For Hisown
inscrutable purpose He may permit Hisfaithful to suffer, but never, in the end, does He forsake them.”

And for once Francois Villon had no mocking reply &t thetip of histongue.
Chapter 24 THE MAGNIFICENT FOOLS

THE PRESENCE IN THE BROWN SKY faded and was gone. It must after dl, | told mysdlf, have
been amirage. But | was not quite ableto rid mysdf of acertain awe. | had seen Something few men
have been privileged to see through al the ages, and the despair, the empty feding of helplessnessthat
had weighed me down, curioudy was lessened.

| returned to ascrutiny of the tower. | counted the Plebos under Daster's command on the high platform.
Twenty-six. It was more difficult to count those below, but | saw there were certainly in the near
neighborhood of fifty. Ten were with Gohret, guarding the Matraand one was dead. Origindly, |
recalled, there had been a hundred.

That left only a handful unaccounted for, not more than fifteen certainly. Where were these?

Blurred movement at the edge of the disk seemed to offer an answer. | shifted it to bring the movement
near its center& mdash;

"Good Lord!" | exclamed. "L ook at that."



The movement I'd glimpsed was at the entrance aperture to the House of Earth. There were coming out
of it no Plebos, but the giant Norseman, light glinting from hiswinged metal casque, and the blonde
Briton. Streaming after them came the Roman in histoga, the vividly garmented Egyptian, the Mongol
Lieutenant of Genghis Khan, dl the humans who'd congregated in the room from which Daster had called
me and my companions.

They started running, toward the Future Men at the base of the tower! Something flashed through the air
ahead of them and a Plebo on the fringe of the cluster nearest them toppled, an arrow quivering in the
back of his enormous head. The Redskin who'd dispatched that arrow fitted another to hisbow. The
bare, muscular arm of a patrician-featured Greek swept back to launch ajavelin.

"They're attacking!" Evelyn cried. "They're charging the Future Men!"
"If they capture and destroy the tower& hellip;"”

The Viking came on in great bounds, swinging atwo-handed sword broader even than Excalibur. The
Roman'’s, close beside him, was a short blade little longer than aknife. The Greek's javelin arced over
their heads, found its mark in another Plebo's eye& mdash;

Passed right through and left the Plebo, standing, unaffected!

"Damn!™ | grunted. "Now that the Future Men know they're coming those things can do no more harm to
them than Orth's bullet to Daster.”

The Indian's second arrow swept harmlesdy through the defenders of the tower. A stone axe hurled by a
pelt-clothed Pict might have been thrown at shadows, for all the effect it had. The Plebos were facing the
charge, their wegponsin their hands now, weapons like those with which the ones guarding the Matra
were armed. The very calmness with which they awaited the attack gave proof of how little they feared it.
But the Norseman came on, waving his sword, hiswalrus mustaches drooped on either sde of amouth
wide open to vent abellow of defiance | could not hear. The attacking column rushed toward the menace
of the Plebos mysterious weapons and not one of the motley assortment that composed it hestitated or
turned to flee.

"They arefools" | heard Villon voice what wasin my mind. "But what magnificent foold™

Or werethey? The Plebos held their fire and the Viking, still foremost, was within ten yards of them. Did

the charging men have achance? If they had, if they captured the tower& mdash; The wing-helmeted head
vanished from the Norseman's shoulders! The Roman's sword arm was sheared off clean at the joint and
his aoruptly leglesstorso thudded down, quiveringly, horribly still dive. The Egyptian wasdiced in hdf, a
dashed fragment of the Indian skidded across the plaza& hellip;

It was over. There had been no flashes from the Plebos weapons. There had been no evidence that
they'd done any thing but stand there and wait for the charge to reach them, yet there no longer was any
charge. Nothing was left of those who'd attacked with such magnificent courage save scarcely
recognizable fragments of human bodies scattered over the rocky plain.

There was no blood. It seemed especidly horrible that they did not bleed.

"Takethem, Oh Eterna," Elijah droned. "Takethar bright soulsto Thy bosom and give them eternd
reg."

"Amen," | whispered, and | heard awhispered amen from Orth and Louis, from Arthur and Evelyn.
None of us could possibly have spoken above awhisper, for along moment.



The throbbing silence was broken by Villon. "And that, my friend,” he was not smiling, "iswhat awaitsus
in the chamber where the Matralies."

"Nevertheless, poet,” | growled, "I'm going to have atry at making our friends of the future pay for what
they've just done out there."

"Y ou were going to find the controlsfor the Vell," Evelyn's soft voice reminded me.

That brought me back alittle to myself. | blotted out the scene outside the House of Sun, drew the
probing rays of the televison disk within it, started scanning its every nook and cranny.

It was avast |abyrinth of passages, awarren of rooms large and smal. Some of the rooms were empty,
some piled to the ceiling with al kinds of thingsthat | should like to have examined more closdly. | went
on and on, grimly searching for the vulnerable heart of Adalon's defences.

| had begun at the lowermost level of the immense structure, and now my search had reached the base of
the dome that surmounted it, and as yet | had not found that for which | hunted.

The great dtraicar hangar came into the disk. Only one of the Silvery fliersremained there; dl theres, |
guessed, had gone out to fight the drina and had been wrecked. | tried to recall how many there had
been. About a dozen. Each of the missing ones must have been ridden by at least one Plebo. There still
werefour or five to be located. They must be somewhere.

The disk moved dowly in my hand. It was grayed by the momentary blankness | had learned meant that
the beam, or whatever it was that scanned the distant scenes, was passing through awall. The grayness
cleared and | waslooking at avaulted room fully aslarge asthat where the Stratcars had been.

This, however, was not like the hangar, hollow and empty. It was packed with amaze of gleaming metd,
of glowing tubes and looped cables, the whole vibrating so that | could amost hear the hum of leashed
energy.

"Thisisit," | said hoarsdly. "Thisisther powerhouse.

Here, for thefirst time anywhere in the House of Sun except the room where the Matradept, | found life.
A single Plebo paced around the intricacy, his enormous eyesintent upon it.

"One," Villon murmured. "Thereisonly one." From the corner of my eye | saw that he fingered the hilt of
hisponiard. "Wait," | said. "Wait, Villon."

At one end of the plexus of polished steel and copper the cables joined and formed a huge cail,
something like the intricate induction coils of aradio except that thiswas perhaps ahundred yardsin
diameter. No conductor |eft it. All the energy that was being crested here was being fed into this, and
gpparently remained there.

That was queer, | thought, then recalled what Daster had told me of the manner in which the Future Men
used their own brains as dectrica machines. It dawned on me that they mentally tapped thisreservoir of
power and directed it to where it was needed.

That wasthat. | could not get at the controls of the Vel of Ishlak because those controls were the minds
of the Doctilsthemselves. Wait! | did not have to worry about the controls! The energy that formed the
Vel originated in that room and if we could reach it, if we could destroy the prime power-source it
housed, the Vel would collapse.

The Vel would collapse and the drinawould pour down into Adalon. They would surge over the Doctils



and over the Plebos.
And over us. Over Eveyn.

| recalled what | had seen on the entrance plain. | recalled the linked armor that till held the empty shape
of aman. Not even that much would be |eft of the honey-haired girl, the gray-eyed girl whoselips| had
tasted and found swest.

There was that other room. The room where Gohret and his Plebos watched over the Matra.

| had just seen what folly the thought of afrontal attack on them was. To think of reaching the Matraby
stedth was asfutile. Her case wasin the chamber's very center, the unbroken circle of Plebos around it
and Gohret besideit. Only an Adalonian could even enter that room in safety. Now if only | could
assume Agtaris shape as eadly as he had mine& mdash;

Maybe that wasn't necessary. Maybe& mdash;"It'sworth atry,” | said doud.
"What'sworth atry, Johnny?' Evelyninquired. "What are you thinking about?'

| turned to her, drinking in that dender body of hers, etching on my memory its delicate curves, the
tranducent ova of her face. | had cometo adecision and | had only afew moments more to capture an
image of her to take with meinto oblivion.

"Johnny." Her hand wasin mine. "Why don't you answer me? 'Y ou've figured out something. Why don't
youtdl uswhat it is?'

"Yes, dear. I'vefigured out away of getting at the Matrathat has a one-in-a-million chance of coming
off. But before | talk about that, | want to arrange for the second string to our bow, the lifting of the Vell.
I'm sure that can be done."

The others were looking a me now, their eyes questioning.

"Francois," | said. "Y ou were watching the disk as closely as| was. Do you think that you can find the
room where the great machineis?'

"Of asurety, my cabbage. That isvery smplefor one who could trave the roofs of the Faubourg S
Germaine on nights when even the squawling catswere blind, and in dl that myriad of windowsfind the
one behind which dept the maiden to whom his current fancy drew him."

"Fine. Because | want you to lead them there, Elijah and Orth and Louis, and Evelyn. Arthur too,
carrying Agtaris with him. When you get near it, you will leave the others and snesk into that place and
use your poniard on the Plebo in there.”

A crooked grin crossed the Frenchman's face. "Understood, my carrot.”
"When you've digposed of him, call inthe others. And wait."
"Wait? For what?"

"You'll know. Because I'm going to give you thistelevision disk to take along& mdash;here Louis, youd
better carry it& mdash;and in it you will watch the room of the Matra. What you see happen there will tell
you, Arthur,” | turned to him and Orth, "whether to smash the lights you will see glowing here and there
about the machinein that room."

"To smash lights." Arthur's brows gathered in puzzlement. " And why should you set usto smashing lights,



John March?'

"If you are discovered,” | ignored his question for the moment, "don't stop to fight but smash those lights.
Because" now | answered the king, "when they are smashed the power will be shut off from the Vel of
Ishlak and there no longer will be aVeil to hold back the drinaand so there will be no point in fighting.”

"Orth," I continued, trying not to see the effect of that on them, "give me your gun. Francois, after we are
out in the corridor | shdl want the thing you took from the Plebo you killed, the 'key' asyou cal it."

"Why, Johnny?' Evelyn brokein, her eyeswidening. "Whét are you going to do?'

"I'm going to try to get to the room of the Matra, darling, and I'm going to try to kill her. The chances are
amillion to one againgt my succeeding, but if | do succeed, intime, you will have achancetolive.”

"Andyou?'

"Oh," | shrugged, "I'll make out dl right.” And quickly, so that she should not read in my eyesthat | lied,
that whether | killed the Matraor not | would surdly die, | turned to the Dauphin. "Louis. It will be your
job to act aslookout to warn the others of the approach of any Plebos or Doctils. And, my boy, if and
when it becomes necessary for the lights to be smashed, to warn them of the approach of the drina."

Now | was dmost finished. | had only one more ingtruction to give. "Francois. A word in private with
you, if the otherswill not mind.”

We stepped aside and | murmured what | had to say in hisear. He heard it, and blinked at me, and then
| thought he stood alittle more erect, alittle more proudly than before. " John," he murmured. "John
Marsh. | have received the accolades of counts and dukes, of aking and a Pope but never, in my
misspent life have | been honored asthus at its end you honor me.”

What | had told him wasthat if it cameto it that Louis warned of the drina's approach, he was gently,
very gently, to dip hisponiard into Evelyn's heart.

Chapter 25 TO DIE ALONE

A SOFT THUD SWUNG ME TO KING Arthur. His sheathed sword was lifting from Agtaris
enormous head.

"Thevarlet stirred," the king explained, "and we had to quiet him."

| stared down at the Doctil, grotesque, malignant even lying there bound and unconscious. If in that
ingtant of dawning awareness, hed sent out even one syllable of acry for help, my million to one chance
of getting to the Matraand gaining for Evelyn adim hope of survival was gone.

Therewas no way of telling whether he had sent out that appedl .

Villon'sarm was across my shoulder. "John," hislow voice murmured. "Indeed thereis peril for al of us,
but for the task of greatest peril you have appointed yourself. Y ou are young. Y ou have the love of that
sweet maiden to livefor. For me, even were | to return to my land and my epoch, there is nothing left but
adreary exile, poverty, the haunted skulking of an outcast. Let me take your place, and you mine."

"Thank you, Francois," | answered. "But it isn't any melodramatic heroism that motivates me. If what I'm
going to try to do can bedoneat dl, only | can doiit. I'm the only one who possibly can hope to get near
the Matra. We'rewasting time. Let's get started.”



| was sure that the 'key' would take two at atime through thewall, and | didn't want to risk
experimenting with more. Our exodus to the corridor, therefore, took longer than | liked, Villon ferrying
us through one by one. I went firgt, to stand on guard with Orth's gun, and each time Francois vanished
into the stone, | wondered whether before he returned | should see asquad of Plebos hurrying toward
us, through smple bad luck or brought by some cal from our prisoner. My pamswere wet with cold
swest by the time Arthur appeared with the stunned Doctil across his shoulder so for the sake of doing
something | took the 'key' from him myself and went back to bring Francois ouit.

| dropped it into my vest pocket when we were in the corridor again, and saluted the men. They moved
away, rounded the curve of the corridor whereit lifted upward to continueitslong spira, passed from
sght. | wasaonewith Evelyn for thelast time.

| dared take only aminute for our parting, dared not trust myself to speak. Nor wasit with words that
shetold methat my love for her was no greater than hersfor me.

Then Evelyn Rand was going away from me, to join the otherswho were waiting for her, and | wasredly
aone. Forever. | turned, started down the long, winding incline towards where, as surely asthough |
mysalf had drawn the plans of the House of Sun, | knew | would find the cell of the Matra and those who
waited with death in their hands for any enemy who might try to approach her.

| wasn't afraid of what lay ahead. Oneisno longer afraid when one knows that degth isimminent and
inevitable
| went over what | contemplated. | would have to rehearse my every act, my every movement so that

they would follow one another precisdy, mechanicaly. If | had to think, even for an ingtant, | would fail.
That was& mdash,

My hand flashed to Orth'sgun in my pocket as| whirled to afootfall behind me& mdash;"Evel" burst
from my lips. "My God, Eve. What& mdash;?"

She dipped her fingersinto the crook of my ebow. "Y ou didn't think | would let you go aone, Johnny,"
shesamiled. "You didn't redly think | would let you die, without me at your sideto diewith you." There
wasaglint of mischief in her eyes, amischievoustwist at the corners of her mouth. "1 waited 'til | was
sure you had gone too far to send me back, and then | came after you.”

"Youlittlefool. You dear littlefool. You'l ruin every& mdash;" | checked. Her being with me wouldn't
ruin my plan. It might even helpit.

"What are we going to do, Johnny?' she asked. "What's your plan?"

| had to tell her. | had to be sure that she understood it in every detall. "It'svery smple, my dear. I'm
going to pretend to be Agaris.”

"Adarid But you can't make yoursdlf ook like him."

"I don't have to. He made himsdf ook like me. Gohret knows that, doesn't know he's changed back. He
doesn't know that I've got hold of one of the instruments that enable the Plebos to go through the walls.
When | come through thewadll into that room, helll be amost certain, inthefirst ingtant, to think I'm
Adais”

"Inthefirst ingtant. But he can read our thoughts, Johnny. HEl read yours, and since you know that
you'reredly John March hell know it too, at once."

"That's the weakest point of my scheme. But | think can get past it.”



"How?'

"By being Adaris. By convincing mysdlf that | am Adaris, asagreat actor convinces himsdf that heis
the character he portrays, so that every unconscious gesture of hisisthat character's and not hisown. I'm
no actor, the Lord knows, but now | haveto be oneand | will."

"I know you will, Johnny." Her quiet trust in me gave me renewed confidence. "I know you will. But,
Adaris, why should you keep your disguise as March when you're going to Gohret?"

"Whoaup, Eve. You don't know that I'm Agtaris. Y ou il think I'm John March. You've asked a
guestion that was bothering me 'til you showed up but now it's answered. Hereésthe story. | assumed
John March's persondlity, his whole make-up, in the hope that your love would evoke a corresponding
emotioninme. You seg, | can't concalvethat it isanything but aphysical or chemical reaction, requiring
only aduplication of conditionsto come about. Well, I've succeeded. I've learned the nature of love.
Under norma conditions | would bring you before the whole Kintat to confirm it, but because the others
are occupied with the defense againgt the drina, I'm taking you to Gohret alone.”

"If | changed back to my real form, you would be terrified, and the experiment ruined. | might even lose
the effect it hashad on me. That'swhy I'm gill posing as John March. Do you understand?”

Her brow wrinkled, adorably. "It'salittle complicated. Y ou're Agtaris, and you want Gohret to know
that, but you want me to think that you're my Johnny."

"Exactly. I'm posing as Astaris posing as me. | am Agtaris posing as John March. Y our part iseasy. You
know I'm John March, and you're very much in love with me. Y ou don't understand what I'm up to but
you trust meimplicitly.”

"In other words | just have to be mysdlf.”

"Exactly. You can even be as scared as you please of Gohret and the Plebos. Y ou only haveto be
careful to remember to forget what happened in that garden back there."

"Y ou mean when you& mdagh;"

"Hold it, darling. | kissed you in the garden, and we were very happy with our love, so that you dmost
forgot dl the strange things that had been happening until then. | asked you to come somewhere with me,
and you answered that you would go anywhere aslong asit was with me, anywhere in the world or out
of it. You'realittle startled because you have suddenly found yourself in this corridor. You'll be
somewhat more startled when I've taken you into the room of the Matra, and you'll be terrified of
Gohret, but you will depend on meto take care of you. Come on, my very dear. Weve got only alittle
farther to go. And trust me."

"Y es, Johnny, dear. | trust you aways and forever."

She has no suspicion that | am Agtaris, | thought. She trusts me, and she loves me. Queer. Thisfeding |
have towards her, drawing meto her, thrilling me at the very touch of her, is baffling. Something eectrica
inits nature, something chemicd. | can't quite analyzeit, usng March'sbrain. If | could use my

own& mdash;'d better not, just yet. | don't have to. Gohret will examine us, both of us, and hell know
exactly what change she has made in me. Ah. We're here, outside the Room of the Matra. | hope that
her terror over what shélll seein it won't mask her love-reactions from Gohret. Well, that's a chance |
haveto take. But I'll try to prepare her for what awaits her.

"We're going through this door, dear,” | said doud. "Therewill be thingsinsde you won't understand, but



trust me, no harm isgoing to cometo you."

"I'm not afraid, Johnny," she answered. "Aslong as I'm with you. But kiss me, before you open that
door."

| took her in my arms, the way 1'd seen it done so many times, in so many different centuries, and |
pressed my lips againgt hers. Her dender body was trembling in the circle of my arms, and her lipswere
cold on mine. Mine were cold too, and there was a tightness around my brow. That was because this
was the crucid moment of my experiment, and | wasredly quiteworried lest it fail. Strange how thislove
business makes one susceptible to other emotions too, how it weakens one's philosophical attitude
toward dl the phenomena of nature.

| took her arms tenderly from about my neck. "Weve got to go in, darling,” | said. | took her hand in
mine. My fingersdid into my vest pocket and, standing closeto thewall, | pressed againgt it. We were
going through the wall. We were in the Room of the Matra. The guards circled the crystal case, and
Gohret stood aboveit, thinking how much depended on the white, degping form withiniit.

The Plebos were startled. Their wegpons came up. "Gohret!" | sent the thought to my brother Doctil,
proud alittle of my triumph. "My experiment has succeeded. | want you to examine the changein me, but
be careful not to disturb the female.”

Aloud, | said, as Evelyn Rand might expect John March to say, "Y ou sent for us, Mister. What do you
want?' And | kept moving toward the center of the room.

We were moving straight on the lifted weapons of the Plebos. Thefools. They look uncertain. They are
about to loose their rays. Is my pose as John March too well done? Don't they, doesn't Gohret, believe
that | an Adaris?

John March's hand closed on the butt of the gun in the pocket of his jacket, and his fingers curled
over itstrigger.

Chapter 26 VENGEANCE

EVELYN RAND'S FEET DRAGGED. Therewas no color in her face and her eyeswere dark pitsin
its palor. Gohret's thoughts were unformed, puzzled, as he stood motionless above the bed of the Matra
and watched us come toward him.

They became clearer. " Something wrong, something blurred, in the way he communicateswith mel do
not recognize Agtaris mind."

"That is because my mind usesthe cellsof March'sbrain,” | answered him, silently. "I am surprised that
you do not comprehend it.” | was beginning to be alittle angry at his stupidity, at the insolence of the
Plebos who stood steadfast, blocking me. Me, aDoctil! They were blocking my way no longer. Two
had moved asdeto let us pass.

We were on the platform. We were within along pace of the Matras case. John March's gun moved a
bit to aim at the form within it& mdash;

Gohret'sright tentacle lashed forward! March's finger squeezed the trigger! The Doctil grabbed my
arm in that exact moment. | saw the case smash into splinters, | saw ared splotch on the Matras temple.
"Goodbye, Evel" | gasped, asthe Plebos whirled to cut us down& mdash; Darkness smashed into the
room, utter, impenetrable darkness!



Gohret's reaching arm found me, and | pounded it with the butt of the gun, out of my pocket now. "The
power!" | sensed his startled thought. "All power's off!" All about me was ajumble of panic, the Plebos
dismay, their confusion. | knew they weretrying to ray me down, but nothing was happening. Nothing
was happening because their wegpons no longer tapped the energy that would have diced usto piecesas
we'd seen the charging men diced, out on the floor of the Bowl.

Keeping tight hold of Evelyn | lurched toward where | recalled the wall was, wasusing Orth'sgun asa
club to batter the unseen Plebos out of my way. Confused, panicky, they were blundering into one
another, into us. Gohret's mind was searching for us, but we were screened from it by the terror of the
Pebos, by their slent shouts, "The Veil. The Vel of Ishlak isgone. The drinaare coming.” Abruptly |
was through their heaving mass, was staggering across afree space, Eve ill inthe circle of my arm.

"It wasn't any use," | gasped. "Wevekilled the Matra, but Arthur had smashed the machines." We
thudded into something hard, verticd. "Weve saved our world, but we're through. The drinawill get us.”

"Weve saved our world, Johnny," | heard her answer. "And we can die happy. Likethis" Her lipstrailed
across my cheek, found mine and clung to them.

"No." | pulled my head back from hers. "Maybe the books are closing on us, but we aren't dead yet.” |
was fishing in my vest-pocket. "We're not giving up. If we'regoingto die, well dietrying.” | didn't have
any hopethe 'key" would get us through the wall now, with no energy-flux for it to tap, but | was going to
try it. "Thedrinahaven't gotten usyet.”

There were two small objectsin my pocket. One of them was the key. The other& mdash;| brought them
both out& mdash;the other, | recalled, was the black gem that I'd found in Evelyn Rand'sroomin
Westchester and had carried ever since.

"Put your arm around my waist, Eve," | directed. | held the gem in my left hand while | put the key
againgt the vertical rock and squeezed it.

Nothing happened. Wdll, | had expected that. We were done for. We'd stay here'til the drinafound
us& mdagh;

We wouldn't be alive when the drinafound us. Gohret was coming toward us! In the same curious
manner that |'d been able to hear their unspoken words, | knew that he'd succeeded in quieting the
Plebos, had located us, and was coming to take revenge on usfor the death of the Matra. He was no
longer the cold, intellectual man of the future. He was white hot with rage, with fury, and he wasn't going
to leave usfor thedrina | turned to meet him& mdash;

Sarted to turn! Thefloor heaved& mdash;threw me against thewall. | shoved both hands againgt it, to
save myself from faling. The black stonein my left hand clicked on the rock, and there was asharp,
tearing sound. Dim, brownish light jagged the blackness of thewall and there was dust in my nogtrils. The
break in the facade widened, and | hdf fell throughiit.

Evelyn fdl with meinto the spird corridor. Itsfloor heaved as| spun to meet the menace of the
Doctil& mdash;was just in time to see the cleft in thewall through which weld come closed by rock
fragments tumbling into it, to seethem crush in Gohret'sungainly skull. Evelyn'slittle fists were pounding
my back. "The drina, Johnny," she screamed above a shrill vibration of sound that 'til now | had been
unaware of. "Look."

The brownish light came in through the aperture at the end of the long ramp out of which Daster, long
ago, had led me from the House of Sun. That aperture was jagged-edged now, was growing wider as|
glimpsed it. Was being made wider by amorphous, purple-gray tendrilstearing at itsrocky frame, tearing



the stonefrom it in great chunks. A purple-gray sea surged out there beyond it, and it was from this sea
that the shrill, ear-piercing whistle rose.

"Good Lord!" | grunted. "The projectors on the tower were useless when the power was cut off, and
there was nothing at dl to hold back the drina. They've swallowed al the Future Men out there, and now
they're tearing this building apart to get a the few |eft insde here& mdash;and us. That'swhy it's shaking
0, asif it werein the grip of an earthquake. It's curtains for us& mdash;”

"Not yet, Johnny. Their tearing at the building was what broke the cleft in thewall, and saved usfrom
Gohret. Don't you get some hope from that?*

"l don't see& mdash;”
"Johnny!" Evelyn shook me. "Y ou said wed dietrying.”

"Yeah," | grunted. "But what'sthere left to try? Look. They're coming" The aperture large enough, a
purple-gray masswas 00zing through it. "And they're tearing the whole building down over our heads.
Wait! They can't tear the whole building down al at once, it'stoo huge. It will take them along time,
Therésonething we can till try. If we can get to the top ahead of them, if that Sratcar can il

fly& mdash;Come on!"

We were running up that steep, winding incline. We were running endlessy. Behind us, and below, was
the shrill and terrible whistle of the drina, and the thud of falling stone, and abruptly there was agresat
scream in my mind, asoundless scream that | knew to be the degth cry of the Plebos whom we'd |eft
behind in the Room of the Matra.

And then the scream was ended, and there was only the shrill whistle of the drina, and that was fading,
and the shuddering of thefloor under our feet had diminished to an amost imperceptible vibration. We
were running, endlesdy running in the sghtlessdark, endlesdly cirdling, endlesdy dimbing.

My legs ached, every muscle, every snew aseparate, tearing pain. Aniron band about my chest
congtricted my lungs and each gasping breath diced them. My temples pounded& mdash,

Evelyn wasn't besde me any longer.
| hated, turned back. "Evel" | gasped. "Evel”
No answer. No sight of her in that absolute darkness.

| started back, groping. "Eve!" | mustn't passher inthe dark. "Evel" | staggered from sideto side of the
passage to make sure | would not pass her. "Eve, darling." My feet thudded against something soft, and |
went to my knees.

"Johnny." It was bardly audible. "I can't & hellip; run any longer. Kissme & hellip; Johnny & hdllip; and
go."

| bent forward and kissed her. And then | wasworking my arms under her, to lift her. | couldn't. | no
longer had the strength. | couldn't lift Eve. | couldn't carry her to safety.

Wéll, thiswas as good a place asany to die. | settled down, like that, her warm body in my arms, the
softness of her againgt my chest, my lipson hersin along, long kiss.

Very fantly | began to hear the drinads shrill whistle. They were coming. They were coming up the black
spird. Very dowly they were coming, and they had along way to come, but they'd get here.



| wastired. So tired& hellip;
Chapter 27 DUST UNTO DUST

SOMETHING SEIZED ME, TORE ME from Eve, lifted me. | cried out some unintelligible gibberish,
batted feebly at that which had taken hold of me& mdash;

" "Tishe, by my haidom," afamiliar voice boomed. " Tisour John March." King Arthur's great voice,
John Orth's guttural tones, answering him. "And the Fraulein Evelyn."

"Arthur,”" | managed to whisper. "What? How& hdlip;?"

"We essay to sortie from this castle, the Archduke and |," he answered "The others preferred to await
ther fate above."

"You can't get out, Arthur. Y ou'll haveto go back. Listen. Do you hear that whistling sound?’ It was only
alittle louder. "The drinaare making that. They're coming up the passage. Y ou can't get past them.”

"Back itis, then." He started off, carrying me. "Follow, Duke Orth."
"Let medown," | said feebly. "I can walk."

"Nay. Layest thou quietly in our arms, John. Thou art but hardly able to make thyself heard. Thou hast
not strength to make this exceeding great climb but we have the strength for both. Lie dtill, and let thy
king carry thee"

Therewasn't any usein arguing with him. "What happened, Arthur? Why did you smash the machinery?
Didn't you seein the disk that wed gotten into the room of the Matra? Why didn't you give usafew
seconds more?"

"Nay an that we would have, had we been able. The Frenchman had dain the single guard, and we were
gathered in the chamber where the magica contrivances buzzed like an hundred hives of bees, dl but the
lad Louiswho guarded without as thou hadst commanded him. We watched theein that Satan'scircle,
marvelling that the demons permitted thee to pass through their ranks, that the orange-clad ogre seemed
to greet thee amicably but in that instant the lad cried out, ‘Plebos! Ware Plebos!' and instanter | with
Excalibur, the duke and the Jew and the Frenchman with their bare hands, shattered the witch lights that
shonethere”

"In the sudden night we legped upon the demons aready within the chamber. Then, indeed, Excalibur
proved itsworth. The unequa combat was over and done with in atrice. No quarter was asked in that
fray, and nonegiven."

"How about Adtaris?’
"He remaineth our prisoner.”

| would have asked more, but just then the passage curved and levelled out, and ahead awavering
ydllow light slhouetted Elijah'stall, bearded form and cast awavering glimmer on the faces of Villon and
the Dauphin, who seemed absorbed in something the poet wastdlling him. Thelight camefrom asmall,
extremey smoky fire on the floor. "We each gave some article of our gppard,” Arthur explained it. "And
Duke Orth st flame to them with fire dust he beareth with him."

"Powder for that gun of mine," the Austrian made clear.



"Let medown,” | told Arthur. "I'm al right now.” Thistime hetook my word for it and so | was on my
own feet when Villon spied me.

"John!" He bounded toward me, and before | could prevent him, had kissed me on the cheeks. " John!
Mourning you for dead, | was about to compose an elegy for you. And Evelyn,” heturned to her. "The
white flower of al man's dreams! Now indeed, Elijah my bearded rabbi, | begin to have some credence
inthe efficacy of your hesthen prayers.”

"We il need those prayers, Elijah. Listen.” | lifted my hand. The whistle of the drina.came clearly from
the passage that had led us here. "Weve got just about five minutesto find someway out of here, and |
don't know what that could be, unlessthe stratcar's till working. Is there any way we can get into the

hengar?”’
"Weve searched. Itswalls are solid& mdash;But you have the 'key', John!™

"I haveit." Somehow I'd held ontoit dl thistime. "But it isn't any good.” | held it out to him. "Want it for
asouvenir&mdash;" It was my left hand | had held out. The black thing on its pam was not the 'key,’ but
the carved gem.

"How cameyou by this?" It was Elijah who demanded that, staring down at the thing. Therewas
something of surprise, something dmost of awe, in hisface. "How cameyou by it?"

"Why?" | asked. "What isit?"

"The very basis of the Kabbala," the prophet answered me. "The very essence of dl its philosophy. Look
you." Hepointed at it. "The Snake of Life, swalowing itsown tail, and therefore without beginning and
without end. His coilswind in and out in symbol that the spirit of the Godhead, no matter how twisted, no
matter through how many planes of existence, how many layers of time and space it passes, returns
aways upon itsdf, and isaways of one nature, one being. |sragl possessed this before my time, and
before my time it waslost! How come you by it, John March?!

"l found it in Eve'sroom.”
Elijah turned to her, but it wasto me she said, "Y ou gave it to me, Johnny."
"What!"

She smiled wanly. "I mean the play-friend | caled Johnny gaveit to me. At leadt, | found it on my dresser
one day, after hed gone. | don't know whereit could have come from."

"It was| who |€ft it there." No voice thisbut abrain-echo | knew must come from aDoctil. From
Adaris, theonly Doctil ill dive. "'l found it on this planet, Evelyn Rand, and | I€ft it with you when you
were achild so that | should know you again when you had grown old enough to be brought here." He
stood beside me, his broken bonds at hisfeet. "When | had brought you here | replaced it where | had
firgt left it to mark for me the man you were destined to love."

The nape of my neck prickled. Agtaris had brought the gem to Earth from this planet, yet Elijah had
recognized it as a sacred symbol of the creed that was among the very first on Earth to proclaim the
Oneness of God. It was made of the selfsame substance as the avesome monument of the Being the
drinaworshipped, yet amillion years before there had been any contact between Earthman and dring, it,
or something so likeit that the Prophet in Isragl had been able at once and fluently to interpret itsintricate
message, had existed on Earth. There was meaning benesth meaning in the carved gem. Wasit, | asked
mysdlf, by accident that the wall of the Matras room had split for Evelyn and me precisdy where | had



struck it with the gem& mdash;? " The drinal™ The Dauphin's cry broke in upon these thoughts.
"Messieurs, thedrinaare upon us," and the shrill whistle of the drina pierced my ears and their dither
was very loud againgt the spird tunnd'swalls.

| twisted to where it debauched into the room, saw thefirst gray-purple psuedopod squirm in, saw
Arthur legp toit, saw Excalibur flash above his blonde locks and dash down.

Thejdled and terrible mass quivered in the doorway, hesitant. "Take the maid, my old,” Villon whispered
to me, hissmile 4till holding the twisted and bitter mockery with which it greeted life and desth dike.
"Retreat with her behind the great engine and do there what you must. We will defend you aslong aswe
may." Then he was beside the king, his poniard hacking at arenewed surge of the drinaas Orth thrust a
twist of powder, abullet into my hand, whirled and with a bar snatched from somewhere had joined the
others.

Asl feverishly reloaded Orth's pistal, | saw Elijah flailing the dark protoplasmic surge with ablack length
of wrigt-thick cable. The gun wasready and | looked for Evelyn, found her wrestling with the Dauphin
who struggled to break her hold and join the hopeless battle against the drina. | saw her eyeswiden with
horror abruptly, saw the boy break loose and dive headlong to where adow waverolled over the
Archduke and engulfed him.

Arthur aready was gone, but the white-maned patriarch and the poet ill fought, giving back step by
reluctant step from the horror& mdash;it was utterly usdlessto fight but that somehow they dowed inits
inexorable advance. "Evelyn," | cdled. "Eve," and as she came about to me strong in my nogtrilswasthe
perfumethat had been dl I'd known of her for so long, the fragrance of aterrestrial spring that neither of
uswould ever know again. "Eve, darling,” | sad. "Thereisonly one morething | can do for you." Raising
the pigtal, taking careful aim, | said. ™Y ou understand, | know."

| read comprehension in her gray eyes and thanks and love. | heard Elijah drone the prayer a devout
Hebrew prays when heis about to die, and | heard the prayer silenced. | heard Villon cry, "Farewell,
John and Evelyn. Fare you very& mdash;" and that cry was blotted out. | gritted my teeth for the pull on
thetrigger that would give Evelyn aclean death& mdash;

"No!" Adaris voicein my brain forbade the shot. "No, John March. Wait!"

I'd forgotten him, but now in that blazing instant our minds were one and | knew that he had the power to
save himsdf or usbut not himsdf and us.

"l am sending you back, John Marsh. Y ou& mdash;and Evelyn Rand.”

His experiment had been successful. He had set out to learn love and he had. Held learned love and in
learning love held learned sacrifice.

A scream of ultimate anguish threaded blue-edged through my brain& mdash;but it was not from Evelyn it
came, nor from me. We were wrapped in sudden darkness. Not darkness. An absence of color, of form,
of redity itsdlf. Wewerefaling through nothingness. We were caught up in some unimaginable
maelstrom, we were whirling down and down in a paceless, timeless nonexistence.

All about us was the soft and voicel ess whisper of whirling dust.
Chapter 28 THE FORK IN TIME'SRIVER

A WHORL OF DUST SWIRLED AWAY from us down the country road and faded into the gray and
quiet light of dusk.



Cicadas began their shrill piping in the thickets. The evening star twinkled in the Sky's darkening blue and
| turned to Evelyn. "Were home, Eve," | murmured. "Were home again, dear heart. In our owntime. In
our ownworld."

"Home, Johnny." She opened the gate and a faded, tenuous voice came to us out of the dusk. "Come,
Evelyn. Comein and bring your young man with you. Comein to Faith who's been waiting along time for
you."

The voice came from the porch of agreat house that glimmered whitely in the dusk. Faith Corbett, so
shrunken and fragile that it sesemed anot too high wind must blow her awvay was caling from the open
door that framed arectangle of light, warm and welcoming. Hand in hand Evelyn and | went up the path
to the house where alonely child with curlsthe hue of honey used to play with the Johnny of her dreams.

It seemed natura that supper waited piping hot for us on the tablein ahigh-ceiled dining room walled
with dark and lustrous oak. It seemed so naturd that it was not 'til we sat side by side on the cushioned
sofa before the great fireplace in the parlor that Evelyn thought to ask Faith Corbett how sheld known to
have the house ready for us, how she'd known we were coming home.

"I knew," she amiled faintly. "When John talked with mein my cottage | knew then that he would find you
and that he would bring you homein two days."

"Two days, Faith!" | exclaimed. In that Otherwhere it had seemed but afew hours. "Areyou sureit is
two days since | talked with you?'

"Aye, | ansure" her thin voice answered. "That was Sunday afternoon and thisis Tuesday night." And
then shewas rustling out of that drowsy room, so bent and shrunken and old that she seemed awraith
from some, Otherwhere herself, and left usto the red leap of the fire and to the peace of our being
together with no fear brooding in our hearts and no doom overhanging us and our world.

Eve dirred in my arms, after awhile. "Johnny," she murmured. "1t& mdash;it was dl adream, wasnt it. |
dreamed it."

"No, dear heart. You didn't dreamiit. It was very red. [t&mdash;" my brow puckered. "lI& mdash;I'm not
S0 sure. It's getting so vague now. It does seem as though | dreamed it. But we couldn't both have had
the same dream. That isn't possible.”

"How do we know it was the same dream, Johnny?" Eve asked. The scent of her wasin my nodirils, the
redolence of spring and the evasive fragrance of dreams. " Suppose we tell each other what we
remember, and then well know whether it was the same& mdash;the same nightmare we both had.”

"No, darling. Wewon't talk about it any more. Not tonight. But I'll writeit al out, and you'll read what
I've written and tell me whether it checks with your memories.”

And s0, when at last we went up to the rooms Faith Corbett had prepared for us, airing them, warming
the sheets, | did not go to deep but sat down at an old desk to write what | could remember. Thisthat
you have read iswhat | wrote that night, and al the next day, and all the next night, and when | read it
over after I'd finished, it was dl quite as new to me asit wasto you.

And Evelyn had no memory at dl of any of her part in the narrative.

Now this might seem to prove that it was only aparticularly vivid nightmare that | had had, except for
this. Evelyn cannot tell me where she was between Sunday, January 26th and Tuesday, February 11th of
thisyear nor hasthe most diligent search unearthed for us anyone who saw her between when the



doorman of her gpartment house watched her set out for church and when Faith called to usfrom the
doorway of her old homein Westchester. And none of my friends, my acquaintances can be found who
saw hide or hair of me on Monday the 10th or Tuesday, the 11th.

| have been able to locate the entrance guard of a certain art gallery on Madison Avenue, the owner of a
second hand bookstore on the same thoroughfare, a policeman who was on post near that bookstore
Monday before noon and ataxi driver. All four of these men recall me and the latter three recall exactly
the details | have set down in this narrative.

Understandably, | think, | did not careto interview the owner of the drugstore on Plum Street.

In addition, | have looked up whatever is known about the other five of uswho were taken out of
time& mdash;if my story istrue. Thereisno question asto the inexplicable disappearances of Francois
Villon and John Orth. Theincident of Elijah and the pillar of fireisin the Old Testament, of Arthur's
passing inthe Morte d'Arthur and in Tennyson'simmorta poem. The evidence asto the Dauphinis
confusing. He did vanish from the Paris prison where he had been jailed from the age of nine, but some
legends till extant ingst that he escaped and lived to a secluded old age on Long Idand. But then it will
berecdled that | did not actudly see Louisdie. It ispossblethat Astaris sent him back to hisown time
ashedid Evelyn and meto ours.

All these circumstances seem to confirm what | have written. There is another concerning which | cannot
make up my mind asto whether it verifies or casts doubt on my tae.

Oneday, not very long ago, Evelyn and | decided to make a pilgrimage to Furman Street, and examine
the curious old house at four-nineteen. Wetook ataxi, and | dismissed it exactly where that other had
hed itsflat.

Now that, to my certain knowledge, was the only previoustime I'd ever been in this section of Brooklyn,
yet | threaded the maze of those quiet streets with the curious Games of Orange, Pinegpple, Cranberry,
in absolute certitude, and found Plum without any trouble.

We walked past the drugstore where | seem to have had aweird experience with a card that no one
could see but | and started climbing the dope a whose end was the brightness of ablue sky over the
water of the bay.

The glorious massing of towers at the end of Manhattan Idand rose dowly above the summit of that
ascent. "Thehouseisright at theend of thisviga," | told Eve. "Well seeit inamoment.”

We cameto the end of the sdewalk, at Furman Street. Along that waterfront thoroughfare ran the rows
of four-gtoried graystone houses | recalled, exactly as| recalled them. The oneto our left had the
number, 415, painted on the third step of its high stoop. The oneto our right was number 423.

Between them was an iron fence edging agreen lawn. The emerald velvet ran to the edge of the retaining
wall that keeps Furman Street from tumbling into the East River, and there was no house upon it. None
adl.

There was no Four Nineteen Furman Street. There never had been.

| hope this means that the adventure | have related was some strange illusion, that Eve's disappearance
for two weeks, mine for two days, has some other explanation. For otherwise thereisthis disquieting
thought to haunt me.

TheKintat of Doctilswho will conquer the planet of the drinaamillion years from now, will believe



themselves, their Plebos and their Matra, to be the sole remnant of Mankind. But suppose they are not.
Suppose that from among the people of some other Earth City other Doctils, another Matra, will survive
the catastrophe. Suppose that these will plan just such areturn to the Earth of what to themisthedim
past& mdash;as Adtaris and hisfellows will. Suppose that right now they are somewhere among us,

Soying on us.

Suppose that man in the subway this morning, that man with the strangely yellow skin and the
weird, veiled eyes& mdash;

"But, Johnny," Evelyn interrupts. She has been reading over my shoulder, acute trick now, but I'm afraid

| shal haveto ask her to stop that sort of thing when our honeymoon isover. "If it dl redly happened, we
know the course of history for amillion years and we know that no race of Future Men will come back

to conquer usin this century or any other.”

"Weknow nothing of the sort,” | answer her. "We know nothing about the nature of Time asyet. It might
well bethat Timeislike agresat river with many forks down any or dl of which the greet tide of history
may flow. Arewe certain that Mankind has only one destiny, the one we saw in the Hall of Midnights
Can we bewhally sure that the end of Man inevitably must be that which we saw?'

Shehasaway, | have learned, of withdrawing into herself when sheisthinking, of seeming to befar and
far away. She doesthat now, and now sheisback to me, her gray eyeswide. "Johnny. If that's so,
Johnny& mdagh;”

She checkshersdf. "If it's0," | ask, "what then?"

With her whimsicd irrdlevance that isnot irrdlevance at dl, she responds, "Remember, Johnny, why the
Doctils picked our century for the return to earth? Remember that thiswas the critical time when what
you just called the great tide of history was at afork in the river of Man's destiny?*

"Yes" | say softly, suspecting what isin her mind but wanting her to put it into words. "Y es, | remember.
Goon."

"l can't,”" Evelyn murmurs, her gray eyes deep and dark with her thoughts. "1 can't go on by myself and
you and | can't, Johnny, not just the two of us. But maybe al the people of all the world, together, can.”

"Canwhat, Eve?'

"Direct our destiny down the other branch of thefork in Timesriver, the branch that will bring our
children’s children to some brighter and happier future than the dreadful one we saw in that Hall of
Midnight."

Her breath catchesin her throat and her lip quivers, and sheisachild again, afrightened child in the dark.
"Can't we, Johnny? Please, Johnny, please say that we can. Please say that we will."

| want to. Very terribly | want to reassure her but | cannot. | alone, John March alone cannot tell
her which way Man will direct his destiny. It does not rest with me alone to decide.

It isfor all of usto make that decision, no matter in what part of the world we dwell, no matter
with what tongue we speak, no matter in what manner we wor ship Him Who looks down upon
Earth and upon some planet beyond the furthest galaxy. We still have, or still can recover,
Obligation and Loyalty and Faith, and, yes, and Beauty and Love and with these still can direct
our destiny to some better goal than the Doctils showed me and Evelyn in that Otherwhere. We
still can decide.



But we must make the decision soon. As Pierpont Alton Sturdevant might say, in his lawyer's
phrase, Timeis of the essence.

THE END



