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: : There was a new star in the sky—-—anothe:t sun h_‘
= directly for the Solar System ona oolhsmn orblt iz me&n

-.the end of the worldl

Creohan who had made the dsscovery, reakzeﬂ'
1!1 a few short years the oceans would bod, the for
'-_and cities burst into ﬂame and life be scorched

the face of the Earth. But Crechan also knew that som
where among the accumulated lore of a hundw& tho

.__':_{ knewledge that could tum even a migh!‘y star aﬁl&ﬁw

= But finding that knowledge turned out to be a nig :
- mare, For none of the decadent people of THE 1%
- MILLENNIUM would listen to him. And Creohan real-
~ ized that this time the sawng ef the world was eii ely
= up to Iumself alonel” ==

Turn this book ov_er:' for — -
~ second complete novel
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~ clothes and manners you affect. But it will surely come about; |

= beloved Lymarians are in the past.”

“It’s A VERY small star,” said the man in gold doubtfully.
“Big enough,” said Crechan, and thought how tiny Eart
was in comparison, The man in gold eyed him, and then gave
another glance at the image in the field of the great telescope.
“This, then, is your device for seeing into the years to
come?” he asked. “And is that all it will show? Man, I
can go out o’ nights—or could, did I not have better tses |
to put my time to—and stare-my Hll of stars! You told me
you had a way of looking into the future, and I followed you
because I grow weary of looking at the past. But ﬂ:us—-'
this is nothing!”
“Is it nothing that that star will pass so close 16 Eaﬂhf. =
that the seas will boil and the land will parch, cities rlseuin-'
smoke and flame towards the sky? Is that nothing?” .~
Creohan’s vehemence took aback the man in gold, Wﬁd’ ”‘=
withdrew a step, his hand falling to the hilt of his jewelled
poignard. “Show me this thing, I sayl” he demanded.
Creohan sighed, but he knew already he had failed. T
cannot bring it to your sight like the Lymarian Empire whose

and in a much lesser space of time m ‘the future than yanfr

“How soon?” There was almost greed in the eyes of_tha =
~man in gold. B




- In less than three hundred years.”
s The man’s unease vanished like mist on a sunny morning.
. He relaxed with a sneer. “Three hundred years! Write it
down for the future to read. then, you fool—by that time 111
be dead, and you, and what shall we know of it? Bah! I
should never have believed you when you made your prom-
ise”
I have given you the chance to see into the future,”
~ Creohan snapped. “Is it to be blamed on me that you have
neither the wit nor the will to use that chance?”
- Very nearly, the sting of the insult caused the man in gold
to draw his poignard. But he was a Historian—a man who
Et his moments gazing with a voyeur's greed into the long-
ead past—and his appetite was small for the reality of cold
_iron. He would wear the costume and the weapon fashionable
in his vanished Empire, but he would not match its deeds
with actions of its own, Abruptly he turned on his heel, his
cape swinging out as he spun around, and strode from the
- house, leaving Creohan clutching the smooth metal uprights
. of the telescope mounting and lost in a deep blank despair.
~He had thought that this knowledge at least would strike
through the man’s defences, bring him to share the teelings
‘that had tom him all the day long.
- =

~ Across the object mirror of the telescope the image of the
stellar runaway crawled. As yvet, it wags tiny. He might never
~ have paid it any special attention, but for Molichant.

_ That small, dark, astute man was a Historian likewise, and
a5t time he had dropped by, full as ever of enthusiasm and
roselytising zeal—he would probably never learn that Creo-
han had no mind to be a Historian—he had suffered his
friend’s talk about the stars in the sky with his usual good
grace. Indeed, he had mentioned casually that this star, now
so bright, had not been visible in the time of the Mending
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Intrigued, Crechan had mdtﬂged ina few measurementg,
a little calculation—the sort of thing he loved. And last night
he had remained awake checking and re-checking his caleu-
lations, until he was certain beyond a possibility of error.
In two hundred and eighty-eight years, that star would pass
close to Earth; it would be drawn in to circle the sun ina |
dwindling spzral until-the two united in a giant hell of ﬂémze =
Only there would be no one to see it—on Earth. =~
In the first few minutes, Creohan had wished fervently that |
he might have been born a Historian by inclination, a Dream-
er, or anyone who did not have to meddle with knowledge of
reality. In the next, he had resigned himself to the facts of
his existence, and had determined to alert someone—anvone
All that day he had walked the streets, accosting strangers,
being rebuffed or laughed away like .2 man crazed. The man
in gold had been his last attempt; 4 momentary inspiration
had supplied the promise of 2 glimpse into the future, and
the man—a sensation-seeker like all his breed—had taken the
bait. And to no purpose. =i
But was the fate of Earth, which had brought f"' dhe
manifold richness they turned to their unworthy ends, of no—
interest to these people? Had they no love at all for thﬂ
planet which- bore them? Crephan could not bring himse]f'
to believe that true. Surely, somewhere in the city, he must
find someone who could feel with him for a disaster which
would not oceur till he was long dead and forgotten, exeapt =
perhaps by -Historians of that future day. =
“That was something he had often posed to Mohchant Wﬁ
his friend called by. In response to the memory, the room—
having gathered an excellent image of Molichant from his
frequent visits—conjured up the man’s likeness in the air so
vividly that Creohan all but addressed him aloud. =
“Have you not thought —so he would say— ‘that in
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- few centuries men like yourself will be turning to this time,
- our own time, and finding it superior to theirs?”
~  He had thought Molichant—addicted as he was to a time
~ less than ten centuries ago, moderation as Historianism went
- (the Lymarian Empire which had taken the fancy of the man
‘in gold lay fourteen thousand years in the past)—he, then,

- should be vulnerable to such an argument. -
“Find this age worth living in?” Molichant had chuekled
to think of such an amusing_idea. “Maybe, compared to
- theirs, it will bel Maybe each age is indeed inferior to its

- predecessors.”

-~ “In what sense? You choose your time; another man will
take the era of the Brydwal, or the Gerynts, or the Mino-
govaristo. On your argument, why does not every Historian
go as far back as is possible?” =

Molichant had shrugged. “In the last resort, it’s some-
thing impossible to define. Maybe it happens that some
people, owing to their ancestry and their way of thinking, are
better suited to ages other than our own.”

“What then of a man who can find no age in all the past

~ to suit him? Surely, there must be some such.”
: _J-mnever heard of anyone like that,” Molichant mused.
—“And yet there may not, as you say, be a place for everyone
~ in history. The lure, then, may have to do with the security
one feels in an age'of which one knows the outcome.”

- On that, Creohan had left the dispute unresolved. Now,
coming back from memory, he dismissed the image of Moli-
chant and it faded abruptly,

. Now he knew the outcome of this age he and the Historians

and everyone else lived in: would that make it more tolerable

- to live in? Would Molichant become secure, knowing what

- Crechan knew? No, never—he would flee further and more
often into the years gone by,

He desired to be outside, and the room around him closed
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“Bke & tired flower, loaving hint stinding on-is roof. There -

was something he had never questioned, and now he started

to wonder about it, as though in the instant when he knew it
must end, Earth had become an cbject of total and complete

fascination to him.
The house had been—not a part of him, exactly, but an
extension of him, since he acquired it. He had taken it be-

cause of its telescope; before he came along, it had stood

empty, as all houses had to, forgetting its previous owier. Per-
haps he had been a little too hasty to take it on; even now, it
occasionally displayed a trait which he did not recognise as

his own; conversely, he wondered on occasion how many of

the habits he did now so recognise were in fact unconsciously

inherited from his predecessor.

Once, a few years ago, he had been sufficiently moved by .

curiosity to ask the house, “Who was your former occupier?
Can you show him to me?”

The room shivered; the whole house seemed to strain in '

recollection. But by that time the house did in fact know
only Crechan as owner, and the image it projected for him
was a slightly younger edition of himself. '
Well, it didn’t matter. The long-gone owner of the house
would—seeing that he had had this telescope and the curios--
ity to use it, presumably—have understood the emotions
which now racked Creohan. But he must be long dead. There
was only one way to find out who he had been, and that was
to turn Historian; he had considered asking Molichant, as

already an addict, to do the task for him, but had refrained—

Historians begrudged the periods they had to spend in the

past, and would not readily spend them on others’” purposes..
“Find out for yourself!” would be even his friend Molichant's -
reply. '

the roof; in the distance, over the calling and the musie of
the city going about its affairs, he could faintly discern the

Cool night breezes tugged at his full beard as he stood on : :



opes of the hills inland prior to descending to the

d dying there. Overhead, hordes of circling lights
blinded the people to the stars. L et

On impulse, he whistled one of the lights down to him, and

: d at it as it perched on his outstretched hand, its mind-

s-green, for his street was green and had been for the
st week—roadway, the walls_of the houses, and in con.
.Sequence the lights circling in the air. Some elementary |
_reflex in their nervous systems drew them always to placesof
their own colour. : =

self wishing to know where they came from—there were 50

clear the view for his telescope they fell from the air by thou- -

duce, presumably during the length of the day when
ey fluttered out of sight of the sun. ==
Suppose one put up a killer screen all around the city, 50~
it the people could see the stars? Would that bring home =
them the menace threatening Earth? ' ;
~ He shook the creature back into the sky, and it spread its
radiance-shedding wings and resumed its aimless citcling.

- Once more, he decided, once more he would make the

npt to find a companion to Jament the fate of Earth, He

hope for no more than a fellow-moumer’s solace—he
d no means t turn the stars aside in their courses and so
the planet its fate,
ewhere in the city, then, he would find the person he
Or if not in the city, then out in the wide world—
ind across the plains of Cruin, or across the near and far
ellive Oceans , . , -

head cocked on one side, its beady eves closed. This one

He%ad never g:ven the lights much thought; they existed,
their purpose, and that was all. Now he found hims= —

many of them, and when he turned on his killer screen s

ﬁrt_ds. Did they eat? If so, what? Surely they must breed and
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s he wa}]eed The stree'ts were all the same, super—--
‘de Hls own xh'eet-—thai of the Mummamr-nwgg_

ow and tbe S!xmt of the Travellers Treyand it was
He noted the fact in passing; often, when he needed
ght for some special task, e found it hard to whistle
--that celour lf his street was of another tint.

were menta.liy far away in the past—one could t&ﬂ_
treet by his clothing, which would be of the same
His friends would eall to him, his neighbours woul
a greeting. To one wearing mourning clothes, how-
one chose to speak, and on Creohan’s addressing
people he stopped as he went retumed a blank,
ble gaze and no attention. =
weary ﬁnd found that he was far from home, hls =
ished. He had come right down the length
towards the sea; he stood on a broad road that
ﬂmsﬁmem ‘& bay and towards a headland |
£ . A quiet succession of waves
ds off the ocean, leaving the sandy beach littered
andmaﬁuscs whch were dying in Iuminemnt__.
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pn]ses of :ca-greenandwhxte Inrespansetcthemn{ew;- |
white and green lights circled overhead, but the road was a
sombre purple like a shadow, and the lights that were actual-
ly over his head were so few that they did not altogether
hide the stars.

A solitary tavern grew from the beach. =
_Creohan had not been into a tavern for years, since he
seldom felt the need for refreshment in company, but now he
wanted to be with people—and besides, someone sitting or -
lying in a tavern would be less likely to move away before he
could speak his knowledge than someone made to halt at

random on the street. He made towards it.

It was circular, like all taverns; seven rooms followed
spiral curves outwards from a central circle, and in this centre
grew the waiter, blind, slow-thinking, and at his—at every-"
one’s—service.

The dull green knob, as high as a man and studded with
the sphincter-muscled projections from which it served the.'-
clients, did not ask him what he wanted. It was content to
wait, as content as the jugs on the low counter ringing it,
as content as the sea outside.

There was only one other person in the central circle at

the moment, though the sound of voices and laughter came

from two of the curved side-rooms; the customers were out
of sight beyond the bend. This person that Creohan could
see was a Historian, a woman, addicted to the period of the
Glorious Gerynts, and she was drawing her liquor directly
from the projection on the waiter which secreted it, like am =
infant at the breast.

Creohan debated a few moments as to which of the inﬁnity
of liguors he should choose, but before he could make up his

mind, the woman drew back from her sucking. She had a

heavv body which sagged and heaved as she panted, making
her drab black chiton stretch and hang loose by turns. ’I‘hat




as---ﬂm Geryut way: they had mned cmament or decora-
tion. And in this case, perhaps, Molichant’s theory had been
correct—being neither decorative nor interesting herself, she
‘might well have fled to that undecorative, uninteresting age.
Then, as she caught sight of him and started to approach,
Creohan realised what she was doing here. He glanced about
for a way of escape as she fumbled for the ugly sword at her
‘waist, but she had come between him and the exit. Her
words only confirmed his fears.-

- “You mourn,” she said thickly. “Is it your custom to
‘mourn in taverns? That is unfitting.”

- No wonder she had been sucking directly at the waiter.
Tatrigued sufficiently at long last, she had come here to try
the Cerynts’ “blood of women” for herself; the waiter, as

uld be whispering its sibilant words inside her brain.
Thrice a year the Gerynts had imbibed their drink from the
full breasts of their lobotomised repositories of right thinking,
for in their day the co-life could only be kept alive in the
human environment; once in a lifetime was once too many -
for a citizen of the modern age. :
“Give me poison,” said Crechan to the waiter. “In a jug.”
Ice-cold liquid that burned with a black glow rushed from
the living spigot; before the jug was a quarter full the
“woman had spoken again.

“Whom do you mourn, or is your mourning a lie?”

I mourn for Earth,” said Creohan, and knew as he uttered
the words that he had made a mistake. The co-life that
had entered the woman’s brain was remorseless—that was why
the Gerynts had disappeared.

“Earth is not alive, and therefore cannot be dead,” the
woman stated. “Earth is still in existence, and therefore it
s stupid to mourn it. You are plainly a person ineapable of
Jogical reasoning, or very dlshonest In either case it is a
iblic duty to d:spcse of you.”

‘was its purpose, had provided it for her, and now the co-life . |
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Just so had the Gerynts thought and spoken; for that

reason too they had disappeared.

The swaord left its scabbard; at the same moment the jug

was filled, and Creohan took it and dashed it in the woman’s e

face. The sword tinkled as it fell; she made only a thud.
She was finished, but the co-life that shared her brain was

not, and as it oozed from the openings of her ears Crechan

poured the last few drops of the poison on to its naked proto-
plasm. It writhed and died.

Wiping his forehead, he put the jug back on the counter.
The waiter said suddenly, “You asked for poison.”

He nodded, forgetting it could not see, and it went on,

“You are not dead, When one orders poison, one must die.
Was it not strong poison?”
“It was very strong poison,” said Creohan. “Is it not

enough that one should be dead? The poison did not go to

waste.”

With that he left the central circle of the tavern, and en-

tered the nearer of the two occupied rooms. He withdrew

hastily; the couple in there would be interested in nothing
but each other at such a moment. _
In the other occupied room sat three women and a man,

watching a small creature picked up on the sea-shore die in
a series of graceful gyrations. It was not until it had per-

formed the last of its antics and lay still on the floor be-
tween their four tall glasses of bluish liguor that they looked
up and saw him.

“Whom do you moumn?” said one of the women memly

“This thing here?” She jabbed a finger downwards.

“No,” said Crechan wearily. “1 lament that the world is

soon to end.”

“That will save us having to think of new ways to pass

the time,” said the same woman; her male companion, more

practically, muttered, “The man’s deranged.”




: : pen?” said a second woman;
c xpmsmon of gennine interest on her face, the
half of which was hxdden under a s:zmrte mask. '
nother sun is going to bum ‘Earth up.”
Sun? There 1snt but ope sun,

* said the ﬁrst -

the stars are suns.” =
ars?” said the woman unccmprehendmgly The masked
an spoke up. =
“The little lights in the sky. You've seen them.” s
“T've seen them, yes, but I've never heard them called by-
such. name, said the first woman. “Besides, that's silly.

ren’t anything like hot enough to burn up the world—
Te barely even warm. They futter—like this!” She -
d her arms in imitation of the night-flying lights, and
the man of the party cause to regret choosing that mo-
raise his glass to his lips. During the recriminations
at followed, Creohan withdrew sickly, more than a litthe =
“ashamed of the race spawned by his beloved Earth. e
N was stupid to think of finding his fellow-mowrner in
 haphazard fashion. After all, what was his humy? He
the rest of his life to spend on the task; he could adver-
__*ﬁis discovery, announce it publicly, and someone would
ad. It was not, after all, as though there were some—
e could do to avert the fate of Earth. i
yet he could not escape from an overwhe]mmg sense
: as though every day he spent on this doomed =
uld now be wasted unless it held some meamngful- :
rected towards—towards what? Turning aside a gi-
ail of ﬂammg gas cal!ed a starP It was nchculotm.

imﬂnnkmg across the shore, notlcmg with in-
1aw over ti:e sea one could make out the stars



without bemg dazziéxi by the wim'ifng lxghts H:s feet gr
damp as he plodded over the sea-soaked sand until he reach
a rock almost at the edge of the ocean. Dropping iato
shadow, he sat and watched the stars vanish in successmn
below the horizon.

His mind calmed slowly, and he felt almost settled enoﬁ'_
to return home and sleep. He was on the point of rising s
ly to his feet, when someone said, “It's very beauﬁfu},
isn't it?” =

Wonderingly, he turned, and saw that a girl sat not a m.an_
height to his left, on the other side of the rock. A dving light
wheeled over and ecast a momentary glow on her before it
fell into the sea, and Creohan said, “So are youl”

The girl laughed with a little musical ripple of sound. “I
know,” she said without conceit, and flexed her supple body
so that the swell of her breasts caught the pearly light of the
waves. Her body was slender, but not thin; her face was
broad and underlain by strong bones, and her dark hair was
wet and chung to her head and neck. :

“I heard you come down,” she said. “T almost went away
thinking you had seen me. But when you sat down to watch
the sea I knew there was no need.”

“What were you doing here, then?”

“I have been in the water, Jooking at the creatures. I &o
it every night, and often in the day as well.” =

“Why?” S

She shrugged, and shook back her hair, spattering Grenhan
with a rain of salty drops. “I like it down there.”

“Under the water? Surely it is not posszble to breathﬁ
there.”
“I hold my breath, of oaurse[" The girl Iaughed aga!n.
“] think my friends there suspect I'm more of a ghost thsn
a living creature, for I come and go so oddly.”
“There are people in the sea, then?”
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“Not people, exactly Creahna—some of them quite
intelligent, some of them curious about me.”
“So.” said Crechan, nodding, and continued almost m—
~ audibly, “It is indeed a pity that all this should end so soon.”
- “End?®” cried the girl. “Why should it end?”
Creohan did not answer directly. Instead he said, “Would
you join with me in regretting its passing?”
“Of course I would. But I do not understand you.”
‘He extended his arm, pointing. “Do you see that star?”
~ “The greenish one?”
- “No, the yellow one, very bright and almost at the horizon.”
~ She leaned close to press her cheek to his arm and fol-
Jowed its line. “Yes, I see it. What about it?”
- “That is a sun almost as large as owrs. In a short time—
Jonger than our lifetimes, but shorter than the times the
- Historians go back tbmugh—lt will come so close that it will
- burn the Earth to ashes.”
- “A—a sun? Like the one which shines on us by day?”
~ “They are all suns. Perhaps they have worlds like ours
circling them—who knows?”
The .girl shivered, and reached around the rock for a
“cloak which lay there on the sand. Wrapping it about her,
“she sat with her knees drawn up under her chin and her
eyes on Creohan’s face. “To think I have lived all my life
without wondering about the nature of the sky,” she mused.
t must be a great place up there—bigger by far than my
ittle world beneath the sea. Tell me about it.”

e had never told to anybody; he talked the threatening star
down below the horizon, and others along with it, and the
girl sat listening like a statue.

- At long last he stretched his cramped body and gave a
short bitter laugh. “Thank you for hearing me out,” he
said. “All day and the earlier part of tonight I have been

He told her, and a great deal more besides, including things
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h:mhngforsommwhowmﬂd dathat IBnt:m tmeseem
to carel” =

“No one?” sa.ld the gml quietly. “I care.”

“You do indeed, and I am grateful for it. But fnr the
rest of the people—why, they live and laugh and love sa&
there’s an end of it. They know they will be dead in
case before this disaster happens—what interest has it f
them? It seems to me as though all the spirit that motivated
these lusty ages the Historians flee to has been drained from
our modern breed!”

“Perhaps it has,” she replied. “You are more hke myself
than anvone I have ever known; you have—well, call it
curiosity. I was curious about the sea, so I went to look at
it at first hand.” She shrugged, and one pale: shoulder escaped
from her cloak.

“But if this spirit has been drained, where has it flowed
to? Answer me that!” A sudden vehemence filled her voice.
“When you summoned up the energy to go looking, you
found in the short space of one day this other person—me—
to join with you. The world is wide, and we have many days
Let’s show that our race still has the strength to take on an
impossible task, and a love for Earth great enough to achieve
it! All right, so there is no one here who loves adventure,
who has vigour and an eye to tomorrow., Why should such
a man stay here? With all the world before us, why should
weP” .

“Yes, vou are right,” said Creohan. He rose to his feet,
and she did the same lithely. Together they turned ané
looked out across the sea towards the low stars. ===

“To turn aside a star,” said Crechan in a low voice:
think we must be insane . . .”

Confidently enough, the girl answered, “But it is a ghmms
madness!”

Nonetheless, her hand stole into his, and he felt that It ;
was very cold, and she was trembling. '




plam of residence” said
£ their staring and maid_ﬁ}

? T have few belongin'-
when rain falls, there

as any time and t
, for whichever W_
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"Wiﬂmgly, smd Creuhan, and togeﬁm: they hnneiﬁﬁ
re—entered the city.
Chalyth did not speak through their mlk, except to inquxfa
for whom he was mourning when the sombre purple lights
near the shore gave way to others which were bright enough
for her to discern the nature of his garb. He told her, and
she answered that it would not be needed after all. He hope&
deeply and fervently that she was right. :

They passed their night in froubled thinking, and Creohan
when he rose, felt that he might as well have lain out on the
shore for all the comfort his soft couch had afforded him.
Chalyth too seemed quiet when she came from her chamber,
arrayed in a flame-red shirt and loose grey breeches from
Crechan’s own wardrobe. Of course, he recalled: she hasd
nothing but her cloak when she came.

They spoke desultorily of commonplace matters as they
broke their fast; he showed her the telescope with which he
had made his discovery, and at length in a fit of misery com-
manded the house to cause it to disappear. At once, it we:nt,
and the room seemed infinitely empty.

“Why did you do that?” cried Chalyth. “Was it not
of your greatest h-easures?”

“Once it was,” said Creohan grimly. “But each txme I
would have gone to it, had T not done that, I would ha
looked first for that disastrous star, and remained gazing at
it until the mght was gone. And looking at it will do nathmg
It is better so.”

He wrenched his eyes from the empty space left by ths
telescope and asked, “Which way do we go?”

“Out across the ocean, or inland over the hills?” Chnlyth
had only another question as an answer.

Creohan thought deeply for a while. Then he sa;d
know of a man who is now old. Once in his youth he is said
to have voyaged out across the ocean to a distant shore. If
he yet lives and remembers, he may give us guidance.”



“Come, then,” said Chalyth, and they set forth.

The man they sought went by the name of Glyre, and he
“had formerly dwelt on the Street of the Travellers, out of
vanity, perhaps, that he alone of the people on that street
~ had journeyed further than out of sight. When they asked
for him, they were told he had removed, and no one knew
where to. Someone also said that he had turned Historian,
and Creohan’s heart sank.

- “Of what period?” he asked the informant, and the man
Hickled. _
“That I do know!” he said surprisingly. “On this voyage
was so fond of boasting about he chanced across the ruins
of a city washed by the sea, its tall towers crumpled by the

: fb_ec,am'e Historian, and the last I heard he was still watching

 that age.” :

“I know of that city,” said Chalyth slowly. “One of my

friends beneath the sea brought me a golden helmet which

. had found there, and said in the way these creatures haye
he had had to swim many times faster than'a boat could

sail for a day and a night to reach the spot. It was not known

his people how long ago the city fell.”

“Let us continue to look for him,” said Creohan, and

anked the man who had told them about Glyre. “To the

ouse of History, then. A taster, perhaps, will have chanced

‘across this same period.”

“1 do not like tasters,” said Chalyth bluntly, and Creohan

“I dislike Historians, and a taster is a Historian in the
making. But needs must.”

- So they went up the hill on which the House of History
d in its bower of green and blue leaves. It had stood
-6 for s0 long that everyone in the city knew if as a land-
k w}:ula to Historians it was a home and 4 promise. About

Blows of time. It was to seek the origins of that city that he '
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'the mommg smﬂight and here tasters, coming to sip at t
vanished ages of history, dabbled like incipient drug addicts
in search of the time when they fancied they sheuld hav
-been born,
“Wait,” said Creohan as they were on the point of cross-
ing the lawn to the entrance that yawned in the side of
the House, three times as hlgh as a man and dark insid
“There goes a new Historian.”
A bay, no more than twenty years of age, with a certa‘
nervousness in his gait, was rising to his feet from where ke
had been lying on the lawn among his fellow-tasters. A
moment's hesitation, and he was marching with decision to
the entrance. At a distance of ten paces, Creohan _an&
Chalyth followed him. 2

Inside the entrance, strange memories began to- waft into
their minds—drawn from the dark recesses of ancestral knowl-
edge by the powers built into the House. A taster who d&-
sired to become a Historian had only to walk the passageways
of the House, waiting until he reached an area where were
concentrated thoughts and memories which appealed to him;
then he would stand still for a while, and return to the lawn
outside, to brood over the memories he had acquired. If,
on reflection, they were not what he required, he could re-
turn, as often as he wished, until he found what he sought.
As this youth was doing.

For a day and a night without food or d:mk he would fie
in the place he had chosen. At last, he would rise and ¢
like a blind man, and thereafter when he willed it he wnuld
have the power to see alive and real about him the wsmns
of a dead era.

Before they had reached the first branching of the passages
the vouth had dxsappeared from sight, and they halted ir



ely. ance the unea,l}ed far memm'ies re-d@ubled in then'
minds, and Creohan was stung to move.

ot know how thinly my urge against fleeing into the past is
armoured now I know the future holds disaster.”
But Chalyth brushed aside his arm as he tugged at her,

reohan,” she breathed. “Why—"

e clean sunlight. Panting, he glared at her, and she came
ewly back to herself.
- “Oh, Crechan!” she exclaimed. “I would not dare go in
aga_m It saps the purpose like strong hquor!

would be fatal. No, this is not the way.
and suddenly Chalyth grasped Creohan’s arm. “Do you see

n his head? Even such a helmet as the one that my sea-
iend brought out of the depths for mel”

“Almost,” said Crechan musingly, “almost I could find it
in me to believe that Earth itself knows our needs and is
causing them to be fulfilled. Quickly, after him.”

They ran pell-mell across the lawn, almost stepping on
-pmstrate tasters as they went, and yet their haste was un-
‘necessary, for the old head of their quarry seemed bent by
“the weight of the golden helmet and his clothes hung loose
n a frame scrawny with age. His slow steps were directed
'tUw_ards the entrance to the House of History, and he was
ill a dozen paces from it when they caught up to him,

~ “Is your name Glyre?” said Creohan panting.

The old man’s bleary eyes turned towards him, seeming

“It is,” he said rustily. And why do you stop me?P”

Db not let us stand still for a moment,” he sa:d “1 do

listening, with her head on one side. “This is fascinating,

- By main force he turned her around and marched her into

- “Indeed it does,” said Creohan grn:nly, “and that to us
They turned dispiritedly to look at the tasters on the Iawn,- :

man—a Historian—who goes vonder with a golden helmet :

to have dzfﬁculty in facussmg on something in the present.
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Crebhﬂn fumbled for words Chalyth said t:htectly, "Yon

are a Historian already, Glyre. What brings you back to the

House of History—is it that you grow weary and wish to
choose another period?”

Fire shone for a moment in the old tired eyes, but the
man was now long past the power of growing angry. He
made his head imply denial; the weight of his helmet pl‘e-'
vented a definite gesture.

“No one who has looked on the richness of my age can
grow weary of it,” he said thinly, “I wish to see more of it,
and still more! It grows dim to me, and I must make it
strong again,”

Crechan felt a surge of pity for the man; the weakness was
not in the memories but in Glyre’s own aged brain. He said,
“Are you not the Glyre who made that great voyage out of
sight dcross the ocean many years ago?” -

“I am,” said Glyre, and pride crept into his voice.

“You were a man of spirit!” Crechan protested. “And yet
you turned aside and fled into a long-gone age. Why?”

Glyre laughed creakingly. “What place is there in today’s
world for a man of spirit? If I could have found but one
such man or woman as walked my islands in the past, T
would perhaps have been content with life as it is. But 1
could not find even onel So"—he made a little shrug—"1,
as you put it, fled.”

“Here is a man of spirit,” said Chalyth. “Let us sit down
here on the grass, and we will tell you what we propose.”

Glyre cast a longing eye towards the yawning entrance of

the House of History, acknowledged to himself that his legs

were weak, and joined them on the lawn. Interest—something

approaching excitement—showed in his eyes as he listened to

the tale Creohan told.
When he was done, Glyre spoke in admiration. “This is

a noble project!” he said. “It is such as the people of the

past used to undertake—people who did not know the word




~of real real
&evqryoneonEarth, insteadofthemmdsnf afew
who choose to enjoy your age
“Will you not join with us?” prassed Chalyth, and he
vered wistfully. =
lad you asked me a century ago, when I was young, and
orous, and daring, I would have said yes on the instant.
ow’—he stretched out his wasted arm—"1 am a weak and
ry old man. No, I cannot join with you, except in spirit.
i, though, give you this advice which you want. Do not
your goal across the sea. T went there. 1 found islands
ich had once been great and populous and are now a
e of ruins. Beyond them again is only a vast ocean, s6 — |
that I dared not venture further. But if beyond that
s were adventurous souls of the kind you seek, surely they
wfould have come to us! No, you must go inland, for that way
1ere s at least a possibility you will chance across what you

e begm: to rise, and could not Crechan helped ]:m:n.-' '
With dignity, Glyre returned thanks. “And this I would say,”
“he declared. “T had thought nothing could tear my heart
the long-dead people of my beloved 1slands But if it

; possible, I would forget them—for you.” =
He hobbled onwards towards the House of Historg 10 =
sarch of his dreams, and Chalyth and Crechan found that
y turned their gazes away from him and towards each
r in the same instant.




So TEEY TURNED BACK towards the foot of the hill, and wﬂnt
in the direction away from the sea, until they came to the

place where the city blended almost imperceptibly into the

green hills from which the meat came nightly, shrieking its
insane laughter,

The last house was a delicate bower, all fresh and yellow,

and a gir] sat in the doorway singing. She had hair as yellow
as sunlight and a voice like running water. -

“Pardon us, friend,” said Creohan civilly. “Do you know
what lies beyond the hills yonder?”

The girl laughed. “No, stranger, I do not! T have sung

here for ten years, and I have never been further than you

can see. Is it not wonderful?”

“I call it craven-hearted,” said Chalyth bluntly, and gis o

and Creohan walked by.

They had gone only a few paces when the girl got up and"
came after them, crying for them to wait a while. Crechan
turned and looked at her; she was very lovely, and she wore
nothing but garlands of huge yellow flowers picked from
the walls of her house. “What do you call us for?” he dei' S

manded,
“If you are in truth going over the hills and inland, you

may see a man who—who went that way a year ago. He is
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o others have gone this way, Chalyth murmured, and
girl dressed in yel!ow blossoms shook her head. =
“One other, only one.” Her lip trembled and her eyes ‘be- 5

n to Bl “Vence was my lover, and we shared this house.
‘e sang, we ate and drank and loved—what else was needed

us? And yet a year ago he went out into the hills and

iid to me that if T wanted hxm I could follow. I tried—in
ith, I did try! But as I lost sight of the house my heart
iled me, and I returned, Again I set out; again 1 had to
eturn, After that, I-I have been waiting.” She blinked and

a tear into the upturned cup of one of the yellow ﬂawers :
‘And if we see this Vence?” Chalyth asked: —
“Tell him—I'm still waiting.” E
~“H a man sets out from this city, he does so with a pur-
e.” said Crechan. “I think he will not come back with
at purpose unfulfilled. You will sit here growing old; those
ellow blossoms will wither and fall away, showing your
naked body, how it is wrinkled and your breasts sag. Your
sice will begin to crack on the high notes. Your golden hair
_tarnish. And you will still be waiting.” ==
The girl, horrified, looked at Chalyth, and read unsympathy
“her eyes also. “You, then? You are following your manpP”™
“No,” said. Chalyth, and told her where and why they were
-going. ;

i"falc«(-: e with you,” said the gn'I when they were through., -
Fake me with you. And if I grow faint-hearted when we are
'6f sxght of the house, drag me onwards. I do not want

“Ghaxfge youx blossoms for warm clothing, and put strong
- on your feet, then,” Crechan answered. “The way
be hard, or it may not. Surely it will be very long. But
ill rmt drag you, for it wﬂl delay us. Agreed?” =



“Agreed,” said the girl in subdued tones, and went into

her yellow house.

“Was that wise?” said Chalyth in a low voice while she
was gone, and Creohan shrugged.

“Almost anyone in the city would say that what we are
doing is extremely unwise in any case! What difference does
one more piece of folly make?”

The girl was long in coming back, so that Crechan and
Chalyth began to suspect she had regretted her hasty deci-
sion. But she did appear, clothed in plain grey and with shoes
on her pretty feet; in her leather belt was thrust a knife, and

over her shoulder was shing a bag that held a little harp and

a generous quantity of food.

“Just so did my man set out,” she said as she came near.
“Except that he had a flute instead of a harp. I am called
Madal. And you?”

They told her, Creohan thinking that she had more sense
than he had given her credit for. Then they gave a last
lingering glance back towards the city, though Madal's eyes
went no further than her home.

“Onward,” said Creohan, and they began to walk.

The sun passed the zenith and began to slide towards set-
ting. At first they went on level turf., Then they came to a
place where the ground was rutted, in a pass between two
hills, and after looking at the prints in the earth Creohan
said that it must be by this path that the meat came to the
city. They picked their way delicately over the upturned dirt,

and decided to follow the tracks because they at least led

somewhere.
Out of the corner of his eye Creohan noticed that Madal

kept looking back, but he resolutely refused to copy her, ¥

even to see whether they were yet out of sight of her vellow

home. The golden girl’s face was set, and she had a tight line

to her mouth, but she showed no sign of yielding.




; stn = ey

ng the track of the meat. Chalyth who was the least >
burdened of the trio, was leading them, when suddenly she
alted and cried, “Listen!” =
Far in the distance they could make out the crazy laughter

the meat as it made its way towards the city. Creohan
looked about them; the light was dim now and it was hard ==
see where they were. S
~ “We had best leave the track he suggested. “T have —=
ver confronted a herd on the move, but I imagine they
uld g:ve us scant attention. Up that way, to the left.” =

'I"hey ran from the road up a steep slope, and perched on =
 grassy lip to wait till the way was clear. Always the shriek-
ing mirth grew louder, until the leaders of the herd shamble&
nto sight—horrid in the deepening gloom. =
Twice as high as a man, low-browed and lank-limbed, the

-eatures went past, their manic delight ringing and echoing
rom the hills about. Crechan shuddered, and nearly stopped
his ears against it. -
~ “I have never seen our meat alive before, “said Chalyﬂi' =
as th@ silence returned. “How like those beings are to menl
v stomach turns to think of it—shall T ever be able to eat-
their flesh again?” ' =
But Madal reacted d:&erenﬂy Her gaze fixed on the place
which the herd had gone from sight, she whispered, “They
re going to the cityl And in the moming my neighbour -

bring up my provisions for me, and he will ind my house

pty and no sign to tell where I have gone. Tonight I shall

out under the sky, when waiting there is the couch in
1 have slept these ten years—alone of late, but not =

‘halyth munded on her “F oﬂow them, then] These
rs that you have lain in your soft couch, I have slept
the sky, when I could have had my choice of a hun-




dred beds. I have lain alone from wishing it so, _andha.sﬁ B
done me ill, you think? Faugh! Go after those brutish un-

thinking clods, treading a path their fellows have trodden for
centuries. We would rather make our own path, Crechan
and 1.”

“You shame me,” said Madal after a pause. “Even so
~did Vence shame me when he left and 1 could not follow. I
do not like to be shamed. So be it; we sleep under the sky.
Here? Or shall we go on until we drop from wearinessP”

“No, here, I think,” said Creohan, and sought a place to

lay his cloak. Chalyth broke branches from a low, dry bush
and built a fire, and Madal brought out a little food from the
sack on her shoulder.

Afterwards, she took her harp and sang a sad slow song;
she was still singing when Creohan and Chalyth fell asleep,
and it rang through their dreams as though it was echoing
from side to side of their skulls in the way the laughter of the
herd of meat had rung between the hills.

The next moming they went on their way in silence, find-
ing that they had almost reached the highest point of their
area. For it was still well before noon when they breasted
a rise—still following the track of the meat, which ran
quite straight—and locked out over a plain rich with ripe
yellow grasses.

It stretched as far as their eyes could see, and Chaly‘th
murmured, “Now I ean tell how Clyre felt when he launched
out into the trackless oceanl!”

“This is not trackless,” said Crechan, and led the way
scrambling down the abruptly sloping path. Thorny shrubs

bordered it at this point, and caught on the sharp prickles
were patches as big as a man’s palm of the grey-furred hide

of the meat creatures. Bloody stains testified to the way

they used these bushes to aid them as they climbed up. Creo-
han was bigger than either of his companions, and he could
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Hected—-yet they laughed still, they laughed always.
~ The grasses towered huge about them, their stems thick

- “Otherwise we shall be lost.”
- “Always supposing we are not lost anyway, and that the
track leads somewhere,” said Madal flatly.

~ “It cannot only be our city that the creatures go to,” said
“Creohan. “Even if it takes us first to some breeding-place,
‘there will be another track beyond that—maybe several
~ tracks. Let's go ahead as quickly as we can.”
~ Madal made to say something; a glint in Chalyth’s eye
~ forestalled her, and she only settled her bag more com-
~ fortably before striking out again.

.~ “You saw the threatening star last night?” Chalyth asked
~ Creohan as they fell into step behind Madal. Crechan nodded.

it every night.”

~“Jt is probably my fancy—yet it seemed brighter already!”
Creohan made no reply.

The trail wandered and twisted among the high grass; it
~was no use trying to strike away from it on a straight line,
~ for there were no points of vantage. Wearying, they walked
~ until the sunlight no longer reached the ground between the
ripe yellow vegetable walls of the track, and at that time they
again heard the crazy laughing of the meat on its way.

~ “Of course! The nearer we get to their breeding-ground,
“the earlier we shall meet them,” reasoned Creochan, and they
turned round a bend in the track.

~ Here it abruptly straightened for a hundred and fifty
_paces, and rounding the bend at the other extreme of the
straight stretch they saw the herd facing them.

-~ Somehow by daylight they looked even more like ewil-
“tempered men, though they laughed—how they laughed! A

barely make a way between the thorns; the giant brutes
‘must be torn and scarred every time they passed by, he re-

as his fingers. “Now we must follow the track,” he said. .

“Here where there are no lights in the sky, we shall see
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blind panic seized Madal, and she turned incontinently and
ran.

“Get off the track, vou fool!” shouted Creohan, and he
seized Chalyth by the arm and parted the grass to let them
throngh. Hidden, they panted out of sight while the herd
went by, the thick stems springing back to the vertical as
they watched =

After the sound of the meat’s passage faded, Crechan made
to return to the track, but Chalyth begged him to wait a
while. He consented worriedly, wondering whether Madal
was still fleeing blindly down the way, or had managed to
dive among the grasses also. Their answer came soon.

“Creohan! Chalyth!” It was a high, frightened call. “I am
lost! T cannot find the track again!”

They exchanged meaning glances. “You cannot be far
away,” Creohan called back. “We hear you quite close to
us. Can you not see the way you came?”

Chalyth tugged at his sleeve and silently indicated the
way they themselves had come; except where their weight
still bowed the stalks, there was no trace of their passage.

“Stay where you are, Madall” Creohan cried when he had
realised the truth. “Call out every now and again, and we
will make our way to you.”

“That direction,” said Chalyth, pointing. “Maybe she is
on the other side of the track from us, in which case we will
stumble across it as we go.”

“Agreed,” said Creohan, and they set out.

But the tough stems kept twisting them aside from their
course; terror grew in Madal's calls, and when they at long

last heard her very close and thrust aside the grasses and saw™

her, she was crouched on her knees with her face buried in

her hands. When she raised it to them, it was wet with tears.

“Where is the trail?” she demanded. “Where is it?”
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St sNUFFLING, Madal rose, and they forced thei
slowly between the grasses, halting every now and again
“take a fresh bearing. It was not long, however, before
came out into a trampled clearing twenty paces wide,
centre of which a man sat incuriously watching -
curl of smoke that rose from the fire. One of :
‘creatures, gutted and bloody, lay at the edge of the ¢
space, and the arm which was missing from it was
‘above the flames. =
The man hardly turned his shaggy head :
proached. ILiresolute, Creohan addressed him.
yon know of the path that runs across this plain®”
- The stranger’s beard and hair were so tangled
that his head seemed to be a ball of whiskers; his.
dirty and if he had ever had any clothes they had lo
‘worn to shreds. Now he opened his eyes wide and
direct at Creohan, and thanstarhed,foronaofﬂ!m
~was blue and the other was brown . . .
“There is no way across this plain,” the man sa
and went back to looking at his fire. Crechan
Madal, but it was plain she had not reeogmmed
'-wrateh
Eopmg that the shoc]c would not overcome her



harshly, “Vence, you lie! Tell us where the track lies!”

- The man leapt to his feet, and in the same instant Madal
et out a sighing gasp and fainted. Chalyth saved her from
falling, before echoing Creohan incredulously.-

- “Vence! You mean—this is Madal’s lover?”

- “Is it not true?” Creohan asked the naked man fiercely,
- and he wilted under the burning stare.

-~ “Yes, it is true. And that is Madal with you yonder. I
‘had—forgotten her name—until your woman spoke it.”

— Creohan let the assumption pass. “What happened to
you?” he demanded. “What do you do here? How do yon
Live?”

- “Live?” said Vence sullenly. “As always. There is no end

to this horrible plain! T do not know how long I have tramped :

it, up and down, round and about. The days melt together
like coloured wax till they are all grey and featureless . . .”
" “Yet you are not far from your city,” said Chalyth bitingly.
“Your spirit must have failed you very soon!”

“Near the city?” Vence started. “Not so! For thirty days I
know I went forward, growing more weary and more hun-
gry, until in my last resort I stumbled across the place where -
the meat creatures breed, and I knew I must stay near
there or starve to death.” He laughed harshly. “Do I seem
to starve? Tell me that!”
~ “And do you want nothing else of life now?”

- Vence shriogged and sat down again on his haunches, his
sullen self-possession returning. “What else have I ever had
‘of life?”

“But—how do you get your meat here? You are surely
Tot strong enough to kill these brutes with your bare hands,
and the knife I see yonder in that carcass seems a puny

apon . . .

- Vence’s upper lip curled back in a derisory grin. “The
brutes are near enough human in some ways.” He seemed
to take a relish in boasting of his degradation. “You'll see




that my prize is female, if you look. All my prizes are fe-
male—like I say, they’re near enough human. For me.” -~

Creohan did not know that he had such powerful emotions
buried in him. The slap he delivered on Vence’s jaw hardly
stung his palm, but it knocked the naked man literally off his
feet, to sprawl among the trampled-down grasses. S

“You less than human thing,” said Creohan, glad in a
detached way that Madal was still unconscious and had not
heard the last words. “You may have abdicated your pur-
pose in life, but there is still a function for vou to per-
form. If you know where the meat breeds, you know where
the track runs. Set us on it, and we will be glad to see the
last of you!”

Touching his jaw wonderingly, Vence’s mismatched eyes
glared at Creohan. Then with an animal screech he threw
himself at his attacker, his mouth opening to bite at Crechan’s
throat. But the earlier blow had injured it—how, the matted

beard prevented Creochan from seeing—and when he moved

the muscles the pain was so great he cried out again and
could do no more.

Crechan bent and seized a brand from the still smouldering
fire. “If you do not lead us, I will set your hair alight, and
you will die lost and blind in the middle of this plain you
hate so much. Put out your fire in case it sets the grasses a-
light, and let us begone.”

Vence yielded, and while he was extinguishing the fire -

the only way possible to him Crechan addressed Chalyth.
“How is she?” E
“I think she recovers,” Chalyth told him, glancing down
at Madal’s white face. The pale lips moved and she bent
close to catch the words.
“Is that—is that truly Vence?”
“Yes it is. He's going to lead us out of here.”
“I have been listening,” said Madal faintly. “Tell hlm-—




_him Madal is waiting no longer.” She licked her dry
s. “Thanks to you, Crechan and Chalyth. I might have
wasted my life on something that had become a dream, had
~you not shamed me out of it. I think I am strong enough
“now to look.”
‘She opened her eyes and stared directly at her former lover,
exactly as she had looked at the meat creatures; but without
the terror.
After a moment she freed herself from Chalyth’s support,
and in a manner that was kept normal by an effort, settled
er bag on her shoulder.
- “Let us follow him.” she said.
~Sullenly Vence thrust forward through the grasses, one
‘hand parting the stems, the other clutching his painful jaw;
in this way they went on for the rest of the day. At sundown
~ they heard the laughter of the meat herds very close at hand,
~and Vence stopped. He tried to speak, but could not, and
resorted to gestures to let them know he would go no further.
- “Ifs safe enough from here, 1 think,” Creohan said in
answer to questioning looks from the women. “The breeding
ground must be quite large, for many of the brtes come
from it daily, and they must have large herds. I do not see
how we could miss it from here.”
- Vence nodded his head eagerly.

- So they went forward, leaving him in their rear, and before
they had gone fifty paces found the grasses begin to shorten
ind the ground to take an upward slope. More cheerful,
Craah&n put his muscles into the climb, but they had not yet
lﬂft_the grass when Madal spoke hesitantly.

~ “Creohan—should we leave him alone and injured as he is?
With his jaw broken, how can he eat? Will he not starve?”

a halt and was ﬁngenng the sling of her shoulder bag.

Chalyth glanced round at her, seeing that she had come 3
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“You would take Inm baek w1th y{m to yaur ye]luw Immse?
she said wonderingly. =

“No,” Madal admitted, and passed a sad hand across her S
forehead. “But is it nght that we who are seeking a way to
save the lives of people unbom should lightly throw away
those of the people of the present?” -

“You're right,” said Crechan soberly. “But ean we go
back into that sea of grass and hope to find him now?”

They could see over the waving tops of the plants by this
time; they siretched endless and featureless to the horizon.

“Vence!” Crechan shouted. “Will you come here and e
let us set your broken jaw before we go onP”

There was no reply.

After a while they turned without speaking and pressed
onwards, Madal giving an occasional suppressed sob; eventu-
ally she yielded enough to speak what was in her mind.

“Vence was. a strong and good man once,” she said. T
know that! And yet he has become—what we saw just now.
Of course, he was alone, and there are three of us, but even
if we get three times as far as he did, what will it profit us if
we become as heP” : g

“We won't,” said Creohan bluntly. “Vence went out into
the world because he was restless, because he was discon-
tented. And in the end he found he had not enough courage,
not enough knowledge of himself, to carry his purpose out.
We have come for a much more pressing reason. We are
afraid.” :

“Of what?” said Chalyth. “I know what makes me fear-
ful—that the universe is so large and I so small, and that I =
may die before I understand its largeness. But you, Crechan?”

“I suppose—because though I may be forgotten by the will
of those who come after, I do not wish there to be no one at
all who might choose to remember me. And Madal?” =

“I?” The golden-haired girl laughed nervously. “I am
afraid of becoming what Vence has become.” :




the yellow grasses there grew purple moss and lichens that

cling to otherwise naked rocks; here and there a red-leaved -

tree made obscene gestures at the sky with its branches. The
laughter of the meat creatures was never far below audibil-
ity, yet it seemed to go and come by turns.

‘T hope we have not been misled,” said Chalyth anxiously.
- “T think not,” said Crechan, who had been considering.
“If I guess rightly, within these hills we are climbing, there

is a valley shaped like a bowl, and the noise of laughter is

echoed to us by hard rocks which direct it.”

“My feet are bleeding,” said Madal inconsequently, and
Creohan glanced down; red patches did indeed stain the
shoes the girl wore.

“We will rest when we reach the top,” he promised; and

~ wondered how it was that his own body had answered so

well to the strain he had put on it. Chalyth, of course, had

~ been accustomed to fight ocean currents in the dark and

sttuggle back to shore against the outgoing tide; she was as
_ strong and supple as a good sword-blade, and by this time
. she was outstripping him.

~ Now she vanished between two high boulders, and in a
~ moment her cry came back to them: Crechan hastily, Madal
: painfnlly, made to join her.

“Your guess was right, Crechan,” she said “But this is

—enormous!”

The bowl-shaped valley was indeed there; it was not very
deep, but it was vast, and they could not see the other side
of it because a lump of something huge and weathered rose
in the middle. Creohan looked at the way the hills were piled
up about them, like mud splashed by a blow from a hammer,
and remembered the shape of certain features on Mercury
which had passed into the field of his telescope. Nodding,
‘he almost forgot to look at the vast hordes of meat which
reamed and rambled below them, tearing chunks of ripe white

Smn thexr climb became very ste_ep_indeed, and in p]ace-ﬂf =
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" * “You mave been robbing me,” the stranger declared pas-

-

sionately, “Prepare to diel”

“The man who has been robbing you,” said Crechan with
inspiration, “is named Vence, and we left him yonder on
the plain with a broken jaw. We have killed none of your
meat.”

Cantiously, so that the stranger would not be frightened,
Madal opened her bag so that it was clear they had no meat
~with them; indeed, they had eaten the last of their supplies

the previous evening. Crechan had been considering taking
_some of the carcass Vence had, but in the heat of his anger
he had forgotten, and now he was very glad.

“I see you have none of my meat,” agreed the man in a
‘meat creature’s skin. He lowered his bow in puzzlement.
“But where do you come from? Why are you here?”

“We come from the city which lies yonder over the plain,”
began Crechan cautiously, and the effect of these few words
on the other was astonishing. Abruptly he let fall his bow,
put his face in his hands, and wept uncontrollably.

“What does this mean?” demanded Chalyth wonderingly.
Madal forgot her wounded feet and sought for a way to reach
the outcrop on which the man stood; finding none, she

~ seized the lip of the rock and swung herself up by main force.
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“What ails you, my poor friend?” she said tenderly. “What
ails you?r” = : =
“You can only have had—" the man snuffied like a huge
baby “—you can only have had—one reason for making that
—terrible journey! We have failed! My brothers and I, we
have failed!” =g
“What do you meanP” Madal pressed him, stroking his
thick unkempt hair with gentle hands. i
“We give up our lives to watch over our herds, and we
send them out to all the cities as our fathers did before us
and their fathers before them since time began, and we had
thought we discharged our task well. It is longer ago than
any of us can remember since a man came to tell us we had
failed of our purpose.” —
“You have not failed,” said Madal firmly. “We did not
come here for any such purpose as that.” >
The man’s mood changed like sunlight breaking through a
stormeloud. “That is the truth?” he demanded, wiping his
eyes. : .
“It’s truth,” said Chalyth and Creohan together, and he
let out a whoop of pure joy and all but tried to run up the
sheer side of a nearby boulder. =
“Come then! Come with me to my brothers! We must
feast and rejoice, because we have not failed in our task!l Oh,
but there will be such rejoicing at this news!” He broke off,
and came to lean over the outcrop’s edge to address Chalyth
and Creohan. Mercurially, his mood had changed again,
and he seemed half angry. “Why could you not have done
this before? It is such a little thing to ask! You know, my
father lived all his life and died without once discovering
whether he had done his task well or illl I have often con-
sidered going out to one of the cities in the wake of the
herds when we turn them on to the paths they must follow
each day—just to go thither and ask if we have done well or



illl But there are few of us, and I did not know if 1 could
~ spare the time for the trip . . " :

~ “We did not—" began Chalyth, and Creohan silenced
- her with a glare. He was not minded to dispel the man’s
favourable illusions regarding their journey. :

“Come!” he exhorted, “Come down and see my brothers
and tell them what you have told me.” He dropped lightly
from the ledge, stretched out his arms to bring Madal down,
and in so doing saw her bleeding feet.

.~ “Why, you have hurt yourself for our sakel” he exclaimed.

- “You must walk no more till you are healed. I will carry you
~ to our home.”
~ And cradling the girl in his arms without eHort he led

the way downhill,

Exchanging glances, Creohan and Chalyth followed. As
‘they went, Chalyth murmured under her breath, “Did you
- suspect there were such people as he in the world?”
~~ Creohan almost laughed. “The world is so much greater

and stranger than I ever dreamed, I am surprised at no one
~ who is in it! And he has brothers, too-like himself, I am
=~ sure”

They hesitated at first when they came down to the
valley floor, for the meat stopped grazing on the cactus as
. they approached and often came towards them. But their

- guide called them by name, and spared one hand from his

~ living burden to slap their buttocks or scratch their bairy
- coats, and they laughed their demonic laugh and went away.

“ Creohan wondered how many names this man had to know
to keep track of his herds, and how it felt to send creatures
so very like himself off to their deaths each and every day.
- The “home” he had spoken of proved to be a ecave hel-
lowed out in the side of the central massif; Crechan was more
than ever certain that it could only be a vast meteorite that
-had crashed here some time in the far past. It was dark, ex-




- cept for wicks soal d"_m tallow that filled its
of bm'mng which hardly overcame the pawwfu}-. i
man occupation. There was no furniture; piles of
served apparently as beds, and a ﬁre was smokmg nea‘r h
“mouth of the cave
“Wait here,” the man ordered them "'I go to fetch m
_brothers He glanced down at Madal, and his face registere
enormous surprise—as indeed did Creohan’s—when he sa
that she had fallen asleep wath her head against the roug!
skin on his chest. =
~ He put her carefully down on one of the pﬂes of | fur
and explained that his brothers were out detailing off “the
‘herds which should go on the tracks to the cities today. G
han, puzzled by an elementary question in biclogy, asked
he had sisters also, but the word seemed to mean nothin
to him, and he let it go. :
“One thing further,” said Chalyth, before the man wwt off
- “Have you a name?” e
~ “Of coursel” the man cried. “You are strangers, and
am not known to everyone in the world as I am to everyone
~ in my valley. Hey!” he shouted to a group of meat creatures
grazing not far from the cave-mouth. “Name me!”
~ As one the meat threw back their heads and bellowa&
sereeching, laughing voices, “Arrheeharr]”
“You see?” said the man. “When a child is bom here,
show it to the meat and ask them to name it, and the
- name they give that we do not have already, it takes.”
~ Then his excxtement overcame him, and he departed
a w;ld rum,

__ The warmth of the blazmg ﬁre bmught it home to Gr'.
"ﬁlat here it was chilly; he moved to spread his hands befm'
the flames. “Well?” he said to Chalyth. “Do you ¢t
they will let us go now we have found them?”
Chalyth shuddered “Let us hope soi Greohem,




~could beasts so like men have become nothing but—food?”
~ “I think perhaps,” Crechan said thoughtfully, “it is rather
‘the other way round. Who knows how long these men—
these brothers—have guarded their precious herds in this
~ valley? Is it not more probable that the animals have be-
- come more like men over the generationsP”

“I suppose so,” said Chalyth. “But then—who is going to
~ say when they have become men, real menP Vence told
* us their females were near enough—" She choked on the
word.

“Not one of their herdsmen, for sure,” Crechan admitted.
~ “Tt would kill them to leave their task, I feel sure of it. Oh,
1 don’t know!”

- He broke off. “Loock yonder]” he said. “The threatening
~ star is showing in the sky.”

‘Whooping and shouting very like that of the meat creatures
disturbed them, and Madal stirred and sat up. Through the
gathering twilight they saw Artheeharr and his brothers
- approaching, bounding from hillock to hillock in their joy.
There were eight of them, clad as he was in skins, and one of
them bore the carcass of a freshly killed animal on his back,
while another carried a child of a few summers in his arms.
- Chalyth fearfully took Creohan’s arm, and the newcomers
clustered about them, asking questions, exclaiming in won-
der at their clothing and belongings, and demanding con-
firmation of what Arrheeharr had told ther.

“Yes, I can assure you,” Creohan declared absently as he
studied them, “never once in all my life in the city yonder
have I heard a word of complaint about the way you dis-
‘charge your task, and we owe you many thanks for your
devotion.”

This delighted them more than ever, and they fell to pre-
paring their feast; one stoked the fire, another began strip-
‘ping the carcass of its skin, a third plumped up the piles of
furs and added fresh ones to make the piles softer. Watch-




they wore that these: “broﬁlm” were in fact of |
four and four, with the child a boy. Perhaps in this life
all must work and act alike, the distinction betw
and “she” had somewhere been lost. They were aﬂ.
cular and tough- Iookmg as eech other, with one tabl
exception. :

It was to this exception that C;eohans attenhon _'_' 3!
for he read a detached intelligence in the man’s dark-brov
face as he stood a little apart from the others, neither
ing his voice to the general acclamation nor fallin
himself to aid with the preparations. He was only as tall
Chalyth, and he had a nervous, intense air.
 Creohan felt that his dark eves were pomng questx ]
~would find it impossible to answer. :

“Hoo!” called Arrheeharr from a spot near the
the dark one turned his head slowly. “Fetch the liqu
the store, won't you? This is a time of iuy!”

A ghost of a smile touched the dark man’s lips, but h
parted into the depths of the cave. While he was gone,
Creohan’s attention was caught by Madal, who had struc
up an instant friendship with the small boy, and was
coming out with him to join the group round the ﬁi‘e-

The clumsiness with which they were going" abcmt their
work seemed to irritate her, and with a questioning Took
the brawny woman carving up the meat she took a knif
- attacked the job like an expert butcher. Creohan did not
 all that passed between them, but soon he saw that the

clad “brothers” were intently watching as Madal pre
_ stone-built oven for the meat, so that it might roast

of being scorched on a spit, and sent for juicy roots-
to cook with it and flavour it. Arrheeharr dep&rted
.and retumed w1th Madals bag,!ﬁt ehind at




~ where they had first met; from it she took salt and other con-
diments, and soon a rich and appetising smell went up.
: “This I could not have done,” said Chalyth softly, and
~ Crechan saw that she was still standing at his elbow.
~ “Nor 1" he admitted. “My one fear is that she may be
so successful at gaining their favour that they may try to
prevent us departing again.”
At that moment Hoo returned with a barrel made of a
hollowed cactus stem, so heavy that he could barely carry it,

= and Arrheeharr scooped the thick; sweetish, fermented juice

it held into bowls of the same material for everyone to drink.
- Creohan and Chalyth took it cautiously, finding it not un-
pleasant, but Madal-hot and thirsty with her work at the
fire—drank it down as if it had been spring water and de-

- manded more.
Shortly the feast began; they sat around the fire on their

- haunches, tearing at the meat with their fingers. It was not

to the visitors’ taste; still, they were so hungry and Madal’s
skill had made the meat so appetising, they did not let nicety
of manner hinder them. Curious stares fell on Madal as the

~ “brothers” tasted her work, and Arrhecharr declared that
= ~ mever before had he known meat so good. Hoo, licking his

fingers, studied Madal with interest, but made no comment.

When they had eaten their fill, two of the brothers got up
and began a shambling dance around the fire, like the gait
of the meat creatures; they too laughed as they went. The
night blackened about them, and the curious meat gathered
at the edge of the circle of firelight, but did not intrude.
Flushed with liquor and delight, the pain of her feet forgot-
ten, Madal brought her harp and began to improvise a wild
- melody that matched the dance; shortly it had become a
— crazy rout in which everyone but Creohan and Chalyth ap-
- peared to have joined.

But not quite everyone.




A voice spoke out of a shadow behind Creohan, mhtly
pitched so that it could be heard clearly despite the shouting =

of the dancers and the ringing of the harp. “I do not think
you came here for the reason Arrheeharr so glibly accepted,”

said the speaker.

Creohan swung round, and saw Hoo gazing at him from =

the dimmess. There was nothing threatening about his man-
ner; he had merely made a statement of fact.

“It is true,” Creohan admitted; nodding. “But it is like-
wise true that your meat has come faithfully and in sufficient
numbers since I can remember and probably for long before |
that.” '

“So?” Hoo shrugged. “This has been done—what has
it profited wus, or anyone? For all we knew, we might have
been acting out a meaningless ritual, alone on the surface of
a devasted globe , . .” His face drew into a scowl. =

“For someone who has spent his life in this valley,” said
Creohan, glancing at Chalyth and seeing that she was rapt
in watching the dance, “you speak with strange knowledge.”

“We have stories among ourselves from the days when

men and women of the cities used to come here often—in the

time of my father’s father’s father’s father’s father. 1 alone,
I think, of all of us have believed that there might be truth
in these stories.” He fixed Crechan with his gaze. “Why
then did you come hereP The truth, this time!”

Creohan told him, unwillingly, but in full.

“I see,” said Hoo at long last. “So we are indeed wasting

our lives to no end save to support communities of idle

dreamers who have never given us a thought. Faugh! If

I could draw down that star you speak of to burn this earth |
up tomorrow instead of when I am long dead, I would do it.
And laugh!” e
He spat very deliberately into the fire, and rose and dis--
appeared, leaving Creohan silent behind hn:n =24
“Oh, my life!” said Chalyth faintly; she seemed to have
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~low pit close at hand, and when he saw Crechan retumn he
~came to put a huge arm round his shoulders.
~ “Never can I remember such a time of joy!” he declared.
. “It is good that you came here. You must stay long with
~ us, so that you may tell your city all about us when you go
“back.”
~ “We—cannot stay,” said Crechan huskily, and Arrheeharr
~ looked to be about to burst into tears again. “No, we must
- go on to visit another city beyond here—but when we pass

~this way again, we will have another such feast together.”
-~ Arrheeharr looked slightly cheered by this vague promise,
- though Hoo’s lip curled at the corner as if he would spit this
~ time at Creohan himself. Then Madal spoke up.
~ “Crechan—I—I shall not be going with you.”

“What?” said Creohan disbelievingly.

“I like these people,” said Madal. “For of all the people
have ever known, these are the only ones performing useful
- duties; I have known since I saw Vence as he had become
“that unless I found a task for myself, I—the I inside myself—
~would never amount to anything at all. Look here!”
- She drew out what she had been hiding in her bosom, and
Creohan saw that it was one of the yellow flowers from the
- wall of her house, its petals now brown and withered, but

the seed-case in the centre ripe and hard.
-~ “There are five seeds in this pod,” she said. “From each
‘seed I can grow just such another home as mine, and I shall
_plant them here, beside the cave. I could not come among
~these people unless I brought a gift to make up for the intru-
- sion; I found when I could not follow Vence that I loved my

_yellow home more than anything in the world, and I think
this is a fitting gift—"

~ Her voice broke, and Arrheeharr hastened clumsily to
~ comfort her as she had comforted him.




“But if we— Well, ﬂlﬂ!}, Crechan yielded, “we shzﬂl ﬁi’f-f
on alone.”
“Not so,” said Hoo, and his brother looked mcredulously-
at him. “I will go with you from here.” =
“What?” Arrheeharr demanded.

“I do not think it is right that of all the cities to which we
send meat only one should send to thank us,” Hoo declared.
“You will have an extra hand here now; I can be spamd T
go to these other cities and ask why they have never given us
a thought!” -

Relieved above measure that Hoo had not revealed the
truth about their mission and thus deprived his “brothers™
of their simple happiness, Crechan was effusive in welcoming
the suggestion, and Chalyth, on coming back from her bathe
in the spring as fresh and beautiful as a newly opened flower,
raised no objection. =

“We shall travel with the meat.” said Hoo decidedly, and
Arrheeharr let out a volley of protests. :

“How can we spare three trained steeds? We have only -
ten between us, and it takes a year to break another!” s

“Madal will not be riding before a year is out, I am sure,”
said Hoo pointedly, and before his brother could speak
further, threw back his head and ye]led in a giant voice, three
times. =
At once three of the meat grazing creatures ceased their
grazing and shambled towards the cave. “Now,” said Hoo,
“we shall spend the time before the meat is due to be dis-
patched in showing these two strangers how to ride.”

He brooked no denial, and in the end—more temptml
perhaps by the hope that more people would come fo .
thanks for their supplies of meat than convinced by Hoo
words—his “brothers” all agreed to the project. 3

Towards the end of the day, then, mounted on the amaz- :
ingly tractable and gentle meat creatures, the three of m




: take any, other ‘than yom-s for we ha\te nothmg E

e us except guesswork.”

turned and waved farewell to the keepers of tha"
among whom stood Madal, looking very small and
gile compared to the huskiness of her new “brothers.”
hope,” said Chalyth sincerely, “that she has made a
choice.”

‘as ours,” said Creohan with an assumed ctmﬁ-_ :
, and urged Ius steed into the wake of Hoos. =
This journey was a better one than their first. The way
m through country that was bare beside the plain of
yellow grasses; here, low scrub with leaves of red and
‘and deep sea-green clung first to the sides of the
tains and then spread out more thickly over a narrow
~that had a gentle downward slope. Except for the
ait of his mount, and the heavy animal smell that
_his nese from its coat, Crechan found himself be-
g to enjoy the trip. They spoke little among them-
‘except once when Creochan asked whether Hoo had
eft the valley before like this, and was told never; for
 mostpart they were ocoupied with their own thoughts.
r a time, they found that they could even ignore the
: Iaughter which the herd uttered ever louder as it put
- behind it.
ight passed, and the next day, and they did not so
__halt to rest. At intervals Hoo jockeyed his steed
to the others’ and passed to them sips of liquor and

C_reahan ate with a wﬁL l_mt Chalyth had to a_]_.]gw

ch:-mty shail we gn?” Craehan de:manded, and Hﬂt}' =

cold meat left over from the feast, which he had
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~well advanced they were relieved to find the laughter of

to

_ “They are not very much like men,” said Hoo, th
time she had refused to take any. “Remember I |
all my life among them. Never once have 1 seen t
-as a man may act—without compulsion, of his own free
They do not speak among themselves; they have never
ated anything, though they will ape a man’s doings.
that, I think, is due only to the fact that they have n :
else to imitate.” - St
Slightly reassured, the third time Chalyth ater
The air grew warmer as they descended; apparently
hindered by their burdens, their mounts kept pace wit
leaders of the herd, and tirelessly pushed onwards. At
they came to a river that flowed along the lowest level '_
valley, and Hoo glanced at the sky which was now dar
again, i
“Meat should arrive in the city during the night,” h
“We cannot have more than another few hours™ jc
Splashing and leaping among the pools that fringe
slow-flowing stream, the meat jolted them and rubbed
on their arms and legs where they clung to the back o 1€
steeds. Crimly, they obliterated the pain from their m
seeing that Hoo did not complain, and when the night
leaders quietening.
“This must be near our destination,” said Crechan.
look!” e
He flung up an arm, and pointed to where a host of lig
wheeled and circled in the sky. “Under them!” he said
But Hoo seemed to pay no attention. “I like this not
all,” he said sharply. “Can you not tell that the br
nervous? Something is frightening them!” He sni




. his head as if still undecided. He urged his mount
: the others began to scent it too: a stink of a vast
utrefaction, that loaded the clean night breeze with sugges-
ns of all-embracing decay. .
“Do you hear, too?” demanded Hoo. “Ahead of us, there

Jaughter like the meat’s—but faint, and dispirited!”

Now they emerged on to a table of rock overlocking the
city, but the circling lights were below them, and prevented
them from making out anything that went on there. They
‘had to contain themselves in patience as they descended, the
stink mounting with every yard of their progress.

“What are those brightly-coloured things?” Hoo asked,
and Creohan told him about them.
~ They passed through a point at which the lights almost
~ beat about their heads, and then they could see.

- Ahead, stretched a gigantic cemetery. On the side near to
them, herds of meat milled about pointlessly, seeming very
weak and on the point of collapse. Their own herd, copying
their fellows, ceased their steady advance and not all the
urging of Hoo could make them continue.
“Dismount!” ordered Hoo, taking command naturally,
d they slid to the ground gratefully. But he did not mean
o rest; he strode forward and they perforce went with him,
till they stood among corpses. ;
The dead meat lay tumbled about them, on the ground, in
the branches of houses that had run wild and grown into
unbelievable tangles, all but blocking the road; some of the
carcasses were fresh, those beyond were crawling with the
worms of decay, and in the heart of the city, to which they
metrated with difficulty, they were clean white skeletons.
“So this is why one city, at least, did not send to thank us
“our work!” said Hoo in a voice of tremendous anger,
d while Chalyth and Crechan stood looking about them
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“That—" said Chalyth, and swallowed. “ThatsaW
- “It is indeed,” Hoo answered, and Creohan stared at
"I did not know you sent out meat when it was so y
andsma]lasthat he began. Hoo cut him short.
: “We don’tl” He set the grinning bone on his
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HE skuLL by the stump of neckbone beneath it as
a club, Hoo looked round for the source of the
k shadows gathered among the heaped skeletons,

was looking at them. He was not alone; he was

small in stature, barely reaching Chalyth’s e_lbovi;
brown body was protected with tough leather
and leggings, and on his head was a round white half-
- that could only have been made from one of the meat
s* skulls. A broad-bladed axe rested lightly in his
s he looked at them.

ing satisfied, he gestured to someone out of s:ght,

en others accoutred as he was sprang into view. Creo-
a little nervously, said, “Who are you? And what do

da time been, you ull do,” the first man to show
f replied. A mirthless grin accompanied the words;
<e with an accent unlike any Creohan had ever heard
the contagion of dead languages introduced by
ns, his home city was full of strange accents. But
had spoken fluently; this was patently his native

~wid us,” he added, and Hoo and Crechan axdmngéd_




=3 “Maybe these are the survivors of whatever '_
- the rest of this city’s people—"
“We uh whatever overw'elmed dis peoplel” declared
little brown man proudly. “It is well you doan resist!” ]
- turned his back contemptuously, and the others like him
pressed close at the travellers” backs. Tiredly, they went fo
ward. 3
Behind them the insane Jaughter of the meat grew fain
the reek of rotting carcasses was blown away from this di
tion, and they could breathe more freely. But it was with
heavy heart that Crechan looked at the wild-growing hmt i
- through which they passed and read into this riot of wil
vegetation the splendour which must once have reigned
The city must have been twice the size of his own, as he
already guessed from the much larger herd of meat which
they had come with. And yet now it was a desolation.
Hoo kept his thoughts to himself, but it was plain £
the wide-eyed sadness on Chalyths face that she too.
puzzling over the fate of this fine city. '
They came into clearer roads, along which their cn;ifﬁrs
escorted them at a near-run that strained their weary musc
Attempts to slow the pace resulted in insults and jeers ﬂ!&t‘
had something to do with their greater tallness, and Crechan
began to see a pattern in the little men’s behaviour,
They reached a causeway, irregular now and patched
lichens, but which must once have been a splendid road :
the bank of the river. The river, indeed, was still th
- was probably the same one that the herd of meat had
- along the banks of on their way here. At the brink the
halted, and on glancing down they saw that a whole
boats lay tied up to a cable stretched from bank to
bows to the sluggish stream. Men—all little, all brown
skin, all clad in leather armour—guarded them. '
“Du\m, said the Ieader, and indicated a ﬂlght :




~ grown steps that led to the muddy riverside. When they
 hesitated, his face twitched into a snarl, and with a broad-
side blow of his axe he struck Chalyth in the buttocks, so
that she cried out and fell forwards, losing her footing and
tumbling headlong into the stagnant mud.
Creohan looked at Hoo, and found they had come to the
same decision at the same instant. Forgetting their sores and

~ their stiffness, they turned to their nearest neighbours, Hoo

taking the cocky little leader and Crechan another man,
seized them by the arms and pitched them bodily as far as

. _ they could into the river. Two splashes sounded as one;

the guards waiting on the boats straightened with shouts of
alarm.

How light and fragile these little men werel Crechan
thought. But their axes were not; one whistled past his head
‘as he moved aside. The weight of the blade took the weapon
to the ground before its wielder could recover; Creohan
seized his chance, and sent a second victim after his first. And
another, and another, while Hoo did the same.

__“As light and insubstantial as air,” said Hoo scornfully.
“Pd like to see one of these children wrestle with a rogue
meat creature as I have had to dol”

The causeway was clear of their escorts; splashes from the

_ water told them where the little men were swimming to the

- safety of their boats. Crechan possessed himself on an axe

~ dropped by one of them in his involuntary and quite literal

- flight from the scene, and started down the steps to see to
~ Chalyth .,

He exclaimed anxiously when he saw her; she had sunk to

~ her knees in the clinging wetness of the bank, and her futile

struggles were only sinking her ever deeper. A rusty metal

_ ring was set in the wall of the causeway near at hand, and

he grasped it while stretching out his other arm towards her.

- It was no use—the distance was too great.

= - “Let me!” said Hoo, and Crechan gave place; the other’s




spanwasgreaterthanhis Chalythﬁiedvamlymeomaelm-\-
er; by now the sucking mud was up to her thighs, and he
face was set and frightened. =
“So!” said Hoo, linking his fingers in hers. He tugg’eé
and hauled; Creohan tried to find a footing for himself a
come to Chalyth’s aid also, but wherever he stepped }:us fee
began to smk in. CIRs
“Not so,” said a quiet voice at hand, and he glanced
round in fright to see that one of the boats on the river had
put close in to the bank. On its thwarts stood two of the
little brown men with coils of rope around their arms, and
the stern sat a third—the one who had spoken. Creohan had
no time to take in details of their appearance, for this last
gave urgent instructions.
“Da one widda hand on da metal ring] Take da mpa
an’ tread it trough! Baseena, trow uh loop over da woman—"
Hoo seized the end of the rope that was tossed to him and
passed it through the ring; one of the men in the boat
made a loop in his coil of rope and dropped it over Chalyth’
shoulders. :
“So,” said the man in the stern. “Com help us haull”™
The boat rocked as Hoo and Crechan serambled aboard,
and laid hands to the ropes. With the pulley action of the
ring and both of them hauling hard, the mud yielded Chal;*th
up and she spmwied panting across the foot of the steps
“So. Help her in da boat,” said the man in the stern, and
they did so. Mud ran and dripped down her legs as she
stood shivering in the night breeze, but she was calming, and
in answer to Creohan’s eager questions insisted she was a&
right.

Not satisfied, but curious, Crechan studied the man who
sat watching them from the stern. He wore a robe that hid
his body from shoulders to feet; on his head was a woven
cap shot with glistening sequins, and the axe laid across h




ot uy cost me tirteen of my best fighters” said he
Creohan could speak, and, scenting a threat of re-
1 n implied in the words, Hoo hastily answered.

" “We only threw them in the river! Theyll be no more
i wet and sorry for themselves!”
n answer, the man in the stern gestured, and they turned
e a wet head bob up from the river alongside the next
at from the shore. The guard on the boat raised and let
 his axe, and the head went floating down the current. The
dy, spurting blood that looked black in the light from
i, sank where it was.
‘are no good any more. Dey have been beaten by a
¢ of deir number,” said the man in the stern, and shrug-
Then he snapped at the men with the ropes, and they
_on a painter at the bows which returned their vessel,
ng, to the cable stretched across the river.
‘ou are not from dis city,” the man went on, making it a

“Neither are you,” he said. “but how could you tell?”
“Och! Dis city’s dead.” The man spat over the side. “Like
da dis city’s dead.”

: lyth gave a little gasp, and Hoo took a step forward
which made the boat roll heavily. “All the rest are dead?”
demanded. “They can’t bel” "

ie man in the stern gave a sad smile. “But dey can be,”
ntradicted, “Dey are! See!” He made a large gesture
took in everything within a half circle to his left. “All
dere we roamed an’ wandered, and we found—dis. Again,
‘again. No, dat is all dere is left now.”

oices, curious to know what the noise had been, called
“the river; the man in the stern guieted them with a
order, and sighed. S

 now my people com back from da city, an’ dey tell




~ belong here. Were you from?”
“We are not from a city,” lied Creohan, and to
the man took the statement at face value. =
~ “Dat I know. If you came from a city, I ud uv con
it. But dere are only dead cities now. Dis is de end
I know.” == = ==
He was interrupted in his melancholy refrain by the a
—hand over hand along the cable to which the boats
moored—of just such a cocky little man as had led the
_that had captured them. He hesitated with one foot
- bow on seeing Hoo, Chalyth and Creohan, but a

“Lord, we uv been trough da city. Dere is no «¢

“Go!” said the man who had been addressed as
and he went, to be followed by another, and another
still more like him—just as many, Crechan nioticed,
- were boats moored on the river. And at the same time
boats—including their own—began to fill with the lit
men, who laid down their axes as they sat on the

and took up broad paddles instead.

The three strangers stood together at the lord
waiting for this strange performance to end. In w
they asked each other who these people might be and
- to no solution. Chalyth, the mud sticky and foul .
body, kept glancing longingly at the water over the : i
in the end could stand it no more. Clothes and all, she
- down into the river and rinsed the dirt away in water

_ that less filthy. — ' e

~ At last one party alone had not filled its boat,




nominiously defeated. The lord laid aside his axe, which was
atently far too heavy for him ever to wield in combat, and
e to his feet, at which the men in the boats slid forward
to their knees, and Crechan had his guess confirmed.
The lord stood head and shoulders above any of his men—
- but his long robe concealed tall wooden platforms strapped
- to his feet, which clumped betrayingly as he moved.
~ These people, then, must be jealous of taller races; it
- would be that jealousy which had driven them to lay waste
- cities such as this—and Crechan saw no reason to doubt the
~ truth of the boast which the cocky leader of the party they
“had first met had made—"“we uh whatever overw'elmed dis
- peoplel”
- And now they had no more cities to conquer; now they
- were returning again and again to the scenes of past victories
- in the hope of finding people there—taller people, whom they
~could humble and bring low.

So there were no more cities here—but how about his own
city? Crechan almost snapped his fingers with impatience
at himself. Of course: they had crossed a ridge of hills, and

_ probably an isthmus, therefore his city must face a different
ocean from the one over which these people had spread de-
struction. All hope was not yet lost; somewhere, there might
still be more cities where all love of Earth and ability to act
was not vet lost.

From his post in the stern, the lord gave orders to cast

- loose the mooring cable, and one by one the boats swung

~ about and made for the sea, downstream.




~ “Srr,” instructed the lord, and they did so a
Chalyth, shivering from her dip, pressed close to C
warmth, while Hoo, his dark face brooding, set
his palm and his elbow on his knee to stare at the
who had so completely taken control of their destiny

“W’at were you doing in da city?” the lord a
Creohan, hoping that his guesses were good ones,

“You look for cities to conquer. We—who are done
cities—seek to conquer a star.” = <=

The statement made so bluntly filled the lord’s
sudden awe, and he clasped his heavy axe and laic
his knees again as if it would protect him from—from
ever he feared about these people bigger than
lighted, Crechan went on, and felt Chalyth squeeze
to show that she understood what he was doing.
~ “You have searched up and down this :
from which this river runs inland—and you have
em%awty cities, Is not that so? Why then do you 20
mgr . =2
- Pleased to find something these people did
lord shrugged. “It is among our people dat




can become a king he must prove himself and conquer a city
-of da biggest people. For ten, for maybe twelve generations
~ we uv ad no king—my fader, like myself, was only a lord.
~ For dere are no more cities to conquer.” :
- “You come from an island far out in the sea,” suggested
- Creohan, making another reasonable guess, and the lord
- Creohan continued; before they had reached the river’s
~mouth, he had established all he needed to know. Far to
- the north and south the coastline stretched unbroken; a short
~ way inland lay a line of hills which these people had never
~ crossed—they were tied so closely to the sea and to their
~ boats, and they had found so many cities on or near the sea,
* that they had made the tacit assumption no one could live
- elsewhere. For the sake of his home city he was very glad;

" a band of these men arriving by the route he and Chalyth
~ had taken would have laid the place waste in a day, and this
“lord would have become a king.
 Soon the man’s tongue was loosened, and he began to tell
~ them of the legendary exploits of his ancestors. Creohan was
‘shaken, but not altogether surprised, to find them similar to
- tales he had heard from Historians at home. The race of
- which these few boatloads of warriors were the last remnant
- must once have made a tremendous mark on the world.
“And where do you go now?” Crechan demanded at last,
- when the sky was greying towards dawn and the sound of
surf on a beach had announced that they were about to
* change from fresh water to salt.
- “We go on,” said the lord hopelessly. “Somew’ere—maybe
~even now—dere remains a city.”
- Creohan rose to his feet slowly, and looked down on the
- Jord. “We will guide you to a land where you have never
~ been,” he said solemnly. “We will show you the way to a
~ victory such as your people have never seen!”

The lord, disliking to look up to Creohan, and yet afraid




- to stand up in his turn in case he lost his balance on the
thick soles strapped to his feet, shifted uneasily. “Den w'ere
shall we go?” he demanded.

At that instant, something flapped and swooped overhead,,_ ' 5
looking up, Crechan saw that it was a covey of lights fleeing

before the dawn from the deserted city they had left. In-
spiration took hold of him. >
“Do you know where the flying lights go to?” he asked,-
and the Jord shook his head. _
Rapidly Crechan told how Hoo and Arrheeharr and th&ir =
“brothers” had kept the herds of meat, and how he and

Chalyth had chanced across them. Perhaps the lights too

had a breeding ground, from which they set out to cities on

both sides of this great ocean; he, as an astronomer, should <
find little difficulty in guiding this fleet by his knowledge of
the stars to the opposite coast where none of the little brown o

warriors had ever been.
“You t'ink da lights com from da star yon go to conquex?".
said the lord dubiously. “Dat is w'y you go after dem?”
Crechan let the assumption pass unchallenged the lord
thought for a while, and then bowed his head in agreement,

It had been an anxious moment for Creohan, wondering =
whether his offer would appeal enough to the man’s ambitions

to allow him to compromise with his hatred of people larger
than himself, and even now, despite the fact that he and Hoo
had gained some sort of respect by their disposal of the thir-
teen warriors, they would have to beware of treachery. But
at least they had been saved long and fruitless searching up
and down the land they were now leaving.

The boats rocked and staggered through the surf where
the river ran into the sea; dawn shone bright across a vast and
open expanse of water. The lord enpped his hands round his
mouth and gave orders that the fleet should follow tha
line the lights had taken, and no one questioned it. :




Ignoring his passengers, the lord then lay down on the
‘stern thwart, curling himself like a baby, and went to sleep;
cramped, uncomfortable, but willing, the three travellers did
the same in the bottom of the boat. '

~ When they awoke; they were out of sight of land, and they
id not see a shore again for fourteen days. :

The matter-of-factness with which these people undertook
journeys beside which Glyre’s vaunted trip to his deserted
is?ﬁnds Was puny, never ceased to amaze Crechan. They
‘treated their boats as home; they slept at their posts, their
addles across their knees, they ate and drank without leaving
eir places. When there was need of food, a group of men
would be told off to dive overboard and search the near
aters, harpoons in hand; seldom did they fail to return with
“great fishes, or clams, or polypods, or at the worst with
Jumps of juicy free-floating algae that—once the travellers
ad got over the qualms they felt at eating something which
“was still living when they got it to their mouths—drove
unger away swiftly.

On the second day, when the fleet had hove to for such a
fishing expedition, Chalyth went to join the swimmers, and
gained their admiration by returning with a fish bigger than
two of the little men could have handled between them;
Creohan watched with no little envy, for he felt lonely and
ost in this emptiness of sea.

They were able to talk little together, naturally, for though
the space nearest the lord’s place in the stern had been left
free for them—in the other boats, it was used for storage of
food and weapons—they could not get far away from the
lord’s acute ears.
~ Under cover of the to-do which accompanied Chalyth’s
return with her prize, then, Creohan seized his chance and

poke to Hoo. The dark man had kept himself to himself
since they came aboard, as though all purpose in life had -




been drained from him on discovering how much of his
family’s work had indeed gone for nothing. e
“Hoo!” said Creohan. “What think you of these people?”
Hoo raised his bushy eyebrows and spat into the sea.
“I feel for you,” said Creohan sincerely. “Yet they may
redeem their deeds of savagery and violence if they convey
us safely across the ocean. They have already saved us from =
much futile time and trouble.”
“Saved you from it,” said Hoo dispassionately. “If it were
not that I should be disbelieved, I would go back to tell
my brothers just how stupid we have been all our lives. And N
tell me thisl When we do cross the ocean, and supposing we |
do find other cities on the shore yonder, how will you be —=
able to quiet your conscience in the knowledge that you
have carried the seeds of destruction thither? Hey?” s
Crechan could not answer, and Hoo, giving him a final
glance of scorn, sank back into his sullen silence. HE S

Shortly Chalyth came back on board, laughing and merry,
and having wrung out her dark hair sat naked on the gun-
wale to dry herself in the warm breeze. “Crechan!” she
called to him. “You must learn to swim and come with ws—it's e
wonderful down here! It’s so different from the shallow waters
I have known before, and the creatires are big and blunder-
ing and foolish—" :

Hoo glanced up at her and said cuttingly, “You must feel
quite at home down there.” e

Chalyth flushed and bit her lip, and when she descended
into the bottom of the boat demanded of Crechan what was
wrong. Thoughtfully, Creohan explained, but had no chance
to ask Chalyth’s opinion before the lord, who had been super-
vising the fishing, resumed his place and the paddlers began
their rhythmic driving again.

After that it became habitual for Chalyth to join the fishers
and she was soon accepted as a leader among them. Hoo




ined silent and apart as far as possible, and Creohan
Tled his brains for an answer to the problem of how to
stop these people short of wreaking destruction on the far
_shore as complete as they had wrought on their own.
till they followed the line of flight the lights had taken,
| fourteen days slipped away. The lord grew more and
‘e anxious, though he tried not to reveal the fact, and
rechan caught many suspicious glances thrown at him. He
was relieved beyond measure when at last his guess was
roved right; two or three hours past dawn on the fifteenth
day a covey of lights—in their drab daytime garb—flew over-
ead and were plainly seen to strike downwards to a knob of
“island which soon locomed up on the horizon.
3 ﬁm_at excitement filled the boats; even Hoo rose from
is apathy to look as they pulled in towards a rounded, veg-
tation-clothed beach, beyond which lights that must have
been numbered in the millions crowded and clustered, fly-
ng, perching, sometimes even doing something Creohan had
iever suspected they might do—squawking.
“You a right dis far,” said the lord from his seat in the
stern. “1 “ope very much you a right all da way!”
“From here we have only to follow the line of flight of
nother group of lights if they strike out across the sea in the
sposite direction,” pointed out Creohan, and was uncom-
tably aware of Hoo's eyes on him again.
They put in to shore, and groups of warriors disappeared
scout the island, returning with two items of information:
at the place was devoid of human beings, and that the
hts smelled like good eating, Accordingly, the boats were
beached, a camp made, and orders given that the party was
o remain until they had determined at what time and in
vhat direction lights did depart for the far coast

No one took any notice of the three travellers, being too
cited at the prospect of actually finding a new land to



~was seen thereafter at occasional in bing an
rocks which stuck out of the sea not far from the be
did as Creohan expected—walked moodily off by h
Creohan himself hastened to take advantage of this ¢
to find out something about the way of life of the strange
creatures that bred here.
And yet he learned nothing he might not have g
They bred here; from high ledges, families of young
dived hesitantly into the air and tried their wings. They =
indeed eat, and broke open hard-shelled molluses by drop-
ping them from a height on to the rocks or seized sn
fishes that were unwary enough to break the surface, |
the pattern of their behaviour—the reason for their regular,
deliberately timed flights to illuminate cities which now :
no use for them—that remained an enigma. =
Weary, he returned to the beach at the end of the day.
accepted a portion of roasted light for his meal: as the s
had suspected, they were delicious. There was no sign ,é
Chalyth, and he grew worried; he sat up long after he would
willingly have been sleeping like the rest of the party, until
she stole up from the beach with a little of the phosphon
cence of the waves stll clinging to her hair. =
“Where have you been?” Crechan demanded. “T has
been worrying about you.” _
“I've made some new friends,” said Chalyth with a s i
and Creohan had to be content with that as an answer. -
In the course of the night several parties of lights did
away over the sea towards the opposite coast, which satis
fied the lord greatly, and accordingly at daybreak the
were launched again into the surf, and they resumed
even progress. s
Only one thing seemed different about this half of
The sea was as wide, the rhythm of the paddlers only s
less regular—for they were growing stale as the days
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~ “WE ARE VERY near now,”

'mght darkened so they

wheushemmeabeardfmm“o&le:phmgsr i
onfhetwelfthdayafﬂmrmyugesmdmw
gave her a puzzled stare.

“Howdayoukmw?”heashed,butsheaﬂy'
head, smiling.

“Yauhave]ittleﬁmeleﬂ then, to find a way
conscience,” said Hoo sarcastically, and Chzl)’ﬁh
wide-eyed look of innocence.

“But I have already found that way,” she
thatrmgmgmtlmrearstﬁeyhadtabeﬂhnt,
returned to his place and they went onward,

And indeed they were very near; soon after
nightd:eyagammwaeweyofhghtsdim-mt&
butﬂnshmetheybeganmcmﬁewﬂhont

carious balance. “Dere is a mty[ he -shou

new city for us to conquer!”
Ashnutafdelightwentup&maﬁ&e




em the chance of reaching shore alive? :
poke up in a cool voice. “Is it not dangerous to
 strange shore i darkness? The lights may not
: wough to give warning of sunken rocks.” =
men are too skilled to strike rocks even in darkness,”
“lord carelessly. “Well, big people—you uv paid da
, for da tirteen warriors you cost me. 1 fink we uv no
need of you.” ;
said Hoo quietly, and rose to his feet. =
said Chalyth, and glanced at her companions. “Pre-
to swim!” Without a second’s hesitation she dived
ard, and in the same moment their boat gave a sicken-
dder and two boards stove in amidships. A rush of -
ﬁacﬁéedrmd the feet of the incredulous paddlers, so
Jord’s gaiety dissolved into panic. =
0o lost no time; he grabbed Creohan bodily and heaved
er the side ‘after Chalyth, following himself. Before
onished brown men had got over their shock, Chalyth
1m up to them, her body glimmering whitely under
water. - - ; =

han, spluttering and frightened, still understood when
old him to slip out of his clothes for freedom and follow
nother of the boats was sinking now, and before they
well clear of the scene a third and a fourth were like-
33 gdown, == == : 3
for the shore,” Chalyth whispered. “We will not
o go far on our own,” =

mprehending, but willing to let her take command,

-d, and saw as they went that every last one of the ——
’s boats had been stove in. They had barely had

that fantastic fact when a face loomed up in



sawatencethat:twasmtuniustsuchabm_
body as he had seen following the boats. '
“T told you I had made a new friend,” said Cha}yﬂ:;
and swam up to the ereature, gesturing. It wrigpled
in modesty; Crechan almost thought to see it blush.
“Come!” Chalyth whispered, and under her guidance
took hold of the broad finned tail her “friend” had in
of feet. As soon as they had a secure grasp, the animal
gan to swim by undulating its body, so that the rush i
water almost left them behind. :
- The brilliance of the lights in the sky grew; the wsmr
came shallow enough to stand in, and at that point Chaly
directed them to let go, which they did. The creature whiéfb"’
had helped them swung in a tight cirele and paused in f |
of them for a second; Chalyth stroked the huge blunt h
briefly, and then it was gone.
- They stood chest-high in the shallows and looked up at the
shore; there was a city here under the lights, though not . '_'__
a city -as Creohan had ever known, and there were
His spirits rose.
“How did you manage it, Chalyth?” said Hoo quietly; |
he seemed to have recovered his self-possession entirely,
“Once, a long time ago, his people were friends and
vants of human beings,” said Chalyth. “T had met many
kind before—it was one such as he, Creohan, who brought
that golden helmet from the islands Glyre thed._ :
member?” :
“l do,” said Creohan; it seemed like a century m
had been told of that. _ -
“So when I asked him to help us, he did so gladl
followed our boats, and as soon as we came in sight
circling lights, he butted in the sides with his snout. So
though, the brown men will be following us hither; we




&rippln_ : i el

n towards the edge of the sea was commg a gmup of
d women with skins as yellow as old gold and liquid
. Some of them were clad in flowing blue and white
but most wore short and occasionally ragged kirtles.
v were of all ages; the tallest among them would overtop
an by half a head, but he was an exception. They were
ing excitedly as they approached, and Crechan realised
smkmg heart that he could not understand them.

; -th‘e'beach the neweomers stopped, and the three of
ded inshore stiffly. Crechan reflected on what a sight
must look: all naked, he and Hoo shaggy of hair and
rd—but clean, at least, after their soaking.
who seemed to be a leader among the mhabltants
them up and down thoughtfully, and then addressed
m musically. He had no weapons, nor did any of his
anions, and Crechan wondered what they would have
-had the brown savages reached their goal unhindered.
¢ said, “Do any of you speak our tonguef”
man and woman dressed identically in blue gowns an-
ered him together, speaking with a far better accent than
- brown warriors. “Yes, some of us do.”
han summarised their story briefly, and 4t the end was
ised when the woman laughed. The man turned to
ret to the others, while she spoke to Crechan.
ame is Liang-liang, and I am a student of history.
r that many times in the past such people have in fact
t of the east and thought to prey on us, but each
have sent them away. This time, thanks to you, it
simpler than ever.” She turned to Chalyth. “It is
have borrowed the help of the People of the Sea;
shall undsrtake tﬂ repay your debt fm' you. T




“You have mest the brown peaplé, then?” Creohan &ﬁfé‘
“Of course. Though, as we each time drove them away

in disgrace, they would not remember our meeting. You
shall see how simple it is to frighten them, for their spirits
in truth are as small in stature as their bodies. Come with
us into the city, and we will clothe and feed you a’nd-lét'?'f
rest, for you must be weary of your tribulations.”
The group was breaking up; young men and women in
kirtles were departing at a run to attend to something alor
the beach, and the leader, who seemed to have been amused
to hear Creohans story as it was translated to him, !a_ ]
quietly as he also turned to go.
Their path took them over soft, smooth sand, which was'
as well for their salt-caked feet. They passed among houses
which were unlike any Chalyth or Creohan had ever seen;
for these were plainly made by human hand and not grown
from seed; they were simple and low-built and square, and
around each of them was a plot of land where plants grew i
straight, tidy lines. This was a community that differed ver
widely from his own, and Creohan wondered if here h
might find knowledge that would enable him to do somethin
—anything—towards averting the fate of the world. At the
least, these people would probably listen to him with under-
standing,. :
“Crechan!” said Chalyth abruptly. “Look therel” i
And he saw it with a pang of despair. Unmistakable i
the light from abeve, squat and huge, there reared up j
such another House of History as the one in their own city
where they had waylaid Glyre and leamt of the desolation |
the islands he loved.
“Here, too . . .” he said sickly, and did not have ﬂab-_
heart to finish thie- stabemant. :

They were taken into one of the houses and given gowns
of white and plain woven sandals for their feet; their |



their beards singed to manageable length. They did no.
than submit, for the strain of their voyage had left

n exhausted. s
“Come back to the beach, now,” said Liang-lang when
e was done. “By now the little brown men should be
nming to shore, and you will find it amusing how we con-
‘them.”

They went accordingly, and indeed it was amusing. 1t
s simple, too. No one of ordinary stature was in sight at all,
though crowding behind trees and bushes were perhaps a
andred people armed with lanterns in front of which were
laced jointed wooden figures. Fires had been lighted that
ve off huge drifts of smoke and obscured the houses; on
Jis smoke the shadows of the little dolls stood out ten times

high as a man. :

The first sign they had of the presence of the little brown

arriors came when a despairing cry went up from the sea,

e of the giant shadows turned menacingly towards the

urce of the cry, and a huge echoing voice called, "1 see

little men!”

“That is only my friend Tra-niong,” explained Liang-liang.

e speaks through a long wooden tube. Oh, it is not hard

drive away these brown people . . .~

One or two, bolder than the rest, actually serambled up on

sand; among them Creohan thought he saw the lord of

at race. For their benefit, four men bore forward out of
smoke a huge wicker figure carrying a bloody sword; its

sence overwhelmed the intruders, and they returned to

ie sea, leaving their axes abandoned on the shore.

Jere I one of them,” said Hoo soberly, “1 should think

s a land of devils!” '

t is only a land of what they themselves fear,” said

ng-liang. “1f they did not wander into other lands. they

uld have no cause to be ashamed of their small stature,




for all their people are the same. They are jealous witho
cause; it is therefore easy to make them afraid of shadows.”
She got up. “Enough of this. What purpose brought ym ?
into the hands of these savages?”
“First tell me something,” said Creohan slowly. “Is that
not a House of History I see vonder?”
“Not a House—a Tree of History,” corrected Ll.ang-hang.
“It is a place where students such as myself go to look into
the past history of our race and search out the way thmgs
hdppened |
“You use it for that purpose?” questioned Chalyth. “To
gain Lnowledge and that is all?” =
“Of course.” Liang-liang sounded surprised. “What pur-
pose could it serve but that?P”
“In our city,” began Creohan, and explained. Liang-liang
was horrified at what he told her. -
“No, indeed!” she said warmly. “The Tree is not open to
anyvone who wishes to waste his life in dreaming—it is the |
tool of our craft. Would you have a—a scribe lend his ink to |
any child that wishes to scrawl on a wall? From the memories |
which the Tree imparts, we seek to understand the whole |
story of human endeavour, tracing it back little by little and |

omitting nothing, In the end, we hope that we may grow an- |
other Tree, so planned that a man may enter the door and

pass through it slowly, seing the entire story of the earth and
understanding all of human h:*:tory 2=
Her voice changed subtly. “We may never manage that |
task, though. For what we cannot determine is how we have
theae memories| Already we have traced our story complete
fourteen thousand years into the past—to the age of the
Lymarian Empire, And this Tree of ours has been here only
a bare thousand. It was brought here in the time of tha
Mending of Men, when our project was begun.” :
“That may never matter,” said Creohan sadly, glancing -
the clouds of smoke already dispersing across the mghh







“THIs 15 A VERY serious matter,” said Kiong-binu
the chief of this people; he was very distingnished of
and bearing, and he was also so old that the golden-yi
his skin had dulled to grey. He was speaking at a
bly of his subjects, held in a natural amphitheatre
land. Perhaps twenty thousand persons were g:
- about the high wooden platform from which the chie
—his words were relayed by men with bigger voices
lowed him sentence by sentence, keeping their utterar
cisely in unison by hand signals. Chalyth, Hoo and |
sat behind him on the platform, and Liang-liang
for them, s :
About half the people present wore the blue
gowns that marked them out as students of hist
different thing from the Historians Creohan and
knew. The entire community centred around their
it was perhaps symbolic, thought Creohan, that t
called, the House of History—since all the ho
city were trees—should stand on a hill and do
izens, whereas here the Tree of History stood on les
and was in no way overawing. : :
- Kiong-binu finished his résumé of what he had




the crowd. Some of them, though it was broad daylight,
tomatically glanced up towards the sky. :
Then the elderly chief turned towards Crechan and asked a
uestion; Liang-liang interpreted, “He wishes to know how
you propose to turn aside this star.”

_The question took Crechan aback. “When we set out,” he
stammered, “we—we had in mind nothing more than to find
‘someone who would share our dismay at Earth's fate~some
fellow-mourners, if you like. How could anyone hope to tum
side a star?” :
~ Liang-liang frowned. “Tt may be difficult to explain this,”
she said. “Here it is not the custom to mourn the dead, for
~ we are mostly students of history, and for us the past can be
s alive as the present. Only the future is sealed to us. But
why should one not hope to turn aside a star? Things as seem-
ingly impossible have often been achieved in the past.”

‘She broke off and spoke in her own tongue to Kiong-hinu,
who frowned and shook his head. Then he addressed the
ultitude again. “He is calling for suggestions from anyone
o might have seen the necessary knowledge in some age
' the past” Liang-liang whispered.
~ All through the ranked crowd a str passed, like the wind
making waves in grass. No one stood forth or spoke, except a

oung man with tousled hair and an aggressive manner, who
seemed to be saying something that startled them.

' Jike this not” said Liang-liang. “That is Paro-mni—he
; said to be a malcontent and trouble-maker, and he is pro-
posing that since no one has the answer now, we should
change the end of our project and look for it.”

Kiong-binu snapped an answer. “We cannot, after a thou-
and years, give up our goal in favour of another!”

“What good is our goal going to be to us in face of this
approaching star?” shot back Paro-mni, and several of the
dienice called approvingly. But more protested.




Pmmni answa’ed in detml. i

“It will be no use to us to continue with a]ﬂbwehave
chance of finishing. Therefore I recommend that all our
students of history begin to search the far past, for we lmw
already that the information we seek does not lie in th
nearest fourteen thousand years. We must scan and skip un-
‘til we chance across a period whose knowledge of how
control matter seems great enough to extend to the mass
a star. Then we shall have to make use of that information—
we shall have to build the necessary machines, the sou:c&
of power, the—"

By this time the flood of protests had become a sea, fmm
which Liang-liang picked out a few typical examples “Wi
cannot throw aside the result of a thousand vears’ study

“We cannot leave our work to soil our hands with dirt!

“We cannot condemn our children to be slaves!”

*We cannot—=" =

“Silence!” called Kiong-binu. “It is right. We cannot
change from our own ways. We will provide any information
we can to help these brave people to divert this star, bu
more we cannot justly be called upon to do.” He turned
beaming to look at Creohan, expecting thanks, perhaps; ii
stead, the normally taciturn Hoo, shocked into activity by th
short—sightedness, leapt to his feet and bellowed at him.

“You think a star is something you can turn aside with
shadows like the little brown savages? You think you can .
back and wait for three puny human beings to save you E&?m
a frying you richly deserve? You've got your brains
far back in the past you can’t see beyond the ends of yor
own ncsesl Why, if everyone on this planet was as stu'g

our own skins and forget about these idiots—they aﬂm t w
doing a hand’s turn forl®”
It was plain that many of the audience nndetstood him,




ifted uneasily in their places, and Paro-mui, standing
nd cupping his hands round his mouth, cried, “Agreed!
housand times agreed! If no one else in this brood of
faint-hearts will join with you, I willl” .
The tide and clamour of the controversy swung from side
side; Kiong-binu was quite unable to control it, and Creo-
han felt like a bobbing cork, buffeted by the waves in which
foated. Liang-liang tried for a while to keep them abreast
f what was being said, but finally gave up, for it was im-
possible. :
“Slowly, though, a half-hearted compromise emerged, and
eemed that the one side bad been shamed into allowing
ome small divergence from their traditional plans, while the
ther had been unable to feel so strongly about something
vhich would not happen till they were dead that they tock a
i stand on it
This is the verdict,” said Kiong-binu at last, looking very
ary. “Paro-mni and anyone else who so wishes is to be per-
tted to undertake this survey of the past. All the in-
ormation he can gather will be given to the visitors. For the
t, anvone who chooses to join in building machines and the
rest of it"—~he made the idea sound faintly obscene—"may
se allowed to. That is all.”
“With all these people,” said Chalyth, “we might have
been able to hope to tumn aside that star. As things are—
do not see that we have found anything more than a fel-
Jow-mourner.”
- But Paro-mni, still not satisfied, was on his feet yet again,
d shouting, “I desire that the visitors may be allowed to
help me in my search! That much, at least!”
ranted,” said Kiong-bimu, and dismissed the meeting.
- “That was a near thing,” Liang-liang said, wiping her brow
and preparing to leave. “A trouble-maker in truth, that
ro-mnil When 1 think what he wanted us to deti
e is the only man among you with a grain of courage




He jumped from the platform and strode away into the
crowd; with distasteful glances at Liang-liang, Chalyth an
Creohan followed him, leaving the girl looking as if she
would ery but was ashamed to. =S

Paro-mni was fighting his way through the press towards
them, and they met quite soon. At close quarters the yellow-
skinned man proved to be as quivering with repressed anger
as his voice had suggested; he clenched and unclenched his
hands constantly as he spoke. =5

“Oh, but I am one of a race of fools!” he said passionately.
“Is there no one left in the world who has the strength of
character to get up and do things?” =

“Not where Chalyth and I come from,” Creohan answered,
and explained.

“Well, then, that makes two things we must look for:
First, we must discover whether at any time our race pos-
sessed the knowledge we require—and we may have to search
a hundred thousand years of history or more for the answer!
Second, we have to learn whether there is anywhere a group
of survivors who would put their backs into the job of im
plementing that knowledge.”

The confidence with which he spoke of their tremendou
difficulties lent new heart to Creohan. He said, “We ki
already that the coast opposite this, across the sea, is quite
barren. On our own coast, on the opposite side, I suspect the
case may be the same, though I don’t know.” 3

“I do,” said Chalyth., “I had that much from my friends
beneath the sea. At the least, there is no city left with ey
one such as I curious about the sea; if they are not capable
of that little effort, any cities there are are in the same plis
as our own.” S

“And up and down this coast there are only a ﬁewsmtr-




AT ;Ja folk who are content to live on
t the s bﬁem them,” said Paro-mni. “Until today, 1 was
ud to live among people who—I thought—used their
for a higher purpose than their nelghbours did. But this
s opened my eyes.’
“How about inland?” said Hoo, and Paro-mni frowned.
“Inland is—as I recall—a much bigger word in this case
han in the case of the continent from which you come.
ith of us is a giant island, where only animals live, most
them savage and fearful; west, the continent on which
st of the greatest periods of human history have blossomed.
is makes me suspect that somewhere we might find the
le we seek. Still . . .” His voice trailed away for a
second, and his eyes veiled with thought.
Then he resumed, briskly, “Have either of you experience
the study of hlstory?”
Chalyth recalled the moment she had stood in the House
History back home, and shuddered, but did not protest
when Creohan answered steadily, “No, but we are ready to
lwip -you, of course.”
“Um. Well, then, today I shall have to spend in teaching
u some elementary precautions to enable you to keep your

: ara-mm, 1 admire your boldness. I'm with you. My
me is Kiong-la.”
_"*chr father is an idiot,” said Paro-mni dispassionately,

“One does not choose one’s parents. ‘What dc- we do first?”
y went to Paro-mni’s house and spent the afternoon
leammg a system of sunple but ngorous mental exer-




before they began their trip, she was eager
a recurrence.

-8l it was with pnumlmg hearts that they accom
Paro-mni and Kiong-la the next moming to the en
the Tree. This was a less powerful one than their
however; it was not hard to blank one’s mind to the
of the memories it induced, and Crechan guessed
due to the different way it had been used over the
passing, he wondered where these Trees had come
either both those he knew had been in existence for a
same period—a thousand years—or after reaching
stage they ceased to grow.

With the aid of a map brought by Paro-mni, they
the areas of the complex passageways within the Tree
held the key only to areas of history that had been exh
of their poss:bxhtws “Broadly speaking, that ctwers
Lymarian Empire and after,” said Paro-mni.

“When do these memories begin, then?” said Crechan.
should have thought that by looking into the most
past—" -
“That is impossible,” said - Paro-mni regretful!y
all, the memories had to be conducted hither some
so? The time of the Mending of Men, when our comr
was founded, is the most recent age in which know!
memories covering the whole surface of the earth ¢
‘gether in any one place. From that, funnel back L
lead to everything that happened earlier. Still, for our
~task, no matter; if a mechanically-minded society ha
in that period, we would have found physical 7
.usbegm,then Forasbart,you ustemmine_ qﬁ@







Ochnzmnngnammmmedtozt,Cm:Em 1
fascination of his task struggling in his mind with the
he still felt to go on, tomakepmgress For in tr
made very little progress in their search.
Before the Lymarian Empire, as he knew, had
Glorious Gerynts, but they had concentrated
people together into a single uniform horde;
unpleasant memories of the effects of that.
Before them again were the Lucothids and the
who had divided almost the entire planet between
had tapped the surge of the tides to power giant d
that farmed the oeeans; that must have been when
of the Sea became fnends and servants of man,
Before them were the Tymoletri, and the Gwams, i
Tridwelion, who had been like and yet unlike a th
other cuhu'es, before them the Minogovaristo.
people who had drawn the clouds together as a
shadow-plays covering. whole countries, but their
like all the rest, had stopped at the edge of spa
Before them the Dos had reigned, and the G
Narotor; before them, the Chatrik, whose do
ended with the frontier of the air—but they ha
~ to plant huge forests of mutated lichens across




pnrpese comprehénable tmly to memse}ves ’l‘hey c
) have turned aside a star. -

_year went by; Creohan, Hoo and Chalyth eould

r tell the passage of time any more, for they were now

ful as Paro-mni and Kiong-la at skipping through
es that covered centuries, seizing one here and anather
nd discarding them.

e the Chatrik were the Pledowza, whcse main task had
contend with the depredations of a race of lizard-like
who had emerged from ruins sunken in a ‘great ocean -
d struggled for the ownership of the land. The Ple-
g merciful, had spent five centuries in adapting the
.planet of Venus for these creatures’ use; then they
them thither by force. A possibility: all five of
studied that period for a week, and then decided that
uld not have swung a planet from its course, let alone
and they did not have the key to such power.

“the Pledowzi, the Kinkakans, the Dwyge, the Com-
Comita, the Thnab—petty societies who left behind
one folk tale apiece and some houses that rotted.
there were the Umftiti, whose houses grew like the ones
H&'ﬁh Creohan was accustomed, and who had left groves
m waiting for the period, twenty-nine thousand years
of the Mending of Men, when another culture had dis-
the use that could be made of these plants, trained
ain for the companionship of men, and left them for
‘the Umftiti also who had first exploited the pos-
of the Trees of History, but they had been unable
| what they had invented, and their successors the




ﬁmbh&dn&umferstmdaﬂyofm mﬂ:at‘eoewas
for twenty-nine thousand vears. =

The wave of humanity seemed to surge back and forth. mz’ﬂ‘
the planet; a pattern seemed to form—an age of =
gave way to an age of working with living things, and that
degenerated into violence and a return to machines; Never
the two together; the nearest approach to such a combination
had been that achieved by the Lucothids and Pretascans, and
they had advanced only a little way with the control of matter
before abandoning their work, satisfied with what they had
previously achieved.

Beginning to despair, they skipped ever greater periods.
There were gaps, too—real ones, when a continent might be
unaccounted for. These were usually in periods when
culture was dying alone, and chance weeded out its descen
dants one by one until there were none left at all. Who
societies might have vanished in this way; still, it was a con=
solation that technieally inclined cultures had spread over
face of the world in most cases, and therefore were least likely
to be fergotten. |

Fifty thousand years in the past, they chanced across
Muve, who had undertaken to divert the course of the plnnet
Mercury in order to save their despotic ruler from an un-
favourable astrological conjunction. This was more like f
Only the Muve had failed in their task, and the effort had
spent their energy to such an extent that they collapsed in
disastrous war which altered the shape of mountains and
caused many islands to sink from sight completely. Dis-
couraged, the seekers pressed on. =

The memories were growing dim now, overlead by multi-
tudes of others; sometimes a tantalising glimpse proved
impossible to identify again. A few great periods stood ou
brilliantly even yet: the Cursiles, the Lomril, the Slarf, all




far .In a ﬂm:sand years we have pushed the-'
- of the past back only fourteen thousand; here at
ity and eighty thousand years mark, we find not one
_civilisations that may have attempted what we

hy they?” put in Hoo. “Why mno one after them?
t almost think that there were once a—a breed of
to speak, to whom the stars formed a challenge,
o have died off, leaving the race content to live on a
orld.” -

cannot have died out so completely,” said Creohan.
sperst all your life—till we came—among the herds of
r valley; yet you understood what we were trying
nd came with us.”

thing that does suggest itself to me,” put in Kmng -la,
nowledge of the physical universe has become a
id less sought-after goal. The opposite trend, surely,
climaxed here in our own city with an attempt to know
derstand everything about man and not his environ-

. you cannat divorce the two, said Paro-mmi firmly.
is something I have often suspected, “and with the
of the news of the threatening star, I became certain.
ecome of this so-noble attempt to understand man
no men left to appreciate it?” :
to admit defeat?” said Chalyth. “We know now
in the range of memory there is no knowledge that
rth in any case, there is no one hvmg who could




stared at him. He continued, “Does it not seem sta
that this turning cycle of technology, biology, degeneration,
has remained stuck at the lowest part of its eycle for so longP
Since the time of the Mending of Men, which gave us tﬁ%'
Trees of History and the trees my people use for houses,
there has plainly been a time of degeneration. Unless the
pattern has suddenly changed completely, somewhere on
Earth people must again be learning to build with tools, &
design machines. They cannot all be dommated by the pastt
or savages like the little brown men.”

“How long do the Trees of History live?” asked Hoo and
Paro-mni answered impatiently. =+

“No one knows. The original Umftiti Trees had sown and
re-sown themselves in their grove for twenty-nine t}musa
yea.rs before—" :

“Let us go to the Umftiti period,” said Hoo, rising, so that
the others stared.

“But what use will that be to us?” Paro-mni demanded.

“At some time in that age, a man may have gone to
Tree, and he may have locked into a past that was cluttered
by thirty thousand years’ fewer memories,” said Hoo signifi-
cantly, and as the words sank in he was the last ta rnmge
to leave the room, such was the rush.

And indeed such a man there had been. His name the
could not speak—it consisted largely of a tongue-click and
grimace—and his way of life and his manner of thinking wer
alike strange. He had been a priest, and he wore the flayed
skin of some long-vanished animal and his hair was plastered
to his skull with clay. But he had believed in the truth of
what the Trees showed him at a time when it was held that
the memories were visions conjured up by evil spirits, a.nﬁ—
he had stretched the past to the uttermost limit. _

And he watched the Cursiles, and the Lomril, tmdr--_
Slarf; he had seen others before them, who seemed to




is memory of the Tre.e s memnry—the shape of any
el that was deszgned to travel space, the method of power-
t, the success or failure it achieved. In most cases it was
re; the Slarf, the latest of them all, had had success as
counted success, but the object of their one trip had been
rely to prove that stars were suns like the Earth’s own sun,
it cost one man a life-time and his sanity to make the
Jong trip of which that one proved fact was the prize.
nd yet further back still there was 2 hint that someone
id had success. There was a mountain, a huge and inac-
cessible mountain, about which legends clustered thick like
_ripe on a tree. A tradition had lasted through seven
1ccessive space-flying cultures that any successful venture
 start from here, which was unheard-of in the case of any
such tradition. Many starships that had nearly achieved
cess crashed to ruins in the mountain range nearby;
antic efforts were directed to levelling the mountains, but
‘harming the mountain; then the altered disposition of
sht on the Earth’s crust caused an upthrust of magma
ruined the attempt, and by the era of the Slarf the idea
en dismissed and forgotten.
rgotten, that is, until this man of the Umftiti decided to
himself from his people and trek far to the east in search
the mountain. Presumably the journey had cost him his
% . far from human society, for hunt as they might they found
= ue to his fate.
= ost as if they had discussed it among themselves, they
d that the idea of going to see whether that mountain
swrvived the intervening millennia was accepted among
m, “I know my father will be glad to see us go,” said
o la one evening, when they were met together to talk
their day’s adventuring through the past.
lmow he will not be the only one,- said Paro-mni




cnmpiam that we interfere , their they
usingthesameareasoftheTreenfl-hstoryasweam!
“They cannot forget their fate so long as we
among them. But they would like to forget it,” s
shrewdly. The others nodded agreement,
“And what do we expect to find if we do go
mountain?” asked Creohan. “Do we hope perhaps
the way we may chance across the machine-building
who, in two centuries, knowing what must befall them
seek out and use a means of turning aside the stars? Ane
we find nothing on the way, do we spend the rest of o
combing the continents for those people—if they exist?”
“Why not?” said Chalyth softly. “Is not man even
worth trying to save? Have we not found devotion to
among Hoo’s family, gentleness and sympathy in M
thirst for knowledge—even if a limited one—here i
city? Even in those cruel brown savages I think th
trace of the refusal to fear anything merely becausi
bigger than oneself that must have driven these very
men out to conquer the universe. Much that has mad
kind what it is is worth keeping—and who knows to
new heights we may once again rise if disaster is a
“Our race has never possessed the knowledge that
want,” said Kiong-la doubtfully. “That we have establi
“Maybe this thing has never happened before,
Crechan, and got to his feet, joy in his heart. “We
spent too much time here, Chalyth and Hoo and I. Wi

go on. Are you with usP”
Paro-mni and Kiong-la exchanged glances. And n




of the city were indeed glad to see them go.
ere too polite to admit it; indeed, they wished the
‘well with simulated warmth. But as the five of
ed out on their new journey, Creohan imagined he
collective sigh of relief rising from their rear. Even
ot raise more than a half-hearted sort of annoy-

way lay almost due west; they knew the ground al-
“as well as if they had travelled it already, for many of
civilisations had built here and decayed here,
significantly altering the face of the land. Twice or
in the past which they had explored, hungry wild
and wilder men had roamed the area, but the beasts
ago given up the unequal struggle, after men—
times—had re-descended to the beasts’ level and beat-
m at their own ferocious game. Yet there were crea-
ut—long-eared, gentle, shy animals- that dodged a-
the scrub; things with gaunt limbs which scuttered
“rocks; plump, amiable objects with fat tails that
behind them and blunt snouts with which they rooted
grunting with delight when they unearthed




fart?meirﬁrstmpastheywaremw 'lheirvoyageaems
ocean was nothing compared to the distance saparatmg
from the mountain which was their goal, but in all those
thousands of years the landscape they had seen by means of
the Tree of History had changed only in detail, not in out
line. They could camp for the night now and say, “To-
morrow we will go on an hour’s march and come to a shallow |
ravine, whlch should by now have been weathered so that we
can cross it”; or “From here we cannot go straight, for the
land was becoming desert a thousand years ago and is prob-
ably all sandy and rocky”; or “These plump creatures never
stray far from water; Lf we follow them we shall come tn 3
such-and-such a river.”

In this way they progressed amazingly, eating the roots
that the plump animals favoured and the leaves and shoots
the long-eared animals chose. Occasionally they had to take
advantage of these creatures’ trusting behaviour, and use them
for meat, but they did not do so often. £ =

Made lean and untalkative by what they had undergone, |
they felt no need to discuss their rate of progress, their inten-
tions on reaching their objective, or even the country ti'n‘ough
which they passed. A calm certainty filled them; uncom-
plaining they put miles behind them between every sun-n:p'_
and sundown. Each of them felt—Creohan perhaps more
than the others, because his need was older and greater—vﬂm‘:-
fulfilment of acting together with companions in a waﬂky':l
purpose. %

Three months brought them three parts of the way to t‘hetr 8
goal, and they were moving into a rich region, whose vsegp-"
tation was luxuriant but whose nights were very cold. And |
here, for the first time, they ran into something that had
changed since they had seen memories of it.

Across their path stretched a forest which could easily have
seeded itself and grown to such a thickness in a huadred




: found they muld not see the sun or the stars.
loom reigned by night and by day in this forest;
wce was punctuated only by far-distant cries from
t from those which roamed the plains outside.
; they tried to climb the trees to see the sky,
ywed watercourses that eventually gathered so much

: 'weﬂers had to admzt, were they. -

iould go that way,” suggested Kiong-la, staunching

“her ankle where a thorny bush had tern her skin.

ter that way,” said Chalyth, panting as she leaned

‘the bole of a giant tree.

hever way we go, we must stay together,” said

“Otherwise one of us may be doomed.”

ich is better—that one of us should be doomed, or

- said Kiong-la- bitterly. “I say that way, and I

‘that way whether you come or not.”

_instant tempers flared; tired, discouraged, rather

—for the animals of the forest were hard to snare, and

elded few eatable shoots—the travellers found re-

sh ting at each other, In a while, they were relieved

, except for Kiong-la, who, with a set line to her

an& her body twmbhng, demanded whether anyone
“her way or whether they were leaving her to set

s peaceable suggestwn that they sleep ona decn- -
not satisfy her, though it did the others, a.nd when
after their rest, Kiong-la was gone. g
sﬂem&mciueastothew&yshehadtaken-;-




paix‘sandgﬂtwooneway,twn'{haelher -seaxdt.
Hoo vetoed it, saying they might never find their
tothlsspotwhm'etheystood.SotheyeasLabout;-.
shouting, but either Kiong-la did not hear or she
answer, or she would not.

At last their shouting roused a group of animals
nearer dimness, who came swinging down from the
on long strands of creeper, but who had ne soon
human beings than they made off with chattering
terror.

“Now that can be due to one of two things,” said
if suddenly coming to the solution of a difficult
“Either the smell of man is utterly new in this forest
which is more likely—those creatures know man
afraid of us. Quickly—take the direction opposite to

They did so wearily; they had gone only a short w
the sound of splashing water reached them, and they
the undergrowth thinning. With renewed heart th
forward, until for the first time in how many days ]
not kiow- the sky was grey and open above their he
rocky cliff jutted upwards here, and down it
stream of clear water in a fall three times as high as ¢
deep pool stretched away from the foot of the fa
Chalyth uttered a cry of joy and ran forward into
stopping to take off her thorn-ragged clothing.

In the middle of the pool she looked up towards
and saw something that so astonished her she
straight down. When she recovered, she flung up &
and they all saw it at once. _

A water-wheel turned in the newrn-endmg flow;
shafts whose squeaking was overlaid with the splas
cascade drove somethmg inside a weoﬂen




t out a Tong slow sigh. “If Kiong:
Mamdcré&sﬂipndedwwm&ihawbe&nmth'
id, but Crechan, shaking his head, interrupted.
this way and chanced acress it,” he corrected, “T am
‘chance is not being kind to Kiong-a as it is to the rest
Nowwemuﬂ@awﬂ;atcabh,andatﬁmendof;t

'Went, ina 'iiﬂie'whﬁe-ﬁrey found a brick-built town
wed streets along which wheeled carts with iron tyres
bumping, driven by electric motors, and from which
paved roads led away to other towns in the area. The
~impenetrable, close-growing forest—was all that
bstw&eﬂ them and Paro-mni’s people, and very soon it
lain they would have conquered that barrier.

ied people saw them emerging from the forest and
_to discover who they might be; the country over
. could be seen was too rough for the electric carts,
e travellers were weary enough to be content to let the
come to them, so they had a little time to talk if they
hed. And Paro-mmi, seeing Crechan eveing the dim
“the sun through the clouds as if estimating which way
west from here, had to speak.

han! You think of—going further than this? Why,
hat we were looking forl In two hundred years,
purpose, these people will have all the necessary pow-
1 take them to my city and show them the past,
they can draw lost knowledge to help them—"

, you can,” said Grecuhan a.bst_ractedly, still caleulating.
ell, we shall see,”

first of the natives were among them, talking a
whwh was ‘a remote cousin of one spaken in ih!s



'mwtthemeaftﬁeum&ngofhien,andwh&?
could follow if it was slow enough. Their journey th b
the forest seemed to impress these people as if it were a
miracle, for they themselves appeared dismayed by its green
depths, and when Creohan demanded that someone go in |
search of Kiong-la he was told it was impossible to find h
or anything, and that they were the luckiest people alive,

These were a sober, industrious race, very curious abent—-
the world they lived in, and very eager to turn its physical
properties to their own account. The electrical generator was
new among them, and they were disappointed for a time to
learn that they had been anticipated not once but many times,
yet they soon recovered, and the inventor—whom they met—
hastened to incorporate in his gadget improvements suggeste&' |
by Paro-mni from his memories of ancient designs. Creohan
demanded to be taken to an astronomer, and found that th
had such people, armed with poor but diligently used refrac
ing telescopes. They had deduced that the world was round,
but they had not measured its size; the fact that their country
lay some distance from the equator had prevented that.
Neither had they measured the distance or size of the sm;rs;'_“'
Creohan showed them how, and worked out for them in h‘b &
own symbols—which Paro-mni impatiently translated after a
fashion—the calculations that showed how great was ﬂ!é
danger to Earth.

The task overawed the natives at first, but in a week ‘91‘
two they were talking confidently of achieving it—after all,
they reasoned, two centuries before they had been uncivilised |
scratchers in the mud; two centuries hence, they might well
be attempting the stars. In two weeks, they were test
their first rocket-driven glider, and the barrier of the great _
forest seemed about to vanish forever.

Paro-mni, as Crechan had expected, was enthusiastic ﬁbnnt
their discovery; Hoo—as Crechan had not expectﬂd—-ha.ﬂ




cience, mth its mﬁ‘actable natural laws. :
‘missed something from the very start. What,
not quite define—a hint of irrationality, perhaps, a
ous spark of idealistic determination. Crechan
‘something his Historian friend Molichant had
Jong time ago, a long way away: “Mavbe it
1 t%(n’n"e péople are better suited to ages-other than

had asked what happened to the man for wham no
1 all history was ideal.
“ages other than our own’ he had only to put “places
1an our own,” and he had summed up his own position.
length he sought out Hoo and Paro-mni and Chalyth,
them together in a house which had been allotted
- and announced his mescapab!e decision. -
going on to the mountain,” he said. s
but  why?” exploded Paro-mni. “Have we mnot
at we sought? Have we not the key to the safety
in the work these people will undertake?”
bly,” nodded Creohan. “But I cannot help them
than I have done. I've shown them the threatening
could tell them again about it, and again, but that
be of no use. No, I can say only this: that I feel I
on to the mountain because these people would not
worth gmng ‘on to the mountain. Dont say you
me-—I can’t explain it clearly enough for that.”
said Paro-mni, and glanced at him. Hoo shrugged.
=3 am content. I spent my early life acting out
pattern of tasks Here I can becﬂme part of




Whether we go or not, nralces.m dﬂmeé»
'whattbepeoplehmdo whathm'ﬂwyr '
are going.”




to say that ha was very hted “but his mouth
s a desert, andmanycase@wlythlamwand
The going had become worse, and worse,
e again, until for the past three days they had
t water nor any living thing bar a few lichens.
not been this way for centuries; it was a vast bare
1e face of Earth, cold, bleak, mhospltable its charac-
st to the memory of the human race. :
reohan had often thought, that the mountain
ad been worn away, or brought low by an earth-
hey did not even know if the man of the Umftiti
# a mere thirty thousand years ago, and what-

' ed here that was of such vast importance
place a hundred thousand years before . . .
ey had gone on—somehow: scrambling, crawling,_'
over ground that was sometimes level and sometimes
eéd and sometimes craggy and rough. How much
could continue Creohan didn’t know; his eyes,
ess, focussed on Chalyth and he saw that her
overlaid her old beauty with a haggard, drawn
knew he himself was skeletal and ragged, and
mbiti _'lx).became&corpse.

he w-’that she was smﬂmg at lum—a ghastiy -




imitate it, and then he raised his head. =~
A moment before there had nof been a mounts
there was a mountain—black, tremendous, awe-ins _
sides running with clear water, its peak catching the ligl
if it were a vast and polished jewel. It was still growing.
Chalyth saw it a second later than Crechan had; she
a gasp that might have been a scream if her throat had
been so dry, and clutched at him for support, for the
of concussion that gigantic movement had caused in
ground was like an earthquake. Then the first of the stre
that had started from the ground washed round their |
and they slaked their thirst, panting. SRS
When he could speak, Crechan said, “Those were the
ple we need today! Does it not seem that that moun
was waiting for someone to approach—hiding benea
ground? My life, that a mountain could wait a hu
thousand years—" His words failed him. :
“There’s a gap in the side facing us” said Chalyth a
a panse. “Do you think we're—expected?” :
“I think someone is expected.” said Creohan. Lin
hand-in-hand, they began to cross the intervening g
The gap in the side proved to be a doorway, trapezoidal |
shape, giving on to a passage. Its walls were illumined
pale blue fluorescence; behind this glow somethin
and powerful pulsed, as though they were entering
of a beast and listening to its heartbeat. The air
with a scent of electricity. == ===
They crossed the threshold, and began to learn.
It seemed like the Tree of History, this mountain, |
was not, for it held only one memory which was an
tion, and it was not alive—it was only a gigantic sto
vice for certain patterned electric “currents, which
duction could start other patterns working in a living |




) did.” said Creohan, who had gone a few pa
ther than she. “Be silent, and come with me.” -
He took her hand, and together they walked forward into
nowledge of the greatest adventure the human race had
er undertaken. '

o these people were, they did not know. It was enough,
e days, that they were men and women of Earth. They
studied, and explored, and probed, being possessed with
t hunger to understand the universe about them.
they covered the surface of the planet, and plunged
h its seas, and trekked into its jungles and across its
s; they bored deep into the solid crust of their world,
d soared high through its tenuous atmosphere.
When—or while, it was not clear—they were engaged on
¢, the moon tempted them, so they tumned their scrutiny
that world, too. After the moon, the planets. They did
“not decorate the surface of the moon with coloured vegetation

satisfy a passing whim; nor did they, like the Muve,
empt to drive a planet from its orbit to fend off an imag-
ed disaster. They were possessed of a curiosity which at
ss approached an obsession; what lay at the end of
+ trail of knowledge-getting they never inquired—perhaps
» had a vague idea it was happiness; much more likely,
Creoban’s way of thinking (for he felt he understood
_people), it was the satisfaction of having attained a
aposed objective and therewith overcoming their limit-

d so the time came when they had charted the course of
tides in Saturn’s rings, and seen the sun as a mere speck
the surface of frigid Pluto, and travelled by proxy into
same sun’s glowing atmosphere, and they found them-

standing on the shore of a more gigantic ocean than




~ failed—to exceed the pace of those dawdling rays
from star to earth. Nonetheless, they had to know.
—and yet too slow—their ships launched out into inte;
space, and some of them came back, to tell how ther
other worlds, other kinds of people, other beings who
at the Earth’s sun and saw it as a dim star. 2 N
But to visit even one of these worlds might take ten
They proceeded to lengthen their life-span artificiall
so continued for a while; but the universe was vast,
axy a mere unit of it, and nine hundred and nine
thousand, nine hundred and ninety-nine parts ou
lion of it were out of reach. e
At this time, therefore, some people began to say “En
But others did not. B

cared to use it—men had all the time they needed to
the universe; it would continue to exist for so lon
virtually amounted to eternity. T
And so it was agreed between the people who
“Enough” and those who did not that all the world
unite one last time in a single gigantic project. A ship
not carry sufficient numbers of men through the unis
but a planet could. So, by using the energies of
itself they brought another solar system closer ta
Earth, so that those who wished to undertake ¢
fantastic voyage of exploration in all history migl
it; and then they set the star to swing on an orbit
would bring it back to earth in one hundred
- with its harvest of knowledge,




i f years th&depmtm’e other men had
bered and tried—out of shameP—to emulate that
erlative gesture. But the time had come and g;me,
1 , went the memory. -
tao they had foreseen, that great people. Therefore
had built this mountain, hiding it, waiting for men of
anding to come near it again. The electronic patterns
ating in its supercooled memory banks would go on, as
made no matter, for ever; now and again someone
ance to come nearby, might learn of his race’s glory,
be glad to be alive when the time was near for a re-

ey found themselves outside the mountain; they had

‘blindly, and lost themselves in visions beyond their

s, Now, too overcome to speak, they stood and

“heavily as though they had made some terrific

1 effort.

. sky was nearly dark; they had passed many hours in

mountain. The threatening star, which was no longer

ening, for its awful rush would be checked long be-

- became dangerous, had risen.

had begun to think of the end,” said Creohan, half
with joy. “And now we've learned there need be

, so far as ma.nkmd is concerned .

- was a poem,” said Chalyth, wrmldmg her bmw

you hear #t? I did, very clearly—I remember it. A poem,
a hundred thousand years agol”

didn’t hear it,” said Creohan. “Perhaps—perhaps what-
is that makes that mountain make us remember
people different ways. What was xt?”




: Greohansuddexﬂymembere&ﬂmgxmtmrke& '
which had been shut forcibly by the little brown sav
the memory and the sorrow caused him to miss the

He came back to catch the last few words.
“~And Earth is but a star, that once—had shone.”
“Never!” said Creohan, and was almost surprised
had spoken aloud. Then he went on, “Earth
cease to shme,salmgasmenﬁamkofltandremerd
If one day this planet dies, why, there are other worlds,
some of them, like that one up there which has been «
incredible a journey, will be other Earths.” .
“Do you think the people with whom we left I-Ioo
mni will welcome what we have to tell them, or not?”
Chalyth. Creohan, coming back with a start from the
depths of space to the here and now, shrugged.
“How can one tell? Perhaps, in two hundred years,
would have been able to turn aside that star; perhaps
Maybe they will still have to—after all, it’s possible
people who set off a hundred thm:sand years ago dxed
their new world and left no descendants, or that their d
dants have forgotten as we on Earth have forgﬂtten,
longer know why their sun and ours are rushing to
how to prevent the collision.” :
Chalyth gave a little cry of horror, and nodded. -
pose that is possible. Well, we shall know one
“And new,” said Creohan, “we must go back,”
He rubbed his sore eyes with the back of his
looked at Chalyth. They had come hither by force
and determination; somehow their new knowledge
have to sustain them on their return. He dld ot lo




s the iy, speedl . 2
estarwhmizseemedtobegromnglargerﬁsthey
_ Of an instant, he knew what it must be. He said:
Mmbﬁnearemughfmthemm Soon they

glanced at him, “What do you mean?’
) 'thattbatmonlyhemwthmg Ahund:ar}'
years ago such ships as that one left Earth for an-
Wi Now they’re coming back. Cha}yth, Chalyth,
it is to be alive today!”
—” began Chalyth, and sfmmbled over the words.
- go back, Let’s wait for them. TheyTl come here,
Probably first of all, if they can still remember
his mountain is?”
remember,” said Creohan, not taking his eyes from
1t blue-white glare of the spaceship’s drive. “And
we'll wait. If we'd only known 1t, we weuld have
¢ for them all our lives”
paoeship grew larger in the sky. It was coming down.




‘Marooned on a lethal planet. :
and THE SNOWS OF GANYMEDE
by Poul Anderson B
They'd pattern this world to fit the people.
D-315 THE SPACE WILLIES by Eric Frank Russell
: You just can't keep on: Earthman downl
and SIX WORLDS YONDER by Eric Fra
Stories of first landings on far planets,
D-351 THE SUN SMASHER by Edmond Hamilto
Kidnapp'ed to rule the starst
and STARHAVEN by Ivar Jorgenson
Planet of the outcasts. == £
D-354 THE HIDDEN PLANET
Edited by Donald A. Wollheim
= Science-fiction adventures on Venus, by such
Chad Oliver, Leigh Brackett, Lester Del Rey,

D-358 RECRUIT FOR ANDROMEDA by Milton Le
Many had gone—none had returned. :
and THE PLOT AGAINST EARTH
by Calvin M. Knox s
The clue was hidden in the stars.

35¢

- If not available ot your newsdealer, any of these
be bought by sending 35¢ (plus 5¢ handling fee)
number fo Ace Books, Inc., (Sales Dept.), 23 W.
New York 34, N.Y, - T




